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Prologue


Violence and torture, in their warped psyche, was beyond exhilarating; better than sex, they both agreed. Anyone could have sex but not everyone could inflict or prolong torture the way this pair could.


Genaro Cortellessa and young Davey Thomson had been best pals since primary school. The fact that their fathers were two of the main players in Glasgow’s underworld had never, during their formative years, been cause for disharmony or jealousy between the two lads. If anything it made their bond stronger.


Both were motherless and reared in households with no female influence. From an early age the two recognised the exhilaration that cruelty and inflicting pain brought them. The boys were about seven when they experienced their first high. Playing in the woods behind their school, they had come across a bag caught on a branch swinging over the stream. The contents of the bag were obviously meant to depart this world, but certainly in a more humane way than the two youngsters put into practice.


Smashing the bag with dozens of huge boulders, the boys then used it as a football. Thankfully the litter of newborn kittens lasted only a short time. However, the high-pitched squeals of the young animals and the shrieks of delight from the perverted twosome brought a number of their schoolmates to the scene.


Even the hardest bully was sick to his stomach at the mangled, bloodied contents of the Nike holdall. But Genaro and Davey were delirious. To inflict pain and suffering was now their raison d’être. But, judging the reactions of their contemporaries, there could be no more public displays of such wanton behaviour. In future they would take their pleasure in secret. No one else could share their pastime, except of course, their victims, and they would share the experience right to the death.


Here they stood, several years and victims later, at the request of not only their fathers, but the Big Man, Paddy Coyle. The man they both hated with a vengeance. The man who ruled the biggest turf in Scotland, the man who had no right to be in this position, the man who stood in their way. It was their birthright and no one would deny them.









 New Beginnings


“You’re what? At your age?” Lizzie Coyle leapt off her chair. The chair she’d barely moved from since the day she’d buried her son, Sean. As she hugged Paddy and her daughter-in-law, she could hardly believe their news. “Bridget, pregnant! Would you believe it?”


“Yes. I can hardly take it in myself,” smiled Bridget. “I presume you’re happy at the news?”


“Happy? I’m feckin’ delirious,” shouted the old lady gleefully. “Well, you certainly must have settled your differences,” she chuckled. “Good God, pregnant after all this time. It’s a miracle, that’s what it is, a bloody miracle.”


“It certainly is, Lizzie, and after everything we’ve been through in the last year, it’s about time we had something to celebrate.”


“What? You mean every family doesn’t experience murder, kidnapping and imprisonment?”


“That’s putting it mildly, but hopefully, that’s all behind us now,” answered Bridget.


“What’s Erin got to say about this? Where is she, by the way?” Lizzie had only just realised her granddaughter and great grandson were missing.


“She’s still in Spain,” Paddy informed his mother.


“Still in Spain? Whatever for?”


“It’s a long story, Ma, we’ll tell you later.”


“No you won’t, you’ll tell me now. Is she and the wee lad okay? I take it they’re safe, or you wouldn’t be standing here.”


“They’re fine, Ma, she’s met someone.”


“Holy Mother of God, she’s been on the pull while her bairn has been kidnapped? Well, that takes the bloody biscuit,” Paddy’s mother exploded. “We’re all worried sick about her and she’s getting her end away.”


“That’s not how it was.” Bridget jumped to the defence of her daughter.


“No?” queried Paddy.


“Look, everything’s fine. Don’t let’s spoil this news by arguing over Erin’s decision. She’s a grown woman and quite capable of making her own choices. What does a mother-to-be have to do to get a cup of tea in this house?”


Still grumbling, Lizzie went off to make tea for her visitors.


“Hey, Ma, what’s happened here?” Paddy called through to his mother as he spotted the kitchen window boarded up.


“Bloody kids, that’s what. It’s the second time in a week it’s happened. If I catch the little feckers, I’ll tan their arses, so I will.”


“Second time?” Paddy repeated. “It would have to be kids, there’s no one brave enough around here to take you on.”


“A gang of youngsters have taken to hanging about outside. Drinking and carrying on, and when I chase them, I just get a load of abuse.”


“What does our Errol have to say about it?”


“Nothing, he’s very quiet. In fact, I think he’s a bit scared.”


“Rubbish, there’s not an ounce of fear in that lad. There’s more to this than meets the eye.”


“I’m not so sure. You know he’s never been right since his wee pal went missing.” Lizzie had never been told about her dead son Sean’s involvement in the boy’s disappearance and Paddy aimed to make sure she never did.


“Bridget, I’ve got some business to see to, so you stay with Ma for a bit and I’ll catch you back home.”


As he left his mother’s house Paddy was aware of half a dozen youths loitering on the corner.


“Fuck off you lot, and don’t let me see you hanging around here again. Now move.” He made to walk towards the group.


They dispersed in different directions, shouting abuse and laughing. All except one. The boy Riley swaggered towards Paddy.


“Is there a problem, Mr. Coyle?” the cocky young lad called out.


“You’ll have a problem, ya cheeky young cunt, if I catch you hanging around here.”


“It’s a free country, Mr Coyle.”


“Not where my family are concerned, it’s not. Now fuck off before I get serious.”


Paddy Coyle couldn’t believe he was engaged in an argument with a two-bit street dealer. “Now I won’t tell you again, piss off.”


With the same insolent air, Tommy Riley swaggered off down the road towards his pitch.


Given the circumstances Paddy was prepared to overlook the incident, but, brother or no brother, this would be Tommy Riley’s last chance.


Errol saw and heard the altercation between his uncle and his best mate’s brother as he watched from his bedroom window. He knew, as well as the protagonists, that his family had had something to do with Billy’s disappearance. He was sure his uncle Sean had been responsible, but Paddy and Michael had covered for him, so they were just as bad. He watched as his uncle drove off, and for the first time ever, he hadn’t pestered him about the new car.


The less he had to do with his uncle, the better. What he didn’t know, he couldn’t tell.









Denial


“Who the fuck, do you think you are?” Paddy Coyle roared at the two men facing him across the desk in Marie’s office. “Get the fuck out of here before I shove that piddling pea-shooter up your nasty Russian arse.”


The fucking nerve of them, coming into his club and brandishing a weapon. As if that would scare him. He turned to his brother, Michael, “Get rid of them before I get really angry.”


“You heard what Mr Coyle said, gentlemen. It’s time to leave, and you understand we are not interested in your business proposals.”


The two Russians stood up, bowing to Paddy and Michael. Ivan, the bigger of the two, and they were both well-built guys, faced the brothers and addressed them in perfect English. “Let’s hope, Mr. Coyle, you do not live to regret this decision. We came to you with a reasonable business proposition and you throw it back in our face. In the future when things change, and they will, you’ll remember this conversation.”


“Are you fucking threatening me?” Paddy growled at the man. “Get out of here while you can still walk.”


The Big Man was incensed that this pair of Russian mongrels thought they could threaten him: telling him that from now on they would be his main supplier. He could only presume they had been sampling the gear they were trying to punt.


As Michael escorted the two men off the premises, the smaller of the two, who had left most of the talking to his compatriot, turned to Michael saying, “We will meet again soon, Mr Coyle. You can be sure of that.”


An icy chill gripped Michael’s gut. They meant business that was for sure.


“What the hell is going on, Michael? Who are these fuckers, anyway? I can’t believe they would think they can come in here and dictate terms to us. They’re taking us for a couple of mugs. How did this happen?” Paddy ranted at Michael.


“They’ve been around for about a year or so, Paddy, edging their way in. But for the past few months they seem to be everywhere. More than a few dealers have disappeared.”


“Why the fuck do I not know about this?” Paddy accused his brother. “How could these bastards get an ‘in’ without my knowledge?”


“You haven’t been here, Paddy. You’ve spent more time in Spain, over the past few months, than at home. Not that I’m blaming you. You needed to be with your family, but it has left us wide open. Believe me, it’s not just the Russians sniffing around, a few of the other families have been chancing their luck. Nothing serious, and they have been dealt with, but those two are another story altogether.”


“Well, I’m back now and they’ll all know soon enough that nobody steps on our toes and lives. I should have just taken them out there and then and be done with it.”


“Don’t underestimate them, Paddy, their reputation is brutal.”


“And mine isn’t?”









Lamb to the Slaughter


It had been so easy. In fact, it was almost criminal; the stupid bitch had never thought for a moment she was walking into a trap. It never entered her pretty little head to question why two strangers would approach her in the street with a message from her fiancé. Who but the most pathetic, naive airhead, would believe anyone outside the family would be entrusted with her safety? She deserved all that was coming to her and, like a lamb to the slaughter, she had trotted behind them to the waiting car. Her fate already sealed.


Margee was surprised to be stopped on her way home. Why Michael hadn’t just phoned, or sent someone she was familiar with, was certainly a puzzler, but she was such a trusting soul. She had accepted without question that these two extremely good-looking, personable young guys would have nothing other than her best intentions at heart.


Her suspicions were first aroused when she saw the route they were taking. And when the car drove into an empty shed, down by the old Renfrew Ferry, she was panic-stricken.


“What are we doing here?” she squealed. “Where’s Michael? I don’t believe he sent you for me. He’ll kill you if any harm comes to me,” she screamed as she tried to get out of the car.


The first blow smashed her perfectly reconstructed nose. The second shattered the fantastic bridgework carried out by the city’s most expensive orthodontist. She was a fighter alright, the two sadistic mates discovered, as they played cat and mouse with her. They inflicted excruciating, unbearable pain on the young woman as they systematically broke almost every bone in her body. Margee fought back, clawing and scratching at her captors, which only made their job even more exciting. She was subjected to the most horrific abuse, violated in ways that would defeat any woman. Each time she lost consciousness they brought her round by drenching her in filthy, ice-cold water.


Finally young Davey finished her off, laughing hysterically as he liberally tossed acid over the once beautiful face of Michael Coyle’s intended.


“This must be what being chasing the dragon is like,” he said, languishing against the wall smoking a cigarette.


Cortellessa was so sublimely out of it he couldn’t speak. Up until that point the two had only practised on stray cats, dogs and the odd rent boy, but nothing like this; this was orgasmic.


They had indulged in a frenzy of pure evil, and now it was time to deliver the message.









Challenged


Paddy was greeted warmly by Michael as he arrived at the scrapyard. “We didn’t get round to it yesterday. Congratulations, so you’re not firing blanks after all?” he jested.


“Seems not, but don’t expect a brood over the next few years. One more is enough at my age.”


“For God’s sake, Paddy, you know what they say – life begins at . . .” The conversation was halted by the sound of shots ringing out.


“What the fuck was that?” roared Paddy, fumbling with the catch of the gun cupboard.


As quick as they could, he and Michael tooled up and crashed out of the cabin, just as a blacked-out 4x4 reversed out of the gates. Random shots fired from the passenger window and a large object, wrapped in an old tarpaulin, was thrown out of the vehicle as it sped off in the direction of the city.


“Jesus Christ, what was that all about?” shouted Paddy, as he vaulted the steps into the yard towards the object.


Tentatively, the Big Man pulled back the covering to reveal the battered, unrecognisable body of a woman. She had been beaten so badly it was impossible to identify her and, just to finish off the job, they had poured acid over her face.


“Dear God, Paddy, what the hell’s going on? And who is she?” Michael asked as he backed away from the corpse.


“I’ve no idea,” Paddy replied, inwardly giving thanks that this bloody mess wasn’t one of his women.


Bridget and his mother were safe indoors, Erin was in Spain and he had just spoken to Marie, not five minutes since. So who was she? Why had she been dumped in their yard, and by whom?


Michael spotted the ring on the corpse’s left hand and let out a horrific howl, like a wounded animal, as he fell to the ground, rocking slowly back and forward, sobbing. It was Margee, his fiancée, his beautiful girl; the girl he had only just asked to marry him.


What could anyone have against her? She stayed well out of the business. She had no involvement in his work, so why?


Maybe the Coyles had become a bit complacent, thought Paddy. Maybe they hadn’t had their eye on the ball, with all that had been going on over the past year. How the fuck was he going to get Michael through this? How would he deal with it, if it had been Bridget or Erin? Revenge, that’s how. He would find the culprits, whoever they were, he vowed as he held his brother. He would wipe them and their families off the face of the earth.


The sound of sirens heralded the arrival of the filth, but for once the Coyle brothers welcomed their presence.









Enemies


“The Horseshoe Bar, ten a.m.,” Paddy barked down the phone to Davey Thomson, his counterpart in the north.


“Okay,” replied Davey. “I’m sorry for your loss, Paddy. Give my condolences to Michael. She was a lovely girl and this is well out of order. Women and kids were always a given.”


Paddy made a number of other calls and received similar responses. He wasn’t interested in condolences, he wanted revenge. Hey, it was a no-brainer. Paddy didn’t believe in coincidences, and it was no coincidence that only twenty-four hours after their run-in with the Russians, they were about to arrange a funeral.


Lizzie was beside herself with grief and worry; grieving for the life of such a beautiful girl and worrying how this dreadful deed would affect her son. Michael was the quiet one, the thinker. She knew he would always have his brother’s back, but losing Margee so soon after the death of his twin was bound to affect him. God alone knew how he would survive this tragedy.


Bridget and Marie had loved the poor girl like a sister. Unlike them, she had taken no active part in the business, but she was most definitely a big part of the family. The women were struggling to help Michael deal with this terrible loss. The police had been all over the scrapyard, setting up an incident room in the cabin. But Paddy and Michael had no faith whatsoever in their enquiries. They seemed more concerned with the daily workings of the yard than investigating the murder. It was obvious it was up to the family to bring the culprits to justice.


The brothers left the Funeral Directors, having made what arrangements they could. Nothing could be finalised, of course, until the body was released, and no one knew how long that would take.


As they walked along the street they could see a long line of vehicles already outside the pub. Their contemporaries, it seemed, had all responded to the summons.


Just as they were about to enter the bar, one of the city’s many homeless persons approached them, blocking Michael’s way, begging for money. Quick as a flash, Michael took the man down and proceeded to punch him relentlessly.


“For fuck’s sake, Michael, get off him!” Paddy tried in vain to separate the two men.


Michael paid no heed and struck blow after blow.


“You’ll fuckin’ kill him,” Paddy roared at his brother.


It was only with the intervention of two waiting drivers that Paddy managed to prise them apart. The beggar was in a pitiful state. Not wishing to draw attention to the incident, Paddy pulled out a bundle of notes and stuffed them in the man’s pockets with the warning of worse to come if he didn’t take the money and scarper. The battered beggar limped off, unaware of who he had just encountered and not knowing how lucky he was still to be breathing. As far as he was concerned he had just hit the jackpot.


“Jesus Christ, Michael, what are you thinking? In broad daylight too? That poor bastard did nothing wrong.”


Shrugging off Paddy’s arm, Michael marched into the back room where Glasgow’s top men and their lieutenants were assembled. Genaro Cortellessa accompanied his father, Mario, the Italian. The dapper old man had recently been diagnosed with lung cancer, thanks to the extravagant Cuban cigars he smoked incessantly. So it was that Genaro took his father’s place. A different cob altogether from the old man, an oily-looking cratur, thought Paddy, with a limp handshake and an effeminate way about him. “I wouldn’t trust that geezer as far as I could throw him,” he reflected to Michael.


Davey Thomson, reckoned to be the most dangerous man at the table, introduced his son, young Davey. This newcomer was, if rumour was to be believed, as unpredictable as his father. He could be engaged in the most amicable conversation and then suddenly pull a gun. It was these random acts that had secured his reputation. He did not, however, scare either Paddy or Michael and both father and son Thomson knew this. The last, Garry McIntosh, the out-of-towner, together with three of his henchmen, made up the numbers.


“I’m sure you gentlemen know why I called this meet,” Paddy addressed the gathering.


Murmurs of condolences swept the room.


“Thanks on Michael’s behalf, but that’s not the reason I called you here.” Slamming his fist on the table, he roared at the assembled crowd, “What the fuck is going on? How did these animals infiltrate our city? Why have we let them get such a foothold in our businesses?”


There was a deathly silence as no one answered.


“So none of you have had dealings with members of the Russian mafia?”


“We’ve all had dealings with them, Paddy. I’ve lost three houses and they’ve taken out six of my best men,” ventured Davey Thomson. “Fuck sake, you know me, I’ll take on any bastard but this lot are invincible. We’ve all been approached individually with what seemed to be a good business deal. They offered to supply anything we required at half the price we were paying. They supplied me with girls at a price I couldn’t refuse, sex workers from the Soviet bloc. Once they get their fucking feet in the door and suss out how things work, well, it’s all over.”


“What?” snarled Paddy? “You’re telling me these bastards just took over? You just lay down and let them walk over you?”


“They shafted me over shipments from Columbia.” Mario explained. “I paid for a consignment, direct from source at an unbelievable price, which as you can guess never arrived. They’ve squeezed me almost dry while their guys are still out there punting. Like Davey, I can’t get to them. They go to ground and then spring up on someone else’s turf, causing all kinds of aggro.


“For fuck’s sake, do you mean to tell me these mongrels are controlling the city and you idiots are letting them away with it?” Paddy faced the toughest men in Glasgow. “I can’t believe what I’m hearing.”


“Sorry, Michael, for what I’m about to say,” McIntosh turned to Paddy. “Look what happened to Margee, and that was your first encounter. Make sure Bridget and Erin are safe because they will go after them.”


“Over my dead body,” Paddy Coyle roared at the assembled company. “Over my dead fucking body,” he repeated.


“Well that might just be the case, Big Man. Let’s face it, Paddy, where the fuck were you when we needed back up? Sunning yourself in fucking Spain, that’s where!” McIntosh bit back at the Big Man.


“Cheeky bastard. Sunning myself in Spain? You all know fine why I was out of the country. Anyway, not one of you asked for my help, am I fucking psychic?”


“No, Paddy, but there was a time when if someone sneezed, you would know who, where and why. Be truthful, mate, you’ve had your eye off the ball for quite a while now. You’re fucking lucky you’ve got a business to come back to.”


“Lucky, did you say? Aye, we’re really lucky.” Michael spoke for the first time during the proceedings, causing a few shamed faces. “Well their luck just ran out. I want every damned one of them. By the time I’m finished there won’t be one of the bastards left.”


“Michael’s right,” replied Paddy. “It stops here. We’re taking back what’s ours, and by God they’ll pay for what they did to my family. They can forget Glasnost and fucking perestroika, the Cold War’s back on. So, are you with us or not?” Paddy Coyle’s piercing blue eyes swept the assembly.


First to speak was Davey Thomson. “Look, Paddy, we’ve had our differences over the years, and we’ve settled them man to man, but these fuckers, well they’re a whole new ball game. For a start there’s fucking hundreds of them. They’re like those fucking dolls they all have, every time you get rid of one, another pops up. I’m sorry, but I’m not willing to go toe to toe with them for anyone. As far I’m concerned I’ve got things on an even keel and though I’m not happy, I’m not taking any chances.”


“Mario, do you feel the same?” Paddy questioned the Italian.


“Paddy, I’m sorry, I don’t have the strength to go against them. And my boy, good though he is, doesn’t have the experience, he’s too young. I suggest you make a deal with them.”


“What about you, McIntosh, what have you got to say on the matter? Are you willing to take crumbs from their table or stand alongside me?”


“No, I’m on the outside looking in on this one. Good luck, pal, you’ll need it.”


“Well, if you miserable fuckers are not with me, then take the consequences of being against me. Because believe me, I’ll sort the buggers out once and for all. Just make sure you don’t get caught in the crossfire. Mario, you I can understand, but the rest of you, be warned.”


“What a bunch of cowardly wankers,” Michael snarled at the departing guests. I propose, Paddy, not only do we get rid of the Russians but we put these cunts out of business as well.”









Protection


Business had been decidedly slow that morning and Tommy Riley was watching the two geezers hanging around the next corner. Big buggers, they sounded and looked foreign but they were too far off for him to hear properly. They’d been around for a while yesterday but business had been brisk so he’d not paid that much attention.


“Oi, Tracy,” he called to one of his regulars passing on the other side of the street. “Your usual?”


“Naw, thanks all the same, Tommy. I’m sorted for today.”


“Eh? What do you mean you’re sorted? Who’ve you been buying off?”


It wasn’t like Tracy to go elsewhere; she knew Tommy would always see her right if she was a bit short. So much for fucking loyalty, he thought.


“Couple ae guys round the corner. Ah think they’re Polish, giving away freebies. C’mon Tommy, I couldn’t turn that down now, could I? See you tomorrow, pal, unless they’re still there.”


“Fuckin’ liberty,” Tommy Riley muttered to himself. He’d have to find out what was going on and put a stop to it.


He walked down the road, totally pissed off to see most of his regulars hanging around. This was unheard of, it was get your gear and fuck off. No one hung around like a Sunday social. But there they were, chatting and socialising.


“Hey, Tommy, you here for a freebie?” shouted one smart-arse.


“Don’t think you can collect today and sell it to me tomorrow,” shouted another.


“Shut up, ya cheeky cow.” He couldn’t believe his eyes. Here were his customers, standing patiently in a queue for their free baggie. What the fuck was going on?


The guy dishing out the bags was a big bugger and on seeing Tommy he burst out laughing, “You want free bag?” he challenged the dealer.


“Fuck off now,” Tommy faced him up. “This is Coyle’s territory and you better shift.” He’d staved off threats from bigger and harder arseholes than this pair of foreign wankers. Usually drawing his gun was sufficient to put paid to any dissention, but not so this time. Riley paled at the size of the weapon produced by one of the look-outs. It was like a fucking rocket launcher. Tommy didn’t hang about; he took off back down the road a damn sight faster than he’d come up it.


He could hear the Russian shouting after him. “Yeah, you run, boy. Go on, you fuck off, bring all the Coyles. This is our turf now, only Mr Coyle doesn’t know it yet.”


Not one of his customers came to his assistance.


The following morning Tommy hung about, watching all his punters heading for the Russian dealers who were blatantly handing out gear to all and sundry.


What the fuck was he going to do? He’d queered his pitch with Paddy Coyle, there was no chance the Big Man would come to his rescue, not after their last encounter. “So what?” Tommy muttered to himself. Russians or no Russians, he wasn’t backing down to Paddy Coyle. He’d get a hold of Errol, who’d help him or else.









Happiness


How was it possible to feel so happy, yet so awful and miserable at the same time? It had been hardly any time since her mother had gone back to Scotland, leaving her and Ryan with Nick. It was, without doubt, the happiest time in her life. He was absolutely everything she could ever want in a man. She was deliriously happy, and to top it all her mother had called her from the airport, imparting the news that she was pregnant after all these years. Paddy, her father, had seemingly been strutting about like the cock of the walk and then the bomb fell. Margee, Michael’s fiancée, the loveliest and kindest of people, had been brutally murdered.


Poor, poor Michael, thought Erin. Her first instinct had been to fly straight back to her family in their hour of need, but Nick had forbidden her departure, with Paddy’s consent apparently. In fact, her attendance at the funeral seemed to be the subject of great discussion. Regardless of the outcome, her mother and gran were being shipped out to Spain.


“What’s this all about, Nick? I’ve never known my father to be in such a state. Is it because Mum’s pregnant and he wants her to be stress-free? That’s understandable, but why can’t I go to the funeral? And why are my gran and Errol being shipped out here? It doesn’t make sense.”


“Honestly, Erin, I don’t know all the ins and outs. All I do know is that your father is engaged in something big, seriously big, and if you lot are out here, then it’s less for him to worry about. I agree with him. As far as I’m concerned, I don’t want you anywhere near the place. Remember, I’ve already been through this shit with my wife and I sure as hell don’t want to live through it again. I don’t intend to let you out of my sight. From now on, whenever you leave this house you’ll have someone with you.”


“For God’s sake, Nick, who the hell are we dealing with? The KGB or CIA?” Erin joked.


“I wish it was that simple.”


Erin felt an ice-cold sensation grip her stomach. Surely not again? “Do you really think it’s that serious?”


“Well, your father does, and with damned good reason. What those bastards did to Margee was inhumane. For nothing more than pleasure, they tortured and murdered that poor woman, just because they could. What do you think they would do to you, Bridget or your gran? Life is the cheapest commodity to these men, it has no worth. It doesn’t matter how many bodies it takes to get what they want or to make a point. This is the way they operate, they have no conscience and they are spread throughout the globe. So make no mistake, none of you are safe anywhere, but there are places less dangerous than others and here, under my protection, is one of them. You need to take this seriously.”









All Aboard


Erin was strolling along the beachside with Ryan snoozing in his buggy in the warm air, and two gorillas by her side. What an incongruous sight they looked. It was difficult to believe that some warfare in Glasgow could reach her out here. But she only had to think about why her man was in Spain to make her realise the world was a small place.


She had taken to spending time on the cruiser, under the tutelage of Simon, the skipper, and proved to be a natural. She loved being aboard even when the Lady Di was moored. And today she was ready for her first trip out.


“Cast off,” shouted Erin. She took charge of the helm and the launch moved expertly out into the open sea, leaving her two bodyguards open-mouthed on the quay. Erin, Ryan and the skipper spent the next two hours sailing round the coast, in and out of the myriad of deserted coves and bays. By the time the cruiser returned to dock, Erin felt competent enough to bring the large vessel alongside.


There on the quay, with a face like thunder, stood Nick and the two bodyguards.


“What the fuck were you thinking? Did you not pay attention to anything I said this morning?”


“Jesus, Nick, how much danger could I be in with Simon here? Anyway, we had arranged this before you said anything about Russians chasing after me.”


A strange look passed over the skipper’s face, unnoticed by the others


“For God’s sake, be quiet,” he snapped as she and the baby trundled down the gangway. “Don’t go shouting our business to all and sundry!”


“Okay, okay, c’mon, I’m starving,” she threw over her shoulder as she marched on ahead.


This was going to be much harder than Nick had bargained on. Delightful though she was, she was still young and wilful.


Settled in a shady, beachside restaurant an unrepentant Erin prattled on about her sailing lesson. “I can handle it Nick, seriously, I was well in control.”


“Yes, but the sea was like plate glass. Wait till you get further out. The Med can change in minutes. You need a bit more practice before you can take charge, but when you take to the high seas, my lady, you take the boys with you. They can’t protect you standing on the quay.”


“Protect me from what? Pirates?” she laughed.


“Make no mistake, that’s exactly who.”


“Long John Silver and Captain Hook watch out.” Before he could reply, she continued, “Have you heard any more from Paddy concerning the funeral? I am going, by the way. No matter what he or anyone else says, I’m going back home. I’ll do it in a day if you’re so worried, but I am going to that funeral. Margee was like a sister to me so there will be no more argument about it.”


Just as the food arrived there was a fracas further along the beach. Two burly, foreign-looking men were manhandling a tall blonde, who was giving as good as she was getting.


“Nick, that’s Sam, I’m sure it is.” Erin grabbed the empty wine bottle and took off. Leaving him and the baby, she raced towards her friend who was apparently in trouble.


“Hey, leave her alone!” she yelled at the two men.


By now a small crowd had gathered as Erin hurled herself between her friend and the two attackers. Taken completely by surprise, and aware of the growing audience, the two heavies threw Erin off and turned to Sam, making some threats in a foreign language before beating a hasty retreat.


“Shit! What was all that about?” Erin laughed at her mate. “It’s usually you rescuing me. Who were they?”


“Christ, I need a drink. What the devil are you doing here? I thought you went back home with Bridget and Paddy.”


“I was going to phone after I had a bit of him-and-me-time before going public.”


“Public with who?” queried her friend, shelving the episode with her two attackers for the moment.


By now the pair had arrived back at the table where a furious Nick had been left literally holding the baby. “What are you playing at, girl? You could have been seriously hurt, barging in like that. Don’t you think I would have been more use?”


“Sorry, I didn’t think. I just saw Sam and ran. You’re right. It was stupid, but it worked,” Erin burst out laughing.


“God, did you see their faces when you appeared from nowhere, brandishing a bottle? Hi, Nick, sorry about all that, it was just a misunderstanding,” Sam said sheepishly.


“Some misunderstanding. Spit it out, what trouble are you in with those guys? ‘Cos they meant business.”


“It was nothing, honest. A deal gone belly-up. I’ll sort it. How about buying me a beer? I could murder one.” It was obvious they were getting nothing further out of Sam.


Sam had been in the resort for five or six years, working as a holiday rep. That was until the night Erin Coyle was kidnapped and her life changed. She had been well compensated by Paddy Coyle for her assistance and silence. Then again, her help in securing Ryan had not gone unpaid.


What was she involved in that merited those two thugs roughing her up? What if she and Nick hadn’t been in the right place at the right time? Erin was determined to find out; after all, she owed not only her life, but her son’s life to this woman.









Help


“Who is it?” Lizzie called at the top of her voice. She’d been warned by Paddy that under no circumstances was she to open the door unless she could identify the caller. Lot of bloody nonsense, she thought to herself, but to keep the peace she carried out his instructions.


“It’s me, Mrs. Coyle. Tommy, Tommy Riley, Billy’s brother.”


Without hesitation she opened the door and ushered the young lad in. “Hello, son, what can I do for you?”


She’d always had a soft spot for the two brothers. She knew well enough how Tommy made his money, and much as she disapproved of his trade, she could hardly take the moral high ground when it was her own sons who supplied him.


“I need a word with Errol, Mrs. Coyle. Is he in?”


“He’s still in school, son. He won’t be back till after three, but what would you want with Errol, Tommy? He better not be mixed up in any of your dealings.” Errol’s grandma said. “I mean it, if you’ve got him involved in any shenanigans there’ll be blue murder.”


“No, it’s nothing like that, honest. I just need him to do me a wee favour.”


“What kind of favour would that be?” Lizzie was not letting him off the hook.


“I want him to speak to his uncles for me.”


“What about, son? Why can’t you speak to them yourself?”


“We had a bit of a misunderstanding, Mrs Coyle.”


“Well, if that’s all it is, I’ll speak to Paddy. Let’s keep Errol out of this. Leave it to me, son. The boys will be here shortly and I’ll make sure somebody comes to see you.”


Fuck, thought Tommy, that made things even worse. Paddy Coyle was hardly going to take the news that a dealer called at his mother’s house to have another dealer sorted out. Fuck, that would really go down well. What the fuck was he going to do?


“No, it’s okay, Mrs Coyle. I’ll sort it out myself, don’t bother them.”


There were no flies on Lizzie Coyle; she knew exactly what Paddy would do if he thought this lad had brought trouble to her door. “Look, son, there’s lots of ways to skin a cat, if you know what I mean?”


What the fuck was she on about? mused Tommy.


“I’ll just tell him I’m worried about you, or that your mum asked me to have a word. He’ll be fine, don’t worry. What is the problem anyway?”


“Honest, it’s fine, don’t go bothering him.”


“Tommy, do you think I’m blind, or daft, or both? I know exactly what you sell, down the way. I’ve also seen those big buggers hanging about the last two days. Is it them?”


Tommy barely nodded his head. What the fuck had he come here for? He was in the shit right up to his neck.


“Well, off you go and leave it to me. How is your mother, by the way? I’ve not seen her for a while. Tell her I’m asking for her, and don’t worry, the lads will sort it out.”









Drawing a Blank


Thanks to the massive amount in payouts, and palms being well and truly greased, Margee’s body was released for burial sooner than normal. During this time the Coyles’ enemies appeared to be running amok. Several dealers had either disappeared or been hospitalized, and there had been a number of serious incidents in the club. There were also countless demands for protection money throughout the city, with no reprisals. This news had every division in the Glasgow constabulary on high alert


The glass carriage containing the coffin was drawn by a team of black, plumed horses, followed by a cortege of stretch limos. The procession was being led the short distance from Lomond Crescent to St. Jude’s by the funeral director, walking in front, resplendent in his morning suit and top hat.


“There will be no money spent on a wedding, so she’ll go out in style,” Michael informed his mother as he helped her into the leading car, along with Marie, Paddy and Bridget.


Erin, despite being absolutely forbidden by both Paddy and Nick, had flown home from Spain to attend the funeral. She followed in the second car alongside Margee’s only relatives, two elderly aunts who were completely overwhelmed by the occasion. Also in this car was her cousin Errol, who was not coping well with the situation; much to the disapproval of both his mother and Uncle Paddy.


‘Time to man up,’ they kept telling him. He couldn’t. Things were changing in his life and two people he loved were gone. He hoped against hope that Billy would return, but there was no such hope for Margee.
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