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Book One




CRASH POINT


CHAPTER 1




Monday




'Do you want to know why I killed him?'

The words rang sharp in Frank Miller's head as the car skidded on the snow-covered road outside the hotel, the headlight beams bouncing off a patrol car. He left the heat and slammed the door, going as fast as he could up the icy steps to the hotel, the driving snow blinding him. He thought about Neil McGovern, serial killer. Locked up in a psychiatric hospital to rot away the rest of his life. Which turned out to be all of two weeks. 

McGovern's taunt had been the first thing on Miller's mind for many sleepless nights afterwards. Tonight he hadn't been given the chance of a sleepless night. His team were on-call and nobody had been to bed yet. They'd been to a fatal domestic stabbing, and were just wrapping up, when Miller got a call from control at 2:56 a.m. Normally, his Monday morning wouldn't start for another four hours, but they were requested to attend a locus where there was a "possible life extinct." A dead body. Not officially dead until the doctor said so. 

He was shivering inside his overcoat as he pulled his collar up against the driving snow, noticing the hotel was clad in scaffolding, covered by green netting with a sign declaring they were still open for business.

After the patrol crew confirmed it wasn't a hoax, or a prank, he'd sent an advance team ahead while he wrapped up the first scene

Then he'd taken the call from DS Tam Scott; Bring your tub of Vicks. It's a go. 

There was a uniform at the door as Miller entered the hotel. Inside, there was a buzz of activity, as if somebody had pulled the fire alarm. Uniforms were herding guests down the stairs, into the bar where they could be watched and statements taken. 

Detective Sergeant Tam Scott was already wearing plastic overshoes, waiting for Miller by the lift doors. Miller wiped the snow from his hair as they rode the lift up to the fifth floor. A sign was taped above the buttons: No Admittance To Level 5.

'What have we got up here, Tam?' Miller asked, rubbing Vicks under his nose. 

'It's bad, boss.' Scott wasn't far away from retirement, and it couldn't come quickly enough. 'It's like before.'

'You mean..?' Miller didn't want to come out and ask the question, knowing he didn't have to.  Scott nodded.

'Fuck.' Miller looked at his watch: 3:45 a.m. He'd had no coffee, but the buzz of adrenaline was doing the same job.  

Scott fumbled in his pocket and held out his hand to Miller.

'What's this?' Miller asked.

'Breakfast,' Scott said, dropping the stick of gum into Miller's hand. Then he tapped the paper sign. 'The hotel's being refurbished. Starting with this floor. That's why guests aren't allowed up here.' The lift jolted to a halt.

'Nothing to stop them hitting the button to come up here though.'  He unwrapped the gum and rolled the stick into his mouth, careful to put the wrapper in his pocket.

'There is now,' Scott said, as the lift doors slid open. A burly uniform was standing right at the doors. 

'Morning, sir,' he said, to Miller, as he stepped aside.




Miller nodded to him. Planks of wood were laying on the floor, along with various other pieces of detritus from the building site.

This floor was barely lit.  Miller heard the noise coming from the room, bodies going about the crime scene with exercised efficiency; loud voices, radio chatter and the noise of a camera shutter letting images of the dead seep onto a digital card.

A uniform stood outside the room and nodded to the two detectives.

'Old Doc Shields confirmed life extinct just before you got here,' Scott said. 'Although everybody could see that for themselves. Rules are rules, though.'

'You been in there yet?'

Scott nodded. 'It's a mess, boss.'

'Who found him?' 

Scott looked at his notebook. 'The manager, Donald Goram. He said he thought he heard something up here, so he came to have a look. Melinda, the night auditor, says he comes up here for a sly fag.' 

A tech at the doorway made them take off their overcoats and suit up before they went into the room.  People were moving about and lights were flashing. Identity Branch staff and detectives. The quick strobe of a flashgun. 

One of the techs was standing, dusting the window frame for prints. Another tech was moving around the bed for a better angle, crouching, and snapping off another photo. Miller saw Detective Sergeant Jimmy Gilmour talking with the forensics boss, Inspector Maggie Parks. Another of the older detectives, DS Andy Watt, was looking at the bed. 

'Hello, Frank,' Maggie said. 'I hear it's been a busy night for you.'

'It certainly has.'

The room looked like it hadn't been used in a long time, and Miller could understand why the place was being refurbished. The décor was old and the furniture had seen better days. Nothing a can of petrol and a box of matches wouldn't take care of, he thought. It didn't seem as if anything was out of place. The tech with the camera was standing at the side of the bed, blocking his view. He approached the back of the white suit and the young man moved out the way.

Miller took a deep breath through his nose and held it for a few seconds. He'd been to many crime scenes in his twelve years as a copper, and too many murder scenes in his seven years with Serious Crimes, but this rammed into his gut like a cold, steel fist.

He let out his breath, keeping his composure, and looked at the disembowelled corpse lying on the bed.

In life, the man had started going bald on top, the remaining hair black, with a hint of grey. The nose was thin but looked like it had been broken more than once. The mouth open, as if he'd been screaming when he died.

They just stood looking down at the corpse.

Miller looked at Scott. Spoke the words nobody else wanted to. 'We got it right, Tam, didn't we?'

Scott looked right back at him. 'I hope we did.' 

'Of course we did,' Watt said. His usual philosophy was, "Don't fuck up, and if you do, don't get caught."

'It has to be a copycat,' Miller said to Scott. He was starting to feel warm now. Although this floor was being refurbished, the heating was still on, to prevent any pipes from freezing. McGovern had died in the psychiatric hospital. Now Miller was standing looking at a man who'd been killed in the same way as three other people.

'It can't be anything else. McGovern's dead, so it can't be him.' Miller looked back at the pale, waxy face, a spark of recognition felt like he'd been punched in the guts again. He looked at Watt.

'So you recognise him, boss?' Watt said.

'That I do, Andy. That I do.' 

It was Colin Fleming, ex-police officer. 

 'Morning folks,' pathologist Julie Davidson said from the doorway. 

They turned round at the sound of her voice.

'Hi, Frank. Good to see you again.' She was already suited up, ready to go to work.

'Hi, Julie. How have you been?'

'I'm fine, Frank.' She put a hand on his arm and gave a small smile that seemed reserved for people who are talking in the wee hours and have been dragged out of bed.  'What do we have here, then?' 

Julie was in her mid-forties but looked ten years younger. She was an attractive woman who looked after herself. She was also Frank Miller's sister-in-law. He hadn't seen her much since her father's funeral.

'Who do we have here?' Miller said. 'Colin Fleming.'

She looked at Miller. 'Is that the same Colin Fleming who my dad worked with? The one who went to work with Robert Molloy?'

'The very same.' Robert Molloy. Gangster. A scumbag who'd been giving bribes to serving police officers, most of whom had been caught, including Colin Fleming.

They stood back as Julie did a preliminary examination. Probing. Poking. Looking. They chatted amongst themselves and looked around. Miller walked over to the window where the tech had stood and held up his hands to the glass without touching it. Creating a dark spot so he could look out. It was still snowing heavily. The worst winter weather in fifty years and Miller caught it when he was on-call.

After a while, Julie stood up straight. 'He had his throat cut, obviously, but he was opened up shortly afterwards, while the heart was still pumping. Otherwise there'd be no spatter. Probably severed an artery.'

They heard a fuss from outside the door. Norma Banks walked in. The Procurator Fiscal. Detective Chief Inspector Paddy Gibb followed her. Both of them were suited up.

'I wanted to say "Good morning" to you all, but it's not a good morning when I get a call from control reporting the murder of an ex-police officer. I haven't had a coffee, I've had three hours sleep and I'm not happy.' She looked at Gibb. 'Make sure nobody rides that lift up here.'

'We already have uniforms on that, ma'am.'

Banks walked over to the bed and looked down at the corpse. 'I'll have to make changes to this "Let's-get-the-PF-out-of-bed" protocol.' Then she looked around the room. 'Can I have your attention, everybody?'

The techs stopped what they were doing, and the detectives all looked at her. 'We all know DI Miller here caught the man who killed both Harry Davidson a couple of months ago and three women previously. For some reason, somebody's taken it into their head to go and copy what he started. This is not his work, obviously, but that of a copycat. So, it's all hands on deck. I'll be talking with the Justice Minister later this morning. Then we'll get as many officers as we need, and there won't be a constraint on our budget. We'll put in for as much overtime as we need to catch whoever did this as soon as. And there's a media blackout on this for the moment. I don't need to tell you which body parts will be hurting if I find out any of you spoke out of turn to the press.'

She looked at Julie. 'Can you tell a TOD from this?'

'Preliminary time suggests between four and five hours ago.'

Banks shook her head. Looked at Gibb. 'Any word on who owns this hotel?'

Gibb looked at the other detectives. 

'Alamo International,' Jimmy Gilmour said, flicking through his notepad. 'Which in turn is owned by...'

'Robert Molloy,' Miller finished for him.

'Has anybody spoken to him about this?' Banks asked.

'Not yet, ma'am,' Miller said.

Banks looked at him. 'Go and wake the bastard up.'


CHAPTER 2




Robert Molloy's neighbours were used to seeing police cars pull up outside his house, but nobody ever complained. None of them wanted to come home to find their house on fire.

Miller pulled the car to the side of the road, reluctant to leave the heat that was just starting to build up. The drive had taken fifteen minutes in the snow, a journey that would have normally taken five in dry weather. The hotel was only a stone's throw from Molloy's house on Heriot Row, an upscale enclave in Edinburgh's New Town. 

The snow was still coming down as Miller turned the engine off. They got out and walked up to the front door, careful not to slip on the steps, which hadn't been cleared of snow. Miller rang the doorbell, keeping his finger on the button.

They heard a door inside being opened and then the front door being unlocked. Robert Molloy swung the door open. Fully clothed. 'About fucking time,' he said. Then he saw Miller and Scott. 

'Detective Miller,' he said, 'what can I do for you?'

'We're not disturbing you, are we?' Miller said.

'Well, now you mention it...'

'We need to come in, Molloy. We need to talk to you.'

Molloy gritted his teeth and shook his head, anger spreading across his face.

Beyond the door was the vestibule, and beyond that, the hallway. A woman stood looking at them, her arms wrapped round herself as she braved the cold draught. Miller had seen her in Molloy's club. Sienna Craig, one of his security staff.

'Before we freeze to death would be nice.' Miller said, prompting the older man.

'Come in, then,' Molloy said. He stood back, and they walked into the vestibule. It was a small reception area, where Molloy insisted they take off their jackets and hats. He looked at the woman. 'Could you do us some coffee?'

'Sure.' The woman looked to be in her late thirties, with a slim build. She wore jeans and a tight sweater. 

Molloy led them through to the back, where one door took them to the living room. The woman went through the other one to the kitchen. A gas fire was burning in the large room, and the heat felt good after being out in the cold.

Molloy walked over to an Olde Worlde globe, which sat on a stand, and opened the lid, splitting the Earth in two. 'Want one?'

Miller looked at his watch. 'It's five a.m. Bit early for me.'

'Bit late for me,' Scott said. 

'I see,' Molloy said. 'You two do want coffee.' He poured himself a Scotch. 'Find yourself a seat.'

Robert Molloy was in his early sixties, and still had a thick head of hair. At his age, the black colour came from a bottle. Miller had to admit the older man looked good, but that's what money did for you. Molloy could afford the best of everything.

Miller and Scott sat on chairs near the fire, Molloy on a settee facing them. 

Miller looked at him. Despite it being early, Molloy looked composed and refreshed. As if he'd slept like a baby. Or hadn't been to bed yet.

The woman came back in with two cups of coffee on a tray, with cream and sugar. She set it down on the coffee table, between Molloy and his guests. Miller thanked her.

'So, what can I do for you?' Molloy said, sipping at the whisky, and dismissing the woman with a look. There had been no attempt to introduce her.

'It's about Colin Fleming,' Miller said, sipping at the hot coffee. 

'Who?'

'Colin Fleming,' Scott said. 'You know, the copper you used to give handouts to.'

'I'm sorry, Sergeant, but there are so many of you, I have trouble keeping up with the names.' He glared at Scott. 'Anyway, what about him?'

'He's dead,' Miller said.

Molloy: 'What?'

'He was murdered in a hotel room last night,' Miller said. 'The one you own in South Learnmouth Gardens.'

'How was he murdered?'

'I'm afraid we can't say right now.' 

Molloy took a bigger gulp of the whisky before slamming the glass down on the coffee table with a bang. 'And, I don't suppose you have anybody in the frame for this?' His voice had a hard edge to it now.

'"Frame" is not a word we use, Molloy,' Miller said. 'And no, we don't. It's only been a few hours and the techs are going through the room. I need to know what he was doing there.'

'How would I know?'

'It's your hotel, and he worked for you. That's how you'd know.'

'Do you know anybody who'd have a motive for killing him?' Scott asked.

'No. I don't know anybody who'd have it in for him. But there's a lot of fuckers out there who'd have it in for me! Wouldn't you agree?' His narrowed eyes zoned in on Miller's face, as if daring him to argue. 

Miller left it alone. 'I also need to ask you where you were tonight.'

'Oh, fuck off. Really?' His voice was full of barely contained anger. 'I was at the club until one o'clock, give or take. Then I came home with Sienna. But I have to say, if I'd wanted to kill the bastard, I wouldn't have left him in a hotel room, especially one of mine.'

Scott looked at Molloy. 'Where would you have left him?'

'This conversation is over, gentlemen. Any more questions, I'll call my lawyer. If you need a list of witnesses who saw me earlier, I'll have one of my staff type up the names.' His breathing was faster now.

'Do that, Molloy,' Miller said, standing up. He had no doubt the list of witnesses would include Lord Lucan and Santa Claus.

'We'll see ourselves out,' Scott said.

When they left the living room, Sienna was standing at the top of the stairs. Watching them.

'He knows alright,' Scott said, when they were back in the car. Miller watched as the wipers batted the accumulated snow away. 'You see his face when you told him what had happened to Fleming?'

'I did indeed.'

'Colin Fleming died the same way our boss did nine weeks ago,' Scott said, shaking his head. 'I don't trust Molloy.'

'I know, Tam.' 

Miller's phone rang. He fished it out of his pocket. Listened to the voice of the Procurator Fiscal on the other end, and made a few noises before hanging up.

'That was Norma Banks. She wants me to do something for her. I'll drop you off at the station and meet you there later.'

Scott nodded. Thought about putting his feet up in Miller's office.

Forty-five minutes later, Miller was riding the lift up to his flat on the sixth floor. The building was beginning to stir with life, although he didn't meet any neighbours on his floor.

He let himself into his flat and stopped. He heard a noise coming from the living room. As he cautiously walked down the hall, a woman suddenly stepped out and pointed a gun at his head.


CHAPTER 3




Miller was marksman trained, and knew how to handle a gun. By the way this woman was holding hers, so did she. She was young, maybe late twenties, with short blonde hair pulled into a ponytail. She wasn't wearing a jacket, but a black polo neck, black jeans. And a shoulder holster.

'The TV's not worth much, but it's yours if you want it.'

She took her finger off the trigger and holstered her weapon. 'Sorry about the dramatics, but I couldn't take a chance, Frank. '

He pulled off his hat and shoved it into a pocket. Took his overcoat and jacket off.

She relaxed a little. 'You don't know me, but my name's...'

'Dr Kim Smith.' He hung his jacket on one of the wall hooks. 

 She smiled. 'I don't normally let myself into somebody's place, but it was cold outside.'

If she could use a gun, Miller had no doubt she was a dab hand with a set of lock picks.

'Norma said you'd be meeting me this morning, I just didn't think it would be this soon,' Miller said, walking through to the living room. 'What's with the gun?' 

'I'll explain in a minute.'

She followed him from the living room through to the kitchen, and put his coffee pot on.

Outside the kitchen window, he could see the next round of snow coming down from the dark sky. It was even heavier now. His cat, Charlie, came over and wrapped himself round Kim's legs. 

Miller found the whole scenario surreal; first this beautiful woman pointed an automatic gun at him and now she was petting his cat. 

'He's a nice cat,' she said.

'Yeah, my wife picked him out.' Just saying the words made him feel cold inside. DS Carol Miller had been his wife for six months. He thought they'd grow old together but the driver of the stolen car had cut his plans short. 

Miller poured two coffees and they sat down at the small bistro table. His father lived with him, and normally Jack would be bustling about before getting ready to go out. Retirement suited him just fine. He and his cronies hung out all day, doing ....what? He wasn't even sure what his father did all day. He'd stayed overnight with one of his buddies again.

'Again, I'm sorry for pulling the gun on you.'

'Don't worry about it.' He gave her a tired smile and drank some coffee, feeling it burn its way down his throat. 'I'd hate to be the guy who stood you up.'

She took a sip of her own coffee, and smiled back at him. 'Oh, I only resort to my gun if they cheat on me.'

'I bet they don't do it twice. You want some toast or anything?' Miller wasn't sure what the "or anything" would be since his father had probably eaten all the bacon again.

'No thanks. I don't eat much bread. Too many carbs. You go ahead though.'

He popped in two slices and they made small talk until it popped up and he buttered it. He sat down again. 'Why do you need to carry a gun anyway?' 

'I'm a medical doctor. I could be a GP, or work in a hospital, but I like this job better. So I have to carry a gun.'

'What's your job?'

She looked at him, and smiled. 'I work for the government. Witness protection.'

'And you're here to protect me?' he asked.  

'I've been seconded to work for the Procurator Fiscal's office as an investigator.'

'Investigating what?'

She paused before answering. 'Your boss's death.'

'You're kidding me.' Miller looked at her like she was crazy. He was still tired, waiting for the buzz of the caffeine. Harry Davidson's murder was still fresh in Miller's mind, like it had happened only yesterday. 'What is there to investigate?' 

Kim took another sip of coffee and a deep breath, as if she'd been rehearsing the next part. 'Neil McGovern was put away in the psychiatric hospital for killing Harry.'

'I know: I arrested him,' Miller said.

'Neil McGovern died in the psychiatric hospital a fortnight ago, after being incarcerated for two weeks.'

Miller nodded. 'I read the briefing they sent us. Nobody's going to lose any sleep over the bastard dying.' 

Kim drank more coffee. 'I know that, but you don't understand; Neil McGovern wasn't who you thought he was.'

'What do you mean?'

'Neil McGovern didn't murder your boss that night.'

'What?' He shook his head. 'I was there. I saw what he did. He was lying near Harry.'

Kim's face had become serious. 'He didn't kill Harry; he was working with him. Neil was one of us.'

Miller looked at her blankly, as if waiting for the punchline. 'One of you lot?' 

'Yes. He worked for my department. He wasn't there to kill Harry, but to get information from him. That wasn't the first time they'd met.' 

Miller shook his head, not quite believing what he was hearing. 'He confessed. He asked me if I wanted to know why he'd killed Harry. Now you're telling me he didn't kill Harry?' Miller couldn't believe it. Neil McGovern was innocent? He watched as Kim got up from the table.

'Hold on, Frank, I have something to show you.'

Miller drank more coffee, desperate for some caffeine. 

Kim came back into the room with a folder and sat down. Laid the folder on the table and opened it. 'Neil said you'd have a hard time believing it, so I took the liberty of having some files sent up from London. Here, take a look at this.'

She passed over a sheet that showed a photo of a man's head and shoulders. Neil McGovern. It was a blow-up of a security pass issued by the government. It listed a department name, ID number and some other sort of code.

Kim brought out more papers, each one showing McGovern to be a government operative. 'It's okay to be sceptical, Frank. I understand Harry Davidson wasn't just your boss, but your father-in-law too.'

'Harry said he knew who'd slaughtered those three women two years ago.' He felt tired now. 

Kim reached out and put a hand on his. 'I know, but the man who killed him is still out there. I'm here to help, Frank.'

'You know my wife's been gone for over two years?' he asked her.

'Yes, I know.' She took her hand back.

'I still don't know for sure who killed her. Now I don't know who killed her father, when all along, I thought his killer was six feet under.'

'I won't pretend to understand. I'm divorced. I haven't experienced losing a spouse, so I won't patronise you. I want to help you get the answer you want.' She pulled out another piece of paper. 'You know I'm genuine, Frank. I'm working with Norma Banks. It's not like I just walked in off the street.'

Miller looked at the paper. It was a short list of telephone numbers. 'What's this?'

'Those are departmental numbers in London. Call anyone you want and the person will verify who Neil was. Or have them checked out if you like, just to see they're genuine.'

Miller knew he wouldn't have to have them checked out. If what this woman was saying was true, then they were fucked. They didn't get their killer after all. 'Why didn't somebody tell us this nine weeks ago? We could have still been hunting for the real killer.'

She took a deep breath and looked at him. 'It's not as simple as that. My department was looking for Harry's killer. Nobody else could find out. It was important the guy thought Neil had taken the fall for it. That gave us breathing space.'

'It gave him breathing space, more like.' 

Kim nodded. 'I know it's hard to accept. Neil was working the case with Norma Banks. The PF didn't want to involve you until we'd extracted Neil from the hospital, but as I said, he died before that could happen.'

'So that's why you're here now?'

'Yes. The reason I had the gun out when you came in, is because we now know who the real killer is.' She looked at him. 

'And he's coming after you.'


CHAPTER 4




There was silence between them for a few moments. Outside the kitchen window, the wind threw some snow against the glass as if trying to break it.

Miller had his hand round his coffee cup. 'So who is it?'

'His name's Raymond Cross,' Kim said, sipping more coffee. 'It was a name Harry whispered to McGovern.' 

'How do you know he's coming after me?'

'Harry told Neil. He said you were in danger.'

Miller thought about the name. It didn't register. 'Should I know who this guy is?'

'No. His name will mean nothing to you. It would mean something to your father though.'

'How would Jack know Cross?'

Kim held up a finger, wanting Miller to wait. She got up from the small table again and came back a moment later with a second folder. Passed it to him. Miller flipped it open and started browsing as she spoke to him.

'Twenty-five years ago, Robert Molloy opened a hotel outside Edinburgh. There was an opening party. His son, Michael Molloy, invited a lot of his friends, including Raymond Cross. Cross worked for Molloy. That night, Cross and his girlfriend, Moira Kennedy, were in his car in the car park of the hotel. Just talking apparently. He went inside to get a couple of drinks. When he came back out, Moira had been stabbed to death.

'There were already police officers nearby, keeping an eye on who was going into the hotel. They were on the scene after they got a tip-off. They caught Cross at the car. He had blood on his hands, literally, but he said he was just feeling for a pulse. He was arrested by three detectives: DI Harry Davidson; DS Colin Fleming and DC Jack Miller.'

Miller looked at her before flipping through some more of the pages. 'I'm assuming they took him to the High Street to process him.'

'Yes. He was put into an interview room. Davidson and Fleming interviewed him, and then they got a request from the Met. They asked if one of their detectives could come and talk to Cross. They had a similar unsolved on their hands; a girl murdered in the same way. So he came up the next day. Went in to interview Cross. When Harry Davidson went into the room, both Cross and the Met detective were gone.'

Miller looked at her. 'Gone?' He shuffled some of the papers, saw a few sheets with the Metropolitan Police logo on top. Saw a few words. Interview. Detective Chief Inspector Dick Bingham.

'They were gone. Vanished. There was no sign of either one of them. Ever again.'

'Let me guess; the detective didn't exist.'

Kim drank more coffee, feeling the hot liquid heat her up inside. She was starting to feel a little shaky as the adrenaline kicked in. 'Right. Phone calls to London came up with nothing. Despite him having proper identification and paperwork, it was all false.'

'And now Cross came back and reinvented himself to become a serial killer twenty-five years later.'


CHAPTER 5




After making a phone call, Miller went for a shower. The hot water felt like tiny knives trying to stab him. He had the temperature up high and it felt good. The shower radio was on, but he was listening to the conversation he'd just had with Norma Banks, playing over and over in his head. 

Yes, Inspector, it's true. Neil McGovern was indeed working for us. We couldn't let on until now. I'm sure you understand. I've called Paddy Gibb and told him to get the team going through the Moira Kennedy murder. How do I know you can trust Kim? She's my daughter, Inspector.

The PF's daughter. Great. When it all went belly up, it would be Miller they'd hang out to dry. However, he didn't have a choice in the matter. She wanted to meet them in a little while. Miller had been expecting to go to her office, but was surprised by her choice of location.

He towelled off and dressed quickly. Kim was waiting in the living room, playing with Charlie, making him chase a mouse that was on a plastic pole. Daylight had made an appearance and there was a break in the snow. Rush hour was getting into full swing now.

'I need to ask you something,' Miller said.

Kim stopped playing with the cat and looked at him. 'Anything.'

'When you came in here, did you look around? I mean, I'm not suggesting for one second you were snooping or anything.'

'Yes you are.' She smiled at him. 'I didn't look around, I promise you.' She put the cat toy down and stood up. 'I'm going to be working with you, and I want there to be trust between us.'

'Fair enough. Oh, and Norma told me she's your mother.' 

'Oh, she did? I was going to tell you.'

'You just thought I'd had enough surprises for one day?' He gave her a small grin and walked across the living room and back into the kitchen. Opened the fridge and popped the tab on a small can. God bless Red Bull, he thought as he swallowed it down. 

'You ready?' he said, as he came back into the living room, but Kim already had her jacket on. 

'I guess you are,' he said.

They rode the lift down. 'I need to call my partner, Tam.' He excused himself for a moment and stood in the entrance of a newsagents while Kim stood stamping her feet and clapping her gloved hands together. He called Scott and explained he was on an errand for the Procurator Fiscal.  'You still at the station?'

'Yes I am. Gilmour just got in. The body was taken away to the mortuary.' 

'Can you meet me at the car, Tam? I need you to come with me.' He gave him a quick rundown about Kim. Asked him for a favour.

'What will I tell Gibb?'

'That he's ugly and drinks too much.' He hung up.

Kim looked at him. 'You trust this guy?'

'Tam? With my life. Somebody tried to stab me in the back in a pub one night. Tam broke his arm. I'd trust him more than my father. Tam's an old-school detective, like my dad was before he retired. Not many of them left now.'

'Good enough for me.'

The pavements were slippery with the fresh coating of snow. Kim held onto Miller's right arm, despite the fact she was wearing boots, and not the kind you'd find on a catwalk. 'If I'm going down, I'm taking you with me,' she said.

St. Giles Cathedral sat up on their left, just past the station, large and imposing, looking like a ginger bread house that had been coated with frosting.

'Down here,' Miller said, turning right into Cockburn Street. An old road that connected the Old Town to the New Town. 

'So, in theory, Raymond Cross could be anywhere right now. Even waiting across the street,' Miller said, as he climbed in behind the wheel. He'd love to meet the bastard. 

'Basically, yes.' Kim fiddled with the heater switches, but all that came out was cold air. 

Tam Scott opened the back door, holding a coffee in a throwaway cup. He got in the back seat, his eyes moving to Kim.

'Tam, this is Dr. Kim Smith,' Miller said. 'She works for the PF. She's working with us just now.' He briefly explained Cross was now a suspect.

They exchanged pleasantries as Miller pulled away. 

'So where are we going, boss?' Scott asked.

'Back to the place where we found Harry Davidson dying.'


CHAPTER 6




The catacombs in Warriston cemetery. 

Looking at them from the front, they could have been a castle, with three large entrances and a wooden fence on top where once a stone balustrade had been. The crypts were built into the side of the top part of the cemetery, and ran deep underground. Two of the entrances were bricked up, leaving only the central wrought-iron gate, now covered in corrugated iron sheets to keep the vandals out.

Miller turned off the engine. Looked across at Kim, who was sitting staring out the window. 'This place brings back memories.'

She turned to look at him. 'I just wish Neil had called me sooner that night. I might have been able to help him.' She got out and walked through the thick snow towards the main gate.

Miller and Scott followed. A wind shot through the cemetery, disturbing the snow and throwing it in the air as if the place was haunted.

They all heard the car crunching through the snow-covered driveway, heading in their direction. It was a small German sedan with all-wheel-drive.

'Here's Norma Banks now,' Miller said. 'Oh, and one other thing, Tam; she's Kim's mother.'

'What? Oh, now you fucking tell me.'

The car pulled up behind Miller's pool car. He walked over to the driver's door and opened it for her, feeling the heat coming out at him.

'God awful weather,' she said, stepping out and pulling the collar up on her overcoat. She looked at Miller. 'Thank you for meeting me here. I didn't actually come here the night Neil McGovern was attacked. I wanted to see the scene for myself, now Harry's killer's resurfaced.'

'No problem, ma'am.' He noticed she was wearing trousers and snow boots.

'When it's just us, you can call me Norma.' She locked the car with the remote and nodded to Scott, walking past him and up to her daughter. 'Hello, Kim.'

Kim turned. 'Hey, Norma.'  

The gates were padlocked, a thick chain snaking through a hole in the corrugated iron sheet, wrapping round the vertical bars. 'I had my assistant get these from a council key holder,' Norma said, handing a set of keys to Kim.

'Are you going to tell me why we're here, boss?' Scott said.

'In good time, Tam. I don't want to bombard you with details just yet, but apparently Neil McGovern didn't kill Harry Davidson.'

'What?' Scott's face showed his incredulity. 'I was there with you that night. I saw what he did to Harry.'

'It's true,' Norma said, turning round to look at him for a moment.

Scott looked angry but kept his tongue in check.

The lock sprang open. 

'Let's go up to the crypt where Davidson was,' Norma said.

The open gate threw a shaft of cold daylight in. They took out the torches they'd brought with them. Miller gave Scott the spare he'd brought. 'Here, Tam, take this.'

Scott took it and switched it on, swinging the beam of light around in the darkness. The light bounced off the lawnmowers the gravediggers used in season. Tools with dirty, wooden handles were strewn around in a haphazard fashion, as if they'd just been thrown in.

'I wonder what this place looked like when it was new,' Miller mused, shining his own light around. 

'This place was probably an exclusive club,' Kim said. She shone her own light in the opposite direction. More grass-cutting machinery. More gravestones lying about, probably in contravention of some Health and Safety law. 'You just had to die with a lot of money to get membership.'

The place smelled the same as it had that night, nine weeks ago, but back then, the passages had been lit by oil torches, as if somebody had been expecting visitors. Maybe Harry had lit them, or McGovern. Or Raymond Cross.

Kim took a step towards Miller, and for a second, he thought she was going to draw her weapon again, and he tensed.

'Tell me your story, Frank. Tell me what happened that night. Then I'll give you my version.' She put a hand on his arm and squeezed. First her smell, then the feel of her hand through his overcoat. It had been too long. He relaxed.

They all walked a distance up the main passageway. It should have felt warmer in there, away from the wind, but if anything, it felt so much colder, like they were standing inside a giant fridge.

'I'll hold onto your arm, sergeant,' Norma said, grabbing a hold of Scott. 'I don't want to fall on my arse and have you lot have a good laugh about it in the office.'

'We wouldn't do that, ma'am,' Scott said, his face going red.

'You're so sweet, but a terrible liar.'

Miller stopped. 'I got a text message from Harry. "I need to talk to you urgently," it read. "I know who killed those three women. Meet me in the crypts in Warriston cemetery."' I left the flat, picked up Tam and it took us maybe fifteen minutes to get here.'

He looked past them into the darkness, pointing his torchlight like a lance. 'I was standing right there....'


CHAPTER 7




Nine weeks earlier. 




Miller heard his feet thump the hard-packed earth as he ran up the passageway, the flames from the oil torches on the wall throwing his shadow around. He was technically underground now, as the catacombs ran beneath the old cemetery. The walls were made of thick stone, cut from a quarry hundreds of years ago to hold back the dead as they lay in their final resting places. The stone was covered with algae in places, the green streaks running like blood. 

'You sure this isn't a mistake, Frank?' Scott asked, as they both stopped for a second.

'No, there's no mistake, Tam.' Miller wondered who'd lit the oil torches. 'Harry's in here and we need to find him.' His breath was ragged and blew out of his mouth like smoke.

'Didn't he say exactly where he was?' Scott's voice bounced off the walls. 

Miller looked up for a moment, shining his light at the stone ceiling, as if expecting it to come crashing down at any moment. 'No he didn't, but it sounded urgent. Come on, Tam, let's get moving.'

Miller ran the words from the text message through his mind again: "I know who killed Carol." 

Miller had brought a torch with him, but there were a lot of oil torches burning all the way up the passageway. Somebody had gone to a lot of trouble to light this place up. The flames flickered in the dark, fed by unseen draughts, causing shadows to be animated.

'Harry!' Miller shouted, knowing the time for stealth had come and gone. . If Harry was in here, then there was no need for a covert entrance. If somebody else was in here with him, then that person would already know they had company. His voice echoed round the long passageway.

No reply.

His own flashlight picked out old, abandoned gravestones, which had been piled in the hallway. They looked like they belonged on the set of a horror movie. 

'Harry!' Scott shouted. All the crypts along the passageway had rusty gates on them, and were closed, sealing off the rooms of the dead. 

He stopped suddenly, feeling his ribs ache, his breathing getting faster now as his lungs gulped in the air they needed. He moved forward, cautiously. Saw one of the gates open. 

'Look at this, Tam.'

Scott looked at him. 'Looks like we found what we came here for.'

They entered the crypt. A smaller passageway led away to the right. Miller walked into it, expecting to be attacked and preparing himself for a fight. Nobody was there. It was darker in here, but more light was coming from the left at the end of the passageway. 'Harry!' Miller shouted. Nothing.

They stepped round at the end, into the crypt. It was a large room, about thirty-by-thirty and twelve feet tall. A sarcophagus sat in the middle of the floor. The walls were lined with the final resting places of this particular family. The air smelled damp and musty. More torches burned in here.

'Jeez, it smells bad in here, Frank.'

Miller nodded. They both recognised the smell of blood.

They saw two figures lying on the floor. Harry was lying on his side, and Miller saw his jacket was open and his shirt was covered in blood. 

Miller ran over to him and knelt down. 'Harry! Can you hear me?'

Scott shone his light around the large, cold room. It picked out a shovel lying on the dirt floor close by. Another man was sitting with his back against a wall, looking dazed, with blood running down his face, coming from his hairline. Scott took the blood-covered knife away and handcuffed the man's hands behind his back. 

Miller held Harry's chin in one hand, forcing him to look into his eyes. 'Harry, hang in there. We'll get you help.' 

'Keep your eye on that other guy, boss, I need to go out to get a signal.'  Tam ran outside, needing to get some bars on his phone.

'Stay with me, Harry!' Miller shouted, feeling the panic rising inside him, but Harry couldn't hear him. He was already gone.

 

Norma Banks had gone pale. This place was enough to creep anybody out, but knowing this is where somebody was murdered only added to the horror.

Miller shone his torch at Kim. 'The rest, I'm sure, you already know.'

Scott shone his torch around the cold, dank passageway, imagining pall-bearers carrying a coffin up here a hundred years ago. Water dripped somewhere off in the dark, plonking into the puddle it had created. 

Miller said, 'So, if I'm getting this right, it looked as if a fight had broken out, Harry having hit Neil with the shovel, then Neil stabbed him. That's how it was meant to look?'

'That about sums it up.' Kim looked at the two detectives, and started to shiver. 

'Tell me what happened to you that night,' Miller said.


CHAPTER 8




Robert Molloy stood in the office of his club and looked out at the traffic below. The snow had stopped but the traffic had still ground to a halt. His son, Michael, was sitting behind the desk.

'So what happened, Michael?' Robert turned from the window and looked at the back of his son's head. 

Michael swung the chair round to face his father. 'What's this? Being pulled into the head teacher's office for a dressing down? You wanted this job done, not me. I arranged things, it went belly up, end of story.' 

'That's it? The job went belly up. That's your fucking answer?'

'So you lost some cash. A hundred grand is a drop in the ocean to you.' He swung the chair back round. End of conversation.

Robert grabbed his son's hair and pulled him back, the office chair tipping alarmingly. 'Listen to me, sonny,' he said, 'we're a family. We work together. I want you to start caring about things, or it's going to end badly for you? Understand?' He twisted his son's hair harder.

'Yes! Now let go of my hair!'

Robert let go, and Michael shot forward. He jumped up. 'Are you insane? You do that again and I'll-'

'You'll do what, Michael?' Robert stepped round the chair and stood in front of his son. He felt tired now, having grabbed a couple of hours sleep after Miller left his house. 

'Nothing.' The fight had gone out of Michael as usual. He'd take anybody on, but when it came to his father, he was all steam and no train. 

'You need to find out what went wrong last night. You were supposed to take care of Cross. So what happened?' Spittle flew out of his mouth as he raged at his son.

'Nobody saw anything. I don't know what you want me to say.'

'Cross is playing a dangerous game with me.' Robert Molloy gritted his teeth. 

Michael looked at his father. 'I told you we shouldn't have trusted Fleming.'

'Don't start blaming him.' Now Robert was pointing a finger at him, his eyes going wide. 

'I'm just saying.' He didn't make eye contact. 'What about his missus? Maybe she fucked off with the money. She's young enough to start over again.'

'Toni wouldn't do that to me. I've known her a long time.'

'Know her well, do you?' Michael said, with a sneer.

'I swear to God, I'll have somebody smack the shit out of you, even though you're flesh and blood. Try thinking with your big brain for once.'

'Well, nobody knows where she is. So there's a good chance she stuck it to her husband and now she's on her way to the Bahamas with your dosh.'

'I'm waiting on somebody getting back to me now but I don't think she'd be so stupid. Besides, we both know who's behind this. I don't know why he didn't just take the money and go.'

Robert turned again and looked out at the grey sky. February sucked. Ten months 'til Christmas, cold every day, people skint and not going out, which saw their profits drop. Robert hated February.

He wondered what George Street would have been like to live in a couple of hundred years ago. It had been fancy houses back then. Now it was known for its shops and boutique hotels. What was a boutique hotel anyway? Snow lined the pavements like nature's death trap, while cars and buses sprayed the slush onto parked vehicles. St Andrew's Square Gardens had been opened up to the public, creating a thoroughfare, and now anybody could walk through them. What was the world coming to? He knew he was old-fashioned, but he was proud of it. 

Robert turned round and looked at his son. Back in the day, they'd be pulling in all their contacts, and smacking a few people around, looking for answers.

Somebody had to have heard from the man they were looking for. You don't just reappear after twenty-five years and nobody knows about it. Raymond Cross. A ghost from their past, back to haunt them. Except this ghost was all too real.

'I don't have the answer to that, Dad. When we find him, he's history.'

Robert walked over to his son and stood in front of him. 'Find him soon. I want the fucker dead.'


CHAPTER 9




Nine weeks earlier. 




"I need to see you now. I'm in the crypts with Harry Davidson. He knows who their killer is."

Kim read the text message on her phone again as she walked into the crypts, the gate swinging open easily. 

She started walking. Oil torches were hanging from the wall, the flames dancing as if music was playing. Gates lined the walls. She wondered where Neil was, and then she saw an open gate, with light coming from behind it, down a narrow passageway.

She walked down and turned left, into the crypt. An oil torch lit this room, so she put her torch in her pocket. A man she didn't know was lying on the floor. Harry Davidson, she presumed. He was bleeding from a stomach wound, the blood seeping into his suit and his shirt, which was open. Neil McGovern was sitting with his back to the wall, holding a blood-soaked knife. A thin line of blood ran down his face from his head. 

Neil was barely moving his right hand at her. Waving her over. She rushed over to him, pulling out her mobile phone, and knelt down beside him. Then he was looking over her shoulder. She heard his words, barely a whisper. 'Behind you.'

She turned round just as the man with the mask and hoodie on swung the shovel at her head. She brought her arm up, the gun swinging round, but before she could get a round off, the shovel connected with her forearm, the gun spinning through the air. She lashed out with her right foot, tripping her attacker up. Down he went, dropping the tool. Kim kicked out at him, but hoodie got up and started running out. She dropped the shovel, grabbed her gun and started running after him.

Out in the passageway, she watched hoodie charge round a corner, further down on the right. She slowed as she approached, and poked the gun round the corner first and followed it. Stopped and listened. She took out her torch and switched it on, knowing she was making herself a target, but unable to see anything without it. She stood with her back to the wall and pointed it. This was another passageway, running at right angles to the one she'd just come down. There were dozens of old gravestones in here, so old she couldn't read the faded inscriptions. Then she saw another passageway off this one, on her left. She heard a noise. Somebody running.

She ran to the corner and pointed her torch. At the end of this passage, she saw a pair of legs disappear into the ceiling. She ran on, her torch lighting the way. Old gravestones had been piled into makeshift steps, leaning against the wall, three feet high. Above her head, was a semi-circular ventilation shaft and she could see the stars in the sky.  As she was about to climb the gravestones, she looked up and saw a grate falling over the opening. It was hinged, and banged into place. She didn't see who'd thrown it back into place. Now she had a choice; go after him or go back to McGovern. She decided to go back, knowing McGovern would need her help.

She ran back the way she'd come. Nobody had moved. She checked Harry Davidson for a pulse and found a weak one. By the look of him, she knew she couldn't do anything for him. She went over to McGovern who hadn't moved. 'Let's get you out of here,' she said, grabbing his arm. 

She stopped when she heard a voice, shouting. 'That's Frank Miller,' McGovern said, his voice low. 'Go now. I can't move. Just go. We'll deal with it later.'

She knew it was pointless to argue with him, and quietly left the crypt and ran as softly as she could along the passageway, back to the overhead grate. She climbed the gravestones and heaved up on it. The metal was old and rusty and what was once paint began to flake in her hand as she pushed as hard as she could. Finally it moved. She threw it open and it landed on the snow-covered grass.

Then she was out. Her car was where she'd left it, on the upper level. She got in and drove away. 

 

Kim blew out a breath. Felt shaky. 

'He obviously saw you were a fighter,' Norma said. 'You would have been dead if you couldn't fight.'

'I know. Come on, I'll show you where we went.'

She led them back out into the main passageway, and they turned left, heading further away from the main entrance.

Norma Banks held onto Scott's arm for balance.

'The passageway ends in a sort of T-junction here,' Kim said, stopping. The only sound was dripping water, echoing lightly somewhere out of sight. 'He turned right. I saw him going round here.'

'More crypts?' Miller said.

'Yes,' Kim said. 'They go way back.' They followed her. She walked on, all the time her beam moving around like a light sabre. 

'Left here,' Kim said, turning a corner. It wasn't as dark here. Daylight fell from the roof at the far end. More gates lined the walls here. She pointed out the metal ventilation grate set into the roof. 

'He could have been up there waiting for you.' Miller didn't want to think what Cross would have done if he'd overpowered Kim.

'He was gone. Like years before, Raymond Cross had just vanished.'


CHAPTER 10




Outside in the cold, Miller thought about what he'd been told; a man who'd disappeared twenty-five years ago killed three women two years ago, then came back and killed Miller's boss and set McGovern up to take the fall. Now he was killing again, and Colin Fleming had been at the top of his list. Harry also said he knew who'd killed Carol. Did he mean it was the same guy? 

'How can you be sure McGovern was telling the truth?' Miller asked Kim.

'There's one more thing I need to tell you; you knew him as "Neil McGovern" but I knew him as "dad".'

'He was your father?' Scott asked.

'He was your husband?' Miller said, to Norma. 

'We all have different names. I kept my maiden name for professional reasons, and Kim was married. Neil was her father. He wasn't your killer. That bastard is still out there, and now he's back in business.'

'He's certainly not messing about,' Miller said.

'That's why my daughter's working with you,' Norma said. 'I need to be kept in the loop, and she knows all about the case.' Her cheeks were rosy red now, and she was starting to shiver. She unlocked the car with the remote. 'Keep me posted. I want to know everything. And this time we'll get him, Frank. You're not the only one who wants to know what happened to Carol.' 

Miller's phone rang as Kim started the car. The engine rattled as she pulled away. Miller nodded a few times, and thanked the caller before hanging up. 

'We still don't have an address for Fleming, but at least we know where his office was: West End Yards.'

They headed up the back roads through the New Town and drove down Magdala Crescent towards Haymarket, the old Donaldson's school for the deaf on their right, looking majestic. It was a building Queen Victoria had once said looked better than some of her own palaces. Miller doubted that would have been the case when it was used to house German and Italian POW's during the Second World War.

Kim turned into West End Yards, a group of relatively new office buildings and pulled into a free parking space. Tossed the keys to Miller.

Inside, the atrium was bright and large. They stopped to look at a directory, quickly scanning it and finding the PI office listed, just below a clown-for-hire's office, and for a moment, Miller wondered what the difference was.

They walked over to the lift, and a few seconds later, were making their way up to the fourth floor. 

'These are serviced offices, if memory serves me correctly. Pay by the month, fly-by-night affairs,' Miller said.

They made their way along a dimly-lit corridor. At the end, they came to Fleming's. A window was set into the end wall, and looked down to Haymarket Station. The door was ajar.

Miller pushed the door fast and it swung back on its hinges. Daylight shafted in through the window at the back of the room. He hit the light switch and they all stood and looked, not quite believing what they saw.


CHAPTER 11




This is becoming a habit, old son, Richard Sullivan thought to himself, as he padded out of the en-suite bathroom. Tai Lopez was still sleeping under his duvet. He towelled off his hair and slipped his robe off, dressing quickly. He knew the jet lag would get to him later, but right now, he was flying on caffeine and sex.

The office was taking care of itself, under the guidance of his office manager, Gayle. There was just the usual amount of lawyer stuff to be going on with, tasks the other lawyers were dealing with. 

This was a perk that came with owning the practice.

He heard Tai moan in her sleep, and watched as the form under the covers rolled over.

Sullivan smiled as he walked up the circular staircase to the living area upstairs. He made coffee, and went through to the living room where he stood at the window that overlooked the Firth of Forth and Fife in the distance. He wondered what his folks would have thought of him; just turned fifty and living in a duplex in what was now a fashionable part of town. The flat bought and paid for. He looked over to Dalgety Bay in the distance, and imagined a line from there, leading up to Kelty where his parents had lived, and where he'd lived until he left for university in the big city.

He wished he'd been on speaking terms with his mother before she died.

'Penny for your thoughts?'

Sullivan turned round quickly, his chest thumping. Tai was standing wearing his bathrobe. She was smiling at him. There was the slightest trace of a Columbian accent in her voice, a legacy from her father who still lived there. She said she got her looks from her Scottish mother.

'I was just thinking about my folks,' he said. 'Here, let me get you a coffee, but we'll have to watch the time.'

She sat down at the table. Looked out the window, past the balcony railings, and watched as more snow fell on Fife, a dry run before it came across the water and pelted Edinburgh. Sullivan came back in with her coffee. Put it on the table and sat opposite her. Looked at the clock on the wall, above the TV.

'Don't worry, I won't be late again.' She smiled, and drank some coffee.

'I don't want Molloy getting suspicious.'

'I'm his restaurant manager. We don't open until twelve. It's only just gone ten.'

'I hate that you even have to go over there.'

Tai worked on the Blue Martini. A floating restaurant, bought by Robert Molloy simply because he had a notion when the vessel came on the market. 

'It's a job right now, honey. You know how it is. I have to pay the rent and eat.'

'I know, you're right.' Sullivan debated with himself if he should ask her to move in with him, but they'd only been seeing each other for a few months, and he thought it might be too soon. 

Or maybe you're worried in case Robert Molloy finds out you're sleeping with one of his staff. 

'What are you doing today?' she asked.

'I'm going in late to catch up on some paperwork. Or maybe I'll stay home and play some video games, I'm not sure yet.'

She laughed, and playfully slapped his arm. 'Or maybe we could go back to bed and make love all day.'

'Wait until I've ordered a defibrillator on eBay before we do that.' Sullivan was well aware Tai was ten years younger than he was, and felt athletic at times, but once round the track a day was his limit these days.

'I'm going to shower,' she said, finishing her coffee, smiling at him.

Five minutes after she'd left the room, the front door buzzer rang. A few minutes later, Geddes Fyfe was standing in his living room. Fyfe was Sullivan's office investigator. A wiry man a few years younger than his boss, he always dressed as if he was about to go out on an SAS mission. Like now, dressed from head to toe in black.

'You heard the news?' Fyfe said, getting straight to the point.

'What news?'

Fyfe shook his head, picking up the TV remote and aiming it at the TV. 'You're playing with fire' he said, 

'What do you mean?'

'I heard the shower running downstairs in your bedroom, and unless that's your sister, I guess Miss Lopez spent the night again.'

'I don't have a sister.'

'Exactly. Robert Molloy won't be a happy camper if he finds out.'

'Who cares what Molloy thinks?'

'Maybe you could quote that to him when his men are tying breeze blocks round your ankles at Granton Harbour.'

Sky News was reporting the death of a man in a hotel in the centre of Edinburgh.

'What's this got to do with me?' Sullivan asked. The police weren't releasing the name of the victim until next-of-kin were informed. He saw the police cars outside the hotel, and the grey mortuary van waiting to take the body away after the SOCOs had crawled all over him.

'I had a call from a friend of mine. It's Colin Fleming in the hotel room.'

The colour left Sullivan's face. 'You sure?'

Fyfe didn't take his eyes off the TV. 'Oh yes.'


CHAPTER 12




The woman lay on her back in the middle of the desk. 

Her head hung over one end, the angle accentuated by the large slit in her throat. 

'Still got your tub of Vicks?' Scott said. For the second time that morning, Miller put some under his nose. Offered it to Kim, who shook her head.

Whoever the woman was, she'd been stripped to the waist and had her abdomen ripped open. Blood flowed over the desk and had dripped over the side onto the carpet.

Miller angled his head, and looked at the woman's face; she looked like she was in her late forties.

Kim stepped forward, while Scott took in the rest of the room. There was a closet at one end. 'He knew we'd come round to look at Fleming's place of work, so he left her here for us to find,' Miller said. He took his Airwave out and called it in.

Scott pulled the closet open, only to find shelves with not much on them except an old coffee mug and an out-of-date phone book. 'Nothing in here boss.'

They'd pulled on their nitrile gloves and looked around the office, while Miller picked up the woman's handbag. He took her purse out and looked through it. There was no sign of a driving license, but there was a name on a bank card. 'Toni Fleming,' he said, holding up the piece of blue plastic.

Scott walked over to Miller. 'That was his wife's name.' He looked at the corpse. 'So Cross killed them both? I wonder if she saw him or something. Witnessed him killing her husband.'

'There's a mobile in there,' Kim said. Miller held out the bag to her and she reached in and took it out. An iPhone, unlocked. Kim brought the screen up and checked the text messages. 'Here's an interesting one from last night.'

Miller looked at it, and Scott came round, craning his neck.

Come to my office. This is urgent. Don't call me. Phone on silent. Don't tell anybody. Danger. Be careful honey.

'It was sent right about the time Colin was being murdered, if Julie's estimated time-of-death is correct,' Miller said. 'Cross probably lured her here.' 

Minutes later, they heard the sirens. 

Paddy Gibb led the charge, followed by Jimmy Gilmour and Hazel Carter. Uniforms stood outside, in the corridor.

'This is different, Frank,' Gibb said, 'Two on the same night.' He took Miller into the corridor, over to the window that looked down to the car park. 'I spoke to Norma Banks. She briefed me on the Neil McGovern situation.' He looked Miller in the eyes. 'I don't believe this is happening, and I know how hard it must be on you.'

'I'm looking on the bright side, sir; I might get to catch the bastard who killed Harry this time. I thought I had before, but maybe we'll get lucky this time.'

Gibb patted him on the shoulder. 'We all want him, son. Somebody killed one of ours. We'll never stop looking for him.'

They both looked round as the lift announced its arrival. Julie Davidson stepped out. Walked towards them, her face looking grim. She stopped in front of Miller. 'Is it the same as this morning?'

Miller nodded. 'It looks like the same MO.'

 She looked at him, her face grim. 'Why would somebody copy Neil McGovern's method of killing? Do you think he was working with somebody?'

'I didn't get that feeling,' Miller said. 

Her breathing got a little faster. 'It makes me feel sick, if I'm honest. However, we all worked together to get McGovern, and we'll work just as hard this time.'

'I know.' He reached a hand out and put it on her arm. 'If you need to talk, call me, okay?'

'I will.' She turned, and made her way into Fleming's office, passing Scott as the other detective walked up to Miller and Gibb, holding a diary.

'An entry for yesterday. Take a read.'

Raymond Cross. Dead man.

'So he did know his killer,' Gibb said. 'We've re-opened the Moira Kennedy murder Cross was involved in.'

'Although, technically, it was never closed,' Miller said. He turned to Gibb, as Scott walked back to the office. 'I have to go and see somebody. Can you tell Scott and Kim I'll see them back at the station?'

'Sure I will. I am your secretary after all.'

Miller got back in the lift, and wondered when they were going to start telling people about the mistake they'd made with McGovern. 

 A mistake that was now costing people their lives.


CHAPTER 13




Outside, Miller took a deep breath of the fresh, cold air. He felt shaky, the adrenaline still coursing through his veins. 

He's coming after you.

That was fine by him. Taking on Harry's killer didn't frighten him one little bit. And if they got him and he wouldn't talk, then all he'd need was five minutes alone with him. No witnesses, no rules. That would never happen, but maybe they could use a little psychology on him. 

Or wire the fucker up to the mains. 

He left Haymarket, and hit the Western Approach Road, coming off at Slateford Road, opposite the Athletic Arms. Known by the locals as the Diggers because it was opposite Dalry cemetery, they eventually had that name put on the façade above the windows. He drove up through Polwarth, and five minutes later, was at his destination. 

The flat he was looking for was on the third floor. 

'Long time, no see,' Ian Powers said, as he opened the door. 

'Get the kettle on, Ian, I've a job for you,' Miller said, as Powers stood to one side.

'Not so loud, Frank,' Powers said, quickly shutting the door. 

Miller went through to the living room. It was more like the bridge on the Enterprise. Computers were set up everywhere. Several monitors were displaying programs that were running. The room gently buzzed.

Powers made two coffees. 'So, to what do I owe the pleasure?' he said.

'I need you to hack into something for me, Ian,' Miller said.  

Miller heard a girl's voice coming from one of the computers. 'You there, Ian?'

'Linda, I have a friend round.'

'That's okay. He a techie?'

'No, he's the polis.'

The girl disappeared as quickly as she appeared. 'My girlfriend. Linda. Nice girl but a bit nervous.'

'She in the same line of work as you, Ian?' 

'She works with computers,' he said, shrugging. 

They walked through to the kitchen in the back of the flat. It was a small room, off the family room. Powers made them both coffee.

'You want sugar in yours, Frank?'

Miller shook his head. 'I don't take sugar, you know that.'

'You look like you could do with some, my friend.' Powers added milk and handed the mug over.

Miller drank some. 'I'm just knackered, that's all. I've had no sleep. We had some chav stick a bread knife into his wife and we had to go round at one o'clock this morning. That was the easy one, though. Now we have a real psycho on the loose.'

Powers stood, looking at him for a moment. 'Wow. That's indeed bad news. I heard on the news you guys found a body this morning in that hotel.'

Miller nodded. Looked at the snowflakes swirling outside the kitchen window. It was almost like a different planet out there now, not at all what they were used to. 

Powers shook his head. 'You know I'm at your disposal, Frank. I can't ever repay what you did for me, but I can always be here to help you.'

'Brothers in arms. Sort of.' 

'I'd be dead if it wasn't for you. I'm not one of those people who say, call me if you need me, then screen their phone calls. I really do mean it. I knew Carol too. She's the one who saw through all the bullshit and knew I didn't kill my wife.'

'I know. Neither of us believed it.'

'I couldn't have handled being in prison. I'm not a hard man like you. I would have killed myself.'

'Your brother couldn't do the time either, Ian.' That's why he stepped in front of the eight-fifteen Edinburgh to Glasgow at Edinburgh Park, before we could arrest him. 

Powers shook himself. Even after five years, it still hurt. 'Now, what's it you want me to do for you?' 

'I need help in tracking Colin Fleming's new address. I need it kept quiet. We're trying to find the next of kin.' Miller didn't let on about Toni Fleming. He was hoping to find another family member.

'Is that all? No problem.' Powers went to work, tapping his keyboard and sliding his finger over the track-pad sitting at the side of it. 'The firewalls are pretty good on some of these places.'

'Can you get past them?' Miller asked.

'I helped design some of them,' Powers said. 'It's going to take some time, but you're welcome to stay.'

'As much as I enjoy your company, give me a call when you're done.'

'Will do.' 

Miller let himself out, and went back down to the car. Sat and thought about Carol. Thought about Richard Sullivan, the lawyer who'd once worked for Robert Molloy. The same Richard Sullivan who Carol had once arrested. The slime ball had gotten off on a technicality. 

It was Sullivan's car that a witness saw that night. She didn't see Carol get hit, but she saw somebody driving like a maniac. She'd had a drink, but she saw a car screaming into The Shore where it almost hit a bus. She didn't see the face, but she got the number of the car. Prostitutes were used to jotting down car registration plates when their friends got into one. Then they'd chalk the number on a wall.

This woman saw Carol's killer that night. She just didn't see him.

Sullivan was their main suspect, but he had an alibi and his car had been reported stolen. Miller didn't believe for one minute Sullivan wasn't involved.

Now his wife was dead.

But Richard Sullivan was still alive.

And Miller was going to talk to the man one day soon. Without any witnesses.


CHAPTER 14




Miller stood looking at the white board that had been erected in the back of the investigation suite. All the photos they had of their first three victims had been stuck back on again, their names written in red marker underneath. Harry was number four.

Another two photos had been added: Colin and Toni Fleming.

All the file boxes were brought out and people were sifting through the paperwork, to see if something jumped out at them.   

Paddy Gibb was busy barking orders. Everything they had on the Moira Kennedy murder was to be looked at again. 

'Ladies and gentlemen, your attention, please,' he shouted. The room went quiet, each conversation playing out until it died. Then Gibb had centre stage.

'Most of you will know the gentleman on my left, but for those of you who haven't had the pleasure, let me introduce him: Dr. Harvey Levitt. He's the psychologist who helped us before, when three women were murdered. I've asked him to talk to us again and to give us a hand.'

Gibb stood to one side, and true to his American sense of showmanship, Levitt stood on a chair, looking down at everybody.

'Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for your attention. As you may have noticed, I'm American, but I've been a psychologist at Edinburgh University for some years now. I am also the psychologist for Police Edinburgh.' He scanned the crowd standing before him as if he was waiting for a heckler. Nobody obliged.

'I've been told our serial killer's back, but for the moment, the press think a copycat is out there.' He took a deep breath and let it out again. 'This is after the Procurator Fiscal discussed some information that came to light with the Commander.'

'So, seeing as Neil McGovern's dead, it seems we got the wrong man,' Andy Watt said, turning to look at Miller for a moment.

'I'll get to that in a minute, Andy,' Levitt said.

He'd taken his jacket off and Miller noticed the pattern on his tie; Smiley Faces. He wondered if the man had been given it as a Christmas present and felt a duty to wear it.

Levitt was in his forties, and had close-cropped hair and a goatee. He had shrink written all over him.

'Those of you who worked on the first case, will remember the first victim was Diane Appleby. Aged forty-five. Divorced. No children. She was abducted and then he sent us a note through the mail, giving us a clue as to where we could find her. She was discovered in an old warehouse that was earmarked for redevelopment. She'd been dead for three weeks.'

He looked around the room. 'Then victim number two was taken. Lisa Charles. Aged forty-three. Married, with no children. Her head was left on a walkway in a carrier bag. He was taunting us then, playing games. He was in charge, and he wanted us to know it. Now, with Diane, he sent us a note after twelve days, and we found her remains two days later. In an abandoned house in West Lothian. Again, it was earmarked for redevelopment. Fourteen days, beginning to end. He'd changed his MO and increased the intensity.'

He looked at the photos on the board, focussed on Harry for a second, then looked over at Miller. Levitt raised his eyebrows slightly at Miller, barely perceptible. Are you okay?

Miller gave a small nod.

Levitt carried on, his eyes constantly scanning the room, as if he was expecting somebody to pull out a gun.

'Doreen Myers. Victim number three. Aged forty-six. Single. She was found on the construction site of a new casino being built in Leith Docks. Timeframe, seven days, from the time she was taken to the time she was found.

'Then we didn't hear anything from him again.'

Miller suddenly felt hot, and he thought he was going to lose it for a moment, so he turned away and walked into his office. Nobody paid any attention to him. Nobody could understand what he'd gone through but they gave him space.

Levitt carried on. 'Sometimes serial killers will just stop. This can be for a number of reasons; they get caught, they go to prison for another crime, they die or reach what we in the trade unofficially call a Crash Point. They reach a point of exhaustion and crash and burn. We think this was the case with our killer. Given today's murder, we're pretty sure he didn't die, we didn't catch him, so he either went to prison for another crime or he reached his Crash Point. I think it was the latter. As I said, he accelerated the killings, and this would exhaust anybody. From start to finish, the whole episode took five months. Some guys do it over many years. This guy was on a roll. So he was away for a long time, over two years, before we heard about him again, which can happen. Nine weeks ago, Harry Davidson contacted Frank and told him he knew who the killer was. Unfortunately, Harry went on his own and paid with his life. You got your killer, in the form of Neil McGovern, but as we learned this morning, Neil McGovern was innocent. The media think there's a copycat out there, and no doubt they'll find out it's not a copycat, but until they do, we have to let them think there is. Any questions?'

A hand went up. 'How did Harry find out about the killer?'

'Good question, and the answer is, we don't know. Harry didn't tell Neil McGovern or anybody else. There's no clue as to how he came by that information, but we thought it was McGovern, and he was arrested.'

Another hand: 'Why didn't McGovern tell us he wasn't our man?' A young female detective, who Levitt hadn't seen before.

  'Again, that's a mystery. Some of the big names upstairs reckon because McGovern was stunned by the smack from the shovel, it also did more damage inside his head than anybody knew. The wound on his forehead was superficial and he was cleaned up. And to answer Andy's question, he then started saying he was the killer. He had a brain injury and led us to believe he was our suspect, so that wasn't our fault. It wasn't really his fault either. That's what we're theorising anyway. Again, that's something he took to the grave, just like Harry. We might never find out the answer to either of those questions. However, you've been working with the name of a suspect this morning; Raymond Cross. It's a name from the past, so please familiarise yourself with the old case.'

Levitt looked around the room again. 'I'm going to be available anytime while the investigation is ongoing, so if anybody wants to come and talk to me, my door will always be open, either here or at the university. This can be very traumatic, and if you just want to swing by and have a coffee, bounce an idea off me, or just talk, feel free.' He stepped off the chair as the team went back to their work. He walked over to Gibb.

'Let's go and check on Frank, Paddy. This is going to be hard for him.'

'It is, but he knows he's got a lot of support.'

They knocked, and waited for Miller to call them in.

'I'm fine, guys. It's hard, but I need to keep it together,' Miller said.

'You know I'm available twenty-four-seven, Frank,' Levitt said. 

'I know. Thanks.' Levitt was the only man he'd ever opened up to. Not even his father had been privy to his innermost thoughts. 'Tell me more about Raymond Cross, Paddy.'

Gibb took a deep breath, and reached for his cigarettes. 'Crack that window a bit, son,' he said, to Levitt. The doctor obliged.


CHAPTER 15




'I read about the Met detective coming up to talk to Cross and they both disappeared,' Miller said. 

Gibb looked at him. 'There was pandemonium, Frank. A detective comes up, is left alone with Cross for half an hour, and the two of them fuck off out the station, never to be seen again. We had the biggest manhunt Edinburgh had seen in a long time. We came up empty, though. There were never any sightings of them after that. It's as if they just vanished. Probably ended up in Mexico, or somewhere.'

An alarm bell started ringing in Miller's head. 'Who was the last one to see Cross in the interview room before the Met guy went in?'

Gibb looked at him. 'Harry Davidson. Why?'

Miller shrugged. 'Nothing. Just thinking, that's all.' Something didn't feel right.

'We're opening up the case again. We're going over every piece of evidence we have, in case we missed something back then.' He took a puff on his cigarette and blew it out. 'The case was never closed, but he was forgotten about.'

'Until now. Seems he's back with a vengeance.'

Gibb stood up and stretched. 'He couldn't wait 'til I was retired, eh? Bastard. Take it easy, Frank.' Gibb left the office.

Miller suddenly felt tiredness creeping in.

'You okay?' Levitt asked.

'I'm fine.'

'I know it wasn't easy for you. Losing your wife, then two years later, losing your father-in-law.'

'It feels like I let them both down.'

'This wasn't your fault. Any of it. Just remember that.'

'I'll try.' The phone rang, and Levitt excused himself.

'Miller.'

'Frank, it's Julie.'

'Hi. What's going on?' 

'Would you like to come down to the mortuary? I have the preliminaries on Fleming and his wife.'

A pause for a second. 'Sure. I'll bring Tam and Kim.' He looked at his watch. 'Say, ten minutes or so?'

'See you then.'

He hung up, and went to find Kim. 'You up for going to the mortuary?'




The City Mortuary was located in Cowgate, which ran parallel with the High Street. It was an anonymous grey, two-storey building with only a small sign by the front door that gave a clue as to what it was. 

They went in through a door next to the freight entrance. Walked over to a short corridor where Julie's office was located. She was sitting at her desk.

'Frank! Come away in.' She stood up, as Miller and Scott entered.

'You wanted to see me?'Miller said.

'I wanted to go over the report on Colin Fleming.' She looked over at Kim. 'Hello again.'

'Hi.'

Julie turned to Miller. 'Kim and I were introduced this morning in Fleming's office.

Miller felt himself sweating. He'd sat in this very office many times, talking to Julie about Carol and how much he missed her. She said she missed Carol too. Carol had been her only sister and although Gary Davidson was her brother, they didn't see each other much.

 'I don't mean to be rude, you two, but would you mind if I spoke to Frank alone for a minute? Just something personal,' Julie said, bringing him back to the present.

I knew this was going to happen, Miller thought to himself.

'No problem, Julie,' Scott said, and they left the office, heading upstairs to the break room.

Julie waited until they didn't hear footsteps anymore. 'I haven't seen you for a while, Frank,' Julie said.

'I've been up to my ears in it,' Miller said, feeling his cheeks turn red.

'No you've not. You've been avoiding me. You think I'll go mental that you didn't save my dad. Something like that. Is that about right?'

'No, of course not.'

She smiled at him. 'You don't have to avoid me. I know you couldn't do anything for my dad that night. Why would I be angry with you? If you could have saved him, you would have. So let's not have any more nonsense about you avoiding me, okay?'

He smiled back at her. 'You're right. I just feel useless.'

Julie held a finger to her lips. 'No more talk like that.'

Miller nodded.

'You and Gary are the only family I have left,' Julie said.

'I appreciate that.'

'That's what families are for.' She picked up a folder from her desk. 'I have the preliminaries on Fleming and his wife.'

Miller put down his coffee. 'Apart from being a slimy bastard, what else did you pick up on?'

'He was fit for a man in his fifties, I'll give him that. It was the trauma to his neck that killed him. The knife, or sharp instrument, nicked his carotid. Opening him up would have killed him obviously, the nick just accelerated the job.'

'What about defence wounds?'

'That's what's strange, Frank; there were none. Fleming wasn't a big guy, but he wasn't a wimp either and I'm assuming, as he was an ex-copper, he would have put up a fight, but there wasn't a scratch on him. No marks on his hands or arms. Nothing under the fingernails.'

'Which meant he knew who killed him. He was there to meet somebody last night, somebody he knew, and for some reason that person murdered him.' Miller thought about the name in Fleming's diary; Raymond Cross. 

'That's what I would guess. Your lab's running the toxicology, and it won't take them long to find if there's anything in Fleming's blood. If there was indeed a substance that hung around to give a toxicology result.'

'What about his wife?' 

'Unlike her husband, Toni Fleming was opened up post-mortem, as if the killer was enraged. Again, there were no defence wounds. Almost like she was taken by surprise.'

'We saw the time on her text messages, and it looked like she died later than he did. Does that tally with your time of death for her?'

'Yes, he definitely died first. That's what the timeline indicates.'

Miller stood up. 'Thanks, Julie. Can you fax us the reports when they're done?'

'No problem. It'll be late tomorrow.' She put a hand on his arm. 'Listen, if you're not doing anything tonight, why don't you come round for a coffee? We can have a chat. We haven't had a good old chinwag for a long time.'

'Okay, I'll do that. Say around seven-thirty or so?'

'Great.'

Julie Smiled. Watched as Miller left her office.


CHAPTER 16




Jack Miller always told his son he was a retired cop, not a retired chef. When he said he'd get the dinner ready, he meant shoving a couple of Fray Bentos Steak and Kidney pies in the oven. Along with a bag of chips.

'Chips are bad for you,' Miller said, as he let the oven door close.

'Don't eat them, then,' Jack said, popping the ring pull on a beer.

'I didn't say I wouldn't eat them. A man's got to have veggies after all.' He took a Coke from the fridge and took a swallow out of the can. 'Where've you been the past couple of days anyway?'

Jack walked through to the living room from the kitchen. Sat on the couch in front of the TV. 'Just here and there.'

'Arsing about with your pals again?' Miller said, sitting in a chair.

'Hardly arsing about.' Jack looked at his son. 'Why? You miss me?'

'You wish.'

'I could have been lying in the gutter somewhere and you wouldn't even notice I'd gone.'

'If you're looking for attention, you're looking in the wrong place. Save that for your dodgy mates.'

Jack smiled, and shook his head. Then turned serious. 'I heard about Colin today. Andy Watt called me.'

'He said he'd spoken to you. I was going to wait until I got home.'

Jack put his beer on a coaster on the coffee table. 'I'm not complaining, Son. Andy called because he knew I worked with Colin.' 

'Did he tell you about the similarities to Colin's and Harry's murders?' Miller asked.

Jack nodded. 'It put a shiver down my spine, let me tell you.'

Miller trusted his father with his life. He didn't doubt for one second he could trust him with any information, but if he came right out and said he knew Neil McGovern didn't kill Harry, then Jack would blow a fuse. So he kept quiet for now.

'Did Andy tell you we think Raymond Cross is back and he killed Colin?'

Jack looked at his son and nodded. 'Yes he did.' He thought back twenty-five years. 'That was a bad one. That poor girl was butchered in the front of that car.' 

'Did you get to sit in on the interview when they arrested him?'

'I was guarding the door. The tension in that room was thick.' 

The timer on the cooker rang. Miller got up. Dinner was ready. He dished the pies and chips onto plates and they sat at the same small dining table in the kitchen where he'd sat with Kim that morning.

'Did you see that copper from the Met when he came to interview Cross back then?' Miller asked.

'Yeah, briefly. Looked a bit of a yahoo. He had that air about him.' 

Miller cut a piece of pie, added a chip and ate. It was his favourite food. He chased it down with some water. They ate the rest of their dinner, talking chit-chat. Jack's upcoming trip to Spain in the summer with his friends. His reasons why Miller should join them. Miller trying to explain he wasn't seventeen anymore.

'Mickey Hagan's coming. You remember his son, Bruce?' Bruce Hagan. Miller remembered him well. He was a D.S. in Serious Crimes a few years back. He took a post in Fife.

Later on, after Jack had washed the dishes and Miller had showered and changed, they were sitting in the living room again.

'Do you remember the night Moira was murdered, Dad?' Miller said. 

'Of course I do. We were keeping an eye on Molloy's hotel from a distance. Who knew one of Molloy's men would turn mental and kill that lassie? Lucky we were near. He might have got away if we weren't.'

'Tell me more about it.'

Jack sat for a moment, as if making sure he was getting everything in the right order.

'It was a Saturday night, I remember that. Me and your mum were supposed to go out that night, but she came down with the flu. It was winter. A cold night...'


CHAPTER 17




Twenty-five years ago




DS Jack Miller pulled up in the Ford Granada pool car, and parked behind one of two ambulances, their blue lights spinning furiously. Other patrol cars were forming a barricade round the car park. Jack could see it was serious, but his boss wouldn't tell him what it was over the radio.

The cold air hit Jack as he got out of the car. The sky was clear, letting whatever heat had built up to disappear into space. Harry Davidson came striding over to his side. Jack could see Colin Fleming standing, talking to a uniform. 

'The hotel's locked down,' Harry said.

'What's going on, sir?' Jack asked, shutting the car door.

Harry shook his head. 'Holy Christ. It's a fucking mess in there.' He turned and pointed to a patrol car. 'We caught this nutter near a car with a young girl in it.' Looked back at Jack again. 'She was slaughtered.'

Jack looked at his boss. 'What did he do to her?'

Harry's breath blew like steam into the cold, dark night. 'He opened her up. Sliced her right fucking open, from her neck down to her belly. There's fucking blood everywhere.'

Jack shivered and pulled up the collar on his overcoat. 'Who is he? Do we know?'

Harry nodded. 'Raymond Cross.' He looked over to where a small group of people were hovering, being shepherded by uniforms. 'They said he was Moira's boyfriend. That's the victim. They don't know much about him because she wasn't dating him for long.'

 'Who called it in?' Jack asked, as they started walking towards the car. Raymond Cross looked out at him from the car. There was blood on his jacket. Blood on his face. 

'Anonymous tip from the phone box inside. Somebody doesn't want to get involved.'

'Man or a woman?'

'A woman.' They stopped. Harry shook his head. 'We were nearby, watching who was coming and going when I got the call on my radio.'

'At least we got the bastard though.' Jack shivered. 'Who arrested him, boss?'

'I did. DI Fleming was with me.'

They took Cross away while the scene was processed and information gathered. Harry Davidson followed the patrol car Cross was in.

When Jack Miller went into the hotel, Robert Molloy was standing in the bar with his son and a group of women. He didn't look pleased. 

In the few short years Jack had been on the force, he'd never known anybody to annoy Robert Molloy and get away with it. He didn't envy Raymond Cross one little bit.




'What happened after that?' Miller asked. 

Jack looked at the TV, as if the answer lay there. 'Cross was charged with murder. He denied everything at first, then he admitted it. Harry let me sit in on the initial interview they did with him. Harry was part of an Organised Crime Task Force, but us lowly detectives still had to do a lot of the grunt work.'

'What was Cross like in the interview room?'

Jack gritted his teeth. 'A complete bastard.'




'You know you're going to be charged with murder, right?' Harry said. 

'Yeah, well, what do you want me to say? Except, where's my fucking lawyer?'

'You shut your fucking mouth, Cross. You'll get a fucking lawyer when I see fit.'

'That's not right. This'll be thrown out of court.'

'I'm not recording yet, you arrogant little bastard. I can say whatever I like to you, do whatever I like to you, and there's no fucking witnesses. Bear that in mind before you mouth off to me.'

There was usually a uniform guarding the door inside the room, but this time it was Jack Miller who was doing the guarding. Cross looked right at him, as if trying to look through him. Jack stared right back.

They'd taken Cross's blood-covered clothes away and put him into a pair of prison jeans and a prison sweatshirt, both dark blue and cheap. Cheap trainers too.

Cross looked at Colin Fleming, who was sitting next to Harry.

'You his side-kick, then?'

Fleming ignored him, and nodded to Harry. 'You better get the tapes running soon, or I'm going to be over this table and kick the shit out of this fucker.'

Cross laughed. Threw his head back, and laughed out loud. When his head came back down, there was no smile on his face. 'I'd love you to see you try, sunshine.'

Fleming stood up, his chair sliding backwards and tipping over. Jack watched Harry sitting calmly as Fleming leaned down on the table, staring right into Cross's eyes.

'How old are you, sonny?'

'Twenty-five.'

'I'm ten years older than you, and I could still rip your fucking face off.' 

'Sit down and shut the fuck up,' Cross said. 'You don't scare me, you big fucking...'

Fleming lifted his right hand off the desk and slapped Cross across the face, knocking him sideways off his chair. He moved round the table and drew his leg back as if to kick Cross.

'Colin!' Harry Davidson was on his feet, and the mere shout was enough to stop Fleming. Jack had seen Fleming fight before, and the older man never turned away from anything. Turned to look at the boss as Cross lay sprawled on the floor.

'You saw that,' Cross said, looking straight at Jack. Both Harry and Fleming turned to look at Jack.

Jack paused for a moment. 'I saw fuck all,' he said, looking right back at Cross.

Fleming smiled. Harry looked at Fleming. 'Pick him up, before anybody comes in, for fuck's sake.'

Fleming was a big man. Worked out with weights and pint glasses. He reached down and roughly grabbed Cross by the front of the sweatshirt and hauled him to his feet. 'Get that fucking chair up and sit your arse in it.' He waited until Cross was sitting down before sitting down himself.

Harry put the tapes into the recorder. It would be several years before Lothian and Borders switched over to filming interviews. 'You ready, Colin?' Harry asked.

'Ready as I'll ever be.' He glared across the table at Cross. 

'Tell me why you killed Moira,' Harry said.

Cross rubbed his left cheek, where Fleming's hand had connected with it. 'I didn't kill her.'

Fleming turned to look at Harry with a look that said, "Switch that recorder off and give me five minutes with the fucker, then we'll know why he killed her". Harry shook his head, as if he'd read Fleming's mind.

Fleming sat back hard in the chair, as if he was in a huff. Folded his arms. 'You were seen in the car with Moira. You were covered in her blood. A jury will eat you alive. Then we'll stick you up in Peterhead and those bastards will chew you up and spit you out in bubbles.'

'Once again, and for those who are hard of hearing, this announcement will be shouted: I did not kill Moira!' Cross leaned forward and shouted the last few words at Fleming.

'Well, we think you fucking did!' Fleming shouted back. 'That's why we're fucking charging you right now. You're looking at twenty years after the judge sees the photos of the poor lassie lying on the front seat of that car.'

Cross looked like all the life had gone out of him. Looked at Fleming. Cross looked at Harry for a moment and raised his eyebrows slightly. Just for the briefest of moments, Jack thought he saw Harry shake his head. Just the slightest of movements, unnoticed by Fleming. Then Cross's whole demeanour changed.

'Okay, then. I admit it. I killed her. Go ahead and charge me.'

So they did. 




'What happened with the Met cop?' Miller asked Jack.

Jack stared for a moment, as if trying to pluck his thoughts out of mid-air. 'He was an arrogant tosser. Breezed into the station like his shit didn't stink. Harry kept him in his place though. Told him in no uncertain terms if he wanted to talk to Cross, then he had to do it in front of him.'

'How did the guy react to that?' Miller felt the tiredness shift from him.

'He was ...indifferent. Tried to pretend he was one of the boys. One of us. We all knew he was a wanker, though. If it walks like a duck and it quacks like a duck, know what I mean?'

Miller nodded.

'Then all hell broke loose. The guy was in the interview room with Cross. Alone. I was on duty that day, and I must say, Harry was acting a wee bit strange. Like he was coming down with something. Seemed sort of nervous. Next thing we know, the alarm goes off. Everybody ran to the room, thinking Cross had given Super Met a kicking, but when we went into the room, they were gone. Some uniform was standing with his mouth open. Bingham had asked for a cup of tea, and dafty went and fetched it. When he got back, Cross and the DI were gone. They'd just got up and left.'

'And it turned out Bingham was a fake,' Miller said.

'We never did find out what the connection was. Probably was a mate of his or something, but his mate had some good connections to get all the fake papers. There was a manhunt, but we never got him. Then, all of a sudden, it all went away, almost as if somebody swept it under the rug.'


CHAPTER 18




Miller pulled his woollen hat on before he stepped out into the street. Walked round to the pool car. Being on call meant he took the car home. He'd be at his destination in less than ten minutes, traffic permitting. The Balmoral Hotel sat on the corner of Princes Street and North Bridge, all lit up and resplendent as if it was dressed up for going out. It had been a stalwart on that corner for over a hundred years, starting off as the North British Hotel, a railway hotel until it had been refurbished in the eighties.

Just like a lot of things that were changing in Edinburgh. The city was like a Chameleon, changing colour every few years, as if trying to reinvent its image. Once known as a city full of heroin users, it was now known as the first UNESCO City of Literature. Yet Miller knew, to the world, Edinburgh appeared to be a supermodel, but only those closest to her saw the needle tracks and the bloodshot eyes.

The snow had stopped for a while but the air temperature had fallen. Pedestrians slipped on the pavements. The slush would harden up overnight, making walking even more treacherous in the morning.

Miller pulled up outside the house he'd headed for. Looked at the lights on in the living room, not sure if he should go in or not. Then he climbed out into the cold and dark.

He walked carefully to the door and rang the bell. It was a nice townhouse, with the living room on the first floor, so he knew it would take her a few minutes to get downstairs. 

'Who is it?'

'Santa Claus. I couldn't get down your chimney.'

He heard her laughing before the door was unlocked. 'Frank! I'm really glad you could make it tonight.' Julie said. She'd already changed into what she called her 'geeky' nightshirt and sweatpants. Her hair was slightly damp as if she'd only given it a brief lick with the hairdryer after her shower.

'I didn't want you to think I was avoiding you again.' He smiled.

'Well, what can a woman say?'

'How about, "Come on in, it must be freezing out there?"'

She laughed. 'Come on in.' She stepped aside, and let him into the warmth.

'I thought about what you said earlier. About me avoiding you. I feel bad now.'

'There's no need. I just wanted to set things straight. Although I must admit, I miss you and Jack at times. You more than anything.'

They walked upstairs, to the living room. It had a gas fire burning away, the flames looking inviting. The heat felt good, and Miller took his overcoat and jacket off. Sat on one of the comfortable chairs that faced Julie's flat-screen. A soap opera played out on the screen but the sound was muted.

Julie held up the bottle that sat on her coffee table. 'Can I interest you in one?'

He shook his head. 'No thanks. I'll have a coffee if you have any.'

'Sure. Give me a minute.' She went through to the kitchen.

He sat back and smiled, feeling the tensions of the day ebb away from him. He liked coming here, and had missed Julie. He looked on her as an older sister, somebody he could confide in about anything. Somebody he could talk about Carol with. He'd spent many an evening here, reminiscing. They'd exchange stories about Carol, neither of them allowing her memory to die. Nobody in the world would be interested in talking about his dead wife like this.

'I want to ask you a question, Julie,' he said, when she came back in with a mug for him. 'It's work related, and I know you're off the clock, so if you don't feel comfortable, just say so.'

She smiled. 'No, that's okay. Fire away.' 

'I was wondering if you'd ever heard your dad talk about Raymond Cross?'

Julie looked puzzled for a moment, searching her memory banks for the name. Then her eyes went wide for a moment before she answered. 'Yes. Wasn't he the guy who killed that girl in the car a long time ago?'

Miller took some of the coffee. It tasted good. 'Yes he was.'

'I remember that case. My dad spoke about it a few times. Cross walked out of the station with another man and they were never seen again.'

Miller nodded. 'My dad remembers him. He worked on the case as well, but Harry was the lead investigator.'

'Why would you ask about him after all this time?' She took some of the wine. Curled her legs underneath her. Put the wine glass down on a side table.

'He's back. We think he killed the Flemings last night. Maybe he was angry with them and wanted revenge, but we don't understand what the catalyst was that set him off now.'

'I appreciate you telling me, Frank.' She took more wine, looking like she needed it now. 'Do you have any leads on Cross?'

'Not yet.' 

'You know, Carol and I were more than ten years apart, but as we grew older, we connected more, as siblings do. I remember one time...'

Miller was trying to listen to Julie, but his mind was focussed on Carol. Smiling, holding hands as they walked along Portobello Beach one summer's night. A magical time...

'Frank?'

Miller could hear Carol's voice, calling to him. 

'Frank? Frank, your phone's ringing.'

His eyes snapped open. He fumbled for his phone and took it out of his pocket, not sure how long he'd dozed off for. 'Miller.'

'Frank, it's Matt. From Leith.'

It took Miller a second to process Matt from Leith. Then he smiled. DI Matt Taylor. 'Hey, buddy, what's up?'

'I need to see you, Frank. Can you come and meet me?'

'Okay. Sounds ominous.'

Miller heard a breath being taken in before he heard the words. 

'Somebody left an envelope at the front desk. It's got your name on it and it's marked private.'

'Thanks, Matt, I'll come down and pick it up.'

Miller hung up. Felt uneasy about this. Wondered who'd sent him something.

He'd soon find out.


CHAPTER 19




Miller was pulling up outside Leith police station, ten minutes after the call. The building sat on the corner of Queen Charlotte Street and Constitution Street. It had been built as Leith Town Hall in the early eighteen hundreds, and a row of Georgian townhouses had been added later on. 

Miller walked into the public entrance and recognised the desk sergeant on duty. 'Hey, how's things?'

'Good, sir. Long-time no see. How's Jack?'

'He says you and the boys are overdue for a good hooly.'

'We are that. And when I retire, I'll really be off the leash.' He buzzed Miller in.

On the first floor, Matt Taylor was sitting in his office. 

'You're working late,' Miller said.

'Just wrapping up an operation.' He got up and shook Miller's hand. 'Thanks for coming, Frank. I have the letter here.' He opened a desk drawer and pulled out the white envelope. It was in a clear evidence bag. 'I don't know what the chances are of getting prints off it...'

'None,' Miller answered, sitting down. However, he was taking no chances. He pulled on nitrile gloves. 'You said somebody left it here?'

'A homeless guy brought it in a bigger envelope with my name on the front. Says a guy gave him a twenty to hand it in. He didn't give a description, except the bloke was wearing a black hoodie and spoke with a local accent. My mail was in my tray but I was on a shout and only got to opening it not long before I called you. Although it's addressed to me, it has your name on the front, so I didn't open it.'

Taylor opened a drawer in his desk and pulled out a flick knife. He sprang the blade and passed it over to Miller, shrugging. 'I took it off some scally in Niddrie. Wee bastard would just have used it on somebody. I use it as a letter opener.'

Miller took the envelope and looked at the front: Frank Miller. Then Private written bold and underlined. He sliced the envelope along the top seam. Put the knife down on the desk and carefully took the letter out. It was typed, on a sheet of white copy paper. He read it over, before reading it out loud to Taylor.

Would you trust David Stuart? He was too late to meet the lovely Mary herself. Three o'clock plus one hour and one minute was too late for him. It's not too late for you, Frank. If you hurry, you can still find what you're looking for.

He looked at Taylor. 'Any thoughts?'

Taylor had picked up a yellow HB pencil and was tapping it against his teeth. 'Not a fucking thing, Frank. You know, we can take down druggies, do all sorts of shit, but when it comes to stuff like this...well, I'm fucked if I know, mate. Sorry.'

'Don't worry about it. One thing I do know is, this is in relation to Carol. It doesn't mention finding who killed her, but whoever wrote this is implying he knows who did it.'

'I feel like a right twat, but I've never been any good at puzzles. Maybe that's why I can only take down dealers and hoors.'

Miller stood up. 'I'd like to take this. Maybe get it analysed.' He slipped it back into the evidence bag.

Taylor put the pencil down. Put the knife away. 'It's yours, Frank. It was addressed to you.'

Miller shook his hand. Outside, he sat in the car, shivering. Took his phone out.

'Kim? I'm not disturbing you, am I?'

'Not at all, Frank. Just watching some TV. What's up?'

'I got a note delivered to Leith police station. I'm here now, sitting outside. It was from somebody who I think knows who killed Carol. I was wondering if you could help.'

'I'll try.'

He read the note to her. 'I know you work for the government, so I was wondering if you'd know anybody who deals with cryptic clues.'

'I know somebody who could help. I can make a call to a supervisor who works at GCHQ. Before I do, take a photo of it on your iPhone and send it to me, so I can send it to him.'

'I'll do that right now. Thanks, Kim.'

Within a minute, the photo was on its way to her. Miller thought he'd sit for a few more minutes. Going home would mean going into the spare room and looking at the files he'd kept on Carol's death. The reports of how a detective was run down by a drunk driver while she was working a case. 

He turned his thoughts to Kim. Didn't think the government spy centre would be able to decipher what was really a pile of shite, the mental ramblings of a madman. 

His phone rang. Nine minutes and twenty seven seconds after he'd hung up with Kim.

He saw her name on the screen. 'Hello?'

'It's always a busy night at GC but this supervisor friend of mine was working. He apologised for the delay. He thought it might be a good exercise for one of the new recruits. It took him two minutes and forty two seconds to work it out, but he's new, so we have to cut him some slack.'

Miller's heart was racing. How could somebody do that so quickly? What kind of minds worked there?

'You there, Frank?' Kim asked.

'Yes.' His own voice sounded shaky.

'Wait at the station for me. I'm in the car and I'll be there in ten.' She hung up.


CHAPTER 20




He'd started the car and the diesel engine was trying its best to heat him up, but not as well as the bag of chips he'd bought from the chippy across the road. 

'I hope you didn't get brown sauce on them,' Kim said, sitting in the passenger seat. 'Jeez, it's cold in here. Come on, let's take my car.' She fished out a chip without brown sauce on it.

'You wouldn't think I've had my dinner. I only bought these to get some heat.' They moved to her car, which was behind Miller's. It was an Audi TT. 'Nice car.'

'Thanks.' She turned the engine on and Miller could feel the heated seats. As if she'd had them both on driving over here. She took a piece of paper out of the inside pocket of her jacket. Looked at Miller. 'As cryptic clues go, it was really easy, my friend says.'

'I'm glad he could help.'

'It was no problem. He was a friend of my dad.' She switched on her map light, bathing the paper in a sharp light and read the message out loud to him. 'Would you trust David Stuart? He was too late to meet the lovely Mary herself. Three o'clock plus one hour and one minute was too late for him. It's not too late for you, Frank. If you hurry, you can still find what you're looking for.'

'I have to admit I don't have a clue what this means,' Miller said.

'Luckily we have some very smart people working for the government. No offence.'

'None taken.'

'Would you trust David Stuart? They assumed it wasn't going to be the name of a local hoodlum or a nobody, and they were right. David Stuart, the son of the Marquess of Bute. The key word is trust. The National Trust for Scotland. They're connected with David Stuart. Now the time reference. Three o'clock plus one hour and one minute.  Could have been sixteen-oh-one, using the twenty-four hour clock. But three o'clock is fifteen hundred. Plus an hour, is sixty plus one is sixty-one. Fifteen-sixty-one. It's not a reference to time though, but a date.'

Kim seemed to be getting revved up now, ready for the big finale. 'He was too late to meet the lovely Mary herself. Because David Stuart was born in nineteen-eleven. He was three hundred and fifty years too late. Mary Queen of Scots came to Edinburgh in fifteen-sixty-one. The Palace of Holyrood wasn't ready for her, so it was rumoured she spent time in Lamb's House, just round the corner. In nineteen-fifty-eight The National Trust accepted David Stuart's offer of Lamb's House. It had belonged to his father.'

She looked at Miller. 'The last part of the letter. It's not too late for you, Frank. If you hurry, you can still find what you're looking for. He's sending you to Lamb's House, Frank.'

Remind me not to fuck with the people at GCHQ, he thought, as Kim started the car.




****




The all-wheel-drive system on the little sports car handled the slick roads with ease. They drove straight ahead at the lights and round Water Street. In front of them, on the corner of Burgess Street, was Lamb's House. Miller felt a nervousness inside, something he hadn't felt in a long time. 

Kim pulled the car to a stop outside the car park. The building was being refurbished. The exterior was clad in scaffolding, covered in green netting. The car park was fenced off, securing the building materials inside, which were now covered with snow. 

They got out of the car, and Miller threw the remaining chips into a nearby bin. Kim was wearing a red Berghaus jacket, and pulled the zipper up to her chin. Her blonde ponytail stuck out of her woollen hat.

'I don't see any footsteps in the snow,' she said, pointing to the car park. The two fence panels that acted as gates were padlocked.

'Let's try round the back. There's a wooden gate there.'

They trudged through the slush on the pavement. The air was freezing and snatched their breath away as it came out in clouds. At the back of Lamb's House, which was side-on to Water Street, there was indeed a large wooden gate.

It was open.

Miller gently pushed it, wary of a trap. There were footsteps in the snow on the path, but nothing that could be matched to a boot. Any tread had been messed up by the person who'd been walking back here. The walls were covered in scaffolding, like the front, and it looked exactly the same except for one difference; the back door was open.

'Stay behind me,' Miller said, to Kim, taking out his extendable baton.

'How about you stay behind me?' Kim replied, bringing out her Glock. She held a small flashlight in her other hand.

'Go ahead.' 

She gently pushed the door open further. It was old but solid wood. Miller looked around, to see if he could see anything through the green netting, but he couldn't see anything.

Kim stepped into what was an old pantry. The door ahead was open and they stepped through it. Miller swung his own flashlight around. They were in the front hallway now, and they saw a small glow coming from a room on the right.

Kim walked through the doorway. Miller followed, and they saw the small teacup candle flickering on the old fireplace at the end of the room. It illuminated an object that sat next to it.

They walked forward, still wary of a trap.

'Just be careful,' Miller said, swinging the light around the room. He approached the candle. It was plastic, powered by a battery. The flame was a light and it flickered like a real one.

Beside the candle, on the mantle, was a little, black wallet. Miller was familiar with the object. His heart was racing again, and he didn't feel the cold. He reached out a gloved hand and picked it up.

'What is it?' Kim asked.

'Have a look for yourself,' Miller said, flipping it open.

Then they heard the thump from upstairs.


CHAPTER 21




Robert Molloy sat in the suite on the Blue Martini, a stone's throw away from the derelict house where Miller was. He'd idly glanced out his window and wondered if Raymond Cross was out there, looking back.

A few minutes later, there was a knock on the door.

'Come in,' he shouted.

Sienna Craig walked in. 'I made a couple of calls, sir,' she said.

'And?'

'Nothing. Nobody's heard of Cross, and there's no talk about him coming back.'

'Thanks, Sienna. Care to join me for a drink?'

'I'd better not, sir. I prefer to keep alert.'

'Good answer. No point in my head of security being pished if Cross comes round with a sawn-off.' He laughed. 'You can get off now. Sampson can drive me home.' He watched her leave. 

Sienna Craig came to him by way of an old friend down in London, a guy known as Mr. Winston. He had a right-hand man working for him, known as Hammer, a nickname earned for using the tool as a means of persuasion. Hammer had called him out of the blue four months ago, telling Molloy he'd heard in various circles he was looking for some new security staff. He'd escorted her up the next day.




Four months earlier




The wind blew in off the Forth, rocking the Ford Transit van, which was parked at the far end of the deserted lot. A warehouse sat here a long time ago, but had been knocked down by the developer who'd bought it, planning to turn it into flats.

The two men who were sitting in the front, watched as the rented Focus came round the corner. They saw a man and a woman in the front of the car. The passenger in the Transit had a pair of binoculars and zoomed in on the car's windscreen.

'It's them. A woman and that fuck Hammer.'

The driver looked at him. 'Who calls himself "Hammer"? Fuckin' prick. Let's go and give them a Scottish welcome.' The two men stepped out of the van and stood in front of it. The car pulled up facing them and the man and woman got out.

'You Molloy's men, then?' Hammer was in his early thirties, trying desperately to climb up a ladder that would see him run a gang that controlled part of South London. 

The driver smiled. 'You better hope so.' He walked forward, past Hammer and ran his hand over the roof of the car. 'This all you could afford to rent, mate?'

The passenger walked past the woman. She looked to be in her twenties. Blonde hair. Wearing a black, leather jacket and black jeans. Black Doc Martens. She watched him as he walked past her. Turned to see what he was doing. He ducked, and looked in the back of the car.

'Pop the boot, Clarence, there's a good boy,' the driver said.

'Only me fuckin' mam calls me that. Scotch bastard.'

'Don't start cryin' like a wee laddie and pop the fuckin' boot.'

'Wot? You need to see me fucking skids? I've only got me suitcase. Big enough to hold a clean pair for the mornin' and a packet of johnnies in case I get lucky.' He winked at the woman.

She glared back at him without answering.

'Got a name?' passenger asked the blonde.

'Yeah. You?'

Passenger smiled. 'I asked first.' He knew who she was; he'd seen a copy of the photo that had been emailed to Molloy. 

She shook her head. 'Listen, boys, I've spent five hours on a train with this fat fuck, listening to his sexist jokes and smelling his shitty breath. So if you don't mind, I'd like to get the interview over so I can either have my stuff forwarded up here, or leave.'

Driver looked at her. 'Clarence here's brokering a deal for somebody else. Our boss wants to know if it's on the up-and-up. So if Clarence here pops the boot and we see there's no fucker in there with a sawn-off, we can start.'

Clarence glared at him. 'Don't call me that again. And what if there was somebody in there with a shotgun?'

Driver pulled out a Glock and pointed it at Hammer's head. 'Then you'll all fucking die.'

Hammer didn't look too sure of himself now. 'Alright, mate, take it easy.' He took the keys and popped the boot. There was nothing more dangerous in it than two small suitcases.

'Where you staying?' passenger asked, as he reached in and opened one of the cases. A gust of wind blew in harder, ruffling their hair.

'None of your business,' Hammer said.

'Why don't you just return today?' passenger asked, pulling a knife from his pocket and opened the case, picking up a pair of y-fronts with it. 'I hope they're fucking clean,' he said, throwing them back in.

Hammer glared at him. 'I want to stop over and sample some of the wares up here, if you catch my drift?' He was totally unaware of the third man coming up behind him with a sack. It was pulled over his head and he was dragged down to the ground, kicking and screaming.

The woman turned round, throwing up her left arm. The fourth man, who was about to put a sack over her head hesitated for a second, giving the woman time to throw a punch at his jaw. The palm of her hand connected with the edge of the jawbone, putting his lights out. Just like a champion boxer would. He fell to the ground, dropping the sack.

As the passenger rushed at her, she pulled her own Glock out and grabbed hold of the man barrelling towards her. She spun him, pointed the gun at the side of his head and smiled at the driver. 

'Drop the gun and your friend lives another day.'

The man who was holding onto Hammer looked between her and the driver. The driver smiled, still holding his gun. 'Don't be silly. We're just taking precautions.'

'Tell your fucking boss the deal's off. And if that Glock doesn't hit the dirt in the next five seconds, I'll shoot your pal here, then I'll blow a hole in your heart.'

'Just put the gun away, and-'

'Four. Three.'

'Okay, okay, we'll do it your way.' He looked at her, with a slight smirk on his face.

'I don't know what you think's so funny. I've just overpowered four men. Not bad for a wee lassie.' She looked from the driver to the guy with Hammer and back again. 'I wonder if your boss will think it's funny. That's who's coming here in that flash Beemer, isn't it?' She nodded to the black car bouncing its way over the dirt towards them.

'I think maybe it is,' the driver said.

They all watched as the car pulled up. The back windows were blacked out. The one on the passenger side rolled down. 'I hope you like lobster, Miss Craig. My personal chef has our lunch waiting.' Robert Molloy smiled at her.

Sienna Craig pushed the passenger away from her and walked over to the car, taking her suitcase from the Focus first. The boot lid on the seven-series powered open and when her case was in the back, it closed back down. She opened the other rear door. 

'Fortunately, I love it,' she said, looking over the roof of the car at the motley crew looking back at her. 

The driver smiled, picked up his gun and looked at the passenger. 'I told you the boss knew what he was doing. I guess she passed his test.'

'Tell that to Brian there,' he said, nodding to the unconscious man on the ground. He took the sack off Hammer's head.

'He'll live.' The driver looked over at Hammer. 'Get up, Clarence, and get your fucking manky arse out of here.' He threw a padded envelope at the man, then watched the BMW turn round the corner of the old warehouse. Sienna Craig had just been hired. 




Present day




Molloy got up from behind his desk. Poured himself another whisky and stood looking out the porthole window at the groups of people coming and going onto his floating restaurant. He watched Sienna leave and hail a taxi. Wondered if she was going back to her flat. Then he thought about the phone calls he'd made. Sienna Craig was a bloody good worker, loyal and efficient. She'd worked for him for four months now. There was nothing wrong with her work ethic, and she was a loyal member of staff. There was only one thing that bothered him. 

Up until six months ago, Sienna Craig didn't exist.


CHAPTER 22




Kim's finger was already in the trigger guard. 'I don't believe in ghosts,' she said, her voice barely a whisper.

'Me neither.' Miller switched the plastic candle off and moved quietly to the living room doorway, staying to one side. Kim was near him. They stood and listened. They heard it again, coming from the next level up. Somebody shifting their weight.

'Let me lead the way,' Kim said, holding her gun out. 

'I don't like that idea at all. I brought you here, I should go first.'

'You don't have to be a hero, Frank. I'm a big girl.'

Miller didn't have an answer for that. Kim was more than capable of looking after both of them. She stepped out from behind the door and aimed the gun up the next flight of stairs. Tested the first tread. It took her weight without making much noise. The next one too. She repeated it until she was on the next landing, her gun still out in front of her, finger on the trigger. Miller was close behind her. He had his baton out, but didn't expect anybody with a gun to step out.

There were several doorways along the hallway. Planks of wood lay against one wall, with a lot of dusty tools near them.

All the doors were closed. Miller tried the first door, shoving it open and Kim stepped into the room, swinging her gun round, the flashlight attached to the rail underneath the barrel, lighting up the room.

Empty.

'Maybe it was a cat,' she said, as they moved to the next room. Same result.

'A heavy cat,' Miller said, his senses sharpened. His muscles were tightened and the adrenaline was rushing through him. Fight or flight, and he definitely wasn't running away from this.

Then they heard another thump, this time coming from downstairs.

Kim pointed her gun towards the end of the hallway. 'Shit. There's another staircase.' She turned to look at Miller. 'I'll take that one, you go back down the one we came up, Frank.'

She took off, running, and Miller turned and ran down the flight of stairs, no attempt at being quiet now. Speed was more important. 

Down one flight, past the room they were in.

As he turned at the head of the stairs, he heard the scream and then the gunshots.

'Kim!' he shouted.

Then he heard the explosion.

When he reached the main hallway, there was nothing. 

He saw the first tendrils of smoke creeping up from another stairway.

He ran down the steps and saw the flames licking round the doorway, backed away from the heat for a moment, then rushed through it, his arm shielding his face.

There was a wall of licking flames in front of him. 

Through it, he could see Kim and another figure illuminated by the flames.

Panic gripped him for a split-second. Then his training kicked in.

'Kim,' he shouted through the crackling.

Kim was wrestling with a figure wearing a black balaclava, black clothes. He turned to look at Miller. Then Kim was on her back, falling, rolling into the flames. She screamed again as she was rolled into the middle of the fire. Miller stepped forward, grabbing hold of her jacket. Her momentum helped him pull her clear of the fire, her jacket alight.

He yanked it off her and grabbed her hand. Before he started running, he looked through the flames once more, and saw the figure looking back at them. Nothing but the eyes showed through the mask, but he felt the evil emanating from him.

He turned and ran through another doorway.

Miller ran in the opposite direction, out the doorway he'd come through, holding onto Kim's hand, pulling her.

Their feet thumped on the stairs as they made it up to the landing, the smoke increasingly thicker.

They ran towards the back door, the way they'd come in.

It was shut. Miller tried the handle but pulled his hand back. 'We can't go out that way.' He knew from the heat in the handle the door had been set on fire and opening it would kill them.

'Here, I'll smash the window,' Kim shouted, over the mounting noise of the flames. Tendrils of flame seeped through the floorboards from the fire Miller realised was directly below them.

'We don't have long,' he shouted.

Kim grabbed a plank of wood and battered the window with it. It bounced off. They grabbed the length of wood between them and hit the glass with all the force they could muster.

The glass exploded out. For a moment, Miller expected flames to rocket in. When they didn't, he picked up a smaller piece of wood and knocked the remnants of glass out. Kim climbed out, holding onto the scaffolding, closely followed by Miller.

They jumped down onto the snow. The back door was well alight, and the fire starting to grip the planks of wood on the scaffolding.

They ran for the back gate, slipping on the snow.

'Where's your gun?' Miller asked.

They heard the popping noise of bullets going off, ignited by the heat, answering Miller's question.

They crossed the road and Miller looked at the windows in the old building. 'The bastard set a trap for us,' he said, seeing the flames dancing behind the glass as the fire took hold.

'The entrance in the front of the building is on a different level,' Kim said. 'That's why we had an extra flight of stairs to come up to get out. He left by the front.' They looked and saw the front door was open.

Then Kim nudged his arm to get his attention. 'Look.'

He looked up the road. Kim's Audi was on fire.


CHAPTER 23




It was almost like bonfire night all over again, Miller thought as he and Kim watched Lamb's House being consumed by the fire. The fire brigade couldn't get any men inside yet as the scaffold planks were engulfed in flames, lighting up the dark.

'You okay?' Miller asked Kim.

She nodded. The paramedic had wrapped a blanket round her after checking her out. She and Miller refused medical treatment, saying they were both fine. 

'Thanks to you.' Kim looked at him.

'What happened down there?' They hadn't had a chance to talk, concentrating on getting the calls made to bring in the cavalry.

'When I went down, I couldn't see anything. I heard the noise of the petrol being lit and turned round. Cross was there. I mean, just standing there next to me. He grabbed my gun and it went off. We started fighting. I dropped the gun. I tried to get the better of him, but he fought like a madman. Then you came down.'

'That place is a warren of stairways and corridors. I couldn't believe it when I saw those flames.'

'If you hadn't grabbed me, I would have died, you know that?'

'Now you're giving me a beamer,' he said, putting his arm round her shoulders and pulling her close.

'He set you up, Frank. He wanted to lure you in there to kill you.' She looked at him. 'He sees you as a threat.'

A man walked over to them. 'You certainly know how to entertain a lady, don't you, Frank?' said Paddy Gibb.

'Not exactly my idea of a fun night, boss.'

'You okay, Kim?'

'I lost my jacket, my gun, my car. Not in that order. But I'm fine, physically.'

Gibb looked at Miller. 'I know you have this thing with Richard Sullivan, so I sent Taylor along to have a word with him.'

'I hope he's not alone.'

'Two of our finest marksmen were with him, but there was no problem. Sullivan was at home with his girlfriend all night. So whoever was in there,' he briefly looked at the burning building, 'it wasn't Sullivan.'

'He could still have hired someone,' Miller said, not believing his own words. 

Gibb shook his head. 'Me old Irish gut tells me otherwise. Sullivan might be daft but he's not stupid. Besides, there are easier ways to get rid of somebody.'

Like running them over in the street, Miller thought, but kept it to himself.

'So it seems Cross is still number one on the suspect list.'

'I would say so, son.' He looked at Miller.

They heard shouts coming from the fire fighters, then a crash as some of the scaffolding came down.

'What were you doing in there, Frank?' Gibb took out a cigarette, then thought it might not be appropriate, and put it away again.

Miller explained about the note.

'And you asked Kim to help?'

'I did. I wish I hadn't now.' He fished around in his pocket after putting a nitrile glove on. Handed Gibb the leather wallet. 'It's Carol's. He used it to lure me here tonight.' He looked at Kim.

'Cross thinks we're getting close.'


CHAPTER 24




In the flat, they heard a voice. Jack talking to somebody.

Miller took off his coat and walked into the living room where his father was on the phone. He hung up when Miller walked in.

'Bloody hell, are you two alright?'

Miller said they were, as he introduced Kim.

Jack shook her hand. 'Thank God you're both okay. I couldn't believe it when Frank called me. I put the TV on. Sky News are showing live pictures. You want to see?'

'No, Dad, we had a ring-side view of it, remember?'

'Of course you did.' He looked at Kim. 'Sit yourself down.'

'Thanks, Jack, but I feel grubby.'

'That doesn't bother us. Sit and relax. I'll make coffee.' 

Charlie came into the living room, stretching. Then he ran over to Kim when she held out a hand to him. He rubbed it and jumped into her lap.

Miller nodded to the cat. 'I think you have a new friend there.'

'I love cats. I don't have one now, but I've had one before.'

Jack came in with the coffees. Went back for a beer for himself. Miller pulled out the leather wallet he'd put in an evidence bag. Held it out to Jack.

'What's that, Son?'

'It's Carol's wallet.' He opened it. 'There's still money in it, along with her bank cards.'

Jack looked at him in silence for a moment. 'Where'd you get it?'

Miller told him about his exploits earlier that evening. Then walked through to the kitchen, putting the light on. 'No sign of it had ever surfaced,' he said, when he heard Kim come into the kitchen. 'The wallet or the warrant card.' He knew it was Kim by the smell of her perfume.

'You okay, Frank?' She laid a hand on his arm.

Miller gave her a brief smile, but his heart wasn't in it. He felt like he'd been hollowed out. 'I'm fine.' Looked at her standing there. Two and a half years ago, it would have been his wife standing in that very spot, making dinner, or watching him cook. Talking about what they were going to watch on TV, or which bar they were going to have a quiet drink in. What destination they fancied for a holiday. 

Then the subject of having children would be brought up. Miller wanted to be a dad more than anything, and told Carol he was ready whenever she was. They'd decided to try and start a family a few months before she died.

He felt his throat tighten and had to turn away from Kim. Heard her leave the kitchen to give him some privacy with his thoughts. He leant over the sink for a few moments. He'd been to many crime scenes that involved seeing a dead body, but none of them had shaken him up the way seeing Carol's wallet just sitting there had. To know somebody had gone through her pockets and taken something personal from her, made him feel helpless. He couldn't imagine somebody getting so close she wouldn't fight him off. To know she'd been overpowered made him feel angry, but more than anything, it made him feel a deep sense of longing, of wanting to see his wife again. He didn't think he could take the pain.

He stood up straight and shook the thoughts from his mind. He had to focus more than ever now. He went back into the living room. Sank into one of the armchairs, as if all the life had gone out of him.

'Tell me what happened that night,' Kim said. She was back in the chair she'd been sitting in.

Miller drank some coffee and put his mug on a side table. The lamps made the room feel warm, and the muted TV flicked light into the room. 

'A ransom drop was going to be made. Guy Fawkes Night. Specifically picked because of all the activity after dark. He wanted Carol. Asked for her by name. 

'He wanted to take control, and that's what he did that night. I wasn't happy about it, but Carol insisted she went. A little boy's life was at stake. After a lot of arguing, we decided to go ahead with it. Harry was livid, but Carol told him she understood as her father he'd be worried, but she was a detective and there were risks that came with the job. She said there wouldn't be a problem, as the team would all be out in cars, shadowing her.'

'Why Carol?' Kim asked.

'We're not sure. She was paranoid about Richard Sullivan.' 

'You think he was involved?' 

'We checked him out, and he had an alibi that night. I talked to him and he said he and Carol had had words outside court one day. That was all. Carol never told me why she thought Sullivan was wanting to do her harm, but she was convinced in her head. She'd arrested him once, for disorderly conduct. But he took it on the chin. As far as I knew, he didn't hold it against her. Besides, it got thrown out of court.'

'Do you believe he had something to do with her death?'

He shook his head slightly. 'No. I looked through the flames at Cross. It wasn't Richard Sullivan in there tonight. Cross wasn't as big as Sullivan.'

Jack put a coat on. 'Tell Kim what happened that night. I'm going to go out for a wee while.'

Miller nodded. Looked at Kim. She wasn't smiling now, but listening intently.  'The first pub Carol was sent to was the White House in Craigmillar. Then he bounced her round a few more. Then he sent her up to the Gauntlet at Broomhouse. That's when everything changed...'


CHAPTER 25




Richard Sullivan stood in front of his living room window overlooking the balcony, holding a glass of whisky and looking out through the darkness. He often just had a little lamp on so it wouldn't throw light at the window and he could stand here, or sit in the leather chair with his feet up on the footstool and look out into the world beyond. He was on the top floor, and his view was of the docks, so he didn't have to worry about nosy neighbours looking back at him.

'You're shaking,' Tai said, putting her arms around him and pulling herself into his back.

He turned round and held onto her. 'I'm just wondering if Molloy found out about us and decided to burn Lamb's House to the ground to send a message.'

Tai shook her head. 'No, my love, I know he wouldn't do that. He wouldn't like the message he'd be sent from my Columbian cousins if he did that. I don't think he'd care one way or the other if he found out we're seeing each other.'

Sullivan let her go and walked over to the drinks cabinet and was about to pour another when somebody rang the buzzer from the street door.

'Yes?' he said, into the intercom.

'DI Taylor. Police. I'd like to have a talk with you.'

'You know where I am.' He pressed the entry button and poured himself another measure. A few minutes later, there was a knock at the front door. When Sullivan opened it, Taylor was standing on his own.

'DI Taylor. Come in.' He stood aside, and watched as Taylor walked in. 'On your own now, I see? I must have been a good boy if there's not an entry team with you again. Please go through.'

He watched as the detective walked through to the living room. 

Taylor nodded to Tai. 'Hello again.'

'Hi, Matt.'

'Can I get you a drink?' Sullivan asked.

'A wee nip wouldn't go amiss.' 

Sullivan smiled. 'Glad to see that not all of Edinburgh's finest pretend they don't drink on duty.' He poured two measures and handed one to Taylor.

'Slainte,' Taylor said. 'Besides, I'm not on duty.'

'Cheers,' Sullivan replied, smiling and taking a sip. 'So what can I do for you?'

Taylor swallowed the whisky and put the glass down. 'You know I was round earlier with the armed response because Gibb sent me.'

'I know that, mate.'

'I'm here to let you know a wallet was found in your new property tonight. Before it was set on fire.'

The smile left Sullivan's face. 'A wallet?' Then he realised who it belonged to. 'Carol Miller's.'

Taylor nodded. 'The place had been broken into and her wallet left there for her husband to find.'

'Richard wouldn't do that, Matt,' Tai said. 'You've known him long enough. Known both of us separately for a while.'

Sullivan looked stunned. 'I had nothing to do with that, I can assure you.' 

'Care to take a guess as to how it ended up in a property you bought?'

'I've no idea. No idea at all.' Sullivan felt shocked for the second time that night, and all signs of over-confidence were gone.

'I believe you, that's why I'm here unofficially. I wanted to ask you if you know anybody you might have pissed off mightily enough to go to such lengths.'

Sullivan took in a deep breath and blew it out. 'I mean, I've won a lot of cases, and made a lot of money, and with that comes jealousy and anger, but nobody jumps out at me.'  

'You know how this looks, don't you?' Taylor put the glass down on the coffee table.

'I know; I was seen arguing with her, she's run over with my car and now her wallet's found in a building I bought. If this was the seventeenth century, they'd be hanging me tomorrow.'

'There might be other people out there who won't want to believe you're innocent. Just be careful. And if anything else comes to mind, call me. It might just save your life.' He walked towards the hallway. 'Nice seeing you again, Tai.'

Sullivan poured himself another drink. Felt himself shaking inside. He had a feeling they were going to fit him up and he'd go down for murdering one police officer and trying to murder another.

Tai stepped close to him again. 'You never told him about the phone call you got yesterday.'

Sullivan swallowed some more of the whisky he was still holding. 'I didn't think it would do me any good to tell him Colin Fleming threatened to kill me.'


CHAPTER 26




Miller looked like he was staring off into space for a moment before he focussed his attention back into the room.

Kim drank more coffee, feeling this was going to be a long night. 

Miller took a deep breath before carrying on. 'Before being sent to Broomhouse, Carol said she asked to speak to the boy, and he was put on, but the background noise was completely different from the kidnapper's. Like the message from the boy had been recorded in a different building, with different acoustics. We didn't know for sure, of course, but Carol had a feeling. When she asked what day it was, the boy was cut off.' 

'Then she was sent to Broomhouse?'

'The Gauntlet,' Miller said, 'over on the west side. She was talking to me on the radio...' 




The Gauntlet looked like a detached house and was opposite a park area in the middle of the housing scheme. It was the scene of a gang shooting a couple of years earlier. A huge bonfire had been built in the middle of the small park and had been set alight. Guy Fawkes Night was in full flow. A group of onlookers were braving the cold for the chance to see a stray spark float away and burn a housing block down. The wood crackled as it was consumed by the flames. Shadows played around on the grass as she walked towards the entrance. There was a wooden picnic bench sitting outside, waiting patiently for summer to return. Carol was surprised it wasn't on the bonfire by now. Maybe they wouldn't dare.

'I'm going in now.'

The pub had its usual suspects. It was like a carbon copy of the White House pub. Almost as if the clients were being bussed round to each of the pubs Carol was being sent to.

Once again, there was a small corridor leading to the toilets where the public payphone was. The punters looked at her, looked at the bag and weighed up their chances. Nobody moved.

She got to the phone as it rang. 'I'm going to send you to one more pub, Carol. First of all though, I want you to take off your radio kit and dump it in the Gents toilet. Including your mobile phone. There's a mobile phone in the trash bin. Take it and I'll call you on it. Do it now.'

She went into the Gents. 'Frank, I have to take my radio off.'

'Keep it on. We have no way of communicating with you now.'

'I'll be fine. I have to find a mobile he left for me. She rummaged amongst the paper towels and found the phone on the bottom. 'It's here.'

She powered it up and saw it was a throwaway phone. Password protected. Then it rang. A "restricted call" message came up on the screen.

'Throw the radio away now, Carol, or Terry dies.'

'I've thrown it away.'

'Don't lie.' 

She heard the most excruciating scream, followed by sobbing. 'I've just cut off one of Terry's fingers. If I don't hear that radio hit the rubbish bin in the next ten seconds, the deals off and maybe one day you'll find Terry's body.'

'Okay, okay, I'm doing it.' She held the phone with one hand while pulling out her radio. She threw it in the bin. 'There, it's done.'

'Good. Now go into the second cubicle and feel inside the toilet paper holder. You'll find something there.'

This toilet wasn't the best kept place she'd ever been in. It stank to high heaven and she could only imagine what the men were like who frequented this place. The toilet paper was encased inside a plastic holder, presumably to keep the men from stealing it. She reached her hand in past the industrial paper and found the car key that was in there.

'You were taking a chance, weren't you? What if somebody had found it?'

'It belongs to an old car parked round the corner from the pub. Turn right, then right again. I'll be watching from somewhere close, Carol, so no funny business. The phone has no GPS in it like your phone.'  There was a pause. 'When you're near the car, I'll ask you to strip off your jacket and top and turn out your pockets just to make sure you're not carrying the radio. If I see anything suspicious, even if I'm wrong, the deal's off.'

'I thought you wanted the money?'

'I don't want it more than getting caught. Now move. Don't hang up the phone. Keep talking to me. And remember, I'll be watching.'

She left the pub, still holding the bag, still holding the phone. Turned right. There were even more people watching the fire now. It looked like somebody had thrown petrol on it. Maybe they'd burn the unmarked car she left behind.

'Stop!' the voice on the phone ordered. 'Change of plan. Turn round. See the first block of flats? Run through to the back of them. Over the fence. Through the garden and into Broomhouse Crescent. Left, then follow the road round. Do it now, Carol. You have two minutes.' He hung up.

He was sending her in the opposite direction now. Carol put the phone in her pocket, turned and ran, watched by some of the people at the bonfire. Nobody moved. She was just another shadow flitting through the darkness. Up the side of the first block of flats. She stopped and took out her own throwaway phone Frank had given her before she left the station. It had been tucked inside her boot, near her knife. He'd told her not to even speak about it in case the kidnapper heard her. She took it out and dialled his number.

'Frank, this is getting dangerous. You heard him make me throw my phone and the radio away.'

'I heard him, Carol. We're sending somebody in to get it now.'

'I have to cut through to Broomhouse Crescent and turn left. Follow it round. I have two minutes, Frank so I don't have long. I have to get in a car he left. I don't know what it is yet. He'll have to call me back and let me know.'

'Call me and let me know, Carol.' A pause for a moment. 'I love you.'

'I love you too. And one more thing, before I go: I have some news for you, but it'll have to wait until this is over. It's bad, Frank. I'm scared, but you need to know. I have to go now.'

She hung up. Struggled up and over the wooden fence, heaving the bag over first. Then through somebody's back garden, the bag swinging wildly. She didn't know how much time she had left out of the two minutes, but what would he do?

Cut off another of Terry's fingers! she screamed at herself. A dog started barking. She ran faster, feeling herself sweat under her jacket. She burst onto the street and turned left, still running. The road curved round to the right and she followed it, wondering if he was looking out any of the windows of the houses bordering the street. Then she ran past the church and knew where she was.

The phone rang.

'You're late,' he said. 'Fourteen seconds late.'

'Oh well, I'll just fuck off with the money myself then, will I'? She was standing at the fence that ran round the public park, out of breath. She looked into the darkness, knowing he was there somewhere, watching her, knowing she couldn't see him.

'Take your jacket off. Empty your pockets. Lift your shirt. You know the drill.'

She did as instructed and he saw no radio attached to her.

'Good. The key's for an old Vauxhall Nova SR. Red. You'll see it sitting near the church. It's stolen, so you won't have to bother checking who it belongs to. Now, get in and head out onto the main road. Keep the phone open. I'll direct you while you're moving. Now, go.'

Carol took the key out of her pocket and walked over to where the old car was sitting.


CHAPTER 27




Richard Sullivan sat at his living room window, staring out into the distance. Visits from the police didn't bother him anymore. Maybe they had when he was doing work for Robert Molloy, but those days were a distant memory. Now though, that sort of thing could tarnish his reputation, even though business was booming right now.

There was always a glut of celebrities doing things they shouldn't, and then needing the best lawyer money could buy. That's where he came in.

This place was a far cry from the house in Kelty he was brought up in, a small mining town in Fife.

Sullivan had always been a working-class man, just like his father before him, but that was where the similarity ended. Sullivan had ambition, whereas his father just wanted to work and get pished. He'd been a bus driver, and while Sullivan didn't look down on his old man for that, he didn't want to follow in his footsteps.

His mother hadn't been happy when Sullivan said he wanted to be a lawyer. She'd had a hissy fit and told him he should be working alongside his father. Sullivan ignored her, and spent his youth with his head in a book. He'd made it through law school and worked his way into a law firm. 

It was just the small matter of somebody's infidelity and the need to cover it up that gave Sullivan the leverage he needed...







Twenty-five years ago




Farquhar Campbell was of the old school, a strict disciplinarian with his children, a hard task-master with his wife and the belief if you didn't play golf, there was something wrong with you.

Richard Sullivan didn't play golf; he hated it. He told Campbell he wanted to take up the game, but had no intention of doing so. He wasn't any good at it.

What he was good at was looking after himself. And taking advantage of the opportunities life threw at you sometimes.

He got it one night. At a dinner-dance. The Edinburgh North Golf Club was more than exclusive; it was sexist, racist and a den of iniquity. Words used by Campbell himself. Something he was proud of.

'I know you like a drink,' Campbell said, 'but we want to make an impression tonight, and one of us has to stay sober. Hope you don't mind.' It wasn't a question. Campbell had smiled and patted Sullivan on the shoulder.

Sullivan didn't mind. He couldn't keep his ears open if he was out of it. So he'd smiled. 'No problem, Mr. Campbell.'

The old man had laughed. 'Call me, Farquhar.'

'Farquhar.' Fucker, more like, he had thought, but smiled anyway.

'I'm going to meet some friends in the members snug, so please feel free to entertain my wife,' Campbell had said, winking. Like he was giving Sullivan permission to shag her. Wasn't going to happen. Sullivan was twenty-five, and Campbell was fifty. His wife could be anywhere from forty-five to sixty-five, depending on how much make-up she plastered on.

'Come on,' Monica Campbell said to him, grabbing him by the arm, 'I think they're going to play a Foxtrot.' 

'My pleasure,' Sullivan said, allowing himself to be dragged through to the ballroom. The golf club had plenty of real estate, both in and outside the clubhouse. Formerly a mansion, it had been added to over the years until it was bordering on the obscene.

After a few dances, Sullivan excused himself. Went looking for Campbell. Not because he particularly wanted to be in his company, but because he knew the old man was up to no good. After listening in on many phone conversations, he knew the old man's repertoire.

Tonight's especially.

Her name was Zoe Alexander. She was a young woman who Campbell had met at a Law Society bash. Campbell had taken quite a shine to her. She was apparently looking to work in the big city and Campbell had promised to help her.

Sullivan didn't have to look far. Farquhar Campbell was with Zoe in one of the private suites, which could be reserved for special meetings. He opened the door and walked into the room. Both of them were in what Campbell's wife would have called a 'state of undress", on a couch, although Zoe had only gotten as far as dropping a few buttons on her blouse. 

'Farquhar! What on earth's going on here?' Sullivan shouted as he walked into the room, closing the door behind him.

Campbell let out a shriek and jumped up, pulling his pants and trousers up. 'What the fuck are you doing in here?' he snapped, getting dressed in a hurry.

Zoe made herself decent and stayed on the couch.

Sullivan smiled and walked over to the table and picked up the Champagne bottle. 'I asked first.' He drank from the bottle.

'You're finished at my firm. Your career's over, Sullivan. I'll ruin you. Get out.'

'Oh, I don't think so, Farquhar. In fact, I think the best working day of my life is today, don't you?'

'Who the fuck do you think you are?' The old man was trying to cover his embarrassment with anger.

Sullivan looked at him, the smile gone. 'Your worst fucking nightmare just came true; you got caught shagging around. Now sit down before I start shouting downstairs for Monica to come up.'

'You think my wife will believe your ludicrous story? I'm in here interviewing a lady for a position in my firm, and you burst in here in a jealous rage and start throwing accusations. You think she'll believe you over me?'

'I do actually. When she finds out what Zoe is.'

Campbell stood, looking confused. 'What do you mean?'

'Tell him.'

Zoe smiled and stood up. 'I'm not a lawyer. I'm a high-priced hooker. I was with him at that social evening when we first met.'

'So, you want me to call Monica up now? Test out your little theory?' Sullivan put the bottle down and walked towards the door.

'Wait!'

Sullivan stopped, and turned, and knew in that instant he'd just accelerated himself up the ladder.

'Let's talk,' Campbell said, sitting down in a chair.

Sullivan stood, looking at him. 'You're going to cite ill health as the reason for handing over the company to me.'

'What?' Campbell said.

'I know it was Monica's father who bankrolled you. She's the real power in the family. It would be such a shame if he found out not only were you shagging around behind his daughter's back, but with a prostitute to boot.' He looked at Zoe. 'No offence.'

'None taken,' she said.

'Well, I've taken offence, you bastard!' Campbell said.

Zoe stood up. 'I'll go downstairs and introduce myself to Monica.' 

'Good idea.'

'Stop!' Campbell said. He looked at Sullivan. 'You're a bastard, you know that?'

'I know. And you'll find out what a real bastard I am if you don't sign the papers I have.' He pulled out an envelope from his inside pocket. 'They'll be witnessed by Miss Alexander. Don't worry, she's a lawyer, remember?' He winked at Campbell.

'You can't do this to me.'

'I can. I'll be senior partner at your firm. Your father-in-law will be told you have heart problems. That you've been seeing a specialist in London about it, and if you drop down dead at any minute, the firm will go belly up. Don't worry, Zoe's been entertaining a cardiologist in Harley Street whose wife would be devastated if she found out. All he has to do is confirm he's been seeing you if anybody asks, which I'm sure they won't, as you'll be convincing. Your father-in-law will ask why you don't sell to one of the more senior partners. You'll tell him there have been some underhand deals going on, and I was the one who discovered it. There's nothing concrete, but you can't trust any of them. The only man you trust is me.'

'He'll expect me to sell my partnership.'

'You tell him I have indeed bought your firm.'

Campbell laughed. 'And where would you get the money to buy me out?'

'Simple; you're going to give it to me.'

Campbell shook his head. 'You think I'd give you that kind of money because you caught me shagging a whore.'

'Offence taken,' Zoe said.

'No, I expect you to give me that kind of money, or I'll make a call to the fraud squad and give them the details of how you've been ripping off people for quite a while now. I'm sure you know what a Ponzi scheme is. I'll also call a man I know called Michael Molloy and tell him you raped a good friend of his.

'He won't need proof; Zoe will be totally convincing, and then Molloy will send some men round to your house to cut your dick off.

 'So you have a choice: I can leave now and you can deal with the fallout, or you can give me some of that money from the Caymans, and I'll pay you for your firm. The figures are in the paperwork.' He took the papers from the envelope and handed them over.

Campbell snatched them. 'I'll have them signed at my own lawyer's in the morning. You'll have them back by midday and then I'll talk about me wiring money into an account of your choice. Satisfied?'

Sullivan smiled. 'Good choice. And you'll still get to keep the money from your little Ponzi scheme. If you're going to retire, I'd do it soon. Disappear down to the Caribbean or something. These schemes fall apart sooner or later.'

'Business advice from a crook. How ironic.'

'Well, I'll be off now, Farquhar. Nice doing business with you. Come on, Zoe.' He and Zoe walked to the door and were stopped by Campbell asking a question.

'Your name's not Zoe Alexander, is it?' he asked.

'No, it's not,' Moira Kennedy answered, as Sullivan opened the door.

Outside in the cold, Moira laughed. 'High-class prostitute, indeed. I'm sure the boss would be happy about that.'

'Talking of which, when are you going to tell him?' Sullivan held onto her.

'That's something I wanted to talk to you about; I have a big job coming up, just a quick thing, then I'll be finished with this line of work. First though, he wanted me to ask you something.'

'Go ahead.'

'He wants us to work together again.'

'What? No way. I left that crap behind a long time ago. I've got Campbell's practice now and I'm going to make a success of it.'

'Oh please, Richard. Just this one job. You saw how good we are tonight. We can pull this off.'

Sullivan knew he owed her big time. 'Okay. Tell me what it is.'

So she did. 'One more thing; you'll have to use your undercover name.'

Sullivan rolled his eyes. 'I thought he'd be dead and buried by now.'

'He will be soon. Then we can start our new life.'

Except life for Richard Sullivan was never going to be the same again.


CHAPTER 28




'How did you know what car she was in?' Kim asked. She was standing near the window, looking out through the gap in the curtains at the North Bridge below. 

'She called me again when she got to the last pub.'

She turned back and looked at Miller. 'Which was?'

'The Admiral's Rest. Down Constitution Street.' 

'I don't know that one either. I think I was in London too long. Sorry.' 

'Nothing to be sorry about. It's near Lamb's House, where Carol's wallet was found tonight.' 

Charlie was sleeping on the settee now, bored with being petted. Miller was glad he felt comfortable round Kim. For some strange reason, it made him feel less stressed inside.

'It's near where she was killed, isn't it?'

Miller nodded. 'She was told to leave the Nova outside. She went in and called me again from her own phone after she went into the bathroom. She updated me about what happened at Broomhouse. Then the payphone in there rang.' He looked at Kim. 'She was to dump the money in an industrial bin near an office block up the road from the pub and jump in a taxi. He'd be around, watching.'

'Why don't your bosses think it was the kidnapper who killed her?' Kim asked. She wrapped her arms around herself. She walked round to her chair again and sat down.

'Gary Davidson, one of my team, saw the Jag scream past. Nobody else got to Carol before Gary. In all the commotion, the kidnapper must have walked up to the bin, and taken the money. Gary was so distraught, he didn't see anybody. By the time I got there, I wasn't even thinking about the money.'

'Did they ever find the Nova?'

'It was still at the pub. The only prints were Carol's, like he'd wiped it before he parked it at Broomhouse. Sullivan's Jag was found in Kelty, a couple of days later. Wiped clean. And once again, the brass said it was probably somebody living in Fife who didn't want to spring for a fast-black home. Sullivan originally comes from Kelty. Sullivan said he reported the car stolen earlier. Maybe somebody took it to go from pub to pub. Who knows? There's a lot of "ifs" and "buts".' 

Kim shook her head. 'What about the little boy? The victim?'

'We never found him. We never heard from the kidnapper again. We assumed he got his money but he didn't keep up his end of the bargain. We don't know what happened to little Terry.'


CHAPTER 29




Tuesday




Kim was waiting for Miller in the kitchen as if she hadn't gone home.

'Morning,' he said to her, giving her what he hoped would pass for a smile. He didn't usually do smiling in the morning.

'Morning, Frank.'

'Hey, Son. Want some bacon and eggs?'

Miller made a face. 'You'll clog your arteries with that stuff.'

'Nonsense. I've been eating this stuff all my life.' He turned back to the frying pan.

 Miller poured himself a coffee from the pot and topped up Kim's. 'I didn't hear you come in.'

She added some milk from a little jug that sat on the table. 'I was here around eight.'

Miller looked puzzled for a moment. 'Eight? It's only seven.' He looked at the clock on the wall: eight-fifteen. 'Oh.'

'Nice to be able to lie in,' Jack said, dishing up his bacon and eggs. 

Miller drank some coffee. 'So what brings you round at this ungodly hour?' Miller said.

'Hey, leave the lassie in peace. It's nice to have somebody pleasant to talk to in the morning.'

Kim smiled. 'I'm an early riser and I was on my way to the station. 

'I called her and asked her round for breakfast,' Jack said, looking at his son, as if daring him to argue.

Miller shrugged. Drank more coffee. 

Kim nodded and ate some bacon and eggs. 'I was thinking about Richard Sullivan and him buying Lamb's House.'

'It was for sale for a long time.'

'It's a coincidence that he bought it and Carol's wallet was found there. Do you think somebody's trying to set him up?'

Miller looked at her. 'I think he's a very clever man, and I wouldn't put it past him to try and make it look like somebody was framing him.'

'I don't think he'd dirty his own hands,' Jack said.

'He went to a lot of trouble to plant the wallet there last night and lure me there with the intention of killing me. That place is a maze inside, but he knew his way around there. Like it was familiar to him.'

'We should look at who knew Sullivan had bought the property, and see how many enemies he has,' Kim said.

'Robert Molloy would be nasty enough to set up Sullivan, but I can't see him having my wife killed.'

'It's something we should be looking at, Frank,' Jack said.

Miller knew they were both right. 'When you're ready, we'll head to the office,' he said, adjusting his tie in the mirror on the living room wall. 'What you doing today, Jack?' 

'Just out and about.'

'Just watch yourself.'

'You too, Son.'

Outside, Miller and Kim walked carefully up the High Street to the station. The pavements had been given another coating of snow, making them like an ice rink. The rush hour traffic moved slowly. Commuters who lived out of town and arrived every morning like a marauding army. Gloomy faces looked out through windscreens, like automatons.

'You're dad seems like a good guy.'

'He is. My mum died a couple of years ago, so he moved in for a little while, just 'til he got used to the idea of living on his own. And he's been with me ever since.'

'I miss my dad so much.'

Miller looked at her for a moment. 'Where's your dad buried?' He'd been doing a lot of thinking about Neil McGovern's death and now it was preying on his mind.

She looked at his face. 'Dad hasn't been released by the PF in Lanark yet. When he does release him, we'll have the funeral then. It's all to do with him dying in the State Hospital.'

'Have you seen him?' Miller looked down at the pavement, watching where he was placing his feet.

'No. Mum said we can't go and see him. Not yet. They can't know I was related to him. He'll be processed first, then when they release him, he'll be brought back to Edinburgh. A fake, distant relative will claim him. Then we'll get to see him. Why?'

He smiled at her. 'No reason. Just asking.' St. Giles Cathedral sat on their left, just past the station. It was the burial place of John Knox, a man who still brought visitors to the city, over four hundred years after his death. Miller liked the little café below, where he'd spent many an hour, seeking solace and thinking time. It was a pleasant place to spend some time, unlike hundreds of years ago when one corner of the church was a prison for harlots and whores. Miller imagined what it would be like now if they emptied the massage parlours. It would be full to overflowing.

'Were you there the day your dad died?' Miller asked.

Kim looked puzzled. 'Why are you asking these questions, Frank?'

'As I said, I'm just curious.' A bus passed by, its wheels sizzling through the slush at the side of the road.

'No, I wasn't there. I'd been given the job of relief doctor, so I could be near him, but I was sent to check up on a patient who'd been taken to the Royal Infirmary in Glasgow. I just wish I'd been there. Maybe I could have saved him.' 

'You can't blame yourself for that.' Miller didn't ask her any more questions.

They went in through the front entrance of the station. The investigation suite was coming to life. The others were gathering for the morning briefing, and the room was filled with the white noise of general chit-chat. Scott came over to Miller.

'How are you this morning, boss?'

'Not as bad as I look, I'm sure.'

'Hi, Kim.'

'Hi, Tam.'

Detective Superintendent Paddy Gibb came in, looking more tired than Miller. 'Right, people, listen up. Now we have to work on a case from twenty-five years ago. The Moira Kennedy murder. Raymond Cross was charged, but he disappeared with a detective who'd come up from London. Who was that guy? We didn't find out back then, but it's worth going over again. We might have missed something. Where did they go? That's a question we asked back then and didn't find the answer. So why did Colin Fleming have that name in his diary? We're going to go back and take apart that murder enquiry. We need to know what triggered him to come back now. I've asked DI Shaw to dish out the areas we need covered. We all know somebody tried to kill DI Miller and our colleague Dr. Smith in the fire last night, so be careful. If this guy we're chasing thinks you're getting in the way, he'll take you out of the picture.

'I want CCTV from any shop in the area round Lamb's House. See how he left the scene. Maybe we'll get a description. I want uniforms flooding that place. Don't take shite off anybody. I've already been on the phone to the PF who'll make a call of her own. Just to smooth the path for any warrant we might need. Let's get to it.'

With that, he walked through to the back of the room.

Miller turned to Kim. 'You staying?'

'No, I was just here to get an update. I have to go to the PF's office. I'll catch up with you later.' She put a hand on his arm.

Miller liked her touch. He knew one day he'd have to move on. Feeling a woman put a hand on his arm was a wake-up call for him and he'd have to carry on with his life. Carol wouldn't mind. It didn't mean to say he'd ever give up looking for her killer. 

Kim took him aside for a moment. 'I know that was a battery powered candle he put there on the fireplace in Lamb's House last night, he wouldn't risk one of the contractors coming in and finding it.'

'I know. That's why he sent me there.'

'My point is, Frank, how did he know you'd go there last night? What if you decided to pick up the letter today instead of last night? What if you couldn't figure out the puzzle and decided to throw the letter away?'

Miller could see what she was getting at but didn't put it into words. So she finished it for him.

'He was watching you, Frank. He was watching you and me, and we didn't even see him. I think you inadvertently know who Raymond Cross is. You just don't recognise him.'


CHAPTER 30




Miller went into his office to catch up on some paperwork. Dozens of other officers were down in the secondary suite, collating information and running it through the HOLMES system. The door to Miller's office opened. Paddy Gibb himself. He came in and sat down. Handed Miller a piece of paper.

'You okay after last night, Frank?' he said, lighting up a cigarette. Smoking hadn't been banned in the old days and some habits die hard. 

'I'm fine, and so is Kim, from what I can see. Maybe delayed shock will set in with her later.'

'Maybe you too. I know I'd feel like shit if somebody tried to burn me arse to ashes.'

'I've got Jack to yell at if I feel stressed.'

'Don't forget he's bigger than you.' More smoke. 'So, how are we on Fleming's case?'

'We're going through all the paperwork; statements, witness reports. Forensics sent through copies of every fingerprint they found in that room. We're checking them with the builders who're working on the renovation, then checking their alibis, but I'm willing to bet we'll come up with nothing significant. We're also checking CCTV from sources around Haymarket, but there are still a lot of places to check. Nothing so far. Nothing much else to go on, so far. Raymond Cross coming back after twenty-five years is our best bet.' 

Gibb was one of the better bosses, as bosses go, but at the end of the day, when the shit fell down, it would inevitably reach Miller's desk. 

'I've got a meeting with the chief and Elliot.' DCS David Elliot, head of Serious Crimes and CID. 'We're getting all the manpower we need, so I'll leave you to it. As you saw, one of them is Gary Davidson. Just keep an eye on him, Frank. His father was murdered only a couple of months ago, and I don't want him going postal.'

'He'll be fine.' 

'It's been a while since the incident, but mud sticks.'

The Incident. Nobody wanted to come right out and say, the time when Gary was accused of taking a back-hander from one of Edinburgh's unsavoury characters. The man in question was a high-powered drug dealer, and despite a microscope being shoved up his arse, Gary came away with an unblemished character. Everybody wondered, but nobody could prove anything.

'I'll make sure he's alright.'

'And when I say, keep an eye on him, I don't mean go around teaching him all your fucking bad habits.'

'I'm the one who keeps this department ticking like clockwork.'

'Sure you do. You keep telling yourself that, Son.' Gibb stretched. Took another long drag on the cigarette and blew the smoke out slowly. 'You need to start smoking, Frank. You don't know what you're missing.' 

'Lung cancer. Emphysema. Bad breath.'

Gibb blew his breath into his hand and sniffed it. Shrugged. Nothing a packet of Polos wouldn't take care of. 'My wife hated the smell of smoke.'

'Didn't stop you though.'

'God bless your heart, Frank. Trying to make an old man feel better.'

'It's what I was put here for, Paddy.'

Another draw. More smoke in the room. 'We need to find this fucker Cross,' he said, almost to himself. 'I can feel me pension slip away as we speak. I don't want to be a lollipop man when I'm finished here.' He stood up, stretched his arms and ground out his cigarette on the edge of the old, worn desk. Flicked the butt into the waste basket.

Tam Scott knocked and came in. 'Sorry. I didn't know you were busy,' he said, and made to leave.

'No, no, Tam come right in,' Gibb said. He turned to Miller. 'And if I catch you smoking in here again, you'll be out on your arse.' He winked. 

'He was smoking again, wasn't he?' Scott said, closing the door.

'See nothing, hear nothing, Tam.'

'I'll remember that next time you ask for a report.'

Miller shook his head, wishing it were time to take more painkillers. Jack had supplied him with a couple of Paracetamol at breakfast. He stood up and put his jacket on. Looked out the grimy window. The sky was a dull grey as it emptied its load of snow 'You feeling okay, boss?'

'I'm fine now, Tam. I was just tired last night. It was a long day, what with us being on call.'

'Then some bastard tried to kill you and Kim. Just wait 'til we get hold of the fucker, I tell you.'

Miller yawned.  'I need to get some fresh air, Tam. Come on. Let's go for a drive.'

They left his office, and signed out a pool car. It was so cold, it felt like they were in Siberia. 

'Where are we going?' Scott asked.

'The State Hospital.'


CHAPTER 31




Richard Sullivan finished off some paperwork and got up to use the private bathroom in his office.

He looked at the bathroom mirror and brushed his hair. He thought he didn't look anything like his fifty years. His hair hadn't turned grey, he was fit and had money. Life was good. 

Lunchtime, he decided, although it was a bit early. He pulled on his suit jacket and woollen overcoat. Walked downstairs into the cold. The pavements were still slick, becoming slicker as each hour passed, so he watched where he was walking. Dr Martens today, instead of his usual black Brogues. 

A year after taking over the firm, Sullivan had downsized and moved the business down to Leith docks. Into a Victorian building, which had character and charm. He still had plenty of business though, back in the day, thanks to a man called Robert Molloy.

'Well, well, look who it is,' a voice said, from behind Sullivan.

He turned, and saw a man standing next to a black car. Talk of the Devil, he thought.

'Molloy. I thought the air smelled a bit iffy this morning. What brings you down here? I don't think the neighbours would appreciate your sort here.'

Robert Molloy looked at him. 'You finished? Good. I want a word. Get in the car.'

Sullivan looked across the road to where Geddes Fyfe was standing outside the front door of the office, smoking a cigarette. Fyfe saw Molloy and stamped the cigarette into the snow before starting to cross the road. A Transit van sped round the corner and stopped in front of him, blocking his view of Sullivan.

'I wouldn't do anything stupid, mate,' the passenger said, jumping out of the van. The back doors opened and six men dressed in black jumped out and walked up to Fyfe.

'I'm just going over to talk to my boss,' Fyfe said, standing his ground. He had a grin on his face, showing defiance.

'Go ahead. Then the next time you talk to him will be through a medium.'

Fyfe stopped. Outnumbered, he stepped back onto the pavement.

'Wise choice. They're going for a ride. He'll be brought back in one piece, or he can be brought back in a body bag. Depends on whether you follow us or not.'

'I'll wait inside,' Fyfe said, going into the office.

Sullivan turned back to Molloy when he saw the men standing in front of Fyfe. Watched Fyfe walk back inside. Nice to see he was ready and willing to put his life on the line for him.

'Come on, Richard. Let's get some lunch. I know a nice wee café down the road. I won't take up much of your time, I promise.' Molloy was smiling at him, and Sullivan guessed he didn't have much choice. He got in the back of the BMW with Molloy. The heated seats were already on.

The driver pulled away, and the Transit van followed.

'I've always liked it down here,' Molloy said.

'No you haven't. You weren't interested in helping me get that Casino off the ground.'

Molloy looked at him. 'You're right of course. I lied to make you feel good.'

'Fucking off and letting me go have lunch on my own would have made me feel good. This kidnapping gig makes me wonder what your intentions are.'

Molloy laughed. 'Kidnap? Jeez, Dickie, you make me sound like a monster.'

Sullivan watched the Ocean Terminal shopping centre slip by as they headed for Newhaven.

'How's business, Richard?'

'Can't complain.'

'I hear things about you. Through the grapevine.'

'All good, I hope.'

Molloy smiled, and looked at him. 'You wish.'

Sullivan shrugged, and they sat in silence until the car and van pulled up outside a small café on Newhaven Road. He turned to Molloy.

'The Balmoral not open this early?'

'You'll love this place. I own it. Reminds me of my roots.'

Outside, the wind whipped across from the sea. Inside, the smell of hot food hit Sullivan's nostrils. They ordered from the blackboard, which hung on the wall behind the counter. He and Molloy sat at a small table near the back, while two of Molloy's men sat at another table and drank coffee. Three workmen sat at another table, eating and reading their tabloids. The rest of Molloy's men were visible outside.

'What's with the posse, Molloy?'

Their lunches arrived.

'There are so many nutters around, don't you think?' Molloy forked some bacon into his mouth and washed it down with some coffee. 'Take that lowlife you bum around with. What's his name again?'

'You know his fucking name.' Sullivan ate some of his own food.

'Ah, yes; Geddes Fyfe. Likes to think he's a lawyer, but he's nothing more than your lackey. He's a bit of a nutter. Not in a scary way, mind, but more in a loose cannon way. Don't you agree?'

Sullivan tucked into the pie and chips. 'Just get on with what you want to talk to me about.'

Molloy nodded. 'How did that copper's wallet end up in Lamb's House?'

Sullivan put his knife and fork down. He was impressed how tasty the food was. 'I don't know how it got there. I only bought the place. I had a quick tour before signing on the dotted, then it's all been down to the contractor after that.'

'Seems a bit suspicious if you ask me.'

'Well I didn't.'

Molloy pointed his fork at Sullivan. 'No you didn't. Doesn't make it any less suspicious. She arrests you a while back, then she's killed by your car and her wallet's found in your place. I would say that's mighty fucking suspicious.'

'What can I say, Molloy? Somebody took her stuff and left it on a fireplace. Besides, she was the one who was the monkey on my back. I did nothing to her.'

Molloy was silent for a moment. 'I never said exactly where it was found.'

Sullivan maintained eye contact. 'I got a visit last night. As the owner, that's my right. The copper told me all about it.' He looked at his watch. 'Why are you so interested?'

'As you know, I'm a businessman in Leith. The Blue Martini's my pride and joy. I love being on her. She makes me feel good.'

'We're still talking about the boat, right?'

'Your crudeness doesn't surprise me, Richard. That's why you're still alone. You don't have a girlfriend right now, do you?'

Sullivan kept a poker face, half expecting the question to pop up. 'Not at the moment. I do enjoy the company of a woman, if that's what you're insinuating.'

'I'm insinuating nothing of the sort. I do, however, have another question.' Molloy stopped eating for a moment. 'Did you have any contact with Colin Fleming recently?'

It was said in a casual tone.

'No. Why would Fleming contact me?' Sullivan hoped Molloy didn't see through the lie.

'He hated you. He thought you killed Carol Davidson. Maybe not by your own hands, but he thought you had her topped. Paid some arsehole to knock her down. Did you?'

'What? Not you as well. Everybody knows Carol Miller and I didn't send each other a birthday card, but I wouldn't kill anybody. Especially a cop. I hope you made that clear to Fleming.'

'Colin was a bit fiery-tempered. When he got an idea in his head, he was like a pit-bull who'd clamped itself onto your private bits.'

'He was a nutter you mean.'

'Whatever. So here's what I think might have happened to him on Sunday night: he goes to that hotel for some reason, and you knew where he was going. You followed him, saw he was carrying something, and decided to rip him apart, and steal whatever he was carrying. Something that belonged to me.' He put more pie in his mouth and pointed the fork at Sullivan, waiting until he'd swallowed before speaking again. 'Is that about right?'

Sullivan casually forked some pie into his mouth. 'You're right.'

Molloy kept the fork where it was. 'You what?'

'I said you're right; this pie's fantastic.'

'Stop being so fucking flippant. He was carrying something belonging to me and I want it back.'

'Sorry to disappoint you, Bobby Boy, but I don't know what the hell you're talking about.'

Molloy carried on eating. 'To be honest, I didn't think you did, but I wanted to make sure. If I thought you'd taken my stuff, I'd have somebody blow your legs off.'

'As usual, you don't mince your words.'

'I can't afford not to. Some of these little scum buckets who're operating now would love to eat me up, but there's life in the old dog yet. Plus, my nephew still operates down South, and he has a veritable army. And he loves his Uncle Robert.' A smile like a shark now.

'Well, as much as I'm having lots of fun, I still have to get back to my office. Oh, and if that psycho can burn down Lamb's House with a cop in it, I'm assuming he won't have a problem burning an old boat with you in it.'

'He wouldn't dare.'

'I wonder if that was Colin Fleming's philosophy?'

Molloy finished his lunch. Finished his coffee. 'That was brilliant.' He looked at Sullivan. 'Let me also be clear on one thing; if I ever find out you had anything to do with Carol Miller's death, you'll wish you'd never clocked eyes on her.'

'Again, nothing to do with me. Now, is there anything else?'

'I wanted to give you a friendly warning, that's all. Now, my man will give you a lift back along the road. In the van.'

'Take care now, Molloy,' Sullivan said, as he got up. Outside, one of the gorillas had the engine running. 'Back to where we came from. Apparently the Beemer's broken down or something.'

'Think yourself lucky you're not riding in the back,' the driver said, doing a U-turn.
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The snow was lashing down, causing snarl-ups. There were several accidents on the A70 as they made their way south-west out of the city.

'Are we there yet?' Scott said, looking out the window. This was unfamiliar territory for him.

'You're worse than a kid, Tam. We'll be there in a minute.'

Miller slowed down and turned left into a side road that was hidden by a high wall. It could have been a country estate they were turning into, but the sign told them they'd arrived at the State Hospital. 

'This is the old one,' Miller said. 'You ever been here?'

Scott shook his head. 'No, just the new one in Carstairs.' 

Miller looked around outside his window. All he saw was snow-covered trees but he knew the place was crawling with cameras and pressure sensors. The last line of defence before a patient made it to the road and freedom. 'They opened this place for the real bad guys. Men they know aren't going to leave except in a box.'

'I read in the papers they'd closed it.'

Miller looked at him as he drove slowly along the driveway. It had been gritted, but the snow was piled at the kerb, blending with the snow on the ground. 'They had. Then the new one was getting full, especially after they closed Gogarburn years ago. So they re-opened this one.'

Gogarburn had been the name of the psychiatric hospital on the outskirts of Edinburgh. Now it was a bank HQ, a brand new building thrown up on the footprint of the old hospital.

They came up to a gatehouse. It was attached to a twelve foot high wall, which itself had razor wire on top.

A guard came out to meet the car, while another one watched from the warmth inside.

'DI Miller to see Dr. Harvey Baker,' Miller said, after rolling the window down. The wind hammered into the car as the guard checked their warrant cards. 'Follow the driveway right up, sir. You'll come into the car park for the admin block.'

Miller wound the window up as the guard waved to his partner. The gate in front of them rolled to one side to let them through. It looked like it was strong enough to stop a tank.

More snow-covered trees, another long driveway. Then the trees thinned out and they came into a clearing. Before them was a tall, red brick Victorian building. Wide steps leading up to the door. In front of the building was the car park, looking totally out of place. Staff cars were scattered into parking spaces and Miller pulled in beside a Mercedes ML-Class, the Insignia slipping sideways as they stopped.

'I wonder what this place was?' Scott said, as Miller turned the engine off.

'Some Hooray Henry's country estate, probably.'

They hurried through the snow to the steps and up into the reception area. It was warm inside, and they found themselves in a reception area no bigger than a small shop. On the left, was a desk with a guard sitting at it. Doorways were on the left and right-hand corners, in front of them.

'DI Miller,' he said. He looked up at the CCTV camera pointed at him, thinking it wouldn't do the guard much good if somebody was trying to take his head off with an axe.

'The gatehouse called ahead. Somebody will be along shortly. Please have a seat.'

They sat on the modern office chairs, opposite the guard. A table was covered in old, out of date magazines. The same kind that were found in doctor's surgeries.

'I heard there was a series of escapes from here,' Scott said to Miller, as he looked at a cheap print on the wall.

'A long time ago,' a voice said, from behind them. 'Before it was opened up again.'

They turned, and saw a young woman standing at an open door. She was dressed in a knee-length skirt and a white cotton blouse. She had black hair and wore fashionable frameless glasses. Neither of them had heard her approach. 

'DI Frank Miller. This is DS Scott.'

'Please, come this way.' She turned round and started walking away. The two policemen followed.
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The office was basic, and Miller wondered what part of the house this would have been, a long time ago when it had been a big house. 

'Please, sit down, gentlemen,' the woman said. 'My name's Dr. Catherine Armstrong. I'm head co-ordinator here at the hospital.' 

The two detectives stayed standing. Better way to defend themselves if a nutcase came into the room with a hammer, which had happened to Miller one time. So now they stood, and never had their backs to the door. 

'I called ahead and asked to speak with the director, Harvey Baker,' Miller said.

'Somebody will be here to speak to you shortly.' She left the room.

Miller looked out the window and saw the massive hospital set out in the distance. It was a huge, red brick building, just like the admin block they were in, built at the foot of surrounding hills, in a large valley. It was surrounded by a high-security wall and two razor-topped wire fences.

'Looks like the set for a movie,' Scott said, having a quick look out the window.

'So there's quite a few hurdles they'd have to get over in order to get out.' Miller said.

The whole scene was covered in deep snow, making it seem as if he was looking at a painting, rather than a structure through a window. The sky was still heavy with snow and it came down with a vengeance.  

Just then, the door opened again. A man, dressed in a suit, walked in and closed the door behind him. He was balding and looked to be in his late fifties. Glasses that might have been fashionable twenty years ago, sat on top of a beaked nose. 

'I'm Humphrey Dugan, the director,' he said, making no effort to shake hands. Instead he sat behind his desk. 'Detectives..?'

'I'm DI Miller. DS Scott.'

Dugan let out a sigh. He didn't try to conceal his boredom. 'What can I do for you, gentlemen?' He looked at them as if they were pupils brought before the headmaster for punishment.

'I was expecting Harvey Baker,' Miller said.

'He's off sick right now,' Dugan said. 'I'm filling in for him. He's ill and won't be back for a while.'

'I wanted to ask you about Neil McGovern, a patient who was here a couple of months ago.'

'Yes. Dr. Armstrong said you called ahead.' He pulled open a drawer and brought out a folder. Passed it over to Miller. 'That's a copy of all his files, medical files included. You can keep that. If there's anything I can help you with right now, fire away.'

'How well do you know the case?'

'I wasn't here at the time, but I was briefed on his death.'

'What was the cause of death?' Scott asked.

The deep-thinking frown again. 'I think it says McGovern died from a brain haemorrhage. He just collapsed and died.'

Miller looked at him. 'So you know the results of the post mortem, then. Where was this done?'

'I can't recall. It's in the file. Probably Airdrie. Edinburgh's not in the jurisdiction, as you may well be aware.'

Miller nodded. Not quite true, he thought to himself. If the person comes from Edinburgh, then they have the right to have the PM done there. Dugan's accent was South Coast of England, so he might not have known that, but considering he was the director of the place, he should have.

'Who did the post mortem?' Scott asked.

'Home Office pathologists. Which is normal when a patient dies here.'

'Where's he buried?' Miller asked.

'I'm quite sure he was cremated.'

'What would have happened to the ashes?'

Dugan held out his hands. 'I'm led to believe, if a deceased person doesn't have any family, the ashes are scattered in a garden of remembrance. It's good for the roses, apparently, but I wouldn't know. I use regular compost, myself.' He smiled at his own humour, but was the only one.  

Miller knew the hospital wouldn't know Kim was McGovern's daughter. His fake bio said he had no family.

'Thanks for your time,' Miller said, taking the file, but knowing it wouldn't hold anything he didn't know already.

Dugan stood up, and shook their hands. 'Only too happy to help the police.'

Outside, Miller held on tightly to the file as a strong wind blew through the car park. Dugan was lying through his teeth, and Miller wanted to know why.

'Back to the office?' Scott asked.

'No. Fountainbridge. There's a woman I need to talk to. Call Kim and we'll pick her up first.'  Five minutes later, they were on the main road, heading for Edinburgh.
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The office block was a modern affair, standing on the footprint of what was once a car dealership in Fountainbridge. It belonged to a major bank now. The area had a history with brewing, but that industry had taken a hit and factories were sold off to developers. It didn't stop them making the booze, they just changed their location.

They'd picked up Kim at the station and headed straight back out.

The security guard was waiting for them at the back door. 'DI Miller. I need to speak to Andrea Kennedy.'

Moira's sister had been easy to find; her place of employment hadn't changed in twenty-five years. Location of the building, yes, but a quick call to head office had given them her new location and job title.

'Is she expecting you?' the guard said.

'Yes.' Miller felt the heat get to him, sapping his energy. He needed to be back in his bed. His whole body seemed to be stretched taut, like it was strung up on piano wire. 

'She's on the fifth floor. You can use the lifts back there.'

The fifth floor gave a spectacular view of the New Town and towards the west. Miller saw the spires of St. Mary's Cathedral in Manor Place. He wondered what the designer of that place would have thought about this place. The phrase, turning in his grave, came to mind. 

Miller asked where he could find Andrea Kennedy and was directed to her office.

'Ms Kennedy? I'm Detective Inspector Miller.' He introduced Scott and Kim.

'Yes?' A woman dressed in a black skirt suit stood up from behind her desk, 'I'm Andrea Kennedy.'

From knowing she was Moira's older sister, Miller guessed Andrea was in her mid-to-late forties.

 'How can I help you today?' Andrea Kennedy asked, sitting back behind her desk. Miller and Kim sat, while Scott stood near the door. 

'I want to ask you what you know about Raymond Cross.'

The smile faded slightly. 'What do you want to know?'

'We're just doing some background on him. I believe he was your sister's boyfriend on the night she was murdered.'

Andrea nodded slowly, as if thinking about that night made her feel ill. 'He was.'

'How did he seem to you when you first met him?' Scott asked.

Andrea looked at him. 'He seemed normal. She'd been out with worse.'

'Did he ever show any sign that he could be violent?' Kim asked.

Andrea took in a breath and let it out slowly. 'I only met him the once. Moira and I had a very strained relationship. We didn't see each other very much.'

'Your boyfriend was Michael Molloy, wasn't it?' Miller said.

Andrea nodded. 'Yes. I know he had a reputation back then.'

'Still does.'

'Nobody understood him like I did.'

'So Cross hung out with a psycho, and none of it rubbed off, is that what you're saying?' Miller looked at her. 

'What do you think made Raymond go off his head that night at the hotel?' Kim asked her.

'I don't think he did. Michael was convinced somebody else did it, but he knew the police might want to fit him up for the murder. Him or his father. Whoever it was, nobody ever served time for my sister's murder.' She looked at Miller. 'Have you spoken to Harry Davidson's daughter yet?'

'Julie? What about?'

'That night, of course. She was there with her father.'

'She was at the hotel?'

'Yes. I'm certain. I asked Michael about her, and he said, "It's that copper's daughter."' 

He looked at her. 'I have to ask this, so please don't be offended; where were you between ten o'clock Sunday night and two o'clock Monday morning?'

'With Michael.'

'Molloy?'

'Yes, Michael Molloy.' 

'You kept in touch with him?'

She smiled at him. 'He wasn't just my boyfriend; he was my husband.'
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Sometimes the bar looked like there'd been a fight the night before, Jennifer Wilson thought, as she shut the door behind her. The lights flickered as they came on, and the place didn't have the same ambience without the mood lighting. She locked the door behind her.

She made her way through to the back, stepping over the detritus of the night before. 

Jennifer let herself into her office and switched the lights on. There was a window overlooking Rose Street Lane, a grubby little back street drunks used for a toilet. 

She opened up the blinds and the light rushed in. The sky was grey as if it was in a bad mood, and snow was still piled on the window sill. She looked out across at her car. Did a double-take. Some bastard was scratching it!

'Fuck me,' she whispered. The guy was standing with his back to her. He was wearing a woollen hat and thermal gloves, and was holding something long, about the size of a screwdriver, turning it round and round on the bonnet.

She hadn't even had a chance to take her jacket off and some wanker was vandalising her car. Had she thrown anybody out of the bar last night? She didn't think so. Then she saw red. Her car. The one thing she loved in life. 

'Hey!' she shouted, rapping her knuckles on the glass. He stopped, his back still to her. Then he carried on again as if nothing happened. She knocked again, harder this time. He stopped once more, then turned round slightly. She saw the long, unkempt dark hair sticking out from the woollen hat, but couldn't make out his face.

He turned back to her car and started the scratching again.

Jennifer walked round her desk and opened the alarm box that would deactivate the alarm on the fire door, then went out into the corridor. Pushed the bar and the door swung out, cold air rushing in at her.

He was standing right there at the door. Grinning at her. He'd pulled a balaclava down over his face.

'Hello, Jennifer. Remember me?' Before she could answer, he pushed her inside, taking a step and pushing her again, harder this.

Jennifer sucked in her breath, wanting to scream, but couldn't. He stepped inside and closed the door behind him, pushing it with his back, keeping his eyes on her.

'Take what you want, but I don't have last night's takings. I banked them. Take anything else you want.' 

'I don't want anything you have,' he said, then she turned, running into her office, thinking if she could just lock herself in there, she could call for help.

He was right behind her.

She wanted to fight, but couldn't even turn round before the cold steel of the knife slid across her throat.

He pulled the knife away from her.

A hand went to her throat, as she felt panic grip her. Then she turned round. Her eyes went wide, then furrowed in confusion. Why didn't he just rob her?

Then, in the fleeting moments before her brain shut down, she realised this wasn't about money. It was connected to the text Colin Fleming had sent her.

Be careful. He's back.
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Scott fought his way through the heavy traffic, coming out of the Western Approach Road into Lothian Road, the siren blaring. 

The snow was falling harder and covering the road quicker than it could be salted. 

They slid down into Princes Street. The Castle sat and looked down at them like a disapproving matriarch. 

Hazel Carter was in the pub, along with Andy Watt. 

'She's through the back, sir,' Hazel said.

'Is it like the last one?'

'Worse. He made a real mess of her.'

They walked along the back corridor, Miller, Scott and Kim following. Paddy Gibb was standing, talking to two uniforms. 

'You sure you want to be here?' Watt asked Kim.

'I'm a doctor. I've seen worse.' You sure you want to be here, Grandpa?

Miller looked round. Jennifer Wilson was lying on her desk, half naked. She'd been opened up from the neck to below her waistline. Her intestines were scattered on the floor. Blood was splattered on almost every surface. It was almost the same as the tableau in Colin Fleming's office.

'Do we know who she is?'

'Jennifer Wilson,' Gibb said, 'the manager.'

'Whoever it was must have been covered in blood. Surely somebody saw something,' Miller said. 'Unless he cleaned himself off before he left. Anybody check the toilets?'

'A SOCO said they had. They're clean.'

Scott looked at Gibb. 'There are a lot of weirdo's going about Edinburgh nowadays, so don't count on anybody making a phone call.'

'How true, Sergeant,' Gibb said, 'and most of them are in uniform branch.' 

'Where's Hazel?' Miller asked.

'In the ambulance with the old women who found her. They don't look like the type to do this sort of thing, but then Fred West was a doctor. One of them was passed out when the woolly suits got here.' 

'How did the killer get in?' Scott asked.

'The front door was locked when the cleaners got here, and Miss Wilson here still had her keys in her handbag, and there are footsteps from her car to the emergency exit there. We found the keys so the Beemer's definitely hers.'

'She must have let him in, then,' Miller said.

'The question is, why?' Andy Watt said, coming in.

Miller had on latex gloves and pushed the bar. The door opened wide. No alarm came on, despite a warning saying one would if the door was pushed. 'Did any SOCO switch the alarm off?'

Nobody had. 

'I've been along here before, and I've seen the draymen loading the drink through the cellar doors that open up in Rose Street, so she wouldn't have opened it round here for delivery. So why would she open it?' He looked in the office and saw her handbag lying on her seat. Picked it up and raked around inside. Picked out her BMW car keys and went back to the door. There was only one car in the lane and it was a 3-series. He hit the remote and the doors unlocked.  He saw the footprints in the snow, leading from the car to the back door. He walked over to it, careful not to mess up the footprints that were already there and saw the damage on the bonnet right away. Although it had been snowing, the woman's commute had wiped the snow off the bonnet. He started to walk back inside when the mortuary van turned into the lane, slipping on the snow. Miller saw Gus Weaver driving. The older technician jumped out as Adam Dagger pulled up behind in his beat-up Volkswagen.

'Where's Julie?' Miller asked Weaver, as he jumped out of the van.

Weaver smiled at him. 'Late shift.'

Dagger yawned as he slammed the driver's door. 'I was hoping for an easy day,' he said, walking up to Miller.

'Somebody has other ideas, Doc,' Miller said. He led them into the office, then spoke to Gibb.

'The bonnet's all scratched to hell. Maybe she saw him doing it and confronted him. That was his way of getting in.'

'That makes sense,' Kim said.

'Look at this,' Scott said. He'd opened the door to what they thought was a closet. It wasn't; it was a bathroom. With a shower. The cubicle was wet as if somebody had used the shower not long ago.

'So he cleaned up in this one before he left. No wonder nobody saw anybody covered in blood,' Miller said.

'I think we can rule out robbery,' Gibb said. 'The safe's been opened and there's still money there. It doesn't look like a night's takings, but surely she would have given them up before dying.'

'I'll find out what bank they use and check it out,' Watt said, leaving.

'Now all we have to do is find a motive. Run this woman through everything we've got,' Gibb said.

'She's a friend of Robert Molloy. He owns this place.'

'Get onto that, Frank.'

Adam Dagger came over to look at the body before putting his case down. 'Just like Colin Fleming, eh?' he said, looking at Gibb. 'A serial or a copycat?'

'Serial,' Gibb answered. 'We didn't release any details to the press, did we, Frank?'

'Not that I know of.'

'And it had better stay that way. You heard Norma Banks.'

Dagger started by looking at the corpse without touching it, examining from different angles. Then he stood up straight. 'I don't suppose you have leads?'

'A name from the past. Nothing concrete.' Miller looked at the corpse. 'Do you think this could be the work of a doctor, or maybe somebody with medical training?'

'It's hard to say. Maybe if he'd cut her heart out or something, we could tell, but not just by opening her up. A doctor, or a bricklayer could have done this. Anybody with a large knife and a screw loose. Maybe somebody with no previous, if we're unlucky.'

'Or maybe somebody like Jack the fucking Ripper, given my luck,' Miller said.
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Miller left Watt to check with the bank to see if the takings had been deposited, and took Kim from the pub, leaving Scott as his eyes and ears.

'Where we going, Frank?' Kim asked.

'Not far. Just somebody I need to go and see.'

They stopped outside a nightclub at the east end of George Street, called simply, The Club. The wind was biting now, picking up some of the snow that had fallen and throwing it across the road.

The building itself had been a bank at one time, with large stone columns supporting a portico. They climbed the wide front steps and went into the entrance area, where they were met by two bouncers. Even during the day, Molloy wanted somebody guarding the entrance to his fort.

'DI Miller. We'd like to speak to Robert Molloy.'

'I'll see if he can fit you in.' the larger one said. Miller knew him well. Greg Sampson. He was an ape who would have been digging ditches if he hadn't worked for Molloy.

'That's okay. I know where his office is,' Miller said, and they walked past the men.

Sampson was speaking into a cuff microphone, then hurried past them. He walked in front of them up the stairs to Molloy's office. Sampson knocked and they heard somebody shout, "Enter".

'Mr. Miller!' Robert Molloy said, smiling at them. Sampson backed out of the room.

'I need to have a word with you, Molloy.'

Robert's smile didn't break stride. He was sitting on a leather sofa on one side of the room. 

'Who's your new acquaintance?'

'Investigator Smith. She's with the PF's office.'

'I've heard a lot about you, Mr. Molloy,' Kim said.

The room was huge, with a fireplace against one wall, the fake logs surrounded by gas flames. Paintings hung on the wall, by artists Miller didn't know and didn't want to. He was sure they were worth a fortune, but he wouldn't have given them house room.

A huge desk was near the window. 'Don't believe everything you hear about us, Miss Smith.' Sitting in a chair behind it, was Robert's son, Michael. 'What now, Miller?' He didn't smile.

'You own the Fiddler's Elbow in Rose Street.'

'You asking, or telling?' Michael said. 

'Where were you this morning?' 

'Why the sudden interest in my whereabouts? Was a bank turned over or something?' He laughed, and smiled at his father. 'And what's it got to do with my pub?'

'Your manageress was murdered in there this morning.'

Both Molloys stopped smiling. 'Jennifer?' Robert said.

Miller nodded. 'We're trying to find the next of kin for an ID, but we believe it's her.'

'What the hell happened to her, Miller?' Michael said.

'Again, where were you this morning?'

'Oh fuck off. I can get thirty witnesses to swear I was here in my club if I want.' He suddenly stood up. 'You know I wouldn't murder anybody, especially one of my staff.'

'Just answer the question, Michael,' Robert said.

Michael took a deep breath and sat back down. 'We were here all morning. Me and him.' He nodded towards his father. 'Going over accounts, if you can believe that.' He left out the part where his father left to have lunch with Sullivan.

'When's the last time you saw Jennifer?' Scott asked.

Michael rocked his chair. Looked at Miller as if he'd asked him to summarise all of Shakespeare's works in one sentence.

He shrugged his shoulders. 'Last week sometime. She pretty much runs the bar herself, with minimal supervision.'

'Molloy?' Miller prompted.

Robert held out his hands. 'Not for a while. As Michael said, she was a good worker who needed little supervision. I wish all my staff were like her.'

'Were you two good friends?' Miller asked Michael.

'Was I shagging her you mean?'

'Yes, that's what we mean,' Kim said. She looked over at Michael as if she wanted to slap him, a thought that went through a lot of people's minds when they met him.

'We were good friends, and she worked for me. I trusted her.'

'Do you know anybody who might be pissed off at her enough to slice her open?' Kim said.

The colour drained out of Michael's face. 'What do you mean, slice her open?'

'She was disembowelled.'

'Fuck me,' Michael said, his voice now barely a whisper. 

'Somebody obviously doesn't know who they're fucking with,' Robert said. 'Was it a robbery?'

Miller shook his head. 'One of the Crime Scene technicians opened the safe and there was money still there. We're going to check with the bank to see if she made a deposit with any takings. It looked like she was a target.'

There was silence in the room for a moment. 

'She did make the deposit. The takings are deposited every night by a member of my staff. I checked the balance this morning. The only money that should be there is money for the floats.'

'There wasn't a lot of money in the safe,' Miller confirmed.

'You got any idea who could be doing this, Mr. Miller?' Robert said.

'I was hoping you could tell me.'

'That doesn't exude much confidence in the police force, I must say.'

'I only know three people have been murdered in as many days, and they all have connections to you. Did they piss you off or something?'

Michael glared at Miller. 'Once again, we had nothing to do with those murders.'

Robert opened his hands, as if in prayer. 'What you believe, Inspector Miller, is nothing to do with me. I'm not going to be able to change your mind, but all I will say is, we know nothing about the Fleming's or Jennifer's death. And the more time you spend in here with us, gives the real murderer more time to escape.'

'I don't think he's going anywhere,' Kim said.

'I'm assuming you two will have an alibi for Sunday night,' Miller said.

Robert looked at his son then back at Miller. 'The same thirty witnesses, Mr. Miller. Besides, Sunday night's party night in the club and we were both there, with plenty of people to verify it. I told you that already when you came to my house yesterday.'

'What was Fleming doing in that hotel?' Kim said. The heat in the room was starting to make her sweat, but she didn't undo her overcoat.

'You tell us,' Michael replied, 'you're the fucking detectives.'

'What my son means is, we don't know what he was doing there.' Robert looked at Michael with a warning. 'As I told you yesterday.'

'Can you give us some background on Jennifer Wilson?' Kim asked.

'Sure: she lived alone, wasn't seeing anybody. A hard worker. Trustworthy. She was a nice woman. I can't believe somebody would do that.'

'If you can think of something that might help catch her killer, be sure to give us a call,' Miller said, knowing there was more chance of Molloy tying a length of chain round the killer and dumping him out at sea than giving him a call.

'I have your number on speed-dial.'

'That'll be all for now,' Miller said. 'If we need to ask you any more questions, we know where to find you.'

'I'm always at your service, Detective.'

'One more thing before we go; do either of you know Raymond Cross?'

There was the briefest glance between Michael and his father, but he said nothing.

'I'm not familiar with that name,' Robert answered. 'Are you, Michael?'

'I think he plays for Aston Villa.'

'Excuse my son being a smartarse. Just answer the question.'

'Nope.'

'Nope, you won't answer the question,' Miller said, 'or nope, you don't know him.'

'I don't know him, fuck.'

At that moment, there was a knock on the door. Robert shouted for the person to come in. A young woman walked in, looked at the two detectives, and then at her boss. 

'Sorry to disturb you, sir, but there's a gentleman here to see you. He says he has an appointment.'

Robert looked at his watch. 'Oh yes.' He looked at Miller. 'Mr. Miller, this is Sienna Craig, one of my security staff. She made you coffee yesterday morning when you came to my home.' Then to Sienna. 'This is one of Police Scotland's finest.'

'I remember,' Miller said, to Sienna. 'You make good coffee.'

'Do you know where we can find any of Jennifer's relatives to inform them of her death?' Miller asked.

Robert Molloy shook his head. 'I don't know if she had any immediate family. I'm not sure about distant family.' He looked like he couldn't care less. 'If you'll excuse me, I have to meet with a supplier. An alcohol one, not a heroin one.' He laughed at his own joke.

'We'll see ourselves out,' Miller said, and stopped before they left the office. 'Oh, by the way, Michael, we had a nice chat with somebody you know well.'

'Really? Do tell.'

'Andrea. Your ex-wife.' Miller smiled. 'Take care now.'
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The station was jumping when they got back. The old building heaved and creaked with the heat hitting it from the inside and the cold hitting it from the outside.

Kim said she wanted to have a look at some old records in the basement. She went downstairs as Miller walked upstairs. DI Gary Davidson was in the investigation room, laughing with a young female uniform. He smiled when he saw Miller. He'd been sitting on the edge of a desk, but got up and walked over to his brother-in-law.

'Hey, Frank, how's things going?'

'Slow, Gary.'

'Rosie's always asking when you're coming round. She doesn't want you to stay away because you think you did something wrong the night my dad died.' His face turned sombre. 'We're family and family's what counts. Am I right?'

Miller nodded. 'You're right, Gary. Tell Rosie I'll come round for dinner one night. You know once I get my boots off and my feet up in front of the fire, you might not get rid of me.'

Davidson laughed again. 'Good man.'

They walked towards Miller's office. 'I went to the crime scene yesterday, Frank. I hope you don't mind. I ran it by Gibb and he said it was okay. I have to admit I'm worried, mate. Colin Fleming was a friend of my dad's, and now he died the same way. And at the hand of some psycho my dad caught all those years ago. Any idea why he's come back now?'

Miller stopped before they got to his office. 'No idea, Gary. That's what we're asking ourselves now; what's made him kill after all these years?'

'You know, sometimes men go crazy when they learn they have a terminal illness. Maybe Cross found out he's dying. Taking out people who pissed him off back then.'

'It's worth thinking about, but the problem is, we don't know what name he was using. He could have been using his real name, but it's doubtful.'

Davidson slapped his right arm again. 'You're right. But we can keep an open mind about it.'

'We will, Gary. And thanks again for the invite.'

Davidson winked at him, and walked away.
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'Kim, it's me. How are you doing?' Miller said into the phone, rubbing one eye. His office felt stuffy. He hated staring at the screen for hours, especially when it was futile, but his internet search had proved fruitless. 

'I'm not having much luck. A lot of this stuff's just basic reports and files we've already looked at online.'

'I need to stretch my legs. I'll be right down.'

He hung up, and left his office. Started thinking about Carol again. He wished, more than anything, he could turn the clock back and take Carol's place.

He rode the lift down into the basement where the records were kept, those old enough not to be on computer files. One day, they'd all be transcribed onto hard drives, but for now, it was all boxes with papers in them. He stepped into a long corridor wondering, not for the first time, what this place would have been hundreds of years ago.

A camera tracked his every move down to the evidence locker office. Two uniforms sat in there, two older blokes who'd once stamped the beat in Edinburgh, and were now waiting to stamp their pension books. One of them made him sign the log book and then buzzed him through.

The records room was long, with hallways running off it. Just like the crypts, Miller reminded himself. They had been vaults of some kind many years ago. There were racks on either side, all of them holding boxes. They were starting to smell musty, and he wondered if somebody was actively archiving all the information. He heard the sound of paper being rustled up ahead. Turned the corner, making sure he scraped his shoe on the concrete floor before he turned, so Kim heard him coming.

'Hi, Frank,' she said, smiling.

'How you doing?' he asked her. It was much colder down here, in direct contrast to his office. She was in an area with two desks and two chairs, where somebody searching for stuff could sit and browse.

'I've been going through this stuff from the murder back in the nineties.' She waved a sheaf of papers at him.

'Find anything?'

'Nothing jumps out at me.' She put the papers on the table. 

'There has to be some kind of connection to the Moira Kennedy case.'

'Where does Jennifer Wilson fit into all of this?'

'The only connection is, she works in one of Robert Molloy's bars, but of course, his alibi is tighter than a Scotsman's sporran. We're trying to track down the next of kin now but we don't think there's any.'

'So Colin Fleming did a lot of work for Molloy, in whatever capacity, and now this woman was murdered. We know Fleming was one of the arresting officers back then, when Cross was arrested. So was Harry Davidson. Those two we can connect to the Moira Kennedy murder. So where does Jennifer Wilson fit into that murder? So far, the only connection to them all is Molloy.' She looked at Miller, stood up and stretched her back. 'I need a drink.'

'You okay after last night?'

'I'm fine. I've been in worse situations.' She didn't elaborate and Miller didn't ask.

'I'm finished for the day,' he said,' but I need to do one more thing. You and Tam can come along if you like.'

'Okay. I'm finished with this stuff anyway.' She smiled, and he watched as she picked up the box, not knowing if he should be carrying it for her, but feeling if she was capable of blowing a man's head off, she could lift a small box onto a shelf.

They rode the lift up together and he fetched Tam Scott from the office. 

They signed a pool car out. Ten minutes later, it was rattling its way up through the pen to the High Street. 

Darkness was coming down faster than a runaway train. The snow was relentless, catching out pedestrians and motorists alike. Kim had good control of the car as it slid on the mushy snow.

'Which way?' she asked.

'Left. We're going back to the hotel. I want a word with the manager.'
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The hotel was still under police jurisdiction and a uniform was at the door. He nodded when he recognised Miller. The light in the sky had died now, and in its place was a biting wind. Little pockets of snow were thrown up from the ground, but at least the main barrage had stopped for the time being.

Inside, another uniform was standing at the bottom of the stairs. 'Forensics still upstairs?' Miller asked.

'Yes, sir. They're taking the room apart.'

They walked across to the reception desk. Miller hit the little service bell on the counter, and a woman entered from a back room. Her name badge said she was Melinda.

'Sorry to keep you, sir,' she said, trying for a smile but failing miserably. Miller supposed having the police crawling over the hotel wasn't good for business.

'I'm looking for Donald Goram. Is he in?'

'Yes. Shall I tell him you're here?'

'That won't be necessary,' Scott said.

'He's through in the bar.'

'We'll find him,' Miller said. 

Donald Goram, was sitting at the bar, drinking alone.

'Mr Goram?' Miller asked

Goram finished his drink, the ice cubes rattling around in the bottom of the glass. He looked at the barman. 'Another one of those, Vince.' He turned to look at the two detectives.

'Right first time, Officers. You have the advantage.'

'DI Miller. This is DS Scott. Special Investigator Smith. We'd like to ask you a few questions about the occupant of room five-oh-two.' 

Goram was slightly built, but looked like he could look after himself in a fight. 

'Can I offer you a drink?'

'No. I'd like you to tell me what you know about Sunday night,' Miller said.

'What a nightmare. I don't know who he was.'

Miller wondered if he was lying, or whether he wasn't in on whatever went down.

'Why was he in one of the rooms on the floor that was being refurbished?' Scott asked.

Goram shrugged. 'I don't know. I've never seen him before.'

'How well do you know your staff?'

Goram took another drink. 'We don't hang out socially, if that's what you mean.'

'How long have the workmen been here doing the refurbishment?'

'A few weeks. The speed they work at, Scotland will have won the next World Cup the time they're finished.'

'One more thing; I don't want anybody coming into this hotel until we give the all clear. We'll have uniformed officers posted at the front door.'

Goram groaned. 'This isn't exactly going to drum up business.'

They left the bar, and caught up with Kim. 'Did you get anything from Melinda?'

Kim shook her head. 'Nothing more than her original statement. It would seem the only dodgy one here is Goram.'

'Do you think he could have done it?' Miller asked Scott.

'Fleming was quite a big guy, and I think he would have knocked Goram out.' 

'I wonder if he went there to hook up with a woman,' Kim said.

'I get the feeling it's a little bit more complicated than that,' Miller said. 

'If he was lying on the bed and promised sex, it wouldn't be hard to slit his throat,' Kim said. 'Especially if he was handcuffed.'

'They didn't find handcuffs, though,' Scott said.

'That's how I would have done it.'

Scott looked at her. 'I wouldn't be taken in like that.' 

'Everybody's got to sleep, Tam,' Miller said.
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Miller was feeling hungry, but food was the least of his worries. 'What did you think of Goram?' he asked, as they got back in the car.

'I've seen his type plenty of times,' Scott said.

'Bloody weasel.' Kim agreed.

Miller cranked the engine over. It seemed colder in here than it did outside.

Kim was sitting in the front, pulling her collar together to try and keep some heat in.

Miller was about to put the car into gear when his mobile phone rang. 'Hello?'

'Detective Miller?'

'That's me.'

'This is control, sir. I thought you'd like to know about a call we just received. The City pathologist, Julie Davidson, was attacked on her doorstep.'

Miller's heart froze solid. He couldn't breathe for a second. Couldn't find the right words to say. Like trying to run in waist-deep water. 'Where's she now?'

'At home. A taxi was coming past her house, so her attacker ran off. She got back in her house and locked the door. Then she called us.'

'Get more than one patrol car down there. Give it everything you've got. ARU if there's one in the area. If that guy comes back, he might kill her. I'm on my way.'

'I'll get onto that right now, sir.'

Miller hung up. Looked round at Scott. 'Julie's been attacked. In her house.' His face was deathly pale.

Scott opened the door. 'Get out, Frank. Let me drive.'

'I'm fine.'

'Let him drive, Frank,' Kim said.

Scott had the front door open. 'Out. Let me in.'

Miller got in the back. 

'Where does she live?'

'Literally round the corner. Orchard Brae Avenue.'

The car slid, as Scott gunned the engine. Took a right at the end of the street. Right onto Queensferry Road. Right at the lights then first left, behind an office block. The roads were slick with snow, but Scott kept control of the car. He raced down the road. 'Which house?'

Miller pointed to a townhouse on their left, with a light on above the door. They heard the sirens coming in fast.

Miller got to the door. An ARU pulled into the street, and shot down to them, its blues and twos going.

Julie opened the door. 'Oh, Frank. Thank God you're here.' She had blood running down her face, from her nose, and her hair looked like it hadn't been brushed for a week.

'What happened, Julie?' He put his hands on her shoulders as the two ARU officers climbed out of the car. Locked and loaded. They weren't fucking about. Miller recognised one. They all went inside and closed the door behind them. The laundry room and the garage door were off the hallway. Upstairs was the living room. They walked up.

'Did you see which way your attacker went, ma'am?' one of the armed officers asked.

She shook her head. 'No. A taxi came into the street and he ran away.'

'What was he wearing?'

'Dark jeans. A dark hoodie, with a black ski mask on. He was carrying a knife.'

The man got on his radio to his partner who was still outside the car and relayed the description. Then to control. Another patrol car came racing down the road. He looked out the window.

'My partner's going to have a quick look round,' he said, as the other two officers got out of the car. Still another siren split the air. 'That'll be the ambulance,' Miller said. Two uniforms came upstairs as another patrol car entered the street.  

She said she felt dizzy and sat back on the settee. Kim went through to the kitchen and soaked a tea towel and brought it through. Applied it to Julie's nose.

The paramedics came in. A man and a woman. Started attending to her, asking the usual questions to see if she showed any signs of concussion.

Miller stood back, to let them in, and turned to Kim. 'Make a call for me, Kim, please. More uniforms for a door-to-door, then have the team track down the taxi driver. He or she might have seen something.'

'I'll get on it.' She left the living room, and went through to the kitchen.

'You're safe now, Julie,' Miller said. 

'I know,' she said, her voice thick as if she had a head cold.

'Did he say anything to you?' Scott said.

'No, but I'm worried. My sister was killed, my dad was murdered, and now Colin Fleming and his wife were murdered too. Maybe this guy wanted to murder me. I'm not sure of anything anymore.'

Her nose was badly swollen.

'Don't worry, we're here now. You're going to the hospital. You need to get your face looked at.'

'You have a way with the women, Frank, did anybody ever tell you that?' Then she passed out.

The paramedics worked on her, bringing her back round.

'Gilmour, Watt and Hazel are on their way, Frank,' Kim said. 'Half the station too.'

Miller nodded, stepping out of the way of the second paramedic as they brought Julie back round. 

Miller turned, as the room was filled with more radio chatter. A uniformed sergeant came in with two constables. 'Good to see you, Eric. I need your boys to do a door-to-door, see if anybody saw the guy who attacked Julie on her doorstep.'

'I'll get onto it right away, sir,' the sergeant said. 'I'll get more bodies down here. We've got patrol cars blocking the exits round here, but to be honest, if he was driving he's probably well away from here, but we'll do what we can.'

'Thanks.' He watched as the sergeant took the uniforms back outside.

The second paramedic came over to Miller 'We're taking her to the ERI. I don't think her nose is broken, but the doctor will determine that. Looks like a nasty hit though.'

'Thanks. I'll ride with you. Tam, could you bring the car up to the Royal? I need Gilmour and Watt to help with the canvassing and to get onto the cab companies.' 

'Sure, I'll help out, then I'll meet you at the hospital.'

'I'll stay here as well,' Kim said. 'I'll catch up with you later.'

Miller thought she might be packing her gun. Just the way her hand went to her side in a reflex movement. He nodded and left.


CHAPTER 42




Michael Molloy jumped up from the big leather chair in his office and pointed at the monitor over to his left. One of his men stood in front of his desk. 

'What's Goram doing sitting down there? I told him to sit tight until I called for him.' He gritted his teeth

The big man looking at him was an ex-heavyweight boxer called Greg Sampson. The man couldn't spell his own name, but he could put somebody's lights out without breaking sweat. 

Michael waited for an answer.

'What's Donald Goram doing in my club, Greg?' he shouted. 

Sampson looked confused. 'I'm sorry, sir. I thought he wasn't supposed to come here tonight. He said he wanted to speak to you. He told me he always had free drink when he came here.'

'Did he now? My father would be extremely pissed off to hear you let Goram in here. Goram was to come round here and come in the back door. This is the kind of shite that will put us all in prison, and when I say us, I mean you. It won't be me getting fucked in the showers, Greg. Now get downstairs and get him down to the basement before anybody sees him. Do I need to do everything around here?'

Sampson was already picturing pulling Goram's arms out of their sockets. 'Apologise to your father for me, sir.'

'There'll be no need to involve my father in this,' Michael said. He was more worried about what his father would think of him, rather than what he would think of Sampson. Besides, his father was fannying about on that boat of his. An oasis of calm in a sea of stress, he'd said. Load of pish. He wouldn't have to know about this.

'Move man! All we need is the filth coming in and seeing that dozy bastard sitting there drinking and we'll all look like a bunch of arses. Now move!'

Sampson turned, and ran from the room. For a big man, he moved deftly on his toes. Michael could almost hear Goram's fingers snapping. He unlocked a desk drawer and took out the Glock 24 that sat in there.

He felt things were getting out of control now and Raymond Cross was slowly getting the upper hand. He'd never trusted Cross in the first place, but all those years ago, his father said he was a good man. Useful. His father had been wrong, and now they were paying the price.  

Michael Molloy left his office and walked quickly down the stairs. Two of the coppers who arrested Cross - Colin Fleming and Harry Davidson – were now dead, murdered in the same way Cross's girlfriend had been. And now one of Molloy's staff had also been killed the same way. He wasn't going to take the risk anymore.

He carried on down to the private suite.

The place where nobody would hear a gunshot.


CHAPTER 43




The new Royal Infirmary was based at Little France on the South Side of Edinburgh. A brand new building that replaced the old, out of date hospital, which had been converted into flats. Miller walked back into the waiting room. Julie had been taken right through to the receiving area where doctors and nurses attended to her. He'd been asked to leave and had gone into the waiting area where he walked over to the vending machine. 

Scott turned up a little while later. 'The house is secure,' he said. 'I've got a patrol car going by at intervals, but I'm sure whoever was behind it's long gone by now. I don't think he'll be back. Kim's there waiting anyway, and I think she has her nine mm friend with her.'

'She can certainly look after herself,' Miller said, feeding some coins into the coffee machine. He paid for two cups of coffee. 'Don't say I never put my hand in my pocket,' he said, handing one to Scott.

'Are you having the same feeling I'm having about this attack, boss?' Scott asked.

Miller nodded. 'Yeah. It's too much of a coincidence to be anything else. Just don't voice that opinion to Julie.' 

A nurse came over to them. 'Miss Davidson would like to see you now.' She led them through to the treatment area, and pulled a curtain back, and Miller saw Julie sitting up on the examination bed. She had a bandage over her nose, and was wearing a hospital gown. 

'Why I needed to strip for a bruised nose is beyond me,' she said, trying to laugh but only groaning in pain instead.

The doctor appeared, a young man who looked like he'd just left school. 'Are you family?' he asked.

'I'm DI Miller. DS Scott. We're investigating this assault. We're also friends of Miss Davidson.'

The doctor all but shrugged. 'Miss Davidson's nose isn't broken. We've cleaned it up, but it's going to hurt in the morning.' He looked at Julie. 'Take some time off work, Doctor. You might get dizzy spells, but take the painkillers and follow up with your own GP.' He addressed Miller: 'She can go after they bring her the painkillers from the pharmacy.' He turned and walked away.

'Let me get dressed and you can take me home, Frank.' Julie pulled the gown tighter round her as Scott passed Julie's clothes to her.

'You can stay with me, Julie,' Miller said. 'I don't want you staying on your own.'

'Thanks, Frank, but I wouldn't hear of it.'

'How about if I stay with you, instead? Just for tonight. Make sure you're okay.'

'I'm fine, Frank, honestly. I just got a fright, that's all,' Julie replied, but there was relief in her voice.

'You know we're here for you, Julie.'

Julie smiled. 'Thank you.' Tears came into her eyes. 'Look at all the trouble I'm causing. I'm so sorry.'

Miller walked over to her. Put his arm round her shoulder. Scott left, and pulled the curtain closed behind him. Waited outside.

'You've nothing to be sorry for, Julie. You're family, and you know I'd do anything for you.' He wiped a tear from her cheek. Kissed her on the forehead. 'I nearly crapped myself when control called me.'

She sniffed, and looked at him. 'Really?' A weak smile now.

'Really. What with everything that's going on.'

'Did you think Raymond Cross would come after me?'

'I don't think this was Cross. I think it was a random attack. Probably somebody trying to get into a house to rob it. Don't worry, he won't be back. He'll move on to an easier target.'

The nurse came with a plastic bottle containing pain killers. 'If you want to wait in the waiting room, I'll come and get you when she's ready to leave,' she said, to Miller.

'We won't be far away,' Miller said, to Julie. 

'We need to find this bastard, Frank,' Scott said, as they sat down.

'I know. I think Julie's on his hit list. The question is: will he try to kill her again?'

'We also have something else to think about,' Scott said. 'Will he try and kill you again?'


CHAPTER 44




The private suite in the basement was exclusive. Nothing more than a large room that was once a coin sorting room back when the building was a bank, it had been converted to entertain special guests. A few couches were scattered around, just the right size for a man to get cosy with one of the girls Michael employed. It was painted in dark shades, with mirrors on the walls, and coloured lights ready to set the mood. They weren't on right now, just some subdued lighting. 

'It's a bit quiet, isn't it?' Donald Goram said, to Sampson.

'Not for long. Please sit down, sir.' Goram sat down on a couch. 

'Now, why have I been invited down here again? Employee of the month, was it?'

Sampson stood and watched him, not answering the question. Walked round the back of the couch. Goram's smile disappeared as he felt the rope going round his neck. He tried to grab it, and thrashed on the couch as the rope was pulled tighter. Michael Molloy came in, and strode over to Goram and pointed the gun at his face.

'You stupid bastard! I told you not to come here until you were called for. What are you playing at?' He was screaming now, feeling himself lose control, but not being able to do anything about it.

'The cops came round asking questions. I thought you should know.'

Sampson had a tight grip on the rope and pulled Goram down to the floor. He was feeling revved up, and the chance to get back at Goram made him feel happy. 'You should've listened to Mr. Molloy more closely, Donald,' he said.

Goram looked at him. 'You're dead, you know that? I'll see you get what's coming to you.'

Both men ignored him. 'Where's my money?' Michael said. 'You and that useless fucker Fleming said you'd get Cross no problem, yet he gets himself topped, and you're running about with your finger up your arse while Raymond Cross walked out of there unnoticed, with a bagful of our hard-earned.'

'I told you what happened. The room was being watched, Fleming had the money, and everything was going according to plan. Except Cross didn't show.'

'Well I think he did! He cut Fleming wide open, didn't he? Or did you do the job and stash the money for yourself?'

'You know I wouldn't do that.' Sweat was lashing off Goram's head, but his hands were too busy holding onto the rope round his neck to worry about wiping it away. 

Michael looked at him. 'Let him go, Greg.'

Goram rubbed his neck. 'That's better. Now we can talk about this like, real men.'

Michael shot him in the head. Tried to slow his own breathing. 'Make the phone call, Greg. Have him disposed of and get this place cleaned up.'

He walked out of the basement feeling better than he had in days.


CHAPTER 45




Julie walked into her living room, feeling the pain starting to come back. She'd changed into pyjamas and a dressing gown. 'Thanks for coming in with me, but there was no need.'

'Don't be daft. Just make sure your alarm's on,' Miller said.

'I will.'

Scott was in the kitchen making tea, while Kim was going around the house, checking it one last time.

Miller looked out the living room window, at the snow, which was starting to fall hard again. There were still patrol cars in the street, and he could see uniforms walking about, finishing the door-to-door. 

He called Jimmy Gilmour for an update. 'How are things looking, Jimmy?'

'I got hold of the cab company whose driver was down here. He doesn't remember seeing anybody, but his fare was drunk and he was trying to get the address out of him, so he wasn't paying attention.'

Miller could hear the noise from the traffic outside. The escape of compressed air as a bus driver applied his parking brake. A car driving by on the slushy road. A mini ice-age they were calling it, winter time bringing a ton of snow with it every year.

'Anything from the door-to-door?'

'Nothing.'

'Okay, keep at it, Jimmy. I want that bastard nailed.'

'We're on it, boss.'

He hung up, and then the phone rang. 'Miller.'

'Frank! It's Jack.' 

'What's up, Jack?'  

'I heard about Julie,' Jack said. 'Any news about catching the bastard yet?'

'Nothing yet. She's pretty shaken up and she's got a sore nose and cheek, but nothing broken.'

'You know Julie can stay with us anytime.'

'I told her that, but she won't hear of it.'

'Hopefully it was a random attack.'

'You and I both know this wasn't random.' Miller lowered his voice. 'Raymond Cross is going to come back.'

'Raymond Cross? Why would he attack Julie?'

'We don't know. Maybe because she's Harry's daughter? Maybe because he's not right in the head.'

'Stay alert.'

'I will. You too.'

'Don't worry about me, Son. If Cross comes here, he'll get his balls booted over the back of his fucking head.' He hung up.

 'I'm going to bed. I feel tired. I feel the effect of those co-dydramol pills.' She looked at him. 'Thanks for being here for me, Frank.' 

'You don't have to thank me, Julie. You were there for me when Carol died.'

'That's what family's for.' She took the bottle of painkillers out of the gown pocket and popped two of them. 'You know, I bought this townhouse thinking I'd be safe. A neighbour on either side. It made me feel...cosy. You know what I mean? Now I don't feel safe at all.'

'I know what you mean. If you don't feel safe in your own home, where can you feel safe?' Miller hated the sound of those words. Regretted saying them.

'Julie, I have a quick question before you go to bed.'

'Sure. Ask me anything.'

'Why were you at the hotel with Harry the night Moira Kennedy died?'

Julie looked at him. 'I was there with a bunch of other students. One of them knew Moira Kennedy and we got an invite. I was so scared when Moira was murdered. My dad turned up and I thought he'd go mental. He was horrified, but told me to give a statement and then leave. Not to talk to anyone about it. He was one of the lead detectives, and it mightn't go well for his career if his daughter was there, so I didn't speak about it after that.' 

'Did anybody see you?'

'Colin Fleming let on. He knew I was a student. And your father of course, but to be honest, when I saw Moira, I was sick in my dad's car. I almost gave up medicine after that.'

Miller nodded. 'Okay. I just wondered why you never mentioned it before, that's all.'

'Who told you I was there?'

'Andrea Kennedy. I was talking to her, and she happened to mention it. I was just curious about it, but I can see why you didn't say anything about it.'

She smiled at him. 'Thanks for caring, Frank.'

'We'll be off. Call me if you need me.'

'I'll see you in the morning.' She kissed Miller on the cheek.

He, Scott and Kim left, and Miller dropped Kim off first, since she lived closest in Stockbridge, then Tam, who lived over on the Southside.

Back at his own place, Miller was dismayed to find once again, Jack had gone out gallivanting. Charlie, his cat, came up and sat on his lap, shedding hair onto his trousers. He put the TV on, but couldn't concentrate. Then his mobile phone rang. It was Ian Powers.

'I've got that information you asked for,' he said, sounding pleased with himself.

'Thanks, Ian. I appreciate you getting back to me so quickly.'

'Not a problem. Let me see now,' the sound of Powers rustling some papers, 'Lamb's House. It was built in the fifteen century.'

'Ian, let me stop you there, my friend. I've had a hoor of a night, and I'm kind of feeling knackered.'

Powers stopped himself. 'Okay, okay. Lamb's House. Owned by the National Trust for Scotland, they leased it out to Leith Old People's Society, who used it as a home for the elderly. Then the National Trust sold it. It had been sitting empty for a few years. The National Trust sold it to Richard Sullivan.'

'I know all this, Ian.'

'I thought you might, but you know what a nosy bastard I am when I get going. So I played around with the Council's servers a bit, and was looking at people who'd worked there when it was an old folks' home. Nothing jumped out at me, but a patient's name did; Harry Davidson's mother was a patient there. She died in eighty-four. Probably doesn't mean anything, but it was the connection that got me.'

'Thanks, Ian.'

Miller hung up. He felt the tiredness hitting him. He thought he was getting old before his time.

Harry Davidson's mother was a patient in Lamb's House thirty years ago. His daughter's wallet is found there after she's murdered. She was killed by the car belonging to the new owner of Lamb's House. Doreen Myers, one of the victims from two years ago, found dead on the construction site of a new casino Sullivan was a partner in.

Once again, Richard Sullivan's name popped up. 

He grabbed a sandwich, and watched some meaningless TV. The cat lay beside him on the couch, purring as Miller petted him. He thought of Charlie as being a part of Carol as she'd picked him out, and he prayed the little animal had a long life still. He showered and went to bed.

Thought about Carol, and slipped into the abyss.


CHAPTER 46




Wednesday




Andrea Kennedy couldn't believe how cold it was. What the hell was going on? It was dark in here, and colder than any place she had ever been in.

And darker.

She couldn't see a thing in front of her, and for a moment, she thought she had gone blind. Where the hell was she? And how had she gotten here?

Her head felt like it had exploded.

She heard a click, and then blinding light from a flashlight hit her eyes. She tried to lift a hand to shield her eyes but couldn't move her arms.

'Who...who's there?' she asked.

No answer at first, then she heard what sounded like feet on the ground, a low shuffling sound, barely perceptible.

'Hello, Andrea,' a voice answered. It was muffled.

'Who are you? What am I doing here?' Fear shot through her, freezing her bones. She couldn't think what had happened to her. Snippets of her evening flashed in her mind; she'd gone to a bar with some of her friends. The usual happy-hour brigade were there, office workers grabbing a couple before heading home. She didn't remember the name of the pub, but she thought it was their usual one. Near the office. More and more people had come in, and they were packed in like sardines. She was having a laugh with her friends, then...nothing. She couldn't remember going home. That's because you didn't make it that far.

She was lying on a table, but it felt cold. It was high up because her arms were hanging over each side, but something was tied to each one, weighing them down. Her legs were straight out, and they were tied together. Something pulled at them, like they too were tied to something heavy.

'You don't know me, but I know you.'

Her mind was becoming clearer. She knew she'd been drugged, but it must have been just enough to make her vulnerable for a short while. She didn't know what time it was, but it wouldn't matter; this room was pitch black, the flashlight helping to blind her. Had she been raped? She didn't think so. She would have known if she had. So what did this guy want? Maybe he was going to wake her up first before touching her. Watch the terror in her eyes as he defiled her.

'My husband will kill you, whoever you are,' she said, her voice sounding thick, as if she had a cold. She began shivering even more, seeing her breath mist in the light.

Laughter. 'Oh yes, Michael. He's not your husband now though, is he?'

Maybe this was somebody getting back at Michael, teaching him a lesson through her. 'If it's money you want, I'm sure that can be arranged. How much do you want?'

A gloved hand grabbed her face and squeezed. 'It's not about money.' The hand retreated as quickly as it had appeared.

'Then what's all this about?' It suddenly hit her. She knew what this man wanted: death. Was this the same man who'd killed Jennifer Wilson? The thought made her shake even more. 

Silence. Just the sound of her rushed breathing. Then the light died, leaving stars flashing in front of her. She closed her eyes, and the after-burn glowed brightly.

'Did you kill Jen and the others? Is this about Moira's death?' Are you the man they caught? Didn't you fucking die?

'Enough with the questions.'

'You can't bring me here and not talk to me. Is that you, Raymond? You know we can talk. You know I'm your friend. Michael told me they're looking for you, but I don't believe you came back after all these years to harm us.' That was exactly what she believed. Maybe he'd been put in a mental hospital somewhere far away and managed to get out somehow. 

'It's time for us to go.'

'Go where?'

'You'll see.'

'What time is it?'

'Never mind what the time is.'

'In the morning? Have I been here all night?'

'Of course you have. Now get up.'

'I can't. You've tied me up.'

'Your muscles are just stiff with the cold, that's all.'

Andrea heard his feet scrabble about on the ground. She tried to move her arms, found she could. Slowly, so very slowly. Her right shoulder felt as if it was tearing in two, and she let it flop back. She realised she was still wearing her overcoat, but it was open and hanging down the sides, adding weight to her arms.

Make small movements, Andrea. Get the blood into the arms, then you'll be able to get up. Small movements, starting off by flexing her fingers, then moving her wrists round in small circles, then gradually bending her arm.

'You didn't answer my question,' she said, into the darkness, feeling she was getting somewhere with Cross. Finally, she was able to bend her arms and she started on her legs. Flexing slowly, then bending each one in turn. Cross didn't answer her question.

'You can talk to me, Raymond. You know that, don't you?' Maybe if she could connect to him on a different level, she could persuade him to let her go. She sat up, taking her time, feeling as if every muscle in her body was on fire. 

There was a dull glow coming from somewhere else in the room. She blinked her eyes a few times, trying to adjust to the dark. Finally, the pitch black became darkness, like a bedroom might look in the middle of the night. She looked down at the ground; it was only a few feet away. She slipped off the table and turned to look at it; it was a sarcophagus. Ornately carved round the side, it looked like it was made of marble.

The walls were made up of crypts where people had been interred in their coffins, but by the musty smell, a long time ago. It wasn't the cold making Andrea shiver now; it was the thought of being in this place. 

Raymond Cross wasn't in the room anymore. He'd shone the flashlight into her eyes to blind her momentarily, and now her eyes were adjusting to the dark by the second. She realised it wasn't pitch black. 

She walked towards the glow, which seemed to be round a corner. She walked slowly towards it, and carefully looked round. It was a short hallway leading up to an iron gate. An oil torch burned in a holder on one wall.

Andrea walked towards the gate, careful not to make too much noise. She was glad she wasn't wearing high heels, but the sensible flats she wore to work. She pulled her overcoat tighter round her as she walked through the entryway. More oil torches lit the corridor outside. She looked from left to right. Realised she was at the end of the passageway, this gate being next to a stone wall. She turned left. More gates lined the walls on either side.

What was this place? Where was this place? Only a few torches illuminated the corridor, and after that, it was complete darkness. She didn't know which way to turn to get out of here. Why was he doing this? And where did he go? Over to the right, another gate was open. She could see another light on in there. Is the exit through here? Should she go in? What choice do you have?

Andrea walked past the other gate, careful not to let the rust get on her coat. It wasn't an exit. This place was like the other one she'd just left. She knew what these places were called, but the word just wouldn't come to her. Some burial place. Crypt. Yes, that was it.

'Raymond? Can we talk?' Her voice sounded tinny. No answer. She walked into the other room, expecting him to be there, to want to talk to her, to tell her this was all a mistake. They could go home now.

Raymond wasn't in the room. She wanted to turn and run, but her legs were like wood.

'This is what it's all about,' she heard Raymond say, behind her.

She turned round to look at him, just as the axe swung down and hit her in the neck, severing her carotid.
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Miller woke up feeling tired. He'd tossed and turned all night thinking of Carol. It would have been his wife's birthday today. Twenty-eight, if she'd lived.

After showering and dressing, he called Julie.

'I'm fine, Frank. Thanks for calling. Those painkillers knocked me out. I'm standing at the living room window right now and there's a police car sitting downstairs. Oh, one of them's looking up. Hold on while I wave.' Silence for a few seconds. 'I'm just out of the shower, but I'm going to put the kettle on for those two guys down there. I know they haven't been there all night but I appreciate them coming round anyway.'

'Okay, call me if you need me.'

'Will do. Bye.'

Miller hung up, and fixed his own breakfast. Coffee and cereal. Jack was still out, and Miller felt the power struggle he'd had with his father as a teenager had shifted, with Miller being the one who worried now. Wasn't that the way, though? The elderly became as dependent as small children, relying on their own family to look after them.

He made his way up to the station via Starbucks, walking through the accumulated snow, thinking how nice it would be to be in Tenerife right now.

Hazel Carter sat at her desk, her fingers hammering over her keyboard. Andy Watt was looking at the drinks machine, as if willing decent coffee to magically appear.

'Not going to happen,' Miller said. He saw Kim sitting at a computer. He handed her a cup of coffee from Starbucks.

'Thanks, Frank.' She took a sip of the coffee.

'Aw here, where's our freshly brewed coffee?' Watt said.

'I need you focussed, today, Andy. Caffeine always seems to make you mental.'

'I'm sure you just broke some employment rules there.' He popped some coins into the machine. 'I'll make this decaf then, boss. Decaf always makes me work harder. Said nobody, ever.'

Gary Davidson was sitting in a chair on the other side of the room, gently swinging it from side to side, holding a pencil between both hands, twirling it with his fingers. He got up when he saw Miller come in.

'Hi, Frank. Can I have a word?'

'Sure, Gary. I want to talk to you too. Want to go into my office?'

Davidson nodded. Miller closed the door behind them and sat behind his desk. Davidson kept standing.

'What's up, Gary?'

'I wish you'd told me about finding Carol's wallet.' He looked at his brother-in-law.

'Sorry, mate, I was going to but the way things went down, it went out of my mind.'

Davidson was agitated. 'I also heard Richard Sullivan's bought Lamb's House and that's where her wallet was found.' He pointed a finger at Miller. 'If I find out he touched my sister, I'll kill the bastard, Frank, you know that.'

'Gary, take it easy. We don't know anything about it. Nobody's accusing Sullivan. Yes, it's a coincidence, but there's no proof. He bought Lamb's House a long time ago.'

Not for the first time, Miller wondered if Davidson was on something. Maybe hungover, or maybe he'd drunk too much coffee, whatever it was, he was like a caged tiger. 

'Don't do anything stupid, Gary.'

'There's nothing stupid about protecting my sister.' He looked at Miller. 'So what did you want to say to me?'

'Did Julie call you?'

'No. Why?'

'She was attacked at home last night.'

'What? Is she alright?'

'Yes, she is. She's got a sore face, but she'll be okay.'

'Why didn't anybody tell me? Once again, I'm kept out of the loop. Julie's my sister.'

Miller took a deep breath. 'We think she was targeted, Gary. She's wondering if it might be Cross, but I don't want to upset her. We think it could be, but we're not sure.'

'Is somebody with her?'

'Yes, there's a patrol car outside her door.'

Davidson shook his head. Ran a hand through his hair. 'No, he'll just try when she's at work one day. Or at the supermarket, or any other place she goes.'

'She's safe, Gary. We've got her back.'

'Just like we had Carol's back?' Davidson walked out.


CHAPTER 48




Miller put his coat on, and made his way down to the car park at the rear. The sky was dark grey, and a chill wind was blowing. The snow was forecast to come back with a vengeance later in the day. 

He stopped at a florist, buying a bunch of flowers, before carrying on to Warriston cemetery. Miller turned the car left. There was an extension off the newer part. It was like they were running out of space and decided to just clear some weeds away and stick a fence round it. At one time, it had only been waste ground that bordered this part of the cemetery, but now in the distance, he could see detached houses. He wondered how the selling agents had described the view to prospective buyers; quiet neighbours, maybe.

He left the car on the track and left the heat for the freezing cold wind. The sun was out, but was obviously there for illustration purposes only.

He walked down the path to his friend's gravestone. A black marble affair with gold lettering. He was getting closer. A large monolith was in front of it. He read the inscription, wondering about the people who were buried there.

He stepped off the path, past the monolith, and approached Carol's gravestone. It wasn't far from Harry's.

Something was wrong. Footprints were in the snow in front of the grave. He looked at the inscription on the stone: the name, the date of her birth, the date of her death. This was the only thing that marked her existence. He felt a deep longing inside, of words left unsaid, and good times remembered, never to be recreated. 

He laid the flowers down at the headstone. 'Happy Birthday, my darling. I miss you every day. We had some good times though, didn't we? More than some people get to have in a lifetime.'

He looked at his wife's name again, then walked over to Harry's gravestone. The footprints were here too. All the snow around was untouched, except a trail led between the two gravestones. 

Somebody had been here already.

As he reached into his pocket for his mobile phone, he sensed rather than heard the presence behind him. Then the gun touched the back of his head.

'Hello, Frank,' the voice said. 'I'm back.'


CHAPTER 49




Miller felt the gun barrel taken away from his head. 

'Turn around,' the voice commanded.

Miller turned round slowly, expecting to be shot in the head.

'What's wrong, Frank? You look like you've seen a ghost.'

Miller glared when he saw who it was.

Neil McGovern.

The gun he was holding was a Sig Sauer 9mm automatic. Pointed right at Miller's heart.

McGovern smiled. 'Aren't you going to ask how, Frank?'

Miller looked at McGovern; the man looked different from when he last saw him nine weeks ago. Just after he'd killed Harry Davidson. Now he had blond hair, sticking out of the black woollen hat, and he was wearing fashionable, black-rimmed glasses

'So your department faked your death for you after all. Kim told me that had been the plan, but then you "died".' His mind was spinning, and he kept asking the same question over and over; was this Neil McGovern? Yes it was. His instinct had been right all along; McGovern didn't die in that hospital. 'It's the small details that get you in the end, McGovern.'

'Care to elaborate?'

'Your daughter was put into the hospital as the duty doctor, but she wasn't on duty when you supposedly died. Your body's away in some funeral parlour in Airdrie, or wherever. Kim hasn't even seen your body yet. I'm a detective. I get suspicious about things, and after a while, you get a feel for things. This didn't add up. The warden at the hospital told me you'd been cremated. I had a feeling he was lying to me, and now you've proved me right.'  

'I knew you'd work it out, Frank. That's why I was pleased when you went to the hospital asking questions.'

'Your daughter's working with me.' Miller was still shivering. It's just the adrenaline rush, he told himself.

'I know she is. And you'd better be keeping an eye on her. Although I have a couple of my men watching her round the clock.'

'Why don't you tell Kim you're still alive?'

'She has to believe I'm dead. Everybody has to believe I'm dead. That way, that fucker Cross will keep away from my family, and maybe we can catch him.'

'Do you know where he is?'

McGovern shook his head. 'Do you think I'd be standing here talking to you if I did?'

Miller looked around him, at the snow-covered gravestones, and wondered if McGovern's associates were watching him now. 'How did you know I'd be here?'

'It's Carol's birthday. I figured you'd come here so we followed you. I wanted somewhere quiet where we could talk.' He put the gun away.

Miller relaxed a little now the threat was taken away. 'Kim told me what happened that night with Harry. How Cross came into the crypts when she was with you.'

McGovern looked at him. 'I thought he was going to kill me that night. By the time I get him, he'll wish he had.'

'It would have made the perfect cover for him, apart from the fact we would have known it wasn't you if you died and the killings kept on going. Not bright, is he?'

'No he's not. But I believe killing me would only have bought him some time and that's all he wanted.'

'What was it Harry wanted to tell you that night?'

'He was going to tell me who'd killed the three women two years ago. He found out, but he didn't tell me before we were attacked.'

'That doesn't make sense. How would he suddenly find out?'

'I didn't find that out.'

'What did Harry actually say to you the night he died?' Miller asked.

'He was dying when I got into the crypt. He managed to whisper Raymond Cross. He also said you were in danger. That's all he managed to say before I was attacked.' 

Miller looked around him. 'What if Cross is here now? Can you be sure you could shoot him?'

'No need. Show him.'

Miller heard a twang, like a large elastic band snapping, and a little puff of snow exploded to his right. 

'I have one of my men behind you. They're used to creeping up behind people with silenced guns. They'd take Cross out with a head shot before he even got near me.'

'Unless he's got your face in the crosshairs.'

'Not his style, Frank.'

'How do you know?' he asked, but then he heard the roaring of a V8 and a black Range Rover came storming over the snowy road as if it was floating, before coming to a halt. The windows were blacked out.

'I'll be in touch,' McGovern said. 'Let me tell you though; this meeting has to be kept from Kim. I don't want her in the firing line. It's bad enough she's working for Norma Banks.' He turned and walked to the car. Turned round. 'Concentrate on why Harry thought Raymond Cross is the killer you were hunting. Why he killed those three women two years ago. Now you know I'm still alive, don't go wasting your time looking for me.' He climbed in. Miller watched as the window slid down. 'Between the two of us, we'll take the bastard down.'

Miller watched the car turn on the snow-covered grass, disturbing the dead below, and then it was roaring out of the cemetery. He turned to where the gunman would have been. There was nobody there. A few seconds later, he heard another of the car's doors slam, and then the Range Rover was gone. The sniper getting in. These guys were good. 

Miller walked back to his car, his boots crunching the snow. Wondered what Kim would say if she knew her father was alive after all.

Then his phone rang.


CHAPTER 50




Tam Scott was waiting for Miller in reception. His call had been short and to the point: There's been another one boss. The office in Fountainbridge. 

'This is getting worse,' Scott said, when Miller came in.

'Do we know who it is?'

'Andrea Kennedy.'

'What?' Miller was surprised. He rubbed a hand over his face. 'Is this connected with the others?' They stepped into a lift being held open by a uniform.

'There's no doubt. See for yourself.'

They made their way up to the third level where it had been cordoned off.

'Who found her?' Miller asked.

'Older guy from the mailroom. She's in a huge walk-in stationery closet.'

'Does he look good for it?'

'I wouldn't think so. He's an older bloke who works in the first floor mailroom.'

'Run him through everything we've got,' Miller said.

'We started already. Nothing so far. He's as clean as a whistle. Not even a parking ticket.'

'Where's Kim?'

'She's interviewing the security guard with Watt.'

Miller walked over to the closet door where more uniforms and the duty doctor, Malcolm Shields, were. Jimmy Gilmour was standing with Hazel Carter.

'Morning, everybody,' Shields said.

'Morning, Doc. Where is she?'

'In here, Frank.' The older man looked at Miller. 'I can't wait to retire now, believe me.'

 'You okay?'

'It never fails to amaze me what some people can do to others.' The old doctor led them into the room, muttering away to himself.

They walked into the closet, which was huge. His eyes were drawn to the female sitting slumped back in an office chair, her front opened up, just like Colin Fleming had been.

'I pronounce her life extinct,' the doctor said. 'Dagger's on his way over from the mortuary, and I'm on the way to the golf club. I need a stiff gin.' With that, he promptly picked up his black bag and left.

'Thanks, doc.' Miller looked closer at the dead woman's face. 'Why would he have picked her out?' Yet, he knew the answer; Andrea had been there that night, twenty-five years ago. 

Just then, Jake Dagger walked in. 'This is getting like a boys' club. How's things, Frank?'

'Not happy about this, that's for sure.' 

Dagger did a prelim exam. Stood up, after looking at the head. 'She wasn't killed here. It looks like the neck wound killed her and she bled out before being brought here. You should check the security tapes.'

'We did, and they've been destroyed,' said Hazel.

'I wonder if she has any connection to the Flemings?' Dagger said.

'Andrea Kennedy was married to Michael Molloy. Jennifer worked for them and so did Fleming. Whichever way we look at it, this has something to do with the Molloys. Cross hates them so much, he's prepared to kill them all,' Miller said.

'What's the purpose of it all? Revenge? It's unusual for somebody to wait this length of time.'

'I've never heard of somebody waiting that amount of time. Unless he was in prison,' Scott said.

'I don't think so, Tam. He was still a wanted man. That never went away. They would have run his fingerprints and we'd have found out.'

'True. So what made him crack, then?'

'That, my friend, is what I'm going to ask him when I get hold of him.'


CHAPTER 51




Robert Molloy sat at his desk on the Blue Martini going through paperwork. Sean would have taken to this stuff like a duck to water. His dead son was always a dab hand at being a businessman. They probably would have had a lot more legit businesses by now, but with Michael as his partner, it was lucky they weren't down the toilet.

Tai Lopez came in with a coffee. 'Can I get you anything to go with that, Mr. Molloy?' she said, smiling at him.

Molloy felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end for just a moment. He smiled back at her. 'I'm fine, Tai. Thank you.' 

She kept the smile in place as she left the room. Molloy looked at the door as if expecting the young woman to come running back in with a knife, but it stayed closed. He shook his head, and looked at the paperwork again, but it was all a mess. He'd have his accountant or somebody look at it all. It was all bills, not something he'd normally deal with but today was always a bad day for him.

Thinking about Sean made him think about Carol Miller. It would have been her birthday, and instead of celebrating it, she was lying in the ground. He felt frustrated and angry, knowing whoever was responsible for her death was still out there. 

Molloy felt himself getting emotional and swept the papers off the desk. The coffee cup went crashing onto the wooden floor and the door burst open. Tai rushed in. She looked around and only saw Molloy sitting at his desk, no threat anywhere to be seen.

'Are you okay, sir?' she asked.

'I'm fine, Tai. Just frustrated, that's all. Go back to your office.'

'I can have somebody clean that up.'

'Leave it. I'm not in the mood. Just leave.'

She left and closed the door behind her.

Molloy wondered how long Sienna was going to be. One of Molloy's men had been working on updating their database when he noticed somebody had hacked into their system. Fortunately, Molloy could afford the best protection, not only for himself, but for his computer system. The last thing he needed was somebody finding something they shouldn't and holding a gun to his head.

Molloy's mobile rang, the vibration mode making it dance round on his desk as if it was alive. He snatched it up. 'What?'

'We have him. You need to come now.'

'Don't do anything 'til I get there.'

Molloy picked up his desk phone. 'Tai, I need to see you again.' he hung up, and watched the snow gently falling outside, landing on the dark river, where each flake died a sudden death. The Water of Leith sounded romantic until you looked at it, and when you saw the detritus floating by, it no longer looked or sounded romantic.

A few minutes later, Tai came back into the office.

'Is Sienna back yet?'

'No, sir.'

'Get the car. We're going to George Street. You're driving.'

Tai Lopez smiled at him, and Molloy had a brief You're no longer in Kansas, Dorothy feeling. Maybe he'd get Sienna to have a private word with her, but then again, which one of them did he trust the most?


CHAPTER 52




Andy Watt was sitting on one of the chairs opposite the security guard. Kim was in the other chair, talking to the man.

'What's your name again?' she asked, as Miller and Scott came into the room.

'Clark Paterson,' the guard replied. He was a round man, who looked like he took an extra big breath when he was getting his uniform on, to suck his gut in. His hair had receded a long time ago. There was a thin sheen of sweat above his lip and he smelled of cheap Christmas cologne. 'I didn't do anything. I didn't touch her.'

'I'm DI Miller. This is DS Scott.' Watt stood up and gave Miller a seat.

'What's this? Good cop, bad cop? I get drilled by that old bastard and then you come riding into town to save the day?'

'Old bastard?' Watt said, gritting his teeth, but Miller held up a hand.

'You have to realise you're looking to be the number one suspect here,' Miller said. 'You're the only one who was here.'

'I didn't kill Andrea,' Paterson said.

'It's Andrea, is it? That's cosy. Did you try it on with her and it got out of hand, so you thought you'd give her a right old seeing to?' Scott said, sipping his coffee.

'Why don't you tell us what happened, Mr. Paterson,' Kim said, putting her coffee on the table.

'I've already told you.'

 'From the beginning. So the others can hear for themselves.'

Paterson took a deep "For fuck's sake" breath, and Miller could see the mental wheels turning. Trying to keep his story straight?

'It was about five-thirty and I was doing my rounds. I was walking back towards the room here when I got hit on the head and bundled into the cleaning cupboard.' 

'Did you get a look at him?'

'No. He hit me from behind and when I was pushed into the cupboard, I was pushed face down.'

'And you managed to free yourself,' Scott said.

'The ropes weren't that tight. I just worked at them and I finally got free.'

'How would he have gotten in?'

'The front doors are left open from around five so the paper delivery guy can drop off the papers that get put on the senior management's desks.'

Miller: 'Was there anything missing?'

'Not that I could see.'

'Nothing from the front desk? Keys? Visitor's badges?'

Paterson shook his head.

'What did you do when you got out of the cupboard?' Scott asked.

'I checked the building.'

'Did you call the police?' Miller knew the answer to this too. He took a sip of coffee again, hoping the caffeine would start to rush into his blood like it had earlier.

'No, I didn't.'

'Because you were upstairs murdering Andrea Kennedy,' Watt said.

'I didn't touch her!' Paterson said. 'I liked her a lot, but we only worked in the same building, that's as far as it went.'

'Why didn't you call us?' Miller asked.

'Because I thought I'd get fired. For letting somebody get the better of me. They could have stolen anything. I thought it was weird they didn't take anything, but I figured they might have thought it was a bank branch or something, then when they realised it wasn't, they scarpered.'

Kim: 'We're suspicious, Mr. Paterson because somebody smashed the CCTV. Even the server where the footage is stored.'

'It wasn't me.'

Miller believed him. Their murderer had slipped in with Andrea, belted the security guard, and then disabled the security footage before leaving. 'Don't go anywhere, Mr. Paterson. A patrol car will take you to the High Street station where you'll be interviewed again.'

'Do I need a lawyer?'

No, but you'll need a priest to read you the Last Rites if Michael Molloy thinks you killed his ex-wife, Miller thought. 'Only if you think you'll need one. Guilty men usually do.'

Outside in the hallway, Gibb had taken his cigarettes out and popped one out of the packet. Just holding it made him feel better. 'There's no sign of Andrea's body in the building. I want you to tell Michael Molloy his ex is dead.' 

'It would be better coming from a senior officer.'

'You were a friend of his brother, it'll be better coming from you. Wait until she's at the mortuary though; I don't want that rambling idiot coming up here.'

'I want to go and check on Julie so we'll do that and I'll get Dagger to give me a call when Andrea's taken down to Cowgate.'


CHAPTER 53




He could hear their feet hitting the stone floor as he ran to the end of the hallway. One corridor looked much the same as the other, and he was lost. Who knew what these places were like? Deep under the streets of Edinburgh, a whole world existed, one from the past.

Some of these places had been turned into tourist attractions, like Mary King's Close in the High Street. He'd taken his daughter there once, telling her it was haunted. 

He wondered if his own ghost was going to come back and haunt this place after they killed him.

Sweat was lashing off him, running down his torso, soaking into his shirt, glistening on his forehead.

It was dark down here, the only light coming from the flashlight on his phone. 

He came to a junction; left or right? He shone the light both ways, but they looked the same. He was lost, and didn't know which way to go. Left seemed the better choice, so he took that. Started running again, then stopped. The corridor turned right at ninety degrees.

He couldn't hear the footsteps anymore. Had he come the right way? No good second-guessing yourself now.

He walked round the corner and shone his light ahead. Stopped dead.

There were two men standing in the corridor, waiting for him.

He turned back. Two men were walking slowly towards him.

He took out his baton. 'Which of you bastards is going to get it first,' he said, to the approaching men.

Too late, he heard the soft-soled shoes on the stone floor behind him just before the black bag was put over his head and the fists rained down on him. Then something hard hit him on the head and he felt his knees buckling.

Then it was all over.




The water hit the man in the face and he woke up, shaking his head and gasping.

'About fucking time,' Michael Molloy said, slapping the man hard. The prisoner was tied to a chair, his hands behind his back.

'You're fucking with the law, just remember that,' Gary Davidson said, shaking his head again, trying to get the water out of his eyes, his left cheek stinging.

Robert Molloy smiled at him. 'Oh I think you lost the right to play that card a long time ago, don't you?' He nodded to Greg Sampson who was standing close by. 'Untie Detective Davidson. He's not going anywhere.'

Sampson did as he was told.

Davidson rubbed his wrists. 'I'm up to date with everything. There's no need for this.'

'Yes I know you are, but all I wanted to do was ask you if you'd heard anything about the man we're looking for.'

'This is inappropriate. Abducting a police officer. I could fuck you over for this.'

Robert laughed. 'But you won't. We have audio and visual evidence of your habits. The gambling, the whores. Imagine Standards getting a hold of that?'

'I don't know any more than you do.'

'Why don't I believe you?' Michael said.

'The whole department's running around like headless chickens.' He looked at his watch. 'I'm supposed to be working.'

'Tell them you were following up on a lead. Tell them whatever you like, but you'll leave when we're done having our conversation.' 

'Okay, have it your way.'

Robert paced around the room. 'Do you know what this room was? It was one of several high-security vaults. That was one of the reasons the bank had this building to begin with; we're deep underground, under George Street. In what was once gold storage. Now it's a place where I can talk to somebody without being disturbed.' He stopped and looked Davidson in the eyes. 'Space is not the only place nobody can hear you scream.'

'I'm not about to scream.'

'That's right, you're not. However, if you don't start doing some work for me, your wife and daughter will be brought down here and I'll make you listen to them scream.'

'You wouldn't fucking dare.'

'Call your wife, Gary,' Michael said.

'What?'

'Do it.'

Davidson took his phone out and called his wife. 'Rosie? No, nothing's wrong, I just wanted to call you.'

'What's the emergency, Gary? Is everything okay? I got really scared when that other detective called and said he'd been sent to pick up Claire.'

Davidson suddenly felt his legs begin to tremble and his whole body starting to shake. 'What did he say to you?'

'The school called first to say one of your team was there. He needed to take Claire to safety. I spoke to him but he couldn't reveal any details. Claire would be fine, but she was going to be taken to the station where she'd wait for you to pick her up. The school confirmed he'd shown his warrant card. Everything's okay, isn't it, Gary?'

Davidson cleared his throat. Felt his mouth dry. 'Yes, of course it is. Just some big-mouth making threats. He knew Claire's name, so we erred on the side of caution and sent somebody to pick her up, that's all. I'll pick her up at the station later. She's fine, and the threat was taken care of.'

'Oh, that's good. I was worried there for a bit.'

'Well, don't worry. Everything's fine. It was just protocol. I'll talk to you later.' He hung up. and felt himself shake uncontrollably. Sampson appeared with a glass of brandy. Handed it to Davidson.

'Calm yourself,' Robert said. The room was large and had no windows in it. The huge steel door was inches thick and looked like a giant safe door. It made the place feel cold.

Davidson drank some of the amber liquid. 'One of my team?'

'It would surprise you what money can buy,' Michael said. 'Like, official-looking warrant cards. My man has your daughter right now, and she's perfectly safe. In fact, she's safer than if she was going to walk home alone. There's a back-up team watching them. If you agree to my terms, she'll be dropped off back at school, with the story that the threat was neutralised. No harm, no foul. Nobody will be any the wiser.'

'I'll be the one who knows.'

'You have a choice here, Gary; you keep your eyes and ears open for us in regards to the Cross case, or the next time I send somebody to her school, there'll be a different outcome.'

Gary finished the brandy. 'I guess I have no choice.'


CHAPTER 54




Ian Powers flicked the kettle on and looked at the clock on the cooker; nearly mid-day and no work done. No problem, my fine friend, you'll get going soon. 

Powers' official job was a freelance computer programmer, but he made more money from hacking than he did by playing games. 

He'd been quite happy to do a favour for Miller; after all, he was the man who'd kept him out of prison. So he'd been happy to find the information he'd wanted, but then Powers' curiosity had got the better of him and he'd dug further. And then he'd backed out immediately. He'd closed his computer down at that point, of course. There was one thing sticking it to somebody, and there was another thing fucking with Robert Molloy. He'd read about the psycho, and vowed never to get involved there. He didn't want to spend the rest of his life eating sirloin steak through a straw.

The kettle clicked off and he poured the hot water onto the brown granules. He was about to get the milk from the fridge when there was a knock at the door. Nobody had pressed the buzzer downstairs, so it must be a neighbour. Or maybe Linda, his girlfriend, had conned her way in by buzzing another neighbour, to surprise him. 

He walked to the front door. Looked through the peep-hole. A young, blonde woman was standing looking at the door, smiling. She was wearing a black polo neck under a black leather jacket. Her hair was short, and she looked to be holding a hat.

Who was this? He asked himself. What does she want? Why don't you just open the door?

He opened the door.

'Hello,' he said, glad he hadn't decided to stay in his pyjamas all day, 'can I help you?' He smiled what he thought was his winning smile.

'Hi, my name's Carrie and I'm staying with a friend downstairs, but I've lost my key. I've tried the other neighbours, but nobody's answering. Could I use your phone? My mobile's in the house too.'

'Oh, sure.' He looked her up and down; nice figure, he thought. 'The kettle's just boiled. Would you like a coffee?' He stepped back and she took a step forward.

'That won't be necessary, Ian. I won't be staying long.' Her smile dropped, and fear shot through him, and he knew. Just knew deep down, why she was there without her actually saying so.

He made to push her out of his flat, but she was far too quick for him. She grabbed his hand, twisted it and bent it back, forcing him down onto his knees.

'Who are you?' he asked. A large man stepped into view and watched them.

'Somebody you'll never get into bed with. That is what you were thinking, isn't it? I'll get this blonde bimbo into my flat, give her a coffee, and then shag the arse off her.'

'Did you get fired from Avon or something?' he said, but blondie just bent his arm even more. He let out a yell.

'What do you want? Money? I don't have much but you can take my watch. It's only a Timex, but it's all yours.'

'I don't want your watch, and I don't want your fucking money.' She threw him down to the ground. He rolled onto his back, and she stepped forward, straddling him. He noticed the black boots, with little bits of snow round the stitching at the front. They were tucked under her black jeans and they weren't fashion items.

Powers pushed himself up. He was going to get up and give her a slap. His mother had told him to never hit a woman, but fair's fair. She nearly broke his arm. Okay, maybe not slap her, but at least tell her to fuck off, or he'd call the police. Somehow he didn't think she'd listen though. She was standing watching, smiling at Powers discomfort. She reached down and grabbed his hair, half pulling him up, wrenched his head back, bent down and looked him in the eyes.

'If you ever hack into Alamo Lettings again, I'll come back and slit your fucking throat. Please believe me when I say this.' She ran a finger across his neck, simulating a knife. 'And don't even think about going to the police with this, or we will meet again, and I promise you one thing; next time you will be fucked.'

She threw his head back, and it bumped off the floor. The man was smiling. Greg Sampson and Sienna Craig turned round and left, gently closing the door behind them.


CHAPTER 55




Miller asked Kim to drive. Julie was safely locked in her house and Kim had told her they'd all be down shortly. There had to have been a trigger point, something that set Cross off. Miller had a feeling it started with Harry Davidson. He was there at the hotel twenty-five years ago, along with Miller's father. And Colin Fleming. Now, out of the lot of them, only Jack Miller was still alive.

It was a mixture of rain and snow as they got out of the car. There was a patrol car outside Julie's house. Miller walked up to the car door, pleased to see the uniform get out before he got there or saw who it was.

'You guys can go have a break now. We're going inside.'

'Thanks, sir. The relief car will be here in half an hour.'

'Good job. Now off you go and get some lunch.' 

Scott was on his phone at the door. 'I didn't want to spook her,' he said, cutting the call.

A minute later, Julie came down and opened the door. 'Hi. What's happening?' She smiled at them.

They all stepped inside. 'There's been another murder, Julie.'

She was silent for a moment. 'Just like the others?'

Miller nodded. 

'Who is it?'

Miller looked at Scott, as if he was asking for permission before telling her. 'It was Michael Molloy's ex-wife.'

She looked shocked. 'Well, we know what the connection is, that's for sure.' They went upstairs.

'Hey, how are you doing?' Kim said.

'Bored out of my skull. I should get back to the mortuary. They'll be needing me.'

'Take it easy,' Kim said. 'The doc said rest.'

'I've rested enough.'

Miller looked at her. 'Kim's right. They're still processing the scene. She won't be taken to the mortuary until later on, then I'll have the thankless job of telling Michael Molloy. Not yet though.'

She relaxed a bit. 'I have to go back to work tomorrow though.'

Kim looked at Miller. 'I can take Julie to work. She won't be alone. Then I'll pick her up again and won't leave her side.'

'I'd feel safer there. I know he won't be coming back here, but at least it would get me out for a bit.'

Miller looked at Scott. This wasn't a random attack. How do we tell her we know for sure? 'Just think about it for the rest of the day. See how you feel later.'

'I need to talk to you about something, Frank. In private.'

Miller looked at the other two.

'I'll start making the soup,' Scott said.

'I'll help,' Kim said, and they went through to the kitchen.

'I wanted you to hear it from me first,' Julie started saying, 'before you heard it second-hand. This is my last week at the mortuary. I'm leaving, Frank.'

Miller looked shocked. 'Leaving? Where are you going?'

'I applied for a job in London and I got it. I gave my notice at the end of the month.'

'And I'm just hearing about it now?'

She put a hand on his arm. 'I didn't want you to try and talk me out of it. I need to do this. There are so many bad memories for me here in Edinburgh. I hope you understand.'

'Where are you going to live? Do you have a job?'

'Yes, I'm going to be working in St. Luke's Hospital mortuary. I already have a flat lined up, somewhere to live until I sell this place.'

'When are you leaving?'

'Saturday. The removal men are coming next Monday for my stuff and an estate agent's going to start the selling process.'

'That's only a few days away.'

'I know, Frank, but I thought it was for the best.'

Miller stood silently for a moment, taking it all in. 'You're going to be all on your own down there.'

'I'll make new friends. You can come down and visit me, if you like.'

He gave her a hug. 'Of course I'll come.' 

Miller couldn't help feeling he'd just lost another member of his family.
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DCS Elliot stood at the front of the room, foaming at the mouth. Miller knew the shit would soon trickle down to his level, and then he'd have to kick some arse. Elliot was bleating on about clear-up rates, and how these murders were going to fuck up everything for the next fiscal year, and it was only February. 

'I'm going to hand you over to Harvey Levitt.' He indicated for the psychologist to step up.

Levitt held up his hands as the voices started to chatter. 'Thank you ladies and gentlemen. I was asked to give my input. Let me tell you, we have an angry person out there.

'Killing somebody's bad enough, but to then disembowel them takes a lot of rage. Be warned: when we get near this guy, be careful. He won't hesitate to kill any one of you.' He took a deep breath, and let it out slowly. 'Today, we found Andrea. The speed with which Cross is killing is phenomenal. He's certainly heading for his Crash Point. I've a feeling he's going to be like a Special Ops team; in, out and away before anybody knows what's going on. It seems he's on a mission, killing people who were associated with Michael Molloy at some point. We don't know who – if anybody – is next on his list, but if he's working to an agenda, then he's about to run out of steam very fast.'

A hand went up from Hazel Carter. 'Why the difference now? Why doesn't he take his time like two years ago?'

'Good question, Sergeant. It's not an exact science, but we can learn from the past. Let me answer your question with a question; you wake up in the middle of the night and you smell smoke. You realise the house is on fire. You have to get out. You have time to maybe pull on a pair of jeans, maybe grab your laptop. You don't go around the house grabbing other things. Why not?'

Hazel thought about it for a second. 'You need to get out or you're going to die.'

Levitt pointed at her. 'Correct. You don't have the luxury of time. You're not just in a hurry, you're desperate. Time's not on your side. You know you don't want to run outside naked. Your laptop has important information on it, and it's right there in its bag next to your bed. So you grab it on the way out. What you don't do is go around the house looking for stuff. You don't have time. 

'Our killer doesn't have time. Before, he was controlling the time frame. Now he knows he doesn't have the luxury of time, for some reason.' He paused for breath. 'I helped track down a killer who was dying of cancer. He only had weeks left to live, and was angry at the world, so he wanted to take out his revenge on it before he died. Maybe you could check terminally ill patients who had a connection to Molloy. Maybe it's somebody with a court appearance due and he knows he's going away for a long time.'

Detectives started scribbling in their notebooks.

'Whatever it is, ladies and gentlemen, I think our friend will be done shortly. Nobody can keep up this pace. If I was a betting man, I'd say by this time next week, it'll all be done and dusted. We'll either have him in custody or we'll not see him again for a very long time, if at all.' 

He stepped away, and the chatter began. Elliot indicated to Miller he wanted a word in Miller's office. 'You can come too, Harvey.'

'What's going on, Frank?' he said, closing the door behind him. He sat down across from Miller and let out a sigh while Levitt stood.

Elliot was in his late fifties, a career copper who'd risen through the ranks before politics had taken over. 

'Raymond Cross is out of control. We're trying everything to nail him, but it's not easy,' Miller said.

'This is getting out of hand. The penguins sitting down in Holyrood are flapping their wings. We've had nearly the whole annual murder rate in the space of three days. What the fuck's going on?'

'If I may, Chief Superintendent,' Levitt said, with a smile. 'This is one of the hardest cases I've ever worked on, either here or back in the States. The team are working hard, but this guy's very clever.'

'I know that, Dr. Levitt; we haven't caught the fucker yet.'

Levitt kept smiling. 'Raymond Cross is very clever. Smart enough to make up an elaborate clue to leave for Frank to lead him into a trap in Lamb's House. Even though he must be exhausted, he's driven by pure hatred, and that's some motivation. That, combined with his cunning, means he's already planned all his moves and the only way we're going to get him is if he slips up.'

'Do we have a list of the people who were at the hotel the night Moira Kennedy was murdered?'

'We're tracking them down, but a lot of them aren't around.'

'What about where Cross lived when he was arrested?' Elliot asked.

'Hermiston Court,' Miller answered.' It was one of the four tower blocks that were demolished up at Sighthill a few years ago.'

Elliott shook his head. 'How's Julie Davidson?'

'She's scared. She wants to go back to work tomorrow, so we're going to let her. She'll have her colleagues there, and she'll be taken to work and picked up again, so she won't be alone. I don't think it's a good idea, but she insists.'

'There's nothing we can do to stop her. We can only advise her. I'll get the patrols increased round there.' He paused. 'Do you think this is connected with what's going on, or a random attack?'

'I think you know the answer to that already, sir.'

'I was worried you'd say that.' Elliot left the office.

'Thanks for having my back, Harvey.'

'No problem. I thought Elliot needed it spelling out that we're not dealing with an ordinary killer here.'

Miller's mobile phone rang.

'Hello?'

'Hello, Frank. I heard our friend's been at his capers again.'

It was Neil McGovern.
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Miller thought about Neil McGovern's words, as he and Tam drove up the High Street. He'd told Kim they'd pick her up later. The afternoon was dull and freezing cold, and his face felt numb. He'd received the call from the mortuary as they left the office; Andrea Kennedy was with the pathologists.

'I want a quick word with Norma Banks, Tam.'

'Anything I should know about?'

Miller thought about it for a moment. He trusted Tam more than he'd ever trusted anybody in his life. 'Listen, mate, I'm going to tell you something, and it needs to stay in this car.'

'That goes without saying.'

Miller turned into Chambers Street. Pulled onto the single yellow. Stopped the car and looked at Scott. 'Neil McGovern's still alive.' Turned the engine off and popped the police sign on the dash.

'Is this a wind-up?'

'I wish it was, Tam.'

Scott looked out the window, and then back at Miller. 'How do you know?'

'I spoke to him.' Miller filled him in on Kim being McGovern's daughter and how she thought he was dead. 'I didn't want to say anything at the hospital, but I didn't think McGovern was dead.'

'This is getting complicated, Frank. What are we doing here?'

'I want to see if Banks knows.'

Scott opened the door. 'Okay, let's go and see what she has to say for herself.'

Just thinking about McGovern made Miller question his own sanity. 

The Procurator Fiscal's office was located within the new court complex. Miller and Scott showed their warrant cards to the security men at the front entrance and made their way up the stairs. Miller felt cold, not just on the outside. 

They passed through the security scanner before being allowed into the office reception, where more security men were waiting.

'I'd like a minute with Norma Banks, please,' he said, to the receptionist.

'I'll see if she's available.' A phone call later, and the two detectives were being led through to one of the offices in the back.

'Frank. Good to see you again. Detective Scott. Have a seat.'

Miller and Scott sat down opposite the woman, and looked around the room. It was large, with files piled up on the floor in a corner.

'What brings you here, Frank?'

'I wanted to ask you a few questions about your husband, that's all.'

'Ask away.' 

'I was wondering why the Home Office sent two pathologists to Airdrie to perform the autopsy on McGovern.'

Norma rocked back in her chair. 'How did you find that out?'

'I went to the State Hospital and spoke to somebody.'

'It's protocol. Is there a problem?'

'I just wondered why, that's all.' He looked at her. 'Have you seen a copy of the post mortem?' Miller asked.

'No I haven't. I don't need to; the hospital's not in my jurisdiction.'

'Have you seen your husband's body?'

'What's this about, Frank?'

'I was wondering if you'd actually seen him.'

'No I haven't.'

'Where's he now?'

'Frank, I shouldn't be discussing this with you, you know that.'

'This doesn't make sense.'

'It does make sense.' She took a drink of her coffee and looked at him over the rim of her cup. 'I know it must be hard, Frank, but McGovern's dead and gone.'

Except Miller knew he wasn't. 'You came to me, remember? You sent your daughter to work with me, and now you're keeping things from me.' He could see her cheeks turn red, as if he'd touched a nerve.

Scott sat uncomfortably.

'Maybe we should be having this chat in private,' Norma said.

'Why? We already told Tam, McGovern wasn't responsible for killing Harry. I trust him with my life.'

'Praise indeed,' she said.

'So why don't we cut to the chase and you tell me you know your husband isn't dead.'

Norma's eyes were as hard as ice. She put her cup down on the desk. 'I love my daughter more than anything. Cross thinks Neil's dead, and that way, he'll stay away from my family. It has to stay that way. Neil's been working in the background, conducting a parallel investigation. We can't let anybody know he's still alive.'

'I've spoken to him. We met in Warriston cemetery when I was visiting my wife's grave.'

'He's not getting very far, Frank. I'm sorry for the deception, but we need your help. You were close to Harry. The killer's coming after you. Maybe we'll get him.'

'Or maybe he'll kill Frank and we'll still be running in circles,' Scott said.

'People are still dying. Cross has to be stopped any way we can stop him.'

Miller stood up, and Scott followed his lead. 'Anything else you're keeping from me?'

Norma shook her head. 'Nothing. You know it all now. Well, everything I can discuss with you.'

Miller didn't like the sound of that, but said nothing.

Outside, the wind was sinking its teeth in.  

'Come on, let's go and get Kim and I'll tell Michael Molloy his ex-wife's dead.'

'Talk about lighting the blue touch paper.'

'If Molloy gets to Cross first, the Edinburgh tax payers won't have to worry about footing the bill for a trial.'
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Miller pulled up in front of Molloy's club in George Street. He and Scott had picked up Kim on the way. He thought about his friend again. Sean Molloy, youngest son of one of Edinburgh's biggest gangsters. And they were friends. Who'd have thought it? Professional Standards went apeshit, telling Miller he'd be booted out of the force, but Sean had no connections to his father, and they'd grown up together. Miller's saving grace had been him agreeing to keep his ears open, and report back to his station commander if he heard anything about Robert Molloy. The brass had turned the situation from being an embarrassment to a potential goldmine. Miller had agreed, but privately, he thought they could all go and fuck themselves. 

He'd told Sean.

'They want me to spy on you, Sean,' he'd said one night in the pub.

'What? They'd stoop that low?' Sean was easy-going, far different from his older psycho brother, Michael. 

'Believe it, my friend.'

This was back in the day when Miller felt relaxed going out to the pub. His wife was back home doing her own thing, work was good and Carol knew all about Sean. Had met him many times and they liked each other. This night though, there was a dark cloud hanging over them.

'What did you tell them, Frank?'

Miller looked his friend in the eyes. 'I told them I would, of course.'

Sean laughed and clapped his friend on the shoulder. 'And of course you aren't. Why else would you be telling me?'

Miller had smiled. 'I'll tell them what they want to hear. Or rather, what they don't want to hear.'

Their bond just got tighter. Thanks to the brass at Lothian and Borders.

Sean Molloy and Frank Miller had known each other since high school, and he still missed his friend. He remembered the laughs, backing each other up when a fight went down and double-dating a couple of girls in fourth year. 

He closed his eyes for a moment, feeling himself being overwhelmed. First Carol dying, then Sean. If there was one time in his life he needed Carol by his side, it was at Sean Molloy's funeral. So he was there on his own. Standing in the cold, watery sun, letting the wind blow through his jacket as if it was Sean himself saying goodbye.

He brought himself back to the present. 'Come on, Tam, let's get this over with,' Miller said, getting out of the car.

Glen Sampson wasn't in the club this time. It was another suit. Shaved head, just like Sampson. Miller wondered if they went to the same barber and got a group discount.

This time, Miller walked past with Scott and Kim without a fuss.

'So much for their security,' Scott said.

'I'm sure the doorman will be mopping out toilets tonight, for not paying attention.'

They stopped at the foot of the stairs. 'Listen, if Molloy's in here, it might be better if I tell him alone. That way he can be a buffer when we talk to his son. If either of them are here.'

'And if he's not alone and Michael goes mental?'

'Wait in the bar and give me a heads-up if any of those wankers come up here in force. And "keep your eyes peeled" doesn't mean start getting blootered. Keep your eyes on him, Kim.'

'I'm sure they're watching us on CCTV,' she said.

'You'd think.' Miller watched, as Scott and Kim walked away. Then he walked upstairs to Robert Molloy's office.

'You took your time,' Molloy said, from behind his desk. 'I was watching you on the camera. Where are your two buddies?'

'I sent them to the bar.' Miller walked over to Molloy's drinks cabinet. Held up the decanter. Molloy shook his head. Miller poured himself a small measure then sat opposite Molloy.

'Is that what you came here for? To offer me my own whisky?'

Miller smiled. 'No. I'm the bearer of bad news.'

'Don't tell me they've caught you dipping your hand in the evidence locker?'

'Fuck you.' 

'Well, what have you come to accuse me of doing now?'

'I've known you a long time. Just like my old man has. Sean and I grew up together. He was the best friend I ever had. Despite his name being Molloy, he didn't let that stop him in life.'

Molloy looked at Miller. 'He always thought highly of you, Frank. He thought more of you than his own brother.'

'Sometimes that's the way.' Miller sat and thought about the man he'd regarded as the brother he never had.
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Sean Molloy grew up with Frank Miller after they became friends at high school. As an adult, Sean was well aware of what his family was like, and managed to stay away from them, from their influences. He always had time for his father, however, showing the old man respect. They had lunch once a month and that seemed to be enough for Robert.

Sean started his own corporate security and limo company with a bank loan. He didn't want help from his father. He wanted to stand on his own two feet. What he didn't know about was the attempt to scupper his business before it had a chance to gain a foothold in the community. Some wannabe from West Lothian had a similar business, and thought Sean Molloy was stepping on his toes.

Most nights, Sean would work late. The drivers could be trusted to bring the limos back in one piece and lock up, but it was always late evening when Sean was alone. 

Miller didn't know if it was fate or what, but he'd asked Sean if he felt like going for a pint one night. He'd pick him up, and then he'd drop his car off and they could catch up. He hadn't seen his friend in a while, and Sean had readily agreed.

Miller could see the smoke before he got to the industrial site. As he drew closer, he could see the flames licking out of the roof of Sean's warehouse. After calling treble nine, Miller tried to enter the building, but was beaten back by the heat. He looked in through the office window on the ground floor and saw Sean tied to a chair, rocking back and forth, trying to free himself.

Miller drove his car through the far side of the office, jumped out and cut Sean free. His friend was injured after being beaten, so Miller threw him onto the back seat of his car and reversed out just before an explosion took out half the warehouse and all the office area.

'Bloody hell, Sean. Who did you upset?' Miller said, watching as the Newcraighall fire crews arrived. It would be ten more minutes before back-up from other stations arrived.

Miller's car was a write-off, but Sean was alive.

The ambulance took him to the Royal, where they treated him for smoke inhalation, broken ribs and various cuts and bruises.

Robert Molloy arrived as Miller was leaving the hospital. Sean had been admitted. Molloy stopped Miller in the corridor, speaking quietly with him when nobody was about.

'I heard what you did for my boy. I won't forget this, Frank. A friend of mine owns a dealership. He'll set you up with a new motor.'

'Yeah, and Standards would be breathing down my neck. Don't worry, it was insured.'

'Anyway, as I said, I won't forget it.'

Two weeks later, a businessman from West Lothian was found dead in the remains of his mansion after an electrical fire burned it to the ground. It was ruled an accident.

After that night, Molloy Limos and Security flourished. Nobody ever tried to burn down the premises again.

Sean Molloy started making decent money. Wanted Miller to join him. Frank thanked him, but turned him down. Miller used the limos a couple of times, once when he'd taken Carol out for her birthday. Sean celebrated with them later. Miller wanted him to be the Godfather now he and Carol were trying to have kids; Sean agreed. Miller told him it wouldn't be long, hopefully. Sean laughed and told him he'd still be there.

He wasn't.

A year later, Sean Molloy was dead.

The cancer wasn't detected at first. It started with a cough. Just a tickle that got worse. Sean hated doctors, and wouldn't go and see about it. He had a live-in girlfriend by this time – Liz - and she pestered him to go and see about it. He didn't. The cough stopped. Sean told her she'd worried about nothing.

Then the tiredness hit him. He couldn't get out of bed at first, then it was a struggle. Miller came round to see him one day, and couldn't believe Sean had lost so much weight. Sean struggled to get out of bed, and when Miller helped him, Sean collapsed. Miller called for an ambulance. Went with Sean to the Royal. The new one this time. Sean told the doctor on duty he had some back pain. They took a portable x-ray of his chest. Meanwhile, Miller called Robert Molloy.

When Miller went to see him the next day, Robert Molloy was there. For the first time ever, Miller saw Molloy as an old man. His eyes were red. He'd been crying. Miller saw him waiting outside in the corridor, looking out the windows that looked down onto a courtyard.

'How's Sean?' Miller had asked quietly.

Robert Molloy looked at Miller. 'Dying,' he said, simply, and held onto Miller. Cried his heart out without shame. Miller held him.

Then the crying stopped and Molloy wiped his eyes. 'If it was Michael in there, I'd be sad, but it wouldn't hurt as much.' He looked Miller in the eyes. 'Sean was the good son. I loved him more than I love life. If I could trade places, I would, in a fucking heartbeat.'

'What's the diagnosis?' Miller asked. Then rain hit the glass, gently at first, then a downpour. Driven by a wind. It was an image he'd never gotten out of his mind.

'Stage four lung cancer. It's spread to his liver and his bones.'

'Fuck me,' Miller said, quietly. 'Sean never smoked in his life.'

Molloy shook his head. 'It's genetic, apparently. I might have it and not know. Michael might have it. Their mother died of a brain aneurysm but as far as we could tell, she didn't have cancer.'

'I'm so sorry, Molloy.' Miller stood awkwardly for a moment. 'I'd like to see him, if that's okay with you.'

Molloy looked at him again. 'You saved my little boy's life. You're the one who went into a burning building and saved him, nobody else. He said you were like a brother to him, the brother he never had. Not like the one he's got. Of course you can go and see him.'

They went into the room. Sean Molloy was on morphine. A tube came out the side of his chest, and a urine-coloured liquid ran down a clear hose to a plastic container with measurements marked on the side. 

Sean was awake, but Miller didn't know if his friend recognised him at first.

'Frank,' he said, his voice low. 'Thanks for coming.'

'Good to see you, buddy.' He sat at the side of the bed. Miller had a "Get Well Soon" card in his inside pocket, but kept it there. He'd kept it with private papers ever since and never opened it.

'Here's me lying in bed when there's so much to do.' He tried to laugh and coughed.

The room was quite big, with its own toilet, and a small wash-hand basin outside the door to the toilet. Miller noticed a vase of flowers, and wished he'd brought some. He'd bring some next time.

'I always said you were a lazy bastard,' Miller said, and smiled. He held his friend's hand. Sean smiled and gave a brief laugh.

Miller turned to look at Molloy. 'Where's Liz?' he asked, quietly.

'I sent her home. She's a basket case. I have somebody looking after her. I told her she could come back when she gets some rest.'

Miller looked back at his friend. 'Don't worry, buddy, you'll soon be up and about.'

Sean smiled weakly. 'It doesn't feel like it. I think I have some kind of chest infection. That drain thing is a pain.'

Miller stood up. 'You get some rest now. I'll come back later, Sean. See how you're doing.'

'Okay, buddy. We'll get a pint as soon as I get out of here.' Sean's voice was hoarse, as if he merely had a cold and not lung cancer. Miller walked out of the ward, the last time he'd ever see his friend alive.

Back out in the corridor, Robert Molloy shook Miller's hand. 'Thanks for coming, Frank.'

'You don't have to thank me. Sean's my friend.'

He turned and walked away, halted by Molloy calling to him. There was nobody else within earshot. 'One more thing; if you ever tell anybody we hugged in the Royal Infirmary, I'll have your legs broken.' He smiled at Miller.

'Fuck off, Molloy,' Miller said, smiling and shaking his head. He walked out into the pouring rain.


CHAPTER 60




'So, are you going to tell me what's up?' Robert Molloy said.

Miller could feel the heat building up in Molloy's office. Wished he had time for a beer. 'I have some bad news.'

Molloy looked at him. 'So you said. Go on.'

'Andrea was murdered this morning.'

'What?' 

'She was found murdered in her office.' He didn't elaborate on the state she was found in.

Molloy looked at him. 'Is it linked to the others?'

Miller nodded. 'She's been taken to the mortuary. We'll have to get Michael down there to make a formal ID as she doesn't have any other next-of-kin. So I've been told. Where is he?'

Molloy shrugged. 'Out fucking about somewhere.'

'How well did Michael get on with her?'

'He still loved her. He let her live rent-free in one of the properties at South Gyle. They were always going out together. They got on better than they did when they were married.'

'Do you know if she had any problems with anybody?'

Molloy shook his head. 'Are you kidding me? If anybody gave her a problem, Michael would've stopped that in a second.'

'You know I have to ask this, but do you know where Michael was around six this morning?'

'Yes. Here with me. We had a late night last night. With a group of people. He didn't leave to go home until around eight a.m. A driver took him home.'

'Can't keep up with you, Molloy?'

'You know what youngsters are like nowadays.'

'I'll have to get some people round to talk to the witnesses.'

'I'll arrange to have some of them talk to your people.'

'They're not going to be the real witnesses, are they?' Miller looked at the older man.

'Of course not. But believe me, if I thought the little bastard had killed Andrea, I'd have his balls cut off and have him thrown in Leith Docks. Tell you some guff about a rival doing it. I loved Andrea too. She was a sweet woman.'

Miller knew if Molloy found Cross first, he'd be found in Leith Docks with his balls cut off. Which would cause him no end of problems. 'Maybe you could have a word with him. Break the bad news.'

'I'll do that.'

'Now that it's just you and me, and nobody else listening, why don't you just tell me what the hell Fleming was doing in your hotel? Maybe it'll help us catch whoever killed Andrea.'

'If I do and I ever find out you were wired...' The threat was implied if not quite spoken.

'Piss off, Molloy. I could've got to you through Sean, but I told him about their plan upstairs, and we had a laugh about it. There was no way I was doing that. And I give you my word, I'm not wired. I'm not asking you to incriminate yourself, just help me out here.'

'I was being blackmailed by Cross. He said he had some proof Michael killed Moira Kennedy. It was pish because Michael didn't kill her. He wanted a hundred thousand, or the proof would get mailed to the press and anybody else he could think of. So we sent Fleming along to deal with him, and a bag of money to lure him. Seems Fleming couldn't handle himself like we thought he could. He died, and the money was taken.'

'He knew you'd send Fleming along to do your dirty work. He set a trap for him and stole your money.'

'I don't suppose I'll ever see it again.'

'I wouldn't bet on it.' He'd placed his hand on the door handle when Molloy spoke.

'Do you think you'll catch this guy, Miller?'

Miller turned round. 'Either that, or he'll catch us.'
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Outside, the temperature had dropped, and a snow flurry had kicked in. Dusk had descended. Miller called Julie when they got in the car.

'How are you doing?' he asked her.

'I'm okay. Nothing eventful happened. Don't get upset, but I popped into work to let them know I'm coming back tomorrow.'

Miller felt his heart beating faster. 'You need to be careful, Julie.' He heard her give a short laugh.

'I know, Frank. I'm being careful. I just needed to get out of the house for a little while.'

'You're still at the mortuary?'

'Yes. I hate being off work.' He heard the rustle of her jacket. 'What have you been up to?'

'Talking to Robert Molloy. He's going to break the news to his son about Andrea Kennedy.'

'You need to be careful as well.'

'I know.' They were stopped at a traffic light. 'Well, why don't I order some Chinese in? I have Tam and Kim with me.'

'Sounds good.'

He looked at Scott and Kim and they both nodded.

'We'll order Chinese from a carry out place I know down in Stockbridge.'

'I'm almost done here. I'll see you in a wee while.' Julie hung up. 

Miller dialled Jack's number. 

When McGovern called him earlier, he told Miller he had to look deeper into the Cross case. Had they missed something? Miller wanted to go through his father's old notes. Jack kept a file at home, some of his old case files, or copies of them at least. He wondered if Jack would mind if he had a look at them. 

His call to Jack went to voicemail. He called the house phone, but it went to the answer machine. 'Jack's not answering his phone.'

Scott turned into the North Bridge. The Balmoral Hotel on their right was lit up. Scott took the next right into the High Street. Parked round in Cockburn Street.

'Why don't I drive down to Stockbridge now and pick it up?' Scott said.

'The traffic's heavy.'

'So? By the time we phone it in and the driver delivers it, we could be finished and you could be doing the dishes.'

Miller smiled. 'Fucking dishes. Paper plates in my place, Tam. Good idea, though. Tell me what you want, I'll call it in and it'll be waiting for you. Although, since we're up here, go to the one in Dundas Street, it's quicker.' He gave Scott money for the food. 'I'll see if Jack's in, and if he is and wants something, I'll text you.'

'Okay, boss. Kim can come and give me a hand to carry the stuff.'

'Sure, I'll come with you,' she said.

The flat was in darkness. Charlie came running along the hall to meet him. Miller put a light on and petted him. The cat followed him into the kitchen, and walked round Miller's legs, rubbing his head on his trousers. His bowl was empty. 

Miller fed him, changed the water bowl. Went back down the hall to pick up the mail. No answer from Jack's mobile. Where the hell was he? It wasn't like his old man to forget about the cat. One of them was always coming home to feed him.

He went into the living room, followed by Charlie. The cat sat and licked a paw then used it to wash his face. If only life was that simple for Miller. He switched a lamp on and called his father again. It went to voicemail once more.

'Jack, you forgot to feed Charlie. Are you coming back tonight? Call me.'

He told himself he was annoyed with his father for not feeding the cat, but deep down, he was starting to get worried about him.

He went over to Jack's filing cabinet. It was unlocked, and Miller opened it. He crouched down, going through the files in the bottom drawer, pulling the yellow files towards him, trying to read Jack's scrawl on the little labels.

He sensed somebody behind him before he heard him. Jack had been in the bathroom and didn't hear his phone, he thought.

It wasn't Jack.


CHAPTER 62




Michael Molloy paced around his office like he was trying to wear out the carpet. 'Andrea's dead? How could this happen?' he shouted. Tears were streaming down his face. 'Oh this is not fucking happening. It can't be.' He clenched his fists and felt his body go taut, feeling a sense of panic rise inside.

Robert Molloy was sitting on the leather settee on the far side of the office, holding a glass of whisky in one hand. Now was the time for the twelve year old malt. 'He's obviously out to get us.' 

'You brought Cross on board. You said he was sound. Yet, he killed Moira. Now he's killed Andrea, the one woman in my life I cared about.'

'And who's the one who always said he was innocent? I believe that was you Michael.'

'I thought he was. I thought he was in the room with us when we were partying. Now I'm not so sure. If he was innocent, why's he killing people we know?' 

'I wish I knew.'

Michael held his hands out. 'The cops know nothing. They don't know where Cross is. They don't have a clue. So Cross is walking about, killing anybody who takes his fancy. And what about Miller? He might look like a dumbo, but he's got more than two brain cells. He's going to figure things out. He already knows Fleming was at the hotel to meet Cross. He'll connect us to it.'

'He knows it's my hotel, so he knows we're already connected.' He didn't want to tell his son he'd already told Miller why Fleming was there.

'He doesn't know we sent Fleming there that night.' Michael said, sitting down. 

Robert got up and poured himself more whisky. 'Sunday night was a mistake. We all know that. We won't make that mistake again.'

'Are you sure you didn't send somebody round to smack that pathologist woman?' Michael asked.

'Of course I'm sure! You think I pick people at random and send somebody to their house? Are you daft or something?'

He looked at his father. 'I need to break somebody's kneecaps right now. Who do we know who's been pissing us off lately?'

Robert Molloy shook his head. 'Forget about it. I know we're all feeling it just now, but you need to focus. Right now, I'm preparing a nice, long session with Raymond Cross when we get hold of him. I'm going to have somebody rip him apart.'

Michael wiped at the tears on his cheeks. 'I want to watch.'

'You'll get your chance, Son. Don't worry.'


CHAPTER 63




The lamp smashed into the side of Miller's head, knocking him off his feet. The room went dark as he landed on his side. Instinct told him to roll, like he would if he were caught in a fight outside. His living room had more obstacles than a bar, namely the couch. He rolled sideways into it. The figure who'd hit him with the lamp was silhouetted against the light in the hall. Miller saw movement, saw the glint of the knife as it came down towards him. He moved his head as the blade neared his face. The knife sliced into the side of the couch.

Charlie jumped onto the TV stand and ran behind the TV.

Raymond fucking Cross is in your flat! His mind screamed. Knife. Control it. Keep it away from your body. All the commands he'd learnt in training were coming back to him. He was at a distinct disadvantage, lying down while this guy was on his feet, trying to stick him.

Well, get him off his fucking feet! Miller kicked out, hard, catching Cross on the side of the leg. Then the rules changed. 

Cross brought out a gun. Pointed it right at Miller's face. A Sig Sauer 9 mm. Miller stared at where the face should be and saw only a black mask with eye holes. There was nothing that stuck out.

'Go ahead.' Miller heard his own voice, but it sounded strange to him.

Cross merely walked over to the file Miller had taken out, took the papers from it and shoved them into an inside pocket of the short jacket. All the time keeping the gun steady.

He backed towards the living room door. Held up the fingers of his left hand. Put his index finger to his lips. Shhhh.

Then he left.

The message was clear: keep quiet for five minutes or I'll shoot you.

Where the hell did he get the gun? How did he get in here? Had he been waiting and then jumped out?

All those questions were going through his mind as he picked up his mobile phone. 'Tam? Raymond Cross was in here. Attacked me! If you're still nearby, can you swing back, but don't approach! He's armed. Just see if you can spot him.' Miller was on his feet now. Looking out the living room window just in case. 'He's wearing a short, black jacket. He had a ski mask on but that will be off now. Just have a look, but be careful. I'm going to call control.'

'Okay, mate but you be fucking careful. We'll be back in a minute.'

Miller hung up. Called control.Requested ARU back-up but knew Cross would be away before the 4x4 got here. Unless it happened to be around the corner, which it probably wasn't.

He put his hand to the side of his head. It felt warm and wet. Blood. Tried calling Jack again. This time the call was answered.

'Dad, don't worry but Cross attacked me in the flat.'

'Are you alright? Where are you now?'

'I'm still here. Help's on its way. Where are you?'

'At a friend's house. I'll be right there.'

'No. Stay where you are. I don't want you near here just now. Can you stay overnight?'

'Frank, I'm not ten. I'm not hiding from that bastard. I'm fifty-five years old, not seventy-five. I'll be home later. Just watch your back.'

'I'll be fine. Tam's coming.'

'That bastard. If I get my hands on him, I'll wring his fucking neck. Me and the boys have a nice wee plan lined up for the bastard if we get him first.'

Which probably included smashing beer bottles over his head, Miller thought, but kept it to himself.

'Don't put yourself in danger, Jack.'

'Okay, Son. Call me if you need me. Otherwise, I'll see you later.'

A few minutes later, Scott and Kim came bursting into the flat. 'Fucking hell, what happened, Frank?' Scott said.

Miller told them.

'Let's get that looked at,' Kim said.

'Did you see the bastard, Tam?'

Scott shook his head. 'Sorry, there were so many people with dark jackets on.' Kim went through to the kitchen and soaked a towel. Pressed it to Miller's head. 

'Hold that there and I'll call for an ambulance.'

'I'm fine, Kim. Control are sending one with the ARU.'

Miller sat on the settee and took hold of the towel. Six minutes later, sirens filled the street. The ARU officers came in, locked and loaded. Followed by two ambulance paramedics, after the flat was clear. 'It's just superficial,' one of the ambulance crew said. 'Maybe best to have it seen to.'

'If it's just a small cut, I'll be okay,' Miller said.

'It won't even need stitches, but if you start to feel dizzy or sick, you need to have it checked out right away. It could be concussion.'

'I don't think that'll be necessary. It was a cheap lamp.' 

'This is one of the times when being cheap paid off,' Scott said. 

Just then, Paddy Gibb came in, after clearing it with the ARU guys.

'God help us all, Frank, what the hell's been going on?' He looked at the broken lamp.

'Raymond Cross was here. He attacked me.'

'Fuck me,' he said. 

'He had a gun pointed right at me, and he took some of my dad's old files. I think that's what he was after.'

The paramedic stood up. 'We'll get going. Remember, dizzy or sick, go to the A&E.'

'I will, thanks.'

'What was in the files?' Gibb asked.

'My dad had some old files on Cross from way back. That's what I had out to look at, and that's what he took.'

'I wonder why he didn't shoot you?' Scott asked.

'He tried to stab me, but I fought back. That's when he brought out the gun. Maybe he figured he wouldn't be able to stab me, and firing the gun would bring him a lot of attention.'

'That makes sense,' Gibb said. 'You need to have a talk with Jack about those files. Did you see what was in them?'

'No. I'll ask him later. He's with his pals just now.' Miller had a strange feeling in his gut.

Charlie cowered behind the TV. 'The cat's scared,' he said. 'He doesn't like strangers too much.' Yet he took to Kim right away.

Kim walked over to the TV and talked to the cat like somebody might talk to a baby. He came round to see her, rubbing his head on her hand. She scratched his chin and he started purring.

'He likes you,' Miller said, wondering if Charlie missed Carol. 

'He was scared, that's all.'

He needed to ask McGovern if he'd been armed the night Harry died, and whether he still had the gun, if he had been. He had a feeling he knew what McGovern was going to tell him. That Raymond Cross took it off him and was running about with the fucking thing now.

Gibb left the flat. The ARU guys stayed and a short while later, Maggie Parks came in with some team members. 'We're going to dust for prints and have a scout around, if that's okay, Frank.'

'Yeah, that's fine.'

Kim put Charlie onto the back of the couch where he settled down. His big scratching post, Jack called it.

'I wonder what was so important in those files Cross took?' Scott asked.

'I don't know, but Jack was always fannying about with them.' 

There was something niggling away at the back of Miller's mind, something he was trying to grab hold of, but it kept slipping away. They heard a commotion outside in the hall, and one of the ARU guys arguing with somebody. 

'I'm family!' they heard a woman scream. Next thing, Julie Davidson came rushing into the living room, closely followed by the armed officer, who looked like he only needed the slightest excuse.

'She's okay,' Miller told the officer, who looked disappointed he hadn't opened fire.

'Are you alright?' She took her red jacket off, the melting snow running off onto his carpet. Charlie jumped off the couch and went running across to her. 'Hey, baby!' she said, picking the cat up. Charlie rubbed his face on her chin. Julie forgot about Miller for a moment.

'I'm fine, Julie,' Miller answered, though he wasn't sure she'd heard him.

She looked at him, still holding the cat, who seemed perfectly comfortable in her arms. 'You look awful. What happened?'

He gave her a brief rundown. Emphasising Cross only got away because he had a gun.

'You poor thing.' She put the cat down. Her composure started to crumble. 'When I heard, it brought back memories of my dad.' She sat down in a chair. 'Do you really think it was Cross?'

Miller nodded. The cat came over to him and rubbed his legs before going back to Julie. 'Yes, I think it was the guy who killed Harry.'

'What does he want? To kill us all? First my dad, now you. Is he going to go through my whole family?' Full on tears now. Miller went over and sat on the arm of the chair and put his arm around her.

'It'll be fine, Julie. I think he wanted something my dad had, and now he's got it. He won't be back to bother us.'

He looked at Scott, who raised his eyebrows in a you better fucking hope not look.


CHAPTER 64

 

Everybody left Miller's flat except Kim. 

'I'll make sure a patrol swings by your place,' Miller said.

'There's no need.'

'Unless you want to stop here?' The words were out before Miller had put any thought into them. He closed his eyes and shook his head. 'Jeez, listen to me. I meant you could have the spare room.'

She laughed. 'Don't worry, I know what you meant.'

'Jack will be home soon. I was worried Cross might come looking for you.' I'm taking a fucking beamer now, he thought, feeling his cheeks go red.

'How about if I stay, and we all look after each other?'

'That's good,' Miller added. 'I can't help worrying, especially after...well, you know.'

'I'm glad you worry, Frank.' She walked over to him and smiled. 'That bang on your head's obviously affecting you.'

'It is?'

'Yes, your face is all red.' She laughed. Which made his face go even redder. 'Would you like a coffee?'

'I'm okay thanks, but you help yourself. I want to look at some of Jack's files, see if I can find anything.'

He sat on the settee, switched on his laptop as Kim went through to the kitchen. He was glad she felt at home in his place. Charlie looked up at him and decided this was nothing that was going to entertain him, and put his head back down. It felt good to have a woman in his home again, even if it was just a colleague. His father had told him he needed to get out and about again, that he was too young to be considered a widower, even if that's exactly what he was.

'It would be like I was cheating on Carol,' he'd told Jack, one night.

'I know you might feel like that, but you can't keep carrying the guilt around with you. You've nothing to feel guilty about. Harvey Levitt told you that. Going out socialising is normal.'

What Jack said made perfect sense, but still Miller held back, throwing himself into his work. Even when he had a holiday, he hadn't gone anywhere. Instead, he went to the pub, but luckily he'd reined it in, knowing he was on a slippery slope.

He took his flash drive out and plugged it in. Miller opened the file he'd copied from Jack's computer: Raymond Cross.

'Mind if I sit beside you?' Kim asked.

'No, not at all.' 

Miller read through the file, not noticing anything he hadn't read before. Until a name jumped out at him.

Jennifer Wilson.

'Isn't that the woman who died in the bar?'

'It has to be the same one.' There wasn't a photo, and he was surprised she hadn't changed her name, or maybe she'd gotten married, divorced and went back to using her maiden name. Then he remembered Molloy said she'd never been married. He was sure she was the pub manager who was now lying in one of the coolers in the mortuary.

He looked at the names of the women who gave Molloy an alibi back then: Andrea Kennedy, Jennifer Wilson and Toni Cooper. 

He wondered if Toni Cooper became Toni Fleming. 

Cross had gone to the party twenty-five years ago with Moira Kennedy. Maybe he thought one of the Molloys killed her and covered it up. Hence the blackmail.

Cross now had Molloy's money. Miller wondered if Harvey Levitt had been right and Cross would soon be finished with his killing spree.

He also wondered why Cross would try and kill him in Lamb's House, but not shoot him when he was a sitting duck.


CHAPTER 65




'I won't be long,' Kim said to him, pulling her jacket on. 'It won't take me five minutes to throw some stuff into a holdall. My rental car's downstairs so I won't have to walk far.'

'I can walk you to your car. I'm not saying you can't look after yourself or anything, far from it, but Cross is mental, and –'

Kim smiled, and put a hand on his arm.

Miller's phone rang. A number showed up on the screen. McGovern. 

'Sorry, I have to take this.' He went into his room. 'Miller.'

'I heard what happened,' McGovern said.

How? Miller wondered. 'Everything's fine but he got away.'

'You were lucky.'

'We need to talk,' Miller said.

'I'll give you a call tomorrow. See if I can fit you in.'

'You'll fucking meet me now. Cross tried to kill me and I need to talk to you.'

'Now, now, Frank, let's not get upset. I'll meet you.'

'Stop being so fucking flippant.'

A pause. 'So where?'

'At the station. I'll head there now.'

McGovern laughed. 'I'll be there before you, Frank.'

The line went dead.

Miller was pissed off with himself for letting Cross get so close. How did he get in without Miller hearing? He'd already thought he was inside the flat, waiting. He obviously picked the lock.

Just like Kim had.

Now McGovern was being an arse. He went back to the living room, where Kim was petting the cat.

'I have to go out and meet somebody, but hopefully I won't be long. You can take this.' He went into the kitchen and took a set of keys off a hook. 'That'll save you using your lock picks.' He smiled at her.

'Are you never going to let me forget that, Frank Miller?'

'One day.'

'I'll go and get my things and come right back. Won't be long.'

It took Miller ten minutes to get to the station. McGovern couldn't possibly have got there before him. Snow was coming down, making the already slippery setts even more dangerous. Still, as long as they looked good for the tourists that was the main thing.He walked through the front door in Parliament Square. 'Anybody ask for me?' he asked the desk sergeant.

'No, sir. Nobody's been through the doors for a while.'

Miller nodded and headed upstairs. The squad room was quiet, with only a few lights on. Some of the night shift guys were in. The Skeleton Crew they were called. He heard laughter coming from the back of the room.

'So there I was, me trousers round me fucking ankles, and in she walks!' he heard an English cockney voice say. Please God, no. Miller's heart thumped in his chest. Walked round the corner to where the vending machine was. Two of the new guys were sitting on chairs, being entertained by somebody sitting on a desk.

Neil McGovern. 

They looked at him as he walked round the corner. Just as well I don't have a fucking Uzi with me, he thought. So much for staying alert!

'There he is!' McGovern said, jumping off the desk. 'I got your message. You wanted to see me?'

Oh here we fucking go. Miller could feel the anger rising inside him, but he forced a smile. What name would he have given himself? It wouldn't be McGovern. Bloody hell.

'Good to see you again, DI Smith,' Miller said. 'Thanks for coming so quickly.'

McGovern smiled even more. You got that right, Frank, he seemed to be saying. He figured McGovern would use his daughter's name. If he hadn't then they were both fucked.

'No problem. You needed to speak to me about a witness in your enquiry?'

Miller kept smiling, imagining putting a gun to McGovern's head and pulling the trigger. He could maybe get the other two guys to help him hide the body. They could bury him in the woods. Nobody would ever know...  

'Let's grab a coffee and use the conference room,' he said.

'Sure,' McGovern said. 'The lads here were keeping me amused until you arrived. In fact, I think I'd like to work here. Maybe I'll put in for a transfer.' He looked at Miller again, challenging him. He rummaged about in his pocket for change for the machine. Where do I work? 

'Wouldn't the Met miss you?'

'You kidding me? I'm up here doing some work just now and nobody even knows I'm gone! Gives me a chance to catch up on some Scottish hospitality.' He winked at the two sergeants and they laughed.

They got coffee from the machine and walked out into the corridor. They could have been in any anonymous office building in the city. The cut from the lamp wasn't obvious now, and he wasn't about to tell McGovern about it, especially the bit about Kim coming to spend the night with him. They went along to an interview room, one without a two-way mirror. Just in case Miller felt like hitting McGovern with a chair.

'I don't believe this,' Miller said, closing the door and sitting down at the table. McGovern sat opposite.

'Do you like me new look? I think it's quite dashing meself.' He ran a hand through his black-dyed hair. He was wearing fashionable, black-framed glasses. Nobody would even suspect this was Neil McGovern, even if they were told to their face it was.

'How the fuck did you get in?' Miller asked. 'The desk sergeant said nobody's been in the front entrance for hours.' He sipped some coffee, trying to calm himself down. Maybe caffeine isn't the way to go, Frank.

'Old Eric? He couldn't find his own shoelaces without a map and a compass.' He took some more coffee and smiled, like a schoolboy who just cheated on an exam and nobody could prove it. 'Meself and a couple of colleagues caused a brief outage in the power. Not long enough for the generator to kick in, but long enough to get the back door open. You might want to mention that to the suits upstairs. There's a ten second delay. Somebody might take advantage of that.'

'Fuck me. You're taking a chance letting yourself in. What if somebody had seen you?'

'Relax, Frank; you're going to give yourself an ulcer.' More coffee. More smiling. He was enjoying this. 'I have me warrant card, and I already have Police Scotland visitors' badges.'

Miller wrapped his hands round the small plastic cup, feeling the heat seep into them. He could imagine two guys dressed in black, pulling automatics on some uniforms. So much shit would hit the fan, he'd have to go and live in the Arctic.

'That's what I want to talk to you about; your gun,' Miller said.

'What about it?'

'Like where the fuck is it?'

'How do you know it's gone?'

'I told you on the phone, Raymond Cross pointed the fucking thing at my head. A Sig Sauer nine mm. Just like the one you pointed at me in the cemetery. Kim carries a Glock. So he either got a gun like yours from somewhere, and had it all along, or he took yours.' He pictured the black Sig aiming right at his face. Expecting to briefly see a muzzle flash, just before a little piece of metal was thrown into his brain at high speed.

McGovern sat back in his chair, the first sign of uncertainty creeping on to his face. 'Kim has it.'

'Really? I'm glad you think so. Did she tell you that?'

'Not exactly.' The smile was gone now. McGovern leant forward. 'I asked her when we were in those vaults. I asked her if she had my gun, and she said, yes.'

'Did you confirm it when you were in the hospital?'

'Why is it so important, cock?'

Miller slapped his hand on the table. McGovern didn't flinch. 'I'll fucking tell you why; you lost it and now some nutcase has it and he's going to shoot somebody with it as sure as I'm sitting here.'

McGovern had a bemused look on his face. 'Here's a way to find out; why don't you ask her?'

'Okay, I will, but that might blow the fact you're still alive. How would I know about it being your gun otherwise?'

'You're right there, me old son. 'Tis a pickle we're in.'

'And you can stop talking like you're Oliver Twist, for fuck's sake.'

'I kinda like talking like this. Makes me feel all working class.'

'You and I are both working class. Just because you normally sound like a fucking Hooray Henry doesn't mean you haven't got your hands dirty.'

McGovern laughed. 'You're right, Frank. I'm not quite a toff, but talking like an EastEnder was getting tiresome anyhow.'

'So how do we get round this?' Miller asked.

McGovern took a sip of coffee. It was getting cold. 'I don't see a way round this. I think Kim did tell me she had the gun. Maybe she thought I'd asked her if she had her gun.'

Miller looked at him. 'That would make sense. I wonder why he didn't point it at her in the crypts?'

'Maybe he didn't have time. Kim had her gun out after all.'

Miller looked at him, knowing McGovern was an expert liar. 'I think there's something you've not been telling me.'

'Oh? What's that?'

'You see, I started to wonder why you kept telling me to look for Raymond Cross. Why? You have a lot of resources too. Then the answer became obvious; you're supposed to be dead, a supposed deranged killer. So you couldn't go looking. Neither could your friends, or it would raise suspicion. So you get me to start looking into it. And there would only be one reason why you'd want me to do that.'

'Oh yeah? What's that then?'

'He's a friend of yours. You knew him back then, didn't you, McGovern?'

'I don't know what you're talking about, Frank.'

'Yes you do. I was looking through some of my dad's old files he'd copied from here. It pissed him off that Cross could walk out of the station with the help of somebody else. So I get attacked tonight and files were stolen from me. I wondered what they were all about. Now, I'm no rocket scientist, but I know to back things up. So did Carol. Harry on the other hand, not so much. Carol has a laptop, and I remembered she said she'd backed up files for her dad, in case his machine crashed. 

'So I looked at them earlier. And I came across an interesting one. Regarding the surveillance operation from the night Moira Kennedy was murdered. Raymond Cross was a mole for Harry Davidson. He was reporting back to him. So it was obvious Harry had to get him out of the station.'

'You have a vivid imagination, Frank.'

'Yes I do. So I thought some more about it. That night, how could Harry orchestrate that on his own? Was Colin Fleming in on it? I think he was. Still, it was a lot to organise. Getting a man out of the station? They couldn't do that on their own. So I delved further, and Harry mentions DI Brigham. The detective from the Met who walked out with Cross? I know his identity, McGovern. And I know where he is.'

McGovern laughed out loud. 'And where is he then?'

Miller looked at him. 'I'm sitting talking to him.'


CHAPTER 66




McGovern smiled. 'See? That's why I contacted you, old cock. Not just a pretty face.' He leaned back in his chair and reached out a hand. Drummed his fingers on the table in front of him, as if he knew he'd reached a fork in the road, and it was time to decide which way to travel.

He sat up straight. 'You've almost got it right, Frank. One thing you didn't find out was Raymond Cross wasn't a mole; he was one of us.'

'That's what Kim said about you.'

'It's true. He was working undercover. I think we trained him a little too well, don't you? Anyway, we got him inside Molloy's little empire, and he was reporting back to me. I was the liaison between Cross and Harry. It wouldn't look too good if he was caught talking to the filth, now would it? So he and I would meet up. He'd give me the skinny on Molloy and I'd meet with Harry. We hadn't gotten anything useful, mind, by the time poor Moira was murdered.'

'So you covered up her murder. Cross got off scot free.'

 McGovern held up his hands. 'No, no, nothing like that. That's not how we operate, believe it or not. If he'd sliced her up, he would've been taken care of. No, Cross didn't kill her.'

'That's why you played the role of being DI Bingham from London so you could just walk out with Cross?'

McGovern laughed. 'How did you figure it out?'

'I was thinking about the copies of your ID Kim showed me. I wondered if they were real. Which made me think about fake ID's and that's when I thought maybe you could have faked a Met ID all those years ago. That's why I checked those files tonight.'

'Yes we did. And pretty good they were too, I must say.'

'Were those department files Kim showed me fake?'

'Of course not. Offence taken, Frank. I wouldn't use my own daughter like that. No, they were real. That's who I am.'

'So what happened to Cross after you got him out of the station?'

'A while before that operation, he'd told me this sort of job wasn't for him. He wanted out. So we let him go. There's no point in having somebody work for the department who isn't giving it their all. A mistake would be made sooner or later, and somebody could lose their life. He left but I asked him to do this one job for me. He came back and did it. Then it went pear-shaped. After I got him out of the station, the department took care of him and he disappeared.

'Then, as I told you in the cemetery, next thing I know, Harry wants to meet me in the crypts. He said he knew who'd murdered those three women two years ago. Not only that, but they were connected to the murder of Moira Kennedy.'

'And he told you it was Cross?'

'Yes. He whispered Raymond's name.'

'I want Cross put away for this. I don't want him disappearing again.'

McGovern smiled, but his eyes were cold. 'You'll get him, Frank.' 

'Did Harry mention who killed Moira Kennedy, before the night he died?' 

'I'd met Harry a couple of times before. He was reluctant to talk to me, but he wanted to. It just had to be the right time. That night we were in the crypts, he said it was the safest place to be. He was going to tell me who it was.'

'Turns out it was far from safe.' Miller looked at McGovern. 'Do you think you were set up that night?'

McGovern looked puzzled. 'What do you mean?'

'I mean, do you think Harry was luring you there? To set you up as the killer? Maybe he was working with Cross. Have you ever thought of that?'

McGovern shook his head. 'No. I never got that impression. He seemed worried. Why would you ask that? He was your father-in-law. Do you suspect everybody, Frank?'

'You've been in this game a lot longer than me, McGovern. You have those feelings too. You're gut telling you something isn't right.'

'I do, but I trusted Harry.' McGovern's eyes gave the game away; Miller knew the other man was having doubts.

'Let me ask this, Neil; if Harry Davidson was going to set you up, what would he have to gain?'

McGovern sat and let the question settle in.

'One more thing,' Miller said. 'Why weren't the two guys in the black Range Rover with you the night you were attacked?'

'Barn doors and horses. I'm thankful they're here now to drive me around.'

'Are they SAS?'

'Deary me. Look at you; getting yourself in a right tizzy there, Frank.' McGovern looked at Miller, and the detective could see a hardness there, just like the hardness he'd seen in Kim's eyes the first time he met her. 'I could tell you, but I'd have to kill you afterwards.'

McGovern smiled, but Miller got the impression he wasn't kidding. 'Why don't you pull Kim back from the investigation?'

'I think she's in the safest place right now. She works with coppers all day. Besides, I don't think she's a target. I was, but he thinks I'm dead. Which is why we haven't got all the time in the world, cock.'

'Kim's coming back to my place tonight. I can't exactly tell her that two of Her Majesty's finest soldiers would have been protecting her, but I'll be looking after her instead.'

McGovern wasn't smiling now. 'If by "looking after her", you mean-'

Miller held up a hand. 'She'll be in the spare room.'

McGovern nodded. 'It's not me you have to fear, Miller; my wife would rip your balls off and use them for earrings if her little girl was messed about.'

'You have to learn to trust me more.' Miller stood up. 'What's your plan of action now?'

'Just like Cross did all those years ago, I'm going to be escorted out of the station without anybody stopping me.' McGovern got up.

Miller shook his head and walked to the door. 'You just can't fucking help yourself, can you?'

'In my game, you sometimes need to be ballsy, Frank. You need to step out the window and walk along the ledge.'

Miller opened the door and switched off the lights. Looked at the shorter man. 'Is Kim safe when she's not around us? When she's at home at night?'

McGovern smiled. 'She's my little girl. What do you think?'

'I think you might be using her as bait.'

'You don't know me, Frank. That's not something her mother would allow. I don't fear any man alive, but I don't want to get on the wrong side of me missus.'

 They walked downstairs. 

'Can I say goodbye to me new mates? They might forget me.'

'Can you fuck. I'm sure they'll remember what you look like when the sketch artist comes round.'

'You worry too much, Frank.'

'I don't worry enough.'

McGovern laughed. They walked through the pen into the High Street. 

'You don't have to walk out with me,' McGovern said.

'I want to make sure you leave.' Miller stopped McGovern for a moment. 'I have a favour to ask.'

'Go ahead.'

'Julie, my sister-in-law, is leaving to work in London. She's going to St. Luke's. If you know people down there, maybe somebody could check on her, see she's doing okay, without anybody knowing.'

McGovern smiled again. 'Leave it with me. I'll call one of my contacts down there.'

The wind was bringing the temperature down, but the snow had stopped falling. The pavements were slick. Miller pulled the collar on his coat up. Blew his breath into the cold night.

'Remember what I told you, Frank. It's in your hands now. You watch your back with that bastard, Cross. He was a sneaky sod back then, and he obviously hasn't lost the knack. I'll be around though. You just won't see me.'

The black Range Rover pulled into the kerb as if McGovern had used telepathy to call it. McGovern walked over, and Miller saw him listening to the driver. Then he turned to Miller.

'My driver said Kim just left her house. You look after her, Miller.'

'Don't worry: safety in numbers, that's all. Where are you staying?' 

'A safe house we have up here. Norma told me you know she's my wife, but I'm not staying at our place. Just in case.'

'Let me ask you something: Norma's been the PF for a couple of years now. How come we never met you?'

'You didn't? I remember meeting you a couple of times. I wasn't introduced as her husband of course, but I was at a few do's she was at.' He winked at Miller. 'Stay alive, Frank.'

McGovern was about to get in when he turned back to look at Miller.

'When Harry told me he knew who the killer was, something occurred to me; I reckon Harry not only knew who Moira's real killer was -'

'But he's been protecting him all these years,' Miller finished for him.


CHAPTER 67




Michael Molly felt numb as he poured himself another whisky in the darkness of his living room. He looked out the French doors to his snow-covered back garden. It was dark, but he could see the streetlights in Dalgety Bay across the Forth. He'd been thinking about Andrea, of the good times they'd had. Not just years ago either, but recently. She was a lady, a real lady, not like some of the women he knew. 

He pictured her face as she lay on the gurney the bloke had wheeled her through on. He'd stood on the other side of the glass partition, looking at the woman he'd fallen in love with all those years ago. Who he still loved. He would never have married any other woman. He'd gone out with plenty, but none he would ever have invited back to his house. 

He missed her so much already, and didn't know how he was going to cope without her. He hadn't seen what she was like after Cross had touched her, but he could guess. When he got hold of Cross, he'd make the bastard feel pain. He'd get a team up from London and they'd take Cross apart, bit-by-bit.

He froze, as he heard his front door open and gently close again.

'Hello? Dad, is that you?' There was no answer. Who else would it be if it wasn't his father? 

Then he felt a jolt of fear. Something was wrong here; he'd heard about spirits coming back. He didn't want to use the word 'ghost', but he'd always been open to such ideas. What if Andrea was pissed with him and came back to haunt him?

He didn't think he could take that.

'Why are you in my house?' he shouted out loud. Then he sensed somebody standing behind him.

'What sort of welcome is that after all this time, Michael?' 

Michael Molloy stood transfixed. It wasn't his father and it wasn't Andrea's ghost. He couldn't make out the face for the balaclava, but he knew who it was.

Raymond Cross was in his house. And he was holding an axe.




Miller walked home. Charlie came running up the hallway to meet him. Jack came out of the living room. 'You okay, Son?'

'I'm fine, Dad. You didn't have to come home.' 

'I know. I was bored anyway.'

'Kim's spending the night. She wanted to be here in case Cross came back.'

'Good idea.'

His mind still felt like it was in some kind of fugue. He should be having an early night and resting after being attacked, but that wouldn't help catch Cross. Sleep later, he thought. He took a beer from the fridge gave it to Jack.

'You sure you're feeling alright. Son?' Jack looked concerned.

'I'm fine.'

'Well, if you start to feel funny, you let me know. I'll get you right up to the Royal.'

'Any more funny than usual?' He looked at his father. 'How well did you know Harry Davidson?'

'What do you mean?'

'I mean, how well did you think you knew him?'

'He was a good friend. I trusted him.'

Miller knew he could trust his father with anything. They'd always had a special bond, and he thought he needed to share this with him now. 'How much did you know about the Moira Kennedy murder?'

'Just as much as you know. Cross murdered her, and then escaped.'

'I want to tell you something before Kim gets here. I need to trust you with this. Nobody hears about it. Okay?'

'Okay, okay. Just get on with it.'

'I'm being serious, Jack.'

'Alright. Tell me.'

'Neil McGovern isn't dead. He works for the government. He was Raymond Cross's handler. He was working with Harry Davidson when Harry was murdered.'

Jack looked stunned. 'This isn't a joke?'

'Do I look like I'm laughing? I spoke to him in the station tonight. And not only that, he was the one who walked out of the station with Cross. With Harry Davidson's help, of course.'

Jack looked furious. 'Are you sure?'

Miller nodded. 'Straight from the horse's mouth, as it were.'

Jack shook his head. 'I don't believe it.' He looked at his son. 'Why would they help a murderer escape?'

'He didn't kill Moira Kennedy.'

'What? Then who did?'

'That's what the meeting was about when Harry was killed. He was going to tell McGovern who the killer was.'

'McGovern's still alive. I don't believe it.'

Miller nodded again. 'His death was faked so he could get out of the hospital. Kim thinks he's dead, and he wants it to stay that way. He wants to know why Cross is murdering people who are connected to Robert Molloy.'

 'Why now?'

'That's what we need to find out. Whatever it is, we think Harry was connected. He knew who the original killer was, and he's been covering it up all these years. Now I'm thinking both he and Cross knew who Moira's murderer was and they both covered it up. Cross didn't want Harry to reveal the name, so when he found out, he murdered him and tried to kill McGovern.'

'Harry never mentioned anything to me, Son.'

'Of course he wouldn't. It's not something he could drop into the conversation.'

Jack looked at him. 'So Harry was playing everybody along all this time? You don't suppose...'

'No. Not for a moment.' He didn't think Carol knew Harry's secret.

'I can't believe this.'

'The thing we need to find out is, why?'

'Whatever the reason, now his actions have put Julie in danger.'

Miller needed to make a phone call. With everything else that was going on, he needed to know if there was a connection between Richard Sullivan the lawyer, and Harry Davidson the copper.

And whether that had cost Miller's wife her life.


CHAPTER 68




Michael Molloy looked at the axe, his eyes transfixed. Raymond Cross was here, in his own home. But it wasn't Cross, he knew that. The voice was different. How do you know what Cross's voice sounds like? You haven't heard it for twenty-five years.

'Why don't you show yourself?' he said, trying to focus his eyes, trying to make out shapes in the dark. He tried flicking the light switch by the French doors but nothing came on. The living room was in darkness, except for the flames licking away in the open fire, throwing dancing shadows around the room.

Silence.

He watched as the figure slowly came into the room. 

He focussed his anger on the person in front of him. Cross was wearing what looked to be a long, black cloak with a balaclava over his head. 'So you've come back? Or had you left at all?' Molloy said.

'I left for quite a long time, remember?' The voice was being muffled by the balaclava; only the eyes showed. The orange flames threw shadows around the room like the house was beginning to burn. 

He walked closer to Molloy, but Molloy wasn't scared. He'd stood up to mental bastards in pubs before, taking each of them down with a wicked punch, just before he launched in with his feet. So Cross didn't scare him now, rather angered him. 

'The money you stole from the hotel room doesn't matter to me,' Molloy said.

'That's good to hear.'

Molloy felt the breath stick in his throat for a moment, before answering. 'You know my father's going to skin you alive, right?

'I don't think so. You see, he's going to get it tonight after you.'

'You haven't got the balls. The police are all over the place looking for you, but they'll never find you. I'll have you buried alive, and I'll piss on you just before the first shovelful of dirt is thrown on your face.'

Cross held the axe out in front of him, easing ever closer, walking with a slow confidence. Molloy was getting angrier and angrier. Come on you bastard, just let me smack you, then we'll see who's in-fucking-charge here.

'What's this all about? You murdering people who pissed you off? Is that it?' 

'It's all about justice at the end of the day. You're just a pawn in the whole picture, Michael. A pawn who got caught up in it all, all those years ago. Now it ends here.'

Cross was fast. Far too fast for Molloy. His hand shot out and hit Molloy on the side of the jaw, knocking him sideways. Molloy fell onto the carpet, his face burning on the rug. Then Cross was on top of him.

Michael Molloy was helpless as the axe came down on him.


CHAPTER 69




Sienna Craig left the warmth of her car, and stepped into the freezing cold of the night. She walked up to the back door of the club. 

She stopped when she saw Molloy walking along the corridor towards her.

'Sienna, I'd appreciate it if you'd come with me. I'd like to discuss some security issues with you.'

'Yes, of course.'

'Let's take my car.'

Sienna felt an adrenaline rush kick in. Where were they going?' She didn't like surprises.

Back outside, the lane wasn't as darkly disturbing as it usually was, thanks to the snow lighting up the corners and crevices. Robert had his overcoat on, and Sienna watched him as he reached a hand into a pocket. Brought out a pair of gloves and a woollen hat. 'Christ, I hate the winter here. I was talking to Michael about my retirement.'

'You look too young to retire.' She smiled at him.

'Maybe you could come and join me as my PA in Spain. I have a nice house, a big yacht. We could have fun together, you and me.'

You must be fucking joking, she thought, trying not to baulk at the idea of this old bastard lying on top of her. That's what he really wanted, wasn't it? 'That sounds like a good idea,' she said, knowing it would never happen.

'Here,' he said, reaching into his trouser pocket. He took out his car keys and tossed them to her. 'You drive.'

She caught them one-handed. Hit the remote and climbed in behind the wheel. Started it up and hit the buttons for the heated steering wheel and the heated seats.

'Where are we going?'

'My place.'

She drove out of Rose Street, the winter tyres cutting through the snow with ease. The street was quiet, which was unusual. Once the service road for the big houses on Princes Street, it had grown over the years, so it was now a haven for boutiques and pubs. 

She turned the car into Hanover Street. Molloy lived in the New Town, and Heriot Row was one of the most exclusive streets. 

There was a space by his front door, a courtesy his neighbours afforded him. Only the foolish and unwary would park their car in front of his house. 

'Take off your coat, Sienna. I wanted to talk business with you, but I didn't want to do it in the club. Michael has cameras everywhere as I'm sure you know, and sometimes I think I can't take a breath but he has it filmed.'

She smiled at him, taking off her coat and handing it to him. 

Molloy took her jacket and hung it next to his in the hallway. He came back into the living room, picked up a remote control and aimed it at the log fire. It burst into life. An imitation log fire.

'Hundreds of years ago, they would have thought I was practising witchcraft.' Molloy laughed.

'I don't think I could have survived all those years ago, without all the mod cons.'

'That's what people will be saying a couple of hundred years from now, when they're all flying around in spaceships.' He pointed to one of the leather couches. 'Please, sit. Let me fix you a drink. How about wine?'

'Fine. Thanks,' she said, sitting down. The heating had been on before they came in so the living room was already warm before Molloy switched the fire on.

'I have a nice bottle down in the cellar. I won't be long. Then we can get down to business, and I'll tell you how you can start making serious money with me.'

'Sounds good.'

Robert left the room and she could hear a door opening, then silence.

A pair of large, skinny speakers were hooked up to a cinema surround system, standing sentry at either side of the huge flat-screen TV. She was reaching out for the remote control that sat on the coffee table in front of her when she saw the reflection of the killer on the darkened TV screen.


CHAPTER 70




Richard Sullivan brought the Audi A5 to a halt outside Lamb's House. Or what was left of it. Now it was a pile of charred rubble. 

He turned the engine off and got out of the warmth and walked over to the security fence, once put in place to keep thieves and vandals out, now there to stop somebody from breaking their neck on a piece of blackened timber.

Would he rebuild? It was something he'd have to consider after he got the insurance cheque. Probably not. He'd just walk away from it all.

He shivered in the cold, snow lightly falling down on him.

He wondered what his wife would have thought of it all. She was always full of life and probably would have hated to have been tied down to his business, but he would have lavished everything on her. Given her everything she ever wished for.

That was why he sometimes felt like telling Tai he didn't want to get involved. Even after all this time, he still loved his wife. There were times when he'd sit and think about her and take out the photo albums. Look at her smiling face.

The longing would settle over him like a shroud, and he'd put the albums away until the next time.

A dog barked somewhere in the distance and somebody screamed. Leith was going through a transformation, with new flats springing up everywhere, but there were parts that were still danger zones. Where drug dealers and hoors pounded their beat. Yet, Leithers were the salt of the Earth. It was a working class place, just like Kelty was. Work hard, get pished at the weekend. Back to work Monday morning. It had worked for thousands of people over the years. Sometimes money isolated rich people from having fun. Real fun. Going out on a Friday night with your mates, meeting some girl at a dance.

He was thinking about the good times he'd had when he was younger when he was suddenly aware of the van pulling up alongside him. The driver had wound the passenger side window down and was leaning over the passenger seat to ask him a question.

'Here, mate, can you help me?'

The accent wasn't from around here. Sullivan stepped through the snow banked up at the side of the road and stood at the passenger window. 'Sure. What's up?'

'I have a question; you seen Raymond Cross recently?'

Sullivan's heart exploded in his chest and he tried to turn and run. His foot slipped on the snow and he fell on one knee. He scrambled up and saw the driver sitting smiling at him.

He didn't see the other man behind him with the black hood.

He felt the hands man-handling him into the back of the van.

'Molloy! You're a complete bastard, you know that?' Sullivan said, struggling as the hands pinned him down. 'I told you I don't know what happened to Carol Miller.'

'I'm not Robert Molloy and these aren't his men,' a voice said, close to his ear. He pulled the hood off. The man smiled. 'It's been a while.'

'I was wondering when you'd turn up,' Sullivan said, relaxing.

It had been a very long time since Neil McGovern and Raymond Cross had been in the same place together.


CHAPTER 71




Spending so much time with low life had sharpened Sienna's reflexes. Just the slightest touch on her shoulder would have her springing into action. This time, she had more warning, which was just as well, considering the knife her attacker was carrying.

She didn't hear anything. Wasn't expecting to hear anything except Molloy coming into the living room with a bottle of wine, so seeing this person reflected in the huge TV screen set her heart on fire.

The adrenaline kicked in and she was up from the settee and rolling over the coffee table in one fluid movement. The figure before her was dressed all in black; jacket, trousers, boots. Gloves. Balaclava.

The knife.

Raymond Cross. In the flesh.

A black combat knife. Sienna had seen them before, used by British Special Forces soldiers. Designed to be used clandestinely. One edge was serrated. It was sharp and deadly. Made for killing with extreme prejudice.

Raymond Cross had come here to kill Robert Molloy. Of that there was no mistake. The only fly in the ointment was her, Sienna Craig.

'Put the knife down and maybe I won't hurt you,' she said, to the figure. She could see around the eyes: Caucasian. Not much help. 

No reaction. No back chat. No talking at all. This guy was good. Height? Five ten, maybe. 

He started running, as if a starter's gun had gone off in his head. He was running a hurdle race, and this particular hurdle was the settee. Its short height proved no problem; Cross leapt onto it, his right foot landing on the back, immediately pushing off again, the left leg stretching out to land on the coffee table, his right arm back, preparing the knife to strike down.

Sienna had seen it before, many times. Drink made them slow and angry, so you had time to dodge the punch. Just make sure you take them down before they get a second chance. Guys like Cross were a bit harder to deal with. You had to adapt in a split-second. 

In the split-second from when Cross started running at the settee, she'd gone into attack mode. She'd told Molloy she wouldn't wear a skirt or dress whilst on duty, and he'd agreed. She needed to be able to fight, she'd told him. Now, she was wearing black jeans and a turtle neck sweater. Just perfect for fighting.

Cross's hand came down with the knife. Aiming at her upper body. It would have certainly killed her the first time it landed. Control the knife! she shouted in her head. You control that fucking knife!

The black blade sliced through the air towards her, her eyes locked onto it like a heat-seeking missile. Thoughts weren't tumbling through her mind but were sharply focussed, guiding her hand to the knife hand. One chance was all she was going to get. Cross was quick, but Sienna's reflexes were sharper. 

As the knife came down, Cross didn't intend to miss, his body following the knife in an arc, putting weight behind it. When it struck flesh and bone, it only had to hit home one time, giving him time to drop to the floor, readying himself to strike again, just for fun.

Before he gutted her.

Sienna grabbed his wrist with her left hand, reaching up with her right, grabbing him below the elbow, using his momentum to throw him into the TV. It didn't explode in a shower of sparks, crashing over off its stand, taking Cross with it.

Sienna saw the knife. Still in Cross's hand, holding onto the weapon as if his life depended on it, but he was in an awkward position. Hitting the TV hadn't hurt him, but was enough to delay his next attack.

Sienna wasn't about to let him do that. She saw Cross's gloved hand lying across one of the speakers. Tried to stamp on it. He saw it coming, and moved at the last second. Rolling away quickly, but not quickly enough. Sienna picked up the other speaker, yanking it free from its wires. She knew if she swung it like a baseball bat and missed, she'd leave herself exposed. She used short jabs, looking for a weakness. A whack on the wrist threw Cross's knife to one side.

She heard a guttural growl coming from Cross's throat, and swung the speaker, mentally tracking the trajectory his head would take if he ducked, which he did. The speaker connected with the side of his head. Instead of falling, he rolled, trying to grab the fallen knife.

Sienna kicked it away, swung again and missed. As she twisted, Cross threw himself at her, taking her down in a rugby tackle. Sienna threw the speaker aside. Feeling herself falling backwards, not wanting to give Cross a weapon. 

They tumbled together, Sienna landing on her back. Cross sat up, sitting on her waist, trying to grab her flailing arms. He grabbed hold of her wrists. She brought her leg up, over Cross's head, twisted her body, bringing the back of her knee round Cross's throat. He let her wrists go as he fell back. Before his head hit the floor, she released her leg. They scrambled to their feet. Cross launched himself at her.

Sienna grappled with him, her hand scrabbling for his mask. His face was running with sweat. He grabbed her by the throat. Tried punching her in the gut to wind her. She put her chin down, brought her arm down over his hand, twisting herself down and round. He pushed her away. As she fell over, she rolled.

She looked up, expecting Cross to be picking the knife up, but he wasn't. He was running from the living room. Sienna was on her feet and after him.

He was out the front door, down the outside steps and running along Heriot Row.

Sienna shut the door and locked it, getting her breathing under control. Saw the bag lying in the hall, but ignored it. Instead, she went looking for Robert Molloy. Found him lying on the kitchen floor, unconscious, a line of blood running down the side of his face from his head. A wine bottle sat on the counter, blood on the label.

She tried to revive him, but he only moaned.

Then she took her phone out. Called for an ambulance. She thought it would be good for everybody if Robert Molloy were dead. Just not right now.


CHAPTER 72




'Nice place you got here, Ray,' Neil McGovern said, taking a sip of the single malt Richard Sullivan had poured for him.

'I don't know why you keep calling me that,' Sullivan said. 'Raymond Cross doesn't exist. Never has, remember?'

McGovern looked out the large window in Sullivan's living room, admiring the view through the darkness. The lights in the harbour lit a supply ship docked below, while the colourful lights of the casino further along invited him to part with his money. He turned to look at Sullivan.

'Somebody thinks Raymond Cross still exists. That should really narrow it down a bit.'

Sullivan took a long swallow of the whisky. 'It's not narrowing it down quickly enough. People are dying.'

'We're working on that.' He looked at him. 'Why didn't you think I was dead?'

Sullivan laughed. 'Because I know you. You always were a slippery bastard. I remember that from when I worked in the department.'

'You should have stayed with us, Dickie. You could have been way up the ladder by now.'

Sullivan shook his head. 'I was already out of the department when I did you that favour. I should have stayed out. One more time, you said. This time, we'll get the bastard, you said. And you saw the opportunity because of Moira, who was your way in through the back door. I'll live to regret that decision as long as I live.'

'You're not the only one who feels guilty about that, old son. It was supposed to be a simple operation, remember? None of us could have seen that coming.'

'Raymond Cross.' Sullivan almost spat the words out. 'I didn't like that name to begin with, and now it's come back to haunt me. Somebody's killing people associated with Robert Molloy, and now they think it's me come back after all these years. None of them know I never went away, or that Raymond Cross never even existed. I thought Raymond Cross was dead and buried after we walked out of that station.'

McGovern looked at him. 'The department did a good job on the nip and tuck. Not even Molloy recognised you when you were representing his men. That must have been the highlight of your legal career.'

Sullivan shrugged. 'Means to an end. It made my name, then I got lucky after that.'

'And now somebody wants to take it all away.' More whisky. McGovern sat down on the leather couch. 'I did wonder if you really killed Carol when I read about her being run down by your car. You didn't think somebody stole your car by coincidence, did you?'

Sullivan sat in a chair and put one foot on the other knee. 'I did at the time. Nobody knows who I was, or what I did, back then. Obviously I was wrong. Maybe Molloy is being cunning and really knows who I am.'

'I don't think Robert Molloy is that subtle. You'd be out in the Forth by now if he knew about you.' He took another sip of whisky. 'Don't worry, I'll put Frank straight about it.'

'You're not going to talk to Miller, are you?'

'Already have, old son. Frank's not too bad when you get to know him. He's just pissed off that somebody killed his wife.' Once again, McGovern looked Sullivan in the eyes. 'You sure you didn't mow her down, and pretend it had been stolen?'

'Fuck off. I reported it stolen two days before she was run over.'

'Good cover story.'

Sullivan smiled, but there was no warmth in it. 'You wouldn't be in my flat drinking whisky with me with your men waiting outside if you thought for one minute I'd murdered Carol Miller. I think you'd have fed me to the sharks by now, aka, the Miller clan. Frank and his mental father, Jack.'

McGovern raised his glass and drank some more. 'I wouldn't have done that, Dickie; I would have arranged for you to go away on holiday somewhere.'

'With a one-way ticket?'

'Hell doesn't do return journeys.'

Sullivan picked up the remote from the arm of the chair. The TV was on low, and he flipped through the channels, more to give him thought time than any real interest in what was on.

'Any ideas who could be doing this?' he asked McGovern.

'I told Miller to concentrate on your past, not because I think you did this, but he might find somebody in there we overlooked. At this point, I'm willing to try anything.' 

'So that's a "no".' 

'That would be a no. And to be honest, since I already knew it wasn't you, I didn't have a clue who it could be. Somebody who hates you enough to set you up.'

'How did you know I wasn't responsible?'

McGovern laughed out loud. 'No offence, Dickie, but you as a serial killer? No, old son, you're a lover, not a fighter. Talking of which, how's the delightful Miss Lopez?'

'You know about her?'

'I know everything about you.'

'If you know, then maybe Molloy knows.'

'Even if he does, he won't do anything. He wouldn't be that stupid. Tai's family are well connected in Columbia. I checked. Somebody would be using his corpse as a coffee table if they messed with her. Besides, I have a team here in Edinburgh, working round the clock. Makes those clowns who work for Molloy look like choir boys. We have a huge arsenal, and it's all legal. More than I can say about daftie Michael Molloy with his Glock.'

They drank in silence for a moment. 'Did you ever have any dealings with Harry Davidson over the years?' McGovern asked.

Sullivan nodded. 'He obviously knew about me and how I was taken care of by the department. I think somebody upstairs told him about me, so he knew my new identity. I met him a few times over the years, but the last time was when he came to me wanting to rip my head off after he thought I'd killed Carol. Did he tell you who'd killed her the night you were both attacked?'

McGovern took some more whisky. 'He'd already been stabbed by the time I got to those crypts. He was grasping onto life, but he said Frank was in danger. And mentioned Cross, just before he died. Wasn't making too much sense.'

'I wonder why the killer waited over two years to come back after killing those three women.'

McGovern looked at him. 'Somehow, Harry knew who he was, and was going to tell me, and who killed Moira Kennedy. The thing is, I think both killers are one and the same. He started twenty-five years ago, and his first victim was Moira Kennedy.'


CHAPTER 73




The ambulance was at Molloy's door in minutes. The control centre had automatically dispatched a patrol car when the caller said the occupant of the house had been attacked.

The paramedics walked into the house behind the uniforms. 

'He's in here,' Sienna said. The first officer, an older sergeant, nodded at his partner. Keep your fucking eyes peeled, his look said. This might be a domestic, or she might be a psycho. It was a rich part of town, but it took all sorts.

'I need you to step back and let the paramedics in,' the sergeant said, to Sienna. Then to his partner: 'Go and give the rest of the house the once-over. Just in case he's still here.'

'He's gone. I chased him out of the house,' Sienna said, as the two paramedics came into the kitchen and worked on Molloy.

'Nevertheless. Just so we don't leave any stone unturned. He mightn't have been working alone.' Although by the looks of you, that wouldn't give you any sleepless nights. He kept his hand near his Taser just in case.

Five minutes later, the other uniform came back down, shaking his head. Sienna stood watching over the paramedics, her arms folded. The sergeant stepped along to the front door. Made the call. Bring everything you've got. 




'Well, I never thought I'd see Robert Molloy laid out like that,' Miller said, as he and Tam Scott looked down at the prone body.

Miller had called Kim and asked her to take a detour before she got to his place.

'Is he still alive?' Scott asked, tempted to kick Molloy.

'Robert Molloy's invincible, isn't he?' Kim said.

'He likes to think so,' Miller said.

A paramedic was kneeling beside Molloy, attending to him. Patching him up. 'He's stable right now, but I don't know what damage that wine bottle did to his head.' The other paramedic knelt at the other side with the bag. He was holding the oxygen mask over Molloy's face.

Gary Davidson came in and walked up to Miller. 'I got here as soon as, Frank.'

'I wanted you in on this, even though you're leading the other team.'

'I appreciate the heads up. What happened?'

Miller took him aside. 'Raymond Cross was here. We think he scudded Molloy with a wine bottle then attacked Sienna Craig, planning to finish off Molloy afterwards.'

'Why didn't he just kill Molloy?'

'I think he enjoys it, Gary. Rushing the job isn't his thing. He wants to take his time doing it. By smacking Molloy first, he could quickly kill the bodyguard, then take his time over Molloy. That's what I think, anyway.'

'You're right. He's a vicious bastard.'

Miller looked at him. 'Do you remember your dad ever talking about Cross and the Moira Kennedy case?'

'Not that I recall. Julie was the one who was always asking questions about dad's job, but she's ten years older. He'd talk to her about things without telling Carol and I. Why?'

Miller shook his head. 'I just thought it might have given us more insight into how Cross ticks.' 

'About earlier, Frank. I was out of order.'

'Forget it, mate. We're all on edge right now.'

They walked back down the hall. Sienna looked at Miller. 'I tried calling Michael. It went to voicemail.'

'He's had a rough day. He's probably well pished by now.' 

Sienna shrugged. 'You know him better than I do.'

Paddy Gibb was standing with a frown on his face. He hadn't been pleased to get the phone call from Miller, but when he heard what had happened, it had made his night. 'It's lucky you were here tonight. If not, Molloy might have been killed.'

'Yeah, lucky.'

'You sure there was somebody in here, Ms. Craig? Sure you didn't get into a fight with him and decide to clean his clock?'

'Oh, piss off. If I had, I wouldn't have called the ambulance afterwards, would I?'

Gibb looked at her. You might if you were fucking clever enough. 'Stick around. We'll want to have another chat soon.'

'I'm going to the hospital.'

The paramedic stood up. 'We're ready to transport him now.'

The first one left for a moment and came back with the stretcher. They got Molloy strapped onto it and wheeled him away, helped by some uniforms. Sienna was at their backs.

Five minutes later, the ambulance left with its siren blaring. 'Jimmy, you and Hazel go to the hospital and talk to Molloy when he wakes up, see if he remembers anything before he was attacked. Keep your eyes on that Craig woman.'

'Sir.' He and Carter left to follow the ambulance as Maggie Parks was coming in with her team.

'What's going on now, Frank?'

'Robert Molloy was attacked by an intruder. We think it's Raymond Cross.' He pointed to the bag in the hallway. 

'Molloy's minder fought him off and he left without his stuff,' Kim said.

'Ah. Let's have a look then.' Parks and her team suited up, and a few minutes later, opened the large holdall. She pulled out a plastic crime scene suit. 'He came ready for action I see.'

'That's how he stays clean,' Miller said, to Gibb.

Maggie pulled out a dust mask and plastic safety specs. 'Used for DIY jobs. Can be bought in any DIY store. Used to stop blood spatter getting in your mouth and eyes.' She looked at Miller. 'He came prepared.'

'He always does.'

'I wonder where he would get the suit?' Gibb said.

Maggie Parks lifted the suit. Peered inside like a mother might do to a children's dirty sweater before sticking it in the washing machine. 'I know where he got it from,' she said.

Miller, Gibb and Scott looked at the label inside the collar: Property of Police Scotland.

'A cop?' Gibb said. Looked at Maggie. 'One of you lot?'

'What? Not one of my crew, Detective Chief Inspector.' There was disdain on her face.

'Well, apparently, it fucking is,' Gibb retaliated.

'Okay, let's calm down here,' Miller said, waiting for Maggie Parks to punch Gibb in the mouth. He looked at her. 'How would he be able to get hold of one of these, Maggie? And are any reported missing?'

She looked at him. 'We take several to crime scenes. We have them on of course, and we also have a box of them in the van.' She looked at Gibb. 'Sometimes, crime scenes are so messy we have to change several times.'

'What about the dirty ones?'

'They're put into another box. Disposed of at HQ.'

'Are they counted?' Miller asked.

She shook her head. 'No. They're disposable. They all come with the Police label on them.'

'So somebody could have whipped one,' Gibb said. 

'It wouldn't have been just anybody,' Miller said. 'It would have been somebody close to the investigation.'

'Let's get it up to the lab and get it tested. Get the boys and girls at the crime lab to go over it. I don't care who you have to wake up, it's getting done tonight.'

Miller turned round to look for Gary.

He was gone.


CHAPTER 74




Miller thought about Julie. Thought about Andrea Kennedy's words as they'd interviewed her in her office. Julie Davidson was there that night. Michael heard her call Harry Davidson "dad". 

What if Cross now saw her as a threat? What if that was who'd attacked her and still had her on his hit list?

'Have you heard from Julie at all?' he asked Scott.

'No.'

He tried Julie's mobile number. No answer.

'Maybe she's asleep,' Scott said. 

Maybe she's fucking dead, Miller thought.

'Do you want me to go round and check on her?' Kim asked.

He shook his head. 'I'll try her home phone.' No answer on that either, his call going to her answering machine.

He walked along Molloy's hallway and into the kitchen. Some of the crime scene guys were still there and probably would be for the next few hours.

He tried Julie's number again. This time she answered. 'Hi, Frank. I was about to call you back. I'm just out of the shower and saw I missed your call. What's up?'

Miller felt a sudden rush of relief. 'I just wanted to make sure you were safe.'

'There you go, worrying again.'

'For good reason; Robert Molloy was attacked in his home, and his bodyguard fought him off.' Miller didn't want to go into details just yet. 

'Is he okay?'

'He'll be fine, I'm sure. The paramedics took him away, but I want you to double-check your front door's locked.'

'I already did, but thanks for caring. I'm going to bed early, and I'll make sure the alarm's on.'

'Good. Do you want me to come round?'

'Don't be daft. I'm going to bed to watch some TV. I want to make sure I'm fit for tomorrow.'

'Okay, if you're sure. I'll talk to you tomorrow.'

'See you then.'

He hung up. 'There's nothing much for us to do here, Tam. Crime Scene can stay for a while and wrap things up.'

'I'm away home, then, boss. I had company round.' He left the warmth of Molloy's house. 

Miller looked at Kim. 'Did you get all your stuff?'

She nodded. 'It's in the car.'

Miller felt like they were going away for a dirty weekend or something. She's staying over, that's all. Don't get ahead of yourself there, cowboy. You're just keeping her safe, that's all. Like two men in a Range Rover, most likely armed to the teeth, couldn't keep her safe. 

They left together and went to their separate cars. Miller followed Kim in her rental Vauxhall.

The car slipped as it tried to gain purchase on Molloy's street. Then they were off.

Ten minutes later, the cars were parked in Cockburn Street. 

They walked through the biting wind, their feet slipping on the slick pavements. Miller grabbed Kim's bag and she slipped an arm through his.

'You can stay as long as you like,' Miller said, hoping he didn't sound like a deviant. 

Kim smiled at him. 'Thanks, I'll bear that in mind.'

He looked at her, at the glistening snowflakes on the black woollen hat. Just for a moment, it felt like Carol was back on his arm, holding onto him. He knew Kim wasn't a substitute for his dead wife, hell, they were just colleagues, but it felt good to have a woman hang onto his arm. Just for once, he didn't feel completely alone in the world.

They stomped the snow off their boots on the large mat in the building's hallway and rode the lift up, making small talk.

Jack was watching TV. 

'Hey, Kim,' Jack said, as they walked in after taking their coats off. 'Want a beer, anybody?'

'Sure. I know where they are.' Kim went through to the kitchen.

'Dad, I want you to think back to the Moira Kennedy murder,' Miller said, as they all sat down.

Jack muted the TV. 'I've been thinking about nothing else ever since you said that nutter came back.'

'Do you remember Toni Cooper?'

'Yes, I remember her. She was gorgeous. Poor lassie. I can't believe he killed her as well.' 

'She worked for Robert Molloy at the time, didn't she?'

'Yes. She was one of the cocktail waitresses.'

'Did you interview her?'

'No, that was Harry's job.'

'Was she brought in for formal interviewing?'

'If she was, I didn't see her. I seem to remember Harry being fond of her. He spoke about her a lot.'

'Did he see her after the enquiry?'

'In what way?'

This is going to hurt me a lot more than it's going to hurt you, Jack. 'Was he sleeping with her?'

He heard Jack take a breath. 'What? Don't be stupid. That's my friend you're talking about.'

'There's nothing stupid about it, Jack. And he was my father-in-law. Harry was covering for Moira Kennedy's real murderer. He covered for him for twenty-five years.'

'What are you getting at?'

'What if Harry and Colin Fleming were a couple of players, back in the day? We know Fleming was, because he married Toni after cheating on his wife. Suppose Colin had tried it on with Moira Kennedy and he killed her accidentally and made it look like a murder, or he went into a frenzy and ripped her open? They were both there that night, keeping an eye on the hotel. What if Harry covered for him for some reason? Maybe Fleming had something on Harry. Then they made Raymond Cross the scapegoat.'

'I don't believe Harry would do that,' Jack said.

'Maybe he was fooling around on his wife, and Fleming blackmailed him. Or asked for his help. Either way, Fleming had a hold over Harry, so Harry couldn't do anything about Fleming being a murderer. They could blame Cross, knowing Cross worked undercover, and he'd be taken away by McGovern, disappear and you'd be chasing your tails. Cross disappears, and is never caught. The case goes cold and gets filed away, and Colin Fleming gets away with murder. With Harry Davidson's help.'

'That sounds like something out of a movie. Harry was happily married. I can't see him shagging around.' He looked at Kim. 'Excuse the French.'

'It's plausible, Jack,' Kim said.

Silence again. Miller could imagine the wheels turning in Jack's mind. 

'You know, Frank, there were times Harry and I were supposed to meet up for a drink and he didn't appear.'

'Recently?'

He watched Jack breathing in and out. 'Not only recently, but over the years. It wasn't something we ever thought about later. There were times when me and the boys would go to the pub, and Harry'd tell us, see you later, but he'd never appear. Whenever I asked him about it, he'd have different excuses, but mostly, he'd tell us he had to meet a contact.'

'Let me ask you this; was Colin Fleming with you when Harry didn't appear?'

'Yes. He'd been away from his wife for a while, and was going out with this woman. Later on, we found out it was Toni Cooper. Then he got divorced and married her.'

'Did Harry miss out going to the pub before Fleming married Toni?'

'Yes. He was at it for years. He didn't miss every piss-up, but there was a fair amount. Then for a while, he just stopped going.'

'And Fleming was with you all the time?'

'Oh yes, Colin liked a good scoop. More often than not, we'd have to throw the bastard into a taxi. The taxi driver would only take him because we were coppers and gave him an extra big tip.'

'So maybe Harry would only fool around when Fleming couldn't see what he was up to. That way, Fleming wouldn't have a hold over Harry anymore.'

'I wonder if Harry's wife ever had an inclination?' Kim said.

'If she did, she kept it to herself. I'm sure Carol would have said something to me.'

'Why did Cross decide to kill Harry now?' Kim asked.

'We don't know what the catalyst was,' Miller said.

Jack got up. Walked over to the living room window and looked down onto the High Street. Snow was falling lazily through the air. The wind had died, leaving the snow to fight the battle on its own.

He turned back to face his son and his friend. 'So what now?'

'We'll have to call Gibb,' Miller said.

'What if you're wrong?'

'I don't see how we can be, Jack,' Kim said. 'It all fits.'

Jack nodded. 'I know it does. And that's what hurts, Harry keeping me out of the loop.'

'Dad, it wasn't as if he could talk to you. Or me. Or Carol. Or any of us.'

'I can't believe this; Harry; harbouring a fucking killer for all those years until he got it as well.' He looked at Kim as Miller got on the phone to control. 'I never thought Harry used his small brain.'

'That's it done,' Miller said. 'I told Gibb. I want to keep him in the loop.'

He also wanted to call Julie again, not just to see if she was safe. He wanted to ask her if she knew her father had been protecting a killer all these years.


CHAPTER 75




Thursday




Robert Molloy sat back on his couch and looked at his watch; another two hours before he could take more painkillers. His head hurt like it had been trampled by a Rhino. When he caught up with Cross, he'd make sure the fucker died in a lot of pain.

He was alone, having sent Sienna away. The house was secure, so he wasn't worried. He'd been putting off calling Michael, knowing his unstable son would go berserk when he found out. He'd go off at a tangent, looking to break Raymond Cross's legs, and breaking somebody else's when he couldn't find Cross. 

He looked across at the overturned TV and wondered if it would still work when it was switched on. He had another, smaller one stuck up on his kitchen wall, so he wasn't going to miss any programmes. His phone rang.

'About fucking time you called.' It was Greg Sampson.

'How you feeling this morning, boss.'

'How do you think I fucking feel?' He took a deep breath and blew it out slowly. The doctor had told him he needed to keep his blood pressure down. 'What you got for me?'

'We're checking private CCTV's from your street, and cameras from nearby stores. There's nothing yet.'

'Just keep looking. If you find something and I can get the bastard, I'll bring in squads of guys from down south, and we'll deal with him in-house.'

'Miller and his team are desperate to get their hands on him too. We need to be careful.'

'I won't lose any sleep over it. Talking of which, I'm going to bed now. Call me if you make some progress.' Molloy hung up. Thought about calling Michael but let it go. 

Thought instead about Cross hanging from the rafters of his warehouse, blood running down his legs from what was left of his throat.


CHAPTER 76




Richard Sullivan woke to the sun coming through his bedroom window. For a moment, he couldn't think what day it was. Wednesday? Tuesday? No, it was Thursday. Not that it mattered when you were the boss. 

Then he remembered Tai lying next to him. McGovern was long gone by the time she got home. They'd made love before falling into a deep sleep, fuelled by exhaustion and wine. He smiled to himself and looked over to her side of the bed.

She wasn't there.

He felt a stab of panic for a moment. She was a spy after all. Wasn't she? She must have gathered details about his flat and gone running to Molloy. He looked at his bedside clock; seven fifty-six am. He got up and used the en-suite. Pulled on his dressing gown before going upstairs to the living room.

Then he heard it; the sound of cooking.

'Good morning,' Tai said, smiling at him. 'I like some bacon and eggs in the morning. I hope you don't mind.'

He smiled back. Felt relief. 'Of course not. I just didn't think I had any in.' He walked over to her and put his arms around her. She kissed him.

'You didn't. I went out and got some.' She looked at him. 'Don't worry, Molloy's boat doesn't open until lunchtime. There was nobody there.'

'You walked past there?'

She laughed. 'Of course not.' She nodded to his car keys lying on the dining table. 'I'm not that silly.'

She dished the breakfast, while Sullivan poured coffee. They sat at the table and ate.

'I wanted to talk to you about something,' Tai said.

Sullivan wondered if he'd told her he loved her the night before. It wasn't something that was in his memory bank. 'Okay.'

'I'm going to quit my job.'

'Why?'

'I have feelings for you, Richard. I want to put any unease you have about me out the window. I figured if I quit, you'd see you have nothing to worry about.'

You could always quit and still report back to him, he thought, but then regretted it. She'd been honest with him, as far as he could tell.

'I appreciate it, but what would you do with your time?'

'I'll think of something. Besides, my father left me money when he died. It's still in an account, untouched. I didn't want to live off it. I wanted to keep it for a rainy day, as you Scots say. Besides, it's not exactly an account I can declare to the tax man. I can wire some over here so I can live off it while I look for something else. I might even open my own bar.'

'Won't Molloy be pissed off at you?'

'Of course he will, but he won't say anything. He knows it's better to leave me alone.'

Sullivan poured more coffee for them. 'I'll stand by any decision you make,' he said, sitting back down again. For the first time, he could actually see a future with this woman. He thought she felt the same way.

'You know I'm ten years older than you?' he said to her. 

'Yes, of course I do. You told me that up front. I don't care about age. I want to be with you, Richard. I've never felt like this about a man in my entire life. Besides, ten years is nothing.'

And he finally felt like she was telling him the truth.

He wondered if she'd still want to stay with him if she found out the truth about him.

'I can take the day off,' he said to her. 'I don't have any client meetings and what I do have lined up, I can have one of my assistants do.'

'Sounds good to me.' She got up from the table, and came round to sit on his lap. Kissed him. 'I'm falling in love with you, Richard Sullivan.'

'Me too,' he said, the words sounding strange to him.

'Good. Now, take me back to bed.'


CHAPTER 77




Miller had a restless night. Cross was getting bolder, attacking Robert Molloy like that. He showered and dressed. Went through to the living room. Kim was sitting talking with Jack at the bistro table in the kitchen. Charlie was sitting close by. Miller felt something inside, an alien feeling, one he hadn't felt in a long time.

He felt as if he was getting up to have breakfast with his family.

'You two are very cosy,' he said, smiling at Kim.

'I slept like a log. The best sleep I've had since my dad died.'

Miller felt a pang of guilt, wanting to tell her, Your dad isn't dead! Instead, he poured more coffee for Kim. 

Jack declined. 'I'm going out early today,' he said, excusing himself.

Miller sat down at the table and buttered some toast. Charlie rubbed his legs. 'I see you've made a new friend.'

'He's a beautiful cat.' She put her hand down and rubbed her finger and thumb together and watched the cat trot over. She petted him.

'Do you really think Cross will come after me, Frank?'

'You told me a few days ago Cross was coming after me, and he did. There's nothing stopping him coming after any of us.' Except maybe two guys in a black Range Rover.

'I feel better staying here. At least we're prepared.'

Miller finished getting ready and they walked together to the station, Miller holding onto Kim's arm. The cold air felt good on his face, helping to wake him up. They grabbed a coffee from Starbucks.

The morning rush-hour was still in full swing. Miller almost slipped as they went in through the side entrance and up to the investigation suite.

Scott was already in the office, talking with Hazel Carter in a corner. He saw Miller come in and they walked over. 

'Morning, sir,' he said. 'Hi, Kim.'

'Morning, Tam.' He laid his coffee down and took his overcoat off. 'Have we heard anything from the lab yet?'

'Nothing,' Scott said. 'I called earlier and they were still processing it.'

'How long does it take them?' Miller shook his head. He knew they'd be going through the crime scene suit thoroughly, wanting to get it right, but it still irritated him. They'd taken it out of the bag Cross had left in Robert Molloy's house, so surely they'd find something on it? He walked over to his office.

Paddy Gibb came in and closed the door. 'Robert Molloy getting a doing. I can't believe it.'

'Neither can I, Paddy. The thing is, if Cross is trying to take out Molloy, maybe he was the last on the list. Maybe Cross will disappear now.'

'Or maybe he'll go back and finish the job.'

'Nobody will get near Molloy now. He'll have somebody with him twenty-four-seven until we get Cross.'

'If we get Cross. Molloy could be looking over his shoulder for the rest of his life.' He took out a cigarette and lit up, opening Miller's office window for a moment. 'No smoking, my arse.'

'That's it, Paddy, kill both of us.'

'Back in my day, all the team in CID smoked. Not like now.'

'How many of them are still alive?'

Gibb looked at him. Shook his head and flicked the unfinished cigarette out the window where it fell to earth and landed in a snow bank. 'Anybody told Michael Molloy about his old man?'

'No. The old man will want to do it himself. Why should we make it easy for the old bastard?'

'Good point.'

Miller yawned. Took a sip of his coffee.

'You need to get to the gym, get yourself fit,' Gibb said.

'I don't have time to get fit.' Too many late nights searching for the guy who killed my wife, Paddy, he wanted to say. Not enough sleep and too much caffeine.

'That's my boy,' Gibb said, slapping Miller on the back. 'I'll make a smoker out of you yet.' He left the office.

Miller walked back out and stood at the front of the room. The voices hushed a little. Miller noticed Gary Davidson was absent. Did you know your father was covering for a killer? Would you have helped him if you did? Miller thought.

'Ladies and gentlemen, I want to talk to you about last night.' He looked at them, at the faces hooked on his every word. 'As you all know, Robert Molloy was attacked in his home by Raymond Cross last night. It's lucky his minder was with him. She saved his life. She also scared Cross off, and he ran out, leaving a bag of goodies behind. Including a scene-of-crime suit. We assume he was going to put it on before gutting Molloy.'

'We get anything useful from the bag?' Jimmy Gilmour asked. 

'Forensics are going through it now, trying to find some trace. We'll have to wait and see. We need to keep at it. We'll be going back to interview Molloy later, and I've asked Sienna Craig to come to the station for more questioning.'

'Could she be the one who attacked him?' Hazel Carter asked.

'We can't rule anything out, but our first indications are, no. There's no obvious motive, unless she wanted her boss dead. Which does happen.'

'You got that right,' Andy Watt said, and laughter burst out in the room.

'Okay, folks, stay focussed. Back to work.'

There was the murmur of voices as they all went back to their desks.

Then the call came in.

Some big name was dead.




'Are you sure nobody followed you here?' Neil McGovern said. He sat at the small wooden table, drinking a strong, black coffee. 

'As sure as I can be.' Sienna Craig sat down opposite him with her own coffee. 'Besides, if any of Molloy's men spot me, I'll tell him I'm putting some feelers out to try and track down Cross. You heard about last night, I take it?'

McGovern nodded. His head felt like it was going to explode. He'd only meant to have  one with Sullivan, but one turned into two, and the rest was history. 'I was worried about you, Ashley. When I heard, I have to admit I panicked.'

'I'm glad you worry about me, boss, but I can take care of myself.'

'You're in deep with Molloy now, but I don't care about that. I do care about your safety. Remember, all you need to do to get out is make a phone call, and the deal is over.'

Agent Ashley Turner nodded her head. She liked working with McGovern, not feeling like she had to prove herself, which she'd done more than once, but he was a good boss to work for, and this undercover mission was perfect for her.

'I know that, boss, but I want to see this through.'

McGovern drank more coffee, feeling more human with every sip. 'I'm quite happy for you to carry on as long as you don't feel compromised. It would be good to get Molloy, but not at the expense of losing you.'

Ashley smiled at him. 'You say the nicest things, boss.'

'I know I do. Luckily my wife knows you, or she'd kill us both.'

'No she wouldn't. Norma's sweet.'

More coffee. Feeling the heat go down into his gut. 'She says she'll be happier when I don't have to keep changing my hair colour. Or wear any funny glasses.'

'Or wear a big, false nose.'

'You're so funny, Miss Turner. Remember who writes your annual evaluation.'

'I try.' She sipped some of her own coffee then looked at McGovern with a serious look on her face. 'I had to get rough with somebody the other day.'

'Really? Do tell.'

'His name's Ian Powers. He was doing a search on Alamo International, and one of Molloy's IT guys spotted it. So he sent me round with Sampson to have a word. I was rough but I didn't hurt him. Much.'

'Ah, Ian Powers. Yes, I know of him. Haven't met the man, but he's a friend of Frank Miller. He seems to be good around computers.'

'It might be worth bringing him on board.' She looked at her boss. 'Just a thought.'

'Way ahead of you there. If he's as good as Miller thinks, he could be a good asset for us. Not right now, though. I don't want anybody seeing him near us. Maybe after this case is done with.' 

'It might give him a shock to see me round at his place without slapping him about.'

McGovern laughed. 'I'm sure you'll win him round.' He stood up. 'I'll get more coffee. Then we can go and see our friend. I'm sure he'd like to be introduced to you.'

He stood up and looked out the window. Saw somebody walking in the distance.

'Uh oh. Seems like that introduction is going to be made sooner than we thought. Let's go.'


CHAPTER 78




Miller pulled into the private road and braked hard. A patrol car blocked the road. The uniform saw his blue flashers behind the grill and pulled the car aside. The snow that covered Molloy's drive had been annihilated by the convoy of police vehicles. He crept the Vauxhall round the uniform on guard duty and pulled up behind the other vehicles.

'How the hell did Molloy let himself get taken like this?' Miller said. 

Scott shook his head. 'With all the money he has, and all the security, he still ends up dead in his own home.'

'This is awful,' Kim said, from the back seat.

They walked into the house past the uniform guarding the door. The inside of the house was warm. Det. Sup. Paddy Gibb stood in the living room amongst the technicians. He was wearing a forensic suit, and a scowl that would melt wallpaper.

Miller and the others pulled on their latex gloves and over-shoes before entering Michael Molloy's last resting place. The last one before he was put in a box.

His corpse had been left just like the others; opened up in front, with some of his intestines laid on top of him. The front of his face had been pulverised, almost like it had taken a hit from a shotgun, but there was no evidence a firearm had been used.Blood had spattered round the room as if it had been fed through a hose into a lawn sprinkler. What was once a beige carpet was now soaked in blood, which had turned the colour of raspberry jam.

'This is turning into a pile of shite,' Gibb said.

'It's not one of our better weeks, I have to admit,' Miller said. 'What have we got?'

'Cross has some fucking stamina. He's obviously unhinged, Frank. I mean, I didn't like Michael Molloy, but look at him.'

Miller saw Jake Dagger working over Molloy. Walked over to him. 'Where's Julie?'

Dagger looked at him. 'She called and said she'd taken your advice; have another few days off.'

Miller felt relieved. 'For once, somebody's listening to me.' He also knew since Julie was leaving for London, she wouldn't be back on duty again. He nodded towards the corpse. 'What would have done that much damage to his face?'

'A sharp object, like an axe. There are cuts as well as broken bones in his face, so an axe would be my guess.'

'Jesus Christ.'

'Any idea of time, Jake?' Scott asked.

He turned to look at the detectives. 'I told Gibb I'm thinking between seven and nine pm. Before his father was attacked.'

'Who found the body?' Kim asked Gibb.

'The cleaner. This is her day to come in, and when she got here, she found our distinguished friend lying here dead.'

'Any chance she did it?'

'No. She was taken away by ambulance to the Royal. She's being treated for shock.'

'Whoever did this, wasn't taking any prisoners,' Scott said.

'We're assuming it's Cross, but we can't rule out somebody else. Molloy had a lot of enemies.' Miller didn't believe his own words as he looked down at Michael Molloy's cold corpse. 

'Maybe he'll stop killing now he's killed Molloy's son,' said Gibb.

'Or maybe he's just getting warmed up.'

'Your attempts at cheering me up are woefully short, Frank. If you want my job, I'm sure it's going to be available shortly after those clowns in charge find their scapegoat.' He took out a cigarette and put it into his mouth, unlit. Miller thought he looked ten years older than he was.

'Maybe we'll find he's finished, right enough,' Miller said.

Gibb took the cigarette out. 'He can't keep up this pace. Killing Michael and then attacking Robert in the same night. He's either got some fucking stamina, or he's on drugs. Remember Levitt said Cross will continue until he hits his Crash Point. That's what usually happens with these killers; they carry on until they have to rest, so there's time between killings.' He looked at Miller. 'I don't know what I'm more worried about, him keeping on killing or stopping killing and we never find him.'

Miller let out a deep breath. 'We need to go and talk to Robert Molloy. I heard he signed himself out of the Royal.'

'I think we should go heavy handed.'

'Agreed. I don't know how he'll handle this one.'


CHAPTER 79




'Maybe hit the Almondvale shopping centre first then have something to eat later?' Tai asked Richard Sullivan as he drove the A5 out of the underground car park. 

'Sounds good.' He stopped to let the gate open and it was almost done when somebody stepped into the middle of the lane with his back to them. Sullivan honked his horn but the man didn't move.

His heart was beating faster. What if it was the killer they were looking for? What if he was waiting for Sullivan to get out of the car? He honked the horn again. The man still didn't move.

'Wait here,' Tai said, opening her door. She didn't wear heels; heels were for dancing, flats were for fighting. 

'You need to move,' she said, to the man's back. 'I'm not going to tell you twice.'

'Well, well, Miss Lopez,' Jack Miller said, turning round. He smiled at her. 'What if I'd been one of Molloy's men? That wouldn't have looked good on your CV.'

'Who are you?' she said, keeping her distance, ready to take him on if a knife should be pulled.

'His name's Jack Miller,' Sullivan said, getting out of the car. 'What can I do for you, Detective Miller?'

Jack walked up to him, sensing Tai was about to leap on him. Sullivan looked at her and shook his head slightly. 

'I just wondered if we could have a little chat somewhere,' Jack said, his hands dug deep into his overcoat.

'What about?'

'Listen, Son, I'm freezing my balls off here, I'm older than you, and I'm outnumbered. I'm hardly a threat to you. All I want is a wee chat.'

'I'm certainly in demand this week.' He sighed. 'We can go back up to my flat. If that's okay with you, Tai.'

'Sure. Shopping can wait until later.'

Five minutes later, they were riding the lift back up to Sullivan's flat. Tai offered to put the coffee pot on while the two men talked in the living room.

'I appreciate you seeing me, Mr. Sullivan,' Jack said. He was standing looking out the windows over to Fife.

'Everybody drifts over to that window when they come in here. It was this view that sold me the flat.' He walked over and stood beside Jack. 'And you can call me Richard.'

'Or Dick?' Jack looked at him.

'Richard's fine.'

'Coffee's ready,' Tai said.

'Thanks,' Sullivan said. 'How do you like yours?' he asked Jack.

'Milk. No sugar.'

Sullivan poured, and invited Jack to sit on the couch. 'What did you want to speak to me about? Or shall I have a guess?'

'Carol was like a daughter to me. I worked with her father for a long time. And my son was married to her.' Jack took a sip of the coffee and put the cup on the coffee table in front of him. 'We all want to know what happened to her. I'm not here to ask you any awkward questions, but rather to see if you can shed any light on things.'

Sullivan nodded. 'You know Frank and I have no love for each other. But I didn't have anything to do with Carol's death. For all I know, Molloy might have had something to do with it, and now he's trying to frame me. I had an interesting conversation with Robert Molloy; he said if he found out I'd had anything to do with Carol's death, he'd...well, the threat was implied. I don't know why he'd take it so personally, but I can assure you, I had nothing to do with it. If you're here because you suspect me, then you're wasting your time. If I had something to hide, I wouldn't be talking to you.'

Jack drank some of his coffee. 'You know, as a murder squad detective for a long time, you get a feeling about somebody when you're talking to them. I never had that feeling about you. Sometimes Frank can't see the woods for the trees, but I can. Killing a copper's a big deal, and I somehow don't see you doing it. You obviously don't need the money. I don't think Carol got in your face too many times. It was her obsession with Molloy that brought your name into the mix. You do like to take a risk though, Richard.' He nodded over to Tai.

She looked over, and smiled at him.

'I'm not going to let Molloy get in my way when it comes to Tai.'

'Don't worry, Son, he won't hear anything from me. I know what it's like to love a woman. I was married a long time before my wife passed away.' He stood up.

There was a knock on Sullivan's door, and he rolled his eyes. There was only one man who could let himself in the stair.

A few seconds later, he and Jack heard voices as Tai let somebody in and they came upstairs to the living room. A man and woman walked in.

The short man walked over to Jack Miller. 'Allow me to introduce myself; Neil McGovern.'


CHAPTER 80




Jack stood in silence for a moment, his thought process trying to make sense of what he'd just been told.

Neil McGovern had been sent to the psychiatric hospital for being a multiple killer, where he'd died. And now he was here, standing before him in the flesh.

'You want to tell me what's going on?' Before I hurt you. 

'No, I'm not dead, and I didn't kill Harry. Frank knows all about it.I was working with Harry the night he died. He said he knew who was responsible for killing those three women two years ago but he died before he could tell me.'

Jack realised everything he knew about the Cross case had just flown out the window.

'This is Robert Molloy's new head of security, Sienna Craig. Otherwise known as Agent Ashley Turner. She works for me.'

'More coffee?' Tai asked, unfazed.

'Thank you, Miss Lopez,' McGovern said. 'Come on Jack, let's get a seat. I think it's about time we let you in on what's been going on.'

Sullivan stood up. 'I think I need something stronger.'

'Didn't you have enough last night, old son?' McGovern smiled at Jack. 'This lad knows how to put the booze away. 

They sat down on various seats, Sullivan joining them after pouring himself a whisky.

'Right, let's cut to the chase,' McGovern said, unbuttoning his coat. 'I have a feeling after what happened last night, our killer's coming to an end. Maybe he'll come back to finish off Robert Molloy, maybe he won't. Maybe he'll try for Frank again. We just don't know, but I think he's almost done.'

'Do you know where Raymond Cross is?' Jack asked. 

McGovern looked at Sullivan briefly before he carried on. 'He's sitting right there.'

'What are you talking about?'

'Richard is Raymond Cross. He worked for my department a long time ago, but then he wanted to be a lawyer, so he left. I asked him to do me a favour and do another job for me. His undercover name was Raymond Cross. You won't recognise the guy who was brought into the station and charged with Moira's murder, and who I took out with Harry's help, but it's one and the same.'

Jack took a coffee from Tai and thanked her. Looked at Sullivan. 'I remember you. Lippy bastard.'

'It was all part of the act,' Sullivan said, sipping on the golden liquid.

'So we're not looking for Raymond Cross, is that what you're saying?'

'That's exactly what I'm saying,' McGovern said. 'Cross didn't exist except in name only. Moira got murdered that night, God bless her soul, and that was the operation over. Richard went back to being a lawyer, but we had his appearance changed a bit. Not even Robert Molloy recognised him.'

'Look, call me sceptical, but how do we know he didn't kill Moira. Hell, how do we know he didn't kill Carol?'

McGovern took his time answering, looking across at Sullivan for a moment, as if asking for permission. Sullivan nodded before McGovern carried on.

'Richard and I catch up on occasion. I worked mostly in London but when I was up here, we sometimes got together for a beer. I was with him the night Carol was murdered. That's how I know he didn't kill her. Somebody wants you to believe he did. 

'As for Moira, well, they both worked for me. They were trying to get information about Molloy so we could take him down. It was their last job. Richard and Moira didn't just work well together, they were husband and wife. Richard decided he didn't want to work undercover for me anymore, and went off to be a lawyer instead, with my blessing. However, I needed Moira to do one last job for me. If she wanted to. I didn't pressure her, but she was ever the professional. She persuaded Richard to work with her, and got her sister, Andrea, to introduce Raymond to Michael Molloy and they hit it off. Andrea didn't know Richard. She thought he was some bloke her sister had met.'

Jack looked stunned. 'Carol hated Richard. They were seen arguing outside the court. She arrested him.'

Sullivan spoke up. 'One of Molloy's men struck a deal with the PF. He'd only talk to me, so it was arranged for me to be arrested. It was all a cover. I was in the cells with him, and I took the details. Some drug runner got busted. Then my case was thrown out of court, to maintain my cover.'

'What about when she was seen arguing outside the court with you?'

'Again, cover. Harry knew about it.' 

'She never told Frank.'

'It had to stay that way,' McGovern said.

Sullivan carried on. 'She also came to me in secret one night. Harry told her I knew who her biological father was. I couldn't tell her, but she kept going on about it. I caved in and told her on the understanding she wouldn't confront him, and she agreed.'

'Who's her father?'

Sullivan didn't look sure for a moment but McGovern nodded. 

Sullivan told Jack.

Jack sat in silence again, processing the information. 'Does he know Carol was his daughter?'

'Yes.'

'Where do you fit into this, Sienna? I mean Ashley.'

'We've been trying to get Molloy for years,' she said. 'That's why I was brought in. However, my time's done with him. He was making enquiries about me, and we think my cover's been compromised. Time for me to go soon.' 

'So somebody's using the name Cross and trying to make it look like it's Cross who's responsible for killing people.'

'Yes he is,' Ashley said. 'I know it's not any of Molloy's crew.'

'What about his son, Michael?' Jack asked. 

'We don't think he murdered Moira, but we're not a hundred percent sure. If he did, then his wife Andrea wasn't privy to the information.'

Jack drank some coffee. 'Somebody wants to get back at Michael Molloy by killing people who are associated with him.'

Ashley leaned forward in her chair. 'We think he pissed off the wrong person, but the obvious one, his wife Andrea, she's dead, a victim herself.'

'But Harry said he knew who it was, nine weeks ago.'

'And he had to be silenced,' Sullivan said.

'I wish he'd come to me,' Jack said.

McGovern took his phone out after it vibrated. 'I just got a text from one of my men; Michael Molloy was found dead in his home this morning.'

'What?' Jack said, disbelief in his voice. 'Michael Molloy's dead?'

 'And Robert Molloy was attacked at home last night. Looks like he tried to take them both out.'

'I fought him off,' Ashley said. 'I think if I wasn't there, Molloy would have been killed as well as his son. That's why we think Cross, or whoever's pretending to be Cross, is almost finished. And our window of opportunity to catch him is getting smaller by the minute.'  

McGovern stood up. 'I need to go out. I'll catch up with you all later.'

Jack Miller watched him go, not knowing the killer had already finished his killing spree.

There was just one loose end he was going to tie up.


CHAPTER 81




Kim Smith walked down the High Street from the station and went into Starbucks for another coffee. She hated the cold, but she psyched herself up by thinking they had to get through the winter in order to get to the summer. Her father had told her that once. You've got to have rain to see the rainbow.

She took a seat at the window. The snow had stopped, and the forecasters said there was going to be a respite for a day or so. She'd believe that when she saw it. 

She took her iPhone out again and looked at the text once more. Get to Starbucks in the High Street. Sit at the window. This will benefit you. Go right now. Cryptic wasn't the word. So curiosity brought her here. Without her gun. Her mother had warned her against carrying it all the time, and now it was locked in her desk. She felt naked without it.

Her phone buzzed on the counter. She'd left it on vibrate and now it danced round in a tight circle until she grabbed it. Another text. It's me, Jack. Frank's dad. Meet me in Hangman's Close. Now. I need your help, Kim.

Kim picked up her coffee and left Starbucks, pocketing her phone. Maybe you should call Frank, she thought. But what if she did? Frank would tell her to hang fire, to wait until he got there. He was in Cramond, a good twenty minutes away. Jack sounded as if he was in trouble, and he needed her now. She wasn't willing to take the risk. Besides, she could look after herself.

She walked up to Hangman's Close, a few short steps down from the station. The snow was banked up at the side of the road. 

She reached the close.  It was narrow and dark, and the wind whipped through it like a wind tunnel. She walked through, the wind stinging her eyes. There was nobody about. Not even Jack.

She stopped. He was nowhere to be seen. Further down, on the left, were the back doors to a pub or some shop. They were closed, with rubbish bins sitting outside. Where was he?

She turned round, looking back the way she'd come. He did say this one, didn't he?

Raymond Cross was standing ten feet away.

He was dressed from head to toe in black, with a black balaclava. His eyes glinted through the small holes that had been cut for him to see out of. He was pointing a gun at her.

'Hello, Raymond,' Kim said, trying to stay calm. Trying to make a connection.

Cross said nothing. Just stared, the gun unwavering.

She didn't have her gun. Cross had his. There was nothing she could do.

Her thoughts were cut off as Cross moved forward expertly, and pistol-whipped her.

Kim yelled, and fell onto her backside, banging her head on a large green recycling bin. She picked up a black garbage bag and threw it at Cross, where he easily smacked it away.

'Now, now, my friend, that isn't sportsman-like. Don't you see the girl doesn't have a gun? Why don't you put it away and then have a fist-fight. Bit more even then, I should say.' It was said in a posh, English accent. 'Even better, have a fight with me.'

Cross turned to see a man standing watching them. He was about five foot eight, wearing a long, black jacket, and black trousers. He had short hair, black, as if he'd just dyed it. Black-rimmed glasses filled his face. He was smiling at Cross, walking slowly towards him. 

Cross said nothing, just grabbed hold of Kim, hauling her to her feet and putting the gun to her head. 

'Take it easy. Nobody needs to get hurt,' the man said.

Cross had Kim's hair wrapped in one hand, yanking her head back. 

'Okay, okay.' The man put his hands in the air and took a few steps back. 'We can talk about this.'

Cross took the gun away from Kim's head and shot the man in the chest. Kim screamed, as the man was thrown off his feet, the sound of the gunshot banging around the narrow close.

Cross started walking backwards, dragging Kim with him. 'Fight me and I'll kill you.'

Still she struggled, but she felt woozy from being hit. He headed for the end of the building where the pathway turned. They went round the corner and were gone.


CHAPTER 82




Paddy Gibb and Jimmy Gilmour were waiting in the car outside Robert Molloy's house when Miller turned the corner, blues flashing behind the grill. Miller and Scott got out of the car and walked up to the passenger side. Gibb rolled the window down.

'He's in. We saw him walking about in front of the window earlier.'

'Must be nice, living in a place like this,' Scott said. 'Makes you wonder why we're so law-abiding.'

'That was Colin Fleming's philosophy and look where that got him,' Miller said.

They walked through the build-up of snow to the front door of the house, and Miller rang the bell, stamping his feet to try and keep them warm. 

They heard the interior door opening, and then the front door being unlocked. 'This had better be bloody good,' Robert Molloy said, swinging the door open. 'Oh, it's you lot. What's up now?' He was dressed in a pair of black trousers with a thick sweater. The state of his unkempt hair made it look like he'd pulled it on in a hurry.

'We need to talk to you, Mr. Molloy,' Miller said.

'Mr. Molloy? That sounds ominous.' He didn't look unduly worried. 'And you brought your friends along. Did I invite you to a party or something?'

'Can we come in?'

'Why?'

'We don't want to conduct business on your doorstep.'

Reluctantly, Molloy opened the door wider and let them all in. They walked through the inner vestibule and he showed them through to the living room. 

'This must be serious; Miller coming to my house with Paddy Gibb. Has my liquor license run out or something?' Molloy gave a small chuff of laughter. 'Should I call my lawyer now?'

'You might want to sit down, Molloy,' Gibb said. He put his right hand in his coat pocket, and felt the pack of cigarettes sitting there, teasing him. Come on, smoke us, you bastard. He took his hand out.

'Did you find Cross? Is that why you're here?'

'No. It's not about last night,' Gibb said.

For the first time, they could see a shift in Molloy's demeanour, a quick look between Gibb and Miller, as if this was some kind of joke.

'Why don't you tell me what it is you've come to say and then I can have some coffee?'

'Your son's dead,' Gibb said, getting straight to the point, just like Molloy wanted.

The older man looked like somebody had just shoved a gun in his face. 'Dead? What do you mean, dead?' He tensed up, his body going rigid.

'I'm sorry, but Michael was murdered last night,' Miller said.

'What is this, a fucking comedy routine? You and your boss turn up and tell me my son's dead, just for a laugh?'

Miller looked at him, no pity in his eyes. This man had caused so much pain to so many people over the years, there was no pity there anymore. 'I know it's hard to take, but if you know anybody who'd do this, you have to tell us.'

'There are too many people to count, you know that.' Molloy sat down, like a balloon that had suddenly become deflated. He shook his head. 'You sure it was him?'

Miller nodded. 'We're ninety percent sure, but we've had the techs take blood. We'll need some of your DNA for the ID.'

'What? You know what he looks, looked like. Why do you need my DNA?'

'There was some head trauma,' Gibb  said. 'Cross left your son a mess.'

Molloy looked like all the air had left his lungs, like he was a balloon that had once been proud, floating high until somebody had popped it with a pin. Then he took a deep breath. 'I want to see him.'

'Molloy, you can't,' Miller said.

'I know my fucking rights. If I want to see him, there's nothing on this Earth you can do to stop me.'

'We'll need to give the mortuary time to prepare him.'

'I can wait. But I want to see my son.' He sat even further back in his chair. 'How did it happen?' His eyes were bright now, like he'd caught his thumb in a door.

'He was stabbed to death. He died before Cross came here to kill you. It seemed he went for a double-whammy, but Sienna stopped him from killing you.'

'Where did he die? He was going home.'

'He was killed in his house,' Miller said. 'We believe Raymond Cross killed Michael. Killed Andrea too. Killed three of the witnesses from long ago. Raymond Cross has come back after all this time, and now he's killing people connected to you, Molloy. We want to know why.' Miller thought about Molloy's story of Cross blackmailing him, and was sure there was more to it.

Molloy hesitated. 'How should I know?' A look passed between them.

Miller called Jake Dagger and gave him a heads up. Twenty minutes later, he called back.

'We'd like you to come to the mortuary now, if you would,' Miller said. 

Molloy nodded. 'Give me five minutes.'

The four detectives stood around as Molloy went upstairs. Miller started looking around, as Gibb went over to stand by the window, as if he was looking out for somebody. 

'Frank, you take him to the mortuary. I'll head up to the station with Scott. He won't want us all there, and to be honest, I don't want to be there with him.'

'Right, I'm ready,' Molloy said, coming back into the room.

'Who's having the pleasure of driving me?' He looked at Miller.

'I'll take you.'

'Fine. Let's go.'

Scott opened the back of Miller's car.

'I think I'll ride in the front this time. I don't want the neighbours to think you bastards have arrested me.'

A tear rolled down Molloy's cheek as Miller drove away.


CHAPTER 83




Neil McGovern lay on his back, feeling like an elephant had sat on his chest. Eventually, he rolled onto his side. He wasn't sure how long he'd been down, but it felt like an age. The bullet had hit his vest, absorbing the impact, but it was going to hurt for a while.

He struggled onto his side, knowing he had to get to Kim, but the pain was still kicking away at him. His breath was shallow and coming in spurts. He spoke into his cuff microphone.

'Are you two there yet? He's got Kim,' he said, feeling panic starting to get the better of him.

The two men in the Range Rover had sped away after dropping their boss off, heading for the lower end of the close. When McGovern had seen his daughter go down there, he'd had an uneasy feeling and hopped out of the car, telling his two associates to get down to Cowgate and block the exit.

'Less than a minute, boss,' the passenger said. 

McGovern wondered how long he'd lain there. It couldn't have been more than a few minutes.

The closes leading off the High Street all ran downhill. Hangman's Close ran down towards Cowgate. They were all designed for pedestrians to connect with other streets, and were built hundreds of years ago, before cars were even thought of. They weren't designed for traffic to use.

Cross's plan made sense, McGovern thought, as he got to his feet and struggled to the corner of the building and looked round. The pathway carved its way between the building in the High Street and a high wall that bordered an office block. It ran a short distance before turning left and heading back down to Cowgate. McGovern made his way to the next corner, his chest on fire. He was grateful to Frank Miller for giving him a heads up about Cross having a gun. Looked round. This part was steeper and a flight of steps led down to the bottom part of the close that traffic could come into. 

He ran carefully down the stairs, and jumped into the street. Maybe Kim could fight him off and get enough distance between her and the killer so McGovern could get a shot off.

There was nobody there. 

The Range Rover came screeching round the corner from Cowgate. Stopped near McGovern. The two men jumped out and ran to their boss.

'Where are they?' the driver asked.

'I don't know. How the hell did it take you so long?' He balled his fists up and felt the tension run through his body like a virus. 

'Traffic was heavy,' was all the driver had to say. 'Guthrie Street was blocked by a delivery van.'

They looked around. They were nowhere to be seen. 

'Look for them. They can't have gone far. Fucking move!'

The men ran back towards the car, looking at doorways at the back of the office building Hangman's Close ran round, but there was no open doorway.

McGovern ran back up the stairs, looking for somewhere they could hide, but none of the snow was disturbed at any of the back doors. Where the hell had they gone? 

It was almost as if they'd vanished into thin air.
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Jake Dagger was in attendance with Gus Weaver. Molloy walked into the mortuary behind Miller, making a face at the smell of disinfectant. Scott stayed outside in the waiting room. Sienna Craig was there, waiting. Molloy had called her from home and asked her to be there and she'd been dropped off before they arrived.

'Dr. Dagger. This is Mr. Molloy here to formally identify his son,' Miller said. He put his phone on silent mode.

Dagger nodded. 'We have him ready for viewing.' He looked at Molloy. 'I'm sorry for your loss.'

'I haven't identified him yet, you arsehole,' he said to him, and for a moment, Miller thought Molloy was going to hit the pathologist.

Dagger turned and walked away with Weaver, going through a swing door that was for staff only.

'Come on, up this way,' Miller said, walking up a corridor to the viewing window. 'Don't be taking it out on them, they're just doing their job.'

'You ever lost anybody close to you, Miller?'

'I have as a matter of fact.'

Molloy looked at him. 'Oh yeah. So you have. You had to look at her through a plate glass window, with disin-fucking-fectant clogging your nostrils, watching some daft bastard wearing a white coat, pulling back the white sheet!'

Miller saw Molloy was losing it and put a hand on his arm. The older man was trembling through his coat, and Miller could see Molloy's teeth chattering with nerves. Molloy looked down at the hand. Miller didn't move it. 

'I'm here, Molloy. Keep it together for Michael's sake.'

Robert Molloy nodded to him and only then did Miller remove his hand.

Molloy cleared his throat, and took a deep breath.

The window was set into a wall next to the waiting room. Curtains hid what lay behind, like they were waiting at a circus freak show. Molloy stood staring at the glass. The curtains parted. Act one. Michael Molloy lay on a gurney, only his eyes revealed, but even then, they were bruised, as if he'd been boxing. The rest of his body was covered by a sheet. Gus Weaver stood back out the way, waiting to close the curtains again.

'Is that it? That's all I get to see?'

That's all you'll fucking want to see, Miller thought. 'I know it's a cliché, but trust me, you want to remember him the way he was.'

'He tried to kill me, but he killed my son. For his sake, he'd better be out of Edinburgh by now.' He looked at Miller. 'Where do I give a DNA sample?'

Miller took a small vial out of his pocket that a tech had given to him as they came in, alerted by Paddy Gibb before they got there. He swabbed the inside of Molloy's cheek and put the sample back in the vial. 

Molloy turned and walked out of the mortuary. Sienna saw him leave, and walked fast to catch up with him.

I just hope this isn't the start of World War Three Miller thought to himself as the curtains slid together again, taking Michael Molloy away for good.
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Hangman's Close was swarming with patrol cars when Scott turned in from Cowgate. He and Gibb got out into the freezing cold and looked for McGovern. Saw him up ahead with two men standing beside him. They were beside a black Range Rover.

Norma Banks was there too, her usually oak veneer crumbling. Husband and wife together, waiting for the bad news.

McGovern's call had been short and simple: Gibb, I can't get hold of Miller. Cross has got Kim. I'm at Hangman's Close. Down by Cowgate.

McGovern walked over when he saw Gibb and Scott coming. 'I tried calling Miller but he's not answering.'

'He's at the mortuary. Probably switched his phone off for a few minutes. You need to tell me what happened here, Neil.' Gibb still thought it was surreal after Miller told him McGovern was still alive.

'Our daughter was kidnapped, that's what fucking happened,' Norma Banks said, stopping behind her husband.

Gibb remained composed. 'That's why we're here, Ms. Banks.'

She looked at her shoes for a moment before looking him in the eyes. 'I don't mean to get snappy, but Kim means the world to us.' Her words caught in her throat for a moment. 'I couldn't bear it if anything happened to her.'

'I know. I have kids myself. We'll do what it takes to get her back.'

'It's all my fault,' McGovern said. 'I was supposed to be watching Kim, but I got caught up in a meeting with some people. By the time we traced the GPS on her phone, I saw her coming down this lane-'

'It's called a close, Neil,' Norma said, putting a hand on his arm.

'Close, and then he was there and he had a gun. When I tried interfering, he shot me. Luckily I'm wearing a bullet-proof vest. I'd sent my men round in the car to come up from the other side, but when they got there, the Close was empty. The back doors that lead into the buildings are all locked. We checked. There's no sign of them anywhere. They've disappeared.'

'This was obviously well planned,' Scott said. 'Kim didn't just come down here, I assume. She was probably lured here, so Cross wouldn't be able to go far with her at gunpoint, so he'd have a car or a van parked here.'

'Did you two see anybody come belting out of here in a car?' McGovern asked his men.

'Nothing. Only the ambulance,' the driver said.

'What?' Scott said.

'The ambulance. I was about to turn in here, but had to wait while the ambulance came out. He had his blues on, so he was in a hurry.' Suddenly he didn't look too sure of himself.

Gibb was talking to some of the uniforms. 

'Come with me,' Scott said, to McGovern as he took his mobile out. He made a quick call as they walked to the end of the lane. Hung up. He stopped and looked around.

'What are you thinking, mate?' McGovern said. 'You don't think...'

Scott nodded. 'The ambulance.' He pointed to a huge turning space at the end. 'This is a narrow lane with double yellows. He wouldn't want to attract the attention of a parking warden by sticking a car on the yellows. Nobody would think twice about an ambulance with its blues on.

'He'd want out of here as quickly as possible. However, he didn't count on you turning up, but this still didn't disrupt his plans. He still came down here with Kim. Probably had the ambulance parked there, ready for a quick getaway.'

Scott's phone rang. He answered it and then hung up. 'I asked control to check. There was a treble nine call for Hangman's Close twenty minutes ago. They haven't had a report back since.'

'What was the call for?'

'Heart attack. Nothing the police would be called for. They assumed the technicians were still working on the patient.'

'Do you think he took them with him?'

Scott shook his head. 'No. Too risky. Too time consuming. He'd get the ambulance to come here with a false call, but then he wouldn't risk leaving them in the ambulance while he went up the close.'

'He killed them.' McGovern said, quietly.

'I think so.'

'Where would you dump them?' McGovern asked the question, but knew the answer. Two blue communal business dumpsters sat against a wall. Scott picked up the lid on the first one. Saw some blonde hair below some garbage bags. Pulled some bags aside and saw a female lying amongst the garbage with her throat slit. Dressed only in her underwear. She'd had her paramedic jump suit taken off. Or had been made to take it off before being killed.

'I have one here,' he said, to McGovern. The other man lifted the lid on the second dumpster. Let it slam down. 'Bastard. There's a young guy in there.'

'He got his uniform on?' Scott asked.

'Yeah. Why?'

'The female hasn't.' Scott looked at the dead paramedic; he was a big man, with a big build. Unlike the female. Why would Cross take the woman's and not the man's? 

Scott shouted for some uniforms to come up. Then he radioed in for Maggie Parks and her forensic team.
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Miller caught Dagger in his office. 'Sorry about that.' 

'Don't worry about it, Frank. Grief always make people act strangely. I'm used to it.'

Dagger stood up from behind his desk and walked over to a coffee machine, which sat on another table. Poured a cup and asked Miller if he wanted one. Miller didn't. 

They walked out to the loading bay where Molloy had gone. Sienna was standing behind the freight doors, looking out. 

'He wants some peace for a minute,' she said. 'Just let him be.'

Miller gave her a Fuck you look and walked out into the freezing cold air. Gusts of wind toyed with the snow that lay against the side of the grey building. The sky was clear and a weak sun was showing through.

The older man was standing with his face looking skyward. 'Do you believe in Heaven, Miller?'

Miller looked up at the sky. 'I do. In this job, you have to believe that there's a better place after dealing with all the shite down here.'

Molloy looked at him. 'I believe that thing in there's just my son's shell, that his spirit is gone now. He's probably up there laughing his head off seeing me like this. Wee bastard.' He put a hand on Miller's right arm. 'Come, walk with me for a minute.'

Miller turned and looked at Sienna peering through the doors. Miller hunched himself into his overcoat.

Molloy stopped when he judged they were out of earshot. 'Sorry about losing it in there. Dagger's a good bloke from what I hear.' He looked at Miller. 'Where's your girlfriend, by the way?'

'If you mean Kim, she's not my girlfriend. She's a colleague.'

Molloy took in a deep breath and blew it out in a plume. 'I miss Sean so much. I'm heart-broken about Michael of course, but Sean was my wee boy. I've never forgotten you saved my son. He would have died years ago if it weren't for you. You gave me another, what, ten years with him? Something like that. Years I wouldn't have had with him.' He looked Miller in the eyes. 'I loved that he stood up to me and went his own way in life. He thought he was hard, but deep down, he was a softy.' 

'I remember the first day I saw him in high school. He was standing alone, and I could see he was wanting to make friends, but nobody went up to him. I think they knew who he was and nobody was sure of him. So I went up to him and we started talking. Turns out he liked building Airfix planes too.'

Molloy laughed. 'I remember him telling me that.' He dug his hands deeper into his pockets. Looked at Miller. 'He could have gone to George Watson's or Heriot's like Michael did, but Sean was different. He wanted to go to a "normal" high school. Never missed a day of school. And he found his best friend there, even if that best friend's old man was a copper.'

Miller looked at him. 'I know this isn't the right time, but I wanted to ask you a question.'

'Private or business?'

'Private.'

'Fire away.'

'How well do you know Richard Sullivan?'

Molloy gritted his teeth and shook his head. 'Total fucking weasel. Once he won that case with the actor who was suing that newspaper rag, he didn't want to be associated with me. Why you asking?'

'I'm guessing he had some information on you that could have been harmful to your empire,' Miller said, ignoring the question.

Molloy blew out a long chilly breath. 'You guess wrong. First of all, I'm a law-abiding citizen, and secondly, if he'd started any of that shite, I'd have asked him politely to stop.'

'You would have had him dumped out at sea, you mean.'

'I mean nothing of the sort.'

'Don't worry, I'm not wired for sound.'

Molloy gave a small laugh. 'I don't care if you are. I've nothing incriminating to say.'

'My question is, why would Carol's wallet be in a house he bought and is only now renovating?'

'Somebody took it from her, remember? They obviously dumped the wallet in there.'

'When we checked over every pub she'd been sent to that night, we searched within a half mile radius of each call, just to see if anything would jump out. Lamb's House was derelict, but it was boarded up. I asked a colleague of mine to check the place out that night, because I knew it was empty. He went round and looked at all the boards on the windows on the ground floor, all the boards on the doors. They were all nailed tightly shut. Nobody could have come along that night and swung a board sideways and gone inside.'

'So what are you saying?'

'I'm saying, whoever had that wallet kept onto it for a while and dumped it in the house after the renovations started.'

'I don't have the answer then, Miller.'

'Was Sullivan into anything illegal that you know about?'

'Not that I know of. He's just a slimy bastard.'

'I'm going to do some more digging into him.'

'I think you're barking up the wrong tree. He knows what would happen to him if he'd killed Carol that night.'

Molloy's BMW pulled into the car park, Greg Sampson at the wheel. 'Anyway, it's cold, and I have a funeral to arrange.'

Sienna walked out of the receiving bay and over to Molloy. The car stopped beside Molloy. Sienna opened the back door for her boss. Molloy climbed in. The window slid down. 'Just so we're clear on one thing, Frank; if I find Cross before you do, you'll never find out what happened to him. And you can take that to the bank.'

Miller watched the car leave, then he felt his mobile vibrate. Took it out of his pocket and answered the call.

'Frank? It's McGovern. Cross has taken Kim. I don't know where they went, but he took her away in an ambulance.'

'How long ago?' Miller felt his heart racing.

'Ten, fifteen minutes. Cross killed the paramedics after he shot me. He's lost it now.'

'Are you okay?'

'I'm fine. I wasn't hurt. I need to find Kim. I don't know where he's taken her.'

'I think I might know where they are,' Miller said, running for his car.
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Miller hammered the car along the snow-covered road in Warriston cemetery. There were tracks from other vehicles and he followed them, diverting off to the left at the last minute. He was going back to the crypts where he'd been with Kim just a few days before, only this time, her life depended on him getting there.

He stopped the car on the top road, on top of the crypts and ran through the snow towards the hill at the side. He slipped going down and fell backwards, getting back up again, reaching the bottom without cracking his skull on a gravestone. 

He saw the ambulance as he reached the bottom road. No exhaust coming from the pipe at the back, no blue flashers going. There was no way he could creep up on it, so he ran at it, hoping he wasn't going to be gunned down.

It was empty.

He took the LED flashlight from his pocket and walked up to the main entrance, looking at the confusion of footprints in the fresh snow. His fast breathing was blowing plumes into the cold air.

Miller switched on his torch, the light shining bright in the darkness. He swept the light around, but there was no sign of anybody. He walked up the central passageway, shining the light around him, constantly turning around. Devil takes the hindmost.  

He stopped and listened, but the wind whistling through somewhere was the only sound. Up ahead, the gate was still open to the crypt where Harry Davidson had died. Back to where it all started. He went in, walking carefully, aiming the torch like it was a light sabre, but it was obvious from the flickering one of the oil torches had been lit in the crypt. He turned left from the entrance corridor into the crypt itself. There was no sign of Cross. He shone the flashlight around.

His flashlight picked out Kim sitting in the corner, the oil lamp causing shadows to dance. 'It's me, Kim,' he said to her. She was dressed in a green jumpsuit he assumed had been taken off a paramedic. Her hands were tied behind her back and she had tape over her mouth. He pulled the tape off and untied her.

She stood up, rubbing her wrists and then threw her arms around Miller. 'I thought I was never going to see you again, Frank.'

He had a strange feeling inside right then, a feeling he hadn't felt in a long time. He held her tightly.

'Where's Cross?' he asked.

'I don't know. He left.'

Miller swung the flashlight around. Near where Neil McGovern had sat that night over nine weeks ago. Then they heard feet scuffing the hard earth behind them. They turned round.

The figure stood in front of him, dressed in black, wearing a balaclava. He could make out the mouth and eyes. And the gun.

'Why don't you make yourself more comfortable,' Miller said. 'You can start by taking the balaclava off. Julie.'

He saw the mouth break into a smile and she quickly whipped the woollen mask off. 'You're clever, Frank. Did you know it was me, or was that just a guess?'

'Let's call it an educated guess. When I got a call saying Kim had been abducted, it all fell into place.'

Kim looked shocked. Her eyes went wide. 'Julie? What the fuck?'

'Kim? Meet Raymond Cross,' Miller said. 'Or the woman who's made us think Cross has been going on the rampage all this time.'

'I don't believe it.'

'Believe it, dear.' Julie looked at Miller. 'What made you think I'd be here?'

'Lucky guess. There's not many places in Edinburgh where you can hide a stolen ambulance for long. Not when you have a prisoner in tow who you don't want anybody to see. So I took a guess.'

She gave a quick laugh. 'My dad always said you were a good detective. So tell me how you knew it was me and not Raymond Cross.' The unwavering gun was pointed at Miller's stomach.

'Believe it or not, it was something you told me that made me think. You see, Harvey Levitt, the psychologist, said the killer was hurrying through this because time was running out for him. Of course, I didn't think about you at the time, but later on I did. You told me you had another job to go to. Unfortunately for you, I called St. Luke's in London. They hadn't heard of you. Which wouldn't have mattered if I'd called, say, next week, because you would be long gone.'

Julie shrugged. 'Doesn't make much difference if you know now. You and Kim will both be dead in a minute.' 

'Why the crypts though, I thought?' Miller said, continuing. 'When I was with Harry as he died, I looked at the names on the markers. They all had the same last name. This is an old family crypt. I got a friend of mine to do a search; this belongs to your step-mother's family. Although it hasn't been used for years, it's the perfect place for hiding somebody.'

'It still doesn't explain how you figured it was me, Frank.'

'I started to think maybe Harry was protecting somebody all these years. Andrea Kennedy told me you were at Moira Kennedy's murder scene with your father. Then I got to thinking, who would Harry be protecting if Cross was innocent?'

'Who says Cross was innocent?' Julie asked.

Miller smiled. 'Let's not play games, Julie. Your father was protecting you all these years. You killed Moira Kennedy. And he covered it up.'
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She drew in a breath and looked at him. He could see the change in her eyes, turning her into a version of Julie he'd never seen before. 'Believe me when I tell you I didn't want it to end this way.'

'I don't want to believe it, but now you've shown me just what you're capable of.'

'I'm capable of a lot more than you give me credit for,' Julie said, smiling.

'Like faking being attacked on your doorstep?'

She laughed. 'I was pretty convincing, wasn't I?'

'Yes you were. I wondered why my cat wasn't acting scared just before I was attacked in my flat. He knew you.'

'That's right. When you called me, I was in your flat, not in the mortuary like you thought. I just went downstairs after that, and changed jackets in my car.'

'What if Kim and Tam Scott had come upstairs with me?'

'I'd have killed them where they stood.'

'Jesus, Julie. Don't do this.' Miller felt a mixture of fear and sadness.

'It's a pity you turned up, Frank. I was going to let you live, now I'll just let you both have it.' 

'Like you were going to let me live when you set Lamb's House on fire?'

Her smile dropped. 'I don't want to kill you, Frank. That was meant to scare you. To make you think Sullivan was involved.'

'Why don't I believe you?'

'I could have shot you when I was pointing the gun at your face in your living room if I wanted you dead.'

'Why did you kill Moira Kennedy?' Miller asked, trying to keep her talking. 'You murdered her that night. At least tell me why. You didn't even know her, did you?'

Julie shook her head. 'Never met her before in my life. But she was Raymond's girlfriend and she was taking him away from me.'

'He wasn't really your boyfriend though, was he?'

She waved the gun at him. 'You don't understand! My dad introduced me to him. Brought him round to our house. I thought he was an informant. I fell in love with him as soon as I saw him. He came round quite a few times. He was handsome, he made me laugh, flirted with me. We had a great time. Shared a few beers together. I thought he was going to ask me out. I fell head-over-heels for him. I was so in love. I'd had boyfriends before, but this was different; this was the real deal.

'Then my dad told me I should stay away from Ray. He didn't want me going with boys, no matter who it was. So I went to the opening party of Robert Molloy's hotel. I'd heard Ray and my dad talk about it. I told you the other day I got invited there, but I didn't. They weren't my friends, but I blended in anyway. Nobody knew the difference.'

'You saw him there with Moira?'

Julie looked right into his eyes as the smile dropped from her face. 'I didn't set out to do it, Frank. I saw Ray come from the hotel into the car park and got in the back of the car. It nearly drove me mad. Then Ray got out of the car for whatever reason. Moira got out and went and sat in the front. I couldn't help myself after that. I got in the car with Moira and told her to leave Ray alone. Then she started in on me. Fucking bitch slapped me. So I took my knife and stuck it in her throat. I was in the back and she was in the front. Blood spattered out, but I didn't get any on me. I couldn't help myself.'

Miller quickly looked over at Kim as Julie took her eyes off him for a second and started to pace. He nodded his head slightly, hoping she got the meaning: If I can wrestle with her, get out and run like fuck.

'So what happened next?' Miller asked her, knowing it was important to keep her talking. He put himself between Kim and Julie. When you're marching, you're not fighting. More talking equals less shooting.

Julie gave him her full attention again. 'I went into the hotel lobby and called the bar, asking to speak to Robert Molloy. When he came on the phone, I told him there was somebody outside who was going to put him in jail. Then I hung up. Then I called the police. Said I saw a man kill a woman in a car. 

'Then I watched Molloy come out, but he wasn't alone. Michael was with him. They saw Moira in the car and Michael lost it, shouting and screaming. He grabbed Moira but there was nothing he could do. He and his father had blood all over them, and if my dad had been on time, he would have caught them red-handed. He could have arrested them, and I'm sure they would have made the charges stick.'

'Clever,' Miller said, 'but they didn't get caught.'

'No. My dad got the call. I knew he was close to Molloy's hotel. I'd heard him talk about it on the phone. Then Ray came out. Saw what was in the car. Then my dad turned up with the cavalry. Ray and my dad talked for a bit. I didn't know what they were saying, but then my dad put Ray in handcuffs. The place was swarming with uniforms.'

Miller kept his eye on the gun. 'But Molloy didn't get arrested. He had three witnesses who would swear they were with him the whole time and he never even stepped outside. The three women you killed two years ago.' 

'That's right. So I told my dad what I'd done. I think I wanted to see if he loved me or not. He had little Carol and little Gary now. He'd married that bitch after my mum died, and they couldn't have children. So they adopted a little girl. Why the fuck would he want another girl? He had me.' She poked herself in the chest. 'Me. His own flesh and blood. So now was the time to prove he loved me more than Carol. My dad did. He protected me.'

'I don't think you had to resort to murder to see if your dad loved you.'

Julie gritted her teeth. 'It wasn't that simple. I thought me telling my dad might have made sure Ray was in the clear so we could be together. Again, my dad told me I should stay away from Ray, that he wasn't what he seemed to be. He'd been working undercover with my dad. I was excited. I thought Ray would come round and get me. Ray was smuggled out of the station by another agent pretending to be a fucking copper from London. I never saw him again. Turns out Moira was Ray's wife, so he was never interested in me in the first place.' 

Kim moved slightly towards the exit. Julie pointed the gun at her. 'You take one more step, and I'll finish you before Frank gets to hear my side of the story.'

Kim moved back a step.

Julie's eyes were bright and ferocious in the light from Miller's flashlight. 'My dad and I had a tumultuous relationship after he married that bitch. I thought things would be different when she died, but no. I often complained about Carol, and he verbally lashed out at me one night after he'd been drinking. Said Carol was the better daughter, and she was the best detective on the force and she'd climb high. I was so jealous I looked at Harry's old case file and saw the list of witnesses who'd given Robert Molloy an alibi the night of Moira's murder. And I started killing them. Neither you nor Carol could figure out who'd murdered them. I won the challenge. I made a comment to Harry, that Carol couldn't be that good if she couldn't track down a killer. He said Carol was still the better daughter.'

'I don't think Harry saw a difference between you and Carol,' Miller said.

'If he didn't, then he should have!' Her voice was getting louder. 'I was flesh and blood. It didn't matter, at least I knew I was the better daughter. It would have stayed that way as well if Carol hadn't poked her nose in.'

Miller's eyebrows narrowed. He felt a shiver of cold crawl down his neck. 'What do you mean?'

'If Carol hadn't gone looking for stuff in my dad's attic the day she died, she'd still be alive today.' She looked at him and smiled. 'You've always wondered who killed her, Frank. Now you know: I killed her.'
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Miller felt a ringing in his ears, like he'd been slapped hard on the side of the head. 'What did you say?'

Julie laughed, like a person who'd lost all grip on reality. 'I stole Richard Sullivan's car that night. It was an old classic Jag, easy to hotwire. Harry taught me how to do that a long time ago in case I ever lost my own keys. I knew Carol had been having problems with him and I thought it would be fun to divert attention to him. I used his car to kill Carol.'

Kim glared at her. 'How could you have killed her? How would you know where she was? Don't listen to her, Frank. She's playing games with you now.'

'Why don't you tell her how I knew where Carol was, Frank?' She smiled at Miller.

Miller looked round at Kim. 'I told her where Carol was.'

'That's right. Detective Miller here told me. In fact, he kept me informed of how everything was going. You know why? Because I asked him to. I was playing the worried sister. I simply called, and Frank told me. Then he told me she'd to throw her radio away but she'd put a throwaway phone in her boot. She called him and told him she was heading for a pub in Leith. The Admiral's Rest. Convenient for me, but it wouldn't have been a problem if she was going somewhere else. Frank kept in touch with me.'

'You haven't told me why you killed her.'

'I was getting to that.' She pointed the gun at the uneven floor. 'When I killed those three women, I took their IDs. Just to make it harder for you lot. I put them in a box of photos that were in my dad's attic. Little did I know they were Carol's photos. 

'Then one day, Carol was round and found the box when she was looking for something. Saw the bank cards and the driving licenses. She called me, in a right tizzy. Crying and getting hysterical. She thought Harry had killed those women and was going to confront him, but I told her not to do anything rash. Keep it to herself, and I'd go with her and talk to him. She didn't want to talk to you about it, Frank, not at that point. Harry was her dad after all.'

'And you couldn't have her confronting Harry because he'd know he himself didn't kill those women, and that would leave only one person who could hide those things in his attic: you.'

Julie was silent for a moment before answering, as if her mind was taking her back to that time. 'That was the night she went on the ransom drop. You told me she was doing it, remember?'

Miller nodded. He was starting to feel very cold now. Shivered inside his overcoat. He remembered Carol had told him the night she was doing the ransom drop she had bad news for him and was scared. That must have been what she was scared about.

'I knew I had to silence her, so I put the plan into action. It wasn't much of a plan, and I originally thought about calling to tell her all about it, then I'd have killed her somewhere else, but the whole kidnap drop thing was perfect. I had to give it a try. And it worked. I stole Richard Sullivan's car and ran her down with it. I knew there was bad blood between them, and the suspicion would fall on him.'

Miller couldn't believe what he was hearing. His sister-in-law had killed his fucking wife. No matter how many times he repeated it in his head, he still found it hard to believe, like it was a dream.

'Things couldn't have gone more smoothly. Nobody knew exactly who killed Carol, and Sullivan had an alibi, albeit a shaky one, but nobody could prove he did it. Then life went back to normal.'

'For you, maybe. My life was never the same again after I held my wife's funeral.' He looked at her. Had to keep her talking if he was going to get out of this alive. 'What did you do with the ransom money?'

'I didn't take it. I just ran her down.'

'You expect me to believe you didn't take the money?'

'I don't care what you believe. I know I left her dead in the middle of the road.'

Miller was trying to read her face, but couldn't. 'Why did you get your father and McGovern here that night nine weeks ago?'

'I was arguing with him, which we did a lot. He said he missed Carol. She was more like a daughter than I was. So I told him I was the one who killed those women and killed her. He said I had to be stopped. I heard him talking to McGovern. Asked him to meet him in the catacombs. I figured he thought I'd never find him there in the family crypt. I didn't figure on him bringing you into it.'

'So you thought nobody would ever find them.'

She nodded. 'I couldn't let him put me in prison. I tried to kill them both, but McGovern didn't die. And he got the blame for killing my father. Except he died in the hospital. Then when Kim and I got chatting, she told me McGovern was really her father. Since I was robbed of killing him, I thought I'd kill his daughter instead.'

Miller shook his head. 'You don't have to do this. We can get you help, Julie. They'll be lenient with you.'

Julie laughed. 'What, because I'm a sicko? Is that what you're saying?' She looked Miller in the eyes, and they were the eyes of somebody who was unhinged. 

'I still don't understand why you wanted Molloy to take the fall for Moira's murder. Or why you targeted Molloy after all this time. Why you killed innocent people associated with him,' Miller said, trying to buy time.

'You really don't know.'

'Know what, Julie?'

The laugh and smile again, spittle forming a chain between her top and bottom lips. 'As I said, my father and his wife adopted Carol and she became the baby of the family. I'd been pushed aside by a baby who wasn't even flesh-and-blood. I hated her. So let me tell you who your wife's real father was: Robert Molloy. And that bitch I killed in the pub, Jennifer Wilson? That's her mother. I wanted to kill people associated with Molloy so he'd feel pain.'

'Robert Molloy? Miller said, incredulously. 

'That's right. When I was arguing with Harry one night, he told me Molloy was Carol's father. So you see, Frank, I'm not sick; I'm angry.'

'I can see you've been harbouring this hatred for years, and I can understand that, but –'

'You can understand nothing. You have no siblings. You couldn't even begin to understand, you patronising bastard.'

Julie turned to look at Kim. 'I'm going shoot you right in the head. After I've shot him. Murder-suicide. Then I'll be away and they'll be chasing Raymond Cross for years. But they'll never find him.'

They heard shouts coming from far away. Miller looked at her.

'It's over. I didn't come alone. They're not looking for Cross any more, Julie; they're looking for you.'

Julie was fast. She moved the gun and shot Kim.


CHAPTER 90




Miller didn't have much chance to stop her but he lunged anyway. His hand knocked her arm a fraction and the bullet hit Kim in the side.

Kim screamed and fell over sideways. Blood mushroomed on the front of the green jumpsuit.

Miller had hold of Julie's sleeve, but she managed to pull her arm back. She brought the gun round in an arc, connecting it with the side of his head. He reached out and blindly grabbed at the weapon. His fingers wrapped round the barrel as he fell. He hit the floor, rolled and got a proper hold of the gun, taking it from her. As he lay prone on the floor, he saw Julie's legs disappear round the corner.

He got up on shaky legs, checked on Kim. 'I'll get you help. They're here. They'll help us.'

'This hurts, but I'll be fine. Go after her. Don't let that bitch get away. Go!'

 He nodded and ran the same way Julie had gone.

Outside the crypt, the main passageway was dark, the light from the oil torches diffused to a dull glow. He looked the way he'd come in and didn't see Julie. More voices, louder this time, coming from the direction of the entrance. Lights dancing about in the dark.

'Down here!' he shouted. 'Bring a medic. Officer down! Gunshot wound.' Where was Julie? The ventilation shaft. In the opposite direction. He started running as fast as he could, the pain shooting through his head. He held his flashlight in one hand, the gun in the other. Turned right, the same way Kim had showed them before. Then left. There was no slowing down this time, no wondering if there was somebody round the corner waiting with a gun.

Up ahead, light from the ventilation grate shone down into the passageway, bathing the passageway in a dull light. Snow had fallen through, making the floor slippery.

Julie was standing on the pile of gravestones that provided a makeshift ladder to the iron grate above. She was pushing the grate, but it wasn't moving.

'I parked one of the front wheels of my car over it,' Miller said.

Julie stopped pushing. Turned to look at him and smiled. Then she climbed back down. Stood looking at him.

'Keep your hands where I can see them,' he said. It was much colder here, making him shiver. Blood trickled down his neck from where she'd hit him with the gun, and his legs were starting to shake.

'You don't want to shoot me, Frank,' she said, breathing heavily.

'You're under arrest, Julie.' He pointed the gun at her.

'That's something you don't want to do. You wouldn't find the answer if you arrested me.'

Miller looked into her eyes and saw something there; not fear, but amusement. For some reason, she looked like she had the upper hand although he was the one with the gun. 'What answer?'

And in that instant, she smiled. 'Who I was working with.'

'What are you talking about?' He was starting to sweat, despite the cold. His legs were starting to shake. Could it be true? Or was this just a madwoman talking? Don't listen! Don't listen! Don't listen! Ignore her!

'You don't think I did all this on my own, do you? I told you I didn't take the ransom money, and that was the truth. He took it.'

'The kidnapper?'

Julie shook her head. 'No, the man I was working with. He thought we were only going to rip Carol off for the money. When he saw I'd killed her, it was too late; he was in as deep as I was. Too late for him to turn back.'

'Were you lying about Richard Sullivan? Was he involved?'

'No, he doesn't know anything. He was just a false lead.'

'So tell me who it is.' Miller kept the gun on her, but he could feel the shakes creeping into his hand.

'I'm not telling you everything just now. We're bargaining, Frank. Let me leave. There are other ventilation shafts I can get out of. Nobody will ever know, remember that. I'll be away from Edinburgh. I've finished killing. You can go about your life again. Then when all this has died down, we'll meet again, just you and me. Then I'll tell you everything you want to know.'

'What's to stop you disappearing and never contacting me?' Stop asking her fucking questions! his mind screamed. His head was buzzing now. What was he thinking? He couldn't bargain with this woman. This was crazy. She was a psychopathic killer. She just said she was going to shoot you and then Kim. Murder-suicide.

'You'd have to trust me. I could have shot you, but I didn't. I wasn't going to shoot you, Frank. I could have killed you in your flat, but I didn't. You're not part of the plan.'

They both heard the shouts getting closer.

Miller wavered. 'We both know you're lying.'

Julie was still smiling. 'Time to make up your mind. Let me go, and I can meet you somewhere after all this dies down. I'll tell you who he is. You can go and get him and all this will be over. You can get on with your life and I can too. We'll both get what we want, Frank. I'll contact you. Nobody will ever know.'

'I'll know.'

Julie looked past him. 'This is a one-time deal and you know it.'

'You killed my wife, and a lot of other people. You know I can't let you go.'

'You'll spend the rest of your life wondering who he is, and he'll still be out there, free as a bird.'

'I think you're making all this up.'

'That's a dangerous road to start going down.'

'You're full of it, Julie.'

'Am I? I can tell you who he is. It's very interesting.'

'Tell me.'

'I can't tell you everything. I will though, if you let me go.' She stepped closer. He kept the gun pointing at her.

'You won't shoot me.'

'Go ahead and try me.'

So she did.

Maybe it was the darkness that threw him off. Maybe he was distracted too much. Maybe Julie was right; he couldn't shoot her in cold blood. Whatever reason it was, his guard was down long enough for her to throw herself at him.

She was fighting like she was on drugs. In that moment, he understood how she could overpower men stronger than herself. How she could overpower somebody like Michael Molloy.

He could feel her left hand grab the gun as she tried to wrench it from his hand. Then the gun went off. He fell backwards onto the hard-packed dirt floor.

Miller felt pain like he'd never felt before. His shoulder felt numb as the pain exploded through him. He couldn't move, except to look up at Julie holding the gun. 

The voices were getting closer.

'Were you lying about working with somebody?'

'Of course I was. Or was I? Make up your own mind.' She looked down at him lying helpless on the ground. Smiled at him.

Miller shook his head. 'You won't get away.'

'Drop that fucking gun!'

Miller could make out a man standing in the dim light, pointing a gun at Julie. A sharp beam of light from the weapon lit up Julie's face. She was smiling down at Miller.

Despite the pain, he recognised the face, recognised the voice, the Cockney accent reverberating around the subterranean catacomb. 'Julie...you remember Neil McGovern, don't you?'

'What? You're lying!'

'In the flesh, as we speak, Princess,' McGovern said. 

Then she swung the gun up, and in that moment, Miller knew she'd never get a pin-point on McGovern.

He heard a crack, deafening in the confines of the catacombs. Watched as Julie fell on top of him, blood spreading across her chest.

He tried to scream but couldn't.

The sound of running feet and voices shouting.

Then hands grabbing Julie's lifeless body.

Then total darkness.


CHAPTER 91




Two Weeks Later 




'You ready?' Neil McGovern said, walking into Miller's hospital room. 

Miller looked over at his friend. He still shook his head at the thought of McGovern being his friend, but that was the best description he had.

'Yeah. Just finishing up.' His left arm was in a sling and he winced at the pain as he moved. 

McGovern moved forward and helped Miller on with his jacket. He looked at the cut on Miller's head. It had healed well, but the gunshot wound would take a bit longer. 

'You're lucky she missed your head,' he said. 

'I know.' It was something Miller thought about almost every waking moment. 'If it wasn't for you, she would have shot me dead.'

'You saved my little girl. We're even. Has the doc been in yet?'

'The nurse said he'll be along shortly. He's doing his rounds.'

McGovern looked at the clock on the wall.

'You been in to see Kim yet?' Miller asked.

'Yeah. I went there first. She asked where you were. Said you usually go in to see her in the morning but she hadn't seen you today. I told her you were busy packing.'

'Has the doc spoken to her yet?'

McGovern smiled. 'He has. He said she'll be in here another week. The infection in her wound took a lot out of her.'

'I've noticed a difference though. I'm glad the bullet went right through.'

'Listen, Frank, I want you to meet somebody. Ash?' He turned to the door and Sienna Craig walked in.

Miller looked at her, confused.

'Frank, this is Agent Ashley Turner. She works for me.'

Ashley smiled at him and walked forward. 'We haven't been formally introduced before.' They shook hands.

'Did Molloy find out you're undercover?'

Ashley shook her head. 'No. He won't see me again. I'm heading off to New York tomorrow to work in our U.S. office for a while.'

'New York?'

'We have an office in the British Consulate in Manhattan,' McGovern said. 'Molloy won't know Ashley's left until she doesn't turn up for work. He'll wonder where the hell she went, but he'll think she just skipped out on him.'

'That's the second time I know of that you failed to get inside Molloy's organisation.'

'We were closer this time,' Ashley said. 'There'll be other times.'

'Talking of Raymond Cross...did Jack tell you about him?' McGovern said.

Miller shook his head.

'Maybe he thought it better I tell you; he worked for us back then as you know. However, he retrained as a lawyer and we helped him change his identity. A little nip and tuck, new name. Nobody ever figured out who he really was.'

Miller shook his head. 'Don't fucking tell me: Richard Sullivan.'

McGovern looked at him. 'That's how I knew he couldn't be the man you were looking for. He was over the Atlantic, flying back to Edinburgh, the night Colin Fleming was murdered for a start.'

'Carol hated him.'

'No she didn't. She worked with him on a few cases and that was part of the cover. Sorry for the deception, but it was part of the job. He's not a real bad guy, but he wanted to stick it right up Molloy, that's why he took work from him. Then he lucked out and made a fortune. Molloy hates him now, and he would have him topped if he found out about his past life.'

'And Jack knew?'

'I introduced him to Sullivan. Don't stress over it now though. We'll have a beer one night and I'll tell you all about it.'

There was silence for a moment as Miller let this fact settle in.

Ashley spoke first. 'I'd better be off, boss.'

McGovern put a hand on her shoulder. 'Take care. You'll have a team with you all the way to NY. Let me know when you've settled in. I'm having somebody ready your apartment in Brooklyn now.'

'I'll call you.' She looked at Miller. 'Get well soon. It was nice meeting you, Frank.' 

'You too.' He watched as Ashley left. 'You're a dark horse, McGovern.'

'In my line of work, you have to be.'

The doctor came into the room. 'Inspector Miller. Glad to be going home now?'

Miller nodded. 'There's only so much excitement I can take, Doc.'

The doctor smiled. 'I have a prescription for you.' He handed it over. 'Painkillers. Follow up with your own GP. And take care of the shoulder. You'll have to go to physiotherapy for a few weeks, but the wound has healed well. No infection there, and we got the bullet out. Once again, you were lucky. Straight in and out.'

'I don't feel lucky.' Miller knew Julie would have overpowered him if the gun hadn't gone off. Then she would have killed him before McGovern got there.

'Take care of him,' the doctor said, to McGovern. 

'My wife's cooking him dinner tonight. And my daughter will be staying with us for a while when she gets out, so they'll both be looked after.'

'Ah, yes, Miss Smith. She's making a good recovery.'

'I'd like to see her before I go,' Miller said, standing up and putting the prescription in his pocket.

McGovern grabbed Miller's holdall and walked into the corridor. 'I'll see you down in the car, Frank. We'll be at the front door.'

'Aren't you coming to see Kim?'

'I've just seen her. Believe me, she doesn't want to see her old man twice in twenty minutes.'

Miller nodded and left the room. He walked out into the main spur, heading for another ward. Trying not to think of Sean Molloy in his death bed.

There were two armed officers standing outside her room, and there would be men there twenty-four-seven until they could determine the level of the threat. In case what Julie said about not working alone was true.

I wasn't working alone. He could still hear Julie's voice when he thought about it.

Kim smiled when she saw him walk into the room. 

'Hey, I was wondering where you'd got to this morning.'

'How you feeling?'

'Sore. As if the bullet didn't do enough damage to me. Still, the infection's almost gone and no vital organs were hit. Thanks to you.'

'I was just in the right place at the right time.'

'You're too modest.' She smiled at him, then winced as she changed position. 'I hear my mother's cooking dinner for you tonight. You and your dad.'

'Yeah, Jack won't pass up a free meal. It'll be a change for him to eat real food for a change instead of my defrosted dinners.'

She laughed and winced again. 'Don't make me laugh, Miller.'

Miller looked at the drip still attached to her arm. 'More antibiotics?'

Kim nodded. 'Shut the door, Frank.'

Miller got up off the bed and closed her door. Sat back down again. She had the same view into the car park, just further along.

'I wanted to thank you again for saving my life. If you hadn't knocked Julie's arm, the bullet would have killed me.'

'Now you're giving me a beamer.' Miller could feel his cheeks getting red.

'Don't be silly. I owe my life to you. And when I get out of here and I'm on my feet again, I'd like to buy you dinner.'

He reached out and squeezed her hand. 'Just concentrate on getting better.'

She nodded. Yawned. 'I'd like to get a little bit of sleep before my mother comes in. She fusses like an old mother hen.'

'It's what mother's do.' He stood up. 'Call me when you're ready to get out.'

'I will. They said next week after the infection clears up. I'll be off work for a while.'

'Will you be back with your dad's department?'

'No. Norma wants my dad to be based up here permanently, and she wants me to be a full-time investigator with her office. Nobody knows my mother's Norma Banks and I certainly won't be telling anybody.'

'I'm glad you'll still be around.' He kissed her on the cheek. 'I'd better go. Your dad's downstairs waiting to drive me home.'

She watched him walk to the door and stopped him. 'Frank, do you think Julie would have killed you?'

He nodded. 'I think so. She wanted to kill people related to Moira Kennedy's murder. I was in her way.' 

He said goodbye and left. Downstairs, the black Range Rover was at the door. 

McGovern was sitting in the back waiting for him. The driver and passenger looked straight ahead as the car pulled away from the hospital entrance.

'You know, you saved my little girl's life, and there's nothing I can do that will ever fully repay that debt, Frank. You know that, don't you?'

'Kim and I were working together. We were part of a team. She's one of us and we do anything for our own.'

'And her mother insists she stay working up here. For her department this time, not mine.'

'And you're staying too, I hear.'

'My wife always gets her own way.' He smiled. 'Seriously, if there's anything you ever need, or if there's anything I can do for you, you only have to ask.'

Miller sat in silence. The car turned into Old Dalkeith Road. 'Well, Neil, there is something...'


CHAPTER 92




'Do you want me to wait here?' McGovern said to Miller as they stopped outside Julie's house.

Miller shook his head. 'No, I don't know how long I'll be.'

'I can come in if you like, Frank.'

Miller took a deep breath and let it out slowly. 'This is something I've been dreading, but I have to do it. One last time.' He looked up at Julie's townhouse. 'Maggie Parks and her team were through here and found nothing?'

'They were looking for evidence that she had an accomplice after what she told you, but there was none. She could have just been saying that to wind you up, Frank. She was literally negotiating for her life.'

'I know. I just had to make sure. Thanks, mate. I'll catch you around.'

Miller took out the spare key he had for the house. A quick phone call to the station confirmed all the forensics had been done on the house and he could go in. Now, there was no evidence the whole place had been gone through.

Miller felt like a lead weight had dropped from his chest into his stomach as he turned the key in the lock. Walking into the house brought back memories of better times. Like the first time he and Carol had come here.




'This is a nice place you have here,' Miller said, handing over the bottle of wine they'd brought.

'I love it,' Carol said, hugging her sister.

'Thank you,' Julie said. 'Come on up, the rest are here.'

They followed her up to the first floor where the living room was. They could hear the buzz of conversation as they walked into the living room. Julie introduced Miller and Carol to her work colleagues. Jack was there with Helen, Miller's mother. 

'Hey kids,' Jack said. 'Have a drink.'

'Are you sure there's any left?' Miller said, with a grin. 

'Cheeky wee bugger. Mother, have a word with your son.'

'He only calls me "mother" in front of you, I'll have you know,' Helen said, hugging her son. 'Come on, Carol, let's leave the boys to insult each other. Leo Chester's here.' 

Chester had been Julie's boss for years and was as charming as ever. One of the old school who still wore a bow-tie. 

Harry Davidson was there with his wife, Ann. They were talking to Chester, and Harry came over when the women got in a group.

'Nice place,' Miller said, to Harry.

'Yes. She's done well for herself.' He looked around conspiratorially. 'Between you and me, I wish she'd find a man. Somebody to share this place with. She's knocking on the door of forty and no man in her life. It's a crime, Frank. I'm glad Carol's got you.'

'I'm sure she'll find somebody one day,' Jack said, not quite believing his own words.

'Well, somebody has to make me a granddad one day. You too, Jack. I'm sure you and the missus can see a little nipper running around your house?'

'I hear nothing else, Harry. Now Helen's retired, she wants nothing more than to hear the sound of little feet running about our place. I told her we could look after Frank's cat now and then to satisfy her cravings.'

Harry sucked in a breath. 'You're a brave man, Jack. Most women want to become a grandma, and that's not a thing to joke about. Am I right, Frank?'

Miller nodded. 'I'm with Harry on this one, Dad. You're on your own there.'

'Well, if you and Carol get married soon and produce a little Frank, then I won't have to keep putting my foot in it, will I?'

'We're happy living together.'

'I'm sure you are, Son, but a woman always wants a gold band on her finger, and I can't blame Carol for wanting one. Why she doesn't pester you to death is beyond me.'

'Well, it was nice chatting with you, Dad, but I'm going to have a chat with Gus Weaver.' Miller walked away from his father and over to the mortuary assistant, glad to be away from the talk of marriage.




That had been five years ago. It would be another two before Miller and Carol got married. They'd been husband and wife for six months before she died. Sometimes he thought getting married had been a curse.

Now, Julie's house felt not only quiet, but empty.

He walked past the laundry room and the door leading to the garage. Up the stairs and into the living room. Everything had been gone through carefully, and put back as best they could, but it still looked messy. 

'Did they find anything?' Miller asked McGovern. Meaning, did they find anything that would tell us who she was working with? 

Miller tried to picture that house warming party, imagining where Carol had stood. Where his mother and father had stood. Tried to hear the laughter again. Then a thought occurred to him; at the party, it was all family and colleagues who'd been there. None of Julie's friends had been there.

Did she have any friends?

He didn't have the answer. He hadn't heard her talking about any close friends. No boyfriends, no girlfriends that she went out drinking with. She'd been a very lonely woman. Or had she? Maybe the madness kept her entertained. 

He looked through some of the private papers and bills that had been piled on the floor. He didn't know where they'd come from, but they obviously hadn't been put back. He wondered if Julie had left a will, and whether Gary would be in it. Wondered if Carol would be in it. A lawyer would have to wrap up her estate.

He carried on looking around for a while longer and then walked down to Julie's laundry room. Then through to her garage.

That's where he found what he was looking for. It all fell into place.

He went back upstairs.

Now all he had to do was sit back and wait. 

He didn't have to wait long.


CHAPTER 93




The front door clicked shut softly.

Miller was sitting on the couch facing the living room door when Gary Davidson walked in.

Gary stopped as if he'd hit a brick wall when he saw Miller. 'What are you doing here?' he said to Miller, through gritted teeth.

'Take it easy, Gary.'

'Who the hell said you could come in here? It wasn't good enough that you killed my sister, you have to come back and rake around in her things?' His face was red, as if he was about to explode. 'How did you get in?'

'Julie gave me a spare key a long time ago,' Miller said. 'What are you doing here?'

'Me? I'm her fucking brother! I have every right to be here. I come by every day to try and sort this mess out. I'm on compassionate leave, remember? I'm seeing a fucking therapist. It's not every day you find out your sister's a fucking serial killer! And she murdered my other sister and my father.'

Miller saw his brother-in-law was losing control but couldn't risk going over to him in case he got hit on the shoulder.

'Gary, this isn't going to be easy. I'm going to make a call and get you help. You shouldn't be here.'

'It's none of your business. I'm doing fine, and if people leave me alone, I can get on with this.'

'I'm not going to leave you alone.'

'Yes, you fucking will!' Gary said. Then he made his move.

Miller moved fast, grabbing Gary round the neck, pulling him backwards. Gary struggled, grabbing hold of Miller's arm, but to no avail.

Then he passed out.




 When Gary came round, he looked like he didn't know where he was for a moment. 'What...what happened?' he asked, when he saw Miller standing watching him.

'Drink that glass of water,' Miller said, sitting down beside him. 'You're just stressed out, Gary. I don't blame you. It can't be easy, but you're getting help. I'm here for you.'

'I don't know what came over me.'

'That's alright, mate,' Miller said. 'Sorry about choking you, but I just applied enough pressure to let you rest for a moment.'

'Sorry about that. I feel like a real fool now.' He took the glass from Miller.

'Don't be daft. It must have been a shock seeing me sitting there. You want some ice for that?' Miller said.

'Thanks.'

Miller left the living room, going through to the kitchen. When he came back, he threw the small, ice-covered package into Gary's lap. 'Is that what you came looking for today?'

'What the hell is this?'

Miller wasn't sure if Gary meant the package or the situation. Probably both. 'I found the packets of money in her chest freezer in the garage. It was hidden in all the bags of frozen peas and carrots.'

'I know nothing about this,' Gary said, sweeping the thawing bundle onto the floor.

'It's some of the money Julie took from Colin Fleming the night he died. She was blackmailing Robert Molloy. You knew Julie had the money, didn't you?'

'What? How the fuck would I know what she did?' The calm demeanour was gone again.

'You came here looking for it.'

'If that was the case, then that makes me an accessory to Julie's murder spree. I didn't know anything about that.'

'Don't start lying to me now, Gary.'

'Okay, okay. Molloy told me about his money being missing. Fleming had it last, and he wanted me to keep my ears open. If Julie had pretended she was Cross, then I figured she had it.'

Miller stood a few feet back from his brother-in-law, in case he made a sudden move. 'Why would he come to you, Gary?'

'I owed him a lot of money a couple of years ago. I paid it back, but I keep gambling at his private den. A group of us get together, and I can't help it. I get carried away, looking to make a fortune.' He looked up at Miller. 'You don't understand; I'd have had to sell my house to pay off the debt.'

'So what now, you were going to get him his money back and all bets were off?' Miller thought about things for a moment. 'Wait; you said you'd have had to sell your house, meaning now you don't. But you don't have this money. You paid him back. Where did you get the money before? I mean, if you were to sell your house, it must have been a hell of a debt. We're not talking a couple of thousand.'

'It doesn't matter.'

A thought slammed into Miller's brain like a freight train going a thousand miles an hour. Julie's words to him in the crypts when he'd asked her about the ransom money: I didn't take it.

Now he knew who did. And who really killed his wife.


CHAPTER 94




Gary Davidson sat in the unmarked Mondeo at the foot of Constitution Street, the engine running. The heat was on low, but he felt the sweat running down his body. Dare he do this? More to the point, could he pull it off?

Thoughts were exploding through his mind like the fireworks bursting up above.

Terry White. The image of the little boy looked back at him. A little boy, Gary! he mentally screamed at himself. He grabbed the steering wheel and shook it back and forth. What to do. 

You're going to make us homeless, the way you're going, Rosie, his wife, had said to him one night. Claire will be living on the streets with us and then they'll take her away. Is that what you want?

It wasn't. Gary saw a quick fix to his problem. He could pay off his debts to Robert Molloy virtually overnight. He'd tell him they were on a drugs bust and somebody overlooked a black holdall in a wardrobe. He slipped back in and got it. If Molloy didn't believe it, then what? Gary didn't see a problem, as long as Molloy got his filthy lucre. 

He'd told Miller since he was Carol's brother, he wanted to be the first shadow car. The whole team were spread out like ripples in a pond, but he was at the epicentre. First contact should it go haywire. Miller agreed.

They'd been going full tilt when the call came through from Miller. "I got a call, Gary. Admiral's Rest, Leith."

There was no GPS in her car, now the kidnapper had forced her to use another vehicle. Whoever he was, he was very clever. 

There was no direct communication with him now she'd had to dump her radio, and he was relying on Miller to be his eyes and ears.

He'd taken a direct route to Leith and was waiting for the red Nova to make an appearance. He knew he'd have only minutes to carry out his plan if he was to be successful. He thought about his wife, Rosie, and his daughter, Claire. Thought about how all their troubles would be over if he could just pull this off. He didn't give another thought to Terry White.

He was slouched down in his seat. The Admiral's Rest was on the corner of Constitution Street and Maritime Lane, the latter being one-way leading towards him. He saw the Nova pull up and Carol get out, carrying the holdall. She went into the pub.

In the days and weeks after that night, Gary Davidson had run this scenario in his mind over and over again, to see if there had been any other way he could have pulled it off, but each time, it was the same result.

"Gary, Carol called me on her hidden phone. She's to go up Maritime Lane. You got her?"

Gary watched as Carol came out of the pub minutes later, still carrying the black bag.

'Got her boss.' He also saw the box truck coming down the lane towards him. He wanted to stay with the car. 'I'm going round the back way. Maritime Lane is one way against me.'

'Roger. Go now. I don't want her out of your sight for longer than necessary. Back-up shadow crews on their way.'

Gary drove round the long way. He didn't know how long it took him but it felt like a lifetime. His plans changed in an instant. Maritime Street crossed Maritime Lane, each section a one-way, going in opposite directions.

The Jaguar had its full beam on, blinding him, as it sped away up the part of the Lane that led to the Shore. Dazzled for a moment, Gary didn't see Carol at first, lying on the road.

The black bag was lying further away from her.

This part of the street was filled with office staff during the day but was deserted at night. Nobody else was near her. Then she got to her feet.

He shot the car across the junction and got out. 'Carol, you okay?'

'Gary. Go...get him. That car.'

He could see there was a horrendous fracture in her leg. Her face was scraped and there was a trickle of blood running down her cheek.

He felt himself start to panic. Looked around. There was still nobody here.

He looked into her eyes. They were still sharp. For now. 'I thought you were just going to dump the bag and leave.'

'What...do you mean?'

He reached out and grabbed the nylon holdall.

'Gary...what are you doing? Follow the car. I'll...call Frank. Oh shit...I think I broke a rib.'

He stood with the bag. Turned to the Astra and opened the boot and slung the bag in. Like a miracle, Carol was on her feet, leaning against a car.

'You're not taking ...that money.' He breath sounded like she was breathing through a straw now, and he realised a rib had probably broken and gone through a lung.

'You don't understand. I'll leave. Then I'll make the call.'

What followed happened in a flash. She grabbed the sleeve of his jacket. A firework exploded overhead. Gary, his nerves taught, thought she'd taken a gun out and fired it. He pushed her hard. She fell backwards and the back of her head cracked against the edge of the kerb. Carol lay there with her eyes open, blood coming through her hair onto the pavement.

Oh fuck, no.

Gary had no more than two seconds to make a decision, and then he went into autopilot. He knelt beside Carol and took his radio out. 'Officer down! I repeat, officer down!' He gave the location just as the first of the other shadow cars pulled up.

He felt arms pulling him out of the way. The other members of the team knew he was Carol's brother, and could see he'd frozen. They needed to help her, and right now.

Gary didn't know how much time passed between throwing Carol down and the ambulance getting there. Frank Miller was brought down in an Alpha Victor armed response unit car.

Gary heard voices shouting, probably heard Miller talking to him, but his head felt like it had been dunked in syrup.

He remembered seeing Miller get in the back of the ambulance and telling somebody – he didn't know who – he was going to the hospital. Patrol cars were on the lookout for the Jag.

He parked in the Royal Infirmary with the blue grill lights going. Walked into the hospital in a daze, one half of him hoping somebody would look in the boot of his car and find a bag with a hundred grand in it, but nobody did.

He walked into the A&E, not taking in all the noise and activity as doctors rushed about, dodging police officers. Both in uniform and in plainclothes.

'Please, no,' he said, in his head.

It seemed as if Carol had been behind the curtain in the emergency bay for days, but it turned out she was in there for forty-five minutes. Being a copper, they tried longer than they normally would. She didn't regain consciousness in the ambulance somebody told him.

'Fuck, no!' he heard a voice cry out, and in that instant, he knew.

The doctors and nurses came out. Gary didn't even know what time it was. Didn't want to know. He felt this night would go on and on forever. That he'd relive this night, this exact moment, over and over, in a never ending cycle.

'Nurse? I'm her brother,' he said.

'I'm so sorry. You can go in.'

Frank and Harry were in there. Tears were flowing down Harry's cheeks. Frank was slumped over Carol, holding her hand, his shoulders heaving. He looked up when Gary walked in.

'She's gone, Gary. She didn't make it.'

Then Gary cried like a child, screaming in his head. He covered his face, unable to look at anybody.

Later on, in a small, private room, the doctor sat them down and said Carol had a broken rib which had pierced her lung. Her leg was shattered. Her skull was fractured, from hitting the windscreen the doctor said. They found glass in her hair.

'What was the cause of death?' Gary asked.

'Severe trauma to her head,' the doctor stated, matter-of-factly.

'So the fracture from the windscreen killed her?'

The doctor shook his head. 'No, I don't think that was fatal. It was a fracture, and I can't say for sure of course, but I've seen people come in with a similar fracture and live. It's hard to say, and it will be the determination of the pathologist, but if it wasn't fatal, then the back of her skull hitting the kerb definitely was a fatal injury.'

The rest of the night was a blur. Being the first officer on the scene, Gary would have to give a witness account. They'd see he was emotionally distressed and give him some time, but they'd come knocking.

And by the time they checked his car over, the money was long gone.




'So you killed my wife? Over a bag of fucking money?' Miller didn't feel the pain in his shoulder now, such was the adrenaline rush. 

'It was an accident, Frank. I swear to God. I just wanted the money. I was in so much debt. Taking that money would have solved everything for me.'

'The brass upstairs thought because she was on foot the kidnapper was watching, waiting for her to put the money down. That the car who killed Carol was driven by a drunk driver. They didn't think the kidnapper would kill her for it, so they dismissed the idea.'

'I know, I know, I work for them too, remember.'

'Were you working with Julie on this?'

'What? No! I never knew what that mad cow was doing.'

'We never heard from the kidnapper again. The money was gone, and we thought he'd killed the little boy. We still don't know his fate.'

Gary hung his head.

Life as he knew it, was over.


CHAPTER 95

  

One week later




The cheers went up when Miller walked into the investigation suite. Jimmy Gilmour, Andy Watt, Hazel Carter and the others were clapping and whistling.

Miller held up his one good hand, the left one still in the sling. 'Thanks, folks, but it's unnecessary.'

'My arse,' Andy Watt said. 'You caught one of the worst serial killers this country's seen in a long time. Good on you.'

They came to see him one by one and asked how he was feeling. 

'Good to see you, boss,' DS Jimmy Gilmour said. 'Please come back soon. Andy Watt thinks he's in an episode of The Walking Dead and he's taken over.'

'I'm working on it, Jimmy.'

'Hey, you show a little respect,' Watt said.

'See what happens when you're away, boss?' Hazel Carter said. 'The boys start fighting.' She gave Miller a peck on the cheek. 'Good to see you on your feet again.'

They'd come in to see him in hospital, but seeing them in the office meant much more to Miller.

'So, you springing for the coffees at Starbucks?' Watt said.

'Andy, you're the one making serious dosh in overtime since I've been away. Make mine black.'

'Oh, what? I can see you've not lost your sense of humour anyway.'

Nobody mentioned Gary Davidson. Nobody wanted to talk about his arrest.

After a little while, it became too much and he excused himself. What nobody took into account was Julie had been his sister-in-law. Another family member was now dead. And Gary was now in remand.

Paddy Gibb came into Miller's office. 'Creeping about in the dark? Got some scuddy books on the go or something?' He walked over to the window and let the blinds up.

'You wish.' The sun streamed in. They hadn't had a snow storm for a couple of weeks and spring was only a couple of days away.

'How you feeling?'

'I'm okay,' Miller said. 'I'm not officially back on duty yet. I'm just here to see the team.' He looked at Gibb. 'How's the team in there? They don't secretly hate me behind my back for arresting Gary, do they?'

'Behave yourself. They loved Carol. She was a fantastic member of the team. They miss her almost as much as you, and to think her brother killed her over money, well, they'd like five minutes alone with the bastard downstairs in a cell. Me included.'

'I wonder if Julie really would have killed me in the crypts?'

'Who knows what goes through the mind of a mad person? However, she could've killed you in your flat, so I'm leaning towards saying, no, I don't think she would've killed you. You said yourself the gun went off when you were fighting her.' He took out a cigarette and lit it.

'By the way, Dennis Friendly and David Elliot want to see you upstairs.' The Divisional Commander and the Head of CID.

'Is this for my commendation? I thought that was scheduled for next week. I can't be arsed with it all anyway.'

'Who knows?'

'Nothing new then.' He stood up, and grabbed his jacket from the back of his chair. Put it on carefully, tucking his left arm inside. 'I'll go now.'

'Let me know what they want.'

'What if they want me to tell them all about you? That would put me in an awkward position.' Miller grinned at him.

'Just get up the fucking stairs. I'll be here, raking about in your desk.'

'I keep my scuddy books at home.'

He walked up the two flights of stairs and along to the management suite. He stopped at Dennis Friendly's office and knocked. Waited to enter.

The office was a lot lighter than Miller's with a view of the High Street. 'Sit down, Miller,' Friendly said. He was a heavily built man in his fifties, with brown hair that looked like it came out of a bottle. David Elliot sat on a leather couch on one side. 

The door opened, and Neil McGovern walked in and smiled. 'Good morning, Dennis, David.'

'Good morning, Mr. McGovern.'

'How you feeling, Frank?' McGovern said, sitting next to him.

'I'm getting there. Tackling Gary didn't do my shoulder much good, but nothing permanent.'

'Good. Dennis, would you mind being mother? A little milk and sugar in my tea, and pour one for the rest of us, would you?'

'Certainly.' Friendly got up, and walked over to a couple of catering pots on a side table. 'Frank?'

'Coffee, thanks.'

McGovern smiled again as they took their drinks. 'Saving our daughter hasn't harmed your career in any way, Frank. Has it, Dennis?'

'It most certainly hasn't. I always said you're a rising star, Frank. That's why I was only too glad to accept Paddy Gibb's recommendation for your commendation.'

'That's very good of you to say so.'

'Now,' McGovern continued, 'I've just come from a meeting with Norma Banks. She's going to throw the book at Davidson: murder, theft, perverting the course of justice, plus a load of other little bits. He's pleaded not guilty of course, especially on the charge of murder, but fuck 'im, he meant to push Carol down, and it resulted in her death. And knowing my wife, when she gets her teeth into a case, well, let me just say, it isn't pretty.'

Friendly looked at McGovern like a man might wait for a noose to be placed round his neck. McGovern put him out of his misery.

'There's no attributable blame in this department. Nobody could have known what Davidson did. He was first on the scene that night, and everybody thought the kidnapper had run her down and stopped to take the money. Gary had been given the word to follow Carol. Everything slotted into place. Davidson's not talking, but from Frank's statement, he told him it was just an idea, and he carried it out because the opportunity presented itself. We don't believe he was working with Julie. She thought she was the one who'd killed her sister. Turns out it wasn't her after all.'

'That's good news,' Friendly said, relief obvious on his face.

'Yes, that is good news,' Elliot chirped in.

'Now, gentlemen, my wife would like to have another interview with Frank here, an informal one this time.'

'Certainly.' The two officers stood up. Friendly shook Miller's hand. 'Take your time coming back, Frank. Take all the time you need.'

'Thank you, sir, I will.'

McGovern walked out of the office with Miller in tow.

'What happened to the EastEnders accent? You were talking all posh there, McGovern.'

'I've still got it, Frank, me old cock.'

'Did you see their faces? They saw their pensions disappearing down the toilet.'

'They were crapping themselves. Norma said they're a pair of useless wankers, but I omitted that little bit. Every cart needs a horse to pull it, and they're our horses right now.' They started walking down the stairs.

'What does Norma want to talk to me about?' Miller asked.

'Nothing. My car's waiting downstairs and we're going to lunch. Nice meal, a few drinks. It's on Norma.'

'Your wife's a good woman.'

'I know. Just don't tell her.'
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'It's an old family plot,' Robert Molloy said, to Frank Miller. 

Snow still lay on the edges of the driveway in Warriston cemetery, and it was still freezing cold, but spring was knocking on the door. Miller nodded as he looked at the other gravestones with the name "Molloy" on them. 

'I know,' Miller replied. He wasn't wearing the sling anymore, but the physiotherapy sessions made him wish he were. 

There was a big turnout and Miller knew some people would wonder why he was standing next to Molloy on the day of Michael Molloy's funeral. He knew it was sanctioned, so he wasn't worried. 

Miller looked over at the hearse. There were flowers lined round the edge of the coffin. One wreath spelled out the word "SON" in big, yellow capital letters. Miller turned his head back to Sean's grave. Wondered what his friend would have thought of all this.

'I had an interesting conversation with Julie before she died.'

Molloy turned to look at him. 'I hope the officers who are video-taping this don't have the lens pointed at your mouth. They have Forensic lip readers nowadays.'

'They're behind us. They're more interested in who's getting out of the cars than they are in taping me.' Miller looked around anyway. He didn't recognise any undercover officers, but they were in the distance, hiding and trying not to look like they were hiding.

'Tell me then.' 

Miller stared off into space for a moment.  'She told me you're Carol's father.'

'This was obviously before she took the gun off you and shot you.' Molloy shivered under his overcoat.

They stood in silence as the coffin was brought across from the hearse.

'Is it true?' McGovern had already confirmed it to Miller, but he wanted to hear it from Molloy's mouth.

'I couldn't keep her, obviously. I was married with kids. I also didn't want her to go to some scumbag either. Harry Davidson and his wife couldn't have kids, so I told him to take care of Carol. I arranged the adoption.' He looked at Miller. 'Simple as that.'

'You were that close to Harry that you'd trust him with your daughter?'

'Yes I was.'

'It must have stuck in your throat that she wanted to become a police officer like her father.'

Molloy gave him a brief smile. 'She failed the entrance exam. I had one of my contacts take care of it.'

'What?'

'That's right, Miller, my daughter wouldn't have become a police officer if it wasn't for me.'

'Did Harry know?'

'Of course he did. I have a lot of fingers in a lot of pies.' He shook his head. 'Fat lot of good that did though; I've lost all my children.'

Miller didn't have an answer.

Molloy looked at him. 'We both lost her that day. I was convinced Sullivan had something to do with it. I didn't think Gary Davidson would have the guts, but he knew how to gamble. He cleared his debt and I didn't question where he got the money. I didn't think for one second he killed my little girl for it.'

'He's going to prison for a long time.' 

'I'm saying nothing, Miller.'

'I hope they throw away the key. I hope nothing happens to him inside. Oh, and by the way.' He put his hand up to his mouth as if he was rubbing his face. 'He told them about your money, that I found it in Julie's freezer.'

Molloy looked at him. 'Did you?'

'I did. I was looking for evidence of Julie having a partner-in-crime. That's when I came across your money, hidden. That's why Gary was there too. He was trying to find it, but I got there first. I thought if the department knew about it, they'd take it into evidence where it would sit for a long time. They figured he was making it up.'

The coffin was put down on planks of wood over the open grave. The snow was mostly gone, leaving the grass hard and wet in its wake.

'You know what's underneath us, don't you?'

'It's where that woman shot you, if I'm not mistaken.'

Again, the hand at the mouth. 'It's also where your money is.'

'What?'

'It's your money, Molloy. I wasn't going to keep it, neither was I going to let Gary have it.' He told him where the crypt was, and how light the lid on the sarcophagus was.

Molloy took in a deep breath and let it out slowly. 'I owe you one, Miller.'

They stood in silence for a few minutes. 'Again, I'm sorry for your loss,' Miller said quietly, and walked away.

Just outside the cemetery gate, Paddy Gibb and Tam Scott sat in an unmarked car. Miller got in, grateful to be back in the warmth again.

'What did you say to him?' Gibb said.

'I told him if I ever catch him stepping over the line, he'll be the next one being lowered into the ground.'

Gibb smiled. 'Good job, Frank.'

If you only knew, Miller thought as they drove away. If you only knew.
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It was the first time Miller had been in Kim's house. A mews flat Circus Lane in the New Town. He remembered her telling him she got a good divorce settlement.

She'd invited him over for dinner, and now here he was, standing on her doorstep, a bottle of wine in one hand, a small bunch of flowers in the other. As if I'm on a date, he'd said to Jack.

Well, isn't that what it is? When a woman offers to cook for a man? 

We're colleagues, Jack.

His father had shaken his head and left to go to the pub with his mates. Now Miller felt a buzz inside, his guts churning. What am I doing here? he asked himself. He pictured Carol's face, and it felt like he was cheating on her.

It's been almost two and a half years, his father had reminded him one night when they were talking about Kim.

He knew Jack was talking sense, but it didn't make things any easier. Yet, he felt more at peace, as if finding out who'd killed Carol, and having it acknowledged that she'd been murdered, meant he could finally mourn her properly. He'd gone back to her grave and laid some flowers down on it. Told her he'd love her forever, no matter what. 

Now he was shivering from the cold. He turned away from the door, about to walk back along the lane to catch a taxi back up the road when the front door opened.

'Frank!' Kim said, as if she hadn't seen him for months. As if she'd known him for years.

He turned back. 'Hi, Kim. You're looking good. Glad to see you're feeling better.' And she did look good, Miller thought. Dressed in black trousers that weren't jeans and a classy white blouse.

'Thank you. Come on in.' She stepped aside, and he walked into the warmth of the house. 

The living room was surprisingly large, with a couch and two chairs facing a gas fire. A TV sat in one corner, turned off.

'How's your side?' he asked her, giving her the wine and flowers.

She smiled, and he had forgotten how good she looked when she smiled. 'I'm okay as long as I don't laugh.' She took his coat from him, closing the door behind him. 'Getting it infected was a real bummer though. It floored me.'

'I bet you thought you'd never get out.' He followed her through to the living room after she hung his coat up.

'I've never been so glad to see the back of a place. Don't get me wrong, they do a brilliant job, but I'm not one for sitting about in bed all day.' She looked at him. 'Can I get you a drink?'

'Beer if you have any. Thanks.'

'I do. Sit down and make yourself comfortable.' 

Miller sat down on the leather couch. Kim came back with a bottle of beer for him. He opened it and put it down on the small side table.

'I'll get you a glass for that,' she said.

'No, no, don't be daft.'

She sat on a chair opposite him. There was already a glass of wine there. 'I asked you round here tonight to thank you again, Frank. You saved my life. I owe you everything.'

'No you don't. We work together, and we all look out for each other. Besides, your dad saved me. Julie was standing with a gun pointed at my face, just before she tried to shoot him.'

'He heard what she'd said to you, about wanting you to let her go. You don't know for sure she was going to shoot you.'

'In the crypt, she said she was going to shoot us both, remember? Murder-suicide, she called it.'

Kim nodded. 'I remember.'

'So I think she would have shot me in the head. Your dad's a bloody good shot and he got her before she killed me. We're even. No more talk about you owing me anything, okay?'

She nodded and smiled. 'I hope you're hungry?'

'Famished.'

'Good. I learnt a lot from my mother, and one thing she's good at is cooking. I've cooked some chicken.'

'Sounds good. It has to be better than Jack's cooking; if it has heating instructions on the back of the packet, then we won't starve.'

She laughed. 'What about you? Do you cook?'

'I'm a dab hand with a tin opener, if that counts.'

'Well, when I come round to your place, you can open me a can of beans and put them on toast.'

'I can do that.' He took a sip of the beer. 'This is a nice place you have here.'

'Thanks. It was needing a lot of work done to it when I bought it, but my dad knows a lot of people who helped.'

'I've always loved the New Town. These mews houses are great. I can imagine what went on here when they were carriage houses for the toffs across the street.'

She stood up and picked up her glass of wine. 'Come on through to the kitchen. Dinner should be ready.'

The kitchen was large, with a round table at the far end. Kim pulled the blinds down on the two back windows, keeping the dark out. Kim served the dinner and Miller tucked in, impressed. They made small talk, Kim telling Miller about living in London.

'What about your ex?' he asked her.

'He's in the army. He moves around a lot.'

She didn't expand on it and Miller didn't push the subject. 

Kim took a breath and let it out. 'You'll never know how grateful I am, Frank Miller. You see, I have a little girl. Her name's Emma and she'll be six in May.'

'Really? You kept quiet about that. Where is she?' Miller smiled at her, seeing Kim in a new light.

'She's with my mum and dad right now. She's been staying there since all this stuff kicked off with Cross. Two of my dad's men were staying here while I was in the hospital, then when I was at mum and dad's after that. I wanted to make sure I was completely on the mend before Emma came home. To be honest, I can't wait until we get our life back to normal.'

Miller leaned forward. 'That's brilliant. I want to meet her.'

Kim smiled. 'You can meet her. Maybe we can go to KFC along the road or something.'

'That'll be good.' He took more beer. He was still on his first, and wanted it to stay that way. 'Wait 'til I see your dad. Keeping that from me. He's more secretive than Jack, and that's saying something.'

'He loves his granddaughter. He and my mum had been at me for a long time to come back home. I have custody of Emma, and Eric and I get along fine, but he's her dad, and I didn't want to do that to him. Then one day, I ran it past him, and he said he was fine with it. He got remarried anyway. As I said, he moves around a lot with the military.'

Miller wondered if Neil McGovern had told Eric he'd better be okay with it. 

After dinner, Kim put her gas fire on. The darkness had brought a chill with it. He felt comfortable here already but felt the heat starting to get to him.

Miller smiled. 'I'm glad you're sticking around.'

'I'm now officially an investigator with the PF's office. I have to liaise with Serious Crimes. So there'll be no getting away from me.'

 'I can live with that.' Miller yawned. 'Sorry. I think I should be going. I don't have the same energy levels just now.'

'I'm glad it's not me boring you.' She laughed.

He put his jacket back on, and she stood facing him. He felt a connection to her, and not only because he'd saved her life. 

'Thanks for dinner. Next time it's on me, but maybe we'd better go to a restaurant.'

'I can live with that.' She stepped forward and kissed him. He held her for a moment before taking a step back. 

'I'll see you soon.'

He smiled at her as he let himself out. Then a car came blazing along the road and stopped next to him.


CHAPTER 98




The passenger window wound down and Miller ducked down to see who was driving.

'Get in, me old son.' Neil McGovern.

Miller smiled and got in. 'What are you doing here?'

'I'll always be paranoid about me little girl, Frank. Besides, when she mentioned you were visiting tonight, I wanted to come down. Give you a lift home. You like it?'

Miller nodded. The heated leather seats felt good. 'What is it?'

'Yours.'

'What?'

'It's an Audi A6, but it's yours.' He drove away fast along the lane towards St Stephen's Street, turning up Frederick Street, heading for Miller's flat.

'You know I can't take this.'

'Sure you can. Officially, it's Jack's. Registered in his name, insured with you as a named driver. He bought it.' He smiled and winked. 

Miller held on as McGovern gunned the car up the hill. 'I still can't take it.'

'Frank, relax old son. It was seized under asset forfeit. It belonged to a drug dealer on the South Bank. Then it was ours and now it's yours. It's almost brand new.'

'It's a nice car, but still...'

'Too late. All the paperwork's been taken care of.' They turned onto George Street and McGovern pulled in behind the black Range Rover.

'Did Sienna Craig get away okay? I mean, Ashley.'

McGovern laughed. 'Yes. She's in New York now. We'll catch up when we go over for our hooly.'

'What?'

'I cleared it with the commander of Police Edinburgh. You're coming with me to New York on official business.'

'I don't think he's going to believe I'm going there on business.'

'If he knows what's good for his career, he'll not give it a second thought. Besides, Ashley's looking forward to us coming over. The tickets are booked already. I need your input on something that's a matter of national security.'

'Once again, you never cease to amaze me.' He saw McGovern grinning at him. 'Does Kim know about this?'

'She's having coffee with her mother tomorrow. She'll find out then.'

'How did Ashley get away from Molloy?'

'A note was left in his office telling him she had a better offer. He won't try looking for retribution. He's a lot smarter than that. If he does, his operation will be closed down overnight, proof or no proof, I promise you.'

'Will you try and infiltrate Molloy's empire again?'

'Who knows? Not for a while though.' There was silence between them for a second before McGovern carried on. 'You'll hear about it tomorrow, but I just received a call from a colleague. I'm sorry to tell you your brother-in-law Gary took his own life tonight. He hung himself with a sheet.'

Miller felt cold inside. Suicide? Really?

'Do you think..?'

'Robert Molloy? Don't over think it, Frank.'

Miller changed the subject. 'Kim told me about Emma.'

McGovern smiled and opened the door, letting the cold in. 'And now she's still got her mum. And more importantly, my missus has still got her little girl. So if you ever need me for anything, you just ask. Now get your arse in the driver's seat and I'll call you about the trip details.' He got out and climbed into the Range Rover.

Miller got behind the wheel. Watched the black SUV pull away. He'd always wonder if Gary did take his own life. Maybe McGovern was right though.

Sometimes it doesn't pay to think too much.
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'Do you think he's going to turn up?' Kim Smith said. She was standing next to Frank Miller, drinking a cup of coffee, trying to look like another office worker standing having a chat with a colleague.

'He said he's coming, and he said he has a gun. There was no reason to doubt him.' Miller was holding a cup of coffee from the vendor, but it had long gone cold. He felt the Glock 17 underneath his suit jacket. It wasn't often they had to visit the armoury to be issued with a firearm but sometimes it was a necessity. Edinburgh wasn't always kilts and bagpipes.

Despite the early June sun being out, a nippy breeze shot through Princes Street Gardens. They were standing in the shadow of the Scott Monument, which stood like a stone rocket, pointing skywards, waiting for a countdown that was never going to happen. They slowly walked over to the statue of David Livingstone, looming over them on his pedestal, allowing them slightly more cover.

As it was Edinburgh's rush hour they blended in with the workers going about their business. It was too early for the shops to be open, but nice enough for people to be walking about.

'I wish I still carried my gun,' Kim said, looking at Miller's face.

'You don't work for the government anymore so you'll just have to be content.'

'I know, but I still miss it. Unlike you coppers, carrying my gun was all part of being in the Witness Protection department. Working for the Procurator Fiscal's office is a whole new ball game.'

 'Talking of the Procurator Fiscal, how is Norma?' Kim had been working in her office as an investigator for the past few months, transferring from her old job just a few weeks after meeting Miller.

'Still over-protective.'

'And nobody in your office knows you're her daughter?'

'I haven't told anybody.'

A voice crackled in the earpiece Miller was wearing. 'Trojan Horse approaching through the west gate.' Trojan Horse. The woman they were here to protect, Rosie Davidson. Miller's sister-in-law, technically ex, since her husband was dead. Gary Davidson had been a detective serving with Miller's team, but died a few months previously in prison. Miller knew she had been wired before they let her loose to meet the man they were going to take down, and he had told her they'd be listening to her. She wouldn't be alone.

Miller pressed the cuff button on his microphone. 'Rosie, this is Frank. Can you hear me? Just answer yes, if you can, but don't turn round and look at me. I'm over at the Scott Monument.'

'Yes, I can hear you.'

'She looked round at me, didn't she?' Miller asked Kim. His back was to the bench Rosie sat on.

'Yes.'

'It's okay, if he's watching, he'll be expecting her to look around.' He looked at Kim, at the blonde hair falling from her head down to her shoulders, to cover the curly wire coming out of her shirt to the earpiece. Usually she tied it up in a ponytail, just like the first time they met. She had her black jeans on, and black trainers.

'You're not going to go running anywhere, I hope,' Miller said to her.

'I wouldn't dream of it,' she said, smiling at him. They looked like two commuters who had bumped into each other, should anybody be watching.

'I mean it. She's the wife of a dead cop, and your mother sent you here to liaise, but you have to leave the takedown to us.'

'Of course I will.'

Miller shook his head. 'I mean it, Kim. He says he's armed and Rosie's had death threats, so I want you staying well out of the way.'

'Yes, boss.'

'Why do I get the feeling you're not taking me seriously?'

'You worry too much, Miller.'

'That's what your father said to me a few months ago. Like father like daughter, I see.'

'That reminds me, Neil was asking for you the other night.'

'You didn't tell him I stayed over, did you?'

'As if. He might not be as tall as you, Miller, but he's a little stick of dynamite.'

'Hardly little.' He took a sip of his coffee, wishing there was something stronger in it. 

'I hope the rest of your team are on the ball.'

'Relax, we're not Boy Scouts. We've done this sort of thing before.' He took another sip of coffee, feeling the tasteless liquid roll down his throat. 'Jesus, this coffee's cold.'

'I'm sorry. I know she's your family, and whoever this guy is, he's really shaken her up,' Kim said.

'Just keep it cool. We've dealt with scum like him before.' 

'Possible target located. Main gate near art gallery.' DS Hazel Carter's voice buzzed in Miller's ear and he automatically tensed, like a soldier about to go into battle. Everybody was in position, with patrol cars nearby.

This was the fourth possible target since the handover time fifteen minutes ago and Miller was feeling tense. Somebody was extorting money from Rosie Davidson, but she didn't know his identity. The last email sent to her said he wanted her to meet him with a bag of money in Princes Street Gardens he would hunt her down and kill her. 

'Roger, Sierra One,' Miller said, into his concealed microphone. 'Confirm Alpha Victor One on stand-by.' The Armed Response Vehicle sitting on Waverley Bridge, the officers ready to go into combat. The email had been specific about the target having a gun and his willingness to use it. 

'Alpha Victor One, Roger.' 

'All units stand-by.' Miller watched the man walking into the gardens, looking around. Miller felt the gun nestling in its holster against his hip, hoping it wouldn't be needed. He smiled and bent over, kissing Kim lightly on the cheek. He laughed, reaching out for her hand. She caught on and squeezed back. 'Late twenties, blue blazer, light blue shirt, jeans. Everybody copy.' 

'You be careful, Frank Miller,' she whispered.

He smiled and looked into her eyes. 

'I mean it.' She tugged on his hand to enforce her point.

'I know you do,' he said. 'Right, let's start walking, but remember one thing; you're here only to observe. I don't want you physically involved in any of this, okay?'

'If you say so.'

'I do.'

Already he regretted allowing her to come along, and had protested to Norma Banks, but the PF had insisted, reminding him she wanted everything to go smoothly so when an arrest was made, it couldn't be construed that the police went in heavy-handed. Making it sound as if she was doing Miller a favour.

It was three hundred yards to the bench where Rosie Davidson sat with the holdall, probably frozen to the wooden seat with fear by now.

The man in the blazer approached and sat down on the bench.

'This looks like the target,' Miller said, into his microphone. 'Stand-by.'

Rosie was wired for sound and they needed to hear the man on tape asking for the money and telling Rosie why he wanted it. They had rehearsed this moment and Miller hoped she wouldn't blow it.

'Alpha Victor One, roll now, code twelve.' Silent approach, high priority.

They watched as the man slid closer. Listening as the voices came through their earpieces.

'I'm glad you could make it, Rosie,' Shaun Foxall said, sitting down beside her.

Miller watched Rosie turn to look at the man who had been threatening her with emails, culminating in him asking her for the money or he would kill her. I have a gun, he wrote, and if I don't get the money, I'll blow your head off.

His hand was in his pocket now, maybe holding a gun. Maybe holding a banana for all Miller knew.

'Shaun Foxall? Why?' Rosie asked, her voice quivering through Miller's earpiece. 

'I have to take the bag.'

Rosie held the holdall tighter. 'No. I have to know why. Why me?'

Foxall sighed. 'I was told to take the bag.'

'You threatened me. My husband only died three months ago.' Her voice was starting to break up now. 

Foxall was looking confused and nervous. 'I just need the bag. I need it to complete the game.'

'Game? What the fuck are you talking about? You said you would hurt me. Like that would happen.' Rosie managed to make her voice sound incredulous. 'You're just a boy. I'm twenty eight. My husband was a cop. You're what, sixteen?'

'I'm twenty-five.'

'You look like you're ten. You can't even grow a proper moustache, you little bastard.'

He looked at his watch. 'Give me the bag.'

'You wish,' Rosie said, standing up. 'Fuck you!'

Shaun Foxall jumped up, pulled out his gun and pointed it at Rosie's head. 

'Gun! All units go!' Miller shouted, watching as the ARU pulled into the side of the road. The two armed officers jumped out of the car and ran to the entrance as Miller threw his coffee cup down and started running towards Rosie. Kim was running too.

Miller pulled the gun from its holster.

Foxall turned when he saw the tall man and the blonde woman running towards him. He turned the gun in their direction and fired it, smiling.

Miller watched the movement, bringing his own gun up. The three safety catches built into the Glock's trigger disengaged one by one, as he pulled the trigger farther back. Five and a half pounds of pressure was all it would take to squeeze off a round from the deadly accurate gun, yet despite all its features, it was rendered useless.

The man was standing behind Rosie and Miller couldn't get a clear shot. He diverted his attention for a split-second, just before Foxall's gun went off again. He collided with Kim, landing on top of her as they rolled onto the grass. As Miller lay on his back, Kim was up and away.

'Kim, no!' Then he was up and after her. Foxall was running. He heard the shout, 'Armed police!' but with so many people about, they didn't have a clear shot.

Sirens cracked the air as Miller gathered speed, heading for the exit on The Mound. Tam Scott, another member of Miller's team, stood in his way, but the young man had too much momentum and knocked Scott onto his back, winding him. He saw Kim going through the gate, chasing the target.

'He's in Princes Street, heading west, south side opposite Hanover Street,' Miller managed, between breaths.

A patrol car rushing down Hanover Street as the ARU car drove at the red lights, its siren trying to split the traffic, stuck behind a tram. The armed officers were on foot, running along the pavement, cradling their Heckler and Koch MP 5's.

Miller was ahead of the other team members, pumping his arms, his jacket flapping like a pair of black bat wings. He tried not to think about Kim being shot. What did she think she was doing? Just what Carol would have done. His wife had been a fine detective and took her job seriously. She too would have been after Foxall.

He was outside the gardens, past the mobile food vendor. Miller could see Kim rounding the corner on the opposite end of the art gallery. Foxall was nowhere in sight.

A patrol car headed down The Mound, each of its headlights flashing in turn, the blues on top enforcing the message.

Where was Kim?

Then he saw her opposite, the black jacket running down the stairs of the Gents toilets. Oh fuck, no, he thought, knowing if the target was down there, Kim would be like a rat trapped in a corner.

The patrol car screeched into the side of the road as Miller stopped at the top of the stairs leading to the subterranean toilets. The Mitsubishi ARU arrived ahead of the two officers running round the corner.

'Get this area cleared,' Miller ordered, pointing to the bus shelter opposite and the people waiting inside it. 'Get teams into the gardens down there.'

An unmarked car pulled up behind the patrol car that had come down The Mound. DCI Paddy Gibb, Miller's immediate boss.

'I was just leaving the station when I heard this going down,' he said to Miller. 'What's going on?'

'Kim Smith chased the gunman down there,' he said, nodding to the toilets. 'Turns out Rosie knows him. I'm not sure from where, yet. He really was armed. We thought we had him covered, but he opened fire. Luckily he didn't kill anybody.'

'I think I might just kill one of you lot if this hits the fan.' Gibb spoke into his radio, and then turned back to Miller. 'The negotiator's on his way, but if all else fails, we'll storm the place.'

'No we won't; Kim's down there with him.'

Gibb shook his head. 'How did she end up down there?'

'She can run faster than me, that's how!' Miller snapped. 'Never mind that now. We have to make sure she's safe.'

'Miller! Miller, can you hear me?' Kim's tinny voice sailed up from the toilets and all the attention turned in that direction. An ambulance flashed down The Mound.

Miller stepped closer to the entrance, flanked by an armed officer pointing his Heckler and Koch MP5 down the stairwell.

'I can hear you.'

'Shaun wants you to come down.'

'Just stay calm, Shaun. We can talk about this. I'm coming down now.'

'You can't go down there, boss,' Scott said beside him, his breathing heavy from the quick sprint, still feeling winded.

'I can't risk him shooting Kim. I'll be alright.' He handed the gun over to Gibb.

He took his jacket off before slowly making his way downstairs. 'I'm coming down Shaun,' he called out. Rounding the corner at the foot of the stairs, he saw Foxall holding the gun by his side. It was an old-fashioned pistol. An island of washbasins stood between them. The smell of disinfectant and piss was almost overpowering.

'Why don't you put the gun down, Shaun, and we can talk?' Miller was holding his hands out to show he wasn't carrying a weapon. It was cold down here, but Miller didn't feel it. He didn't have time to feel it.

'I'm not sure how it ends. They didn't tell me.'

Miller looked puzzled. 'Let her go and you can keep me. Surely a detective is worth far more to you?'

'I don't know what to do anymore.'

'Look, Shaun, I'm not armed. You're the one with the handgun.' Miller was still connected to his microphone so the team would be listening upstairs. 'Just let the girl go and we can talk about this.'

''I don't know what to do. They didn't tell me how the game ends.'

Miller wondered if the younger man was high on something, which would make him even more dangerous. 'Just take it easy and nobody will get hurt.'

'I want to go home now. I don't want to play anymore. This place smells.'

'Just give me the gun, Shaun, and then we can take you home,' Kim said.

Foxall gave her the gun and Miller, pumped full of adrenaline, ran round the sinks and body-slammed him against a cubicle door, twisting him round and cuffing his hands behind his back.

'Get down here!' he shouted at the top of his voice. Seconds later, boots thudded down the stairs. Scott came in after the ARU officers. Miller handed over the gun.

'You okay, boss?'

'Oh yes, I'm okay. I just need to have a word with a little lady.'

Kim looked at him. 'Right, I admit it, things got a little out of hand.'

'Kim, we really need to talk,' he said, as she made her way up the stairs.

'Is Rosie alright?' she asked.

'She'll be fine. Now, what the hell do you think you were doing? I can't believe you just did that. You could have been shot.'

One of the armed officers came back upstairs, looking for the paramedics. 'The gun's a starting pistol, boss,' he told Miller.

'See?' Kim said. 'I wasn't in any danger after all.' She smiled at Miller.

'That's not the point.'

'I'm going to tell your bloody mother,' Gibb said to her, only realising how it sounded after the words had left his mouth. 'Make sure you both write up a bloody report about this.'

Miller found Kim greatly irritating and absolutely sweet all at once. 'Learn a lesson from this, Kim.'

'I will, I promise.' 

Scott came up the stairs, twisting the cuffs a little harder than he needed to. 'Push me down in front of my team, you little bastard?' he whispered. 'I'll put the word round in Saughton, see how you like pushing those boys around.' He gave Foxall to the uniform team who had come round with the van. Foxall was still moaning and bent over as they put him in the back.

'That was a close call, Tam,' Miller said, but was interrupted by Gibb who had just hung his phone up. 

'We're wanted down in Warriston cemetery, Miller.'

'Warriston? What's up?'

'There's something there you should see. It has to do with the Terry White kidnapping.'

And with those words, Miller's past came back to haunt him.


CHAPTER 2




The long grass swayed in the chill wind as if the dead were waving.

A yellow JCB backhoe sat with its bucket on the ground next to the partly demolished house, as if it was sulking and refusing to go back to work. Workmen dressed in dirty overalls stood around it, smoking, huddled together like union conspirators.

Police vehicles were parked on the gravel driveway, which had long ago given up trying to keep its gravel. Grass had started reclaiming the land between the wheel ruts, creating a sharper camber than there had once been. The canopy of trees shadowed the driveway, making the place look dreary and foreboding. 

Gibb stopped the Mondeo behind the last of the patrol cars. A member of Miller's team, DS Jimmy Gilmour, walked over to their car. 'Morning, sir,' he said to Miller. 'Sir,' to Gibb.

'What's the rundown on this, Jimmy?' Gibb asked him.

'That pile of rubble over there is what's left of the old caretaker's house. It's been standing empty for the past couple of years after it burnt down. Only the thick stone walls were left, and the council are shitting themselves in case some glue-sniffer pulls a wall down on top of himself, so they finally got around to demolishing it. One side of the house fell into the basement. The crew started knocking down what was left of the house yesterday, and this morning, they were clearing more of the rubble away when one of them noticed a bone sticking out of the ground. So they had a look and called us. A uniform had a look and he saw a backpack strap sticking out of the ground nearby. It was open and he pulled out a notebook. It has Terry White's name on it.'

Miller turned round and looked at what was now a building site. Farther north in the cemetery was the new, extended burial ground where his wife, Carol, was buried, near her father.

Miller hadn't been back to her grave in a while and had no intention of coming back until it was time to lay flowers on the anniversary of his wife's death, which was months away. The light wind blew at him, making him shiver.

Miller saw the mortuary van parked up ahead behind a patrol car. A BMW 5 series parked behind it, a car he hadn't seen before. 'Whose car is that?' he asked. 

'You haven't met her yet. She's the new pathologist. She just started on Monday,' Gibb said.

'You met her?' Miller asked. 

'Of course I have. We'll be having a lot of interaction with her, so I went down to the mortuary and was introduced to her.' 

'What's she like?' he asked.

They started walking up the path, towards the blue tape strung across the road.

'Early thirties. Bit of a snooty cow.' They all put on overshoes.

'It's through this way, sir,' Gilmour said, and led them past the fallen stones that had once been somebody's house. The wall at the back was still standing, charred in places, with remnants of the old wallpaper stuck on others. A wall joined onto the side of the house, with an opening where a gate had once stood sentry. 

The long, unkempt grass crept up gravestones hugging the wall. At the back of the house was a pitiful vegetable garden. Miller imagined it had once been quite a pleasant plot of land. A high wall separated them from the cemetery on two sides, the third wall keeping them from what was once a railway line, now a walkway leading down to The Shore in Leith, if they chose to walk it.

Miller saw a ladder coming up out of the ground and looked down. Several people in white suits crouched round what looked like a fresh grave. Two faces turned to look up at them; Jake Dagger, pathologist and Charlie Warner, head mortuary assistant. The third suited person kept their back to them. The two men stood up and only then did the third person stand.

The owner of the BMW.

Miller felt a tightness in his chest for one moment. This woman had replaced Julie Davidson, the former pathologist who was now dead, the woman who had been his sister-in-law.

This woman smiled at them. 'DCI Gibb. We meet again. And you brought some friends round this time. Couldn't you wait until the wine and cheese party?'

Gibb ignored her. 'Dr. Kate Murphy, this is DI Frank Miller and DS Tam Scott. Two members of my team.'

She put a hand up to shade her eyes. 'I'll have to ask you to stay there while we dig around the body.' 

'That's fine,' Miller said. Looked her in the eyes. Seeing Julie's face there for a moment.

'Are you alright, DI Miller?' Kate asked.

'I'm fine. Why?'

Kate's smile stayed in place but was devoid of any humour. 'You look pale, that's all. If you're going to puke, I don't want it shooting down here.'

'Frank's fine. This case means a lot to us,' Gibb said, feeling his hackles rise. 

'My wife died because of this case,' Miller said. 'She was the DC chosen to do the ransom drop that night, and she was run down by a hit-and-run driver and later died in hospital.'

'Oh, I didn't know.'

'Is that Terry in there?' Gibb said, nodding to what was now essentially a shallow grave.

'Yes. They sent me a copy of his dental records to my iPad. It's him alright, but we'll double-check it with the DNA sample given by his mother when he went missing.'

'When will he be taken out of there?' Miller asked.

'Probably mid to late afternoon. SOCOs are coming to give us a hand to get him out and process the scene.'

Miller looked at the grave, and the bony hand sticking up through the dirt. 'How come he was unearthed?'

'They were clearing some of the rubble and the backhoe pulled up one of the prefab concrete walls that had fallen down here. That's when they saw his hand.'

'So the crime scene is pretty messed up now.'

Kate drew in a deep breath and let it out slowly. 'I'm afraid so, but we wouldn't have known it was here if it hadn't been dug up.'

'We were hunting his kidnapper on Guy Fawkes Night, three years ago this coming November. Can you tell from his body if you think he died close to that time, or a bit later?'

'As I said, he's badly decomposed,' Kate said, patiently, 'so I would say more likely he was killed around that time, rather than say, kept alive and killed a few months ago.'

Miller turned to Gibb. 'It could be that the kidnapper killed him after he didn't get the money, but Carol said she thought he was already dead. When the kidnaper played his voice over the phone, it didn't sound like they were in the same room.'

'That's possible.'

Miller had stood and watched his wife die in the Accident and Emergency room as the doctors battled to keep her alive, but a traumatic head injury had been fatal. She died because somebody had been greedy. Had taken a little boy and wanted money in exchange for his safe return, knowing full well young Terry had been given a death sentence. Miller wanted to find the bastard more than anything.

'They're through there, ma'am,' Miller heard a uniform say. He turned and saw Norma Banks come in with Kim Smith behind her. Mother and daughter. Procurator Fiscal and lead investigator.

'Hello, Miller,' she said. The overshoes clashed with the immaculate suit she wore.

'Mrs. Banks.'

'And who would this be?' she said, nodding down towards the pathologist.

'I would be the new pathologist, Kate Murphy. And you would be, dear?' Kate said.

Gibb made a slight face as if he had just bitten into a lemon whilst chewing a wasp, wishing he wasn't in the vicinity of the two women. This would be a battle to the death, and Norma banks never lost a battle.

'I am the Procurator Fiscal. Dear.' Norma said, in her best You don't want to start a war with me voice, a war she was more than capable of winning. 'This is my lead investigator Kim Smith.'

'Hi, Kate. Pleased to meet you. Call me Kim.'

'It's Dr Murphy, actually, Miss Smith.'

'It's Dr Smith, actually.' Kim kept her smile in place, as a Great White does even after it's been reeled in. She had obviously learnt a lot from her mother.

'Okay, ladies, let's not have a pissing contest, here. Let's leave that to the blokes, shall we?' Norma looked at her daughter. 'You will liaise with Dr Murphy and report back to me. I remember this case well. Because of it, we lost one of our own detectives. So we will all pull together on this. Do I make myself clear on that, Dr Smith?'

'Yes.'

'Dr Murphy?'

Kate just looked at her without answering, as if she was about to say, You're not my boss. Instead he cleared her throat. 'Yes.'

Norma stepped back and looked at the grave. The garden area was sheltered from the wind and the sun was out in full force, and Miller could see the woman sweating. 'Who needs to go on a South Beach Diet when you can just come and look at an open grave?' she said. 'I hope the restaurant we're going to at lunchtime does a nice salad.'

More graveyard humour. Miller knew it was a safety valve and nobody was being flippant when they came out with something like that at a crime scene, but he'd known men who had taken early retirement because they couldn't take seeing the aftermath of what one human being could do to another.

Norma Banks nodded, as if she had just finished a small prayer for the young boy, and walked quietly away. Kim stayed, looking at the pathologist. 

'I'm sorry, we got off on the wrong foot.'

Kate stared into her eyes. 'Or the right one, depending which side of the fence you're on.'

Gibb was also sweating, not because of the sun, but because he needed a cigarette. He took his lighter out and held it tightly in his hand, as if it was his child. Daddy, I insist you use me to light up one of those bad boys you have in your pocket. Go on, light one up. GO ON! He took a deep breath and put the little errant child back in his pocket. 

'Still trying to give up the smoking, boss?' Miller said, seeing the lighter being put away.

'Not any longer. It's making me strung out.'

'Well, don't be smoking here,' he said.

Gibb walked up to her just like Norma had moments earlier. 'Nobody's that stupid. And I don't know what you've been told about our last pathologist, but we all have a distrust for you lot now.' Gibb's Irish brogue became more pronounced when he was angry. He walked away from Kate. 

'Miller, take Kim and go and see Terry's mum. Tell her the news.'

'Okay, I'll go and see if she still works up in Morningside.'

He walked out of the gardens with Kim, depositing their overshoes in a small receptacle outside.

'We can take my car,' Kim said. 'I brought my own because my mother's driving sucks. She swears more than a truck driver when she's behind the wheel.'

'Okay.' His thoughts were far away. He was thinking of a dank, cold night when fireworks lit up the sky. Of a little boy who may or may not have been dead, and a woman who he loved very much, running around from pub to pub, taking calls from some evil, slimy bastard who had full control over her actions, some filth who needed hanging, who-

'You okay, Frank?' Kim put her hand on his arm. They were standing at her car, an old Mondeo belonging to the PF's office, and Miller didn't remember getting to it, such were his thoughts about his wife's death. He was sweating.

'Yeah, I'm fine. I'm sorry about what happened in there. It just brought back memories of our last pathologist. I couldn't help it.'

'Nobody's blaming you, least of all me.'

She smiled. 'Hey, the good news is, now you're going out with me, you can see my mother more often after hours.'

'I really don't have an answer for that.'

Kim unlocked the car and they climbed in. Miller switched the air conditioning on. Nearly three years ago, Miller let Terry White down. He wasn't going to make that mistake again.


CHAPTER 3




Miller sat down in his office chair as Kim closed the door behind her. 

'I really am sorry about earlier, but Kate just rubbed me the wrong way.'

'Don't worry about it. Things happen.' He looked at her. 'You know how we went bowling on Emma's birthday, and had a good time?'

'Yes, of course.'

'I'd like you to be around for her seventh birthday. You running after that clown this morning might have taken that chance away. Don't ever do that again to me. I lost one person who meant more to me than anything. I don't want to lose another.'

She sat down opposite him. 'I never thought about that. I'm so used to being armed, I just chased after him.'

'Just don't get all gung-ho. That could just as easily have been a real gun he had.'

'I didn't know you cared about me like that.'

'Of course I do. You're my one and only girlfriend.'

Maybe one day you'll be my wife, he thought, and I don't want to lose two wives.

'I love you, Miller.'

'I love you too.'

The words still sounded strange to Miller. He'd known Kim for four months, had been dating her for three, and felt a buzz of shock when she had told him she loved him one night after they'd been out for a drink.

His wife had been dead for over two years, but something primeval deep inside him felt as if he was still cheating on her. He knew Kim had fallen for him, and told him she was in love with him, but there was something holding him back. He said they would move in together when the time was right. Her little girl had just turned six, and he wanted her to get used to him being around before they lived together. Keep telling yourself that, Frankie boy, a voice in his head said. Keep telling her it has to be right for little Emma. That sounds better than it has to be right for you.

 'Down in that toilet, I wonder what Shaun meant when he said he didn't know how it ended? That they didn't tell him?' Kim said.

'I don't know. I think he was maybe on something.'

He brought his computer to life and took a sip of the coffee he'd bought them as the screen appeared before him. He started looking through the database on his computer, digging through the folders until he came to the one he wanted. The addresses. The mouse slid around the mouse mat as his finger deftly clicked the button.

Somebody had made a good job of updating all the old case files to computer. Some unknown PC who had been typing in the names, dates, and figures without having a clue what story lay behind them, or who had been affected changing their life forever. He often wondered if the officers detailed to do this sort of mundane work ever bothered to consider the human misery enmeshed in the pages of information. Yet, how could they? Sometimes there were thousands of details to enter into the database.

He waited for his terminal to connect with the server, extracting the information he wanted like an unseen robot, delivering the outcome without fuss or altercation.

The page opened on the screen and Miller watched as the name appeared before him as he took a sip of the now tepid coffee. 

'I just want to refresh my memory before we go and see the mother,' he told Kim.

'What about the father?'

'They divorced shortly afterwards, so I heard. She called me to let me know, and to ask me to call her first if there was ever any news. Apparently, he was sleeping around.' He looked over the desk at her. 'Don't worry, we'll pay him a visit as well.'

Kim sat opposite Miller, holding onto her own coffee. There was the bustle of activity coming from the main investigation room, as they brought out everything they had on the original investigation.

'I'm assuming the case was never closed,' Kim said.

'It's always been active, but it's human nature I'm afraid. It wound down as other crimes took precedence. We never forgot about the wee boy, but there's only so many of us to go around. Now we'll bring it up to the front again. I for one want more than anything to catch the bastard.' He looked back at his screen.

Carl White. Last known address, 34 Whitehouse Mews; an old established development in Barnton. He saw a note saying Jill White had updated her address to Barberton Mains, after her divorce. A real comedown for her, but that's the way of a divorce. He wondered why the husband hadn't moved out. He remembered what Tam Scott had said once; marriage was like watching a tornado in the distance: it made you feel excited and nervous at first then you ended up losing your house and your car.

He jotted down the telephone numbers for the couple, in case he couldn't find them in person. Then he looked at the panel describing their occupation.

Carl owned a sports car dealership, dealing in high-end cars.

Jill was a psychologist. More chance of catching her if she still worked.

He called the hospital where she worked and after identifying himself, was told she was working.

'The mother's at her work. We'll tell her first, then go and visit the father.'

They walked down to the back car park behind the High Street station, and it was cold in the shadows. Strangely, Miller didn't feel cold on the outside.

Just on the inside.


CHAPTER 4




Terry White stood on the toilet seat, trying to look out the small window set high up in the wall again. He thought he saw daylight peeking through whatever covered the outside of the glass, but it wasn't. He thought if he could open it and get past whatever was out there, then he could escape.

He jumped down at the sound of the door closing upstairs.

He flushed the toilet and went back into the basement again. He couldn't tell what time of day it was other than by the DVD player. They had left him some cartoons to watch and a pile of books and comics, but he was bored. He didn't know how long he'd been down here, or what day it was. They told him nothing, and didn't answer any of his questions.

He watched the same cartoons over and over. It stopped him from screaming out for his mum. 

He didn't know why he was here, but he was scared. The man who came in the car said he had been sent by his dad to pick him up from school, but then they had driven away from the city and the man said there was something wrong, and his dad was going to meet them here because there was some trouble. Nothing to worry about but they had to hide.

He had driven through a gate onto a grass-covered driveway. Up to an old house.

'When's my dad coming?' he had asked the man. He didn't recognise him. He knew all the salesmen in his dad's showroom, and this man wasn't one of them.

'He's coming right now,' the man answered. Terry turned round and saw the old van bouncing up the long driveway behind them.

'In that old van?' he said, and before he could turn round, a cloth was clamped over his mouth. He kicked and screamed, and pulled at the man's arm, but he was strong. He heard the van pull up behind them, but he wasn't struggling anymore. He felt tired, like the time he'd been to the dentist and he'd been given gas and had felt the room spin round. Now he heard the van door shut and somebody walk up to the driver's side.

His eyes were very heavy and he tried to stay awake but couldn't.

'He not in the boot yet?' the other man said.

'Doesn't look like it, does it?' the driver said.

Terry looked over at the driver's window just as the van driver bent down to look in, but then he slipped into darkness.

Now he was in this underground room in somebody's house. They didn't tell him when he could go home, or why they were keeping him here. They brought him food, which he wolfed down, and one time they brought his favourite, jelly and ice cream. Which was nice, but it didn't make him feel any less scared.

Nights were the worst. He knew it was night because the lights were switched out and it was dark outside the little bathroom window. That's when he really missed his mum. He would cry himself to sleep and hug the teddy they gave him. His friends would laugh at him if they knew he was sleeping with a teddy, but he didn't care. At least teddy was somebody he could talk to.

He wondered if his mum was missing him. Was she crying herself to sleep at night like he was? Did she have her own teddy bear now? 

His dad would be furious when he found the men who had taken him. The man had said he was being driven to see his dad, but that was a lie. So his dad would be furious that a man had taken his little boy by lying to him.

Now he heard the footsteps above him. He didn't know what it was like up there because after the man had put the cloth over his face, he went to sleep and woke up on the bed down here.

They gave him pyjamas to wear and clean clothes every day, so he wasn't too bothered about that. They didn't hit him or touch him in any way. They even gave him a nice toothbrush. The bathroom had a shower in it so he was able to wash. The man with the mask told him if he shut his eyes, he could pretend he was in a swanky hotel in New York, or Hong Kong.

Terry liked the idea of going to New York, to see the Statue of Liberty, and walk through Times Square and go to the Toys 'R' Us there. He'd seen pictures of it. They had a huge Ferris wheel, and each of the cars was a different design. Terry's favourite was the Cozy Coupe. He'd had one when he was little and it would be brilliant to ride in the one in Times Square.

Maybe tonight, when it was time for sleep, he would lie awake in the dark and pretend to be riding it. That way he'd be in New York and not in this horrible basement with these horrible men.

He heard footsteps coming down the wooden stairs. He sat on the bed and picked up a book, pretending to read. Then somebody turned a key in the lock and opened it.

The Mask.

Not like Jim Carrey in the movie The Mask, but one you could buy in the joke shop down Victoria Street. It was pure white with black hair painted on top, and the mouth was grimacing, as if it would be in pain if it were real. It wasn't though, it was a Halloween mask. He knew Halloween was close. Had it been yesterday? Was it today? Or was it going to be tomorrow? There was no point in asking, as he wouldn't be told.

The Mask had frightened him at first, but he saw the real eyes looking out of the holes in the rubber face. The voice inside told him not to be scared, that he would be back with his mum and dad soon.

He was carrying a tray of food. It smelled good. Fish fingers and chips. His belly rumbled and he wanted the food so bad, but didn't want to anger the man either. He had to know though. Had to ask the question, even though the man had said he'd take the food away from him if he kept on asking.

'When can I go home?'

The Mask put the tray down and then stood up straight, taking in a deep breath. Terry thought he was going to get a slap, maybe worse. After all, the threats had been implicit and he thought his captor probably meant it.

'I've already told you I'll have to wait and hear from your mother and father. These things take time, and the more you worry about it, the longer it will take to resolve. Jilly's not a silly woman, she'll come up with the money.'

Terry shook his head. 'My dad will pay you anything you ask for just to get me back.' 

'I know he will. He's a good man. He loves you.'

This voice was different from the man who picked him up in the car.

Terry had been scared at first, his mind running wild with thoughts of his own death and what the man would do to him but the more he listened to the man's voice, the more he was convinced of one thing: he knew his kidnapper.


CHAPTER 5




'I can't believe we've got another pathologist with attitude.' Kim smiled at Miller. 'I don't want you to think I'm a lunatic.'

'I already think you're a lunatic,' he replied. 'Don't worry; it seems our new pathologist is a bit combative. I'm sure Jake Dagger will put her in her place. If not, Leo Chester certainly will. I'm sure your mother will fill him in when he has lunch with her today.'

'My mother's having lunch with Leo? I didn't know that.'

'When she said she hoped the restaurant had a salad on the menu that was what she was referring to. Apparently her and your dad are working a case and Leo is involved with it.'

'She didn't tell me. How did you find out?'

'Dagger sent me a text. He thought it was funny. Kate Murphy is a bit of a bossy boots apparently, and you know Jake; he's a sweetie wife when it comes to gossip.'

'Like you, right now.' 

'Just keep your eyes on the road,' he said, pointing through the windscreen.

'I'm a better driver than you, Miller.'

'You won't get any arguments from me there, sister.' He yawned. Looked at his watch. Mid-morning and he felt as if he'd been on a full shift already.

'You look like you could do with another coffee.'

'After this, we'll get one.'

'You coming round for dinner tonight? Emma's dad picked her up this morning and they're taking the train down to London. We have the place to ourselves.'

'Sure, I'd love to. You're going to miss Emm though, aren't you?'

'She's my daughter, of course I am. It's only for three weeks. His wife is nice, and they get along well, so I'm sure she'll have a good time.'

'I'll miss her too. I'm used to seeing her.'

'Pack a bag, don't pack a bag, the choice is yours if you want to stay over.'

'On a weekday? You must be getting to like me, Miss Smith.'

'It's Dr. Smith, actually.'

'I knew you were going to say that as soon as the words left my mouth.'

'It's not all beauty with me, Mr. Detective.'

He sat back as they cut into Whitehouse Loan and followed it into Morningside where Kim connected with Canaan Lane.

The Astley Ainslie hospital situated in the heart of Morningside was in an almost park-like setting, although this park had high walls and an ambulance sitting at the entrance. He knew where he was going, instructing Kim as to which turning to take, following the sign for Clinical Psychology.

They parked in a handicapped space opposite the main entrance to the single-storey building. It looked like some sort of throwback from World War Two, taken over by the hospital and painted but never updated. A man stood leaning on a stick in the bike shelter with its tin roof and grit box. He smoked a cigarette, defying the sign telling patients not to.

Miller and Kim left the cool of the car and went inside, turning right to the reception area. Miller asked the receptionist if Jill White was on duty while Kim put change into the coffee machine.

'She is.'

'Could you tell me where to find her?' he asked, as the machine whirred and dropped a cheap plastic cup for Kim's brew.

'She's in the room at the far end of the corridor, round to your right.'

'Thanks.' He turned round as Kim took her coffee, wincing as she took a sip of the burning liquid.

'This is awful. I'll bet the staff don't drink this stuff.' She made a face.

The sun shone through the windows. Posters lined the walls. Messages about healthy eating, giving false hope to the afflicted. Fruit is better than a chocolate bar one read. Miller could easily see how somebody could be hooked on chocolate but not on a Granny Smith. 

They could hear a voice talking from behind the door. A woman's voice.

'Ready when you are,' Miller said, standing near a rack holding rubber floor mats. His nerves on edge now, something that didn't normally bother him.

'Sure you're okay?' Kim said.

'I'm never going to be okay for this.'




****




'What is chronic pain?' 

Jill White looked around at the blank faces of the people sitting in the chairs facing the white board. Nobody ventured an answer. An overgrown bush lurked outside one of the windows at the back of the room, the branches scratching at the glass like bony fingers as the light wind pushed them around. A lawnmower sounded in the distance.

Jill looked at the words she had written on the white board before moving on to her answer.

'There are two different kinds of pain: acute and chronic. Does anybody know the difference?'

Blank faces. Ignorance of the subject or not wanting to answer wrongly in fear of making a fool of themselves in front of the others. 

'Okay then; acute pain is like having a broken leg. You will be in acute pain, the body's way of telling you there is something wrong and you have to get it sorted. If you get the right treatment, in this case having your leg put in plaster, the pain will go.

'Chronic pain is different; this is pain that has been going on for six months or more. The pain may have started out as being acute because of the injury, but then the pain stayed long after the injury healed. Around eleven percent of people living in this country suffer from chronic pain.'

Jill looked at the faces to see if what she was telling them held their attention, but apart from a few people changing position in their chairs, they could almost have been dead.

'Unfortunately, there is not much training given to doctors when they are learning their craft, so doctors seem to treat chronic pain as acute pain and administer painkillers. They advise the patient to rest. Both are inadequate when dealing with chronic pain. If your pain has become worse over time, we aim to tell you some of the reasons why. One thing we don't do is offer a cure. We are here to help you understand your pain and show you ways that might help you live with your pain better, through exercise and deep relaxation techniques.'

Jill cleared her throat, feeling tired today. The morning session had gone quite well but the afternoon lot looked as if they were here on a school trip. One old woman had already moaned at her because she was sitting in the wrong chair, and one of the men had kindly let her have his, a high-backed one. She had grumbled as she sat back down. Another man looked as if he was about to drop off at any moment.

'Now,' Jill continued, 'a broken leg will show up on an x-ray, but an injury to tendon, muscle or nerve, will not. Sometimes when the pain is in the body, it won't show up on any scans or x-rays. No one knows for sure why the pain doesn't settle down after an injury, but some reasons are starting to emerge. I'd like to look at some of them now.'

She turned to the board once more and started writing on it. One man who had back problems, and had been suffering for years, stood up and went behind the high-backed chair to stretch his back.

'If some of the soft tissue in your body becomes damaged, this can be the cause of your pain.' She underlined the words Soft Tissue on the board.

'Body tissues are made up of either bone or soft tissue. The bones make up our skeleton and the soft tissues connect to the bones. Now we'll look at some of the soft tissues in the body.

'First of all, muscle.' She wrote this on the board and was about to face the group again when there was a knock on the door. Helen, the assistant psychologist who had been writing notes, got up and answered the door.

'Sorry to bother you, but I'm looking for Jill White. I'm DI Miller.'

Helen turned to look into the room. It was as if somebody had pulled the plug on Jill's blood supply and it was rapidly draining out of her body, starting with her face.

'I'm here,' she said to Miller, walking over to the two detectives standing in the open doorway looking ominous and she knew what this was about.

Her boy was dead.




****




Miller's words sounded hollow as he asked for Jill, but then he saw her standing in front of the board, looking much the same as the last time he had seen her, but thinner, as if not knowing the fate of her boy had quelled her appetite. 

'Can we talk in private?' Miller asked.

'Can you take over, Helen?' Jill asked, handing the red marker pen to her assistant before leading them to a room down the corridor.

Inside, a bank of fluorescents came on, lighting the room with artificial daylight. Outside, dark clouds scudded over, taking the light with it, promising a downpour.

'This is investigator Kim Smith with the PF's office. She's assisting us.'

'It's about Terry, isn't it?' Jill said, sitting behind a desk, waiting for them to sit. 

'It is, I'm afraid, Mrs. White. Earlier today, we found a skeleton, which we believe to be your son. The pathologist confirmed it on site from dental records and we'll run a DNA test, but I wanted to let you know we have found a body.'

Jill put a hand over her mouth as if she was about to vomit. 'Oh my God. Terry. My poor little boy.' She sniffed, trying to control herself. With a shaking hand, she reached into a drawer and took out a packet of cigarettes, lighting one up, not caring that hospital policy forbade anybody smoking in the grounds, never mind inside the buildings.

Miller looked at her face, at the lines that had crept round her eyes since the last time they spoke. The eyes themselves like candle holders, dark places that hadn't seen light since the candles had been snuffed out.

'Where...where was he found?' Her voice barely holding together, hand shaking as the cigarette made its way to and from her mouth.

'In the old caretaker's house in Warriston cemetery.'

Tears made the journey south, running over wrinkled skin, gathering at the corners of her mouth where they fell off.

'How did he die?' The voice quivering, lips curled at the corners.

'We don't know yet. The pathologists will have a look and see if they can determine the cause of death, but it won't be easy unless there are any broken bones to indicate how he died.'

Broken bones. Acute pain for Terry, chronic pain for her.

'I see you got divorced, Mrs. White. Does your ex-husband still have the dealership at Newbridge?'

She looked at Miller as if she would rather forget that part of her life. 'As far as I know. We divorced not long after that night.' The night when the police lost the money and she lost her son.

'Do you keep in contact with him?'

She shook her head, the nicotine having a slight calming effect on her. 'No, I don't want anything to do with him. I haven't seen him since the day he left. The lawyers did all the dirty work.' There was an awkward pause for a moment as Jill's eyes travelled to another place in the past. 

'We'll have to talk to you again, Mrs. White. We'll let you know when the Procurator Fiscal releases Terry's body.'

'Can I see him?' she asked.

Miller hesitated for a moment. 'I don't think that's a good idea. Best to remember his smiling face.'

She nodded at them, almost absently. She had prepared herself for this moment for a very long time, rehearsing in her own mind how she would go about arranging the funeral, how she would tell other members of her family, how she would react when she saw the coffin holding her little boy, but nothing could prepare her for the reality.

'Your husband will have to be told. I would expect a phone call from him, if I were you. I know it might be tempting for you to call him, but I would ask you not to. If he reacts in an aggressive manner, which can happen, better to let us deal with it.'

She looked at Miller as he stood. Carl White was the last person on Earth she wanted to see. If she ever came across him again, she'd kill the bastard.


CHAPTER 6




'I'm interested in the Ferrari,' the young man said.

I'm sure you are. 'It's a very nice car,' Martin Crawley said, beaming his best Stop wasting my time you little wanker smile. 

'Maybe I could take it out for a test drive.' The man looked to be in his early twenties, and probably had several convictions for drunk driving, or at the very least, speeding convictions. The last thing Crawley was going to do was let the little tosser sit in the car, never mind drive it.

'The thing is we can't just let a potential customer out in the car. You would have to make an appointment and we have to run background checks.'

'Background checks? You think I'm some kind of scally that doesn't have money?' 

Crawley looked at the scuffed leather jacket and the faded jeans, which really meant nothing. Some of his customers were millionaires and dressed worse. However, there were two differences setting them apart from this reprobate, their shoes and their watch. Two dead giveaways. This guy had trainers on and wore a plastic Casio. Crawley knew the lottery had created a lot of millionaires now, but even if this piece of pond life had come up with six numbers, he still wasn't going to get to drive the car.

'Nobody is suggesting anything of the sort, sir. I'm merely stating company policy.' 

'Maybe I'll take my business elsewhere then,' he said, shuffling towards the exit, drawing his greasy fingers over the bodywork as he left.

There's a Toyota dealer across the road, Crawley was about to say, but thought better of it. It cost the company a fortune in security at night as it was, without encouraging the filth to come back after dark with some friends and a can of petrol.

A woman approached Crawley from behind. 'Little bastard. Did he think you were going to hand him the keys and just let him give it a belting on the A9?' Cindy Shields said.

'That's exactly what he thought I was going to do. Oh here, pal, take the keys to one of the most expensive cars in here and shag it up the motorway. Remember to take it up to the red line before you change each gear. And bring it back whenever you want. With no petrol left in the tank.'

Cindy laughed out loud and put her hand on Martin's arm. 'I just sold a Five Series this morning to a guy who has more money than that little spurt.' At the side of the showroom outside was what they called the bread-and-butter machines, the second-hand Beemers and Jags, easier sells, the cars that made up ninety percent of their sales.

They walked back over to their desks at the back of the showroom, stopping at the coffee station first. Cindy put a little cup in the Keurig machine, and waited a couple of minutes for it to brew.

'Have you seen Louise today?' she said to Crawley, in a whisper.

'No. I didn't know she was coming in to see us today?' 

'Neither did I,' Cindy said, taking the little K cup away from under the spout and replacing it with a new one.

'Remember when she first started here?' Crawley said. 'All flashing teeth and batting her eyes. Being nice to everybody. Sometimes her skirts were so short, you would think she was wearing a belt and had forgotten to wear a skirt at all. She was a good laugh, and she certainly knew how to get the sales. I wish I had legs like hers. Maybe get a few more sales that way.'

'You're a pig.' Cindy smiled at him as she took his mug out and added milk to them both.

'I'm not sexist. I respect all women.'

'Then why did you stand there and let me make the coffee?'

'Because if I didn't, you would claim inequality.' He grinned at her.

They both heard the sound of high-heels clicking towards them and turned round. 'Still gossiping round the coffee machine, I see,' Louise White said, flashing an expensive smile at them.

'Everybody needs a coffee break, Louise dear,' Cindy said. 'You of all people should know that. After all, this was your favourite spot when you worked here. This and the boss's office.'

'A big coffee break with a little bit of work thrown in,' she said, laughing. 'Hi Marty. Good to see you again, sweetheart.'

'You too.' He kissed her on the cheek. 'How's life over at your new dealership?'

'Being my own boss is the best move I ever made. And my offer still stands; if you ever get fed up with that arse up there, you can come to me.'

'Things that bad, eh?'

'I'm glad I got rid of him, Marty. He's a monster behind closed doors.'

'I wouldn't know. I don't socialise with him and don't intend to. Taking a pay cheque from him is what it's all about.'

'You keep it that way.'

'So what brings you here?' Crawley said.

'Just some unfinished business.'

Crawley looked up to see Carl White standing, watching them from the landing overlooking the showroom, before turning and heading back into his office.

'I'd better go upstairs.' She walked over to the stairs leading to the upper offices.

They walked over to their desks, sitting opposite each other. The air conditioning felt good in the showroom, especially as the walls were mostly glass. 

'He had a good thing going with Louise,' Cindy said, 'but he spoilt it for himself.'

'Poor bastard.'

'Poor bastard nothing. That'll teach him to think with his small brain.'

He looked up and saw a car pulling into the customer car park at the back. 'You can have that one,' he said to Cindy. Then he saw the marked patrol car pulling in behind it. 

Cindy turned round and laughed. 'And you can have that one. See if they want to upgrade their Vauxhall Astra to that Bentley GT.'

Crawley laughed. 'Snow to Eskimos, Cindy.'


CHAPTER 7




'I've never seen the attraction myself,' DS Tam Scott said, from the back seat.

Kim had stopped the car at the traffic lights in Newbridge. In recent years, car dealers had moved their dealerships out here to the western outskirts of Edinburgh, into brand new premises. Lexus, Mercedes Benz, Land Rover, BMW and Toyota had all moved here.

'Attraction to what, Tam?' Miller asked, from the front passenger seat.

'All these fancy cars. It's a tin box on wheels whatever way you look at it. Whether you have a pure bred racehorse or a donkey pulling a cart, it's still a cart at the end of the day.'

Miller shook his head. 'You're in the minority on that one, mate. Kim has a brand new Audi TT after her first one got torched, Jack has his A6 and to be honest, if I won the lottery, I'd have a big house and a Ferrari.'

'Because you already have the supermodel.'

Kim smiled and looked at Scott in the rear view mirror. 'I love you, Tam Scott, can I just tell you that?'

'I got your back.'

Miller made a noise. 'Clearly I meant that as well.' He turned, and gave Scott an I'm going to boot your bollocks look. 

'Keep telling yourself that, boss.' Scott smirked as Kim moved on green, turning in between the Lexus and BMW dealers. 

Carl White Exotic Cars was on their right.

'This is a purpose-built dealership built on land left over from when they sold and demolished the chicken factory a few years back,' Miller said, filling Kim in. 'Carl White had gone after a combined Ferrari/Maserati franchise but was beaten to it by a dealer on the east side of Edinburgh.'

'He'd only just finished it when his son went missing,' Tam said, all business now. 

'What sort of bloke is he? I've known a lot of guys like him who are arrogant,' Kim said, pulling into the customer car park, the patrol car coming in behind them.

Miller opened the door as the car stopped. 'He was a decent sort of guy,' he said, stepping out. 'Quite down to earth.' He closed the door.

'So was the Yorkshire Ripper,' Scott said, getting out of the back. 

Miller felt the sun beating down on him, feeling good after the long, hard winter. He could see the expensive cars through the big windows. Truth be told, he'd have a reasonable house and a nice, cheap car if he won the lottery. He'd only worry about a Ferrari being stolen if he had one. They looked nice and he supposed it would be good to have a collection in a huge, secret warehouse somewhere, just for him to look at.

Miller waited for the two uniforms to get out of their car and the five of them walked into the showroom, and changed Carl White's life forever.

Miller was first in the showroom, ignoring the expensive metal trying to entice them. He stood and looked around, his eyes falling on Martin Crawley as the salesman walked across to them.

Miller had his warrant card out. 'Police Scotland. I'm DI Miller. I'd like to speak to Carl White.'

'I'll see if he's available,' Crawley said, but then they all heard the voice from above. White standing on the balcony again.

'Send them up, Marty.'

Miller walked up with Kim and left Scott and the others with the sales people. They climbed the stairs and Miller got a better view of the gleaming metal below. They stepped into White's office, and Miller looked at Louise.

'Mr. White, could we talk in private, please?'

White looked at Louise. 'You can leave.'

'Gladly. I've said what I came here to say.'

White took a deep breath through his nose and let it out slowly. 'Now.'

Louise got up from the chair 'Remember what I said. I'm not going to keep coming here.' She walked out without looking back at White.

'This is Investigator Smith from the PF's office,' Miller said, making the introductions. 

'He's dead, right? My son!' Carl White's eyes bored into Miller's, a technique he'd used on car buyers, and now something he was unconsciously doing with a murder squad detective. Miller met his stare, unfazed.

'I'm here to tell you that the body of a young boy was uncovered today, and we believe it to be your son, Terry. There's going to be further tests of course, but you need to prepare yourself in case it is him.'

'How sure?'

'The pathologist at the site compared dental records, so we're putting it at a ninety-nine percent probability.' Miller cursed himself for sounding so clinical, but the words had to be said in a certain way so they couldn't come back to bite them later on.

'I'm so sorry we came here without better news,' Kim said. 'Although I wasn't on the original investigation, I've fully read up on it.'

'Why are you involved?' White said, seeming to slump in his chair.

'The fact that a police officer died while the ransom drop was being made means the PF wants her office to have a hands-on approach in this case. That's why I'm working with DI Miller.'

'You know it was his wife who died?'

'Yes, I'm aware of that.'

'Where did they find him?' he asked Miller.

'In the old, burnt-out caretaker's house in Warriston cemetery. He was under a wall that had collapsed.'

White stood and walked over to the window of his office. He could see partway down into the showroom. 'This is all meaningless shite now.' He swept a hand in front of the window and turned back to face Miller. 'I envisioned Terry growing up and joining me in the business before finally taking over one day. He loved cars. Talked about nothing else.' 

'He was a good kid, from what you told me. My wife wanted to grab the bastard who did this, more than anything. I was in contact with her the whole time the night she died, except for the last few minutes,' Miller said.

'I remember you telling me all about it. He gave her the run around, didn't he?'

'Yes he did.'

'I remember sitting talking with Carol. She was a bloody good police officer. Her old man was a cop too, wasn't he?' White sat back down at his desk, the colour leaving his face. 

'Yes he was. Harry Davidson.'

'He was murdered too, if I remember correctly.'

'Yes, a few months back.'

'Anyway, I remember Carol sitting with me, and she looked me in the eye, and told me she would do absolutely everything in her power to get the guy who took my son. And she made the ultimate sacrifice. Then some thieving bastard stole the money. I read about that in the papers too.'

'I'm sorry we didn't recover that.'

White waved away the apology. Miller was starting to feel hot, despite the air conditioning. 'The money was nothing compared to you losing your wife. My mother's loaded. It was a drop in the ocean to her. I would gladly have given a million to get him back. Hell, I would swap places with Terry if it meant he could still be alive.'

'We told your ex-wife.'

'How did she take it?'

Her son is dead, how the fuck do you think she took it? 'Pretty badly.'

'She's a cold-hearted bitch. Did she tell you I was shagging around?'

'Not in so many words. She said you were divorced now,' Kim said.

'She didn't go into the nitty gritty then? If you asked her, she would tell you I was sleeping with my customers, that I would shag anything that gave me a smile, yet she was the one who was cheating.'

Miller wasn't interested in anybody's gossip, unless it could be construed as motive. 'Did you two have marital difficulties during the time of Terry's kidnapping?'

White nodded. 'It started a while before Terry went missing. She was shagging one of Terry's teachers. As if the money I was lavishing on her wasn't enough, she wanted excitement. All the sneaking around got her pulse racing, she said.'

'She called me at my office a while back to let me know you were divorced. She told me you were the one sleeping around.'

'Our marriage was over by the time Terry was taken. We were in the same house but living separate lives. She likes to tell everybody I was a player, but that isn't true. We didn't even sleep in the same room. Sure, I went with some women, but for all intents and purposes, we were separated.'

'Why didn't you tell Inspector Miller that at the time?' Kim asked. 'It might have been relevant.'

'I didn't think. I couldn't prove it, and she denied it, saying it was in my imagination. We just wanted to concentrate on Terry, so we put our problems on the sideline. We thought if we got him back that would be the new start we needed. She promised me she wouldn't go with another man again. I believed her, I really did. But when the money went missing and your wife died, we could see the chance of getting our little boy back fading to zero. That's when the arguing started again. Then she started staying late after work, and coming home drunk, and then staying out overnight. Who knows who she was sleeping with.'

'What about you, Mr. White?' Kim asked. 'How long have you known Louise?'

'Has this got any relevance to Terry's kidnapping?'

'No. I'm just filling out some background detail here.'

'She was a sales executive here when we met. I fancied her, but I rarely mix business with pleasure, but she has a fantastic personality. We hit it off, started going out after my divorce, and eventually we were engaged. Now we've split up.'

'Does Jill know anything about your private life now?' Miller asked.

'We have no contact. Anything she says to me is through a lawyer. Nothing gets misunderstood that way.'

'How many of the original staff still work here from the time Terry went missing?'

'All of them. They're very loyal, and they get a decent basic salary and a healthy bonus. I need people I can trust, especially since I have all that precious metal out there.'

'We'll need to re-interview them, just to keep ourselves up to date. The case has never been closed, but you know how tight budgets are. Cases with higher priorities come up.'

'I understand,' White said. He sighed, as if he'd been avoiding the next question, but knew it was inevitable, and he had just been dancing round the campfire. 'Where will Terry be taken to?'

'The City Mortuary. The pathologist there will be working closely with our head of forensics, Inspector Maggie Parks.'

'Will I be able to see him?'

'I legally can't stop you from seeing him, but you wouldn't want to see him. Remember him the way he was.'

'Thank you for being honest with me, Miller.' He stood up from behind his desk again. 'You'll let me know when I can go ahead with the funeral? Assuming it really is him.'

'I'll let you know. He won't be released until the PF says so, and it might be a while. We will be in touch again, with a confirmation. We have both you and your ex-wife's DNA. I'll call you.'

They stepped out onto the landing and looked down into the showroom.

Louise Walker was looking back up at him. And she wasn't smiling. The last time a woman looked at him like that, was just before she tried to kill him.

Miller's phone rang. It was DCI Paddy Gibb.

'I need you back at the station, Miller. All hell's broken loose. Kim's mother is here about to take somebody's head off. We were about to charge Shaun Foxall when his lawyer turned up. You're not going to like this one little bit.'


CHAPTER 8




'If he's playing games with me, I'll have his head on a spit. You do know that, right?' Norma Banks was pacing up and down the corridor, outside the interview rooms in the High Street station, when Miller opened the door and stepped into Hell.

'Norma, you and I both know there's nothing we can do.' Detective Chief Superintendent Dennis Friendly stood with a grim look on his face.

'He took a shot at your officers. How the bloody hell were they to know it was a starting pistol?' She walked up to Miller. 'I heard you threw my daughter to the ground. Once again I have to thank you.'

'Just doing my job, ma'am.' He looked at Friendly. 'What's going on, sir?'

'Let's go into the observation room and you can see for yourself.' Friendly turned and opened the interview room door, nodded and closed it again. Then the three of them went into the observation room, and sat down. They looked through the one-way mirror into the interview room.

Shaun Foxall sat in a sweatshirt and tracksuit bottoms that had been supplied to him. Next to him sat his lawyer. 'That's Richard Sullivan,' Miller said.

'Yes it is,' Norma said.

'How did he get involved?' Meaning, How can Foxall afford him? Sullivan came at a high price and was usually hired by celebrities who had gotten themselves into a spot of bother. At one time, Miller had thought Sullivan had been responsible for his wife's death, as it was his stolen car that had run her over.

'One of Foxall's family member's paid for him,' Friendly said. 

They listened to the men on the other side of the mirror. Detective Superintendent David Elliot, head of Serious Crimes, sat with one of Miller's team, DS Hazel Carter, both of them looking across the table at Foxall and Sullivan.

Sullivan looked at Elliot. 'Under Section 85 (A), subsection 27 (C), of the Mental Health Act Scotland, 2010, Mr. Shaun Foxall is not responsible for his actions earlier this morning, or at any time leading up to today's actions. All charges are to be dismissed. Under Section 114, subsection 17 (B), after such an occurrence, Mr. Foxall will be re-admitted to the Royal Scottish Psychiatric Hospital for a period of seven days for re-familiarisation. After which, he will be released into the care of his family once again. He will then attend a day clinic every day for a further seven days, after which he will resume his life as a citizen in the Care in the Community programme.

'Are there any questions?'

'No, all answers to any questions have been duly satisfied, and the detainee may now be released into the care of his lawyer until he leaves the custody of Police Scotland and relegates his position to a non-governmental area,' Elliot said, reciting verbatim from the instruction manual he'd just brushed up on after Sullivan arrived in the station.

'Until his arse is booted out of your station into the High Street,' Norma Banks said.

'How did this happen?' Miller asked.   

'I'm as pissed off about it as you are, Frank, but as the PF, my hands are tied. I can't proceed with any charges.'

'You know how it is, Miller,' Friendly said. 'Foxall has mental health issues and after they closed down Gogarburn years ago, all the nutters who were in there are suddenly roaming the streets as if they were cured.'

'Although we don't call them "nutters" these days,' Norma said. 

'Yes, of course,' Friendly said, his face going red. 'However, even though the Care in the Community programme has had many success stories, there are some who have slipped through the cracks.'

'I know most of them are okay, but it's the ones who think they're okay, but go off their nut. Like the guy who stabbed one of our uniforms in George Street after that stand-off.'

'It's the Russian Roulette effect, I'm afraid.' Friendly stood up as he watched the four people in the other room stand up. 'They're leaving now.'

They all went out into the corridor. Foxall didn't look at Miller.

'My client would like to change back into his clothes,' Sullivan said. He looked at Miller but said nothing.

'We'll be paying Mr. Foxall a visit while he's in the Royal Scottish,' Miller said.

'Really?' Sullivan said.

'Section 121, subsection 19 (D), the police have the right to make sure that the conditions of the release back to the hospital are being strictly adhered to.'

Sullivan nodded. 'Yes, of course. Anytime.'

'You'll also be aware that we don't need to make an appointment and neither do we have to advise you in advance of our intentions.'

'Yes, I'm aware of that. That won't be a problem.' Sullivan turned to Foxall. 'Come downstairs, and we'll get you your clothes back.'

'One more thing, Mr. Sullivan,' Miller said. Norma Banks looked at him, a slight smirk on her face.

Sullivan stopped and turned back to Miller. 'Yes?'

'He doesn't get the gun back. Scottish Firearms Law, Section –'

'Yes, I know,' Sullivan said, interrupting Miller. 

Norma, Friendly and Miller watched Foxall until they turned left at the end of the corridor as David Elliot and Hazel Carter led him away.

'I didn't know you knew all about the Mental Health Act, Miller,' Norma said.

'Unfortunately, this is not the first time I'll be visiting the Royal Scottish.' He looked at Friendly. 'Unless you want another officer to do the follow-up, sir?'

'No, I would rather you do it,' Norma said before Friendly could reply. 'Then report back to me. Take Kim with you.' She looked at the senior officer. 'That is okay with you, isn't it, Dennis?'

The two red spots seemed to glow more fiercely on Friendly's cheeks. 'Yes, yes, of course. Miller is the man for this job.'

'Good. I need a cup of coffee. And not that cheap stuff you keep for visitors. I want a real cup.'

'Of course.'

Miller's phone rang. 'Excuse me, I need to take this,' he said, looking at the screen. 'It's the mortuary.'

Both Friendly and Norma stayed where they were as Miller answered. 'Yes, I'll tell them.' He hung up, put his phone away and looked at the two faces staring at him. 'That was the new pathologist, Kate Murphy. Forensics are still going over Terry White's grave site, so it will be a while until they can move the body.'

'Okay, keep us in the loop,' Norma said, walking away with Friendly.

Miller looked at his watch. It was way past lunchtime and he was starting to get hungry. He went back downstairs to the main investigation room. He walked over to Gibb, who was organising the crew and putting the old Terry White case on the front burner, indicating for his boss to join him in his office.

'I suppose you heard about Shaun Foxall being released without charge?'

'I don't know where to start me ramblings, old son.'

'Apparently the Care in the Community programme gives them a free pass.'

'It's this shitty world we live in, Frank. Some of them are fine; some go on to be axe murderers.'

'Ah well, at least the big wigs who sold the psychiatric hospital don't have to deal with them again while they sit in their Ivory Towers.'

'Oh, I can feel me blood pressure rising as we speak, Frankie, me old son.' Gibb's Irish brogue starting to get thicker again.

'I know, we have to go with the flow. Besides, Friendly and Norma Banks want Kim and I to liaise with the hospital.'

'Yeah, make sure the wee bastard is getting his hot cocoa at night, and all that stuff.'

Miller laughed, despite himself. 'It's not the first time I've been shot at, and I'm sure it won't be the last. Oh, and Kate Murphy called and said forensics are still processing the scene.'

'Right. She was supposed to call me, but I think I pissed her off this morning.'

'She's not making many friends, that's for sure.'

'She's not here to make friends, Frank. I don't care, as long as she can do her job.'

'We'll have to deal with her on a regular basis, so let's hope she gets off the defensive.'

'Just keep young Kim there in check.' He nodded through the door window to where Kim sat at a desk, a phone clamped to her ear.

'Hey, I'm not her keeper.'

'You're her bloody boyfriend.'

'She could beat the crap out of the both of us without breaking sweat.'

'You're a big softie, Miller.' Gibb pulled out his packet of cigarettes and lit one, opening the window wide to waft out the smoke.

'So you couldn't handle the pressure to quit smoking, I see,' Miller said.

'The wee fellas were in the packet, shouting out to me, Smoke us you big bastard, before we go out of date.'

'Do cigarettes go out of date?'

'How would I know? I don't keep them long enough to find out. Anyway, that's what they were shouting to me, and who am I to upset them?'

'You never cease to amaze me, Paddy.'

'That's what my wife used to say.' Gibb flicked the remainder of the cigarette out the window as Kim knocked on the door.

'Come in,' Miller said.

'I'm not interrupting, am I?'

'No, Chief Inspector Gibb was just giving me a lesson in willpower.'

Kim held up a piece of paper. 'I was doing some research on Shaun Foxall. He said his mother was Annie Foxall, deceased, and his father was Patrick Foxall, also deceased, both of which is true. What he didn't tell us, and what I found out by making a phone call is, his grandfather remarried, to a woman called Margaret, who now goes by her previous name, White. Margaret White. Carl White's mother. Shaun Foxall and Terry White have the same grandmother.'


CHAPTER 9




Miller felt the office cloying and needed to get back out into the sunshine. Paddy Gibb said they were setting up the stuff from the kidnapping and he could have an hour.

The mid-afternoon sun was high above the city centre, creating little pockets of cold shadows in the Closes off the High Street. The tourists had arrived and it was only a few short weeks until the Edinburgh Festival got into full swing. The street in front of the station would be closed off and only used by police vehicles in an emergency.

Miller loved the High Street, not just working there but living there as well. He looked towards the North Bridge and at the old building that was once a multi-level furniture store now converted into apartments. He looked up at his own apartment, imagining his wife standing there, waving down at him, as she should have been, but she was in the cold ground. She would never stand in front of the windows looking out again.

He took his mobile phone out and made a call. Spoke to the man on the other end and hung up, putting his phone back in his pocket and started walking down towards Hangman's Close. Walking into it, his thoughts went back nearly three years, and the worst day of his life.




'I'm not going to ask if you're alright, because I know you aren't,' Jack Miller said to his son. 'Even Charlie knows there's something wrong. He's not been himself all morning.' 

The cat looked up at Miller as if he knew Jack was talking about him. He walked up to Miller and rubbed himself against the dark material of Miller's suit trousers, shedding fur on them. Miller petted him, running a hand along his back, and rubbing the spot on his back at the base of his tail. Carol said cats liked that spot to be rubbed, and she was right. Charlie would always come up to her wanting attention, especially when she was in the kitchen. That signalled it was treat time, and she always spoiled him.

Now she would never spoil him again.

Miller stood, and saw his wife standing in the kitchen doorway. This couldn't be the day of her funeral after all. There had been a mistake, because she was standing right there. He could see her. 

'Dad, it's okay, she's not dead after all. She's here, I can see her.' He wanted to scream the words, but nothing came out. Tears streamed down his face, and when he blinked, she was gone. He walked from the living room across to the kitchen, Charlie following him, but she wasn't there. 

He stood in the middle of the kitchen and cried hard, just standing there, holding onto the back of a chair, his head bent, his shoulders heaving with each heavy sob, until he felt his father's hand on his shoulder. 

'I'm going to leave you alone, Frank, but I'll be in my room if you need me.' The hand was taken away and he suddenly felt lighter.

He sat on one of the chairs, his head down on his arms when he heard her voice.

'It's going to be hard, Frank, I'm not saying otherwise, but you have to be strong.'

Miller stopped crying and looked up. Carol was sitting at the table opposite him, a glow around her, as if he couldn't focus properly for the tears.

Now he found his voice. 'It's so hard being here without you, my darling. I miss you so much. I thought we were going to grow old together, that we would plan our retirement and go live in the sun somewhere. Have our kids come over for a visit. It was a little boy you were carrying, did you know that?'

Carol smiled at him and nodded.

'The pathologist confirmed what the consultant said in the hospital, that it was you falling and banging your head that caused you to...leave me. He also said you were three months pregnant with a little boy, but he didn't make it either. Nobody knows that. I couldn't tell anybody that, and the pathologist said he wouldn't reveal that detail.'

'I don't want to go and leave you worrying like this, Frank.'

'You don't have to go. You can stay with me. I want to be with you again.' He picked up the packet of painkillers that lay on the kitchen table. He had popped two at breakfast time. 'I can get more. I can take them all. We can be together again.'

'Frank, you're hurting, and you'll hurt for a long time, and you and I both know time is not the healer everybody says it is; time just dulls the pain, makes it easier to laugh again, to go about your everyday business. This is not your time though, sweetheart. You were my first love, and I can say I married my first love. But this is not your time, honey.'

He cried again and felt her hand on his, her gentle skin caressing his, her slender yet strong fingers rubbing gently over his knuckles. He looked at her beautiful blonde hair and her blue eyes, and knew he would never meet anybody like her again.

'I know you say that, but there's nobody else I want to be with other than you.'

'We'll be together again one day, my sweet Frank, but not just now. It's not what I want.'

'You don't want me to be with you?' The words stung him.

'More than anything, but only when the time is right.'

'I want you now. I don't want to be on my own.'

'You have to be strong for Charlie. He needs you right now.'

'He's a cat. He has my dad.'

'Listen to me; it's always hard on the ones left behind. You're consumed by grief right now, but it will pass. You have to trust me. If you love me, you'll stay behind. Charlie is not just a cat, it's what he represents. He's ours, and I need you to look after him, because I can't. I have our baby here, Frank, but where you are, you have Charlie, and he needs you. When you pick him up and hold him, you'll feel the same little animal I picked up and held. I didn't choose to leave you and Charlie, and you can't choose to leave either. One day you'll be beside me again, but until that time, you have to live your life. Promise me you will.'

'I don't know if I can.'

'Promise me. I have to go, Frank, but I have to hear you promise.'

He looked at his wife's face, at her smile, and knew he had to do what she wanted. 'I promise.'

'I have to go now, Frank, but you have to know I loved you more than anything. Till we meet again, my darling...'

She stood up, still holding his hand and then Frank saw him for the first time; Carol was holding the hand of a little boy, around two years old. Not three months, but two years. How?

'Bye, Daddy,' his son said, holding up a little hand and moving his fingers up and down in a little wave. Under his arm was a soft toy. A cat.

'Bye, Son,' he said, and then he felt his whole body rack with his crying.

He closed his eyes for just one second, just one lousy second and they were gone. He couldn't feel the touch of her hand anymore. Couldn't see his little boy.

'They're coming, Frank,' his father said, from the doorway.

Miller jumped, startled. Got up from the table and walked through to the living room, trying to stop the tears and failing. One corner of the room was part of a turret, and had windows looking down on to the High Street.

Police outriders had stopped the traffic on the North Bridge. A police car with its blue lights flashing drove slowly past the station, leading the hearse, a funeral car behind. Officers in uniform and plain clothes stood outside the station and saluted as the car went by.

The hearse stopped briefly, and the funeral director got out and walked in front of the car. Miller knew this was called 'paging' and it allowed time for the officers to get in their cars and fall in line.

The other members of Carol's family, her father, sister and brother were in the funeral car, having left with the hearse from the funeral parlour, but Miller stayed at home because he had wanted her to come home one last time.

The hearse rolled slowly down the setts towards their apartment. It was a dry day, in the first week of December, but cold outside. A weak, watery sun shone down on the High Street.

Charlie jumped onto the back of the couch that was against the wall with the big windows in it, and looked out, as if he knew.

The hearse turned round into the North Bridge and stopped outside the entrance to the building.

Miller grabbed his jacket and overcoat and put them on before grabbing a lint roller to get the cat hair off the bottom of his trousers. Then he stopped. There wasn't much there, not so anybody would notice. In a strange way, it would almost be as if Charlie would be there at the funeral. Carol would have liked that.

The funeral director knocked on the door and walked into the living room.

'Mr. Miller. Your wife is here.' It was said quietly and not without feeling, and Miller nodded, unable to speak. Jack already had his overcoat on, and they followed the director out of the room. Miller turned to look at Charlie, still sitting on the back of the couch, still looking out the window.

As if he was saying goodbye to his mummy.




****




Miller rubbed at his eyes as he crossed over The Cowgate and walked up into High School Wynd. The dour grey building of the City Mortuary on his left as he climbed the steep street. He turned into the courtyard of Edinburgh University's Psychology and Criminology campus. The main building had been a church, built around the start of the nineteenth century, and other wings had been added on over the years.

He walked past the parked cars on the right and straight over to the double doors facing him. Inside, a servitor sat at his station, and Miller showed him his warrant card telling him he was expected. He also knew where he was going.

The hall was large and magnificent, wood panelling adorning the walls as if they were works of art, and there was a sense to the place, not of decay, but of sights unseen and sounds unheard. He could only imagine the sort of people who had walked through these corridors hundreds of years before him.

He took the wide, marble stairs up to the first floor. His footsteps echoed in the quiet as he went along to the third door on his right and was about to knock when a loud voice boomed from within.

'Come in!'

Miller went in and for the first time that day, felt like smiling. Then he started crying.

The man behind the desk stood up. 'I've been expecting you for a long time, Frank.'


CHAPTER 10




Margaret White sat back in the rear seat of the Jaguar XJL, and closed her eyes briefly. She couldn't drive in Edinburgh, not now. Back in the day, when there weren't so many cars or foreigners on the roads, she could. Barnaby, her dead husband, had been fiercely English, and like many of his generation, felt Britain built the best cars in the world and wouldn't dream of setting foot in a Japanese or German car. Dear Barnaby died of a stroke before his time. If he worried less about superior German engineering and all the ills of the world, maybe he would still be here today.

He would have baulked at the idea of her being driven about in a luxury Japanese car. Which is why Margaret still bought Jaguars.

Barnaby Foxall had been Margaret's second husband, and although fate brought them together one sunny afternoon, she would have to wait years before that day arrived.

Duncan White's family had owned several woollen mills in the Borders of Scotland, and had made their fortune there. Who could have predicted a future where cheap, imitation cashmere scarves would sit on the tables of souvenir shops and the woollen mills of the Scottish Borders would be a shadow of their former selves?

Real cashmere was still popular when Margaret and Duncan married, and it wasn't long before they had their first – and only – child. Carl White came into the world in the same year Margaret Thatcher became the first woman leader of the British Conservative Party, Bill Gates co-founded Microsoft and while most Americans celebrated Independence Day, a victim of serial killer Ted Bundy disappeared, from Layton, Ohio. Carl White's only appearance in a newspaper was in the Births column of The Edinburgh Evening Post.

Margaret was brought back to the present when the Jaguar stopped suddenly. Her driver looked in the mirror. 'Beg your pardon, ma'am. Cyclist.'

'It's fine, Edward.' At least he hadn't knocked the man over. 

She closed her eyes and went back to her thoughts.

Her son was her pride and joy, and her husband was all she had dreamt a husband would be. Duncan had been prudent with his money, and it was almost as if he had looked into a crystal ball and saw the world fall out of the textile market.

Which is why he had invested his money in new technology, and made an absolute fortune. Although he had spent his money wisely, he had instilled in his son a passion for cars.

A passion Carl still had when his father died, when Carl was only sixteen. His father opened one of the first Rolls-Royce dealerships in Edinburgh, and it had flourished. Duncan made sure Carl was used to working hard and getting his hands dirty, and had given his son a job on a Saturday morning, washing the expensive cars until they were gleaming.

Carl loved it and soon started to pick up everything there was to know about cars. He was to start at the bottom and work his way up, but that all changed one Saturday morning when Duncan had been sitting in his office and a massive heart attack had claimed his life.

Carl had suddenly gone from the bottom floor to the top, overnight, and Margaret had thought her son would flounder, but with the help of some experienced salesmen, he had taken the challenge head-on and succeeded.

He was making a small fortune by the time he was in his early twenties and met a young woman called Jill McLean. She had just graduated from Edinburgh University and was starting her work as a psychologist in the Royal Scottish Psychiatric Hospital in Edinburgh.

It was shortly afterwards that Margaret met and fell in love with Barnaby Foxall. He had walked into the Rolls showroom and over to her as she sat behind one of the empty desks. "Can you help me, love?' he had said. 'I need to speak to somebody who can help me with the cars.'

His accent was somewhere around Yorkshire, brash and not at all friendly.

'Well, let me help you find your way back to the door. Love. I don't just work here, I own the place. My son knows everything there is to know about these cars, but even if he didn't, I wouldn't sell you one anyway. We're very particular who we sell our cars to.'

He had laughed then. 'I like you. I like you a lot. Please excuse my ignorant self, but I'm not here to buy a car. I'm here to buy the dealership.'

Barnaby had been Barnaby Foxall, who owned a myriad of car dealerships in London and along the south coast, but his mother had been Scottish and he felt the lure of the 'old country', as dear old ma would have called it. She was a cantankerous old cow, but very wealthy. Margaret White was merely "comfortable" compared to old ma Barnaby's wealth. 

So they had talked over dinner, and Carl had thought it would be good for business to be part of a group that had dealerships all over the south coast of England, so they went into partnership. 

After some time, Barnaby proposed to Margaret and she accepted. They planned to get married six weeks later. Barnaby said at their age, there was no point letting the grass grow under their feet. Margaret moved to London, while Carl headed up the Scottish end of the business. 

She had known what she was getting into of course; Barnaby was a widower, and his mother lived with him. As did his son, Patrick, himself a widower who also had an eight-year-old son. A young, troubled boy, called Shaun. He had autism, and went to a special school where his disability could be cared for. Shaun called Margaret, Grandma, and she loved it.

Carl told her he had asked Jill to marry him and she had accepted. They were making their wedding plans, and Barnaby was looking forward to having an extended stay in Scotland, so Patrick could meet his new stepbrother, and introduce his own son to the Scottish side. Barnaby's mother insisted she get a dress in London, in case there was nothing that would fit her in Scotland. She wondered if they even had TV there, despite Patrick assuring her they had, and in fact, a Scotsman had invented television. Patrick loved his grandmother and their regular debates and arguments about all and sundry.

He had offered to drive her from their home in the country into London, where she would be measured for a new dress followed by lunch at the Ritz.

It was only a few hours later that two uniformed police officers – a constable and an inspector, out of deference to the family – had turned up at the house and broken the news to Barnaby that his son and mother had been involved in an accident. A truck had veered over the centre line and hit the car Patrick was driving, and the car in turn had hit a tree at sixty miles an hour. The mother died instantly, while Patrick died shortly after being taken to hospital. 

Barnaby was distraught. His mother and his son, gone, leaving them with his grandson, Shaun. 

Although they had gone ahead with it, the wedding was a somewhat muted affair.

Margaret knew Barnaby had strong opinions before she married him of course, but the world had taken his little boy, and now he hated the world. He would get drunk and yell obscenities at the TV, and for some reason, his bigotry and racism would come to a head. Then he started talking loud outside, so much so that Margaret would get embarrassed and found herself apologising more and more for her husband's behaviour and outbursts.

Barnaby would get furious with her, telling her not to apologise for him, that it was a free country and he would say what he liked, when he liked to say it. He was permanently angry.

It was while he was having an outburst at a BBC news article that he had his massive stroke. He never regained consciousness and died seven days later in a hospital bed, looked after by people who he had grown to hate before his stroke.

Margaret went back to using her previous married name, White. Barnaby Foxall had been building up quite a reputation, and that was the last thing she needed, to have a name that was linked to a bigot.

Barnaby left her half his money. The other half went into a trust for Shaun. Technically, Margaret could have walked away from Shaun as her step-grandson was twenty now, but she had known him for twelve years, and couldn't let strangers look after the boy. Besides, Carl's wife was a psychologist, and said Shaun could be cared for up in Scotland. His autism had gotten so much worse, and he needed more and more care, and paying for it wasn't a problem. He wasn't too much to handle. He just needed that extra little bit of care.

The only reason he was in the psychiatric hospital was for hitting somebody. It wasn't Shaun's fault. 

The boy had been shouting at Shaun, making fun of him. Shaun had temper problems now, and was always asking when his dad was coming back to get him. It was some sort of regression the doctors said.

Shaun would have been fine, but the boy, technically an adult as he was sixteen, had pushed Shaun so hard that Shaun fell down. And Shaun being Shaun, had got back up and punched the boy so hard he'd broken the boy's nose. The boy's father had been a judge. And had it not been for the doctor saying he wasn't fully responsible, Shaun would have gone to prison for a long time, provocation or no provocation.

Instead, he was admitted to the Royal Scottish Hospital under the care of the Mental Health Care Act. It would be a while before he would be allowed out on his own again, and only then would he be admitted into the Care in the Community programme. Somebody would have to be legally responsible for him.

'We're here, ma'am,' Edward said, as he stopped at the security gate of the psychiatric hospital.

There was a large, steel gate across the road leading into the hospital, and a guard came out of the guardhouse to speak to Edward. The driver showed the guard some ID and Margaret's name was checked off on a clipboard. They were expected, and Shaun's doctor had cleared it for her to come in and see Shaun.

As the gate glided out of the way and the Jag drove slowly through, Margaret couldn't help wondering one thing: where did Shaun get the gun?


CHAPTER 11




Harvey Levitt was American, born in New York, but transplanted to Scotland after he married a Scottish girl. Now he was a psychologist with Edinburgh University, and was the Psychologist for Police Scotland, Edinburgh Division.

'Coffee, Frank?'

Miller walked over to Levitt's desk and sat down. 'Black, Harvey, thanks.'

Levitt walked over to a sideboard where the coffee pot sat brewing. 'It's not long made, so it won't taste stewed.' He poured two cups and sat back down, passing one over to Miller.

Levitt was around forty, Miller guessed, but he had never come out and asked the man. He looked young anyway, not what he had always thought a psychologist might look like. He sipped his coffee and put the cup down on Levitt's desk.

'How did you know I'd be here one day?' Miller asked.

Levitt held out his hands, as if he was a magician who was demonstrating hiding a bird and was letting the audience see it was gone. 'You've opened up to me before, especially after Carol died, but it was always in the office at the station. You haven't come here on a personal basis. So I thought one day, sooner or later, you would come here.' He drank some of his coffee. 'Is it because of your friend and mine, Kim Smith?'

'Am I that transparent?'

'Hey, it's my job to figure these things out.' His hands were back together, as if he'd just caught the invisible bird and was about to reveal it to the audience. 'It's what I'm good at. My wife tells me I'm no good at making Spaghetti Carbonara, but a man has his limits.' He smiled.

'You might know I'm in a relationship with Kim now.'

'I don't listen to office gossip, but having said that, I bumped into I a few weeks ago, and he updated me on all aspects of your life. Tell you the truth; I enjoyed having a few beers with him. So, to answer your question, yes I did know.'

'When I met her under those circumstances a few months ago, I liked her a lot. I don't know what it was, Doc, but I felt something stirring inside me, as if I could feel this connection, but it was alien. I knew I shouldn't have felt that, because I was married.'

Levitt held up one hand. 'Let me stop you there, Frank. You were married. Until almost three years ago, and then you became a widower. I know that's such an archaic term, but it is what it is. That's what you became, whether you like it or not.'

'That's as may be, but I still felt in here that I was married.' Miller said, touching his chest. 'I still do. I loved Carol more than anything.'

'Do you still love her?'

'I always will. Is that wrong?'

'No. You will probably have feelings for Carol for the rest of your life, and nobody will blame you for that. To have somebody you loved more than anything just ripped away from you like that, is a terrible wrench.'

Miller drank some of the coffee. 'Earlier today, I started thinking about the day of Carol's funeral. I haven't told anybody this, but I saw her that day, in the house. She spoke to me. I thought it was her ghost.'

'What did she say to you?'

'It's what I said to her that scared me; I told her I wanted to be with her. That I could take a load of painkillers and be with her, but she told me no, it wasn't my time, and I had to stay behind and look after our cat, Charlie. He's just a cat, I told her, but she said he needed me.'

'It wasn't Carol you were talking to, Frank; your own mind had projected you there. Imagine your brain split into two halves; one half is mad with grief. It makes you think you can't go about your life as normal. That you don't know how you're going to cope with the grief of not seeing your loved one every day, wishing you could, but knowing you're not going to. So the solution is to take your own life so you can be with her every day.

'The other half of your brain is telling you, no, you can't do this.  It's this half that's gone into self-preservation mode. It doesn't want you to make this rash decision. It manifests an image of your wife, so in a way, if you won't listen to yourself talking sensibly, then maybe you'll listen to your wife. It happens more than you think. Something primeval inside our brains is responsible for our survival, and that something told you that you should stay alive. It doesn't work with everybody, as some poor souls take their own life, but in this case, it made you see sense.'

'I haven't told anybody this, but Carol was three months pregnant when she died. The day of her funeral, I saw her with our little boy, but he was about two. I don't understand why I didn't see a baby.'

'That was your son, Frank, your future. You saw the little boy he would have grown into. Maybe some time you'll think of him as a teenager, or a young man. At that moment in time, the half of your brain dealing with the grief was showing you the little toddler he would have been.' 

Miller took a deep breath and let it out slowly, and then drank some coffee. A few minutes of silence went by before Miller felt he could speak again. 'I'm having a problem with Kim; with making a commitment to her.'

'You feel guilty that you shouldn't be giving this woman attention when you're, quote, unquote, still married.'

'That's it exactly. Carol would not be happy.'

'I agree, were she still alive, but she's not, and she wouldn't want to see you hurting like this, Frank. Nobody wants to see a loved one being hurt. However, you feel you're cheating on her by going out with Kim.'

'Sort of, especially now Kim is talking about us moving in together.'

'I know that's not the sort of thing that should be rushed, and not for the reasons you're thinking of. It's a big commitment to each other, sometimes bigger than getting married.'

'Kim has a little girl, who just turned six, and she's a little beauty. We always have fun when we're out, and she's as cute as a button, but...'

'But?' Levitt drank some of his own coffee. 'So now you feel guilty about little Emma? Yes, I know her name. Jack told me that too.'

'I do.'

'Don't. You have nothing to feel guilty about. Life is for the living, Frank. I'm sorry to hear about losing your little boy, but just think of all the happiness you can bring to this little girl. Nobody is asking you to forget you would have had a son, but you can have more children and still preserve his memory.'

'So you don't think I should call it a day with Kim?'

'It's not for me to tell you how to live your life, but my advice is, cherish the memories, but learn how to make new ones, and be happy while you're doing it.'

Miller drank more coffee and sat back in the chair for a moment, reflecting. Then they had a bit of idle chit-chat and then Miller got up to leave. 'Thanks, Harvey. You don't know what a relief it's been to unburden myself.'

'You're welcome. Just take things easy. Only make a decision when you're ready to.'


CHAPTER 12




Margaret White walked along the corridor, her shoes squeaking on the polished floor, and came to the doctor's office. 

'Come!' came the terse reply.

She walked in and the doctor rose to greet her. 

'Mrs. White, please take a seat.'

'I'd like to see, Shaun, Doctor.'

'He's settled in very well.'

'Considering he's used to being in this place, I should hope so.' She looked around the functional if dingy office. The window let in the sunlight, and she could see trees and grass below, as if they were in a park. 

'I won't sit. I would rather just cut to the chase and go and see my grandson, if that's all the same with you.'

'Ah, well, there's a slight problem with that.'

'Oh, really? Do tell.' Her face clearly showed her anger at not getting her own way.

'It's just that Shaun is in a vulnerable state just now. He's had a very traumatic day, and is not in a receptive mood. Don't get me wrong, he's comfortable, but he needs some stabilisation at this moment.'

'What do you think I'm going to do, Doctor? Give him some crack? Maybe throw a party and have the nurses take all their clothes off?'

The doctor almost laughed but caught himself. 'No, no, nothing like that. You have to understand though, what he did today was very serious. Anybody else who shot a gun at a police officer would be looking at a very long stretch in prison.'

'I don't need a lecture on the law; I just need to see my grandson.'

The doctor held up his hands. 'I fully understand, believe me, and that won't be a problem. Tomorrow, perhaps, but not today. He was very anxious when he arrived here. He needs some quiet. Sometimes that's all our patients need, just to rest and recharge their batteries.'

Margaret felt as if all the air had rushed out of her, and wished she could take something to relax herself. 'I don't want Shaun to feel scared. He didn't like it when he was here before. He often talks about the bad times he had here.'

'Patients often have a difficult time in the transition between home and here, that's all. When they see they're in no danger, they start to assimilate and become very productive. Then they make new friends and learn new things. People don't understand mental health. They think because patients are in the Royal Scottish they are all serial killers waiting to escape, whereas the exact opposite is true. Each patient has some problems adjusting to the outside world. They need to live in a different structure, as Shaun did. Some of my patients learn new skills and can adapt so they can join society again, albeit under supervision. We all know some patients can't and won't re-join society, as their fear of the world is transposed onto the public, who then see them as a threat.

'Shaun was one of the lucky ones. We treated him and because it is acceptable to release  patients like him into care, he is part of a programme where he can live an almost normal life. However, sometimes there is a sideways slide, and those people have to go through a little retraining, that's all. Then he will be back amongst everybody else. You have to take a step back, Mrs. White, and let us treat him so he can go back home with you. The sooner we can get on with that, the sooner Shaun will be back in familiar surroundings, and I'm sure you'll agree that's what we all want?' The doctor smiled at her, his most charming, disarming smile.

Margaret took a deep breath and closed her eyes, feeling a calmness washing over her.

'Of course you're right. I want Shaun home with me as soon as possible.'

'The Procurator Fiscal has put Shaun back into the programme, so we legally have to keep him here for seven days, but that's a minimum. The sooner we get him on the mend, the sooner it will be over and before you know it, he'll be home. Then he'll come and visit us every day for another seven days, just staying for an hour or so, to make sure he's comfortable being back and then life will be back to normal.'

Margaret took a moment to think about it. 'I'll be back sometime tomorrow morning.'

'Come anytime. Shaun will be woken up for breakfast at seven am.'

'Thank you, Doctor.' Margaret turned and left the office.

She often wondered how many killers were really in this place. Today, there was only one.

And he was following her.


CHAPTER 13




It was late afternoon by the time they got all the old files and everything from the old Terry White investigation sorted out. Miller sat in his office writing a report when Gibb called them all into the main investigation room.

'Listen up,' DCI Gibb said, from the front of the room. 'As we all know, Shaun Foxall was taken back to the Royal Scottish after being interviewed by senior officers and the PF. Norma Banks is not happy about it, but legally, her hands are tied.' A groan went through the room. Gibb held up his hand. I know, people, I know. Some of us would like to see Foxall strung up.' He looked over at DS Andy Watt, one of the old school, who was nodding his head.

'So he takes a shot at police officers and he's let off with a slap on the wrist. What kind of society do we live in nowadays? The criminals are given more protection than the cops,' Watt said.

'It's a PC biased society we live in, Andy, and I don't mean police constable. Heat. Kitchen. You know what I'm saying.'

'I'd like to have seen what would have happened if he'd pointed his gun at one of the ARV boys. They know how to do it right in America, that's all I'm saying.'

'Think about all the gun crime they have over there though, Sarge,' one of the younger officers said.

'Oh, and we don't have gun crime in the U.K., is that right, son? Nobody's allowed to carry a gun over here unless you're a wee scally, then you can shove a shooter in your tracksuit pocket.'

'Okay, ladies, enough,' Gibb said. 'Apologies to the real ladies in here who are behaving. Andy, my office after we're done.'

'Whatever.'

'Right, Foxall; he's been taken in as a resident for the required seven days. Then he'll be back in there every day for a check-up for a further seven days, then we'll send a posse round to string him up when he gets home, if that's alright with you, Andy?'

A burst of laughter from the room. Miller, standing at the back, couldn't help smiling.

'Oh fuck off,' Watt said, not quite under his breath.

'To serious business now. Terry White. The pathologist called me ten minutes ago. They extracted Terry from his shallow grave, and forensics are going over the ground in what remains of the basement. There's also a fair sized garden to check. The decomposed body was taken to the City Mortuary, and the first thing they did was run dental records again, just in case. Kate Murphy confirmed a few minutes ago that it was indeed young Terry in there.'

A hand shot up. 'When are we going to tell the vultures?'

'Chief Super Friendly is handling that one. He'll give a press conference later this afternoon. An initial conference as we don't know how the boy died yet, and that's going to take a while. Meantime, we are going through all the paperwork from almost three years ago when the kidnapping went down.' Gibb nodded towards Miller. 'Back to when we lost one of our best detectives, DI Miller's wife. For those of you not on the team at that time, DS Carol Miller was bounced from pub to pub, answering the phone in each one so the kidnapper could give her further instructions as to what to do with the ransom money.

'After the last run, she was knocked down by a hit-and-run driver. The money was stolen by an opportunist. I won't give you all the details just now, but I want you all to read up on it.

'And we have now found out Shaun Foxall is related to Terry White,' Miller said. 'I called the PF and she said there is absolutely no legal reason why we can't interview Foxall about where he was the night Terry was taken.'

Gibb pointed to Miller. 'I'd like you on that, Frank. Take Kim with you. As part of the Care in the Community pish, he can still be interviewed in the hospital, as he did commit a crime. Legally, he doesn't need a lawyer present as he's under the care of the hospital, and as long as we get permission from his doctor, we can talk to him. And a rep from the PF's office will be there too, so we have all the bases covered. In fact,' Gibb looked at his watch, 'can you go there this afternoon? Now we have a formal ID on Terry it gives us cause to interview him.'

'Will do.' He looked over to Kim who smiled at him.

'You'd better go and have a word with the grandmother as well. Her address is in the notes. She's known in influential circles so we had better give her the courtesy of telling her to her face that her grandson is dead.'

'I know where she lives. I'm assuming she's still there,' DS Hazel Carter said.

'Right. Get onto it. Take Gilmour with you.'

The team got up from their chairs. Miller and Kim left the station by the back door, into the car park. 'There are rumours they're going to close this place,' he said, unlocking the door to his Vauxhall Insignia. The sun had gone over them, heating up the car's interior, and leaving it stuffy.

'It wouldn't surprise me,' Kim said, as she got in the passenger side. 'Now Police Scotland is in full force, they'll be making a lot of changes.'

Miller wound the windows down to let some cooler air in as he backed out of the space. 'Including reducing the hours of the public counters, so I heard.'

'Just wait another hundred years when all the policing will be done by robots.'

'Man is slowly making man extinct.'

They drove past Quartermile, the old Royal Infirmary changing beyond all recognition into apartments.

'There are changes everywhere you look,' Kim said, pointing to the old hospital. 'My Emma was born in Simpson's Memorial. Now it's been torn down to make way for yuppie flats.'

'I thought Emma was born in London?'

Kim gave a brief laugh. 'No. My ex wanted her born down there because he's English, and he had my dad's backing because he's English too, but my mother's from here and so am I.'

'And the women won at the end of the day.'

'I told Eric, when you're carrying the child, then you can decide where you're giving birth.'

Miller wondered if his girlfriend missed her ex like he missed his dead wife, but it was something he hadn't come right out and asked her. Maybe he wouldn't like the answer.

'Are you still coming down for dinner, tonight?' she asked him.

If she'd asked him an hour ago, he would have said, probably not, but he felt so much better after talking to Harvey Levitt. The American had made perfect sense to him. 'I'd like that.'

'I think Jack and Neil went out drinking the other night. Jack was so hungover the following morning that Charlie almost fainted with the booze fumes.' 

Kim laughed. 'I haven't seen the cat for a couple of weeks.'

They drove down Morningside Road and Miller turned off for the entrance to the Royal Scottish Psychiatric Hospital. Home to both secure and non-secure patients, hence the gate.

Miller showed his ID to the guard. 'We're here to interview a patient who was brought in today.'

'Are you expected?' the guard asked.

'No.'

'Okay, follow the road to reception. They can deal with you in there.' He stepped back into the guardhouse, and seconds later, the heavy steel gate slid back on its tracks. It had been a while since Miller had visited this hospital, interviewing one of the secure patients before he transferred to the State Hospital down in the Borders.

Inside, the old building was cool. After identifying himself and Kim, they were escorted up to the second level and dropped off at a nurse's station.

'Did you know this was originally called the Edinburgh Lunatic Asylum?' Miller asked Kim.

'Really? I thought that was Fettes HQ.'

'I'm sure we can't tell the difference sometimes.'

'Can I help you?' a stern-faced nurse said. They showed their ID.

'We'd like to interview Shaun Foxall,' Miller said.

'Oh, I don't know if that will be possible.'

A doctor was standing looking at a chart behind the nurse's station. He looked over at Miller before going back to reading the chart.

'Under the Care in the Community programme rules, if any patient commits a crime and is re-admitted for evaluation, the police have the right to interview the patient for further details so a report can be drafted for the Procurator Fiscal,' Kim said. 'I work with the PF, and we need to have a talk with him. Since we're at the hospital, his lawyer doesn't need to be present.'

'Or we have the authority to remand him in custody until he is able to talk with us,' Miller said.

The doctor quickly put the chart down and stepped over, smiling at them both. 'There won't be any need to take Shaun away. I'm Dr. Borthwick, Shaun's doctor.' He stuck his hand out and Miller shook it.

'DI Miller. We just have a few questions we need answered.'

'Fine. He hasn't been given his sleep assistant meds, but he's just tired at the moment, so we'll bring him along to a room for you. Nurse, please show the detectives along to the office.'

Borthwick walked away along the corridor, while the nurse showed Miller and Kim into an office round the corner.

It could have been a student's lounge, with a few padded chairs strewn around. A camera sat up in one corner, a little red eye unblinking underneath the plastic casing.

Five minutes later, Borthwick returned and held the door open. 'His grandmother wanted to see him, but I was afraid seeing her so early might upset him.'

'Why would he be upset at seeing his grandmother?' Miller asked. 

'Right now, she would have been a receptacle for his desire to go home, and that would have set him back before we even got him started. Although the order is for him to stay for seven days, there is one caveat; he needs to show progression. If he doesn't, then I have the authority to sign an order that can keep him here longer. Nobody wants that. We all want what's in the best interest of Shaun, and that is to get him on track again. So please treat him with respect.'

The same respect he showed when he was shooting at police officers, you mean? Miller thought.

'Of course we will.'

Borthwick turned his head to look out the door and nodded. A nurse brought Shaun Foxall in. A male nurse followed Foxall in and stood to one side. 

'Nurse Brannigan will stay here in case you need assistance.' The man was large and looked as if he would have no problem taking care of any unruly patient. Borthwick left with the female nurse and closed the door.

'I'm detective Miller, this is Dr. Smith. We want to have a word with you, Shaun.'

'Do I know you?' Foxall asked, looking at Kim. 

You should do, you shot at me this morning. 'No.'

Foxall looked at Miller. 'I know you though. I saw you a long time ago.'

'It was this afternoon, Shaun. Back at the police station. Remember?'

Foxall shook his head. 'Before that. A long time ago.' He took a deep breath, his eyes shifting back and forth, rubbing his hands together. 'Not you. The police. Gary.'

'Gary who?' Miller looked up at the camera. Looked at their "bodyguard". 

'Gary the bad man.'

'Is there a café we can go to?' Miller asked Brannigan.

'I don't know if he's allowed to go,' the nurse said.

'I'll tell that to his lawyer, will I? Richard Sullivan would chew you up. You'd drown in the paperwork the lawsuits he would throw at you.'

Brannigan's cheeks brightened a little and Miller could see the muscles tighten in his jaw, as if he really wanted to show Miller some of his restraining skills. 'There's one down on the next level. I should maybe go with you.'

Miller stood up. 'I'm a big boy. I'll deal with Shaun. He's not going anywhere, are you Shaun?'

Shaun shook his head. 'Nope. I'd like a Coke. They won't give me Coke here. They said I have to have a special diet. I just want something fizzy.'     

'We'll get you a Coke, Shaun,' Kim said, smiling. They stood and left the room. The nurse at the station looked at them as they walked towards the lift. 'Café,' Miller said to her.

'Fine,' she replied, obviously more aware of the law than Brannigan was. The big man walked out of the room towards them. 

'I'm going out the back for a cigarette,' he said. 'I need a break.'

They all rode the lift down one level, Brannigan going one way, Miller and the others following the sign for the café. 'Rules say we can question him away from electronic audio visual equipment,' Miller said. 'I doubt there will be anything like that down here.'

It was quiet late afternoon, and they were serving dinner. It actually smelled quite good. 'You want something to eat, Shaun?' Miller said.

'They give me fancy vegetables and stuff I don't like,' Shaun said, yawning.

'You tired?' Kim said. 

'Yes.'

'Did they give you any medicine yet?'

'Yes, Andrew did. Some pills. But I didn't take them.'

'Andrew?' 

Shaun looked at him. 'Dr. Borthwick.'

Miller looked at Kim. The doctor lied to us.

'What would you like to eat?' Kim asked.

'Fish and chips,' Shaun said, eyeing up the food in front of him. The woman behind the counter dished the food up and they took the tray to pay for it, Kim adding a bottle of Coke. Regular, with sugar in it.

'Is there a reason you wanted to bring him down here?' Kim asked Miller, in a quiet voice.

'I'm sure they were recording the whole thing, including the audio. He mentioned Gary. It could only have been Gary Davidson. Gary the bad man. And besides, Borthwick said Shaun hadn't been given anything to make him tired. Why would he lie?'

'I'll bet they keep him doped up enough in case we turned up, not expecting us to turn up so soon.' They sat at a table. A few other members of staff were starting to filter in, followed by visiting family members.

Shaun started tucking into the food as if he'd been starved. 

'Can you tell me about this man Gary?' Miller said.

Shaun swallowed his food washing it down with some Coke. 'He was a policeman, just like you. I didn't like him. He didn't buy me dinner.'

Kim smiled. 'You didn't like him because he didn't buy you dinner?' Kim said.

Foxall shook his head. Ate some more. Miller and Kim waited patiently. 'No, I didn't like him because he said they were going to kill me.'

'Who was going to kill you?' Miller asked.

'Them. The people he hung about with.'

'Do you know these people?'

'No. He was drunk one night when he came in here to pick up Rosie. I like Rosie. I think she was frightened by our game today, but I had fun. They said it would be just like in the movies. I like movies.'

'Do you know Gary's last name?' Miller said, getting a sinking feeling in his stomach.

Shaun laughed. 'Of course. He was Rosie's Special Man. That's what she called him. When she wasn't angry with him. I used to listen to them fighting.'

'What's Gary's last name?'

'He's gone now. He died. He was a bad man. He made Rosie feel sad.'

Tell me his last name. Miller knew who he was talking about, he just needed Shaun to say it so he couldn't say he was coerced. 'What was his name, Shaun? Can you remember?'

Shaun put his fork down. 'Davidson. Gary Davidson. He hated me. He said they were all going to kill me.' He put his fork down and started crying. 'I want to go home, Frank. They're going to kill me.'

'Why would Dr. Borthwick want to kill you?'

'Not him. The other men who come to the hospital. They're not doctors. They don't wear white coats like Dr. Borthwick. I like Dr. Borthwick. He's nice to me, but I don't like the others who come here.'

'You're safe in here, Shaun. Nobody can touch you,' Kim said.

Shaun rubbed at his eyes. 'You don't understand: I know who killed Terry. And now I'm in here, they're going to kill me. I heard them talking about it.'

'That was almost three years ago,' Miller said. 'A long time ago. You're safe now.'

'No, no, I don't mean back then. I heard them say it today. They said now I'm back in here, I won't be getting out alive.'


CHAPTER 14




Neil McGovern's department was located in one of the basement levels in the new Scottish Parliament Building in Holyrood. He was sitting at his desk when the call came through. He was envisioning a juicy steak with his wife at her favourite restaurant, washed down by a nice bottle of wine. She had been working so hard recently, juggling too many balls, thinking the office wouldn't run without her, so he was going to surprise her with a nice relaxing evening, even though it was a weekday.

He debated whether to answer his phone or not. Curiosity won him over.

'Hello?'

'You were actually thinking about not answering that, weren't you?' Kim said.

'Well, I'm glad I did, now I know it's you, sweetheart. What's up?'

Kim paused for a second before speaking. 'We have a situation, Dad. You're going to have to trust me on this one.'

'I always trust your judgement. Except when it comes to men. Frank Miller not included.'

'He's here with me.'

'So tell me what the situation is, Kim.' McGovern knew it had to be work related as she'd tried his office first.

'I don't want to go into detail, but you have to trust me. We have a young man with us who has learning difficulties, and needs witness protection.'

'That's my speciality. So where are you now?'

'I'm at the Royal Scottish Hospital in Morningside.'

'You're not trying to break out one of their patients, are you?'

'That's exactly what I'm doing.'

'You're kidding me.'

'I'm not joking about this, Dad. Mum will freak when she finds out, and believe me, the new chief constable is going to be going after her job, but this young man's life is in danger.'

'Okay, first of all, the chief con can go blow. I have friends in Holyrood who could have him removed before he's had his first coffee in the morning. Your mother and I can handle him. If this is a life-or-death situ we're in, then it won't be a problem. Is he a long-termer in there?'

'No, he was only brought in today. He's a re-evaluation case. Seven days then he's out.'

'Can't you just wait until he's out next week.'

'That's the problem; it's somebody in here who wants him dead.'

McGovern took a deep breath for a moment and let it out slowly. 'That is a problem. Tell me, what was he admitted for?'

A pause before Kim answered. 'For extortion and discharging a weapon at police officers.'

'Oh, nothing serious then?'

'Dad, nothing is what it seems. To be honest, Frank and I brought him down to the café, but the longer we stay here, the longer he's in danger. While we're in here with him, I don't feel safe either. Accidents happen.'

'Right, get out of there. I'll issue an immediate protection order. My secretary will have it filed in thirty seconds. That way, it's all legal. Get out of there. If anybody tries to stop you, get Frank to arrest them. As of right now, that boy is under the protection of Her Majesty the Queen. And nobody argues with the Queen.'




Kim looked at Miller as she hung up, and then at her watch. 'As of right now, Shaun's with us.'

Miller had no doubt they would be watched as they left the hospital with Shaun, and maybe Dr. Borthwick would have the wherewithal to call Miller's superiors or not, but Miller guessed the good doctor would have to put up a verbal fight, or people would want to know why.

The message was already being broadcast on his Airwave by the time they got to the car. 'You drive,' he said to Kim, giving her the keys. 'I need to call a friend of mine.'

'Call for Detective Inspector Miller,' Control said, but Miller ignored it.

Kim made sure Foxall was secure in the back before driving towards the gate. The security guard wouldn't open the gate. 'I've had a call that a patient is trying to leave the premises without consent,' he said, looking a little flushed. Miller got out of the car.

'I don't want to sound like a bully, pal, but get the gate open. You're messing with an investigation. I'll arrest you and I will personally see to it that every aspect of your life is looked into. Every little detail. I will make sure you're remanded in Saughton while the investigation is taking place.'

'You can't do that,' the guard replied, but didn't look too sure.

Kim looked at him. 'I'm with the Procurator Fiscal's office. He damn well can, and he damn well will, if you don't get that fucking gate open right now.'

The guard sniffed and gave her a last defiant look, as if to say he was doing this under duress. 'You remember that you forced me to do this when the shit hits the fan.'

The gate slid open and the car passed through. Miller looked behind him and saw two orderlies running along the road towards the gate. Borthwick was standing at the entrance door.

'I think we just saved your life,' Miller said to Foxall.

'I knew a nice lady once. I wish I had saved her life, but I didn't. She died.'

'Oh really? What was her name?' Miller asked.

'Carol. She had the same name as you.' He looked at him. 'Carol Miller. They killed her too.'


CHAPTER 15




Cameras tracked their movements as they walked along the brightly coloured corridor. McGovern had been pleased when offered this part of the building. One thing the Scottish Parliament Building wasn't short of, was high-tech security.  

'This building is so fascinating. We were lucky to get a suite of offices here, as well as space downstairs. We have rooms down there for some of our guests that are better than the Four Seasons.'

'Fascinating, Dad,' Kim said, 'but we're not after a private tour.'

'Spare the rod and spoil the child, isn't that right, Frank?' McGovern smiled. His accent couldn't quite betray his East London upbringing.

'I wouldn't know, Neil.'

McGovern laughed. 'Young Shaun will be alright here. I have some people looking after him in one of our restaurants downstairs.' He motioned for them to sit on one of the settees at the far side of the room. He sat on a chair opposite them and poured coffee from the pot that had been brought in.

The door opened, and Norma Banks, Procurator Fiscal and Neil McGovern's wife, walked in.

'This is getting fucked up,' she said. 'You still have that little something in your drawer, husband dear?'

'It's medicinal,' he said, looking at their daughter.

'So, now we're all here, let's talk about why you absconded with a patient from a psychiatric hospital,' he said.  

'This had better be bloody good,' Norma said, opening one of Neil's drawers and taking out the small bottle of whisky that lived there. She poured herself a coffee and poured a stiff measure into it. 'Not only have I had the chief constable on the phone, but the hospital and the justice secretary. They want to know why a boy was kidnapped from the Royal Scottish. I told them to hang fire as there's an operation going down.' She looked at Miller. 'Tell me I still have a career, Frank.'

'We're going to hear why things went down,' McGovern said.

'The lord advocate himself was on the phone to me, just so you know.'

'Just have a seat and sip your drink. Relax and we'll get to the bottom of this.'

Norma sat down and slipped her shoes off.

Miller looked at Kim, who nodded, and then addressed the two older people in the room, hoping he wasn't going to sound like a clown. 'Do you know what happened with Foxall this morning?' he asked McGovern.

'I do.'

'So, he was apparently writing to my former sister-in-law, Rosie Davidson, extorting money from her. Not at first, mind, but he led up to that. So today, we executed a plan we'd put together, to lure him out. Rosie didn't know who was emailing her, but he knew a lot about her. I asked a friend of mine to do some background checks on the quiet.'

McGovern looked at his wife. 'Ian Powers, a computer guy. He works for me now, but he's been a friend of Frank's for a long time.'

Norma looked at Miller. 'I know him; his brother murdered his wife and tried to blame Ian for it. That's the same man, isn't it?'

'Yes, that's him. Carol and I believed him when he said he was innocent. Anyway, he did some checking, and found the IP address for the emails that were being sent: Lothian Buses.'

'So he worked for the bus company?' Norma asked.

'No, a lot of the new buses have free Wi-Fi now. He could just go on a bus, make up an email address and only use it when he rides a bus.'

'And we know he rode the buses,' Kim said. 'We asked him and he said he did. We also came out and asked him if he had a smartphone or an iPad he could use on a bus, and he confirmed he had both.'

Norma drank some of her coffee. 'We would need a warrant to look through those devices.'

'No we wouldn't,' McGovern said. 'Now he is officially under the wing of the Witness Protection programme, we can have those gadgets in here in under an hour.'

'Except he's already given us permission to look at them, but considering he's also under the health care system, we have to tread carefully,' Kim said. 

'His lawyer could argue that because he has mental health issues he could give you permission to burn the Scottish Parliament down but it doesn't mean to say you can.'

'Witness Protection trumps everything, my dear,' McGovern said. 'Richard Sullivan and I spoke on the phone a little while ago. As you know, we go way back. When I found out he was representing Foxall, and Frank here had taken his client for a ride, I gave him the courtesy of a phone call.'

'I'm sure Dickie got his pants in a knot over that,' Norma said.

'Nah, he understood. He'll get a call from Margaret White but he can blind her with legal mumbo jumbo, but she's still not getting her grandson back until I know what's going on.'

'I don't suppose you called Dennis Friendly?' Miller said.

'I did,' Norma said. 'I told him what was going on and if he wants, he can come down here and sit in, but considering he craps himself every time Neil walks into his office, I doubt we'll be getting any flak from him. In fact, I told him I expect full co-operation from him, and you and Kim were working on an operation known only to me and my associates.'

'I appreciate that,' Miller said.

'That's what they'll carve on my tombstone.' Norma looked at her watch. 'What are we going to do about Emma?'

'She's away down to London with Eric, remember love?'

'Oh, yes, I forgot. I hope his wife can put up with her, being pregnant and all.'

'Right, to Shaun,' McGovern said. 'He's having a Coke and watching TV, and Ian Powers is going through his phone. We told him the truth; if he thinks somebody is out to kill him, we need to look at his stuff so we can try and catch them.'

'Does he know who's after him? And do we know for a fact this isn't a deluded mind at play here?' Norma said.

'I know what you're thinking,' Miller said, 'somebody with mental health problems is thinking people are out to kill him because he's been playing too many video games or watching too many of the wrong movies, or whatever. And to be honest, I thought the same thing, except I thought he had a bad streak in him, something he could control, something that would make him threaten Rosie, but now I think there's something else going on.'

'What convinced you?' she looked him in the eye.

'This morning, when I arrested him, he said he didn't know what to do, now they didn't tell him how the game ends. He knows who Gary Davidson was. He says Gary threatened to kill him, as did the others. I wouldn't have believed him if I hadn't seen Gary under duress for myself, and knowing Gary was involved in my wife's death, then I want to hear more of Shaun's story, even if it's so we can dismiss it as the ramblings of a mind that is not quite as there as ours are. However, he said in the car that "they" killed my wife. Whoever "they" are. Again, if my wife had just died or had been run over and Gary hadn't been involved the way he was, then I would have dismissed it. But there's something there that strikes a chord. And if there's more to Gary Davidson than we know about, I want to fully investigate it.'

'Good,' Norma said. 'You know his grandmother will be on the phone to all the powerful people she knows, trying to overturn this?'

'I'll get Richard to talk to her. Make her see reason. He'll baffle her, but make her see that her grandson is safe. Maybe let her think some proper paperwork wasn't signed or some BS like that.' McGovern seemed unflappable.

Norma tapped her fingers on the arm of her chair for a moment. 'Right, let's have a talk with Shaun. Then I'll make a phone call to the lord advocate. And then we'll see if we're all going to prison or not.'


CHAPTER 16




Jack Miller hit the bottle of wine and it smashed against the lift doors.

The woman who had been stepping out of the lift jumped a little as the bottle flew out of her hand.

'Oh, jeez, I'm so sorry,' he said to her 'I am so clumsy. And you've got red wine on your trousers.' Jack put one hand up to his forehead. 'I am such a clot.'

The woman smiled at him. 'I can't disagree with you there, my friend.'

Jack couldn't miss the American accent. 'Please, let me get you a wet towel or something. I live in there.' He pointed to his front door.

'Don't worry about it. I was heading home. I live just round the corner.' She pointed to the opposite end of the hallway that went round to the apartments overlooking Cockburn Street.

'I've seen you a couple of times. I thought you were visiting somebody.'

'No, I moved in last week.'

'And I just smashed your house-warming bottle. And ruined your clothes.'

'I'll get them dry cleaned.'

'And I'll foot the bill. And if they can't clean them, I will pay for new ones.'

'I'll go and get something to clean that up with,' she said. 

'No, I'll clean it. And my name's Jack Miller, by the way.' He smiled and held out his hand.

'Pleased to meet you, Jack Miller-by-the-way.'

He laughed.

'My name's Samantha Willis. Sam for short.' She shook his hand.

'Pleased to meet you, Sam-for-short.' He held onto her hand for a few seconds longer than necessary. Then something clicked in his head. He let her hand go. 'Samantha Willis, the crime writer?'

Sam smiled even wider. 'Yes. And this is the part where you say, Oh, I've heard of you but I've never read any of your stuff.'

'I have read your stuff, actually.'

'Smartass.' She smiled.

'I'll go and get the brush and clean this glass up before somebody cuts themselves. Which will probably be me.'

'Seeing how clumsy you are.'

'Guilty as charged. Hang on a minute, I'll be right back.' He went into the apartment and found a brush and pan. Samantha was still waiting by the lift.

'Is that how you introduced yourself to all the new neighbours?' she asked him, still smiling. 'By smashing their bottle of wine?'

'No, you're the first. And hopefully the last.' He swept up the big chunks of glass and then went back for his vacuum cleaner, giving the carpet a quick once over.

'You would make a good house cleaner. I'm looking for one, if you're interested.'

'Sorry, I can't fit into my maid's outfit anymore.' He laughed. 'Well, this conversation went downhill fast.'

'Yeah, that's an image I'll never get out of my head.'

Jack held up one finger. 'I'll just mop whatever's left of your wine off the walls and the lift,' he said. Five minutes later, he was back, slopping water about until the walls were reasonably clean.

'I take it back, about wanting to hire you as a cleaner. You just failed the manual dexterity test.'

'Well, I was a cop for over thirty years, so my cleaning skills are a bit rusty. Luckily I'm not looking for part-time work.'

'A cop? Really?'

'Yes, a murder squad detective. My son's a detective now. Carrying the family torch.'

'Interesting.'

Jack picked up the mop and bucket. 'I'll nip out and get you a bottle of wine. What was the make?'

'Forget it, Jack. I was only going to sit in, watch TV and have a couple of glasses.'

'Now I feel bad. I have beer in the fridge. You could have some of those instead.'

'Sure. I like beer, although it's best not to mix the grape with the grain, isn't that what they say?'

'Exactly. I'm surprised an American would know that saying.'

'My ex-husband is Scottish.'

'Ah. That makes sense.'

'Do you have time to have a beer with me? Unless you have something on? I know you were on your way out,' Sam said.

'I'd love to have a beer with you. I was just on my way to have a few beers with my mates, but they see me all the time.'

'Give me half an hour to get showered and changed. I'm at number fifty-five.'

'Great. I'll be there.'

'I must warn you, I might want to pick your brains regarding police procedure.'

'Pick away.'

Sam walked away and turned back to look at Jack Miller as he opened his door, then she rounded the corner.




Jack went into his flat feeling happier than he had in a long time. It had been a long winter, what with all that had gone on with Frank, and finding out who really killed his wife. Jack's own wife had died a few years earlier, and though there were some women who hung around their local, it was nice to talk to some different female company now and again.

'Mickey, it's Jack,' he said, calling his friend on his mobile phone. 'Something's come up. I'll have to catch you guys later.'

'What's her name?'

'What? Can you not keep your mind out of the gutter for ten minutes?'

'Again: name.'

'As if I would tell you.'

'I'm your best mate. You tell me everything.'

'There's nothing to tell. I just have to go out somewhere.'

'I was a copper just like you, big man. I can tell when somebody's lying to me. Spill.'

'Don't make me hunt you down and smack you around.'

'As if, Miller. You couldn't smack your way through a piece of wet toilet paper.'

'Anyway, I have this important date I can't get out of.'

'So it is a date? Come on, man, just tell me.'

'And have it all over the Rebel?' The Rebellion pub, named after the Jacobite Rising of 1745.

'Seriously, Miller, anybody would think you're sixteen.'

'I feel like I'm sixteen at times, hanging around with you. Anyway, I'm going now. Stay alive.' He hung up and took the six-pack of beer from the fridge, still in their cardboard carrier. He looked at the cat. 'I know, Charlie, I said I was only going out for a few beers, but I'm only going to be along the corridor. Don't judge.'

He left, locked up, and walked along to number fifty-five. He tried to remember who had lived here until recently. An old guy. He'd taken ill and had gone to live with his son. Just like you're doing, he reminded himself.

He knocked, and Samantha answered the door a few minutes later. Her hair still damp after her shower, and she had changed into a casual shirt and shorts.

'I'm not sure what vintage these are, but they're cold,' Jack said.

She laughed and stepped aside. 'That'll do for me.'

The Royal Mile Apartments used to be a furniture store, so each apartment was unique. This was a two-bedroom compared to Frank's three, if Jack's memory served him correctly.

'Did you know the previous owner?' Samantha asked, as she led Jack down the hallway into the living room.

'I met him a few times, but I believe he went to live with his son after he took ill. Nice guy though.'

'Take a seat,' she said, after Jack gave her the beers. 'I'll put some of these in the fridge.' She took two out of the carrier and gave him one.

'Great stuff, thanks, but I feel a bit of a fraud, bringing you the beers and then drinking one.'

'I hope you'll have more than one,' she said, smiling. 'Besides, I have more in the fridge.'

'Sounds good.' He twisted the top off, taking a pull from the long neck, before putting it on a side table next to the couch. Samantha came back in and sat on the opposite couch. A large screen TV was on the wall above the fireplace.

'You've done this place up nicely,' Jack said.

'Thanks. It was a labour of love. I don't mind painting. Although, most of my time is taken up with writing.'

'I take it you work from home?' It sounded stupid when he put his thought into words. Of course, she was going to work from home. Where else would she work?

'Yes, the spare room is my office. It overlooks Cockburn Street. It took me a little while to find something suitable, but it was worth the wait.'

'I have to admit, since I was a copper, I enjoy reading Scottish crime fiction. There are a lot of writers writing crime set in Edinburgh, and in Scotland.'

'I know. I'm one of them. At a signing, someone once said to me, "Don't you think the public will get fed up with reading about Edinburgh detectives?" I said, no I don't think so. Once you've read the annual outing of the favourite fictional detectives, are you going to wait another year, or look for something similar, if that's what you enjoy reading? I think authors like myself fill a void.'

'Authors like you? You're famous. There are a lot of writers who self-publish and don't get the proper recognition.'

'I started self-publishing a few years back. It took me a while before an agent noticed me, and I took off. Some of the writers don't need an agent; they do well on their own, because their writing is so good.' 

'You sound passionate about it.' The living room window was open and a gentle breeze filtered into the room, blowing the nets a little. It felt good to Jack.

'I am passionate about it, Jack. Just like I'm sure you were passionate about your job.'

'I was. I got as far as DI, and then there was too much paperwork after that. I enjoyed going out with the boys, and luckily for me, my wife was happy about that. Frank's more ambitious.'

'You married?' She asked the question casually enough, but her smile had dropped slightly.

'I was. She died a few years back. My son, Frank, owns the flat I live in. I moved in with him and his wife after my wife died, but then Frank's wife died, and I've stayed on. It suits us both.'

'I'm sorry to hear that. How old is your son?'

'He'll be thirty in a couple of months. His wife has been dead for almost three years, and he's only just started dating again. Carol was a detective as well. Long story.'

'I don't mean to pry.' She took a pull of her own beer.

'No, no, I didn't think you were prying. Just being nosey. I mean, neighbourly.' He smiled to show he was joking.

'I can see I'll have to watch what I'm saying around you, Jack Miller. First you throw wine all over me, and then you suggest I'm a nosey cow.'

'Hey, if the shoe fits, that's all I'm saying.'

She laughed and they made more small talk. 'I don't know about you, but I'm famished. How do you fancy grabbing some pizza from downstairs?'

'Sounds good. Let me get it. Or we could just walk downstairs and let somebody else do the washing up when we're finished.'

'That sounds even better. Then we can grab a beer in a pub, if I'm not holding you back?'

'Pizza then beer, what's not to love?'

They took the lift down into the cooler evening air. Pizza Hut was right next door and they waited for a table, making more small talk. Jack was beginning to feel even more relaxed. They sat at a table next to a young couple, tourists who were talking with what sounded like a German accent.

'So, how long have you been retired, Jack?' Sam asked, as the waiter took their order.

'Two years. I just turned fifty-six. I had enough years in, so I took early retirement. They're wanting young guys like my son now, and some of us old dinosaurs wanted out. There are still a lot in the force, but it's all politics now.'

'Especially since the unified police force kicked in, so I heard.'

'Oh yes. That pissed off a lot of people, both in and out of the force. It was nothing more than a cost-cutting measure. Same with the fire brigade. I mean, what other country has one police force and one fire brigade? Ridiculous.'

'I can see you're still passionate about being a police officer.'

'I was, Sam. I'm passionate about the job I had, not about the one I would have been doing now.'

'So what do you do with your time now?'

'My friends and I do some work for a government department. Boring stuff.'

Sam smiled. 'Which means it's something you can't talk about.'

Jack laughed. 'Something like that.'

'That's okay, I understand.'

 Their drinks arrived followed shortly by their entrée. 

'You said you moved in there after you were divorced?' Jack said.

'I did. His name is Ralph, and I thought I'd found the perfect man until I discovered he was going on the internet and hooking up with other women when I was away on book tours, and meeting my publisher.'

'I wasn't prying. I was just...well, yes, I was prying.'

She laughed. 'You were gently asking me if there was a man in my life after my divorce, Mr. Detective.'

'Was I really interrogating you? Jeez, sometimes it's hard to switch off.'

'It's okay. There's nobody in my life right now.' She took some pizza, washing it down with Coke. 'How about you? You met anybody else?'

'I have some female friends, but they're just friends we hang about with in the pub. Ex-colleagues. I don't have anybody special in my life.'

They ate in silence for a moment, and Jack was eager to change the subject now he had the answer to his question. 'Tell me about your latest work,' he said.

'What? So you can go away and write it for yourself? Steal my idea?' She looked seriously at him.

'No, I'm interested in your work, that's all.'

She burst out laughing. 'I'm kidding, Jack.' She leaned in closer. 'Callahan takes down a government contract killer. That's the gist of it just now.' 

'Sounds good. I've read them all. I don't want to sound like a fanboy, but I look forward to the new ones coming out.'

'I'm glad, Fanboy.'

'Tell me how you got started.'

'I self-published the first four then was picked up. My new one will be number nine.'

'And here I am having dinner with DI Jimmy Callahan's creator. I am honoured.'

'You're making me blush. It's not as if I'm Patricia Cornwell or anything.'

'I like your stuff better.'

'Oh, stop, please. You're embarrassing me.'

'Oh okay.'

'On second thoughts, heap all the praise on me that you want to.'

Jack Miller felt more and more relaxed, and if he knew what was coming, then maybe he would have been more alert, had he been able to foresee the danger that night. At that moment though, he was swept up in having a good time.

'Before we finish our meal, I want to take a selfie with you.' 

Jack leaned in, and Samantha snapped a photo of them with her phone. 'I promise this won't go onto my Facebook page.'

They chatted some more whilst they waited for the bill.

Outside, it was still light and would remain so for the next few hours. There were still plenty of people going about, walking up and down the North Bridge, so the man standing watching Samantha Willis and the stranger she was with blended in perfectly.

It wouldn't be the last time he saw them.


CHAPTER 17




This part of the Scottish Parliament Building was air conditioned. And to the Lord we thank it, Miller thought as they walked along the corridor. He knew McGovern's new Witness Protection programme was given this basement level as the previous occupants had moved to Victoria Quay, into the new government building there. This level also had direct access into the underground car park.

'Do you have a place where Shaun can be taken?' he asked McGovern.

'We have a few places here now. Since I was only put in charge of getting the Scottish branch up and running a few months ago, we're still building our network. We have a few safe houses and are working on getting more. We're getting there but it's not finished yet.' He stopped at a door and opened it. The guard sitting behind a counter with a bulletproof glass wall buzzed McGovern in.

'You don't think anybody would...' Miller said, indicating towards the glass with his head.

'This is closing the barn door before the horse decides to go walkabout,' Norma said, behind him. 'We'll be dealing with a lot of pond life and some of them were brought up on a diet of watching movies like Die Hard, so you never know.'

'And we have a veritable arsenal here,' McGovern said, as he held the door for his wife. Miller and Kim followed. They walked down another corridor that opened up into a large café area. Shaun was sitting at a table with his handler, a young woman called Sarah. Nobody was at the other tables. This was a café for witness protection staff only.

'Thanks, Sarah, we'll take over for now. You can get off now.'

'Right, sir.' The young woman left and the four of them sat at the table with Shaun, who was watching the TV that hung on one wall.

'How you doing, fella?' McGovern said.

'Great. I'm going to a house where I'll be safe,' he said. 'And they have an Xbox there.'

'Yes we do. And there are so many games, you won't know how to get through them all.'

'I like Call of Duty.'

'We have that.' McGovern looked at Foxall. 'I need to talk to you about some stuff, Shaun, and you know you can trust us. Okay?'

Foxall looked at Miller, who nodded at him, and then he looked back at McGovern. 'Okay.'

'We're going to talk about some of the things you were telling detective Miller here. You okay with that?' McGovern knew some people opened up more when they knew they were in a safe environment and in a casual situation. 

'Yes. I think my grandmother is going to be angry with me.'

'No she's not,' McGovern said, not knowing or caring whether the old woman was or not. 

'That's good.'

'Why don't you start by telling me about the things Gary said? What was his last name again?' McGovern made a show of looking for something in his pocket, as if he'd mislaid a piece of paper.

'Davidson. His name was Gary Davidson, and he was Carol's brother. He was a bad man. I didn't like him and he didn't like me. He said he was going to kill me.'

Miller looked over at Norma Banks. The PF was looking intently at Foxall. 

'Tell Neil what you said in the car, Shaun. About Carol,' Miller said.

Foxall looked uncertain for a moment, as if he'd been caught stealing cookies from the jar. 

'It's okay, you can tell me,' McGovern said. 'You can tell me anything you like. You're safe here, and you're going to stay somewhere safe until we can get all this sorted out.'

'Gary said they killed Carol.'

'Do you know who "they" are, Shaun?' McGovern asked, careful not to look toward the  corner and alert Foxall to the covert camera they used to record witness statements. 

'Some men who know the doctor. He thought I took my tablets but I didn't. They make me feel sick. They used to hit me if I refused, so I started pretending to take them. I wouldn't swallow them and then I'd pretend to fall asleep. My door wasn't locked. I could open it. I wasn't like the bad men they had in other parts of the hospital.'

'Of course you're not a bad man,' Kim said. 'We know that. Can you tell us how Gary knew your doctor?'

Foxall stared into space for a moment before answering. 'He would come into the hospital and I would see him talking to Dr. Borthwick. I heard him say he had killed Carol, the nice lady I met a few times.'

'Why did Gary say he had killed Carol, do you think?' McGovern said. 

Foxall shrugged. 'He was upset.'

'Did Dr. Borthwick hear Gary say this?'

'I don't think so. I just saw Gary in a room with some men. They looked like they were bad men. One of them looked at me before he got up out of his chair and slammed the door.'

'What do you think Gary was doing at the hospital?' Kim asked.

'I don't know.'

'Are you thirsty?' Neil asked him.

Shaun nodded. 'They gave me a slice of pizza but I had already had dinner. I'd like some Coke, please. They don't let me have it at the hospital.'

McGovern looked over to the counter at a woman who was listening to him. She came round with a cold can. '

Anybody else like anything?' he asked. Nobody did. He thanked the woman and she left.

Foxall popped the tab and took a drink, burping the gas out. 'Excuse me. My grandma said it's important to have manners.'

'Your grandma's right,' Norma said. 

'How did I do in the game this morning?' Foxall asked. 'Did I win?'

'Yes, you did,' Miller said. 'You got the most points. Who made the game up?'

'A man. He was nice. He came to me when I was getting a check-up in the hospital, and said we were going to play a game, and he would get me the new Xbox when it came out. He even gave me the gun for it. It's new and looks like the ones they have on the TV. He said some men were going to play the game with me, and all I had to do was pretend you were all the bad guys. Even Rosie was a bad guy, he said. He made it sound like fun. I could shoot at the bad men and they wouldn't get hurt because it was a game.'

'Do you know how to use the internet?' Miller asked. 'Like using emails?'

Foxall made a face. 'No. I only play games.'  

'Shaun, I want to talk more about the hospital,' McGovern said.

'Okay.'

'You said somebody was going to kill you in the hospital; was this Dr. Borthwick?'

'Oh no, not the doctor. It was one of the bad men.'

'You know Gary's dead, so do you know who wants to kill you?'

'The same bad man who shut the door on me that time. He was there again today. I saw him. I think he was talking to another man in the room he was in.'

'Where were you, Shaun? Standing outside?'

'No, I was walking past. I left the room with an orderly. I needed to go to the toilet. I wasn't in my own room yet, as they said somebody had been sick and I had to wait. There's a toilet in there but I had to wait.' He looked at Kim and repeated himself. 'Somebody was sick and I had to wait.'

'Did you see the man?' she asked him.

'I didn't see the man, but the door was open a little.' He held his hands, about six inches apart. 'His back was to me. I heard him tell the others they knew I was there. They were waiting for me. They said they would do it tonight. I had to be taken care of.'

'Were those their exact words?' Norma asked. 'That you had to "be taken care of"?'

'Yes.'

'Do you think you may have misunderstood? That what they really meant was they were going to take care of you, like look after you.'

'No.' Foxall shook his head. 'I was scared.'

'Are you sure it was the same man as before?'

'Oh yes. He said he would take care of me later. He had something to do first, then he would come back when the hospital was quiet and then he'd kill me.'

'Maybe you didn't hear him right,' Norma said.  

'No, I did. He said he would make it look like an accident. Just like Gary had with that copper's wife.'


CHAPTER 18




'Thanks for picking up the bill,' Samantha said to Jack, as they waited to cross the High Street.

'Last of the big spenders, that's me. Next time I'll ramp it up and take you to McDonald's.'

'You really do know how to treat a lady. And who says there's going to be a next time, Mr. Charmer?'

'Well, I'm guessing as you didn't get a friend to call you on a pretend emergency to get you out of the pizza place, this is not quite torture for you.'

She laughed as the green man came on for them to walk. 'Not quite torture, no.'

'And now you're going to let me buy you a glass of wine or two to make up for smashing your bottle.'

'That I can let you do. Where are we going, by the way?'

'To a nice quiet place I know. Logie Baird's, straight ahead. In the Bank hotel. I would take you to my local, but my friends would be round you like a pack of hyenas.'

'Maybe I like hyenas.'

'Not these ones, most of them are former detectives. Nice guys, but a bit rowdy at times.'

'I've been in my share of dive bars in New York City.'

'You'll fit right in here, then.'

They went inside and up to the bar. Caroline, the regular barmaid was on.

'Hey, Cas, I'd like you to meet a new neighbour of mine: Samantha Willis, this is Caroline, or Cas as we call her.'

'Pleased to meet you,' Caroline said. She was in her late forties, with brown hair and too much red lipstick. It gets more tips, she had told Jack one night. 'What can I get you?'

Jack ordered a pint and a glass of red wine for Sam. Then they sat at a corner table in the back. Quite a few people were in, including some with backpacks. The High Street was in shadow now, and although there were summer tourists, it was nothing like the rush that was August.

'There's a sitting area upstairs called Logie Baird's Gallery. It's nice and quiet when you just want a wee chat.'

'I like this place. I don't often go out on my own, and I have one or two friends here who I call real friends, but I don't go out drinking on my own.'

'Neither do I. It's always with my mates.'

'Or some young neighbour you almost knocked out with a bottle.' She smiled and took a sip of the wine.

'Thankfully that doesn't happen too often.' He smiled back at her. 'I'm sure you have a lot of young suitors beating a path to your door, now you're divorced.'

'I wish. I'm turning forty-nine soon, and my time for finding a "young suitor" went out the window a long time ago.

'Forty-nine? Away. You don't look a day older than thirty-nine.'

'This blonde hair comes out of a bottle, Jack, but thank you anyway.'

Jack's mobile phone rang. 'Excuse me, Sam, I have to take this,' he said, when he saw the number. He stood and walked to a quiet spot at the back of the bar. 'Hello?'

'Jack, it's me. How's things?'

'Not so bad, Neil.'

'Listen, I have your boy here with me and the missus. My little girl as well.'

'And you wanted to invite me to the party?'

'I wish it was a beer we were having, me old son. Turns out, our offspring have gotten themselves into a bit of a tizzy. Gone and absconded with a lad from the asylum in Morningside.' Jack heard another voice say something to him. 'My wife informs me that's not politically correct, and I have to use the term psychiatric hospital. Bit late for being correct, if you ask me.'

'Kidnapped? What the hell is going on, Neil?'

'Nothing as dramatic as kidnapping, so get your heart rate down. It's all above board, and the long and the short of it is I need a babysitter at short notice. A team of two. I have Richard Sullivan on board, and it's going to be at his flat. Just for one night. We have a full-timer moving out of a place tomorrow and this guy will be taken there, but for now, we need him kept somewhere.'

'You still at your office?'

'I am indeed. We've been questioning the subject, but he's tired and needs some rest before helping us again tomorrow.'

Jack looked at Samantha and she looked back over at him. He turned away again. 'I'll be there. I'm with a friend, but I'll tell her I have to go. I'm at the pub on the High Street.'

'You've not had too many to impair yourself, have you?'

'I would have told you, Neil. I'm fine. See you in around fifteen.'

'Come down to the underground car park. The guy will be waiting in the back of a car for you. One of the drivers will take you to the flat.'

'Right, I'll see you shortly.' He hung up and walked back over to the table. 'I'm really sorry, but I have to go. I've been called to do a little job.'

Samantha looked uncertain for a moment. 'That's okay.'

Jack sat down beside her. 'It's not another woman, I can promise you that.'

'Hey, Jack, we're just neighbours having a bite to eat and a drink. You can do whatever you like, honey.'

'I know that, but I was brought up the old-fashioned way; I wouldn't invite you over here and ditch you for another woman. Believe it or not, I don't have a group of women beating a path to my door either.'

'You go do what you have to, and you can give me a call sometime. She took a pen and a piece of paper from her handbag, wrote her number on it and handed it to him.

'I can see you home.'

'Don't be silly, Jack. It's a shame to waste this wine and besides, it's just across the road.'

'Okay. I'll call you when I can.' He left the bar and Samantha watched the TV playing above the bar. The man who had been watching her and Jack across the road from Pizza Hut sat down beside her. 

'Well, well, look what the cat dragged in,' he said.


CHAPTER 19




Jack walked down Niddrie Street, thinking about Samantha Willis and how at ease he felt with her. He'd been with a couple of women since his wife died, but nothing serious. Nobody had rung his bell the way Samantha had.

She's a neighbour he scolded himself. She was being nice to you. Letting you buy her dinner and a glass of wine because you were acting like a fucking mugger, skulking about in the hallway.

He walked past the City Mortuary, where he'd spent many an hour attending the post-mortem of victims of crime, and poor souls who had decided to end their life, and others who had been in the wrong place at the wrong time. 

The Cowgate was like a canyon; old buildings on either side, and Jack felt a sudden melancholy. Too much thinking about death, Jack, you old twat, he scolded himself.

This part of the town was hundreds of years old, yet it too was seeing its share of change. In hundreds of years' time, it would look totally different, he thought, crossing over St. Mary's Street.

Five minutes later, he was walking into the car park of the Scottish Parliament Building. The security guard checked his ID, and Jack walked down into the underground car park. 

He was expecting to see a Range Rover, but a nondescript Mondeo sat with its engine running, and the driver flashed the car's headlights. Jack walked over and saw a huddled form in the back, hiding under a tartan blanket.

'You know the address, son?' he said to the driver.

'Yes, sir,' the young agent answered, and drove out into the early evening sunlight.




****




'Ralph, what the fuck are you doing?' Samantha said, slamming her glass down a little too hard onto the tabletop.

The man grinned at her, his teeth a perfect row of little white tombstones. Samantha remembered just how much those teeth had cost her, and shuddered to think where they had been since she had left him.

'Little Miss Perfect doesn't go out with other men.'

'Not while I was married to you, I didn't.'

'Who's the old bloke?'

'None of your goddamn business. We're divorced, remember?'

'Almost divorced.'

'Oh, yes, I forgot, you've still to sign the papers. I take it you've brought them with you?' She gritted her teeth.

The man reached into the inside pocket of his lightweight jacket. 'Here they are.' He made a show of looking for them, but his hand came out empty. 'Oops, I seem to have forgotten them.'

'You son of a bitch. I want those papers.'

'For somebody who's desperate to get rid of me, you're not being very nice.'

'We've already agreed on what you'll get. You're getting a lump sum, half the house and half the apartment in New York. What else do you want?'

'Half the royalties from your next five books.'

'What? Oh give me a break. You're not getting that, and you know it. You'll only get what's coming to you when you sign the papers. You're only ruining it for yourself, Ralph.'

'I am not ruining it, Princess, I'm messing you about, plain and simple.'

'I was good to you. I looked after you when you lost your job, we always had a good vacation, and you had a new car every couple of years. What else did you want?'

'I wanted you to be a whore in bed.'

Samantha grimaced. 'You are such a filthy pig. Is that what those little tramps were? Whores in bed for you?'

Ralph smiled. 'I guess they were. More than you were, anyway.'

Samantha stood up. 'You ever come near me again-'

'And you'll what?' he said, no trace of humour on his face now.

'You'll find out the hard way.'

She walked away and Ralph stood up quickly. Another man came from his side and knocked into the table, spilling the glass of wine over his trousers.

'Look what you've done, you-' He stopped himself when he looked at the man. He was wearing a black suit, white shirt and black tie. His hair was jet black, but it was the eyes that got Ralph; they were so dark brown they were almost black, as if they were two, round holes in his eyeballs. They bored into Ralph. 'Never mind,' Ralph said, walked away, and when he got to the door, he turned round.

The man was gone.




****




Jack looked into the back where a figure was lying down with a blanket covering him.

They made their way down Easter Road and into Duncan Place, following the road until they finally connected with Constitution Street in Leith.

Jack knew where they were going, though the address wasn't to be spoken aloud in front of the witness.

Five minutes later, they stopped at Tower Place in Leith docks. The car pulled down into the underground car park and parked in a visitor's space. 

'Keep your hoodie pulled up right over your head,' the driver said to the witness. 'Keep the scarf covering your face and the sunglasses stay on.'

They all stepped out of the car and rode the lift up to one of the penthouse suites. A woman opened the door to the apartment as they stepped out of the lift. 

'Please, come in,' she said. 

Jack smiled at her. He'd known Tai Lopez for a few months now.

Through in the living room, Richard Sullivan stood with a whisky glass in his hand. He swallowed some of the liquid before putting the glass on a table. 'Don't worry, that's all I'm having. God knows I should be getting blootered now. You know, this blows all kinds of professional ethics.'

'Relax, Richard, this is just a babysitting job,' Jack said. The living room had a window with a sea view and a door that led out on to a balcony with the same view. The sun was starting its slow death for the day. Jack loved the view from here. The lights would be coming on in Dalgety Bay across the water in a little while.

'It's alright for you to say, but this is just a part-time, casual job for you. This is my whole life. I could still get disbarred for this.'

'Jack's right, relax, Dick, your job is safe,' Tai said. 'Neil wouldn't drop you in it. He knows what he's doing.'

'Can I play some games?' Foxall said.

'Sorry, I don't have any. There are plenty at the house you're going to tomorrow. Why don't you watch some TV?'

Foxall shrugged, and sat down in front of the large screen playing around with the cable TV remote.

'I'll be leaving now, sir, but I'm going to give you a card with some numbers on it. Any problems, call any of them and help is only a few minutes away.' The driver handed over the card and left.

'I don't know what I'm going to tell Margaret White.'

'Tell her Shaun's been taken into custody. Make up some bullshit. You're good at that.'


CHAPTER 20




'Your mum's going to miss Emma,' McGovern said, taking a sip of whisky.

'You are too, you big softie,' Kim said, looking out the pub window at the High Street. It was a lot cooler now, and plenty of people were still milling about.

Miller thanked Casey and brought his pint and Kim's Coke upstairs with him. The pub was busier now than when Jack had been in. They were up in the gallery, having the place to themselves. The bar below them was busy, but nobody could hear them up here. 'Nobody knows about you-know-who's place?' he said, meaning Richard Sullivan's flat.

'No,' McGovern said, 'his place is not on the list of safe houses. Nobody would think to look there, but it's only until tomorrow morning. We have another name moving out from one of the real houses, and the subject will move in there.' No names, McGovern, he reminded himself.

'We have to go through his story, see if he's not imagining this, but as I said in your office, I don't think he is. He knows about Gary, he knows about Carol,' Miller said.

'I want to know what he meant by, this being a game he was playing this morning, when he was shooting at us,' Kim said.

'We'll talk to him more tomorrow, but he wasn't working alone. He as good as said that, and knowing what we know about Shaun, he isn't capable of acting like that alone, so somebody was pulling the strings.' Miller took a pull of his pint, feeling the cold liquid slide down his gullet. He was starting to feel more relaxed. Kim excused herself and made her way to the ladies.

'Why would they have him be the patsy in an extortion scam?' McGovern said. 'I mean, Gary had that money three years ago, and there's been no sight of it since then.'

'He told me he'd paid off debts with it.'

'So if he did, then why would somebody want Rosie's pension money? I'm sure she got a pay-out when Gary died, but not a fortune.'

'There's one thing that wasn't spread about.'

'What's that?'

'It was reported that the ransom was a hundred grand. It wasn't; it was half a million. Gary didn't steal a hundred grand, but five times that.'

'So now somebody realises it was him, and maybe four hundred K is lying about somewhere. And where better to start looking than Rosie, his widow?'

'That's what I'm thinking.'

'We need to find out who those blokes are, Frank.'

'I know. I thought about going to have a word with Rosie tonight.'

'Good. Take Kim with you so she can keep her mother up to speed.'

They heard somebody coming up the stairs, and Miller thought it was Kim at first, but then he heard another familiar voice.

'Hey, Detective Miller. I thought I heard your dulcet tones up here.'

Miller turned to the woman who was walking over to them. Tall, brunette, good-looking, she smiled and flashed her expensive teeth at the two men.

'Lena. Long time, no see,' Miller said. He looked at McGovern. 'This is a friend of mine: Neil. Neil, meet Lena Finn, reporter extraordinaire.'

McGovern stood up and shook her hand. 'Pleased to meet you,' he said.

'Likewise. Are you two gentlemen requiring a top up? Oh, I can see you have company,' she said, eyeing up the third glass.

'We're fine, thanks anyway,' Miller said.

'I heard what happened this morning, Frank. I didn't cover it, but it must have been scary.'

'Turns out, he only had a banana in his pocket.'

Lena laughed and playfully slapped Miller on the shoulder. 'Cute.' She looked at McGovern. 'So, what did you say you did again?'

'I didn't.'

'That's right. That was a pathetic attempt to try and get you to tell me what job you have. If you're a copper, or if you're a friend of Frank's. Just the reporter in me, love, no offence.'

'None taken.'

'So, let me be blunt; what went down today, Frank? Anything you can give me the skinny on?'

'I don't think I'm at liberty to talk to the press, Lena. Besides, that would be classed as a scoop, and we don't want to piss off any more sharks than we need to.'

'Tut tut, Frank Miller, just you wash your mouth out with soap. Sharks indeed. You'll give young Neil here a bad impression of me.'

'I think Neil's old enough to make up his own mind.'

'So, any more news on the bank robberies?'

'Investigations are ongoing at the moment,' Miller replied.

Lena smiled. 'So I'm getting the stock answer now? You and I go back a long way, Frank.'

'You've been bugging me for years now, isn't that what you mean?'

'Seriously, any news on the robbers? Things have been quiet for a couple of months now.'

'Maybe they've gone away. There's still a team after them. Just because they haven't struck again, doesn't mean to say we've let them off.'

'Can't blame me for trying.' Linda flashed a smile at McGovern. She was only twenty-nine but had fought her way to her position as head crime writer for The Edinburgh Evening Post. 'I'm just an honest girl, trying to make an honest living.'

'I know you are, but if you bought me a drink, Standards would be all over me like a rash.'

'Don't you worry about them; I'm building up files on every one of them, just like MI5 do to all the politicians. Everybody's dirty at some point in their life. Present company excepted of course.' She raised her glass to McGovern. 'Nice to meet you, Neil. Maybe we'll meet again.'

'I'm sure we will.'

Linda went back downstairs.

'She's a pistol,' McGovern said.

'I'm sure she's been called worse.' Miller took a sip of his beer. 'She leant me a shoulder to cry on when Carol died. She's a good friend, that's all.'

'Some men can have female friends, some men see all women as play things.'

'I like to think I'm intelligent enough to have relationship with a woman that won't go past the friendship stage.'

'I hope you're not meaning me, Miller,' Kim said, walking back over to the table.

'Of course, not, honey.' He smiled and leant over to give her a peck on the cheek. 'I mean, you father there would make sure I was part of the foundations of any new building he chose.'

McGovern put on a grim face. 'There you go, once again putting a slur on my good character. I should have a couple of my boys have a word with you.'

'He says, proving my point.'

'Luckily I'm not the jealous type,' Kim said.

'Is that why you just spoke to Linda Finn?'

'How did you...?'

'Smoke and mirrors. She's standing smoking, next to one of the big brewery mirrors.' He nodded to a point over the gallery.

'I guess that's why you're a detective.'

'Did she know who you were?'

'She does now.'

'I hope you were nice,' McGovern said.

'I'm always nice, Father. How can you even think otherwise?'

'I know my own daughter. Marksman trained, expert in hand-to-hand combat. Need I go on?'

'Well, now I'm an expert at hand-to-hand after I spent the last couple of months brushing up.'

'You're the ex-wife of an SAS soldier; I would hope some of it rubbed off.'

She looked at Miller. 'You guessed he was SAS, didn't you? Although I never came right out and used that term.'

Miller shrugged. 'Special Ops, SAS, same diff, I think.'

'Well, it's a lot more complicated than that, but basically, yes.'

Miller looked at McGovern for a moment; Kim's ex might be a hard man, but Miller knew the more dangerous of the two was sitting right across from him.


CHAPTER 21




Back home, Miller dished out the Chinese food as Kim poured them a couple of soft drinks. Miller didn't mind a pint, but that was it. Even now, it was rumoured the law was going to change in Scotland, so there could be even less alcohol in the blood stream to make a drink driving conviction.

Charlie wolfed into his meat. He ate dry food during the day, but got his can of meat at night. He looked at the cat eating, and thought Carol was right when she said he, Miller, had to stay and look after him. Whether that was his own mind talking to him the day of her funeral or not, it was right that he stayed amongst the living. 

Whatever he was feeling that morning, it had been lifted by Harvey Levitt's words.

When the food was on the small table in the kitchen, they sat down to eat. 'This has been a fun-packed day,' he said, feeling the tiredness hit him.

'It's not over yet, honey.' Kim smiled at him. He remembered the first time she'd told him she loved him. The words felt like an icicle had exploded in him, taking his body temperature down until his blood froze. Just for a second. He hadn't heard those words uttered to him for a long time. He had said them back, not knowing if he really believed them or not, but his feelings for her had grown stronger.

Now as they sat eating their dinner, he wanted to hold her hand across the table, to tell her he really did love her, but couldn't bring himself to do so. Not round the table where he saw the image of his wife. He didn't know where they were going to go if they moved in with each other. Here? That was a little way off for now, but it was something he was working on. It didn't feel as if Carol had been dead for almost three years; it felt like three months, because that was how long he'd known who really killed her, and it seemed to reset his grief clock.

'What do you think?' Kim said.

'I'm sorry, I was miles away there.'

She smiled, having the patience of a saint at times. 

'I said it might be nice if we could have a long weekend away somewhere while Emma is down in London.'

'That would be nice. Where would you fancy? North Berwick? Maybe somewhere closer to home? I hear South Queensferry is nice this time of year.'

'You're funny, Miller, but knowing how tight you are with your money, maybe we should just go to the USA.'

'America?'

'No, Up Stairs in the Attic. That would suit your wallet.'

'I really don't think you should give up your day job.'

She laughed. 'What do you really think of the idea though?'

Miller ate some of his sweet and sour chicken. Make new memories Harvey Levitt had said. 'I think it's a brilliant idea. Some place we can just kick back and let ourselves go. Got any place in mind?'

'Don't laugh, but I've always wanted to go to Blackpool. Gaudy, brash but it sounds like fun. Walking along the promenade, strolling on the pier, doing the rides at the Pleasure Beach. Just you and I.'

'Sure. I'd like to go to Disney World one day, with Emma. Blackpool sounds like fun for just the two of us.'

'Great. I'll look into some hotels. We'll see how this case works out, and we can book something. If we get the chance in the next couple of weeks, that is.'

'If not, then we can go some other time. If it's just for a long weekend, maybe your mum and dad can take Emma.'

'I'm sure they would love to.'

After they finished and Miller put the dishes in the dishwasher, Kim sat with her feet up while Miller fired up his laptop. He opened some of the files. Areas that had misted over with time came bang right up to date as if they had merely been lurking in the passages of his mind waiting for this day.

Terry White and his demise absorbed his mind once again. Terry White, ten-years-old. A pupil at Daniel Edwards. A bright boy by all accounts without a worry in the world. A bit withdrawn his mother said, didn't have many friends, just one or two close ones but he seemed happy enough. 

Nothing unusual about the day Terry went missing. He went to school as usual. Carl had been working at the dealership. Jill had been working at the hospital. Everything had been just as it was every day.

Until Terry didn't come home.

Jill didn't worry at first. Terry sometimes went round to hang out with a friend of his. She rang a couple of the mothers to ask if he was at their house, but he wasn't.

As the clock wound round to nearly eight o'clock, she had phoned the police. An officer had come round, asking questions, and then said he would get things going right away, organise a search party, get in touch with people at the school.

Jill had been sitting with the Family Liaison Officer when she got the first call.

Miller now read the transcript of the interview she had with two of the detectives who had been of higher rank than Miller at the time.




Jill White: He sounded as if his voice was rough, or disguised. I couldn't make out the accent. He told me he was going to kill Terry.

DCI Harry Davidson: And you had no reason to doubt him?

Jill White: My son was missing. How would he know Terry was missing?

DCI Harry Davidson: What demands did he make?

Jill White: He didn't, not exactly. He said he wanted me to do exactly as he said or Terry would die. He said he'd call back later.

DCI Harry Davidson: That was all?

Jill White: He hung up after that.




The kidnapper had phoned once after that, to let Terry speak to Jill. By all accounts, it was the last time she spoke to her son. The kidnapper had been clever, dealing with the police. It wasn't like on TV where they said, Don't contact the police, or else. The phones were set up in the investigation suite, and the kidnapper had called, demanding the money, issuing threats.

They told him the money would take some time to get together, which was a stalling tactic, and he had given them a deadline: two days. After which he would start posting bits of Terry through the mail. 

They got the money together, Margaret White financing it. She said she would pay anything to bring her grandson back to her.

Then the kidnapper had one specific request after that: he wanted Carol Miller to do the ransom drop.

'What are you looking at on there?' Kim asked.

'Just some old notes from the original kidnapping case. I copied them to my laptop so I could read through the files at home.'

'Sounds interesting. Why don't you show me them since I wasn't on the case first time round?' Kim muted the TV.

'Okay. First of all though, let me go and get my map of Edinburgh so you can get a better picture of what I'm talking about.' He laid the computer down on the settee and came back from the bedroom a few minutes later with a map. Unfolded it on the kitchen table and then they both went through to the kitchen, and Miller put the laptop on the counter.

'Harry Davidson, Carol's father and our boss at the time, was livid when Carol said she would do the ransom drop. He said it was a man's job, and that infuriated Carol, so he relented. I still wish to this day that I'd gone.'

There were unspoken words between them then: That way, Carol would still be alive and here with you.

'It doesn't change the way I feel about you. I'm not living in the past. What's done is done, but hopefully now we can get Terry's kidnapper.'

'I know, honey.' She kissed him then, and gave him a hug. 'What do you think is different now to back then that might let us catch him this time?'

Miller looked at her. 'Shaun Foxall for a start. Knowing Gary Davidson stole the ransom money. That could lead us down a different path.' He ran his hand over the map, flattening out the folds, before tapping his finger on a point.

'I told you about her being at the White House in Niddrie.'

'Yes, you told me that.'

'Panic broke out after that. She came out of there and some bastard had stolen the car.' Miller felt sweat jump onto his forehead. Just thinking about that night made him feel like punching somebody's lights out.

'What happened then?' Kim asked.

'There were so many headless chickens, it wasn't even funny. We thought somebody had seen her go into the pub with the bag and stolen the car so they could rob her. I despatched an ARV to the scene, plus patrol cars from Craigmillar. My first priority was Carol's safety. What a fucking palaver that was. We thought some arsehole had nicked the car without realising it was a polis car. Maybe he was pished and didn't have money for a taxi, so he took the shiny car just sitting by the side of the road. We tracked it with the GPS. It was only down the road on a piece of wasteland, but by the time we got a patrol car to it, a rag had been shoved in the fuel filler and set alight. There was nothing left of it. By then it was too late; Carol was running out of time. We got a car from Liberton station but it didn't have GPS, it was just a bog-standard Astra. The Armed Response Vehicle was there in minutes so Carol was safe, but we didn't know if the wee boy was going to be found alive...'


CHAPTER 22




Fuck me, Frank, the car's gone.' Carol looked all around, trying to think if she'd parked it somewhere else, but she knew it was gone. 

'What do you mean, "Gone?"' Miller said into her earpiece.

'Stolen, Frank. Somebody's stolen the car.' She looked at her watch. 'Eight minutes to the Grey Horse or that kid dies. Simple as that.'

'Stand by, Carol. I'll have somebody there in a minute. They're close by. If anybody comes near that bag, light 'em up.'

'Count on it.' She felt pumped up, not nervous, as she should have, standing in a dark street in Craigmillar. She had a can of Mace in her pocket, and a leather sap tucked into her boot. Something that could be easily put in an attacker's hand after she'd kicked the crap out of him.

Then she saw the blue lights of the Mitsubishi ARV rushing towards her. It skidded to a halt beside her. 'Get in!' the front passenger ordered through the open window.

Carol ran towards him and got in the back, slinging the heavy bag in first. Besides the driver, the two armed officers cradled their Heckler and Koch MP5s, ready to do business. They had been briefed and given the green light to lock and load. Somebody would be getting a hell of a headache if they tried to take the bag from her.

'Thanks, boys,' she said, struggling to put her seatbelt on as the car pulled away at high speed, the siren blaring through the dark night. 

'Frank, I'm in the ARV. Make sure you get that car to the Grey Horse ASAP.'

'It's already on its way.'

'Make sure the suit is waiting outside with the keys when I come back out. I don't want this one going missing.'

'Roger that, he'll be there.'

For a big car, the Mitsubishi could move. Straight along Craigmillar Road, right into Prestonfield Avenue and up to Old Dalkeith Road. The Grey Horse Inn was practically across from the traffic lights, tucked in between a kebab shop and a bookies. The ARV pulled in and stopped.

Carol was out of the car with the bag and snatched the keys from the DS who was holding them out for her. She saw another DC she knew standing by an old Ford Focus farther up, making sure nobody stole this one. 

Fireworks exploded in the distance, some banging, some whistling, others crackling. As if they were in a war zone. You had to love a country where it was legal to let children play with explosives strong enough to blow their face off, Carol thought, as she walked through the doors with the bag. 

This pub had a smoky atmosphere too, but not as many mental cases. It was on the periphery of the schemes, and the nutters had to get a bus to get here, but sometimes they made the effort.  

There were one or two nutters in here already. Guys who were hard enough to go out on a cold November night wearing only a T-shirt. A TV sat on a dodgy-looking shelf at one end of the bar, high up on the wall so it would give a good view and would be harder to nick. The barman looked at her, looked at the bag she was carrying, and then looked at her chest.

'Where's the payphone?' she asked.

He nodded to a short corridor where the toilets were. Didn't smile, didn't ask if she wanted a drink. She walked down it. Could see a theme; go for a piss, then get on the blower to arrange a kneecapping or a bank job, or a quick fix. No matter what your fancy was, you could order it with a modicum of privacy. A taxi company's sticker was on the side of the phone shelf, partially peeled off, and partially doodled on. 

'I'm heading for the phone now,' Carol said, in a low voice. She looked at her watch, trying to keep her breathing slow. Two minutes to spare. At this rate, she'd have a heart attack before the night was out. Deep breaths, deep breaths she said to herself. If somebody tried to get this bag, then she'd break his skull.

Nobody even approached her.

'Watch your back, Carol,' Miller said. 'Give us the word if you need back-up. They're outside ready to move.'

She didn't reply, and almost jumped when the phone rang. She looked around at the punters to see if any of them were on a mobile phone. None of them was. One young guy got off his stool and walked towards her, about to go past.

'Leave it,' she said.

'I'm going for a piss. Officer,' he said.

'Fuck off,' she said to his back, as the Gents door closed behind him.

'Answer the phone, Carol,' another voice said into her ear. David Elliot. Head of Serious Crimes and the big boss in the department.

'Got it,' she said, picking up the receiver. 'It's me,' she said.

'What if it was the local Chinese takeaway calling back to confirm an order,' the disguised voice on the other end said in a light tone.

'Then I'd tell them I'd changed my mind and I want Sweet and Sour Chicken now instead. With egg fried rice. I know brown rice is healthier, but the egg fried is so much better, don't you think?'

She could hear Harvey Levitt's voice in her head now. They'd sat her down earlier and he'd told her how to play it; "Don't be aggressive, but be assertive. Let him think he's in control without you being totally submissive. Then when you ask to speak to the boy, he'll know you're not messing about. He'll want the money at the end of the day, not the boy, but we want Terry back alive".

'I see you got there on time,' he said, ignoring her. 'Just as well. I won't accept you being tardy.'

'Really? You won't accept me being tardy? You would throw this bag of money away because I'm late?'

'Of course not. If you're late, I'll cut off one of Terry's fingers and let you listen to him scream as I'm doing it.'

Bastard! she wanted to scream, but kept her breathing even. 'I want to hear Terry again.'

She heard him sigh on the other end. 'Want, want, want. Never a please or thank you with you, is there?'

'Let me speak to Terry. Please.' She squeezed the handle of the bag, imagining her fingers constricting this guy's throat. She realised she had just handed more power to him.

The boy came on the phone again. 'Please come and get me. He says he'll let me go if you give him some money. That's all he wants, he says. Please come.'

'Are you okay, Terry?' Carol asked.

'I want to go home.'

'You'll be going home soon.' She thought for a moment. 'What day is it, Terry?'

Then suddenly the boy was gone as quickly as he had appeared

'That's enough. Don't keep asking every time I call. It's wearing thin. I want the money, you want the boy. That's why we're doing a swap. It's in your hands not to fuck up.'

'What? You don't trust me? Sorry, what did you say your name was again?'

'Oh fuck off, Carol.' He hung up.




Miller sat on a chair for a moment. 'I just wish I had insisted going that night instead of letting Carol go.'

'You had to do what the man wanted, for Terry's sake. You had no way of knowing how it would turn out,' Kim said. She went over to the fridge and came back in with two cans of Coke. 'Caffeine time.' 

He took one and they popped the tabs. 'Not the same as a tinny, but we need to stay focussed.'

'What happened next?'

'Right,' Miller said, standing and putting his can down on the counter. 'So Carol was talking to me over the radio...' 




'Frank, listen to me; I don't have long. He's going to call back shortly. He won't leave it like this.'

'I know. He wants that money so badly.'

'Listen; he's in control of all this. Manipulating everything. He had somebody steal that car. Somebody he's working with. The other guy steals the car while he has Terry. He doesn't want me riding around in a new car that's filled with GPS and all sorts of tracking shit. He wants me to drive around in an old piece of crap. Like the one they have waiting outside. Some old scrapper that's a bog-standard unmarked. No GPS, nothing. Just a set of wheels for me to use.'

'How would he know what we would give you?' Miller asked her, his voice alternating with scepticism and acceptance. 

'It's Bonfire Night, Frank. Are the fire brigade at our burning car yet?'

'No, they're on a shout. Some bonfire out of control.'

'There you go; he didn't just close his eyes and shove a pin at a calendar. He picked November the fifth for a reason; the police and the fire brigade are running about mental. He'd know we're all going to be busy, so he might have figured that most of our cars would be out. Who knows? But he's right, isn't he? Fires everywhere. The only spare car you could find at short notice is some old piece of shit out of Liberton. So they have an old scrapper lying about, and we had ten minutes to get me to this place and make sure we have a car for me. He's clever, Frank. We've been underestimating him all along. Or "them", I should say.'

'We know he's clever. That's why you have to watch what you're saying to him.'

'When I was talking to him, he let me speak to Terry. I heard his voice, then I heard nothing. No background noise, when I expected to hear crying maybe, or some kind of rustling noise as the boy moved about, but it was silent after that. I mean, completely silent. As if his voice had been recorded and he was just playing it back over the phone to keep us happy. 

'Maybe he had Terry taken out of the room.'

'No, neither of them left the room. I don't think Terry was even in the same room; the kidnapper's voice echoed. Terry's didn't. As if Terry's had been recorded somewhere else. As if he had been told what to say beforehand. When I asked him what day it was, the kidnapper stopped. He knew I wouldn't get an answer. Play the conversation back.' She knew they were recording everything through her mic.   

'I can't explain it, Frank. It's just a feeling and I'm shooting in the dark here, but I think Terry's dead.'




Miller felt his heart rushing. Just thinking about somebody talking to his wife like that made him want to smack the shit out of him.

'You okay?' Kim asked him.

'Yeah, I'm fine. I want to catch this bastard more than anything.'

'I know. I do too, now I'm part of the team.' She rubbed his shoulders. 'Maybe we should just relax for a little while. Watch some mindless TV.'

Miller folded the map up, feeling the skeletal hands of a cluster headache creeping over his skull, threatening to crush the fragile bone with its own. Then the Reaper would whisper a cold breath in his ear and tell him he should try to close his eyes now, because his heart had stopped beating and the headache in his brain was really an aneurysm, rupturing, the tiny blood flow as deadly as molten lava...

'Frank?' Kim said, standing in front of him now.

'Sorry, I was miles away.'

'I asked if you wanted coffee.'

'Yes, thanks.' 

She turned to put the kettle on. Some people stayed away from caffeine, especially when they felt a headache coming on, but Miller found the taste soothing. Besides, taking three painkillers would help. He put the map away, back in its place in the spare room where he kept files in an old filing cabinet. 

The TV was showing a cop show with David Tennant. He liked the actor but felt the need for something a little lighter; surfing through the channels when his phone rang.

'Hello?'

'DI Miller?'

'Yes.'

'It's Sergeant Murray up at the station, sir. Somebody called here asking for you.' 

'Who is it?'

'A young woman. Louise Walker. She said you would know her.' The name stuck for a second, but then it clicked; Carl White's girlfriend. 'Okay, put her through.'

A few seconds went by as the call was routed through the station to Miller's phone.

'Detective Miller?'

'Speaking.'

'Sorry to disturb you at home, but I needed to talk to somebody, somebody I can trust.'

'Okay. What's wrong?'

She took a deep breath and let it out, as if she was deciding whether she should tell him or not. 'I think I found out something about Terry's kidnapping.'

'Go on.'

'You know Carl and I split up? Well, he moved in with me at my farmhouse but I've kicked him out. My friend has moved in. She works for Carl at the car dealership you were at today. Cindy Shields is her name.'

Miller waited patiently for her to get to the point. 

'I was up in the attic, gathering some of the stuff Carl had stored up there, and I picked up a box and the bottom fell out of it. I saw a bundle of cash with the band still wrapped round it. It says on the label it's a thousand pounds. And there's something else; I found the owner's document for a car. It was for a red nineteen-eighty-four Vauxhall Nova.' She paused for a moment.

'I think it's the car your wife was told to use by the kidnapper.'


CHAPTER 23




She turned the car into the driveway of the farmhouse and drove round the side of the old building, not wanting her car to be seen from the main road. Just in case.

She loved the summer and even this late, there was a slight tint to the sky, as if the sun hadn't really gone down, but had just slipped behind a curtain.

Locking the car, she walked to the back door and let herself into the kitchen, switching on a light. 

'It's me. You home?' She hadn't seen a car outside, but there were garages round the back, some filled with old farm machinery, but one or two were kept for cars. 

She took her light jacket off and walked through to the living room, switching on some more lights. The old farmhouse was cold, but turning on the gas fire for a little while would work. Just enough to gently heat up the room. Oh, she loved this old place, imagining the characters who had walked through these rooms before her. Had they been extremely rich? No, or they would have been living in a mansion. Well off, certainly. She wondered if the lady of the house had invited her posh friends over for tea, and if they gossiped about their friends.

There was modern furniture in here, but an old pine dining table graced the kitchen, and whoever had bought the house many years ago had kept the old porcelain farmhouse sink. 

She walked upstairs, up the old, dark wood staircase to the upper level, switching on the landing light. Pulling a towel out of the airing cupboard, she made her way into the bedroom where she stripped and stepped into the shower. It was hot and steaming. That was one thing she didn't think she'd like about living back in the old days; filling a steel tub with hot water. 

It was funny how people took things for granted. How the simplest things we use every day were a luxury for some people. After rinsing off, she stepped out of the shower and took her towel from the heated rail and began towelling off. She took clothes from the wardrobe something old and casual; a pair of sweatpants, an old T-shirt and a pair of old, comfy slippers. As she walked out into the hall, she noticed the little door that led into the attic was ajar. There was the faintest sound of music playing.

She pushed the door open farther, feeling a shiver run down her spine. It wasn't fear. Keep telling yourself that. She flicked the switch at the bottom of the narrow staircase. This wasn't a horror movie; the light came on. She stood and listened for a moment. The music was still faint but a little louder. Then she walked up the narrow staircase. The stairs didn't creak in here either, testament to the quality of the craftsmanship. She wouldn't be announcing her arrival to any serial killer waiting for her. Shut up you stupid cow! 

At the top, a little banister ran round three sides of the open staircase as it entered the attic. The music, although still not loud, was louder. It was coming from somewhere in here. She stepped up into the well-lit room and looked around at the boxes and old toys stored there. A rocking horse sat in one corner, and for a second she imagined it was moving back and forth, but it was only her imagination. 

A train set had been put back in its box many years ago, and now sat atop a bunch of cardboard boxes, waiting for a new owner to come along and give it a new lease of life. Many more boxes sat, some of them collecting dust. They had writing on them, identifying which rooms the contents were to be taken to, and presumably, they were empty.

The music was very low, coming from farther in the attic.

She had never been up here before, not really. Not right into the attic itself. She had come into it of course, but that had been to put some of her own stuff here. The room itself ran the length of the house, but an extension had been added to the farmhouse, and the attic continued round a corner. She presumed more boxes and toys were there, but curiosity made her feet move seemingly of their own volition, and she walked along the central aisle, seeing old stuffed toys, their glass eyes inquisitive, and more trucks, yellow Tonka's, plastic, not tin like they were years ago, each of them with a light coating of dust as if they'd just come from a hard day's work in a quarry. Her heart was beating faster. 'Hello? You up here? If you're trying to scare me, it's not working!'

That's a lie right there. What the hell am I doing up here?

There was a flickering light on round the corner. She walked closer, and that's when she saw the figure watching her. She gasped and saw the figure was a mannequin, wearing a jacket and trousers, as if somebody had started a sewing project years ago and then abandoned it. The flickering was from an old oil lamp, sitting on a desk.

Her heart hammering, she walked forward, and then turned right again, and that's when she saw it. 

The wall with Terry's face on it.

Sitting above an old hi-fi unit. Some eighties music was coming from the speakers. She stepped forward and saw a tape playing. Who had turned it on? Maybe somebody had left it on, it had jammed and then somehow started playing again.

Then who lit the lamp?

She switched the music off and looked at the many faces, cut from many newspapers, stuck to a large corkboard. Headlines cut from local and national newspapers, detailing Terry's kidnapping. Local boy still missing! one headline screamed. She saw a story from The Edinburgh Evening Post, Lena Finn. 

There was an old table sitting below the corkboard, with a maze of stationery items, tape, scissors, paper, bottle of glue. An old chair sat off to one side. An ancient oil lamp on the end of the desk, a box of matches next to it.

She thought about little Terry. Now they had found his body, seeing his face looking back at her from the newspaper clippings gave her a sudden feeling of deep sadness. How could anybody kill a little boy and bury him? Just for money? It was amazing the things some human beings would get up to just for money.

This was creepy. She had a sudden urge to run and flee.

Then the power went out.

The whole attic went into darkness, except for the alcove with the lamp burning in it. She had a bad feeling about this. She turned to leave and saw the figure again. Her brain took a second or more to process this wasn't the mannequin this time. This figure was dressed in a black jumpsuit, wearing a hood and a breathing respirator.

She didn't have time to scream. He punched her hard in the gut before his other hand went round the back of her head and smashed her face against the brick wall. She fell down to her knees, feeling the blood running out of her nose, trying to scream but feeling the wind had been knocked out of her.

She heard footsteps coming up the stairs. That's how it only took him seconds to put the power out and get up here; there's more than one.

She'd read about home invasions happening in America, where a bunch of guys would burst into a home, and either rape the female before killing all the family, or beat them all up before robbing them.

She saw the other man approach. He was dressed just like the first one. They said something to each other, but she couldn't make out what because of the respirators, but it was apparent they both knew what the other one was saying. The first one grabbed the lamp while the other one came towards her.

The second one dragged her to her feet, and she thought for a moment he was going to help her, but before she knew it, her final moments on Earth were playing out, as he dragged her towards the railings covering the attic entrance. Grabbing her hair with one hand, cupping her chin with the other he twisted savagely, hearing the audible snap, and threw her lifeless body over. 

The man with the lamp picked up a can of kerosene, carefully knocking it over, as if it had been kicked over when the lights went out. When he was certain he and his partner were at a safe distance, he dropped the glass lamp, watching it smash and then the puddle of kerosene burst into flames.

The fire spread rapidly as the two men walked calmly down the stairs, the first one stopping to make sure the woman was dead. He gave the second man the thumbs up and they made their way out of the house.

They had hidden their van in one of the garages where they waited for the woman to come home. They quickly stripped off their jumpsuits, putting them in the back before calmly driving away.


CHAPTER 24




Miller cut along the A8 Glasgow Road dual carriageway, past the slip road for Edinburgh Airport, the blue flashers beaming behind the grill on the car. The journey would have taken twice as long without the siren cutting a swathe through the traffic heading west out of the city.

With the airport on their right, he looked for the sign he had been told would be on his right, in the middle of the traffic reservation, indicating their destination.

'There it is,' Kim said, as the headlights picked out the brown sign with the little blue Scottish Tourism logo on it, on the right, it's arrow pointing left. Miller slowed the car and turned into what looked like a country road, and sped up the paved lane.

The old house was at the top of the hill, lit up from the inside, looking resplendent. Miller switched the flashers off as he came up the lane. No point in scaring the guests.

'I wonder what this place was before it became a hotel?' Kim asked, eyeing up the new structure on the far side of the old stone building, housing the new spa and rooms they built a few years back.

'It belonged to the Usher brewing family,' Miller said, turning off the engine. 'Then it was turned into a hotel.'

Kim got out and looked up at the illuminated sign: The Dominion House Hotel and Spa. Miller got out and locked the car.

'Nice swanky place,' he said. 'I've been here before, one of the lads lived locally and we had a piss up in here when he retired. Jimmy something.'

'That's a funny name for a bloke,' Kim said, as they walked into reception. Miller knew where he was going and led them through to the Drayman's Lounge, apparently in keeping with the Usher family heritage.

They walked in and a waiter came over to them, holding a tray with a towel draped over his arm. 'Can I help you tonight?'

Miller flashed his warrant card. 'We're looking for somebody.'

'Very good, sir,' he said, and pounced on another couple who had come in behind them. Then he saw who they had come to meet, sitting in a far corner, staring into a small glass.

'Louise?' Miller said.

'Oh thank God.' Louise Walker looked at both of them. 'I'm so glad you could come. I've been scared to go home. Carl's not answering his phone and my calls have gone to voicemail.'

They sat opposite her.

'You said something about finding the V5 registration document for the red Nova that was used in Terry White's kidnapping?'

Louise looked as if she might burst into tears at any moment. 'You don't think Carl had anything to do with his son's death, do you?'

'He had an alibi for the night the boy went missing, and was accounted for at all times the night the ransom drop took place.'

'That's not what I asked you.' 

Miller looked at Kim before answering. 'I have to say I don't think he was involved. That was the general consensus.'

'Why would he have the V5 and that bundle of money in his attic?'

'I don't have the answer to that. Do you have the money or the document on you?'

'No. I was scared to touch it again after I looked at it. I had this feeling he would walk in and catch me holding it and then he would...do something to me.'

'Has he ever hit you?' Kim asked, feeling the hackles on the back of her neck rise.

'No, but he can shout and swear when he gets in the mood. He drinks too much and that's when the abuse starts. Verbal abuse.' She looked at Miller. 'He's never laid a hand on me, but he was scary nonetheless.'

'Do you still live together?'

'No. He moved into my house, and we lived together for eighteen months. It was good at first. He'd split from his wife, and needed a shoulder to lean on. I worked for him so I saw him every day. I wasn't around when Terry went missing. I started at the dealership a few months after that. We got on well, as I said, and then he asked me out one night. I accepted, and we started dating. I don't think his wife was very happy about it, but that was her loss.'

'How long did it take for you to get to know the real Carl?' Kim asked.

Louise finally took a sip of the drink in front of her. Miller noticed her red lipstick was wet after the liquid went into her mouth. She was a very attractive woman, and he wanted to ask her age, but guessed she was around early thirties. 

'I noticed it within the first six months. He'd had a little bit too much to drink then he threw the remote at the TV one night when he saw the football scores. I asked him what he was doing, and he turned on me. It was quite a shock, I have to admit, but I ignored him and he fell asleep on the settee, drunk. I went to bed.'

'So he moved in with you?' Miller said. 

'Yes. I own a farmhouse just outside Ratho. Actually, the back road to the hotel leads to the village.

'He asked if he could move in with me. I thought it would be a good idea, and he brought a lot of stuff with him. It wasn't a problem as I have a big attic. It was already loaded with stuff from my childhood. I grew up there and bought the house from my parents when they were elderly. They're both gone now, so the house is all mine.'

 'Where's Carl right now?' Kim asked.

'I don't know. He moved out a few weeks ago, so I assumed he would go back to his mother's house.'

'Where does she live?' Miller asked.

'In a big house down in Barnton. Cramond Mews.'

'He didn't sell that house after his divorce?'

'Sell it? He doesn't even own it.'

'What do you mean? He owned it before he got divorced, didn't he?'

'Is that what he told you?'

'I just assumed. We dealt with him and his wife when they lived down there.'

'I can see why you might think that, if he and his wife were both there, Inspector, but Carl White and his wife didn't own that place; his mother does. Carl White owns nothing. Not the dealerships, not his own home. Nothing. His mother owns everything. She just let them stay at that house.' Louise took a sip of her drink and put the glass gently back onto the table.

'Everybody thinks I'm a gold digger,' she said, 'but the reality is, I have more than Carl White does. If anybody needed that ransom money, he did.'


CHAPTER 25




They saw the smoke before they saw the flames lighting up the night sky.

Driving up into Ratho village, they heard the siren coming closer and soon Miller's rear view was filled by a fire engine. He pulled over and let it past, then put on his own blues and followed it.

'That looks close to where the farmhouse is,' Louise said, from the back seat, and a few minutes later, she confirmed it was indeed her home that was ablaze as the fire engine stopped on the main road. 

Other fire trucks were already on the property, which had a long driveway leading up to the farmhouse. A patrol car sat on the other side of the road, blocking it, the blue lights flashing through the dark. Another one was behind the fire engine with one further up the road.

'Oh my God, my house is on fire,' Louise said, about to leave the car.

Miller parked the car and told Louise to stay in the back out of sight. He and Kim left the vehicle and walked up to the back of the fire engine. 'I need to speak to whoever's in charge,' he said, showing his warrant card.

'I'll go and get him,' the fire fighter said, as the others strapped on their breathing apparatus.

Ten minutes later, a harassed older man walked round the back of the truck, his face soot stained. 'I'm Station Commander David McKay. Help you?' he said to Miller.

'I just need to know what happened here.' Again, Miller showed his warrant card. 'I have the owner here with me.' 

'Man or woman?'

'Woman? Why?'

'I need to speak to her, Detective.'

'Okay. Come over to the car.' They walked over in silence, and Louise's eyes widened as they approached. Miller opened the back door. 

'Louise, this is Commander McKay.'

'I need to know how many people were in your house.'

'There was nobody when I left. My friend lives with me, but I sent her a text to meet me.'

'And did she?'

'No. I thought maybe she was working late. She's a car sales executive, and sometimes she has long hours. Why?' There was alarm on Louise's face now.

'We took a body from the house, and early indications are it was a female.'

Louise made to get out of the car. 'Let me see her. I need to see if it's Cindy.'

McKay put a hand up. 'No, I can't let you do that.'

'You need to stay in the car,' Kim said, putting a hand on her arm. 'Let the fire fighters do their job.'

Louise sat back and started crying. Kim got in beside her and put an arm around her as Miller closed the car door.

'I'm assuming the mortuary are on their way?' Miller said.

'They are.'

'Does it look suspicious?'

'It's too early to tell, but it looks like it started upstairs. The metal base of an oil lamp was found near the body, and she was found at the bottom of what was left of an attic staircase.'

'So it could be an accident?'

'I would peg it as one right now, but an investigator will go over the scene later.'

'Okay, thanks. I won't hold you up much longer. I'll have Wester Hailes CID liaise with you in case it comes back as suspicious.'

'Very well.' 

'How long ago do you think the fire started?'

'Fifteen, twenty minutes, tops. We can tell how far the spread is, and if it had been longer, the place would have been burnt to the ground.'

'So it couldn't have been half an hour, forty-five minutes ago?'

'No. No way. It was contained on the upper level.'

'Thanks.' Miller walked over to a uniform who was standing by his patrol car. 'I need you to do something for me.'

'Yes, sir.'

Miller walked with the man over to the car and opened the back door. 'Louise, I need to take your picture.' He turned to the uniform. 'You got your phone on you?'

'I have.'

'Take a photo of this lady.'

Louise looked mystified for a moment. 'Bear with me, Louise,' he said to her. The uniform snapped a photo with his iPhone. Then Miller closed the door.

'Drive down to The Old Dominion and show that photo to the barman in the Drayman Lounge. Ask if he remembers what time she came in. Then text me.' He gave the man his number. 

'Right, sir.'

'Blues and twos. I need this in a hurry.'

The officer jumped into his patrol car. The older fire fighter walked away back into the farm. Miller got back behind the wheel.

'I know that was Cindy in there,' Louise said. 'It had to be.'

'It seems as if she may have fallen down the attic stairs with an oil lamp. They found evidence to support this.'

'Why the hell would she be up there with an oil lamp?' She asked, tears rolling down her face.

'Who knows? There were electric lights up there, I assume?'

'Yes, of course. It was a large walk-up attic.'

'The investigators will go through there with a fine tooth comb to find out what happened.' Miller had an idea about what happened; somebody went to the house to get the money but who? And did they kill Cindy Shields in the process? The detective in him programmed to think this way until he knew the facts.

 A few minutes later, the grey mortuary van pulled up, with mortuary assistant Gus Weaver behind the wheel. Miller got out to speak to him. 

'Hi, Frank,' Weaver said, climbing out of the vehicle. 'What brings you here? I thought Divisional CID from Wester Hailes would be here?'

'They will be. I just had to check something out, that's all.'

'When I got the call, they said it was a bad one, but if you ask me, all fire victims are bad ones.'

'I'll be liaising with your new friend, Kate, tomorrow.'

'She's starting to make a name for herself already, so I hear.'

'No comment,' Miller said, and winked at the older man. A few minutes later, his phone played a tone. He read the text message, replied and then got in the car. 

'The barman remembers you coming in about an hour ago and you didn't leave the bar. That fire wasn't going at that time, according to the Divisional Commander. He can tell by how much of the house is burnt, apparently. So when Cindy fell down the stairs, and the fire went up, you weren't in the house.'

'You don't think I had anything to do with that?' Louise looked shocked. Miller studied her for a moment. In the years he had been a detective, he had come across many liars, and Louise was either telling him the truth or she was a very accomplished liar, and his gut told him it was the former.

'In our line of work, we have to check.' He started the car and they drove away.

'You need to tell me how Carl White is involved in his son's kidnapping,' he said to her, as they entered the village.

'I don't think he was. That's not what I'm saying. It didn't have Carl's name on the registration.'

'I know it didn't,' Miller said. 'We spoke to the owner of the car back when, well, you know, when Terry was kidnapped.'

'I can't remember the name on the registration document now.'

'Brian Sewell,' Miller said.

'That's it.' Louise looked out the window as they passed by the Bridge Inn. 'Do you know him?' 

'Where was the document?' Miller asked, wanting to see if her story changed.

'In a box in the attic of the farmhouse.'

'Did Cindy know about the money?' Kim asked.

The tears were still running down Louise's cheeks. 'I don't know. Maybe she found them when she was in the attic. When she moved in a few weeks ago, she brought her stuff with her. That's why I went to the showroom today, to tell that lazy bastard to move his stuff out.' 

'Did White know she had moved in with you?'

'I don't think so. I'm sure he would have given Cindy a hard time if he knew. Do you think the fire was set deliberately?'

'I can't say, but an investigation will take place because a body was extracted from the scene.' He looked at her briefly in his rear view mirror. 'It's protocol.' 

She looked at Miller as he drove down Harvest Road to connect with Newbridge and the roundabout to bring them back to Edinburgh.

'Your house is pretty much gutted,' Miller said. 'Is there anywhere you can go?' 

'No. I have no family. Friends are girls I occasionally go out with for a drink. Cindy was my only real friend.'

'We'll take you to the station just now and get your statement.'

'That's fine.'

They rode the rest of the way, mostly in silence, and Kim sent a few texts from her phone. 

In the interview room, Miller and Kim sat with a recorder going and made sure it was videotaped as well.

Louise gave her story of how she found the box in the attic with the bundle of cash and the V5 registration document in it. 

'How come you just found that box now?' Miller asked.

'Carl has been out of the house for weeks now, and Cindy asked if I needed a new housemate. She was looking for a new place, and I said yes, as I've known her for a long time. We were friends socially and I even stayed over at her place when we'd been out on the town. So she moved in with her things, and she had quite a few boxes. I started to move Carl's stuff around to make it easier for him to grab, and that's when I saw this particular box. I'd been in to see Carl today and told him to come round and get his boxes. I was moving them nearer the stairs when the bottom fell out of this particular one and the money fell out.'

'Did you tell him you'd found it?'

'No. I was too scared to call him.'

The rest of the interview was just getting a record of how Louise had called Miller, how they met her at the hotel and when they took her home the house was on fire.

When it was over, Kim sent a text from her phone. 

The interview room door opened and Neil McGovern walked in with another man.

'Louise, this is my father. He's in witness protection.'

'Hi, Louise. I've already issued an order of protection so you can come with us now.'

'Where?' Louise looked alarmed. 'Why do I need protection?'

'It's just protocol,' Miller said. 'Considering Terry was found today and now you're house was on fire. We don't have young Terry's killer, so we just want to make sure you're safe.'

'Where will we go?'

'Tomorrow, we'll go to a safe house. They're being vacated tomorrow, but for tonight, you'll sleep down in the Scottish Parliament building. I have a level there, and we have what we call a Transition Room, where people can grab forty winks while we're waiting for a safe house to be readied, or what not. It's not the Hilton, and it's not designed for long-term use, but you can sleep there tonight.'

'Okay. I'll feel safer I suppose.' She got up and the man with McGovern led her out.

'Transition Room?' Miller said. 'You make it sound like a torture chamber.'

'Now, now, Frank, that place is like a spa, let me tell you.' McGovern said.

'What is it really?' Kim asked.

McGovern turned to his daughter. 'It's a little room where I grab a kip when I know I'm not going to be able to go home for a day or so. Don't worry, I have a spare wardrobe there. Not for the young lady of course, I meant for myself. I don't want you to think I don't bathe when I don't go home.'

'Oh we think a lot worse of you than that, Neil,' Miller said.

'Oh dear, I fear I underestimated your wit once again, Detective.' He slapped Miller gently on the arm. 'You know that will come back to bite you in the arse one day, don't you?'

'I'd be disappointed if it didn't.'

'Right, kiddiewinks, I will be off now. Let me know what the pathology report says. I will be in touch with the Scottish Fire and Rescue Service tomorrow.'

'How's Shaun Foxall doing?'

'Fine and dandy. Watching TV with your dad. Richard Sullivan and your dad get on like a house on fire now, I must say. If you'll pardon the poor choice of words.'

'Good.'

'So you think somebody set this fire to get rid of some evidence and this other woman got in the way?'

'I'm not sure, Neil. It's a bit of a coincidence that Louise tells White to get his stuff, then she calls me and the house goes up?'

'Yeah, I smell a rat. Let's get together tomorrow sometime and compare notes and you can bring me up to speed.'

'Will do.'

They walked out of the station through the back door. Louise was sitting in the back of a black Range Rover, the driver waiting patiently for McGovern.

Miller and Kim watched the car drive away. 

'Right, let's go home,' Miller said. 'And maybe we can start making plans of our own.' He took her hand and for the first time since they had started dating, didn't feel guilty.


CHAPTER 26




'This is where the serial killer comes up to the car unnoticed and kills us both,' PC Greg Norman said. 

'Don't talk shite,' his partner, PC Alec Wardlaw said. 'Just 'cause we're in a cemetery after dark and nobody would hear us scream, doesn't meant to say we're going to be murdered.'

The patrol car was parked across from the old caretaker's house, or what was left of it, with the police tape going round the JCB sat in the front and tied to a window.

'Poor wee bastard, eh? Were you here when it went down?' Norman asked.

'Nah, I had just started Tulliallan. I read about it in the papers and they were talking about it in the college.' Wardlaw, sitting in the passenger seat, looked through the windscreen at the derelict house. 'Nobody would have guessed he was in here, buried in the basement. I wonder why his killer chose here?'

'It's out of the way,' Norman said. 'I mean, there used to be a caretaker living here at one point, but the place burnt down.'

'I wonder if he did it? The caretaker.'

'I don't know if they even know where the caretaker is. It caught fire a couple of years ago and it's been empty ever since.'

'I wonder why they want to pull it down now?'

'In case some numpty starts climbing about it and pulls a chunk of it on top of himself. That's why they had to pull over all of those gravestones, because some kid got killed in a cemetery when he was playing in it. Poor wee sod pulled a gravestone on top of himself,' Norman said.

'It's not surprising when you see how old some of them are. But it's not a playground.' 

'Did you never go into an overrun cemetery with your mates when you were a boy and start whacking down giant hogweeds with sticks?'

'No.'

'Neither did I.'

They both started laughing. 

'How about that sergeant, what's her name? Hazel Carter. CID,' Wardlaw said.

'What about her?'

'I think she's a bit of alright, that's all.'

'She's way above your league, Alec. I'd give her a wide berth if I were you.'

'What? She wouldn't be able to resist my charm if I turned it on full.'

'She'd be able to resist your pay grade though.'

'Aye, I suppose. She's probably out to grab the likes of Frank Miller.'

'So, you out for CID yourself, eventually?' Norman asked.

'Isn't everybody?'

'No. Who do you think would patrol the streets in high-speed numbers if we were all in CID?'

'You're never thinking about going into Traffic?' Wardlaw seemed incredulous. 'Tell me you're having a laugh.'

'Piss off. I suppose you would like nothing better than to be taking down gangsters, and having shootouts with hitmen.'

'I dunno, look at that Robert Molloy. He swans about like his shit doesn't stink. I wouldn't mind giving him a good belting.'

'Yeah, well make sure you have a big team behind you when you decide to go knocking on his door.'

'You watch too many movies, Greg.'

'Just sayin', that's all. Let the heroes in CID take on the Robert Molloys of this world.'

They sat and listened to the radio chatter for a while, until one call came in and grabbed their attention. Somebody seen round the back of a house in Inverleith.

'That's just a few minutes from here,' Wardlaw said. 'Call it in and we'll check it out.'

'Our orders are to stay here until the relief comes on at midnight.'

'Fuck 'em. We can sit here twiddling our thumbs or we can go and get a bit of action.'

'MIT would go mad if we left here.' Norman looked worried, seeing his career ending up with British Transport Police if things went tits up.

'MIT. They were called Serious Crimes Unit until a month ago, and now they have a fancy name with fancy initials, then they walk on water. Call it in, Greg, and let's get somewhere we can stretch our legs.'

Norman nodded and called it in, and they were given the address. What harm could it do? They would be back in no time.

He turned the engine and the headlights on and they made their way out of the cemetery.

When they left through the main gate, they passed a car but neither young officer gave it a second glance.




****




Lena Finn watched the patrol car disappear in her rear view mirror. It had come out of the cemetery as she turned into the street. She pulled into the side of the road where she had planned to park, and watched, as it turned into Inverleith Row. That was a bit of luck. 

She walked into the cemetery, sticking to the grass at the side of the road. Even though it was after dark, there was nothing to be scared of. Dead people can't hurt you her father had always said, but he obviously hadn't watched The Walking Dead. It was only a few minutes' walk to the old caretaker's house, and she wanted to have a peek around the site where they'd found Terry. Just to get a feeling for the place. For when you write that best-selling book about the case, she reminded herself.

She took a circular route, planning to come in from the left hand side, just in case the car that left only had one uniform in it, and one had stayed behind. They wouldn't be so stupid as to both go, would they?

She knew there was a walled extension to the cemetery, about the size of a football field, maybe built for the elite who couldn't get into the catacombs. She didn't know what it was really for, but what she did know was, it bordered the garden attached to the caretaker's house, and there were two arched entrances, almost covered in ivy bushes it was so overgrown, but easily accessible. 

As Lena reached the bottom of the road, she made her way through one of the arched entrances, gently pushing aside the ivy bush. She walked towards the wall, hearing a car go by on the other side of the wall bordering Warriston Road. 

She faced the high wall bordering the garden. Normally she wouldn't be able to scale it, but there were ornate gravestones here, planted firmly against the wall, the carvings on them hand grips and places to put your feet if you used your imagination. 

Grabbing hold of a jutting piece of granite, Lena hauled herself up as quietly as she could. There was the Water of Leith Walkway between the cemetery and Warriston Road. There was always the chance somebody could be out walking a dog, so it was better to err on the side of caution.

A hand reached up and grabbed hold of another piece of carving, her foot found a foothold and then she was up; all done as if she were rock climbing.

Ivy crept along part of the wall, giving her cover from prying eyes from the main road. She reached up to the top of the gravestone, keeping her head down until she took her iPhone out. Make sure the ringer is off. Check. She held her phone tightly in one hand as she carefully raised her head above the top of the wall, as if she was about to go up and over the trench.

She expected to see a crime scene tent, maybe some tools from the crime scene people or crime scene tape. Evidence of digging. 

What she didn't expect to see was two men digging. Men dressed in dark blue overalls, and wearing gas respirators. She took a quick photo of the two men, who both had their backs to her and put her phone back in her pocket. It was dark, but in Scotland at the start of summer in June, it was never truly pitch black. They were pulling something out of the ground. Something wrapped in black plastic. When their treasure was free, one of the men walked out of the garden at the far end. She took another photo of the man carrying his find. She took another photo of the remaining man filling the hole back in. She felt fear creep down her spine. Who the hell were they, and why were they here digging something up? This had to be the men who were involved in Terry White's kidnapping. Hadn't the money gone missing? Yes, and a couple of months ago, it was revealed who had taken it.

This couldn't be money.

Her mind tried to compute what she was seeing, but it was having a hard time.

They were digging up a body.

She would just stay here until they were gone and they wouldn't even know she was there.

And it would have stayed that way if she hadn't slipped and let out a groan.

The man filling the hole back in -- not a hole, a fucking grave! --  turned to look up at the wall. Lena kept her head down. Suddenly it was so quiet. She kept her breathing shallow, trying to breathe through her mouth. She wanted to see if the other man had come back and whether she would be able to sneak away, so she just had to have a quick peek. She slowly raised her head above the level of the wall until her eyes could see over and...the mask was looking right back at her.

She screamed and lashed out at the mask. She felt a jolt of shock as both her and the man fell backwards, hearing him land with a thud and groan as if he was in pain..

Oh fuck, no! she almost screamed out loud. What to do? Call for help? She took her phone back out, about to call treble nine. That idea was shot down as she saw the man immediately sit up. She put her phone away.

Luckily, the same ivy bush that had crawled up the wall also bunched up a few feet from the wall and broke her fall as she jumped down. 

Fear jolted through her like a bolt of electricity, and she leapt to her feet. She expected the man to leap over at her, but he wasn't there. Why wasn't he chasing her? Because he can't shout to his friend while he's wearing the mask. He's away to get him.

She ran the length of the extension, running parallel with the wall separating this part from the main part. The grass long, unkempt and uncut due to council spending restrictions. More ivy crept along the wall. A worn pathway ran around in a circle in here, where people would walk, looking at graves or more likely walking their dogs so the animals could shit and nobody would have to pick up after them.

Those guys would be expecting her to come out through the archway she had come in by, so she ran as fast as she could towards the other entrance, her heart beating fast enough to explode, feeling a stitch starting in her side. Her breath was coming in rasps as she reached the stone archway, also overgrown, affording her some cover. She stood under the stone, which was only about a foot wide, keeping close to the ivy but not so close to make it move, she crouched low and peeked out. Nobody was there.

Then she heard the unmistakable noise of a diesel engine starting up and headlights came round from the direction of the old house.

She knew then one of them was going to get out and go through the first archway, and the driver would belt down here and come through this one and they would trap her like a rat.

She waited, knowing staying alive would depend solely on her timing. The dark van drove fast along the driveway then stopped. The passenger was getting out, just as she suspected he would. She would have maybe two seconds while he crossed in front of the van. No interior lights came on as the passenger door opened and closed again, and then she saw one headlight being blocked out as the passenger crossed, then she was out and running.

She wore black jeans and a black hoodie, wanting to keep a low profile in the darkness of the cemetery, and was so glad she did.

The van roared along the drive and she ducked behind a huge gravestone as the droning engine noise came to a stop, becoming a loud clatter. The driver got out and raced through the archway.

She knew she would only have a few minutes as they cleared the extension. There weren't a lot of places somebody could hide in there, and it wouldn't take them long to check behind the ivy bushes clinging to the walls. Then they would have to figure out if she scaled the opposite wall and tried to find a tree to climb down, as it was too high to jump. Or would she have managed to get into the cemetery itself without being seen? Those were the questions she'd be asking herself if she were pursuing somebody.

She stood into a crouch and ran, bent doubled-over; hoping the height of the gravestones would give her some cover. On her right was where Warriston Road continued, and lampposts were above the height of the perimeter wall, throwing this part of the cemetery into relative light. There was a gate in the wall further up, but she didn't know if it was locked at night. If she went for it and it was, it would leave her exposed. She tried to go deeper into the cemetery, under the thick canopy of an old oak tree, its branches like an umbrella, protecting her from the streetlights.

She didn't hear the van doors opening and closing again, but the unmistakable noise of the diesel engine couldn't be disguised. She realised these guys were professionals; amateurs would have just jumped into the van, banging the doors for everybody to hear.

Out the other side of the tree, Lena started running again, the stitch getting worse, but the adrenaline giving her a boost. She made it onto the top driveway, the incline going up to where it would go over the old catacombs.

Just for the briefest second, the headlights swept across her back, and then she heard the engine being gunned.

They'd seen her.

She took a left where it went downhill, farther away from the main gate, but off the roadway. Her feet slipping on the grass, she narrowly missed banging her head on a gravestone. She could hear the van up top, and kept running, not looking. Past the gates to the catacombs, and she remembered it was where Frank Miller had been shot.

Funny how you remember the little things just before you die, she said to herself. 

The van's engine slowed to a stop. This time there was no need for stealth, and she could hear the van door being slammed shut and the engine racing again. The passenger was running after her on foot.

She reached the far end of the catacombs, and started up the other end, her feet once again slipping on the grass. This time she saw the little mausoleum, standing out white in the dark, with red Perspex roof panels. She ran up to it. The gate's lock had been broken long ago, and now the inside sported some inventive graffiti. A large sarcophagus sat in the middle of the floor. It was much larger in here than she figured on.

She moved quickly round the huge stone sculpture and sat behind it. Waited. Then the lights from the van partly illuminated the inside of the small building as it was brought to a halt. The diesel clatter settled to an idle. Then she heard the footsteps outside, the feet crunching broken glass. She heard the old steel gate slowly opening. One foot crunched more glass and stone debris just inside the mausoleum.

Lena held her breath and closed her eyes. She didn't want to see it coming. She couldn't fight and she couldn't run, but at least she didn't have to look her killer in the eyes. 

'Three, the cops are coming back!'

She clearly heard the voice from outside. She guessed the man had taken his respirator off. The man inside here with her didn't hesitate for a second. The footsteps left quicker than they had entered. The van door slamming shut. The engine not gunning this time, but moving at a pace barely above idle. The lights suddenly being cut.

She heard the van's tyres crunching the gravel on the worn drive outside, as if it were retreating from the police.

She looked round cautiously from her hiding spot. There was nobody there. She inched forward at a crouch keeping to one side of the gate, which afforded her a hiding place. Then she peeked out through the gate.

The van driver had killed the lights, and it was moving up the driveway that ran parallel to the one where the police car was coming back. If she were to hazard a guess, those guys had called in a fake emergency call to get the police car away from the cemetery, enough so they would have time to do what they had to do, and would have been away by the time the officers found out it was a false alarm. They would have already been gone if they hadn't chased her.

The windows in the back of the van were part of the doors; no glass windows. There was little chance of them seeing her coming out of the mausoleum, even if they were both looking in their mirrors, but the van kept on going, slowly but steadily. It reached the far end of the driveway, and the driver turned the van onto the road that led to the gate.

She slipped out and watched as the van rounded the corner for the exit, the headlights coming back on. Then she faintly heard the van accelerating and moved from grave to grave, slowly making her own way to the exit.

The gates were always open, set into the perimeter wall where it became lower, round a corner leading into Inverleith Gardens. She peeked her head up above the wall, expecting to see the mask again, but saw nothing but houses on one side, the rugby ground on the other and parked cars, including her own. There was no sign of the van on the long, straight road that led out to the main road. It had either gone up a side street, or it was long gone.

She sighed with relief as she got into her car and locked it. As she drove away, one thought stayed with her, the sound of the van driver shouting to the man who had been so close to her in the mausoleum: Three. He had called his friend Three. 

What kind of a name was that?




****


CHAPTER 27




'You want a beer?' Miller asked Kim.

She shook her head. 'No thanks. If you don't mind, I'm going to have a long soak in the tub and then hit the hay.' She smiled and shook her head. 'So much for a night of passion, eh?'

'Don't worry about it. I'm feeling pretty bushed myself. It's been a hell of a long day.'

He got his laptop out again and started skipping through files as Kim left the room and he heard her running a bath in the main bathroom.

Was it just a coincidence that Louise Walker found the money and the V5 document, and her house burnt down? Miller, like every other detective, thought if something looked like a coincidence, then it probably wasn't. Who else had Louise told? Nobody according to her. 

Then a thought struck him; she told Carl White. Inadvertently, she told White she found the money when she went round to the showroom that morning and told him to clear his stuff out of the attic. What had Louise said she did for a living now? Miller couldn't remember if she had or not. He made a mental note to talk to her in the morning. He'd call Neil McGovern first.

He heard Kim in the bathroom, and for just a moment, felt the guilt hit him again. He knew he shouldn't. Harvey Levitt had put his mind at ease, but Miller knew there were going to be times when he would feel as if he was cheating on Carol, until his mind kicked in and told him she was dead.

He got up from his chair, putting the laptop on the settee, and walked over to the side window that looked down onto the North Bridge. Charlie was on the back of the settee, sleeping but ready to leap five feet into the air if he got a fright. He lazily opened his eyes to see if his dad's movement meant he was getting a reward, but no treats were forthcoming, so he closed them again.

Miller looked down onto the traffic. There were still a lot of people milling about. Unhappy faces looked out the windows from the upper deck of a Lothian Buses double-decker. It was a number three, heading out to...where? He wasn't sure. Dalkeith, or somewhere like that. He had his hands on the windowsill, and somebody across on the opposite pavement looked up at him briefly, as if he knew him, but then he walked on. Probably thought Miller was being a curtain twitcher. 

He put his face closer to the glass. He could only see so far down the bridge, but he pictured the cemetery perfectly in his mind. Warriston Cemetery. Not only the scene where a little boy had been buried, but where Carol had been buried. At least she was in a coffin and had a marker, he reminded himself. Not like Terry. The old, burnt-out house was his silent marker. There were no names engraved on the stonework, no date of birth, no date of death. That would come later when Jill and Carl laid their son to rest.

He knew Carol would have been upset to know the little boy she so desperately wanted to find alive, was dead and buried in a place beside hundreds of other dead bodies, only nobody knew where he was, and it took a demolition team to discover him.

What if the house had never caught on fire? What if they decided to let the cemetery reclaim it after it had? What if a little boy hadn't pulled a grave on top of himself, and the council didn't bother about securing anything dangerous in the cemetery? There were a lot of "ifs" and "buts", but right now, a little boy had pulled a grave on top of himself, the house had caught on fire and the council had decided it was safer to get rid of the house.

They had to find out who had lived in the house. The council were checking through records. They had moved from their old offices on George IV Bridge to a brand new, purpose-built building down by Waverley station and were having teething problems with their IT system.

His breath fogged the window for a moment. He knew his wife was down in that general direction, lying in her grave. He silently wished her goodnight. Was it wrong to keep talking to her like this in his head? Probably. Did he care? No.

Of course his wife's death had been a shock, but not knowing who had killed her meant that – to him at least – her death wasn't final. Then, when they found out who had killed her a few months ago, more than two years after it happened, it felt as if he was really grieving now. That he had only just laid her to rest. Nobody would understand, so he didn't bother telling anybody.

He came away from the window, and once again the cat looked at him, its sense of self-preservation putting its body into DEFCON 2. 'It's okay, wee man,' he said to the cat, and Charlie accepted this, took a deep, contented breath and went back to sleep.

Miller didn't know why he had done this at the time, but he had wanted to know when Carol's body had been taken from the mortuary to the funeral home. If he looked down onto the High Street, he could judge where the mortuary was, in relation to the flat. So he could mentally look across in her direction and tell her she wasn't alone. Then, when they moved her to the funeral parlour that sat in the shadow of the Castle down in the Grassmarket, he could assure her he was still with her.

He couldn't sleep the night before her funeral, which he expected everybody experienced, but he had sat up most of the night talking to her. Thinking about his unborn son. Gone away with his mum. A little boy he would never get to hold, or play fire trucks with, or teach how to shave or talk to women. His little man. His little buddy.

Miller felt something hit him like a steam train. A feeling of complete and utter dread, as if something had just sucked all the life out of him, and he felt as if he wanted to sob like a child again, but couldn't.

He walked quickly through to the kitchen, opened one of the cabinets and saw the packets of painkillers, reached out for them for a moment, and then grabbed a glass. Maybe I should just grab a hold of the whisky bottle now and down it in one.

Instead, he ran the cold-water tap, and filled the glass, taking two of the painkillers to combat the headache he felt coming on.

Get a grip of yourself, he heard a voice in his head say. Life is for living. You have a life. Live it.

Charlie came walking into the kitchen and meowed, as if reminding Miller he was still there, Carol's cat, and he needed to be looked after. Miller picked him up and hugged him. The cat wriggled free and jumped down to go eat his food.

If they could only see you now, the boys in the station. Drinking water and hugging a cat. What next? Eating gluten-free food and taking up yoga?

He smiled to himself. Carol would have laughed at that.

He picked up his laptop again and sat back down with it, opening a file. Part of the transcript of his statement for the night Carol died. The kidnapper had said he liked Carol's spunk. Always had done. From afar. That's why he picked her. 

At the time, they knew he had picked Carol to do the ransom drop, but in their eyes, he had done so because she was a woman, and thought she was an easy target, not knowing Carol would take on anybody. 

Now he was convinced there was something going on at that hospital. And tomorrow he was going to find out.


CHAPTER 28




Miller woke feeling refreshed. He hadn't had an exhausted night's sleep like that for a long time. Sometimes it was better to go to bed when you were dead on your feet; that way you got to sleep like the dead. Dead. He vowed to get through the day without thinking of that word in context to his wife. 

He blinked and looked over to Kim's side of the bed. Carol's side. No, it was going to be Kim's. Besides this was a brand new bed. When he started dating Kim, he couldn't have his matrimonial bed still in the flat, so had paid the council to come and uplift it. So it really was Kim's side of the bed.

She wasn't there.

He always wore shorts and a T-shirt to bed, even in winter, but this morning, the daylight was behind the curtains. Not the sunshine, as his window faced northwest. He pulled on a pair of jogging bottoms that he kept on a chair outside the master en-suite, and looked at the clock; 7.17 am. He used his bathroom before going through to the living room. The TV was playing, showing a news channel.

The sound of cooking came from the kitchen. He walked in and Charlie ran up to him, winding his way between Miller's legs. 'Morning,' he said to Kim, bending over to pet the cat.

'Morning, honey,' Kim said. She had on a light housecoat, and he noticed she had slipped on a pair of shorts. She was cooking bacon in a frying pan, along with a couple of eggs.

'This is a bit different from when I first met you,' he said, walking up behind her and putting his arms around her waist. 'I can see my father living here has rubbed off on you.'

She turned and kissed him. 'I don't mind taking a turn cooking breakfast. Every time I'm round here, you cook for me, so fair's fair.'

'Just so you know, I don't eat a cooked breakfast every morning, but this smells good.'

'I was going to get you up shortly. You were dead to the world.'

Dead. 'I was. I can't remember when I last slept like this.'

'I wonder how Louise got on last night? It can't be easy, seeing your house go up in smoke like that.'

'It must be hard,' Miller said, switching on the coffee pot. 'I'm sure your dad's crew looked after her.'

Kim switched the frying pan off, and dished the food on to a plate. 'Sit down before it gets cold. I'll do the coffee.'

'As long as you understand that we share this. I don't want you to think if we move in with each other, then you'll be running after me.'

'If, Frank? I take it you've still not decided yet?'

He smiled at her as her face dropped. 'I'm sorry; I meant when.'

'Look, you don't have to. It's a big step, I've got Emma, we're both used to leading our own lives.'

'I want to, honestly. It was just a slip of the tongue.'

Her face brightened. 'You know, I fell in love with my husband, but not nearly as fast as I've fallen in love with you.'

He kissed her and she held onto him for a moment. 'Now sit, and eat your breakfast. I'll make us coffee. Gibb is having us meet at eight-thirty so we can go through the Terry White case. I have a feeling it's going to be a busy day.'

'I think so too.'

They ate breakfast, and talked about mundane things, which Miller enjoyed. It had been a while since mundane was the norm for him.

He showered, even though it had only been about eight hours since he'd last showered, but there was nothing like the tiny hot needles bouncing on his skin to make him forget things. 

As the water hit him, he knew he was making the right decision about Kim, and if he didn't commit to her, he would end up pushing her away. If he was honest with himself, he really did love her, and would prove it to her. First, though, he needed to prove it to himself. 

After he towelled off and dried, he came back into the bedroom and noticed the dressing gown lying on the bed. Kim was already dressed. 

He dressed in his suit, a lightweight cotton one, and headed into the living room where Kim was waiting. With another woman.

'Hi, Frank,' Lena Finn said. 

'I know you want a scoop, Lena, but don't you think this is going too far, even for you?'

'Oh, Frank, I've gone and done something stupid,' she said, her face looking as if she was going to burst into tears.

'I said you would have been better off joining the force instead of being a journo.'

'If only things were so simple.' She looked at Kim, who nodded. 'I made a mistake last night, Frank. And if they find me, they're going to kill me.'

Another woman walked out of the kitchen. 'Hi, Frank. You don't know me but I've heard a lot about you.'


CHAPTER 29




There were five men in the room. One, Two, Three, Four and Five.

They never used names when it was only them in the room. Not that they had to, but it was a way of getting used to calling each other by their monikers. They had agreed on this simple system a long time ago, basing it on nicknames Vietnam Vets would give each other, like Ghost, and Joker and Ace and whatever else they could think of. So they had adopted a simple number reference for themselves.

After all, they'd all seen a TV show where one crook shouted out, 'Watch your back, Jimmy!" or some such nonsense. Giving witnesses a chance to report to the police that one of the masked men was Jimmy. That sort of thing happened in movies. Maybe it happened for real, too, but not to them. Number Five was adamant they used their numbers. Put a number to a face. Get used to it. That way nobody slips up.

Which is why they were in the room together that Thursday morning, early.

'I called this meeting this morning because something unexpected happened last night.' Five looked around at the other faces. Three's especially.

'Nobody's putting any blame about here, but sometimes things go off at a tangent, and we have to regroup and have a debriefing, so we can learn from it. Do we all understand this?'

The other four men nodded.

'Number Three, the floor is all yours.'

Three, who was taller than One by a good two inches and would see that he weighed an extra fifty pounds if they were to each stand on a set of scales, walked up to the front of the room and looked at the others, while Five took a seat. There wasn't a man who walked God's Earth who Three feared, but knowing Five was listening intently to every word, every sentence, every nuance, made him feel just a little bit sweaty.

It was nothing to do with machismo. It was more to do with reputation. In their unit, they all tried to outdo each other, while working as a perfectly oiled machine, but it did no harm to stick out, to keep you ahead of the game.

'As you know, myself and number Two were doing a job last night. It was a retrieval, brought on by the unexpected, how can I put it, abduction of Shaun Foxall. That little plan went sideways, but we have our contingency to fall back on. So it's not a problem. What was a problem, was the woman who was watching me last night. I don't know what she was doing there, but she was watching me. We tried to take care of her, but the patrol car that was sent on the fake job we called in, came back. We would have had time to do the job, and get back out again, if this woman hadn't turned up.'

'Do you know who she is?'

'We do now.'

'So what do we do about her?' number Four asked.

'We have something up our sleeves for her, don't worry.'

'Why do you think she was in there after dark? Was she a junkie or something?'

'No. She's a reporter. She was there snooping. Obviously the police were hanging around, but she clearly knew if she climbed up that wall, she could gain access to the private garden without being seen and then get to the back of the old house. Those two coppers were just sitting around, not expecting to have somebody climb over the wall,' Three said. 'If they did see anybody, it would most likely be somebody coming up the driveway, but if it were ghouls coming to have a look, there was nothing to see.'

'I think they would have had a field day when they saw you digging up a corpse,' Four said. 'I can see that photo on the front page of The Sun.'

They all had a laugh at that, as if digging up a corpse in a cemetery was an everyday occurrence for them.

'Where is the corpse now?' One asked.

'In the van in the barn. We're going to transport him to his new location.'

Five stood up and looked at his watch. 'Right boys, I will have a word with our esteemed leader and explain the situation. Right now though, rush hour will be starting to kick in, so it's time everybody got a move on.'

They all got up and left the room.


CHAPTER 30




'You're our new neighbour,' Miller said to Samantha Willis.

'I was going to introduce myself to you when I got settled. I spoke to one man downstairs, and told him I was a writer, and he said he didn't read.' Samantha smiled.

Kim laughed. 'Well, I've heard of you. I didn't know you lived in these apartments, but I did know you're American, living in Edinburgh.'

'You said you knew my dad?' Miller said, as they all sat down at the kitchen table. Charlie walked up and introduced himself to the two new women in his dad's life by rubbing himself on their legs.

'I just met him last night.' She rubbed the cat's chin as she told them the tale of how she and Jack met.

'So how do you know Lena here?'

Samantha looked across at her friend and smiled. 'She's the Evening Post's crime writer, but she also doubles as their crime novel reviewer. She asked me for an interview one day, and we had coffee and hit it off right away. We've been friends ever since.'

'Small world. What part of America do you come from?'

 'Originally from Connecticut, but then I moved to New York State in my twenties. My first husband was from the Hudson Valley. He died. And I felt so lost, but then I came over to Scotland to look up some family history, and I met my second husband. He's from here in Edinburgh, but he's a jerk. We're about to finalise our divorce.'

Miller drank some of his coffee. Lena caught his eye. He smiled at her and gently put his hand over hers. 'Don't worry, we'll keep you safe. Now, why don't you tell me what you've been up to?'

Her tale of watching a man dig something up from the private garden next to the caretaker's cottage seemed far-fetched, and it had crossed his mind that maybe she could be making up some cock-and-bull story to get close to him so she could bleed information out of him regarding the Terry White case. She had lost her phone so she couldn't show him some photo of a man bent over in the dark in the cemetery. She had said she'd cancelled that phone, but whoever had it might still be able to get into it, even if he couldn't make a call. Now he had to hedge his bets, although, if she was making this up, she was a lot better than he ever gave her credit for. 

'The forensics team will be back at the cemetery around nine-thirty. By the time they get the team assembled and get down there.' He looked at the clock on the kitchen wall. 'That gives you about forty-five minutes to get there and have a quick scout around. Although I'm not advocating disturbing a crime scene, but if we wait for Maggie Parks and her team, we could be waiting all day for access. She's good at her job and goes by the book, so she won't let us near it before she's cleared it. However, I want somebody to have a look at it now.'

'You're going to the mortuary this morning, aren't you?' Kim said.

'Yes, then the council offices.'

'Why don't I take Lena down and have a look? Meet up with you later?'

'Okay, you do that.'

'I'll get back to my apartment,' Samantha said, getting up from the table.

'Thanks for letting me stay last night, Sam,' Lena said. 'I really was too scared to go home.'

Miller didn't tell her that staying away from her house was probably a good idea, considering what had happened to Louise's house.

He made a mental note for somebody to talk to the uniforms who had been on patrol duty in the cemetery last night, and see what call they had gone on. Then he could see they were put on school crossing patrol. If it was true what Lena said about one of the men telling the other the police car was coming back, then it meant they had left their post. The man hadn't said, Here's the police coming, but, The cops are coming back, according to Lena's account of things.

Samantha left, saying she was working on the plot of her next novel. Her new one would be out in September but she needed to get busy on this one. 'DI Callahan won't write himself,' she said, bidding goodbye to them.

Miller left the apartment and walked down into the sunshine, walking through the shopping arcade connecting the North Bridge with Cockburn Street. His pool car was parked in front of Kim's TT.

He was still unsure of Lena and whether the man in the jumpsuit was her photographer friend helping her with her ruse, but he would find out.

He drove down Cockburn Street and turned along Market Street, taking a long circuitous route to the mortuary down in the Cowgate.

The sun was baking the inside of his car, making his shirt feel sticky. He parked in the mortuary car park, next to one of the grey vans. He walked up to the back door and rang the bell.

One of the new assistants, a young Polish girl called Natalie Strozewski, opened the door for him. 'Come in, Detective Miller.'

He smiled at her as he crossed the threshold. 'Thanks, Natalie.' He waited until she closed the door. 'When I told my dad you were Polish and you had the nickname "Sticks", he wanted to know if they call you that because your last name is Strozewski.'

She looked at him as if he was daft. 'No, of course not. They call me Sticks because I play drums in a band.' She laughed, and Miller could feel his face going red.

'Deary me, Lothian and Border's finest getting ridiculed by a wee lassie,' Gus Weaver said, coming into the receiving area where they stood.

'Less of the wee,' Sticks said, walking away. She turned back once to look at Miller, smiled and winked at him.

'Never mind, Frank, you can't be right all the time. How you doing anyway?'

'Fuck off, Weaver, and get the kettle on. And it's Police Scotland now.'

Weaver guffawed. 'Oh, look, now I've insulted the wee laddie.'

'You've been drinking too much with my old man. Besides, it wasn't such a leap to think "sticks" came from her name.'

'And yet...nobody else makes that connection.'

'I am going to find something on you one day, Weaver, and when you're in Saughton begging me to bring you in some soap-on-a-rope, I'll be the one who gets the last laugh.'

'Never happen, Frankie boy. I'm squeaky clean. If you'll pardon the pun.' Weaver laughed again, leading Miller to think, not for the first time, that the older man had a drink with his breakfast.

'Where's Kate Murphy?' They were walking towards the offices that were down a little corridor off the receiving area.

'She's having a conference with the PF. Fourth day on the job and she's late. Professor Plum will go off his head.'

'Especially if he hears you calling him that.' Professor Leo Chester was the head pathologist, and ran a tight ship.

'He knows we call him that behind his back.'

'I hate to think what you call me behind my back.'

'As if we'd have a name for you, Frank.' He walked into a small eating area where the kettle lived. 'Come on William Wallace, I'll make you a coffee.'

'What? Away with yourself. I don't even look like Mel Gibson.' He looked at his watch. 'I'll wait a wee while and see if she turns up. I have other places to go, but it can wait a bit longer.'

They chatted idly while the kettle boiled. 'So, where does Sticks play?' Miller asked.


CHAPTER 31




Neil McGovern liked to keep fit, but that didn't include running for ten miles every morning before drinking a glass of juice made from squashed carrots. He and Norma had made a small gym at home in their large, detached house in Merchiston, complete with a treadmill, exercise bike and some weights. Just enough to fend off old age without giving himself a heart attack.

They'd both been enthusiastic about using the equipment when they first got it, but McGovern was the first to admit his bright idea had dwindled to a mere, I'll get round to it when I have time attitude. Norma Banks thought the exercise bike made a great hanger for drying wet clothes.

So now, on this bright Thursday morning in June, the most exercise he was getting was hopping into the back of the Range Rover that was waiting for him in his driveway.

'How were things during the night?' he asked his driver.

'Miss Walker was a bit unsettled, sir,' the man said. 'I called one of the female members from the department, thinking the lady might want another female just to talk to, to reassure her she was safe.'

'Did it work?'

'Yes, she relaxed after a little while. The agent is a medical doctor, so she gave Miss Walker something to help her relax.'

'That's good. Take me to the office now, then we can get going with the safe house. Is that all sorted yet?'

The car glided away, the supercharged engine needing little effort to move the heavy SUV. 'Yes, sir. The safe house was cleaned after the previous occupant was moved. It's all set up ready for new visitors.'

Visitors. As if they were all going on a trip to Blackpool.

McGovern unfolded the newspaper he had been holding. The Edinburgh Evening Post's sister paper, The Caledonian. He personally knew the editor, a man he had come to know very well over the past few months. They'd had dinner one evening in a quiet restaurant, where the ambience was light, the food good, and the threat very clear. McGovern sometimes felt he was part of a large Mafia family, and that meeting could certainly have come straight from an episode of a TV gangster show, but the editor had been making verbal threats against a man who was under the umbrella of McGovern's department. The last thing McGovern needed was the man's cover blown.

Now he and the editor had an understanding. 

The paper was full of tripe. Sometimes he disgusted himself by reading it. Some of the news articles were just nonsense, yet here he was, sitting in the back of a luxury four-by-four that had a veritable arsenal in its boot, still reading the damned thing. 

The story about the fire on the outskirts of the city caught his attention on page five. Just a little bit about the house being burned out. After McGovern's phone call early that morning, he was glad to see the name they had printed was indeed that of Louise Walker. It wouldn't do to have somebody read it and find another name there. It would buy them some time, if nothing else.

Whoever had torched the house and killed the woman would think they had gotten away with killing Louise. 

'Did you acquire the CCTV footage?' he asked his driver, putting his paper down for a moment.

'Yes we did.' The driver stopped at a set of lights at Newington Road, waiting to make the turn for Holyrood Road. He briefly looked in the rear view mirror. 'The inn just down the road was accessed after we paid them a visit, and a dark van passed by shortly before the triple nine calls were received. It was an old thing, dark grey. We traced the plates; they belong to a Massey Ferguson tractor registered in the Highlands.'

'So they switched them. Which means our thoughts that maybe this is a professional job is turning out to be right. I'll need to give Frank Miller a call so he can have a wee chat with Carl White again. I want him brought in this time, and given a proper going over.'

The driver pulled away from the lights and headed through the Queen's Park towards the Parliament offices. The car stopped at the car park barrier and a guard checked the ID before the barrier lowered flush into the ground. He drove forward and into the underground car park.

McGovern walked in to the cool offices, the climate control operating perfectly. He sat in his office and started looking through some paperwork when his secretary came in with a coffee.

'Thank you, just what I need.' He took the cup and had a sip before laying it down on his desk. 'Did you get the ball rolling regarding that background check I asked for last night?'

'I did, sir. Louise Walker is clean. There are no mental issues with her or her family, and she doesn't have a criminal record.'

'What about her friend, Cindy Shields?'

'Nothing on her either. Both of them worked for Carl White Exotic Car Sales, as sales executives. Cindy still does. Or did, if it turns out it was her in that house.'

'What does Louise do for a living now?' McGovern drank more of the perfectly brewed coffee.

'Believe it or not, she's just started her own business. Selling used German cars. High end stuff.'

McGovern's eyebrows rose. 'So she's a rival for Carl's business now. I wonder if he would be pissed off enough to try and get rid of her?'

'It takes all sorts, as we very well know, sir.'

'How many times have I asked you to call me Neil? This is going to be a very informal department.'

His secretary smiled. 'I'm so used to working in London where they all expect to be called sir.'

'I was one of them. Trust me, we weren't all like that.'

She smiled back at him. 'I know that now, Neil.'

'I'm going to go through this paperwork, and then I'll get down the road. I'm sure Jack Miller will have strangled Richard Sullivan by now.'




****




Kate Murphy stood looking at the bottle of wine on her kitchen countertop, and thought she could do one of two things; down the wine and spend the rest of the day in bed, or go to work.

The wine won her over and she was just reaching for the bottle opener when her front doorbell rang. She walked cautiously up the hallway, and thought about looking through the peephole, when an angry fire exploded inside her. She stormed up to the door, unlocked it and swung it wide.

'Right then, you-'

'Good morning, Kate,' Norma Banks said, smiling at the pathologist.

The fire went out as quickly as it had started. 'Oh, Norma, I'm so sorry. I'm just fed up.'

'Well, get the kettle on and we can have a coffee.'

'Of course. Come in.' Kate stepped aside and Norma walked into the cool hallway.

'This is a nice place.'

'It's much better than my old one in London. Property is so expensive down there. Coming up to Edinburgh makes my salary go that bit further.' She led the PF through to the living room. It was open plan, with the kitchen and combined dining room at the far end. A door from the dining room led onto a small, private balcony.

Norma walked over to the window, which overlooked Holyrood Road, and the old Edinburgh Evening Post offices. 'How are you settling in?'

Kate switched the kettle on and poured coffee from an instant jar into two mugs. 'I'm settling in fine. There's twenty-four-hour concierge, secure underground parking. It's a really nice place.'

Norma turned from the window and walked into the kitchen. 'No you're not,' she said, picking up the wine bottle.

'Almost fine.'

Norma put the bottle back down. 'I think I may have overdone it a bit yesterday in the cemetery.'

Kate smiled. 'You were fine. Nobody will ever suspect, and I don't plan to socialise with them, so there won't be any awkward questions coming up.'

'It's okay to socialise with them. They don't bite. In fact, you would find them to be good friends if you got to know them better.'

'I'll see.'

The kettle boiled, and Kate made the coffees. They sat down in the living room. 'I'm going to be late. Talk about getting off to a bad start. I couldn't sleep, that's all. I took more painkillers than I needed to, and overslept.'

Norma held up a hand. 'I already made a call and spoke to Gus Weaver. I said you were having a conference with me, and that you'll be late.'

'Was he alright about it?'

Norma smiled. 'Kate, my dear, Weaver knows more than to be alright with it. He may not be happy, but he won't say anything. Leo Chester and I go way back.'

They sat in silence for a moment, the sun streaming in through the window, and Kate watched as dust motes floated through the beam of light like tiny invisible bombers that were vulnerable only when they passed through the sun's rays.

'Do you think we can pull this off?' Kate asked eventually, putting her mug down on the coffee table.

'Of course we can. Don't worry about it.'

'Okay. I'd better go and get dressed. After our coffee.'


CHAPTER 32




'It's along here,' Lena said, as Kim parked her car. Another patrol car was parked at the house, and Kim showed her ID to the young officer in the driving seat. Then they walked along to the extension and through the archway, where Lena had run for her life a few hours before.

'I was in here. I figured I could get a birds-eye view, sort of. Get a photo with my phone.' They turned right, and everything seemed different in the daylight.

'Lena, whatever possessed you to come in here by yourself?' Kim said.

'Hey, I'm always chasing a story, always trying to get an angle. It's a very cut-throat business now, especially since you can read news online without paying for a newspaper. I'll be lucky if I'm not out of a job by the time the editor hears this.'

'It must be hard. I can't say I envy you.' 

Lena led her to the huge gravestone sitting against the wall overlooking the caretaker's private garden. 'I'll show you what happened,' she said, and was about to climb the grave when she looked down and saw her phone sitting at the pedestal. 'Look. It's still there,' she said, picking up the device.

'Well, at least you know they didn't take it.'

She picked it up by the edges and had a pained look on her face. 'I know I should hand this over so it can be dusted for prints, but...'

Kim pulled a bag out of her pocket, a little Ziploc she kept there. It was force of habit as she used it to put her keys and change in when she went through the metal detector on her way to the PF's offices, before she worked there.

'Dammit, Kim. Just as well I have a throwaway phone.'

'I won't ask why you have one of those as well,' she said, zipping the bag up. 'To pester former boyfriends, perhaps?'

'I wish I had time for a boyfriend. Then maybe I'd have one to pester.'

Kim put the phone away in her pocket. 'Let's climb up there. I want to see what you saw.'

'It was dark, mind, but light enough to make out the figure digging.' She started climbing up the gravestone anchored firmly against the wall. There was no fear of this one falling down. When she was on top, she scooted herself a long a bit, and waited for Kim to climb up. Both women fit and managing the climb with confidence. Once they were both on top of the ivy-covered wall, they sat and looked around them. Things were always different in the daylight, and Kim could see the tenements across Warriston Road. She was also aware this was where Frank's wife was buried, and for a moment, she wished he were there so she could give him a hug.

On the other side of the wall, they could both clearly see where something had been dug up. 'It certainly seems like something was there,' Kim said. The sun was up high, and they felt the heat burning into them. 'Come on, let's climb down this side and see what he was digging up.'

On the drive over to the cemetery, Kim ran different scenarios through her head, mostly involving Lena and whether she had experienced some kind of breakdown. What if she was just looking for some new angle for a story? Although she hadn't known Lena for as long as Frank had, she had a sense that the reporter was genuine here

It wasn't so much a climb down the other side, but rather a hang down as far as you can, let go, and hope you don't break your ankle affair. The wall was high so she grabbed hold of the ivy and was starting to let herself go down when it came away from the wall. She jumped down hoping to God there weren't any old tools in the overgrown weeds at this end of the garden.

There weren't. Lena climbed part of the way down and jumped too. That's when they saw the old, rusty, overturned wheelbarrow somebody could have used to shimmy up the wall. Like a man in a jumpsuit, wearing a respirator.

'This is like being back on school holidays, trying to amuse ourselves,' she said to Kim.

'If this wasn't such a serious business, it would be fun, I have to admit.' She walked to the far corner where a six-foot long strip of earth was freshly dug over, or dug up.

'You saw something that had been wrapped, being lifted out of here?' Kim said.

'Oh yes. I got a photo too. It will be on the phone. You'll see for yourself.'

'It was shaped like a body, you said?'

'Yes, wrapped in heavy-duty polythene.'

Kim took her phone out and snapped off a few photos, and then switched to record mode, making a short video. When she finished, she put the phone away.

'Show me where the guy fell after he'd climbed up there, Lena.'

Lena walked forward and pointed to a spot where the weeds and grass looked as if they had been flattened. 'I think it was about here. It was dark, so I can't be a hundred percent certain.'

'Right. I'll call Frank and let him know what we saw. He can get Maggie Parks and her team to comb this area. The question remains though; if it was a body, what did they do with it?'


CHAPTER 33




Miller felt good around Gus Weaver. He didn't know much about the older guy, but whenever the mortuary staff had a night out, Miller was inevitably asked along. Jack was always going on about how he always had a good relationship with the staff there. Obviously it helped with Julie Davidson, one of the previous pathologists, being related to Miller through marriage.

'So there I was, Frank, dancing on one of the tables. Now, you know me, I like a good drink, but I was well pished this night. They had this old eighties song going, and there I was giving it yahoo when the manager came across and asked us to leave. I couldn't understand why, so I gave him a bit of lip. Of course, your dad was working that night on some case, and heard my name coming over the radio. He told the patrol officers he would deal with it. He came down, settled it with the manager, and got me in a taxi. And to this day, I still don't know who the woman was. It wasn't the wife, that's all I know.'

'I can just see you belting it out on a table top, Gus.'

A woman stopped at the doorway. 'Morning, Gus. And you too, Detective..?'

'Miller.'

'Sorry, I forgot your name.' Kate Murphy smiled at them both before walking along to her office. 

Miller followed, and Weaver went off to do his own thing, saying, 'Catch you later, Frank,' as he went.

'Apologies for the tardiness. I had a meeting with the PF. She wanted me to give her a quick update.' Kate slipped off a light blue blazer and hung it on a coat hook on the wall. 

Miller felt a shiver run down his spine for a moment. Thinking about when his now-dead sister-in-law was sitting in this very office. As soon as the thought entered, it went out almost as fast.

'Don't worry about it. I'm just here to see how you're getting along with young Terry.'

Kate pulled on a lab coat and walked past him. 'Come on, I'll show you.'

They walked along the corridor into the receiving area and on into the storage area. 'I read up on this case last night.' She stopped and looked at him. 'It must have been hard for you at the time.'

'It was.' An ice ball fell into his stomach as they walked into the refrigerated room where the drawers were. She walked past the drawers holding the long-term bodies, the ones that were in dispute with the families and couldn't be released for a funeral just yet.

'I can't even imagine what you went through.'

'You married, Kate?'

She shook her head. 'I was going to say I'm married to the job, but that would be a bit of a cliché. I do enjoy my work, but I work to live, not live to work. I do have a life outside of here.'

'In our jobs, it's sometimes hard to find a social life.'

'Tell me about it. You end up going drinking with the same people you work with all day. Not that that's a bad thing, but when you've finished the entrée, you have to leave room for the ice cream.'

'True.' Miller found her analogy to be spot on. He himself had a good friend in Ian Powers, a computer guy he investigated a few years back, and had helped prove the man's innocence. Now Powers worked for Neil McGovern. He and Ian sometimes hit a few pubs together and they would talk about different things, and Miller made a point of not talking about how his day went, unless Powers asked him. 'That's not to say you're not welcome in The Rebel with us. Or we sometimes go to Logie Bairds.'

'Thanks, that's very kind, but I'm not much of a drinker.'

'We can soon sort that.' Miller smiled at her, warming to the woman. He put her bad mood the previous day down to nerves. 

'Maybe I'll pop in one night if you let me know when you guys are going.'

'I'll give you a call.'

Kate stood before one of the drawers at waist level,  the new addition deliberately placed there as people might want to inspect the corpse. She pulled on the handle and the flat drawer slid out easily and Miller stared at the form beneath the white sheet.

'You ready, Frank?' Kate asked him.

'You'd think this was my first one,' he said. He felt the blood drain from his face. Under here is the reason my wife died. The little boy she was trying to find that night. Running around with a bag of money in the hope the kidnappers would give her Terry's whereabouts. He looked her in the eyes and nodded.

Miller didn't gasp out loud, but he felt his blood pressure shoot up, as if all the blood in his body had just been pumped into his head. The boy's decomposed body looked as if it had been underground for a hundred years. Most of the internal organs were gone, leaving pieces of ragged skin covering his bones. Same with his skull. After he had been brought here and transported to the lab for examination, all his clothes had been cut off and a cloth covered his groin area.

'Bugs had eaten away most of his flesh, organs and skin. Being a cemetery, there were plenty of them around to eventually find their way into a coffin, but Terry had simply been put into the ground in his school uniform. Had he been taken from his school?'

Miller took a deep breath and thought his head was going to explode. A cluster headache belted through his brain at top speed, making him wish he had some painkillers on him. 'He was supposed to go over to a friend's house, but he didn't make it. This friend didn't go to the same school, but they hung out together.'

'I had a look at him, and because the decomposition is so bad, there isn't a definite ruling on how he died, but we took x-rays, and there are two broken vertebrae in his neck. I'm going to hazard a guess and say he died of a broken neck, but I will have to write undetermined on his death certificate because I can't actually prove that's the cause.'

'Can you tell if somebody snapped his neck?'

'Yes. When somebody has their neck broken by another human being, there are a number of characteristics, and I'll have a closer look later. We still have to tidy him up a bit and take more x-rays.'

'A car accident?'

'No. Once again, if I was to hazard a guess – and it's only because I've seen it for myself a few times – I would say Terry fell down a flight of stairs and broke his neck at the bottom. Again, I'll have a closer look along with Professor Chester.'

'So the question for me to find the answer to is, did he fall or was he pushed?'

'That's it exactly.'

'And you still think he died around the same time Carol died?'

'I would say so, Frank. I can't give you an exact date, but around that time, looking at his condition.'

Kate slid the drawer back in place and closed the door. 'I've scheduled the PM on the lady who was burnt in the house fire last night. I wasn't here when she was brought in, but since it wasn't a suspicious death, I've pencilled her in for this afternoon.'

'We've had some new information in on that, and it could be suspicious. We're looking into it today, just to keep you in the loop.'

'Okay. Duly noted.' 

Miller's phone rang and he spoke to somebody on the other end before hanging up. 'I have to go. Thanks for letting me see him.'

He walked out of the storage room and the noise from the fridge motors sounded thunderous in his ears. Now he wanted to have a word with Carl White.

And the phone call told him he didn't have to look far.




****




The station was buzzing as Miller walked in through the back door. It was like a giant machine slowly warming itself up to operating temperature. In the same way as a Ferrari will run better, when its engine oil has warmed up.

Instead of going up to the investigation room, Miller headed downstairs to where the holding cells were.

'Right noisy bastard he is, now that he's woken up. Doesn't even know where the hell he is,' the sergeant in charge said.

Miller stepped forward and slammed open the steel viewing flap in the door and peered into the cell.

'About fucking time,' the man said. He was dishevelled, one side of his shirt sticking out of his trousers, his hair sticking up at irregular angles, his face in need of a shave, but apart from that, Carl White looked the same as he did the day before.

'Now, now, Mr. White, we don't want to piss off the staff here, do we?' Miller said.

'Where the bloody hell am I?' He stepped forward. 'Is that you, Miller?'

Miller slammed the flap shut, and turned round to the uniform. 'How long's he been in here?'

'Since seven-thirty last night. According to the bar staff, he was blootered by seven. They gave him a chance to leave; he wouldn't, so they called us. A patrol van with six guys brought him in after he started swinging a chair about. Off his head he was.'

'You got his belt and laces?'

'I have.'

'Is he being charged?'

'We were on the fence with giving him a caution or not, and the bar staff don't want to press any charges. Technically, we could do him for breach of the peace.'

'He just heard yesterday we found his son. You know the Terry White case?'

'Who doesn't?'

'That's Terry's dad. I had to tell him yesterday morning that we found his wee boy.' He looked at the sergeant. 'I think I would have got blootered as well.'

'You want me to release him without charge?'

'I don't think the PF would pursue it. Right now though, I need him sobered up. I need him to answer a few questions upstairs in an interview room.'

'Give me ten minutes and I'll release him to you.'

'Fine. I'll sign his release, and depending on how the questions go, hopefully you won't see him back down here.'


CHAPTER 34




'So, you don't work for Robert Molloy anymore, I hear?' Jack Miller said, sitting down at the dining table with another cup of coffee. The back door leading out onto the balcony, open, letting in a nice cool breeze.

Tai Lopez sat down opposite him. 'That's right. I told him I was opening my own little restaurant, which I did.'

'Was he annoyed?'

'Not at all. I gently reminded him that my uncle was coming over from Columbia with some of his friends to help me get it off the ground. Which they did. And I took them on The Blue Martini where I used to work, and my uncle loved the idea of a floating restaurant. I introduced them to Molloy. I won't get any trouble from him.'

'I know Molloy, and he'll keep his ears open regarding any trouble at your restaurant. He doesn't want a war with your family, that's for sure.'

'I haven't had any trouble.'

Jack took a sip of his coffee. 'How are things with Richard?'

'I moved in permanently, and to be honest, things are far better than I ever imagined. He treats me like a lady, something I've never had before.'

'I'm glad to hear it. I've actually come to like him myself. We've had a few pints together recently.' He looked across at Tai and could see why Sullivan would be attracted to her. She was Scottish through and through, but her father's Columbian heritage was evident. Her slight accent also showed that she lived in Columbia for the longest time when she was a little girl.

'I'm glad you two are able to have a drink with each other without you wanting to rip his head off.'

Jack laughed. 'Water under the bridge now.'

Sullivan walked into the room. 'I just got off the phone with Margaret White. I managed to calm her down and reassure her that Shaun was being well taken care of. I mean, it's not like he's locked in a dungeon somewhere, being water-boarded.'

'Why can't you refer her to another lawyer?' 

'Well, Jack, don't you think it would be better if I controlled things from this end? If I hand the reins over to somebody else, it will make life difficult for all of us. This way, I can ease her mind and make sure Shaun is kept safe.'

'Good point.'

The doorbell rang. Sullivan answered it. McGovern walked in with Louise.

'Good morning, everybody.'

'Hey, Neil,' Tai said, getting up and walking over to him. She gave him a peck on the cheek. 'Hi, Louise.'

'Hi.'

'You two need some coffee?'

'Tai, my darling, you read my mind. But Richard can get it for us. Don't want him thinking I'm being sexist.'

Sullivan sighed and waved an arm in the general direction of the dining table. 'Make yourself comfortable, and I'll be mother.'

'How are you feeling?' Tai asked Louise.

'Shattered, to be honest. I need to get to work though. I have my own business to run. The cars won't sell themselves.'

'Don't you worry about that, Louise,' McGovern said. 'I already have one of my men at your showroom just now. He's the temporary manager you put in place to run things while you're taking a break. Anybody asks, you're away to Spain. If they see the news report on the TV about your house burning, then the manager will say he knows nothing about it.'

'What if Carl comes looking for me?'

'He won't. Trust me. I called Frank Miller earlier and he's about to have a chat with Carl.'

'He won't like being disturbed at work again.'

'Two things: first, I don't care what he likes. If Frank has to go there forty times to talk to him, he will do, and second, that's not an issue, because Carl's not at work.'

'Then where is he?'




****




'I need a coffee,' Carl White said, leaning his head down on the table.

'Drink the water,' Miller said.

White looked up, his eyes bloodshot and his face pale, after he'd just thrown up in the toilets. He drank the glass of water. Miller nodded to the uniform standing at the door; go fetch another glass.

The officer left, and Miller wanted to feel pity for the man sitting across from him, but if he was indeed involved in his son's kidnapping, there was no pity to be had.

'Tell me where you were last night,' he said.

White took a deep breath as if he was going to be sick again and let his foetid breath out. Miller took a packet of Polo mints from his pocket and gave one to White.

'I think you can gather I was out drinking,' he said, the round mint clanking against his teeth as he spoke round it.

'Where?'

'I started off in the Grassmarket, at the Last Drop. Then I went on to a few others.' He rattled them off and Miller wrote them down. 'Then I can't be sure, because the more I got pished, the less I remember.'

'So you don't remember being in the Tumbler in Home Street?'

'Is that where I was?'

'It's where you were picked up by one of our patrol vans. You were getting stroppy with the barman, so he called us.'

'If you say so.'

The uniform came back with a glass of water and Miller made White drink it. 'Why don't you tell me when you went out to Louise's farmhouse?'

'What? I didn't go there.'

'You just said you can't remember things. We think you went out to Louise's house and set fire to it.'

'What?' He looked shocked. 'What do you mean, set fire to it?'

'You got angry with her. I mean, it's understandable; Louise came into the showroom to tell you to pick up your stuff from her house, then you had bad news about Terry. What then? You got mad, went out there and burnt the place down? Maybe you had a fight and killed her. Decided to try and cover up the crime by setting fire to the place.'

'Louise is dead? Oh God, no. Please don't tell me that.' He looked at Miller and tears started streaming down his face. 

'Maybe you love her so much that you don't want anybody else to have her.'

'My relationship with her wasn't like that.'

'What was it like? She like it rough so you just happened to throw her about in the name of sex?'

'I didn't put a hand on her. Ever.'

'That's not what she said. She told us you gave her a bloody good belting at times. That you had a temper and couldn't control it.' The lie came easily to Miller. He'd lied to so many suspects, trying to trip them up.

'That's not true. Why would she say that? I treated her like a Princess.' He started sobbing louder. 'I can't believe she's dead.'

Miller didn't want to put him out of his misery just yet. If the fire was set deliberately to cover up a crime, then he wanted to keep Louise safe.

Miller's phone rang. It was Kim. 'Go and get him cleaned up a bit,' Miller told the uniform. He answered his phone.

'I'm at the front desk. They told me you were interviewing somebody.'

Miller waited until White had left the room. 'I'm talking to Carl White. I don't think he torched Louise's house, if it was torched. So far, there's nothing to say it was, and I would have been inclined to go on the word of that fire commander, if Louise hadn't told us about that money and the vehicle registration document.'

'Which were conveniently burned in the fire.'

'I know we need to err on the side of caution. That's why I'm glad your dad has her in protective custody right now. That way we can keep an eye on her without her knowing we're checking on her.'

'I've handed in Lena's phone. To be taken to the lab. It was at the cemetery where she dropped it. I've left a note for them to download any photos from it and email me the ones from last night.'

'Good. Is Lena okay?'

'She's in good spirits, but she called her boss and told him she needed to take some sick leave as she's not feeling well.'

'Where is she going to go?'

'She's going to stay at Samantha Willis's flat.'

'Great. That way we can keep an eye on her as well.'

'I'm sure Jack will like an excuse for popping along there.'

'Now they've been introduced, I'm sure there will be no stopping him.'

'She's a nice woman, and a great writer.'

'Listen, I'm going to take Carl White home. You want to come with me?'

'Sure. I'll meet you at the back door.'

When White came back with the uniform, his shirt was tucked in and he had obviously run some water through his hair, dampening it down a bit.

'A colleague and I are going to run you home.'

He nodded and followed Miller out of the room. Miller made him walk downstairs in front of him, just in case he got it in his mind to give Miller a shove. At the back door, Kim was waiting for them.

'Mr. White. We meet again.'

'I look a bit rougher than yesterday, as you can obviously tell.'

'We've all been there.'

'I've got my pool car out here,' Miller said, leading them out to the car park. 'Did you move back to Barnton?' Miller asked, as he started the car. Miller figured White had maybe rented his house out when he moved in with Louise, but Louise's words hit him again; Carl White owns nothing.

White gave a laugh that had no humour in it. 'I haven't stayed there in a while.'

'So where to?'

'Fife. Land of the coal miner.'

'Nothing wrong with Fife. My grandparents lived there.'

'I'm not saying there's anything wrong with it, but you know what a snob I am. I lived in Barnton, now I'm living over there in the great Kingdom.'

The drive up to Kelty took half an hour.

'Tell me what you remember from that night,' Miller said.

'It was nearly three years ago, man.'

'It's been fucking three years for me as well, White. Now, just tell me what you remember before I drop you off in the middle of nowhere.'

White sighed. Thoughts from so long ago fought for space with the thoughts of the here and now. 'I was out the night Terry went missing,' he started to say, as if he was reading it from a script inside his head. He had probably gone through his story a million times before.

'Out where?' Miller knew the answer, mainly because he had read through the files again. But he wanted to see if White came up with the same answer. It would normally be a stretch to think somebody might remember what they were doing three years ago, but he himself knew what he was doing. It sounded unfair, because that was the night his wife died, but it was also the night this man's son was taken by a stranger. Or was it really a stranger, Carl? he thought to himself. 

'That bitch said she got a call from a guy demanding money.' That bitch. Jill.

'She told you the next day when you got back. After your little drinking session.'

'That's right. And let's not forget the whoring. I was a womaniser back then as well as a drunk.'

'Why didn't she call you?'

'We lived together in those days. Marriage is a term for people married to each other, who still want to be together. Jill and I stayed under the same roof.'

Miller remembered the bitter arguments in front of the officers from the Serious Crimes. He knew White and his wife were on the brink, maybe had been for a long time, and Terry's disappearance seemed to push them into the divorce courts.

'The thing we never got to the root of was why Terry was picked by the kidnapper. So he went to an exclusive school, but from what I gathered, there were a lot of other rich boys there. Why did he single out Terry?'

'I don't know. I've asked myself the same question a million times over.'

'It couldn't have been a random kidnapping,' Kim said from the back seat. 'He knew to phone your wife. He knew your phone number.'

'We knew that and pulled in everybody who had access to the number,' Miller said, keeping his eyes on the road in front. 'Even though the number was unlisted, there are times when people give it away. It was impossible to know who had it, although we figured it wouldn't be a stranger.'

'He was clever, though,' White said, a line of sweat running across his brow. 'He kept everybody running around and still he didn't get caught. But why did he have to kill my boy?'

Miller didn't have an answer. He watched the Odeon cinema slide by at the Halbeath interchange at Dunfermline. It had been a while since Miller had been to the cinema. He couldn't even remember what movie he had seen. It had to have been with Carol though.

Both Kim and White were silent now. The only sound, the noise of the cold air being blown out of the vents and a DJ on Scot FM playing past hits. China Crisis. Wishful Thinking. Released before he was born, but he liked 80's music. 

The Kelty turnoff beckoned at the top of a steep incline on the motorway. Turning right, he headed into Kelty itself, slowing down at Welcome to Kelty sign, as if it was the hub of the tourist trail round Fife. It didn't have quite the same ring as Welcome to Vegas.

'Where to?' Miller asked.

'First on the left,' White said, perking up. 'Up to the roundabout, left again.'

Miller drove as directed. A group of youths looking for trouble hung about outside a corner store, throwing sweets at each other and shouting. A few of them stared after his car, the prospect of a stranger to hassle. One of them stuck his fingers up at the car, asking for a confrontation.

You're  picking on the wrong fucking guy, Miller thought to himself, watching the reprobates dancing about in the road. 

This wasn't an affluent town. Professional people bought the detached houses in the new estate on the back road to Cowdenbeath. Five minutes' drive to the motorway to escape to work in the morning, returning at night where they would be cordoned off from what they saw as the poverty and depravation of the council houses up the road.

White told him to stop in a driveway with a narrow entrance, waiting to trap an unwary driver. Loch Leven Terrace, a refurbished block of four. 

White stumbled up the outside stairs to his flat. Unlocked the door and stepped in followed by Kim. Miller took up the rear.

A few more carpeted stairs led up to the lobby. White turned right and went straight into the bathroom. 'Go right through,' he said, shutting the door on them.

The smell of stale cooking hit their nostrils as they passed the kitchen. The living room was on the right, the door open, and cigarette smoke hanging in the air like the aftermath of a shootout. Miller sensed the presence of somebody in the room before Kim walked in.

By then it was almost too late.


CHAPTER 35




Years before, a hand-to-hand combat instructor had told Kim, In the time it takes you to think about striking back, you're already dead.

The agents in her department had to constantly practice their combat skills, and the same people who taught MI5 agents trained them. Another tactic that stuck in her mind: Use anything you can grab as a weapon. Pencil, lamp, anything at all. In the right hands, anything can be a deadly weapon. If you don't have one, and he does, take it from him and use it against him. He might be fast, but if you want to stay alive, you have to be faster.

Now, as she walked into the living room, her senses kicked in and she turned, her body already going into fight mode. Her eyes tracked the trajectory of the bottle in the woman's hand and she grabbed hold of it, using her momentum to throw her round and down, taking the weapon from her. For a second, Kim was about to bring the bottle down on the woman's head, incapacitating her in case she had a knife, or worse, a gun. 

The woman's housecoat had ridden up, revealing a short nightdress underneath. Kim kept hold of the woman's wrist, bending the arm at the elbow.

'You fucking bastard!' the woman screamed.

Miller took out his handcuffs and clamped her arms behind her back.

'So you've met then,' White said, as he came into the room.

'I'll fucking meet you in a minute. You've got a lot of explaining to do,' Miller said, his eyes boring into the other man.

White shrugged his shoulders, picked up the smouldering cigarette and put it out in an ashtray. 'Let's just call it police protection.'

'You'll need protection, you weasel. You should have warned me about her.'

'Police?' the woman shouted. 'I didn't know you two were coppers.' The fight went out of her like a rapidly deflating balloon. Kim stood up straight and grabbed the woman by the arms, dragging her to her feet.

Her hair was in a mess, spread over her face. Her breathing was rapid and Miller could smell the contents of the empty bottle on her breath.

'I thought it was that bastard coming in.' She looked at White. 'Where the fuck have you been? You said you were going down the road for a pint. Wanker.'

'I went into Edinburgh.'

'Fucking Edinburgh? Why? To see that slag of a wife of yours?'

'Ex-wife, actually, and no, I didn't see her.'

'Lying bastard.'

'Suit yourself.'

Miller was technically in the middle of a domestic, on a patch where he had no jurisdiction. He felt like throwing White out of a window or something.

'Both of you, shut up. I'm taking the handcuffs off now and I don't want any of your nonsense. Right?'

The woman shrugged as Miller took the cuffs off.

'What's your name?' he asked her.

'Whatever you want it to be, sweetheart.'

'Just answer the man!' Kim said, getting worked up.

'Keep your hair on, tiger.' She looked at Miller. 'Susan Tay.'

'Well, Susan Tay, I suggest you keep your temper in check from now on.'

'He keeps winding me up. Bastard.'

White walked away into another room. Miller followed him.

'Nice girl,' he said.

'Snitch and Snatch. She's a Gemini. One minute she'll be your best friend, the next, she'd take your head off with an axe.'

'How long have you known her?'

'A while now. We hook up now and again. I knew her before Louise kicked me out. I had nowhere else to go.' He took a suitcase out of a wardrobe and hastily began filling it.

'Why didn't you go home?' He could hear the muted voices of the two women in the other room.

'I don't have a home.'

'What about Barnton?' Miller asked the question, wondering if White would back up what Louise had said about him owning nothing.

'And live with my mother? I didn't think that was an option. Now I don't think I have a choice.'

'Can't Jill put you up for a while?'

'She's probably got some fancy man in there with her now.'

'Why don't you stay here and try and patch things up with Susan.'

White looked at him. 'You were in the room, right? You did see how nuts she is? I've known her for years, and she's good for a bit of fun but I don't want to be tethered to her. Besides, I want to go back to Edinburgh to help look for my boy's killer.'

'If that's your reason, then you'd be better staying here. We can't have you interfering with our investigation.'

'Why?'

'The police are dealing with it.'

'Look what a fucking mess you lot made of it three years ago. What makes you think you'd be any better this time round?' White pointed his finger at Miller, his temper flaring. Maybe he and Susan were well suited.

'Remember one thing, White: keep out of my way.' Miller walked out of the room and nodded to Kim in the living room.

'Let's go.'

White was standing in the bedroom doorway. 'Are you not taking me back to Edinburgh with you?'

Miller stopped and looked at him. 'You wish.'

He was at the end of the hallway with Kim in front when White spoke to him again.

'So you don't want to know who I think killed my son?'

Miller stopped in his tracks.

'I thought so,' White said, picking up his suitcase.


CHAPTER 36




'So, I have Callahan tailing this guy, who he suspects has killed his brother over a dispute regarding their business. Only it turns out...well, I'll let you buy a copy of the book to find out what happens.'

'It's too early in the morning to be playing games.' Jack Miller smiled at Samantha Willis as she poured him a cup of coffee. He thanked her and yawned.

'I hope I'm not boring you,' she said, teasing him.

'Not at all.'

'How did your job go last night?' They walked through to the living room and sat down. It was in shadow, keeping the room cool.

'It was okay. Some people needed help, and I was there with some others doing some babysitting.'

'Ah. The life of a government spy must be tiring.'

'Spy? I wish it had been that exciting.'

'So what do you normally do with your days?'

Jack took a sip of his coffee. It tasted good, but he didn't want to impose. He'd only popped in to say he was sorry about leaving her in the lurch the night before. He put the mug down on the coffee table.

'I just hang out with some of my friends. We go to the pub. We just do stuff together. We were all in the force together and retired within two years of each other.'

'Sounds good.'

'Do you have friends who you hang out with?'

'I used to, Jack. Since I was a stranger in town, I had no friends over here, but I became friends with the wives of Ralph's friends. When we split up, his friends sided with him, and I didn't get any return phone calls. He poisoned them against me. Said I was fooling around on him, when it was the other way around.'

'I was married for over thirty years to the same woman. Never cheated on her once. I got the opportunity mind, but it wasn't for me. I loved her, and we had our little boy. Some guys though, they can't help themselves.'

'Ralph was wonderful when we first met, but he wasn't working and I was bringing in money from my writing, then I landed an agent, and got a contract. He didn't work at all after that.'

'What does he do now?'

'Nothing. I have to pay him money.'

'Jeez. What a piece of pond life.'

'It's over now though, Jack. Well, I thought it was over until last night.'

Jack sat forward on the settee. 'What happened?'

'He was in the pub. He must have been watching us, because as soon as you left, he came over to me and said he won't sign the divorce papers until I agree to give him more money, even though he's getting plenty.'

'He didn't cause a fuss in the pub, did he?'

'No, he just tried to piss me off.'

'If he keeps bothering you, I can ask Frank to have a word.'

Samantha waved a hand at him. 'No, no, it's nothing I can't handle.'

Jack looked her in the eyes and saw something he had seen many times over the years as a copper; she didn't believe her own words. 'So what happened with Lena?' he said, changing the subject, but mentally filing it away.

Samantha told him the story of Lena's exploits the night before. 'Kim said she was going to the cemetery with Lena to have a look. Lena dropped her phone there and was worried somebody had found it.'

'So they were digging up something from the garden that's attached to the caretaker's house?'

'They were. She said it looked like a body.'

'And Frank knows all about this?'

'Yes.'

Jack thought for a moment. 'This is just the detective in me playing around here, but what if Lena made this up to get closer to the investigation? Said she saw two guys digging something up, so she would be nearer Frank and the team?'

Samantha smiled. 'I think you need a holiday, Jack.'

'I've just had one. With my mates in Spain. Seriously, what do you think, as a crime writer?'

'I've known Lena for a couple of years, and I honestly can't think of her doing something like that.'

'No, neither can I, but I just wanted to voice my opinion.' 

'Hey, nobody blames you for thinking outside the box. I have to think, What if? all the time, so I can make up mysteries.'

'I wonder who those blokes are?' he said. 

'The crime writer in me finds it intriguing that two men would be in a cemetery after dark digging up a body that wasn't in a proper resting place.' Samantha went through to the kitchen to get the coffee pot. 'What do you think, Jack?'

'I'd like to know who he was.' His phone rang, and he listened to the caller. He stood up when Samantha came back into the room. 'I have to go, Sam.'

'Was it something I said?' she asked, smiling.

'No. I know this is getting to be a habit, but I have to rush.'

'Okay. Call back whenever.'

Jack left in a hurry.




****




'It's obvious to me now' Carl White said from the back seat. 'I didn't see the signs at the time.' He looked at the back of Miller's head and then across to the rust red of the Forth Rail Bridge, watching as a train moved slowly across to Fife.

'What are you talking about?'

'Jill was seeing somebody behind my back.'

'I thought you two were living separate lives?' Kim said.

'We were. I was the one who was seeing other women. Then I started going out with Susan.' A train crossed over the bridge, leaving Dalmeny, heading for North Queensferry. 'I just didn't see that, you know? That Jill would be sleeping with somebody else.'

'Do you know who it was?' Miller said, indicating and pulling round a slow moving truck.

'I didn't even know until yesterday afternoon. That's when I called Jill, you know, just to talk about things, and then she ripped into me. Told me she was sleeping with some bloke who was better endowed than me, better looking, had more stamina where it counted and he knew how to make her happy. She gave me the full works yesterday. Oh, and apparently Terry met him and liked him.' He looked at Miller in the mirror. 'I don't know him that I'm aware of, but she said his name was Brian Sewell. She wouldn't tell me anymore.'

'Do you believe her?' Miller asked. 

'I wouldn't have, but I remembered one time Terry had a new toy car and I asked him where he got it, and he said from his mum's friend. I didn't put two and two together then. I don't know what crap she was filling his head with, probably telling him we were separated.'

'Which you were.'

'To all intents and purposes, yes.'

'Is that why you went out and got pissed?' Kim asked.

'That, and thinking about my little boy. He was the one thing I lived for, had any hope for. I loved him so much. I would never have done anything to harm a hair on his head.'

Miller believed him at that moment in time. He didn't know how some of the money got into a box belonging to him, or the vehicle registration document, but he could see it in the man's eyes. 'Where to?'

'Just drop me off at my mother's house.'

When they were at the Barnton junction, Miller turned left and drove down the road until he came to the new development. 'I can't go in with you.'

'I don't expect you to.'

Miller was about to tell White what had gone on with Shaun, but left it alone. He was sure old mother White would tell her son all about it.

Carl White got out of the car and walked up the driveway to the big house, carrying his suitcase.

They drove away, heading back into town. 'I have to go and see Rosie,' Miller said. 

'That's fine. I'll come along and see how she's doing. Where does she work again?'

'At the new Council offices at Waverley.

It took Miller fifteen minutes.




****




Reporting in Edinburgh wasn't like reporting from the front lines of Iraq or some other far-flung theatre of war, but it had its moments. Lena Finn had had bricks thrown at her when she followed a fire crew as they were attending suspicious fire scenes. Hooligans in some of the poorer parts of the city would steal a car, set fire to it, and then when the fire brigade turned up, they would steal from the fire engine and then brick the firemen.

She did an exposé on a Romanian gangster, who thought he could waltz into Scotland and start his human trafficking scam here as well as back home. She had been instrumental in his downfall, something he vowed he would seek revenge for. One of his men had approached her in a pub one night and told her she would be raped one day, but she wouldn't know where or when.

She wasn't scared of anything, a trait her father said she got from him. A six-foot-five bruiser, he would regularly come back from the pub with bruised knuckles. He had told her early on in life; Don't take shit from anybody. And she didn't. Did it make her popular? Of course not. Did she stand by and let somebody abuse her? No way. She had stood up to fighters, both men and women, and looked them in the eye just before a physical altercation. Nothing scared her.

So why did she feel scared now?'

Because her front door was open.

Just a little, as if somebody had carelessly pulled it behind them and it hadn't clicked shut properly. She was sure she had closed it when she left last night. Her first reaction was to take her phone out and connect to the Wi-Fi cameras inside, but then she remembered she didn't have her phone.

At that moment, she regretted buying her home in Dalmeny, a little village outside Edinburgh, on the way to South Queensferry. It sat in its own grounds, not much, but it was surrounded by fields, bordered by tall trees. Nobody could spy on her from afar. She could see any car approaching, long before the driver would see her. She felt safe here, not isolated as her mother had said she would be. This was her own castle, something she protected with the diligence of a defending Army.

Now she felt scared. There were no cars parked in the only places a car could park. She turned off the engine of her own little Mini Cooper and stepped out. The day was getting warmer, and the heat hit her as the air conditioning stopped. She looked around, back down her driveway, which was over a quarter of a mile. She saw old Mr Lang's car in his own driveway, her nearest neighbour. 

Then she felt silly and the only thing she started worrying about was whether any animals had gotten in. Like field mice. And a mouse won't hurt you, silly cow, she thought, locking her car and walking into her house.

It was cool in here. It was an old house, belonging to a groundskeeper or somebody like that years ago. Now it was all hers, and she was damned if she was going to be scared in her own home. She'd be as well going back to live with her mum and dad, if that was the case.

Some of the trees put part of her little car park in shadow, and as she walked through this to the front door, a light breeze tugged at her, as if it didn't want her to go in the house. 

She thought about all the horror movies she'd seen, where the girl walks into the house, shouts Hello? just to alert the killer inside that she was there. Then she's all la-de-da about the house, thinking it was okay, and just at the moment she let her guard down, she would be chopped into a thousand pieces...

For fuck's sake, get a grip she scolded herself, as she walked into her hallway. She kept the door open anyway. If she was being chased, then she wanted a quick exit. The house was silent. Almost too silent. She walked through to the kitchen and grabbed a knife from the kitchen drawer. Would she be able to use it if push came to shove? Yes.

Walking round the house, she found nobody lurking anywhere, even in the linen closet. She went back to the front door and closed it. Who opened it?  She asked herself again.

You did! You left it open.

She actually laughed at herself then. Laughed out loud. The sound felt good in the empty house. Key word; empty, she told herself.

She wanted to run a bath, to soak in the big tub she'd had installed. The house was old and the rooms much larger than a new build would have been, and she had been excited when she'd seen the old tub for sale. A big, freestanding, claw-foot ceramic tub. After having it lovingly restored, she'd picked out fancy fitments for it, and it was the one oasis she had after working a long day.

In the bedroom, she undressed, wrapped herself in her robe, and took her towel. She was about to open the bathroom door and stopped for a moment. This was the one room she hadn't checked. What if he was in here? If there was somebody hiding, then he would have had plenty of chance to leave when you were getting changed. And if there was somebody waiting to attack you, surely he would have come into your room. I mean, what if you didn't use your bathroom? He would still be there waiting. 

She realised she was being stupid, opened the bathroom door and walked in. 

A dead man lay in her bath, dressed, but very badly decomposed.

Lena screamed, turned round to run and ran straight into the figure who was standing in the doorway.
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Miller parked in East Market Street and left the Police Scotland sign on the dash. The new building housing Edinburgh Council sat on the corner of New Street. Miller could see graffiti-covered fencing bordering what used to be the old SMT bus garage. It had been pulled down and levelled for a development project that was to include a hotel, shops and apartments, but the developer had gone under.

He and Kim walked across to the small plaza in front, towards the main entrance. The council had called their brand new building Waverley Court, and Miller wondered if this was a nod to Sir Walter Scott's famous novel, or because it sat beside Edinburgh's main station. 'What do you think of that?' Miller asked, nodding towards a statue.

The Everyman looked as if it was made out of paper Maché, and he was standing on what looked like a piece of multi-coloured scaffolding. 

'What is it?'

'The Everyman. It's supposed to represent all the people, apparently.'

'It's different.'

They walked into reception and across to the front desk. The building was only a few years old, and it was the first time Miller had been in it.

'I'm here to see Rosie Davidson, Development Officer,' Miller said, holding out his warrant card.

'Is she expecting you?'

'Yes, she is.'

'Hold on one second and I'll call through for you.'

The receptionist picked up a phone and dialled a number. 

'Very impressive,' Kim said. 

'I wish they would update our station, but knowing our luck, it will be sold off and made into a boutique hotel.'

'She'll see you now, sir,' the girl said, hanging the phone up. 'It's on level two, just up the stairs and round to the right. Third office on your right.'

'Thanks.'

They made their way up the stairs and followed the directions until they reached the office, with Rosie's name on the door. Miller knocked and she beckoned them inside.

Rosie Davidson got up from behind her desk, walked over to Miller and Kim and gave them both a hug. 'Thank you both so much for yesterday. I was so scared. Please, sit down and I'll pour coffee. Or would you like some water?'

'Coffee for me, Rosie, thanks,' Miller said, feeling a caffeine fix coming on.

'Water, thanks, Rosie.'

Rosie poured the drinks while the others sat down.

'This is a nice building,' Miller said. Rosie's window afforded them a view of the arches opposite, which had had doors added to them and leased as small industrial units.

'We've had a lot of flak, Frank, let me tell you.' She put the coffee down and handed Kim a glass of water. 'First of all, the council liquidated assets to help pay for the place. Forty mil sounds like a lot, but the old building was falling apart. This is so much more energy efficient. We even have a grass area with our life-size ornamental cow that sits over the Waverley Station underground car park. It's a really nice place to work.' She sat down behind her desk.' But I don't think you're here to talk about ornamental cows.'

'I want to talk about the former caretakers of Warriston Cemetery.'

'I found the information you wanted. Much of the council information has yet to be updated, but it's being done in order of priority. Since the house is no longer standing, it wasn't a priority, but I managed to prod somebody in building services, who then redirected me back to the old personnel files. I have a list of names, but the one you're interested in is the last one I believe?'

'Yes, the one who was there last.'

'Well, the house caught on fire two days after that night.'

The night my wife died. 'Two days?'

'Yes, it was a chip pan fire. The man we gave the job to was Brian Sewell.'

A look passed between Miller and Kim. Brian Sewell. Jill's boyfriend.

'Who would have hired him?'

'Me. I hired him. I worked in HR before I moved over to Development. Now I work with the director of services for communities.' She looked at Kim. 'One of the departments I deal with is refuse collection.'

'Did anything stick out about the man?'

'No, nothing. He was in need of a job, he applied and I considered his application.'

'Can you tell us more about him?' Kim said.

'You don't think he had anything to do with the kidnapping, do you?' Rosie said.

'We don't know anything yet, Rosie. He was the last caretaker, Terry's body was found in the basement of the caretaker's house, so we can't rule anything out yet.'

'I understand.' Rosie opened the file in front of her. 'Brian had been in the Army. He came out after serving his time, and had done two tours of Iraq and one of Afghanistan. He had PTSD.'

'How bad was he?' Miller asked, putting his coffee mug on the desk.

'Brian was very quiet, and said he didn't have many friends in Edinburgh, which I took to mean he didn't have any friends in Edinburgh. He had seen a lot in battle, and just needed a break.'

'How well was he vetted?'

'Standard vetting, but Dr. Borthwick vouched for him.'

'Andrew Borthwick up at the Royal Scottish?'

 'Yes. I'm a volunteer on the patient council up there. Andrew and I got talking one day, and he said he was treating a man with PTSD, and was ready to sign him off as being ready for work, and did I think it would be worth Brian's time applying to the council? I said yes, of course. We have all sorts of people with disabilities. I knew the position of caretaker was coming up, so I suggested it to Robert. He said that would be perfect, and he would help Brian apply.'

Kim smiled. 'Did you give him a break? Brian, I mean.'

Rosie gave a slight smile. 'I suppose I did. I honestly reviewed all the applicants but Brian had the sort of qualifications we were looking for. He would be good at security, and he would be able to supervise the other gardeners. When he got the job, he was over the moon, and he was good at it.'

'No problems with him adjusting?'

'No. Jill made sure he kept in contact with her.'

'Jill?' Kim asked.

'Jill White. She was his day-to-day caseworker. It was needed for Andrew to sign off on Brian's performance record. It's to make sure he is able to function on a normal level. Jill assessed him after he was in treatment with Andrew, and then she signed him off. He had to meet with her once a week.'

'So he would get to know her pretty well,' Miller said.

'On a professional level, yes.'

'What about on a personal level?'

'Oh, I don't think she would go beyond the basics, which is just giving snippets of her personal life.'

'So, let me get this straight,' Miller said. 'Brian comes out the Army, but he's having problems adjusting, so he goes to his doctor, who then sends him to see Borthwick at the Royal Scottish. He gets treatment, but still needs some after care, and that's when Jill gets involved. She gives him the okay as well, and he gets the all-clear.'

'Not exactly the all-clear, Frank. It just means he's more able to deal with the outside world, but with the support of the hospital.'

'Right. He's on the mend, but still has Jill to fall back on if he feels things are getting on top of him?'

'Correct.'

'How long was Brian in the job before Terry was kidnapped?'

'About three weeks, I think.'

'Do you know where Brian is now?' Kim asked.

'I have no idea.'

'Was he sacked after the fire?' Miller asked. The sun was coming in the window and he was starting to feel hot, wishing he had taken up the offer of a glass of water, and wondered if Kim would mind if he took a sip of hers. He closed his eyes for a second. Of course she would mind, you clown.

'No. He left.'

'Did he give notice?'

'No. I mean, he just left. There was no resignation, no forwarding address, no nothing. He didn't come back to the hospital, didn't keep his appointment with Jill, nothing. Brian Sewell just fell off the face of the Earth.'
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The voices upstairs were raised again. Terry tried to drown them out, but it was difficult. He played the games and read the books the man had brought.

'Thought you might be getting fed up reading the same stuff,' he said.

'Thanks.' Terry smiled. Somehow, this man wasn't frightening. He knew him, he was convinced of that, and if only he'd take the woollen mask off, he'd be able to tell for sure. Just now though, he couldn't let on. What if he said something and the man hurt him?

He was hungry now, his stomach rumbling. There wasn't a clock down here, but he could tell what time of day it was by the type of food they brought him. Cornflakes in the morning, soup at lunchtime and then a main meal. They'd brought him pizza a few times now, and it was good. Even a bucket of KFC one time.

He felt hungry, but wasn't sure if this was because he was particularly hungry this afternoon, or whether dinner was late.

Whatever it was, they weren't in a hurry to bring him food when they were too busy arguing upstairs. 

The door at the top of the stairs slammed shut, and then he could hear heavy footsteps thumping down the stairs.

This wasn't the nice man who brought him food. This was another one. He didn't know this man. 

'Here's what's going to happen, sonny Jim; I'm going to bring one of those little pocket recorders out of my pocket, and you're going to talk into it.'

Terry was glued to every word as the man started speaking. He too had a mask on, a woolly one just with holes for his eyes and mouth. 

'You are going to speak the words I tell you to speak, you got that?'

Terry nodded. 

'I said, have you fucking got that?' the man said, raising his voice. He quickly stepped towards Terry, grabbed his hair and yanked his head back. 'Answer me!'

'Let him go,' a voice from the doorway said. Another man he didn't know, but at least he seemed to be on Terry's side.

The angry man let Terry's hair go and turned round. 'So you tell me what to do now, is that it?'

The man stood his ground. He could see the man's mouth smiling at Mr. Angry. 'Save that tone for the wee lassies you want to scare.'

'So I don't scare you?'

'No, you don't. And if you want to leave this place in one piece, you'd better stick to the story.'

They all heard more feet on the stairs. Terry's friend poked his head into the stairwell. 'You stay up there. You can't come down here. Not while we're doing this.' He turned back to Mr. Angry. 'Get on with it. I'll be upstairs with him. Make it quick.'

After he left, Terry was alone with Mr. Angry, convinced the man was going to hurt him. He didn't though. 'You're going to read this. Make it sound like you're scared. If you don't make it convincing, I'll fucking slap you about for real. Got it?'

He brought out the recorder, and an index card. Mr. Angry nodded and Terry started talking.

'Please help me. He hurts me! I want my mum. Please help me!'


CHAPTER 39




'You look rough, boss,' Martin Crawley said, handing Carl White a cup of coffee. 

'Rougher than a badger's arse, Martin,' White said, taking the coffee. 'I had to get a taxi in this morning.'

'At least nobody will bawl you out for coming in a bit later.' Crawley smiled. 

'The only person who bawled me out was my mother. That's worse than being married to Jill.'

'That's why I like being my own boss. At home anyway.'

'You know when people say, Stay single? Sometimes that's the best advice.'

'Has Jill moved on?'

'Tell you the truth, Martin, I don't know, and I really don't care. She was turning into a nag anyway. The only thing that kept us together for the longest time was Terry. I know that sounds clichéd, but it's true. Sometimes you just dig deep and knuckle down. I couldn't take it anymore.'

'It's a pity things didn't work out with Louise. I liked her a lot. She was always a laugh when we worked together.'

'Such is life, Martin.' White's mouth was parched and he had another sip of water from the glass sitting on his desk before Crawley brought him the coffee.

'So where's Cindy today, then? Wasn't she supposed to be on the late shift again?'

White looked at his salesman with bloodshot eyes and an expression that conveyed his total lack of knowledge. 'I suppose she is. I thought you guys figured all that out? Micro management, didn't you call it?'

'Yes we did. And she is supposed to be here by now.' He made a show of looking at his watch.

'Are you saying you're having to carry her?' White's face was getting redder and his voice was getting louder.

'I'm not saying that at all. I just wondered where she was, that's all.'

White jumped out of his seat as if he'd been bitten. 'So you think you'd come in here and give me a coffee, telling tales on your colleague? What the fuck is wrong with you? You make me fucking sick.'

'I don't have to take this shit off you. Stick your job up your fucking arse.'

'Really? If you leave here now don't bother coming back. Ever.'

'Fine by me.'

'You won't survive without me, Crawley.'

Crawley turned to the door and opened it, stopping before he stepped out. 'Louise offered me a job, anyway. I told her I'd think about it, and to be honest, I was happy here. Now I'll tell her I'm more than happy to accept.' He walked out and down the stairs to the showroom floor.

White slammed the door behind him. 

There were a few customers in, and Crawley walked over to his desk and started to clear things out of the drawers.

'What the hell happened here, Martin?' one of the other sales consultants asked.

'I just got fired, Pete. I only made a comment about Cindy being late, that's all. I mean, I wasn't dropping her in it, I just wondered if she was coming in or not.'

'Carl's been through a lot. Maybe he didn't mean it.'

'Oh he meant it alright, and I meant it too; I'm going to take up Louise's offer.'

Pete gave a short laugh. 'Maybe I'll be joining you. Carl's a train wreck right now, and who knows, we could all be out of a job by the end of the week.'

'I've been here the longest, so maybe you're right; he wants new blood in here so he can pay them less and tell his tales of how sad his life's been.'

'That's a bit harsh, Martin.'

'Is it? We've listened to his drivel for years now, and what thanks do we get for it? Nothing. Shown the door.' He finished putting what meagre items he had into his cardboard box and lifted it off the desk. 'I mean, I don't drive a company car. I bought my own. What sort of outfit is this anyway?'

'I'll be sorry to see you go, mate,' Pete said, holding out his hand. Crawley shook it.

'If you know what's good for you, you'll join me in Louise's new business. She's starting small but we'll make it big. Bigger than this dump.' He walked out of the showroom without looking back.




****




'Lena, it's me,' Jack said, as Lena screamed and ran full tilt into him, her hands pounding him. He grabbed her arms and stood her back so she could see him properly.

'Oh, Jack,' she said, and threw herself into his arms. 'In the bath. He's dead, Jack.'

'Go and get dressed, I'll call Frank.' He led her through to her bedroom and gently closed the door behind her. 

'Promise me you'll stay there,' Lena said, behind the closed door, her voice breaking as she started sobbing again.

'I promise. I'll be right here.' He took his phone out and dialled his son's number, automatically going into detective mode. 'Frank? It's Jack. We've got a situation at Lena's house. We'll need all you've got, son. There's a life extinct in the bathtub.'

'What? Any ID?'

'No, this guy hasn't breathed any of God's fresh air for a very long time.'

'He's definitely dead?'

'I was a detective, son. He's decomposed.'

'Is Lena alright?'

'I got here and there was no answer, so I opened the door. She's here, but she discovered the guy when I arrived. She's pretty scared.'

'I'll get a team out there and call forensics. Keep your eye on Lena. And don't touch anything.'

'Again, I know what I'm doing at a crime scene, Detective.' He hung up and waited for Lena to come out. She had hastily pulled on a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. She had slipped her feet into a pair of trainers with the laces tucked into them.

'I need to have a look at this, Lena. Stay just outside the door. Don't look in again, but stay near me.'

'Okay.' She replied, still visibly shaken.

'Did you see anything else suspicious when you got here?'

'The front door was open. I thought at first somebody was in here, but I didn't see anything, so I thought I must have not shut it properly.'

'You should have driven away and called somebody. You know you can always call me.'

She put a hand on his arm and smiled a smile that only people who have been crying can smile. 'I know. Thank you.'

'If you hear anything while I'm in here, just shout.'

He walked into the bathroom and the smell seeped into his nostrils. The bathroom window had been opened and let some of the smell out, but it was still rank. Jack walked forward, careful not to touch anything, and looked down at the man lying in the tub.

He couldn't tell how old he was, but a lot of the skin remained on his face. As did his hair. The grin on his face was much wider than it had been in life, as part of the lower face had been eaten away, probably by insects. His clothes were remarkably well preserved. Jack had no doubt this was the man who Lena had seen being extricated from a shallow grave the night before.

He looked around the bathroom; there was no evidence of dirt, no remnants of plastic sheeting, nothing. Whoever dumped him here had tidied up afterwards.

He stepped outside the bathroom. 'There's nothing we can do here. Let's wait downstairs for Frank.'

They waited with the front door open. Miller had contacted Control and they had sent back-up from South Queensferry, just a stone's throw from Dalmeny. The patrol car shot along the road at high speed, and drove up Lena's driveway too fast.

Jack walked out to meet them and they rushed out of their car, maybe expecting to take Jack down, but he identified himself, the older sergeant recognising him.

'I thought we were going to have a bit of a belting going on there, sir,' the uniform said.

'Not today, Freddie. The corpse is upstairs in the bath and we're waiting for the cavalry.'

'Right you are then.' He looked at the young female in uniform standing beside him. 'What this man means is we're cannon fodder if anybody comes out shooting.'

'You've got too much imagination,' Jack said.




****




Miller turned up ahead of the forensics crew. Lena was glad to see him and Kim. 

'What's going on here, Jack?' Miller asked.

'When you called me about Kim finding Lena's phone, I had a bad feeling. It just happened to be out in the open to be found? Not likely. I'll bet when you have it checked over, it's been tampered with.'

'I'll call them now.' While Miller dialled, Kim gave Lena a hug. 'I'm sorry. I shouldn't have left you alone.'

'There's nothing to be sorry about. I got my phone back, so how could they know where I live?'

Miller cut the call after thanking the man on the other end. 'The lab ran it. They said it was a two-minute job. No prints on it at all. As if it had been wiped. And the photos were wiped from the SIM card.'

Jack looked at his son. 'So, they found the phone, wiped the photos, got Lena's information from it and left it where it was.'

'It looks that way. I think they dumped this guy here as a warning.'

'So they're going to come after me. Brilliant.'

'You don't have to stay here, Lena. You can come and stay at our flat,' Jack said. Miller agreed,  pulling on a pair of nitrile gloves.

'Let's see if this guy has any ID on him.'

He walked inside and up to the bathroom with Kim and Jack behind him. Over to the tub, realising he had forgotten his little tub of Vicks, but soldiered on, leaning in and gently pulling the remains of the jacket open. Searched the inside pockets. Nothing. Then the trousers, finding a wallet. He carefully pulled it out. Turned to look at Kim.

'Now we know where Brian Sewell disappeared to.'

'Who?' Jack asked.

'The caretaker at the cemetery when Terry went missing. Rosie just told us he left without any forwarding address. Now, we know why; he was lying buried in the caretaker's garden. So, we have to assume whoever killed Terry, killed Brian as well. Question is, why?'


CHAPTER 40




The young girl sped past the two high schools, oblivious to the pupils making their way out of the gates. Forty-miles-an-hour, in a thirty zone.

Chris Mason sighed inwardly and put a cross in the box marked for speed. The parallax view of the speedometer from the passenger seat showed she was doing "well in excess of thirty-miles-an-hour", the technical jargon he had been taught at the training school in Cardington. 

As the car drove over the Fife railway line, the girl slowed for the speed camera on the other side, showing she knew she was speeding. Over confident. It had caused her to fail her test.

In the back of the car sat Adam Stuart, Supervising Driving Examiner. Mason's nemesis. He was doing a check test, a routine all driving examiners had to go through on duty, including contract driving examiners such as Mason.

'Take the next opening on the right,' Mason said, looking out the window. The rest of the test was going through the motions, giving the girl her money's worth. The parallel parking exercise, the turn-in-the-road exercise.

The girl smiled and looked at him. 'Okay,' she said, thinking that maybe the short skirt and flirtatious smile would get her through her test. Wrong.

Mason looked in the second rear view mirror positioned on the windscreen in front of him. Stuart's face was there. The hooded eyes with the thick eyebrows. The long, greying hair, trying to make him look young and failing miserably. The beginnings of a double chin. The fine veins in his cheeks, testament to too many years enjoying life's finer beer pumps.

How Mason hated the bastard. Ever since they'd met at Cardington, the agency's national training centre near Bedford, he'd got off on the wrong foot with Stuart. 

Mason had been partnered with two women, Angela Dickson and Maria Hall, both of them in their thirties, very good looking, but Maria was married. Angela wasn't. It had been a pleasure to work with them, having a laugh when they stopped for coffee, flirting outrageously, getting too close and smelling the perfume. 

The course was residential over four weeks, with the option of going home at the weekend. Mason didn't bother going home at the weekend, neither did Angela.

Mason and Angela had hit it off right from the word go. After the evening meal, all the examiners would gather in the hotel bar, to relax, and swap anecdotes about the day's training.

The examiners, who were seconded from their driving test centres to be trainers for the four weeks, inevitably appeared in the hotel later on. They too had the choice of staying in the big hotel in Bedford but decided to sniff out small B&B's so they could skim off most of their living allowance.

Stuart had tried pretending he was one of the boys at first. Mason had even bought the man a drink, knowing he was going to be working at the same test centre in Edinburgh. Stuart had seemed amiable, even appearing to be quite humorous after a few pints were down his neck, but his real motive soon became apparent.

Mason had gone with Angela and a few of the other trainees to a bar just down from the hotel where there was a disco playing. It was midweek, and this was an attempt by the landlord to draw punters in to an otherwise dead evening.

Angela and Mason were having a dance, showing off like the others. 'So what's Scotland like, darlin'?' Angela asked Mason.

'Just like London, only you can breathe fresh air. I think you'd like it.'

'I know I will. I want to come up and see it for myself.' She smiled and winked at him.

Then Stuart and two of the other trainers came into the pub, the worse for wear.

'There you are,' Stuart shouted over to Mason, but he ignored the man, kept on dancing, holding Angela tight.

'Come on then, let me in,' Stuart said, trying to pull the two apart.

'Now now, Adam,' Angela said, pulling herself away from the older man.

'Angela, there's no point in trying to play hard to get.' Stuart had stood with a stupid grin on his face.

'Go home, Adam,' Mason had said. 'You've had enough.'

Suddenly the grin was gone from Stuart's face, the drink flicking his angry button. Finger pointed, eyes blazing, blood rushing through his veins. 'I'll fucking decide when I've had enough. Right?'

Mason had turned away from the man. They had resumed their dance. In each other's arms. Once again, Stuart had tried to split them up.

'I don't like being ignored,' he said, grabbing Angela's arm. Mason had wanted to grab hold of Stuart and fuck the training. Put the fucker's lights out there and then. 

Angela had moved quickly despite the drink in her. Before anybody knew what had happened, Stuart's arm was up his back and he was kissing the sleeping juke box, his mouth twisted against the glass, forced to read the tracks made redundant by the disco.

Angela whispered something in his ear. Stood back. Watched him leave the pub. Smiled as the others cheered. The other trainers left.

Mason had held her, kissed her. Asked her what she had said to Stuart. She wouldn't say. He had taken her to her room that night and made love to her. Then  again. Spent the rest of the night with her. Made love to her in the morning.

Mason had thought Stuart would be embarrassed by what had gone on, but the man wasn't having any of it. He pursued Angela with a vengeance but was forced to sit up and take notice when she said she wasn't interested. Stuart suspected Mason was shagging her but he couldn't prove it.

Still, there were other ways to skin a cat. Angela's marks had gone from superb to atrocious. Everything she did was wrong. Suddenly she was making mistakes whereas before she was doing everything fine. Angela had been a driving instructor before this and knew she was right. Her trainer was one of the men in the pub that night. One of Stuart's gang.

She had cried to Mason, saying they had it in for her now. The bastards were like Nazis. Even the head of training, Arnold Dayton, had her into the office at Cardington, asking her why she had gone downhill. She had started to say there was somebody who had it in for her, but Dayton had dismissed this information as trivial nonsense.

All the trainers acted as expected and closed ranks. Dayton suggested to Angela that maybe she would do better if she spent her time studying in her room at night rather than going to pubs. He reminded her that it was a pass or fail course. The implication was there.

That night in the hotel bar, Stuart was creeping about like a shadow, trying to look cool. He had approached Angela when Mason had been at the bar and asked her to go out with him. She had told him to fuck off.

Mason had breakfast with Angela the following morning. Told her he'd see her at lunchtime where they all gathered to eat their packed lunches supplied by the hotel.

It was over quicker than an execution.

Dayton called her into his office after her first practise test of the morning, knowing within herself that it had gone well. Dayton told her the trainer was very disappointed in her. He was very sorry, but she could go no further.

Her head had been spinning. She told Mason on the phone later that she could hardly concentrate on his words. Failure. Pack bags. Home.

Short and not so very sweet.

Out of the training centre, driven back to the hotel, bags packed and on her way. Mason never saw her again.

They had both known Stuart the bastard was responsible. The man was evil scum.

Now, the evil scum was sitting right behind him. 

Ever since Mason had passed through the training and arrived at the test centre in Wester Hailes, Stuart had antagonised him, asking him how Angela was doing, asking if he kept in touch. Making it clear if Mason fucked up, then Stuart would be right there to jump on him from a great height.

Mason thought he might just kick Stuart's fucking head in, but decided to ignore him.

Now, he directed the girl round the rest of the test route, biding his time until he told her she had failed.

Back at the test centre now. Engine switched off. Driving instructors hovering in the background.

'Well, that's the test over.' Mason looked at the girl, keeping his face neutral. 'I'm sorry to tell you that you haven't passed your test. Would you like me to explain why?'

The girl nodded, her face not so confident now. Mason told her about the speeding, about making an arse of the reverse round the corner exercise. Then he got out of the car, held the door open while Stuart climbed out of the back.

Inside the test centre, the others hadn't arrived back yet. They were alone in the office. Stuart smiled at Mason, but there was no humour there, just a shark swimming around him in ever-decreasing circles.

'I told you it would happen, didn't I?' Stuart said.

Mason had sat down at his own desk, about to start writing up his report on the back of the test sheet. 'What?' he asked, not in the mood for the supervisor.

'I told you I'd be there when you fucked up. Now you just have.'

'What are you talking about?'

Stuart grinned. 'You just got a wrong result there; that should have been a pass.'

'No it shouldn't. She completely fucked her test.'

Stuart leaned in close, close enough that if Chris Mason had half a mind to, he could have broken Stuart's ugly face. 'It was a pass if I fucking said it should have been a pass.' He stood up straight. 'Did you hear the news about Angela?'

'Angela? From Cardington?'

'The same one. Silly bitch got herself run over by a bus outside King's Cross. Died instantly. So did her baby.' He sneered at Mason.

'What?'

'You fucking heard. She was three months gone, apparently. Some bastard got her knocked up. Now she's dead.'


CHAPTER 41




DS Andy Watt was standing holding a cup of coffee and talking to Sticks by the loading bay doors just inside the mortuary. 'Full house today, boss,' he said.

Miller was always waiting for the other shoe to drop when it came to Watt. The detective was in his fifties, just like DS Tam Scott, one of the old school, and sometimes he had a bad attitude. Not because he was older and only made it to DS, but because he was used to doing things a different way, back in the day.

'Who's here, Andy?'

'The Prof, Kate Murphy and lover boy himself, Jake Dagger.'

'He's getting a bit of a reputation for himself, I hear.'

'Dagger makes up rumours about himself. He couldn't pull a soldier off a hoor, never mind pull himself a girl.'

'I wouldn't know, Andy.'

'You need to get out more, boss.'

'I do just fine. Just because I don't go out on the lash with you hooligans so much these days, doesn't mean to say I'm stuck in watching TV all the time.'

Watt smirked and put out a thumb sideways when he saw Tam Scott coming along the corridor towards them. Under the thumb.

'What have we got here, Tam?' Miller said, as they followed Watt back along the corridor and up the stairs to the post-mortem suite.

'The prelims are in for Cindy Shields, but they haven't gone over them with me. They're waiting for you.'

Kate Murphy was standing talking with Leo Chester. Norma Banks was also there.

'Ah, Frank, good to see you.' Chester was a small man, packing extra weight that he kept promising his wife he would lose before he found himself being dissected by one of his colleagues.

'Good to see you again, Professor.' He smiled at Kate. 'Doctor.'

'Hello, Detective.' 

'I wanted to be here, as things have taken a turn,' Norma said.

'They certainly have. Sometimes cadavers are like buses; none around for a while, then three come at once. Come, we'll show you.'

Miller and Scott followed the two pathologists into the autopsy suite. Chester stopped at one of the tables. He pulled back the white sheet covering a cadaver. It was completely burned. 'I'll let Kate explain. She's the one who made the connection.'

'Connection?' Miller said.

'Yes. I was examining this female, the one from the house fire in Ratho, and it would appear she was dead before the fire got hold of her. Which isn't unusual. It seems she was up in the attic, had what I suspect was a kerosene lamp, tripped, hit her head going down the stairs and broke her neck. There's no soot in her lungs, so I know for a fact she was dead by the time she got to the bottom of the stairs.'

'What connection did you find?' Miller said, his interest piqued. 

'I said it appears she was dead before the fire got hold of her. Sometimes appearances can be deceptive. I took a closer look at the break in her neck. To me, this has been done by a professional, somebody trained to do this sort of thing.'

'Like a soldier?' Miller said.

'Yes. It's clean, and the way the neck was broken, is front to back, and by that, I mean her head was snapped back, the front going up sharply, and the back of the neck being compressed rapidly. This caused the break.'

'So, her head snapped back, breaking her neck, but as she was found at the bottom of the stairs, wouldn't that tie in with her falling, catching her chin, and then the momentum of her fall would cause her body weight to break her neck?'

'That would seem plausible, Frank, but when I saw that, I wanted to look closely at Terry. He too has the same cause of death. His neck is broken. And then we just got Brian Sewell in, and although we haven't done his PM yet, we looked at his neck, and his too has been broken. The injuries are exactly the same. So when we have three connected victims, I would say all three of them have been murdered.'

'Even Terry?' Miller said, his voice low.

'I'm afraid so,' Chester said, his face sombre.

Norma was still looking at Cindy's body. Then she turned to Miller. 'It would seem that it was never their intention to let Terry go.' She looked at Miller. 'And Miss Shields' death was meant to look like an accident.'

'I'm sure they knew it would be discovered that they all died the same way, but that didn't bother them. The question we have now is motive; we know why Terry died, but not Sewell or Cindy. We have a connection between Sewell and Terry though.'

'What's that?' Norma asked. Her face unnaturally pale.

'He was treated by Dr. Robert Borthwick at the Royal Scottish for PTSD. He's ex-Army. And he had an affair with Jill White, Terry's mother.'

'Where does Miss Shields fit into all of this?'

Miller looked round at the pathologists. 'Excuse us for a moment, but I need to talk to the PF alone.'

The others nodded and went about their business while Miller walked back along the corridor, Norma at his back. They went into Kate's office and Miller closed the door.

'That hospital has everything to do with this. It's the main link, but I'm not sure in what way yet. Let me tell you what I'm thinking: Sewell is in there, gets treated by Borthwick, and is released. His caseworker is Jill White, who has a relationship with him. I don't know for how long, but I'll ask her. Jill works at the Astley Ainsley, but is also connected to the Royal Scottish. If Sewell has an affair with Jill, then surely he met her son, Terry. Rosie Davidson is on the patient council at the hospital. Borthwick asks her if Sewell can apply for a job at the council. She says yes, there's nothing stopping him, in fact they encourage people with disabilities. He gets the job as caretaker in Warriston Cemetery. Terry is kidnapped. A little while later, the house burns down. Sewell vanishes. So somebody killed Terry, buried him in the basement of that house, and now we know, thanks to Lena Finn, Sewell was murdered and buried in that garden as well.'

Norma let out a breath as if all the air had gone out of her. 'Where does Cindy Shields fit into all of this?' She sat down in Kate's chair. 

'Let me back-track: Louise Walker works with Cindy at White's car dealership. She is also Carl White's girlfriend. Louise has her own place, a farmhouse in Ratho. It was in her family, apparently. White asks if he can move in with her. Turns out he's broke. He doesn't own the house in Barnton, his mother does. So Louise agrees and he moves in. She has a big, walk-up attic and he puts some of his stuff up there in boxes. After a while, they split up and Louise leaves the dealership, starting up her own car business. She's still friends with Cindy, and as Cindy is looking for a new place, Louise asks if she wants to move in with her. Cindy agrees, and moves in with her stuff. Now, Louise wants Carl White to get his stuff out of her attic, and she finds a box of his and it falls apart. Inside is a V5 registration document, belonging to the little red Vauxhall Nova used by the kidnapper.'

'Wasn't that car checked out at the time?'

'Yes, it was.' Miller started pacing about the small office, feeling the adrenaline rushing through him. 'It belonged to none other than Brian Sewell. He bought it from Carl White, who sells some of the cars people trade in. Then the kidnappers stole it. Louise also found a bundle of bank notes, which she thinks is from the ransom money.'

'Did she keep hold of them to show you?'

'No. She didn't want to take them as White would know she took them.'

'So what about Cindy?'

'My theory is Louise went storming into the dealership to demand White get rid of his stuff, and we happened to be there at the time, so we witnessed it. This panicked White, and I think he wanted to get rid of her. I don't think he did the deed himself, but sent two guys round. They got it wrong, and killed Cindy, thinking they'd killed Louise.'

'I think Neil got The Caledonian editor to report it is her. Later, we can say a mistake was made.'

'Agreed.' 

Norma closed her eyes briefly. 'Do you think Carl White killed his own son?

'On the day of Terry's kidnapping, he had a solid alibi.'

'That could have been manufactured.'

'So could leaving that money in a box.' Miller stopped pacing. 'Maybe somebody wanted that money to be found eventually. Cast suspicion on White.'

'What about his wife? This Jill woman? Do you think she was involved, considering she was seeing Sewell?'

'I don't know. Both of them seemed genuine, but we both know how that goes.'

'I think you should bring them in for questioning, Frank.'

'I was thinking that myself. Ask them to the station.'

'What is your gut telling you?' Norma rubbed a hand over her face, as if she hadn't slept for a week.

'If I was to put money on it, I'd say it's a smokescreen. Somebody wants us to believe White was involved. Take the heat off them.'

'Any ideas who?'

Miller gave a grim smile. 'I think Doctor Borthwick has something strange going on. I'd like to give him a talking to, but we have to tread carefully with him.'

Norma stood up so suddenly Miller wondered if she was going to lunge at him. 'No we don't. Louise Walker was meant to die last night. Some poor bugger with mental issues overheard men saying he was going to die in that place, and now we find out a psychologist was fucking a man who just happened to be a patient of Borthwick's . No, you let me make a phone call to my husband. By the time I'm finished with Doctor fucking Borthwick, he'll be picking his stethoscope out of his arse.'


CHAPTER 42




The Retreat was a small, independently owned hotel on the outskirts of Edinburgh, tucked away off Lanark Road in the shadow of the Pentlands. It was a ten-bedroom affair, with a large garden for the patrons to sit in during summer, and spectacular views of the hills.

It was the hotel's bar Adam Stuart was interested in. Just the perfect place to get a few down his neck at lunchtime without anybody knowing who he was. It wasn't as if he was staggering all over the place, and he made sure his breath didn't smell, but he managed to get a few in before heading back to Wester Hailes for the afternoon. The other examiners knew he didn't come out with them on a test after lunch, because they thought he was in the back office catching up with paperwork, and nobody complained, because nobody wanted the supervisor to come out with them. It was a win-win situation. 

Sometimes, on a nice spring day, he would sit out in the beer garden and relax. By himself. He wasn't one for idle chit-chat. Some blokes could talk to anybody, but not Stuart. He preferred his own company. Besides, if he got chatting, the inevitable next question would be, What do you do for a living? He hated that. That question was on a par with, How many beers can you have without falling over? and, How many women have you had? Stuart couldn't be bothered with any of that nonsense. He had one friend who he drank with in his local, but even he was a wanker sometimes.

Today he sat in the cool shade of the bar, reading that morning's copy of The Caledonian. Reading and drinking. Just a few pints, nothing gung-ho. Although sometimes he had to admit when the taste got hold of him, he could give the beer a bloody good belting. It was always the Irish stuff he drank, Kilkenny's, because it was so smooth, it went down like water. In fact, there were times when his wife had to drive him to work, and he'd told the nosy bastards he worked with that she needed the car that day. Then she would be mad at him because she had to pick him up again. 

Stuart loved his wife, but she was an executive in The Scottish National Bank. Follow The Money! He cringed every time he heard the jingle on the radio, or saw the advert on TV. Yes, his wife earned good money – more than he did – and if truth be told, he was jealous of her success. He felt he should have risen to at least Assistant Chief Driving Examiner by now, but some other bloke had that position. He could have applied for Sector Manager, but that meant impinging on his drinking.

Well, what would Assistant Chief Driving Examiner have done? A voice in his head asked. That would have been different. Loads more money, and he would have curtailed his drinking 'til the evenings.

Whatever. He was earning good money, which was the main thing.

He looked at his watch. Time to go. Maybe he'd take off early this afternoon. After all, he was the boss. 

He climbed into his car, putting his sunglasses on. Then he started down the narrow road leading down to Juniper Green. He was just reaching for the radio button when he felt it. The bump. He was jolted forward, and his head whipped back and forward and instinct made him hit the brakes.

Shit. That's all he needed. He looked in his rear view mirror and saw a black car behind him. Have a mint, you daft bastard, he thought, but too late, the driver of the other car was getting out. Keep calm, you're not pished.

He got out and walked to the back of his car, hoping it was nothing more than a scratch. It was a light dent where the bumper had been hit. 

'Oh, shit, I am so very sorry,' the woman said to him.

Stuart looked at her; late twenties, hour-glass figure, large breasts. Everything his wife wasn't.

'Don't worry. Are you alright?'

'Yes, yes, I'm fine. The sun blinded me for a second, and then boom. It was all my fault.' She spoke with an accent he guessed was somewhere in the London region. Essex probably.

Stuart looked at the damage again. He was going to lose his license, lose his job, his pension, even though she said it was her fault.

'-police?'

'I'm sorry?'

'I said, would you mind if we don't call the police? I'd rather my husband didn't find out.'

'Sure. You do have insurance though?' Play it cool. Don't let her smell your breath, and you're home and clear.

'Oh, yes. This is a rental and I have full insurance on it. I'll say it was my fault. I'll even sign something confirming that.'

'Sure, that would be okay.'

She ducked back inside the car, reaching for something, and he checked her out as she bent over. Tight black skirt, tight white blouse, shapely legs. Then she straightened up and came back with a pad and pen, wrote on it accepting responsibility and signed it. She showed him her license with her name and signature on it. April Morrison. She also wrote down details of the rental company. He gave her his details.

'I really appreciate this. If my husband found out I'd been involved in a crash, he'd never let me drive his car again.'

'We don't want that, do we?'

'I'm only here for a few days, meeting clients and drumming up some sales leads. This is the last thing I expected to happen.'

'It could happen to anybody.'

'That's very kind, Mr. Stuart.'

'Call me Adam.'

'April.'

They shook hands.

'Listen, Adam, I'm at a loose end tonight, and this is my first trip to Edinburgh. Would you let me buy you dinner? Just to say thank you for saving my skin?'

'I'd like that.'

'Do you know any good restaurants?' 

'How about Torches? That's at the west end of George Street.'

'Sounds great.'

'How about I pick you up at seven at your hotel?'

'Sounds good. I'm staying at the Holiday Inn on Queensferry Road. See you then.'

Give me time to sober up a bit. Taking the afternoon off sounded good to him right then, and he made a phone call to the office.


CHAPTER 43




'You can't do this! I will not hear of this nonsense.'

Miller walked into The Royal Scottish and heard Robert Borthwick shouting. He was standing at the main reception desk, his face turning red with fury. A man, smaller in stature but not authority, stood in front of him.

'Oh, I can me old son, and I will.' Neil McGovern waved a piece of paper in front of the doctor.

'I don't care what warrant you have. It's no applicable in here. I'll be right onto the chief constable.'

'First of all, I'm not working under the chief constable. This warrant has been sanctioned by the Lord Advocate's office. I work for the government, not the police, and as such, I have the authority to direct any such police action I see necessary.' McGovern slapped the paper against Borthwick's chest and then turned to the teams of uniforms and detectives standing by in the lobby.

'Up you go. You've all been briefed.'

The teams moved swiftly into the hospital and once again, McGovern faced the flabbergasted doctor. 'You'll notice patient confidentiality doesn't count here. We'll be looking through files for both staff and patients.'

'You simply can't do this. I have never heard such nonsense in my life. You can't just go looking at patient's files.'

'Normally the Lord Advocate's office would agree, but we believe there's a conspiracy to commit murder here, and as such, although they are extraordinary measures, we need access to those files.'

'You are doing this completely against my will.' He looked and saw Miller coming. 'Oh, I might have known you would be behind this. First you kidnap one of my patients, then this. Well, I'll see you lose your job over this.' He took a step towards Miller.

DS Tam Scott was there, as well as the rest of Miller's team. 'Cool your jets there, Doc, or I'll have you in handcuffs, and we'll add assaulting a senior police officer to whatever else we find. You'll be the one who loses his job.'

Borthwick gritted his teeth but then thought better about what he was going to do and turned and walked away.

'So, the Lord Advocate approved this,' Miller said, under his breath, to McGovern. 

'Yes he did. He consulted with the Minister for Justice, and they both agreed to it. This normally wouldn't happen in a million years, but there are names in here that could lead us to young Terry's killer, and after I spoke with Shaun this morning, there are a group of them in here who want to kill him for some reason. That's good enough for me.'

They rode the lift up with Tam Scott and Andy Watt. 'Doctors think they're so far up their own arse, don't they?' Watt said. 'And don't get me started on the receptionists who work at GP's surgeries.'

'Andy narrowly missed out on being patient of the year at his own doctor's and now he's pissed off,' Miller said.

'I just hope the one you go to is a lot better than mine. I wouldn't let my doctor examine a dead dog.'

'Where do you go when you're ill then, Andy?' Scott said.

'I just grin and bear it. Then I'll go and see the old quack when I'm on my knees.'

'I usually just bribe mine with a bottle of whisky, but whatever works for you, Andy.'

'Oh, fuck off.'

'See what I have to put up with, Neil?' Miller said, as the doors opened.

'Andy's not half bad.'

Watt looked at the little Londoner as if he was taking the piss. 'That's right. I'm just misunderstood.'

'Piss off, Andy,' Scott said, as they all stepped out onto Borthwick's floor. Uniforms were filling the place, having been instructed by senior officers. McGovern walked over to a superintendent.

'Neil McGovern. I'm in charge of this operation, and Frank Miller is aiding me. If you come across anything worth looking at, give me a shout. We're going to take a look around.'

'Very good, sir,' the super said, eyeing Miller and wondering what the detective had done to get on board with a high-ranking government official.

'This thing is probably routine in Russia,' Miller said, as they walked towards the offices. Some of the nurses herded patients out and away into a common room. They asked the day patients to leave the hospital and reschedule their appointments.

'Have you spoken to Margaret White?'

'No, I've not contacted her at all. Why?'

'Nothing. She was onto the chief constable this morning, demanding her grandson back. Richard Sullivan fielded her questions, but she was threatening to have him struck off.'

'Does she have that kind of power?' he asked, as they went into an office.

'No. I spoke to the Lord Advocate myself earlier, and told him Sullivan is helping us with this investigation, and he's been a tremendous help, even though he's been under duress.'

They shut the door to Borthwick's office. The doctor was nowhere in sight. McGovern opened a filing cabinet and started flicking through the files, finding nothing of importance there.

'I've never seen Norma so angry,' Miller said, looking through another cabinet.

'She was raging down the phone at me. She said something about trained killers murdering a young woman last night in the same way as the young boy and a man who was a patient here. I was fucked if I was going to get in her way.'

After fifteen minutes of looking, they found nothing. They went back into the corridor. McGovern walked over to the superintendent again. 'Have you seen the doctor who's in charge here? Borthwick?'

'No. He didn't come up here.'

McGovern turned back to Miller. 'I wonder where he went?'

'Probably calling his own lawyer, trying to cover his arse.'

Andy Watt walked over to them. 'There's a room with a lot of files in it. We found the section listing who the patient council members are.'

'Right. Get them downstairs and back to the station. And get Borthwick. He's coming with us.'

'Nobody's seen him since we came in.'

McGovern walked over to the nurse's station. 'Can you call Doctor Borthwick for me? I need to speak to him. Tell him if he's not here in the next ten minutes, I'll have him arrested.'

The nurse looked flustered. 'Well, I'm not sure-'

'There's no need for that,' a voice said from behind McGovern. Borthwick was standing there, looking calmer now. The male nurse Miller had spoken to the night before, Brannigan, stood behind the doctor. 

'Does Ross here have to come?' Borthwick indicated Brannigan.

'Not yet. Just you, Doctor.'   

'Let's go then. Get this crap out the way.'

They made their way back downstairs and put Borthwick in the back of a waiting unmarked car. Miller drove him, with Scott riding shotgun. McGovern said he would meet him at the station.




****




There were different levels of interrogation rooms in the High Street, some of them small and darker, whilst other ones were brighter, for more of an informal chat.

Borthwick was in the former. 

Between him and Miller sat the battle-scarred table, with nicks and grooves cut into the top, and even some graffiti on it, like an old school desk.

'This is being recorded, and your lawyer will get a copy when you leave.' Miller looked at the older man sitting next to Borthwick. Despite the fact he hadn't been charged with anything, he had requested the company of his lawyer, just in case there were any legal issues that might arise.

'You are also free to leave any time you like. We have you in here today to answer some questions for us, that's all.'

'Yes, I get it. Can we get on with this? I want my hospital to get back to normal as soon as. Some of those patients have real problems.'

'Very well. I want to ask you about a former patient of yours, Brian Sewell.'

'I can't talk about patients. You know that.'

'As we explained at the hospital, we can if that person was involved in the commission of a crime, or is believed to have been involved and is now deceased. Mental Health Scotland Act, twenty-ten. It was all part of the Care in the Community deal, remember?'

Borthwick made a display of taking a deep breath and letting it out, as if he was doing this under what amounted to, in his mind, torture. 'Brian was an infantry soldier. He served in Afghanistan and Iraq. The troop carrier he was riding in blew up after it hit a roadside bomb. Brian's nerves were shot after that. He served out the rest of his career in a hospital in England, although the mental scars were worse than the physical ones.

'He came up to Edinburgh because of family. His father lived here, but a couple of months after moving, his father died, adding to Brian's PTSD. He came to see me. He was admitted for a little while, where he felt secure and safe, and gradually, he was put on a day programme. That's when Jill White interacted with him. She integrated him. We both signed off on him as being fit to enter society again.'

'Was he cured?'

'There's no such thing as being cured, Detective. He was better prepared for the outside world, and we gave him a mental toolbox, as we like to call it, so whenever he came across a situation he didn't think he could handle, he could mentally reach into his toolbox and tackle the issue.'

'Did he give the impression he was fit to handle stress in the outside world again?'

'I wouldn't have signed off on him if I didn't think so. In fact, he wouldn't have been sent to work with Jill White until I thought he could make it on his own.'

Miller looked down at his notes, pretending he was reading. Then he looked at Borthwick. 'We think he was involved in Terry White's kidnapping.'

Borthwick didn't move for a moment, and Miller could see the mental wheels grinding in the doctor's head. 'I wouldn't know anything about that.'

'How often did you see him after he was released?'

'Not often. Jill was his liaison person. If he had a problem, she would deal with it, but if that problem became something more, then she would have come to me, and I could have had Brian admitted to the hospital again.'

'Just like you had Shaun Foxall readmitted?' Another quick change of pace. Miller watched the man's eyes, could almost see into his head to see how his thought process was working. Borthwick was digesting the question and formulating the answer before converting it to speech.

'Don't you think that was a good idea since he was shooting at you and your officers with a pistol?'

Answering a question with a question, buying himself time. Miller ignored it. 'There's one thing that's bothering us; Rosie Davidson was sent emails, supposedly by Shaun, but the account they were sent from was made up, on a public Wi-Fi, which is untraceable. The gun he had was a starting pistol. He told us he thought he was playing a game. How do you suppose he was able to conjure up an email account while sitting on a bus? Where did he get the gun and who are the people who told him he was playing a real-life game?'

Borthwick's face started going red. 'How the bloody hell do I know?'

'He's a patient at your hospital, Doctor. That's how I would expect you to know.' Miller kept his voice even, to make Borthwick's outburst look even worse.

'I know nothing about him getting hold of a gun.'

The lawyer sat forward. 'This is starting to sound like an interrogation, Detective.'

'Is it? I'm merely asking the doctor some questions about his patient.'

'Fuck it,' Borthwick said, suddenly standing and sliding his chair back with the back of his legs. Tam Scott jumped up, hoping there was going to be a fight, but nothing came of it. 

'What's wrong, Doctor?' Miller said, remaining calm.

'Fuck you. You come belting into my hospital with your Nazi storm troopers and that little squirt, take things away and start barking orders at everyone. Well, no more. I'm answering nothing more and I want those boxes of files back this afternoon.' 

'That's not going to happen. We have the warrant, which we executed and they will be returned to you, I can assure you of that, but after they've been gone through.' And that little squirt could do so much damage to your internal organs, the trauma surgeon would think they'd been put through a blender.

Miller stopped the interview and signed the tape, giving the copy to the lawyer. Then they both left.

McGovern walked into the room. 'Little squirt?' He had been behind the one-way mirror that was on the wall behind Borthwick.

'I told you people call you names behind your back.'

McGovern smiled. 'As long as you don't, is all that matters. I would hate to have to tell my daughter bad things about you.'

'She wouldn't believe you, McGovern.'

'Never underestimate a little girl's love for her daddy. Flesh and blood trumps every time.'

Miller laughed. 'And you could always have me taken to a little island in the Forth and have somebody talk to me?'

'What kind of accusation is that?' McGovern had a smirk on his face. 'Besides, we have abandoned airfields in the middle of England for that.'

Miller closed the file he had on the table and picked it up. 'Did you hear all of that?'

'Of course I did. He's full of shit.'

'Did you notice one thing, though?'

'What's that?' McGovern said.

'He wasn't surprised that Brian Sewell was dead.'


CHAPTER 44




Miller decided to go and see Jill White with Kim. He was feeling hungry, as they travelled to the hospital, having missed lunch. Jill was taking a class until two pm, and she would see them then. 

'You hungry?' he asked Kim, as they drove up Bruntsfield.

'Yes, I am. Any suggestions?'

The chippie was near the King's Theatre at Tollcross, on the way to the hospital. Fish and chips, wrapped in brown paper. It was such a simple meal, but Miller knew how much he would miss it if he ever went to live anywhere else in the world. They parked the car and sat in Bruntsfield Links, finding an unoccupied bench. The sun was out and there was no breeze. They sat in the shadow of a tree.

'I know I've been diddling about on the issue of us moving in together, and I'm sorry about that, love, but it's not been easy.'

Kim reached a hand out and put it over his. 'I know. And it's even harder now they've found Terry. I do understand, and I don't want to push you away by going on about it. I'm prepared to wait.' She smiled at him, and he saw something there that he hadn't seen in a woman's eyes for a long time; true love.

'I've dealt with it, Kim. Now I want to start making plans. Talk things over; see what would be the best thing to do. I mean, Emm's at school down in Stockbridge, so would it be better if you moved in with me and Jack? Would that be wise, knowing it wouldn't be the three of us, but Grandpa Jack being there too? Or should I come and live at your place? How would all that work-'

'Frank, honey, we don't need to decide this afternoon. We have all summer to think about things. Just relax.'

Miller ate some fish, thought briefly about Carol, wondering what she would think about another woman living with him in their apartment. There you go, thinking she's still alive. She would be happy that you're happy. 'I know, I started rattling there.'

Kim laughed and ate some of her own fish. 'Life's what we make it, Frank. We can go through it feeling happy, or we can go through it feeling sad.' She looked at him. 'Don't take this the wrong way, but do I wish my marriage had worked? Of course I do. Who wants to have a young child and get divorced? Nobody plans for that. I would have liked to have had a stable relationship, but Eric going away all the time and me not knowing if he was coming back, well, it did a number on me. I know it's a cliché, but that was what happened. I didn't meet anybody, I didn't stop loving him, I just thought my brain was going to explode. I got help, but by then, the answer was to walk away from it.'

'Eric must have taken it badly.'

'Eric's trained in a different way from most soldiers, so he kept it hidden, but yes, he took it hard. He loves his little girl, but he moved on, and now he's happy again, and they're expecting a little boy. I wish him all the best and hope his new wife can deal with it better than I could.'

He looked at her. 'Yet, knowing what I do about you, about the job you do and how you faced danger all the time, I would find it hard to believe you couldn't cope with all that.'

'It happens to the best of us. It was a dark period in my life, but I got things sorted. I don't feel that way anymore.'

Miller ate a few chips, and then felt his appetite suddenly fall away. 'Here's a question for you; what if you decided you wanted to be a stay-at-home mum one day, and I was going out to work, would it get on top of you do you think? Worrying about me when I was at work?'

'No. I mean, of course I would worry, but as I said, I learned to deal with it, Frank.'

He nodded and looked away, towards Arthur's Seat in the distance. If she can deal with it now, couldn't she go back to Eric? If Eric dumped his new wife? Of course she could, but she's not going to.

He smiled, leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. 'I do love you, Kim.'

'I love you too.' She scrunched up the paper and looked at her watch. 'Come on, let's go. Jill White will be champing at the bit.'

They drove up to the hospital making small talk, neither of them touching on the subject of moving in together again. Miller didn't want to think about it. Just the very idea made his guts feel as if he had been stabbed with an ice pick.




****




'So. You came to tell me you caught my son's killer?' Jill White had a whole new demeanour about her. Combative was the word he would have used if asked to sum her up.

'We were hoping you might have some information about that,' Kim said, pulling up a chair. 

They were in the large room again, but this time the branches outside the window were still, as if they were holding their breath, waiting for the punchline, before leaping into the air and giving each other a high-five.

'What do you mean? You think I'm a suspect? That I would kill my own son?' She looked at Miller with a disgusted expression on her face. 

'We're not saying that, Jill. We do want to talk about Brian Sewell though.'

Jill's shoulders seemed to slump. 'Oh yes, Brian. He was one of my patients.'

'He was also your lover, isn't that right?' Kim said.

'What? No, of course not. Who told you that? Oh let me guess; big mouth Carl.'

Miller said. 'We're not here to point fingers, but we do need to know all about him.'

'Brian was a patient of mine, not a love interest. If you listen to Carl long enough, he'll fill your head full of broken glass.'

'What can you tell us about Brian?'

'Why? Did you trace him?'

Miller locked eyes with Kim before answering. 'We found him, Jill. He's dead.'

Jill licked her lips and looked down, fighting back tears. 'How did he die?'

'We're not sure yet,' Miller lied, 'but he was discovered in a house near South Queensferry.'

Jill looked puzzled. 'Was he living with somebody?'

'No, we believe he was murdered.'

'Oh my God. No. Not Brian. No, I don't believe it.' Her hand went to her mouth and in that instant, Miller knew she hadn't killed Sewell. He'd interviewed dozens of killers, and every detective got a feel for somebody's reactions, and this wasn't the reaction of a killer.

Tears started streaming down Jill's cheeks. 

'We're trying to trace his last movements. Who was the last to see him alive around the time of his death.'

'It wasn't me. I haven't seen Brian for years.'

That confirmed it for Miller, unless Jill was a brilliant actor, which he doubted. 'Brian's been dead for years, Jill. He was buried in the same place as Terry, in the garden by the caretaker's cottage.'

'What? He's been dead all this time?'

'We believe he was murdered and placed there.'

'I thought you said he was found in a house?' She looked at Miller, and then it dawned on her. 'Oh, no, don't tell me...'

'I'm afraid so. His killer dug him up and put him in somebody's house. As a warning, we think.'

All the air went out of her and her head slumped forward, touching her chest, and Miller thought for a moment that she had fainted, expecting to jump out of his chair and catch her falling body, but then she suddenly snapped her head up, her eyes bright.

'I want you to catch the bastard who did this. Brian and I weren't lovers, Detective Miller, we were more than that.'

'In what way?'

She sniffed back her tears. 'I've never met such a kind man in my life. He had problems, sure he did, but he overcame them. He was so gentle, and after all the things he'd seen in war, he could have gone off the rails and stayed there, but he didn't. With our help, Borthwick and me, we got him back on his feet. For the first time, I saw the man behind the mask. He got the caretaker's job, and was getting back on his feet. I even trusted him enough to introduce him to my son.'

'He met Terry?'

'Yes. Terry thought he was brilliant.'

'Was he ever alone with Terry?' Kim asked.

'What are you getting at?' There was fire in Jill's eyes now.

'It's a simple question, Jill. It's just something we need to know.'

Jill's breathing was fast as if her body was preparing to go into fight mode. 'Once or twice. Why? He didn't touch Terry, if that's what you're thinking.'

'We're just trying to build a picture, that's all, Jill,' Miller said, in a placating tone.

'I trusted him. He might have had mental health issues, but he was a great man.' 

'When was the last time you saw Brian?' Miller asked.

Jill thought about it. 'Things weren't easy when Terry was taken. Brian was the one who was there for me, unlike Carl. Brian comforted me, while Carl told me to pull myself together. I wanted to go and see him in the house in the cemetery, but he said no, the press were hounding me, and they might take it the wrong way. So he and I would meet up at the Royal Scottish. Nobody even gave that a second thought. He was a former patient who came back for help. It wasn't on anybody's radar. Not even Carl's as far as I knew. Then Margaret White caught us in an embrace one day, while we were in a private office. She excused herself, and didn't mention it to me, but she told Carl. He brought it up to me one day when we were arguing. I told him it was nothing. That Brian gave me a hug because he was grateful for my help. I persuaded him it wouldn't be ethical for me to get involved with a patient, and then I got angry, saying he was one to talk. He backed off after that, but I don't know if he ever believed me or not. And since you're here, I guess he didn't.'

'So the last time you saw him was...?' Miller said, repeating his question.

'It wasn't long after Terry was taken. The house caught on fire. It was a chip pan left on the cooker, the fire investigator said. Brian must have put it on and forgotten about it.'

'Did they think he set it on fire deliberately, since he wasn't there?' Kim said.

'They might have, but the investigator was told about Brian's mental health issues, and they didn't pursue it. They marked it as an accident.' She looked at Miller. 'Did he die after the fire?'

'That's the theory we're working on. In fact, we don't even know if he caused the fire. It might have been set to make it look like Brian was responsible, even if it was an accident, and nobody would question why somebody with mental health issues would leave.'

'All this time, I thought he had gone, forgotten about me, and here he was, buried in the ground.'

'Do you know anybody who would want to harm him?'

'Brian didn't have any enemies, as far as I know. He had a few select friends, and they even made a point of coming to the hospital to visit him.'

Miller's eyes shifted to Kim's for just the briefest of moments before turning back to Jill. 'Who are these friends, Jill?'

'I don't know. I saw him coming out of a room one time over at the Royal Scottish, and there were other men in there. I saw the backs of two men, but there were others in there. I could hear them laughing and talking. I asked Brian who they were and he said they were just some mates of his from his Army days.'

The big room suddenly felt stifling, as if all the air had been sucked out of it. 'Did Carl know these men?' Kim asked.

'I don't think so. If he did, he didn't say, but he wasn't in the Army, so it would be unlikely.'

'Have you seen these men recently?'

'No, I didn't see them again.'

'If anything comes up, can you please give us a call?' Miller said.

'I will.' 

They all stood.

'I'm here for you if you need me,' Miller said. 'Kim too, if you want a shoulder to cry on. And if Carl bothers you, let me know and I'll have a talk with him.'

'If he bothers me, Davie will have a talk with him.'

'Who's Davie?'

'Davie Raeburn. He's a friend of mine. He had a lot to do with Brian's recovery too, but more in a social way. With Davie, what you see is what you get. He's such a nice guy. He's been there for me over the past couple of years. He's very protective towards me, and that feels good after what I went through with Carl.'

'Can you tell me his address?'

'I don't have it. We don't socialise, just see each other sometimes when he's at the hospital.'

'How did he know Brian?'

Jill looked at him. 'They were in the Army together.'


CHAPTER 45




'Here he comes; Postman Pat.' One of the young assistants on the second floor thought she was a comedian, and every day would announce Davie Raeburn's arrival for the two o'clock pick up.

'I think I might have heard that one before,' Raeburn said, with a smile. Grit your teeth. Let it wash over you.

'See that's the thing, Raeburn, you're not paid to think. That's why you work down in the mailroom.'

'Janice, really,' the department boss said, an old matronly woman who barely managed to garner any respect herself.

'Just telling it like it is,' Janice said, walking up to Raeburn as he put the mail from his cart into the individual department slots. 'Tell me, I've heard that men who are,' she lifted her fingers and made air quotes, 'special, are well hung. Is that true?'

'Oh, I'm sure you've been out with more than your fair share of special men to answer that question yourself, Janice.'

Some of the people in the department let out a laugh. Overhearing the remark in the open plan office, other adjoining departments joined in.

'Just give me the mail,' she said, snatching the envelopes out of his hand. She stormed away to her own desk.

'Pub after work, Davie?' one of the department guys asked.

'Not tonight, I have to take the missus to yoga, or some other such crap. Somewhere that she jumps about and sweats a lot.'

'Haha. Okay, mate, but defo next week, right?'

'You got it, big man.' Raeburn walked away with his cart, heading for the next mail station. Why did fuckers like Janice even get to breathe God's fresh air? He wondered, as he rounded the corner. 

'Ah, just the man I've been waiting for.' 

Oh, fuck. 'Caitlin, light of my life. How can I do you? I mean, what can I do you for?'

She giggled and covered her mouth. 'Saucy. My mother told me about men like you.'

'Handsome. Debonair. Witty. Charming. Your mother was a very astute woman, let me tell you.'

'How awful you are.' Caitlin giggled again. 'Anyway, my boss is sending two boxes of stationery over to New York for a conference. Can you deal with that?'

'Hey, if I was any more super, I'd be wearing my underpants over my trousers, know what I'm saying? Of course I can handle that. I'll just call FedEx, they'll pop round, pick it up, and then Bob's your Aunt Fanny.'

Caitlin started laughing again. 'You really need to come out with us more often, Davie. How about tomorrow night after work? Your wife wouldn't mind, would she?'

'I'll tell her I'm going, and that'll be the end of it. I'll say to her, I'm going out with the crew at work, and if you don't like it, then you know what you can do. Then I'll hang up on her.'

Caitlin let out a cackle again. 'You're so funny, Davie.'

'It's working with you that keeps me off the bridge, Cait.' He winked at her. 'Now, just you let me know when you want those boxes picked up and I'll drop everything and come running. Well, not everything, you understand.' He looked down at his trousers.

Caitlin went away giggling, hardly able to contain herself.

It didn't do any harm to let them think he was married. He'd bought the ring in a pawn shop for a few notes. It wasn't flashy, just a cheap band of gold, but some women liked shagging married men. First, some just wanted a wee fling, and a married man offered that opportunity. Secondly, they could trust a married man, not like some single loser who still lived with his mother and secretly watched Sponge Bob on a Saturday morning. Not that he himself lived with his mother or watched cartoons, but the ring had helped him pick up some married women. Even single women like Caitlin could be up for a bit of fun. He knew exactly which buttons to push. 

Raeburn finished the rest of his round, picking up the outgoing mail, and depositing the last of the incoming for that round. The bulk of the mail came in from Royal Mail at seven in the morning, but the internal mail was dropped off and picked up several times a day. It kept them busy. The mailroom comprised two supervisors and three mail staff, and it didn't take a degree in rocket science to see who worked the hardest.

Tom Hardy, one of the supervisors, was on the phone when Raeburn went back down to the mailroom. 'Yes, he's just come in the door now. I'll ask him.' Hardy put a hand over the mouthpiece and looked at Raeburn. 'Can you stay late tonight? We have a package coming in by special courier. It won't be here until about eight or so. I'll make sure you get taken care of for doing it.'

'Yes, of course I can.'

'He said yes. Okay, I'll talk to you later.' He hung up and looked at Raeburn.

'Good lad. I would have stayed myself, but you know how it is. One of my daughters is sick, and the wife's knackered, so I have to go home and take over for a while.'

'No problem, Tom. Only happy to help.' Sick daughter, that's a new one. Probably going to one of those wank clubs, where you pay a fortune for a drink, then even more dosh to have some manky fanny sit on your lap and grease up your fly while you have to keep your hands to yourself in case a bouncer breaks them. Tom Hardy, The Scottish National Bank's resident pervert.

'You're one of the good guys in here.'

I fucking bet I am. Nobody else would put up with your pish. 'That's good of you to say so, m'man.'

'Don't think this will be forgotten when it's time to offer out supervisor posts. I'll make sure you're given one. You can count on it.'

I'd rather put a bullet through my fucking brain, Raeburn thought. Or yours.




****




Paddy Gibb stood in front of the white board, pacing back and forward, looking like, as Andy Watt put it, a demented leprechaun. Not to his face though.

'Right, we've got all this collated, so I want to see notes being taken. Got that?'

A mumble rumbled through the room. Miller stood near an open window at the back, trying desperately to feel a draft, any little draft, but the trouble with this old building was, it was freezing in winter and roasting in summer. Kim stood beside him, hardly sweating at all.

It's mind over matter, she said.

No it's not, he had started to argue, but then he saw her smile and knew he wouldn't win, so he just shrugged and moved closer to the window.

'Right. So we have Brian Sewell in the mortuary right now. He was the caretaker at Warriston Cemetery when young Terry was kidnapped, and then the house caught on fire and burnt down. Chip pan fire. Only now, we know he was murdered, and buried in the garden, when everybody thought he'd pissed off somewhere. He had been under the care of Jill White, and she too thought he had just upped and left. Sewell had bought a car from Jill's husband, at one of the offshoot dealerships he has, and that car was subsequently stolen and used in the delivery of the ransom money as per the kidnapper's instructions to our late colleague, Carol Miller. White was a person of interest back then, but he had an alibi for the day Terry went missing. Any questions so far?'

Nobody said anything.

'Okay then, moving on. Terry's body is uncovered by a demolition team. Then the same night, a pair of men dig up another body from the same location. Turns out to be Brian Sewell. They were spotted by The Evening Post crime editor, Lena Finn, and they then left Sewell for her to find in her bath. We think it was a warning to her; we know who you are.'

'How did they know where she lived?' one of the younger detectives asked.

'She dropped her phone, and when she went back to look for it, it was still there, but they'd tampered with it, and found her address on it, she thinks from a receipt sent in an email, which could be read from her phone.'

Gibb ran a cotton hanky over his forehead. 'Last night, our boys were busy, and I mean the two jokers who dug up Sewell. Before going to the cemetery after dark, they went to Louise Walker's house. She used to date Carl White; he lived with her, and put some of his crap up in her attic, a big, walk-up affair, apparently. So they split up, and Louise goes to the dealership he owns and tells him to move his shit. Miller was there with some of the team and witnessed it. As she's moving some of the boxes herself, one falls open and the registration document for Brian Sewell's car is in there, and a bundle of money, which we believe is from the ransom money. 

'We think by going to the dealership, Louise alerted White. He was well pished last night, and we tracked him on the council's CCTV, so he really was at the pubs he said he was at, around the time he said he was, which means he couldn't have been out at Ratho setting fire to Louise Walker's house. However, he could have sent two men to do it. They obviously don't know what Louise looks like, because they killed her housemate, Cindy Shields, who also works at White's dealership.'

'How do you know there were two of them at the house?'

'We got local CCTV and it shows two men in a grey van driving away from the direction of the house. We ran the plates and they're false, so we're pretty sure these are our two guys. We didn't get a clear picture of them however. The two men chased her, but she hid and then she saw them leaving.'

Tam Scott put his hand up from near the front. 'Do we think these two guys are the kidnappers?'

'We're not sure yet, Tam, but it's looking likely that they were involved somehow. We want to know why Sewell was killed. And if they killed Cindy thinking it was Louise, then we know they are thoroughly ruthless and will go to any lengths to cover their tracks.' 

'So there's still the possibility Carl White is involved in his son's kidnapping,' Miller said. 'We spoke to him, and to be honest, I personally don't believe he was, but I'm not discounting it. He might just be clever enough to cover his tracks, and make sure he had an alibi for every time he needed one, including the day Terry was taken.'

'How about Jill White?' Scott asked. 'She was involved with a guy who was in charge of the very place where her son was found.'

'Again, we're keeping an open mind about her, although she says she wasn't romantically involved with Sewell like Carl White thought she was. I tend to believe her.'

'As for today's jaunt to the Royal Scottish,' Gibb said, getting all eyes on the front of the room, 'we took every name from the patient council, and drafted some of our colleagues in Gayfield Square CID to check them out. There are twenty-eight members of the council. All of them checked out. They come from all walks of life, and we concentrated on the males, as Shaun Foxall said he heard men saying they were going to kill him. That narrowed it down. So we checked out the eight members who were at the hospital when Foxall was taken there last night, five of them men. We tracked them down, and have since discounted them. Two are in their sixties, one in his fifties who happens to be a minister in the church, and the other two are a no-go. One is disabled and walks with a stick, which in itself doesn't mean anything, and the other guy has been personally vouched for by Jill White, a guy named Davie Raeburn. She's known him for years. None of them have a connection to each other. Subject to further background checks, we've discounted them. So that means, whoever Foxall overheard, weren't at the hospital on official business.'

'Then what were they doing there?' Scott asked.

'Listen to Frank's theory.'

Everybody in the room looked at Miller.

'I think Robert Borthwick is up to his neck in this. I think he has some of his friends round to the hospital. Nobody asks questions, because he runs the place as head doctor. These men are known to him. It just so happens that Shaun saw them before, or one of them, and now they want to get rid of him. They think he saw or heard something. So they concocted an elaborate plan to get him back to the hospital, by making us think he was extorting money from Rosie Davidson, who is also on the patient council. Then they could take their time over the next week to make his death look like an accident.

'There are four killers going in and out of that hospital unnoticed. And that's where they all meet. We just don't know who they are yet.'

'So we keep our eyes on Borthwick. We have him tailed and he'll be followed everywhere.'

'No can do,' Gibb said. 'His lawyer's already made a complaint to Dennis Friendly, who is now saying we've put Borthwick through enough. If we find anything concrete on him, then fair enough, but until such times, feel free to follow him if you want your next promotion to be a lollipop man.'

'If these guys are just walking into the hospital unannounced, then we won't know when he meets them,' Scott said.

'It's the best we can do, Tam. Sooner or later they'll slip up. Andrew Borthwick could walk along Princes Street with a machine gun and nobody's going to blink an eye. It's almost as if he has a free pass.'


CHAPTER 46




'Torches, eh? I'm impressed,' April said, as the waiter handed her a menu. 'Do you bring your wife here, or just your girlfriends?' She gave a little laugh and her eyes sparkled, having fun with him.

'Neither. I reserve it for beautiful women who run into my car,' Adam Stuart said. 'So, this is your first time in Edinburgh?'

The waiter brought the sparkling water April ordered and a glass of wine for Stuart. 

'It is. I'm usually down south all the time, going as far as Reading, or Milton Keynes. Just wherever my boss drums up leads.'

'What sort of business are you in?' He clinked glasses with her and looked at the expensive blouse she had put on. Or maybe it was from Marks and Sparks, he couldn't really tell, but it looked expensive, and that was what counted. Nice red skirt, bit of red lippy, just the right amount of eye shadow that hinted at sophistication, not trashy.

'Diaries.'

'I beg your pardon?' Stuart thought he'd misheard for a moment.

'I'm a travelling sales person for a diary company.'

'Interesting,' Stuart said, hoping his voice didn't betray the surprise in his voice, a tone that said her job was anything but interesting. 'So you have a lot of dates, then?'

'Not really. I'm married-'

'It was a joke,' Stuart said, interrupting her. 'Dates, diaries. I know, I can't believe that came out of my mouth.'

'Oh, now I get it.' She laughed, and Stuart was hoping his fake-o-meter was working tonight, as she really didn't seem to be faking her laugh. She could be faking something else later on tonight if she liked, he didn't care about that, but he liked it when women genuinely thought he was funny. Most of the time he was. 

'Isn't this a quiet time for diary companies?' he asked.

'No, this is the busiest time. We have to get all the orders in for the companies who want personalised diaries, so we can get them all printed and ready for shipping by December. There's a lot goes into the production.'

'Oh, that makes sense,' Stuart said.

'So, what do you do, Adam?'

This was the hard part, the let's get this lie off my chest time, and see if it lands without me taking a beamer. He'd practised many times, especially at Cardington where he'd used his wit and charm on unsuspecting female candidates. But sometimes a woman could see right through things, and if he thought she had, he'd probably take a beamer.

'I'm an accounts executive with a bank.'

'Really? That sounds exciting.' 

She smiled at him. And he could tell she had taken it in. Now, if she pushed him further, which they sometimes did, he had already planned out the lie in greater detail. It helped that it was one he'd used before, and he kept polishing it, refining it the way somebody might refine an oil painting they weren't happy with. This one was certainly a Van Gogh, whereas sometimes they were Edward Hoppers. He'd even known them to be Andy Warhol's when he'd had too much to drink.

'It means I'm in charge of a department, and we deal with overseas clients. I really can't go into too much detail, just as a matter of privacy, you understand.' Brilliant. He had slipped in there that he wasn't some dummy, that he must be earning a few notes if he was in charge of a department, and he added the Please don't ask me any more questions clause, just in case he did slip up. Of course, he had more on the subject, if the female he was with turned out to be a pushy cow, but April seemed to be all right with his answer.

'Sounds all very secret agent,' she said, drinking more of the water. 

'Not at all, just clerical stuff.'

'How many people work under you, then?'

Shit. Plan B! Plan B!

The waiter came along and asked if they were ready to order. They were, and Stuart rattled off his usual; Steak, rare. He thought April was a bit too sophisticated to hear his Just cut off the horns and wipe its arse quip, so Rare it was.

'You don't want to hear about my boring job,' he said to her, indicating for the waiter to bring more drinks, which he did.

'I like you, Adam. It's nice to have a friendly face to talk to when I'm on the road, but to be honest, most of the time, I have a McDonald's and sit in my hotel room watching Corrie.'

'Nothing wrong with a bit of drama.'

'What about you? What do you normally do for a bit of fun?'

'Just go out for a few pints with my mates.'

'Don't you go out much with your wife?'

'We've been married that long it's nice to get out away from her sometimes.'

'I know the feeling. My husband likes to go out with his mates, and I'm glad. We're celebrating twenty years next year. I told him I would have been out of prison by now, if I'd knifed him.' April laughed again, to show she was just joking.

'Won't your husband be expecting you to phone him tonight?' Stuart asked.

'Not likely. He's away playing golf with his mates in Spain.'

Oh yeah, Shagaluf. Once Stuart thought he might take up golf, just to get away from his wife, but his handicap was, he couldn't hit the ball in a straight line. He'd given up the idea and sold his clubs quicker than he'd bought them.

The lies flowed more easily the way the wine did, but Stuart was careful how much he had. He didn't want to have to resort to a little blue pill if things were looking like they were going in that direction. Wine was fine, but he wanted to watch his intake. April didn't seem to need the wine to have a good time.

A couple of hours later, she called the waiter over for the bill, and brought her purse out.

'No, April, this is on me,' Stuart said, not making a beeline for his wallet any time soon.

'Adam, don't be silly, I said this was on me tonight. For keeping this between ourselves. I insist.' Before any more arguments could take place, she had put the card in the plastic wallet the waiter had left with them, and he had swooped in to take it away before either of the customers got an idea to do a runner.

After everything was paid for, Stuart saw his night ending with him watching a rerun of the X-Files or maybe he'd put on a Family Guy DVD, a show his wife hated. The very idea of a talking dog and a swearing toddler. Better than the highbrow stuff she watched, he thought. He could imagine Stewie walking up to the doors of Downton Abbey, and his dog running in ahead of him, the sound of Brian, come here you bastard! echoing round the great reception hall.

'What's so funny?' April asked him, smiling.

'Just thinking about how we met this afternoon,' he said, notching up another lie to his mental bedpost. 

'We could go and get a drink if you like, or...'

'Or?'

'Or we could maybe have a nightcap in my hotel room.' She was wearing a light jacket now, as the temperature had dropped a little, even though it was still light out.

'I'd like to go to your hotel. I'm really enjoying your company, and it would be nice to spend a little more time with you.'

It wasn't that far to walk on a nice summer's evening, but Stuart knew he'd be needing CPR by the time he got to the hotel, and it was best if he saved what little energy he still had left. He'd already cut back on the booze, skipped the dessert and brushed his teeth with his finger in the toilets, so he reckoned he was good to go. He hailed a taxi, and all but told the taxi driver to get the fucking boot down as he sat back with April.

He sighed with relief as she made the first move. There was going to be no diddling about as they got to reception, no, Should we get a nightcap and him wondering if he had gotten the wrong signals and was about to get a slap in front of witnesses. April kissed him on the lips and made the appropriate noises as the driver got them up the road to her hotel in record time.

Stuart gave him a big tip and April giggled as she walked into the reception and got her key. Stuart hovered round the lift doors and they made it up to the fourth floor.

He thought he might start slowly, build up his prowess, but April had other ideas, and started stripping him off as soon as he had closed the door. She knew how to manipulate a man, and there was no need for his In case of emergency, pull the handle little blue friend.

April did things to him that his wife would have divorced him for if he'd even suggested they try, and she kept the momentum going. They lay side-by-side with only a side light on, and she had held him, until a little while later, she got him going again.

After an hour, he was spent. He was running through all the one-liners he'd used in the past on how to exit without it seeming as if he'd only come here for sex, when April gave him his way out.

'I know you must have to be up for work tomorrow, and I have a long drive in the morning, so if you want to go, that's fine.'

'I hate to run.'

'It's fine. I had a great night.'

'Me too.' He dressed quickly whilst trying not to show he was enthusiastic about leaving, and April had pulled on a bathrobe that had been hanging in her bathroom. She pulled him close and kissed him. 

He left, and neither one of them asked for the other's phone number.

When Stuart had gone, April got dressed quickly. The mirrored wardrobe door opened silently on its tracks.

'Did you get it?' she asked the man who stepped out, holding the small video camera.

'Oh yes, it was perfect.'

'Good. Now I'll take my payment, and you can do your own thing. As long as you didn't get my face.'

'Some of the time I did, but I'll get our guy to edit those parts out.' He pulled an envelope out of his pocket and handed it over. 'Good job as usual.'

'Thanks.'

'So, what were you tonight?'

'A travelling salesperson.'

He smiled. 'Somebody's got to be, I guess.'

The woman who wasn't April Morrison walked out of the hotel room and paid her bill with the same fake credit card she'd paid for dinner with.


CHAPTER 47




Miller rang the doorbell and put his hands into his pockets, trying to get them deeper into the coat. He hunched his shoulders against the cold as rain rattled down on him. Wind rushed through the bushes in the garden like an intruder.

Summer in Scotland. Sunny one minute, pissing down the next. They don't mention this in the tourist brochures.

The house he was standing at was a semi-detached, with a well-kept front garden. This was Fox Covert, in a part of Corstorphine that sat in the shadow of Corstorphine Hill and the zoo next to it. Miller remembered getting a call years back when a wallaby had escaped from the zoo and a bus driver had reported a kangaroo running about on the road.

The rest of the afternoon had gone by in a blur. Dinner had been an uneventful affair, with Miller trying not to talk shop and failing miserably. Jack was going for a drink with his new friend, Samantha, and Miller had been up and down from his armchair, unable to settle. Then he got the phone call.

'Frank, it's George.' The voice was older, sounding a little frailer, but still instantly recognisable.

'Hey, George, how are things going?'

'I was wondering, if you had a minute, could you pop round?'

'Yeah, I could do that. What night were you thinking of?'

'Tonight, son. It's about Terry White.'

He had picked up his lightweight jacket and then the rain had started splattering the windows. He took a lightweight waterproof instead. Now the sky was filled with rain and it was overflowing. The outside light came on and he took a deep breath as if expecting the occupant of the house to lay a punch on him, bracing himself for what was to come.

The door opened inwards and an old man stood looking out at the figure standing on his doorstep, his eyes searching the face for a clue.

'How are you doing, George?' Miller swallowed hard as his eyes found the old man's. They were old, the fleshy hoods of his eyebrows coming together to form a question, as if he'd forgotten Miller was coming round.

Then it came to him.

'Frank?' The voice gravely from too many smokes.

Miller nodded.

'Come away in, son.'

Miller stepped into the hallway of George West's house. Or Detective Chief Superintendent George West, as he was known back then. He could smell the booze on the old man's breath.

The white painted walls brightened up the hallway. Small prints hung on them like blemishes on a perfect face.

'In you go,' West said, after closing the front door. Miller walked into the living room where a real fire burned away in the fireplace. The rain had brought with it a cold wind. Four seasons in one day, that was Edinburgh.

Miller wasn't usually stuck for an answer but he had difficulty forming the words he knew had to be spoken. 'How have things been, George?' he said at last, sitting down on the settee. The fire crackled and spat in the intervening silence.

The old man sat in a chair opposite and Miller could see The Edinburgh Evening Post folded in half sitting on the other chair. That night's headlines looked back at him.

'I don't get out so much now, Frank. The joints are just that bit tight for dancing. You know how it is.'

Miller nodded. How could he know how it was? He didn't want to think about getting old. Not this way at least. On his own. 

'Would you like a drink, son?'

'Not for me, George, I'm driving.'

The old man pushed up out of his chair and went over to the old display cabinet sitting in the corner of the room. The glass shelves that used to show off ornaments now held only glasses and bottles of booze.

The TV was on but muted. A soap played out its storyline behind a screen that had seen better days. This room had been painted white as well; it was cheaper to get a man in to slap on a bit of emulsion than having every room different he assumed.

West poured himself a measure of Bell's. 'Here's to us,' he said, saluting with his glass as he sat back down. Miller silently saluted with a nod of his head. 

'How's Jack these days? Enjoying retirement?'

'He's great. He and retirement are suited just fine. He's got a new lady friend just now, but they're just friends.'

'Aren't they all?'

'He only met her yesterday, but they seem to have clicked. She's a crime writer.'

'Really? What's her name?'

'Samantha Willis.'

His eyebrows raised as if they were alive. He put his drink on a side table next to his chair and reached over the other side, raking about in a magazine rack for a moment, moving magazines out of the way until he found what he was looking for; a dog-eared copy of Out For Justice. 'I like this guy, DI Callahan. I thought the name was a bit Hollywood for an Edinburgh detective, but he kicks arse and I like that.' West held up the copy for Miller to see. 'You read any of her stuff?'

'Not yet, but I will. I don't read much these days.'

West was looking at the cover again, ignoring his guest. Miller thought the older man must be in his early sixties now, and he didn't know where the time had gone. He was the head of CID when Miller started out as a wet-behind-the-ears detective.

'Here, take this one. I'm done with it. I read a lot these days. Nothing else to do with my time except get pished and read books.' West handed the book over. 'Who would have thought it? Jack Miller going out with a writer.'

'I don't know if they're going out, George,' Miller said, putting the paperback into his jacket pocket.

West waved away Miller's denial and smiled. 'This is Jack Miller we're talking about. I've had a few beers with him in the past two years since he retired. I know what he's like. He's what, fifty-five now?'

'Just turned fifty-six.'

'Good for him. He needs to have a good time while he's still here. I'm sixty-two now, and just buried three of my old muckers from the old days, all in the space of two months. Two heart attacks and one from natural causes. Poor bastard went to bed one night and didn't get up. Dropping like flies, we are. I'm fucking scared to go to sleep. I'm glad for Jack. Get it while you can. I wouldn't mind stepping out with a young thing myself. Bit of dancing, bite to eat and then give her a good seeing to.'

Miller thought the unsuspecting female who agreed to step out with George was in for a big surprise. No waiting for the third date with him. Maybe he didn't think his heart would last until the third date.

'You said you wanted to see me about Terry White?' Miller said, at last, when it was obvious the conversation was going to flag. 

West nodded. 'Was there any sign my little boy Peter could be found in the cemetery?' he asked.

'No. Not so far, George. I don't want to give you false hope. They're still looking but we don't think there's a link between your son and Terry.' 

'His name's Peter, Frank. You can say his name out loud.'

Miller noticed the older man used the present tense, as if he would never give up the idea that his son was still alive and out there somewhere. 

'I will let you know if we find Peter. I'll come and tell you personally, I promise.'

'Nobody's looking for my little boy anymore because it happened such a long time ago.'

Miller didn't have an answer, because he knew West's words rang true; nobody was looking for the boy anymore.

'You know, Frank, there isn't a day goes by that I don't speak to him. I hear his voice in my head all the time. The way I remember him the last time I left the house to go on duty. He was eating breakfast. 

'If I'd known I wouldn't see him again, I would have held him so tightly and told him I loved him, but I didn't, because I thought I'd see him at dinner time. You never know what's round the corner. Do you know what I mean, Frank?'

'I do, George: I gave Carol a hug in the back car park, and watched her drive up through the tunnel to the High Street not knowing that was the last time I'd ever see her alive.'

'Of course you do. I forgot there for a minute. Sorry, son.'

'It's okay, George.' 

'He would have been forty-two now.' West swallowed the rest of his whisky and got up to pour another. Adding a little water this time and sat back down. 'That wasn't the only reason I asked you round, Frank. To talk about Peter. I did say it was about young Terry.'

'Okay.' Miller sat looking at the older man who looked far older than his years.

'I have a theory, Frank, one I've had for a couple of years now. Ever since Terry was taken.' 

'What's that?'

'You haven't heard it, have you? My theory?'

Miller wondered if his old boss was actually all there, if the trauma of losing his son many years before had done something to his mind. 'No, I haven't.'

'I knew it. They didn't take me seriously, at the time, but I've been thinking more about the Terry White case.'

Miller sighed inwardly. This happened a lot with retired detectives; they couldn't let the job go, and were always coming up with a theory, how they could solve the crime now. He thought this was going to be one of those deals now.

'What's your theory then, George?'

'I'm not saying Peter's kidnapping was in any way linked to Terry White's. Of course it wasn't. The man who took him was caught and died a long time ago. It's just that the M.O. is similar, as if Peter's disappearance was a blueprint for Terry's. Like they do reconstructions on TV of a murder or something. That re-enactment is almost the same as the real thing, and that's what they were going for. It was almost as if Terry's kidnapping was a re-enactment of Peter's.'

Miller had to admit if he was at the station and somebody walked in off the street and started talking like this, he would dismiss them. After Terry was taken, they had had more than their fair share of nutters calling and coming into the station, with all sorts of stories and claims to be the kidnapper. George was borderline, but since he used to be one of the best cops he knew, he was going to hear him out.

'Go on, I'm listening.'

'I told them, this is more than similar: the boy is taken; the money is asked for, although in my case, it was only a few grand; a female cop is asked to do the ransom drop and he claims to know her; she gets bounced from pub to pub.'

'What pubs did he use?'

'The White House. The Grey Horse Inn. Bouncing her between pubs, then getting her to dump her police radio. Then getting her into another car. There weren't mobile phones then, so the lassie was working blind. He told her to go out of the pub and make her way to a blue Vauxhall. When she hung up the phone, she radioed this information in. Then she dropped her radio into the wastebasket. At least they would know what car she was in.

'When she got to the car, there was a note on the windscreen, directing her to a red Ford Cortina round the corner. The keys were on one of the tyres. Inside, there was a note telling her where to take the money. To a pub down Leith. When she got there, she got a call on the payphone in the pub. He told her where to go to pick up her next car. She called it in. When she got outside, looking for a car, she was bundled into the back of a van. She was tied up, driven away before her colleagues got there, and the van went into the docks. He bundled her out and took the money. He didn't harm her, just left her there. She was found by a security company doing a patrol later on. We went mad, not knowing where she was. We thought he'd killed her. But he just took the money. And I never got my son back.' He looked Miller in the eyes. 'Now do you see the similarity?'

Miller was fully awake now; hanging on West's every word. 'Now, the kidnapper was eventually caught, and he died in prison, isn't that right?'

'That's right. They're not connected, but as I said, I think somebody used that blueprint to take Terry.'

Miller had to admit West was making sense. 'The thing is, George, and I'm playing Devil's Advocate here, even if it was similar, how would that have helped Terry's kidnappers?'

'I'm not saying it would have helped them. That's not my point, Frank. Some similarities in there were never published in the papers. Like the young WPC having to dump her radio, and him making her take a different car from the pub from the one she went in. That's never been released. At least, I've never read about it.'

'So what are you saying?' Miller asked, but he knew damn well, what West was getting at.

'I'm saying, whoever was involved in Terry's kidnapping, had inside information.'

Miller sat back, taking a breath in through his nose and letting it out slowly. 'You're suggesting he's one of us.' 

'I'm not suggesting it; I'm saying it. You've got a dirty cop working with you now. They thought they'd got all the dirt bags who were taking back-handers, but one slipped through the cracks.'

'Who did you tell your theory to, when Terry first went missing three years ago?' Miller asked. 

But in his gut, he knew who George West had gone to. And he was right.


CHAPTER 48




The rain spattered the windscreen of the car like blood from a murder victim. It was coming down heavy now, just as anybody who lived in Edinburgh would expect. 

Miller drove the car away from George West's house, and chose to go up and over Clermiston Road, towards St. John's Road. It had been a while since he had been in Corstorphine. One of Carol's favourite pastimes was raking about in charity shops, which the main drag had. He especially liked going in and finding a book that was in decent shape and was neither dog-eared nor yellowed. Unlike the paperback he'd put on the passenger seat.

Out For Justice. It wasn't the first in the series of detective novels Samantha Willis had written, and although she said on her website you didn't need to read them in order, he liked to start a series from book one. Especially when there were recurring characters. Some writers knew how to develop their characters, allowing them to follow a natural arc, like getting married, having kids, doing normal stuff as well as solving crimes. Other writers should take up gardening for a living, he thought as he stopped at the lights at the bottom of the hill, waiting to turn left.

He wondered how real the books would be. He'd read somewhere that some readers wanted perfection when reading a police procedural. Miller didn't want that. If he wanted to read exactly how to run a murder investigation, he'd go back to reading the police manuals. He wanted to be entertained when he was reading a book. He didn't know how to defuse a nuclear bomb, and if a writer was describing how it was done in a book, and it was bullshit, then as long as it sounded as if he knew what he was writing about, then that was good enough. 

He turned when the light changed and headed towards Haymarket. 

He turned the radio on. A station was playing oldies. Every Day. Steve Hackett. Miller was a Genesis fan. Ever since he put the radio on one day and a Genesis track was playing. He'd bought all their stuff and always had a CD ready to take to the car. Except tonight of course.

He knew he was thinking about other things when he really should be thinking about George West's thoughts; Gary Davidson kidnapped Terry White. Maybe not on his own, but that bastard had a hand in it.

As soon as West had said he had gone to somebody at the time of Terry's kidnapping, Miller knew in his heart it was Gary. He hadn't thought it before. Before Gary had died and told Miller he had taken the ransom money, Miller hadn't thought Gary had been involved. Now he was certain. He had to get back to the station and check through the files. He also knew Jack would remember that night. He too had been on the team. Carol's father, Det Sup Harry Davidson had led the team, while Jack had been DCI. Gary was a DI just like Miller. Carol was the DS who had been told by the kidnapper to deliver the money. Five members of one family in the police force who were dealing with the kidnapping, and one of them was a double-crossing little bastard who had gone behind everybody's back and was in on the whole thing. 

Didn't you already suspect though, Frank? When Shaun Foxall said Gary was a bad man?

Maybe in his subconscious he felt Gary might be more involved than he was prepared to believe. But West was a retired detective, and although he might not be the sharpest pin in the box right now, he had been a bloody good detective when he was on the force.

He used the Bluetooth connection in the car to call his father.

'You busy, Jack?'

He heard background noise from his father's phone. 'I am, actually.'

'What are you doing?'

'I'm having a refreshment with a lady friend.'

'Refreshment? Lady friend? You mean you're in the pub with Samantha.'

'Hey, can't a man have a wee refreshment now and again?'

'Stop calling it that.'

'It's better than saying I'm having a wee swally.'

'I need your help, Jack.'

Miller heard his father talking to somebody – Samantha he presumed – before Jack came back on the line. 'Fuck me, Son, is this some kind of conspiracy? This lassie will be getting a complex. It seems every time I ask her out for a drink, I get a phone call.'

Roseburn flashed by, Murrayfield rugby stadium lit up in the background, the rain sizzling past the spotlights. 'I knew you were after more.'

'That's it, make me sound like some fucking deviant. We're just neighbours having a drink in the pub.'

'I think it's past that, don't you?'

'It might be for you, you dirty-minded little sod. I knew I should have skelped your arse more when you were wee.'

'I'm a red-blooded man just like you, big man.'

'Try and have some respect for your father for once in your life.'

'Anyway, as I said, I need your help.'

'As much as I hate to say it, I need you to bugger off.'

Miller liked having a banter with his father, but there were times when he really did need his help. 'It's about Terry White, Dad. I think I know who one of his kidnappers was.'

Silence for a moment, except for the background noise. 'What do you need?'

'I need you to meet me in the station.'

Silence again. 'Okay, but Sam comes with me.'

'Fine. I'll make sure you both get access.'

'You owe me a pint.'

'Love you too, Dad.' Miller hung up, and hit the blues and twos. If he knew his father, he'd have taken Samantha to The Rebel or Logie Bairds. A quick pint then back to her place. He laughed inwardly. He was giving his father a bad rap. If anything, Jack was a gentleman. He'd always treated his wife – Miller's mother – with respect, and as far as he knew, hadn't cheated on her.

He blew through Haymarket, the traffic parting for him, slipping past a tram as it made its way into the city centre, Gary Davidson back on his mind.




****




Jack Miller hung up his phone and put the infernal thing back into his pocket. 'Just my boy,' he said, walking back to the table.

'What time do you have to go?' Samantha asked him.

Jack could feel his cheeks going red. 'Everybody needs me, when it suits them.'

'Don't worry about it. You go if you need to go.'

'We're going.'

Samantha looked puzzled. 'Where?'

'Frank said he needs my help on the case they're working on just now, and he wants me to meet him at the station. Like I would just drop everything. I told him if I come, it'll be with you. He said fine. So, would you like a brief tour of my old workplace? Although I'm sure you've seen the inside of an Edinburgh police station before.'

Samantha laughed. 'I'd love to. And yes, I've had a tour of the West End station before. Where Jimmy Callahan is based.'

'The High Street is much better than the West End. We used to knock seven bells out of them at the darts night.'

'Not just a pretty face, then.'

'I have many hidden talents, my dear. Some of which I may, or may not, reveal to you.'

'Man of mystery. I like it.'

Logie Bairds was busy, filled with office workers who had congregated to celebrate pay day, or maybe just because it was Thursday.

'I need to go and use the facilities before we walk up the road,' Jack said. 

'I'll be here.'

The toilets were downstairs, in what were probably vaults or something a long time ago. Jack walked down and used the Gents. He was the only one in the room and was washing his hands when a man came in and stood barring the door.

Jack turned to leave and instinct kicked in. If this guy was a mugger, he'd chosen to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. However, Jack was prepared to give him the benefit of the doubt.

'Excuse me, mate.'

The man gave a humourless grin and nodded his head up and down slightly, as if he was the only one privy to an unspoken joke. 'Oh, I don't think we're going to be mates.'

Jack sized him up in only a few seconds: aged around forty or so, bulky but not fat, like he worked out; around six two, three inches shorter than Jack; a nose that had been broken before; eyes that were sharp and didn't flinch. He was holding a cigarette. He took a drag and blew the smoke in Jack's face.

He had met many men like this joker over a good many years, and hadn't ever backed down to any of them. Not one time.

'Son, I'm only going to tell you this one time: move your arse.'

'I'm only going to tell you this once as well, old man; stay away from my missus.'

Samantha's husband.

'I'm prepared to forget this ever happened,' Jack said.

'I don't give a fuck what you're prepared to do.' He stuck the cigarette in his mouth and grabbed Jack by the front of the shirt. 'I see I'm going to have to teach you a little lesson.' The cigarette bobbed up and down as he spoke around it.

Jack had spent too many years dealing with pond life to walk away. Besides, as soon as the guy grabbed the front of his shirt, he went into auto pilot. He'd seen too many men lying on the pathologist's slab to want to be one of them.

His left arm came up and over both of the man's arms and his right hand came round from the other side, grabbing the cigarette and shoving it up the man's nose. Jack then squeezed the nostrils shut.

The man let out a scream as if he was dying, let Jack's shirt go, and then Jack slapped him across the face with a cupped hand. Hard enough to make it sting, and take it like it was meant to be taken; as a little warning.

Ralph fell back against the door, still screaming. Jack leaned down and pulled the man's hair, moving his face close to his assailant's.

'If you don't know who I am by now, you'd better find out. But if I were you, I'd piss off and not come back. You want a war with me, you got it, but remember one thing; I have a big Army behind me. We're not constrained by rules and regulations anymore, boy. Take a fucking telling. You got that?'

Ralph nodded. 

'And if I hear you've been bothering Samantha, then you and I will be having another wee chat. No witnesses, just like this, only next time, you won't be walking away from it.'

He walked out and back upstairs, where Samantha was just finishing her drink. 'Everything okay?' she asked.

'Yes, I'm fine. Why?' He smiled at her.

'You just seem a bit flustered, that's all.'

'My damn zipper jammed. I thought I was going to come up here with my barn door open.'

She laughed at him. 'Come on, Mr. Detective, show me your police station.'

They grabbed their coats, and walked out into the rain.


CHAPTER 49




The bank had been chosen not only because of its location, but because of the type of sorting it did. The Scottish National Bank wanted to prove to the other big national banks that it was better in every way, certainly more convenient for the customer.

That's why some of their branches, called Neighbourhood Branches, stayed open until eight o'clock on a Thursday evening. The branch in Morningside was also a business hub. We mean business! was the slogan they used to attract commercial customers, and so far, it was working.  

At a time when other major banks were closing branches left and right, The Scottish National was going in the opposite direction, attracting customers, taking more of the market share and keeping the shareholders happy.

The Morningside branch was doing big business. The manager made sure the staff were on top of customer service, treating people like they were human and not just another number.

In the basement was a small sorting office, sorting coins by denomination, and machines counting notes into bundles, all ready for the pick up on Friday morning.

Except tomorrow, there would be nothing to pick up. 

The four men stood in the small staff canteen along the corridor from the sorting room. They had parked their van – complete with new plates – in the small car park, and slipped in unnoticed through the back basement window.

Many years before, when the branch had been a very large house for a local merchant, iron bars had been added to the outside of the basement windows for security.

The night before, Number Three and Number Four had come along and cut through the bars, putting them back in place with black duct tape, which wouldn't be noticed from the outside, unless somebody looked closely. 

Thursday night had gone like clockwork. Pull in with the van, the driver fiddling about with papers in the front to make it look as if he was sorting things out before they went in, his long hair wig in place. The magnetic sign on the side advertising that the van belonged to a building company. Should anybody call it, they would get a voicemail telling them they were closed and to call back in the morning. That's what throwaway phones were for. So far, nobody had called, but so far, they hadn't turned this bank over. You could never over-plan something. 

Number Four cleared his throat for a second. Although they were all wearing balaclavas, Three looked over at him, and his eyes showed the anger in there. He didn't have to use any words. No fucking noise. Four looked away. 

Three wasn't their main leader, but he was the team leader tonight, and nobody argued. Three walked past them all, looking them up and down. Nothing was showing except their eyes, and what little of their faces that did show, was starting to sweat. They had already pulled the masks down, but luckily, this building had air conditioning.

'The bank is now closed,' he whispered. 'They'll be down shortly. We know what we have to do.'

The other two nodded. They waited patiently until they heard the voices approaching, footsteps coming down the stone steps, into what was once probably the servant's quarters. There should be six. They heard the first two come down.

This room was in darkness, and though it was light outside, there were no windows in here. If anybody went into the room they had entered through, they would be dealt with. The belting rain outside making it seem unnaturally dark anyway.

Three held up one gloved hand. Four fingers. That meant there were still four of them upstairs. Dealing with customers? They would wait for a few more minutes. Waiting was something they were good at. Two and Three had spent time in an Army unit that specialised in waiting, poised to strike like a cobra. They had patience in spades. Number Four didn't have their training, but they would make sure he didn't jump the gun.

Two more set of footsteps. They waited for the next two but they didn't come. That meant only four had come down so far, leaving two upstairs. They couldn't wait any longer.

They each held their sawn-off shotgun at their side. Three closed his eyes for a brief moment, and in his mind's eye he was back in another country, in a different time. He missed those times so badly. This helped to make up for things.

He opened his eyes. Nodded once. Let's do this.




****




 Davie Raeburn looked at his watch again, maybe for the fourth or fifth time in the last few minutes and walked along to the marketing department. The security guard who was on duty would be on until ten when the relief guard came on to do the night shift.

'Hey, Davie, how's things, my friend?'

'Not so bad, Willie.'

'You're working late tonight. You not got a home to go to?'

'We're expecting some stuff coming in, but the courier won't be here until about eight. Make sure you keep your eyes peeled on those screens of yours.'

'Captain Monitor, that's what they call me.' Willie smiled.

'I thought they called you Shagger? Because of all the women who're after you in here.'

'What? Away with yourself.'

'Seriously, mate. Take the manager in marketing. I overheard her talking about you just the other day. You forget that I'm walking about here, invisible.'

Willie shoved another doughnut in his mouth. 'Really? That woman who wears those big earrings?'

Raeburn pointed a finger. 'That's her. She recently got out of a messy relationship, and her pal asks her if that put her off men. Manager says, no, but she'd like to meet somebody like that sweet guy Willie in security.'

Willie wiped the back of his mouth. 'Really?' He stood up.

'Really. I heard it for myself.' Raeburn walked further in to the small control room, a bank of monitors in front of a control desk, and servers blinking away on the left hand side, status lights for alarms changing in each area as staff moved from one section of a building to another.

One server controlled the alarms for the branches. Morningside was still green. The branch was still open. The light would go red when the branch closed and the manager put the code in to secure the building.

'That would be great. I'd love to go out with her.' Then Willie looked puzzled for a moment. 'She never talks to me though, Davie. She's never shown any interest.'

'As I said, big man, she was in a relationship. He was a cheater or something. She doesn't want to give up men though, so now she's in the market for a new boyfriend.'

Willie pulled himself up to his full height and tugged on his belt. 'And you really think she would go for me?'

'Heard it with my own ears.'

Willie picked up his travel mug and finished off the coffee inside, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and burped. 'I could just imagine giving her one. I bet she squeals like a pig.'

I bet you'd squeal like a pig if I kicked you in the fucking nuts. 'That's another thing I heard when I was-'

'Eavesdropping?'

'Doing my rounds.'

'What did you hear?'

If you'd stop interrupting you disgusting twat, I'd get round to it. Raeburn looked around conspiratorially. 'I heard she likes a good workout.'

Willie pursed his lips together and pointed them out, as if he was imagining what she was like naked. 'I wonder what she would do to me?'

Probably give you a heart attack. 'Only one way to find out; ask her out.'

'I don't know, Davie.'

'Or I could put in a good word for you.'

'You would do that?'

'I certainly would, my friend. Now, any chance of a coffee and we'll talk strategy?' he looked at the clock. Almost seven forty-five.

'Sure. You can use Tony's mug.'

Slavering Tony? No thanks. 'That's too big, Willie. I'll be peeing all night if I drink that much. Just a wee mug if you have one.'

'I've got one here. Let me go and wash it out.'

'What about this lot?' Raeburn indicated to the monitors. 

'This job does itself. Nothing will go wrong. I'll be away for two minutes. You can keep an eye on it for me.'

'That I will, my friend,' Raeburn said. He sat down and looked at the inactivity on the monitors.

Willie came back, drying the inside of the mug with a paper towel. 'Anything happen while I was gone?'

'I just saw a bunch of strippers walking about in reception, calling out your name.'

Willie let out a dirty laugh. 'Oh barleys, I wish.' He poured Raeburn a coffee from the pot sitting on the coffee maker. 'Milk?'

'I only take it black, my friend.' He accepted the mug from Willie and watched as the guard drank the coffee.

'So, how do I get this manager interested in me, Davie?'

'Chat to her. Nothing over the top, just a little small talk, introduce a bit of banter, make her laugh.'

'I'll make her more than laugh.'

Raeburn wanted to punch the man in the face. How any woman would look at him beggared belief.

For the next few minutes, Raeburn listened to Willie describe his previous conquests in great detail. If that courier doesn't arrive in the next few minutes, I'll stab myself in the fucking eye with a Biro.

'Oh, shit,' Willie said, clutching his stomach.

'What's wrong, Willie?'

'Oh, my stomach. Too many fucking doughnuts again. My stomach's acting all weird, Davie.'

'You alright? You're face has gone all red.'

'Oh, man, I think my stomach's going to explode.' He jumped up. 'Watch the monitors, Davie, there's a good lad.' Willie moved with great speed down the corridor.

The men's bathroom door squeaked open again a few minutes later. 'Holy crap,' Willie said, as he came into the control room. 'If you'll pardon the pun.'

Jesus. 'You okay?'

'I'm fine. It just happens now and again when I overeat. I'll be fine. And then Raeburn heard Willie's stomach growl. 'Oh fuck, here we go again.' Once again, the guard got up and rushed down the corridor.

'Davie!'

Raeburn turned at the sound of the female voice. Oh shit.  Caitlin was walking along the marketing department, past the empty cubicle farm, heading in his direction. She was smiling and waving, a little unsteady on her feet.

Raeburn moved up out of his seat as quickly as he could without making it look like he wasn't pleased to see her.

'Caitlin! What are you doing back here?' the fake charming smile was in place.

'I've come to see you, Davie. Where's the other bloke?'

'If you mean the security guard, he's just stepped away to use the toilet for a minute. He won't be pleased to see you hanging around here after hours.' Raeburn smelled the drink on her breath, and noticed her slurred words. God in Heaven, this was all he needed.

'I work here. And I'll tell him I've come to see my friend, the one and only Davie Raeburn. Three cheers for Davie Raeburn! Hip hip!'

Raeburn gently put a hand on her arm before she could get out the Hooray! 'Come on now, Caitlin, let's get you out of here.' He walked over to the lift and pressed the button. How did she get up here? The other lift on the other side of the building?

Caitlin shrugged off his arm. 'I want to be with you, Davie.' She fumbled around in her handbag and brought out a condom. 'We can find somewhere quiet. I know you want me as much as I want you.'

'My wife would kill us both, honey,' he said. That was another good reason to pretend you were married; it was a get-out excuse for situations exactly like this.

'She'll never find out.'

Famous last words. Many a man should have the words engraved on his tombstone: She found out.

'I love the idea of being with you, and to be honest, I respect you too much to do this here.'

'Oh, pish.'

Okay, Plan B. 'I was going to ask you out when we went for a drink tomorrow night. Ask you to go out on a date with me, but if that's not what you want...'

'Oh, Davie, that's exactly what I want.' She stood looking at him, swaying slightly on her feet. 

'So, I'll see you tomorrow then?'

'Oh, I'm going to be sick.'

As foreplay goes, it needs a little bit brushing up, Caitlin.

 She tried putting the condom back in her handbag but the bag fell onto the floor, scattering the contents.

The lift arrived and dinged as the doors slid open. 'Go to the toilet and I'll pick up your stuff,' Raeburn said. And fucking hurry up before Casanova gets back from the toilet or he'll have you bent over that console before you can say "Ride 'em cowboy".

'You're a love,' Caitlin said, running along the same corridor Willie had run along, going right into the Ladies.

Raeburn put all the crap back into her bag, left it sitting on a desk and went back into the control room. Almost eight o'clock; where was the package? He didn't want to be here all night.

Caitlin came back out a few minutes later, her face white and her eyes red, giving her best I don't really want a man to fancy me look.

Raeburn handed her a plastic cup of water he'd poured for her. 'You'll get dehydrated otherwise.'

'Thanks, Davie, you're a love,' she said, drinking the water. 

'You should go home. Get an early night so you're fresh for tomorrow.'

'You're right. You're a love, Davie. Let me pee first.' She staggered back along the corridor.

Willie eventually came back out of the toilet and walked up the corridor, groaning. He almost staggered into the control room. 'Fuck me.'

No thanks.  'Here, Willie, take this cup of water.'

'Water? Is there a wee nip in there?'

'Ha. No, my friend, but if you've just had what I think you've just had, then you'll get dehydrated. That can prove fatal.'

'Jeez, Davie, way to give a man a heart attack.'

Raeburn watched as the heavy security guard drank it down. 'I hate drinking water.' He held out the cup for Raeburn to take. Raeburn took it, and felt like ramming it down the security guard's throat. He tossed it into a bin nearby.

Then Willie looked at the monitors. 'Anything come up?'

'Just my lottery numbers, I hope.' Raeburn laughed, and clapped a hand on Willie's shoulder.

Willie swung round again, looking at his watch. 'You're one of the better guys who work here, Davie.'

'Nice to be appreciated, Willie.'

'Us lackeys have to stick together.' 

Speak for your fucking self. 'That's true. Fanfare for the common man.'

'Exactly. You know that wanker in Legal?'

'Which one?'

Willie laughed. 'Oh, jeez, I have to go again.'

Raeburn didn't have time to tell him Caitlin was in the toilets.


CHAPTER 50




Nothing changes much, Jack thought, as he walked into the public reception of his old station. It was too hot in summer, and the small area felt claustrophobic.

The desk sergeant buzzed them through and Jack led the way along the back corridor.

'I can just imagine all the ghosts that live here,' Samantha said, as they started climbing the stairs, their footsteps echoing upwards.

'There's enough ghoulies here already,' Jack said, laughing.

'You're so bad, Jack Miller.'

'And proud of it,' he said, winking at her. Past the second level on the way up to the third, where the offices were, Jack suddenly stopped, thinking maybe he should tell Samantha about the confrontation he'd had with her husband.

Samantha looked at him before leaning forward and kissing him. Then she pulled away. 'Oh, God, I'm sorry. I don't normally kiss men I've just met.'

Jack smiled. 'That's good to hear. He kissed her back.

'You make me feel like a teenager sneaking out to meet up with the local bad boy,' she said, as they made their way onto level three.

They walked along the corridor and he opened the door to the investigation suite.

The main office was deserted, and Jack automatically looked over at the white board and saw Terry White's face looking back at him. Carol's too.

'She was very pretty,' Samantha said, nodding towards Carol's photo. Underneath her photo, somebody had written her name in red marker.

'I certainly thought so,' Miller said, coming into the room from his office.

'Hello again, Frank.'

'Hi, Samantha.'

'Call me Sam.'

He took the paperback that George West had given him out of his pocket. 'Can you sign this? An old copper friend gave it to me earlier.'

'I'd love to.' She took the proffered pen and signed the fly page. Handed it back. 'I hope you enjoy it.'

'I'm sure I will, but I want to start with the first one.'

'Good choice.'

'So what's so important, Son?' Jack asked.

Miller sat at a desk and indicated for his two visitors to do the same. 'George West had a theory about Terry's kidnapping.'

'Old George West?' Jack said. 'I haven't seen that old codger in ages. Last I heard he was losing his marbles.'

'Who told you that?'

Jack shrugged. 'Just one of the lads.'

'Maybe if that lad went round and visited the poor old bugger, he'd see for himself that George is just a sad, lonely old man.' Miller felt anger rising up but quelled it.

'I'm not disrespecting him, I'm just going by what somebody said, that's all.'

'Who's George?' Samantha asked.

Miller looked at her. 'He was my first boss when I became a detective. He was good at his job, but very bitter. Somebody kidnapped his little boy a long time ago. Before I was even born. They got the guy, but didn't get George's son back. They never did.'

'So what's his theory, Son?' Jack rocked back in the chair.

'He reckoned somebody used little Peter's kidnapping as a template to kidnap Terry White. There were a lot of coincidences, right down to bouncing a female cop from pub to pub. However, as far as we know, Peter's kidnapper was working alone, or if he wasn't, then it was never proved he had an accomplice.'

'That's interesting, but it doesn't prove anything.'

'This is just a theory, remember? So back when Terry was kidnapped, George had friends here who were still working, and although things were kept out of the press, he knew what was going on. And that's when it hit him, and he came up with his theory. And he went to talk to somebody in Serious Crimes. Gary Davidson.'

Jack stopped rocking and sat up straight. 'What did Davidson say to him?'

'That's just the thing; he said nothing. He didn't get back to George, and since George was head of CID at one time, he's no fool. That raised his suspicion level high. If Gary had sat down and gone through the theory with him, then maybe George would have thought nothing of it, but it was almost as if Gary was giving him the brush-off. Not the same way we do when we get the nutters coming out of the woodwork to confess to murders, but in a yeah, whatever, way.'

'It was a bad time for us all after Carol died, Son. She was Gary's sister after all.'

'I know that, Dad, but don't you think Gary would want to do everything he possibly could to get the kidnappers?'

'He stole the ransom money, remember. Maybe he just wanted it to all go away.'

'Maybe, but let's look at some facts; we know there was more than one kidnapper working this, because of the logistics.'

'We don't know for sure, but that was our theory.'

'Right, but let's assume there were a few of them. More than one anyway. We take the fact that Gary was at the hospital where Shaun Foxall said he heard men threatening to kill him. Put two-and-two together. Gary was working with those same men at the hospital. He was protecting not only himself, but those men.'

'It seems that the hospital is the centre of everything,' Samantha said.

Miller sat back in his own chair. 'We went through the records, and all the volunteers on the patient council are accounted for. So the hospital is the meeting place for these men.'

'And that means Robert Borthwick knows a lot more than he's letting on. There's only one way he'd let those guys in there; if he knew them.'

'You're right.' Miller stood up. 'Borthwick not only knows who they are, but he's one of them.'


CHAPTER 51




'Scream and you're fucking dead!' Two said, as they moved into the room with practised ease, pointing their guns at the bank workers. Four of them. Three women, one man.

An older woman's eyes went wide, and Two saw she was going to scream. He could read her eyes, and see the large intake of breath, ready to blow it back out with a scream. It was a natural reaction with some people, out of fear and confusion, but mainly fear.

He stepped forward quickly, and hit her on the side of the jaw with the gun barrel as hard as he could and she fell to the floor with a thump, dead to the world.

'Please don't hurt us,' one of the other women said, her bottom lip trembling.

Four stepped forward, brandishing his own shotgun. 'Nobody needs to get hurt. We just want the money. The sooner you give it to us, the sooner we get out of here. The sooner you can all go home.'

The young male banker glared at Four. 'We've seen the movies, pal. You're going to shoot us anyway.'

Two stepped forward and rammed the barrels into his gut. 'Well, if we do, I'll make sure you go first.'

Then he saw the fight go out of his eyes. Saw the shoulders slump slightly. Game over. 'Get the moneybags and start filling. You've got five minutes. If anybody tries to be a hero, you all die. Makes no odds to us. We just want the money. You lot getting out of here alive is your choice. Now move!'

They walked across to another room round a short corridor. There was a steel door barring their way, but one of the women hit the keypad and they all heard the door unlock.

In the main banking hall, where business deposits were made, the cash was put into a cylinder and then into a vacuum pipe running below the counter, each cylinder ending up in a large bin on wheels in this vault, where it would then be counted in a secure environment before being added to the lower main vault.

'Take all the paper crap out of those tubes and put the money in the bags,' Two said. They watched as the clerks bagged the money, throwing the deposit slips aside, sometimes fumbling the money. One dropped a small bundle and bent to pick it up.

'Leave it! Keep bagging,' Two said, lifting the gun higher. He turned to Four. 'Go and check on that woman. Make sure she's still breathing.'

Four left the room and walked along the short corridor, his shotgun by his side. He was sweating with the mask on, but felt he would be sweating more if he was standing in the dock in the High Court. He turned the corner and into the room where the group had gathered.

The woman was gone.




****




One and Three made their way up the stairs stealthily. Three moved with the silence of a shadow while One was quiet, but not as whisper quiet as his colleague. Three took the lead and remained in this position as they silently appeared in the banking hall from a doorway behind the main counter.

The bank was large, having been converted from a huge house back in the sixties, the ceiling adorned with elaborate cornices. It might have been a pleasant place to be in had it been the lobby of a hotel in the south of France, but such as it was, they didn't have time to notice the architecture.

What Three did notice was the wooden shutters that had been closed over the windows, a safety precaution brought in before the robberies had started. They didn't want prying eyes seeing workers still in the bank after closing hours.

'You two, do as you're fucking well told and nobody dies. Got it?' Three walked forward with the shotgun held at waist level, pointing it at the manager and the assistant. The final two members of staff, making the total six, which they had expected. 

The manager gasped and his eyes went wide. The assistant held up his hands, his mouth dropping open.

'Right then, now we've established that, get through the back and start filling bags with money. Wrong move, you fucking die.' He swung his own shotgun about in an attempt to scare both men, succeeding with each swing.

The two bank employees moved slowly at first, but then walked faster when Three shoved his gun into the manager's back.

The back vault was large and the huge steel door open, but sitting behind a set of steel bars that had to be unlocked.

His hand shaking, the manager eventually unlocked the bars and they swung open, revealing the room inside.

'Get inside and start fucking bagging,' Three ordered. The two managers did as they were told, grabbed some bank bags, and started filling them from the drawers that held the cash from the day's takings.

Three looked at his watch. It was approaching five past eight, and he knew the call would be coming through shortly. 'You, get that fucking door locked. Make it look like the bank is empty and you're doing what you normally do on a Thursday night. And I know what the difference is between an alarm and a lock button. One, take him out and watch him.'

The manager stopped what he was doing, and walked into the area outside the vault, with One holding the shotgun against his back. 

'The control box is here,' he said. 

'Well, lock the bank, and if I even think for one moment you've pressed the alarm, I'll blow you away. Understand?'

The manager nodded. 'There are two locks. This one tells control the door is locked but we're still inside. Only when we leave do we set the main one.'

'Well, if you set the right one first time, you'll all get to leave tonight.'

The manager hit the lock that indicated the building was secure but they were still inside. 'There, it's done.' They both went to turn to go back into the vault when they heard the voice.

'I've tripped the alarm!'

The woman who had been knocked out downstairs hadn't been unconscious at all, and was now standing behind the counter, blood running down her face.

It was One who reacted first, turning round suddenly as he heard the voice, pulling the trigger on his shotgun.

The boom inside the bank was deafening.




****




'I really need to eat low-fat doughnuts or something,' Willie said, as his stomach growled. 'If the courier comes and he buzzes, tell him you'll be down in a minute, Davie. I've got a real dose of the shits tonight.'

Fuck me, I wasn't hungry for dinner anyway. 'Right you are, Willie,' Raeburn said, as the overweight guard sped off down the hallway, probably the quickest he'd moved all day.

Caitlin came out of the toilets a minute later. 'I feel awful, Davie. I don't usually have a drink, but I had a wee drop of Dutch courage. I was a little nervous at coming to see you, I have to admit. Not now I'm not.' She smiled at him, her eyes even more bloodshot now, and there was vomit on the front of her shirt. 'How about we go find somewhere quiet?'

And do what, you manky cow? 'I can tell you've forgotten what I said already, you wee rascal,' he said, smiling and trying not to grit his teeth. This woman was causing him all sorts of grief and she wasn't even his girlfriend. That would be the last time he flirted with her.

'What did you tell me already? That you love me?'

'No, that we were going for a drink tomorrow after work.'

'Make love to me now, Davie.'

Not even at gunpoint. 'Honey, I'm a gentleman, and I don't want to take advantage of you. I like you too much for that.'

She looked at him and smiled before staggering sideways. Raeburn caught her by the arm before she toppled right over. 'You're such a wonderful guy, Davie Raeburn,' she said, and then she toppled again, this time right onto the console.

Raeburn missed her arm.




****




Downstairs in the branch, they all heard the shotgun blast.

'What was that?' the young bank worker said, his face going deathly pale.

'Shut it,' Four said, knowing what the sound was. He nodded his head sideways at Two: Get up there and find out what's going on.

Two ran full tilt, getting up into the banking area, seeing the woman lying dead, a bloody mess where her guts had just been.

'It was me,' One said. 

'Never mind,' Three said, in complete control. He turned to the manager. 'Get the automatic locks on. You have one minute and then you all start dying.' He spoke to the managers. 'Drag her into the safe and lock it.'

Both the managers looked at him to see if he was being serious or not. He was.

'Do it now, or there will be three funerals to arrange.'

With a look of fear and trepidation on their faces, the manager and his assistant grabbed an ankle each and dragged their colleague into the steel room. Then the manager took one last pitiful look, and closed the door on the dead woman.

'Grab those bags; don't do anything stupid and your loved ones won't be reading about your murder in tomorrow's Caledonian.'

The fight, if there had been any there in the first place, was completely gone from both the senior men. If there had been any doubt that the robbers would actually shoot them dead, it was gone now, to be replaced by complete certainty. They both grabbed as many moneybags as they could manage, and One grabbed the remaining bags whilst Three followed the two managers.

Downstairs, there was what seemed to be a sea of worried faces looking at them all as they entered the back room where more moneybags had been collected.

'What happened?' one of the women asked, looking at the ashen face of the manager.

'Just do as they say and we'll be safe. Please.'

All the bank workers knew something was wrong but didn't say anything about their missing colleague. Nobody voiced what they were all thinking.

The four robbers gathered up the bags in the outside corridor and they closed the heavy steel door behind them.

'What the fuck happened?' Two asked.

'One got careless with the gun and let one of them have it,' Three answered.

'What? Oh fuck me. That escalates everything.'

'Well, it's not as if you pair of mental bastards will have a problem with that,' One said.

Three turned on him. 'We do what's fucking necessary. Don't forget that.'

'Once a killer, always a killer, eh?'

Three lifted his own gun and pointed it at One.

Four stepped forward. 'We don't have time for this. Let's get the bags and get the fuck out of here.'

One more check that the door was locked and they started carrying the bags to the back room they'd entered through earlier. They took their masks off, knowing they couldn't be seen by anybody at this point. The side door to the van was unlocked, and they threw the bags in, closing the door after them as Three got behind the wheel. The others were shut in the back, sitting amongst a lot of tools and boxes, the moneybags and guns with them. If they were stopped, they had their story sorted out, but the guns were there to stop any nosy copper doing a search.

Three pulled away and then they were on the road.




****




'What the fuck's happening, Davie?'

Raeburn wasn't startled easily, but he felt disappointed that he hadn't heard Willie coming back from the toilet. Back in the day, if anybody had been creeping up on him, that man would have been dead before he'd come within ten feet.

You're slipping up, Davie, he told himself.

'What do you think I'm doing, Willie? Pouring coffee into your console?' Raeburn was standing holding a fire extinguisher, not yet used, but in his hand should there be a sudden appearance of flames.

'Are you taking a fucking turn or something?' Willie said, taking a step forward.

'Relax, man. It was Caitlin who toppled onto your console, knocking the coffee into it.'

'Caitlin?'

'Lassie from accounts. She says you were giving her the eye or something and came here to see you. She wouldn't go and then she overbalanced in here. Only then did she leave.'

'Aw, man, away t'fuck. They're not going to blame her for this, they're going to think I did it. Just a wee one-man protest to management. Then I'll get my arsed kicked out of here. What am I going to do now?'

'I don't have the answer, buddy, but here's the courier's van now. I'll go sign for this and see you tomorrow.'

But Willie wasn't listening. He was too busy rushing back to the toilets.


CHAPTER 52




The safe house was a detached house in Juniper Green on the West side of the city. Its location chosen for its close proximity to the Edinburgh bypass, and the airport, as well as the M8, the main artery linking Edinburgh and Glasgow.

Miller looked at the unobtrusive house, knowing it was probably ringed with all sorts of sensors and covert cameras. There was a large stone wall on the perimeter, closed off by two steel gates. The back of the house overlooked the bypass, so anybody coming in would have to come in this way.

Miller sat in the passenger seat of Kim's Audi TT, and they waited for the gates to open, which they did, as if by magic.

'This place doesn't stick out,' Kim said.

'That's the whole point, I suppose,' Miller said, looking over to the lawn on the right hand side, as Kim drove round to the garages. The front of the house faced north, towards Corstorphine Hill in the distance, and Fife farther on. There was a rumble of traffic from the bypass, which was over the east wall.

The front door opened electronically, and they stepped inside, where it closed behind them. They were in an anteroom, and the door in front of them only opened when the front door shut. Both were made from three-inch thick steel, designed to withstand a round from a NATO issued rifle.

'Come in,' Neil McGovern said, from the hallway. He was dressed casually and had a glass of whisky in his hand. 'Can I get you both a drink?'

'Coffee for me, Neil, thanks,' Miller said.

'How about you, sweetheart?' he asked his daughter, as she pecked his cheek.

'Coffee as well, Dad.'

'Come away through then. Louise is through there and Shaun's in a back room.'

Foxall was playing a video game on a large screen TV in a back room that looked onto a large lawn. 'Hi, Mr. Miller,' he said, pausing the game for a moment.

'Hi, Shaun. How are things?'

'Great. I get to stay up later than when I'm staying with my granny.'

'Come on, come away through to the kitchen,' McGovern said, leading them through to the back where Louise was sitting at a large kitchen table, holding onto a cup of coffee. One of McGovern's men was pouring coffee into another two cups.

When he was done, he left the room and they sat at the table.

 'How are you doing, Louise?' Kim asked.

'I feel sick, if I'm honest. I can't believe Carl would want me dead.' 

'I don't think he did,' Miller said. 'I think some people wanted it to look that way.'

She put her mug on the table before looking at Miller. 'Why, though?'

'These are dangerous men, Louise, and if they think you're getting close to discovering things about them, then they'll take drastic action.'

'I'm scared.'

You should be. 'You'll be safe with Neil and his men, but we need to catch them before we can let you go back to your normal life.'

'At least I'm alive. Not like Cindy.'

McGovern got up from the table and indicated for Miller to follow him. They went into an office upstairs and McGovern closed the door behind them.

'Do you think Gary Davidson was working with anybody in your station?' he said to Miller, as he sat down behind the desk with his coffee. 

Miller stood with his back to McGovern, and looked out the window, drinking the brew. As usual, it tasted superb. The view was uninterrupted, and the landscape fell away as it headed north, laying before it West Lothian and beyond. He turned back to McGovern.

'Don't worry,' McGovern said, 'they're bullet-proof. Now, Davidson.'

'To be honest, Neil, I don't think he was, but I can't even be sure of that. These guys are highly skilled if it's the same ones who set fire to Louise's house and managed to get a decomposed corpse into a house without anybody seeing them.'

'Are you saying there's nobody like that on Police Scotland's payroll?'

'You obviously think so.' He sat down opposite the older man, laying his cup on the desk.

'I can't help it, Frank, me old son.' Despite being dressed in a casual shirt and trousers, McGovern still managed to give off an aura of power.

'So do you want to tell me how you really managed to haul away all of Robert Borthwick's patient files? There's no way on God's Earth that we could have just walked in there and taken that stuff. I mean, even if we did find something and it wasn't a legal search, then it's all over.'

McGovern had one of those cheeky smiles that managed to make the owner look like he was a little rascal, no matter what his age was. 'Everything was above board, Frank. I was able to authorise taking those files because in this day and age, the T word trumps everything.'

Miller sat quiet for a moment, to see if McGovern was joking. He wasn't. 'Terrorism?'

'Don't look so puzzled. If those guys are ex-military, then they know what they're doing. If they kidnapped Terry, and Gary was part of their little gang, then them being military brings it into a whole new ball park. One theory I put forward is that they could be doing this to support terrorism. Then I got the green light.'

'I'm sure if I went to Paddy Gibb with that story, he'd kick my arse all the way from here to Dublin.'

'Paddy's a great copper but his ideals are based on the old school way of thinking. Bobbies on the beat, give somebody a good smack and bang them up for a while. Not slagging the guy off, but maybe he should think about retiring. We have many more threats nowadays, and everybody needs to keep their finger on the pulse.'

'We're not thinking terrorism, though, are we?'

'No, but sometimes we need to take a shortcut. It's all very well protecting people's privacy, but that privacy is also protecting some dangerous people, and you know me, Frank, I don't take kindly to somebody taking the piss.

'I'm planning to go round to the hospital tomorrow with an armed response team and take Borthwick in for questioning. If nothing else, it will put the heat on him and maybe he'll make a mistake. I also want to get somebody in there undercover.'

'You've obviously run a criminal background check on Borthwick.'

'I have. He's clean.'

'I did a check on him too. A military background check, to see if his name popped up. And it did.'

'Really? Tell me he's a dirty bastard who got kicked out.'

'Far from it. He was a doctor in the Army. Quite the hero he was. Saved a few lives in the Middle East, and he's not even a surgeon. Just like he is now, he was a shrink over there. Quite a few of our lads need a little help in the mind department, and I don't blame them, and Borthwick was one of the boys who helped sort them out. By all accounts he was a good guy, who made the transition into civvy life quite easily.'

'Yet he's in a hospital where there are apparently men who want to do harm to one of his patients. So much for his Hippocratic Oath.'

'He might have been squeaky clean back then, but he's not now. Something happened along the way to make him who is today. He's hiding behind his position, and allowing those men to come into the hospital.'

'I know. I think he's one of them, Neil. I'm working on connecting those dots, although when we bring him in for more questioning, I doubt he'll crack under pressure. I already checked, but I'm not allowed access to Borthwick's service history. Something to do with the mental health issue of the soldiers he treated, so I can't get access to the men he served with.'

'And you want me to screw over my own career by making a phone call and breaking all the rules just so you can get some info on him?'

'Pretty much.'

'Sure. I'll make a call tonight and get back to you.' McGovern was silent for a moment before looking Miller in the eyes. 'Look, son, I might be out of line here, and don't for one minute think Kim has been talking out of turn, but I overheard her talking with her mother. I know you've only know each other for a few short months, but she's fallen for you, m'boy. When she was married to Eric, I never saw her this happy.'

'I'm glad. She makes me happy, too.'

'She mentioned to her mother that she wants to move in with you, but she feels there's something holding you back.' McGovern picked up a pencil and twirled it round his fingers. Miller had no doubt the older man would know how to use it to kill him with the minimum of fuss and effort.

'I won't pretend it's been easy. I didn't think I'd ever get over Carol, but things got a little easier. Each day was more bearable, but then when I found out who had been involved in her death, it hit me hard. It just brought back feelings for her. I feel guilty about letting her go on the run that night. Which stirred up other feelings. Am I making sense?'

'You are,' McGovern said, putting the pencil back down. Maybe the urge to kill Miller with it passing as quickly as it had arrived.

'I see a future with your daughter, but I don't want to rush things. I want it to be right. It's like running into the railway station and jumping on the wrong train because you were in so much of a hurry, you wanted to catch the right train. I now that's a stupid analogy, but you get my meaning. Kim has a little girl, so she has to feel comfortable too.'

'She does, believe me.' 

There was no need to ask if he'd asked Emma. 'Kim means a lot to me, and so does Emma.'

'I'm going to be blunt, Frank; do you love my daughter?'

'Yes I do. I can see me spending the rest of my life with her. Carol would have liked her, I know she would, if they were colleagues, and I'm sure they would have become friends. Believe it or not, that makes a difference.'

McGovern took the answer on board and answered after a few moments. 'You know that her ex is in the military, right?'

'I do.'

'She might not have come right out and said it, but he's a serving soldier in the SAS. He went through the Para's first, and joined the Regiment after that. He's a hard man, Frank, but I told him one thing; I don't care how hard you are or how many friends you have, if you hurt my daughter, the war for you will definitely be over. So I'm saying the same thing to you, son. If you think you'll hurt my daughter in the future, you need to walk away now.'

'I appreciate that, Neil, but I'll never hurt your daughter, and if anybody else does, you'll have to wait in line to deal with him.'

McGovern smiled and stood up. 'That's what I want to hear. Luckily for Eric, their split was amicable. Now, I'm not forcing you into a hasty decision, but remember one thing; if you don't snap her up, somebody else will.'

They went downstairs, McGovern's words echoing through Miller's head.

'Have you heard from Margaret White through Sullivan?' Miller asked.

'Oh yes. She's threatening all sorts of shit, but fuck her.' McGovern stopped at the foot of the stairs and turned round. 'I'm not saying she shouldn't be concerned about her grandson, but he was emailing people right under her very nose, and he has mental health issues. What does that tell you?'

'That tells me he really shouldn't be living with her.'

'I agree, but the British mental health system being what it is, he's lucky to be living with her. This whole country needs an overhaul. It's the same the world over though; they close down the asylums and then what? It's all so the political arseholes can line their own pockets, but don't get me started going down that road, Frank.' He turned and walked down the hall and the detective followed him, feeling McGovern had a point.

Miller left with Kim shortly after that, heading through the town, unaware of a chain of events that were about to be put into play. And one event that was going to change Miller for the rest of his life.




****




Miller didn't know where Jack and Samantha had gone after they left the station, but if he knew his father, it would no doubt involve consuming copious amounts of alcohol. Or maybe that was being unfair, but he had known his father to put a fair amount of booze away in his time, mainly because he had been right there at his side. After Carol had died. Now he had a pint with his dad when he could, and couldn't remember the last time he'd had to do a commando crawl across the bedroom floor to get into bed.

The light had died a sudden death but the night was promising to be a warm one. Revellers were out in the High Street, the young men wearing T-shirts, either to show how hard they were or how ignorant they were. Miller had arrested a few in his time, and gotten into a brawl into the bargain. While he was in uniform.

'I like it up here,' Kim said, and Miller knew she was hinting that she didn't mind the relocation, if they chose his flat to settle into.

'I do too. Work just up the road, a pub across the street, and a supermarket that will deliver the groceries. There's only one thing missing.'

'Oh? What's that, Miller?'

'A decent chippie, of course.'

'I can see I'm going to have to recruit Jack to have a word with you.'

He laughed as they made their way upstairs. 

'It's strange, not having a little girl running to me when I get in,' Kim said.

'It's only for a short time,' Miller said. 'She'll be back before you know it.'

Kim hung her jacket up, took out her mobile phone and hit a few buttons. Spoke to her daughter and tried not to let the anxiety creep into her voice. 

'Okay, honey, get daddy to read you a story in bed.' Kim listened to the phone as her daughter spoke to her.

'I'll tell him. Night night. Talk to you tomorrow. Love you.' She hung up, put her mobile phone into her pocket and walked from the kitchen through to the living room.

'How is she?' Miller asked, slouching back on the settee.

'She's great. She says hi to you.' Kim sat beside him and Miller straightened up, picked up the remote and aimed it at the flat screen, muting the sound.

'She's a great little girl.'

'I miss her, Frank. I know she has to be with her dad, but I feel like she's all mine. I know that sounds selfish, but I can't help it.'

He put his arm around her and pulled her in close. 'It's not selfish. Your marriage didn't work out and now you are her main provider. To all intents and purposes, she is all yours.'

She sat up straighter and stretched her back. 'I can't seem to relax.'

Miller knew it was more than just her daughter being in London with her father that was bothering Kim; he was screwing her up mentally, too.

'I know I've been a real pain recently, dithering about making a decision as to when we should move in together, but my head was all over the place. We should do it soon. When Emma gets back from visiting her dad.'

'Really?'

'Really. She should be a part of it all.'

'That's wonderful, Frank. I promise you I'll do all I can to make this work.'

'We'll both make it work.' He kissed her then, feeling more relaxed than he had in a long time. 

They sat and talked about their plans for the future.

As did five men in a house not three miles away.


CHAPTER 53




Five actually smiled as he closed the living room door behind him. He observed the other four men in the room, looking each of them in the eyes. 

'Two of you at least have the decency to look embarrassed.' He looked at One and Four. Two and Three gave a couldn't care less look, which was to be expected.

'We got the money,' One said, his face red.

'Well, that's something, I have to say. I mean, we went over this plan many times, so I have to admit it came as a bit of a surprise to hear somebody had died.'

'It was just a reaction. She came at us shouting that she'd tripped the fucking alarm.'

'Truth is, you panicked and shot her, elevating this robbery to murder.'

'It's not as if we're going to get caught, is it?' One said, glaring at Five.

'No, you're right; we're not going to get caught. That's not the point. We're better than this.' Five still hadn't raised his voice. The others knew this wasn't a good sign, going by past experience. 

Two walked through to the kitchen and came back with a bottle of water in his hand. 'We need to do damage limitation now, not start blaming each other. That way we won't fuck up and get caught.'

'Who made you boss?' One said to him, his face going red.

'What did you fucking say?' He took a step towards One and the two men faced each other off.

'Enough,' Five said, in a tone that wasn't to be argued with. 'All of you sit down. Two is right. We need to go through this step by step and dissect what happened so it won't happen again.'

Five walked over to the window and looked out as the other men sat down on the old furniture. Darkness had fallen and outside all was dark around them. The house was isolated, far enough outside Edinburgh to be called country living, but not so far that it couldn't still be classified as Edinburgh.

Nobody had lived in the place for a long time, and it was starting to smell, but that was to be expected with three out of the five living here. The van was tucked away in the large, detached garage, so no prying eyes would see it. He had another set of plates for it, but it would stay hidden until they had another job to do. Their other cars were also in the garage.

He pulled the curtains shut and turned round to face the others in the room. It was just like the old days. Their old Army days. 'Three, put the kettle on and make us a brew, will you?'

Three got up and went through to the kitchen. Arguably the hardest man in the group, he never failed to show respect to the boss. Five was a hard man himself, and they'd all seen battle, and each of them had killed men overseas when a good kicking would have sufficed. That was war for you; kill or be killed, that was the motto that got them all through.

It was what would get them all through this now.

'Right, now Aunt Sally has the kettle on, we'll get down to business.'

'I heard that,' Three said from the kitchen doorway.

'You were meant to, now have a seat with the others until you hear the kettle click off. You have my permission to get up when it does. You know what we all take.'

'Yeah, you be mother,' Two said.

Three flipped him off.

'Right, ladies, we need to get this sorted. They're going to step this up a gear, so we need to be prepared for this.'

'We're still not on their radar,' Two said.

'Not yet, but they're going to come close. As long as we don't panic, we'll be alright.'

Some of the group laughed at that, but number One remained passive. Panicking wasn't in their repertoire. They'd seen things in war that no sane man could handle, and done worse. 

'He's talking about you,' Four said to One.

'Fucking shut it. You know I don't panic.'

'A dead woman lying in a bank vault might argue that point, if she was still breathing,' Five said.

'That wasn't panic. That was just taking care of business.'

Five looked at him. He was starting to get a headache, nothing a few Paracetamol wouldn't take care of, but listening to this drivel would make it worse if he let it.

'You panicked, old yin, and that's it, plain and simple.' One was the oldest of the group, and instead of commanding respect as Five did, he was ridiculed. 

'Pish,' One said. 'I let her have it. What if she grabbed the gun and shot one of us?'

The others laughed. 

'You do tell a good story, I'll give you that,' Five said. 'However, we all make mistakes, and tonight, that was a mistake. We just need to talk it through so we can go forward with our plans.'

'I wish Gary was still here,' Four said. 'Having a copper in the group was a real bonus.'

'I hear you,' Five said. 'He is sorely missed, but he fucked up and Frank Miller got to him.'

'The inimitable Frank Miller,' Three said. 'Gary told me all about him. He didn't like him at all, and now I can see why. Coming into the hospital and messing things up for us. Maybe you should let me take care of him.'

Five was no longer smiling as he rounded on Four. 'Don't you ever let me hear you talking like that again. If a copper ever needs to be sorted, I'll be making that decision, not you. Is that clear?'

Four clearly wasn't happy, but he nodded. 'Clear.'

The kettle clicked off. 'Go make the tea.' He watched as Three walked through to the kitchen.

'There was a death tonight, and that was unfortunate. If we go around killing coppers, then they will stop at nothing to find the killer of one of their own. You know what they're like. So we carry on as if nothing happened and hopefully we'll have learned a lesson from our mistake tonight. You hear that, One?'

 One looked over as if he was going to make a comment, and then he thought better of it. 'Lesson learned.'

'Good. Now we can move on and go over the plans for the big job.'

Three came back into the room carrying a tray with five mugs on it, four coffees and a cup of tea. They were all black. 

'Now, did any of you take your gloves off?' Five asked, sipping the black liquid.

'No,' each of them answered in turn. 

'Mask off?'

'No.'

And he went through the checklist as they had every other time. Sometimes a mistake was made by so-called pros, but they ended up making a mistake they hadn't noticed and were caught.

'Shoot anybody?' Three said.

'Fuck off,' One said, and the smile disappeared from Three's face.

'Ladies,' Five said, throwing Three a look. He had no doubt that if the team did have any women in it they would behave a lot better than this bunch of reprobates.

'We should be listening to the news,' Four said. 'That way we'll know when they find the woman.'

'And we will,' Five said. He was starting to feel more relaxed. This was like they were all on a mission in Iraq, ready to go out and kill a bunch of insurgents using any method they could. He felt sorry for a Royal Marine who was jailed for life in Britain for killing a Taliban in Iraq. The judge said the Marine could have taken the man prisoner instead. Well, how about you get your fat arse off the bench and go over and join them, Judge? Instead of sitting in your Ivory Tower where you were safe from the war. Five felt his blood boiling and forced himself to remain calm.

The men were talking among themselves, and it was almost as if they were back in their barracks. He tried to think of what time together he'd enjoyed the most, but they had done so much killing, it was hard to pinpoint an exact time when one had been more exciting than the other.

That was the thing about being in a Black Ops unit in the British Army; no holds barred. The ironic thing was, they had done a lot worse than that poor bastard Marine, yet here they were, walking about free. However, he knew if any prosecutor got a bit zealous, he would be paid a visit by them, then a man from the government would have a talk with the prosecutor. The great British public didn't know the half of what went on, but it was all in the name of keeping them safe in their beds at night.

Five remembered being deployed to Northern Ireland, but that wasn't such a fun time. It was so much better killing somebody with a foreign tongue than someone who spoke English. Needs must, though, and it had been good practise for their war overseas.

It was all going to end soon though. It had to. The bank jobs they were doing couldn't keep going on forever. If everything went according to plan, Sunday's job would be the last they would do for a long time and they would go their separate ways.

'You okay, boss?' Two asked.

'I'm just fine, my friend. Now, get the TV on and get it over to Sky News. I want to know when they start reporting the murder.'


CHAPTER 54




Miller knew he had made the right decision, but when he thought about it, there was a thud in his chest. It's just nerves, you big poof, he told himself. He thought he might have the same feeling if he were about to jump out of a plane with a parachute on his back, wondering if he'd picked up the right backpack.

Was he nervous because there was a little girl going to come into his life very shortly, or was it because of the image he could see in his mind, of his dead wife standing at the foot of the bed, staring at his new girlfriend?

Or was it because when he found out who had really killed his wife, he wished he could go back in time and change things? He knew he would if he could, but Harvey Levitt had told him a long time ago he couldn't go back, and the only thing he could do was not make the same mistake in the future.

'You want a coffee, honey?' Kim said, from the recliner chair. They were watching TV, some crime show that didn't even remotely reflect real life, but then again, wasn't that the whole point? Who wanted to watch real-life cop drama?

'No thanks. I might have a beer in a wee while.'

Kim got up and went through to the kitchen. She seemed to be able to drink coffee at any time of day and not have it affect her sleep. He supposed it all depended on your body's tolerance level. He knew if he had some, he'd have a nightmare and have to get up to the bathroom at three o'clock.

He got up and took his laptop from one of the shelves in the coffee table. Being a copper, he supposed he should do more to hide it should there be a break-in, but the usual places like the laundry basket and under the bed were a foregone conclusion for a housebreaker, so he figured if they found it easily, they wouldn't trash the rest of the flat in their hunt for it.

He booted it up and went to iPhoto. Carol was the big photo taker, and he couldn't imagine how people like his dad had got on with holiday photos on film. Miller was just getting into cameras as a teenager when digital cameras started to come onto the market. He wondered how many people had lost their job as a result in the decline for the demand for film.

'What're you doing now?' Kim asked, coming back into the living room with a coffee. It was said innocently enough, but Miller felt as if he'd been caught looking at porn.

'Just looking through some old photos.'

'My granny used to do that, but back in the day, it was called a photo album.'

Miller smiled. 'And I'll bet she used her phone for making phone calls as well.'

He opened up an event and looked through the photos. It was from the wedding of a colleague. Carol smiling, looking beautiful in her new dress, he, Miller, getting drunker as the night went on, the knot in his tie getting looser and looser until it finally disappeared from around his neck.

That had been a great night, and he knew he'd always have the photos backed up, to look at whenever he wanted to, but more importantly, he had the memories in his mind, something that nobody could ever take from him.

He closed the computer down, and patted the settee beside him. 'Come on, sit with me for a while. Then we can have an early night.'

Kim got up and sat beside him, and he held her then, his hands wandering over her body.

Then somebody decided to ruin his plans.

His phone rang.

He listened for a few moments then hung up.

'Come on, Kim, somebody's held up a bank in Morningside.'

Kim grabbed her jacket. 'Aren't the team who are working on the robberies going?'

'I suspect they will be, but right now, they have a murder scene as well.




****




One side of Bruntsfield Place had been cordoned off when Miller pulled up in his car. A swathe of blue flashing lights cut through the dark. Miller got out and stepped under the blue and white striped crime scene tape held up by a uniform. He walked across the gravel car park to the main entrance of the bank where another uniform stood guard.

There were photographers already on scene and Miller supposed the TV news stations would be on their way.

A screen had been erected just inside the bank, keeping the view inside hidden from the prey outside. A blast of white flashes came from farther in as Miller put on polythene shoe covers. The police photographer was busy at work.

A two-man team from an ARV were standing holding their Heckler and Koch's, but it was clear the robbers were long gone.

'What have we got here, Tam?' The sky was clear and a chill wind built up as darkness came down.

'A robbery gone wrong,' Scott said, as he led them inside. Detectives from the robbery team were there, and acknowledged Miller and Kim as they were led through to the back. When they rounded the teller's counter, Miller saw the huge amount of blood, and the trail that led to the vault.

Inside the cold, steel room lay the body of a woman, almost her entire front blown away by the buckshot. Her face pale, the blood loss having kicked in rapidly. Jake Dagger leant over the body in his white suit and turned when he heard Miller come in.

'She was lucky, I'd say,' Dagger said. There was no humour on the pathologist's face as he said it.

'How come?' Miller said.

'Death was instantaneous. The buckshot ripped through her insides. She would have dropped like a stone.'

Miller turned to Scott. 'Who found her?'

Scott looked at his notebook. 'Seems that the manager and his staff were kept locked in here after the robbery. The manager's wife called him after she started worrying when he didn't come home. If he was going to be late, he always called, apparently, so she called here. No answer. So she called his phone. No answer. She called the security room, but again, there was no answer. She then called treble nine. They sent a patrol car and they were met by a mobile security guard. That's when they came in here and discovered this.'

Miller shook his head. 'Where's the manager?'

'We're holding them downstairs. He's there with four other members of staff. There were six altogether.'

'Take me to them, Tam.'

Scott walked them downstairs to their canteen area. Five lost-looking souls. Only the manager was looking less shocked than the others, maybe feeling he was the captain of the ship and knew he had to keep control of things, but Miller couldn't help wondering what this captain felt, considering they'd just hit an iceberg.

DS Andy Watt was there, along with DS Hazel Carter.

'Evening, boss,' Watt said. 

'Andy,' Miller said, nodding to Hazel. The five people in the room looked as if they'd been in a war zone. Somebody had made them a cup of tea, and they held onto them as if they would explode if they put them down.

Watt stood behind one man in particular, silently indicating to Miller this was the boss man.

'What's your name?' Miller asked the man. The others just stared at him, a mixture of fear and relief on their faces.

'Michael Anderson. I'm the manager.'

'Well, Mr. Anderson, why don't you tell me what happened earlier?' He was expecting the man to complain that he'd already told his story, but he didn't.

'Me and Johnny, my assistant, were busy closing out up here while the others went downstairs. A little later, two masked men came from nowhere, carrying shotguns and shouting.'

'Did they come in through the front door?'

'No, they came from down here. God knows how they got down here without being seen.'

'Then what?' Kim said.

'They wanted us to put money in some bags. The vault was still open at this point. We did what they told us to, then Sandra came up, shouting that she'd tripped the alarm. One of them shot her.' The manager looked away, trying not to let his face crumple.

Miller knew it wasn't easy being around guns if you weren't used to them. He'd been shot months earlier, and knew a firearm being pointed at somebody could render even the most hardened man into a wobbling bowl of jelly.

'I know it's not easy, Michael, but I need you to focus right now. Tell me what happened next.'

'They made us drag Sandra into the vault then lock it and bring out the bags we'd filled. Then they took us down here where the others had filled more bags. Then they locked us all in this room.'

'Did they use any names when they were talking to each other?'

Anderson looked at him. 'That's what was funny; they called each other by numbers.'

'Numbers?'

'Yes. One, Two, Three and Four.'

Miller looked at Kim and a shiver ran down his spine. He thought back to Christmas Day a couple of years back. He'd been round at his father-in-law's house, his first Christmas without Carol, and although he hadn't felt like celebrating, the family didn't want him to feel he wasn't part of the family anymore. 

Gary, his now-dead brother-in-law had been there, along with his wife Rosie and their young daughter. Harry Davidson, Carol and Gary's father, was almost a broken man after losing his daughter, but his other daughter, Julie had been there, and she had made sure nobody was on a downer. They were to celebrate Carol's life, not dwell on her death.

Miller had drunk too much, and despite only losing Carol weeks earlier, they enjoyed their Christmas dinner, knowing they had to be there for each other. Miller couldn't eat much, but the alcohol was flowing.

After dinner, he got up from the table and went through to the kitchen for a glass of water.

Gary had been standing by the sink. He didn't hear Miller come in at first. He had been on the phone. 

'It's me. Six,' he had said. Then he heard Miller and hung up. He had spun round. 'Jeez, I didn't hear you coming in there, Frank.'

'I just need a glass of water, or I'm going to get blootered, and I promised Jack I'd have a few beers with him later.'

'Sure. I'll get it for you,' he said, putting his phone away.

Miller wondered if Gary had been ordering something, and had told the caller there were six of them here, but then nothing happened after that, and Miller didn't mention it. It was only because he had been thinking about Gary recently, and the illegal activity he'd been caught up in that he remembered that little snippet of conversation.

When Gary said Six, he hadn't been ordering anything. He'd been telling the person on the other end who was calling.

The four men in the bank tonight were numbers One through Four.

Gary Davidson had been Number Six.


CHAPTER 55




'What's wrong, Frank?' Kim asked, as Miller walked to the door of the room.

Miller indicated for her to step out into the corridor. 'I've been thinking that Gary Davidson was part of this whole kidnapping thing, and I know I'm right now. Those men call themselves numbers so they won't slip up and blurt out somebody's name. It's a technique used by Special Forces. I know now that Gary was Number Six. I heard him use it one time but then I didn't know the significance.'

'Six? So who's Number Five I wonder?'

'We need to get these scumbags, and soon, but we're not playing with your average Joe here. These guys are professionals and they know what they're doing. Most of them, anyway. Hold on, I want to ask the manager something.'

He walked back over to the door. 'Michael. Do you know the number of the man who shot Sandra?'

Anderson looked at him. 'I'll never forget. Number One.'

Just then, DI Maggie Parks walked along the short corridor behind Miller. 'Frank? We know how they got in.'

Miller turned. 'Show me.'

They walked back into the room used as a canteen. 'The bars on the outside of the window were sawn through and then taped back in place. They got in that way. Then when they left, they taped them back up so it wouldn't be obvious to anybody who gave them a quick look.'

'Clever.'

'Dangerous, more like. Whoever these guys are, we need to get them off the streets as soon as.'

'They just stepped up the game, but we have a few suspects, Maggie.' He turned and walked back through to Anderson.

'Is it unusual for the security room not to answer the phone?'

'I wish,' Anderson said. 'There's a guy in there called Willie. Eats too many bloody doughnuts. He's been caught sleeping before, but he had some mental health issues a while back and the union saved his job. God knows what his excuse is going to be for tonight.' 

Miller looked at Kim. 'I was going to send a patrol car round to speak to him, but I'm going to go with some uniforms myself and chew him a new arsehole.'

'I'll come with you.'

Miller turned back to the manager first. 'What was the dead woman's name?'

'Sandra Robinson.'

'Does she have any family?'

'She wasn't married. Lived alone.'

Miller turned to Watt. 'No names released until we find a distant next of kin.'

Watt scribbled in his notebook. 'Got that.'

'Her family details will be held on file at HQ. Somebody can get it for you tomorrow,' Anderson said.

Miller took Tam Scott outside the room and into the canteen area along the corridor. 'I want you to run their names through the database. I think they probably would have had a security check done on them before they joined the bank, but you never know, they might have been up to something since they started.'

'I'll get onto that now.' He walked out of the room while Miller went back to the manager.

'So, Mr. Anderson, I believe your wife started the ball rolling.'

'What do you mean?'

'She was the one who alerted the bank that you were late, am I right?'

'Yes.'

'Is that something she normally does when you're running late?'

'Not really.'

'Yes or no.'

'No.'

Miller seemed to think about it for a moment. A tactic designed to put the interviewee on edge. 'So why did she do it tonight?'

'She knew I was running late so she called my mobile, and when she got no answer, she called security. You don't need me to tell you the rest.'

'How long was it before she started to worry?'

Anderson stared at his mug of tea for a moment. 'I know what you're doing,' he said, before lifting his eyes to Miller.

'Oh? And what's that?'

'You think I'm in on this. You think I'm part of the gang who did this, that I'm partly to blame for Sandra's death.' His voice was getting louder. 'Well, I'll tell you right now, I had nothing to fucking do with this.' He suddenly stood up.

Watt put a hand on his shoulder to restrain him, and silently asked Miller if he wanted the manager taken care of. Although Miller's idea of restraining Anderson would have been to put speed cuffs on him, Watt's idea might have been to body throw him onto the table. He shook his head. 

'You have to realise we won't be cutting any corners on this, seeing as a woman was murdered.'

Anderson shook off Watt's hand and sat back down.

'Where's this control room located?'

'At HQ. They have one of the new buildings over at Fountainbridge.'

'Near the big insurance building at Grove Street?'

Anderson nodded.

Miller walked out of the room followed by Kim. He stopped at the two armed officers.

'You two, come with us. Bank HQ at Fountainbridge. Something's wrong.'

'Yes, sir.'

Outside, TV crews had turned up, followed by more members of the press.

Miller drove away from the crowd of reporters, looking for Lena Finn's face but then he remembered she wouldn't be there.

'I have a bad feeling about this, Kim. I think we've been underestimating this crowd right from the beginning.'

'I know. When Shaun Foxall said they were going to kill him, we should have expected something like this tonight.'

He looked at her in the dark. 'And they're not going to stop until we stop them.'
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The Headquarters for The Scottish National Bank was unimposing, and could have been one of any number of indiscriminate buildings anywhere in the city. Miller pulled the car up to the front door and waited for the ARV to pull in behind him. 

The entrance had floor-to-ceiling glass walls, with a set of doors either side of a revolving door.

'Bloody Willie,' the security man said, as he pulled out a set of keys. 'Probably fell asleep again, but this time he'll be for the high jump, what with one of the banks getting turned over.'

Typical of Edinburgh, the sun had gone and left behind it a sharp wind, which blew the security man's hair. He opened the lock on the left hand door and they all walked in, the guard locking the door behind them.

'So, are you a mobile guard all the time?' Miller said, as he and Kim walked beside the guard, the two uniforms following.

'Yes I am. I was inside for a while, but I prefer to be out and about.' They reached the lifts at the back corridor.

'Where were you earlier tonight?'

The doors slid open and they stepped inside. 'What? Am I a suspect?'

'Everybody who works for the bank is a suspect until we eliminate them.'

The guard looked flustered as he eyed up the machine guns. 'I was doing my rounds. You can check at whatever time you need to check. There's a little box at each bank, and we have a time-stamp machine that records what time we were there.'

'So it records somebody being there,' Kim said.

'I'm sorry, what did you say your name was again?' he said to Kim.

'Special Investigator Kim Smith, Procurator Fiscal's office.'

'So not a copper then?'

'She can fuck you over a lot worse than I can,' Miller said, in a low voice. 

'I can assure you I was at every one of those checkpoints.'

'We will be doing a thorough investigation, considering a woman was murdered.'

'Good God, I have nothing to hide.' The lift doors opened. 'When I see that lazy bastard, I'm going to kick him square in the fucking nuts.' He looked at Kim. 'If you'll pardon the French.'

They followed the guard along a short corridor and turned right, past the toilets and up to the security room.

Where they found Willie slumped over his console, the smell of smoke still in the air, and all the monitors blank.

One of the uniforms stepped forward, but Miller held up a hand. 'Call it in. I just want to check for vitals, then we'll regard this as a crime scene until we know better. Cover our backs in case this isn't what it looks like.' He turned to Kim. 'If you don't mind, could you give him the once over?' 

She stepped forward and put a couple of fingers on Willie's neck but couldn't find a pulse. She gently moved the big man and saw his lips had turned blue and his face was white.

'He's dead.' She looked at her watch and gave a time of death.

'Shouldn't a doctor be doing that?' the mobile guard said.

'She is a doctor,' Miller said. 'Any idea how long?'

'I'd say between two and three hours, just by looking at the pallor of his skin and how cold he is. That's just a ball park figure.'

'Get a pathologist over here,' Miller told one of the uniforms. 'I want to have a look around.' He snapped on a pair of latex gloves.

There was still some of the spilt coffee on the console, what little hadn't seeped through into the wiring and fried it. Miller looked at the drawers next to the console and opened the top one. He found a little polythene bag and took it out.

 'Look what we have here.'

'What is it, sir?' one of the uniforms said.

'Whatever it is,' Kim said, 'it's certainly not prescription.' She took the bag from Miller after putting her own gloves on.

'Could be Rohypnol. See that manufacturer's name on there?'

Miller looked in disgust at the man. 'He certainly doesn't look like boyfriend material. He probably used them on women he normally wouldn't get close to.'

'He had that reputation,' the security guard said. 'Manky bastard. If you can't get a woman, just help yourself. That was his motto.'

'Do you know if he had any family? I'm assuming he wasn't married.' Miller said.

'You assume correctly. He didn't talk about any family that I know of. I had the misfortune to be stuck with that bastard in here at one time, until they cut back. Well, I hope they're happy. Now Doughnut Boy there is off to the big Krispy Kreme in the sky and one of their banks was ripped off, maybe they'll spend a bit more of their profits and hire two guards at night again.'

'I get the feeling you're not too happy at your work,' Kim said.

'Long hours, crap pay, taking shit off people. Just like being a copper, I would imagine.' He looked at Miller for confirmation.

'We do have a lot of morons to deal with, that's for sure.'

One of the uniforms came back. 'I've done a quick sweep of this level, and there's nobody about, including in the toilets.'

'Good. Get more uniforms here though. I want this place gone over.'

'Don't you think this was natural causes, then?' Kim said.

'This guy dies just at the same time as the bank's robbed? If this is coincidence, then I'm a Boy Scout.'

Miller walked round the floor, peering into cubicles as the lights came on automatically, sensors tracking his movement. It was the usual office-building deal; cubicle farms with desks and chairs, each one adorned with family photos, and other private paraphernalia. 

The uniforms started arriving shortly afterwards, and Miller gave them their instructions; go through the whole building, and look for anything unusual.

A short while after that, Kate Murphy arrived, looking as if she wanted to be anywhere else but here.

'What have we got here, Miller?' 

'Sudden death. Life extinct, as pronounced by Dr. Smith.'

'Ah, yes, the inimitable Dr. Smith. And what is your diagnosis?'

'Lips are slightly blue, so I would say a doughnut exploded in his gut causing mass eruption of the abdominal aorta.'

'What?' Kate screwed her face as if she had sucked on a lemon when she meant to suck on an orange.

'Heart attack, Dr. Murphy. Obviously.' She thought she heard the pathologist utter the words Fucking cow under her breath but couldn't be sure.

Kate looked at Willie, examining him closely before standing up and looking at the faces watching her. 'Show's over, kiddiewinks. I think the good doctor has earned her Blue Peter Badge on how to interpret a dead body. I'll have him shipped off to the mortuary and cut him open, maybe tomorrow.'

'Can I have a word with you, Doctor?' Miller said, walking down the corridor. Kate followed him and they rounded a corner, where Miller found an unused office.

'What the hell is your problem?' he said, rounding on her.

Kate didn't flinch. 'What? You want to invite me round for tea and we can all have a good chinwag? Get to know each other better so we can all be friends and sit round the campfire singing Kumbaya?'

'Oh get off your fucking high horse, Doctor. You waltz into this job and start talking to people as if they're a piece of shit. If you don't want to make friends with anybody, then that's your prerogative, but I won't have you talking to other officers as if they were something you scraped off your shoe.'

'Oh yes, I forgot your sleeping with little Miss Goody Two Shoes out there.'

'My private business is none of yours. If you think you can do this job alone, you're going to find out your career isn't going to go that far.'

Kate looked as if she was going to say something, her cheeks going red, but then she held her tongue, opened the door and stepped into the corridor. 'I'll contact the mortuary assistant who's on duty and have the security guard taken to the Cowgate.' It was said in a quieter voice, one that was resigned to her lot in life. Then she walked away and into the lift.

Miller walked back into the security office area. 

'Well, she's charming,' the mobile security guard said. 'I wonder if her finishing school burnt down or something.'

'She's under a lot of pressure,' Miller said, not sure why he was defending her, but not wanting the guard to slag her off.

One of the drafted uniforms came up to him. An older sergeant who was in charge of the crew who checked the building. 'Nothing looks out of the ordinary. There was just a package that had been delivered around eight o'clock.'

'Did he sign for it?' Miller indicated the dead man.

'No, sir, it was somebody called Raeburn. D. Raeburn.'

'Okay, thanks.' He turned to Kim. We'll try and find out who that is and what he knows about Willie here.'

'I might know a guy who can help with tracking down Willie's address,' the guard said.

Miller walked over to Willie's corpse and patted down his trouser legs, finding what he wanted in the right pocket. A wallet. He slipped out a driving license. 'Got it right here.'

'There's always that too, I suppose.'

Miller did more searching but came up empty. 'He doesn't have any keys on him. Does he have a locker?' he asked the guard, who shook his head.

'Come on, Kim, let's go and have a look around.' He turned to the sergeant. 'Somebody from the mortuary is coming to pick him up. Can you supervise that?'

'Yes, sir.'

'And you two come with us,' Miller said to the ARV team. 

Downstairs in the car, Miller looked thoughtful as he started the engine.

'You don't think he just had a heart attack, do you?' Kim said.

'No. It's too much of a coincidence. There's somebody else here in the building who signs for a package around the time you think the guard died, and at the same time, a bank's being turned over. No, this whole thing stinks.' He started the engine and pulled away. 

'Let's go and see how Willie lived his life at home.'
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'You think we're going to need the ARV?' Kim said, as Miller floored it leaving Fountainbridge. He hit the siren and their blues cut through the dark as he headed along Dundee Street, the ARV unit right behind.

'Something's ringing alarm bells in my head, Kim. Willie dying at the same time the robbery's going down is not coincidence.'

'If it's a heart attack, then it's just that, Frank; a coincidence.'

'I want those armed boys with us in case there's something else going down.'

At full speed, they made it over to Willie's house in Hailesland, on the west side of the city, in ten minutes. Kim had spoken to the duty sergeant at Wester Hailes station and a patrol car was waiting for them. Miller got out of the car and walked up to the patrol crew as the ARV stopped behind them.

'I need you to breach a door,' Miller said, to the sergeant who had come round in the car with a female constable.

'Lead the way, sir,' the man said, as the young woman took the battering ram from the boot of the car. 

The driver of the ARV sat with the car while the two armed officers went into the stairway first.

Graffiti lined the interior walls, but it didn't smell like Miller thought it would. One of the flats on the ground floor was empty and boarded up. Willie's flat was on the top floor, which was two flights up.

The uniform stood ready with the bright red Enforcer, basically a heavy steel pipe with a grip handle on it, known by the force as a big key. When Miller gave the nod, she swung it at the lock on the door, hard, and as the door swung open, the two armed officers walked in, announcing their arrival. 

One of them came back out. 'It's all clear, sir.'

Miller walked in with Kim, the uniforms following. 'Get your gloves on, people, I don't want any unnecessary prints deposited.' He started switching on the lights in the flat. Interestingly, no neighbours came out at this point, and Miller wondered if this sort of thing was routine round here nowadays. Things had improved over the years, but there was still an element of social unrest.

'Are we looking for anything in particular, sir?' the sergeant asked.

'We have a life extinct at the Scottish National Bank's HQ in Fountainbridge, and he didn't have any keys on him.'

'Is it linked to the robbery that went down in Morningside earlier?'

'That's what we're here to find out.' They split up to search the other rooms.

The flat was tidy enough for a single man to live in, but not tidy enough to bring a woman round, especially if he wanted to impress her. The air didn't hold any previously smoked cigarettes. A couple of newspapers lay about on the settee, an old piece of furniture covered in a rough fabric with a leaf pattern. An old large-screen TV sat in one corner of the room, with a cable TV box balanced on top.  

An old-fashioned clock sat on top of a gas fire. It was after eleven pm, but Miller wasn't feeling tired, adrenaline coursing through his veins.

'I don't know what the guard spent his wages on but it certainly wasn't new furniture,' Kim said, looking in a china cabinet that sat against the back wall. There were little china ornaments that had a woman's touch, but not a young woman. 

'Sir, we have something in here,' the female uniform said, from the living room doorway.

Miller and Kim walked through to one of the three bedrooms where the sergeant was holding an open box.

Miller walked over and looked inside. There was a roll of money, a black balaclava, a combat knife and a throwaway phone still in its packaging. He took the box, laid it on the bed and started examining the contents. Also inside was a piece of folded paper.

'What's that?' Kim asked.

Miller read through the note again. 'Not only does it look like our boy was involved with the robberies, he left the plans for the next one.'

'And if he hadn't died tonight, then we wouldn't have found this stuff.'

'Looks as if they're going to hit another bank, and soon.'

'Except Willie isn't going to be a part of it this time.' 

Miller called for a forensic team to attend, and a short time later, DI Maggie Parks showed up with some of her squad.

'You're up late, young man,' she said to Miller, winking.

'My dad says it's okay.'

'Don't make a habit of it though, my lad. You need your beauty sleep.'

'I'm not sure if that's an insult or not.'

'Hi, Kim,' Maggie said. 'See what you've got to look forward to?' 

Kim smiled. 'I think I can handle him. He's just a big teddy bear.'

Miller rolled his eyes. 'Well, now that my reputation as a hard man is in shreds, we can move along to the matter at hand.'

Maggie laughed and put a hand on his arm for a moment. 'Show me what we're dealing with here.' She turned to look at her team for a moment, but they were already well-practised in what to do at a crime scene. The photographer was looking at his camera as if it was his first new-born, ready to bring it into the world.

'We have a dead guy in The Scottish National Bank HQ. He was a security guard there, but when Kim examined him, he showed signs of having had a heart attack.' He paused for a moment. 'You heard about the bank being robbed earlier tonight?'

'Yes. That poor woman. The other team were in attendance. I got the call to go to the security room but we were diverted here first. We were at the lab in Howdenhall. I tell you, my husband thinks I'm having an affair. I'm more out than at home.'

'What did you tell him?'

'I told him chance would be a fine thing.'

'So the security room has a link to CCTV cameras in the banks. There was no communication from the control room, so when we went round there, we found him dead. We get here, and find this stuff.' He showed her the box in the bedroom.

'Looks like our security guard was in on it.'

'Could be but we need a definitive answer.'

'Leave it with me, Frank. We'll go through this whole house, and there will be a report on Paddy Gibb's desk in the morning.'

'Thanks, Maggie.'

Outside, the wind from earlier had gone, leaving a coolness in the summer air. He looked at his watch. It was fast approaching midnight, and he felt a sudden tiredness kick him.

'I'll drive,' Kim said, when she saw him yawning.

He didn't argue. Their bed was waiting for them, and Miller didn't think wild horses could induce his sex life that night.


CHAPTER 58




The next morning, Rena Stuart yawned as her BMW 5 Series crawled along behind the other cars. More than once she thought about getting a bus pass, but the bus would only take her as far as the Gyle Centre, then she would have to wait on the staff bus to take her to the Operations Centre at Gogarburn.

The new HQ building was up and running now, and they were only just putting their own touches on the campus. Another bank had sat here for a few years, but they had gone down badly in the crunch, and The Scottish National Bank had jumped in and taken it over. Nothing could be done about it, as they were ninety percent owned by the government, and it was Westminster who was selling.

Rena was pleased at the thought. Before, they'd had their operational HQ over in Dunfermline in Fife, but as they'd grown, more rapidly than anybody thought, due to some very aggressive buyouts, they'd moved their HQ over to Edinburgh, in a new building that had come up for lease in Fountainbridge. Technically, it was still their HQ, until she, the Operations Director, said they were ready for the transition. Which would be any day now. Depending on if she could actually get her fucking BMW to the car park.

She yawned again. Turned up the radio and listened to her favourite DJ take the piss out of somebody with his prank phone call. He was talking to a woman in a call centre, explaining that he was actually a seventy-year-old woman who wanted to know how to calm down her eighty-five-year-old husband who had taken two Viagra's instead of one.

She took her travel mug out of the cup holder and took a swig of the extra strong coffee. She'd been up late arguing with her husband, Adam. Little bastard. He'd come in late again, saying he'd met up with a workmate and they'd gone for a couple of pints. Which she knew right away to be a lie. First off, he didn't have any fucking mates. And secondly, the perfume the piece on the side he was shagging was strong, and despite Adam hopping into the shower as soon as he came home, failed to get rid of the smell from his shirt.

Her mother had warned her about the little cheating bastard. Adam had gone with another woman when they were engaged, and he'd promised her he would never do it again. And he hadn't, not that she'd known of. Yes, her girlfriends all said he would do it to her again, and despite her having suspicions on more than one occasion, she never found out for sure that he had been cheating on her.

She'd confronted him about the perfume on his shirt, and he'd said some drunken sow in the bar had come across to him, wanting to dance just because there was music playing, but he'd told her no, he was married, and he wasn't interested.

She'd been too tired to argue any more with him after that, and five minutes after the last shouting match, he'd been fast asleep, snoring his head off.

The lights at the Gogar Roundabout turned green and she floored it, the diesel engine pulling the car forward like a train. God, she would miss her car if she had to sit on a bus. Both vehicles had diesel engines, but the bus didn't have heated seats in the winter, or air conditioning in the summer. Maybe more people would travel by bus if they actually made the damn things more comfortable.

Most of the traffic was coming into Edinburgh along the A90, flowing in the opposite direction to her. She looked at the digital clock in her car; 8:19. Her official starting time was nine, but it wouldn't do for the boss to be late. Well, the real boss, the big chief himself, well, it was alright for him to be late. Nobody would be breathing down his neck, looking at their watch in front of him, silently asking, Where the fuck have you been?

One of Rena's earlier bosses had done just that one morning, back in the day when she was an upcoming manager. She had casually picked up the cup of coffee and smiled at him. Handed it over. The coffee shop was busy, she had told him. Then he remembered he had asked her to bring a cup in for him that day. Wanker.

Rena turned off the A90, following somebody in an Audi A6. Peterson from accounting, if she remembered correctly. He'd turned his nose up at her for driving a Beemer, but fuck 'im. If he opened his mouth to her, she'd fuck him over big time. You didn't get to the top by pissing yourself every time some knob in glasses looked down his nose at you. And she was fucked if she was going to drop a button for some guy.

Luckily, her parking spot was reserved for her now, and it was closer to the door than Peterson's.

She made her way across the sun-drenched car park, having put her blazer on. The building was all glass-and-steel, an edifice she would have thought gaudy had it not been for the fact she was instrumental in acquiring it. The faces looked glum this morning. Maybe it was the early hour, although 8:30 could hardly be called early.

On the fourth floor, she said good morning to the receptionist there. Not just anybody was allowed to walk up on this floor. This was where the management were. The receptionist wasn't smiling.

'Don't look so glum, dear. It's a bright morning, we're-'

'The police are here,' the young girl said, cutting off her boss.

Rena looked confused for a moment, then found her voice. 'The police? What do they want?'

'I don't know. They're waiting in your office.'

Rena walked along the corridor and saw a man and a woman in her office. The room was large, as was befitting a woman of her stature. It sat in a corner of the building, facing the back where trees and manicured lawns were. She saw some people sitting at the picnic benches, enjoying the day before it had even begun properly.

'Can I help you?' she said, striding into the room.

'I'm DI Miller, this is Investigator Smith with the procurator fiscal's office. May we have a word?'

She slipped her blazer off and put it on a hanger. 'Of course,' she said, turning back to face them. 'Would you like a coffee?'

'Thank you,' Miller said, as Kim nodded to him. 

Rena called through to one of the assistants and ordered a pot. 'Please, sit down.'

Miller and Kim both sat on one of the leather chairs opposite Rena's desk. 

'What can I do for you, Inspector?' She had a feeling her husband had gotten himself into something he couldn't get out of now, and she was the one who would have to bail the little bastard out.

'It's about the robbery and the murder last night.'

Rena looked at both the detectives as if they were a prank-a-gram or something, waiting for the punchline, but none came. She knew in that moment, her career was going to go off on a tangent. There was something in the copper's face that told her she should know what the fuck he was talking about, but she didn't. There had been a robbery and a murder, and they were here, in the Operations Director's office, and it didn't take Stephen Hawking to work out one of her banks had been fucked over again. This time with horrendous consequences.

'The extended hours branch at Morningside was robbed by four men last night just after closing, and one of your tellers was shot dead,' Miller said.

'Jesus,' she said, her face going pale. 'I was working late on some papers, and I didn't have any TV on so I wouldn't get distracted,' she said, then wondered if it was a good thing to lie to a copper. Not that she'd robbed the bank, but by starting off on a lie when you were getting questioned in your office didn't exactly scream innocence. Still, as excuses went, it sounded like a pile of made-up shit.

'And I overslept this morning, so again the TV wasn't on, and I listened to a little bit of radio, but not much.' And not one fucker from the management team called me, the bastards.

'We're not here pointing fingers, Mrs. Stuart, but we need some background information on one of your security guards.'

Please don't tell me one of those useless twats was involved.

'We think he was involved,' Kim said.

Fuck. 'I can certainly help you with that. What do you need?'

'All the background info you have on a man called Willie Cruickshank. He was a guard who worked at your old HQ.'

'Worked?'

'Yes, he was found dead in the control room last night. A post-mortem is being held today. Meantime, we need to know everything about him.'

'I'll get that for you.' She picked up the phone again as the coffee was brought in, and Miller poured. Rena hung up and looked at the cup in front of her as if it would bite her.

'Somebody from human resources will be along with his file in a few moments.' She took some of the coffee, and added a drop more milk.

'I've always been curious why personnel became human resources,' Miller said, taking more of the coffee, which was excellent.

Fucked if I know, Rena thought, wishing she'd listened to her husband a long time ago and bought herself a swear jar. It would have paid for itself in no time. 'Progress, Detective Miller,' she said, hoping she didn't sound like Margaret Thatcher.

'How well do you know the security staff?' Kim asked.

Rena took a few seconds to think about the answer. 'Not well at all.'

'You're in charge of everyday operations, is that right?' Miller asked.

'Yes. Did you get that from my title?' It was meant to be said in a lighter tone than actually came out.

'No, I got it from your boss.' He took another sip of coffee. 'I have to say, your coffee is better.'

'Oh, Ian's in, is he? I didn't see his car in the car park, but then he drives some Japanese thing.' She gave a brief laugh and put on a smile that might be the same one used when confronted by an axe-wielding serial killer. You're not really going to use that thing, are you?

'Oh yes, he's in. In fact, he was here before we got here, and we started work at seven this morning. Not that we were here at seven, you understand. No, we had to pull the team in early, not because somebody died on your property, no wait, two people died on your property, but because we have at least four killers on the run, we don't know where they're going to strike next, and one of their team didn't make it home.'

'Are you sure he was involved?' Rena asked, as a woman knocked on the door and came in with a buff folder. 

'That's the file you asked for, ma'am.'

'Thank you,' Rena said, and took it from her. Then she raked about in a drawer and brought out a pair of reading glasses. Checked the details before handing it over to Miller.

Miller held it open so Kim could see it as well, and they read through his file. 'I see here there was a disciplinary hearing six months ago.' He looked at the executive.

'If it says so there. I don't deal with that side of things. That would be personnel. Human resources.'

'It says he was absent from his post when a security alarm went off at the cash centre in Sighthill. Turns out he'd fallen asleep on the toilet.'

'Ah yes, there was an occasion when one of the staff was reprimanded for dereliction of duty. If he wasn't disabled, he would have been out the door, but he was on some kind of medication, if I remember correctly.'

Miller looked at the file again. 'Yes, you do remember correctly. Other than that, there's nothing to write home about.'

'Well, are you sure he was involved in last night's robbery?'

'We're following lines of enquiry right now, but that's why we need to look into every aspect of his life.'

'Can I ask you why you think he was involved?'

'We're not at liberty to reveal that at the moment, Mrs. Stuart. I'm sure you understand.'

'Oh, I do.'

There was a sudden knocking on the door, as if somebody was coming to tell them the place was on fire but the alarms weren't working. The door burst open. It was the CEO's assistant.

'The boss wants to see you,' she said.

'Can you please tell him I'm busy with the police?'

'He says right now.'

Rena looked across at the two detectives and Miller nodded. 'That's fine.'

She got up and left the office and went along the corridor, slowly seeing her pension slipping away, and having a feeling she would end her days working in a school canteen. The door to the chief exec's office was open and he called her in when he saw her.

'I want you to see this,' he said, pointing a remote at the TV sitting in the corner of his office.

'What is it?'

'You tell me.' His face was red as if he was about to explode.

The TV burst into life and Rena couldn't believe what she was seeing and let out a horrendous scream. A few seconds later, Miller came running along, followed by Kim.

On the screen was a naked couple on a bed. Only the man's face was visible, grinning as he was obviously having a good time.

'What's this?' he asked, looking at the CEO.

Rena answered for him. 'That, Detective, is my husband.'


CHAPTER 59




'I would have killed my husband if he did that to me,' Kim said, as they walked across the car park to their Vauxhall.

'Message taken on board, ma'am,' Miller said, smiling.

'I trust you, Frank. Besides, I think you're too clever to be caught out like that.'

'As long as you're aware that I know what a Honey Trap is.'

'If I thought I needed to go down that road, I wouldn't be moving in with you, Frank Miller.'

The wind blew across the open car park and Miller wondered where the main part of the psychiatric hospital was. It had been torn down years ago and this multi-million pound building built on the land.

'So what about Willie Cruickshank?' Kim asked, as she started up the car.

'I'm not exactly sure, but now my instinct says he was set up to look like one of them.'

'What makes you say that?' she said, heading for the exit. 

'Look at his file. He fell asleep when he was on meds, because he's disabled.'

'Did it say what disability he had?'

'A back injury. He had a torn disc in his lower back.'

'Did it say how he got it?' She sped up as she saw a gap in the traffic flow and joined the commuters still heading into the city centre.

'Yes it did. This is where it can go either way; was he involved or not?' He looked at her. 'He was medically discharged out of the Army.'

Kim kept her eyes on the road, slowing down behind an airport bus. 'I'm going to guess here, but the doctor who discharged him was Andrew Borthwick.'

'Correct. Not only that, but he was at a pain management class.'

'With Jill White?'

'Correct again.'

'Think we should go pay her a visit again?'

'That's exactly what I was thinking. Hit the lights and hit the bypass.'

She weaved the car past the bus and cut a swathe through the other cars and before they knew it, they were on the city bypass.




****




'I can't believe you lot went into Andrew's hospital and took the patient files.'

Miller loosened his tie a little. There was no air conditioning in the hospital, and the room felt stuffy and cloying.

'We're searching for Terry's killer, Jill. There were people using that hospital to meet and they might have plotted your son's kidnapping there for all we know.'

Jill White went around the room, adjusting chairs that didn't need to be adjusted. 'You need to look closer at my ex-husband. Him and his bloody mother. If she didn't have such a hold over him, then maybe our marriage would have survived.'

'Margaret's an old woman.'

'An old woman with plenty of money. And when you're somebody like Carl White, trying to spend as much as you can, then you have to go cap in hand to get more. I thought he was a self-made man when I married him, but then I found out the truth.'

'We need to ask you about a man who was a patient of yours,' Kim said.

'You know I can't break patient confidentiality.'

'He's dead, Jill,' Miller said.

'Dead? Who are we talking about?'

'Willie Cruickshank. He was a security guard-'

'With The Scottish National Bank, yes I know.' She sat down on one of the chairs. 'Willie's dead?'

'I'm afraid so.' Miller let it sink in for a moment. Outside the window, one of the hospital's gardeners pushed a lawnmower back and forward, oblivious to what was going on behind the window in front of him. 

'How well did you know Willie, Jill?' Kim asked.

Jill looked as if she didn't know where she was for a moment then squeezed her eyes shut before opening them again. 'He was a nice guy. He would do anything for you.'

'What was he like around women?'

'He was a bit of a loud mouth. He talked the talk with the guys but he never could keep a relationship going.'

'Did he ever get funny with a woman?' Kim asked.

'What do you mean, funny?'

'Did he try and force himself on a woman?'

'No, of course not.'

'How can you be sure?'

Jill stood up again. 'I would vouch for him anytime. Why are you asking this?'

'We found a bag of roofies in his drawer at work,' Miller said.

'What? No, Willie wouldn't use that sort of shit on a woman.'

'Sometimes when you're disabled, it can be frustrating. Sexually, I mean,' Kim said.

'I know what you mean, but you're wrong. Willie met Terry. Even looked after him one afternoon when I was at work. I would have trusted Willie with my life.'

Miller saw that the conversation could go awry and needed to keep Jill focussed. 'What was he like in your pain management class?'

Jill slowly walked over to the window and watched the gardener for a moment. 'He was like everybody else.' She turned back to look at them. 'He was a man in pain, and he needed help in controlling it.'

'He was in the Army with Andrew Borthwick,' Kim said.

'I know. Andrew discharged him. He got a back injury, and then he couldn't take it and had mental health issues. Then they met again a year later, after Andrew was out of the Army. Then Andrew put Willie my way and he came to my class. I showed him how to take charge of the pain. Me and Davie.'

'Who's Davie?'

'Davie Raeburn. He's on the patient council. I told you about him already and I vouched for him when you wanted a list of volunteers.'

'Oh yes, I remember now.' Yet, the name came back to him in a different context and he struggled with it for a moment, as he might struggle with a crossword clue. Then it came to him.

'Is that the same Davie Raeburn who works at the bank? With Willie?'

'Yes. Davie put in a good word for Willie. Got him the job in security. How do you know that?'

'Raeburn was working late at the bank last night. For all we know, he might have been the last one to see Willie alive.'


CHAPTER 60




'You and I are finished, you know that, don't you?' 

'What are you talking about?' Adam Stuart said to his wife, but he knew in that instant his little illicit meeting was out of the bag now. Her voice was sharp as her words came through his mobile phone.

He was at the test centre, having a cigarette before going in. The other morons were already inside, preparing their tests, and some of the candidates were standing outside with their instructors, looking as if they were about to be taken to the gallows. Stuart knew the feeling.

'They all had a good fucking laugh at the DVD that bitch sent to my boss.'

'What DVD? What bitch?' Keep up the denial right up until the firing squad had their fingers curled round the triggers, then come out fighting.

'When you were shagging her in whatever room it was, somebody was obviously filming you two getting it on. Had it not been my husband lying there getting his brains fucked out, I might have stopped to admire the quality of the movie. Obviously he filmed it in 1080p, it was that clear.'

Shit. Now he was looking into the eyes of the firing squad, and now was the time to come out swinging, especially since Rena wasn't raising her voice. 

'Look, you were always knocking me back whenever I wanted to be with you. How do you think that makes me feel?' He turned away from the test candidates and walked further along, standing outside a bookies.

'Oh, don't give me that fucking crap. Poor, hard-done-by Adam, can't get a shag with the wife so he has to go and cry on a hoor's shoulder, only this time, there wasn't any crying, was there? Tell me, Adam, was she any good?'

Don't answer that, for fuck's sake.

'Cat got your tongue? Or is it still stuck in that trollop?'

The firing squad wasn't hanging about and had not only pulled their triggers, they were about to run over and stick their bayonets into him.

'You know what, blame me for all of this, but you have to shoulder some of it too.'

'No I don't, you little bastard.'

Stuart could hear his wife's heavy breathing, and her voice echoed, as if she was in a bathroom stall. 'I didn't know she was going to have it taped,' he said, as if this was the best excuse he could come up with.'

'This is how it's going to go down now; you are going to go home at lunchtime and you will pack your bags. You will leave with your belongings, and we will talk over splitting the rest. I am going to file for divorce and you are not going to contest it. If this goes smoothly, then I just might not take a meat cleaver to your little manhood. Do we understand?'

'Go fuck yourself, Rena,' Stuart said, hanging up with what little dignity he had left. He walked into the test centre and the first person he clapped eyes on was Chris Mason. Smug bastard. 

Well, Mason's day was about to go from bad to worse. If Stuart couldn't batter Rena, he could certainly fuck up Mason's career. Suddenly, everything didn't seem so bad.




****




The mailroom was in the bowels of the building, where Miller suspected it might be. Right next to the back door for easy access to the delivery trucks. It was a windowless room, almost as if it was shoved down here as an afterthought.

'I can't believe he's dead,' Davie Raeburn said, grabbing another pile of mail from one of the sacks that lay about.

'Can you tell us how he seemed before you went home?'

'Willie is a big talker.' Raeburn put the mail down and stood facing Miller and Kim. 'You know the sort; has trouble getting a girlfriend, but talks like he's God's gift.'

'How was he acting?' Kim said. 

'In what way?'

'Physically. Did he seem as if he was coming down with something?'

'Actually, he and I were talking when he had to get up and go to the bathroom. Said his stomach was bothering him something fierce. He was back and forwards a few times when I was up there. He said it was too many doughnuts.'

'You knew Willie a long time,' Miller said.

'I'm on the patient council at the hospital, and Willie had problems. So I helped him through it, with Jill's help. He was brand new afterwards. He just needed a little support, like a lot of guys returning from the war.'

Miller looked around the room. There were two other people there, both of them mailroom staff. The female was the supervisor. 'Did you ever see Willie take any medication that hadn't been prescribed to him?'

'Willie? Nah. He wasn't the type. Why?'

'There was a little bag of pills in his drawer in the control room.'

'What? What kind of pills?'

'They were roofies,' Kim said. 'Used to drug-'

'I know what they are. They couldn't have been Willie's.'

'Why not?'

'Well, Willie was harmless.'

'Not that harmless, I can assure you,' Miller said.

'What are you getting at?'

'We think he may have been involved in other things.'

Raeburn looked away for a second, before looking Miller in the eyes. 'You don't think he was touching women, do you?'

'We can't be sure.'

'Look, I've known Willie for a while, and when I said he was talking about going with women and what he'd like to do to them, I just thought it was bravado. I didn't know he was actually taking advantage of women.'

'It's called raping them, Mr. Raeburn,' Kim said.

'Yes, yes, of course. I just find it hard to believe Willie would be involved in any stuff like this.'

'When you were talking to him, did he call anybody? Or did anybody call him?'

'No. I didn't see anything like that.'

'Can I ask you why you were working late last night? Is that normal for you?'

'Sometimes we get asked, if there's a package coming in and we have to deal with it. There's only the security guard on, and he's not allowed to leave the control room. So one of us has to be here, and the boss asked me to stay late.'

Raeburn looked over Miller's shoulder, as if a thought had just occurred to him. 'When he was in the bathroom, he was there for quite a while. I didn't think much about it, but when I heard about the robbery, and it happened around the time Willie died and the CCTV console was wrecked, well, it makes you wonder, doesn't it? What if he was involved?'

'It certainly does,' Miller said. 'That'll be all for now, Mr. Raeburn. If we need to ask you any more questions, we know where to find you.'


CHAPTER 61




Bastard. Adam Stuart sat at his desk looking across at Chris Mason filling in his test sheets. It had to be him. Who the hell else would set him up and send the fucking video to his wife? Nobody else was in the frame.

'I'll be going out with you all on some check tests today,' Stuart said to Mason, who looked up at him.

'Why?'

'Don't question me.'

Mason looked across at one of the other examiners who was filling in his own sheets. The man just shrugged his shoulders.

'There's no point looking across at him,' Stuart said, trying hard to keep his temper in check. It would be so easy to shout at the man, to lay the blame at his door, but all the coward would do is deny it was him who sent the video. Well, he had a better way of dealing with the situation.

He was going to fuck Mason over once and for all.

'Right. Let's get the first tests started. Let's not keep the poor sods waiting. Mason, I'll be in the car with you.'

'Course you will.'

'Let's get on with it.'

Outside, in the waiting room, the candidates who had been outside and had witnessed Stuart raising his voice on the phone, were now hanging around wondering if that was a bad omen.

After the three other examiners checked the provisional license of the candidates, Stuart followed Mason out to the car. The girl said goodbye to her instructor and Mason told her they would be accompanied by a supervisor today, and not to worry, it was routine. She didn't look convinced, but got in behind the wheel anyway.

They headed out of the car park and up towards Barberton Mains.

'Turn right at the roundabout and follow the road ahead,' Mason said, and had a look in the rear view mirror the instructor usually used. Stuart's glaring face looked back at him.

He took her round a set route, going through some quiet streets at Colinton village, getting her to do a turn in the road and a parallel park, before heading back towards the test centre. Everything was going well until they were heading back down Wester Hailes Road.

Maybe it was over-confidence, maybe it was her nerves getting to her, but whatever it was, the young girl approached the large roundabout at speed. Traffic flashed by up ahead. Still the car carried on its relentless pace.

Christ Almighty, she doesn't see it, Chris Mason thought to himself as the girl stared out the windscreen, fingers turning white as her hands attempted to pull the steering wheel free from the mounting.

Right Chris, steady yourself, wait for it, wait for it, get your foot near the brake, not too early, make sure she's definitely not going to stop, easy now, getting closer, watch the traffic on the roundabout, wait, wait, wait. Now!

Mason brought his foot down hard on the twin brake in the passenger foot well, his heart hammering in his chest. The car came to a sudden stop, the engine dying. He didn't bother dipping the clutch; his only concern was stopping the car.

He looked in the mirror, saw Stuart looking out of the side window.

'The car's stalled,' the girl said.

'That's because I've had to use the foot-brake,' Mason said, the cross going down on the test sheet.

'Oh shit,' the girl said, knowing any intervention on the examiner's behalf, either vocal or physical, meant an automatic failure.

'Carry on when you're ready,' Mason told her, as the engine was re-started. The traffic that had built up behind her started overtaking onto the roundabout. They moved off, this time when the road was clear.

Back at the test centre, the girl pulled the car into the side of the road.

'That's the end of the test. I'm sorry to tell you that you haven't passed.'

'Tell me something I don't already know,' she said, getting out of the car and slamming the door. Mason got out followed by Stuart.

Inside the office, they heard one of the other examiners in the back making coffee.

'That was a bit harsh, wasn't it?' Stuart said, putting his checklist down.

'What was?' Mason replied, stopping half-way to the kitchen.

'That test. The girl was about to put the brakes on herself but you jumped the gun.'

'I don't think so.'

'I was in the back.'

'And I was in the front, remember? How could you possibly know what was happening when you were busy looking out the window?'

'If I had been concerned, I would have been pulling my fucking hair out, but I wasn't.'

'She was approaching at a speed that indicated to me she wasn't about to stop at the give-way line...'

'Rubbish. They're not advanced drivers like you, Mason. You've got to cut them some slack.'

'Some slack? Would you rather we ended up under a fucking truck?'

'Don't dramatise, Mason. She was going to stop that car and you fucking jumped the gun. Christ, I wouldn't be surprised if that girl wrote and complained, demanding another test.'

'Well let's hope she doesn't get you then.'

Stuart stood and looked at Mason's departing back. That was all he wanted; now he could write up a report and hopefully get Mason fired out of here.


CHAPTER 62




Miller felt dog tired as he poured himself and Kim a coffee from the pot in his office. Paddy Gibb came in.

'No, no, I'll crack the window meself, just you sit there,' he said to Miller, crossing the room and opening the window. The sun streamed through the blinds, promising a nice day ahead.

'You want a coffee, Paddy?' Kim asked.

'Cigarettes, coffee. You'll be offering me a doughnut next.'

'I don't have any doughnuts,' Miller said.

'Oh well, two out of three ain't bad.' Gibb sucked on the cigarette as if it was the last one before the government banned them. 'Make mine black, Kim, please. He always has milk that's gone bad.'

'You could make your own coffee,' Miller said, 'or better still, put your hand into your wee purse and splash for Starbucks for us.'

Gibb took another draw and nipped the cigarette, putting it back into its packet, beside its brothers and sisters. 'First of all,' he said, closing the window and wafting any secondary smoke around the room in the hope of dissipating it, 'it is not a wee purse. It is a coin carrier. It holds all my change and I flip it out when I need to get at said change, instead of raking about in my pocket, looking like I'm some pervert.'

'So basically it's a purse. You have a purse, don't you, Kim?' Miller said, with a straight face, taking a sip of his coffee and handing Gibb his.

'If you think you and I are still going off on a hooly to Blackpool now, son, then you're sorely mistaken.'

'Come on, you know I'm only joking.'

'And those Ginger Snaps in the tin through in the squad room? Keep your filthy mitts off them. I'm going to count them, and if I see so much as one Ginger crumb on your face, you'll be off my Christmas Card list before you can belt out the first line of White Christmas.'

'Well, that's me told then.' Miller sat down behind his desk, put his coffee down, stretched his arms out and yawned. 'Oh man, I'm having a lie in this weekend, that's for sure.'

'You and me both,' Gibb said, sitting in another chair. 'But not in the same house, of course.'

'Did you get any results regarding Gary Davidson and George West's theory?' Kim asked.

'That I did, Kim, that I did. Now, you both know that sometimes Andy Watt is about as useful as non-alcoholic lager, but this time he seems to have come up with the goods. He does indeed remember Davidson getting a visit from old George. He heard them talking, and when he asked Davidson about it, Davidson just dismissed it out of hand. When Andy pushed it, Davidson snapped at him. They were so busy at the time that Andy forgot about it after that, until I brought it up.'

'I think Gary was in on the whole thing. As I said to Kim, I heard him talking about something on the phone a long time ago, and I think he was number Six.'

'What do you mean?'

'Like the robbers, they only went by numbers, One through Four, then Gary was Number Six.'

Gibb took a sip of his coffee. 'Then who would be number Five?'

'I don't know, but I could have a guess; Andrew Borthwick.'

'You really think he's involved in all of this? A doctor with everything to lose?'

'I do. Sometimes it's not the money, it's the thrill. Borthwick is arrogant, conceited and shows narcissistic tendencies.'

'Okay, so what do we think then, Frank?' Gibb said, holding his coffee tighter as if somebody was about to steal it. 'That Borthwick is the leader of this band of not-quite-so-merry men?'

'I do. He has the personality for it. We know he was at the hospital the other night when Shaun Foxall heard those other men say they were going to kill Shaun. Foxall also remembers Gary being there a few years ago, and how Gary was seen with those men.'

Kim took some of her own coffee. 'And now he's got his lawyer to complain, we've backed off, giving him some breathing space.'

Gibb sat and thought about it for a moment. 'Fuck 'im. Go get him, Frank. It doesn't have to be heavy-handed and you won't have that psycho McGovern with you,' looking at Kim, 'no offence-'

'None taken.'

'but you will have my authority to bring him in for questioning. I'll give him number fucking Five.'

'What about Dennis Friendly?'

Gibb looked at Kim. 'I know somebody's mummy who Friendly is a little bit scared of. I don't think he'll have anything to object about. Anybody else, well, we can deal with that fallout when it happens. Meantime, go get yourself a bad doctor, Inspector.'

Before Miller could leave, there was another knock on the door, and Maggie Parks came in. 'So this is where you all hang out?'

'Come in, Maggie,' Miller said, about to stand up.

'Stay, Frank. I just wanted to give you this report. You might find this interesting.' She looked at Gibb. 'You've been smoking again, haven't you?'

'Now, now, Inspector, that's a sackable offence. We won't have any arrows slung around this office.'

'Don't worry, your secret's safe with me, but there's no fooling my nose.'

'No wonder, it's big enough,' Gibb said, under his breath.

'I'm sorry, what?'

'I said, that's big of you.' He got up and stretched. 'Well, if you want me, you'll know where I'll be.'

'Bookies? Pub?' Maggie said.

'Oh, my dear Maggie, I do wish. Perhaps you could take the rest of the day off and we could go bar hopping? Tell them upstairs that I said it was alright.'

'Paddy, I was hoping one day you'd get around to asking me out.'

'Were you?'

'No. And stay here, you'll want to hear this.'

'Yes, ma'am.' Gibb drank more coffee.

'We went through Willie Cruickshank's flat with a nit comb, and we not only found more money shoved into a box in his wardrobe, we found a little notebook. It outlines last night's robbery, and it also mentions somebody by name.'

Gibb perked up. 'Oh yeah? Who?'

Maggie turned to him. 'Adam Stuart. He says in his little book that he's been doing some planning with Adam Stuart.'

'Adam Stuart?' Gibb said. 'Do we know him?'

'I've heard of him,' Miller said. 'I went to speak with the operations director of the bank first thing this morning. Rena Stuart. She was pissed off, because somebody had sent her boss a DVD of her husband in a room with some tart. Her husband's name is Adam Stuart.'


CHAPTER 63




Adam Stuart told the others he had a meeting to go to and would be going down to Cardington as a trainer again, the following week.

'You remember that, don't you, Mason? You and that chick you were banging. What was her name again? Angela something wasn't it?'

Mason looked at Stuart with contempt. 'You're pathetic.'

'Really now? Will that still be your opinion when the area supervisor comes round asking for a performance check? When I tell him you couldn't test a sausage with a fork. Then we'll see who's the pathetic one.'

'Well, at least we know if you can't cut it as an examiner anymore, you could always move into the movie business,' Mason said, and the others started laughing.

'What did you say?' Stuart felt his face turning red.

'Your wife called here asking us if we knew about you having it away with a hooker in a hotel room.'

'You're a fucking liar,' he said to Mason. 'I knew it was you all along.'

'She did call up, boss,' one of the other examiners said. 'I heard her on the speaker phone.'

'Shut up, you. Nobody asked you.'

The man shrugged while Mason sat smiling. 

'I'm leaving, and I'll damn well make sure you lot get what you deserve.' He stormed out of the test centre and jumped into his car. 

He drove away out of the car park near Wester Hailes station, and thought about how his life had come to this. Maybe some other guy would be happy with a nice house and a nice wife and boring sex, but he needed that little bit of excitement. It was like a drug. He couldn't help himself.

Now his life as he knew it was over. Rena would never give him another chance. His job sucked, and the only exciting part of that was going to Cardington, where he could probably get away with fooling around with another candidate.

He hit the Edinburgh bypass and headed for the Forth Bridge. The traffic flowed freely for a change. Over to his left, the new bridge was taking shape, getting bigger every day. Queensferry Crossing it was going to be called. He drove faster, and only slowed down when he reached the Dunfermline interchange. There was something about Fife he loved. It was almost as if he was coming home. 

He took a country road, driving faster. A tractor pulled out from what seemed like the middle of a hedge. Stuart flew past it and left it behind. For the next few miles, there were no distractions at all. Being an examiner meant he'd had to take an advanced driving course, which he had passed with flying colours. He'd always loved driving, and could fly along a tight B road with the greatest of ease. It was all about observation, predicting what the motorist in front of you was going to do, and keeping an eye on the van behind you.

The dark-coloured van.

This one had his lights on, full beam, and it was coming up fast. Shit, for a van it could move. Stuart floored his car and it shot forward, but the van had no problem keeping up. He was obviously an advanced driver.

There was nothing else on the road. Just Stuart and the van.

He gave it more gas then let all his training kick in. Approaching a corner fast, faster than a normal driver might have been able to take it. And still the van hurtled behind him, getting even faster.

Then it caught up with him, its full beams catching his mirror, and then all of a sudden they made contact.

No matter how well built Stuart's German car was, how good the reliability, the quality, the design or the performance, it just didn't like being under water.

The front of the Ford Transit was built to take dings and bumps easily on a building site, whereas the German was designed with fancy duds, to take a couple out on date night, or a power businessman to a meeting where the car, watch and shoes did the talking before he did. And despite all the accolades from car journalists, it couldn't swim. The airbag went off as it was supposed to, as the weight of the engine pulled the front of the car down and it hit the deep river solidly.

Adam Stuart screamed as he first saw the fields in the distance, as if he was in a light aircraft and he was taking off, then the car's weight shifted, and the big engine was hauling him down and his view changed from blue sky and green fields to dirty brown water.  He knew what was coming and was powerless to stop it.

The river was a good way down from the road, surrounded by trees and uncut grass, weeds and bushes. The bushes had done their stuff on the front paintwork, but that was the least of Stuart's problems.

Hitting the river was like hitting a wall. The airbag broke his nose, which erupted like a volcano. Blood spattered the airbag and hit the side window. It stopped him from screaming more.

The heavy vehicle sank fast, but it wasn't deep, which might have been lucky for Stuart had the two men from the van not come down the embankment after him. He was dazed and didn't see them, but then the door was being yanked open.

'Thank...God..' he started to say, then he recognised a face. 'What...are...you...doing?' he asked, not quite grasping what was going on until the bottle of whisky was put into his mouth and poured. 

Stuart spluttered and spat some of the fiery liquid at his assailant, who promptly poured more of the liquid into Stuart's mouth. The examiner had no choice but to swallow it.

'Help me,' he said, the blood running down his face and into his mouth where it joined the whisky. A blood chaser. His words were no good, he realised, but it was his desire to live that made him utter them.

Then his arms started flailing. 'Three. Give me a hand, will you?' Number Two said.

'Sure,' the other man said, wading through the water to the passenger side. The flow of the murky water making it difficult to open the door, but he managed it. 'Although I think we're past using our code names now, Chris.'

Stuart looked across at him. 'Who...are you?'

'You don't need to know my name,' Ross Brannigan said. 

'I...don't understand.' 

'It's simple; we're going to kill you.' The big ex-soldier grinned at him.

'No, please. Why are you doing this?' He looked back at number Two. 'We can work this out, Chris. There's...no need for this.'

'Believe it or not, it's nothing personal,' Chris Mason said, 'but we need you to die right now. You were part of our plan all along.'

Before Stuart could protest any further, Mason reached in and pushed Stuart's head under the water.

The two men went back to the van where they changed into dry clothes. Soon it would be over. As long as the others played their part.


CHAPTER 64




It didn't take long to find out where Stuart worked. His wife was only too happy to give the police the information. 

Now, Miller was pulling into the large car park at Wester Hailes Station. A train pulled in, a commuter job, heading into Edinburgh Waverley.

'I remember being sent here when I was in uniform,' he said, getting out of the car. Despite the sun being out, a wind whipped through the open area. 'They needed more uniforms at the weekend, because of the hotel over there.'

Kim looked over to where Miller was indicating. 'Why did a hotel need more manpower?'

'This is Wester Hailes. The women were fighting at the weekend. Battering the bouncers before turning on the customers who were there having a quiet drink.'

Kim looked around her. Besides the entrance to the hotel, an Odeon cinema took pride of place opposite the driving test centre, and a few shops were along from the entrance to the Wester Hailes shopping centre.

She had been in many areas like this, and every time they exuded an air of fear. The police were often called to the centre, and cars were broken into as patrons watched a movie, presumably for the last time at that theatre.

'Where's the police station round here?' she asked, as he locked the car.

'Five minutes down the road. They're kept busy.'

The test centre was a one-storey anonymous building, with white stucco walls and a grey tiled roof. It might have passed for a bookies or a dive bar had it not been for the driving test centre sign out front. They walked past a few driving school cars as the test candidates were waiting to go into the Lion's Den. Miller led the way into the centre as the train pulled out of the station.

 'We're not ready for candidates,' one of the examiners said, as he saw Miller coming in.

'DI Miller, Police Edinburgh. Special Investigator Smith. We're here to talk to Adam Stuart.'

'He's not here.'

'And you are, sir?'

'Kevin Pearce.'

'And where is Mr. Stuart?'

Pearce was playing around with papers on his clipboard. 'Who knows? He's an enigma. Rules this place with an iron fist, then goes swanning off God knows where whenever he feels like it.'

'Have you ever heard him talking about a man called Willie Cruickshank?'

Pearce made a show of thinking about it for a moment but was probably thinking about nothing more than having a few beers after work. 'Nope. Never heard that name before.'

'Please think hard about this, Mr. Pearce.'

Pearce took a deep breath and blew it out. 'No, sorry. To be honest, Stuart never talks about his personal life, except when he came in one day gibbering about a new life insurance policy his wife's bank had going. Nobody took him up on the offer, and he went in a huff for a wee while. The guy's just a tool, if you ask me, and that's not just my opinion. Everybody hates him. If you don't kiss his arse, then he makes life hell. Like that poor sod Chris.'

'Chris?'

'Chris Mason, one of our other examiners. Stuart was on his back all the time. Never let up.'

'In what way?'

'He was always going out on a supervising check with Chris. I mean, we all got them, but he was relentless And he always said Chris got the wrong result in a test.'

'Where's Chris Mason now?'

'He left.'

'When will he be back?' Kim asked.

'That's the thing; he won't be. He left for good. He said he was sick of Stuart being on his back all the time and he would look for another job. So he just walked out.'

'Do you know how to get a hold of him?'

'No. We never socialised.'

'Who else works here?' Kim asked.

'Just a part-timer, Charlie. He's just biding his time until he retires. He's part-time because a test candidate ran him over and smashed his ankle. Now he walks with a walking stick.'

'And I don't suppose he socialises with Stuart or Mason either?' Miller said.

'I would doubt it. Charlie is a real home bird. He and his missus love nothing more than to stay in and watch a good movie on Netflix.'

Miller took a business card out of his pocket and handed it to the examiner. 'Do me a favour; when Stuart gets back, tell him to call me. If I don't hear from him, I'll be coming back here to speak to him.'

Pearce took the card. 'Will do. Although I think he'll be red-faced when he comes back. Did you hear about what he did to his wife?'

'Yes I did. How do you know?'

'She called us up to tell us. What a laugh we had behind his back. I'm not surprised though. He was always saying how much he hated her and how his wife was going to get what was coming to her.'

Miller and Kim both looked at the man.

Miller: 'What did he mean by that?'

'She's a real bossy boots. We met her a few times at bank do's. The way she spoke to him was awful. I would have walked out on my wife years ago if she spoke to me like that, but I guess he knew what side his bread was buttered. She earned a lot and has a far more powerful position than he does. On more than one occasion, he said she was going to get what was coming to her.'

'Did you hear him say this?'

'No, not exactly.'

'How did you hear this?'

Pearce snapped his fingers. 'Wait. You said Willie Cruickshank?'

'Yes,' Miller said, not wanting the other man to lose concentration.

'I didn't hear Stuart trash talking his wife, but Chris told me. He said that Stuart was really angry one morning, while me and Charlie were out on our tests. It was quiet that day, so Chris was left behind in the office. When I got back, Stuart was gone for lunch, and Chris said Stuart was talking not only about getting back at his wife, but getting back at the bank too. For hiring her. They were both going to be taught a lesson.'

'What about Willie Cruickshank, Mr. Pearce?' Kim said, keeping her tone level.

'I remember Chris answering the phone a few times. Me and Charlie never did. That's what the new guy's for, am I right? Even though he's been here for six months, he's always going to be the junior guy until a new guy joins. So Chris answers the phone, and I remember him telling Stuart that a Willie Cruickshank was calling for him. After the third time I think it was, Stuart went mad. Got all angry like and shouted at Chris, I don't know any fucking Willie!' And that was the end of that, except Willie called a few times after, and Chris asked what he should do? Tell Stuart or not? And we said to leave it. So he did.'

Pearce looked at his watch. 'If you'll excuse me, I need to go on a test.'

'Sure. Thanks for the information.'

'Anytime. I like to see Stuart getting it shoved up him.' Pearce walked into the waiting room where a young man of about seventeen was waiting to go on his driving test, looking like he was waiting to go to the guillotine.

Miller walked past with Kim and they went back to their car.

'Stuart seems like a real barrel of laughs,' Miller said.

'I'd rather be self-employed than work for some monster like that.'

'Seems as if he and Willie did have a friendship after all,' Miller said, as they got back in the car. 

'And he didn't want anybody to find out about it. Maybe that's why he hounded Chris Mason, to make him quit.'

Miller started the car and they drove out of the big car park, turning right onto Wester Hailes Road. 'That way, if Mason quit, then he wouldn't be around to take a call from Willie Cruickshank. Although it does seem a bit strange why Cruickshank would call the test centre.'

'Well, if we know he used throwaway phones, and if he was using one to call the test centre, nothing would be registered on Stuart's phone, so it makes sense that way.'

Miller looked across at her. 'Very true.'

'Where are we heading now?'

'I want a word with Stuart's wife again. I want to give her the news that I think her husband is one of the bank robbers.'


CHAPTER 65




Rena Stuart was in a meeting with department managers, but she was just chewing on the end of a pencil, looking out the windows into the grounds of the bank.

The other people in the room were cutting her some slack because they had all heard the news. That, and she was above them in pay scale and would fire any of them on the spot if she could get away with it.

How could he do that to her? Was their sex life as good as it was when they were dating? Please. Of course, it wasn't, but after a while, you just became comfortable with each other, to a point where sex became a part of the marriage, not the reason to stay together. She didn't enjoy it as much as she used to, preferring to dine out at a nice restaurant than go the whole nine yards with her husband, but they had their moments. If he would stop drinking so much, and keep his eyes on her while they were out, that would be nice.

Now she was thinking she would have to put in for a transfer after this. How could she look the CEO in the eye again? That twat didn't know half the damage he'd caused. 

'Is that alright, Mrs. Stuart?'

Rena was looking at the man as if he had two heads. 'Sorry, what?'

'The idea for marketing. Maybe we could get them on board with an updated app for home banking?'

'Yes, talk to somebody who's in charge of home banking.'

'Well, that's you.'

'Well, somebody else then. My assistant. Somebody else for fuck's sake.' She shouted the last sentence, and could positively feel her face going red. She stood and was about to launch into a tirade, about what a bunch of lazy slackers they all were, but she left the room instead. She felt the heat creep up inside her head until it was going to explode and throw her brains all over the walls of the corridor.

She stopped at a water cooler, grabbed a little pointed cup and filled it three times, each time gulping the liquid back as if it were nectar.

'Oh there you are,' her assistant came up to her, a worried look on her face. 'I've been looking for you. There are some police officers here to see you.'

Rena fired the little cup into a trash bucket. 'Not again. Haven't they messed me about enough?'

'They said it was urgent. They've come over from Fife.'

'Fife?'

'That's what they said.'

'Where are they now?'

'In your office.'

Rena walked along the corridor, keeping her eyes fixed ahead and moving as fast as her heels would allow.

A man in an ill-fitting suit with a badly trimmed moustache stood by a man in a police uniform, looking like a sketch from Monty Python.

'Mrs. Stuart?' suit asked.

'Yes.'

'I'm DI Abercromby, Police Fife. Would you like to take a seat?'

Where to? She almost blurted out, but this was no time for levity. Adam was dead. She could tell. 'No, I'm fine standing. What's this about?'

'I'm sorry to tell you this, but we found the body of a man in a car that was registered to your husband, Adam Stuart.'

The words hit her like electricity coursing through water. A conflict of emotions shot through her, and her mind tried to sort them all out, but she couldn't quite get the syntax going.

'Are you sure you don't want to take a seat?' Abercrombie said, grabbing her arm as she swayed. 

Rena sat down in one of the office chairs as her secretary said she would get a glass of water. Then she looked at the man standing before her. He wasn't smiling, or coming out with some wisecrack. This was no sketch. There was no punchline. Any thoughts she'd entertained of giving Adam a second chance were gone. She looked at the buttons on the detective's suit, feeling if she looked right at him now, she'd faint.

'How did it happen?' Her words were a croak, sounding alien to her, as if she had a bad cold.

Abercrombie had let go of her arm, and her assistant came back with more water, which she just held without drinking.

'His car was found in a river outside Milton of Balgonie, near Glenrothes.'

'Was it...a mess?' she asked, her lip trembling.

'No, but the diving team brought him up from under the water. There was also a half-empty bottle of whisky found in his car. We suspect he'd been drinking and driving, but we can't make a proper determination until the PM report.'

Now Rena looked at him. Noticed he didn't say half-full bottle of whisky. Half-empty sounded more dramatic. 'There's something not right about this, Inspector.' Rena stood up. Now she looked at the man's moustache, which would have seemed comical were it not for the situation she found herself in.

'What do you mean, Mrs. Stuart?'

'I don't know why there would have been a bottle of whisky in his car. My husband didn't drink whisky. We often joked about him not being a true Scotsman, because on the one occasion he did wear a Kilt, he wore bike shorts underneath. That and the fact that he hated whisky.'

'Maybe he drank it today to...' Abercrombie turned to the uniform for a moment as if to say, Come on then bright spark. You want into CID, you throw something out there. The uniform stood as if making some sort of suggestion as to why Stuart would have a bottle of whisky in his car was well above his pay grade.

'What, Detective? To kill himself? He was too much of a narcissist to do that.'

Rena was aware of a man and a woman walking along the corridor towards her office. The blinds on the glass walls partly hid their identity, and at first, she thought it was more of Abercrombie's cronies, but then she saw it was the same detective who had visited her earlier that morning. Miller. She forgot the woman's name.

Abercrombie looked over at the other man in the suit and knew he was one of their own.

'DI Miller. I'm here to speak to Mrs. Stuart.'

'DI Abercrombie. Are you here about the death of Mrs. Stuart's husband?'

'No, I was here to ask her where he is. I was going to arrest him for armed robbery.'

This time Rena fainted.


CHAPTER 66




Louise Walker stood and looked out the window facing the back garden. She had been feeling antsy now, antsy and scared. McGovern said he had put a manager in place in her dealership, and he was making a good job of it, but Louise had always been what was known these days as a control freak. 

And why not? she asked herself. She was building the business up nicely, giving some of the big names a run for their money. And her cars were lightly used luxury cars, just like Carl White's. Only hers were better quality and she made sure they ran well. She'd had one or two problems with people bringing their cars back, and had given them a loaner car, and fixed the problem free of charge. Her reputation was going to see her get ahead of Carl White.

She turned when somebody walked into the room. Neil McGovern.

'Hi, Neil.'

'Hi, Louise.'

'How are things coming along?' Have you caught the bad guys?

'We're still working on things right now, but we feel the net is tightening.'

'That's good.' She walked over to him. 'These men are so dangerous, aren't they?'

'I'm afraid so. You'll have to stay in the safe house until we get them.'

She closed her eyes for a moment. 'How safe is my place of business?'

McGovern smiled. 'I would love one of those jokers to visit down there. I have three of my men working for you now. Two salesmen and a mechanic. And believe me, they are even more dangerous than the men who put Brian Sewell in your bathtub.'

'You need to take them down, Neil.'

'We will. I'm using every resource at my disposal.' McGovern's phone rang. 'Excuse me, I need to take this.'

McGovern walked out of the room and upstairs to his office where he spoke to the person on the other end. After a few minutes, he hung up and left the house.

Things were getting interesting.




****




Miller left the bank HQ on the A90 and drove back towards Edinburgh, cutting through South Gyle, past the Gyle Centre and heading down towards Saughton, going under the new tram bridge that sat next to the railway bridge. He wondered how long it would take people to shout that it was a complete waste of money again. The whole tram project had gone way over time and budget, making some people very rich. They'd cut the line back to terminate in the city centre instead of going down to the Ocean Terminal Shopping Centre in Leith, despite the fact they'd dug up the roads to lay the tram tracks, and spent millions relocating the utility lines underneath the road.

Up Broomhouse Road where tower blocks had been demolished and left behind a wasteland, another testament to the narrow-mindedness of sixties planning. He wondered if people had become rich from that project back then. He cut along Calder Road, down to Longstone, and then into Redhall Gardens, stopping outside the house he had been looking for.

And did a double-take. 

Kim stayed in the car as he got out, he saw the next-door neighbour with his hedge trimmer out, the machine buzzing about on the end of a long orange cord. Miller walked over to the living room window and looked in. There were no curtains covering the glass, and he saw the room was empty. He went to the front door and looked through the letterbox seeing nothing but junk mail strewn about the hallway. The man switched off the trimmer.

'Can I help you, son?'

Miller walked over to him and showed him his warrant card. 'Yes. I'm looking for Rosie Davidson. Can you tell me if the house has been empty for long?'

'Oh, yes, it's been empty for a wee while now. The woman who lived there told me it had been repossessed by the bank. Her husband died a few months back, and she probably didn't have insurance on him. She was nice, her and her wee lassie.'

'Do you know which bank owns it?'

'No, I'm not sure. She said it would eventually go to auction if she didn't pay, so she decided to walk.'

'Do you know where they're going to live?'

'She said she's moving to Spain. Her wee girl already left apparently. She said she was going to work until the school holidays started, then she was going to go.'

'Do you know when the schools finish?'

'Well, I know my wee grandson finished school last Friday, but I'm not sure if that's all the schools in Edinburgh.'

'Okay, thanks.' Miller went back to the car and tried calling Rosie but there was no answer on her mobile phone. He got an automated message saying the number was no longer in use.

Maybe Rosie couldn't manage on her own after Gary died in prison, or maybe everything that had happened to her had made her want to get away from it all. Either way, he wished she had found the time to say one final goodbye to him. Then again, maybe she thought he might try to talk her out of it.

'She's gone. The bank took her house,' Miller said, to Kim.

Miller cranked up the air conditioning in the car and his phone rang before he had a chance to move.

'Neil. How's things?'

'We need to have a little meet, Frankie, my boy.'

'No time like the present. Where are you?'

'Just leaving the safe house.'

'I'm just down the road at Longstone. Where do you want to meet.'

McGovern told him and he hung up. 'You're dad's going to meet us.'

'It must be important,' Kim said, pulling her seatbelt on. 'Where are we going?'

'You'll see in a minute.'

Pulling out from the house, he put the blue flashers on.

'I feel sorry for Rena Stuart,' Kim said, as they shot past the Lothian Buses depot. 'I mean, first of all, her husband cheats on her, and then some vindictive bitch sends her a copy of the DVD, and then her husband dies in a car crash.'

'Abercrombie still maintains that just because Stuart didn't drink whisky, doesn't mean to say he didn't this time, as he was trying to commit suicide.'

'I don't think he committed suicide, Frank. I think he was a pawn in all of this. Adam Stuart and Willie Cruickshank as bank robbers? I don't see it.'

'I would have liked to see how Adam Stuart reacted when we hit him with an arrest.'

'Now we'll never know. It's just convenient how Cruickshank and Stuart are now both dead.'

'Whoever is doing this is trying to throw us off the trail.'

He hit the siren and navigated his way past traffic on Calder Road, and hit the bypass. Five minutes later, he was at Newbridge and made a right into the road where Carl White's dealership was. Neil McGovern was already waiting in a black Range Rover, a driver sitting behind the wheel.

'Hello, sweetheart,' McGovern said to his daughter, as he left the cool comfort of the big SUV. He got into Miller's car.

'Hi, Dad.'

'So what's this all about, Neil,' Miller said.

'I told you I'd make a phone call about Andrew Borthwick's Army career.'

'Yes, you did.'

'A friend of mine called me a short while ago, with everything he knew about the man. He had to go through the MOD of course, but we have files on some of those people too. Anyway, I got a list of men who served with Borthwick, and it was a long list. It also contained the names of men who Borthwick helped.'

'His military patients, you mean?' Kim said.

'I do. Some of it makes very interesting reading, from our perspective.'

'Don't keep us in suspense, Neil,' Miller said. 'Apart from Martin Crawley being one of White's men, how many others?'

Neil laughed. 'Very good. You worked it out.'

'I figured on Crawley when you told us to meet you here. He's the only one who fitted in, age wise.'

'Good thinking. Here, have a look at this list my friend faxed over.' He took a piece of paper from his pocket and handed it over. Miller and Kim both read it.

'So Willie Cruickshank was a patient of the good doc when he was in the Army, but to be honest, I don't see him having the intelligence to carry out a bank robbery. He wouldn't be part of that team. We know he wasn't in the bank, and let me put it to you this way; would you trust somebody like that to have your back?' Miller said.

'Somebody wants it to look like those two clowns are involved, but trust me, Frank, I've worked with Special Forces guys, and two of them are highly trained, and I can assure you, they wouldn't want those two looking after their backs.'

'There are two other names on here that I recognise; Davie Raeburn, who's a friend of Jill White, but we know about him.' He looked at Kim. 'And Chris Mason.'

'How do you know Mason?' McGovern asked.

'He's a driving examiner. We were at Wester Hailes test centre a little while ago, and he quit. His supervisor was giving him a hard time. That man was Adam Stuart.'

'And he left the test centre?'

'Not long after.'

'What does the letter R stand for after some names?' Kim asked.

'Restricted file. Does anybody stick out?' McGovern said.

'Yes. One name; Martin Crawley.' 

'If he's here, then Frank is going to arrest him. We're just waiting on somebody. They should be here any minute.'

'Why would some of the names be restricted, Dad?'

'They were Special Forces.'

'Chris Mason and Martin Crawley have an R next to their name. So does Ross Brannigan. You remember him, don't you, Frank?'

'It sounds familiar.'

'The male nurse who rode the lift down with us in the hospital when we took Shaun Foxall down to the canteen.'

'Oh yes. Big burly guy. He was Special Forces?'

'He was, and he worked with Borthwick in the Army,' McGovern said. 'As far as I'm aware, his credentials were fudged. He's no more a nurse than I am. More like a security guard with a white coat.'

'So, in theory, those two were more than capable of killing Cindy Shields and making her death look like an accident,' Miller said.

McGovern nodded. 'Oh yes. That's the sort of shit they're trained for.'

Miller looked thoughtful for a moment. 'And let's just say they wanted to get rid of Adam Stuart. They could somehow get his car into the river, more than likely by driving him off the road, and then drowning him, and putting a bottle of whisky in the car to make it look as if he had been drinking.'

'They wouldn't have just put the bottle in the car; the post-mortem would show whether there was whisky in his system or not, so they would make sure he swallowed some of it before killing him.' McGovern looked at his daughter. 'You know what some of them are like. They're very good at killing.'

'I know. Eric said he worked with some real psychos. Highly-trained killers they were, but the government knew what they were doing. They had to train them that way. You don't win wars by sending out Boy Scouts.'

'We know they weren't in the bank HQ to kill Willie Cruickshank though,' Miller said. 'One of the regular staff was there. Raeburn, who I just mentioned.'

McGovern raised his eyebrows. 'His name's on the list, he's a volunteer at the hospital, and who just happens to be a good friend of Jill White.'

The wheels turned in Miller's head for a moment. 'Fuck. I need to make a couple of calls, Neil.' He looked at Kim. 'Now I think we all know who we're looking for.'

Miller pulled out his phone as a black transit van came screaming along the road towards them. Miller was about to get out and confront the driver when McGovern put a hand on his shoulder.

'They're with us, Frank.'

Six men piled out the van. Any one of them more than capable of taking down Martin Crawley should it come to that.


CHAPTER 67




The buzz of adrenaline kicked in as Miller was led into the showroom, McGovern leading the way, Kim behind, and seven men following, including McGovern's driver. None of the men spoke and they stopped just inside the front door.

'Cover all exits. Nobody in or out.' He looked at Miller. 'You ready to go, Frank?'

'Yes. I spoke to Tam Scott. He knows what to do. I couldn't get hold of Jill White though.'

'Try again when we're in there. Right. This is your jurisdiction, so you go first. All you other men, you know what to do if it comes down to it.'

'Yes, sir,' the leader said, a medium-height man who was the smallest of the bunch, but who looked as if he could kill a man while his hands were tied behind his back.

Three men covered the exits, while Miller walked up the stairs to Carl White's office,  walking in without knocking.

'I know we have some special offers on, Miller, but slow down. There's plenty to go round,' White said. 

'Where's Martin Crawley?' Miller asked, getting down to business.

White didn't look so confident when he saw the group of men standing at his office door.

'I don't know. He doesn't work here anymore.'

'Since when?'

'Since the other day. He got all nasty and quit.'

'Have you seen him since?' McGovern asked.

White stood up. 'I'm sorry, but we haven't been introduced.'

'And we're not going to be. You don't have to know who I am, but let me tell you one thing; you're lucky you're still here. If Martin Crawley got angry with you, then he must have been feeling charitable the day he left, otherwise your next of kin would be arranging a florist for your funeral.'

White went pale. 'Martin? You think he's dangerous?'

McGovern smiled without humour. 'I know he's dangerous.'

'Do you know where he is?' Miller asked.

'No,' White said. 'I haven't seen him since. Maybe he's at home.'

'We're checking that right now. We got his address when we interviewed your staff the other day.'

McGovern stepped up to White and there was no arguing with the smaller man's status. 'You need to tell us all you can about Martin Crawley. Sit down.'

White didn't protest, but sat back down behind his desk. Kim sat while the two men stood.

'Martin's worked here for a few years. He's a good worker – or was – and I never had any cause to doubt him. I was pissed off the other day and snapped at him, and that's when he walked out, but apart from that, I've had no problems with the man. What has he done?'

'Where was he around the time your son was kidnapped?' Miller said, ignoring the question.

'He was here.'

'Can anybody confirm he was actually in the showroom?'

'Well, Cindy was the only one who was here at the time. And now she's dead.' 

'Did he ever meet other men here, men you didn't know?' Kim asked.

'No, never.'

'Did he ever talk about meeting anybody at the Royal Scottish Hospital?' McGovern asked.

'He didn't say anything to me, and I didn't hear him talk about going to the hospital.' White looked as if he was going to vomit all over his desk. 'You don't think he had anything to do with Terry's disappearance, do you?'

'We're not sure, Carl,' Miller said, 'but if he comes here, you need to call us. Don't aggravate him, don't confront him. Just call us. Your life might depend on it.'

Kim stood, sensing that the conversation was over. They all left White's office and regrouped outside. 

Miller's phone rang. 'Hello?' He listened to the caller before hanging up. 'That was Tam Scott. Crawley's house is empty. And I mean empty. It's bare. A neighbour said he hasn't lived there for weeks now.'

'I wonder where the hell he went?' Kim said.

'Let's go and ask Andrew Borthwick. I'm sure he has all the answers. First though, I want to call Jill White.'

McGovern turned to his men. 'Right boys, back in the van. Royal Scottish Hospital. One of your own works there, but don't let him fool you; he'll try and take you out as quick as look at you.'

The leader smiled at the boss. 'Let's hope he tries,' the man said, in a quiet voice.




****




Jill White was in her office going through paperwork when she decided she needed more caffeine. God knows she hadn't slept since Miller told her about her little boy. 

Along the corridor, she went into the small room they used as their break room. It was a table surrounded by four chairs, with a fridge in one corner, a microwave on a countertop, and a kettle.

Jill switched it on and waited. Thought about her life and where it was going. Not far. 

'Look at yourself now, Jill,' she said aloud. 'You're touching forty, you're not married and you have no kids.' Then she broke down, and the tears started coursing down her face like a flood. 

'Oh, God, I'll never get my little boy back.' She sobbed harder. After a while, the kettle clicked off. She took a deep breath and wiped away her tears. 'Get a grip of yourself, woman. You're supposed to be the one who helps people, the one who lends a shoulder to cry on. You don't cry on shoulders.'

She poured herself a mug of coffee. 'I can't help it,' she said out loud, as if this would ease the pain. She had told this to a patient a long time ago, believing with all her heart that the therapy would work. Now she was seeing that it didn't. 'I see my little boy every time I close my eyes, I hear his voice as if I heard it only yesterday. I can hear his laugh as he played on the swings when he was little. I can hear his cry when he fell and scraped his knee. I can look into his eyes and see the man he was going to be.'

She stepped back into the corridor when her mobile phone rang. She finagled it out of her pocket and hit the answer button. 'Hello?'

Before she heard the caller's voice, a hooded figure stepped into view along the end of the corridor, outside her office door, holding a large knife that glinted in the sun coming through the corridor windows, making it look even more menacing.

'Jill, it's Frank Miller. If you're at work, get out. Trust me on this but I think Davie Raeburn is coming for you.'

She dropped her cup of coffee and turned to run. 'He's already here.'


CHAPTER 68




'Jill? Jill?' Miller shouted into his phone, as the line went dead. He tried calling the number again but it went to voicemail. He turned to Kim. 'Call in a Code twenty-one. Astley Ainslie Hospital in Morningside. Jill White. Get some of our team there. I'm on my way.' Code twenty-one: Abduction In Progress.

'I'll come with you.'

'No, go with your dad. He'll need you there. Get the rest of the team to go there and make sure there's an ARV there. If Borthwick makes a run for it, shoot the bastard.'

He jumped into his car and flew out of the car park, hitting the blues and twos. Screaming out of Loanhead Drive, he hit the roundabout, shooting straight over and on to the A90 back to Edinburgh, knowing full well members of his team were going to get to the Astley first, and still they were all going to be too late.

Davie Raeburn had seemed a pleasant man. Miller had met a lot of low-life over the years, he deemed himself a good judge of character, and Raeburn just did not give off an air of underlying psycho.

That's what they train for, Frank. Raeburn was in the Army. Jill had told him. She hadn't said what branch. Now he knew. 

He wondered what Number Raeburn was. Five? He'd thought maybe Willie Cruickshank had been Number Five, but now he knew better. Willie was no more a bank robber than he was. They'd been played. Everybody had, including Jill.

It took him twenty-five minutes to get across to Morningside, skirting through the heavy traffic.

He made his way past the two patrol cars in front of the rehabilitation unit and parked next to Tam Scott's unmarked Vauxhall. He cut the siren and the lights and turned the engine off. Walked into the hospital, past the group of onlookers, both staff and patients, all of them eager to get a glimpse of what was going on inside.

The sun was up in a clear sky, and Miller felt the heat as he stepped out of the pool car. Inside, the heat was still apparent. The health board obviously couldn't run to air conditioning.

Scott was standing outside Jill's office. Miller saw the coffee mug still sitting on the carpet where it had fallen in the corridor.

'She's not here, is she?' Miller said, knowing the answer but wanting Scott to confirm it.

'No, sir,' Scott said, in front of the uniform. He was a sergeant in his fifties, but he always showed respect to his senior officers in front of the ranks. They walked into Jill's office, Miller following suit and pulling on a pair of nitrile gloves like Scott was wearing.

'What the fuck happened?' Scott said, once the door shut.

'We fucked up,' Miller said. He looked around the office but there was no disturbance. Nothing to show that a struggle had gone on, nothing except the empty mug on the carpet outside, its contents bleeding across the short pile.

DS Jimmy Gilmour came in. 'Sir, I've checked with the staff, and nobody saw a thing. No witnesses to what happened. It's as if Jill just vanished.'

'None of the ground staff saw anything?'

'I spoke to their supervisor, but nothing. People come and go here all the time. By its very nature, this is an open hospital, with day patients coming and going all day.'

Miller couldn't believe their timing. The question was, why would Raeburn abduct Jill? Then a cold thought tore through him; Jill had said Raeburn had been there for her when Terry had gone missing. What if Terry had gone missing because of Raeburn?

'Tam, I'll leave you in charge here. I'm going over to the Royal. I don't think we're going to find anything here. I think they're long gone. We'll meet back at the station later for a debriefing.'

'Right you are.'

The entrance to the Royal Scottish Hospital was almost exactly opposite Canaan Lane where the Astley Ainslie was situated, so it was less than a five-minute drive for Miller.

He could see right away that McGovern and his crew were already there along with Kim. A patrol car was stopped at the gatehouse, and the uniform directed Miller in. The black Range Rover and Transit van were at the front door, as well as more patrol cars, and another Vauxhall with flashing blue lights behind its grill.

Miller parked behind one of the patrol cars and ran inside.

McGovern was at the reception with Kim. The leader of the six men stood next to McGovern, looking frustrated that he hadn't had the chance to slap somebody.

'Ah, Frank, it seems that our good doctor has done a disappearing act. Along with his buddy, Mr. Brannigan.'

'There's no sign of Jill nor Raeburn.'

'They know we're onto them,' Kim said.

'They must have planned this all along.'

'We're spreading out throughout the entire hospital, which is locked down, but there's no sign of any of them.'

Andy Watt came along the corridor with Hazel Carter. 'Hey, boss. None of those arse buckets are here.'

'We searched all over, sir,' Hazel said, 'but there's been no sign of them.'

'Okay. I think we need to get back to the station.'

'Let me know if you need me for anything else, Frank,' McGovern said. 

'Will do. Thanks for your help.'

'No problem.'

'One thing; you don't suppose they know Louise Walker is in your safe house?'

McGovern smiled at the Special Forces man before looking back at Miller. 'If they do, they'd better have a supply of body bags with them, because that's the only way they'll be leaving there.'




****




The team gathered in the investigation suite. Paddy Gibb was at the front of the room, standing by the updated white board, looking as if he could kill somebody with a sharpened cigarette.

'Right, listen up. I got everybody here, because these bastards are playing games with us, and right now, there's no doubt they have the upper hand. I want that changed. And it better happen soon. You all know Doc Levitt, who has been going over this case for us. Doc, you have the floor.'

Miller stood to one side with Kim next to him. He didn't think he'd seen Levitt looking so tired. 

'Ladies and gentlemen,' the American said, 'we have a bad situation here, and by that, I don't mean the Scottish National Bank have lost some money. No, I mean a woman is dead, and as of this morning, a woman has been taken, both at the hands of this ruthless gang. However, we have gathered some leads together, which DI Miller will go over with you shortly, but I've been asked to go over the profiles of these perpetrators.'

Levitt paced back and forward for a moment, looking down at his shiny brogues, perhaps thinking he'd missed a bit of polish that morning. Perhaps thinking he'd like to give somebody a kicking with them.

'I don't need to tell you how dangerous these men are. They casually took a life, and from what we can gather from witness statements, it was unplanned. The woman, a female bank worker, panicked and tried to scare the robbers. It looks as if one of them shot her, not meaning to, but shooting her nonetheless.

'Which tells me two things; one, they're used to handling guns, and they're comfortable around them, and two, they will not hesitate to use them if cornered. We have several names, and again, Inspector Miller is going to talk to you, but my assessment of them is, they are ruthless and will not let anybody get in their way. They will shoot again. And now, Detective Miller.'

Levitt stepped aside and Miller walked forward. 'The doc is right. We have some names from a source and these men we're looking for all have military training, some of them with Special Forces. I can't say any more about their military careers, but needless to say, they are all highly trained.'

The faces of his team looked back at him, hanging on his every word. Perhaps it was the heat in the building, or perhaps it was the thought that they were now dealing with highly trained killers, but most of them had broken out in a sweat.

'We believe a man called Davie Raeburn has been in the picture all the time, but we just didn't connect the dots. He abducted Jill White earlier today, for what reason, we don't know yet. Maybe she had suspicions about him herself, or maybe he thought she had found out, but whatever the reason, he took her. And I have to admit, I don't hold out much hope of finding her alive.'

'What about Borthwick?' Andy Watt asked.

'I'm getting to him. He was an officer in the Army, a doctor. He treated several of the soldiers who were injured and had mental health issues, but he was their therapist. He obviously connected with some of them, and even got one a job at the Royal Scottish, even though the man had no qualifications. He's male nurse Ross Brannigan, ex-Special Forces soldier.'

He tapped at the name written on the white board.

'The other names we have are Martin Crawley, who was a car salesman who worked for Carl White. He left his job a few days ago. Then there's Chris Mason, who is a driving examiner who worked with Adam Stuart. Stuart's wife is operations director with the Scottish National Bank.'

Hazel Carter put her hand up. 'So, do you think Mason worked there to get close to Stuart to get information from him?'

'It's a possibility, but that's something we're still working on. However, if that's the case, then it's pretty audacious. I got Tam Scott to make a call; and the training to become a driving examiner is pretty stringent, and the process is a long one. Maybe he did try that, or maybe he got the idea when he started working at the test centre. It seems that Andrew Borthwick let the men gather at the hospital, where they could meet in secret, without getting disturbed. Borthwick is the ringleader and he pulls the strings.'

Miller took a deep breath and let it out slowly before continuing. 'We know from the other staff members in the bank that the robbers identified each other by using numbers instead of their names.'

'Fat lot of fucking good that did them,' Watt said, and they all laughed for a moment, until Miller held his hand up.

'Andy has a point. However, they were numbers one through four; there was a number six who I will tell you about in a second. Now we believe Raeburn is Number Five.'

'Who's Number Six?' Scott asked.

'That was my brother-in-law, DI Gary Davidson. We all know he took the ransom money when Terry White was kidnapped three years ago, killing my wife in the process, but now we have reason to believe that not only did he steal the money, but he was part of the kidnapping team.'

There were murmurs around the room for a moment. 

'How the fuck did Davidson get involved with these scumbags?' Andy Watt again.

'Gary was in the Army. He served with those men in Iraq. When they went their separate ways, Gary joined the force, and of course, he was snapped up.'

'Especially since his old man was Detective Superintendent Harry Davidson, our boss,' Watt said. 'I bet he was corrupt as well.'

'Andy, please remember he was also my wife's father, and by association, my father-in-law. We have no reason to believe Harry had anything to do with anything Gary was involved in, and certainly not Terry White's kidnapping.'

Watt looked sceptical but chose to shut his mouth at that point.

'We know Davie Raeburn worked for the bank as a mailman. We also know he was working late last night, and it seems Willie Cruickshank, the security guard at the bank, was somehow involved. There was a notebook found in his house with Adam Stuart's name in it, suggesting there might be more members of the team. There was also some money from a previous robbery in a box in his flat. I believe it was three thousand pounds.'

Hazel again. 'So Raeburn and Cruickshank are at the security control room, and then Cruickshank dies of a heart attack? Just like that?'

'He was a big man, Hazel. It happens. Maybe when the robbery was going down, he was supposed to switch the cameras off, and he ended up keeling over and knocking coffee into the console which fried it anyway.'

'Why wasn't Raeburn there when you guys got the call?' Jimmy Gilmour asked.

'We know he was there, because he told us he was. However, his reason for being there late was to sign for a parcel. Which he did. But we checked the parcel over and there was no sender name. It was a brown box with nothing in it.'

'So he made it up himself and just kept it there?'

'No. Get this: when the console fried, it also wiped the recordings for the bank that was being robbed. That's why we're on the fence about Cruickshank being involved, but the cameras that record the back gate opening and closing were on a different server, and we can clearly see Raeburn going to collect the parcel and sign for it.'

'Did you get a number plate?' Hazel asked.

'That's the thing; the courier walked in the gate with it.' He looked around the room. 'Which means we have five men accounted for, and another dead one, Gary Davidson, which means there were six, and then we have Cruickshank and Adam Stuart, which brings the number to eight that we know about.

'So that means we have another member of their team out there who we have no idea about. All we know from the CCTV footage is he is shorter than Raeburn. He was wearing a hoodie and kept his face down at all times. There was no ID at all.'

'And you're sure Stuart's wife is not involved?' Hazel said.

'We're not sure of anything yet. She has an alibi for last night. Her sister was round her house all evening, and the brother-in-law came round to pick up his wife because they had a few glasses of wine. And they were in the house when the robbery was going down.'

'Did Adam Stuart have an alibi last night?'

'He was in a hotel screwing a prozzy. The DVD was analysed and there's no time stamp on it, but after the action was filmed, it zoomed into a copy of last night's Evening Post.'

'If the others were out last night and taking part in the robbery, whether it was in the bank or in the security room, why wasn't Stuart there in some capacity?'

'I think he already did his job by getting them information from his wife.'

'Do you think he was killed after outliving his usefulness?' Hazel asked.

'That's something we're looking into.'

Harvey Levitt stepped forward. 'That would certainly fit in with the profile. They would use those men for their own ends, and then discard them when they didn't need them anymore. It's not beyond the realms of possibility for both Stuart and Cruickshank to be murdered. The guard had a heart attack, but certain things can be administered to mimic a heart attack, such as Potassium Chloride. And Rena Stuart did say her husband didn't drink whisky and Adam's car was damaged at the back.'

'It's all speculation just now, but what isn't, is Jill White has been taken, and I personally think she might be used as collateral, or she's going to be killed because she knows too much about Raeburn.'

Miller looked around the room. 'Any more questions?'

Hazel Carter looked at him. 'Do we have any idea at all where they could be?'

'No idea right now, but we think they've regrouped, getting ready for the next job.'

'Any idea when that'll be?' Gilmour asked.

'There was a note in Willie Cruickshank's notebook about a big job coming up on Sunday.'

'Sunday?' Watt said. 'Those lazy bank working sods won't get out of their beds to work on a Sunday.'

'That's why we think they'll hit an empty bank. One that has a lot of security boxes. We're getting a list made up now.' He looked around again. 'Anybody else?' Nobody said anything.

'One last thing before we go, those of you who are firearms trained, I want you with me. We're going to the firearms centre at the Pentlands armoury where you'll be issued a Glock. I still have mine from the operation the other day, which is locked away downstairs, but I'll be signing it out again. I want everybody to go on the gun range. When we go looking for these guys, we'll be taking the gun fight to them. And those of you who are not firearms certified, you will be going in groups and each group will be accompanied by an ARV. All leave for those guys has been cancelled until further notice.'

The group went back to their desks, some of them putting their jackets on, getting ready to drive to the firearms centre.

'Please tell me I can carry my own gun again.' Kim said.

'Of course you can, but I just pray we don't need to use lethal force.'

'Me too,' she said, but she was smiling as she walked away.


CHAPTER 69




There were six of Miller's team who were firearms trained, and a call to control at Bilston brought in the uniforms who were trained and currently not on duty.

Miller had one of the team drive them up to the firing range at Dreghorn Link. The road was public until a certain point, then gated for those who didn't belong there.

The range was relatively new, having been built with the new unified force in mind. This was where officers from all over Scotland came to be certified. There were two other gun ranges, one up north just outside Aberdeen, and another in the west, outside Glasgow, but this was the main centre. Since the new force came into being, all ARV units came here for training and certification.

Officers didn't carry guns in Scotland, but the big wigs knew there was a need to fight fire with fire.

As the van pulled up, the Pentland Hills sat before them like a cowering green beast, ready to pounce. They all heard the crack of gunfire as if some of the men were already trying to shoot the beast.

A large man, in his early fifties, approached the van when they started piling out. He had short hair and was heavily built, but Miller knew the man could run if it came to it, and usually it was after some miscreant. He also knew the man could shoot, having spent many years in the Army before joining the force.

'Frank, ye wee bastard,' he said, grinning like a schoolboy. 'How you doing?' He held out his hand and Miller shook it.

'Lloyd, if I didn't have the team here, I'd be teaching you a lesson or two.'

Lloyd Masters laughed out loud. 'Always the comedian, eh?' he clapped Miller on the shoulder. 'And who have we got here today?'

'This is Dr. Kim Smith. She's an investigator with the PF's office.'

'Ah, yes, Miss Smith.' He shook her hand. 'I know your dad. I worked with him a few times in London. A long time ago. I was in the Met for many years, before transferring here.'

'Good to meet you, sir.'

Masters guffawed. 'Listen to her. Sir. I might be Superintendent, but we don't stand on ceremony here. It's Lloyd. Come away in you lot, and we'll get a drink. A cold one, mind, and strictly soft.'

'Sounds good, Lloyd,' Kim said, warming to the man already.

The sun was beating down as it tried to burn the greenery on the faraway hills. Miller was starting to sweat, and yet inside, he felt a little chill. He reminded himself why they were here; killers were on the loose, and any one of his team could be in their firing line.

'Give me a rundown, if you will, Frank,' Lloyd said, leading the team through to a large room where cold drinks were waiting. They all grabbed a bottle of water, and Miller took a long pull.

'We have a team in Edinburgh who have demonstrated to us they're not above killing somebody if they get in their way.'

'Bastards. They need a bloody good hiding if you ask me. Is that the bank robbery crowd?'

'Yes. We're keeping it out of the press for the moment, but it's going to leak.'

'It always does, son.' Lloyd took a pull of his own water. 

Miller turned to the rest of his team. 'If you guys want to go through to the range, we'll be through shortly.' He watched them troop through another door, which would lead them through to the armoury.

'How's Jack doing these days? The old bugger doesn't come up and see me anymore.'

'You'll probably see even less of him now that he has a lady friend.'

'What? When did this happen? I'm really out of the loop.'

Kim smiled. 'What Frank means is Jack has a female friend who's a writer. They're neighbours.'

'Neighbours, eh? If I know Jack, he won't be just neighbours for long.'

'I don't want to hear what my father gets up to, Lloyd.'

Masters laughed again. 'I could tell you a few tales, but I won't.' He winked at Kim. 'So what does this writer write?'

'Detective novels. DI Jimmy Callahan, the Edinburgh cop.'

'Away with yourself. I've read her books. She's a great writer. And Jack's her...friend?'

'Again, Lloyd, yes, they really are just friends.'

'Of course they are.' He drank more water. 'I hear you two are an item as well.'

'My dad's an old gossip,' Kim said, smiling.

'He's just being a dad. You'll always be his wee lassie.'

'I know, although I keep telling him I'm not wee anymore.'

'Kim and I have been seeing each other for a few months,' Miller said.

'Good for you, son. Carol was a sweetheart, don't let's forget that, but life moves on, eh?'

'It does that.'

'She was a bloody good shot, let me tell you. She took to the range like a duck to water. Glock seventeen, Heckler and Koch, you name it, she could give it a bloody good belting.'

'Kim shoots as well. Sig Sauer P229.'

'Nice. Much better than the old Browning. They were good, but these new guns are better.'

'I was recently re-certified, though I don't carry in my new job like I did in my old one.'

'I bet you miss it, am I right?' Masters grinned again. He could talk guns all day long.

'Oh yes. Let's just say, I had to use it on more than one occasion.'

'Ah, yes, the great British public don't know the half of it.' He looked at Miller. 'If we didn't have so many stuffed shirts down in Westminster, maybe they would arm all cops. It's the old story, If you arm the police, then the crooks will arm themselves too. Load of bollocks. As you saw for yourself, the fuckers are already armed.' To Kim: 'Excuse the French.'

Kim smiled, warming quickly to the other man. 'Frank uses worse.'

'No I don't. Lloyd knows me better than that.'

'Yes I do, and don't forget it. I have enough on you to blackmail you for years to come, so don't forget it, sonny.' He laughed. 'Come on, there's ammunition waiting for us to give it a kicking. So let's not let it wait any longer.'




****




They sat down to dinner later than usual. Jack had invited Samantha round.

'I actually managed to get the bottle of wine along the hallway without Jack smashing it this time,' Samantha said, smiling at Miller's father.

'I'm never going to live that one down, am I?'

'No, sir, not for a long time.'

'Jack said he was going to cook,' Miller said, putting the Chinese dishes on the table, 'but poisoning is still a crime in Scotland.'

'Listen to my son, ever the wit. Or half, I should say.'

They tucked into the food, Jack poured the wine, and Miller chased it with a beer.

'You don't think they'll strike again tonight?' Jack asked.

'No, I very much doubt it. After last night's debacle, I think they'll be laying low.'

'And now they've all gone AWOL. Except the two who are dead.'

'There's one we don't know about.'

Samantha was hooked on Miller's every word. 'How can you tell?' she asked.

'Davie Raeburn had to have a reason to stay behind with Willie Cruickshank, so they came up with an idea to have an important package delivered, and it was in the evening, so he was hovering about with his accomplice, Cruickshank. On one of the servers, we were able to pull up video feed of the courier, and you normally expect a courier to come in a van. But there was no van, but to keep up with the story and so as not to raise a red flag, a courier did appear, but this one was on foot. It was light outside, yet he was wearing a hoodie so he couldn't be identified. I'm ninety percent sure he's one of them, but as of right now, he's the only one we can't identify.'

'And you said you found a notebook at Cruickshank's house mentioning another robbery this Sunday.' Samantha said.

Kim washed down a mouthful of her food with a Pepsi, 'That's why they're laying low tonight. First of all, the stress factor for them must be through the roof. I did a course when I was with the government, and it involved speaking to ex-cons who were willing to talk. One robber told me the stress is sky high. He would go into a jewellers with a sawn-off and in that moment in time, he was running on pure adrenaline. He said if anybody had come near him, he would have blown their head off, he was that wired. So I can imagine what those robbers were feeling last night. That poor woman didn't know any better, but I'm willing to bet killing her wasn't an act of savagery, but a combination of taut nerves and adrenaline.'

'Well, I wish they still had hanging,' Jack said.

'It wouldn't bring that woman back, Dad,' Miller said.

'It would stop them from shooting anybody else ever again.'

They ate in silence for a moment. The sun had gone overhead and left the front of the house in shadow, cooling it off. They had opened the windows and the noise from the traffic below was getting less as time wore on. Miller wondered where the men had holed up. They would release details to the press next week if they didn't get a result on Sunday, but it was a struggle trying to get the right balance; release details now, and maybe somebody would make a phone call about a group of men who had moved into a house, but the other side of the coin was tipping them off and having them go even deeper underground, which might cause them to get even more reckless and kill somebody else.

He was about to speak when his phone rang. He excused himself and answered it. 'Hello?'

'Miller, this is Kate Murphy. The pathologist.'

'I know who you are, Kate.'

'It's Dr. Murphy.'

'Dr. Murphy.' He covered the phone with his other hand and looked at Kim. 'It's your friend from the mortuary. 'Yes, I'm listening.'

'I did the PM on William Cruickshank, the heart attack victim. It was clearly a massive and fatal heart attack. He had a major blockage in the carotid artery in his neck. He was in such bad shape, health wise. Maybe not in the near future, but certainly sometime in the future, he would have had a massive stroke. A piece of the plaque would have broken off and that would have affected one side, if it wasn't fatal.'

'Okay, thanks for telling me.' Miller had the same feeling he'd had when standing in front of his headmistress years ago.

'I also have the report from my colleagues in Dunfermline who did the PM on Adam Stuart. Apparently, it was an open and shut case; he drowned.'

'Was there any sign of foul play?'

'None. He had alcohol in his system, twice the legal limit, which was enough to make his driving impaired.'

'So what was the ruling?'

'Accidental death by drowning.'

'Thank you. I just have one question before I go; how did you get my home phone number?'

The line was already dead.

Miller hung the phone up and sat back down at the table. 'I suppose you heard that?'

'We did,' Jack said.

Kim finished her mouthful of food. 'So Raeburn and Cruickshank were at the security room, making sure nobody saw any of the alarms going off and keeping an eye on the monitors. Raeburn leaves when he sees the robbery has taken place, and takes the package that gives him the reason for being there. Cruickshank is still there, and we suppose he knocked the cup of coffee over the console, and whether anybody believed it or not, it's his story, but soon after Raeburn leaves, Cruickshank has a heart attack and dies.'

'That's about it,' Miller said.

Samantha perked up. 'What about this other guy, Stuart, who drowned?'

Miller looked at Kim to explain. 'We think he became involved because he was having marital difficulties with his wife. They were on the road to a divorce, and whether this was a ruse or not, he and Chris Mason would argue in front of the other staff. Maybe so it wouldn't look like they were partners in crime. Whatever happened, we know Adam Stuart was a big drinker, and his wife knew he would go drinking at lunchtime, so maybe he was panicking after somebody was killed and he was drinking and driving when he lost control and left the road.'

Samantha looked thoughtful for a moment. 'What was he doing driving up through Fife?'

Miller didn't have the answer.


CHAPTER 70




'Everything is going to be alright,' Davie Raeburn said, as he walked into the room, carrying a breakfast tray, with a cup of coffee, toast and a plate of scrambled eggs. 'I remember you saying you liked your eggs scrambled in the morning.'

'Fuck you.' Jill White was sitting up in bed, still fully clothed. 'Who was that prick who came in and untied me? My fucking wrists hurt and he wasn't very gentle.'

'My friend can be a bit rough, and trust me, you don't want him coming back in here and slapping you about, so be a good girl and tuck into your breakfast.'

'Sure. Then maybe you can take me shopping afterwards. I hear Mappin and Webb are having a sale and I really need a new Rolex. You should be able to afford to buy me one after robbing...how many banks is it now?'

'Jill, Jill, please. Your words are having a negative effect on our relationship.'

She swung her legs over the bed.

'Remember what I said about my friend. I might not lift a hand to a woman, but he won't think twice.'

'That's sort of hard to believe when you abducted me at knifepoint.' She walked over to the tray, took hold of it and sat with it on her lap. She wasn't hungry, but remembered what Frank Miller had told her three years ago; a lot of kidnap victims lose their fight because they not only lose hope, but they succumb to fatigue and just when they need strength to fight somebody, their body lets them down, because they let their body down.

So she put milk in the coffee and tucked into the eggs. The cutlery was cheap, flimsy plastic. 'Is this how my son was treated when you kidnapped him?'

Raeburn's confidence slipped for a second, but then the smile was back in place. 'Just eat, Jill. We mean you no harm. All we want to do is keep you out of the way until after Sunday, then you can go home.' He turned and walked back out of the room, closing the door behind him and locking it.

Downstairs, there was chatter coming from the kitchen as the others ate their breakfast.

'Just like old times, eh?' he said, walking into the room.

'How's the bint?' Ross Brannigan said.'

'That bint, as you so eloquently put it, is not exactly giving a rendition of Oh What a Beautiful Morning. She is, however, pissed off and hungry.'

'Did you slip her one, then?' Brannigan laughed as Raeburn walked behind him, and only stopped when Raeburn grabbed him and put the kitchen knife to his throat, dull side against the skin.

'You need to concentrate on your breakfast without trying to be a comedian.'

Brannigan didn't move.

'Ross, one day your mouth is going to get you into trouble, and that day will be today if I hear you say anything like that to me again. Got it?'

'Got it.'

Raeburn took the knife away and put it back on the counter. Nobody else said a word.

Chris Mason, Martin Crawley and Andrew Borthwick carried on eating their breakfast as if nothing happened.

'Gentlemen, we all know what's going down on Sunday, so I want things to go smoothly today. Let's be in no doubt that the ARV patrols in Edinburgh will be on heightened alert. If confronted, they will open fire, so if you're going to start shooting, make sure you hit them. We're already going down for a long time should we get caught, so taking a few coppers with us won't make a difference. Anybody got any questions?'

'Should we shoot anybody today if they get in our way?' Crawley asked.

'Martin, I know you are a highly trained soldier, but it scares me that a wee lassie watched you and Chris the other night and almost managed to get away with some photos. So, yes, if somebody gets in your way, let the bastard have it.'

Crawley smiled, relishing the idea. Selling cars was fun for a while, but it didn't beat going on covert operations.

'What about you, Dr. Borthwick? We fit and ready for today?'

'I feel fucking sick. I'm not used to shooting people like you crazy bastards.'

Chris Mason laughed out loud. 'We take that as a compliment.'

'You can take it any way you fucking like. After this shit on Sunday, I'm off and I never want to see you psycho bastards again.' Borthwick got up from the table and walked outside, going over to the converted barn where the cars were.

'You think he'll be a liability?' Crawley asked.

'He already is, Marty. We can do this job without anybody getting hurt, because we're controlled under pressure. Borthwick, well, he's the noose round our neck.'

'Do you want me to take care of him?' Brannigan said.

'No, we're going to need him on Sunday. I'm not a fan of taking out a team member. However, we'll review the situation and if we think he'll jeopardise the whole operation, we'll let him go.'

Nobody in the room was in any doubt that letting him go was more than giving him early retirement.




****




Rena Stuart was sick and tired of the Poor cow just lost her husband looks she was getting. Some of them were probably thinking she was better off without Adam after what he put her through, and she thought they were probably right. It didn't make it any easier though.

Adam had been great in the beginning, and it had been a fresh start for both of them. They'd been married before, and both of their marriages had been horrific, so when she met the fun-loving Adam who treated her like a Princess, she was swept off her feet. The first few years had been great; Adam never looked at another woman, which she should have seen as a smoke screen. Her first husband had openly checked out other women, even making comments like, Oh, I'd like to give her one, but she hadn't for one second thought he'd ever do it. So she didn't worry and as far as she knew, her first husband hadn't cheated. 

Adam, on the other hand, had never once made a comment about another woman, and now she knew this was because he didn't want to raise her suspicions. She didn't know how many women he'd cheated on her with, but it was a few. All the nights he said he was meeting a friend of his from work. 

She stared at the screen on her computer, not doing work but looking at funeral directors. God knows when his body was going to be released, but when the PF did release it, she wanted to be prepared.

She browsed through their services online, looking at different coffins, made from different types of wood, although she thought her dead husband didn't deserve anything more substantial than plywood, and if it had been offered, that's what she would have chosen.

She and Adam had discussed death before, not wanting to court it by talking about it more than once but it was in keeping with the other's wishes. He wanted to be cremated, perhaps thinking he was going to be surrounded by flames for all eternity, but whatever the reason, he was going into the big fire.

She looked up, startled, when her assistant knocked on her door for the umpteenth time that morning.

'Sorry to bother you, Mrs. Stuart, but the policeman who came to see you yesterday is here to see you again.'

'Thank you. Could you show him in, please?'

Miller came into her office with Kim, and Rena minimised her screen, looking as if she'd just been caught looking at porn.

'Detective Miller, Dr. Smith, please come in.'

'Thank you. We won't keep you long, but we have a couple of questions, and I wanted to ask them in person, rather than call.'

Please tell me that it's still Adam lying in the mortuary. 'Not a problem. Did your forensics team find anything? They went through my entire house. I had to stay at a friend's house last night, because your people wouldn't let me back until they'd finished.'

'If we may?' He indicated the two chairs, and after Rena nodded, they sat down. 'The preliminary report I received this morning indicates they found nothing incriminating against your husband. I just want to ask if you have any idea why your husband might be driving over to Fife? Was that something he did often?'

'I'm not sure if he drove over there much or not. You see, he may have a woman over there. After what you witnessed yesterday, you can see nothing's beyond the realm of possibility.'

Kim leaned forward. 'You would have no idea if he had been seeing somebody? We're just curious why he was over there. Do you have any property in Fife?'

Rena stared at her for a moment. 'I'm not sure if he had a girlfriend over there, but what do I know? I thought many things about Adam, but it turns out I didn't know him at all. And no, we didn't have property over there. Adam, had, but he sold it when he divorced.'

'He was married before?' Miller asked.

'Yes. He lived in Fife.' Then a light went on behind Rena's eyes. 'You don't think..?'

'That he was seeing his ex-wife? I don't know. Do you know if she still lives there?'

'I don't know.' She looked between her two visitors. 'I didn't think he would ever want to see that bitch again. She was off her head. One minute she would be okay, then bang! Off she went. Adam always said it was because she was a Gemini.'

Miller felt the hairs on the back of his neck rise. Looked at Kim before looking back at Rena. 'Where did she live?'

'In Kelty.'

Rena told them the woman's name.

Miller was already on the phone by the time they were riding the lift downstairs.


CHAPTER 71




Where was her best underwear? Had she brought it out of the washing machine? The woman looked down at the near-empty suitcase and thought, It's never all going to fit in there. What was the hurry anyway? Christ, one phone call and she was jumping through hoops. Well, fuck 'im if she was late. She didn't answer to him anyway.

She lit up a cigarette and took a swig of the Bacardi and Coke, even though it wasn't even lunchtime. She had felt a twinge of sadness at reading about the death of Adam Stuart. Times had been good with him, but they both had the same personality, which is what broke them. She liked the company of men, although she didn't want to shag every one of them, but some men had the knack of making her laugh, and sometimes that was all she needed.

Other times, she needed the physical side of things. Adam had never understood that. He would go off his head when she came in late, and sometimes she would smell of a man's aftershave, but Adam couldn't tell the difference between Old Spice and Carly Spesh.

After a few years, she realised he was doing the very thing he thought she was doing to him. If she'd known he was going to do that behind her back, she would have dropped her drawers for every sailor she'd come across.

The last time she hit him was the last time they'd slept together. Yes, she was the first to admit she had a temper. Something just snapped the wires in her brain, and before she knew it, words were leaving her mouth like a runaway train. You can't un-ring a bell her long-dead father had told her, and it was true. And boy, did she ring that fucking bell. She'd told Adam he could get out of her life for good. He could go and live with whatever wee hoor he was banging now. She was probably some wee slut he'd picked up when he was cruising in front of Burntisland Links when the shows were on. 

How she'd been wrong on that. Not only did Adam meet a sophisticated piece, he told her she was leaving her husband for him, and they were planning on leaving together.

She walked over to her wardrobe, grabbed a handful of clothes and threw them in the suitcase. She was never any good at packing, but he'd said it was only for a couple of weeks, and surely there would be a washing machine where they were going. She just wished she knew if they were going somewhere hot or cold, but as it was June, she was leaning more towards summer clothes.

Adam always wanted her to wear sexy clothes, even though she didn't feel comfortable in them. Still, she only had them on for five minutes, just long enough for him to rip them off her.

They'd had some good times together, and when it was good, it was really good, but the bad times outweighed the good times. Especially after she lost the baby. She hadn't told Adam, and he never found out, but she went off in a bad mood a lot, and although she wanted to yell at him, to throw it in his face, she never did. She didn't hate him after all.

She zipped up the case, and grabbed hold of it, slipping it off the bed. Looked at her watch. The taxi was late. Bastards. They were always late. She would give them another five minutes, then she'd give somebody a bloody good bollocking on the phone.

Then she heard a noise at the door. As if somebody was there but didn't want to ring the bell. Well, the bastard wasn't getting a tip...

Crash, bang, the sound of running feet. Men in black. 'Show me your fucking hands!' the first one with the big gun was shouting. Then more of them. Shouting, pointing their guns. Then one of them grabbed her and threw her to the ground. Then she was handcuffed by a copper who had been here the other night with Carl White.

'Susan Tay, I'm arresting you on suspicion of aiding and abetting the act of armed robbery. Anything you say, can and will be used against you...' Frank Miller was talking, but she wasn't listening anymore. 

Her brother was going to get a fucking kicking when she got hold of him.




****




Normally, Glenrothes dealt with any serious crime matter, but they were one big unified police force that sort of deal could be negotiated. The local police commander in charge of Fife Division had been informed and was agreeable to allow Susan Tay to be taken to Edinburgh for questioning, which Miller thought was a mere formality at this point.

They had come across in two black vans, and two Special Operations Range Rovers, and liaised with the Fife Police, but ultimately, this was an Edinburgh operation.

A uniformed superintendent was on scene, more for show than anything else. 'We're looking for a woman who's been abducted,' Miller explained to the super. 'I need your forensics crew to go through this place with a fine tooth comb. You can liaise with Edinburgh on this, but we need you moving on it now.'

'Leave it with me,' the burly man said, eager to get in on the action.

Susan Tay had been unceremoniously dumped on the floor of the van and driven through to the High Street where she was taken down to the high security suite, one level below the holding cells. This area had its own holding cells, and interview rooms with no windows.

'What am I supposed to have done?' Susan said, sitting across from Miller and Kim. Paddy Gibb stood behind them, chewing on a fingernail, no doubt dreaming of the little fellas in their packet.

'We know you were married to Adam Stuart,' Miller said, sitting drinking a cup of coffee.

'You know that twat who burst my front door will be paying for the damage.'

'You need to co-operate,' Gibb said.

'What's this? Good cop, twat cop?' She curled her lip at Gibb. 'I want a lawyer.'

'You're not getting a fucking lawyer. We're holding you here under terrorism charges.'

'What? Do I look like a terrorist?'

'I don't know; what does a terrorist look like?'

'This is a wind-up.'

'This is deadly serious,' Miller said. 'You need to start listening to us. We can have you taken away and interrogated by specialists, but we don't think you'd like that.'

Susan sniffed and sat back in her seat. 'Yes, I was all but married to Adam Stuart.'

'Why is your name now? Tay?' Kim asked.

'Adam and I weren't legally married. I was his common-law wife. I had been married before, and when we divorced, it was easier to keep my married name rather than go around changing everything.' Her cockiness had left her now, and she knew she was in some sort of trouble. 'Look, whatever Adam was into, I had nothing to do with it. He was married to that snooty cow, and I hadn't seen him for a long time.'

Miller studied her face, and he'd studied a lot of faces sitting opposite him over the years, and had a sinking feeling that this woman was telling the truth.

'We have reason to believe Adam was coming over to see you yesterday when he lost control of his car and drowned. He'd been drinking, which must have impaired his driving skills.'

'I don't know why he'd be coming over to see me. I haven't seen him in ages. In fact, the last time I met him, was in Asda in Dunfermline, but that was over a year ago.'

'Why would he be in Dunfermline?' Kim asked.

'He was a driving examiner.'

'Yes, we know that.'

'Well, all the area managers from around here met in the driving test centre in Kirkcaldy. He came over to Fife all the time.'

Miller looked at Kim. Have that checked out. She got up from her seat and left the room. Gibb sat down in her vacated chair.

'How did you know Carl White?' he asked.

'I met him when I was in Edinburgh.'

'You bump into him or something? Meet him in a bar?'

'No, I was introduced to him by my brother.'

'Your brother knows Carl White?'

'Yes, they know each other very well.'

'In what capacity?' Miller said.

'Look. Detective Miller, I've had a few drinks already today, and I need to pee.'

Christ. Miller knew if he refused a human rights lawyer would have his pension. 'Okay, we'll get a female officer to escort you.' He turned to the uniform who was standing just inside the door and asked him to get one of his female counterparts. Two minutes later, a female took Susan Tay to the bathroom.

Kim came back in. 'I made a call and there was a meeting with the area managers yesterday, but it was in Glenrothes, not Kirkcaldy, although they do have them there too.'

Susan was brought back in. She sat back down, still looking unhappy.

'Where were we?' Miller said.

'You asked me how my brother knows Carl White.'

'Oh yes,. So, how does he know your brother?'

'Through the Royal Edinburgh Hospital. My brother's a volunteer there. Carl's wife worked there at times. I was introduced to Carl. We started seeing each other.'

For the second time that day, the hairs on the back of Miller's neck were standing. He thought he knew the answer to the next question, but it turned out he was so wrong.

'Is your brother Andrew Borthwick?'

Susan laughed. 'That balloon? You've got to be kidding me.'

'Then who are we talking about, Susan?'

She looked at Miller, feeling her confidence growing back. 'Why Davie, of course. My brother is Davie Raeburn.'


CHAPTER 72




Miller was pacing his office like a caged tiger. 'This is all going to shit. I think we've been underestimating those bastards. They're not just a bunch of dumb hicks who get lucky with a shotgun. They're professional soldiers who have decided to use their skills for robbing banks. But they're also thinkers, planners. Very skilled men.'

Paddy Gibb was openly smoking now, taking deep draws on the little fire stick, and blowing the smoke in a fuck it, I don't care fashion. 'Shower of bastards. What the fuck are we supposed to do with this?' He tapped the sheets of paper sat on Miller's desk.

Rena Stuart had faxed over copies of the locations of banks that had security deposit boxes, which turned out to be all of them. 

'This is a nightmare,' Kim said. 'However, this is what I'm thinking.'

Both men looked at her. 

'Right now, we know there are eight of them. Or that's what we're supposed to believe. But hear me out on this; Adam Stuart was one of them because his wife is high up in the bank, and they knew this. He worked with Mason, so we are meant to believe he's one of the team. Maybe not one of the front men who actually rob the banks, but one of the support staff. Yet, from what we've seen, he's done nothing more than fool around on his wife. And let's take Willie Cruickshank, the security guard.

'Davie Raeburn was in the Army with him, and made sure Willie got help after he was discharged from the Army. Just because he died of a heart attack, doesn't mean to say he wasn't given something to induce it, like Harvey Levitt said. I've seen it done before. It would have been easy for Raeburn to slip him something and then plant some incriminating stuff in Cruickshank's flat.'

'That's one theory,' Gibb conceded. 'If that was the case, then we're down to looking for five again.'

'Six,' Miller corrected him. 'The courier who we don't know about.'

'And you're sure it wasn't Susan Tay helping out her brother by pretending to be a courier?'

'We're sure. I had that superintendent from Fife check out the pub she said she was in at Kelty, and the manager said she was blootered last night and had to be poured into a taxi. We're checking out her other alibis, including the fact that she booked a holiday to Spain a few weeks ago, thanks to her brother giving her money.'

Kim smiled without humour. 'I don't think a professional team like that would rely on Adam Stuart, Cruickshank or Raeburn's sister. They're not in the same league, and would you risk something going awry because some doughnut couldn't think straight?'

'It still makes me suspicious about Carl White, especially since he was involved with Susan,' Gibb said.

'He was dragged into their little game three years ago. Raeburn knew Jill White had a little boy. They knew Terry shared the same grandmother as Shaun Foxall, and therefore, they knew Margaret White was loaded. So, if they took Terry, the grandmother would have the money to pay for his ransom. Susan Tay was being used, even back then. Raeburn introduced his sister to White so he, Raeburn, could glean information from her.'

'So, if Cruickshank, Stuart and Susan Tay are all meant to throw us off the scent, then who the hell is the courier we saw on the CCTV footage?' Gibb  said.

'Could it be somebody Gary Davidson knew?' Kim said.

'And why did they kill Brian Sewell and bury his body in the cemetery?' Miller said.

The older detective flicked his used cigarette out the window. 'So many questions. Was Sewell part of their team? We have to assume he was now, since he was buried near the house where he was caretaker. Christ, the list gets longer and longer. Even if we still discount Stuart and Cruickshank as pawns, it still leaves the four robbers, Raeburn and the courier, and the two dead men, Sewell and Gary Davidson. Eight of them. That doesn't seem credible.'

'Look at this way, Paddy; they were all in an Army unit, used to dealing with small groups of people, working hand-in-hand. That's how they roll. Each of them has a part to play, and each of them gets a cut. If they do it often enough, then they can all make money.'

Gibb picked up his coffee mug, saw it was empty, made a face and put it back on Miller's desk. 'So they're playing their little game, robbing banks and splitting up the money.' He looked from Kim to Miller. 'Why have they all gone underground now? Why not keep doing what they were doing?'

'Maybe the odds were stacking against them, and they'd only planned to do it for so long before going out with a bang,' Kim said.

Miller was sweating. The sun was coming in through the window, relentless in its pursuit of trying to kill them with heatstroke. 'There's something not right. Something they've thought of that we haven't. You know like sometimes if you're doing a crossword puzzle and you know the answer and it just won't come to you?'

'If we don't get the answer soon, they'll have fucked off, and in their wake, they'll leave Jill White's corpse.' Gibb strode to the office door. 'I'm going to get a bottle of water before I pass out.'

When it was just Miller and Kim left, Frank doodled on a piece of paper next to his computer. 'What we have to figure out is, have they gone to ground because of the shooting last night, or was this part of their plan?'

Kim looked tired and rubbed her hands over her face. 'Knowing how professional they are, I want to say this was part of their plan. The shooting was a mistake.'

'A coincidence?'

'I know, I know, but sometimes life throws a coincidence at you. I mean, there's a woman dead, sure, but they won't let that get in their way.'

'You're right. Also, if you're right about Cruickshank being a pawn, why would they leave a note basically telling us they would strike on Sunday? Why wouldn't they let us keep on guessing?'

'I don't know the answer to that. Unless that too was a mistake, and the note wasn't supposed to be left there.'

'These men call each other by numbers, and they've left no DNA at any scene. I don't think they would leave a note by mistake. No, it was left there for a reason.'

Miller picked up his phone and put it on speaker. 'Mrs. Stuart? DI Miller. I have you on speaker with Kim Smith.'

'What can I do for you, Detective?'

'I have a question for you regarding the sheets you faxed over; are any of the banks open on a Sunday?'

'No, none of the banks are.' Silence for a moment. Then Rena Stuart hit the motherlode. 'I do know one place that's open on a Sunday.'


CHAPTER 73




Sunday




 It was a tactic known as shock and awe. They'd used it many times before; hit a person or a group of people with overwhelming violence so they would be so shocked they couldn't react.

One of them walked up to the glass doors and showed the warrant card. The security guard came over and looked at what was a pretty good fake.

'What's the problem officer?' the guard asked, through the intercom.

'Don't be alarmed, but we think this building is going to be compromised. I have a team on its way but I need to get in now.'

The guard waddled over with a bunch of keys in his hand and unlocked the glass door. 'Oh my God. Is it the same crew who hit the bank the other night?'

'We think so.'

The guard locked the door behind him and they walked back to the reception desk.

'I need access to a computer. I have to organise a firearms team to come here.'

'Sure. There's a computer you can use in an office back here.' The guard swiped his card through a card reader, and in that instant, Ross Brannigan knew it was going to go smoothly. He pulled out his gun and rammed it into the man's face. This was the shock and awe part, when they didn't see it coming. 'You give me any trouble and you'll end up like that old cow who was shot last Thursday. You got it?'

Brannigan was shouting at the top of his voice. Part of the shock. The awe part was when he pistol-whipped the guard, who fell over. Brannigan pointed the gun at him. 'Up on your feet or I'll shoot you where you lay.'

The older man got to his feet, his face bleeding.

'Good. Now you might not die today.' He looked at his watch. Timing was everything on this. 'Walk me through to the loading bay.'

The two men hurried, Brannigan frog marching the older man. They went through several doors, the guard swiping his card each time, then down two levels where they entered through a high-security area, with signs on the wall that read, Authorised Personnel Only! 

'Get that door open,' Brannigan ordered.

'We're not supposed to.'

'You want to die or go home to see your grandkids? Your choice. I can kill you and take your swipe card off you.'

'This one needs a code as well.'

'I'll fucking kneecap you, then.' He pointed the gun at the man's leg, but before he could pull the trigger, the guard had entered the code and swiped his card. The door clicked and Brannigan pushed the man through. 'Good man.'

They walked along another corridor, this one vastly different. More industrial, with no carpeting on the rubber floor, pallets of plastic bags with denominations printed on them lining one wall. A glass-fronted area looked onto the corridor, and Brannigan looked through to where the counting machines were.

He looked at his watch. It had taken him exactly seven minutes to get from the front door down to the coin-sorting warehouse.

'What's your name?' Brannigan asked the guard.

'Fred Summers.'

'Well, Fred Summers, here's what's going to happen; you're going to unlock one of the doors in the loading bay, and my friends are going to drive their van through. Got that?'

Fred nodded. 'Yes, sir.'

'Go to it. They're waiting outside. If you try to run, one of them will kill you. If you let them in, I will let you sit somewhere quiet until we're done. Then you can go and have a pint with your friends and brag about how you managed to stand up to the gunman, and how you would have battered him if he hadn't been armed. Now go do as I say. Open the end bay door on the left.'

The four inner bay doors  lining the wall wouldn't open when a truck was reversing in, only when the truck was in and the outer door was secure. One end housed a heavily fortified door, which would have looked like a normal house door if it hadn't been for the armour plating on it. Above the doors was a monitor. They could see the dark van sitting outside one of the bay doors.

Fred punched in a code and swiped his card. The heavy door hissed open as if he was going into an airlock. He entered the control room in the small anti-chamber, the door closing behind him. For fire safety, when the door into the bank proper locked, the other door to the loading bay would open. 

Fred opened the outer door, and the promised van reversed in and stopped. The outer door closed and the remaining three men jumped out of the van. The three of them and the guard came back through the heavy door, so now there were five men in the corridor, including Brannigan. There were no masks this time, no number calling.

Martin Crawley and Chris Mason looked in their element. They were carrying shotguns, happy at the prospect of using them. Only Andrew Borthwick was looking nervous, but as they were all dressed in black, they still looked menacing.

'Right, all we need to do is sit tight and wait,' Brannigan said. 

'How long will they be?' Borthwick asked.

'Raeburn and The Boss will be along in ten minutes,' Crawley said.

Brannigan sneered. 'The Boss.'

'Don't let Raeburn hear you say that,' Mason said.

'I think we'll have to have a little conference about who's really the boss when we're done.'

Crawley was looking around, smiling. 'Six million. Who would have thought it? Can you imagine how much the depository holds?'

Brannigan smiled as well. 'That's right, lads, six big ones. They bring the notes in, swap them for the coins and take away the counted coins to leave at the depository. Only now they won't be taking away anything, and we'll take their truck with six million in it. How simple is that?'

Mason looked at the boxes just inside the warehouse doors. 'Is that where they keep the coins?' he asked the guard.

'Yeah. They're counted in machines and packed then put into those boxes. Then the depository handles them from there, and they are split up and sold to stores and big businesses.'

'Enough of the history lesson, old man,' Borthwick said. 'I couldn't give a fuck where the coins go, I just want to get the notes out of that truck.'

'Where's Raeburn?' Mason asked.

'Give him time. He and The Boss were disabling the system at the HQ. They'll be here.'

At that moment, they all turned to look at the monitor and saw the money truck reversing in.




****




Raeburn wasn't at the HQ disabling any system. At the same moment the truck was reversing into the loading bay, he was walking slowly along an underground tunnel, taking his time, making sure he didn't make a noise. The Boss walked behind him, not saying a word. They were both pumped up, and knew this had been in the planning for a while, and it was all going to come together. Maybe not as long in the planning as the bank truck heist, but this was even more genius. And more satisfying.

He had a small LED flashlight on his head, which lit up the old stone walls and was holding a sawn-off in the other. The underground passageway smelled old and musty, which was to be expected since it hadn't had any fresh air in a very long time.

He'd studied the map over and over so that he knew it off by heart, and was picturing it in his mind as they walked. The entrance to this place was behind an old, boarded-up service entrance belonging to an old, empty building that backed onto this place. They had been connected once, a very long time ago, and when they went their separate ways, the service entrance had been boarded up. If you didn't know it was there, as Raeburn did, then you would think it was an old, walk-in storeroom. It had been empty ever since the crash back in oh-eight, when stores went under and property tanked. It had been up for sale for the longest time, and would probably be demolished and built on again, but in the meantime, it lay empty and abandoned.

Which was fortunate for them.

Nobody ever ventured along the small lane leading to the service entrance, so nobody noticed them pulling the boards back. And now they were walking along the dark, smelly passageway, which was big enough for them to stand up in.

Raeburn had spent time building two carts with large wheels, which he had hidden behind the boarded-up entrance, and which they now pulled behind them.

They turned left, and walked further along. It was getting closer. The connecting wall had been broken a long time ago, and Raeburn had been down here removing more of the bricks, making the hole bigger to make their job easier.

They turned right, then left again and then the air started to smell a bit fresher. A couple more turns and then they were in the last of the passageways before making one final turn.

Raeburn stopped and put out his light, but keeping the headband on. Before them on their left hand side were the vaults. Loaded with money. He'd seen it before and knew there was at least three million down here. They wouldn't be able to carry it all, but if they got a million and added it to their share of the other heists, it would keep them ticking over for a long time to come.

They walked forward. Low-wattage bulbs hung from the ceiling, casting shadows around as if they were in a horror movie. Raeburn walked towards one of the doors, which was ajar, as were some of the others. They probably kept them open all the time. After all, who came down here, except some of the men to make a deposit.

He kept his shotgun in front of him and was about to lower it when a man stepped out from the vault. He didn't see Raeburn, or didn't react if he did. Either way, Raeburn stepped silently up behind him and shoved the gun hard into his back.

'Nice and easy, Twinkle Toes, and we won't have to bury you somewhere.'


CHAPTER 74




The armoured truck backed into the bay and the doors to the outside world closed. 

'Gentlemen, I give you six million pounds,' Brannigan said.

The reverse horn on the truck died, its back doors almost touching the bay doors it had backed up to. The security guard was in the control booth again, and he stayed there to control the bay doors leading from the truck to the corridor.

They slid up quietly, and the back doors to the truck started to open then stopped. Then the truck exploded.

Flash bangs erupted from the back of the truck, tear gas canisters flying out. Brannigan, thrown backwards by the blast, managed to remain on his feet. Martin Crawley fell over a pallet of boxes. Chris Mason put his face forward, wanting to shoot but not seeing anything to shoot at.

Andrew Borthwick stood where he was, choking and coughing.

The explosion took almost two seconds, and as the wave of tear gas erupted, the Tactical Unit remained in the truck behind their armoured shields.

'Police! Drop your weapons!'

Before Brannigan had a chance to fire, the cardboard boxes erupted. Black masks appeared, then Heckler and Koch MP5's. His instinct to fight kicked in. He swung his shotgun at the first officer leaping from the cardboard box, about to pull the trigger.




Miller was in one of the boxes along the back wall, strategically placed so when each of them burst out, they wouldn't be in each other's line of fire. More importantly, they wouldn't be in the way should the tactical team have to start shooting. There was only one way the robbers could run, and that was the way Brannigan had come in, but there was another tactical team waiting there.

Miller heard the truck reversing, Andy Watt doing a good job playing security guard, Fred Summers. Watt had first suggested they use the name John, as in Wayne, but Miller decided to go for Fred as in Flintstone. Summers Watt had plucked out of the air, but Miller thought it may have something to do with the Ann Summers store in Princes Street.

He was quiet, his tear gas mask in place, making him sweat. They had come round yesterday and made the boxes comfortable with another, smaller box inside to sit on. Each one large enough to hold a man brandishing a submachine gun.

He slowed his breathing and listened to the back loading bay door open. Counted down. Five, four, three, two, one...bang!

He heard the tactical team's warning, 'Armed Police! Drop your weapons!' his cue to get the top of the box open.

Ross Brannigan, the first to recover, swung his shotgun round, and Miller took the shot at the same time fire spat from the back of the truck. Brannigan was down. And he stayed down.

Chris Mason was bent over but stood up straight. The tactical team shot him and he too went down.

Martin Crawley started screaming and in that instant, Miller knew the former car salesman was going to die, and the blast of gunfire from the truck confirmed his thoughts.

He saw an armed man run past him, towards the other end of the corridor.

Andrew Borthwick.

Miller was out of the box and running after him as other members of his team leapt out of their boxes.

In the noise and confusion, Miller was the only one running. He caught sight of Borthwick turning at the end of the corridor and disappearing. He pulled off his gas mask, threw it down, keeping hold of his gun.

He stopped before he reached the corner, then swept round, holding his gun out.

Nobody there! There was a door swinging at the end of the corridor. Miller ran, once again, cautiously entering the room.

It was a staff canteen, the tables empty, the stainless steel serving trays empty and cold, until tomorrow when they would be filled with hot food to be served to hungry workers.

Now though, the large room was deathly quiet. Miller ducked behind the serving counter.

'Andrew, it's not too late to come out with your hands up.'

'I'm not going anywhere, Miller.'

'Talk to me. I'm listening, Andrew.'

A laugh sounded from the far side of the room. 'You don't understand, Miller; I'm not like them. I shot that woman on Thursday by accident. Nobody else panicked, only me. If they had hanging, I'd be swinging in the wind. I can't go to prison.'

'We can talk about this. I can help you. I want to know where Raeburn is.' Silence. 'Andrew? Andrew?'

Miller felt the adrenaline blast through him. Borthwick was probably trying to get around him, to get back out the door, and just admitted he was a killer.

He was wrong. As he moved position, he saw Borthwick standing on a table. Holding the gun by his side.

Miller stood up, holding the Koch. 'Put the gun down, Andrew. Please. I'm asking you man to man, put the gun down.'

Borthwick smiled, a sad smile, and Miller had a sudden urge to be sick. He felt the acid pump into his stomach as he knew what Borthwick was doing.

'Andrew, please don't do this.'

'I have to, Frank. I told you, I can't go to prison. Raeburn and The Boss are ruthless. They'll kill me. You're going to have to take care of this.'

Borthwick raised his shotgun. Before Miller could pull his own trigger, a sharp crack from the doorway rang out. Lloyd Masters watched as Borthwick flew backwards off the table to crash onto the floor.

He walked over to Miller. 'I know you could have taken the shot, son, but this way, you didn't have to.'

In truth, Masters saw Miller hesitate just a fraction too long for his liking, and thought Borthwick might actually have killed Miller, but that's not what he would say on his report. He would say Miller tried to negotiate and he, Masters, already had Borthwick in his sights. 

'You know something? There was a small part of me that actually thought they might give up without a fight.'

'They're trained soldiers. There was no way they were going to give up. Your men did well. Those tactical boys and I have been training for months for such an occasion. So for them, it was just another day at the office.'

'The robbers are all dead?'

'Yes they are.'

'Now we just have to find Davie Raeburn. And I think I know where he'll be.'


CHAPTER 75




Miller felt the ache in his bones as he sat down on the armchair and drank the coffee. It had been a long time since he had sat in this chair, and it felt good to be back. He recognised the smell as he walked through the door. Not a nasty smell, more of a signature smell. Like smelling a perfume and associating it with somebody. This house had its own unique smell, and it brought the memories flooding back to Miller.

He heard the car coming up the driveway. Or the van, to be correct.

He remained seated, sipping the coffee. He wished he had his gun right then, but after the robbers were shot dead, all weapons had to be surrendered so they could figure out which guns fired the fatal shots. Net curtains on the windows let him see out, but the occupants of the van couldn't see in. He saw the van stop and the two people get out. Raeburn and The Boss.

The front door opened and the first person through stopped suddenly.

'Hello, Rosie. I hope you don't mind, but I helped myself to a coffee. I know Harry always liked a good cup of coffee and I was glad to see there was still some in the kitchen.'

Davie Raeburn came in behind her. Looked over to the stairs at Miller's side.

'Jill's gone. I told her to take my car. She's somewhere safe,' Miller said, putting his cup down. 

'How did you know we'd be here?' Rosie asked.

'At Harry's house? Where else would you be? Harry died and left his house to Gary. Carol was already dead, so it all went to him and you.' He looked at her. 'I went round to your house in Longstone on Friday and your neighbour said your house was in foreclosure. That you were going to live in Spain and your daughter was already over there.'

'So, what are you doing here, Frank?'

'Well, considering we're looking for Mr. Raeburn there in connection with several bank robberies, I think you know what I'm doing here.'

'Oh, Frank, you're so adorable. And to think we would have been away tomorrow morning. Oh, wait a minute, we still will be.' There was a hard edge to Rosie's voice now, and Miller saw her for who she really was; a ruthless, calculating bitch. No wonder she was the boss of their little gang.

'That's a matter of opinion.' Miller stood up and Raeburn looked round at the van through the open doorway. 'Thinking of getting your gun, Davie? Go ahead. Put one hand on it. You won't see it coming, I can promise you. Every one of those tactical firearms men are highly trained snipers. Your buddies thought they were better than my guys, but you can go and ask them down at the mortuary if you like. Brannigan was the first one to go down, in case you're  interested.'

Miller picked up his cup and drank more coffee. 'I wish Harry was here to see his daughter-in-law, to see what she turned into. Oh, you were the courier the other night, weren't you? The one who delivered the package to Davie here at the bank, to make it look like he needed to be there.'

Rosie shrugged her shoulders like a child.

'I'll take that as a yes, then.' More coffee.

'Why did you think I was involved in all of this?' Rosie said. They hadn't moved since they came in. 

'It was Gary really. He killed my wife, his own sister. He told me that, told me he had big gambling debts, and needed the money. So he took the money from Carol. But you knew all that. What I didn't realise was he was part of the kidnap ring. He was there, he knew every move that was being made, and fed that information back to you lot. I thought you had to have known what he was doing. It was fifty-fifty though; you did, or you didn't. I'd asked myself that many times, but then there was that debacle the other day in Princes Street gardens with Shaun Foxall. Now, that was very clever. You are sent emails from Foxall, and get him out of the picture. What were you hoping for? Us to shoot him?'

Rosie smiled, turned to Raeburn then looked back at Miller. 'That was plan A, but we thought it was more likely going to be plan B; kill him in the hospital.'

'Because he had seen you guys in the hospital, and more to the point, he had overheard you. Is that right, Davie?'

Raeburn was also smiling. 'That's right. He saw Borthwick talking to Gary on occasion but that wasn't something we worried about. Rosie was a volunteer at the hospital, Gary was her husband so naturally he would come to pick her up. Nothing to worry about.'

'Except he overheard Gary talking about things, and he knew Gary was a bad man,' Miller said. 'He overheard Gary saying he had killed Carol. And then he saw the lot of you together in the hospital and he had to go. So you concocted a plan to have him flash a gun at the police and bingo, he'd either be dead or be right back in the hospital for a week, giving you a chance to kill him, but it didn't work out that way.'

Rosie looked bemused. 'If you hadn't taken him from the hospital, we would have killed him.' She looked Miller in the eyes. 'You still haven't told me how you knew for sure I was involved.'

'Simple deduction. You got used to living it large. Not on Gary's salary, of course, but with the proceeds of the robberies, and the gambling. You had to know the money went to pay off your house, yet it's been taken by the bank. Gary's debts again. Once a gambler, always a gambler. He owed big money to somebody so once again you re-mortgaged your house. And you're the connection between everybody. Shaun Foxall, the Royal Scottish.'

'You're right of course. Gary sometimes brought home loads of money, and we'd have a good time with it, but then he'd go and lose it all again. We were about to lose the house, and then he got money again. Talk about being on a bloody roller coaster.

'Then Andrew Borthwick and Jill White treated some of his ex-Army buddies, and they got together at the hospital one day and that was it. Why don't you tell him, Davie?'

'We were just talking about how Gary was a copper, and how coppers weren't as well trained as Army, and how we could do anything we wanted and get away with it. And Gary laughed. It was a dare really.'

'So you thought you'd rob a bank?' Miller said.

'No, that came later. It was the kidnapping thing first. We knew Jill had a little boy, Terry. We also knew her estranged husband had a rich mother. So I introduced my sister to him one night, and they became friends. She didn't know what I was doing. One thing about Susan is she loves the sound of her own voice. It was Carl this, Carl that, Carl has a little boy who goes to a posh school.'

'You used your own sister to orchestrate a kidnapping?'

Raeburn laughed. 'Yes. It was too easy. She was with him the day we snatched Terry. She isn't involved in any of this though. We just used her.'

'And then you killed Terry.'

Raeburn's smile dropped. 'Not on purpose. He was being held in the caretaker's house by that half-wit Brian Sewell. I told the others he shouldn't be trusted with such a thing, but they liked him. He was around the hospital, and became part of our group. So one day, we get a call from Brian, all panicked. He said the boy had tried to get out of the basement and they'd struggled, and Brian had pushed him down the stairs, and Terry broke his neck. I said I'd go over there and I'd sort it, but then Brian calls again, and said he'd set fire to the house. By the time I got there, it was well up and the fire brigade were there, but there was no sign of Brian. Later on, I found out Mason and Crawley had gone round and killed Brian before the fire brigade got there, and then they later buried him.'

Miller took a step towards Rosie. 'Nice story, but not quite true, is it, Davie? Is that the story he told you? That Brian had killed the boy?'

'Yes it is. Why? What are you saying?'

'I'm saying that's not quite how it happened. The post-mortem was done this week on Terry's cadaver, and it was found that he had a broken neck, but it was broken in a certain way, as in the way Special Forces soldiers are trained. A neck is a very hard thing to break, contrary to what people might think, so there is a certain way that can break the neck more easily. Terry died this way, and so did Brian Sewell.'

Rosie turned to Raeburn. 'You killed a little boy?'

'He recognised me. I wore a mask to go and feed him, but then he said my name out loud one time. I couldn't let him live after that. My God, we would have all gone to prison. We just wanted the money and we would have dropped him off somewhere, if it wasn't for that outburst.'

Rosie looked shocked.

'And then he torched the house after killing Brian, to make it look as if Brian had killed Terry and taken off. Nobody could find him, because Davie and his friends buried him in the private garden belonging to the caretaker's house. But there was one little flaw in the plan, wasn't there? One of the walls collapsed onto the basement floor where you had buried the little boy. Now nobody would find him, but at least people wouldn't know he was there.

'And then Rosie comes across a notice in her work at the council. They were going to tear the house down. Chances are, they would find Terry and we would start asking questions again, so best to try and get Shaun Foxall out of the picture. You were cutting it fine though, getting us there on the same day the demolition team found Terry.'

'It wasn't planned that way,' Raeburn said. 'They weren't supposed to come for another week, but there was a mix-up with the paperwork, and some desk jockey told them to go ahead. Otherwise, Shaun would have been in the hospital and committed suicide, with our help.'

Rosie took a step away from Raeburn. 'You killed a little boy.' she said again.

'It's what we're trained to do. You don't know the half of what Special Forces are asked to do. It's part of war, whether it's fighting terrorism or another country.'

'That wasn't a war you were fighting, and that little boy wasn't the enemy!' she screamed at him.

'Don't tell me you wouldn't have shot Molloy's man in that vault if he'd had a go with you. You would have pulled the trigger the same as I would have.'

'I think it's all over now,' Miller said. 'None of you got any money, so I hope you think it was worth it.'

'Who said we didn't get any money?' Rosie turned and said to Miller, spittle flying out of her mouth. 'We figured there was a good chance you'd figure out where the team were going to hit next, but we had already figured on doing our own little robbery. Robert Molloy is a gangster, pure and simple, making people scared of him, including my husband. That's where Gary gambled, at Molloy's secret gambling den. That man makes an absolute fortune from that gambling, and Gary was down in those tunnels under the club, where Molloy has his vaults, the ones that were there when the place was a bank long ago. Me and Davie found out it was connected to an abandoned building so we went in and took his money. Or should I say, I took back my money, the money Gary had lost to him.'

'I'm sure Robert Molloy will be pleased when he finds out,' Miller said. 'But you thought you had a soldier to look after you now. At least until Molloy gets back from his annual holiday in Spain. By which time, you would be in Spain.'

Rosie turned back to look at Raeburn. 'You killed a little boy and I was going to have you live with me and my little girl. How could you?'

'As I said, needs must. It's what I do. I killed Willie Cruickshank on Thursday night. He wasn't in our team, but we made it look as if he was. It's all smoke and mirrors. I gave him laxative, which made him run back and forward to the toilet, and when he was dehydrating, I persuaded him to take a drink of water. Laced with Potassium Chloride of course. Then he dropped down dead from a heart attack and I poured coffee into the console and fried it.'

'Jesus, you're ruthless.'

'Of course I am,' Raeburn said, as if she'd just paid him a compliment.

'What about Adam Stuart, the driving examiner?'

'Again, smokescreen. Two of the others killed him. It was just enough to try and throw a spanner in the works.'

'Who was the woman he was with in the hotel room?'

'Just a decoy we've used in the past. She works with a guy who hides in the wardrobe and films them getting it on.'

'And you just killed him when you were done with him.'

'We did, although that was Mason and Crawley who did that. Ran him off the road, put a bottle of whisky down his throat and held him under the water until he drowned.'

'You're a sick bastard,' Rosie said. 'You told me he'd be left alone. That he was just being used.'

'Oh get over yourself. You knew all along what we were doing.'

'I didn't know you'd killed that little boy.'

'Look, there's the best part of three million in that van, and you're either coming with me or you're not.'

'The snipers will take you out before you get behind the wheel,' she said.

'There's no snipers there. They would have been in here by now.' He looked at Miller. 'You forget that I know how this works.'

Miller looked at him and for the first time, thought he might have lost the upper hand.

'Come with me, Rosie. We can still make this work. I'll even let the copper live.'

'I'm not going anywhere with you. You killed a little boy. How do I know you won't kill my little girl? Or me for that matter?'

'You don't.' He stepped closer to her as if he was going to kiss her, then he reached up and grabbed her head, twisting and pulling her neck in the way he'd been trained. The snap was horrific in the large room, and the life went out of Rosie's eyes as Raeburn grabbed her and threw her at Miller in one quick movement.

He ran out the door as Miller caught the lifeless corpse of his brother-in-law's wife and fell backwards onto the wooden floor.

He saw Raeburn reach into the van and then he heard the roar of a vehicle coming up the long driveway. After he'd found Jill White, he'd called Kim and told her to alert Lloyd Masters. He crawled out of the line of sight in case Raeburn turned and shot at him.

The car stopped, and Miller heard raised voices. 'Police! Drop your weapon!'

Raeburn let off a shot at whoever was shouting, and didn't hear the return of gunfire. Christ, it wasn't Lloyd Masters and his crew. They were on their way, but hadn't got here yet.

Somebody had though.

He stood to one side of the main door and saw Raeburn run across the wide yard and duck inside the barn where Harry had kept his car and an old tractor with grass-cutting accessories attached to it. I wish I hadn't thought buying an old farm was a romantic idea for retirement he'd said to Carol one time.

A car screamed up and stopped behind the van. Tam Scott got out from behind the driver's seat, and Kim jumped out of the back.

'This is his van,' Miller said, running to the side of it. 'There's another haul in there. They ripped off Molloy's place. He'll want to take it with him. Right now, he's in the barn and there's only one way in and out.'

'I have my gun,' Kim said.

'There's no way I'm letting you go anywhere near him,' Miller said.

'I'm a better shot than you.'

'We'll wait for Masters and his team to get here.'

'They're ten minutes behind. Raeburn will be away by then.' She sprinted over to the barn, ducking round the side of it.

'Oh, fuck me,' Miller said, as he saw Tam Scott sprint after her, his own weapon drawn. Miller ran as fast as he could.

They were standing at the side of the barn when they could hear the sirens approaching in the distance.

Then Raeburn was shouting at them. 'Frank? I can hear the sirens. I know it's no good now. I want to give up. Don't shoot. I'm going to throw the shotgun out.'

They looked at each other for a moment, before Scott spoke.

'You two stay here. I'll get the gun.' He cautiously looked round the corner. 'Okay, Raeburn, throw the gun out.'

Scott watched as the gun was thrown through the gap in the door. He kept his gun up as he approached, and saw Raeburn standing in the shadows with his arms raised. 'Keep your hands where I can see them,' Scott said, tucking his gun away.

Then a thought struck Miller like a lightning bolt. Words Raeburn said when he was arguing with Rosie.

'Don't tell me you wouldn't have shot Molloy's man in that vault if he'd had a go with you. You would have pulled the trigger just like I would have.'

They had both been armed.

Raeburn had another shotgun.


CHAPTER 76




'Tam! He's got another gun!' Miller shouted, as he ran out from the side of the barn, but it was too late.

Scott bent down to pick up the shotgun lying in the dirt just outside the barn, and Raeburn stepped forward, smiling. Miller saw the look on Scott's face as he heard Miller's words and saw Raeburn with the gun at the same time.

Miller felt Kim beside him but neither of them could do anything to help Scott. It was like watching a small child standing on a railway track and not being able to reach out to grab him as the train was bearing down.

The flames from the shotgun seemed more intense as they exited the barn, the buckshot flying from the barrel and starting to spread from no more than six feet away.

The destruction was complete and fatal. The buckshot ripped into Tam Scott, blasting through his clothing, and although they were spreading, the deadliest ones shredded his heart, killing him instantly.

Kim didn't utter a warning, although she would swear blind later on that she did, but she saw the barest window of opportunity. What felt like minutes was probably only a couple of seconds, if that. Raeburn had stepped out from the barn before Scott was even dead, bringing the gun round to blast Miller. Kim saw Raeburn's face just to the left of Miller's shoulder. The gun hadn't completed its arc yet and Kim would tell Miller she took the shot on nothing more than instinct. There was no time to think, aim and fire. It was just, fire.

It wasn't accurate, but it was certainly deadly. The bullet would have ideally hit Raeburn in the forehead, but instead, it hit his right eye and went tumbling through his brain, switching his lights out for good. He fell down on the ground not three feet from Tam Scott. Had he been alive, Miller felt sure Raeburn would have been impressed by Kim's shot.

As it was, Miller ducked as Kim's shot went past his head, and he fell on his knees beside Scott.

'Tam! Tam, for fuck's sake.' He knew he couldn't do anything for his friend, but he picked him up and held him.

He didn't hear Lloyd Masters coming up with the firearms team. Didn't hear the sirens, didn't hear the screams as orders were given. Didn't hear the paramedics tell him to let Scott go.

All he heard were Davie Raeburn's words to Rosie, over and over again. 

You would have pulled the trigger just like I would have.

Too little, too late.


CHAPTER 77




Two weeks later




There had been a little drizzle first thing in the morning, which made the grass look shiny. Miller parked the car and walked across the grass, past the other headstones until he reached Carol's grave, holding the little bunch of flowers carefully.

He looked at her name. And the name carved below it.

Harry Miller.

'I know you said you wanted to name a boy after your dad, or if it was a girl, after my mum. I thought it was time to let the world know we would have had a little boy.' Miller felt his voice break as he laid the flowers down, leaning them against the black headstone.

'The mason did a good job adding Harry's name.' He stood up straight and looked around at the other gravestones. The sun was out now, and the heat was beginning to kick in. He felt his shirt starting to stick to him.

'It was Tam's funeral on Friday. They wouldn't release his body until the preliminary hearing was over. They grilled Kim and me, and of course, there was a trial by newspaper. At the end of it all, we were absolved of any blame, but it will still go before the PF at a further enquiry later on. I can't believe Tam's gone. At least Davie Raeburn got what was coming to him, but that's another thing; not one of those men are alive. They'll question that next. Lloyd Masters gave a testimony saying there was no other way. Those men weren't going to be taken alive. That's how they were trained, and that's how they lived.'

A breeze whipped through the trees in the distance, as if she was answering him.

'It was Terry White's funeral yesterday. They didn't want it on the same day as Tam's. Jill wanted me to be at her side when they laid Terry to rest. He's not here though. He's up at Mortonhall, where Tam was cremated. Carl White was a mess. His mother, Margaret, felt she couldn't attend. Too much for her, she said. Shaun wasn't there either. He's back home with her, and Carl is helping him. He's back staying with his mother for now.

'You don't know Louise, but she's nice. The insurance is paying to fix her house and she's going to sell it. She said if I ever need a car, then to go see her. Jack's Audi is just fine for now. He always lectures me when I want to borrow it, and I think sometimes he forgets McGovern got it for me. Oh, and he's actually dating a writer now. He said it was only friendship at first, but last week, he asked her out on a proper date. She said she wasn't sure at first, as her divorce papers weren't signed, but then, out of the blue, her estranged husband sent her the papers, signed. So they're both happy.' 

Miller looked at his dead wife's name on her headstone and felt nervous. He'd actually talked to Harvey Levitt before coming here, and the psychiatrist had told him there was nothing to worry about.

'I know you would have liked Kim, and might even have been her friend in another world, but I wanted to tell you she finally moved in with me. Her and her little girl, Emma. Her dad brought her home after she was visiting him in London, and we had a talk. I told him I'll look after his daughter as if she were my own.

'It makes me sad that we didn't go through life together, but neither one of us chose this. I just hope you're happy that we finally got the men who were responsible for Terry's death. I wish you were here with me now, but it wasn't meant to be. I hope you understand that.'

The wind whispered again. Miller said goodbye to Carol. And to little Harry.


CHAPTER 78




'I don't know where all this stuff came from,' Kim said, putting the last of the boxes down.

'A lot of it's my toys,' Emma said. 'I don't want to get rid of them, Mummy.'

Miller laughed. 'You don't have to get rid of them, sweetheart. Not until you outgrow them.'

The little girl laughed then skipped out of the room.

'You sure Jack doesn't mind us moving in?' Kim said.

'Don't be silly,' Miller said, lifting another box and taking it through to the bedroom. Kim had neatly marked each one. 'He loves company, and he loves you two. Besides, I don't think it will be long before he and his writer friend will be calling her flat home.'

'You think he would move in with her?'

Miller put the box on the bed. 'I think he would to be honest. He's had a few female friends since my mum died, but nothing serious. That's why he's still here with me.'

'I love him being here. I wouldn't have moved in otherwise.'

'It's working out perfectly for us. Emma will be going to her new school and we're just down the road from work.'

Kim walked over to a drawer and opened it. 'I won't make a habit of going through your drawers except to put clothes away, but I did see you take this down from the cabinet in the living room.' She held up Carol's photo. One where she was at Burntisland. They'd driven over one summer evening when the fair was on at the Links, and they'd gone on some of the rides, and she wanted a Mr. Whippy ice cream. He'd caught her with the camera as the wind tousled her hair and she was smiling, holding her ice cream like a kid.

'Put it back, Frank. She was part of your life, a very important part. I want Emma to know it's alright if her mum or dad were married before, that not every child has parents who stay married forever.'

'If you're sure.'

'I am.' She passed the photo over and then the doorbell rang. 'That'll be my mum and dad. They said they'd pop round this afternoon.'

Miller put the photo on the dresser then opened the door with a smile. 'Mum and Dad,' he said to McGovern and Norma Banks, his future in-laws. "You don't mind if I call you that, do you?'

'Oh, Frank Miller, don't tempt me,' Norma said. 'Jack said you need to be put across somebody's knee.'

Miller laughed. It was good to see Norma in casual clothes for a change. Same with McGovern.

'Neil will do fine, me old son,' McGovern said, with a smile, and was about to hand over the bottle of wine when he stepped back and looked round the corner of the hallway. 'Come on, he doesn't bite.'

A woman stepped into view. 'I brought some wine, too,' Kate Murphy said. 'I hope you don't mind.'

Miller faltered for a second. 'No, of course not. The more the merrier.'




****




Emma was along the corridor at Samantha's house, and she had persuaded Jack to play tea parties with her and her dolls.

Now, the five adults in Miller's flat were sitting back with a glass of wine. 

'We wanted to raise a toast to you two, and wish you all the best of luck.'

'Thanks, Neil,' Miller said, and they clinked glasses.

'And now to the elephant in the room,' Norma said. 'Kate Murphy, our new and esteemed pathologist.'

'Here's to Kate,' Miller said.

'That's not what we're here for, Frank,' Norma said. 'Tell him, Neil.'

'When Norma told me what a hard time Kate was having integrating, I thought it was time we shared something with you two. Only you two mind, and for obvious reasons.'

'I don't think I can do this, Neil,' Kate said, putting her glass on Miller's table.

'You can. And you'll see these two people will be friends of yours, if you'll let them.' He looked at her, waiting for her permission to go on. She nodded and picked her glass back up.

'Kate's in witness protection. She wasn't always Kate Murphy. She used to be Arlene Donaldson. She was a pathologist in London, so she's fully qualified, but back then, she witnessed a murder, by some psycho called Jared Flucker. Yeah, I know, take the 'L' out of his name, and you can guess what the bullies called him at school. He was a real mean bastard, but let's not get into his past. He escaped from police custody after he killed a copper, and went looking for Arlene. He broke into her house but didn't find her, but he was disturbed by Arlene's mother, who had dementia. He strangled her mother but somebody saw him breaking in and the police quickly re-arrested him, but not before Arlene's mother died.'

Norma put her hand over Kate's--Arlene's--hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. Then Kate looked at Miller.

'I don't know who to trust anymore. After Flucker was arrested again, he promised he would find a way to get out and find me. This was after they locked him away in a psychiatric hospital.' She looked at Kim. 'I'm sorry I was rude to you in the cemetery the other day. I don't make friends easily. The therapist said if anybody gets close, I shove them away, because that way, nobody close to me will die.'

'The only two people who know she's here as Kate Murphy are me and Neil,' Norma said. 'And other members of Neil's department, of course, but nobody else outside. She needs friends.' She looked at Kate, who looked horrified for a moment. 'You do, Kate. Arlene's a different life. You're Kate now, and everybody needs a friend.'

Kate started crying uncontrollably, and Kim indicated for her father to swap seats with her. She sat down and put an arm around Kate's shoulders. 'Don't worry, Kate, I think you and I are going to be best friends.'

Miller looked up at Carol's photo on the dresser. He knew she would have been Kate's friend, too.


CHAPTER 79




The hangar holding the private jet was much cooler than the sticky heat outside. Not as cool as the Lincoln Town Car had been, but cool nonetheless.

Both men stood outside the Lear jet, at the bottom of the steps leading into the aircraft.

'You sure Frank Miller thinks you were in Spain?'

'Yes. A friend of mine called me a few weeks back.'

'After the robbery?' the younger man said.

Robert Molloy shook his head and spat on the concrete floor in disgust. 'I wish Gary Davidson were still alive so I could have him topped all over again.' He looked out the hangar doors at the blue New York sky. It had been great being here on holiday, and doing personal business, but it was time to go back home to sunny Scotland.

They boarded the plane and were welcomed by a young woman who gave them a smile and settled them in.

'I like using this service,' Molloy said to his companion. 'You can't beat a private stewardess.'

'They're called flight attendants nowadays.'

'Bollocks. Who came up with that PC crap?' He looked out the window as the jet taxied out of the hangar. They were at Stewart International Airport in the Hudson Valley, in Upstate New York. Quieter, Molloy said. 'Not as many dogs going around sniffing your luggage.' Not that they had anything to hide, but he was never happy at an airport where they thought it was okay to have a Beagle poke around your Gucci.

Fifteen minutes later, they were airborne and Molloy watched as the pilot took them over the Hudson River below.

'You know, I've been giving some thought to buying a property here. It's dirt cheap since the crash, and I'm getting to like it here.'

'You should buy a place. That way, when you piss me off, you can be three and a half thousand miles away.'

'Sod off.'

After they levelled off, the young girl came round with a pot of coffee. When she was gone, the younger man looked at Molloy.

'What do you think Frank Miller will say when he sees me?'

Molloy thought for a moment. 'I think he'll say, I thought you were dead?'


Book Three




RAIN TOWN


PROLOGUE




He stepped out of a room in front of her and brought the hammer down again.

This time he missed as she screamed and jumped back. Blood was pouring down her face from the first hit, and she thought she had lost him in the dark. There were no lights in the house, and the windows were boarded up. She had tried screaming through the gaps in one, but there were no lights outside either. This had only given her position away.

She stumbled backwards and fell on her back. Then she saw the black shadow. They were on the top floor of the house and she was trying to find the stairs.

He was dressed in black, with a mask on. 

She watched in horror as he brought the hammer up and again and stepped forward, bringing it back down in one motion.

There was a jolt inside her and she knew in that second if she didn't move, she would be dead. She rolled over as the hammer missed her head by mere inches and hit the ancient plaster of the wall.

Then she was on all fours, and she pushed up and started running.

This was a long hallway, and she thought the stairs were at the other end. She didn't look back but she heard her attacker grunting as he tried to free the hammer that appeared stuck in the wall.  

She heard it come free with a grunt and then the heavy footfalls as he started running after her.

Then the stairs were ahead of her. These weren't the main stairs from the front door but the back stairs that led down to the kitchen. She wiped the blood from her eyes as she started down, her feet thumping on the old wooden treads. Faster, faster, her breathing getting quicker as she descended, her footsteps echoing 

It wasn't pitch black in here and ambient light from the outdoors came seeping in. She had never concentrated so hard in her life as each foot hit a tread and she was going lower and lower until at last she burst into the old kitchen.

She tripped on some rubbish and went sprawling across the dirty floor, and came to a stop against a kitchen island. She looked round, expecting to see the dark figure catching up to her.

There was nobody there.

No sound of feet beating on the wooden stairs. No sound of somebody rushing behind her.

She jumped to her feet and turned round, readying herself to start running to the front door.

He was standing watching her from the other doorway.

It was open plan, with no doors. A big, wide doorway, leading into the living room, and beyond that, the front door and freedom.

And he was standing in the middle of it, barring her escape.

She wiped away the blood again, feeling her hands slick with the wetness.

Her breathing was getting heavier. She looked at the stairs she just came down. There was no way she was going back up there. She wouldn't make it before he was on her. She just didn't have the strength to go back up as fast as she came down.

He was still holding the hammer. Standing staring at her, only his mouth and eyes visible through the ski mask. His long coat was open so he could run faster. She looked at his chest; it was as if he wasn't even breathing. He certainly hadn't exerted himself coming down the main stairs to cut her off.

She felt fear rising inside her like bile. Fight or flight. Her eyes had adjusted to the dark, and she could make out shapes. Could make out the kitchen window with the boards on it.

One chance was all she would get.

She let out an almighty scream, a warrior's roar and he brought the hammer up to attack her as she rushed down the side of the island that separated them, expecting her to round it and have a go.

One chance. Adrenaline mixed with fear sent power to her legs, tapping reserves she thought depleted. Faster and faster she ran, and then she was lifting a leg, her running shoe catching the edge of the kitchen counter top, propelling her upwards and forwards, her arm out for protection as her left foot landed on the counter and she pushed with all her might.

Her body weight wouldn't break the boards, but it would put a hundred and thirty pounds of pressure against the nails securing them to the window frames.

There were some shards of glass round the edges, the main panes broken by vandals a long time ago. She twisted herself at the last minute, bringing her arm up and tucking it against her body, ducking her head, trying to make herself as small as possible.

Her momentum carried her into the wooden boards and they gave little resistance. They blew away from the frame in a crash, and she felt the cold as she was suddenly suspended in mid-air. 

For the briefest moment, she thought she'd made an horrendous mistake, and jumped out from a higher level, that there had been more than one kitchen and this one was several levels up from the main floor and she had jumped out to her death.

She landed on her right shoulder with a thump, one of the wooden boards smacking her on the left cheek as she rolled over, her momentum not finished with her yet.

She was in an overgrown garden, rolling through weeds. She scrambled to her feet in the dark, not seeing her captor. Panic gripped her again and she could feel a scream rising up but fought it down.

He's not coming through the window because he's going to cut you off again! she thought, and it was as if an explosive charge had gone off in her legs.

She turned and ran in the opposite direction from the end of the house, weeds and bushes grabbing at her jeans like prickly fingers. She didn't know if this was the best way to go, but her instinct told her if she went the other way, she would run right into his hammer.

The sky was cloudless, and the moon was up there, not quite full but full enough that it wasn't total darkness out here. She could make out what appeared to be a barn or a large garage in the distance. Hide in there, or keep on going?

The pain in her side told her she needed to stop and regroup. If he was fit and caught sight of her, she was dead. Maybe if she got into the barn, she could hide.

There was a rough path down towards the old wooden structure and she got more speed up. One of the doors was hanging half off, leaving a gap. She reached it and ducked inside, turning at the last minute to look behind her.

There was nobody there.

How long before he realised she had gone in the other direction?

Not long.

It was bigger inside than she had thought. Old machinery lay dead and rusting around the barn, waiting for a farmer who was never going to come. She couldn't imagine what any of it was used for; back in America, she had been brought up in a city not the country.

Her eyes were scanning the darkness, trying to find a place to hide. There was a large loft, but the ladder leading up to it looked rickety, and if he knew she was up there, then he would get her.

The blood running down her head had gone from a flow to a trickle. It was no longer blinding her, but the pain in her head was starting to intensify. She turned to look back through the door she had just come through.

The black overcoat flapping made him look like a bat as he walked up the overgrown path towards her.

She felt her muscles clench. She slowly moved away from the door and made her way to the back, trying not to trip on anything. Trying not to panic. Trying not to breathe.

There was a smaller doorway at the back, big enough for a man to walk through but not big enough to drive a tractor through. To save the farmer the trouble of walking right round to the front, she supposed. The door lay on the ground outside, gradually being taken over by weeds.

She stepped out, trying to find her way round the side without making a noise. A wind was coming across the open fields, making her shiver. Left or right? Left, she decided.

Now she had slowed down, she started to feel the pain from the head wound and her shoulder was aching. She was alive though, which was the main thing. She got to the end of the barn, and looked round. Nobody there. She could see the house in the distance, a dark shadow against a skyline filled with stars. Way in the distance, she could see orange streetlights, but she didn't know where she was. The last thing she remembered was...what? Being out in Edinburgh city centre, waiting for her boyfriend. Then...feeling sick and somebody helping her into what she thought was a taxi. Then nothing.

And now she was here in an old abandoned farm, God knows where. There was a thick hedgerow to her right. She didn't want to walk round to the front of the barn, so she ran through the overgrown field to the hedgerow. It was about fifty feet, she thought. Maybe there would be a road close by, but it was thick and overgrown like everything else here. Still, if she followed it towards the house, she could connect with the road there. 

Keeping low, she looked over to the barn and saw the man had either walked in or around it, but he was gone from her sight. Had she escaped him? It looked like it.

She was coming up on the house now, up to what looked like an old car park. Then she stopped. What if he had doubled back to the house and was waiting for her?

She couldn't see the main road from here. Maybe it was a ways down from here. Looking round, she didn't see the man. Could he see her? She doubted he would be watching her.

Then she saw it. Her boyfriend's car. She sprinted across the car park. Please God, don't tell me it was him who...

A man stepped round the corner of the house and she screamed.

'Charlene! It's me!'

She cried and threw herself into his arms. His eyes had gone wide at the sight of the blood on her. 'Are you alright? What happened?'

'How did you know where to come?'

'You sent me a text, remember. Meet me at this address. It's for sale and you'll love it. So I came. What happened to you? Did the estate agent attack you or something?'

'I didn't tell you to come here. He must have sent the text.' She searched her pocket for her phone but couldn't find it. 'He must have it.'

'We need to get you out of here. I'll call the pol-' But his words were cut off as a gloved fist connected with his face and he fell over, sprawling on his back.

Charlene screamed and jumped back. 

Straight into the arms of the man with the hammer.

The other man roughly grabbed the boyfriend and hauled him to his feet, careful not to get the blood from the bleeding nose on himself. 

A third man stepped into view. They were all dressed the same; black trousers, black sweaters, overcoats and ski masks. 

The man holding Charlene's boyfriend was the one in charge. 'Take them to the usual place. Keep them with the others.' He pushed the boyfriend into Charlene and his bloody nose smeared blood onto her shirt, knocking her shoulder. She let out a yell.

Hammer lessened his grip on her and she pushed him aside. The boyfriend pushed at Hammer man and Hammer stumbled. He turned and pushed aside the man who had punched him. The third man dived at him, trying for a tackle, but missed. He rolled and got to his feet.

The boyfriend ran, taking his car keys out of his jacket pocket.

He got his car door open and turned, expecting them to be running after him, but the three men were standing looking at him.

Charlene was crying and wriggling, screaming his name, begging him to come and get her, but she couldn't get away from the two men holding her.

The man who had punched him stepped forward. 'Swap. You for her. We'll let her go if you come here.'

He stood and looked at them. Looked at Charlene's face, begging him to help her.

'No?' the man said as he saw the boyfriend hesitate. 'If you leave and call the police, remember one thing; your blood is on her.' 

A fear like he had never felt before, coursed through his body. He jumped into the car and started it, flooring it. As the car shot down the driveway towards the main road, he realised two things; not only did he know the man who was going to kill Charlene, but the killer knew him. And now if he went to the cops, there would only be one outcome.

The man's warning rang in his ears as he drove away fast:

We have your DNA, Barry.


CHAPTER 1




'I thought you were dead.'

Frank Miller stood looking at the man in front of him, his eyes locking onto the deep scar that ran across his forehead.

Michael Molloy, in the flesh.

Robert Molloy, Michael's father, poured himself a drink. He turned to Miller.

'I'm sorry we're not throwing a party, Detective, but Michael's had a rough time of it lately.' He swallowed some of his drink.

Miller looked away from Robert, back to the man they were telling him was back from the dead. His eyes probed Michael's face, looking for something that would definitely say this wasn't Molloy junior, but if he was a double, then he was damn good.

'I almost died that night, Miller,' Michael said.

'Well, you sound just like the old, arrogant bastard Michael Molloy, I'll give you that.'

Robert walked across with a second glass and handed it to Miller. Clinked glasses. Miller drank some, feeling the whisky roll down his gullet, counteracting the shakes he felt coming on.

Michael fucking Molloy. He looked like Michael, spoke like Michael and certainly had the attitude Michael had. How the fuck could Michael Molloy be alive? Miller himself had watched the coffin being lowered into the ground.

'I saw you lying on that gurney in the mortuary. Your blood was checked for DNA, and it came back as yours.'

'That was my blood alright.' Michael sat down behind his desk in front of the window in his office.

'Sit down, Frank,' Robert said. 'Please.'

Miller looked at him before settling into a leather armchair. Robert sat on a settee on the other side of the room and Miller felt like he was in a movie, waiting to see who would pull a gun first.

Outside, the festival crowds were bustling along George Street. The darkness was just beginning to settle over the city, bringing with it a different kind of amusement for the tourists. Edinburgh was pregnant with visitors from all over the world, and some residents were prepared to part them from their money, either legally or through more heinous methods.

'I'm sure this is confusing for you, Miller, 'Michael said, 'but try and keep up.'

Robert looked across at his son, no amused look on his face. 'It's Detective Miller, or Frank if you have to, so show some fucking respect.' He looked at Miller. 'Please excuse my son's lack of manners. Apparently having a run-in with a crazed serial killer did nothing to improve his personality.'

Miller sipped more of the whisky, wondering whether he was dreaming or not. 'Let's start at the beginning,' he said.

Robert smiled. Looked at his watch. 'That's a good idea. We have an appointment with Norma Banks in the morning, so I want to get an early night. We don't want to oversleep and keep the Procurator Fiscal waiting.' He looked over at his son again. 'Do we, Michael?'

'I couldn't care fucking less. It's you who made the appointment.'

Miller put his glass down on a side table, feeling anger kick in, and he was worried that the alcohol would accelerate it. 'I can see the axe went in deep, Michael. Maybe not deep enough to knock some sense into you.'

Michael Molloy laughed and stood up. 'You might be right there, Detective Miller. Certainly, some people wished it had cut my fucking head clean off.' He turned to look down at the revellers below. Across the road was The George Hotel, a grand establishment that Michael wished he owned. 

Robert finished his drink and got up to refresh his glass. 'You know, I hear things, Frank. A man in my position has to keep his ear to the ground.' He turned to face Miller. 'I heard a crew from Glasgow were going to move here and take all of this from me.' One hand held a glass while the other swept expansively around the room.

Michael turned back to the room. 'Over my dead body. If you'll pardon the phrase.' There was a smile now, but it was full of menace, as if he was trying to send a message to Miller about how hard he was.

Miller was unfazed. He'd stood toe-to-toe with Michael Molloy many times.

Robert sat back down on the couch. 'Detective Miller is here because we invited him, but I'm sure he has better things to do at nine o'clock on a Monday night. Like get back to his girlfriend and her little girl.'

'Alright, alright.' Michael sat on the edge of the desk, facing both men. 'This is for you, Detective, as my father knows what happened.'

Michael's mind slipped back to that night.




****




Michael Molloy had had a few close calls in his life, but the night he almost died was as close a call as he was going to get without going to meet his maker.

Six months ago, on a winter's night in his dark living room, he had literally stared death in the face when a serial killer had brought an axe down on his head.

Lying helpless underneath his assailant, he watched as the axe came through the air towards his face. He turned away at the last minute, which saved his life. The gleaming metal glanced off his skull before being buried in the hardwood floor.

Michael screamed in pain and thought his would-be killer wouldn't miss a second time. He was pinned underneath and struggled as the axe was pulled at, but the lethal weapon wouldn't budge.

His head felt as if it had split in two and blood poured down the left side of his face.

Then the sound of another voice.

'Fuckin' panel's busted,' he heard, then the sound of a roar, and the weight was suddenly off him.

Blood kept pouring down his face, covering his left eye, and out of his right eye, he saw two figures flailing around on the floor in the dark.

Then he made it through to the kitchen, down to the basement and into the safe room. Which had a steel door, its own power source; separate from the main fuse box. And its own landline.

He called a number and waited until they picked up at the other end.

'It's me. Raymond Cross is here. I'm fucking hurt. Get a team round here and make sure they're fucking tooled up. And get Dr. Patel here before I bleed to death.'




****




It had been a long time since Miller had been out for a really good drinking session with his mates, and truth be told, he didn't really miss it. His life had changed beyond all recognition when his girlfriend and her young daughter moved in. Robert had been right; Miller had better things to do with his time, which now included helping little Emma with her homework and settling down to watch some TV with Kim when her daughter was in bed.

Miller's father, Jack, still lived with them, but now he had his own girlfriend, who just happened to live along the hall from them, and he was out a lot of the time. Miller was about to turn thirty in a month and when he married Carol, he thought by this point, he'd be sitting watching TV with her while their own child was in bed. He thought only old men became widowers, but that was exactly what he had become in his twenties. 

Now, this was the closest he'd been to a good drink in a while. Robert Molloy's whisky was good stuff, which was just as well, since it was helping take the edge off this nightmare.

It was getting cooler in the office now Robert had opened a window, and the sounds of the night traffic filtered its way in; the inimitable squeal of a taxi's brakes; the rumble of a bus's engine as it pulled away from the stop below; laughter from a crowd of revellers. All normal sounds of Edinburgh in the summer. This, however, was not normal.

'So, this person you called: who was it?' His mouth was starting to feel dry so he lubricated it before putting the glass down.

Michael stood up from his sitting position on the edge of the desk and walked back round to his chair and plonked himself back down into it.

'Greg Sampson.'

 Sampson was one of Michael's right-hand men. 'Oh, yes. A man with inscrutable morals. I thought you said he couldn't find his own arse without a GPS?'

'He might not be the next Stephen Hawking, but he can fight like fuck. And he's not as dumb as you make out, Detective.'

'What my son means, Frank, is Greg can be counted on when the going gets tough. He's street smart.'

I know people who could make him look like he's been put through a mincer, Miller thought, but kept it to himself.

'Mock if you like,' Michael said, 'but he saved my life that night.' He steepled his fingers. 'There are monitors in the safe room, and I watched my bodyguard being beaten to death by Cross. I won't dignify that fucker by saying their real name.'

'Why didn't you try and stop Cross?' Miller said. It seemed strange to him too, using the name Cross when they all knew the real identity of Michael Molloy's attacker.

'Apart from the fact I thought my fucking skull had been split in two, you mean? I would have been killed there and then. No doubt about that. As it was, I watched one of my men being butchered.' Michael took a deep breath.

Miller had never seen Michael Molloy emotional before and doubted he'd ever see it again, but the man's voice cracked just a little bit as he relived that night. He suddenly wished Robert Molloy were a friend of his so he could just kick back and get wired into the whisky. Drink the smooth liquid until he no longer cared whose company he was in.

'Then Sampson arrived. What next?' He eyed the glass he'd put down on the table. Fuck it. He picked it up again. Took a sip. Jesus, this tastes good. He could understand why so many cops became alcoholics.   

'Sampson and a whole crew,' Robert said, getting up from the couch and walking over to the drinks cabinet. Michael shot him a look, as if the dummy had spoken without the aid of the ventriloquist. 

'Go ahead, Son.'

Michael tilted his chair back and put his feet up on the desk. Back in control again. 'My man's face was a real mess. There were deep gashes and he was covered in blood. It was fucking awful, but that was the least of my worries. Blood was pishing down my own face, but the boys had brought doctor Patel along, a friend of ours.'

'And not his real name of course,' Miller said.

Robert walked back towards Miller with the whisky bottle and poured him another healthy measure. 'You have to understand that Norma Banks is getting the edited version of this conversation. And yes, Dr. Patel may not even be Indian. He's on my payroll and he'll stay that way, so he has to remain anonymous.'

'I feel honoured that you're sharing this with me. It makes me feel special.' Miller kept the sarcasm at just the right level, like pulling the pin on a hand grenade but keeping his thumb on the handle.

'Special fucking needs, more like,' Michael said, not quite under his breath.

Robert spun round to look at him. 'Enough. Finish the story, or I will.' He walked back to the cabinet, poured himself another drink and sat back down.

'As Frankie once said; Relax.' Michael took his feet off the desk. 'Patel did a quick assessment, and I needed stitches. Probably had a concussion too, but without me getting an MRI, he couldn't know for sure. Then Sampson wanted to transport the dead guy somewhere else.'

Probably the North Sea, Miller thought. 'But you had a better idea.'

'Give that man a lollipop. I suggested we dress him in my clothes, as he was roughly my size. They were already covered in blood, and so was he, so we dressed him in the things I'd been wearing. And we put my wallet in his pocket. I figured if it was reported that I was dead, then I'd be safe.'

Miller looked at his glass. Took a healthy chug of the whisky. He had never been much of a whisky drinker, but this double malt was good.

'Perhaps a chaser for that?' Robert said.

Michael nodded at Miller, encouraging him. 'We're all friends here.'

'We're family,' Robert said. 'Don't forget Frank's wife was my daughter.'

'Illegitimate daughter,' Michael said.

'She was still your sister, whether you like it or not.'

Miller still cringed inside when he thought about Robert Molloy being his father-in-law, although Carol was long dead before he found out his wife had been created by this man.

'Sure,' he said. 'A Bud would be good.'

Robert looked back to his son. 'A beer for our guest, if you would be so good.' He waited for his son to come back with something smart, but Michael merely stood up, walked over to a large, built-in fridge in the corner and took out some bottles. Robert topped up Miller's glass.

'Cheers,' Miller said, to both men, taking a pull from the bottle. Michael sat back behind the desk while his father sat down heavily on the couch.

'Right,' Miller said, 'you dress your friend. Then what?'

Michael drank some of his own beer. 'We knew we didn't have much time. I was taken to Patel's private clinic where he sewed me up. Then one of my boys suggested we try and have fake cuts put on my face and head, like they would do to an actor in a movie.'

'And you know somebody who could do just that,' Miller said, drinking more whisky.

Robert and Michael exchanged a look; That was a stupid question, Miller.

'You know I'm not going to go into details, but yes, we do,' Michael said. 'He's not in show business now, but rather keeps his hand in by working in a funeral director's. Not in Edinburgh, I might add, but close enough to get here quickly. He used his skills to make my face look suitably cut up.' He stared at Miller for a moment. 'You saw the result when you came to the mortuary with my father.'

Miller drank from the cold bottle and stared back. 'Yes I did.' He paused for a moment. 'I also came to your house with half of the Edinburgh Division and saw you lying dead on your living room floor.'

'You saw my man lying there. Poor bastard.'

'The pathologist took blood.'

'I know, but I had things arranged at the mortuary. My man had been opened up with his intestines put on top of him, but as you'll recall, I was lying under a sheet with only my face showing. And you could see the fake cuts, as if I'd just been cleaned up.'

Miller had a feeling in his gut now, as if the booze was mixing with a deluge of stomach acid. 'So who helped you in the mortuary? If it wasn't your cronies?'

Again the look between father and son.

'We had help down there,' Michael said. 'A couple of the staff offered their services. Helped me get ready for the identification.'

Miller felt anger stirring. 'You threatened them?'

'No, of course not,' Robert said.

'Bribed them, then?'

'No, not that either,' Michael said.

'Well, it had to be one or the other,' Miller said.

'You're on the wrong track, Frank,' Robert said. 'Top up?'

Miller finished the whisky and held out the glass. 'Why not?'

Robert got up and took it from him.

'It has to be something,' Miller said to the older man's back, finishing his beer.

'Another Bud, Frank?' Michael said, putting his own down on the desk.

'Sure.' Now Miller had both men serving him. They all raised their glasses. 'So, what are you keeping from me?'

'Nothing,' Michael said. 'Let's just say everybody has secrets, things they never want anybody else to find out. Even some of the mortuary staff have secrets.'

'Ah.' More Bud. 'Blackmail. I can see it now.'

'Good grief, Frank,' Robert said. He was sitting back down and had crossed one leg over the other. 'Blackmail is such a crude term. No, let me explain it this way; for example, by the time a politician gets into a position of power, MI5 has a file on him or her. They know everything there is to know about that person. So think of us as a little branch of MI5. We take the time to find out things about people.'

'What about the blood that was taken by the pathologist? How did you get round that?' Miller said to Michael.

'I had blood drawn by Patel and some of my men entered the lab at Liberton and swapped vials.'

Miller actually smiled. 'Clever. And nobody even knew that security had been bypassed.'

'Correct. And when the results came back, they showed that it really was me.'

'And your plan worked. You were safe but somebody else was dead.'

Robert looked grim and for the first time, Miller thought he saw a look of compassion on the man's face. 'Frank, that man worked for us, and as such, knew there were certain dangers attached to his condition of employment. He was married and I can assure you, his wife will be well looked after.'

Michael brought more beer out. Miller thought if he wasn't careful, this would turn into a sesh. He put the bottle down but still cradled the glass. Polished off the whisky as the two men watched him.

'Norma Banks will order an exhumation. That bloke will have to be buried in his own grave, and the council will bill you.'

'We understand there will be repercussions,' Robert said. There was no worry in his voice.

'Where did you hide out?' Miller asked.

'New York State. In the Hudson Valley,' Michael answered.

Miller stood up. 'Well, there's only one thing left for me to say.' He looked at Robert first, then at Michael. 'You're both under arrest.'

Michael looked at Miller in disbelief. Robert just smiled.

'I meant to say, thanks for the drinks.'

'Jesus,' Michael said, finishing his own drink.

'My son will need some work to restore his sense of humour, Frank.' Robert walked over to the door and opened it. 'Thank you for coming round. My driver will take you home.'

'Ha. I can see you haven't lost yours.'

'As you wish.'

Miller looked over at Michael. 'Jack won't believe you're still alive.'

'Tell him he's welcome in my bar anytime.' He stood up. 'I thought about renaming this place The Phoenix Club, but Peter Kay got there first.'

'Stay alive, Michael,' Miller said, walking out of the office and out of the club into the cool August night.


CHAPTER 2




Detective Superintendent Percy Purcell had three problems when he woke up: he was hung over; there was a German Shepherd pressing its cold nose against his face, and he thought it was Sunday.

'Gerrof,' he said, to the dog, pushing it away.

The dog barked and backed away. 

'Jesus, you'll wake Grandpa up.'

The dog ran out of the room and Purcell could hear his father with the dog. 

'No, I don't want to play,' Lou Purcell said, which made the dog bark louder. 'Are you going to get up, Percy? The dog's burstin'.'

Oh fuck. 'I have a lie in on a Sunday morning, you know that,' he shouted back.

'Well, I'm happy for you, but this is fucking Tuesday morning.'

Purcell was nothing if not prepared for any emergency, and this came under that heading. He leapt out of bed and pulled on his the house is on fire tracksuit trousers.

'Hurry up, Percy. If he pees on the living room rug, you'll be cleaning it up.'

'I'm coming.' He slipped his trainers on and laced them quickly, pulling a tee shirt on. August in Aberdeen was hardly the French Riviera, so he grabbed a sweater too. A few minutes later, he was in the living room.

The dog bounded towards him as it saw him coming.

'I don't know how you do it, going out on the lash on a week night,' Lou said, handing his son the leash he'd slipped on the dog.

'It's just like being a teenager again, living with you' Purcell said.

'Never mind your bloody cheek. What happened to respect between a man and his son?'

'I'm going to put you in a home, old man.'

'This is my bloody home. You said you needed somewhere to stay while you and Paula worked things out. You've been here for five weeks now. Is there any sign of her taking you back?'

Purcell took the dog down the hallway and opened the front door. 'I told you, we're working things out, but you know I have to go to Edinburgh, so I won't be talking to her for a wee while.'

'You've got a lot to learn about women, and here's you in your forties. It was different in my time.'

'Yeah, yeah, twice round the dance floor and then outside for a bit of how's your father.'

'Cheeky wee sod. We had some bloody respect for women. Not like nowadays when all you think about is-'

'I'm not listening anymore,' Purcell said, shutting the door behind him.

'Don't forget the milk,' his father shouted.

'I know,' Purcell shouted back.

'And my paper.'

Purcell walked his dog down the pathway and along to the park round the corner. It was ten minutes away, and he let the dog have a good run around before going to the convenience store for the morning paper and a carton of milk.

He liked taking his dog on long walks. It gave him time to think. About life, about work, about how to kill his wife. He laughed inwardly. He knew he would never get away with topping Paula, and God knows, he knew enough people who would do it for a packet of fags and a six-pack, but at the end of the day, all he could wish for is for her lawyer to leave him some dignity in the divorce settlement.

He knew that wasn't going to happen though; Paula had taken in her boyfriend, and now the two of them were shacked up in the house he had bought, using his bed and watching the cable TV that he paid for.

No, killing the hoor wasn't a good idea. He'd seen so many shows where the husband was the prime suspect, whether the poor bastard did it or not. Some American prosecutors were ruthless, and he knew if Paula died in suspicious circumstances, then he, Detective Superintendent Percy Purcell of Police Scotland – and future Chief Constable, thank you very fucking much – would be fitted up for it. There were plenty of stuck-up bastards who had it in for him, and who would quite happily dance on his grave should he find himself in the unfortunate position of being life extinct.

His wife had called him a dumb twat when she booted him out, and he had shouted at her that he must be fucking dumb to transfer all the way up to Aberdeen from Edinburgh just for a woman, but she had already slammed the door in his face by then.

Well, she had the TV, the car, the house and had smashed his prized Lego Millennium Falcon, but he was fucked if he was going to hand over Bear. The dog was his, and he was going to stay that way. Keeping the dog would have been more satisfying if she hadn't called the Shepherd a walking mange bag.

His father was always asking when he and his wife were going to make up, and Purcell always had an answer, but sooner or later, he was going to have to tell the old man the truth. Paula was being satisfied by another man.

Well, maybe he couldn't kill his wife, but he could certainly come up with something against the boyfriend. Some of Purcell's friends were doing under-the-table background checks on the guy, and if they didn't come up with anything, then he, Purcell, would have to get inventive. There had to be something though. He'd yet to meet an honest accountant.

Purcell came back out of the small corner store. Carrying the milk and the paper in a cheap carrier bag. 'You're not a mange bag, are you, Bear? No, you're daddy's big boy.' He gave the dog a treat and untied him from the drainpipe. Started walking back home. To his father.

Christ. Forty fucking two and living with his father. He tried not to think of it. If anybody asked him, he said he was living in the swanky new flats in Rubislaw, just him and his dog. 

'Are you going to miss your daddy when he's away, Bear?' He rubbed the dog's head between the ears and the dog briefly wagged his tail in reply. 'That's one thing about dogs, isn't it fella? You're always loyal.'

Purcell crossed the road to his father's house. He loved his old man, maybe not as much as his dog, but it was neck-and-neck, and he would miss Lou if he popped his clogs, sure, but his dog was the one who had stuck by him. Lou had his back too, and would do anything to protect his son, and Purcell liked that. He and his dad went at it sometimes, especially after the booze was flowing and Percy would start giving it yahoo with how he would run Police Scotland, but for the most part, they had a good relationship. But he loved Bear the most.

As he walked towards his house, he saw another car parked in the small car park Lou had turned his front garden into. 

Purcell felt his pulse quicken. Suzie was here. DS Suzie Campbell, Police Scotland. His partner for his trip to Edinburgh.

He went in with the dog and milk. Handed the paper to his father, who wasn't all that fussy what rag he read in the morning, as long as there were cartoons and a TV guide in it.

Lou had made the coffee and he and Suzie were gassing in the kitchen, waiting for the milk.

'Morning, Sergeant,' Purcell said.

'Morning, sir.' Suzie smiled at him as he took the milk out of the flimsy carrier bag. 'You look rough.'

'Don't you start. I've already had an earful from Shagger McGee this morning.' He opened the carton and poured milk into the three coffees as Lou fed Bear.

'That's enough of that,' Lou said, putting the dog food bowl on the floor. 'I've told you Elizabeth and I are just friends.'

'You don't have to be coy in front of DS Campbell, Dad. She already knows your reputation.'

'Shut up. Get your mind out of the bloody gutter.' He picked up his mug of coffee, tucked the paper under his arm and left the kitchen.

'I think there was a cliff hanger on Thomas the Tank Engine the other day and he missed it. I can't think of any other reason he would be angry.'

'Me neither,' Suzie said, rolling her eyes and sitting down at the small kitchen table with her coffee. 'However, we have a few things to go over before we head to Edinburgh.'

'Let's save it for the car. I need some caffeine and a shower. In that order.'







Traffic was heavy on the A90 as Asda slid by on their right and they crossed over the River Dee. Purcell couldn't imagine stacking shelves for a living. Nothing wrong with it, but he felt that the poor sods in there weren't paid enough to put up with all the shit from the reprobates who shopped there. 

'You happy with your work, Sooz?'

She looked at him before answering. 'Of course I am. I couldn't imagine doing anything other than police work. What about you?'

'I'm older than you, and had a lot more experience, so I've seen my fair share of shite, but yes, I enjoy what I'm doing. Especially going on trips like this.'

Suzie indicated and floored the Vauxhall Insignia and overtook a lorry belching out diesel fumes. 'I'm glad you picked me to accompany you on this one.'

'Are you kidding me? Who else am I going to pick? Pee Wee Johnson? He's scared of his own shadow. Not like you; tough, smart and able to look after yourself.'

'And able to drive you around when your still pished in the morning.'

'That too,' Purcell said, ratcheting the seat back a few notches.

'So tell me more about this case,' she said, flooring the car. It was only a two and a half hour drive to Edinburgh, but they would swing west and stop for a bite to eat in Perth, when Percy had had a chance to sober up properly.

Purcell gritted his teeth for a moment, and stared through the windscreen, not at the road ahead but at some nefarious situation from his past.

'I told you the basics. You read the file. Inspector logs prison visits at times other than when on duty. That's the official line of the enquiry, and when I saw that, I was more than happy to jump on board. What nobody sees is what I read between the lines.'

'What does that even mean, Percy?'

'It means Inspector Matt Spencer and I go back a long way. We have history, Sooz, and it's not very pretty. He's a lying, cheating, conniving scumbag, who got away with something a long time ago. I almost caught him, but he slipped through the net. God knows how, but he did. I've never forgotten that man. We both worked for Lothian & Borders at the time, and he was a detective constable, and I was a detective inspector.'

Suzie looked over and saw that a line of sweat had formed on Purcell's forehead, and for a moment, she thought he was going to have a heart attack. She switched the radio on. Big Country were playing. In A Big Country. It was a brilliant tune, but Suzie didn't want a band that would rev up Purcell any more than he was already. She changed station.

Purcell reached over and changed it back. 'Deary me, Sooz. You'll be slagging off Slow Hand next.'

'I thought you might want your heart rate to come down a bit. Stuart Adamson's vocals might get you pumped up.'

'Hold that thought for later.' He smiled at her and turned the volume down a bit. 'If you don't mind, I want to close my eyes for a little bit.'

'You want to sober up, you mean.'

'Sure, put a negative spin on it.' He closed his eyes. 'When you get to Dundee, head west and when you get to Perth, I'll buy you a coffee.'

She laughed. 'Last of the big spenders.'

But Purcell wasn't listening. He was thinking back ten years, when a cocky young detective constable had barely held on to a dark secret.

Then again, they all had secrets, even him.

Percy Purcell's secret was sitting next to him, driving the car.


CHAPTER 3




'Jesus, I wish I hadn't had that fry up for breakfast,' DS Andy Watt said, as Frank Miller pulled the car in behind the funeral director's van.

'You haven't seen anything yet, Andy,' Miller said, turning off the engine.

'I'm picturing it in my mind, boss,' the older detective said.

'I thought a hardened copper like you would be impervious to the smell of rotting corpses that are lying in a commercial bin.'

'Not this early in the morning.'

They walked past the black van towards an area cordoned off by the edge of the docks, on the corner of Tower Place and Ocean Drive.

'Somebody was having a laugh when they named this place Ocean Drive,' Watt said. 'For me, the name conjures up images of Palm trees and bikini-clad women, not the smell of sewage.'

'This is an up and coming neighbourhood now, Andy.'

'Not arguing with that, just saying despite its pretensions, Leith doesn't quite match Miami for glitz and glamour.'

'Oh, I don't know,' Kim said, 'there's a bingo hall just across the way.' She was standing near the bin when the two detectives walked up to her.

'Pink and blue neon lights versus pink and blue rinsed hair. No contest really, is there?'

DCI Paddy Gibb was standing beside a forensics van, which was parked outside an office building that had once belonged to the Port Authority. Had it been set in its own grounds somewhere in the country, the building could have passed for a small mansion. Now it was a lawyer's office.

'It's a nasty one,' Gibb said. A cigarette already in his mouth.

'No smoking at a crime scene,' DI Maggie Parks, head of forensics, said to him as she finished pulling on her white forensics suit.

'It's not smoking unless it's lit. And it's sir to you.'

'I'm assuming that's the crew who found the body?' Miller said, nodding towards the refuse collectors who were standing around their truck, which was stopped almost on top of the mini roundabout. A patrol car with its blue flashers going, sat in front of the rubbish truck, preventing its departure, should the driver decide to make a run for it.

'It is indeed,' Gibb said, taking the cigarette out and putting it back into the packet. This is just a stay of execution, you little bastards, he thought, putting the packet away.

'Any chance they're involved?'

'We're not ruling it out, but I'd say not.'

'Weirder things have happened,' Kim said. 'However, when you see the state of the deceased, I'd say probably not.'

'This is their usual run,' Gibb said. 

Miller walked over to where two large, communal-style bins sat behind a small fence at the side of the building. Kate Murphy, one of the city's pathologists, was standing in the open one. 

'Morning, Frank,' she said to Miller. 'Hope you've had your breakfast, Sergeant Watt.'

'Morning, Kate,' Miller said, pulling on a pair of nitrile gloves.

'I have,' Watt answered, 'but I have a feeling I'll be skipping lunch.'

Miller looked in, with Watt standing next to him.

'Jesus,' Miller said, turning to look at Watt. 'I'm glad I just had coffee and toast this morning.' The stench of rotting rubbish and death hit them.

The body of a man lay on top of the garbage bags. Other bags were sitting outside the bin. His face was deathly white, as if all the blood had drained out of the stab wound in his midriff. His shirt was covered in dried blood, but this wasn't what everybody was staring at.

She lifted up his right hand. Three of the fingers were missing.

'He was tortured,' Miller said, matter-of-factly.

'Seems that way. They were cut off and cauterised.' She carefully stepped to one side and bent down, pulling at the front of the man's trousers. They all saw his penis had been cut off.

'Jesus fuck,' Watt said.

'It looks as if it was post mortem,' said Kate. She turned to Miller. 'No blood.'

'That's the last time I'm having a hot dog, I swear to Christ,' Watt said.

Kate tidied the corpse up again, giving him the dignity in death that he hadn't been given in life. 'This looks like somebody was angry with him, cut off his fingers, then stabbed him to death. Then stitched his lips up and cut his penis off.'

'I've known blokes who have shown rage before, but this is way above anything I've ever seen,' Watt said.

'Me, too,' Miller agreed. He looked at Gibb. 'Any ID on him?'

'A wallet.' Gibb nodded to Maggie.

'I've bagged it,' Maggie Parks said, 'but the driving license has the name Geddes Fyfe on it.'

Miller was silent for a moment. 'Geddes Fyfe? You sure?'

'I am.'

'Looks to me he wasn't killed here, or the inside would be spattered,' Kate said. 'And before you ask,' she looked at her watch, 'I'd say about twelve hours ago. Between ten last night and ten this morning.'

'Do you know him, Frank?' Gibb asked.

'Yes. I need to go and speak to his boss.'

'He's at home. He's going in late today, his staff said. That's where he lives.' He nodded to the block opposite.

Miller turned away from the bin to look at the block of new flats opposite the offices. 'I know. Top floor. I've been there before.'




Miller had a history with Richard Sullivan going back a few years. He'd started off hating the lawyer, but for reasons he had explained to Kim, he and Sullivan were now on good terms, if not quite drinking buddies. 

The inside of Sullivan's building was cool as he and Kim rode the lift up to the penthouse level. 

'This is going to be interesting,' Kim said, as the lift came to a halt.

'It is that.' Miller loosened his tie as they approached Sullivan's door. He kept his hand near his baton, just in case. Too many police officers were dead because they thought it couldn't happen to them. He rang the doorbell.

Richard Sullivan's live-in girlfriend, Tai Lopez, answered and smiled when she saw who it was.

'Frank. Kim. Popped round for a coffee?' She stood back and indicated for them to come in.

Miller could always detect the hint of her Columbian accent, even though she'd lived most of her life in Scotland.

'This isn't a social call, Tai,' Miller said, as they stepped into the hallway.

Tai's face dropped the smile. 'Oh. Richard's upstairs in the living room. I'm assuming you're here to see him?'

'We are. Lead the way, please.'

She took them upstairs. The ground level held the bedrooms and a bathroom, whereas the kitchen and living room were on the upper level.

'Detective Miller,' Richard Sullivan said, standing up and muting the TV. 'How are things?'

'I'm not here socially, Mr. Sullivan,' Miller said.

'Mister? I'm not going to be arrested, am I?'

'That depends.'

'Jesus, now you're worrying me, Frank. Take a seat. Would you like coffee?' He looked first at Miller then at Kim.

'I have some bad news, I'm afraid.'

'Go ahead.'

'Your associate, Geddes Fyfe, has just been found murdered.'

Sullivan looked at Miller in disbelief. 'What? Geddes? Are you sure?'

'We're sure. His driving license was on him, and I also recognised him.'

'Fuck me. What happened? How did he die?'

'You know I can't reveal that at this stage of the game.'

'Where was he killed?'

'We're not sure, but he was put in one of the big industrial bins at the side of your office.'

'What? Somebody killed him and threw him away in the rubbish?' Sullivan sat down, shaking his head.

Tai walked over to him with a small glass of whisky. 'Here, take this, it'll help calm your nerves.'

Sullivan took it and thanked her. 'I can't believe it. He was a right wee bastard at times, but he was my friend.'

Miller had interviewed hundreds of suspects over the years, and a police officer gets a feeling when somebody is lying to him, and he wasn't getting this vibe from Sullivan. It wasn't an exact science though.

'Do you know anybody who would want to harm Mr. Fyfe?' Miller asked.

'Quite a few, actually. He was my investigator, and he made a lot of people unhappy. You know I represent celebrities when they get themselves into trouble, and that pays handsomely. Many people feel their nose is out of joint when somebody gets off lightly, or they have to pay money out in a lawsuit. Plus Geddes was a fighter. Always one for finding trouble, or letting trouble find him.'

'Why did you keep him around if he was so much trouble?' Kim asked.

Sullivan smiled, but there was no humour there. 'Because he was bloody good at what he did.'

'Do you have the names of any people who would go so far as to murder him?' Miller was thinking some kind of gang hit, considering Fyfe's mouth had been sewn shut, and briefly wondered if Tai knew of that being a message to somebody who was wanting to talk.

'No. He wasn't long out of prison.'

Miller perked up. 'What was he inside for?'

'Nothing much. Being a nuisance. He was at a demonstration for something or other, and he smacked one of you lot. He got three months. He only got out last week.'

Miller took out a notebook and made a note.

'Was he back working for you?'

'Yes.'

'Was he working on any case in particular?' Kim asked.

'No, nothing in particular. I have a big case coming up, so I told him to kick back for a little while as he's going to be busy soon.'

'We'll have to figure out where he was murdered. There's no sign of a disturbance in your office, and we haven't told any of your staff it's Fyfe, but they know a body was found in the bin. Any next of kin?'

'No. He doesn't have any family.'

'No offence, and you know I have to ask this, but where were you between ten o'clock last night and ten o'clock this morning?' Miller braced himself for the outburst of profanity and denial, but it didn't come.

'Tai and I were here all last night. We had dinner in, watched some TV, had a few drinks then headed off to bed early. We got up around eight this morning. My manager knows I was planning to come in late, as I wanted to make some phone calls, which I did. I was planning to go into my office this afternoon after lunch.'

'His driving license said he lived here.'

'He did. He lost his own flat just before he went to prison, so I let him have the spare room until he got a new place.'

Miller put his notebook away and stood, followed by Kim. 'I'll want to talk to you again, no doubt. And I'm sorry for the loss of your friend.'

'You know where to find us,' Tai said.

She showed them out and they rode the lift down to ground level again, stepping out into the warmth. 

'Do you think he could have anything to do with it?' Kim asked.

'No. Sullivan was a slimy bastard a long time ago, but everybody can change. Do you think he did?

'No. My dad's known him a long time, which means nothing of course, but unless they got into some kind of altercation, I would think he didn't do it.'

'The stitching of the mouth brings this to a whole new level.'

'Fyfe certainly pissed off somebody, and this person taught him a lesson.'

'Or maybe the message was for Sullivan,' Miller said. 'Kill Fyfe and dump him at Sullivan's office. Either way this could blow up very quickly.'

Gibb walked over to Miller and Kim when he saw them coming, looking like a dog that might get a bone.

'Let the fun begin,' Miller said.


CHAPTER 4




Percy Purcell was starting to feel more alive as Suzie stopped the car in front of the Radisson Blu hotel in the High Street in Edinburgh city centre.

'This is certainly posh,' she said, taking in the exterior. Sand-coloured, it looked as if it could have been built at the same time as the castle just minutes away at the top of the Royal Mile.

'We have a lot of hard work to do,' Purcell said, 'and we're not slumming it. This is a major enquiry, so I told Chief Superintendent Tightwad we would be working every waking minute, and we needed a decent place to stay.'

Suzie looked puzzled. 'And he went for it? Just like that? I've never known him to approve something like this before.'

'We go way back, and when you like to have a wee drink like he does, sometimes indiscretions get mentioned. Let's just say, I'm his best friend.'

They got out of the car into the warm August air. The coffee and bacon rolls they had stopped for in Perth, on the way down, had hit the spot. Now it was almost lunchtime, and Purcell had an expense account burning a hole in his pocket.

Tourists walked up and down The Royal Mile like an invading army. Taxis were busy, not staying long on the rank in front of the hotel. The sound of Bagpipe music hit their ears from a busker further up.

Purcell stretched his arms and opened the boot of the car as a concierge came across to them. He knew he wasn't dressed like the sort of guest they were used to, with his shirt un-tucked from his jeans, but he had his dress uniform with him for the interview.

He took some money out along with his warrant card. 'We're booked in here on police business, son,' he said, daring the man to ask him to get that heap of shite away from the posh cars, but the young concierge just smiled and took the offered handshake that was holding the cash.

'Welcome to Edinburgh, sir, madam. Is this your first time?'

'No, son, I used to live here.'

'Very good. If you'll follow me.'

'You said you would fill in all the details,' she said, her smile dropping. 'I want to hear the unofficial version of Matt Spencer's story.'

'Wait until we're upstairs. I made sure one of the rooms has a desk and a settee so we can work.'

'You mean a suite.'

'That's exactly what I mean, yes, but it's a business suite in the turret. Commander Tightwad nearly had a coronary when he found out how much this was going to cost, but I told him it was booked when we started to put this operation together months ago, and we got the cheaper rate. There are no rooms available now. All the festival crowd are here, albeit the moneyed ones. That staved off his coronary for a wee while.'

He looked at the front of the hotel; built to look like a 16th century tenement. The corner of the building was a turret, bordering the High Street with Niddry Street.

'We have one of those rooms,' he said to Suzie, nodding to the turret. 'Business Suite.'

'We, Percy?' There was a sly look on her face. 'I thought we had two rooms?'

'That's what's known as splitting hairs.'

'Let's go and see where we'll be working,' she said, locking the car and following the concierge.




The City Mortuary was literally a stone's throw from the Radisson. If you jumped on a skateboard and rode it all the way down to the bottom of Niddry Street, you could see the mortuary from the bottom.

Which is where Frank Miller was at that moment. 

'Kate's doing the post mortem with Leo Chester,' Jake Dagger, the other pathologist, told him.

Two of the mortuary assistants, Gus Weaver and Natalie Strozewski – known as Sticks to her friends – were cleaning up the receiving area.

Miller looked at the girl for a moment. 'Sticks? Would you mind if I have a word with Dr. Dagger and Mr. Weaver alone for a moment?'

She smiled at him. 'Not at all. I'll go upstairs and have my tea break.'

'Thank you.' He liked her Polish accent, and had told Kim about her nickname and that she played drums in a band.

He waited until she left the area before glaring at the two men, who gave each other an oh fuck look. 'Gentlemen, let's step into Kate Murphy's office for a moment.' He strode over to where the office was located and waited until the other two joined him before shutting the door.

'What's wrong, Frank?' Dagger asked.

'Do you know who I was talking to last night?'

'No, but if you hum it-' Weaver started to say, but Dagger shook his head.

'I hope you maintain your sense of humour in Saughton when your boyfriend has your face shoved into your pillow,' Miller said, and Weaver's smile left him. Miller looked at Dagger. 'You two bastards know who I'm talking about.'

Both men stood silently, not wanting to admit anything.

Miller took a deep breath and let it out. 'Michael Molloy. I was talking to Michael Molloy last night. Seems like he's not fucking dead at all. And guess what he told me?'

'Look, Frank, it's not what it seems,' Dagger said, his face turning red. 

'Yes, Frank, you don't know what happened the night he was attacked,' Weaver said. 'We had no choice.'

Miller turned to look at him. 'He didn't tell me who helped him out down here, but thanks for admitting your guilt.'

'What?' Oh well done, Gus,' Dagger said.

'You let it slip first.'

'Why did you bring us in here?' Dagger asked.

'It's not fucking rocket science. You two prepared him for viewing.' He looked at Dagger again, feeling the walls of the small office moving in on him. Why the hell didn't this little room have air conditioning?

Miller walked over to Kate's chair and sat down. 'I should fucking arrest both of you right now, and God knows, it might come to that after the Molloys have had their meeting with Norma Banks this morning.'

'Wait. What?' Weaver said.

'That's right, Gus; that pair of reprobates are already there, talking their way out of it, and she'll be wanting to know who helped them.'

'Fuck me,' Dagger said.

'I wouldn't be saying that too loud to your cellmate, Jake.'

'Don't even joke about that.'

'Who says I'm fucking joking? You've both put me in a hell of a position.'

Dagger looked at Weaver, then back at Miller. 'Norma is Kim's mother, and since Kim is your girlfriend, maybe you could ask for leniency.'

'Really, Jake? Now why would I want to do that? Just what exactly do I owe you that would make me want to help you?'

'You're right, Frank; you owe me and Gus nothing. Sorry I asked.'

Miller rubbed his eyes for a moment. 'However, despite the fact you're a pair of bastards, I still like you. I've met worse public servants. So, here's what's going to happen; you're going to tell me just what hold Robert Molloy has on you, and maybe, just maybe, I'll have a word with Norma Banks.'

'Had,' Dagger said. 'He had a hold on us. Not now. He wiped the slate clean.'

'You think so?'

Weaver nodded. 'Yes, we think so, Frank.' He was older than both men, and was looking forward to retiring, but he saw his pension floating out the window.

'So start talking, gentlemen.'

'You're enjoying this, aren't you?' Dagger said, with resignation in his voice.

'You can't even imagine how much.'

Dagger puffed out his cheeks for a moment, as if he was buying time, and looked at Weaver again, who nodded. 'Well, Gus and I like a wee wager on the horses now and again, nothing serious, but we also like to play poker. So, Robert Molloy has a poker club where you can play in private. I was invited along one day. I can't remember how the hell I got to be in a position where Molloy would invite me, but he did. I won some money. Had a good time. I mentioned that Gus liked a wee play as well, and he was invited along. All was fine and dandy until-'

'You started losing,' Miller interrupted. 

Weaver nodded, and stood silently while Dagger carried on. 'When he came to us that night, he offered to wipe the slate clean, or he could make a call to Leo Chester about our illegal gambling. I don't see how it's illegal, but you know, I suppose the tax man might look on it differently.'

'Not to mention the hoors,' Weaver said.

'Well, thanks, Gus, I wasn't going to mention that.' Dagger looked at Miller. 'They were around, real high class ladies, but I didn't want to get involved. My girlfriend wouldn't have liked that one little bit, and that's where Molloy had me; he said he might be doing a public service by calling a girl at the Edinburgh Evening Post and letting slip that the staff at the mortuary were partaking in some dubious pastimes.'

'He threatened you, in other words?'

'Not in so many words. He offered us a deal; he would wipe the slate clean on our gambling debts. We didn't have to set foot in his establishment again if we didn't want to, or we could go back. Our choice, but whatever we wanted, we would owe him nothing. All in return for a small favour.'

'To make his son look dead,' Weaver added.

'Yes, I think he got that, Gus,' Dagger said.

Miller leant his head back and moved it side to side, as if his neck had stiffened. Then looked forward. 'I can understand your predicament; take Molloy's very generous offer, or maybe have your life turned upside down.'

'At the very least.'

Miller stood up. 'I'm not going to arrest you just now. But, to be honest, Norma Banks might send us back here in force, just for show. Lights flashing, sirens blaring, a dozen or so uniforms rushing in here while the Post sends down a photographer after the tip-off.'

'Jesus, then we really are fucked,' Weaver said.

'However, I've known you two for a long time now, and you treated my Carol decently, so I'm going to do my best to get Kim to have a word with her mother and see if any charges can be side-lined. Norma and Leo are good friends, and I'm sure if anybody's going to get the bullet, then Norma Banks will be the one to keep him from pulling the trigger.' He stood up. 'Before I go; is there anything else you two are keeping from me?'

'Gus smokes weed,' Dagger said.

'What?' Weaver said, his face flushing. 'Fuck you. I've never smoked that stuff in my life.'

'Steady, Gus, I'm just kidding,' Dagger said.

'This is not the time for levity,' Miller said.

'No, you're right. Sorry.'

'Right, I have to go and see Kate. I hope I'll see you around later if you still have a job.'

He walked upstairs, keeping the smile to himself. He figured earlier it had to be something to do with gambling, as he'd often heard the two men talk about the horses. He knew Molloy had a little gambling club on his boat, his floating restaurant down in Leith. Nobody bothered about it as police resources were stretched like an elastic band as it was, without trying to close something like the Blue Martini.

He reached the Post Mortem suite and walked into the viewing area. Kate Murphy and Leo Chester looked up and Chester waved him in.

At least Geddes Fyfe wasn't faking his own death, Miller thought, walking through the door to join what the other staff called The Cutting Crew.


CHAPTER 5




Percy Purcell stood looking out the window in the turret section of their suite. There was a small dining table, white, simple but elegant. Like the whole room. But he wasn't concentrating on the décor. Instead, he was watching life go by below; tourists walking up and down a street that had been there for hundreds of years, the basic backbone unchanged for centuries.

Suzie came up behind him and wrapped her arms round him. Squeezed him tight. 'You know something?' she said.

He turned round to face her. 'What?'

'I wouldn't rather be anywhere else in the world right now.'

He put his arms around her waist. 'Oh, I don't know; a beach in the Caribbean would be nice.'

'No it wouldn't. You're here because you have something on Matt Spencer, and you wouldn't be getting this chance if you were getting your arse burned in Aruba.'

'How very perceptive, young Sergeant Campbell. You may put in for promotion. After the test tonight of course.'

'And what test would that be?'

'A manual dexterity test.' He kissed her gently on the lips, but then let her go. "I said I'd tell you about Matt Spencer so let's sit down on the couch and I'll tell you why it's so important that I get him this time round.'

'What did he do that was so bad?'

Purcell looked at her for a moment. 'He got away with murder.'







10 Years Ago

The rain battered off the front of the windscreen, the wipers doing nothing more than smear the water across the glass. The lights from The Duke were clear one second, obliterated the next, like alternately looking through teary eyes. 

'Come on, drunken bastard, where are you?' DI Percy Purcell said aloud to himself.

The drunken bastard he was referring to was DC Matt Spencer. Purcell hadn't liked the young man from the first time he'd met him. Nothing he could put his finger on, there was just something about him, and if it had been up to Purcell, Spencer would never had been allowed into CID.

Tonight, Purcell was sitting in his car instead of sitting in his own living room, watching and waiting. The Duke was a working man's bar in Great Junction Street that served good beer, good food and a good kicking if you weren't a local. Purcell wasn't a local, and the chances of him getting a kicking were slim to none if those bastards knew what side their bread was buttered on, but that wasn't why he was here.

He was here to catch Matt Spencer doing whatever no-good-deed he was up to. He had overheard him talking about this pub, and arranging to meet somebody here. Purcell had every intention of waiting and watching.

Darkness was approaching fast. Purcell was tired, hungry, and about to give up when a man came out wearing a jacket with the hood pulled up. He looked over at Purcell's car and stopped. Turned and walked the other way.

Matt Spencer in the flesh. Wasn't it? It looked like him; he was about Spencer's height and walked just like him. And he turned round to look at Purcell again, then started jogging.

Purcell started the car and drove slowly along as soon as there was a break in the traffic. Spencer was turning right into Constitution Street, a main road that was a continuation of Leith Walk that led down to the docks. It also ran past Leith Police Station. For a moment, Purcell thought about calling them and getting a plain-clothes to come out, but that would give the game away, and raise more questions than it answered.

Like, what the hell was Purcell doing down here?

Purcell drove forward and indicated to go down Constitution Street, waiting as traffic flowed across in front of him, the dead-looking faces of the passengers on a bus showing they wanted to be anywhere else but on public transport.

Purcell wondered where Spencer might be going, and tried to think if the DC had mentioned anything about Leith, such as having family down here, a confidential informant, or a girlfriend. Nothing jumped out at him.

The crossing light came on, and people crossed the road in front of him, huddling against the rain. The traffic light changed to green and he waited his turn. He drove on to  the street Spencer had taken, and expected to see the man walking down the road further along, but the street was empty.

The rain made twilight seem darker, but even so, he could see a woman walking up on the right hand side, so it wasn't as if he couldn't see anything at all.

But he couldn't see Spencer.

Where had he gone? Purcell pulled to the side of the road and let the other traffic go by him. He looked around; there was Kirkgate House, a small tower block sitting back from the road. Could he have gone in there? Of course he could, and Purcell would never know. There were pubs further down the road, but nowhere was open. It had to be here, in the tower block.

Then he saw an old man standing by the entrance door having a smoke.

He drove over and rolled the window down. 'Hey, old-timer, you seen a young guy come in here a few minutes ago? Wearing a dark jacket with a hood?'

'Nobody came in here, son.'

If there were no other places open, where did he go?

The bus.

It hit Purcell like a brick.

Spencer had jumped on the bus.

Purcell pulled out of the small car park and floored it down Constitution Street. The bus driver obviously hadn't wasted any time getting down the road. He couldn't see it anymore and didn't know which way it went after reaching the traffic lights at the junction with Salamander Street. Left, right? Straight ahead? No, not straight ahead. He thought he remembered the bus number sitting outside the Ocean Terminal shopping centre. That would mean it would turn left.

The driver in the car behind him honked his horn. Then Purcell saw Spencer. Straight ahead, across the other side of the road. The man had moved at a fair clip to get so far down the road after getting off the bus.

Purcell moved forward. There were flats on the left, with businesses on the right. All closed for the day. Warehouses. Empty, looking abandoned in the dark, wet night.

Spencer turned right at the end of the road. Purcell didn't gun the engine like they did in the movies, alerting the suspect, although God knows the driver honking his horn behind him had done his bit.

Into the docks, where more warehouses lived, some of them shuttered as the companies died or downsized.

He turned right. On the left hand side – where a Casino would be built years later – was a piece of waste ground. Further along, across another road and going further into the docks, sat an abandoned warehouse. Big, grey, miserable looking with rows of windows running along the top, most of them now used for target practise by vandals. 

He saw the figure of Matt Spencer going round the far side. Now, did he call it in, knowing Spencer was up to something? Or try to find out more so he didn't make a fool of himself? He thought the latter might be more prudent.

Pulling to the side of the road, he killed the lights and got out. Lights were scattered around, mostly illuminating the pipe coaters yard further down, well away from where they were now. This part more a track than a road.

Purcell crossed the road, ran across to the wall, and hugged it as he went along to where Spencer had gone. He thought if Spencer were to suddenly walk back round, there was nothing he, Purcell, could say in his own defence, so he would just come out and ask him what the hell he was playing at. Sometimes offence was the best defence.

He walked to the corner, not worried about being seen. The rain was coming down heavier again and darkness was upon them. His eyes adjusting to the lack of light in what was once a receiving yard, he walked round and saw an open doorway ahead of him, a rusted steel door standing open, as if inviting him in.

He crept cautiously into the building, thankful for the shelter against the downpour. It was darker in here. He thought some ambient light would be coming in through the broken windows, but there was only a steel wall. The windows belonged to offices on the upper levels. A staircase was in front of him, halfway along. He stood and listened, but the only sound was water dripping somewhere. Steel joists were strung across the roof and Purcell could only imagine what they held at one time. 

He couldn't hear anything. Sure there was nobody down here, he walked to the stairs and started climbing. It was even darker up here, if that was possible. Broken glass and debris were under his feet as he reached the landing. There was some ambient lighting here, fading streetlights seeping through the broken panes of glass. It was just as he expected. Offices. The glass in the doors had been broken, and graffiti merchants had been here in force. Purcell refused to call them artists; bloody hooligans are what they were.

He walked along the corridor slowly, putting each foot down lightly as he listened for Matt Spencer, but there was nothing.

At the end of the corridor, the hallway angled away to the left. When he rounded it, he saw the faint light coming from an office farther along. His heart was beating faster now, and he was even more careful where he stepped. When he got to the office with the light, he looked round, expecting to see the constable standing waiting for him, but what was actually waiting for him was a woman tied to a chair. 

All thoughts of stealth now gone, he strode forward. Lifting her slumped head, he saw she was dead. There was a ligature mark round her neck. Just as he was about to let her head go so as not to contaminate the crime scene any more, he sensed the floor rushing up to meet him.

It was a weird feeling. How could this be happening? Then he felt the pain as he realised he'd been hit from behind. Spencer came into view. Even though it was hard to focus, he could make out the hoodie and the black ski mask over his face.

'Matt...' he started to say, before Spencer disappeared from view as black bag was pulled over his head.  

'You should have left it, Percy,' Matt said, but it was hard to make out his voice as his ears were ringing.

'You don't have to do this, Matt. We can talk about it. Get you help.'

There was no more talk from Spencer, and then Purcell felt the needle go into the palm of his hand, in the padding at the base of his thumb. Then his hand was taken and rubbed roughly on the floor, and Purcell could feel little shards of glass and debris rub into his palm. He felt the blood running from the small wounds.

Then everything went dark, and the last thing Purcell heard was the sound of Matt Spencer laughing.







Percy Purcell was shaking as he accepted a glass of water from Suzie.

'Do you want to carry on?' she asked him, a concerned look on her face.

He nodded and finished the water. He placed the glass down on the table next to the settee. 

'So what happened next?' she said.

'I woke up a couple of hours later, feeling groggy. There was no chair in the room, no dead woman. Nothing. I just felt light headed for a few minutes, but when I went out into the cold air it felt as if nothing had happened.'

Suzie sat back in the settee. Looked at Purcell and spoke in a low voice. 'Percy, don't take this the wrong way, but do you think you could have been wrong?'

'About what part? Seeing Spencer or the dead woman?'

'Both.'

'There was never any body found. I had no proof. Even the little pinprick in my hand had been camouflaged by him rubbing my hand on the floor so it was roughed up. I couldn't come right out and accuse Spencer of murder. He would deny it, there was no proof and then they'd measure me for a jacket with wraparound arms.'

'That must have been tough.'

'It was, Suzie. I heard him speak my name, but for years after, I ran that night through my mind, over and over, and there were times when I doubted myself. So I took a transfer to Aberdeen when my wife wanted to move up there, but let me tell you something; I know what I saw, and I'm going to prove that Inspector Matt Spencer is a murderer.'


CHAPTER 6




Jack Miller poured another two cups of coffee and sat down at the dining table. 

'Thanks, honey,' Samantha Willis said, taking a cup. 'You make such good coffee that I might just keep you around.'

'And here's me thinking you were keeping me around for something else.'

'Don't get ahead of yourself there, mister.'

Jack laughed. There was something he loved about Samantha's American accent. They had talked for hours recently, getting to know each other as if they were teenagers again, despite Samantha being in her late forties and Jack in his mid-fifties.

'My friends keep asking me about you, and I keep telling them that I'll let them meet you one night in the pub. Who knows, maybe you'll like them.'

She laughed. 'If they're all as bad as you, what's not to like?'

'That's true.' He drank some of the coffee. Samantha had told him he could stay the night when they were in bed together last night, but Jack told her he still felt a bit funny, staying out all night now Kim and her daughter had moved in full time.

Samantha reached over and put her hand on his. 'I meant what I said last night; you can stay over any night you want. I know you only live a few doors down from me and don't have a big commute, but it's nice to be with somebody I care about.'

'What about Ralph? You must have cared about him at one time.'

'I loved him with all my heart, Jack. I'm an old-fashioned girl in the fact that when I commit to a man, I give him my all. It's never been in me to cheat on a man. So when Ralph started fooling around on me, it broke my heart.'

Jack nodded, and thought about the night in the pub toilets a few weeks ago, when Samantha's about-to-be ex had cornered him and tried to warn him off, and Jack had taught him that it wasn't a good idea. Ralph had been given a lesson there and then, and the matter was over. He had wondered if it would be best to tell Samantha about the confrontation, but then it might upset her to know her ex had been dealt with. Besides, Jack had only been a friend and neighbour when the incident had happened, not her boyfriend.

'You know I was married a long time until my wife died, and I can put my hand on my heart and say I never looked at another woman. I loved my Helen so much, and after dealing with the dregs of Edinburgh all day, I loved going home to her. I couldn't look at another woman for the longest time, and even then, they were only casual dates, after she died.'

'Is that what I am, Jack? A casual date?' 

'No, not at all. I think you know that though.'

'I do. And I feel the same way. After Ralph hurt me, I didn't think I'd ever want to go out on a date again. I was going to be a crazy cat lady, just me and my two cats alone in the house.'

'So I saved you before you adopted the cats.'

'Yes you did. Although I haven't ruled it out. I love Frank's cat, Charlie.'

'Frank and Kim are quite taken with you. Frank was always saying I should start dating again, but it's hard when you've been married for so long, then suddenly you're on your own. That all changed when I met you.'

'I know what you mean. Sometimes you think you're just going to sit back and settle for the hand life dealt you.'

Jack drank more of the coffee. He was a two cups in the morning before you even think about talking to me guy. He'd always been a night owl, and discovered Samantha was too, and that was fine by him. 

'I don't want to rush you, sweetheart, but I've got a busy day ahead of me,' Samantha said.

'Oh well then, I know when I'm not wanted.' He smiled at her. 

'Poor Jack, got his feelings hurt by little ol' me.' She laughed as she stood up.

'I know you have to meet your literary friends today.'

'Publishers, Jack. They're called publishers. You know, the people who throw buckets of money at me to write books.'

'Yeah, I suppose you have to keep them happy. I can come along to the book signing event tonight if you like?'

She put her arms around his waist. 'The one in Honeywells is just me standing yacking, reading from my latest book and answering questions.'

'Okay, I'll wait until your gig on Saturday at the Book Festival in Charlotte Square.'

'Oh yes, so we can hit the Spiegeltent afterwards.'

'You weren't winding me up when you said it was a beer tent?'

She laughed. 'No, I wasn't. They even have bands playing there.'

Jack kissed her. 'Right. I'll be off. I'm meeting some of my pals this morning.'

'Enjoy your day. I'll maybe see you tonight in the pub. If not, I'll see you tomorrow.'

'Count on it.'

Later on, after it all happened, Samantha would wish she had let Jack come along that night. 

Maybe people wouldn't have died if she had.


CHAPTER 7




Jason Spencer pulled the black van into the courtyard and drew up alongside one of the hearses. He jumped out and called one of the men over.

'Burn victim from the mortuary. The family will be round to speak with us this afternoon, so make sure he's in his box by then. Seal it up though. He's in no fit state to have anybody gawk at him one final time.'

'Yes, sir.' The man got in the van and reversed it into the receiving area. Jason walked over to the back entrance to their private offices, the ones Joe Public didn't get to see. The sun was beating down, and the air felt like an oven door had been left open. He saw his father sitting at the desk.

'Pretending you know what you're doing?' Jason said.

'I've forgotten more than you know,' Edward Spencer replied, not looking up at his eldest son.

'That's not something we should put in our adverts.' Jason sat down in one of the other chairs.

'Luckily, our advertising agency does a good job.'

'I should bloody well hope so, the money they charge.'

'Things are tough out there now. The big corporations are eating up little guys like us.'

'You should sell out to them. You're old enough to retire and enjoy the money.'

Edward took off his glasses and laid them down on the desk. 'And what would you do if I did that?'

'I'd work for them of course.'

'Really. You think you could just jump into a supervisor role and order everybody about like you do now?'

'Your words pain me, you know that, Edward?'

'It's father to you, and you don't have thin skin. Answer the question.'

Jason pretended to look thoughtful for a moment. 'How could they refuse? They would have this place on their books, and every ship needs a captain.'

'Ha. They would pay you less than a sports company pays a wee lassie in a hut to make sports shoes. They're big profit corporations. There are only a handful of us independents left. If they could boot you out and get some young blood in here to work for half what I pay you, then they would.'

'I'm young.'

'Youngish. They want a schoolboy to captain their boat.'

'To be honest, I don't even know if I would stay in this game.'

'What would you do? You've known this your whole life.'

'I'd be a surf bum. Or I'd buy a boat in Florida and take people out fishing.'

Edward rubbed the bridge of his nose. 'First of all, you're already a bum – a lazy bum. Secondly, you can't swim and you get sea-sick. You'd probably end up being a bus driver. Noble as that is, I don't think that's for you.'

'On second thought, maybe you shouldn't sell the business.' 

'I thought you might say that.' Edward sat back in his chair. 'Have you seen Craig this morning?'

'No, why?'

'I just wondered. He seems morose.'

'More morose than usual? I wouldn't worry about it. He's always creeping about in the dark down there.'

'Hardly creeping, Jason. It's a workshop.'

'Craig's hideaway, more like.'

'Don't go winding him up. It cost me a fortune for that carpenter to come and teach him how to make coffins.'

Jason shook his head and gave a wry smile. 'I hope you've broken even now.'

'Of course we have. Now we're in the black, as you well know. Craig makes good coffins and he gets better all the time, so don't you bloody well go and tell him any different. You might knock his confidence, and you know how sensitive he is.'

'I'm not going to say a word to him.'

'Good. We get him to make the coffins, we're not paying some extortionate price from a manufacturer and we make more money. Making more money is a good thing, is it not?'

Jason stood up. 'I like the cut of your jib, m'man. I think I'll keep you on.'

'Bugger off, you little sod. You can all have this business when I'm lying in one of Craig's coffins. And don't be cheap. I want the best.'

'You'll be getting plywood and like it.' Jason laughed and left the office. One day, he would make enough money to buy his brothers out, and then he would rule this place with an iron fist. He suspected Matt might want to still be a police officer, so he'd have no objections.

With that thought in mind, he walked over to the underground workshop to wind up his brother.







Frank Miller sat in the investigation suite with the other members of his team as DCI Paddy Gibb outlined the victim's profile. 

'His name is Geddes Fyfe, thirty-seven years old, unmarried. Lives with his boss, as a lodger. Only living relative is a sister. Fife Division have been talking to her. She won't be able to do a formal at the mortuary, considering his condition, but she's supplied details about distinguishing marks on him, and he has a couple of moles and a tattoo.'

'What's with the lips sewn together?' DS Hazel Carter asked.

'That's the scary thing. I have the Police Intelligence Unit onto that, to see if it's a gang thing, considering he's just been released from Saughton.'

'It seems a bit extreme for any Scottish gang,' Miller said. 'Even English gangs, but there's the European influx.'

'That's why they're liaising with Interpol. It's a long shot but worth a try.'

'I'm still trying to get my head around you using the words Police and Intelligence in the same sentence,' Andy Watt said, and the room burst out laughing.

'It obviously doesn't apply to you, Andy,' Gibb said.

'Nice one, boss.' Watt raised his cup in salute.

'To get back to what I was saying; we don't want that detail released, about his lips being sewn together. No press leaks.' Gibb paced back and forward for a moment. Looked at the photo of Fyfe on the white board. 'Find out if there was any trouble with other prisoners in Saughton. It seems Fyfe had a bit of a reputation as a loud mouth, according to his boss, Richard Sullivan. And God knows Sullivan attracts all sorts of trouble. I want to know his movements last night. We know the murder happened elsewhere, and then he was dumped at Sullivan's place of business. Was that a message to Sullivan? Had he pissed off anybody lately? No, let me rephrase that; get me the names of the people he has pissed off.'

A murmur went through the room again. Then Gibb put his hands up. 'Before you go, let me formally introduce you to the newest member of Team A, Edinburgh MIT; DS Bruce Hagan. We all still feel the pain of losing Tam Scott. He was a real hero and will be sadly missed, but we need our numbers on our team. Come up here, Bruce.'

Hagan stepped forward, and stood in front of the white board. He was twenty-eight, but looked younger. 'I know it's never easy losing a member of the team, but I was fortunate enough to work with Tam when I worked in CID six years ago. He was a great guy. I don't expect to fill his shoes-'

'Nobody'll ever fill his fucking shoes,' Andy Watt said. He could switch from humorous to acidic in the blink of an eye.

'Ah, yes, I remember you too, Andy,' Hagan said.

'It's Sergeant to you.'

Hagan stood his ground, keeping a slight smile on his face. You didn't get to MIT level by backing down. 'As I was saying, I'm here to work hard and there are faces here who I worked with back then, and a few new faces so I hope to get to know you all. I was here in CID, and then I transferred to Fife Constabulary before we became a unified force, and then I was with the Fife Division MIT based in Glenrothes.'

'Why did you come back here?' Watt said. 'The sheep getting too unruly over there for you to handle?'

'Not really. In fact, I brought one over with me for you to cuddle up to at night, Andy.'

Another round of laughter.

'Cheeky wee bastard,' Watt said, and he looked as if he was going to lunge at Hagan, but Miller put a hand on his arm to stop him.

'That's enough, you two,' Gibb said. 'Hagan, go and take your place. Andy, go and have a coffee. Decaff.'

The team dispersed back to their desks and Watt stormed out.

'That was some introduction, son,' Gibb said. 'Not even Evel Knievel made an entrance like that.'

'Sorry, sir,' Hagan said. 'Watt used to bust my balls back then. I've learned a lot since then, and I think I'll bring a lot to the team-'

Gibb put a hand on his arm. 'Steady, Bruce, you got the job. All I ask is that you put your nose to the grindstone, and let me deal with Andy Watt.'

'Yes, sir.'

Hagan walked over to his desk and Gibb took Miller aside. 'You're wanted upstairs, Frank. Dennis Friendly wants a word.'

'Uh oh. What have I done now?'

'Nothing. He wants you on a team. You and Kim. He'll explain everything to you.'

Miller walked upstairs with Kim. 'I hope he doesn't want to rope us into some committee,' he said, as they reached the management level above.

As they entered the conference room at the end, he knew it was going to be much worse.

'Glad you could join us,' Percy Purcell said.


CHAPTER 8




Miller looked at the older detective. 

'That's right, Inspector Miller. You do know me. Detective Superintendent Purcell, Grampian Division.'

The taller man was standing at the head of the conference table, not smiling, but he had a look that defied anybody to argue with him.

'I remember you from a long time ago, sir.'

'I used to be a detective here before I transferred,' Purcell said, to the room.

'This is-' Miller began but was cut short.

'Investigator Kim Smith. Yes, I know. I've already spoken to Norma Banks, the Procurator Fiscal this morning. Kim's mother was very charming.'

'Thank you.' Kim was trying to decide if Purcell was being sarcastic or not, but sat down as Miller took a seat.

'For those of you late to the show,' he nodded to Miller and Kim, 'this is Detective Sergeant Suzie Campbell. She will be assisting me in this investigation.'

Miller looked over at Detective Chief Superintendent Dennis Friendly, silently asking him why he was here, before he looked at the other face in the room, Detective Super David Elliot, head of Edinburgh's Major Incident Teams.

Friendly cleared this throat before speaking. 'Superintendent Purcell is here because we – in conjunction with the Procurator Fiscal's office – are conducting an investigation into the actions of a serving police officer above the rank of sergeant.'

Miller looked puzzled. 'I hadn't heard anything about that, sir.'

'That's the whole point, Miller,' Purcell said. 'No point in alerting him, is there?'

'No, sir.'

Friendly carried on. 'We needed somebody neutral, so we couldn't use his immediate superior officer, and Norma Banks recommended you, and your partner Dr. Kim Smith, because she is the liaison between Police Scotland and the PF's office.'

And because Kim is Norma's daughter, she knows there will be no fluff from the police. Miller had to admire the way Norma Banks operated.

'Can I ask who the officer is?' Miller said.      

'Inspector Matt Spencer, St. Leonards. One of the uniformed lot.' 

'I know him,' Miller said. 'I haven't worked with him in a long time, but I know him.'

'Which makes you perfect for being a part of this team. You're only here as a representative of Edinburgh Division. Make sure no shenanigans are going on. I know rumours get around a station quicker than rats up a drainpipe, but I'll lay the facts out for you now.

'Inspector Matt Spencer is being investigated because it came to the attention of the upper ranks here that he was visiting a prisoner in Saughton Prison, Edinburgh's establishment belonging to Her Majesty The Queen. The prisoner, Barry Finch, has been in and out of prison for years, petty stuff, nothing major, but the last time was his longest stretch. Twelve months for GBH. He was fighting in a pub and broke a uniformed officer's nose.'

'When is he due for release?' Miller asked.

'He already has been. Two days ago.' Purcell had the attention of everyone in the room and enjoyed being in the spotlight. He ignored the coffee in front of him, and walked over to a table where a carafe of water was sitting. He poured a glass and walked back to the table, taking a sip. He looked at Suzie and a brief smile crossed his face before he carried on.

'The Chief Constable is bound by rules as are we, and he's been forced to launch this investigation. Now we are all one big happy police family in Scotland, the rules state because of Spencer's rank, a superior officer from another Division has to carry out the investigation.'

'Of course, we'll have the back-up of our Professional Standards department, but we'll only call on them if we need them,' Friendly said, to the room.

The actual words weren't said, but they all could hear Purcell thinking, Over my fucking dead body.

'We certainly will,' he said out loud, without much conviction. 

'When will Spencer be suspended?' Miller said.

'I hate to use this term, but I'm going to anyway; he's going to be blindsided. We're going to pull the rug from out underneath him. As soon as I walked in this room and talked with the Chief Super, Spencer was on suspension. I have requested a meeting with him at noon,' he looked at his watch and saw the meeting time was half an hour away, 'and he will officially be relieved of duty. He will be stripped of his empowerment, which means he has no more rank than that of a constable, so he can't start throwing his weight around.' He was looking at Kim as he said this.

'Do you think this will be a long investigation?' Kim asked.

'I can't give an exact timescale, but what I can tell you is this is going to be a thorough investigation, and it will take as long as it takes. Nobody is free from the spotlight. As an investigator under the chief constable's directive and the statute from the Justice Minister, I have been given the rank of acting assistant chief constable, so I won't be impeded in my duties. As such, Sergeant Campbell has the same powers as a detective in the Standards.'

Miller now understood why Friendly was being so nice and accommodating to this interloper; if Purcell had a mind to, he could make the chief super sweat buckets. He could also suspend the head detective if he thought Friendly was up to no good.

'Is this guy Finch from around these parts?' he asked.

Purcell hesitated for a second, like a classical stage actor making sure he had the undivided attention of the audience.

'Yes he is. Born and brought up here. We don't know much about him, but I'm having a file sent over from the prison service. I'm hoping Spencer will fill in some of the blanks.'

'Where is Finch just now?' Kim asked.

Purcell briefly looked at Friendly and Elliot before looking back at Kim. 'We don't know. I had officers check the address he gave the prison service before he was released, but it's an empty flat.'

'Can we trace him?'

'Not right now. He hasn't committed any crime. We'll have some officers check out previous addresses. Maybe some members of your team can get onto that, Inspector. I would normally get some other CID people to do that, but the fewer people who know what's going on, the better.'

'Right away. I'll have to run it past DCI Gibb first, though.'

Purcell stared at Miller. 'You're part of this committee now, Miller. Gibb will do whatever you say to do. If he doesn't, I'll have him sweeping out the canteen by the day's end.' He looked at Friendly. 'Are we clear on that, Chief Super?'

'Yes, we are.'

Miller nodded. Paddy Gibb was more a mentor than a boss. He wasn't about to go downstairs and start ordering him about.

'Any more questions?' Purcell asked.

Nobody had any.

'Right then, we'll prepare for Spencer's arrival. And I would like a representative from your force present,' he said to Friendly. 'If you wouldn't mind, Inspector Miller?'

'I'm fine with that.'

Everybody stood.

'I trust the hotel is satisfactory?' Dennis Friendly said to Purcell, as the investigator was putting some papers back into the briefcase that was open in front of him.

'It is indeed, Dennis. I have a suite, so I can work there as well. You should come and join us in a drink at the bar.'

'I will. I'm sure David and I could swing by tonight.'

'Great. How about you, Inspector?' Purcell said. 'Care to join us for a drink? You too, Dr. Smith.'

'We'd love to,' Kim answered.

Miller gave her a look, but the others were watching him. 'I'm sure a beer would be fine.'

'Good. How about seven? We could even have dinner.'

'I'll probably just have a drink,' Friendly said. 

'I have a Rotary Club meeting tonight,' Elliot said. Friendly shot him a look that said, I wish I'd fucking thought of that.

'That's great. Inspector, if you could stay behind for a minute, I want to ask you some questions about your team.'

'Okay.'

The others were dismissed by default and then the two men were left alone in the room.

'It's good to see you again, Frank.' Purcell gripped Miller's hand and shook it hard. 'My wee mate, Frankie Miller. It's been a long time, my friend.'

'It has that, Percy. How are things up in Aberdeen?'

'Ach. That bitch Paula is living with some wanker now. I'm back living with my fucking dad. Me and my dog.'

'And you've brought your girlfriend down with you.'

'How did-'

'The way you look at her, Percy. It's a dead giveaway.'

Purcell laughed. Slapped Miller on the shoulder. 'I've missed working with you.'

'You've done well with the promotion though.'

'You have too, pal. I'm proud of you.'

'I learnt from the best, Percy.'

'You know, sometimes me and my old man will get pished in the house, and I often talk about my days in Edinburgh, and how a young Detective Constable was the only one who believed my story about how I saw a dead woman tied up in an abandoned warehouse.'

'I couldn't help but believe you. Every time you told me the story, the details never changed. I was learning how to read people in an interview room.'

'I'll never forget that. And I can't wait to get to know Kim Smith better. Don't worry about Friendly being there for dinner; if he turns up for a pint, I'll get rid of him. He's shitting himself in case I terminate his career, even though I don't have that power. Doesn't do any harm to let him think that though, eh?'

'Your secret's safe with me.'

'Good man. Now, let me prepare to give Matt Spencer a bloody good mental hiding.' He looked hard at Miller. 'We're not going to let that bastard get away again, Frank.'


CHAPTER 9




Inspector Matt Spencer walked through the main entrance of the High Street station, his face flushed from the brisk walk after getting off the bus. He walked upstairs, the corridor seemingly deserted.

He wondered why he had been summoned for a meeting with Dennis Friendly. Maybe the old fart had come to his senses and wanted him to come back to Serious Crimes. Now known as the Major Investigation Team. They were always changing something. Some name or acronym. Upper management were constantly creating some sub-committee or other, rather than taking a hands-on approach to policing. He wished he had maybe joined his father and brothers in the family business instead of becoming a copper. Better money, better hours. No bullshit from the likes of Dennis Not-Quite-So-Friendly.

He was walking along the corridor towards Friendly's office when he saw another door open and a face from the past stepped out to meet him.

'Don't bother taking your jacket off, Spencer,' Percy Purcell said.

'Christ, if I'd known you were coming I'd have baked a cake.'

'We're going downstairs to one of the interview rooms.'

'As much as I'd love a little reunion, I have an appointment with the boss at noon.'

'No you don't. That was just to get you here.'

'What?'

'Get downstairs, Inspector.'

Spencer shook his head and did as he was told, following Purcell. 

They entered an interview room on the investigation level. 

'You're not my boss anymore.'

Purcell smiled. 'Let's get one thing clear; I'm in charge while I'm here and I do as I please. If I want to go into Friendly's office and rake about in his fucking desk, I will. I'm here under the authority of the Justice Minister. So keep your opinions and remarks to yourself.'

Purcell turned round as Suzie came into the room followed by Miller. 'This is Sergeant Campbell, she's my assistant. This is Detective Inspector Frank Miller.'

'Sorry, Purcell, I've got work to do,' Spencer said, looking at Miller with the contempt he usually reserved for rapists and child molesters.

'Sit down. This interview is being taped and videoed.'

'Don't I get a federation rep here?'

'No you don't.'

'What is this about, Purcell? Another of your little fantasies?' Spencer sat and the other three officers sat opposite.

'Inspector Miller is here as an observer from Edinburgh Division but you'll be questioned by Sergeant Campbell and myself.'

'I shouldn't be surprised you're working with him, Miller,' Spencer said. 'All you pond life stick together.'

Miller ignored him, but he sensed a shift in Purcell. He thought the older detective was going to chew Spencer out but Purcell remained calm.

'Take note, Sergeant, Spencer has started out by being abusive. Make sure that gets included in the report to the Crown Office.'

'Yes, sir.'

Purcell addressed Spencer again. 'Right, all the tapes are rolling, so let's begin.'

'Thank the Lord for that. I'm getting rather peckish and it is lunchtime after all.'

'You can be facetious all you like, Spencer. We have all day, and we can take all day and all night if we want. We don't have a time limit, and you won't be going anywhere until we're finished with you.'

'Hurry up and get on with it, Purcell.'

'So let's start with Barry Finch.'

'Who?'

'I'm giving you a fair chance here, Spencer. Take it or leave it.'

Spencer smiled his contempt for Purcell. 'Your generosity knows no bounds.' 

'Finch. Why were you visiting him in Saughton Prison?'

'Is this why you're wasting my time? Barry Finch? Seriously.'

'Answer my question?'

'And if I don't?' Spencer had a smug look on his face.

'Under Scottish law, I could arrest you right now for unlawfully visiting a prisoner without filling in the proper paperwork beforehand. You know we've had police officers in the past who were involved in illegal activities.' 

Spencer sighed and rolled his eyes, sat back in the chair. 'It's not as if we were plotting his escape or anything. Barry has been a confidential informant of mine for a long time.'

'You're not even a detective,' Suzie said.

Spencer looked at her with contempt. 'I like to keep my ear to the ground. Anything I pick up I can pass on to CID. You work it out.'

'That still doesn't mean you can go visiting him in prison. How many times was it?'

'Three.'

'Nine,' Purcell said, flipping to a page in his notebook.

Spencer shrugged and crossed his arms. 'Three. Nine. Same diff. I just lost count, that's all.'

'What did you two talk about?' Suzie asked.

'The weather. It was something that didn't affect him, being inside, but he liked to know what was going on.'

'So, you chatted about Edinburgh's climate. What else?' Purcell said.

Spencer looked at Miller. 'You're quiet, for a detective.'

'As Superintendent Purcell said, I'm here as an observer.'

'Suit yourself. You can witness those two making fools of themselves.'

'You don't seem to grasp the seriousness of this,' Purcell said. 'Your career is on the line. Your pension. Hell, even your liberty. If we find you've done anything illegal, you'll be arrested and charged.'

'This is very simple; Barry passed on information from time to time, even though he wasn't a registered CI, and he called me in to visit him in Saughton after he was arrested. He thought me going in there would give him some protection. You know, I know this copper, so you had better leave me alone. That was all, plain and simple.'

'Really?' Purcell said. 'So you went there nine times and got how much information from him?'

'Nothing that panned out.'

'And that's the story you're sticking to?'

'It is.'

'Well, I have to officially tell you, as of this moment, you are on official suspension, without pay. You have also been disempowered, and will hold the rank of constable until you return to active duty, if indeed you do return to active duty. At that point, it will be the chief constable's decision whether to return your previous rank or not. Now I want you to surrender your warrant card, and you have twenty-four hours to return your uniform or you will be placed under arrest. Do I make myself clear? Constable.'

'Very.' Spencer stood, took his warrant card out and threw it onto the table. 'Anything else? Since I'm no longer working, I thought I'd go and have a nice liquid lunch.'

'There is, actually; where is Barry Finch?'

'What?'

'Simple question. Where is he?'

'How would I know? If you want to interrogate him, go pick him up.'

'We'd love to, but there's one thing stopping us. He's disappeared.'

'What?' Spencer said again.

'He's vanished, Spencer. Gone. Nobody knows where he is. Except you, of course.'

'I don't know where he is.' Spencer's tone had changed. Gone was the cockiness.

Purcell, Suzie and Miller watched as the door opened and a uniform escorted Spencer out of the building.


CHAPTER 10




Purcell is a total wanker, Matt Spencer thought, as he left the High Street station and turned left, walking past the imposing St. Giles Cathedral. He knew he should be worried, but he wasn't. His police career was over, he knew that, and it didn't come as a surprise. They would have it in for him for the rest of his working days and who wanted to work under those conditions?

The sun was out, so he took off his lightweight jacket. Tourists were out in Parliament Square, taking photos of the entrance to the Cathedral, and of themselves standing in front of it. Street performers were captivating their audiences by entertaining them for donations. A unicyclist was trying to keep his balance whilst juggling with flaming torches, trying not to ignite himself or a member of the audience. A mime artist was showing the crowd he was stuck in a box that was only in his imagination, and children laughed as they sat atop their parent's shoulders.

Matt Spencer hated them all. Every last one of them. He couldn't care less if the city never saw another visitor again. They were rude, they thought the service in restaurants was crap – one even called treble nine because the restaurant he was in had no air conditioning – and they packed the buses like sardines, so none of the residents who used public transport could even get on their normal bus to go home.

Fuck them all. And Dennis Friendly could shove his job up his arse. The chief superintendent would regret fucking with him though, that was for sure.

He crossed the road at the new hotel on George IV Bridge, his mind wandering, when he felt a hand grab his elbow sharply.

'What the fuck?' he said, and was about to lash out when he turned to look at his assailant. Then his face paled when he saw who it was. 'What are you doing here?'

'Good to see you too. Keep walking.'

The two men crossed the street and headed down George IV Bridge. Part of the hotel was a pizza restaurant on the corner with Victoria Terrace. A walkway running along the top of Victoria Terrace, becoming a small plaza with tables sitting outside small eateries.

'You hungry?' the man asked Spencer.

'Not now I'm not.'

The other man stared into Matt Spencer's eyes, and the policeman thought his very soul was being sucked through his eyeballs. He had never feared any man in his life, but this man was different. It was almost as if the very Devil himself was walking the Earth in human form. 

Yet he could do nothing to stop him.

'Why aren't you working?'

'I've been suspended, that's why.'

'Pity. Having you inside there is useful. Now it's a moot point, I suppose.'

'You need to disappear for a while.'

The man gave a short laugh. 'Now, you and I both know that's not going to happen. You just need to calm yourself down, and go about your business and don't think about what I'm up to.'

'You did hear me when I said I was suspended? How can I go about my business? They're investigating me now. I told you this would happen.'

'Relax. Who suspended you? Friendly?'

'No, it was an investigator from Aberdeen. Percy Purcell is his name.'

'I'm not familiar with that name.'

'Don't even think about it.'

The man laughed again. Gripped Spencer's shoulder. 'You know I don't like being told what to do.'

'Well, you just have to suck it up sometimes. I don't want you touching Purcell.'

The man squeezed the shoulder harder. If the people walking by looked, they would see one man holding his buddy's shoulder in a grip of Nice to see you again familiarity, but although the man had a smile on his face, there was no humour there. Just a quiet sense of malevolence. 

'If I need to do something, I won't be running it by you first. Do we understand each other, Matt?'

The policeman tried to outstare the man he was facing, but it was no good. 'Yes,' he said simply.

The man let his shoulder go. 'We have other things to worry about. If they've suspended you, then they're investigating you and they'll find out the connection with you and Finch.'

'If they find out the truth about Finch then we're all fucked,' Spencer said.

'If they do, they won't get back to us. I'll take care of things.'

'How will you take care of things?'

'I just will.'

Matt Spencer felt his breath catch in his throat, wanted to handcuff the man, to beat him down to the ground, but all he could do was watch the other man walk away and disappear into the crowds.







'He's hiding something right enough,' Miller said.

'Well, now he has no power because I have his warrant card. Even if he gets it back, he's not jumping straight back to inspector. I would imagine when the chief reads my report, Matt Spencer will be lucky to have a job.'

Purcell, Suzie and Miller were sitting in an office in the investigation suite.

'What's your take on this, Suzie?' Purcell said.

'I don't trust Matt Spencer at all. We're all serving police officers, and we have to have each other's backs, but I don't get that feeling from Spencer at all. I think he would throw us all under the bus given half a chance. Put it this way, I wouldn't like to be on a stakeout with him when the shit hits the fan.'

'What about you, Frank?'

'I agree with Suzie; he should have been stripped of his power long ago. How in God's name did he manage to fly under the radar for so long?'

Purcell sat back in the chair behind the desk. Swung it round so he was looking out across rooftops down in the Cowgate, as if his mind was drifting. 'Because of his connections.'

Miller wondered if Purcell was daydreaming about the day when he could shoot Spencer, or lynch him maybe. Put an axe through his skull. Set him on fire. There was so much hatred flowing through Purcell's veins that he knew if he were ever left alone with Spencer, there would be bloodshed. Then Purcell spun back to look at his two colleagues.

'Edward Spencer is a powerful businessman in the Edinburgh community. He owns his own funeral undertakers business. It was passed down from father to son throughout the generations, and now Jason Spencer is the son who's an undertaker. Maybe Matt will be heading down that road after he gets his arse booted out.'

'Jason Spencer?' Miller said. 'I'm assuming he's the same Spencer who has the contract with Edinburgh City for the overflow.'

'The same one.'

The overflow was when the mortuary assistant on duty was called out to more than one death in a specified time and couldn't be in two places at once. In such cases, the Spencer Funeral Directors were given a call and one of their men went out with a black van and picked up the deceased.  

'I know Jason,' Miller said. 'We've been dealing with their business for a long time now. Sometimes he comes in the pub. He's a good laugh. I never connected them.' He looked at Suzie. 'You wouldn't think they were brothers. Their personalities are so different.'

'That's often the way in some families.'

The room was getting hot even though the sun was overhead now.

'Are we having Spencer followed?' Miller asked.

'Not right now. He'll be expecting that, so we're holding back for the moment. If he thinks we haven't bothered following him, maybe he'll let his guard down.'

'We need to find Finch and make him sweat,' Miller said.

'I already gave the order for uniforms to go round to Finch's known addresses and we'll see what they come up with.'

There was a knock at the door.

'Come in,' Purcell shouted.

A uniform walked in with a piece of paper. 'For you, sir, from DCI Gibb.'

'Thanks,' he replied, taking the sheet and reading it.

Miller and Suzie waited patiently.

After a few moments, Purcell put the sheet down on the desk. 'Interesting.'

'Don't keep us in suspense, sir,' Suzie said.

'We know Barry Finch was in Saughton Prison for twelve months. For the last three months of his sentence, he had a new cell mate.' He looked at the other two detectives.

'The man they found in the bin this morning. Geddes Fyfe.'


CHAPTER 11




'You look like you've found a penny and lost a pound,' Edward Spencer said to his son.

Matt slumped down into the chair in his father's office. 'Guess who just rode back into town?'

'I don't have the time or the inclination to play games, Matt.'

'Percy fucking Purcell, that's who. Big tosser.'

'What's he doing here?'

'Playing around with my career, that's what. He suspended me.'

Edward sat back from the desk, giving his son his full attention now. 'Why?'

'It wasn't for rigging the Treble Nine Ball bingo game. It was for visiting Finch in prison.'

'Ah.'

'That's all you can say? Ah? Purcell is a pain in the arse, and I know since he's in charge of this investigation, he won't let go once he's sunk his teeth into it.'

'They have nothing on you. So you visited a friend of yours in prison a few times. They'll see there's nothing going on.'

'I didn't tell them Barry is a friend of mine. How would that look?'

'So you lied to an investigator?'

'I told them he was a confidential informer who wasn't registered.'

'Matt, Matt, Matt. What have you done?'

'I haven't done anything. It's none of their business.'

'They won't see it that way when they find out who Barry Finch really is.'

'I couldn't care less. I'm sick of being a copper anyway.'

'It's a job you've done for a long time.'

'It's never too late for a career change, Dad. I'm only thirty-five.'

'I always said there's an opening here for you if you want.'

'You have a full list of employees.'

'You could train and get your certificate and then I could bump one of those lazy bastards out there. Some of them barely pull their own weight.'

Matt stood and stretched. 'How's Craig doing?'

'Same as always. You should go over and see him. He'll be pleased to see you.'

'I think I will.' He walked out of the private office and across the courtyard to the entrance to the workshops. Opened the door and closed it behind him, walking through to the back. Where Craig was.

'Hi, Craig,' Matt said.

Craig was five years younger than his brother, but sometimes Matt thought the youngest Spencer looked like he was twelve.

'Hello, Matt. How are you?' Craig was holding a plane. A new coffin was halfway to being finished, sitting on two workhorses. The place smelled of freshly cut wood, and shavings were on the floor. The coffin would be moved through to another room where the finishing touches would be added; handles screwed on, a lining put in.

'I'm fine, buddy. I might be around a lot more. You know how I'm a policeman?'

'Yes.'

'Well, I've been thinking about coming to join you, dad and Jason.'

'To work here?' Craig smiled.

'Yes, to work here.'

'So I would see you every day?'

'Every day, buddy.'

'I like that idea, Matt.' Craig put the plane into the unfinished coffin, walked over to his brother and hugged him, holding him tight.

Matt held his brother tightly, and wondered what the younger man would have grown to be had he not needed special treatment when he was a little boy.

He didn't want to think about that time. He just wanted to think about the here and now. 'How's everybody treating you?' 

'Fine, Matt,' Craig said, standing back. 

Matt noticed tears in his brother's eyes. If he had been sitting on the fence about joining the family business, his decision had just been made. He would go to school to get the proper qualifications, and then they would take this business and build it even more. He had discussed this at length with his father on more than one occasion. Now he would make it happen.







'He's fine. I'm fine too, thanks for asking,' Lou Purcell said.

Percy was in the suite alone, standing at the window, looking down at the people below. He had removed thoughts of Matt Spencer for the moment. He was worried about his dog.

Now he was using his iPad to Skype with his father.

'I know you're fine; I saw you a few hours ago. Has Bear had his lunch yet?'

'Lunch? Didn't the vet tell you not to feed him three times a day? Once in the morning and once in the evening, he said.'

'He gets hungry, Dad. You promised you'd feed him properly.'

'Alright, don't get your Y's in a knot. I gave him a bowl of his kibble at lunchtime, we went for a walk and then we settled down to catch up with Coronation Street.'

'You're going to corrupt that dog. You should at least let him watch some action films.'

'I was being facetious. Of course we don't watch bloody Coronation Street. He slept this afternoon while I watched some shows on Netflix.'

'Remember what I said about not letting Paula see him. She hates him and it wouldn't surprise me if she gave him something nasty to eat. Like her cooking.'

'She won't be coming anywhere near here. And trust me, she won't be getting anywhere near Bear.'

'Good to hear. And I'll bring you back a wee model Piper from one of the gift shops on the High Street,'

'You can shove that up your-' he started to say, but Percy laughed and cut the connection before his father could continue.

There was a knock on the door. 'Come in.'

Suzie Campbell walked in. She had changed her clothes, now wearing a pair of black jeans and a classy white blouse. 

'Well, well, Sergeant Campbell, you do look rather ravishing, if I may be so bold.'

'You may,' Suzie said, closing the door behind her and walking over to her boss, laughing. 'And you don't look half bad yourself.'

'Just half bad? Better than full bad. Although you might want to change your mind about me being bad later tonight.'

Purcell had showered and changed into some casual clothes, but sticking with dress trousers and a casual shirt. He took Suzie in his arms and kissed her, feeling the same electric buzz he always did when he was holding her. They had been seeing each other secretly for over six months, and Purcell knew he would have to declare their relationship sooner or later, but he was enjoying the time he spent with her.

'I know you keep saying we're fifteen years apart, but that doesn't mean a thing to me,' she said, when they parted.

'I know, honey, but what would your folks think about you dating a forty-two-year-old man?'

'My dad would be over the moon. The last twat I was married to lost his job and couldn't care less about getting another one, until he went off with a student. They're both in the South of England now. But my dad just wants to know I have a man who loves me.'

'I do love you. I know I only left the house five weeks ago, but we were just living under the same roof. In separate rooms. Now Paula has her new man, she wants a divorce as much as I do.'

'I want to make this official as soon as, Percy.'

'We will. Let's get through this investigation first.'

'Okay.' She stood looking at him. 'That G&T from the mini bar isn't going to pour itself.'

'Really now? Is that how it's going to be? Don't you think you should be running after the boss who brought you down here on a little trip?'

'I could, but I'd use up so much energy I would probably just come into the room tonight and fall straight asleep.'

'You have a seat and I'll get the drinks,' Purcell said, going over to the mini bar.

Suzie laughed and sat on the couch, flicking through the TV channels. 'Tell me more about Frank Miller. He seems interesting.'

'He's a great guy. Bloody good detective. He and I got on really well when I worked here, way back when. He was so much better than Matt bloody Spencer.' He returned with the drinks and sat beside her. 'You know you get a feeling when you're out on duty with somebody, and you just know he or she is going to have your back?'

Suzie nodded and sipped her drink.

'Well, I never got that from Spencer. I always got that from Frank. Every time. He was never afraid to muck in. And he was always loyal. And then when I saw that woman sitting in that chair, I knew I would never trust Spencer again. He's lucky I didn't break his fucking jaw.'

'Frank will go far.'

'You better believe it, Sooz. I'll damn well make sure he gets a glowing review in my final report. I'm only too happy to give him a shove up, but God knows he doesn't really need any help from me.'


CHAPTER 12




Craig Spencer stood in front of the bathroom mirror with a towel round his waist, put the hair gel in and mussed his hair a bit. Then he put the fashion glasses on, the pair his father didn't know he'd bought.

'There's a lot father doesn't know about, isn't that right, Craig?' he said to his own reflection. Then he splashed some expensive aftershave on. 

He dressed in his bedroom, taking care not to crease anything. He'd just ironed his shirt, something that wouldn't surprise his father if he came waltzing in right now. After all, he had to iron the clothes for the dead.

Quality trousers, nice shirt – hanging out, of course – and his shoes nicely polished. Smart, lightweight jacket. Classy watch, not too expensive, but with a subtle elegance about it. 

After he was dressed, he made sure the TV was on, just loud enough for anyone to hear should they listen for it. A lamp sat on a table, close enough to the curtains to show it was on, from the outside.

He went along to his bedroom, walked to the window, and stood behind the net curtains looking out. All the windows faced the courtyard of his father's business. The front door at one end led to a covered stairway that ran down to the courtyard. It was almost like being in a prison, which was his father's point, he supposed.

Above the garages for the funeral cars, were three flats, each with its own door. His father lived in the flat to his left, and Jason lived in the two-bedroom flat to his right, which he shared with Matt.

Piggy in the middle, Jason had joked one day.

Fuck them all. Edward and Jason thought that by being on either side of him, they could keep their eyes on him. That's why they padlocked his front door so he couldn't leave after dinner. 

Or so they thought.

Just the thought of going out made him excited. Edward and Jason had long ago given up the idea that Craig might want to leave his flat at night. He had no friends, didn't have a girlfriend, and sat and watched his Star Trek DVDs. 

Which was exactly how he was living, until one night he discovered something that would change his life.

A way out.

He had tripped when he was cleaning with a brush and the handle hit the wall at the back of his coat closet where it went through the wall. This closet was down the small hallway that led down to the bathroom. He had pulled the handle out and shone a torch into the hole it had left, and saw something that reminded him of a brilliant book he had read as a boy, The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe by C.S. Lewis. This was his Narnia.

Knowing nobody came into his flat – his father warned him that he had better keep it clean – Craig had carefully pulled away the board that covered the doorway that had become a closet. Taking a torch, he had found the hidden staircase that led downstairs, down and down past the level of the courtyard, down to a dusty and dirty lower level.

It had obviously been used as a storeroom many moons ago, but hadn't seen any human touch for a very long time.

Until now.

They knew this place was here, but they didn't know about the stairway that led here.

He had cleaned the place over time, and had fashioned a table from scraps of wood left over from the coffins. He'd managed to bring some old chairs down and place them around the table.

The place had old lights, which still worked but were weak.

And so this was where Craig headed now, down the tight stairway, which he had cleaned again, over the weekend, knowing he was leaving tonight.

To see his girlfriend.

He almost laughed out loud at the thought. This woman was beautiful, smart and was going to fall in love with him.

She just didn't know it yet.

He reached the subterranean room. The others were waiting for him.

'Hello, ladies,' he said.

'Craig!' one of them said, walking over to him. 

'It's not Craig when I'm down here, remember, Alice? It's Jay. Jay Ness.'

She laughed at him, her pearly white teeth shining in the bright light from the lamps. 'Of course; just like the two-faced man, only spelled differently.'

'Finally you get it. How long has it taken you?'

'She's not the sharpest tool, you know that, Jay.' Justine walked over to him, a sultry smile on her lips. She ran a slender hand down the front of his shirt.

'Not now, Justine, I have to go out.' The lamps were bright, but the room had nooks and crannies that were in deep shadows. He could make out some of the others watching him, their eyes following his every move. 

'Will you still be here when I get back?' he asked.

'Of course we will,' Justine said. 'Where else have we got to go?'

'True. Don't wait up. If this goes according to plan – and I have no reason to doubt that it won't – I will have a new woman in my life.'

There was a murmur from the shadows as the others stirred. 'No need to get jealous. There's plenty of me to go around.'

There was a small table way in the back of the large room, barely visible in the gloom. Eyes were watching him but he ignored them.

'See you lovely ladies later.'

He walked past them to another door at the back. Went through and shone a small torch along the cold corridor that led under the courtyard. Then up another stairway that he also kept meticulously clean and into a small room that had been blocked off a long time ago, maybe to save on heating bills, maybe to redesign the office, but for whatever reason, this room officially didn't exist. Or didn't until Craig found it when he was wandering around the secret tunnel.

He was sure there were many more, as he had walked along another underground tunnel only to discover it forked, and the other one had been filled with rubble a long time ago, and when Craig had made a gap at the top, he could see the rubble had gone on for what seemed like miles.

Working it out in his head, he figured if the rubble wasn't there, then the tunnel could lead to Edinburgh Castle itself. He knew there had been soldier's barracks down here a very long time ago, so maybe the tunnels had been forgotten.

Whatever the reason, one of the walls led to the stairs, which led to this room. It had been boarded up, but had been no match for Craig, who put his carpentry skills to good use and built a secret doorway into the back of the old storage room behind the main office.

Which was where he was now. He gently pushed the panel and it moved like a door, the hinges well oiled, and stepped out into the large closet. He stepped out into the darkened hallway, shining the little torch around, then made his way to the public office where he unlocked the front door with the key he'd had cut and slipped out, closing the door behind him.

The Pilot was waiting for him, leaning against the outside wall, smoking a cigarette, looking resplendent in his First Officer's uniform. 'There you are. I was starting to think you weren't coming. Hell, I almost rang the doorbell.'

'Don't ever do that, Doogie.'

The Pilot laughed. 'I wouldn't. I know your father would have a fit.'

'And my brother, don't forget.'

'Ah, the inimitable Jason Spencer. Let's not forget him.'

'Please don't forget him.'

'How about we forget both of them and have a good night out? There are women waiting out there for us, my friend.'

'I only have eyes for one tonight, Doogie.'

'Deary me, I think the man's in love.'

Craig stopped for a moment. 'You know, that's the first sensible thing I've heard you say in a long time.'

'I aim to please.'

They walked towards the Grassmarket and carried on along Candlemaker Row. Craig looked at his watch. 'I've been counting the hours,' he said.

'And now the minutes.' Doogie laughed. 'Don't worry, old chum, she'll be there.'

'I know. This day has been a long time coming.' He stopped and looked at The Pilot. 'You don't have any designs on her yourself, do you?'

The Pilot laughed. 'Of course not. You and I are best friends. Why would you think such a thing?'

'It's just...you look so distinguished in your uniform. Some men wear fake ones just to get women.'

'This is the real thing, as you know, but I wouldn't use it to get women. Although I don't have any problem in that department, thank you. But your girlfriend is out of bounds for me, you have my word.'

'You're a good friend, Doogie.' They started walking again. He felt the excitement rip into him.

His girlfriend-to-be would be seeing him very shortly.


CHAPTER 13




Tinny background music was playing as Miller and Kim walked into the Itchycoo Bar and Restaurant, one of two eateries in the Radisson Blu. Miller spotted Purcell standing with Suzie Campbell, and more surprisingly, Dennis Friendly and David Elliot, the two senior officers in smart but casual clothes, which for them were suits. He couldn't believe the two senior police officers would turn up.

'I'll need to be on my best behaviour,' he said to Kim.

'Aren't you always, sweetheart?'

'Only when I'm with you.'

They walked across to the four people standing at one end of the bar. Purcell spotted Miller and detached himself from the small party.

'Frank. Good to see you again.' Purcell smiled and shook Miller's hand.

'Likewise, sir.'

'Call me Percy when that pair are gone, okay?'

'Okay.'

'You too, Kim. Frank and I were friends when we were off duty, a long time ago. Best not to let that pair of goons know that.'

'Frank told me all about you, and how you were with him when you worked here. That got you Brownie points right off the bat.'

'She's a keeper, Frank. Remember I told you so.'

'She won't let me forget that, sir.'

'Come on, let's get a drink. You eaten already?'

'Yes, we ate at home. Now we have a babysitter for a few hours.'

'I didn't know you had kids, Frank.' Purcell looked genuinely pleased.

'I have a step-daughter. Well, she'll officially be my step-daughter when...if...I mean, when...'

'He means I have a six-year-old daughter who lives with us, Percy,' Kim said, putting her hand gently on Miller's arm.

'He isn't usually lost for words, let me tell you,' Purcell said. 

'Oh, I know.' She winked at Miller.

The bar was expensively decorated in a modern fashion, and Miller had no doubt this would be reflected in the bar prices but it was better than sitting in a bar where wooden stools were considered a luxury and the only entertainment was a fist fight at the end of the night.

David Elliot was ordering another round on Purcell's tab.

'He's trying to figure out how much booze he can swallow in the shortest possible time before he loses all control of his legs and has to be carried out to a taxi, aren't you, David?' Purcell said, clapping a hand on Elliot's shoulder.

Purcell was taller than the other superintendent and looked down into the man's face to see if he was about to hit him with a comeback.

'I thought it was rude not to accept Police Scotland's invite to sample the brews on offer.'

'Good man. Get another couple in for Frank and his good lady.'

Suzie smiled at Kim and nodded.

Elliot's smile wavered for a second. 'I didn't know you'd be coming here tonight, Miss Smith.'

'It's Doctor Smith, remember, David?' Purcell said in a tone that was one step away from asking the other man outside.

'Oh, yes, sorry.' He clearly wasn't sorry.

'Norma Banks asked me to come along as liaison for her office. She doesn't have the time herself. You don't mind, do you?' Kim said.

Dennis Friendly looked at Elliot as if the super was about to walk through a minefield. Blindfolded.

'Oh, no, I was just expecting Ms Banks, that's all.'

'A lager for Frank then, David. And..?' He looked at Kim.

'Orange juice, please.'

'You and Sergeant Campbell both on non-alcoholic refreshments,' Elliot said, and Purcell waited for a snide comment, but none came.

'Let's get a seat while David gets the drinks in,' he said, and they all walked over to a table, Friendly remaining behind to help with the glasses. 

'Hopefully they won't want to hang around too long, then we can relax a bit,' Suzie said to Kim.

'I'll just put my fake smile on, Suzie.'

The other two officers came over with the glasses and sat down. It was early evening, and there weren't too many patrons in the bar.

'So, this hotel looks nice,' Elliot said. 'They looking after you alright?'

'Well, it's not the Y, David, so we do have better room service.'

'And you, Sergeant? Is your room okay?'

Suzie very nearly smirked but she managed to keep a straight face. 'Yes, it's excellent, sir, thank you.'

'Good, good.'

Friendly took some of his own pint.

They made small talk for a while. Then Purcell got another round in. 'I just want to say, I hope we're all on the same page when it comes to this investigation,' he said, when he sat back down.

'What's that supposed to mean?' David Elliot asked.

'What's you first impression of Spencer?' Suzie said, deliberately changing the subject.

'I think he has something to hide. I've investigated other officers who would sit there and practically explode when you accused them of something, which tells me they're innocent. You get a feel for this sort of thing. Spencer's attitude was Fuck you, basically, which tells me a different story altogether.'

'You know something?' David Elliot said. 'I've known Matt Spencer a long time, just like you have, and he's always seemed to be one of those officers who just gets on with the job. I would hate to see somebody's career go down the toilet because of one indiscretion.'

'Nine.'

'Nine what?'

'Nine indiscretions. Nine visits to Saughton Prison. One, I could get on board with. Nine? Spencer knew what he was doing. He doesn't strike me as the village policeman who's crime of the century investigation is a sheep going missing. And let me tell you, David, that sort of thinking is what will get you thrown under the bus.'

'I'm not stupid, Percy. I can tell when somebody is doing something wrong.'

'Nobody's saying you are stupid, but I've known men like Spencer, and when their back is against the wall, they come out fighting, and they don't care who they take down in order to survive.'

Elliot's face was slowly turning red. 'Nevertheless, Spencer doesn't have a record of being pulled into the office for a reprimand on a regular basis. I just want this to be a fair investigation.'

'That's why they sent me down here. I do a fair investigation. However, nobody gets a free pass. If anybody's colluding with Spencer, they'll get their collar felt just like anybody else.'

'It's starting to sound like a witch hunt already.'

'It's no such thing, David,' Friendly said. 'Percy is just letting us know that he's going to do a real job here.'

'That's not what it sounds like to me.'

Friendly gritted his teeth for a second. 'Well, it does to me.'

Elliot was silently fuming, and pushed his drink away. 'Sorry, I've just realised the time. I'm meeting the wife later, and I don't want to be late.' He stood up, not making eye contact with Purcell.

Friendly stood as well. 'I'd better shoot the crow as well. Keep us in the loop, Percy. Nice meeting you all.'

The two senior policemen left the bar.

'What the hell was that all about?' Kim said.

Purcell sat silently for a moment, and Miller thought the detective was looking to choose the right expletive, but instead, Purcell just grinned. 

'Works every time. Apparently, even on senior officers.'

'What does?' Kim said.

'It's like throwing a mental hand grenade into the mix. I made a comment to Elliot to see how he would answer, and he went right on the defensive, and then Suzie jumps in with a question that I answer, leaving Elliot's question unanswered. I wanted to see how they would react.'

'Clever,' Miller said.

'I just want to see who's on my side and Elliot's nose is out of joint because I'm down here. Happens every time. It won't deter me.'


CHAPTER 14




Craig Spencer walked up Candlemaker Row, a small street that led from the Grassmarket up to George IV Bridge. At the top sat the statue of Greyfriar's Bobby, a little dog famous for lying at his master's grave for more than ten years. Now there was the statue and a pub with the same connection, and Craig stopped to admire neither.

He and Doogie crossed the road and walked down Chamber's Street towards Honeywells Bookshop on the South Bridge. It was a warm night and he could feel a thirst coming on, and reckoned on going to his local afterwards.

Jay Ness's local.

His optimism took a sideways dive for a moment as he remembered Craig Spencer didn't drink. Didn't smoke. Didn't go with women. Didn't do anything fun.

He felt anger boil up, and clenched his fist, wanting to punch a lamppost, but he caught it. How would that look when he put the book down in front of his girlfriend to sign, and his middle finger was broken in two?

'What's up, friend?' Doogie asked. 'I thought you were looking forward to tonight?'

'I am. I just feel that...well, I shouldn't have to go out wearing fake glasses and put fucking gel on my hair. I should be able to go out whenever I want, but that pair of -'

Doogie stopped so suddenly Craig thought there was something wrong with him. 'Hear yourself. Do you think your father and your brother are sitting at home, moping about? No, they're probably at the pub, getting pished, chatting to women. You're out here with me, and neither of them know it. Take solace in that. You've stuck it up them both.'

'You're right. I'm just a bit nervous, that's all.'

When they got into the bookshop, he was amazed to see there were people there who were sitting on the seats. Some people had actually arrived there before they had. Bastards. He had left in plenty of time, and yet there were still a bunch of fucking mutants who were sitting on the seats before he'd had a chance to pick a good one.

All the front row seats were taken. 

'Are you here for the author signing, sir?'

Craig turned to see a young woman standing smiling at him.

'Yes, yes I am.'

'Please feel free to have a seat anywhere.' She handed him a flyer with a photo of Samantha Willis on it.

How about in her fucking living room? 'Thank you. I was just deciding which end to sit.'

'Are you a big fan of Ms Willis?'

'Yes.'

'Have you read all of her books?'

Am I here for a job interview or something? 'Yes.' 

'Me too. I'm a big fan.' 

'Good.' 

The woman was starting to make him feel antsy when she smiled and turned when more people came towards the chairs. 'If you'll excuse me. Maybe I'll see you around afterwards.'

'See? I took a step back when she started flirting with you,' Doogie said. 'Not every woman is impressed by the uniform. You look completely dashing tonight, and women pick up on that. You're what the younger crowd call a Fanny Magnet.'

'That, my friend, I can live with. Now, let's try and get a decent seat so we're not sitting beside some smelly bastard.'

As he was looking at the woman, the three people who had come in entered the other end of the second row. An old woman wearing a hat, a man with a beard and a man with an old overcoat on, who was bald but had a ring of white hair creeping round the back of his head.

Fuck me. 

'That young guy looks like the Yorkshire Ripper,' Doogie said. 'You'll have no problem tonight.'

'Hardly says anything about me if that's my competition.' He watched as the Ripper dropped his flyer and fumbled about under his seat for it. 

'See? He's looking for his hammer,' Doogie said, with amusement in his voice.

Craig shook his head. 'Behave. Let's just get a seat at the back.' He walked to the back row and they sat down. Waited patiently for Samantha to arrive. He studied the flyer. Looked at her photo. It was just like the one on her website. The one he looked at every day. He couldn't wait until he held her in his arms. It didn't matter to him that there was a big age difference; Samantha didn't look like she was in her late forties. She was so beautiful. The main thing was that they would be together.

More people turned up, but luckily, it wasn't a full house and there were some vacant seats. Nobody sat next to them.

'It's almost time,' Doogie said.

'I know. I'm really nervous, Doogie.'

'Don't be. You know the old saying, Faint heart never won fair maiden.'

'That's so very true.'

Then it happened. The front door opened and Samantha Willis walked in. She was here, in the flesh. Walking in with her entourage, which consisted of another woman and a man. No doubt reps from her publishers. Or her agent, or maybe it was Elvis fucking Presley himself-

'Relax.' Doogie put a hand on his arm for a moment, and Craig realised his leg had been pumping up and down as if he'd been desperate for a piss.

'I can't do this.'

'Of course you can. I'm your wingman, if you'll pardon the pun.'

He looked at his friend. 'I wouldn't be here if it wasn't for you, you know that?'

'Of course I do. But we help each other, we're here for each other and we never let each other down. I wouldn't give you bad advice, Craig. I'm behind you all the way here.'

'A man couldn't hope for a better friend.'

'You make me sound like a Golden Lab.'

They watched as Samantha settled herself at the table. They were at the back of the shop, and space had been cleared for this event. The table was piled with her new book and copies of her older titles. Craig thought she looked beautiful, dressed in a pair of smart slacks, with a light blue shirt and a subtle chain around her neck. Her blonde hair was styled to perfection, the length going down to her shoulders. There was the briefest hint of make-up. Classy.

'Isn't she gorgeous?' Craig said, his voice barely above a whisper.

'Oh yes,' Doogie said, his eyes glassy and staring.

'Tongue back in.'

Doogie smiled. 'Like somebody perusing an art gallery, I'm looking without touching.'

The young woman who had handed out the flyers introduced Samantha and then stepped to one side. 

And the woman of Craig's dreams stepped up and started giving a brief talk about how she started writing, how she self-published and how an agent approached her and how all this culminated in her standing at that position in that moment in time.

But Craig wasn't concentrating on Samantha's past; he was thinking about her future.


CHAPTER 15




'So this is Logie Baird's? Very nice,' Percy Purcell said.

'It's one of my locals,' Miller said, paying for the drinks. There were a few regulars in, and it wasn't half as busy as a weekend night.

'One? How many do you have?'

'There's this, The Rebel and The Scotsman round in Cockburn Street.'

Two pints and two oranges were on the bar in front of them as Miller took his change. 

'My old man would be impressed. He only has two that I know of.'

'It's hardly a badge of honour, Percy. Different horses for different courses. The Rebel is where all the crew from the station hang out, and The Scotsman is strictly a bar where I go if I need a quick pint. It's just downstairs from me. This place is nice to bring a woman to.'

'I can see that.' Purcell looked around the bar, up at the galley above them where two couples sat. 'I would bring my wife here. If I was still married, that is.'

'Kim and I like it.'

Purcell put a hand on Miller's arm for a moment. 'Listen, pal, I was so sorry to hear about Carol.' 

'Thanks, Percy. I've still got all the sympathy cards, including yours.'

'Ach, words are never good enough. The cards show that people are thinking of you, and some of them mean it, but I really was.'

'I know, my friend.'

'I remember working with her and your old man. And her old man too. It's unusual for several members of one family to work in the same department but you lot made it work.'

'We were in different CID departments, but Harry Davidson encouraged us to join Serious Crimes.'

'He put a good team together. Andy Watt is still a pain in the arse, so I heard.'

Miller laughed. Picked up a pint and an orange and handed them to Purcell. 'He is that. Some of the old school are okay though. You heard we lost Tam Scott a couple of months ago?'

'I did. Stuff like that gets around before it even hits the news channels. Poor sod. He was a good guy. I didn't work with him much, but he was in Gayfield Square when I was there.'

'That was a bloodbath. They wouldn't go down without a fight. If our teams hadn't taken them out, they would have killed us all.'

'The big wigs don't want us all armed though, Frank. They think it'll go the way America went, but they forget one thing; the scum are already armed. How many times have we learned of a wee scally going into a pub with a sawn-off? They need to waken up before more of us are shot.'

'A lot of people still believe that we only have ARV's to support us, not knowing many of us are firearms trained and that we get tooled up when there's an operation involving firearms.'

'You're right. Let's hope Barry Finch hasn't managed to get himself a shooter.'

'We'll cross that bridge later. Now, tell me more about Suzie before they come back from the ladies.'

Purcell looked around before continuing. 'The two of us worked several cases together, and she's the best officer I've ever worked with. No offence.'

'Offence taken. You said I was the best officer you'd ever worked with.'

'I lied. Anyway, we were on a team dealing with investigations in other forces, before we all became one big police force. She was just so good at it. And then I fell for her. Paula and I were still married but were apart, living in separate bedrooms. Then I told her I wanted a divorce. Long story short, she lives in my old house with her new boyfriend, and I live with my dad. And my dog.'

'That must be rough.'

'If that's a pun, it's a bad one. We were apart before I even started seeing Suzie. Our marriage was dead in the water, but we weren't officially separated, so now her lawyer's screwing me.'

'I'm sorry to hear that.'

'Don't be, Frank. Suzie's the best thing that ever happened to me.' Apart from getting Bear. 'She's twenty-seven and I'm forty-two, but she doesn't mind the age difference.'

'Age is only a number.'

'That's what people say to make the older side of the relationship feel better.'

Miller laughed. Picked up his own two glasses and they made their way over to a table. They sat and waited for the women to come back.

'Kim's a nice woman, Frank. It's good that you managed to move on with your life. I don't mean that to sound harsh, but life can be damn lonely.'

'I know, Percy. It was hard at first. I only found out a few months ago who really killed Carol. It was like living it all over again.'

'Look after her, pal, and she'll look after you.'

'She worked for the government in the same department as her dad. Her mother wanted her in something less dangerous, and they had been interviewing for another investigator, so Kim got the job. She's a hell of a tough girl, let me tell you.'

'Beauty and brains. Just like Suzie. I have a feeling they would both be good friends if we stayed down here.'

'Is coming back to Edinburgh something you would consider, Percy?'

Purcell took a swallow of his beer. 'I don't think so. Suzie is well settled up in Aberdeen and she'll go far. Further than I'll go.'

'You were a DCI ten years ago, at thirty-two, so you're already a high-flyer.'

'And ten years later, I'm superintendent. Some guys have been chief super at my age.'

'You'll go as high as you want to go.'

'I know I won't stop trying.'

They heard the women laughing as they came back from the ladies. Miller was happy to see Kim getting along so well with Suzie.

'More orange juice for you two,' Purcell said, and both men stood as the women approached the table.

'Proper gentlemen, eh, Kim?' Suzie said, smiling.

'We're not a pair of schemies,' Purcell said. 'My dad brought me up the old-fashioned way.'

'Is that right?' Suzie said.

'Of course. Lou and Frank's dad, Jack, are from the old school. Taught us life lessons.'

'They must be after something, Suzie,' Kim said.

Miller put his hands up. 'Hey, he started all this, just remember that.'

'So, what are we going to do about this Barry Finch?' Miller said, after a little more small talk.

'We're going through his personal life now and we'll start pulling it apart tomorrow. When we get more info, I'll have Matt Spencer in again, but right now, I want to know everything there is to know about Barry Finch.'

'Shouldn't we have had all the information about him before we got down here?' Suzie said.

'I tried. There was no legal reason for us to have that info, even though we wanted to know why Spencer was visiting him, but at the time, because Spencer wasn't under suspension, there was nothing we could do. Now it's official, we can get that info.' He looked at Miller. 'It's not perfect, but it's what we're working with right now. Damn privacy laws. Technically, Finch didn't break any laws.'

'So we'll get on the ball now. We'll get round to all the places he was known to hang out and pull him in. However, we can't make him talk,' Miller said.

Purcell smiled, but his eyes were hooded. 'Oh, we'll make him talk, Frank. You can take that to the bank.'


CHAPTER 16




'What are you waiting for?' Doogie asked.

'Sometimes you're a real Philistine.' Craig stayed seated while the other people got up and formed a line to the table where his love-to-be sat. 'This is like picking out a fine wine and taking it home to savour; it can't be rushed.'

'Savouring the moment. I like it.'

Craig looked at him. 'I knew you would.' He looked back towards where Samantha sat, but couldn't see her for the lower classes blocking his view. Never mind, he'd be able to see her as often as he wanted when she was his. Christ, his whole body tingled at the thought, as if there was electricity coursing through him. Samantha Willis, his girlfriend.

'I'll look back on this moment for the rest of my life, Doogie, and remember every detail. How I felt, how I was dressed, what the place smelled like.' He looked at his friend. 'How she looked when I asked her out.'

'It's one of those defining moments everybody has at one time or another in their life.'

'Then I can tell my father and brothers to go fuck themselves.'

They waited and watched. Craig wanted to be last in line so he could talk with her. Give her his best smile, ask her out for a drink, and then she would say yes and they would go and have a drink and then he'd take her home and then they would make-'

'It's nearly your turn,' Doogie said, quietly.

Fuck. The line had moved quicker than he thought, and he realised he had been daydreaming. There were only three or four standing in line, waiting to get a signed copy of her new book, including the Yorkshire Ripper.

'What are you going to do if he starts to give her his spiel?' Doogie asked, with a smile on his face, nodding towards the bearded man.

'He'll be getting a hardback book surgically removed from his arsehole if he starts with her.'

Doogie laughed. 'Take it easy, Craig, I'm only kidding.'

Craig stood. Took a deep breath, in through the mouth, out through the nose. 'Let's go,' he said, moving to the back of the line. He felt as if his legs were made of jelly. His mouth was starting to get dry. Why didn't these cheap fucks hand out bottled water at these events? He didn't want to go up to her and talk as if he was fucking daft.

The line moved along, and some of the people in front of him were having a laugh with her, no doubt trying it on with her. Maybe fucking beardy was going to ask her out, and he was in front of Craig. Jesus, how the fuck could he let this happen? Oh shit. Beardy was right in front of him, saying something Craig couldn't hear, because he had blood rushing through his ears, making a noise like a fucking freight train-

'...for?'

'She's talking to you, dip wad,' Doogie whispered, from behind him.

Suddenly she was there, right there in front of him. Looking at him. Smiling at him. Holding a book open, waiting to write something in it.

'I'm sorry?' he said.

'Who is this for?' she said, her smile never faltering.

God, she was even more beautiful up close. Her eyes were sparkling; her skin looked so soft, just waiting for his touch.

'Crai...Jay. I mean, me. Jay Ness.' 

She signed the book and closed it. Pushed it toward him. 'Nice meeting you, me Jay Ness.'

'You too.' He lifted the book and turned away, hoping his face wasn't turning red.

Outside in the street, Craig envisioned punching a hole through the plate glass window, not realising it would come down like a guillotine. 

'Me Jay Ness. What the fuck was that all about?'

'She was just being funny,' Doogie said. 'Anyway, what happened to you asking her out?'

'I sounded like I was fucking Tarzan or something. You Samantha, me Jay Ness. I sounded like a right clown.'

'No you didn't. That hairy-faced fuck just threw you off your game. If he hadn't been in front of you, you would have given her your best one-liner.'

Craig started walking away. 'I can't believe it, Doogie. This was my one big chance. I blew it.'

'Maybe not, my friend, maybe not.'

Craig stopped. 'What do you mean?'

'Let me explain.'


CHAPTER 17




'Well, I don't know about you, I, but I'm bushed. I think I'll turn in,' Purcell said. 

'It's only eight thirty, Percy,' Suzie said.

'You out on the lash last night or something?' Miller said.

'You sound just like my dad. I only drink to be sociable.'

'Well, a man needs a hobby,' Miller said.

'You're just encouraging hI' Kim said.

Purcell sI. 'Frank and I would always have a biIf banter, Kim, but when we needed to get down to business, he always had my back.'

'You always taught me to be there for your partner. God knows there are enough nutters out there.'

Logie Baird's was starting to get busier, but not much. There were several TV's on around the bar and some patrons were watching a football game.

Miller went up to the bar again. He half expected to see his father in here, but Jack too had several pubs he frequented. Cas, the barmaid, came over. She had worked in here for as long as Miller could remember. She was in her early forties, but managed to keep herself fit and looked a lot younger.

'Same again, Cas.'

'CI right up, Frank.' Miller watched Purcell interact with the two women, and his eyes briefImade contact with Kim's and she smiled at him before looking back at the superintendent. It made Miller feel glad he'd made the decision to have her and her daughter Emma move in with him. And it was really good to see Purcell again.

'So who's your friend?' Cas said, putting the beer glasses on the bar.

'Somebody I've known for a long time, Cas.' He paid for the drinks. Purcell came up behind him. 

'I appreciate yoI mentioning Paula, Frank. I know you met her a few times, but as I said, we're done now.'

'I know what it's like, big man, although our circumstances are different, we were both married before.'

'Christ, I wish you would make the decision to move to Aberdeen. We would make a good team again. We could run the Serious Crimes up there, and God knows there's a lot of it with those oil rig jockeys.'

Miller smiled. 'As lucrative as that sounds, I'm going to take a pass on that, Percy. I have wee Emma in my life now, and for the first time in almost three years, I can see a future that doesn't end with me lying in a box.'

Purcell put a hand on his shoulder. 'You always did have good ethics.' Then Purcell's smile dropped. He was directly facing Miller. 'Don't make it obvious, but there's somebody standing behind me, over in the corner, who's been taking a great deal of interest in us.'

'Okay. I'll take sip and look over.' Miller laughed as if Purcell had just told him a joke and took a sip of his lager, letting his eyes look in the direction Purcell had indicated.

There was nobody there.

'It's clear, Percy.'

Purcell still didn't want to tip the guy he'd been spotted, so he took a sip of his own lager and casually turned to look at the TV, his eyes going to where the man had been standing.

'Six two, short dark hair, smartly dressed, around mid-thirties. Built like a brick shithouse. Sound familiar?'

'Nothing jumps out at me, Percy.'

'Keep on your toes. I just got the feeling he was taking an interest in you.'

'Believe me, I'm always on the lookout.'

They walked over to their table.

Purcell put his glass down on the table. 'HeIst come back into view, Frank.'

Miller casually glanced over and saw the man, but his back was to them now. 'The bar goes round three-sixty. I'll go the long way, you go towards his back. He'll have nowhere to go and we can have a wee chat with him.'

Purcell felt his adrenaline flowing. Not even been in Edinburgh for more than half a day and already there's the prospect of having to lay somebody out.




****




'Are you sure?' Craig said, sipping at his pint.

'I'm not certain, but I think I've just been insulted,' Doogie said.

Craig felt like taking a bite out of the pint glass as he sipped more lager. 'And how about having a drink instead of standing around like a plank?'

Doogie smiled. 'And give people something to remember us by? Pilot seen drinking in a bar. That's not something you see every day.'

'It's what people would be expecting you to do.'

'Not with my uniform on.'

'You might be right.'

'I am right. But don't you go having too much.'

'Alright, mother.'

'Fine then, go ahead and get pished, Craig. See if I care.'

'Jay. It's fucking Jay when we're out.'

'Okay, Jay, let me run this scenario by you; Samantha Willis agrees to you buying her a drink, gets chatting with you, tells you she would indeed like to move on to a fine dining establishment and yes, you could jump in a fast black to get her there. And as you're walking down to the hotel next door to get in one at the taxi rank, you suddenly stop and throw your ring all over the pavement. Do you think she would even go to McDonald's with you after that, far less let you put your tongue in her mouth?'

'You paint a very vivid picture, Doogie. Your talent is wasted on flying planes. You could have been a painter, or a writer even.'

'Well, my mother did say I had a penchant for-'

'I was being sarcastic.' He drank more lager.

'Well, I can see I'm no longer needed here.' Doogie walked away to the far end of the bar and rounded the corner.

'I was just kid-' he started to say, but then Doogie's eavesdropping in the bookshop hit pay dirt; Samantha Willis walked in with her entourage. The man she had walked into the bookshop with did look uncannily like Elvis. Older, maybe a bit more grey, but there was definitely a little bit of Hound Dog about him. 

Craig stared at the TV, pretending he hadn't seen her when she stopped at the bar with the other two.

'Hello, again,' he heard a voice beside him say.

He turned to look at Samantha, and she smiled at him. 'It's Jay, isn't it?' She took off her jacket and laid it on top of her large bag she'd put at the foot of the bar stool.

At first, all he could hear was the American accent, but then he found his voice. 'Yes, yes, it is.' She remembered him, no doubt her memory fuelled by the hardback copy of her book sitting on the bar in front of him. At least she remembered his name. Not many women did.

'I hope the book doesn't disappoint.' She smiled at him, as the man with her asked her what she wanted to drink.

'The usual,' she said, and then she turned back to Craig, 'Have you read any more of my books?'

'I've read them all.' Now he felt the dam of words that had been held back was about to burst. He was actually talking to her without his face feeling flushed.

'What's your favourite?'

'Break Neck Speed. I liked the way he took on those underworld characters.'

'I hope you like Up On High,' she said, tapping a finger on the book.

'I'm sure I will.'

'It's had good feedback from the advanced copy readers, so I'm keeping my fingers crossed.'

'I'll certainly put up a good review.'

'Every review is certainly appreciated.'

'I'd love to talk more about your character Callahan,' Craig said, mentally conjuring up the many words of advice Doogie had given him over the years, 'so maybe we could get a drink when you have more time? Maybe have dinner?'

'Oh, thank you so much, but I have a partner.'

'Christ, she's a lesbian. I didn't see that coming, old chum,' Doogie whispered to him from behind. 'Nothing wrong with that, mind, but she won't be interested in you.'

Craig hadn't even heard his friend approaching again. He must have walked all the way around the bar and come up behind him.

'Oh, I'm sorry, I didn't realise. No offence meant.'

'None taken. He just wouldn't like it, that's all.'

He. She had a boyfriend. Craig hated it when older people who were dating said they had a partner. You didn't know if you were in with a fighting chance or not.

'There's a table in the corner,' the man with her said.

'Fine,' she replied. Looked back at Craig. 'I do hope you enjoy the book.' She grabbed her jacket and walked away with her two friends, or colleagues or whoever the hell they were.

'I do hope you enjoy the book, she says, right after she's shot you down in flames,' Doogie said. 'If I were you, I'd burn the thing.'

'I'm not going to burn anything. My God, she's fucking signed it.' He managed to give Doogie his best Are you fucking daft? look. 

'Well, don't look now, sunshine, but she's left her bag on the floor.'

Craig glanced down at it.

'What part of don't look now didn't you understand?' Doogie said.

'Well, what did you expect me to do? Slide it over with my foot and rake about in it?'

'That's exactly what I expect you to do.'

'That's all I need, her to come waltzing back round, and me on my hands and knees, rifling about in her bag. Besides, there are other people in the bar.'

'None facing you. I'm not saying you should go in there and have at her purse or anything, but you could have a little peek. Maybe have a squint at her driving license, see if her phone is in there so you can get her number. That sort of thing.'

'Speaks the voice of experience.'

He sat on the stool, reached down and picked up the bag with one hand, slipping his other hand in. He took out her purse and found the driving license. An address that he knew. Just across the street in the Royal Mile Mansions. Good to know. He put the license back and saw her iPhone sitting there. He took it out, looked at the contacts page and saw her name at the very top with My Number showing. He memorised her phone number and put the phone back.

Nobody came round to claim the bag. He saw the barmaid, a woman who was called Cas, and called her over.

'What are you having?' she asked, smiling at him and treating him as if he was human. He liked that.

'Nothing. I just found this bag on the floor. The writer lady was just here. Maybe it's hers.'

'Oh, thanks. I'll take it over to her. It's nice to see somebody honest for a change.' She turned and walked away.

'Honest,' Doogie said. 'She obviously doesn't know you.'

'Shut up. Let's go, Doogie.'

'Aren't you going to wait and see if she buys you a drink?'

'No. I don't want her to buy me a thank you drink. There will be time enough for her to buy me a drink later when I'm dating her.' He looked at the Pilot. 'I haven't given up. I still love her and she's going to be mine.'

'Whether she likes it or not, eh?'

Craig Spencer didn't answer.


CHAPTER 18




Miller reached the other side of the bar first, just as Purcell was coming round the other way.

The man was gone.

Ahead of them was the door that led from the bar into the hotel itself.

'I'm going to go ahead and see if he went in there, Frank. You stay here in case he comes back.'

'You know, he might just be a guest who was in here for a drink.'

'You don't really believe that, do you?'

'No. If it was somebody watching us, I want to ask him why, Percy.'

'Just give me a minute to have a scout around. I'll be right back.'

Miller walked back to the women, but Samantha Willis was standing at the table talking to them. She knew Kim of course, but she was being introduced to Suzie. Miller didn't want to interrupt.

He walked back to the door to the corridor that led to the toilets downstairs and the hotel itself. There was also a side entrance to the hotel.

He went up the stairs into the reception of the hotel, but didn't see Purcell. He came back out and down the stairs leading to the side entrance in Niddry Street. He walked outside and had a look around.

A sudden movement caught his eye, further down where there was a parking area for delivery vans to drop off at the Radisson Blu next door.

Two men were fighting.

Miller ran down and saw Purcell block a punch from the big man they'd seen in the bar, and smack him in the face. The man's head snapped sideways but he came back with a punch to Purcell's gut and he watched the superintendent bend over in pain. The big man stood back and was about to kick Purcell in the face when Miller shouted.

'Police! You fucking try that and I'll boot your fucking nuts.'

'Oh yeah, is that fucking right?' the big man said, and Miller saw he actually had the audacity to walk uphill towards him.

'Jimmy, leave it,' a voice shouted.

Miller stopped running and walked, seeing Purcell was alive and only winded. He was up for the challenge with this big man, never one to run away from a fight.

'Yeah, Jimmy, you'd better think about this. Now we're even. Two of us against two of you.'

'You and that old man? Give me a fucking break.'

Miller studied the face, sucking in every line and crevice, the shape of the eyes and mouth. The nose, just before he broke it. Height, weight, hair colour.

'Jimmy, come on for fuck's sake. Oh, look out,' he shouted, but it was too late.

Percy Purcell came up behind the man and kicked him hard between the legs, before staggering back.

Jimmy screamed and fell against the car, opening the door as Miller ran at them. The driver got back in. Jimmy locked the door and the driver took off, almost hitting Purcell.

Miller noted the back license plate and saw it was an old green Honda as it sped down Niddry Street and turned left in the Cowgate. 

'Bastard sucker-punched me,' Purcell said. He looked at Miller. 'I followed him out here and he must have seen me. I can't believe I didn't see it coming, Frank.'

'It happens, Percy. You okay? Want me to get an ambulance?'

'Fuck, no. I'm just winded. I'll be fine when I get my breath back.'

'Did he say anything to you?' Miller said.

'Not a thing. He was waiting for me though. He was just waiting for his chance, that's why he was scoping me out in the bar.'

'Us, Percy. He was watching us both.'

'That's what I thought, but he was watching me, Frank. He was here tonight to give me a warning. He was going to put me in hospital so my investigation would stall or I would give up and go back to Aberdeen.' He looked at Miller. 'Or worse.'

'He wasn't going to kill you. That would bring so much shit down on them. No, if anything, that was just a shot over the bows. And we don't have to look far to guess who sent them after you.'

'I'm going to fucking nail Matt Spencer's arse to the wall. His career as a copper is finished. Maybe I can't prove he sent those two twats after me, but I'll get him on something.'

'Come on, let's get you back inside.'

Purcell stood and rubbed his gut. 'Listen, let's leave out the bit where I got belted.'

'Suzie doesn't need to hear that.'

'When I'm alone with her tonight, I don't want her looking at me any differently. And that wanker called me an old man.'

'She won't hear it from me.'

'Good man. I think I'll suggest to Suzie we get up to the room.' 

'A brandy, a bit of Kenny G and a bubble bath and you'll be right as rain.'

Despite the pain he was in, Purcell laughed. 'Fuck off, Miller.'

As Purcell opened the side door to the hotel, Miller looked down the road again, thinking he knew the man called Jimmy.

He thought he was a cop.







'Samantha,' Cas said, walking over to the writer. 'Some guy handed me a bag. He saw it lying at the foot of the stool you were sitting on. Is this yours?'

Samantha's mouth opened wide as she realised it was indeed hers. 'What a klutz. Thanks a lot, Cas.'

Cas smiled. 'It's happened to me more times than I remember.'

'We still on for coffee tomorrow?'

'Count on it. See you around ten?'

'I'll be there.' Cas went back round to her side of the bar and started serving customers again.

'Sometimes my mind is a million miles away,' she said to Rob, the marketing rep from her publisher. 

'It's understandable, considering your book landed at number one in the Scottish chart.'

'I want to thank that young man who handed Cas my bag. I'll be back in a minute.' She got up and went round the bar to where they'd been sitting, but the man – Jay Ness, she remembered – wasn't there. 

She returned to the table where the two publisher's reps sat. 'He's not there. I would have bought him a drink.'

'He looked like a weirdo anyway,' the young girl said.

'No he didn't,' Samantha said. 'I thought he was quite cute. In fact, if I wasn't going out with Jack, maybe I would have hit it off with him.' She smiled, and realised she was only half joking.

'You know that's a bad thing,' the man said, 'getting involved with a fan. What if he turned out to be a creep?'

'No worse than sitting here with you,' the young girl said.

'Cheeky cow,' he replied, and they both burst out laughing.

Samantha's mobile phone rang, and she picked it out of her bag. 'Excuse me guys.' She walked to a quiet spot at the bar. 'Hello?'

'Sam. It's Jack.'

'Hi, honey.'

'I wanted to let you know a few of us are up at the Covenanters. It'll probably turn into a wee sesh, so I'll see you tomorrow sometime.'

'Okay, that's fine. I'm pretty bushed anyway. I'm having coffee with Cas tomorrow morning.'

'Tell her I said hi. I'll see you sometime and you can tell me all about the signing.'

'I'm sure you don't want to be bored out of your skull, Jack Miller.'

'Haha. Bore away, sweetheart.'

'I...' Love you, she was about to say, but caught herself in time. She hadn't said that to him yet, and she wasn't quite ready. Way to go, sister. 'I'll see you tomorrow.'

'I'll see you tomorrow, too,' Jack said, laughing and hanging up.

Did he know what she was about to say? Oh, Jesus, how embarrassing. But then, he was a very perceptive man.

She sat back down and made small talk, gossiping about other writers, the publishing industry in general, and her publisher in particular. She could see the young co-workers were itching to get away and go clubbing or something.

'Listen, you two can go and do your own thing. You don't have to hang around all evening. I'm going to have a wander. I need to do some research on my current book.'

'Are you sure?' the girl said, relief sweeping over her face.

'I'm sure.' They said their goodbyes and she said she'd see them at the signing at the Book Festival on Saturday. She put her jacket on as Frank Miller came up to her with Purcell. 

'You going so soon?'

'Yes, Frank. The signing went well, and I'm tired. I always get this way at a signing; a big rush then the falling down to earth feeling. Your dad's up at the Covenanters, so I won't see him until tomorrow.' She looked over at Purcell. 'You okay?'

'I'm fine, thanks. Just a bit jet lagged.'

'Really? Did you come far?'

'Drove down from Aberdeen.' He smiled like a school kid. 

'The oxygen is obviously thinner up there.'

'Touché.' 

She smiled and said her goodbyes to Kim and Suzy before leaving through the exit that led to the High Street.

The air was warm. Not New York warm but better than a chill. Her jacket was light and she carried it and her bag up to the lights, where she waited for the green man to come on. She looked across the road, past the Tron Church, an ancient place of worship that was now a museum.

The sun had gone down, leaving twilight behind. Holidaymakers mingled with festival performers, and it was as if the city centre never emptied. People were dressed as clowns, ballroom dancers and everything in between.

She crossed the road and decided to walk further up, not wanting to go into the Covenanters, as Jack might think she was spying on him. It was something that her ex accused her of, mainly because he was fooling around on her. 

No, she just wanted to have a walk up the High Street, and take in the sights. She loved to see the old architecture and imagine the people who used to live there. The road had a cobblestone surface; called Setts in Scotland. Not many people knew that, locals included, but she had found out when she was doing research. 

There was almost an electric buzz in the air as the sound of laughter carried on up the street. The sights and sounds of Edinburgh hadn't seeped into her over time, but had grabbed her by the shoulders and told her to hang on, the ride was only just beginning.

She had dreamed about coming to Scotland, ever since she was a little girl, then when she had met her future husband, Ralph, she thought her life had taken on the role of a storybook Princess. But even a fairytale can turn into a nightmare.

Instead of looking to the future with her husband, he had almost killed her with his betrayal. 

Somebody bumped into her shoulder. She sucked in a breath for a moment, until she turned and saw a clown handing out leaflets for a show. She smiled and took one. This was the life; she had her dream job, something she'd sat and thought about when she worked in an office back in her American hometown. When her colleagues were having a bad day, she wouldn't get annoyed, she'd go home and write her detective novels. She had always wanted to set them in Edinburgh, so that if she was picked up by an agent, she would then have the excuse to go to Scotland on a research trip.

Agent after agent had turned her down, and so she had started sending them over to London, where once again, the books were well received but no cigar. Then a friend of hers had asked her why she didn't self-publish them? 

After doing some research, she had taken the plunge. Some people thought it was an overnight success, but that wasn't the case. Her overnight success had taken her two years. Sales were small at first, and she wondered if she should just give up and stick to her day job, but after the second one went live, sales grew and grew.

Then she was off and running. Then an agent came looking for her.

And the rest was history. A five book deal with a major publisher and she was away, finally being able to afford the things she had only previously dreamed off. And catching a Scottish husband, too.

Samantha liked Jack Miller, but it was too soon to say if it would last. She knew she was starting to fall for him, another Scotsman, but this time, a big man with a lot of confidence who wasn't out to get what he could from her. She would give him time to show his true feelings for her, but things were coming along fine. She felt good about Jack Miller.

Maybe she would call him later, and ask him to come along for a nightcap. She smiled at the thought, at the prospect of holding onto him again, his gentle caress.

For goodness sake, Sam, you're behaving like a schoolgirl, she chided herself. Concentrate on your detective, your fictional one, not your real one. She smiled again, not caring if anybody was watching her, but she knew how to switch her thinking and put herself into her detective's shoes. 

This is where he would be walking down the High Street to get his coffee. His girlfriend was a nurse, so their shifts clashed a lot of the time. She had an idea for a book where his girlfriend was being stalked by an ex-patient.

She walked down Hangman's Close, the noise of the laughter and the shouting lessening as she made her way through the tunnel, the darkness enclosing her as night formed the shadows around her, but she felt a shiver of excitement. This was Scotland. Her new home and she couldn't be happier.    

Her mind was a million miles away when someone grabbed her hair and slammed her against the wall.


CHAPTER 19




'Why don't you just take your book and go home to read it?' Doogie said, as they walked across the North Bridge.

'As ideas go, that's not one of your better ones, I have to say.' Craig shook his head as the hordes of people crossed the road.

'God, I hate these crowds,' Doogie said, with disdain. 'Everywhere is so busy.'

'It's Edinburgh in August. Get used to it.' They shouldered their way through the wall of people, and suddenly Craig stopped.

'What's wrong, Jay?' Doogie smirked. 'See? I remembered. Jay, when we're out.'

'Sometimes you can be like a paper cut, very annoying.' He looked at his friend. 'Anyway, there's nothing wrong. I just wanted to hang about and see Samantha Willis again, even from afar.'

Doogie sucked in a mouthful of air and puffed his cheeks out before blowing it in Craig's face. 'Let me see if I've got this right; there was a chance she would have bought you a Thank you for returning my bag  drink, where you could have spent more time with her in a social situation, but you skip out of there, and now you're here in a packed street waiting to get a glimpse of her from afar. Do you want to be her boyfriend or not?'

Craig closed his eyes for a moment, trying not to let his guts take over. He opened them again and looked at his friend. 'I wish I hadn't come here tonight.'

'Why?'

'Earlier today, there was the possibility she could be my girlfriend, but now I spoke to her and she told me there was somebody else, I know there's no chance. I was living a fantasy before tonight, one in which I was Samantha Willis's lover. Now I'm the sad sack who handed her bag in.'

'Why are you torturing yourself by standing outside a pizza restaurant waiting to see her again? Besides, there's an exit on Niddry Street and you wouldn't see her leave if she went out that way.'

'She lives up there,' he nodded towards the windows of the flats way above his head, 'so there's a chance she'll come out the front door.'

'I commend your lateral thinking, my weird friend.'

'Fuck you.'

'Fuck you too.'

Craig smiled at his friend, not knowing what he would do if Doogie wasn't there by his side.

The smell of fried food coming from somewhere hit his nostrils, and Craig realised he hadn't eaten any dinner. He would have to make a sandwich when he got back. He wished he could take in a fish supper or something, but his sibling would surely smell it and then the game would be up.

'There she is,' Craig said, suddenly spotting Samantha as she came out the front door of the pub. 'I told you she would come out this way.'

'Well, aren't you quite the rocket scientist.'

'I like to think so.' He had already shoved the book inside his jacket so it wouldn't be seen, and he reckoned she wouldn't see him if she looked over, as he was just another face in the crowd.

'What if she bumps into you?'

'I just left the pub, and I'm enjoying the free performances. What's to explain?'

Doogie nodded. 'Good point.'

But Craig wasn't listening now. Samantha was walking up the High Street, looking around her, smiling, as if she was soaking up the festival atmosphere. Even if she looked directly across the road, she would only see the myriad of performers. Although a lot of shows were taking place right now, there were still people out and about distributing leaflets for future performances. It would go on for hours yet.  

Craig started walking through the throng of people, the cacophony of laughter and talking competing with a drummer as he beat out a tattoo while his friend was juggling clubs that were on fire. Never taking his eyes off Samantha. His eyes were like heat-seeking missiles.

He saw her stop and look around, her head tilting back and looking up at the buildings, and he wondered if she was doing research. Then she walked into Hangman's Close. The road was blocked off to traffic during the Festival, but the constantly moving crowd was more difficult to cut across than a busy road.

He reached Hangman's Close and looked down, the sight before him taking his breath away. He turned round to shout for Doogie, but he couldn't see his friend.

Then he moved into the tunnel of the close, the darkness enveloping him.


CHAPTER 20




'First impressions?' Miller said to Kim, as the door swung closed behind Purcell and Suzie.

'I like him, Frank. It must have been fun working with Percy.'

'At times it could be,' Miller said, 'but he also took no nonsense.' He drank more of his pint. 'I'll tell you about Percy's dealings with Matt Spencer when we get home.'

'Okay. I got the impression there was more to this than meets the eye.' Kim sipped at her orange juice. 'I like Suzy, too. I think her and I would be great friends if she lived down here.'

'I've never met her before, but she would make a great member of my team.' 

The pub was still busy, getting busier, even though it was a Tuesday night. Miller was feeling relaxed, and it wasn't just the alcohol that was making him feel good. He had a woman he loved sitting beside him, and a little girl he felt was his own daughter waiting back at the flat, no doubt making the babysitter read her the same book twice.

A long time ago, as he had stood looking down at his wife's grave, he couldn't see himself falling in love ever again. But this woman had come into his life a few months ago, and he was feeling like a teenager again. Life was good.

'I know we've only been going out with each other for a few months, but it's your thirtieth birthday next month, so I want it to be special.'

'Being with you and Emma is all I need.' He reached over and squeezed her hand.

'God, Miller, you know just how to say the right things. If you're feeling in a romantic mood, I don't think you'll have to try very hard tonight.'

He laughed, and there was real love there. 'I mean it. Just the fact I have somebody I love to share my birthday with is enough.'

'No it's not. I've been in cahoots with your father.'

'Uh oh. Now I'm in trouble.'

'You better believe it.'

Miller looked at his watch. It was relatively early, and they had the babysitter until ten, although little Emma would be in bed long before that. 'You fancy going somewhere else?'

'Sure. It's not often we get out together.'

'I'm not complaining. Your mum and dad are good at having Emma stay over when we go out.'

She smiled. 'I know they are. Call me old though, but I'm just as happy staying in with you and having a quiet night. Yes, it's good to get out sometimes, but now I have a family, my priorities have changed.'

'I know. Mine too.'

She looked at him with a serious face now. 'Sometimes, when I'm in a dark mood, I feel I rushed you into this, you know, me and Emma moving in. I feel guilty that you're an almost-thirty year-old man, who could be out getting blootered every weekend, but you're in with your girlfriend and her daughter.'

Miller laughed. 'You don't have to worry there. You know, I'm happier than I've been in years, and you've made me that way. Blootered every weekend? I'm not Andy Watt. And I'm not eighteen anymore. So I'm quite happy, thank you very much, Miss Smith.'

Kim smiled again. 

'I know, let's go home so we can let the babysitter go, and once Emma's off to bed, we can have an early night.'

'Why, Miss Smith, I do believe you're trying to corrupt me, and I'm not even thirty yet. What sort of boy do you think I am?'

'I know what sort of bloody boy you are, Frank Miller! And you're two years older than I am.'

'Two years and one month.'

'Yeah, yeah. Drink up before I change my mind about that early night.'

'Yes, ma'am.' He took some more of his pint. But he wasn't going to get an early night. Somebody had other plans for him.




****




Samantha Willis lay on her back in the dark close, her head facing downhill. She couldn't see him, the man who had pushed her face into the wall. Jesus fuck. Her face was hurt but she didn't think anything was broken. She had turned her head at the last minute or her nose would have taken the brunt. 

She felt the wind knocked out of her as she had fallen backwards, and was glad she hadn't banged her head, but now she was struggling to get up.

Then he stepped back into view. She was about to let out an almighty scream when a hand reached down to her.

'Here, grab my hand,' the voice said.

She blindly reached up and grabbed the stranger's hand and he pulled her gently up, half expecting to be punched in the face, but at least she would have a chance to escape if he-

She cut her own thoughts off. It was the man from the pub. Jay somebody. The man who she'd signed a book for.

'Thank you,' she said, still expecting a smack. Like Ralph, her ex, had given her on occasion. But the man just looked worried, as if she was about to faint on him.

He took a hanky out of his pocket and unfolded it. 'There's some blood running down from your head. You want me to call an ambulance?'

'No, I'm fine. Thank you,' she said, taking the cotton square from him and dabbing at her head.

'I'll call the police. I saw somebody shove you into the wall. I thought he was mugging you.'

'He didn't take anything. I don't think.' She looked and saw her bag on the ground. Picked it up.

'Let's get you back up to the High Street. There are more people there.'

'Jesus, I feel a bit light-headed,' she said, as they started walking back up the close.

'I'll walk you back home, if you like,' he said.

'Thank you, but if you don't mind, I'll call my boyfriend. I do appreciate your help though.'

'Hey, no problem. I was just watching the free shows when I saw a scuffle.'

Samantha reached inside her bag and took her phone out. Put a hand on Jay's arm. 'I'd appreciate it if you wait with me until he comes. He's just two minutes away.'

'I will, don't worry.'

There were still a lot of people watching the performers, and the noise level was high, but she clearly heard the phone ringing at the other end.

'Jack? It's me, Samantha. I've been attacked, but I'm alright. I'm down by the station at Hangman's Close. There's a young man here with me. He helped me.'

'Sam, I'll be right there. I'm with some of the boys. Stay right there.'

She hung up and looked at Jay. 'He'll be here shortly.'

'Okay. You're safe now.




****




'I can't believe it was only six months ago that I was pointing a gun at you,' Kim said, as they finished their drinks.

'As introductions go, it was different.' He looked at her for a moment, his face taking on a serious look. 'Listen, I'm telling you this because I trust you.'

'Okay.' There was a subtle change to Kim's features as her face hardened slightly. He'd seen it before, when she was bracing herself for either bad news or a fight.

'Percy was attacked outside. When I went out looking for him, there were two guys fighting with him, and when they saw me coming, they were going to try and get wired into me too. Percy managed to give one of them a kick in the balls, and they scarpered in a car. My point is they might still be hanging around.'

Her eyes locked onto his. 'Thanks for the heads up. But why wasn't the uniformed branch called?'

'Percy doesn't want to report it and I agree with him. It might drive Matt Spencer underground. Besides, we don't know for sure it was Spencer who sent those two guys, but it doesn't take a rocket scientist to put two and two together.'

'We'll have to watch each other's backs, Frank. You know you can count on me.'

'I know, but I don't want to put you in the line of fire.'

She looked grim. 'Percy really should make a report. Cover himself if nothing else.'

'At the least, it could knock him off the case and believe me, that's the last thing we want.'

She stood and shrugged her jacket on. 'Okay. I'll be extra careful.'

Miller stood and his mobile phone rang. He listened to the caller before hanging up.

'Everything okay?' Kim asked.

'No. Samantha's just been attacked. She's at the close next to the station.'

'Let's go.'

They almost ran out of the pub.







'Jesus, Sam, are you alright?' Jack said, running through the crowd to her.

'I am now. This young man helped me.'

Jack looked around him but all he could see was a sea of faces. 'Which one?'

Samantha looked confused. 'Well...he was here a moment ago. I was looking for you and he was right there. Now he's gone.'

'Did you see who attacked you?' asked one of Jack's friends, Eddie. He too was a retired detective.

'This is Eddie, Sam,' Jack said.

'No, I didn't see him. He came up from behind me. Smacked my head into the wall, then I struggled with him and he pushed me to the ground. Then I heard a shout.' She looked at the crowds and the performers. 'I know there's a lot of noise but I heard him shout, Leave her alone, or something like that.'

Jack held onto her. Saw Miller and Kim rushing through the crowd.

'Sam, are you hurt?' Kim asked, taking control and giving her a hug as Jack let her go.

'Oh, Kim, I'm fine, just shaken. And my head's sore after he hit it on the wall.'

'Did you get a description?' Miller asked. He nodded to Eddie, who he knew well from drinking sessions with his dad. Eddie was looking around them, keeping an eye on things in case the guy was a nut and decided to have a go with them all. 

'No, Frank. He pushed me into the wall, then I fell over and I didn't see anything. By the time I heard somebody yelling, I had rolled over but he had gone.'

'Her Good Samaritan left,' Jack said.

Miller looked at him and they didn't need to use any words. Father-Son intuition. Or cop intuition. Whatever it was, they both had the same thought running through their minds; was her attacker also the one who had "saved" her?

'Can you see him around here?' Miller said.

'No. I don't know where he is. He said he'd stay until you came, Jack, after I called you. I know him though. Sort of. He was at my book signing tonight, and I saw him in the pub afterwards.'

'Did you get his name?'

'Jay Ness.'

'Give me a description later.'

'Never mind that, let me take a look at you,' Kim said. She saw the blood was drying in Samantha's hair. She had a look at her and stood back. 'Look me in the eyes.' She brought out a small LED flashlight and shone it in each of Samantha's eyes. 'It's a superficial cut.'

'Thank goodness,' Samantha said.

'How hard did he hit your head against the wall?'

'Not very hard to be honest.'

'I still think you should have it checked out at the hospital.'

Samantha shook her head. 'No. I've hit it worse when I've left a kitchen cabinet open. I don't think he wanted me unconscious, I think he wanted to do something else.'

'Let's get you home. I'll clean the cut up and put something on it.' Kim put her arm around Samantha's shoulder, leading her away.

'I'll catch up with you tomorrow, Eddie,' Jack said, and the two men shook hands.

'No problem, big man.' Eddie slipped away into the crowd. Miller and his father followed the two women closely through the crowds towards their apartment building.

As the four people blended in with the spectators, Samantha's attacker stood watching. Waiting.

Seething.


CHAPTER 21




'Do you think that was a wise thing to do?' Doogie asked, as they made their way down Victoria Street. 'Just leave like that?

'Well, I noticed you were quick to fuck off.'

'Giving you space to be with your future girlfriend, old chum,' Doogie said, laughing.

'It was hardly a date. Some bastard skelped her.'

'That's the trouble with this city; there's an influx of interlopers, beggars and thieves. Bring back hanging, that's what I say.'

'Jesus, if you're trying to make me feel better Doogie, you're going to have to try a little harder.'

'I'm sorry, mate. I know that was a bad scenario, but at least you were there to save the day. You should have hung around and basked in the glory.'

'Or got a kicking from her boyfriend if he thought it was me.'

'Pish. You would have shown him who was boss, I'm sure of it.'

'I wasn't about to find out.'

'How about we go in for a drink in the Last Drop?'

'Are you serious? That's all I need, my father popping in for a swift one before going to his scratcher and seeing me there with my hair all funky.'

'Yes, it is a dilemma, Jay.'

'Jay. Listen to me; introducing myself to a woman I'm in love with, starting off with a false name. How would that look, after we'd made passionate love, me saying, Oh, and by the way, my name's not Jay Ness?'

Doogie's smile didn't falter. 'In my experience, if a woman really cares about you, she'll understand that you had to fabricate little details. It's all part of the game. I've done it many times.'

'You're a player, Doogie. That sort of thing comes easily to you. Look at me; I build coffins for a living, stay in a flat provided by my father who treats me like the Count of Monte Cristo, and I have to put gel in my hair so I can sneak out of the house like a wee laddie.'

'You're making your life sound like a Dickens novel.'

They walked past a joke shop at the bottom of the hill. 'I should get a mask like they sell in there. Maybe that'll get me more luck than I'm getting now.'

Doogie smiled at a woman as she and a friend walked past them.  

'See, there's my whole point, Doogie; you don't even have to try.'

'Relax, my friend. I'm always here with you. We'll get you sorted. If Samantha Willis isn't available, then somebody else will be.'

'You don't get it, Doogie. I'm smitten with the woman. She's older than me. She has plenty of class. She's beautiful. Fuck me, I don't think I can take it anymore, not being with her. I think I'm going to explode, Doogie-'

Craig felt Doogie grab his arm. 

'You're losing it, buddy. Just take a deep breath then we can go back to your flat and regroup. If Samantha Willis means so much to you, you can fight for her. You're willing to do that, am I right?'

'Of course I am.'

'So what's stopping you?'

'Lack of guts.'

'Her boyfriend, that's what. He's the one who's standing between you and her.'

'So you want me to try and take him out of the picture? I don't even know what he looks like, never mind fight him.'

Doogie laughed gently, the same laugh Craig had seen him use on women. It was a soothing sound, and Craig could see why women found it attractive and comforting. Not that he would tell Doogie that. He didn't want to give his friend the wrong impression.

'No, Craig, I don't expect you to fight this man, whoever he is. I don't think that would impress Ms Willis all that much, do you? No, that would be like putting boots on the ground. Sending the cannon fodder in first. What we want to do is send in the Special Forces. Sort of like a Black Ops kind of job.'

They walked past the Last Drop and the pub had a few patrons in, with more sitting at the outside tables on the pavement.

'I think I'm getting what you're meaning, Doogie, but you know me, I'm not much of a fighter.'

'Exactly, Craig. What you'll be doing will be behind the scenes.' He looked straight ahead and they navigated their way round people standing about drinking.

'Behind the scenes?'

'You'll deal with her boyfriend in a different way. Covertly.' He stole a quick glance round to make sure there was nobody directly behind them. 'When you're ready, you'll deal with him and he'll never see it coming. And you won't even have to lay a finger on him.'

Craig nodded and was thinking about Samantha Willis being on her own and him comforting her when they rounded the corner into King's Stables Road. 

And saw Craig's father and brother walking towards them.




****




'I'm staying the night with you,' Jack said, as they walked along the lobby to the lift in their building.

'I won't argue with that,' Samantha said, as she put her arm through Jack's. Miller and Kim were bringing up the rear when they heard the front door closing behind them.

Cas, the barmaid from Logie Bairds bar, was behind them. She lived on the fourth floor. 'What happened, Sam?' she said, as she saw the blood on Samantha's head.

'She was attacked, Cas,' Miller said, as the lift doors glided open.

'Oh my God, are you alright?' Cas came over and put a hand on Samantha's arm.

'I am now, Cas.'

'We're going to get her cleaned up in our place.'

'I want to help.'

'I don't want anybody making a fuss,' Samantha said.

'It's no fuss. I'm your friend, I want to help.'

'Cas can come in,' Kim said.

Jack looked at Miller. We're outnumbered.

'That's fine,' Miller said.

The babysitter was unfazed by all the people coming in. She told them Emma had been tired and was already fast asleep in bed. Then she left.

Kim, being a trained doctor, saw to Samantha's superficial wound with Cas helping.

'It's just a slight abrasion. Thank God he didn't ram your head much harder into the wall or it would be a hospital trip.'

'Thank you, Kim,' Samantha said, as Cas dried the patch of hair Kim had wet as she cleaned the small wound.

'Tea's ready,' Jack said, bringing in a tray of mugs. Miller was having a coffee. His chances of having an early night with Kim reduced to zero.

'Did you see who did this?' Cas said, taking a cup of tea.

'No. He grabbed me from behind. Then he threw me down to the ground.'

'Jesus, is nobody safe these days?'

Samantha cradled her cup, while Jack indicated for Miller to follow him into the kitchen.

'I want to find this Jay Ness who helped Samantha. He might just be a Good Samaritan who helped her, or he was the one who did it and he got disturbed.'

'I was thinking the same thing.'

'Run it through the system at work tomorrow, Frank.'

'I'll do that.' 

When they went back through to the living room, Samantha looked at Jack. 'I just thought of something.'

'Oh yes?'

'The man who helped me, Jay. He offered to walk me home. How did he know I was within walking distance? I mean, for all he knew, I could live in Juniper Green. Yet he seemed to know I could walk home from where I was attacked.'

'As if he's been watching you,' Miller said.


CHAPTER 22




'Frank, can I ask you something?' Emma said, as she crossed the road holding Miller's hand.

'Of course you can.'

'Do you think Charlie likes dogs?'

They made it to the other side next to other parents with kids, all heading in the same direction, down the Canongate.

'I don't think he's ever met any dogs, but sometimes cats will love dogs, but not all cats do. Why do you ask?'

'Oh, nothing,' she said, shrugging her backpack and looking up at him, smiling.

Miller smiled back and squeezed her hand.

The sun was up and there was no rain in the forecast. The street was bustling already, a combination of residents going to work and visitors heading up and down the High Street, taking photos of the old buildings.

Miller felt happier than he had in a long time. Holding this little girl's hand, knowing she was the daughter of the woman he loved. He might not be her biological father, but he felt he would be a good stepfather to her.

They reached the High Street primary school, and Emma saw one of her friends with her mother. She waved. 

A black Range Rover pulled to the side of the road, the back door opened and a man stepped out.

'Grandpa!' Emma shouted, and ran over to him. 

'Hello darlin',' Neil McGovern said, giving his granddaughter a hug.

'Are you coming into school with me today?' Emma asked, as he stood back.

'No, I'm here to speak to Frank.'

'Okay.' She kissed McGovern on the cheek as he bent down to her.

'Bye, honey. Have a great day at school,' Miller said, and Emma kissed his cheek too.

'I will, Frank. Give Charlie a kiss from me.'

'I will.' He watched as she ran to her friend and they went into the school together. They ran past the police box that sat like the Tardis in the playground, lost in their own thoughts now. 

'Glad to see you're taking good care of my grand-daughter,' McGovern said. 'Get in, Frank, I'll give you a lift up the road.'

Miller got in and put his belt on as the window rolled up again, the dark tint shielding them from the outside world. 'What? No coffee for me, Neil?'

'I'm sure the young lady in Starbucks is more than capable of writing your name on a paper cup.'

The car pulled away, and McGovern opened the briefcase that was sitting on his lap. Pulled out a large envelope and handed it over.

'So, there's no record of a Jay Ness living in Edinburgh. There are people with that name in the U.K. of course, but that's not to say he didn't travel from somewhere else to be at Samantha's book signing.

'So, as you can see, I managed to procure some photos from CCTV. The first few are from the Radisson Blu hotel next door to the pub. It shows him coming out into the High Street, before Samantha did. The others are from the bar itself.'

'I told you I did a PNC check, and there was nothing.' Miller took the eight by ten photos out and flipped through them. 

'Doesn't mean to say he hasn't been flying under the radar all this time,' McGovern said.

'True.' He put the photos back and looked across at his friend. 'He doesn't look remarkable.' 

'I thought there would be more cameras up the High Street, but the only other ones we could find were the ones at your station, and they're not pointing at Hangman's Close where Samantha was attacked.'

'There was a hell of a lot of people in the street last night.'

'I know. I watched some of the CCTV footage.'

'I have to admit you were quick getting these photos. The hotel and the bar must be very co-operative.' 

'You asked, you got. I don't quite have a magic wand, but not far off.'

'And you have Ian Powers working for you now. That always helps. He's the best hacker I know.'

'That's such a crude way of putting it, Frank, but true. He also got me some info on the number plate on that green Honda those two blokes who attacked you got away in.'

'It was stolen, am I right?'

'Yes and no.'

Miller smiled at the other man. 'There's never a straight answer with you, is there?'

'Now, before you go slagging me off, there's an explanation; the number plates on the car were stolen. I obviously don't know if the car was stolen and the stolen plates were put on it, but the plates were taken off a green Honda Civic.'

'How long ago?'

'A week.'

'Do you have a name?'

'I do. And she's seventy-four. A member of her local church and a retired teacher.'

Miller's face fell. He had hoped by doing some digging, his friend might uncover something. 'I'll bet the local uniforms thought it was a prank when her plates were taken.'

'I agree, it's not high on anybody's list of priorities. But this is bread-and-butter stuff so why didn't you just run it through your own system?'

'I need you to keep this to yourself, Neil.'

'My lips are sealed, old cock.'

'Me and Percy Purcell got into a bit of an altercation last night. It was the two guys with the car.'

'Ah. And why you wondered if there were any cameras pointing down Niddry Street. Sadly, only in and out of the hotel's parking garage and not in the street. However, if you've been attacked, you need to make an official report. You don't need me to tell you that.'

'Percy might get pulled from the investigation if they think Matt Spencer sent round two of his buddies to have a word.'

McGovern looked out the side window for a moment. 'You think Spencer would do that?' Back at Miller.

'I do. Spencer's a nasty piece of work. He's always skirted round getting a disciplinary, even though everybody knows he's a snake.'

'And yet he got promotion to inspector.'

'I think they wanted things to stay hush hush with him. He was an embarrassment to the brass, so they shoved him sideways into uniform and he got his promotion eventually, but he'll go no further.'

'And he sends round two pond life to deal with Purcell. So how did you get involved?'

'Simple; I went looking for him and one of them made it his business to challenge me as well, but Purcell got the better of him and they got away.'

'Purcell must really want to nail this bastard Spencer.'

'He has reason to, believe me. I'll tell you over a drink one day.'

'I look forward to it.' 

The large car drove up through the stretch of street reserved for delivery vehicles and stopped outside Hangman's Close.

'Come on, Frank, show me where this happened.'

The two men left the air conditioning comfort of the car and Miller walked through the shadows of the close.

'Jesus, I had a feeling I knew this place,' McGovern said. 'This is where I was shot and where Kim was abducted.'

'The very place.'

'What was Samantha doing here?'

'Researching her next novel, she told us. Her fictional detective is based in my station.'

The mouth of the close was basically a tunnel, like most of the closes in the High Street. It opened out after they had walked the width of the building above them. 

'So, like I saw before, after I was shot, this leads down to the Cowgate. Let's just say she was attacked and after he knocked her down, he got disturbed and ran down the length of the close, which we know is a fair trek, but with all the people about, he would simply melt into the crowd.' McGovern raised his eyebrows. 'Sound about right?'

'It could have happened that way, just like she said. Or, the guy who attacked her saw she was dazed, was about to do more to her then was disturbed, so he pretended to just be here. Pretended to rescue her. There were a lot of people around, so he could easily have been disturbed.'

'He was taking a hell of a risk, Frank. He could have been spotted at any time.'

'You're right, but maybe he wasn't thinking straight. Samantha says this guy, Ness, seemed shy when he was at the signing, but he spoke to her at the bar. He even handed her bag to Cas, the barmaid, when he found it lying on the floor.' Miller stopped and looked at McGovern. 'He could have gone through her bag before he handed it in.'

'That wouldn't have been hard.'

'It makes sense now; Samantha said he asked her if she wanted him to walk her home, but she wondered how he knew she lived within walking distance from here. The bastard knew where she lived.'

They started walking towards the High Street. 

'So, he knocks her down, pretends he's helping her, and then offers to walk her home as he just saved her and wants to protect her. If she had said she wanted him to take her home, he would have been inside her home and then God knows what you would have been called out to.'

'Luckily, she said she was going to call my dad.'

'Then Jack turns up and the guy's left the scene.'

Miller looked worried. 'I don't think we've seen the last of Jay Ness.'


CHAPTER 23




Percy Purcell was talking with Paddy Gibb when Miller got in.

'Morning, Inspector,' he said, when he saw Miller coming.

'Morning, sir.'

Purcell turned to Gibb. 'I know you're busy with the Fyfe murder case, but I'd like to go over the file the prison sent over this morning. I have a feeling there's more to this than meets the eye.' There was no May I? or If it's okay with you.

'That's fine, sir,' Gibb said, unfazed.

'Is DS Campbell coming with us, sir?' Miller asked.

'She is. She's away powdering herself or something. She'll be back shortly.'

'Did you hear about my dad's girlfriend getting attacked last night?' Miller asked Purcell, when the two men were standing at the coffee machine.

'What? No, I didn't. Is she okay?'

'Pretty shaken up, to be honest.' Miller grabbed the little plastic cup and blew on the surface of the hot liquid, tucking the brown envelope under his arm.

'Did he touch her? You know...' He moved his head slightly so he wouldn't have to come right out and ask. He put some coins into the machine and pushed the same button Miller had.

'No. She was lying down when a Knight in Shining Armour came to her rescue.'

Purcell took his own cup, keeping his fingers to the top edge to save them being burned. 'By your tone, I'm guessing there's something amiss with this hero.'

'That's the thing, Percy,' he replied, as they went into his office and Miller closed the door. 'Samantha didn't see her attacker, then this guy shows up, and offers to walk her home. How does he know where she lives? He's the same guy who was at her book signing and who found her bag at the bar and handed it in.'

'Ah. I can see why you would be concerned. Did you run him through the system?'

Miller handed the envelope to Purcell. 'Have a read through that.'

Purcell looked at the photos of the men who attacked them the night before, and the negative results for anybody called Jay Ness living in Edinburgh. 'Where did you get this, Frank?'

'I have a source, Percy. So you can see we have a name but nothing more than that and a photo of him coming out of the pub.'

'So there's no record on him. We have a grainy black-and-white from a CCTV and there's nothing else on him.'

'That's about the size of it.'

Purcell read the report about the license plate. 'Obviously people who know what they're doing.'

'Thing is, I'm convinced I've seen the one called Jimmy before. I think he might be a cop, although I can't quite put my finger on it.'

'All the better if he is. It's more satisfying smacking a dirty cop than a civilian. And believe me, they can be worse.'

There was a knock on Miller's door. Suzy Campbell came in. Miller saw she looked refreshed, whereas Purcell looked knackered.

'Morning, sir,' she said. 

'Morning, Suzy.'

She was holding a folder she'd picked up from Gibb's office. 'This is the information HMP Edinburgh faxed over regarding Barry Finch.' She handed it to Purcell.

HMP Edinburgh was the official name of the penal establishment, but the locals always called it Saughton Prison.

Purcell took it from her and they made their way to a conference room. They were the only three people in it, and Purcell requested coffee from one of the admin assistants who delivered it while the three detectives made small talk. Miller told Suzy about Samantha's attack.

'Jesus, that's scary. I bet your dad's livid, being an ex-cop.'

Purcell smiled. 'Jack is old school. God help that twat if he gets a hold of him.' 

They took the papers out of the folder and placed on the table in front of them. 

'So,' began Purcell, 'Geddes Fyfe was given three months for disorderly conduct and for punching a police officer.' He looked up at the other two officers. 'I'll bet his balls were swollen to twice their normal size after the custody boys got a hold of him. Anyway, he shared a cell with Barry Finch, who was doing the last stretch of his twelve-month sentence. By all accounts, they got on fine. There was no animosity between them, no reports. In fact, both of them were model prisoners.'

'What are Finch's personal stats?' Miller asked.

'He's thirty-two. Divorced. Has a sister living in Edinburgh. Was employed by a small, independent bus company.'

'Maybe we should pay them a visit and see if they can give us any more info on him,' Miller said.

'Might as well,' Purcell said, finishing his coffee. 'We need to explore any avenue we can. Right now, he's suspect number one.'

'I have an idea,' Miller said.

'Go on.'

'We have a new recruit on our team. DS Bruce Hagan. You said you wanted Matt Spencer followed but not right away, as he would be expecting that. Why don't we give Hagan his first undercover assignment since coming back to Edinburgh? He knows this place. He used to work here five or six years ago.'

Suzy nodded. 'That makes sense, sir.'

'Get onto that, Suzy. Frank and I are going for a wee trip out to Turnhouse to speak to Finch's ex-boss.'

'I'll go and talk to him now.' She left the room, leaving the two senior detectives alone.

'I appreciate you not broadcasting what happened with those two guys last night, Frank.'

'Maybe it would be better if we made a report. What happens if they try again?'

Purcell stood. 'We'll deal with that if it happens.'

When it happens, Miller thought, but kept it to himself.


CHAPTER 24




'I remember my dad brought me along here when I was a little boy,' Miller said, from the passenger seat, as Purcell drove the car along Turnhouse Road on the west side of Edinburgh. 'Ferranti, the electronics company, had a 1960's Lightning jet sitting on their property at South Gyle, and they towed it along here.'

'How old were you?'

'Jeez. Four or five. It was brilliant to watch.'

The old Turnhouse RAF base was on their right hand side. This was behind the north side of Edinburgh airport, and had once been a bustling base until it fell victim to government cutbacks. Now it was an open field with rubble, no doubt earmarked for housing.

'That must have been something else.'

'It was. But Ferranti sold their building at Gyle and the plane went to a museum somewhere. Dumfries and Galloway, I think.'

Purcell turned the car into a small business park, which itself was once part of the base.

Along on the left was the small bus company where Barry Finch used to work. Purcell stopped in front of a small office, next to a single decker bus with the words Turnhouse Travel painted on the side.

An older man sat behind a desk when they walked in. It was a small office, with two desks, one with a computer. Travel posters were on the walls, as if the owner was thinking of branching out to destinations such as Paris and New York. 

'Can I help you, gentlemen?'

'DI Miller. This is Superintendent Purcell. What's your name, sir?'

'Dick Stevens. I own the business.'

 'We'd like to ask you a few questions.'

'Oh? What about?'

'A former employee of yours; Barry Finch.'

'Oh, fuck. What's he done now?'

'We're just doing some background checks on him.'

The man shook his head. 'Ask away.'

'What was he like as an employee?' Purcell asked.

'A right twat who thought he knew everything. One of those sods who's been there, done that. Knew everything about everything. It wouldn't surprise me to learn he'd been the first man on the moon and shot JFK. Fuck knows, he'd done everything else. I would have fired his arse out the door a long time ago if he hadn't been so reliable.'

'Did it surprise you to learn he'd been sent down?' Purcell said. 

'Not really. He had a mouth on him. I was always getting a phone call from some Joe Public, complaining that Finch had told them to fuck off or something.'

'And that wasn't enough to fire him?'

Stevens gave a small chuff of laughter. 'I had enough trouble keeping drivers without letting them go for telling some baldy bastard riding a bike to go fuck himself.'

'What do you know about his private life?' Miller asked.

 'For an ugly bastard, he could get the women, let me tell you. He was one of those patter merchants who splashed on cheap aftershave and gave them a line or two. He could make them laugh that was for sure. Last I heard, he had two on the go at one time. He was a real player. Mind you, one was an American, so maybe she was taken in by the Scottish accent. Another one was a Scottish lassie.'

'Do you know their names, by any chance?' Purcell said. 'I know it's a long shot considering how long it's been.'

'The American was called Charlene. He was a bit coy about her. The other one I do know, as it was an on-again, off-again relationship. Annie was her name. Annie Cameron. I met her a few times when the boys were out for a drink and Barry had brought her along. She liked a good drink. Good laugh. I don't know what she saw in him. Maybe he had a big ding-dong or something. God knows, he wasn't getting rich on what I paid him. So I don't think they were after his money.'

'Was he married?'

'He said he was, a long time ago, but his wife caught him cheating.'

'Do you know her name?'

'No, but I remember he said she was a nurse, and he liked nurses. That wouldn't surprise me though; Barry liked to take a risk. If it had a pulse, he would shag it.'

'Do you happen to know where Annie Cameron lives?'

'We all went back to her place one time. Me, the boys and a couple of girls.' He leaned forward and peered out the window. Sat back. 'The wife doesn't know about that, obviously. She's nipped out for office supplies, but she works here as well, so I was shitting myself in case one of those motor mouths blabbed, but they all kept mum. Annie lived down Magdalene Loan. Number fifteen D, if memory serves me correctly. You go up one flight and through to the back landing.'

'Has Barry been in touch with you about getting his job back?' Miller said, writing down the details in a notepad.

'Nah. I thought he would have, mind. You know, the bad penny and all that.'

Miller put his notepad away and took a business card out. 'If he gets in touch, could you give me a call?'

'Sure. I owe him nothing. I mean, it's not as if I shagged one of Annie's pals, but try convincing the wife of that.'

Outside in the car, Purcell drove back along Turnhouse Road, heading for the Edinburgh bypass, thinking this was the quicker route to Magdalene Loan in the east of the city, rather than getting stuck in the city centre.

'What did you think of Stevens?' he asked. 

'I don't think he's harbouring Finch up in his attic. He seemed genuine.'

'I'm thinking we should get some back-up before we go in here. I don't know about you, but I don't think I'd tolerate Finch having a go. He was inside for skelping a copper so he's not against taking a swing.' He looked briefly at Miller. 'If he punches me, he'll be fucking swinging alright.'

'I'll get on to Portobello. Get them to get a crew round there but wait for us.'

He took his phone out and was about to make the call when his phone rang. 

'Divine intervention?' Purcell asked, as they stopped at the Maybury casino.

'You never know.' He answered it and listened to the caller before hanging up. 'That was one of the pathologists, Kate Murphy. She got the tox results back. Get this; Geddes Fyfe drowned.'

'What? I thought you told me he had his nob cut off?'

'He did. And some of his fingers. And he was stabbed. But she thinks the running order was this; he was stabbed in the stomach, but it wasn't a fatal cut. It would have been, given time, but his fingers were also cut off while he was alive. But after that, he was pushed into a bath, where he drowned. And then his manhood was cut off.'

'A bath?' Purcell pulled away from the lights and headed onto the bypass at the Gogar roundabout, the west end of the bypass.

'Yeah. They could tell from the PH levels. So he was tortured first. Somebody stabbed him and cut off his fingers, maybe not in that order, and then they drowned him. So the dismemberment was overkill.'

'It sounds like whoever killed him was trying to get information out of him. trying to get him to talk. Why else would you cut off somebody's fingers? And I've read about a man's penis being cut off. Sometimes it's meant as a warning to others.'

'You mean Fyfe was only the first?'

'We'll soon find out. Maybe this woman, Annie, can give us a clue.'


CHAPTER 25




Jack Miller had protested loudly when Samantha told him she had things to do and he would only be under her feet.

'What if he comes back, love?' he said.

'Look, sweetie, I'll be fine. I don't want to start sitting in here and not being able to go out my own front door.'

'You would recognise this guy though?'

'I would, yes.'

'I worry about you.'

'And I love that, but you can't be worrying about me twenty-four-seven.'

'Can't I? Maybe not a few weeks ago, but now's a different story.'

She kissed him on the lips and held him tightly. He had stayed over as promised, but instead of her feeling scared, she had felt the need to make love to Jack. To feel him holding onto her and being inside her.

'We can go back to bed and make love all morning, if you like,' she said, teasing him.

'As much as I'd love to, I'm meeting Eddie this morning.'

She laughed. 'Maybe tomorrow then?'

'I'm beginning to think you've taken a life insurance policy out on me.' He smiled back at her and held her again. 'Don't hesitate to call me if you need me. I won't be anywhere I can't get back quickly from.'

'I'll be fine. I'll cook you dinner tonight if you feel like coming around.'

'Hey, I'll be around every day, honey.'

'You can stay over as often as you like.'

He suddenly looked serious. 'I was hoping you would say that. I didn't want you to think I was just trying to get into bed with you every night.'

She playfully slapped him on the arm. 'I'd kick you to the kerb if I thought you were trying to take advantage of me, Jack Miller.' She kissed him again. 'Now, go. I've got work to do and as much as I love my distraction, I need to do some writing.'

He left, promising to call her around lunchtime.  

In the High Street below, people walked up and down, going about their business. Was he down there now, looking up at her? Was he really here or was it somebody who just wanted money for drugs who had attacked her? 

Samantha looked at the clock and saw it was nearly time for her coffee with her friend.

'Hi, Cas. Are you ready to go down for coffee?'

'I am. I'll see you downstairs. I just have to freshen up first.'

Samantha made friends easily, but when she first arrived in Scotland, she didn't have any. Now she had a few close friends, Cas among them. It was handy having a friend live so close.

She was about to leave the flat when the phone rang.

'Don't tell me you've forgotten something?' 

'I haven't forgotten a thing. You got lucky last night, but next time you won't be so lucky, bitch,' the rough voice said.

Samantha froze, her breath coming out of her mouth like a whispered secret.

'I'm watching your every move, and when the time is right, I'm going to kill you.' Manic laughter on the other end.

His words rang through her head like an echo.

Samantha knew if she didn't move now, her legs would be rooted to the spot for the rest of the day.

She hung up and ran to the lift, hoping Cas wouldn't be too long. Her friend wasn't downstairs yet, so she stood just inside the front doors. She looked at the faces of strangers as they passed by.

A couple of minutes later, Cas also stepped out of the lift. She smiled at Samantha as she walked along the lobby to meet her. Then she saw Samantha's face, 'What's wrong?'

'It was him again. On the phone. He said he was going to kill me. Oh Christ, Cas, what am I going to do?'


CHAPTER 26




The Magdalene area of Edinburgh was a housing estate nestled between the A1 artery and Newcraighall, a mixture of council houses and private flats.

Magdalene Loan was unremarkable. Three-storeys of badly designed flats from the sixties that were now in need of attention. Paint was flaking off the front balconies of the upper flats. Grass needed cutting. Pavements needed repair.

They pulled up behind the waiting patrol car and a burly sergeant and a constable got out. They were parked beside the usual array of second-and third-hand cars with mis-matched panels. A man sat in a deckchair in a front garden, watching them with suspicion. They heard him whistle as they walked into the cool stairway; a warning to other neighbours that the police were here.

'Morning, sir,' the older uniform said, as Miller identified himself. 

'We're looking for somebody who's just been released from Saughton and who was there for giving one of ours a smack,' Purcell said.

'Let's hope the fucker's in there, then. Some of those bastards round here think they can lift their hands to us. We'll let them know that we consider that anti-social.' He smiled at the constable, who smiled back, knowingly. This wasn't their first rodeo. 

'Up one flight, Stevens told us. Then through to the back,' Miller said, as they entered the stairway and climbed the concrete steps, the smell of piss strong in their nostrils. A dog barked somewhere. A television was blaring. A child was crying, maybe not liking what channel was on. Two people arguing. Just a typical day in the life of the under privileged. 

Miller was looking at the letters on the doors as they walked through to the back landing. The door they were looking for was on their left.

Miller knocked while Purcell looked over the railings to the gardens at the back. This was the no-man's land between this building and the one opposite.

There was no answer. Miller knocked again and took out one of his business cards, thinking he would write a message on the back asking Annie Cameron to give him a call, which she wouldn't if she was hiding Finch.

'There are places in Aberdeen like this,' Purcell said, leaning on the metal railings, which were badly in need of paint. He hoped he wasn't heading in that direction. He'd have to get someplace that would take Bear. He knew he had been skirting round the subject with Lou, and his father would be pissed off when he found out the real situation with Purcell and his wife, but he wouldn't kick him out. Or would he? No. Purcell was sure the old man wouldn't. He liked having Bear around too much.

'Fuck me,' Miller said.

Purcell swung round, thinking somebody was coming out of the flat to attack them. Miller had his hand up at a window, peering through the grimy glass.

'What's wrong, Frank?'

'Look at this.'

Purcell moved to Miller's side and peered through the glass, as Miller moved out the way, automatically covering their backs in case somebody came at them.

'Jesus Christ. Smash that fucking door in, Sarge. I'll call for back-up.'

The words had hardly left Purcell's mouth when the flimsy wooden door smacked back on its hinges and the uniforms were in.

The sergeant and the constable rushed into the house, entering the kitchen on the right, moving through the house.

Miller walked into the kitchen and stood looking down at the table. Purcell stood on the other side.

Both men stared down at the objects lying on the wooden surface.


CHAPTER 27




'That was a close call, I have to say,' Doogie said. 'When your father and brother were walking towards us last night, I thought your goose was cooked.'

'You and me both.' Craig Spencer took a long pull at his pint before putting the glass back down on the pockmarked table and smacking his lips. He thought his heart was going to stop when he saw them walking up King's Stables Road. Luckily, he had had the gumption to walk round the corner and duck into the narrow stairway that led back into the lane that ran round the back of their property.

'You look like you've been having a dream about that pint all morning.'

'Jesus, I think I'll tell my father to shove his job, then I can come in here every day and get blootered.'

'No you won't. You'll keep earning the money they pay you, although God knows it isn't enough. Young boys who go inside chimneys to clean them get better paid.'

'Why do I need a job?' Craig looked around the dingy little pub. Exotic dancers gyrated their tattooed bodies on the small stage at the end of the bar. Craig thought they might be junkies, but even he wasn't desperate enough to think they were attractive. 

'You need a job so you can pursue the woman who is going to spend the rest of her life with you. Put it into perspective; she's a writer who makes decent money. She's not going to sleep with somebody who's not got a pot to piss in. You want some cash in your pocket so you can wine her and dine her. Show her a good time.'

'This is true.' He drank more lager. 'I just wish I had been able to have a savings account or something. Have some money in the bank so I can splash it on her.'

'Enough of that talk, Craig. I'm not saying she's a catfish, and by the looks of her book sales, she might just be worth a pretty penny, but that's no excuse for you to blow your wages on her.'

'Wages. That's a laugh. Jason makes a ton more than I do. He comes and goes as he pleases, talks to my dad any way he wants and yet I bet he earns a big chunk. I'll slap that fucker one day. Both him and Matt are a pair of wankers and I'm sick of it.'

'Then do something about it, Craig.'

Craig finished his pint and sat with his facial muscles clenched. He gripped the pint glass so hard he felt it was about to crack and explode. 'You know, fuck it. They'll be expecting me back any minute now. Stick me away down in that fucking dungeon they call a workshop, sweating my arse off for them. Well, no more, Doogie. The next time Jason talks to me as if I'm one of the pieces of dead meat he brings in, then I'm going to let him have it.'

'I like your fighting spirit, m'man.' Doogie, who wasn't drinking, eyed Craig intently. 'Just so we're clear, what do you mean by let him have it?'

Craig smiled, but his eyes were hooded and dark. His teeth gritted. His voice was low when he spoke. 'Let me put it this way, after I sort the bastard, the next box I'll be making will be for him.'

Doogie nodded. 'I think we need some fresh air, old son.'

'Good idea. I'm going to have a good drink this afternoon and they can all go and fuck themselves.' He got up quickly and walked out the door. He stood outside and sucked in deep breaths of air. 

'Where to now?' 

'I want to go and see Samantha.' Craig had polished off three pints and felt the head rush that came with rapid drinking. Normally a mild-mannered man, he felt anger coursing through his body. If anybody, family or otherwise, got in his way, then they were going down. 

'Whoa, whoa, what do you mean you want to go and see her? Is she doing a signing or something?'

'Not until Saturday. No, I mean I want to go and see her. Go right up to her door and ring her bell.'

'If her boyfriend's there, he'll ring your bell.'

'Let him try, Doogie. Let him try. Let's go.'

He started walking down West Port, and through Grassmarket, up Victoria Street and into the High Street. Past the crowds and the performing artists, until they were standing opposite Samantha's building.

'She's in one of those flats, Doogie. Just waiting for me.' 

'I think she should wait a little longer, Craig. Or you might find that she's waiting forever for you.'

'I need her to be with me.'

'And she will. Just give it time.'

Craig nodded. Looked up at the building across the road once more. If she looked out her window, all she would see was a mass of faces and bodies, tourists watching the street performers. 

'I'd better get back to work.'

'Good man.'

Craig stepped back and bumped into somebody. Turned round, feeling the fight had left him now. 'Sorry, big man,' he said.

The man nodded and moved on.


CHAPTER 28




Maggie Parks had turned up with her crew, all of them wearing their coveralls. Paddy Gibb came into the flat and looked down at the items on the kitchen table.

'So we don't have to wonder where Geddes Fyfe's fingers went to,' he said.

'It gets worse,' Miller said, leading him through to the bathroom.

'Aw fuck. Who's that?' he said, looking into the bathtub. His hand gripped the packet of cigarettes in his jacket pocket. Come on, Paddy, just smoke one of us. Never mind this talk of giving up on us. Smoke us all, you big poof.

'-girlfriend,' Miller said.

'What? Sorry, I didn't catch that.'

'I said, we believe it was Barry Finch's girlfriend. Subject to ID of course.'

'God Almighty, do you think he got out and killed Fyfe, and his own girlfriend?'

'He's certainly connected to them,' Purcell said. 'He connects both our investigations, Gibb. Make sure that uniforms are swarming over this place. I know they're a bunch of mutants who live round here, but when they think a nutcase is on the loose and they might be next, it will loosen somebody's tongue.'

Purcell walked out of the bathroom, and Gibb looked at the figure who was still under the water. When Miller saw the woman submerged, he could tell she was dead and so had left her where she was. Her ears had been cut off, her throat slashed and the knife left buried in her chest. The water was tinted a dark red. She was naked, but only forensics would tell if she'd been sexually assaulted or not.

'He thinks I haven't conducted a fucking investigation before,' Gibb said. 

'He's just helping, Paddy.'

'If I wasn't on the last leg of my career, I would be in his face, me old son.'

'I know. Sometimes being the bigger man is the best part of valour.'

'Jesus, you been reading again? I told you you'd go blind if you carried on with that.' He looked at the corpse again. 'I see she has all her fingers, so I'm guessing Fyfe left his fingers behind on the table.'

'Not willingly, I'm sure.'

They heard more rustling behind them, and Jake Dagger appeared in the hallway outside the bathroom door. DS Andy Watt was behind him. 'Hello again, gentlemen. And I use the term loosely.'

'Hi, Jake. How are things?' Miller said.

'My car's about to fail it's MOT, the electric bill's due to be paid and my girlfriend's left me for another woman. Apart from that, I'm fine and thanks for asking.'

'That's the spirit.'

'Fail it's MOT?' Watt said. 'I thought you pathologists were rich buggers. You should be riding about in a Merc or a Beemer.'

'Go and direct some traffic, Andy,' Gibb said.

'I'll go away and do some detecting.' He walked away up the hallway. 'Somebody round here needs to,' he said, in a low voice.

'So, what do we have here?' Dagger asked. 

'We haven't identified her yet, but we think her name is Annie Cameron, if she's the one who lives here,' Miller said.

'At first glance, it looks like the carotid was cut first as there's very little blood in the water and it appears that there's not much coming from around where the ears were cut off or where the knife is sticking out.'

'The bed is covered in blood,' Miller said. 'We think she was murdered through there and brought in here.'

'Anybody found her ears?'

'Not yet.'

'Let the water out and we'll get her out of the tub. This woman has suffered enough indignity for one day. Then we'll see if we can work out what time of day she died.'

Gibb grabbed hold of the chain attached to the bath plug and pulled. When the SOCOs helped pull her out, there was no sign of her ears.


CHAPTER 29




Jack Miller was walking down the High Street when a younger man stepped back and bumped into him.

'Sorry, big man,' the man said to him. Jack nodded and carried on, his thoughts with Samantha. His anger levels were at their peak, and he knew if he came across this Jay Ness right now, he'd snap the fucker's neck.

He crossed the road and made his way up to Samantha's flat. Cas opened the door.

'She's through here, Jack.'

Jack went through to the living room and Samantha jumped out of her chair when she saw him coming. He hugged her tightly.

'What happened, Sam?' he asked, as they parted.

'Cas and I had arranged to go for a coffee and I got a call. It was him, my attacker. He said he's going to kill me.'

'Did it sound like the guy from last night?'

'He was disguising his voice. It could have been. I don't really know, Jack.'

'The bastard. When me and the boys get a hold of him, he's a dead man.'

'No, Jack. Don't do anything that would put you and your friends in danger. Or worse, jail.'

Cas was standing watching them. 'Would you like a cup of tea, Jack? I was going to brew a fresh cup for Sam.'

Jack looked at her. He'd forgotten she was there. 'Thanks, Cas. Milk.'

'Be right back.' She walked through to the kitchen, leaving Jack alone with Samantha.

'Why don't you move in with me and Frank? Until we get this guy.'

'How do I know you'll ever get him? If he's just some random guy, you might never get close to him before he gets to me.'

'It's not a random attack, Sam. He targeted you. You said he handed in your bag, so we have to assume that he checked out your ID first, and now he knows where you live. And your phone number. I don't want you staying here on your own. I want you to come and stay with us.'

Jack and Sam both looked towards the kitchen as they heard china smashing.

Cas came rushing back in. 'Sorry. Clumsy me. I'm still shaking from all this.'

'Don't worry, Cas,' Samantha said. 'I appreciate your help.'

'Listen, thanks for helping Sam out,' Jack said.

'Oh, it's no bother. That's what friends are for. I'll clear up the mess and then I'll make some more tea.'

'Don't worry about it.'

Five minutes later, Cas came out with the tea.

'If you don't think Frank or Kim will mind, I'll stay for a few days,' Samantha said.

'They won't mind.'

Samantha sat back, hoping that this ordeal was over, but she knew it wasn't.

It was only just starting.




****




Miller struck lucky on the third knock. A woman opened her door, smoking a cigarette. A toddler holding onto his mother's leg with one hand and a milk bottle with the other, sucking furiously at the teat.

'What's all the fuss about?' the woman asked, straight away, as Miller identified himself. 'There are a lot of police here. What happened to Annie?'

'Can I come in?' Miller asked. 

'Come on wee man, let the policeman in,' she said, to the toddler.

'I can't discuss details, yet, but I'm going round the doors asking if anybody has seen this man.'

'Oh, the uniforms were here a wee while ago showing me a photo of a man.'

'I know they're doing the door-to-door with a photo of the man, but I'd like you to look at a photo I have on my phone.'

He showed her a photo of Fyfe, taken after his arrest.

'I told the other copper Barry hadn't been round here for a while, but someone who looked like that was. A couple of nights ago.'

'Did you see anybody else with him?'

'No. I was putting rubbish out and he was on the landing, going down the stairs.'

'So you don't know if he was in Annie's house?'

'No. Sorry. Is she okay?'

Miller hesitated for a second. 'I'm sorry to have to tell you, Miss Cameron's dead.'

'Oh, God. She was such a nice woman.'

'Did you socialise with her at all?'

The woman let out a snort. 'With this wee bugger? I'm lucky if I get a night out once a year.'

Miller smiled at the little boy. 

'Do you have kids, Detective?'

Miller looked back at her. 'I have one. A little girl.' 

'Then you'll know what it's like trying to get a social life.'

'I do.' The thought made him feel proud. 'Do you know if Miss Cameron worked?'

'I saw her go out and about, but to be honest, it wasn't like back in my mum and dad's day, when everybody knew everybody else. Nobody around here seems to want to talk to each other. I don't even know my next door neighbour's name. They shove the immigrants from Europe in here, and a lot of them are shifty. So you put your head down and keep on walking.'

'I assume you spoke to Barry. Since you know who he is.'

'He was a laugh. A bit of a ladies man and to be honest, he asked me out one time after he'd been to Annie's house. But I wouldn't go out with somebody who would cheat on a woman. He was nice enough though. I'm looking for the right man.'  

'It must be hard.'

'It is.'

He thanked her and left the flat, going back to Annie Cameron's flat. Shortly afterwards, the mortuary crew came in; Gus Weaver and Sticks.

'She's ready to be transported now,' Purcell said. Then he took Miller aside. 'Did you get anywhere with that photo?'

'Yes. A woman round the corner saw somebody fitting Fyfe's description walking down the stairs a couple of nights ago. Nothing much to go on, but it's a start.'

'Tell me more about this cop, Frank,' Purcell said, changing the subject.

'His name is Tom Canlon. He worked the drug squad, but was caught dipping the evidence locker. He was a nasty scumbag. I was on raids with him years ago, just as back-up, and he walked about as if he was the king.'

'How old is he?'

'Mid-thirties, I think.'

'Wee bastard. I'll give him more than a kick in the nuts next time I see him. I hope he comes back for more, Frank.'

'Be careful what you wish for. However, I agree; he comes back for more with me, then we're going toe-to-toe. He thinks he's a hard man, but he's going to get what's coming to him.'

'I'm going to look for Matt Spencer. I'll take the car and pick up Suzy, and then we can have a word with him. When we find him, he has some explaining to do.'

'Fine. I'll get a lift back with Gibb.'

When he arrived at the station, Kim was there, and Miller felt a strange sensation when he saw her; as if he hadn't seen a good friend for a while and now she was there. 'Hi,' he said, when she came over. 

'Hello, Detective.' She smiled at him. 

'What have you been up to?'

'I was over at my other office. My mother was talking to me about the chat the Molloys had with her. She wants to lock them up and throw away the key, but she has to be sensible about it. She'll come up with something for them, I'm sure.'

'They're not getting away with it.'

'Hell no. We can't let them think they run Edinburgh.'

'Did you tell Paddy about this?' 

'Yes. He says he's going to put in for a transfer to traffic.'

Gibb walked over. 'What the hell is going on with Barry Finch? First he skelps a copper, then gets right back into the swing of things when he gets out, only this time, he wants to go for the big time. It doesn't make sense.'

'Sometimes that's the way it goes, sir,' Kim said.

'You're right, but something doesn't click here. I looked over Finch's prison record, and not a thing stands out. No violence, no fighting, no getting smart with the officers. A model prisoner by all accounts.'

'Either he was being very clever, or he just snapped,' Kim said.

Hazel Carter came over to Miller. 'A message for you, sir. From a DI in the Met.' She handed Miller a slip of paper.

'Thanks, Hazel.' Miller turned to Gibb. 'Yet, Fyfe's cause of death was drowning. There was soap in the water in his lungs. I've asked Maggie to make sure a sample of the bathwater where we found Annie Campbell gets rushed to our lab at Howdenhall.'

'Well, even if his fingerprints are found in Miss Campbell's flat, it doesn't prove anything. Unless you're a weirdo boyfriend who wears gloves to visit your girlfriend, we would expect his prints to be there,' Kim said.

'We'll make a detective out of you yet, Dr Smith.'

'No thanks. I'll stick with the PF if you don't mind.' Kim winked and walked away. Miller watched her go. Then he went into his office and looked at the number on the piece of paper. Called the number of his counterpart in the Metropolitan Police Force in London.

'DI Miller returning your call,' he said, to the voice on the other end.

'DI Gina Shanks. I looked up the details you requested.'

'Thanks for doing that, DI Shanks.'

'It's not a problem. Call me Gina. Frank.' She gave a brief laugh and he heard a rustling of papers as she shuffled stuff around on her desk. 'If you give me a sec, it's around here somewhere.'

'Hey, if your desk is anything like mine, I need a Bloodhound and a mountain rescue team to find anything.' He looked around at the immaculate desk before him.

'Ah, here we are. Tom Canlon. You were right about him; he moved to London seven years ago. Set up his own private investigations business. One of my colleagues knows him. DCI Len Fraser. He transferred from Lothian and Borders a few years ago, before Canlon came down here, and Len said Canlon spoke to him a while back, looking to get together with him. Canlon was after some information, but Len told him to piss off. Canlon's bad news, Frank.'

'I'm assuming he still has his business there?'

'He does. I telephoned this morning, pretending to be a wife who thinks her husband's cheating on her, and could Tom Canlon help me out? I spoke to his secretary. Canlon's in St. Luke's hospital. He got a kicking and has a broken rib and a fractured wrist. I called the hospital and he's still there. So whoever it was you saw, it wasn't Canlon.'

'Thanks, Gina. It's been a long time since I saw him, but it's obviously somebody who looks like him. I owe you one.'

'Anytime. Maybe I'll have a little trip up there and you can show me a good time, Frank.' Again with the laugh.

Miller smiled. He actually liked her Cockney accent, and was sure Neil McGovern would get on fine with her. 'Count on it. Meantime, if you ever need my help, just call me.'

'I will. Take care.'

He hung up; disappointed he was wrong about Canlon. The question now was who was it that attacked Purcell?


CHAPTER 30




'Where are we going now?' Suzy asked, from the passenger seat.

'Spencer's flat is empty, so we're going to check up on his father. He owns a funeral business in Grassmarket.'

Purcell navigated the car round the one-way system near the old Royal Infirmary, taking Candlemaker Row.

'The whole traffic system has changed since I lived here, Sooz.' He looked over at the statue of Greyfriar's Bobby, a tourist icon. Countless people had rubbed his nose over the years, revealing the shiny brass underneath.

'A lot has changed since you and I were here last. Remember the weekend away we had? Just so you could show me where you were brought up?' She used her fingers for air quotes.

'And you fell for it.' He grinned at her then his smile faded. 

'What's wrong?' 

Purcell turned left at the bottom of the hill. 'It just reminds me that I persuaded my dad to sell up here in Edinburgh and move to Aberdeen after my mum died. I said he'd be better off, as he'd have Paula and me to look after him.' He looked at her as he turned into King's Stables Road, Edinburgh Castle sitting on its perch high above them on the right.

'That was a few years ago, Percy,' she said, putting a hand on his. 'He's made a good life for himself up there. He's retired, he met a nice lady and still sees his son every day. He has his health. I'd say he did pretty well out of it too.'

He drove the car into the courtyard of Spencer Undertakers and parked outside the office. 'I know you're right, but I feel I let him down.'

'Just wait until we're back at the hotel and I'll kiss it all better.' She smiled at him as they got out of the car.

'Jesus, you tell me that when I have to put on my serious face.'

They walked into the office and saw Edward Spencer sitting behind his desk. The older man looked up when he saw the two figures walk in. 'The public office is round the front. There's an entrance from the street.'

'Excellent news. If I ever want a funeral arranged, I'll be sure to go there. Meantime...' He held out his warrant card. 'Detective Superintendent Purcell, Police Scotland. This is DS Campbell.'

'Oh, it's you lot.'

'We need to speak to your son.'

'Which one?'

'Matt, of course.'

'Well, I'm not a bloody mind reader. I've got three sons.'

'Is he here?' Suzy said, feeling the situation was about to get out of control, what with Purcell's anger and Spencer's tone.

'Skulking about somewhere. He's between jobs just now.' Spencer looked at Purcell with undisguised hatred.

Purcell leaned on the man's desk and looked down at Edward. 'He's merely been suspended, but there have been two murders that can be linked to a friend of his. So enough of the smartarse comments and get your son.'

The office offered little relief from the blazing sun, and Purcell wished he'd brought a lighter suit. 

'Alright, alright, keep your wig on.' He picked up the phone on his desk and spoke to somebody on the other end. Put the phone back down. 'He'll be right over. He's in the workshop.'

Purcell straightened up. 

'Grab a seat if you like,' Edward said. Purcell thought the old man looked rattled ever since he used the word murder, but then who wouldn't be?

'Well, good morning, sir,' Matt Spencer said, as he walked into the office, his face beaming a smile.

'Bit early for drinking, isn't it?' Purcell said. 

'I'm just pleased to see you and DS Campbell, sir. I realise we got off to a bad start, and I want to do anything I can to help you.' Matt looked at Edward. 'Would you mind leaving us alone, Dad? This should be private.'

Edward tutted, took in a deep breath and let it out, as if to say, Yes, I would bloody well mind! Nevertheless, he got up and walked out, crossed the courtyard, and entered the workshop. Matt closed the office door and sat down behind his father's desk.

'Please, feel free to take a seat,' Matt said, smiling.

'You're such a smug bastard, Spencer,' Purcell said.

'Oh, deary me, he did get out the wrong side of bed this morning. Didn't he, DS Campbell?'

Suzy could feel her cheeks going red. 'You're in no position to be so pedantic,' she replied, and coughed into her hand, hoping the cough looked like it made the beamer.

'Just like the old days, eh, Percy? You like 'em young.'

'Look, you fuck,' Purcell said, pointing a finger at Matt, who just sat back and smiled.

'Oh, I don't mean little girls, Suzy. I mean he likes his girlfriends younger. And if they happen to be police officers, then so much the better. Did he tell you about the married ones?'

'Shut your fucking mouth. That was one, and I didn't know she was married.'

Suzy stepped forward, and smiled back at Spencer. 'Very good, ex-Inspector Spencer. I hope you're still laughing when you're back in your father's workshop pushing a fucking broom. Now, I don't care if Percy shagged all the females in the Lothian and Borders Pipe Band, you can try all the mind games you like, but it's not going to work. We suspect Barry Finch of slaughtering two people, and we want to know where he is. If he kills more people, and you protect him, we'll damn well make sure you're dragged down with him. So tell us where he is.'

Spencer was unfazed. 'I haven't seen Finch since he got out of prison. If he's doing anything illegal, then that doesn't fall on me, because I know nothing about him now.' He stood up, still smiling. 'You and I both know any competent lawyer would have any charges dropped in a minute. However, I do have more broom pushing to be getting on with, so if you'll both excuse me, I have to get back to the workshop.' He walked round the desk.

'You won't get away with this, Spencer,' Purcell said, his face red with anger.

'Get away with what?' Spencer said.

'This ruse you have going. But don't worry, we'll be collecting samples of everything at that crime scene, and if we find any of your DNA there, we'll be back.'

'Please feel free to come round here anytime. I'm always willing to co-operate in the investigation so I can return to work as soon as possible.'

'You think you'll get away with murder? Just like you did ten years ago.'

Spencer's smile faltered for a moment, and then he carried on into the sunshine.


CHAPTER 31




He sat in the darkness, sweat lashing off him, running down his greasy body. His hair was soaked, and he knew if he stopped struggling for a few minutes, then maybe he'd cool down.

He also knew if he stopped struggling, he was dead.

The tape kept his wrists strapped to the wooden chair. The gag kept him from shouting. More tape kept his ankles firmly locked to the wooden legs of the chair. His eyes had been left uncovered, but that didn't make much difference. The bulb hanging from the ceiling didn't light up much of the dark room. 

He moved his right arm up and down and felt the tape loosening a little. The heat of the room wasn't going to stop him. Up down, up down, harder and faster, his arm moved the duct tape.

Then he felt it give slightly. 

It was like winning the lottery. He knew he was going to get out of here and thrash the living daylights out of whoever had taken him.

His right hand moved up higher and higher until he could slip his hand out of the binding. Yes! He was going to be free in a second, and then he was going to kick somebody's head in.

On the other hand, he might just make a run for it.

His hand came out and he was pulling at the left one when he sensed the person standing in the dark behind him. He froze for a moment, thinking it might be just his imagination.

'Well, well, what a clever little man you are,' the voice said. He stepped round in front of his captive, wearing the black clothing and the black ski mask. 'What were you planning on doing?'

The man sat and looked at his captor. He was convinced, without any doubt at all, that he knew who this man was, but ever since he was brought here, he was filled with doubt. He should have left it well alone. 

How could you have done that? He was going to kill you either way. Now it's time to talk your way out of it.

'Listen, I don't know who you are...' His voice was cut off by the gloved hand that smacked him across the face, knocking him sideways. He crashed to the stone floor, still attached to the chair. The man stepped forward and kicked him hard in the guts, driving the air out of him. Then he felt himself being hauled upright, and gasped for a breath but struggled to find one. Blood ran in his mouth where he bit his cheek.

He felt his hand being forced down again and tape wrapped round his arm and the arm of the chair.

'Please, you don't have to do this. I won't say anything. Nobody ever has to know.'

The man started crying, the tears rolling down his cheeks. His eyes hurt from staring into the dark shadows, trying to see where he was, or if there was a way out of here.

'But somebody else does know, don't they?'

'No, I swear. And nobody else will find out. It'll just be us who know.'

'Things like this don't stay secret forever.'

'Please don't. We can work this out. I won't say anything about being here.' He had stopped crying now. Technically, he was telling the truth. If he got out of this alive, he would have the police crawling all over this place. He would find out where he was and this man would be the one spending the rest of his life behind bars.

'I don't believe you. I think if I let you go, you'd tell people.' 

'I won't.'

'Me thinks you're being very sparing with the truth.'

'I'm not. Honest I'm-' The man screamed as the rose pruners were swiftly put over his finger and squeezed closed. Of course, the gardening tool wasn't designed to cut off fingers, so it took two hands for the desired effect. Blood jetted out of the hole the dismembered appendage had left. 

The man brought a blowtorch out, lit it and applied it to the open wound, cauterising it. The smell of burning flesh filled his nostrils as he screamed.

'That's it, nice and loud. Nobody can hear you here, but you go right ahead and let it all out. Shout and scream. Let me hear you fill your fucking lungs and let it all out!' The mask let out a loud laugh now, as if this was the funniest thing he'd ever seen.

The man kept on screaming, fuelled by fear and anger.

Then the steel of the pruners took off another two fingers, one by one.

This time the man didn't feel the pain or smell the burning of his own flesh. He had passed out. He looked as if he had died. Only he wasn't going to be allowed to die.

Not yet.


CHAPTER 32




Samantha was surprised by this call, but there wasn't anything she could do to avoid her soon-to-be ex-husband, Ralph. I have some of your personal stuff, he had said. It was in a box in the attic.

Well, of course it was in the attic. It was their former marital home. The one she bought with the earnings she brought in, because he was a lazy bastard who just wanted to sit around all day doing nothing...

She stopped herself. This wouldn't do her any good. He had the house now, part of the divorce settlement, and he was welcome to it. A detached in Baberton Mains. At least it wasn't a detached in The Grange. Still, it was a nice house, somewhere she was happy living. Now she was living in a flat she had bought on her own. Something her late father would have been proud of.

She had told Ralph she would meet him in Logie Baird's where they could have a coffee. She wasn't a day drinker, but no doubt with the healthy bank account Ralph had now, he wouldn't have to worry about getting drunk and going back to work. He didn't have a job!

Anger barely simmering below the surface, she rode the lift down to the lobby, icy fear coursing through her veins. Cas had left her a while ago, Samantha reassuring her she would be okay. Cas had her own life to lead, after all, and couldn't be Samantha's babysitter all the time.

A friend of hers back in New York had told her she'd come across some weirdos while she was writing, but she never thought somebody would actually want to harm her. This guy, Jay Ness, had seemed nice, if a little shy. He obviously took exception to her knocking him back when he invited her out to dinner.

Yet, he had seemed full of concern when he helped her in the close after she was attacked. Maybe he had a split personality, attacker one minute, hero the next.

What seemed like millions of people milled about on the North Bridge when she exited the Royal Mile Mansions. Just for a second, she prepared herself for attack, but then she relaxed. He wouldn't do it in front of all these people. Oh yes, he did it when there were hundreds of people about, but he didn't do it in front of them. He was a coward.

Nevertheless, she hurried across the road, and didn't look round as she entered the bar. Ralph was sitting at the bar talking to a young woman. Short skirt. Blonde. Wide smile. Great figure. Just what he liked. But does she have a bank account like mine? she thought. Money was a driver for Ralph.

He smiled and waved over at her when she walked in. He leaned in closer and whispered something to blondie and they both laughed as he slid off the bar stool like the snake he was.

'Can I buy you a drink?' he asked her, as he approached.

'Just an orange juice, please,' she said. More people were coming in. Liquid lunchtime. 

Ralph ordered, and waited for her drink. He picked up the bag at the foot of the stool and handed it to her. 'This is yours,' he said. He put his hand in and pulled out a phallic sex toy. Laughed and wiggled it about in the air. Blondie laughed too.

'Oh, for God's sake, Ralph.' Samantha looked at blondie. 'He bought it for me because he couldn't always get it up. I declined his offer, but he deemed fit to keep it. Use it on yourself, Ralph?' 

Blondie laughed. Ralph's demeanour changed and he shoved the plastic toy into the bag. Samantha took the orange juice and the bag and they sat at a table.

'You're not funny,' Ralph said, like a little boy who's just lost his ball.

'You started it.' She put the bag on the bench seat next to her and took a sip of the orange. 'She's nice. Is it half-day at her school?'

'Meow,' Ralph said. 'She's a self-employed cosmetologist, if you must know.'

'Ah. She files people's nails and puts on eye mascara, if I'm right.'

'It's a dirty job, but somebody's got to do it.'

'Talking of which, how's your own employment situation these days?'

'Now, now, be nice. I know you have sharp claws, Samantha.'

'Not sharp enough.'

Ralph smiled at her. 'You know, sometimes I wish I wasn't such a dick.'

'You and me both, honey.'

'But as you were always fond of saying, when life hands you lemons, you make lemonade.'

'Is this you trying to make me feel better, Ralph?'

He just smiled and drank his pint. She wondered for a brief moment if he could be the one who was calling her?

'Where were you last night?'

'What?'

'It's a simple question.'

'What, you're police boyfriend rubbing off on you now?'

'I was attacked and I'm getting threatening phone calls.'

Ralph was either a great actor, or he was genuinely shocked. 'It wasn't me. Christ, Sam, as much as I made a mess of our marriage, I wouldn't do that to you, for fuck's sake.'

'Okay, take it easy. I'm at my wits end trying to think of who would attack me.'

'How about a mugger? God knows Edinburgh is full of them.'

'It could be. There's also a fan who wanted to take me out and I knocked him back.'

'Why?'

'I don't know him from Adam, that's why. And-'

'And you have a boyfriend, I know.' He drank some more lager and thumped the glass down on the table. 'You know something, Sam? Why don't you ask him where he was last night?'

'What? Don't be silly. Jack wouldn't hurt me. He's not a violent man.'

'No? What about what he did to me?'

'What do you mean?'

'A couple of months ago, down in those very toilets.' He nodded to the toilets sign over her shoulder. 'He head-butted me when I gave him a warning to look after you.' The head-butting bit was a lie; Jack had taken Ralph's cigarette and shoved it up Ralph's nose, squeezing it shut but he didn't want to tell Samantha he'd threatened Jack first, and it had back-fired on him. 

'I don't believe you.'

Ralph stood up. Took his phone out and showed her a selfie he had taken in the large mirror above the sinks downstairs. It showed the bridge of his nose cut and blood pouring out of his nostrils. He'd actually smacked his own face on the sink, so it would look so much worse when he took the selfie. He had thought at the time, it might be a way to get back at Jack Miller. Now it was pay dirt.

'How do I know Jack did that?'

'Simple, Sam; ask him about it. He hit me and I fell over. Smashed my face.' Ralph walked back over to blondie and she finished her drink. 

The phone rang behind the bar. The barman called over to her. 'Sam? It's for you.'

She got up and went over to the side of the bar where the phone was.

'Hello?'

'I'm watching your every fucking move, bitch,' the rough voice said, catching Samantha's breath in her throat. 'I'm watching and waiting and when you least expect it, I'll be there, and then you're fucking dead.'

Samantha slammed the phone down and rushed back over to her table. Ralph looked over at her. 

'You okay, Sam?'

'It was him. Threatening me again.'

'How does he know you're here?' He raised his eyebrows in an I told you so look. 'You ask him, Sam. Ask him where he was just now.' He pointed to the clock.

She grabbed her bag, snatching it up, wanting to get out, away from here. Get back home and barricade herself in.

She rushed out into the August heat, feeling that everybody was staring at her. Walking quickly across the High Street, Samantha wondered where Jack was. No, no, she couldn't go down that road. She wouldn't. But she couldn't help wondering where Jack had been last night. Sure, he'd come from the pub. He had been with his friend. However, she was a writer, and it was her job to deal with the What if's. What if Jack had just mugged her and had bumped into his friend? What if they were both in it together?

Oh, no, Sam, don't go there, she told herself, but it was hard not to. A question screamed into her mind:

Where is Jack right now?

She felt a line of fear crawl down her neck. The truth of the matter was, she didn't know where Jack was. And he was insistent she stay over at his place, with his son and the girlfriend. Oh my God. That way, she would be in his clutches.

She was desperate to get home and waited for the green man to come on when her arm was grabbed from behind. She gasped, spinning round. Jack was attacking her here in the street. She felt her vision blurring, panic seizing her by the throat. She wanted to kill him there and then, but she couldn't see him. He was going to kill her where she stood. She was about to scream when she heard the voice.

'Samantha, it's Caroline,' Cas said, seeing the look on her friend's face. 'What's wrong?'

'Oh Caroline,' Samantha said, throwing her arms around Cas. 'He said he was going to kill me.'

'Christ, have you seen him?'

'No, he phoned me while I was in the bar.'

Caroline put her at arm's length, her carrier bag with the shoebox in it hitting Samantha as it was lifted on her arm.

'Let's get the hell away from here. Come back to my place.'

Samantha nodded, slipping her arm through Caroline's, her other hand clutching the bag Ralph had given her.

'It's a good job I chose today to buy a new pair of shoes, eh, girl?'

Samantha tried to get the words out, but the emotion of bumping into her friend almost overwhelmed her.

Five minutes later, they were heading up the stairs to Caroline's flat.


CHAPTER 33




Miller was glad to be out of the stifling office building. Now they were down in the mortuary in the Cowgate. He was with Purcell, although they were doing Geddes Fyfe's post mortem, and it wasn't Purcell's case, but as he had pointed out, the cases were now linked.

'Been a while since you were here, eh, Percy?' 

'Still smells the same. I wonder if they still have that big hoor of a fan through the back.' The extractor was for a room kept for corpses that had rotted and were in an advanced state of decay. Fine for the staff, not so much for the neighbours.

'Hi, Frank,' Kate Murphy said, smiling at the two men.

'Kate, this is Detective Superintendent Percy Purcell. He's here on a related investigation that we think might be connected to the murder of Geddes Fyfe.'

'Okay. Come in,' she said. She was already dressed in scrubs, and the two detectives put on coveralls and overshoes so they wouldn't get their shoes covered in detritus.

Geddes Fyfe was lying on the table. Professor Leo Chester was also in the autopsy suite. 'Welcome, gentlemen.'

Miller introduced Purcell again. 

'I've heard a lot about you,' Chester said. 'None of it good, mind.'

Purcell smiled. 'Ah, a pathologist who likes to wisecrack. I like your style, Professor.'

'I can only try.' He spread his hands wide as if to say, c'est la vie. 

'So what's the result on Fyfe?' Miller said.

Chester walked over to another table and pulled back the sheet that had been covering Annie Cameron. 'These are linked, Frank.'

'I know. We're trying to find our suspect.'

'No, no, I don't mean in that way. See?' He lifted a stainless steel bowl and brought it over to the two detectives. In it was a pair of ears.

'We saw Miss Cameron had had her ears removed, Professor,' Purcell said, showing signs of irritation.

'It's where we found them, Percy,' Leo said. 

Miller saw Purcell's jaw tighten, knowing the sign; the older detective didn't like being addressed by his first name.

'So tell me.'

Chester pointed to Fyfe. 'In there. They were in Mr. Fyfe's stomach.'

'He ate them?' Purcell said. 

Chester gave a brief laugh. 'No. Somebody not only stabbed him, but opened him up enough to put the ears inside.'

'Fuck me.' He looked over at Kate. 'Pardon the French.'

She smiled at him. 'I've heard worse. You should hear the professor when he can't get the lid off the jar of coffee.'

'I hardly think gosh darnit counts as swearing,' Miller said.

Chester pointed his finger at Miller. 'I knew your mother, and she would never have brought her son up to use that language, so I'm glad I don't hear it from you, young man.'

'A man shouldn't use such filthy language, Professor.' Miller smirked at Purcell, who mouthed a fuck you back.

'So,' Purcell said, stepping closer to the head pathologist to take a closer look at the detached appendages, 'how do you know they belong to Miss Cameron?'

'We looked at the cut marks on the ears themselves and on the side of Miss Cameron's head and they match.'

'They don't look like they were taken off by a surgeon.'

'They weren't. Even a surgeon trying to fake it would make a better job than this. No, gentlemen, these were cut off with chopping motions. As if he kept lifting the blade higher and away from the skin before each cut. I would guess he was angry when he was doing this.'

'Can you tell if the same weapon was used to take off Fyfe's fingers?' Miller asked.

'We did have a look at them, although they are starting to decay, but I can say with certainty it wasn't the same weapon. A sharp object was used to take the ears off, but it looks like a two-bladed object was used to take off the fingers.'

'Garden pruners.'

'Exactly right, Detective Miller.'

Purcell nodded. 'I've seen it before; they're small enough to be used one-handed, so you can still use your other hand to hold somebody down.' He looked at the pathologist. 'Can you tell if it was a right or left-handed attacker?'

'Definitely right-handed. The fingers are from Mr. Fyfe's right hand and the way the tool was used, it was from the right side. I can tell from the way the cut was. The pruners were pointed from the small finger towards the thumb, so it was somebody who is right-handed. Without a doubt. And there was glue residue on his wrist, more than likely from duct tape, so it would be easy for the killer to have taped him to a chair and stood slightly to his right and behind, grabbed the hand and started cutting away.'

'It doesn't help much.'

'What about the bath water Miss Cameron was in?' Miller asked.

Kate looked at him. 'I called the lab at Howdenhall, and asked them one question; could it be the same water that was in Mr. Fyfe's lungs? They said no, it wasn't. One hundred per cent. There's no PH in the bath water that was in Miss Cameron's flat. Maybe he was drowned there first, and then the bath run again, but it was different water.'

'Possible,' Purcell said, 'but I'm willing to bet there were two locations. Fyfe was murdered, and his fingers brought over to Miss Cameron, at least to scare her. I'm guessing that didn't work, so he killed her and cut off her ears. Took them back to Fyfe's corpse and put them inside.'

'What would be the point of that?' Kate asked.

'Fear,' Miller said. 'Word is sure to get out. Our killer is sending out a message. He isn't finished yet.'

'Thanks for your help, Kate. Professor,' Purcell said, as they left.

Outside, the Cowgate was like an old stone canyon, dipped in shadow as the two detectives stepped out into the mortuary car park.

'I asked Kim to do some research this afternoon. I want to find out if Barry Finch was indeed married, just like Dick Stevens said he was.'

'This has been a long day. You fancy getting a pint tonight.'

'Percy, you know I don't drink two nights in a row.'

'Since when?' he started the car and drove out into the start of the rush hour traffic.

'Go on then, you've twisted my arm.' They headed back to the station. 'You have anywhere in mind?'

'I do, actually. Leith. Our old stomping ground.'

'Now why would you want to go down there?' Miller said, with a smile.

'You know that old warehouse is still standing? After the crash of oh-eight, the deal went tits up.' He looked over at Miller. 'I checked.'

'Why not? Maybe we'll find Matt Spencer there, skulking about in the dark.'

'I'm hoping so.'


CHAPTER 34




Samantha had her living room window open and the sounds of the evening rush hour poured in. Buses whining past, cars honking their horns. Music from the performers in the High Street.

Her windows were in the back of the building, facing Cockburn Street, an old street connecting the High Street to the Waverley Bridge. 

She was sitting on her couch, cradling a glass of wine. A drink Ralph had gotten her into. Before that, she had been a beer woman. Even though her husband was out of her life, some things left an indelible impression.

She knew she should eat, but wasn't even the remotest bit hungry. Cas had suggested they go out to eat, even to the restaurant that occupied the ground floor of the building on the corner of the North Bridge, but she thanked her for her support and said she had a headache. 

The truth of the matter was, she was pissed off, and with each passing glass, she was getting more and more pissed off.

Then the front door buzzer sounded.

She put the glass down on the table and stood up, a little too quickly, and wobbled to the front door to answer it.

Jack Miller was standing there, smiling. 'Hi, Sam.'

She didn't smile back. Just walked away from the door, unsteady on her feet. Jack followed her in to the living room, closing the front door behind him.

'Is everything okay?'

'You tell me, Jack.' She stood in the middle of the living room, about to cross her arms, but felt her balance shifting, so she kept her arms by her side in case she needed to cartwheel them about to keep her balance.

Jack frowned. 'What's going on? I was coming over to ask you over for dinner. Then you called.'

'Save your breath.'

Jack's eyes narrowed. 'Okay, although I was a detective, it doesn't take a copper to see something's wrong. We were fine earlier and now you're acting as if you hate me. So do you mind telling me what's on your mind?'

'Where were you today, Jack? If you don't mind me asking?' She spoke the words harshly, with an accusing tone running underneath.

'I was with Eddie and a few of the lads.'

'Oh, yes, Eddie. Your friend. Maybe he's helping you. I did think that. Oh, and just in case you're thinking of starting your nonsense, Cas knows you're coming round. I also told her about your plan to have me move in with you, even though I only live along the hallway from you.'

'It was just an idea, so you wouldn't be on your own. And what do you mean, Eddie's maybe helping me? With what?'

Samantha walked over to the coffee table, picked up her wine and took a gulp, feeling she needed fuel adding to her internal fire. 'I have to admit, you had me going. You tried to put me off the trail last night when you rushed over from the pub you were supposedly in. You slipped out, saw me and attacked me in the close, then you were scared off. So you went back to the pub where your pal was, and he either knew what you were up to, or he didn't see you leave. Then when that young guy helped me and I called you, you conveniently came rushing over and tried to blame Jay Ness. Even though he was the one who helped me.'

'Sam, for God's sake, what's brought this on?' Jack ran a hand through his hair. 'This is madness. Who put this idea into your head?'

'Nobody put the idea into my head. I figured this one out all on my own.'

He took a step towards her and she put the glass back down. 'You touch me and I'll scream. I already told you Cas from downstairs knows you're here. Don't you, Cas?'

'I do, Sam.'

Cas's voice was tinny and Jack realised Samantha's iPhone was sitting on the mantelpiece, on speaker. 

'She'll call the police and I'll have them lift you.'

'What's got into you?'

'Into me? It's you who's a lying piece of shit.'

'You do know it's me, don't you? Or is this your addled brain talking?'

'Don't you patronise me. I had a drink with my ex-husband this afternoon. He found some of my little trinkets and wanted to give them to me. And no, he didn't want to get back with me. He was in the bar with his girlfriend. But before they went, he told me something very interesting.'

'Oh? What was that?' 

'He told me you busted his face open a while back. Down in the toilets.' 

'Pish.'

'He showed me the photo he took of himself right after it happened. They're called selfies, and he took one in the bathroom mirror, blood and all.'

'I know what a selfie is, Sam, and it didn't happen the way you think it did.'

'Oh, really? You beat him up because he used to be my husband. Is that why he suddenly signed the divorce papers, making the path easier for you?'

'You've got it all wrong.'

'Have I? Are you saying you didn't hit him?'

'I hit him in self-defence. He came at me so I used enough force to defend myself.'

'You're an ex-copper, of course you're going to say that.'

'It's true.'

'I think violence is your middle name.'

'Oh, I get it now; because I hit your husband, you think I'm capable of attacking you. Is that it?'

'You're six foot five. Hardly a Dwarf.'

Jack nodded. 'I see you've made up your mind. I'll go now. But before I close that door. Are you listening too, Cas? I did not lay a finger on you. So whoever hurt you, is still out there. Whatever you do, take care of yourself.' He walked out of the flat, closing the door gently behind him.

Samantha burst out crying.

'I'll be right up, Sam,' Cas said.

Cas had persuaded Samantha to have it out with Jack. Now Samantha thought her life could only get better. She was wrong.

It was about to get worse than she could ever have imagined.


CHAPTER 35




'Bear's fine, Son,' Lou Purcell said. Percy had his iPad open, standing up on its case. 'He's just had his dinner and we're going for a walk.'

'Thanks, Dad. He's not bugging you, is he?'

'No, of course not. He only has a piss in the house when you're in your pit still hungover and can't be bothered getting your arse up.'

'Once in a while.'

Lou laughed. 'Anyway, I have a question for you.'

'Go right ahead.'

'Are you in your room?'

No, I'm in the middle of fucking Princes Street he might have said, if he was the sarcastic type. 'Yes.'

'Is Suzy there with you?'

'I only got this room because it's a suite with a desk and stuff so we can work after hours.'

'That's not what I asked you.'

'No, she's not. I'm going for a pint with Frank Miller tonight, so she's going round to Frank's place and one of the female pathologists is going. Why?' Percy was trying not to let his face go red.

'I just wanted a private talk, that's all.'

'I'm all ears.'

'When were you going to tell me about you and Paula splitting up?'

Percy was expecting something more along the lines of, Are you keeping your hands to yourself? but this came out of nowhere. He stared at the ten-inch screen, watching his dog sitting beside his father on the couch, as if they were judge and jury. Now all they needed was the executioner.

'I was going to have a sit down talk with you when we got back, Lou.'

'It's amazing how you can look your father in the eye and lie to him like that. And it's dad to you. Wee brat.'

'Things just escalated out of control, and it only happened a wee while ago.'

Lou held up a hand. 'You're digging yourself in deeper here, son. The question you should be asking yourself is, how did he find out?'

'There's only one way you could have found out; you bumped into Paula.'

'That's right. I did.'

'Look, I know it's a shock-'

'Save your breath, Percy. You did the right thing. She's a rancid cow. What a mouth on her. That's not the daughter-in-law I knew. Whatever the hell is going on, I'm finished with her. I swear to God, had it been a man who spoke to me like that, I would have punched the bastard in the mouth. Just before I set Bear on him.'

'She would have taken great delight in telling you she and I were finished.'

'Even if she wasn't shagging one of your ex-mates, I would have told you to keep away from her.'

'Whoa. Wait a minute. Ex-mate? What are you talking about? She moved an accountant in with her and I don't know any accountants.'

Lou's eyebrows furrowed. 'Not according to her. My Brian was ten times the copper Percy was. That's what she said to me. Now, correct me if I'm wrong, but there was only one detective called Brian who you worked with.'

'Brian Cole,' Percy said, quietly. 

'Wasn't he that shifty bastard who got caught with his hand in the till?'

'Yes he was.'

'Well, he's got his hand somewhere else now. And by the way, Paula says she wouldn't have Bear back, even if he was a fireside rug. Cheeky cow. Like she'd get him back. Poor sod was confused as hell though; he about wagged his tail off when he saw her. I had to tell him his mummy and daddy are getting a divorce, but he doesn't understand.'

'Well, as he's a dog, Dad, maybe that's to be expected.'

'Aye, but he's intelligent. I'll have him using the lavvy by the time you get back. Talking of which, have you got any idea how long this will take?'

'How long is a piece of string?' Percy said, but his mind was elsewhere now. Brian Cole. Made it to the rank of DI before he and a bunch of other men were caught. By him. Percy Purcell. 

'Doesn't matter anyway. Elizabeth and I are going out tonight but we won't be long. Then she's coming back here and we'll have a drink or two.'

'Well, don't be messing about in front of the dog.'

'Hey,' Lou said, poking himself in the chest, 'me parent.' Pointing to Purcell. 'You child. Let's not get the hierarchy confused here.'

'I hope he bites your bare arse.'

'Aw, enough of that talk, for God's sake.'

Percy laughed. 'Bye, Bear. Daddy loves you.'

'Christ, you would think you were talking to a bairn.'

'Oh, don't listen to Grandpa, he's only jealous.'

'Bugger off.'

'Love you too, old man.'

'One thing before you go.'

'What's that?'

'How long have you been seeing Suzy? I won't be any cruder, because I like her a lot.'

'Suzy? We're colleagues, Dad.'

'Save it for the judge. It's me you're talking to. I saw the way you looked at her before you left. How long?'

Purcell sighed in resignation. 'About six months or so. We had feelings before, but we got a lot more serious about six months ago.'

'See? I might be an old coffin dodger, but you'll have to get up a lot earlier to fool me. Little whippersnapper.'

Percy laughed. 'So you like Suzy, then?'

'Like her? She's fantastic. You better not go and make a fool of her, or you'll have me to deal with.'

'I don't intend to, Dad.'

'Who else knows about it?'

'Nobody, as far as I can tell.'

'Good. Keep it that way until your divorce is well under way. Paula would have a field day with that if she found out. She would have you for adultery.'

'We're keeping it to ourselves until the time is right.'

'Just be careful.' He looked away for a second. 'Right, let me go. Elizabeth will be here shortly, and I have to put on a fresh pair of underpants.'

'Oh for fu-'

'I'm kidding.' He looked at his son. 'I've not got any on.'

'God Almighty. My eyes are burning just looking at you. And you'll traumatise Bear. He's never seen that stuff before.'

'I hope it's not that time of the month for Elizabeth. I'm hoping to give her a good seeing to in your bed. I don't want to mess up my own sheets.'

'Dad, seriously. I'm begging you.'

'You started it.' Lou laughed. 'Besides, she's my age so we're past all that. We're just having dinner, you mucky wee sod.' 

'I'm going to report you as a missing person when I get home. Just you wait.' He cut the connection, put his iPad away, took a little bottle of vodka from the minibar and added it to some tonic. He'd told Miller they should just bum about in taxis tonight. A pool car would stick out a mile. And where they were going, that was the last thing they wanted. 

He sat on the couch and flicked through the TV stations, not stopping on anything in particular. Then he took his mobile phone out and dialled a number.

'Hi, Stu?' he said. DI Stuart McAlistair, one of Purcell's team back in Aberdeen. 'You done for the day?' He looked at the clock on the wall and saw it was well past six p.m.

'I am indeed, sir. Just having a few pints with an old pal of mine.'

'Did you find out anything about our little project?' Information about Paula Purcell's new boyfriend, the accountant. He didn't want to say anything regarding the conversation he'd just had with his father, keeping that to himself for now.

'I did. And to be honest, she hasn't been with him for a few weeks now. Sorry to tell you this, but there's another guy staying at your old place.'

'Any idea who it is?' He didn't want to give his friend a name. Instead, he wanted to compare notes, as it were.

'It's one of our lot. Or he used to be, Brian Cole.'

Purcell took some of the drink, keeping his anger in check. 'The same Cole who thought he shat gold?'

'The same one. He's running with a crew now, just a few scallies, but we can make his life a nuisance if you like?'

'No, I don't want to give that cow any more ammunition, Stu. If you could do me a big one and see if you can find out the names of the dirt bags he hangs out with now, I would be eternally grateful.'

'You got it. I'll call you when I get something.'

'Cheers, Stu.' 

Stuart McAlistair was only too happy to help out his boss. After all, if it wasn't for Percy Purcell helping him out a long time ago, McAlistair wouldn't have a career.

There was a knock at the door. It was Suzy.

'I'm just on my way out, Percy. But before I go, I wanted to give you something.'

'Oh, yeah? What's that, then?' he asked, closing the door behind her.

She was wearing a dark blue summer dress. It slipped off easily.


CHAPTER 36




'Well, Jack's in a hoor of a mood,' Miller said, as he and Purcell climbed into the taxi outside the Radisson Blu.

'What's up?'

The taxi did a U-turn, dodging tourists who were either crossing the street or standing in the middle of the road taking photos. Then he floored it, going downhill, and passing John Knox's house on the left.

'It's a strange situation. You know Samantha, his girlfriend?'

'Yes.'

'Well, they split up after she accused him of being the man who attacked her.'

'What? Are you kidding me? Why would she do that?'

The taxi bumped its way up to Abbeyhill, heading for Easter Road.

'She said her ex told her Jack had given him a slap down in the toilets at Logie Bairds.'

'Ha! That sounds like the Jack I knew!'

'She said the ex showed her a selfie he had taken on the night.'

'So Jack just hit him for no reason? I don't believe that for a minute.'

'No, Jack says the guy assaulted him first, and this was only self-defence.'

'So what's she worried about?'

Miller looked at him. 'She said, if he could make a mess of her ex like that, he was just showing her that he was a violent man.'

'He's an ex-murder squad detective. What did she expect? He's not going to let some little fanny give him a slap. He's also a big bastard. I wouldn't like to get into a tussle with him.'

'I just don't see how she connected the dots. Her ex wanted to give my old man a slap and he defended himself, and now she thinks Jack is the one who attacked her.'

'That's a big leap.'

'It certainly is.' The taxi crossed London Road.

'So how are things going with Suzy?'

'We're taking it slowly. She's great though, Frank. She makes me laugh, she's sexy and she wants to protect her man. Unlike that boiler I was married to.'

'Paula was good for you at one point.'

Purcell looked at him. 'I thought so, too, until I met Suzy. She's a woman who's loyal. Something Paula could never rise to.'

The taxi skirted Leith Links and then they were going down Bath Road.

'Where you guys wanting dropped off?' the taxi driver said, looking at them in his rear view mirror.

'Here's fine, pal,' Purcell said, showing the drive his warrant card. 'You don't have to worry, we're not going to do a runner.'

The driver visibly relaxed as Purcell took care of the fare, asking for a receipt. They stood and listened to it chug away, the noise of its engine unmistakeable in the quiet of the docks.

A wind was whipping in off the Firth of Forth, and Miller was glad he'd put a jacket on.

'What now, Percy?'

'I know it was over ten years ago, but I can remember it like it was yesterday. I saw Matt Spencer walking into the docks and he turned right. I followed him. Constitution Street was like it is now; not connected to the street we're standing in. I followed him along here and he went into that old warehouse.'

Purcell pointed to the building on their right. 

'It's even more rundown than it was back then. It's going to be pulled down next month. More and more flats have been built in the docks, and the footprint of that building will be built on as well. I just want to show you where I was that night.'

'Okay, let's go.'

They walked along the dirt road, lined with bushes and littered with debris and garbage.

'In here.'

They pushed past some of the underbrush and the huge, grey structure stood before them in all its glory. 

'I can't understand why Spencer would choose this location if he'd killed a woman. I mean, yes, it's out of the way, but why would he choose here when there are plenty of other places he could have chosen. More out of the way places.'

They started walking towards the building. There was much more graffiti on the walls than there was back then, more glass knocked out of the windows on the upper level.

'Location, Frank. At that time, Spencer was stationed in Leith, just around the corner. This was his stomping ground when he was in CID, before he joined us in the High Street. He knew all the nooks and crannies down here.'

'That makes sense.'

They both took out a little LED flashlight as they entered the cavernous building. It was big enough to hold an airship. Puddles were on the floor. Rusted beams held the roof up. It wasn't as dark as the last time Purcell had been in there. 

'The stairs leading to the offices upstairs are over there,' he said, leading the way.

They made their way up carefully, stopping on the landing. 'It was round here.'

The turned left at the end. The offices were on the right, their doors open. Detritus littered the floor and the walls had been given the spray tags like the outside.

'What do you hope to find up here, Percy?'

'Nothing. I just wanted to show you where the woman was. Get a feeling for the place.'

'Are you starting to have doubts?'

Purcell swung round to look at him. 'No, of course not. I know what I saw that night, and I can still picture it. I know she was dead, Frank, I saw her myself. I looked into her dead eyes. Her lips were pinched together in a grimace and he'd shoved cotton wool  balls up her nose to stop her breathing that way. He had done a number on her, and no matter how many death scenes I've been at since, that one still haunts me.'

'Take it easy, Percy. Let's go and get a drink.' Miller looked out the office window. They were on the opposite side from the Forth, overlooking Salamander Street, an arterial road that led out of the city, connecting with the A1. He saw a little pub on the corner of Bath Road and Salamander, but it wasn't his first choice for a pint.

Then he saw the blocks of flats standing where older buildings once stood. A building with shops underneath. And one important business.

'See over there?' he said, pointing. Purcell turned to look out the glassless window.

'Yeah?'

'Didn't Matt Spencer's father have his funeral business there?'

'That was one of his premises. He got an offer for the place when they wanted to knock down the ratty old building to build those new posh flats. As far as I know, I don't think he opened another one and just kept the one in King's Stables Road.'

'How well do you know his father?'

'Not at all. I just delved into Matt Spencer's background and the little detail about him selling that place came up. Why do you ask?'

'No reason right now. But something shot into my mind that sounds so crazy I don't want to sound daft voicing it.'

'Frank, I've always known you're daft, so just spit it out.'

'You came here because you followed Matt Spencer, ten years ago. His family had two premises for their business, the other one a stone's throw from here. Now, just hear me out. I listened to you describe that dead woman, and I know you said she had a ligature mark round her neck, but you said he'd shoved cotton wool up her nose. That's what they do to dead people. They glue their lips together, and put cotton wool up their nose.

'So my thought is, what if that woman was already dead?' He nodded towards where the funeral parlour used to be. 'And he took her out of there?'


CHAPTER 37




Kim's mother and father had Kim's daughter, Emma, over for dinner. Her mother, Norma Banks, the PF, said it wouldn't be a problem for her to stay over, and grandpa would make sure she got to school on time in the morning. 

Kim wasn't much of a drinker, but she was looking forward to just kicking back with Suzy and Kate Murphy. Suzy was already in their flat when she got the call. She spoke for a couple of minutes then hung up.

'Kate's been delayed but she won't be much longer. She asked if I wanted to go down to the mortuary to talk about something. She asked for you to come along too, then we can go to the pub if you like. Get a bite to eat somewhere?'

'I'm up for anything, Kim. My visit to Edinburgh isn't going to be all about business.'

'I can tell. You have a glow about you.'

Suzy laughed, and they left the flat. It wasn't too far to walk, and Kate Murphy was waiting for them when they got there.

'As far as social events go, I've been to worse,' Suzy said, and they all laughed.

'Me too, but since I don't have many friends in Edinburgh, Kim said she would show me the ropes,' Kate said.

'London, right?'

'The accent gave it away, did it?'

'Just a little bit.'

'Well, when I've gone through this with you, I'll get changed and we can get going.'

'What is it?'

'The report on the samples from Geddes Fyfe we sent to the lab at Howdenhall. It states there were traces of Tribromoethanol found in his system.'

Suzy looked at Kim, who shook her head. Then back at Kate. 'Neither of us know what that is.' 

'It's a soluble white crystalline compound.'

'Meaning what?' 

'Let's put it this way, I don't think Geddes Fyfe would have taken this himself, so that means somebody administered it to him.'

'And that means?'

'It means Tribromoethanol is used as a general anaesthetic.'

'That would make sense,' Kim said. 'It would certainly make Geddes Fyfe easier to control. How much was in his system and how would it affect him?'

'It was just a small drop. Probably enough to make him feel as if he was drunk and unable to argue with whoever took him.'

'I wonder if Annie Cameron was given it too,' Kim said.

'Look at this way; she wouldn't need to be given it if she was murdered in her own home and knew her killer,' Suzy said. 'It was different with Fyfe. He was transported to the bin when he was dead, but wherever he was killed, we're assuming he was taken there.'

'That's true. Maybe he only gives it to men he thinks will give him a hard time.'

'According to Percy, Fyfe was no pushover. So he might have put up a fight for his life.'

'Barry Finch was a bit of a fighter, so he wouldn't have backed down from Fyfe.'

'It's Mr. Fyfe in here, ladies,' Leo Chester said, as he came into the PM suite. 'We treat our clients with the utmost respect, whoever they are or whatever walk of life they came from. This is their last walk, and everybody deserves the same treatment. Except child killers. They're given a number.' He smiled at the three women. 'We have to draw the line somewhere.'

'Apologies, Professor,' Suzy said.

'Don't worry about it. If you see me in the pub before you leave, please feel free to buy me a pint. Kate knows we like a few down here just like you do up in Aberdeen.'

'Count on it.'

'If I may say so, you do look like you've overdressed to come down to our fine establishment.'

'We're going out to the pub after this.'

'Well, I won't spoil your evening by turning up tonight and allowing you to encourage me to imbibe.'

'Hey, if you want to pop in and join us for one, Doc, then feel free.'

'I'll see how I get on with my paperwork, but thank you for the offer.'

'Did you get anywhere with trying to track down Barry Finch's ex-wife?' Suzy asked Kim.

'Not yet. Frank told me, Finch's ex-boss told him, Finch had been married a long time ago but he didn't know her name. I'm trying to narrow it down. I checked his records but nothing comes up about a divorce. She's a nurse, or was when she was married to him, but we don't know if she still is. The health board are being stubborn about releasing details about staff members without a warrant. They're saying they can't hand out names just like that. We should have the warrant tomorrow.'

Kim and Suzy waited in Kate's office while Kate went to change. 

'I obviously know and work with Frank's team, but I have to say, something between us clicked,' Kim said to Suzy.

'I know what you mean. I meet so many people who put up a false front, but you and Kate are making this easy for me.'

'Right, ladies, let's hit the town,' Kate said, coming into her office with a smile. She had changed into chinos and a white shirt and had put some make-up on.

'You don't have to twist my arm,' Suzy said, leading the way. 

Kate held Kim back for a second. 'When you found out about me being in witness protection, and said you would be my friend, I dismissed it as you feeling pity for me. Now I can see you really are a true friend.'

'Believe me, if I didn't want to be, I wouldn't. But you've been a good friend to me too.'

Kate smiled as they left the mortuary.


CHAPTER 38




The wind had picked up in true Edinburgh fashion, and it was stronger now as it headed in from the sea as Miller and Purcell walked back up Bath Road. It was starting to spit rain.

'I had a stint in Leith station for a while,' Miller said, as the stopped at the top of the road. There was a little pub on the corner – The Forth – and Miller indicated for Purcell to follow him in.

It was a little working man's pub, which used to be full of dock workers, but was now almost empty, even on a summer's evening. Miller walked up to the bar, Purcell following.

'Well, well, if it isn't little Frankie Miller!' the barman said, smiling. 'I haven't seen you in a long time, son. How's tricks?'

'You know how it is, Sid. Been keeping busy. Unlike you, I must say.' he turned to Purcell. 'This is a friend of mine, Superintendent Percy Purcell.'

'Good to meet you, fella. You two having a drink? On me of course.'

'I'll just have a nip, thanks, Sid,' Purcell said. 'Bells.'

'Same for me, Sid.'

The two detectives sat on a couple of barstools and Sid got them their drink. Purcell looked around at the clientele; two old codgers sitting at a table watching the small TV sat in one corner. A couple of other middle-aged men, sitting alone. It was a sad sight.

'There you go, lads.'

'Business been slow?' Miller said.

'Not as bad as you might think. It's mid-week so we're a bit slow now, but come Friday night, there are a lot of young 'uns in here as we have a happy hour from five 'til eight, so a lot of them come in here to get half plastered before going along to the Shore. And you wouldn't believe how busy it gets at lunchtime. How about you boys?'

'It never stops,' Purcell said, not thinking he needed to tell the old barman he was from Aberdeen.

'You're looking good though, Sid,' Miller lied. The barman had lost more of his hair, and his face had gained more spider veins and his gut had filled out more. Miller wanted to keep the man in a good mood though.

'I try, Frank. You know how it is though; you promise yourself you'll go to the gym every night and you end up staying in with your feet up in front of the TV. I can't be bothered with the idea of walking on a treadmill or going on one of those fancy bikes with the TV's in front of you. As my old man used to say, what's for you, won't go past you. Die happy, eh?'

'I suppose so. Look at all those people who go jogging and drop dead of a heart attack.'

'It makes me want to go to Greggs for a doughnut,' Purcell said.

They sipped at their whisky. 'Listen, Sid, I wanted to ask you something.'

'Fire away.'

'Before they built those new flats over the road, the ones with the offices on the ground floor, do you remember an undertaker's business being there?'

'Aye. I remember that place. What was the name again? Let me think...'

'Spencer's, wasn't it?'

Sid snapped his fingers. 'That was it!'

'Did any of the Spencers ever come in here?'

'Yes, they did. Edward, the father, was in here quite a bit. Him and his son, Jason. I seem to remember Edward was in charge of their other place up by the castle, but Jason was in charge over the road. He was in here more than his father.'

Purcell knocked his whisky back.

'You want another one? On me,' Sid said. 

'I will have one, but it's on me. You have one for yourself, Sid.' He put a note down on the bar and Sid came back with the drinks and took the money. 'Thanks. I'll put one in the till for later. Sometimes me and the boys have a lock-in.' He stopped for a second, realising he'd just told two detectives about an illegal activity he was organising.

'It's fine, Sid,' Miller said,' I don't care what you do. I'm just interested in the Spencer family.'

'Did they do something?'

'I just wanted to know if Matt Spencer ever came in here. He was a copper.'

Sid turned his lip up for a second. 'Did he ever. You wouldn't believe he was a member of that family. He behaved like an arsehole when he had a drink in him. Really obnoxious piece of work.' He stopped for a second. 'This won't come back to bite me in the arse, will it?'

'No, of course not,' Purcell said. 'We're off duty, pal. Just having a wee gab with the boys, that's all.'

'Aye, Matt. Thought he was God's gift. He was an ugly bastard, too, but he had a way with the women. One of those guys who's as ugly as the Devil himself, yet he has them eating out of his hand.'

'Did he bring any girlfriends in here?' Purcell asked.

'He had a different girlfriend every weekend, Percy. Then that one lassie tied him down, even if it was only for a wee while. I don't know what happened, but their marriage was short-lived.'

Miller looked at Purcell and back at Sid. 'Married?'

'Aye. She was a nice lassie. I don't know what the hell she saw in him.' Sid leaned on the bar, looking about like a Union conspirator, making sure nobody else could hear. Miller and Purcell leaned in as well. 'Now, I'm not saying I know this for a fact, but I heard Jason had been trying it on with her, and Matt got wind of it and I don't know if she actually came on to him, but they went their separate ways after that. I didn't see her in here again. Matt never spoke about her again and neither did Jason. He's a big wanker though. Imagine trying it on with your sister-in-law. Poor cow though. I was gutted when I read about her in the paper.'

The two detectives straightened up. 'Who are we talking about, Sid?' Miller said.

'The lassie you guys found in Magdalene; Annie Cameron. Although I remember her as Annie Spencer.'

Miller tried to keep the surprise from his face. 'You said they weren't married for long?'

'Christ, I don't think it was even a couple of months. Youngsters don't even give it a chance nowadays. Not like in my time. You stuck it out through thick and thin.'

'On another note, Sid,' Purcell said, when he thought they weren't going to get any more out of Sid regarding Annie, 'Do you remember a case round here with a woman who died from hanging?'

Sid looked past them, as if he was staring into the past. Then he snapped his fingers again. 'Yes! I don't remember her name, but it was a long time ago. Her husband was a regular in here. I think he worked along at the pipe coaters or something. Aye, he was gutted. His wife hanged herself in their house.'

'You don't remember her name by any chance?' Miller asked.

'No, son, it was a long time ago.'

'Could it have been about ten years ago?'

'That would be about right. We do funeral buffets in a room through the back. Get a caterer in. We put on a lovely wee spread. I wish I could remember her name.'

'Does her husband still come in here?'

'No. I haven't seen him for a long time.'

Miller nodded. 'Thanks, Sid. And don't worry, this is all off the record. We just wanted a chat.'

'Anytime, boys. You're always welcome here.' 

The detectives left the bar and went back down Bath Road. 'Let's go for a pint down the Shore, Percy.'

'That's a bit of a coincidence, Barry Finch's girlfriend being Matt Spencer's ex-missus.'

'It is that, but I want to concentrate on finding out the hanged woman's identity. I'll look it up tomorrow. There would have been a shout after the treble nine call was made, so there will be a record of it.'

'Right. So, why down the Shore, Frank?'

'Some nice pubs, my friend.'

They walked back along the dirt road and connected with Constitution Street, Miller thinking about two dead women, one a murder victim, the other a suicide. And how one crooked cop was connected to them both.


CHAPTER 39




Three of his pals were sitting in the corner of the Rebellion bar when Jack walked in.

'Jack, what you having?' Freebie Preston asked, standing up.

'Usual, Freebs,' Jack said, sitting down opposite the others. Eddie Watkins, Stan Hopper, both from D division, were pleased to see him. Freebie got his name because he was always getting a freebie from somebody. He was the man who snagged them a free apartment in Majorca's capital, Palma. Some friend of his owned it and was happy for the boys to have a hooly over there.

Just bring your trunks and spending money, he had told them. 

'What you been up to?' Hopper asked him.

'Not a lot, Stan. Someone attacked my girlfriend. Me and Eddie were having a pint in the Covenanters when she called me.' 

'Christ, I don't suppose they got anybody did they?'

'That's the strange thing, Stan; we know who it is. We just don't know where he is.' He recounted the story when Freebie came back with the drinks.

'I went with Jack to see her, and she was pretty shaken up. If we get hold of the bastard first he'll want to leave town on the next train.'

'Good God, I'm sure between the lot of us, we could find the bastard.'

'I wish we could, Freebs. Frank wants to have a word with him, but I want more than a word. There's only one problem I have now.'

'What's that?' Eddie asked.

Jack looked at his friends in turn. 'She thinks it's me who attacked her.'

Freebie nearly spat his pint out over their table. 'What? You're having a laugh.'

'I wish I was, mate. No, she thinks I attacked her, and then made up a story about being in the pub with Eddie. In fact,' he nodded to Watkins, 'she thinks you're giving me an alibi and you know it was me.'

'Jesus, Jack. We were in the pub last night. You did get a call from her.'

'I know that and you know that mate, but she's convinced that I attacked her.'

'What made her suddenly think it was you?'

Jack took some of his pint before putting it back on the table. 'I skelped her husband. Her about-to-be ex-husband.'

Freebie laughed. 'Jack giving somebody a smack? Now, I find that hard to believe.'

'Listen, the little weasel stopped me from leaving the toilet down in Logie Bairds, and I warned him to get out of my way. Then he grabbed me by the shirt. I wouldn't have minded but it was a Marks and Sparks finest.'

'So you put his lights out?'

'No, I rammed his cigarette up his nose and squeezed. He screamed like a girl. Then I slapped him. Sam thinks I gave him a real kicking. Much as I would have liked to, I didn't. But he told her otherwise, and now she thinks I attacked her. Brilliant.'

'Is she going to report you, Jack?' Hopper asked.

'Christ, I hope not. Even though I've done nothing wrong, mud sticks.'

'Why don't you just go and talk to her?' Preston said.

'I think I'm the last person she wants to talk to just now.' He drank some more. 'She also said she's been getting threatening phone calls. She thinks I called up and threatened her, and then when I suggested she move in with me, Frank and Kim, just until they get the guy, she went mental. She thinks I'll chain her up in my bedroom or something.'

'I always fancied a bit of rough sex myself,' Hopper said, and they all laughed.

'There has to be two of you in the room for it to count, Stan,' Jack said, and they all laughed again.

'However, this doesn't help Jack,' Watkins said.

'And she's got a signing on Saturday at the book festival in Charlotte Square Gardens. She'll be a nervous wreck, especially if I turn up. I wanted to support her, to be there for her, but now it's all up in the air. If she sees me, she'll think I'm there to attack her.' 

'She might be expecting you, but she's not expecting us,' Watkins said. 'You could be in the Spiegeltent bar. You're not doing anything illegal, it's a public festival. We'll all be there, and a couple of us can get tickets and sit in the audience. Then we can follow her, make sure she's safe.' 

'That would be great, lads.'

'No problem. Just because we're not on the force anymore, doesn't meant to say we're not a force to be reckoned with.'

'That almost sounded like you hadn't heard that on the TV,' Hopper said.

'Cheeky sod.'

'I appreciate your help, boys.'

'Anytime, Jack.'

'There is something else Frank would like us to do,' Jack added.

'What?' Freebie asked.

'He wants some information on an ex-officer from another force.'

'Oh I love it,' Hopper said. 'This is going to be good.'

'Who is it?'

'His name's Brian Cole. Frank found out in a roundabout way that this guy is having it away with a friend's estranged wife, and the wife is giving this guy the run around. I won't reveal his name, but he was one of our lot before he moved to Aberdeen.'

'It's as good as done.' 

Jack smiled. Toasted his friends. 

If anybody could help him, it was this lot.


CHAPTER 40




'The question is, Why?' Purcell said to Miller, as they walked into the Malmaison Hotel. The bar had a few guests in it, but otherwise, it was quiet. 

'Necrophilia springs to mind.'

'Jesus, Frank, I can't even think about that.'

They took their drinks across to a table by a window overlooking the Shore. Visitors were ambling about, sitting outside the pubs at the tables set up for them. Coloured lights were strung along the top of Robert Molloy's boat, Blue Martini. He would have loved to be a fly on the wall when Norma Banks had been talking to them.

'We're just speculating here, but she might not have been dead. Maybe Matt Spencer was torturing her and decided to put some cotton wool up her nose.'

'No, Frank, she was dead. We have our fair share of dead bodies up in Aberdeen, too.'

'You and I have both dealt with psychos in the past, Percy, so we know how to read them. You more than I, but I've been round the block enough times to recognise one when I see one.'

'True.'

'The thing that bothers me is Spencer never gave me that feeling. You know what I mean?'

'I see what you're getting at, but he could have been clever at disguising it.'

Miller drank some of his pint. 'I have to disagree there. Oh, yes, they can be clever alright, but they always give off a certain vibe. They know they're lying, and you know they're lying, but there's always the little dance. And when you watch them carefully, there's always some kind of signal. Even if Spencer was acting normally, there would always be the slightest tell-tale sign that lets you know you don't want to press the wrong button.'

Purcell was lost in thought for a moment. Then he looked at Miller. 'If he did take that woman for his own filthy pleasure, then he needs his dinger cut off.'

'We can't prove it now, obviously, but if he's involved in anything at the moment, then we can nail the bastard.' Miller had another sip of his lager and looked out the window.

'That's interesting,' he said.

'What is?' Purcell said.

'Look over there.'







No matter how Samantha felt about him now, Jack Miller still cared for her. He knew he was innocent, and wanted to convince her of that, even if she didn't want anything to do with him again.

The Rebellion pub was in the High Street, just along from the station. Jack could see his flat from the window where they were sitting. He looked at the Cockburn Street side of the building, wondering if Samantha was in her flat, if she was missing him as much as he was missing her. Probably not, if she thought he was a weirdo.

Then he saw her. Walking round the building from the North Bridge. She was dressed in black jeans, wearing a white shirt and a lightweight red jacket. She looked stunning. He wondered where she was going.

Then a thought occurred to him; if he saw her, then maybe Jay Ness saw her too.

'Boys, I've got to go. I'll talk to you tomorrow.'

'Take it easy, Jack.'

He left the pub, and luckily, the pavement was heaving with people. He was just another pasty-faced Edinburgher, but she was a beautiful, blonde American. She stood out a lot more than he did, and if she had asked his opinion, he would have told her not to wear red and stick out like a sore thumb.

He watched as she hailed a taxi. The one behind it was hailed by somebody else, and the third one too, but before the couple stepped into it, he pulled out his warrant card, hiding the retired stamped on it. 'Police. I need this.'

They were tourists but understood the word police, so they backed off. The second taxi did a U-turn, leaving Jack's one right behind Samantha's.

'You've probably been waiting your whole career for this, but follow that taxi in front.'

'You got it, boss.'

'If you don't lose it, there's a twenty in it for you.'

'For twenty, I'll drive with the bumpers touching.'

He didn't have to go to such extremes, but was as good as his word, and kept up with his colleague until they got to the Shore and it pulled over near Tower Place.

'What now, boss?' the driver said.

'Pull past it and stop.'

He pulled out his cash and watched through the back window as Samantha walked across the road, oblivious to the pair of eyes watching her.

He waited until the driver had pulled away, and then crossed the road behind her.

She whirled round, seeming to sense he was there. Drinkers watched from the pavement tables. She had spotted him.

'What the hell are you doing here?'

'I was worried about you.'

'So you followed me?'

'I just wanted to make sure you were safe.'

'By creeping me out? You sure know how to make a woman feel safe. Beat up her ex for a start.'

'I didn't make a mess of his nose.'

She looked him in the eyes. 'Really? Are you telling me the truth?'

By make a mess of his nose, Jack meant he hadn't head-butted Ralph, but if he was being truthful, the cigarette he'd forced up his nostril probably did a different kind of damage. "Well, I am being truthful. I didn't hit him, like he said.'

'You did hit him though.'

'Not in that way.'

'But you still hit him.'

'Well...yes and no.'

'Did you hurt his nose?'

'Again...yes and no.'

'Oh fuck off, Jack. And if you follow me again, I'll have a restraining order taken out against you.' She turned and walked away.

Jack cursed himself for fumbling his response to her. He watched her walk towards the docks. Probably to see her new boyfriend.

Then a hand grabbed his elbow. 

He stepped forward to put distance between himself and what he thought was an attacker. As he swung round another man stepped forward. 'Easy, Jack,' Percy Purcell said.

'Hey, Dad,' Miller said, letting go of his father's arm. 'Maybe you need to start putting more water in your whisky.'

'Jesus, you two. I thought it was the joker who's been following Sam.'

'What are you doing down here?'

Jack hesitated. 'I'm meeting an old friend for a beer. He lives round here.'

'Oh, right.'

'So I'll see you back home later. Don't wait up.'

'Okay.'

'We'll get a pint one night, Jack. Catch up with things, if you like,' Purcell said.

'Great. We'll do that.' He turned and walked to where he had last seen Samantha, but she was gone. He carried on walking.

Miller looked at Purcell. 'That was strange.'

'What's strange about a bloke meeting a mate?'

'I know all his mates and he doesn't have any who live down here. He knows somebody who lives here, but I wouldn't say they were good drinking buddies. Besides, he lives over there.' He pointed to where Richard Sullivan lived.




****




Richard Sullivan sat back in his recliner and sipped at the whisky, feeling the chill wrap itself round him like a shroud. It was warm outside, if you were out of the wind, but he felt as if he had ice inside him.

He couldn't get the thought of Geddes Fyfe out of his mind. That and the thought he hadn't been entirely truthful with Frank Miller. It was the lawyer in him. Defend, regroup and come out fighting. 

Maybe if he'd been more forceful with Fyfe and told him his plan wasn't a good idea, then the other man would still be alive.

Another train of thought occupying his mind was, Will he come after me?

He was taking every precaution, and supposed Fyfe was too, and Finch still got to him. He wished he hadn't become involved now, but it was too late for that.

He finished his drink and was about to pour another when the doorbell rang from downstairs. He pressed the entry button. 

Thank God Tai isn't here, he thought to himself as Samantha Willis walked into the flat.

'Things are getting out of hand, Richard, and I'm scared,' she said.

'I know,' he said, closing the door behind her.

She had just sat down with a drink when her phone rang. She didn't recognise the number. 'Hello.'

'I know where you are, bitch. I followed you down to the water. I'll be waiting when you come out.'


CHAPTER 41




Percy Purcell groaned and rolled over, expecting to feel his dog there, forgetting where he was for a moment. What he found instead pleased him more.

'Morning, lover,' Suzy said.

'Hi.' 

She smiled at him and gave him a quick kiss. 'Go and shower and I'll get the coffee on.'

'You can shower first and I'll do the coffee.'

'Percy, you're hair makes you look like Ken Dodd.'

'Well, thank you, honey. Just as well, you're as gorgeous in the morning as you are at night.' He tickled her and she screamed, jumping out of bed. When she calmed down, she pulled on a robe. 

'Give me a minute and the bathroom's all yours.' She padded over to the en-suite. 'How was last night with Frank?' she shouted through. Purcell had been in first, and hadn't said much about his night out before they had hit the bed.

'It was good, Suzy. Frank and I are working on a new theory about Matt Spencer.'

A couple of minutes later, she came back into the room. 'Going to share?'

'Over breakfast.' He got up, naked, slapped her backside and went into the bathroom.

Showered and dressed, they sat at the small table in the turret and tucked into the breakfast they'd ordered. 

'This might sound daft, but hear me out.'

'You want Bear to wear a Tux to our wedding.'

Purcell stopped for a moment.

'Percy, honey, you can start breathing again. I'm kidding.'

'Well, you know...' He drank more coffee. 

'Just speak, man,' she said, laughing.

'Frank was stationed in Leith years ago, and he briefly worked with Twat Spencer, and he remembered they had two funeral premises, one in the Grassmarket, which they still own, and another in Leith. I told him the woman I saw in the warehouse had a piece of cotton wool up her nose, and he said that's what they do to dead people.'

'To stop bodily fluids from leaking, I know.' She took a mouthful of black pudding.

'Well, Frank suggested that maybe Spencer is some kind of deviant who's attracted to dead people, and I don't mean in a way that would make him money by arranging their funeral.'

'A Necrophiliac? Jesus, that's sick, if he is.'

'What if he took a dead woman over there and did what he did?'

'Why there?' she said, washing her food down with coffee.

'We don't know. Maybe his family didn't know about it, and there was less chance of getting caught with his pants down, so to speak. Do the nasty there and then take her back.'

'My God, he needs to go to jail.'

'I know. But that's just one avenue we're going to look at. The other one is that he murdered her, but if that's the case, we don't know who she is.'

She pushed her plate away, not quite finishing everything but having had enough.

'I'm going to go back to my room and get ready.'

'Okay. I'll call you later. Frank and I are going out this morning. See if we can drum up anything. Station first though.'

She pulled on tracksuit bottoms and a sweatshirt to go to her own room, just down the hall.

Purcell brushed his teeth, pulled his jacket on and walked out of the hotel into the morning sunshine.




****




Frank Miller took advantage of Kim's daughter Emma being at her grandparent's house overnight. He didn't hear his father coming in either, and Kim was in a good mood.

Their lovemaking was fierce and fast, the first time round. It had been a long time since he had stopped feeling guilty that he had another woman in what had been his marital home, but he had moved on with his life. It had been a slow transition, and although he had hated the thought of him being a widower that was the title society had given him.

After getting his breath back, they had gone to round two a little more slowly. Miller hadn't had many women in his life, nobody serious until he found Carol, and after his wife died, he hadn't dated at all. Until Kim came into his life.

Now he had fallen in love all over again, and she had moved in a couple of months earlier. She hadn't mentioned marriage and neither had he, both of them wanting to see where their relationship headed, but he wouldn't have moved her in if he hadn't seen a future with her.

'My, my, Frank, have you been eating your vitamins again?' she said, slumping back onto her pillow, sweat lining her brow.

'Sometimes there's life in the old dog,' he replied. 'Is this the bit where I'm supposed to smoke?'

'Isn't that the tradition?' She moved over and snuggled up to him.

'Only in cheap movies.' He kissed her forehead. 'I wonder how Sam is doing?'

'I think she's hurt and confused, so she's not thinking straight.'

'To be honest, my dad gave her ex a good slap.'

'According to Jack, he deserved it, and Jack was acting in self-defence, so Sam can't complain. Now all of a sudden, she thinks Jack is her attacker. That has to be her ex's idea, feeding that crap to her.'

'Maybe he's her attacker.'

Kim sat up on one elbow. 'Maybe he is. We should check him out.'

'There's no we here, honey. You're not a cop and I don't want you getting hurt.'

She lifted her pillow and smacked him with it. 'I could take you with one hand behind my back.'

Miller laughed and tried to defend himself as she kept on hitting him. 'Okay, you win. But if you do go and see him, take Suzy with you.'

'I'm already seeing her today. We're trying to track down Barry Finch's ex-wife.'

'How hard can that be? There would be records in Register House.'

'You would think. There's nothing.'

'Maybe they got married abroad. Or his missus is a foreigner and they got married in her home country.'

She looked at him. 'You could be onto something there. Didn't you say Finch's boss told you he had an American girlfriend? Maybe he liked foreign women.'

'I don't know how you would find out where he was married, if that was the case.'

'I'll call his boss, see if he knows.'

'Okay.' he sat up more, and told her about his theory regarding Matt Spencer and the dead woman.

'That's horrible, Frank.'

'He either took a dead woman from the funeral home for deviant purposes, or he murdered her. We're going to do some checking today, to see if we can find a dead woman from around that time. A little bar we used to drink in has a funeral teas room through the back, and the manager said he remembers a woman who hanged herself back around that time. We're going to check it out.'

'This case is getting worse. First, Barry Finch is released and starts killing people, and now Spencer is a weirdo.'

'Not only that, but the woman we found dead yesterday?'

'Yes?'

'Matt Spencer was married to her for a short time.'

'Holy crap. You don't think he's responsible for Annie's death, do you?'

'Things are pointing to Barry Finch, but I wouldn't rule Spencer out entirely.'

'God, I hope he didn't kill her. But Bruce Hagan is working on that. Suzy organised him to follow Spencer because Spencer doesn't know Hagan.'

'Bruce is a good copper. He knows what he's doing.'

Kim got up. 'I'm meeting Suzy in a little while, so I'm going to shower and get dressed. How about you make a lady a cup of coffee?'

'Coming right up.'


CHAPTER 42




The old building in the High Street sucked the warm outside air in and kept it there, roasting everybody inside. 

'I'm sweating already and it's not even nine o'clock,' Kim said to Suzy.

'Me too. This is the Costa Del Sol compared to Aberdeen.'

They were in the investigation suite, sitting opposite each other at two desks. Kim picked up a phone and dialled the number for Turnhouse Travel. 'I'm looking for Dick Stevens,' she said, when a man answered.

'Speaking.'

'My name is Kim Smith. I'm an investigator with the Procurator Fiscal's office.'

'Is it about those bald tyres? If it is, I can assure you I had them changed. It was only two-'

'No, Mr. Stevens, it's not about the tyres.'

'Oh, that's good.'

'Two of my colleagues were speaking with you yesterday, and this is just a follow up call. I have another question for you, if you don't mind?'

There was relief in Stevens' voice. 'No, that's fine.'

'You said Barry Finch was married a long time ago. Do you know if his wife was a foreigner?'

'Yes, she was. She was American. From New York.'

'Do you happen to know if they were married over there?'

'Yes, I remember Barry telling us that in the pub one night.'

'You wouldn't happen to know her name would you? Her last name?'

'I was thinking about her last night after those two coppers spoke to me, and I was thinking back to when Barry and the lads would all go for a pint. I do remember him saying that he wanted a divorce, but I don't know if he did anything about it or not. Her name was Angie Summers.'

'Thank you, Mr. Stevens. You've been a tremendous help.'

'Any time.'

Kim hung up the phone and looked at Suzie. 'Barry Finch's ex is called Angie Summers.' She stood and grabbed her blazer. 'Let's go and see Norma Banks about that warrant. Then we can get a list of staff names and see where she works.'




****




Miller was down in his old haunt, Leith police station. One of the CID detectives was sitting with him. Purcell was standing with a cold bottle of water, the old building down here having the same problem with keeping the heat at bay as the High Street.

'It's going back about ten years, Bob,' Miller said.

'It took a long time for somebody to update the files, but we've broken the back of it. I think we have all the files from around that time on here.'

'It's just some background we're doing on a case. You know how it is.' He looked at Purcell, who briefly lifted his eyebrows. Good thinking.

'I do that.' Bob was an older sergeant but seemed to know his way around the system. 'So, you say this woman was quite young?'

Purcell nodded. 'Yes. Around mid-to-late twenties. Something like that. It would have been a sudden death and because of the manner, we would have been called out to attend.'

'Right. I have the time of year. Now I'm looking for a hanging.' He moved the mouse and clicked a few times. 'Yep, here we are. Valerie Templeton. Twenty-eight years of age. Suicide by hanging in her own home. Is that what you're looking for?'

'You're a star, Bobby boy,' Purcell said, as the older detective printed off the details.




****




The car had baked in the heat outside the station. It wasn't Spanish heat, but the inside still felt like an oven. They rolled the windows down.

'Not far to go,' Miller said.

'There are a lot of new faces here. I only worked in Leith for a year.'

Fillyside Crescent was along the road in Craigentinny, a neighbour of Portobello. Car dealerships lined the main arterial road that led out of the city heading east, but the street they were looking for was set back, in a different world. 

This was a small street lined with bungalows, single storey homes built after the war. Miller pulled up in front of one recently painted a cream colour, by the look of it.

Purcell looked at the sheet of paper he had in his hand. 'Andrew Templeton. This is the right address. If he still lives here, that is.'

'He might not even be in if he works.'

He was in. He answered the door dressed in a dressing gown. His eyes were red and puffy, as if he'd been crying. He let them in when they showed their ID.

'It's about Valerie, Mr. Templeton,' Miller said, as they all sat down.

'Valerie? She died a long time ago.'

'We just wanted to ask a few questions, nothing to worry about.'

'Okay.' He looked at his dressing gown. 'I'm on night shift.' He shrugged.

'We won't take up much of your time,' Purcell said.

'We just wanted to ask you about that night.'

'There's nothing wrong is there? It was suicide.'

'No. We're just going over old cases, that's all. There's nothing to dispute the verdict or anything.'

'What do you want to know?'

'First of all, can you run through what happened that night?'

'Val suffered from depression. She was three months pregnant, but she wasn't happy about it. She didn't want to be a mother. She couldn't face getting an abortion, which I was happy about because I wanted to keep the baby. Then she went on a downward spiral. She wouldn't eat, wouldn't go to work. She worked in a supermarket, and I think they would have fired her if they didn't know she had depression. Mental Health laws and all that.

'One day I was working back-shift and when I came home after ten, she had put a rope round one of the rafters in the attic and jumped down. This is a one level bungalow, but we still have an attic. The hatch is in the hallway there.'

'Was the Spencer funeral home your first choice?' Purcell asked.

'To be honest, it was her sister who arranged that.' He coughed and wiped at his eyes. 'You don't think she was murdered like her sister, do you?'

Miller and Purcell looked at each other briefly before Miller spoke. 'Her sister?'

'Yes, Annie. Annie Cameron. She was murdered yesterday. That's why you're here, isn't it?'

'Yes,' Purcell said. 'We're just looking into her background.'

'Do you know Barry Finch?' Miller said, grabbing hold of this new lead with both hands.

'He was a friend of Annie's. Right ponce. I didn't like him. He was a bus driver, and I was on his bus one day, and he was giving all these women his spiel. I didn't trust him.'

'We believe Annie was married to Matt Spencer. Is that why she chose his father as the undertaker?'

'I suppose so. Maybe she wanted a discount.' He smiled sadly. 'She always loved a bargain, did Annie.'

'You were a close family?' Miller said.

'Annie was my last link to Val. Their mum and dad were both gone. We always kept in touch. She was like a sister to me.'

'Did you ever remarry?' Purcell asked.

Templeton shook his head. 'No. That was it for me. Don't get me wrong, I've been out with some women but none of them have come up to Val's standards.'

Miller stood up. 'Is that a photo of Val on your dresser?'

'Yes, that's her. It was taken a couple of months before she died.'

'Is it okay if I look?'

'Of course it is.'

Miller walked over and picked up the photo in the frame. Showed it to Purcell then put it back down again.

'I just need to ask you one more thing before we go,' he said.

'Yes?'

'How did Matt Spencer react when he heard about Val's death?'

Templeton shook his head. 'He acted like any copper would act. His brother Jason was more upset. He and Val got on well.'

'Did Val have a best friend that you know of?'

Templeton nodded. 'There was Chrissie. She was Val's best friend.'

'Do you have her address or phone number?' 

'I still have Val's things in the cupboard. Just odds and ends in a box. I didn't keep her clothes or anything.' He left the living room and went through to his bedroom where they heard him rifling about.

'Does that look like the woman you saw that night, Percy?' Miller whispered.

'Yes, that's her. I'll never forget the face. Or the ligature mark on her neck.'

Templeton came back into the room with an address book. Tore out the page with Chrissie's name and address on it. 'I won't be needing that.'

Purcell took it. 'Thank you for your help, Mr. Templeton. Just to give you a heads up, in murder cases, family members will be visited more than once by the police.'

'I understand.'

Back in the car, Purcell looked at Miller. 'I don't know about you, but I got an uneasy feeling when he said Jason Spencer was the one who got upset.'

'It did seem strange. He's upset over his sister-in-law's sister dying.'

'Maybe they were closer than anybody thought.'

Miller started the engine. 'Let's go and find out.'


CHAPTER 43




The old Royal Infirmary was long gone, parts of its shell converted to flats, with more flats built on the grounds with some businesses sprinkled in. One building that did remain was the Blood Centre, which shared its footprint with the Edinburgh Dental School, but as the EU got bigger, the more people appeared on Edinburgh's doorstep, stretching its resources. More people coming into the city meant more babies were being born.

Which meant they needed more maternity resources. So they moved the Blood Centre and Dental School and a new maternity unit was created in Lauriston Place, round the corner from where the old Simpson's Memorial Maternity Unit had brought life to thousands of Scottish people over the decades.

'Edinburgh is changing so much,' Suzy said, as they parked the car in Archibald Place at the side of the building. 'I think anybody who moved away and didn't come back for ten years wouldn't recognise the place.'

DS Andy Watt was with them, Gibb insisting that a contingent from Edinburgh MIT went with them.

'That's progress. We live in a different world now,' Kim said.

'It's funny how progress can also mean going backwards,' Watt said, getting out of the car.

The Smellie Maternity Pavilion was named after a Scots doctor, William Smellie, who practised medicine in the 1700's, and encouraged doctors in the art of midwifery.

'It's a pity his name wasn't Smith like you,' Suzy said, as the sliding glass doors led them to a security station.

Andy Watt didn't like hospitals. The smell of the wards made him think of suffering and death, of people grimly hanging on to what was left of their life before handing it over to a higher power.

It had been the same when his kids had been born. Those were the two best days of his life, watching his children come into the world. Nothing had bettered it before that and nothing ever would. His two little girls coming screaming into a cold place after their comfortable nine-month journey had given him a feeling inside like nothing else ever could. As they went through the automatic sliding doors, it felt just like yesterday.

Simpsons Memorial Maternity Pavilion was the maternity hospital where they had been born all those years ago, and it still existed but was part of the new Royal Infirmary at Little France, on the south side of Edinburgh. 

The décor had changed and it looked as if they were entering a fancy hotel but the atmosphere was the same. Joy, excitement, new fathers with wide grins on their faces, holding their infants in their arms as if they were pieces of fine china until the mother rescued them and took the baby for feeding.

The one main difference nowadays was the electronic band on the infants' wrists that would sound an alarm should the baby be taken out of the wards. A sign of the times, people more wary of strangers and the harm some of them carried around in their heads like an infectious disease.

'Help you?' the sour security guard said.  

'Police,' Watt said, and they showed their credentials. 'We're here to speak to a nurse here, Angie Summers.'

'I'll see if she's on duty.'

'She is. We called ahead first.' Watt almost imperceptibly shook his head and rolled his eyes.

The guard clicked his mouse. 'Ward fifty-two, level three. Ask at the nurse's station and they'll be able to help you.'

'This brings back memories,' Watt said. 'I watched both of my girls being born. Best two days of my life.'

'There's nothing like it,' Kim said. 'Do you have any kids, Suzy?'

'Not yet. When I meet the right man.' She gave a brief grin to Kim.

'Don't wait too long,' Watt said. 'Being a mother will be the best thing that ever happens to you.'

'You're very philosophical this morning, Andy,' Kim said.

'It's this place. My wife and I went our separate ways, but I love my wee girls more than anything. Although they always say, We're not wee now, dad. I wouldn't swap them for the world.'

Magazines lay on the tables in front of the padded chairs in the front lobby and a large toy box sat in the corner, only the toys had been updated. Posters were on the wall proclaiming Breast was Best, while others offered an invitation to various clinics for new mothers.

They went past the small shop that sold flowers and teddies for people who had rushed in and forgotten to buy something, or maybe for fathers who brought in their wives in a hurry.

He remembered his own wife rolling her eyes when he brought her in a bar of chocolate. 'I've just lost seven pounds,' she had told him, 'and I don't intend putting it back on again.'

'Fair do's,' he had said, and gave her his car magazine to read instead while he scoffed the chocolate.

They took the lift up to the third floor. 'I don't know why Gibb insisted I come along. You ladies are more than capable.'

'Andy, go and find a vending machine if you need a coffee,' Kim said. 'We'll come and get you.'

'Have I ever told you how much I love you?'

'All the time. Now go.'

Watt gave her a boyish grin and walked away, jingling the chain in his pocket.

'We have a few like him in Aberdeen,' Suzy said, smiling. 'Dinosaurs, but with a wealth of experience.'

Doctors and nurses were on the move and they found the station near the lifts.

'We're here to speak with Angie Summers,' Suzy said, showing her warrant card.

The nurse behind the desk looked worried. 'Is everything okay?'

'It's fine. We just need a word.'

'I'll go and get her.' She walked away and the two women waited. Five minutes later, a blonde woman approached them. 'I'm Angie Summers, can I help you?'

There was no mistaking the American accent.

'Is there somewhere private we can talk?' Kim said.

'Sure. There's a nurse's lounge along here.' 

They followed her into the room and Kim made the introductions.

'Would you like a coffee, ladies?' Angie asked.

They said they would and when they were all sitting on comfortable chairs, they saw Angie relax.

'You know, I've not stopped shaking since we heard the news. Some of the others are convinced he might come here and murder us all.'

A red flag went up in Kim's mind. 'Who are we talking about, Miss Summers?'

'Annie Cameron, of course. That is why you're here, isn't it?'

'That, and something else.' She took a sip of her coffee. 'Did you know Annie well?'

'We didn't socialise or anything, but we worked well together.'

'Do you know if she was seeing anybody recently?' Suzy asked. 

Angie smiled. 'Do you mean, do I know if Barry was sleeping with her recently?'

'That's very perceptive.'

'Listen, he was my husband years ago, and he knew Annie, but she promised me she hadn't dated him when he was married to me. I believed her. She only started working here a week before I left Barry. His latest conquest was an American tourist. You know, his boss used to do tours up to the Highlands, and Barry was a tour driver, and I later heard he would sleep with any female who was stupid enough to fall for his charms. I only found out when I got a phone call from a colleague of his after he and Barry got into a fight. So I dumped him.'

'How did you find out about Annie going out with him?'

'He came round here wanting to talk to me because I'd kicked him out, and when I wouldn't see him, he started talking to her. She said she only found out later that he was my husband.'

'Did Barry ever get violent with you?' Suzy asked.

'No. Never. You know the saying, Not a fighter, but a lover? That was Barry. When he got into a fight with his colleague, it was a verbal argument, not a fist fight.'

'You don't think he could have snapped and hurt somebody?'

She looked shocked for a moment. 'You don't think he killed Annie, do you?'

'We're just investigating people who knew her, for now, that's all.'

'I've never known him to get physical.'

'Do you know where Barry is just now?' Kim asked.

'No, I haven't seen him since he went to prison. I mean, I can't even believe he did that.'

'Did you know he has a criminal record?'

'What? No. He never said.'

'He was arrested twice before for assault. He was drunk and got into a fight, both times. The third time got him put away for twelve months.'

'He didn't show any of that to me. He never snapped at me, never lifted his hands. He was the perfect gentleman.'

'Sometimes people are good at covering it up. How long were you married?'

'A little over a year.' She drank some of her coffee, looking into the mug for a moment. 'Maybe his true personality would have come out eventually. I reckon I had a lucky escape then.'

'Maybe.'

'Barry is the exact opposite of the man I'm seeing now. You might know him: his brother's a policeman and he has the overflow contract for the mortuary; Jason Spencer.'

'Yes, we know him. Nice man. Always has a smile, despite doing the job he does,' Kim said, keeping the surprise out of her face. 'Have you been seeing him long?'

'Almost a year. We celebrate our one-year anniversary next month. I'm hoping it's going to lead further. I really like him.'

'One thing before we go, would you have any idea where Barry is? We need to ask him a few questions, but he's a hard man to find.'

'I don't even know where he lives now. How about his old boss?'

'It was Mr. Stevens who told us about you. Does Barry have any family he might be staying with?'

Angie shook her head. 'No. His parents are gone and he had no siblings.'

Kim put her coffee down and she and Suzy stood. 'You've been very helpful.'

'No problem. I hope you get the person who killed Annie. She deserved better.'

Walking along the corridor, they saw Andy Watt standing talking to a nurse, drinking coffee. 'I'll call Frank and tell him we'll meet back at the station. Compare notes,' Kim said.

'Okay. I'll go and get Romeo there.'


CHAPTER 44




Chrissie Vale wasn't at home when Miller and Purcell called at her home in Portobello, but a neighbour told them she worked in Asda at The Jewel.

The sun was making them sweat in the car and there was no respite from it as they walked across the car park to the main entrance.

Miller tracked her down via the manager, who said they could use his office through the back.

'It's about your friend, Valerie Templeton, Miss Vale,' Purcell said, sitting in the manager's chair.

'Call me Chrissie.' She looked between the two men. 'You know she's been dead a long time, don't you?'

'Yes, we do,' Miller said. 'We're just doing some background checks because of her sister's murder.'

'I nearly fainted when I heard. I can't believe they're both gone now.'

'If you don't mind, we'd like you to tell us about your friend. I mean, we know she lived with her husband in Fillyside, but we wanted to know about her as a person.'

'Well, she was funny and very outgoing. Unlike her husband.'

'How did he treat his wife?' Miller asked. He was sitting in the chair opposite her. It was cooler in here, but he still felt he could murder a bottle of Pepsi.

'He treated her well, to be honest, but he was boring and predictable. Then she met somebody else.'

'Do you know who it was?'

Chrissie looked unsure if she should answer or not. 'She's long dead, I know, but it still feels like I'm betraying her.'

Miller gave her his best compassionate smile. 'No you're not. We're looking into her sister's death, and if anything can help us catch her killer, don't you think she would thank you, if she was here?'

'I suppose so.' She looked over at Purcell. 'She wasn't a bad woman. She made a good wife, and always wanted to go out, but Andrew was a couch potato. Oh, he loved her alright, but he never wanted to get up off his arse and go anywhere. Even when she suggested going over to the shows at Burntisland Links.'

'So she looked for fun somewhere else?'

'She didn't go out and look for it. It really landed in her lap. You know her sister Annie was married to a copper at one time?'

'We know,' Miller said. 'Matt Spencer.'

'That's right. They were both at a party one night, Annie and Matt. I think it was the father's birthday. They had a do at the King's Manor Hotel at Duddingston. Matt's brothers were there, as well as a lot of friends, and Val and Andrew were invited of course, but Andrew moaned about going, and in the end, he couldn't be bothered. So Val went without him.'

'And it was at this party she met somebody else?' Purcell said, slowly swinging side to side in the leather chair, finding it comfortable now they were out of the heat.

'That's right. One of Matt's brothers asked her to dance, and he was the life and soul of the party. She had a wonderful time.'

'What was his name?'

'Jason Spencer.'

A brief look passed between Miller and Purcell. 

'Do you know if they had an affair?' 

'They didn't. It made her realise she needed something more from her life, and she said she always had a thing for Matt, and she wanted to talk to him one day.'

'So she started an affair with her brother-in-law?' Purcell said.

Chrissie shook her head. 'She just wanted a man's attention. To feel special again. She was having an affair with somebody but Matt was her confidant, and she told him about her lover. He was the only one who knew, she said. She wouldn't even tell me, but she said she would when the time was right. That way, if Andrew asked me if I knew, I could say no.'

'Did Matt know the identity?'

'I don't know. She trusted him though, so maybe.' Chrissie got defensive. 'Look, she was sneaking around, but Andrew worked shifts at the pipe coaters in the docks, and then he would go drinking with his pals at a silly wee pub in Leith while Val was home.'

'The Forth?' Miller asked.

'Yes, that was the one. He couldn't give her attention, but he could find time for his pals. I didn't blame her one little bit. I even gave her an alibi one night.'

'Did you know she was depressed?'

'Yes. She was pregnant.'

'Her husband told us that.'

'What he didn't know was, the baby wasn't his. I was the only one she told. She was ecstatic because she really wanted children.'

'That's not what her husband told us.'

'She didn't want kids with him. That was the difference. When she first told me she was expecting, she was so happy. She had planned to leave Andrew, but hadn't told him. She and I talked about how she would approach the father.'

'So she was happy about the pregnancy?'

'Yes. She just wanted to be loved, and I'm not saying Andrew didn't love her, but the spark was gone, and she wasn't even thirty. I think the thought of her spending the rest of her life with him was too much. So she sought solace from other men, but not just any men.

'She told Matt she'd told the father but then the father told her to get rid of the baby. He wouldn't leave his wife for her. It was nice having a fling, but that was it. So she went into a depression. A few weeks later, she hanged herself.'

'Did you see Matt at all after that?'

'I only met him a couple of times. I didn't like him, to be honest, but he was Val's friend.' 

'Andrew didn't find out, I'm thinking,' Purcell said.

'If he did, he kept it quiet.'

Miller nodded. 'Andrew did make a comment that Matt seemed upset that Val was gone.'

'He was upset at the funeral. So was Jason. They both liked her a lot. I think he felt guilty that he hadn't done more for her. He and Annie split up later on.'

'Have you seen Matt recently?'

'No. I was married at the time, and me and my husband would sometimes see him and his family in a pub in Leith. But since they sold the property in Salamander Street, I haven't seen them.'

'Have you seen Barry Finch recently?' Purcell asked.

'Barry? No, I haven't seen him in years. I kept in touch with Annie obviously, and she told me about Barry, but I haven't seen him in a long time. He was another one who had an eye for the women.'

'Do you know anywhere he would run to if he was in trouble?'

'Is he in trouble?'

'No, we just want to have a word with him about Annie, but we don't know where he is.'

'I don't know any of his friends and I don't know if he had family. Sorry.'

'Oh no, please don't be sorry. You've been very helpful.'

'I just ask you not to mention to Andrew what I told you.'

'You can trust us,' Purcell said, not meaning it. There might be a time if Andrew was in for questioning that they could use that information as a lever. 

'Oh, I could do with a drink,' Chrissie said. 'I hope you get the bastard who killed Annie and string him up.'

The two policemen stood, and Chrissie was about to leave the office when Miller stopped her.

'One more thing, Chrissie; did Annie and Val have any family? Parents, any other siblings?'

'Not that I know of.'

'Okay, thanks.'

Outside, a few clouds were scudding across the sky, blocking the sun for a moment.

In the car, Miller started the engine but the air coming out of the vents was warm. 'What do you think, Percy?'

'I think I want to see the tox results for Valerie Templeton.'

'You think she might have been murdered?'

'I wouldn't have normally, but being the copper I am, putting this puzzle together is making me ask questions.'

'Me too. And because you saw her corpse in that warehouse, I think he took her there to violate her even more. What other reason would he have for taking her there?'

'To punish her further.'

'He had access to her corpse, so he took her from the funeral parlour. Strung up her corpse in there, like the sick bastard he is. Maybe he wanted to kill her but she did the job herself first, but he still wanted to take it out on her.'

'And maybe he did more to her after he rendered me unconscious.' 

'Or it could be that he murdered her in the first place. Made her hanging look like suicide. Then still took her over to the warehouse. Who knows what goes through the head of a madman.'

'He saw she was depressed and took advantage of that to make her death look like suicide.'

'I'm going to call Kim,' Miller said. 'I want to meet up with her and Suzy. Compare notes.'


CHAPTER 45




Although there was no air conditioning in the building, the High Street station was cooling down with a breeze flowing through the open windows. Gibb was still busy trying to track down any known associates of Geddes Fyfe and Barry Finch.

Miller was sitting in the conference room when Suzy and Kim walked in.

'This is getting more interesting,' Kim said, as they gathered round. Miller was standing by a jug of water topped off with ice cubes from the canteen.

'This is the best we can do at short notice, ladies,' he said.

'In this heat, that'll do nicely,' Kim said. When they all had a cool drink, they sat down. 

'Where's Percy?' Suzy asked.

'He's away tracking down the toxicology report for Valerie Templeton. It might take him a bit. These people are slow and it was from a case ten years ago that wasn't even a crime.'

'How did you get on with Finch's ex?' Miller asked. Kim had told him on the phone that they had tracked her after they presented the warrant to the Lothian Health Board.

'Angie Summers confirmed she was married to Barry Finch for about a year. He never got physical with her, but he was a ladies man. But guess who she's seeing now?'

'Who?'

'Jason Spencer. Matt's brother.'

'Really?' 

'Yes.'

'How long has she been seeing him?'

'Nearly a year. After Barry went to prison,' Suzy said.

Miller looked bemused. 'There are connections here so all we need to do is connect the dots between Matt and Finch.' There was a large sketchpad on the table with some pens, and Miller pulled it closer to him.

'Before I forget; I asked the lab to call me when they have a result from the toxicology rundown on Annie Cameron,' Kim said. 'Like Geddes Fyfe, she had Tribromoethanol in her system.'

'So he sedated her too,' Miller said. 'Where the hell did he get it from?'

'Barry was going out with Annie, off and on, so he could have got some from the hospital.'

'True.' He started to write things down on the pad as Purcell came into the room. 

'I've just been talking to Gibb, and he said Samantha Willis reported her attack, but he told me there's not much he can do as they didn't have a recording of the threat and nobody else heard her being threatened. Nobody saw her being attacked either, but it's in the system.'

'Did she say she thinks Jack is responsible?'

'No, she said she didn't know who it was.' Purcell sat down. 'I think she knows she would be making a fool of herself if she did that.'

'Did you find what you were looking for?' Suzy asked, as Kim updated him about the drug in Annie's system.

'Yes, I did. Valerie Templeton didn't have it in her system.'

'Do you think she was murdered?' Kim said.

'We're not ruling it out, Kim. Just because her results were negative doesn't mean to say Spencer didn't kill her,' He took a sip of water. 'What do you have, Frank?'

'I'm just going over how these people are connected.' He stopped drawing on the pad and looked at them all. 'This is what we have so far. Ten years ago, Matt Spencer was married to Annie Cameron. His sister-in-law, Val Templeton, was having an affair. Val's husband didn't know, by all accounts. Then Val gets pregnant, her boyfriend tells her to get rid of it. Val hangs herself.

'Matt and Annie divorce. Later on, Barry Finch gets married to an American, Angie Summers. Angie and Annie work together. Finch wants a divorce, starts seeing Annie. She's his girlfriend, on and off. Finch goes to prison. Meets Geddes Fyfe. Now Finch is missing and we suspect him of killing Fyfe. Matt's ex-wife, Annie, is murdered. She was also Finch's girlfriend. Matt visited Finch in prison. Now we find out Matt's brother, Jason, is dating Angie Summers. Who was Finch's wife.'

Kim nodded. 'So it seems that Finch and the Spencer brothers are connected in more than one way.'

'Yes they are. Matt Spencer was visiting Finch in prison, and he told us it was because Finch had some information that didn't pan out. I think there's something more going on there.'

'Agreed,' Purcell said. 'I want to talk to this Jason Spencer.'

'And let's not forget when Percy saw a dead woman in that warehouse, we have a fair idea it was Val Templeton.'

'But you said she killed herself.'

'That's the official cause of death. However, we can look at it in two ways; just suppose Matt Spencer was the boyfriend and he told her to get rid of the baby and she told him to take a hike. Her husband would find out, but more importantly, Matt's wife, Annie, would find out, and everything would be up in the air. So he lured her to the warehouse, and hanged her. The white cotton wool up her nose was there to stop after-death bodily fluid leakage. We would assume he put it elsewhere too. Then he took her home, knowing her husband was working that night, and put the rope round the rafter in her attic and left her there.'

'He would certainly know how to stage a suicide,' Suzy said.

'The other thing we were considering,' Purcell said, 'was after her death, she could have been taken from the funeral home to the warehouse by Matt. Maybe he was angry with her and wanted to defile her corpse. Who knows? One thing's for sure, Valerie Templeton was in that warehouse that night.'

Suzy looked at him. 'Then you passed out.'

Purcell sat and nodded, as if he was staring into space for a moment. 'Maybe some people would think they were seeing things, but I knew I wasn't. Matt Spencer even spoke to me. I told you he injected something into the palm of my hand, then rubbed my hand on the dirty floor so it would cover the puncture mark the needle would have left.'

The other three looked at him.

'Well, being a detective, I knew I only had a limited time to do something about it. So I went to the mortuary. I knew the attendant on call, and I got him to take a sample of my blood. I then called in a favour with a girl in the lab who ran a toxicology test on it.'

He pulled out a sheet of paper from his inside pocket. 'These are the results. I couldn't do anything about it, but at least in my own mind, I knew what I saw wasn't just in my imagination.'

Miller took the paper, read it and looked at the two women.

'Percy had Tribromoethanol in his system.'


CHAPTER 46




'If I see Barry Finch, I'm going to have his knackers in a vice,' Edward Spencer said, pacing around his office.

'Relax, Dad. He's a loser. Not somebody you want to have a stroke over,' Jason said.

'He might be a loser, but it's not stopping him going around killing people. Even Annie. My God, she was a sweetheart. I got on so well with her.'

'It's a pity Finch met her at all.'

'He needs to be strung up, that's for sure. Just be careful out there. You never know, he might turn his attention to one of us.'

'Now why would he do that? You're letting your imagination run away with you. Just relax, Dad, take the rest of the day off. We don't have any funerals this afternoon, so we won't be busy for the rest of the day.'

'Not busy? There's paperwork to be taken care of, bills to be paid, there's a lumber delivery later on. The phone could go any minute and God knows what else.'

'Just go and have a pint or something. Relax. I can take care of things, and there are plenty of the lads around to help. Craig's beavering away down in the workshop. Everything's fine here. The last thing I need is for you to end up in the Western.'

Edward stopped pacing. 'Maybe you're right. A few nips, watch the racing in the pub, a bite to eat. That sounds like just the thing.'

'You don't have to announce you're going out. Just slip away.'

Edward clapped a hand on Jason's shoulder. 'You're a good boy.'

'I know I am.' He smiled at his father. 'And modest with it.'







'Jeez, you'll make somebody a good husband one day. I bet you even iron your own shirts,' Doogie said, coming up behind Craig.

He whirled round, not hearing his friend enter. 'Good God, Doogie. I nearly had a heart attack. I didn't hear you come in.'

'Well, if you didn't play this din so loud, maybe you would hear me.' 

Craig walked over to the old radio sitting on a shelf and turned the volume down. 'What brings you here?'

'Well, we're going out to see your new wife, of course!'

'Samantha won't give me a second look.'

'Faint heart never won fair maiden, didn't I just say that to you the other night?'

'Yes.'

'Well? Are you going to be down in this dungeon all day, or are you going to start your new life?'

'You know something, Doogie, I'm going to do just that.'

Then he heard the footsteps coming down the stairs. 'Quick, Doogie, go down to the party room.'

He watched as his friend left and his brother, Matt, came in.

'Who were you talking to?' Matt said.

'Just thinking out loud.'

'They could lock you up for that. Oh wait; they did.'

'Yeah, you're funny, Matt.'

'Why was it that you were mum's favourite son?'

'Maybe because she saw what a pair of shitehouses her other two sons were.'

Matt stepped forward, and grabbed his brother. Any other time, Craig would have stood there and taken it, but he had a trimming knife in his hand, and shoved one free hand down the front of his brother's trousers, grabbed his privates and held the knife to the outside of the cloth. 

'I could make you bleed out in thirty seconds. Think about it. Before you even had enough chance to put pressure on my carotid, you'd be dead. So take your fucking hands off me, or I'll stick you like a pig.'

For the first time in history, Matt looked unsure. Craig wasn't sweating, his eyes were hard and he wasn't blinking. He lifted his hands and Craig took his hand out of Matt's trousers.

'Jeez, what a fucking baby. I was only larking about with you.'

'Really? I wasn't. Lay one hand on me again, and I'll slit your femoral artery and fill you with embalming fluid. Are we clear on this, Matt?'

Matt nodded and turned away. Craig smiled as Doogie came back into the room. 

'Boy, Craig, did you tell him off, or what? I am so proud of you, my friend.'

'Thank you. It's always a pleasure.' He laughed and after washing his hands, walked up the stone steps to the doorway, and then came running back down.

'What's wrong, Craig?'

'Two police cars just came firing in. They have their lights flashing.'

'What are you waiting for then?'

Craig took off running, Doogie hot on his heels, and they went down the back stairs, the poorly lit stairwell no deterrent for Craig, who knew the place like the back of his hand. 

Downstairs was a series of storerooms they kept old junk in. The next rooms along were the embalming room and one where they stored the wood and tools he needed to make the coffins. His grandfather had a small freight lift installed in the building back in the day, which transported the goods up and down from the storage area.

The stairs Craig ran down led to the old storage rooms, where detritus had piled up, some of it from the old premises they'd had in Leith. He thought his father was a hoarder, and it was because of this that he was able to pile wood and boxes in front of the old doorway that led down to the next level.

He went through the door and into the dingy hallway. He flicked on the light – that provided barely more illumination than a candle – and this hallway connected to the stairs he used to come down from his flat above.

Down here was the party room. Doogie was right behind him. He could hear his friend's breathing and the thump of his shoes on the stone steps.

'I tell you something, my friend, you were lucky to find all these hidden passages,' Doogie said.

'It was a life-saver.' Craig stopped at a table and they both sat on the chairs.

'Isn't this exhilarating? I mean, you certainly showed your brother a thing or two, and then we run away from the police. It's like being a boy again.'

'It is. I feel a buzz.' The dim light bulb created shadows. Nobody was here. He felt forlorn, as if he was having a birthday party and nobody showed up.

'It makes me feel sad to come down here and there's only me. I miss you all when I'm working. If I couldn't go out with you and have a laugh, I don't know what I'd do.'

'We do get around, I have to say.' Doogie was smiling. 'What are you going to do now? Wait it out?'

'I have no choice. I can't go along the tunnel and suddenly pop out of the utility closet when there are people working in the front office.'

'You have a point.'

'With any luck they'll arrest Matt.'

'Why would they do that?'

Craig smiled, but there was menace in his voice. 'If they knew the things I know about him, they'd throw away the key.'


CHAPTER 47




Samantha Willis didn't feel as scared now she was out in the sunshine again. The warmth of the sun seemed to dissipate the fear.

The visit to the station had been quick and had gone as she expected it to. They took her report, and made sympathetic noises, but at the end of the day, they couldn't promise anything. She didn't blame them really, and she didn't want to piss them off as she relied on the local police to help her with her research. 

Richard Sullivan was with her, keeping her mentally balanced, guiding her the whole way and lending her moral support.

The desk sergeant had invited her through while Cas waited in reception. The female detective – Hazel Carter, if she remembered correctly – had taken her statement, and then asked if anybody else had heard her being threatened. No. Did she see her attacker? No. They were going to take her seriously because of the attack, but she could see the wheels turning in Hazel's head; Samantha Willis is making this up to get attention. Or as part of her research.

She had the feeling they were taking her more seriously with Sullivan by her side, than if she'd just walked in off the street. So she had thanked her and they left.

She thanked God that she hadn't bumped into Jack. She honestly didn't know what she would do if she did. Probably keep her head down and walk on by.

'Let's get a drink,' she said. 'How about it, Cas?'

'Sounds good to me. Where do you want to go?'

'How about we go down to the Grassmarket? I haven't been down there in a while,' Sullivan said.

'Let's go.'

'You know, you and Cas need to go on a little night out. Have some fun and forget about Jack Miller. Don't get me wrong, I like the man, but you need to get him out of your head.'

'You still think I'm wrong about him, don't you?'

'Of course I do. If I thought he was some deranged pervert, I'd say so, but he isn't. He even does some work on the side for a friend of mine who runs a government department. Trust me, if my friend thought there was something loopy about Jack, he wouldn't give him the time of day.' 

'I'm starting to think you're right, but I can't have Jack as a friend now, not after the way I spoke to him.'

'This is the same Jack Miller we're talking about? You see the size of him? And the fact he used to be a murder squad detective? Listen to me, Sam; I do think you're making a big mistake. He would look after you, not harm you. Besides, he's got thick skin.'

'He didn't hesitate to harm Ralph though,' Cas said.

'Her ex is an arse, if you'll excuse me. If he grabbed hold of me in the toilet, I'd nut him one myself. Any red-blooded Scot would do the same. I don't know how they do it over in the States, but here, we give them a nice Glasgow kiss. Or stub a cigarette out up their nostril like Jack did.'

'I suppose you're right, but that doesn't help us figure out who attacked me.'

'Well, we could put one name forward.'




'Why would Barry be doing this? What would he have to gain?'

'Maybe he's just a psycho. We took him at face value, and now look what's happened.'

They walked towards George IV Bridge and crossed over at the traffic lights. They started to walk down Victoria Street, not seeing the man walking behind them. The street was busy and he was just another face in the crowd.




****




'Well, well, it's the boys in blue. And what can we do for you this afternoon, gentlemen?' Edward Spencer said, sitting back down in his chair. He'd been finishing off some business before heading out for the rest of the day when the two patrol cars came blasting into the yard, blue lights flashing.

'Is your son available?' Purcell asked, as he and Miller walked into the office. 

'Which one?' Edward said. 'As I told you before, I have three.'

'Oh, I don't know, take a guess.'

'Here's Matt now,' he said, nodding through the open doorway at his son walking across the courtyard.

'Where's Jason?' Miller said.

'He had to go out to the mortuary to pick up a customer. Why?'

'We want to talk to him,' Purcell said.

'Oh, good afternoon, sir,' Matt said, smiling as he came into the office. 'To what do we owe this unexpected but welcome visit?'

'Shut the fuck up, Spencer, and get in the car. We're going for a ride.'




****




Craig came back up the stairs fifteen minutes later, wanting to know what was going on. They couldn't be looking for him, surely?

'They're not that good,' Doogie assured him. 'However, you know I can't go walking over the courtyard, so I'll have to go through the tunnels and see you outside.'

'Wendy will see you.'

Doogie looked puzzled. 'Who?'

'You know, Doogie, I've seen a brighter two watt bulb.'

Doogie sniffed and pretended he was insulted for a moment. 'That's fine, Go drinking by yourself.'

'Calm down, you big Jessie. I mean Wendy, our receptionist.'

'Well, Mr. Smartarse, it's already gone one, and she closes the office from one to two for lunch. Your father said it would save money by not hiring two of them up front.'

Craig looked at the clock. 'Oh, yeah. Go on then. What are you waiting for?'

He watched as Doogie left the room and went down the stairs again, heading for the tunnel that would lead him to the utility closet in the building on the other side of the courtyard, and outside.

He looked from the shadows of the workshop and saw the police cars were gone. He walked out into the sunshine, slipping on his sunglasses he kept lying around. The fake Ray Bans, just like Doogie's, which were probably real. Lucky bastard.

'Where do you think you're going?' Edward said, coming out of the office.

'I'm having a half day. Didn't Matt tell you? He said it was okay.'

'That will be right. Jason left to pick up a customer, and God knows where he's got to. Matt's been taken away for questioning, and my half day is now up shit creek, and I don't see a paddle anywhere. So you're going nowhere, sonny.'

Craig took off the sunglasses so he could look his father in the eyes. 'No more, old man. This is where it stops. Do you hear me? I'm sick and tired of being told what to do.' One step closer so his father could feel his breath on his cheek. 'No more. Or maybe Percy Purcell and I will be going for a drink together, and we can talk about what you and Matt have been up to all these years. You hear me?'

Edward could only nod his head. Craig put the sunglasses back on and walked out. Smiled a smile so wide he felt he could swallow the castle that towered above him.

'You were magic!' Doogie said. 'I heard every word!'

'I kind of am,' Craig said, feeling sharper than he had in a long time. 'This is a new life for me, Doogie, and it's all thanks to you.'

'What? Pish posh. This is all you, my friend. You found it within yourself to stand up to them. No more being there to be used.'

'When I get Samantha to fall in love with me, I'll tell her I'll write my own bloody books and she won't be supporting me, but I'll be supporting her.'

'Brilliant! How many ideas do you have?'

'Steady on. I haven't even kissed her yet. But I'll think of something.'

'The next Ernest Hemmingway. I love it.' They started walking away from the funeral home.

'I feel like my shackles have finally been broken. They're investigating Matt for visiting that moron in prison, and he'll soon be up the same creek I thought I was up. Then Jason will be going away, and who knows, maybe Edward the Great will be locked up. Whatever way you choose to look at it, Craig Spencer is a free man.'

'Here she comes now, Craig,' Doogie said.

Craig laughed. 'I know, and it feels great.'

'No, I mean, here she comes now. Walking towards us with her friends.'

Craig's smile fell from his face as they stood outside the Beehive Inn. Feeling as if he had suddenly stepped in a vat of treacle, he turned and opened the pub door.

'This is as good a boozer as any,' Doogie said, walking up to the bar behind Craig.

'What you having, mate?' the barman said. 

'Pint of lager.' He looked enquiringly at Doogie, who shook his head. 

When the lager was poured, they sat at a table. There were a few visitors in so they didn't stick out. Craig was looking through the windows at the front, wondering if Samantha was coming this far down the street or had stopped and was going away again-

She walked through the door.

'Fuck fuck fuck,' Craig said, picking up a beer mat and examining every inch of it.

'Look, you big Nancy. She's in here with her pals. Wait until she sits down and then go over and start talking to her. She knows you. You found her bag and now she's still feeling like she wants to reward you. Especially since you saved her life.'

'But she's with a man. Maybe that's her new boyfriend.'

'You could have a point.' 

Craig watched her as she and her friend ordered a drink and sat at a table. 'You know, you could have a drink with me now and again.'

'The uniform, remember? Twenty-four hours between bottle and throttle.'

'You're not flying today. Or tomorrow. Why do you still have your uniform on?'

'Uncle Doogie told you why; some women find it irresistible.'

'Maybe Sam's friend will find you irresistible.'

Doogie made a face. 'No thank you. I like a little meat on the bones and that one could definitely do with some beefing up.'

'So give her some beef then.'

'Craig, your crudeness knows no bounds, but I'll take a pass. She looks like she's sucking a lemon.'

'Everybody needs some love.'

'Well, maybe you'll be in luck if Samantha knocks you back.'

'That's not even funny.'

'So she's okay for me, but not you? Uncle Doogie is not happy with this at all.'

'Stop talking about yourself in the third person.'

'Well, I'll be hanging around observing. Watch you go out into the big, bad world all on your own.'

'You're my wingman. You should be there with me, giving your spiel.'

'And let Attila the Hun's sister think I'm interested?' He looked over. 'Here, isn't she the barmaid from the pub? The one you handed Samantha's bag to?'

'Why, I do believe you're right, Doctor Watson.'

'The only reason I put up with all your nonsense is because-'

'Nobody else will be your friend?'

'Go ahead then, let's see you in action. I'll be watching.'

'Okay. The new-and-improved Craig Spencer is about to go and get the love of his life.'

Too late, Doogie realised what a big mistake his friend was making. It wasn't Jay Ness who was walking across to Samantha Willis, but Craig Spencer.

And Samantha didn't know Craig Spencer.


CHAPTER 48




'I feel we're going round in circles with him, Percy,' Miller said, as they walked along the corridor towards the interrogation room.

'He's a slippery bastard right enough. Nobody can say he's not a clever sod, that's for sure.'

Matt Spencer was sitting in the room with a uniform standing guard. The uniform was instructed to leave.

'Just like the old days, eh, sir?' Spencer said, smiling.

'Shut up,' Purcell said.

'Just trying to be friendly, sir.'

'No you're not. You're trying to be a smartarse.'

The two detectives sat opposite Spencer. The cameras and audio weren't switched on yet.

'We know what you're game is, Spencer,' Miller said.

'I don't mind showing him respect,' Spencer said, nodding to Purcell, 'but you've got a bloody cheek speaking to me that way. We're both the same rank.'

'Were the same rank, remember?' Purcell said. 'That's why you were stripped of your empowerment. You're nothing more than a constable.' Purcell made the word sound like piece of shit.

'Yes, yes, you're right. Please accept my apologies.'

Purcell nodded to Miller, who switched the recorder on, activating the video recorder at the same time.

'Let's begin, Constable Spencer,' Purcell said, sitting with a pad and pen in front of him. 'Can you tell me about your relationship with Annie Cameron?'

'Sir, while I am more than willing to answer any questions you have, may I enquire as to the relevance of this question?' Spencer smiled.

'Yes, you may ask. Now answer the question.'

Spencer's smile slipped for a moment. 'Annie and I were married. A long time ago. We split up amicably and went our separate ways. No harm, no foul.'

'So she didn't divorce you because you were shagging her sister?'

The smile fell from Spencer's face. 'Who told you that? They're lying.'

'We found out during the course of our investigations that you not only messed about with Valerie Templeton, you got her pregnant too. And then you made her get rid of it.'

'That's shite. It's all lies. Whoever told you that is making it up.'

'Really?' Miller said. 'Why would they do that? You were CID once, so you know there would have to be a motive in there somewhere. So what would this person's motive be?'

'Tell me who it is and I'll let you know.'

'I don't think so,' Purcell said. 'This person seemed damned sure you were Val's boyfriend. Seeing her when her husband was at work. Val thought you were going to leave Annie and run away with her. You thought differently; you wanted her to abort it, which pushed her into a depression and she hanged herself. Isn't that how it went, Matt?'

Spencer then took both men by surprise when he smiled and leaned back in the chair. 'Yes, sir, that's how it went. That's it exactly. I got her pregnant. I saw it as a bit of fun, and she saw it as us running away together. I did express an interest in her not keeping the child. I didn't know or believe she posed imminent danger to herself. It was regrettable what happened to Valerie, but not unexpected. She had suffered from depression before.'

Purcell had to hold his temper as Spencer spoke as if he was reciting a report to the judge.

'So you had an alibi for when Geddes Fyfe and Annie Cameron were murdered. From your family. Anybody else who can corroborate your alibi?'

Spencer was looking at his fingernails now. 'Nope.'

'Tell us about Barry Finch.'

'Is he a suspect in the murders?'

'Answer the question.'

'Barry is a loser. He got in a lucky punch and knocked a guy out in the pub. Otherwise, he's a big fairy. I don't think he killed Fyfe and Annie, if that's what you're getting at.'

'So who would have had it in for them?' Miller said.

'How would I know?'

'Did you know your brother is going out with Angie Summers? Barry Finch's ex?'

The detectives watched as once again, the veneer cracked.

'He's big enough and ugly enough to do whatever he pleases.'

'Did you know Barry has been seeing your ex on and off for years? Just like your brother is seeing his? What is it with you lot? Like to keep it in the family?'

'Again, what people do with their lives is no business of mine.'

'Okay, Matt, that's fine. Thank you for your co-operation. You're free to go but stay available. We might want to talk to you again.'

Miller ended the recording, got up and left the room. Matt Spencer stood and stretched. He was alone with Purcell now.

'Did you know it was Val who was sitting on that chair that night I saw her?' Purcell said, knowing the cameras weren't running.

'What?'

'Straight question. Did you take Val there? And what were you going to do with her?'

'You're a sick bastard, Purcell.' No smiles now, just pure hatred beaming from his eyes.

'What were you going to do? Touch her? Take photos of her? Maybe you were there just to gloat. One thing that puzzles me is, why did you take her there? Why didn't you just interfere with her in the funeral home?'

Spencer leaned in close to Purcell, towering over him. 'You're on this crusade and it's pathetic. You're going to die a bitter old man.' He straightened up and walked out.

Miller came back in. 'Anything?'

Purcell took his phone out and switched the recorder off. 'Nothing.'

'He'll trip up. He can't go on like this forever.'


CHAPTER 49




Craig watched the man Samantha was with depart for the toilets and the woman follow him. Then he was up and walking towards her. More people had come in, creating a barrier between him and her.

God, she looked so beautiful. He could take her home right now and make love to her all afternoon.

His legs propelled him forward and he was buoyed by a new sense of purpose, as if everything Doogie had said to him suddenly made sense and energised him. He navigated round the people standing in front of him until he was standing at her table and smiled at her.

Samantha looked up at him, and like every other author, thought this was a fan standing in front of her.

'Hi,' she said, expecting a book to be thrust forward for signing.

'I'm Craig,' he said, still smiling at her.

'Hi, Craig.'

This was the part where usually a fan would put a book in front of her and ask for it to be signed. It's for a friend, like. Not me.

'You don't remember me.'

She looked puzzled for a second. 'Should I?'

'I was with you in the close the other night.'

Her eyes went wide.

He froze. His whole body went stiff as he looked at her face and all the noise in the pub died. Nobody moved. They all turned round to look at him and pointed their fingers at him. Or that's what it felt like. In reality, all the blood in his body raced to his face as he realised the love of his life was in love with a man called Jay Ness.

Not Craig.

Of course she didn't recognise him; his hair wasn't gelled up and he didn't have his fashion glasses on and he was dressed in casual clothes.

He smiled. 'I mean I'm Jay Ness. The man who helped you. My name is really Craig, but I use the name Jay Ness when I go out. It sounds a lot more mysterious than Craig Spencer. I'm sorry I made you think I was the man who attacked you. I didn't mean to scare you.'

He gave her his best winning smile, which was actually pleasant in the right light.

'Oh, my goodness. I'm sorry, but I've had phone calls and everything. I thought he was back to finish the job.'

'Please forgive me, Miss Willis. I apologise for the confusion over the names, too. When you get chatting to women, it helps if you stick out more from the rest of the guys. I mean, with my ugly mug, I stick out enough as it is, but my pseudonym helps women remember me.'

'Don't put yourself down, Craig. You scrub up very well.'

'Thank you.' He could feel his face going redder. 'Anyway, it was nice seeing you again.'

'You too, but won't you join us for a drink? I didn't get to thank you the other night for handing my bag in.'

Play it cool here, Craig. Keen but not too eager. 'Maybe I could take a rain check. I have to get back to work.'

'Are you coming to the book signing on Saturday?'

'Actually, I'm not. I preferred to come along to the signing the other night when it was a bit quieter.'

'Please come along. It's not quite sold out, but I have tickets here. I'll give you one, and then afterwards, we can have a drink.'

'Won't your boyfriend be put out?' He put on his cheeky schoolboy grin.

'I don't have a boyfriend anymore.' She smiled at him, and he thought he'd died and gone to heaven.

'Well, in that case, I'd be delighted.'

Samantha reached into her bag and took out a ticket. 'I'll just give you one, as I want you to come alone.' 

Craig thought at first she meant Doogie couldn't come but then he realised she meant a girl wouldn't be welcome. Like he had a load of women beating a path to his door.

'Thank you.'

'And since we're at it, why don't we have lunch tomorrow? If you're free?'

'I am.'

'How about the Sicilian at noon?'

'Sounds good, Miss Willis.' 

She laughed and her eyes sparkled. 'If we're going to have lunch, you can call me Samantha. And Craig?'

'Yes?'

'Come as Craig. I like Craig better than Jay Ness.'

'Yes, ma'am.' He smiled and turned round to look for Doogie. His friend was already outside, holding his hands up at the window to peer in.

Craig walked past the crowd of people and went out into the sunshine. He looked up the road and saw his brother, Matt, striding down the road. The police must have released him, so Craig moved away quickly.

'So get talking,' Doogie said, falling into line.

'Not only is she the most beautiful woman on earth, she invited me to lunch tomorrow.'

'You are, of course, pulling my leg. In reality, the police have been dispatched in great numbers as we speak, and your face will no doubt be appearing on the six o'clock news.'

'Mock if you must-'

'I must.'

'But it's true. I introduced myself as Craig and she looked as if she had just met Jeffrey Dahmer's ghost, and I explained I used the name Jay Ness when I went out. Doogie, it was pure inspiration. Usually I get tongue-tied, but I was fuelled by your encouragement and I just strolled it. She visibly relaxed in front of me. Told me she didn't have a boyfriend anymore.'

'I'm proud of you, my friend. You can be Doogie's wingman any time you like.'

'This is just the start of things. The next thing you know, I'll be moving in with her.'

'Take it easy, Craig. You don't want to scare her off.'

Craig stopped. 'I don't want to face my father again. He'll only ruin my mood.'

'So let's go through the office and our secret way.'


CHAPTER 50




Bruce Hagan loved being back in Edinburgh. It had been years since he'd been back. The transfer was made easier as they were a unified force now, and he was glad to be back working with Frank Miller and the rest of the team. He could work on Andy Watt over time.

He had readily agreed to follow Matt Spencer. He didn't know the older Inspector, and as far as he knew, Spencer didn't know him. It was Suzy from Aberdeen who had asked him, and he jumped at the chance. 

Now he was walking down Victoria Street in the stifling heat, Spencer ahead of him. He had forgotten how vibrant Edinburgh was, and was loving being back. He'd spent many a good time with his friends down in the Grassmarket. It was one of the places where they used to hang people, even naming a pub after the location; The Last Drop.

He turned the corner and watched as Spencer stopped at a pub further down, hesitated for a moment and then went in. Hagan saw a face he recognised; Craig Spencer had come out the pub before Matt went in. Hagan figured Matt was on his way home and had stopped for a pint first. 

This wasn't the most exciting job he'd been on, and despite him wanting to please Suzy, a little action might be nice. So he casually walked past the pub and down into King's Stables Road. Just in time to see Craig slip into the funeral director's office in the front of the building. He walked slowly towards it, as if he was just another casual passer-by, and then he saw the door was open slightly.

The sign on the door said the business was closed between one and two for lunch, and it wasn't two yet. He peered in and saw there was nobody sitting behind the reception desk, so he gently opened the door, expecting to hear a bell, but none rang.

Thinking on his feet was always a strong suit for Hagan, and if somebody suddenly walked into view, he would have an uncle who had died in the Borders and he was to be brought back to Edinburgh. Is this something they could arrange? He thought the Borders would sound better as Edinburgh was too convenient. They probably knew everybody in the hospital mortuaries.

There was a corridor on the right past the reception desk. He walked along it, expecting to see Craig. He would tell him the same story. Then he'd leave, but he wanted at least an insight into this place. Maybe have a poke around before somebody saw him.

There was a door on the left. This was a two-storey building so he assumed there were stairs that led up there. He took a cotton hanky out of his pocket and tried the door handle. Locked. If he was caught, he would rub his eyes with it.

Nobody was in sight.

He assumed Craig had gone up the stairs.

That left a door at the end. He opened it. His excuse this time would be, he was looking for a toilet.

It was a walk-in utility cupboard. Cleaning materials. Mops. Brushes. Nothing of interest. 

Then something caught his eye. Just briefly, for the slightest second. So fast he thought he was seeing things, but then it happened again.

He thought he saw light coming from the wall. There was a white, metal rack attached to the wall in front of him. Nothing out of the ordinary. But the walls were painted a dull black so nothing stuck out. He took his phone out, switched on the flashlight and shone it round the rack. There seemed to be a fine line running round it.

As if it was a door.

He listened, thinking he heard something. 

Distant and faint, but unmistakable.

He was about to pull the rack to see if it was a door when he heard the front door opening.

Moving quickly, he left the cupboard and walked back along the hallway. He saw a woman coming in and take her light jacket off.

'Hello? Is anybody there?' he shouted, walking back to reception.

'Oh,' the woman said, clasping her chest.

'Oh, I'm sorry to scare you. I came in and couldn't find anybody.'

'How did you get in? The door was locked.'

'The door was open.'

'Oh. I thought I'd locked it. I was away for lunch.'

'I can come back. I was here to see if you had any literature on prepaying a funeral.' Apparently the dead uncle in the Borders wasn't dead anymore.

'Yes, we have. I'll get a brochure for you.' She took him over to a small stand in the corner, next to a small table that held a vase of flowers.

She gave him one. 'Can I get somebody to have a word with you? Run over some prices?'

'No, that's fine. Thanks for this.'

He smiled and walked out, but his mind wasn't on prepaying his funeral. 

It was the laughter he'd heard coming from the wall.


CHAPTER 51




The afternoon wore on with Edinburgh baking in the heat. The sort of day where the residents stripped down in Princes Street Gardens; men with their shirts off and women hiking their skirts a few inches, to get their tan lines higher. It resulted in skin turning red. The only people who weren't complaining were the ice cream sellers.

'I feel as if I've been here for days and got fuck all done,' Purcell said, loosening his tie as he looked out Miller's office window. 

'I think we've achieved a lot, Percy. We're connecting more dots as we go along.'

'Thanks to you remembering the Spencer clan had a business down Leith.'

'I wouldn't have if you hadn't taken me there and jogged my memory.'

'Jesus, I could do with a pint right now. You up for a drink tonight?'

'Of course I am.'

'It's almost time for knocking off.'

'There's one thing that's been on my mind this afternoon.'

'More than one thing, I hope.'

'Did the school go on fire before you completed your man management course?'

'Fuck off, Miller.'

Miller laughed. 'Listen, you said earlier your blood work results from ten years ago came back showing you had the anaesthetic in your system.'

'I did.'

'Where would Spencer get it? It has to be a hospital, right?'

'Sounds logical.'

'Why didn't we think of this before? Who's the one connection between Barry Finch and Spencer? Angie Summers. She works in the Smellie. She was married to Barry Finch. Finch was Spencer's friend. It wouldn't be a stretch to think he had met her on occasion. If he went to the hospital to, say, meet Barry there, he could have nicked a few bottles of the drugs.'

'Actually, that is a bit of a stretch, Frank.'

'Work with me on this. Just like you getting the chance to sleep with a supermodel, highly unlikely but under the right circumstances, you never know.'

Purcell frowned. 'I'm not sure if I've been insulted here or not.'

'I would err on the side of caution and say you have been.'

'I knew it. Back stabbing wee bastard.'

'He says, proving my point.'

Purcell gave a chuff of laughter. He actually missed the banter with Miller. 'So what now?'

'Suzy and Kim spoke to Angie this morning. I'd like to question her now before we knock off for the night.'

'Okay. Let's go.'







Miller looked across Lauriston Place at the Fire Brigade Museum, as Purcell slowed the car. He couldn't imagine how dangerous that job would have been, back in the day. 

The car park round the back of the Smellie Maternity Pavilion was busy but not full. Miller and Purcell walked through the back entrance and took the lift up to the main floor. Inside the hospital, things had quietened down after the busy day. The day clinic staff had gone home, which left the nurses and other ancillary staff. At the reception desk, they showed their IDs and were directed up to the third level.

They caught Angie Summers as she was about to finish her shift.

'I'm DI Miller, this is Superintendent Purcell, CID. I'd like a word if I could.'

'Sure. I spoke to two female detectives earlier. Is it about Barry?'

'We're just following up with our enquiries,' Purcell said. 'Is there somewhere we can talk?'

'There's a family room where men who are about to become fathers wait, if they don't want to be with their wives.' She led them along a corridor and they went into a room where a TV sat high up on a wall, switched off. There were no fathers who didn't want to witness the start of new life.

'How can I help you?' she said, as they sat down. The hospital was air-conditioned, and Miller felt more comfortable than he'd felt all day.

'Can I ask who's responsible for administering the drugs used on the wards?'

'A staff nurse. I'm one of them.'

'Can you tell me how they're distributed?'

'The requirements are e-mailed through the intranet and the drugs are distributed to the various wards and labour suites.'

'Can I ask how secure the network is?'

'Very secure.'

'How about the lab itself?' Miller said.

'What is this about Inspector?'

'We know some drugs were used illegally, drugs that could only have come from a hospital.'

'What kind of drugs?'

Miller took out his notebook and read it out, 'Tribromoethanol.'

'An anaesthetic,' she replied.

'Would you use it here?'

'Yes we would. Several are very effective and quick acting. If one of our girls goes into labour and there's difficulty, the drugs can be administered easily and in what seems like seconds, the mother is out cold and a C-section can be carried out. The beauty of these drugs is they have no ill effects on the babies.'

'How hard would it be to get hold of these drugs?'

She looked at the detective as if he was accusing her. She sat for a few moments considering her answer before speaking. God, she needed a drink.

'I suppose if somebody was determined enough, they would be able to get them and cover their tracks. They would be found out eventually, because an inventory is taken every week.'

'How are the drugs stored?'

'They're in marked vials. They're taken to the wards when needed and kept under lock and key. We account for every single one, because we know some of the women are going to have C-section births. The others are taken from the lab when emergency C-sections are being done.'

'Who has access to those vials?'

'Doctors, ward sisters, anaesthetists.'

'Did that include Annie Cameron?'

'Yes. She was a ward sister as well.'

'Could you show us where the drugs are kept?' Purcell asked.

'Of course.'

They left the small room and she took them along a few corridors, through a set of locked doors marked Authorised Personnel Only, which led them to the pharmacy.

She unlocked that door as well. A steel mesh wall faced them and Angie took out another set of keys and opened the gate.

There were racks and racks of medicines. At the back, tucked out of the way, was a desk and chair a nurse could sit at to take notes.

'This is a bit like Barlinnie,' Purcell said. 'Were there any break-ins?'

'No, there's never been a break-in. Prevention rather than cure.'

'So, if somebody got any drugs out of here, they'd have to have a key?'

'That's right.'

'Is it only key holders allowed in here?'

Angie's face started to turn a little red. 'It's supposed to work that way. But we talked about Annie, and I loved her to bits and she was a good friend of mine, and she was like a sister to me and I hate talking ill of the dead-'

'Angie,' Miller said, holding up a hand. 'Whatever you have to say, it won't affect how you felt about her. We've spoken to other people about her and by all accounts, she was a nice lady, but if you know something, you have to tell us.'

Angie looked at both men before carrying on. 'There's a toilet at the end. It was installed in case a nurse, or whoever was in here, needed to go, so they wouldn't have to leave the secure room. Less chance of somebody leaving the gate unlocked by accident.' 

'And Annie left it unlocked by accident one day?' Purcell said.

'Oh, no, nothing like that. She was very meticulous about that. And I'm only telling you this because he's one of you lot and everybody liked him.'

The two detectives exchanged a look; Here we fucking go.

'You see, when Annie got married to Matt Spencer, they were very much in love. He would come round here and he was such a laugh. Everybody loved him. All the girls. Although she never spoke about it to everybody, Annie told me what they would get up to in here.'

Purcell looked at the desk in front of them.

Angie nodded. 'It was out of view of the door, and they could hear anyone coming in. It was a risk, Annie said, and it got her going. Bringing her husband in here and screwing his brains out.'

'So Matt Spencer was in here multiple times, I suppose,' Miller said.

'Oh yes. They thought it was fun.'

'And nobody complained?'

'Well, it wasn't as if the whole hospital knew.'

'I know you were married to Barry Finch. Please don't take offence, but was that something you would do with him?'

'No, I never did that with Barry.'

'What about when he was going out with Annie, do you think he would come through here too?'

'It wouldn't have surprised me. Annie was man mad. She couldn't get enough at times.'

Purcell looked at the nurse, right into her eyes. 'What about you, Miss Summers? Do you bring anybody back here now?'

'What are you trying to suggest? That I'm a whore or something? That's twice you've asked me.' Her American accent got stronger the more her face turned red.

'I'm not suggesting anything. I'm asking you a straight forward question. It only requires a yes or no answer.'

'The answer is no, I don't bring my boyfriend back here.'

'That's Jason Spencer, isn't it?' Miller said.

'Yes it is, and he's a proper gentleman compared to his brother.'

'Did he ever have a relationship with Annie?'

'My God, I said Annie liked men, but come on.'

It was Miller's turn to look at her. He'd spent years watching people's faces in interview rooms and after a while, he got a sense of when people were lying to him. And he didn't get that now.

'Angie, we're not here to judge. We're just trying to get the big picture. We're certainly not accusing anybody of anything.'

'Well, we didn't fool around in here or anything. God, no, I draw the line at that. Annie was more promiscuous.'  

'I appreciate your honesty,' Miller said, carrying on, 'Let me put a hypothetical situation to you; Barry comes in and messes about with Annie and she then goes to use the bathroom. Is there any way he could have taken a vial of anaesthetic?'

'No. We would be notice it was missing very quickly. We do an inventory every week. Everything is accounted for otherwise it would throw up a red flag.'

Purcell looked thoughtful. 'Okay, how about this? Suppose Barry was left alone for a moment, could he have taken a syringe and filled it with the anaesthetic?'

Angie looked at him, picturing his question in her mind before answering. 'Yes. In theory, he could have. The vials are designed for a needle to slip through for quick access.' She looked at Miller. 'You don't think Barry could have done that, do you?'

'We're at the hypothetical stage just now, Angie.'

'Did Annie have that in her system?'

'We can't answer that, I'm afraid. I hope you understand.'

'Yes, yes, I do. God, it's frightening to think of him doing that to her. Do you know where he is?'

'We're still looking for him.'   

Purcell put a hand on her arm. 'If he comes near you, don't make a fuss, but get the hell away from him as quietly as you can. Call us.' He gave her a business card.

'I will.'

The three of them left the room and Miller and Purcell went back to the car.

'At least we know how he could have done it,' Miller said.

'I can't wait to be able to ask him face to face.'

As they pulled away in the car, Purcell got a call. He looked grim as he hung up.

'Bastard,' he said, gritting his teeth.


CHAPTER 52




'A salad?' Purcell asked, looking at Suzy in disbelief.

'What's wrong with that?'

'I mean, there's all sorts of expensive stuff on here, and if Chief Super McSporran back home thinks I'm doing all this shit and eating in McDonalds he can go and whistle. Here, look at this; the best sirloin money can buy.'

'You're like a kid in a sweetie shop.'

'It's nice to appreciate the finer things in life, Suzy.'

'I know you do. You're going out with me, after all.'

'My point exactly.' 

'I like the way I'm never far from your thoughts.'

'You're always in my thoughts, sweetheart.' He had actually been thinking about his dog, and whether his father had fed him yet, but it was the same thing.

'You were thinking about Bear again, weren't you?' She smiled at him over the menu.

'Of course not.' He looked back at her. 'Oh, alright, I was, but I was thinking about you earlier.'

'That's only because we were both naked at the time.'

'And thinking of you afterwards, too. I'm not a pig.'

The waiter slid up beside them like a Ninja, and Purcell wondered if he had heard any of their conversation. They ordered more drinks.

'I think you're getting a bit of a tan, Percy.'

'I feel my face is getting burnt. I'll end up going back to Aberdeen looking like Seal.'

'I like this weather.'

'Who would have thought? Sun in August in Edinburgh. When people asked Frank where he came from, he used to answer, Rain Town.'

Their drinks arrived.

'So what were you so hot under the collar about when you got back from being out with Frank?'

'I'm getting frustrated with this investigation, Sooz.' He looked round the restaurant to make sure nobody else was within earshot. It was busy, but not as busy as it would be later on. 'That nurse we spoke to today, Angie Summers? She tells us the pharmacy in the maternity hospital is as good as a knocking shop. Matt Spencer used to give Annie one when she was married to him. She liked it a bit "exciting".' He put his fingers up in air quotes. 'As if they couldn't stick to their bedroom like any decent couple.'

'And here's me thinking you're going to give me a seeing to on the Ferris Wheel in Princes Street Gardens.' She giggled.

'Hey, there's life in the old dog yet, I'll have you know. However, I wouldn't sneak off with you at work and do it while there was the chance of one of our colleagues coming in and catching us.'

'I can take that off my bucket list then.'

'And she says Annie took Barry Finch through the back. What the hell? Is it because it's a maternity hospital or something?'

Their starters arrived. 'This is good. I wish my dad could cook like this,' Purcell said.

'Do you cook a lot?'

'Listen, I put Gordon Ramsay to shame, but sometimes I get in late and have to rely on Lou opening a tin of something. Even Bear wouldn't eat my dad's cooking, but he likes my sausages. Especially hot dogs.'

'I have something to tell you.'

His smile dropped. Please don't let it be "I used to be a guy". 'Fire away.'

'I'm not the world's best cook.' She held up a hand. 'Now, I'm not jumping the gun. I know you live with your dad and we haven't really talked about our future, but if we do decide to move in with each other further down the road-'

'I'll cook. Don't worry about it. Although when I said I put Gordon Ramsay to shame, I meant Gordon Brown. But we'll get by.' Thank you, God.

'I'll take a turn.'

'Once you've tasted my cuisine, there's no turning back. I mastered the electric can opener a long time ago. I'm not just a wizard in the bedroom, my love.'

She laughed. 'Of course you're not.'

Their main course came. 'I asked Frank if he wanted to go for a pint tonight.'

'Is Kim coming along?'

'She is. Her daughter is staying over at grandma's again.'

'That's good.' She tucked into her salad. Looked at Purcell's steak. 'You really do like it well done.'

'I do. I don't just want it well done, I want to see flames licking off it as they're cooking it. I want to hear the sirens approaching as the fire brigade have been called.'

'I would have it medium rare.'

'I don't want to see any blood coming out of it at all. A mate of mine liked it rare, and when a waiter asked how he liked it done, he said, just take the horns off and wipe it's arse.'

'I'm glad I just had a salad now.'

After a few minutes, Suzy looked serious. 'Do you really think Barry Finch killed Fyfe and Annie Cameron?'

'To be honest, I'm thinking he's involved, but the deeper we get into this investigation, I think Matt Spencer has dipped his toe into the water.'

She looked at him. 'It wouldn't surprise me, after you told me what he was up to ten years ago.'

'I can't see past him being involved; now I know he's linked to Finch. I might not have thought this way if I hadn't seen Valerie Templeton dead that night.'

'Maybe he's just sick, Percy. Maybe he needs help.'

'He'll be getting all the help he needs when he's in general population in Saughton Prison. They'll love him there. They have a special club called, Stick it up the copper.'

'I don't think they would put him in with the others.'

'They will if you have connections.'

'Somebody has to know where Finch is.'

'Matt Spencer does. That's why he's acting all nicey-nicey now. He knows it's infuriating, but we can hardly arrest him for it.'

'Don't worry, Percy, if Spencer's doing something out of place, we'll catch him at it.'

They finished their meal and went through to the bar where Miller and Kim were waiting.

'Hey, you two,' Kim said. 'How was dinner?'

'Expensive. And on the expenses sheet. You should have joined us.'

'We will but there are times when two lovebirds should be on their own.'

'You're one to talk,' Suzy said, laughing. 

Purcell got a round of drinks in, adding it to the expenses. 'The chief super's a good friend of mine.'

'You're blackmailing him, you mean,' Miller said.

'That's a nasty rumour, Detective Miller, and I'll ask you not to go spreading vicious talk about me.' He smiled.

'So it's true then.' He took the lager and they all sat at a table.

'Oh, wait, I need to get something from the room. I'll be right back,' Suzy said. She got up from the table and Purcell gently grabbed her arm, smiling up at her.

'You don't have to do this.'

She smiled back at him. 'Yes I do.'

He let her arm go and watched her walk out of the bar, feeling more nervous than he ever had in his life.




****




Suzy walked along the corridor, passing a couple on their way down to dinner. She took the key card out of her wrist bag and let herself into the room. It was quiet in here, the windows insulating her from the noise in the High Street below.

She was only in the room for a few minutes when she heard somebody knock at the door. She walked over to it. 'Who is it?' she said, looking through the peephole.

'I'm the assistant manager. We have a notice that your room's smoke alarm has gone off. If I could come in and check there isn't a fault.'

The man was standing looking around as if he was embarrassed at disturbing her. He was smartly dressed with a shirt and tie and blue blazer.

'Okay, hold on.'

She opened the door and then they were in, the manager and two other men who had been standing out of sight, only this wasn't the assistant manager.

He grabbed hold of Suzy by the throat and held a knife to her face, forcing her backwards, while his scruffy friends closed the door.

'Well, well, look who it is; Suzy Campbell. How goes it, Sergeant?'

'Do...I know you?' she asked, nervously.

'Oh, no, honey, but I know all about you. And when I'm finished with you, you'll know every inch of me, just before my friend here slits your throat.'

'What are you doing?' They were slowly walking backwards, towards the bed.

'I'm going to hurt you in so many ways; you won't believe there are so many ways to feel pain.'

'You're going to rape me?'

'No. I wouldn't soil myself. I'm going to teach you a lesson. Then my friends can rape you if they want.'

'Oh, you'd better believe I'm going to rape you, you filth.' The first friend looked at the man in the suit. 'Let me have her first, then you can do what you want.'

The other one, the younger man with the bald head, stood and smiled, relishing the prospect of having this woman.

Suit took the knife and ran the dull edge of the blade down Suzy's face. 'If you're lucky, maybe I'll keep you alive. Maybe not. It depends on whether you scream or not.'

'Right, Marty, get going. We haven't got all night,' Baldy said.

Marty dropped his trousers after suit pushed Suzy, her knees folded and she ended up on her back on the bed. She screamed as loud as she could.

'Shut her up, Brian. Shut her the fuck up. I don't care if you kill her. I'll fuck her while she's still warm.'

Suzy screamed again as suit raised the knife.

Then the bathroom door exploded inwards, and two men dressed in black with Heckler and Koch MP5's burst into the room and pointed them at the two men.

'Drop that knife or I'll take your fucking head off. Do it, do it right now!'

Suit looked at Marty and Baldy as the room door crashed in, banging against the wall.

Purcell ran in while suit was still holding the knife, and he grabbed the man by the hair and pulled him down.

'Well, well, Brian Cole. I wish I could say it was nice to see you again.'

Marty was still standing with his hands up and his pants down. Miller grabbed him and body slammed him to the floor. Cuffed him. 

Baldy had jumped onto the bed and started shouting at the top of his voice at Masters. 'You think you're a hard man because you've got a gun? You wouldn't shoot an unarmed man.'

He jumped off the bed and rushed Masters, who moved his machine gun out of the way and swung his fist at Baldy's jaw, all in one fluid movement. Baldy hit the floor, where he lay stunned. Masters bent down to speak to him quietly.

'I don't think I'm a hard man because I carry a gun. I think I'm a hard man because I was in the Parachute Regiment and I've battered a lot harder than you.'

The other firearms officer smiled when he heard his boss.

When the three men were contained, Superintendent Lloyd Masters, the Police Scotland Firearms Commander, relaxed, as did his colleague.

'Good job, Lloyd,' Purcell said.

'Nice one, sir,' Miller said. 

Purcell looked Cole in the eyes. 'Brian Cole, I am arresting you for the attempted murder of a police officer,' he said, reading him his rights. 

Miller arrested Marty and baldy for attempted rape. 

'So my wife sent you down?' Purcell said to Cole. 'Who was the target, me or Sergeant Campbell.'

'Both of you, if you must know.'

'Hey, you didn't say that bint you're shacking up with sent you down here,' Marty said. 'You said it was an old score you had to settle with him.'

'Ah, stop fucking complaining.'

Suzy got off the bed, went over to Cole, and kneed him in the balls. 'That's for the fucking knife.'

More uniforms ushered into the room as Cole bent over. They dragged the three men from the room. 

'Thanks, Lloyd,' Purcell said.

'No problem, mate. I haven't worked with that scumbag Cole before, but after what you told me about him, I was only too happy to help out.'

The firearms officer followed the uniforms out. 

'How did you know?' Kim asked.

'I was in the car with Frank before dinner when I got a call. Luckily, one of my team made a few enquiries, and my soon-to-be ex-wife had been shouting her mouth off about how her boyfriend was away to Edinburgh with scumbag friends of his to sort out me and "the wee hoor I'm shagging".' Again with the air quotes. He looked at Suzy. 'No offence.'

'None taken, honey.' Suzy still looked a little shaken, still full of adrenaline. 'I thought for a moment that you armed guys had the wrong room, then I looked at Cole and thought, "I'm going to kick your head in". The skinny one with his trousers down would have been battered next.'

Masters laughed. 'You only needed us for back-up.'

'He'll be remanded in Saughton, as the holding cells in the High Street are full tonight. So I heard,' Miller said.

'Good man,' Masters said. 'I'm away to write up my report while you two go and get pished, no doubt.'

'Drinking on the taxpayer's money is no fun,' Purcell said. 

Masters laughed again. 'I'd join you, but this is the wife's bingo night, and God forbid if I'm late. Cheery bye, lads and lassies.'

'How did you know this would go down tonight?' Kim asked.

'One of his contacts told my mate Cole was in Edinburgh with a couple of his cronies, looking to give me a message. He emailed me a photo of the men as they both have form, and Suzy came up with a plan to grab them if we saw them. They were in the bar earlier. They were so dumb they didn't think I'd recognise them from a few nights ago.'

Suzy looked at Miller. 'Percy's contact said Cole was planning some scam and was due back in Aberdeen tomorrow, so if they were going to make their move, it would be tonight. After we spotted them, I decided to see if they'd follow me up to the room. And they did.'

'I called Lloyd Masters earlier and asked him if he could help me out. He was only too happy to oblige. I figured they'd do it in the hotel and Cole wouldn't be far away. I'm surprised he took part though.'

'He's a scumbag who won't be coming out for a long time,' Suzy said.

Purcell put his arm around her. 'Paula is being arrested as we speak. Conspiracy to murder. There's no way she'll mess about with the divorce now.'

Kim bagged the weapon Cole had used. 

'I'll head to the station now and get them booked in, and then we can have a drink later.

'I hope one day you can meet my pal in Aberdeen, wee McAlistair. He reminds me of you, Frank.'

'Next time I'm up in Aberdeen.'

They left for the station. 'We might have time for a pint later,' Miller said.

'There's no might about it. It's on me.'

'Expenses again?'

'Don't knock it, mate.'


CHAPTER 53




Darkness came down and transformed Edinburgh. Performers were back, still playing to the crowds, and asking for donations that didn't include copper change.

The Grassmarket was still a busy area at night, but King's Stables Road was quieter, with cars and taxis going by at infrequent intervals.

Bruce Hagan was just another reveller walking between pubs. He didn't stick out and nobody gave him a second look.

Which was handy when you were about to commit breaking and entering. Although the word breaking was a bit fuzzy. If he was picking a lock to go into a house, it would be housebreaking, but the funeral parlour was a commercial business. 

Whatever way he looked at it, what he was about to do was illegal, and could finish his police career, but it was a chance he was willing to take. One of his old inspector's had told him that. Sometimes you just had to bend the rules a little.

That's what he was doing right now; bending the rules. Otherwise, he had sod all to report to Percy Purcell. He could imagine standing in front of the superintendent, looking like a dumbo; Uh, sorry, sir, but Matt Spencer was at home, at work or in the pub. Traffic, sir? No, I hadn't given that a consideration. I'm sure I will enjoy it, sir.

Fuck that for a game of soldiers. Spurred on by the fact he had heard laughter coming from behind the wall in the cupboard in Spencer's business, he took out his set of lock picks. He had learned this trick a long time ago; take the picks out but have a key in your hand. Act drunk. If somebody asks what you're doing, act as if you're blootered, and you can't get the key in the lock. Then you stand back, look at the building and say you're at the wrong place.

It wouldn't get him invited along for training with MI5, but it would pass. Maybe not to a uniform patrol, but he would have an answer for them too, with a quick flash of the warrant card while muttering the word, Undercover. Any uniform worth his salt would bugger off instead of risking blowing an operation and finding themselves staffing a station on a small island with no running water.

He cajoled, fiddled and swore until the Yale lock bowed to his superiority. Maybe they were just lax about security, or figured nobody would be seen dead in here. He laughed at his own pun as he slipped inside, closing the door behind him.  

Although there were no lights on in the office, somebody passing by could still look in through the plate glass window and see him scarting about, so he walked quickly but quietly through to the back, and out of sight.

He took a mini LED flashlight out of his pocket and switched it on. Took his hanky out and tried the door that had been locked earlier. It was still locked.

He felt the adrenaline rush through him. He was in a place he shouldn't be in, and somebody could come down the stairs at any moment and catch him in the act. He carried a Billy club in his pocket too. He could use it to knockout somebody. All things his inspector had taught him. They obviously did things differently in Fife Division.

He opened the cupboard door and wasn't surprised that the hinges didn't squeak. If somebody were going in and out of here, then they wouldn't want to announce it.

Shining the light around, careful not to knock over any mops or pails, he grabbed hold of the rack on the back wall, getting a feeling in his gut that he had imagined all this earlier. He pulled.

Part of the wall moved inwards

He hadn't imagined it after all. He felt elated. This was better than leaving, feeling he'd broken in for nothing.

There you go with that broken in shite again. You're trying to track down a corrupt cop. Keep it simple, stupid.

Somebody had gone to great lengths to create a doorway, leading to...where? He shone the torch down and saw there was a small stone landing and a set of stairs ahead of that. He stepped in and gently pulled the door closed behind him, keeping the flashlight facing the stairs.

They were stone, but he had on rubber-soled shoes. Going down, he could see a passageway at the bottom. It was a stone tunnel. This hadn't been dug out of the earth and shored up with wood like prisoners would create to make an escape, but made from stone. A pile of bricks lay off to one side and he could see another tunnel over on his left, with what looked like rubble blocking it.

There was only one way to go, the same way whoever else had come down here had gone. Straight ahead.

He was careful where he put his feet, but there was nothing to trip him up. The small flashlight only penetrated so far into the darkness. 

The good feeling he had about discovering he was right was now tinged with fear. Behind him, it was pitch black and it would be all too easy to let his imagination get the better of him. He started to feel as if there was a hand coming out of the darkness about to grab him.

He swung round, the small, bright light showing him nothing was there.

He walked on, subconsciously moving faster, swinging the light about the tunnel until he could see the end.

He took his phone out, thinking he should have sent somebody a text letting them know where he was, but now it was too late. The thick walls robbed him of a signal.

He put the device back in his pocket and carried on, coming to the end of the tunnel.

It led into some sort of room. Pitch black until the flashlight illuminated what was inside. Pieces of old wood, stacked against the wall on the left. Then he caught sight of another doorway at the far left corner.

He walked across the floor. The air was dry in here and it felt so much colder. He started to shiver as he walked over and into a smaller tunnel, which was no more than a connecting tunnel into another room.

This room was bigger. More wood piled in here, but there was also old furniture. It opened up further, round to his left. A weak light was coming from this room, a dull orange glow coming from somewhere.

Slowly, he moved his feet, and there was no mistaking the fear now. He felt as though he was in a horror movie, desperately wishing he had just sat back and written his report about Matt Spencer doing nothing. 

He looked round the corner, just with one eye, getting ready to run. There was a small lantern sitting on an old wooden table in the centre of the room. The room went further in but the lantern light didn't reach that far.

He thought he could see somebody else in the dark, but couldn't be sure it wasn't just a shadow.

He moved forward and felt for his extendable baton but it wasn't there. He'd put on a darker jacket and his baton was in the one he'd worn earlier in the day.

His legs felt as if they were made of rock, and he had started to wade through mud, as if he was in the middle of a bad dream. He wanted to run as fast as he could, but couldn't get his legs to move.

He knew he should turn and go, make his way back and forget about this place, but he moved forward, not out of some morbid curiosity, but because he was moving without thinking about it. He had no control over his actions.

He walked further in and then he saw them, against one wall, sitting on wooden stands. Coffins. 

Well, what did you expect in an old storeroom in a funeral parlour, Bruce? 

He walked over to one, looking around, sweeping the small LED light in all directions. There were several coffins lying about. Maybe they were rejects and there was nothing else to do with them. They were dusty and dirty looking.

He was about to turn away when something caught his eye.

There were fingerprints in the dust on one of them. As if it had recently been opened.

Jesus. He was living a nightmare now. Walking slowly forward, he took out the hanky he used to try the door earlier and gripped the side of the coffin lid with one hand while keeping hold of the flashlight.

Please be empty.

He lifted the lid. It wasn't empty. The man lying in it had died recently.

He was about to turn round when he caught the slightest sound behind him. He let the coffin go and whipped round, but it was too late.

'Hello, Bruce,' the voice said, and the needle slid into his neck before he had a chance to fight. He felt his knees give and grabbed hold of the coffin to steady himself, but it was no good. He couldn't fight it. 

Before the darkness took him, he looked down at the dead man and could have sworn he was laughing at him.


CHAPTER 54




'You were in late last night,' Jack said, to his son. They were in the kitchen, the sun streaming through the window, promising another fine day in Edinburgh.

'It wasn't a sesh, Dad,' Miller said. 'Percy's wife sent three guys after him, and they drew them out last night. Suzy was attacked in her hotel room, but we were there to give her back up.'

'Jesus, that was risky,'

'She's a real trooper, I'll give her that. We got the bastards though, with the help of Lloyd Masters and some uniforms.'

'How are things coming along in the Geddes Fyfe murder?'

'Our main suspect is Barry Finch, but he's disappeared off the face of the Earth. We think Matt Spencer's the only one who knows where he is, but he's saying nothing. He denies everything.'

'He always had that air about him, because his dad was a wealthy businessman. Big deal, his father owned three funeral premises. Nobody liked him.'

'Wait a minute; three?'

'Yeah, now they're down to one, getting slowly swallowed up by the big guys.'

'You mean he had two businesses?'

'He had three. Until the crash. Now he's got one.'

'I didn't know he had three.'

'Two in Edinburgh, one out in West Lothian somewhere. He closed two of them down and now he only has the one in the Grassmarket.'

'I wonder who would buy a funeral parlour.'

'Nobody, apparently. Eddie hears a lot of things, and he knows somebody who knows Spencer, and he had no offers for the premises. It's still for sale.'

'Matt Spencer certainly went down in the world. He was married years ago, but he got divorced, and now his address is listed as his father's premises.'

'Really?'

'Yes. There are flats in there, apparently. They all live there. Bunch of weirdos.'

'Right, Son, tell Kim I said hi, but I'm meeting the boys for breakfast.'

'I'll tell her. She's in the shower just now.'

Jack was already dressed and left the flat, grabbing a light jacket on the way out. He was walking along the hall to the lift when Samantha walked round. She stopped when she saw him and was about to walk away. 

'Hey, I can go back inside the flat if you're in a hurry. I know you don't want to ride in the lift with me in case my last name is Ripper and my middle name is the.'

She looked at him as if he was going to launch himself at her. 'Oh, for fuck's sake, I'll go back in the flat. Frank and Kim are in there. You're quite safe.' He started to turn away but then stopped. Kept his anger in check. 

'As I told you before, I never once lifted my hand to my wife, not one time. Your husband asked for it, and I make no apologies for that. I would do it again. I've fought hand-to-hand with some serious nutters before, and I've never backed down to any of them. I've had many a smack from guys, but nobody, not even once, has accused me of creeping up behind a woman and attacking her.'

'Well, I'll never have to find out, will I? I've started dating somebody else, Jack. I want somebody to trust and Craig is the perfect gentleman. Turns out he was the one who saved me from my attacker the other night.'

'And you're still convinced it wasn't him who attacked you.'

'Oh yes. I think we solved that one already, don't you.'

He walked along to his door. She was still standing there. 'I like you, Sam. I like you a lot, so I'm going to give you this warning; you think I did this, and you keep focussing on it, so you'll let your guard down. That's when he'll strike again. Be bloody careful, because if you do manage to see him next time, you'll see it isn't me. And I hope to God you can get away from him.'

He went into the flat and quietly closed the door behind him.

Maybe his pals would fancy a drink instead of breakfast.




****




'Percy will be back in a minute,' Suzy said. 'He went down to Starbucks for some coffee.'

'You certainly have him tamed,' Kim said, sitting down at the conference table, smiling.

'He's in love with me. He enjoys running after me.'

Kim looked at Miller. 'You don't go down to Starbucks for me.'

'I walk through to the kitchen in the morning for you.'

Suzy laughed. 'Don't listen to me. I don't want to start any strife here.'

They were sitting with notes in front of them when Purcell came in with the coffees. One for each of them.

'Now we're over last night's excitement, it's business as usual,' he said, sitting down.

'Dennis Friendly's been quiet,' Kim said.

'And if he knows what's good for him, he'll keep it that way. Same with David Elliot. The less we see of him the better.'

'Is there history between you two?' Kim asked.

'No. I was surprised how he jumped to Matt Spencer's defence the other night at the hotel. He's a waste of space anyway.'

Miller drank the coffee. 'Cheers, Percy.'

'Don't thank me, Frank, thank the good people of Scotland who felt the need to supply their hard working coppers with some fuel.' He flicked through some papers, and then looked at Suzy. 'Have you had a report from Bruce Hagan?'

'No, he hasn't gotten back to me and isn't answering his phone.'

'He might not be able to talk on his phone, but he could have been in touch with an update. Keep trying to reach him. I want to know if he found anything on Spencer. I hope he's not out there fannying about when he's supposed to be doing some serious work.'

'I worked with Bruce before, and he's a good man,' Miller said.

'We'll see how good he is, Frank. Anyway, I still want to find out who got Valerie Templeton pregnant. I don't know how we're going to do that, but we'll keep digging.'

'Before we came up here, I asked one of my team, Hazel Carter, to do a search for a female with the name Charlene in our system. It came back with a hit. Charlene Di'Fagione. Aged twenty-six, originally from Queens, New York, she came to live here three years ago. She has dual nationality, as her mother is Scottish. She went missing just over a year ago. Her workmates became concerned as she hadn't turned up for work.'

'Where did she work?' Kim asked.

'At a nursery school in Murrayfield. She was a teaching assistant there. She just didn't turn up for work one day. No phone call, nothing. They called the police who did a welfare check. A neighbour had a key, so they went in and had a look. Nothing was out of place. She just vanished.'

'Did her colleagues file the missing person's report?' Suzy said.

'One of them did. She had called her folks back in the States, and they said she spoke to her mum every couple of days.'

'And she just happened to be Barry Finch's girlfriend.' Purcell drank more of his coffee.

'Exactly. She's still officially listed as missing,' Miller said.

'Well, after what we've found out this week, it wouldn't surprise me if he did something to her.' He looked at Miller. 'Did any of her colleagues or family say anything about Finch? What he was like or anything?'

'There's no mention of him. I called the nursery and spoke to the girl who reported Charlene missing. She doesn't know anything about Finch. Charlene never mentioned him. If she was his girlfriend, she kept it quiet.'

'She was just another notch on his bedpost.'

'Maybe he killed her too,' Kim said.

Miller drank more coffee. 'I was talking to Jack this morning and he mentioned that the Spencer family had three properties at one time.'

'Three?' Purcell said. 'I thought they only had two?'

'That's what I said, but they had one in West Lothian too.' He looked at Suzy. 'Just outside Edinburgh.'


CHAPTER 55




Bruce Hagan's mouth felt dry when he woke up, and his muscles felt stiff. Just for good measure, he had a headache.

Christ that nightmare he had last night had been bloody realistic. Dreaming of dead people, and creeping about in dark tunnels. He must have had one too many. It was because he'd been following Matt bloody Spencer, and the disgraced copper was doing nothing exciting. So Bruce had been having a few in the pub when Spencer had gone in.

Still, he didn't think he'd had that much.

He yawned and went to stretch his arms and all feeling of tiredness left him as the adrenaline kicked in.

He couldn't lift his arms above his head. 

He was in something, and then he realised he hadn't been dreaming last night. The tunnels were real, finding the coffins was real, and having a needle stuck into his neck was real.

'Help!' he shouted, feeling panic starting to overwhelm him. It reminded him of the time he was having an MRI scan and as he was being moved inside the machine, he'd opened his eyes and the inside of the machine was literally a few inches from his face.

Except this wasn't an MRI machine where the technician would be pressing a button to bring him back out. This was a coffin.

He could feel the lining, some sort of material. His head was on a pillow, making his face even closer to the inside of the lid. He brought his arms up, having no choice but to keep them close to his chest, feeling around for a catch to open the lid.

A catch? his mind screamed. What? You think the dead need a catch to open the coffin and jump out at the crematorium and shout, Surprise!

He banged on the lid instead, the lining masking the noise somewhat. 'Help! Somebody help me!'

Then he realised he was breathing faster and there might not be enough oxygen left to keep him alive until somebody rescued him.

He felt the panic start to overwhelm him again. Why did you have to be a hero, Bruce? he thought, just as somebody started knocking on the coffin lid.







'You had breakfast yet?'

Craig turned round as Matt came in through the Judas gate in the workshop door.

 It was cool in here in the shadows. The rain had started again, just a light drizzle at first, then a downpour before the sun showed itself. Craig would open the door when he started working to let some fresh air in.

'Yes, of course I have.' Craig was standing holding a cup of coffee.

Matt walked over to the workshop door and locked it. 'Come with me,' he said.

'Where are we going?'

'You'll see.' He walked through the back, Craig following, and he went down stairs into the basement storeroom. Flicked the light switch and the room glowed in the dull, yellow light from the low-wattage bulb.

'Get the cupboard sealed up.'

'What cupboard?' Craig said, taking another sip of coffee. He could feel his face turning red.

'I'm not playing games, Craig. Go into the office and close that doorway for good.'

'What are you talking about?'

'Listen; we know what you do. You go through the tunnel and out through the cupboard in the main office. Nobody cares what you do, but now they're going to come looking and we don't want anybody to find it.'

'You know about that?'

'Of course we do. Not dad, or he would go off his nut, but me and Jason.' He looked around the dank room, with the coffins sitting on their stands and he shivered. 'I've called the receptionist and told her to take the day off as there's a problem with the plumbing and the office won't be open until Monday, so that gives you three days to get that cupboard looking like a cupboard again.'

'It looks like a cupboard now. Nobody will find it. I don't know what you're worried about.'

Matt walked over to one of the coffins and knocked on it.

Craig heard the muted voice.

'Who's in there?'

'Somebody who found your little secret doorway and came down here.'

'Who?'

'A cop.'

Craig felt his heart freeze. 'Oh my God. What are we going to do?'

'I don't know. He's not going anywhere for now, but we'll have to decide what to do with him.'

'We're not going to...you know?'

'You heard me; we'll have to decide that later. In the meantime, go and seal that cupboard.'

Craig nodded, feeling pleased his secret was now out in the open, and scared because they were holding a copper against his will.


CHAPTER 56




'Here we are,' Miller said.

They were in the investigation suite having finished their debriefing.

'Where is it?' Purcell asked, as he hunched down to see what Miller was looking at on the screen.

'It's just outside Livingston. Perfect location for doing business. Livingston is a big place, and they weren't too far from St. John's hospital.'

Miller had brought up the Edinburgh Solicitor's Property Centre website, the ESPC and searched for commercial properties for sale in West Lothian, and the old funeral premises came up.

'I wonder why they closed down.' Suzy said, from the desk opposite.

'I did a search for funeral businesses out there and a large conglomerate undertaker moved in. They probably undercut them.'

'You would hardly think there would be a price war on funerals,' Kim said. She stood behind Miller, finishing her coffee.

Purcell straightened up. 'Well, a lot of people don't have life insurance, so the family have to pay. Or they get on a pre-paid plan. Either way, it costs a lot of money for a funeral, by the time you add in the cars and the coffin and everything else. So if a company comes along and offers the same services for a lower figure, it would make sense to go with them.'

'That's true.'

'Frank, how about you and I give the listing agent a call and we'll have a wee drive out to Livingston?'

'Fine by me.'

'Suzy, Kim. Can you try to find out where the hell Bruce Hagan disappeared to? I want an update on Matt Spencer. And if I find out he's been skiving, he'll be getting his jotters.'

'Will do, boss.'

Purcell looked in dismay as the rain started spattering the window again.







He could hear voices again. Or was he imagining it? He couldn't tell anymore. He tried shouting anyway. It would use up oxygen, but if he didn't shout, nobody would know he was in there. They do know. They knocked, remember?

Just the fact that he could hear somebody meant he wasn't underground. He thought back to the night before and opening the coffin. Somebody dead was in it. Which wasn't too surprising since it was a coffin, but what was surprising was the location. Did they store dead customers down here, while they were waiting for the funeral to take place?

He doubted it. The man was in an awful state. One thing Hagan noticed above all else; the man had fingers missing.

'Help!' he screamed. Then he listened. He couldn't hear the voices anymore. Maybe they had been in his head all this time.

What the hell had he gotten into? 

Then he remembered the lighter he had in his pocket. He didn't smoke, but he kept it there for people he came into contact with who did smoke. It always looked good when a senior officer would ask for a light and he was able to whip out a lighter.

He knew it was in his jacket pocket. His clothes weren't all scrunched up, so he guessed he had been placed in here, rather than dumped.

Which meant the lighter was in his right hand jacket pocket. 

He had patted his pocket down where he kept his phone and that was gone. He knew it didn't work down here anyway. So the lighter it was. 

He couldn't move his right arm into a position where he could reach in, so he reached his left arm over. There was just enough room for it to snake over his chest but he couldn't quite get his hand into his pocket. He had to move slightly onto his right side, twisting his body, but there was very little leeway. The more he turned, the higher his shoulder lifted and his arm went up to the lid of the coffin.

He settled back down and relaxed his breathing. It was hot in here and getting hotter. He snaked his arm across, feeling the pain in his shoulder as he was asking his arm to move into a position his shoulder wasn't comfortable with.

His shoulder was up against the lid now, but he moved his hand across his chest, feeling for the pocket. He grabbed the cloth of his jacket, walking his fingers over the material, trying to pull it.

He was lying on his jacket so the pocket wouldn't come closer to his hand. He moved his hand more, the shoulder pushing up harder, until his fingers felt the pocket opening.

The lighter had fallen to the right side of the pocket. Luckily, it was near the top. He could feel the plastic body and the metal wheel. His index and middle fingers wrapped round the plastic housing and he tried pulling, but it slipped. The very tips of his fingers were touching the lighter. He pushed his shoulder once more, really reaching out with his fingers, knowing if he didn't do it this time, he would have to rest and do it all over again.

Pushing with everything he had, he felt his two fingers grabbing the little implement. Then it was in his hand and he lay back, breathing hard, feeling the muscles in his shoulder relax.

Waiting for his breathing to return to normal, he held the lighter tightly. Brought it up to chest level and flicked it. Once. Twice. Then all of a sudden, the flame started, highlighting the white lining of the coffin. Then the lining started smouldering, then smoke appeared and then flames.

Bruce screamed.

He had started a fire in the coffin and he was going to die.


CHAPTER 57




What was supposedly just outside Livingston turned out to be a few miles outside Livingston, to the northeast. Miller drove down a country lane, stuck behind a huge John Deere farm machine, until it pulled off.

'No wonder they closed this place,' Purcell said, as Miller navigated the pool car along the road. Neither man knew where he was going, so it was up to Purcell to read the tiny map on his iPhone. 

'When I spoke to my friend, Ian Powers, he told me he managed to get some background on this place.'

'That's the computer whizz you know who does some hacking?'

'Technically not hacking. He works in the witness protection department alongside Kim's father.'

'Oh, yes, Neil McGovern. He sounds like a good laugh. One of those Touch my daughter and you'll be visiting all over Scotland at the same time guys.'

'He's a good man to have on our side.' Miller came up to a crossroads. 'Which way?'

'Left, up to the end and as we go round the bend, it's on the right. Be careful, it looks as if it's right on the bend.'

There was a long driveway, bordered by tall, overgrown hedges. An estate agent's sign at the start told them they had arrived. 

'So, my friend said this business was started by Grandpa Spencer. The original business was in Edinburgh but he saw the opportunity to garner more business as Livingston started to grow. It only closed a couple of years ago as they were squeezed out.'

'How long has it been on the market?' he asked, as he saw the house on the right hand side. 

'Eighteen months.'

Purcell stopped the car and they got out. The house was large, like a mini mansion. There was an addition on the left hand side, which stood out. There was a detached double garage further over on the left and a track led between the two buildings.

Miller didn't think the agent was there until they started walking about and he saw the car, a little French hatchback, sitting round the back. A man got out when they approached.

'Henry Marks,' he said, offering his hand. Neither detective shook it. 'Are you looking to buy a place together?'

Purcell pulled out his warrant card. 'So, we look like a couple of poofs?'

Marks was flustered. 'Oh, no, that's not a term I would use. I find it very offensive. I prefer to say life partners.'

'Well, we're neither. In fact, we're just here to have a look around. If you don't mind?' 

'Well, it's a bit inappropriate. I mean, do you have a warrant?'

'Okay, son, this is the deal; we just want to have a look around this property, not steal the fucking light bulbs. We're conducting an investigation that's highly classified. Of course it's your right to not let us in, but we also have the right to release a press statement when we do gather our information, and we will make sure the press know who's selling this dump.'

'Well, we're hardly hiding the fact that we're selling it. The house is Georgian-'

'I don't care if it's got a solid gold shitter. We'll see how many enquiries you get if we find there was somebody murdered here.'

'Murdered? Fuck me.'

'When the buying public find out people were killed here by a mad axeman, we'll give you all the free publicity you want. Every potential house buyer will know your company tried to sell a maniac's lair, and we'll see how many sales you get after that. And I'll make sure they can spell your name properly.'

'Jesus, okay. Here, take the keys. But I still think the owners have a right to know the police are sniffing around.'

'That's fine, call them. And when we arrest you for obstruction and aiding and abetting a murdering lunatic, you'll be able to tell your cell mate all about it when he's pumping you on your bunk.'

'Here, take the fucking keys. I'll be in my car. Doing paperwork.'

'Do we have your permission to look around?'

'Yes you do. No warrant needed.'

'There, that wasn't so hard, was it? Next time, don't make police officers jump through fucking hoops.'

'The gold key's for the back,' Marks said, getting back in his car.

'Jesus, Percy, I think you scared that wee laddie half to death.'

'The thought of him being married to his cell mate by the time he got out scared him enough.'

Boarded-up windows flanked either side of the back door. Miller looked around as Purcell fiddled with the keys. There were large outbuildings further back. One of them had garage doors in it, one hanging off.

'Looks as if there are vandals even out here,' Miller said.

'If it's like the Granite City, they'll get all sorts of hooligans showing up for a party.'

He got the door open, and Miller took out the flashlight he'd brought with him. Daylight was seeping through the edges of the boards that covered the windows. The kitchen was large, and Miller shone the light towards the back staircase, which was in darkness. Very little light seeped over there. 

'I'll check upstairs if you want to do down here.'

'Go for it.'

Miller walked over the litter scattered across the kitchen floor, past a free-standing island, and shone his light on the staircase. He tried the light switch at the bottom, but there was nothing.

He climbed the wooden treads to the next level. The glass in the windows was intact, having been boarded up as a precautionary measure against vandals.

Miller guessed it was the damp emanating throughout the property that was causing the wallpaper to peel in places. He started looking through the rooms, but they were all empty. Nothing had been left behind. 

One of the rooms had graffiti on a wall, and the light bulbs had been smashed. Empty beer bottles lay in one corner of a room, with an old mattress under a window.

Next up was a bathroom. The door was ajar. Miller nudged it with his foot and it swung inwards slowly, the hinges squeaking.

He held his breath for a second.

He shone his light about the room.

He could see the bathtub.

And there was blood on the tiles around it.

He backed out, turned round, and saw somebody standing there.

'Jesus Christ, Percy, I didn't hear you coming.'

'Sorry, mate, but you need to come downstairs and see this.'

They started walking along the landing. 'There's dried blood on the tiles in there. I wonder if this was where Geddes Fyfe was murdered?'

'Probably.' He shone his own torch around as they went down the main staircase.

The basement was large and dark. The matt black walls seemed to suck in the light from the flashlights. It was hot down here and smelled rancid.

'Over here,' Purcell said.

He walked forward through a doorway with no door in it, shining the light around. Miller did the same. 

The wall tiles had been white at one time, but they were filthy now. A stainless steel table sat in the middle of the floor. It too was covered in grime. There were empty jars on work surfaces behind the table. A large light was above the table.

Purcell had his nitrile gloves on and Miller pulled on a pair.

'Formaldehyde,' Purcell said. 'I'll bet this was an embalming room.'

'That would make sense. Look at this machinery. This thing seems to be some kind of pump.' Miller looked at the machine with dials on the front, his flashlight bouncing off the round glass.

'Christ, no wonder they can't sell this place. You would think they would have cleaned the fucking place up first.'

Purcell's light picked out an old wooden chair that was on its side in a corner. Pieces of duct tape hanging from the arms as if somebody had been taped to it recently. There seemed to be blood on the floor, and although it was dry, it didn't look like it had been sitting there for years.

Then Purcell saw them, sticking out from under some papers on the floor.

Severed fingers.

Miller looked at Purcell. 'I don't think they'll be selling this place anytime soon.'


CHAPTER 58




He coughed so hard, he had made himself vomit. The smoke was lingering in the coffin as it had nowhere else to go, but the flames were out. His fingers were singed but that was the least of his worries.

Bruce Hagan knew he didn't have much time. He longed to tell everybody he loved that he was sorry if he'd ever let them down in his lifetime. That he wanted one more day to talk to them all. Just to sit and talk. 

Then he screamed out loud. No! He wouldn't let this happen. He wasn't going to die today.

An idea struck him. What if he could flick the lighter on, burn a little bit of the lining until there was a hole in it, and then he would be closer to the wood and he'd be able to use the lighter to dig through and...and then what? He didn't even know how he was going to get the lid open, assuming it wasn't screwed shut.

He screamed again.

He felt it more than heard it; the coffin lid being opened. Or not. Was it just his imagination? Out of frustration, he pushed as hard as he could against the lid and it flew up, and then fell back down again.

He panicked and pushed, keeping his arms straight.

The lid moved up. It wasn't heavy but felt like a ton weight after his arms had been constricted in the tight space.

He sat up. He was in the room with the table in it. This time the lamp wasn't lit, but a weak light from a little, dirty bulb came from the ceiling, casting shadows that painted the air dark all around him.

Had the lid been unlocked all this time? No, of course not. He had pushed it before and it hadn't budged. Besides, he heard somebody do something to it.

So where were they now?

The coffin was on a large shelf. The light showed more coffins on more shelves. He felt sore and stiff but there was nothing like being confined in a box for the dead to give yourself motivation. He rolled over and put one leg out, ready to stand up and he fell.

The floor was stone and he landed awkwardly on his shoulder. He screamed and lay on his back, certain he had broken something. Looked up. The coffin was on a shelf, but he had forgotten he had seen them stacked, one shelf above the other.

He heard a noise, a trundling noise, like a pallet truck heading towards him. Then he saw a bright light. Somebody was wearing a head torch and the bright LED was bobbing about as the person walked, pushing the contraption before him.

It was Craig Spencer, Matt's brother. He couldn't make out his face, but he was the one who had come down here.

It was a platform of sorts on wheels, with a hydraulic scissor jack underneath. The top was made up of rollers and there were bars on the side that could be lifted like a hospital bed.

'Deary me, you are in a pickle, Bruce.' He stopped pushing the platform. 'I was just coming to get you down. This little beauty would have lifted your coffin down in a jiffy.'

Hagan was blinded by the light that was on a strap round his abductor's head.

'Never mind, you're out now, that's the main thing. Now we can get on with it.'

Hagan was focussing on one of the words the man said; your coffin. Not the coffin. And get on with what?

'Come on lazy bones, time you were getting up.'

Bruce let out a yell as he was grabbed by his arm and yanked up. The pain shot through his shoulder as the man marched him across the room and into another room. 

Fight! Hagan screamed inside his head. But he couldn't. He felt as weak as a baby, and the pain was searing through his shoulder as if somebody had set it on fire.

Before he knew it, he was thrust into a chair, and tape was wound round his wrists, strapping him to it.

'There we go. You hungry?' No answer. 'No? Then I'll have this.' He reached into a pocket. Hagan saw he was wearing a brown janitor's coat, like the ones they wore when he was at school. He took out a roll covered in tin foil and unwrapped it.

Hagan felt sick and dizzy and his eyes were still out of focus. He had woken up thinking he could smash the coffin open, such was the strength he felt, but in reality, whatever they injected him with was still in his system.

'I like an egg and bacon roll, don't you? Washed down with a nice cup of coffee.' This room only had the ambient light from the other room, which wasn't much. He stepped into the deep shadows and came back with a coffee. Hagan could smell it, and for once, it was something he liked.

'They'll be looking for me, you know,' Hagan said, his voice sounding dry.

'I know they will. That's why we have to move fast.' More eating. More coffee. From where Hagan was sitting, he didn't sense any urgency, despite his words.

'Why don't you just let me go and I can tell them you co-operated with me.'

'Yes, why don't I do that? Psycho lets cop go and they all live happily ever after.'

Hagan couldn't believe Craig Spencer hadn't even been on their radar. He was the one who had followed Craig into the funeral parlour. Nobody had said to look out for him too. They were too focussed on getting his brother, Matt, to see what was right in front of their faces.

'Who did you tell about coming here?' he asked. 

'Nobody,' Hagan said.

He stood in front of Hagan and finished his bacon roll, balled the tinfoil and batted it away into the darkness. Drank more coffee. 'I feel so much better now. Right, one more time, then I start in earnest. Who did you tell?'

'Nobody, I swear.'

'Who sent you here?'

'Frank Miller.'

'Ah, dearest Frank. Why did he send you here?'

'He wanted me to follow Matt.' Technically it was Percy Purcell but it was all the same. Miller was free and clear, while he was down here about to get the shit kicked out of him.

'And what did you find out about Matt?'

'Nothing.'

'How did you know about this place?'

'Matt went into the pub, and I recognised you from the folder they gave me. So I followed you in here. You left the door open and I walked in to the front office.'

'Clever. And you just happened to walk into the cupboard upstairs and came down here.'

'I heard you laughing coming down the stairs. So I decided to come back when nobody was around.'

'I'm not going to keep on asking you, who did you tell about coming here?'

'I already told you, nobody.'

'I don't believe you.'

'I could hardly tell anybody I broke in and came down here, now could I?'

'I want to believe you, I really do, but people lie to me all the time. I don't know why they do that, but they do. So, do you know what spurs them on?'

Hagan shook his head. No matter how badly he was tortured, he had to stay strong and not tell him who he had called last night.

'This.' He reached into the pocket of his brown coat and pulled out a pair of pruning shears. 

Bruce Hagan screamed as the first of his fingers was cut off. 

He grabbed Hagan by the front of his shirt, and bent down to whisper in his ear.

Hagan's eyes widened in terror. He'd just made the biggest mistake of his life.


CHAPTER 59




Henry Marks was talking to Livingston CID and contemplating a new career when the forensics crew turned up at the West Lothian property.

Maggie Parks was the first one out of the van. It pulled up to the patrol car.

'What have we got here, Frank?' she asked.

'Superintendent Purcell discovered something down in the basement, Maggie; what was known in the old days as a blood bath. There's also blood on the tiles in the bathroom upstairs.'

'Let's go and check it out.'

They went through the front door Miller had opened. Maggie shone a torch around the basement, the pool of blood surrounding the chair the main attraction. And the fingers lying in it.

'Well, and I'm sure a pathologist would confirm this, but somebody died here. There's no way they could lose this amount of blood and live. And look at the blood spatter on the wall in front of the chair. If I had to take a guess, I'd say whoever was in this chair not only had their throat cut, but their femoral artery as well, in the groin area.'

'So they weren't messing about,' Purcell said.

'No, sir, they most certainly were not. They knew what they were doing.' She swept her flashlight around. 'I'll get my team in here and see what else they can find. But we'll get those fingers out and run them for prints.'

'We'll leave you to it. Can you please ask the lab to fax us over a copy of the prints so we can run them?'

'No problem.'

Miller and Purcell got back in the car. 'That poor sod looks as white as a sheet,' Miller said, nodding towards the young estate agent. 'They'll run him through the system and everybody else who works there. At least we won't have to worry about checking up on any interested parties looking to buy it as there are none.'

'The Livingston boys said there used to be kids breaking in and having parties but they stepped up patrols and there haven't been any they know of recently. Could be they were messing about and something went wrong.'

Miller looked at him as he drove away. 'You don't believe that any more than I do.'

'No, I don't.'

They headed back to Edinburgh.




****




The water thrown on his face woke him up. Then the pain hit again, his hand feeling as if it had been dipped in acid.

'Oh, come on now, you're acting like a big baby. It's not that bad. I gave you a little something to take the edge off.'

'Please let me go,' Hagan said, his voice barely a whisper now.

'Ah, but that's not in the rules, is it? You came to this party uninvited, and now you want to leave early? That's not very sociable, is it?'

'I swear I won't tell anybody.'

'Of course you won't.' He laughed and looked at his watch. 'Oh, dear, look at the time. I have so much to do today. Don't go anywhere, I'll be back.'

He walked out of the room and got the coffin lifter. Manoeuvred it until it was at the side of the shelf where Hagan's coffin was. He pressed a button, and the battery-powered platform rose swiftly and quietly. 

When the rollers were level with the coffin, at about head height, he reached over, closed the lid, grabbed one of the handles on the side of the coffin, and pulled it onto the rollers. When it was on, it stopped against the side bars, and then he lifted the other one, boxing it in. Then he lowered the lift and moved it over to the room where Hagan was.

The lift tilted forward so the coffin was almost vertical. He stopped and opened the lid. 'Deary me, don't you know smoking kills?' he said, going into the room. 'You've made a fine mess of that lining.'

Hagan was sitting still, the drug making him feel sleepy. 

'Now, Bruce, I'm going to cut the tape and you're coming with me. I'm going to let you go. I now believe you when you said you didn't tell anybody. And you promise you won't tell anybody when you're outside, will you?'

Hagan didn't understand what he was being told. 'I can go?'

'Yes, you can go home now.' He cut the tape and helped him to his feet. He could hardly stand and shuffled with the man holding his arm. He didn't feel the pain in his shoulder now.

He saw the coffin facing him.

'Bruce, I need you to go in there. I can't let you be seen leaving here, so you're going to lie in there quietly, and have a nice sleep. When you wake up, you'll be back with your colleagues. I'll give them a tip where they can find you.'

Hagan looked at him. Saliva was running out of the side of his mouth.

'I need you to climb in, Bruce.'

Hagan got into the coffin, moving slowly.

'I'll close the lid. I've given you a little something for the pain, so you'll be a little woozy. I'll put this back down, then I'll come back later. I have to go and meet somebody now.'

Hagan nodded and watched as the lid came down. Just a little while, he thought, as the darkness was complete. He didn't feel the coffin being tilted back.

He didn't even feel the blood running down his face from where his right ear used to be.




****




'Did you find Hagan yet?' Purcell asked Suzie, when they got back to the station.

'No, we haven't heard from him. I tried calling his mobile and there was no answer.'

'Where the hell is he? This is taking undercover work to a different level. See if you can find him. Do you know where he lives?'

'I have his address on file,' Miller said. He went into his office and came out with the address a few minutes later. He spoke to the other detectives in the room. 'Has anybody seen Bruce Hagan today?'

Hazel looked over at him. 'Is there anything wrong?'

'They misplaced him,' Andy Watt said.

'He's doing a job and we haven't heard from him, that's all. We're going round to his place now.'

'Wait,' Hazel said. She reached into her handbag. 'When he worked here years ago, we swapped keys, just in case either of us lost ours. So we did it again. Here's the spare key to his new place.'

'Oh aye,' Watt said. 'You moved quick.'

'Piss off, Andy.'

'Make yourself useful, Watt, and get yourself round to his place with Kim and Suzy,' Purcell said.

Watt looked over at Miller, silently asking if he should do as he was told. 

'Sometime today, Andy.'

'That laddie will get a piece of my mind when I see him,' Watt said, following Kim and Suzy.


CHAPTER 60




'That's the cupboard sorted. I put a new board up and sealed it. We just have to give it a lick of paint and nobody will be any the wiser.' Craig stood looking at Matt, waiting for some sarcastic remark.

None came. 'Good job, Craig.'

'I'm going out for lunch. I'm meeting a friend of mine.'

'The writer?'

'Christ, is there anything you don't know?' He balled his fists and gritted his teeth.

'Take it easy. I saw the book lying around, the one she'd signed for you.'

Craig had forgotten that he'd brought it down here to read and had left it lying about. If Matt had seen it was signed, then he would have seen the name Jay. Too bad. He didn't talk about it, and he, Craig, wasn't about to explain.

'Yes it is her, if you must know.' 

'Okay. Have a good time.'

Craig felt a sudden sense of foreboding. A chill ran up and down his back, but he walked out into the sunshine anyway. 

'There you are,' Doogie said. 'Why so glum, chum?'

'Things are not going so well, Doogie.'

'Do tell.'

'They have a copper down there. We went in the secret way and a copper was following me. He discovered the entrance inside the cupboard and went downstairs.'

'Uh oh. I think the game is up now. What's going to happen?'

'I really don't know. His copper friends are going to come looking for him. When they find him, we're all going to prison.'

'Well, you won't go, because you're a nut job.'

'I wish to fuck you wouldn't say that. If you were really my friend, you wouldn't say things like that.'

Doogie laughed out loud as they crossed over into the Grassmarket. 'Craig, it's true.'

'It's not true. They made me that way. Dad and that pair of dirt bags.'

'I know that. I'm your mate, so I can say these things, but at the end of the day, you might want to give Samantha a heads up on that one.'

'Why would I want to ruin it now? She actually asked me out to lunch. I'm dressed smart. I don't look like I should have a strait jacket on.'

'Hey, you were only a boy when it happened. Nobody will blame you. They'll go easy on you. The others...well, let's just say, they're going to throw away the key.'

'They deserve it. After what they did to me.'

'You're free of their shackles now. However, there's just one thing.'

'What's that?'

'They'll wonder why you didn't make a phone call when you knew there was a copper in there.'

Craig stared off into space for a moment. Then he looked at Doogie. 'What copper? I don't know anything about a copper being in there.'

'As long as you stick to that and deny everything, they can't do anything to you.'

'I'm not being a part of Matt's nonsense anymore. He and my dad have held a gun to my head for years, and I'm tired of it. If it hadn't been for discovering Samantha Willis, I might have done myself in a long time ago.'

They turned into Victoria Street, one side in shadow. They crossed over into it for some relief from the heat as they walked uphill.

'They've used you. The police will see that.'

'They need to put Matt away for a long time.'

'They will. Him and your dad.' Doogie looked at him. 'Where is your dad anyway?'

'I don't know. I haven't seen him all morning.'




****




Hagan felt the bumping of the coffin as it was moved. He wanted to start shouting again, but then he vaguely recalled the man saying he was letting him go. He didn't want to upset him or he might change his mind.

The movement was quite soothing. This was just like being in a bed, except this bed had a lid. And a nice soft pillow. He would miss this bed.

He heard voices outside, arguing over something. They were muffled so he couldn't hear much. This was as much to do with the congealed blood in his ear as it was the lining in the coffin.

The coffin bumped down as if it had fallen a few feet, but it was probably just it being moved. Hopefully, outside. Then it would be opened. Maybe it was unlocked now and he'd be able to push the lid and get out. 

He lifted his hands, unaware that three of the fingers on his right hand were merely stumps now. He didn't see this in the dark.

The lid didn't move. He started to feel hot. Sweaty. He thought he was going to be sick.

Then the lid opened and a face looked in, but it was all fuzzy. He tried to focus, but it was dark outside, and he couldn't see anything but white eyes and a mouth.

'Just a little something to keep you comfortable.'

Hagan saw a needle coming towards him. It was inserted into his neck.

'Now you're going on a little ride. Won't be long.'

Hagan felt his breathing get faster. He wanted to scream, to get up and jump out and tell him that this was enough, that he was getting out and going home-

The lid crashed down, plunging him back into darkness. He felt as if he couldn't breathe, then the feeling subsided. He didn't move a muscle as the coffin moved again.

This time there were no voices.




****




'Are you sure you're at the right restaurant?' Doogie said.

'Well, you know what, now I think about it...of course it's the right restaurant, Doogie.'

'Just saying.'

'Sorry, mate. I'm just nervous.' He looked at his watch. 'You don't think I overdressed, do you?'

'Away. You have it down just right. Smart but casual.'

They were standing outside the Sicilian on the High Street, a restaurant popular with locals as well as tourists. The waiter had assured him Samantha had yet to arrive, so he said he would wait outside. He was early, and they confirmed there was a table reserved for them.

'I feel nervous, Doogie. Tell me I'm not dreaming this.'

'You're not dreaming it. I was there, remember? Give her time.' 

He was about to start pacing when he felt a tap on his shoulder. 

'Sorry I'm late,' Samantha said, smiling.

Craig looked at her, dressed in tan trousers and a pale yellow shirt. If he hadn't been in love with her, he would have fallen in love with her right there and then.

He smiled back. 'You're not late; I was early. Shall we?'

'We shall.'

Craig opened the door for her and winked at Doogie. 

'Go get 'em, cowboy,' Doogie said.


CHAPTER 61




'Dalry?' Watt said, getting out of the car. 'I was brought up here. This place always brings back memories of my old man going to see the Hearts playing.'

'I didn't know you were a big football fan, Andy,' Kim said, as she got out of the back seat. Suzy got out of the front.

'Used to be. Now I'm a big Guinness fan.'

They were parked in Wheatfield Street, which ran parallel to Gorgie Road. The Heart of Midlothian stadium looked tall above them. There was an entrance into the Wheatfied Stand just along from where Watt had parked the car.

'So this is where that daft laddie lives,' Watt said, as they crossed the road.

'You don't like Bruce, do you?' Suzy said.

'That obvious?'

'He's only been here a few days. I know Tam Scott was your friend, but his death can't be changed. We all miss him, but blaming Bruce isn't going to help,' Kim said.

Watt stopped halfway across the road. 'It's not Tam. Hagan is an idiot. He doesn't deserve to be in Serious Crimes.' He carried on across the road, the two women following him.

Up on the third floor, Kim took the key out and they went into Hagan's rented flat.

There was nothing out of the ordinary and he wasn't in any of the rooms. They had called his home number and left a message. The machine's little red light was flashing. He had three new messages.

'Two of those are me,' Suzy said.

'Maybe somebody else called him and he went to see them.'

'Or maybe it's a telemarketer,' Watt said.

'It's a computer that calls the number, and if a machine answers, it hangs up,' Kim said. 'That could be from somebody we can call back.'

'We can always leave a note for him to play the message if it's from his mum or something,' Suzy said.

'Why don't we just call it a day? He's obviously pissed off somewhere-'

'Andy!' Kim shouted. 'We've listened to you bleat on about how crap Hagan is as a copper, but enough's enough. Don't forget he's still a cop, and we have each other's backs. I might not technically be a cop, but I work with the force and I would damn well like to think you had my fucking back if it was against the wall.'

Watt looked stunned for a moment. 'Just say what you think, why don't you?'

'I swear to God-'

Watt held up his hands. 'I'm kidding. You're right. I'm just angry Tam Scott got taken from us.' He looked at the answering machine. 'Play it.'

The words they heard were spoken by Bruce Hagan himself. 

His words chilled them to the bone.




****




The coffin was moving again. He could feel it vibrating as it was wheeled somewhere. It bumped up and down for a moment, and then the movement stopped.

He felt tired, as if he had run a marathon and had to turn back and run it in reverse. He tried to move but couldn't. He wondered what the man had injected into him. Whatever it was, it was making him sleepy. Yet, perversely, he couldn't sleep. He closed his eyes in the dark but couldn't drift off.

Then it dawned on him; he hadn't been given something to make him sleep; he had been given a muscle relaxant.

More movement, and the coffin moved again, just for a few seconds. Then a muted thump and it was quiet again. Then some more movement, as if the coffin was rocking slightly. And then a distant noise. Like a rumbling. It sounded as if the man was keeping his word, and was taking him somewhere to let him go.

He thought he might just take a long bath, and scrub the sweat off himself. He tried to lift his hand to his face, but couldn't even manage that.

Then the movement again, except this time he felt as if he was gliding.




****




The warrant had come through by the time Kim, Suzy and Watt got back to the station.

'I knew they were a bunch of bastards,' Purcell said. 'Now we're going to go in there heavy handed. I want a firearms team there, got that, Gibb?'

Paddy Gibb stood at the front of the room with Purcell. He nodded without saying a word. His face was ashen and he was quite happy for Purcell to take charge.

'We'll have three teams of uniforms in vans. I want the place blocked off, including that front office. Frank Miller and I will spearhead this offensive. We separate each Spencer and bring them back here. Individual cars. Andy?'

Andy Watt nodded. 'You go in with Hazel. Jimmy Gilmour?'

Gilmour put up his hand. 'Sergeant, you go with one of the DC's. Gibb? You go with Suzy and Kim Smith.'

Gibb nodded. 

Everybody felt the shock and although Hagan was a new member of the team, he was a cop first.

'Just in case we're in any doubt who we're dealing with, I want Kim to play the recording again on her phone.'

They had a small Bluetooth speaker sitting on a table and Kim connected it wirelessly to her phone again.

Bruce Hagan's voice came through surprisingly clear. 

This is me, DS Bruce Hagan, calling myself, in case something happens. I'm going into the Spencer's funeral property. In the office. I followed Craig earlier and I'm sure there's a secret doorway in a cupboard round from reception. Where they keep the cleaning stuff. I heard laughing in there and saw a light round what looked to be a doorway. I'm going to check it out tonight on my own. This is in case I get caught. I'll more than likely come home and erase this. If you're listening to it, it probably means I'm dead. Ha-ha.

The message ended, and Hazel Carter stood with tears streaming down her face.

Miller walked over to her and put his arm around her. 'We're going to get him back, Hazel. I know you were both close.'

'I need to talk to you, Frank.'

She usually called him by his first name only if they were in the pub.

He took her outside into the corridor, away from the others. 'I know it's upsetting, Hazel, but if he's in there, we'll tear the place apart.'

She started crying and could barely contain herself. 'You don't understand; you know my little girl, Jane?'

'Yes.'

'She's Bruce's.'

'What?'

'We had a fling when he was here last time, and then we had a falling out, so when I found out I was pregnant, I didn't tell him. It ate me up, but then I didn't want him coming back out of pity. Six months ago, I met him again. I bumped into him in Ocean Terminal while I was doing some shopping, and we got talking.'

'And you told him Jane was his?'

'Yes. He was over the moon. That's why he transferred back here. He wanted to come back to CID but since he was already in MIT in Fife, I suggested he put in for MIT here. So his commander spoke to ours and that was it.'

'Are you sure you could have a relationship and work with him?'

'It works for you and Kim.'

He put his hands on the top of her arms. 'It works for us. It might not work for everybody, that's all I'm saying. If you think you can make it work, I'll support you all the way, as I'm sure everybody will.'

'Besides, I think I'll be having some leave in a while.' She patted her stomach.

Miller raised his eyebrows and smiled. 'Congratulations! How long?'

She smiled a teary smile. 'Three months. Bruce doesn't know yet. I was going to surprise him tomorrow. We're going to see Samantha Willis at the book festival and then we're going for a meal and I'll tell him then.' She started crying again. 'God, Frank, I hope he's okay.'

'He will be. I think have enough now to put Matt Spencer away. We think he's been working with Barry Finch for whatever reason.'

'I just wish he had talked to me. We don't live with each other and we won't until we're married. We've been talking about it and it's in our future, but I don't want to confuse Jane.'

'Listen, I think you should stay here with the other detectives.'

'Frank, I can't. I have to go.'

'This could be dangerous. Trust me on this. Lloyd Masters is mobilising a team and he's going to meet us there. We're going to show Matt Spencer that he might have been one of us, but he fucked with the wrong people this time.'

Hazel nodded. 'Okay.'


CHAPTER 62




'This is a first for me,' Samantha said, smiling across at Craig as the waiter left with their order.

'Having lunch with a fan or being in here?' he said, smiling back at her.

'Both. I really appreciate you handing in my bag the other night. Some people would have gone through it and taken my money. It's nice to discover an honest man.'

'I was brought up to be honest. I don't have it in me to steal somebody's money.'

'That's refreshing.'

The waiter brought them their soft drinks.

'Tell me something about yourself, Craig. I want to get to know you better.'

He looked at her, the blonde hair, the blue eyes. There were hints of lines at the side of her eyes, but in his mind, this made her more beautiful than ever. She certainly looked more beautiful than her author photo. 

'Nothing very exciting, I'm afraid. I work as a carpenter. Family business. I've never been married, but that's only because the right girl hasn't come along. I enjoy going out with my friend, Doogie. He's been with me through thick and thin.' And he's standing looking through the fucking window right now. Waving like a spaz. 'What about you?'

'Well, I was born in California, and moved to New York when I was twenty-three. That was my first husband's home. We lived in a little town called Lake George.'

'That sounds wonderful. What's it like there?' Craig had no interest whatsoever in going to America, but his friend Doogie had told him long ago that conversation was an art form. You have to have a two-way conversation with somebody; otherwise it comes across as you being narcissistic. 

'Lake George is a small community but there are million-dollar homes there. And there are three steamboats you can go on for a cruise on the lake. There are so many fun things to do. It's beautiful in summer. There's a small beach there, too.'

'It sounds exciting.' Maybe we could honeymoon there.

'What about you, Craig? Have you lived here all your life?'

'Yes, I have. I've not done anything exciting.'

The waiter brought them their food, a salad for Samantha and a pasta dish for Craig. 

'So, are you working on your next book?'

'I'm not writing a detective novel. I'm thinking of branching into non-fiction. What do you think about that?'

'I'd read anything you write. What is this one about? Or is it a secret?'

She laughed. 'It's not a secret, but I haven't advertised the fact yet.' She ate some of her salad. Then the waiter came back. 

'Excuse me, ma'am. There's a telephone call for you.'

Samantha's eyes furrowed. 'I wonder who this could be?' she said, standing up. 'Please excuse me.' You damn well know who it is; Jack up to his games again.

She walked through to the bar area, past the other patrons as they ate, wondering if he was watching her now. The phone was on the back counter. The barman nodded as she stepped behind the bar to pick up the handset.

'Hello?'

'Did you think I'd forgotten all about you, bitch?' 

The voice was tinny, as if he was talking through some computer program or something. Still, she recognised it as him. One thing was for sure though; it wasn't Craig who was calling her. She could still see him facing her and he wasn't on the phone.

'You're a sick bastard, Jack.'

Robotic laughter on the other end. 'You're going to wish you hadn't spoken to me that way. I don't take any guff from a stuck-up cow like you. When you least expect it, I'll be there. And then you'll die. Enjoy your lunch while you can.'

The line went dead.

Samantha went back to the table, not feeling scared anymore, but very angry. Her face flushed as she sat down.

'Is everything okay?' Craig asked. He'd stopped eating when she had. Good manners, Doogie had said. 

'Yes, it's fine.'

'You were saying about writing non-fiction?'

'Oh, yes. I had a strange offer from a man who was in prison. I didn't speak to him directly, but through a third party.'

'Sounds very mysterious, but since you write crime, that might be a good thing.' He gave a brief laugh.

'But unfortunately, the go-between was murdered. So now I don't have a contact.'

Craig's smile slipped. God, please tell me no. 'What's it about?'

'I don't really have all the details, but it's about a man in Edinburgh who's been a serial killer for years. Living undetected.'

Craig felt the room swimming. His plate rose up to meet him, and he stopped himself before his face was covered in pasta sauce.

'Are you feeling alright?' Samantha said, gripping his arm.

'I'm fine. I'm sorry. I think I'm coming down with something.' He straightened up, looking at her face, seeing his whole future disappearing.

'If you'll excuse me, I need to visit the men's room.'

'That's fine.'

He went into the bathroom through the back and splashed cold water on his face.

'She knows, Doogie,' he said, when he saw his friend coming into the bathroom.

'Knows what?' 

Craig turned around and faced his friend. 'She's talking about writing a non-fiction book about an Edinburgh serial killer who's been killing for years undetected. Her contact was murdered. Sound familiar?'

'Good God. She knew that man who had his fingers cut off?'

'Geddes Fyfe's his name. And this is slowly spiralling out of control.'

'What are you going to do now?'

'Vomit, I think,' Craig said, and rushed into a cubicle.




****




The patrol car pulled into the side of the road, its blues flashing on the roof. The uniform got out as the black van pulled in behind it. Another uniform got out of the car and they walked into the Sicilian.

'Is everything okay?' the Maître D' asked.

'Move,' Matt Spencer said. 

It had been easy taking a patrol car from the back car park after he put his uniform on. They told him to hand it in, but he hadn't and they had probably forgotten or hadn't checked. 

He saw the American bitch sitting at the table.

'Samantha Willis?' Matt asked, while the other uniform stood behind.

'Yes.' Samantha looked flustered as the uniform looked at her, and by the scrambled egg on the peak of his hat, he was a senior officer.

'Stand up. You're under arrest for the murder of Geddes Fyfe.'

'What? No. What? You've got this all wrong.'

Matt read Sam her rights as the other uniform made her stand and handcuffed her hands behind her back

'Is this fucking Jack Miller putting you up to this?' she said, anger creeping into her voice.

'Put her in the back of the car,' Matt said. 'We have back-up in the van if you want to put up a fight.'

He picked up her bag and marched her outside. The uniform opened one of the back doors and Samantha got in.

'Where are you taking me?' she asked, knowing the booking cells were in the High Street station.

'We're taking you to Leith. We have a senior officer there waiting to interview you.'

She sat back, fuming, and then after ten minutes, the sirens stopped and they coasted round to an old building.

The van pulled up behind them and the uniform in the passenger side got out, and opened the back door, roughly pulling her out. Then he marched her to the back of the van. The driver already had the back door open and she was thrown inside.

She knew then that this wasn't normal.

It was dark in the back and she started to get a bad feeling as the van pulled away at high speed.

Then she saw it, sitting at the back, two bungee cords holding it up against the bulkhead.

A coffin.

And then she knew that Jack Miller wasn't behind this. 

He had tried to warn her and she didn't listen.

And now the man who had killed Geddes Fyfe, had her in the back of a van. And she couldn't call the police.

Because it was the police who had taken her.




****




Craig came out of the toilets. He felt ill. His plans and thoughts for the future had just been served to him on a plate. And he had puked it back up in the toilets. He should have known better than to try and snag a famous writer. He should have tried to get himself a local girl, somebody with no ambition and nothing between her ears.

But he had to be the big man. And he was so close. The woman he had loved from afar, had been in the palm of his hand, but now she had left the restaurant, probably in disgust.

He called the waiter over. 'I'll just pay the bill now.'

'Yes, sir.'

'How long ago did she leave?'

'She was arrested, sir. Two police officers came in and took her away. They had back-up, one said, sitting in a black van.'

'A black van?' Craig almost shouted.

'Yes, sir.'

'Did you see who was driving it?'

'Another policeman.'

Craig pulled out a wad of notes, threw enough down on the table to cover the meal and ran out of the restaurant.


CHAPTER 63




They spearheaded their arrival, one convoy coming from the Grassmarket, the other from Lothian Road into King's Stables Road, the last patrol car from each convoy stopping and blocking the roads in and out.

The unmarked van with the armed response team shot through the tunnel of the Spencer funeral home entrance and skidded to a halt.

The four armed men jumped out of the back, including Lloyd Masters, the commander. The driver got out and took his weapon from the rear of the van as the first car came screaming into the courtyard. 

Right behind them were the patrol cars and the other unmarked cars.

As the uniforms jumped out, Purcell noticed the place was eerily quiet.

'You,' he said to one of the uniforms, 'get that ram out of the boot. I want to go in through the front office. Spread out. Detain anybody who's here, so we can question them. We're looking for all of the Spencers. Don't let any of them talk back to you. If they start the slightest bit of nonsense, arrest them and especially don't let Matt Spencer give any of you grief. As of this morning, the chief constable drafted a termination letter for Spencer. He is no longer a copper. Don't let him fool you. 

'Commander Masters, if you could lead the way, starting with those workshops and the office there.'

'Will do.' 

'Suzy, Kim, get those flats checked up there too. Smash the doors in. We suspect they are holding one of our men here against his will, and we want him found. Gibb, go with them. Gilmour, go with Commander Masters.'

The two women rushed across to the doors of the flats with uniforms aiding them. More battering rams appeared and doors were smacked. 

As the men dispersed, Miller and Purcell took some uniforms round to the street where a patrol car sat blocking the entrance to the courtyard.

'Right, son, break the fucking door in,' Purcell said.

He and Miller stood back as the young cop took the battering ram to the office door, which offered very little resistance before crashing back on its hinges. Then he stood back as the two detectives walked in. 

'The hours on the door say it should be open today,' Miller said.

'They haven't opened today as they know they have to do something with Hagan.'

Miller walked through the office and along a back corridor, Purcell following. 'His message said something about a secret stairway being in a cupboard along here.'

There were two doors. One was locked. Purcell pointed to it and the uniform knocked it in. There were stairs leading up.

'Go and check it you lot.'

Miller opened the cupboard door and all that faced him was a wall with shelves on it and cleaning tools and accessories. It looked like just a cupboard.

'There has to be only one cupboard down here, surely,' Purcell said.

Miller took a step closer and sniffed. 'You smell that?'

'What? Bleach?'

'No, not that. It smells like new wood. You know, wood that's just been cut.'

Purcell walked forward and sniffed. Looked at Miller. 'New shelves.' He stepped out and shouted to the uniform with the ram. He swept the stuff off the shelves and saw they were loose. He took them off with Miller's help. Then he looked at the uniform.

'Get into it,' he ordered.

The uniform smacked the wall and the ram went right through it. He pulled it back out and hit more of the wall between the shelf brackets, and the brackets themselves, until the doorway was revealed.

'The sneaky bastards covered it up,' Purcell said. He looked at the uniform who had come back down from the level above. 'What's upstairs?'

'Just storage. It's all dusty up there as if it hasn't been used for years.'

'Right, get the rest of them back down here. We're going in there.' He took a flashlight out and shone it through the hole in the wall. 

There were stairs at the end of a short passage. It smelt old and musty, as if they were entering a tomb.

'I'll go first. Never let it be said I sacrificed anybody,' Purcell said, starting to walk along the corridor.

He was about to take the first step down when his phone rang. He stepped back out and answered it.

'Purcell.'

He listened and then hung up. All the others were watching him. 'Jesus Christ, that was somebody from the lab. They tested the blood from the old property for sale at Livingston. It was a match for Barry Finch. We can assume he's dead.'

'Were the fingers Finch's too?' Miller said.

'Yes, they were.'

'We were looking for Finch and he's been dead all this time.'

'It would seem so.'




****




The motion was actually very soothing. Hagan didn't remember the last time he'd felt so good. He was just lying here, relaxing. He'd felt pain before but whatever he'd been given kept him feeling smooth. He didn't feel pain anymore, didn't feel any anxiety.

The man was going to let him go. Maybe he'd go for a pint. Maybe he'd take Hazel and Jane out for a bite to eat. The little girl had been so excited about him being her daddy.

He was excited too. He was a daddy and hadn't even known about it. He couldn't believe it when Hazel had told him six months ago. He told her he would have been excited by the news, not put off. He had years to make up, but he was up for the challenge.

The first thing he'd do when he got out of this would be to give Hazel and Jane a hug.

Why did you do that, Bruce? he could hear Hazel say when she found out what he had done.

Well, I took a chance, and that's the way to get ahead, Hazel. I want to rise up and earn more money for us.

She was a good detective and would make Inspector before he did, but he wanted to move up too. She would go on maternity leave but then she would come back and rise up far. God, he loved her so much.

The motion stopped. Whatever he'd been given was starting to wear off. He could hear more. Sense more. But he still couldn't move more.

He didn't move for a little while, then he heard a noise then voices.

This was it. He was actually being released. Just hang on. His hopes soared high, and he could see Hazel's face smiling as he ran into her arms.

Then at last, the coffin moved. He could feel a vibration under the coffin. Then nothing as if he was floating on air. Then he had a sensation of being lowered and then it stopped.

He could hear muffled talking. Maybe the man had help and was giving them instructions, but whatever they were doing, they were taking their sweet time.

After a little while, the lowering sensation again, more jerky this time. Silence again.

Come on, what's happening? 

Then he heard a noise like rain hitting the lid of the coffin. Oh, great. Now it's raining. I'm going to get soaked.

Then more. But it wasn't rain. This was a dull thud. He realised what it was and tried to scream but nothing came out. He couldn't move, couldn't shout.

The man had lied to him. Hagan wasn't being released at all.

He was being buried alive.


CHAPTER 64




'Jesus, Bruce Hagan was brave coming down here alone after dark,' Miller said as they made their way down the stone staircase, their footsteps echoing. Their flashlights shone around the mouldy stone walls. 

'I just hope to God he's safe.'

More flashlights were being shone around behind them as the uniforms followed.

'Hope for the best, expect the worst,' he said, as they reached the bottom. They could see the other tunnel filled with rubble. There was only one way forward.

The tunnel came out in a room. There were several flashlights moving about. When they exited the tunnel, two of the firearms team were standing covering the entrance with their machine guns.

'Stand down, men, it's me, Purcell.'

The men visibly relaxed and lowered their weapons.

Lloyd Masters was standing in the middle of the room. 'You're not going to believe this. This is a fucking torture chamber.'

He led them through to the next room.




****




'Matt took her. I can't believe it, Doogie,' Craig said, running down Victoria Street.

'It shouldn't surprise you, Craig. He never wanted you to leave. As long as you were in there with them, they could control you. They wanted you right there where they could keep an eye on you.'

'You're right. I should have called Frank Miller a long time ago. Matt went on about him and how much he hates him.'

They reached the bottom of Victoria Street and turned right into the Grassmarket.

'Oh, God, no. Look, Doogie.' Craig had stopped for a moment, looking at the police car with its flashing lights at the end of his street in the distance.

'This is it, Craig. It's all over. They know now. There's nothing else you can do.'

'Oh, Doogie, this is all his fault. Why couldn't he have just been normal? So we could all have done our own thing?'

'Life's not that easy.'

They walked down to where the police car was. Two uniforms were standing next to it.

'You have to go in, Craig. This is your chance to make it right. To make it right for Samantha. You do love her, don't you?'

'Yes, of course I do.'

'Then go save her. You know where she's gone, don't you?'

'Yes.'

'Then for once, you have to stand up to them. They can't expect you to stay silent anymore.'

'I will, Doogie. Will you come with me?'

'You know I can't, Craig. This is the end of the line for us, if they're in there doing what we think they are.'

'It doesn't have to change. We can still be friends.'

'No we can't. You have to let me go.'

'We had some good times, didn't we?' Craig started crying, the tears running down his cheeks.

'Of course we did, old chum. We've been friends for a very long time, and I've watched you grow into the man you should have been. This week I saw you make the change you should have been allowed to make a long time ago.'

The sun was shining down, and Craig stood in the shadow of the castle above, feeling chilled to the bone.

'I couldn't have made it through these past few years without you by my side.'

'I know. I was only too happy to be there for you.'

Craig turned away for a second. 'I don't know if I can do this, Doogie-'

But Doogie wasn't listening anymore. He was gone.

With a heavy heart, he walked towards the two police officers.

'I need to speak to Frank Miller,' he said. 'I'm Craig Spencer.'




****




'Jesus, I wonder how many people died in here,' Purcell said, as they shone their lights around the subterranean room. Dried blood covered almost every inch of the walls, evidence of severed arteries. A chair sat in the middle of the room, remnants of duct tape still on the arms.

'There's fresh blood there,' Masters said, pointing his own flashlight.

'God, I hope that's not Hagan's blood,' Miller said.

They heard a voice shouting from the other room. 'Through here!'

They moved out and saw a uniform gesturing to them from another room. This one lined with what seemed like dozens of old coffins, two high, on shelves. 

'This is a funeral parlour, so it's to be expected there would be coffins in here,' Purcell said, sweeping his light around the room.

'Through in this other room, sir,' the officer said. They went through a doorway and saw a room that looked like a living room. A couch and two chairs were against the back wall, while a table sat in the middle. 

On the couch and chairs were dead people. Skeletons with clothes on.

'Would you look at this one,' Purcell said, the light from his flashlight hitting the gold wings on the blue jacket. This one was wearing a pilot's uniform. A flight bag was sitting at the side of the couch. Miller had pulled on a pair of gloves and opened the case, wiping some of the dust off it first.

He pulled out airline papers. 'It says here, Douglas Monroe.' He also pulled out a photo. It was the pilot standing next to a young woman on a beach and they were both smiling. He was wearing his uniform and she was wearing a summer dress. Me and my Doogie, Blackpool 1975 Love you, Doogie! It was signed, Alice. Another photo. Me and Justine. My best friend! This time is was two women sitting in a pub, one of them clearly Alice. More papers. An old passport. This one in the name of Alice Spencer. It was an American passport.

'Douglas Monroe and Alice Spencer. I wonder if that's them there?' Miller said. 'Wasn't Matt Spencer's mother called Alice?'

'She was. It's in his personnel file.'

'And she hanged herself. Supposedly. What if old man Spencer found out she was having an affair with this guy Doogie Monroe and killed them?' 

'Maybe he did. Made her death look like an accident, and then brought her here instead of giving her a dignified burial.'

'Kate Murphy will be able to tell if Monroe was murdered, I'm sure.'

'I wonder who the others are.' Purcell said.

'I'm assuming Justine Reynolds is in here, but hopefully Matt Spencer will tell us, when we get hold of him.'

'Sir, could you come and have a look?' another uniform said.

Masters brought up the rear as they trooped out of the room back to the coffins.

The uniform had one open. In it lay a woman, who had been dressed in old woman's clothes.

'By the look of her, she died a very long time ago,' Miller said, looking at the decomposed state.

'There's more,' the uniform said. 

Purcell had a look at two more. 'Get them all open. I want to know what the hell is going on here.'

Just then, they heard more footsteps coming down to them. It was a uniform escorting a young man.

'He says his name is Craig Spencer and he wants to talk to DI Miller,' he said, when they were close.

Miller walked over to him, his light illuminating the man's face. 'How can I help you, Craig?'

'I'm Matt Spencer's brother.'

'I know you are.' He looked at him.

'We know what Matt's been up to,' Purcell said.

'No, you don't. You don't know anything.'

'Then tell us what we need to know.'

'I will. I'll tell you everything. But first we need to go and get Samantha Willis.'

'Where is she?' Miller asked, feeling his pulse start to race.

'Matt took her. He arrested her.'

'What? What do you mean he arrested her?' Purcell said.

'We were having lunch, and when I came out of the bathroom, the waiter said she'd been arrested. And they had a black van with them. They abducted her.'

'Them?' 

'Wherever Matt goes, my dad goes. We need to hurry.'

'Where's Bruce Hagan?' Miller said.

'I don't know.' 

Not, Who? but a simple I don't know.

'Tell me where he is, Craig. Is he here somewhere?' He looked around the underground room.

'I had nothing to do with that. I swear to God. I don't know where he is. I heard my dad talking to him.'

'When was this?'

'This morning.'

He's alive, was Miller's first thought. 'You need to tell us where your father took him.'

'He was in there.' He pointed to the room with the coffins.

'Detectives, come and look at this,' Lloyd Masters said. He looked at Craig Spencer as if he would quite happily kick him between the legs.

'Stay with him,' Miller said.

'You better hurry,' Craig said. 'We need to find Samantha. I can take you to her, Frank.'

They walked back through to where the coffins were. 

'Frank?' Purcell said. 'He wants you to be friends now. First name terms.'

'I don't care about that, as long as he gets us to Hagan.'

They stopped in front of one of the coffins. 

Inside was Barry Finch. His throat slit open, as well as the femoral artery in his inner thigh, just as they suspected.

'We've opened them all. They look as if some of them have been here for a very long time, but there are some who seem fresher, for want of a better word. Look in this one.'

Purcell and Miller did. Inside was an old man. He looked as if he had only died the day before.

'This is a fresh victim.' Miller said.

'No,' Masters said. 'This is a genuine death. My man found this in an inside pocket.' He handed it over to Miller, and he read it.

'It's a letter from a son to his dad. Tucked into his pocket. The funeral's today.'

'So if the old man is in this coffin here, who's in the one going to the funeral?' Purcell said.

Then it hit them both at once. 'Hagan.'

Miller went storming back through to Craig. 'Don't you fuck me about now, Craig; was Bruce Hagan in a coffin?'

Craig nodded. 'Yes.'

'Where the fuck is he now? You better start talking or you'll end up in one of those fucking coffins, I swear to Christ.'

'I don't know where he is. He was around here somewhere.'

Then they heard a noise behind them. Two of the marksmen turned their weapons round, the flashlights attached to the barrels lighting up Kim as she came through a secret doorway.

'It's me! Kim! Don't shoot!'

'Where did you come from?' Miller asked.

'There's a cupboard in one of the flats that has a hidden staircase.'

'It's my flat,' Craig said. 'It's how I used to leave. I'd come down here and go through the tunnel to the office and go out at night, then I'd come back in the same way.' He looked at Miller. 'We need to go and get Samantha Willis or he'll kill her. We can't let her die.'

'Where is she?'

'She's being taken somewhere.'

'Tell me.'

'No. I'll show you.'

'No, you won't. You'll tell me right now.'

'I hardly think you're in a position to negotiate, Frank. Let's go. We can get to her.'

Purcell walked back in. 'Take him, Frank. We're trying to figure out where that old man's funeral was taking place.'

'Do you know?' Miller asked Craig.

'I just build the coffins. I don't do any of the paperwork.' He looked past Miller into the other room. Doogie was still sitting on the couch, and Craig knew that would be the last time he would ever see him there.

His friend smiled and raised a fist. 'Go get her, Champ!' he shouted. But only Craig heard him.

Miller looked at Kim. 'Call your dad. Ask him to get Ian Powers to do a computer search and find out through the obituaries where the funeral was taking place.'

'Will do. Now you go with him and find Samantha. If it's a trap, rip his fucking head off.'

'Frank?' Purcell said.

'Yes?'

'This is not a bad movie. Take back-up with you. Take as many uniforms as you need.'

'Okay.'

Miller left with Craig, they took a uniform and a patrol car and had two follow them in another.

'Where to?' Miller said, as they stopped at the exit from the courtyard.

Craig told him. 'Please hurry. He killed Geddes Fyfe and Annie Cameron. He'll kill Samantha as well.'

'All these years, we thought Matt was a killer, but now we know for sure.'

Craig shook his head. 'You've got it all wrong; Matt's not the killer.'


CHAPTER 65




Kim asked her father to do a search for funerals taking place in Edinburgh and gave him the name of the old man they found in the coffin. He came back five minutes later with the details. 

'Corstorphine Hill cemetery, off  Drum Brae. Let's go,' she said to a team. 

Masters instructed two of his men. 'Go with them. I want armed response there, just in case.'

They jumped in the cars and sped out of the courtyard, driving down King's Stables Road, then up the wrong way to Lothian Road, the traffic still blocked by a patrol car.

Masters was in the front of the car with Kim as she drove, the firearms team following behind. 

'I find it hard to believe they would put that poor bastard in a coffin and go ahead with the funeral as if it was the old man in there.'

'I've never met anybody like the Spencer family,' Kim said, flooring it as they entered Shandwick Place, heading west. She drove past one of the Edinburgh trams as they hit Haymarket.

'Can you call Corstorphine police station, sir? See if they can provide back-up'

'Of course I can. And you don't have to call me sir. Although I appreciate it when subordinates do, you're an investigator with the PF office, on secondment to Police Edinburgh. I don't stand on ceremony, young lady.'

She smiled at him as he took out his phone and barked some orders into it. She realised his bark was just as bad as his bite.




****




Purcell was standing in old man Spencer's office, looking around. There was nothing incriminating in it, but it gave him chills, to think the old man was in here, conducting day-to-day business when there were dead people down in his workshop, lying in coffins.

'Who do you think those people are down there, in the coffins?' Suzy asked, as if she had read his mind. 

'God knows. Although if that was the customers, there are two trains of thought. He could take them out, dig up the coffins and sell them on again, but I think that would be too much work. Plan B, he takes the customer out and puts somebody else in it.'

'And we don't have to speculate who. Like Barry Finch's American girlfriend. Is she somewhere in the ground now?'

Purcell felt his phone buzz with an incoming text message. He read it. 

Come to the warehouse where it all started. This is where it ends.

'God almighty, look at that,' he said, showing Suzy the message.

'Let's go and get him, Percy.'







'It's just outside the village,' Craig said, as the patrol car slowed on the approach to the village of Shortholme on the road to Peebles, in the Borders. They were almost there when the heavens opened and the rain poured down.

Miller's phone rang. He was sitting in the front passenger seat, while Craig sat in the back.

'Hello?'

'Son, it's me. Listen, I have that information you wanted from Neil McGovern on Matt Spencer's brother, the one who's been seeing Samantha.'

'Go ahead.'

'He was put into the psychiatric hospital when he was eight, after witnessing his mother hang herself. He was released into the care of his family when he was eighteen. He was withdrawn and from tax records, he's only ever worked in the family business.'

'That doesn't mean anything.'

'Doogie Monroe was a pilot for British Airways in nineteen-seventy-five. He went missing back then, and no sign was ever seen of him again.'

'Thanks.'

'I'm worried about Samantha.'

'Craig's here with me now. We're heading out to Shortholme. His brother arrested Sam earlier, but Craig thinks he knows where he's taken her.'

'The bastard. If he's hurt her, I'll break his fucking neck. If you get up in his face, you tell him that from me.'

'We're nearly there now, Dad. Let me go and I'll call you when we get her.' He turned and looked at Craig. 'If Sam's hurt, you know you're going to have your limbs pulled from your body, don't you?'

'Samantha is the only one I care about. Your threats don't worry me.'

'Concentrate. I want to know where this place is.'

'Go over the bridge. Turn right and go right up to the top of the hill. It hasn't been used for a while so it's fairly overgrown.'

The patrol car turned right and the driver gunned it up the hill. 

'There!' shouted Craig, from the back seat. 'On the right here.'

They saw an overgrown track, bushes making it almost impossible to see it. Rain bounced off the vegetation and rattled on the car. Miller turned to look at Craig. 'If you're taking the piss, you'll know all about it.'

'I want to save her just as much as you do.'

Miller nodded to the uniform. They drove onto the track.




****




Two outriders were holding up the traffic at the Drum Brae roundabout in Corstorphine, creating a traffic jam. Two patrol cars were sitting at the roundabout, waiting. When they saw the patrol car's blue lights rounding the bend on St. John's Road, the two motorbikes held the traffic back while the patrol cars took off up Drum Brae. 

Kim had been on an annual driving course, being taught at Police Pursuit level, and she took the roundabout like a racing car driver. She shot up the hill behind the patrol cars, her back-up car following, the outriders bringing up the rear.

Two minutes later, as the road crested, they turned into Corstorphine Hill cemetery.

'I hope we're not too late, Lloyd,' Kim said.

She turned the car to the left. It didn't matter which way she turned. The entrance to the cemetery was a tree-lined avenue, one car wide. A patrol car would block the end, so no vehicles were leaving.

'Do you see the hearse?' she asked.

'No, but I see a van,' Masters said, pointing.

It was a van with a pick-up body, pulling a trailer. On the trailer was a small backhoe.

'The gravediggers,' Kim said. 'And they're leaving.' She shot the car forward and stopped in front of the Transit.

She and Masters got out, Masters looking menacing with his Heckler and Koch. More cars stopped behind them and officers got out. Kim walked up to the driver's window.

'Was there a hearse here not long ago?'

The driver nodded. 'Yes. The funeral ended about fifteen minutes ago.'

'And you filled the grave in already?' Masters said.

'Yes. It doesn't take long with that thing on the back.'

'We need you to dig it up again.'

The driver looked unsure. 'I'm not sure if I'm allowed to do that. You might have to get a court order or something.'

Masters subtly shifted his machine gun. 'I'm going to need you to get the grave opened up right now. There might be somebody alive in there.'

'Fuck it. They don't pay me enough to argue with you boys. Follow me.'

They got back in the cars as the van drove round to the grave. A few minutes later, the backhoe was lifting the dirt out and dumping it. When they got down further, they jumped down and used shovels to get the rest of the dirt away from the coffin. Uniforms were standing looking at the men, watching, as the dark brown of the wood was slowly uncovered.

'Right, lads, good job. Get out now,' Masters said.

The two men jumped up and stood to one side. 'Do you have a tool for opening the lid?' Kim said.

The man ran to the van and came back with a crowbar. Kim jumped into the hole, wedged the bar under the lid, and heaved. The wood splintered but held. She moved the tool further along, then again and again until something snapped and the lid sprang open a few inches.

She took a deep breath and looked at Masters and some of the other faces.

Then she opened the coffin lid all the way.


CHAPTER 66




The track was slippery and the wet branches smacked off the windscreen as the patrol car slid. The driver held onto the wheel with white knuckles.

'What is this place?' Miller asked, as the car behind had just as much trouble moving as they had. 

'Shortholme cemetery. My father was brought up here. My grandfather and his father lived here. We go back generations.'

'Was he an undertaker as well?'

'Yes, they all were. It's the family business. It's all we knew. Every member of the family went into the business.'

'Except Matt.'

'He was always the black sheep. He wanted nothing to do with it.'

'You did, obviously.'

'I had no choice. After being in the hospital for ten years, nobody in their right mind would employ me. They all said I was the nutter in the family.'

Miller shifted in his seat to look at Craig. A peel of thunder exploded above them. The day was prematurely dark, made darker by the clouds, and the trees that shrouded them. 

The track went higher, and they had to make a sharp turn. The road got narrower and water was flowing quickly down the shallow ditch that ran alongside the road. A wind whipped up, blowing vegetation onto the windscreen. The wipers battled to keep the rain off. Another branch smacked the front glass almost shattering it, but it sprang back to where it came from. The headlights from the patrol car swept through the semi-darkness, illuminating the rain as it came down almost like a waterfall.

'When did they close this cemetery?' Miller asked, having to raise his voice against the noise of the rain.

'About ten years ago. As it was almost full, they decided to build the new one in town.'

Miller looked through the windscreen again. 'Are you sure about this?'

'Yes,' Craig answered. 'Look. You can see the tyre marks from the van.'

Miller couldn't see anything in the mud ahead of them. The car slid suddenly, the back end sliding out, but the uniform had control of it.

The car behind didn't have as much luck. The back end went out and ended up in the ditch, the front wheels sticking up in the air.

They stopped and watched the other officers get out. They were getting soaked. They walked up to Miller's car. 'Sorry, sir, the car just slid.'

'Don't worry about it. Get in beside us.'

One of them opened the door and Craig scooted over.

They rounded another bend and the lights picked out a set of closed gates ahead. There was a stone wall on either side, and they could see an old roof sticking up above the left hand side.

'What's that?' Miller asked.

'It's the old watch tower. So people could watch over their dead loved ones in case of body snatchers. My grandfather told us all these horror stories when we were little. Old bastard tried to scare us to death. He was the real nutter. He hanged himself in the family mausoleum.'

'That seems to run in your family, doesn't it? Your mother hanged herself too, didn't she?'

Craig's face looked as if it was made from stone. 'She didn't hang herself. They hanged her when they found out she was going to run away with Doogie.'

The car came to a halt in front of the gates. There was thick shrubbery on either side of the entrance. Overgrown bushes and trees.

'Can you guys get out and open the gates?' Miller said.

'Come on, sir, it's pissing down. Can't he go?' one of them said, nodding at the driver.

'You're already wet,' the driver said.

'He's got a point,' Miller said. 'Sometime today would be good.'

Fuck sake the driver of the disabled patrol car said. He opened the door. The other uniform waited.

'Go and help him,' Miller said.

He got out to help, and Craig slid along behind him and was out of the car before Miller could shout a warning.

Craig pushed the second uniform into the first and bolted towards the gate as both police officers fell to the ground, and slipped through the gap, ducking as he did so.

'Get up!' Miller said, getting out of the car. He ran up to the gate as the uniforms scrambled to their feet. They weren't closed all the way, but somebody had put a thick chain and padlock on them, from the other side. They could squeeze through but couldn't get it open to drive through.

Miller looked through the pouring rain, but the cemetery hadn't been looked after and thick bushes and trees made it look like a jungle.

The watchtower was a ruin and it was clear Craig hadn't run into it. Ahead of them, the road forked left and right. Each road then turned at ninety degrees. There was nothing to see but old gravestones and overgrown trees and bushes.

Craig had disappeared.

'Which way?' one of the soaking wet uniforms said.

The rain ran down Miller's face like tears.

'Your guess is as good as mine.'




****




Purcell pulled up behind the patrol car. The blue lights were no longer flashing and it was empty.

Suzy looked at him. Looked behind at the patrol car blocking the entrance to the yard. 'We could have them come in with us.'

'No, I need to do this alone. I've waited for this for a long time.'

'I'm coming in with you.'

'No, you're not. It's too dangerous.'

'Okay, Captain Sexist, I'm not a wee wife who stays at home washing her husband's skids all day. I'm coming in.'

He put a hand on hers. 'Give me ten minutes.'

He got out of the car. A wind was getting up and there was rain in the air again, as if a storm was coming. He walked towards the entrance of the old warehouse, where he and Frank Miller had gone in a few nights ago.

There was no need for stealth as he was expected, but he was wary of a trap. He walked through the main body of the warehouse, his boots crunching the glass under his feet. Puddles were scattered across the floor from the last deluge. Water dripped somewhere unseen, reminding him that it was dripping the time he was here before on his own.

He felt he knew the place inside out, such was it engraved in his memory.

The stairs were ahead and he started to climb them, knowing Matt Spencer would be here, waiting. Purcell felt his senses heightened. He was wary of Matt coming at him with a needle. He would go all out to take the other man down, and aim to keep him down. He wanted to see his dog again. And Lou too, but Bear mostly.

The corridor was darker now clouds had come scudding over. He walked the length of the corridor, noticing far more graffiti was on the walls. Some of it even looked good. The artist should spend more time doing something constructive with his talent.

Now he was careful where he was putting his feet, trying to be as quiet as possible. He rounded the corner on his left, the offices on his right. One, empty. 

And now he came up to office number two. Where Valerie Templeton had been sitting dead, ten years ago.

He took a breath and turned into the office.

It too was empty.

Where the hell was Matt Spencer now?

He came back out, took his extendable baton out and flexed it open. He would smash Matt's hand if he came at him with a needle again.

He moved forward and stood at the door of office number three. Looked in and expected Matt Spencer to be waiting for him. 

He was, except he had a rope round his neck, hands handcuffed behind his back. He'd put a black hood on and was standing on a flimsy plank of wood that stretched across a huge hole in the floor, barely able to keep his balance. One push with his feet and he'd be down and his neck would break.

Purcell moved forward slowly, looking through the hole that exposed the storage area below, littered with old, rusty drums and detritus from ten years of lying empty.

'Hold on, I'll get you down. You can't be doing this, Matt.'

Purcell felt more than heard the feet coming into the room. Wind whistled through the broken windows, making him shiver in the cold. Yes, there was definitely a storm coming.

In more ways than one.

'Glad you could make it,' the voice said to him.

He turned round. 

Matt Spencer was holding a rope. 

And there was nowhere to run.

The other figure stood precariously on the plank as the two men faced each other.


CHAPTER 67




The paramedics were standing by, having followed the patrol cars into the cemetery in Corstorphine. The sun was out but the sky was black to the south, slowly making its way towards them. Another hour, and they would be getting drenched, but right now, birds were chirping in the sun, as if they were watching the group of people standing round the fresh grave.

The lid of the coffin sprang back with surprising ease now the screws weren't holding it down.

Kim gasped and let out a yell. 'Oh, God, no. Bruce! Bruce, we're here!' she shouted.

Bruce Hagan lay back in the coffin; his eyes open to the world, unseeing. As the paramedics closed in, Kim stood back and looked down at the man she had known only for a few days. The man Hazel Carter had told her about.

It seemed that Hagan, despite the muscle relaxant coursing through his body, as well as the anaesthetic, had managed to reach his hand into his inside pocket and take out a photograph. Three of the fingers on his right hand were missing. They were now bloody, burnt stumps, but it was obvious he had gripped the photo of little Jane, Hazel's daughter.

Bruce's daughter, Kim thought.

With help, the two paramedics lifted Hagan out and onto the stretcher that was still in the folded position. Kim watched as the two men in green jumpsuits tried to bring DS Bruce Hagan back to life. She looked at the bloody mess where his right ear used to be. It had congealed and dried.

Kim Smith had worked in the same government department as her father had, until six months ago. When she was working in London, she had seen her fair share of fatalities. Men and women who had died in heinous circumstances, and although they always touched her, nothing had made her feel as sad and shocked as to see her own colleague lying dead in a coffin, long before his time.

Tears were rolling down her face as she walked over to Lloyd Masters. 'If we'd only got here sooner, maybe he would still be alive.'

'We can't second guess ourselves, Kim. We did what we could, and as fast as we could possibly do it.'

'I know, Lloyd, but look at him. He was in a coffin, buried alive. What is Hazel going to do?' She started sobbing then stopped when one of the paramedics shouted out.

'We got him back! Help us get him out of here!'

Kim spun round, looking back down at Bruce. He still looked dead, but they had a defibrillator going, and were doing all sorts of stuff to him, giving him an injection and putting a drip into him.

They lifted the stretcher into an upright position and took him to the waiting ambulance. 

'I'll ride with him,' Kim said to Masters.

'Do that. I'll get on to control. Use the outriders,' he said, to a sergeant who had driven one of the patrol cars in. 'Give it all you have. That young man is one of ours.'

The convoy of police vehicles filed out of the cemetery, the ambulance in the middle. 

'You can leave that there,' Masters said, to the gravediggers, pointing to the coffin. 'And we're going to need to take statements.'

The patrol car crew who had stayed behind started talking to the two men as Masters requested the Scene of Crime teams.

Now they needed to track down the funeral crew who had put Hagan in the ground. They had obviously taken a different way back from the way he and Kim had come. 

At least there was a welcoming committee waiting for them back at the ranch.

Masters took out his phone and called Miller.

There was no answer.


CHAPTER 68




Samantha Willis woke up feeling groggy, with one hand tied to one of the metal wall struts in the back of the van. She shook her head and sat up, pushing with her legs, and her free hand.

One of the back doors was partially open, letting in daylight. Did the door opening waken her? She wasn't sure.

After a few minutes, her head became clearer. She looked at the rope holding her, and saw it wasn't a rope at all. It was a bungee cord, just like the ones holding the coffin in place next to her.

She untied it. Then she heard a bang. It was the rumble of thunder, she realised, when she heard the rain battering off the roof of the van, making a hissing noise as it struck something. Grass maybe. She couldn't see out from where she was sitting.

She was trying to gather her thoughts. She was having lunch with Craig when those cops turned up and arrested her. They took her into the car and then drove away at high speed. She had seen the black van with the uniformed cop sitting behind the wheel, but she didn't pay much attention after that.

Maybe Jack had sent back-up, for the sake of being dramatic.

That was her initial thought, but that had soon been dispelled. Samantha had recognised one of the two cops in the front of the car; Matt Spencer. She had seen him once, when she was doing research at St. Leonard's police station.

They had stopped at some abandoned building and he had told her to get out. The other cop had dragged her from the back when she had asked them what the hell was going on. 

The black van had pulled up behind them and then she knew this was not normal. That copper also said nothing, but as she was getting in the back of the van, she felt a pin prick on the back of her neck and then everything went dark.

Now she was here. God knows where. She untied the bungee cord and threw it aside, rubbing her wrist.

She knew in her heart that Jack Miller hadn't attacked her, and she didn't know why, but it upset her that he had hit Ralph, although she knew he had deserved it. She hated Ralph now, but had loved him at one time, and just the thought of somebody hitting him made her feel sick.

Now, seeing the coffin in the back of the van, she knew Jack wasn't behind this. He was Frank's father, had been a detective, and she had gotten a good vibe from him when they had been together. This wasn't his doing. He had warned her to watch her back, but she had ignored him.

What about Craig?

She didn't get that vibe from him either. He was a lonely man, and if she was honest with herself, she had been using him to make Jack jealous. She felt awful for it, but Craig simply wasn't her type.

She felt a chill running up her back now. Should she open the coffin to see who was in it. Or was it empty? Only one way to find out.

She stood up, slightly hunched over so she wouldn't bang her head on the van's roof, and tried lifting the coffin lid. It came up easily.

There was an old man in it.

'I see you're awake,' a voice said from the door, throwing it wide open.

Samantha gasped and turned round, banging her head on the roof. 'Who are you?' she said, feeling a bolt of fear shoot through her. She thought it was the police officer who was driving the van, but he had a waterproof jacket and hat on now.

One telling thing was, and she knew this from writing crime fiction, he wasn't bothering to cover his face.

'You don't need to know that.' He opened the other door. 'Step out.'

The rain was lashing down, and thunder cracked overhead. Lightning lit up the dark sky. Is this how my existence on Earth is going to end?

'No, I'm not coming out.'

'I thought you would say that.' He stepped into the van with practised ease.

'Oh, yes, you're a hard man, attacking a woman. Just like the other night in the High Street. That was you, wasn't it? Big man.'

'What are you talking about?'

'Luckily somebody was there. He stopped you from hurting me.'

'I never touched you in the High Street.'

'Yes, you did!'

He didn't argue with her anymore and physically dragged her by the hair out into the rain and threw her onto the ground.

Samantha screamed. Rolled over and got to her feet, but if she thought she was going to fight, he expelled that notion. Still, she screamed. She saw the graves, knew she was in a cemetery, but she didn't know what was on the other side of the walls.

It was old. It looked overgrown and neglected.

'Scream as loud as you like. We're miles from anywhere, and nobody can hear you scream.'

She screamed again and he laughed at her.

'Help!' she shouted.

He laughed at her, then the punch in the face shut her up. She fell back down, face up, and felt the rain hammering down onto her.

Then he was grabbing her again, getting her to her feet. That's when she saw it.

The mausoleum.

The other policeman from the restaurant came out into the rain, dressed similar to this man.

'Oh, no,' she said, and struggled even harder, leaning back and digging her heels in. Lightning flashed brightly overhead.

'A lot of people don't get to see their final resting place, but you're lucky. You do. I hope you'll be very comfortable.'

Samantha kicked and screamed as he grabbed her and started dragging her towards the mausoleum entrance where the other man was waiting.


CHAPTER 69




Purcell looked to the man with the rope round his neck. 'Who's that?'

The man was trying to talk but it was obviously gagged, and all they heard was muffled shouting.

'I can see the headlines now; Hero cop from Aberdeen tries to stop senior police officer from committing suicide, but falls to his death. Senior cop hanged. Or something like that,' Matt said.

'What the hell are you doing, Spencer?' Purcell said. 'Oh, wait, I forgot; this is your style. Bringing people here to hang them. Just like your sister-in-law. You knew I had seen her that night, you bastard.'

'I didn't kill Valerie. He did.' Matt pointed to the hooded figure with the rope round his neck, still standing precariously on the plank. He was the father of her baby. He was the one having an affair with her.'

'I'm sure.'

'I went round to Val's house the night she died,' Matt said, carrying on, 'and that piece of pond life was bent over her in the bedroom. She was on the bed, just staring into space. Dead. He had strangled her. Murdered her in cold blood.

'He told her to get rid of the baby, but she wouldn't hear of it. He said they argued and then he had her on the bed and strangled her. He was angry and upset and could see his marriage ending.'

'So after he got what he wanted from her, he tossed her aside like a piece of garbage?' Purcell said.

Matt took a step forward. 'The door was open. I went in and he was just finishing the job. Talk about being caught red-handed. Then he begged and pleaded with me to help him. So I told him if he had my back on the force, then I would. He agreed and I knew what a hanged person should look like, so we got a rope, took her up the attic and dropped her through.'

'And nobody questioned it?' Purcell said.

'She was on medication for depression. Nobody was in the house with her. Her husband was working and people vouched for him. There was no reason to suspect murder, so it was ruled death by suicide. It was almost the perfect crime.'

'And then I followed you and found her in here. What kind of a sick bastard are you, anyway? Did you want to have it away with her one last time?'

'That's sick, Purcell. You don't have any idea what's going on. She didn't die that night. You followed me from the pub because I got a call from my father that Valerie was in here. She had been taken from the funeral parlour across the road and brought here. My dad needed help getting her back, and that's when we saw you following me in here.'

Purcell nodded, getting it now. 'I see. It was that little bastard Craig. The one who's been bothering Samantha Willis. He took Valerie and was going to interfere with her. Is that right? Well, as far as I'm concerned, you're just as bad as each other.'

'Once again, you got it wrong,' Matt said, and he launched himself at Purcell.




****

Miller had taken the left fork in the road, with the uniform who had been driving, while the other two took the right. The rain got heavier and they were all soaked to the skin. They had decided on radio silence. They weren't sure which way Craig had gone.

'I'm going to kick Craig Spencer right in the nuts when I get him,' Miller said. They were jogging now, looking around constantly. It would be easy for Craig to jump out at them, his movements camouflaged by the noise of the rain belting down on the bushes. 

Then they heard the screams above the noise. Coming from further along the track. Then more.

Miller felt a jolt of adrenaline and started running faster. The uniform couldn't keep up but wasn't far behind.  

He liked Samantha Willis a lot, and knew her ex-husband had poisoned her against Jack. He could see her and his father getting back together. Samantha's view was distorted but she would soon realise how much Jack felt about her.

He knew if he didn't get to her in time, then Jack would never forgive himself for not doing more. He wouldn't blame Miller, he'd blame himself. 

So Miller ran full tilt, arms pumping now, following the track as this was the only way the van could have gone. His lungs were on fire and his legs ached, but he kept on going. You can rest later, but now you run as if your life depends on it. 

The track turned to the right and then Miller saw it. The black van.

He saw Craig Spencer standing in front of a police officer, who was holding Samantha close to him.

'Matt! Let her go!' Miller shouted.

The uniform looked at him and then he felt as if he had dropped down a lift shaft.

It wasn't Matt Spencer.

The uniform who had been running behind Miller caught up and stopped beside him, out of breath. 'Who's that?' he said.

'Jason Spencer, Craig's brother.'

'I thought it was Matt we were chasing?'

'So did I, pal. Seems we were wrong.'

Miller took a step towards Samantha. 'Let her go, Jason.'

Jason laughed. 'So now you tell me what to do? I don't think so.'

'Jason, listen to him,' Craig said. 'I'm not going to let you hurt her.'

'Which one of you killed Geddes Fyfe and Annie Cameron?' Miller asked.

'I don't know what you're talking about,' Jason said. 'If you think you're getting a confession out of me, think again.'

'He did,' Craig said. 'And all the rest of them, for as far back as I can remember.'

'Shut it,' Jason said, pulling out a knife. 'I'm going to gut all of you. Then I'm going to burn you in a funeral pyre. You know I'm capable of it.'

'He is, Frank. He's killed women for years. Every year, he waits for the Edinburgh festival and takes a woman. She's reported missing and life goes on. An American, because my mum was American, and she was going to leave us. And all those people in the coffins below the workshop in my dad's place? After the viewing, he took them out, put them in a ratty old coffin and put his victim in the coffin and they were buried or cremated.'

Jason gritted his teeth. 'Shut it. You better help me or they'll put you away too.'

Lightning flashed through the air with a crack.

'I'm sick and tired of helping you.' He turned to Miller, rain plastering his hair to his head. 'My dad and Matt used to make me help them clean up his mess. After he killed them, he would leave them, so we had to take care of it. I didn't want to, but they made me. He killed Barry Finch's girlfriend.'

'Craig!' Jason shouted. 'I'm warning you. You'll be next to go in a coffin. I had to take care of dad. He's in a coffin in the van, if you don't believe me.'

'Barry saw them, my dad, Matt and Jason, but he didn't say anything because Barry got his face punched and got blood on Charlene's clothes. That's what Matt said when he made me get her into a coffin.'

'What is wrong with you. I'm family. They're going to put you away.'

'They put her in a coffin and buried her at one of their funerals.' He turned to look at Miller. 'Why do you think they got me to make the coffins? They didn't want to arouse suspicion by ordering a load of them. So I made the cheap ones to put the customers in to store in the room downstairs under the workshop.'

Out of the corner of his eye, Miller saw the other two uniforms trying to get closer, moving stealthily through the undergrowth and bushes, their movement masked by the storm.

Samantha looked at Miller, her hair plastered to her face. He made eye contact with her, now only ten feet from her. Jason was looking at his brother. Miller nodded slightly to Samantha.

One chance.

'What would Jimmy do?' he asked Samantha. Jimmy Callahan, her fictional detective.

Samantha's eyes seem to light up. She rammed her right elbow into Jason's gut, and she expected him to let her go, but it didn't go to plan.

'Fucking bitch!' he shouted, pulling out a knife.

Craig and Miller ran at the same time. The uniform was right beside Miller.

Jason pushed Samantha away and sliced the air in front of Craig's face. He rammed it into his neck, blood arcing out in a jet as Craig fell to the ground.

He turned to face Samantha who was on her knees. He raised the knife to stab her.

Miller's driver ran faster than him this time, rugby tackling Jason. Jason's hand sliced at the uniform, cutting his arm open. The uniform rolled back as Jason got up. Samantha was trying to get purchase on the wet grass but slipped.

Jason was up as the two officers coming from the other direction started running fast.

He grabbed Samantha by the hair, pulling her head back as if he was going to slice her throat.

Miller caught the arm as the knife came down, twisted Jason round and head butted him as hard as he could, his momentum throwing him on top of Jason as the undertaker's nose exploded.

The three uniforms were all over him, taking the knife away and handcuffing him as Miller grabbed hold of Samantha, getting her to her feet. He held onto her as she shivered and shook. 

'My God, Frank, I blamed your dad, and it was that monster all the time.'

Miller tilted her chin upwards. 'Jack's fallen in love with you, I hope you know. He would never let anybody harm you, far less harm you himself.'

'I know that now. I'm a stupid bitch. I let Ralph get into my head.' She started crying. 'I hope Jack will forgive me.'

'I think he already has. Why don't you both sit down and have a good talk when we get home?'

She nodded, and sobbed into his soaking wet shoulder. They stood like that in the rain while the officers tried to revive Craig, but he was already gone.

'He died trying to save me,' Samantha said, nodding to Craig's corpse.

'I know. I think he truly was the innocent one in all of this.'

'I think you're right,' Samantha said.

'It seems they knew what Jason was like all these years and did nothing about him.'

'Listen, they took me to an old warehouse and took me from the patrol car and put me in that van. There was somebody else with Matt Spencer. Another cop.'

'Do you know who he is?'

'Yes. I met him before. I think they were working together.'

They could hear the sirens in the distance. Finally, one of them had made it through.

Miller felt stunned when Samantha told him who the other copper was.


CHAPTER 70




Matt Spencer was quick on his feet. He ran and swung the rope at the same time. Had it landed, he would have pulled it tight around Purcell's neck.

Purcell was no slouch, despite having a few years on his attacker. His father had once said to him, When you're in a fight, just think of one thing; how much do you want to live?

He dodged Matt, swung his fist in a roundhouse punch, catching him on the side of the head. Thrown off balance, they crashed to the floor. First to his knees, Matt shot up, kicking Purcell in the ribs. He got the rope round Purcell's head and started pulling. Purcell grabbed it with both hands, staggering to his feet, trying not to let it go tight on his neck.

Matt was behind him, pulling as hard as he could. Purcell ran backwards as fast as he could. They collided, sending them crashing back to the floor. The broken glass cut into Purcell's arm and leg as he landed on his side. He was on top of Matt, who still had hold of the rope. He pulled it tighter. Purcell could feel his hands slipping.

What is Suzy going to think of you when she's standing over your grave? She'll cry for a while, then she'll move on and you'll be nothing but a distant memory. They'll maybe talk in the pub now and then; you remember that Percy Purcell who died in Edinburgh? Who? Oh, him. Yeah. What a loser. Matt Spencer got the better of him and hanged him.

Who would look after Lou when his old man was getting on a bit?

Paula would take Bear back.

'You fucker!' he shouted, rapidly knocking his head back three times. He heard as well as felt Matt Spencer's nose breaking. The rope went slack and he rolled off, slipping it off his head, pushing up on the floor, the tiny shards cutting his hands.

Matt Spencer's face was a mask of blood, but his eyes still held the fire. He screamed and got up, grabbing the rope again.

'I'm going to fucking kill you,' he said, his gritted teeth shining through the blood pouring down his face.

'Come ahead, you little bastard.'

So he did. Full tilt.

Adrenaline pumped into Purcell's bloodstream, his mind pin sharp. He'd been in fights before, and each time, had taken something away from it. Learned a new lesson. 

As Matt ran at him, Purcell fell sideways. With his leg sticking out, his hand reached out, landing on Matt's back, pushing.

Too late, Matt realised they were at the edge of the ragged hole. His momentum carried him forward. He let the rope go, flailing blindly, crashing into the uniformed officer still standing on the plank above the hole.

The plank shot backwards. The uniform fell, the sound of his neck breaking drowned out by the noise of Matt Spencer screaming as he fell to his death.

Suzy came running into the room and grabbed hold of Purcell, dragging him away from the edge.

'Next time I say, let me go alone, slap me,' he said.

More feet came rushing in. They couldn't reach the rope, but they could see it was too late for Matt Spencer's victim.

When they got below, Matt lay in a pool of blood, his head ruptured on the concrete floor of the old storeroom.

It took half an hour for the fire brigade to get to the scene and rig up apparatus so they could get the hanging victim down.

The fire crew and the uniforms watched Purcell. It was quiet, apart from the diesel engine of the fire engine running. He grabbed hold of the black hood that had been placed around the victim's head and pulled it off.

'I wondered why he jumped to Matt Spencer's defence the other night in the hotel' he said.

The lifeless eyes of the head of MIT, Detective Superintendent David Elliot, looked back at him.


CHAPTER 71




Miller, Samantha Willis and the rest of the team had dried off at the police station just down the road from Shortholme, and were given clothes that were normally reserved for prisoners; sweatshirts and jeans. 

'This is something you can put in your next book,' Miller said as they were transported back to Edinburgh in a police van with seats.

They were given the chance to go home to change and by early evening they were back at the High Street.

Percy Purcell was in the conference room, waiting with Suzy Campbell and Paddy Gibb, when Miller came in with Kim.

'Now we're all here, I'd like to wrap this investigation up,' Purcell said. 'Paddy, thanks for lending me your team. You've been a great help.' They all sat down at the table.

Gibb slipped a cigarette out of the packet in his pocket. Smoke us now, you big fanny. He's practically inviting you! He took his hand out of his pocket. 'Thank you, sir.'

'I'm going to quickly summarise, and please interrupt me if I get something wrong.'

'We will,' Miller said, smiling.

'First, Frank Miller has been demoted to DC, effective immediately.'

Miller gave a mocking smile. 

'You're not laughing now, Miller, eh? Don't worry, you won't have to go home and change your trousers. You've had enough of that for one day.'

Suzy looked at him and tapped her watch.

He winked at her. 'So, it turns out that Jason Spencer was a psycho, killing women, and his family knew about it. Edward, the father, told the other two sons – Matt and Craig – that they had to help get rid of the bodies. So when a funeral was going to take place, the deceased person was taken out of his or her coffin, placed in an old one down in their basement below the workshop, and the murder victim would then be buried.'

'We're going to have a field day with that,' Gibb said. 'We have analysts going through the burial records for the corpses we found in the basement. Then we're going to have to open up every grave.'

'That's right. Unfortunately, some were cremated. However, when Jason wasn't killing, he was given a corpse to "kill" for want of a better word. The father indulged him, as he thought this would stop Jason from killing.'

'What about the pilot?' Kim asked.

'Remember the photo we found in his flight bag?'

She nodded.

'Turns out that was Edward Spencer's wife. She was messing about with Douglas Monroe, or Doogie, as she called him. Looks like Jason hanged her, and Craig saw him. It sent the young lad over the edge, and he was put away in the psychiatric hospital until he was eighteen. They made it look as if she hanged herself, but Craig told Frank his mother didn't hang herself.'

'So she was murdered for having an affair?' Suzy said.

'It looks that way. Then they took her out of the coffin and placed in the basement room. It would seem Monroe was killed too.'

'Why were they put on display?' Kim said.

'Who knows? Maybe so Jason could ridicule them at every opportunity. We can only guess. What we do know is Barry Finch witnessed his girlfriend, Charlene, being murdered, just before he went to prison.'

'We think he got Matt Spencer to visit him, to try and get him to do something about it, or maybe he was blackmailing him, we don't know for sure, but Matt going to visit him triggered this investigation. Anyway, Finch didn't report it, but instead, tried to cash in on it.'

'And that's where Samantha Willis comes into it,' Suzy said. 'Geddes Fyfe shared a cell with Finch for the last three months of his sentence, and we think he was getting desperate, so he struck a deal with Fyfe, who was to approach Samantha Willis with an offer. She would write a book all about the Spencer family, and this would supposedly keep Finch safe. And make them money. But it back-fired.'

'And Annie Cameron was collateral damage,' Purcell said. 'Jason was just killing them on the off-chance.'

'What about David Elliot?' Kim asked. 

'He murdered his pregnant girlfriend, Valerie Templeton, and Matt Spencer helped him cover it up. But once this blew up, he needed to go. After helping Matt abduct Sam Willis first though.'

'I know Craig genuinely cared for Sam,' Miller said, 'but she admitted to me she only went to lunch with him to make Jack jealous.'

'It's just as well he thought so much of her,' Suzy said. 'He died saving her.'

Purcell flipped through some pages in front of him. 'The other funeral directors were questioned when they got back to the business. They were told to never go near Craig, as he was "special".' Purcell air quoted. 'We ran a background check on each of them, and they checked out, although they're all coming in to the station tomorrow to give statements, but I got the feeling they were telling the truth.

'Which brings me to Bruce Hagan.'

They all looked on in silence, their faces sombre. 'Stupid as it was, Bruce did a brave thing by going in there alone. Norma Banks will be dealing with the legal ramifications, but he did as we asked him, and followed Matt Spencer. He maybe took it a step too far by breaking into the premises, but it helped us get them.'

Suzy looked at them all. 'I got a call from DS Jimmy Gilmour earlier. Hazel is there, because, as you may not know, she and Bruce Hagan were an item years ago, and Hazel's daughter is also Bruce's daughter. She's a wreck, but has some other members of the team there to support her.'

'He's going to make it through okay, but that bastard tortured him. Took off three of his fingers and cut his right ear off. He's been in surgery and he'll be going through more, but at least he's alive. He'll have all the support he needs and I've recommended a commendation for him.'

'And now to the top of the bill,' Miller said. 'We arrested Jason Spencer and he was taken to the State Hospital for evaluation. We won't know any more than that for a few days, but I don't think he'll be fit to stand trial.'

'And as you all know,' Purcell said, 'Matt Spencer was pronounced life extinct at the scene. He fell through a hole in one of the upper offices in the warehouse. Edward Spencer was found dead in a coffin in the back of the van Jason Spencer drove to Shortholme. Jason admitted killing him.'

'So they're all dead except Jason,' Kim said, thinking aloud.

'That's it.'

'And good bloody riddance to them,' Paddy Gibb said.

'That about wraps it up. Paddy, you can go and have a dram now.' Purcell stood and shook Gibb's hand.

'And to the Lord we thank it,' Gibb answered, leaving the conference room.  

'Once again, it's been brilliant being here, Frank, but all good things must come to an end.'

They all stood. 'It's been good seeing you again, big man. I miss working with you.'

'Don't get all bloody soppy on me now, Miller.'

'Are you going home tomorrow or are you coming to Samantha's book signing?'

'We're heading up Monday morning. I want to have some time to enjoy myself.'

'What he means,' Suzy said,' is that we'll be spending the weekend writing up our reports.'

'Oh yeah, that too.' Purcell shrugged his shoulders. 'Right, I want to get a bite to eat and have a beer.'

'I'm up for that.'

'Right, ladies and gent, lets get the hell out of here.'


CHAPTER 72




Samantha had showered for half an hour, trying to get heat back into her body. Cold had come with the rain, and she felt chilled through to the bone. Afterwards, she had nipped down to the off licence for a bottle of wine.

She called Frank, who had assured her Jack was home.

So now she was walking along the hallway to his door, feeling the nerves eating away at her stomach. She was about to press the doorbell but took her hand away. No, you can't run away from this, she told herself. She pressed the bell.

A few minutes later, Jack answered. He was dressed smartly, as if he was going out.

'I'm sorry to bother you, Jack,' she said.

'It's no bother. Would you like to come in?'

'Well, I can see you're probably on your way out on a date or something, so I'll just give you this wine. I just wanted to say I'm sorry for everything I put you through.'

'I'm not on my way out. Come on in.' He opened the door and she stepped into the hall. They walked into the kitchen. She handed him the wine.

'Thanks, but there's no need to apologise.'

'Of course there is. I let Ralph twist me to his way of thinking, and I was out of order.'

'It's over with now.'

She looked at the cooker. 'Something smells nice. Oh, I've spoiled your date. I'm so sorry. I'll go.' She turned to go and he gently took her arm.

'Frank called and said you'd asked him if I would be in, and I had no plans except to go to the pub. So I thought I'd cook us a little dinner, and we can sit down and talk. If you want. If you don't, that's fine, Sam. The choice is yours, but I want you to feel comfortable around me again.'

'I feel terribly embarrassed, Jack. The things I said to you were awful. It's unforgiveable.'

'You're forgiven. There, that was easy.' He smiled at her. 'Come on, sit down, we'll have a glass of wine and some dinner. If you haven't eaten already.'

'I haven't. To be honest, I've felt sick to my stomach.'

'You went through a lot with that Spencer filth.'

'It wasn't that. It was the thought that I'd let a man go who I was starting to fall in love with.'

'Really? Do I know him?'

'Yes, he works in the newsagent downstairs.' She laughed, and playfully slapped his arm. Then she kissed him.




****




'You didn't tell me what Norma Banks said to you the other morning,' Miller said, sitting down in one of the armchairs where he'd sat just a few nights ago.

'No, I didn't,' Robert Molloy said.

Miller had left Kim in the safe hands of Purcell and Suzy in Logie Bairds, telling them he had to meet somebody and wouldn't be long. 

Michael Molloy came across with a glass of whisky for Miller and then sat down in his office chair.

'Cheers.' The three men raised their glasses and had a drink. Miller put his glass down on the side table next to his chair. 'Don't keep me in suspense. I've got a lady waiting.'

'Well, it seems we will have to pay for the exhumation and the reburial of my employee. And she said there might be charges levied against us. Obstruction of justice, or not alerting authorities about a dead body, but she's all wind and no sails. She just wanted to blow her own horn. There won't be any charges against us. She made her point and now we all move on.'

'She knows how to play hard ball,' Miller said.

'I know she does. We did the dance, I apologised to her and explained why we did it and she huffed and puffed and then I got a slap on the wrist. Norma Banks doesn't scare us, Frank.'

Her husband is the one you should be scared of, Miller thought, but he suspected Molloy knew that already.

'She should scare you though, Miller,' Michael said. 'If you marry Kim Smith, Norma Banks will be your mother-in-law.'

'Don't scare the lad,' Robert said. 'I'd worry more about that little man, Neil McGovern.'

'I'd worry about him too, if I was you,' Miller said. 'You know the old saying, Speak softly but carry a big stick. He has a lot of big sticks at his back.' He finished the whisky and stood up.

'I'll say goodnight now, gentlemen. Thanks for the whisky.'

'You're always welcome round here, Frank,' Robert said, standing up. He walked Miller to the door and they went out into the corridor.

'I hear you had a run-in with Jason Spencer.'

'You heard right. Do you know him?'

Robert laughed. 'I know of him. He was in here one night, talking to my niece. I had Sampson have a word with him. He was asked to leave. While he still could. I never saw him again, but I made sure I knew everything there was to know about him.'

'Not everything. You didn't know he was a murderer.'

'If I'd known that, you wouldn't have had to chase him, I can assure you of that.'

Miller walked down the stairs to the main level as Robert closed the office door behind him.




****




'I'm so glad you want to give me another chance, Jack,' Samantha said, as they loaded the dishwasher.

'I'm glad you're still here.' He didn't want to tell her Eddie had been watching her back as she had lunch with Craig.

'I can't believe all this happened today. I feel exhausted and I've got the book signing tomorrow.' She thought about Craig for a second and felt tears welling up. She felt guilty about the way she'd led him along and then he'd given up his life for her.

'Maybe you should have an early night.' He thought about what he'd said. 'Oh, I didn't mean-'

'I know what you meant, Jack.'

They went through to the living room and sat on the couch. 

'Do you think we could watch some meaningless TV?'

'Of course we can.' He switched it on using the remote.

'Do you think we can get past this?' Samantha asked him.

'Of course we can. I never gave up hope. I knew I wasn't the one who had hurt you, and I prayed that one day you would see that too.'

'I don't deserve you, Jack Miller.'

'We'll work through it. Meantime, let's put on some Netflix.'




****




Purcell was laughing when Miller walked into Logie Bairds. 'You lot up for another drink?' he asked.

'I'll get them, Frank. This expenses bill should be a lot damn higher than it is after all we've been through.'

'I'll have another G&T, thanks,' Kim said.

'Me too, kind sir,' Suzy said.

The two detectives walked up to the bar. Cas was serving. 

'Hello, you too,' she said, smiling at them. 'Your dad not coming in for a pint?' she asked Miller.

'No, he's upstairs with Samantha.'

Her smile dropped. 'What? Is that wise? Won't there be fireworks?'

'No, they're fine. We got the man who attacked her the other night. He's in custody right now.'

'Oh, that's good. That's such a relief. She must be so happy.'

'I'm sure they both are.'

She poured two pints and got the women's drinks.

After they were sitting back down, Miller toasted his friends. 'Here's to you two. I hope you send an invite to your wedding.'

'Miller, I'm going to...' He looked at Suzy, who was sitting with her eyebrows raised. 'Invite you, of course.'

'Men, I don't know why we put up with them.' She laughed, and put her arm through Purcell's. 'I suppose it's because we love you.'

'Wha wha wha,' Purcell said, pretending to splutter.

'Oh, away with yourself, Purcell. You know you love me.'

'I do.'

'So what are your plans when you get back to Aberdeen?' Kim asked.

'I'm living with my dad, so we'll find our own place. I won't have any grief from Paula as she sent those three guys after me. Then when I get a divorce, well, one step at a time.'

'You could always move into my place.'

'What about Bear?'

'He can come too, silly. And if we're working long shifts, we could always pay Lou to watch him.'

'My dad would do it for free, if we asked him.'

'We'll talk about it later. Right now, let's just relax with our Edinburgh friends.'

'I'll raise a glass to that.'


CHAPTER 73




The book signing went well and the sun was out for the book lovers at the Edinburgh Book festival in Charlotte Square.

'This has been going on for over thirty years,' Samantha told them. 'It started in nineteen eighty-three, and was every two years, then they decided to go annual.'

'I'm glad it was packed,' Percy Purcell said, as they walked along George Street. 'You're very popular.'

'Thanks, Percy.'

Visitors packed the street and it took a little while for them to jostle past them all.

Samantha heard her phone ding with a text message and excused herself. Jack was standing talking to Purcell when she took her phone out. The message was simple;

This isn't over, bitch.

She gasped and put the phone back into her bag, smiling when she joined the group.

'I'm having dinner with my publisher and agent tonight,' she said, 'so I'd better stay sober this afternoon.' She was shaking inside, so she grabbed hold of Jack's arm.

'Don't worry, we'll make sure you can stay on your feet,' Suzy said.

'You okay?' Jack asked quietly, as they passed by the new Laing's the Jewellers store in George Street, Suzy joking that Purcell had better hurry her past it or she'd be dragging them in.

'I'm fine. There's been so much going on, I haven't had time to stop,' she said. She had gone back to her flat alone, the previous night, and had wept, not sure what for. Jack taking her back? Craig being dead? She didn't know exactly.

They walked up to Logie Bairds. 'I'll be getting an invite to the staff Christmas party, I've been in here so often this past week,' Purcell said.

'Well, well, here's the famous author herself,' the bar manager said.

Cas was at the other end of the bar, serving somebody else but waved to them. Samantha waved back.

They snagged a table and sat, talking about writing and Samantha's plans for the future as the afternoon wore on, until Samantha looked at her watch.

'Folks, I have to go. I need to shower and change for dinner. It's sort of like a business dinner. Boring but necessary.'

'So go then, Samantha,' Purcell said. 'We'll just talk about you.' He laughed and stood up. 'I'm kidding of course. Have a good time, and we'll see you next time we're down here.'

'It's been nice meeting you both.'

She said her goodbyes and Jack walked her to the door. 'I'll see you tomorrow for lunch, if you're still up for it.'

'Of course I am.'

He kissed her and she left.




****




Samantha showered again, feeling fresher every time she did, washing away the feel of Jason Spencer.

Her mobile phone rang again. It was the number again, the one she didn't recognise. Now anger flooded through her. It was obviously a practical joker, a sick one, granted, but a joker nonetheless. She answered it.

'Hello?'

'You're going to die, bitch.' The voice sounded low and almost robotic.

'You're pathetic, you know that? Why don't you just piss off and annoy somebody else? You're just a pathetic loser.' She hung up, feeling good about herself.




****




They had a couple more drinks, Purcell starting to feel the effects. 'Now, who's up for going for a Chinese somewhere?' Purcell said. 

'Well, now you mention it, I am a bit peckish,' Kim said.

They were starting to compare restaurants when the manager called Jack over. He spoke to him and then handed him what looked like a mobile phone. Except it wasn't a mobile phone.

It was a voice changer.

'Frank! Percy! It's Sam. She's in danger.'

The four people at the table jumped up. 

'What's wrong, Jack?' Kim said.

He told them what the manager had said.

Then they left and when they got outside, they tried fighting their way through the crowds.

Jack thought they were going to be too late.




****




Samantha had changed, and now she felt better than ever. She had read somewhere that sometimes if you confronted the prank caller they would go away and call somebody else.

Now she closed her front door, locked it and started walking along the hallway to the lift. As she rounded the corner, the lift doors started to open, and that was when she saw him.

He was standing in the lift, wearing a balaclava, clothed in black from head to toe, and carrying a large knife.

She turned and ran for the stairs, knowing she wouldn't be able to get her keys out before the man was on top of her. She started running down them, glad she hadn't put heels on.

Her heart was racing and she thought she should start screaming for help, but who would hear her in here? And that would just alert her attacker.

Then the lift door opened on the third floor and she saw the arm with the knife over the railing. He had taken the lift back down and was now coming up to her. She turned and ran back up the stairs, then at level five, her floor, she carried on up to the roof level, hoping to confuse him.

It didn't work. he saw her and carried on up the stairs, slower this time, knowing she had nowhere to go.

She pushed against the roof door and stepped out into the beautiful Edinburgh sunshine. Then she closed it and put her weight against it. She could feel her attacker pushing back and he felt stronger than she was.

With a heave, she pushed herself off the door and ran across the roof, past the skylight that shone light down onto the landing below.

He opened the door, stepped onto the roof, and looked at her. He walked slowly towards her, the sun glinting off the sharp blade.

'Why are you doing this?' Samantha shouted. She had backed up to the edge of the roof and looked over into Cockburn Street.

The man said nothing, just kept taking step after step until the roof door opened.

Jack Miller was there. He stepped onto the roof and the figure in black turned to look at him. 'You dropped this behind the bar, Cas,' he shouted.

Samantha watched the figure pull off the balaclava. Cas's face was bathed in sweat.

'She should have died yesterday, Jack. That would have saved me from doing this.' She raised the knife.

'Cas, wait,' Jack said. 'Why are you doing this?'

She turned round fast. 'Why, for you, silly. You and I are going to be together. We talked about it many times. You said we would run away and live in a cabin in the woods. Just you and me. We've talked about it for a long time.'

'Cas, that was just bar chat. A bit of banter. Flirting. Nothing serious.'

'And it all stopped when she came into your life. Samantha this, Samantha that.'

'I wasn't bragging about Samantha to you.'

'No, but you were bragging to the manager. Talking to him as if I wasn't even there. You hurt me inside, Jack.'

'That was you who attacked me in the close the other night, wasn't it?' Samantha said.

'Yes it was. It was only meant to scare you. Your ex did a good job, making you think it was Jack, as I was going to do the same thing. Then you would have dumped him and he would have been mine.'

The door opened, and Kim came onto the roof. 'Cas, it doesn't have to be like this.'

'What do you know? I'm in love with Jack and this bitch is standing in my way.' She looked at Jack. 'Why wouldn't you ask me out? 

'It was a mistake, I can see that now. I didn't know you cared for me so much. Why don't you come in and we can talk about it?'

'Thank you, but I have to do something first.'

Cas and Kim started running at the same time, both of them knowing what was about to happen. Kim was faster than Cas, and reached her as she was level with the skylight. Cas stopped, turned round and swung the knife at Kim. Kim ducked and threw herself out the way.

Cas overbalanced, fell onto the glass of the skylight and crashed through it. She let out a scream before the hallway below stopped her fall, breaking her neck.

Samantha also screamed, but Kim was on her feet again and Miller rushed through the door with Suzy and Purcell. They had been out of sight, waiting to help.

Kim grabbed hold of Samantha and held her tightly. 'It's over now, Sam. It's finally over.'


CHAPTER 74




The sun was out again, shining down on the good people of Edinburgh. And Percy Purcell, as he and Suzy stood by their car outside the hotel on Monday morning.

'Take care, Frank. You too, Kim.' He shook Miller's hand and gave Kim a hug.

'If you're ever up in Aberdeen,' Suzy said.

'Of course they'll be up in Aberdeen,' Purcell said. 'And little Emma's coming too. Bear would love to meet her.'

'This has been a strange week, Percy,' Miller said.

'It has that. I will write up my final report when I get back.'

'I called the hospital this morning. Bruce Hagan needs more surgery on his ear, and God knows what they'll do about replacing those missing fingers, but he's still in intensive care.'

'He's a real trooper. It took a lot of guts.'

'How's Samantha today?' Suzy asked.

'Still in shock. She still expects her attacker to come back and get her.'

'Who would have believed it?' Purcell said. 'She was a nice barmaid.'

'The world's gone to hell, Percy.'

'Isn't that the truth?'

Miller waved as Purcell honked the horn and pulled away from the side of the road.

'What do you say we go and get a coffee?'

'Are you asking me out on a date, Detective Miller?'

'I think I just might be.'

'Okay then, but no funny business.'

'As if.'

They crossed over at the lights and went into Starbucks. 'You know, I wonder who they'll get to replace David Elliot?' Kim said.

'Who knows? Let's not think about that just now. I need some caffeine.'
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