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AUTHOR’S NOTE



First and foremost, this book is a work of fiction. Those readers familiar with St Andrews and the East Neuk may notice that I have taken creative licence with respect to some local geography and history, and with the names of some Police Forces, which have now changed. Sadly, too, the North Street Police Station has been demolished and a block of flats constructed on the site, but its past proximity to the town centre with its many pubs and restaurants would have been too sorely missed by Gilchrist for me to abandon it. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is unintentional and purely coincidental. Any and all mistakes are mine.
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CHAPTER 1



8.15 a.m., Tuesday, late November 
Dumbarton, Glasgow


‘According to the satnav,’ Jessie said, ‘we’re nearly there.’


Detective Chief Inspector Andy Gilchrist slowed to a crawl. In the eerie gloom of a winter morning’s fog, his car’s headlights were as weak as candlelight. Homes either side offered glimmers of light and life through curtained windows. Ahead, at the foot of the hill, where the road opened up to the dark waters of the River Clyde, the world seemed to sink into deeper darkness. Mist swirled and shifted in the riverside winds, one moment lifting as if about to clear, the next thickening to a damp haar.


He’d taken the call from Dainty two and a half hours earlier – I need you to see this, Andy. I’ll explain when you get here – after which he’d contacted Jessie; Detective Sergeant Jessica Harriet Janes, formerly of Strathclyde, now his trusted associate at Fife Constabulary, and back at work only a month earlier, after being hospitalised from a violent assault. At that time in the morning, traffic had been sparse on the drive down from St Andrews, until they hit backup on the M80 on the outskirts of Glasgow. From then on, it had been slow going. But once on the Clydeside Expressway the commuter plug speeded up as if puzzled by the earlier hold ups, only to revert to a stop–start drive between traffic lights. They’d followed the satnav through Dumbarton town centre, across the River Leven, then onto Clydeshore Road where the windscreen wipers now jumped to life, sweeping the glass clear on automatic.


‘Don’t tell me it’s started raining,’ Jessie said.


‘It’s the Clyde. Cold air over water, meets warm air over land.’


‘You make it sound like a love story.’


‘No love story, believe me.’ He slowed down to negotiate a sharp left turn into a road appropriately named Clydeview, and parked behind a dark-red Volvo that he recognised as belonging to Strathclyde Police Detective Chief Inspector Peter Small, more affectionately known as Dainty.


Outside, he clicked his key fob and stepped onto a stretch of weed-riddled grass that lined the riverside road. He gripped the cold metal railing that ran the length of Clydeview, and stared across the black waters of the Clyde. On the opposite shore, lights from the village of Langbank danced like scattered stars. At his feet, it seemed, waves brushed the shoreline, nothing more than a narrow length of sand and gravel and grass that bordered the bottom of the seawall.


Jessie stood next to him. ‘Not quite the French Riviera.’


‘We’re missing the sun.’


She chuckled at that. ‘And the glamour. And the seaside cafés. And everything else, come to think of it.’ She clapped her hands, and shivered. ‘Jeez, it’s bloody freezing.’


‘Cold.’


‘What?’


‘It’s cold. It’s freezing in the Arctic. Here, it’s cold.’


‘Oh excuse me Mr Attenborough. I stand corrected.’ Her gaze drifted down the Clyde, as if following the path of abandoned flotsam. ‘I tell you what,’ she said. ‘I could do with another coffee to heat me up.’ She looked around her. ‘Where’re we supposed to be meeting Dainty, anyway?’


Gilchrist removed his mobile, tapped the screen, and got through on the second ring. ‘That’s us here,’ he said, without introduction. ‘We’re at the end of Clydeshore Road. Where are you?’


‘Follow the footpath down the river,’ Dainty said. ‘Half a mile or so. You can’t miss us.’


Gilchrist returned his mobile to his jacket pocket, and pulled up his collar. ‘This way.’ As he strode off, Jessie by his side, he thought she might not have exaggerated the chill after all. His breath puffed in the frigid air like steam. It really was bloody freezing.


The asphalt footpath ran along the side of the Clyde, a great place to have an early morning jog, he thought. He shrugged off a cold shiver, or maybe it was a sense of guilt – he really had to get back to running along the West Sands. But with all that was going on in his personal life, jogging and exercise of any kind had to take a back seat for the time being.


As if reading his thoughts, Jessie said, ‘How’s Irene keeping?’


He grunted, and said, ‘Putting a face on it, is about the best way to describe it. I don’t know how she does it.’


Jessie grimaced, tightened her lips for a moment, then said, ‘Still on medication?’


‘Painkillers. Lots of them.’ He didn’t want to explain that despite his best attempts to persuade Irene to go into a hospice, she’d steadfastly refused. Home is where I live, and home is where I’ll die. So, home it was, although the lounge now looked more like a hospital ward than a family living room. He’d organised nurses to visit four times a day – first thing in the morning, then midday, again in the early evening, then back for the final dose of pills and a tuck into bed. And throughout it all, Irene continued to smile. Christ, if he could only be half as upbeat—


‘Jeez, Andy, I don’t know what to say. It’s so …’ She shook her head. ‘It’s all so bloody sad.’


He grimaced in silent agreement. At times it felt so much worse than bloody sad. It felt so bloody unfair, as if the God he didn’t believe in was playing a brutal joke on the world, punishing the good, instead of the bad.


‘Looks like that’s them,’ Jessie said, nodding ahead.


Despite the footpath being blocked from vehicular access, a white transit van straddled the walkway. The SOCOs – Scenes of Crime Officers – must have driven in from the other end of the path, he thought. Crime-scene tape flapped like bunting from riverside gusts, guarded by two uniformed officers assigned to prevent the gathering of inquisitive dog-walkers and pretend joggers from interfering in what Dainty had already pronounced a murder investigation.


On the other side of the seawall, the Incitent was set up by the water’s edge, looking oddly natural in that location, as if some holidaymakers had chosen to camp on the banks of the river. The sun had risen above the horizon – dawn, if you could call it that – and cast a weak light over the scene. Even from a hundred yards distant, Gilchrist could make out Dainty in a group of three, his small stature giving the uninformed the impression of a boy among men. How wrong could they be?


As Gilchrist approached, Dainty had his back to him, and put his mobile to his ear as the other two parted; one strode off along the footpath, the other walked to the SOCO van and removed a mobile, at which point Gilchrist recognised DI Annie Melton. Several years ago, he’d heard rumours that Dainty and Annie were having an affair, which was dispelled by the quick transfer of two detectives to Northern Constabulary, about as far from Glasgow as the Scottish Police Force could finagle. You messed with Dainty at your own risk.


Dainty caught sight of Gilchrist as he and Jessie were signing in. Without a word, he slipped his mobile into his pocket, nodded to the forensic tent, then vaulted the metal railing and jumped down to the river’s edge.


‘Looks like Spider-Man’s had his porridge this morning,’ Jessie said.


A set of aluminium ladders had been set up by the SOCOs, which Gilchrist used to help Jessie over the wall and down onto the narrow stretch of sandy gravel. He followed, and met Dainty at the entrance to the tent.


Dainty nodded to each in turn. ‘Andy. Jessie,’ then said, ‘Either of you heard of Mike Elgin?’


‘Isn’t he a reporter?’ Jessie said. ‘One of the broadsheets. Can’t remember which.’


Dainty grimaced approval. ‘Was a reporter. Freelanced for the last two years as an investigative journalist. Does true crime podcasts. Turns out he’s been missing for three days. Pulled out of the Clyde this morning.’


Jessie nodded to the tent. ‘I take it he didn’t drown.’


‘Which is why I phoned you.’ This to Gilchrist, as if she hadn’t spoken.


Gilchrist held Dainty’s hard gaze for a moment, before saying, ‘Turns out, you said. Turns out he’s been missing. So no one called it in?’


Dainty grunted. ‘Got it in one.’


‘And this is where his body was pulled from the river?’


Dainty nodded. ‘An early morning dog-walker called it in. Said a body was lying at the edge, looked like it had been washed ashore.’


Gilchrist let his gaze drift across the river. On the opposite bank, houses, trees, cars, seemed to stir alive as dawn pulled them out of the night’s gloom. The Clyde had to be at least a kilometre wide where they stood. The power of all that water flowing seawards was incalculable. He turned back to Dainty. ‘It doesn’t make sense,’ he said. ‘Three days in the Clyde would have the body out to sea. Not turning up here. Unless it ended up in the Clyde yesterday.’


‘Not according to Cooper,’ Dainty said.


Something fluttered in Gilchrist’s stomach. ‘Cooper …?’


‘The one and only. She’s back. Used to work in Dundee,’ he added, as if to make sure Gilchrist hadn’t forgotten her. ‘Took up her new post a couple of months back. Already been and gone this morning. According to her, the body’s been submersed in water for three days at least. No doubts about it.’


Jessie said, ‘Well if Queen Becky says three days, then three days it is.’


Dainty ignored Jessie’s quip. ‘The body could’ve snagged on an underwater piling or something. Currents can be fickle. With activity up and down the river. Another way to look at it is …’ He shrugged. ‘We got lucky. Really lucky.’ He paused, as if giving Gilchrist time to gather his thoughts. ‘But that’s not what’s troubling me.’


‘I’m listening.’


‘Four weeks ago, Leila Hazazi was reported missing. Last seen leaving a pub in town, heading for the subway. She never made it. No one’s heard from her since. No phone activity. No credit card, bank, or social media activity. Nothing. At first we thought she’d maybe just pissed off out of it. Worst case, taken her own life.’ He shook his head. ‘But we’ve now escalated it to a murder investigation.’


Gilchrist said, ‘And Leila Hazazi is …?’


‘Mike Elgin’s partner. In life, and in work. Another investigative journalist.’


‘So the two deaths are linked?’


‘I don’t think it’s coincidence. Do you?’


Gilchrist grimaced. ‘Anything to do with whatever story they were working on?’


‘Don’t know that yet. But yeah … it’s more than a possi-bility.’


‘Where did Hazazi and Elgin live?’


‘Glasgow. West End.’


‘So …’ Gilchrist said, letting his thoughts come together. ‘If they worked and lived in Glasgow, and were murdered or disappeared in Glasgow, what does this investigation have to do with us, or more specifically, Fife Constabulary?’


‘Get kitted up, have a look at the body, then tell me what you think. His wallet and phone have been removed and taken to the Office. Phone’s buggered from the water, of course. But our IT guys’ll do what they can with it, although I’m not holding my breath.’


With that, Dainty walked off, mobile back to his ear.










CHAPTER 2



The first thing that struck Gilchrist was that Mike Elgin appeared much younger than he’d imagined – somewhere in his late twenties, early thirties. The second, that he was better dressed than expected. Somehow, the thought of a newspaper reporter eking out a living as a freelance investigative journalist conjured up an image of older-man beer bellies, scraggly beards, dog-eared wallets needing topped up, and an altogether scruffy appearance.


But the man who lay on his back at his feet was none of that.


A three-piece suit, with gold pocket watch and matching fob-chain, spoke of sartorial extravagance. Soft hands and manicured fingernails told him that Elgin had never worked a hard day’s night in his life. Slim waist, broad shoulders, suggested he’d kept himself fit, or at least watched his weight. Trimmed beard and a neat back and sides added to the image of someone who took pride in his personal appearance.


‘What is he?’ Jessie said. ‘A model for Gentleman’s Journal?’


Gilchrist kneeled by the body. It struck him that Dainty hadn’t mentioned cause of death. Jessie’s comment about not having drowned had been left somewhat unanswered. This was a murder investigation, per Dainty. So how had Mike Elgin been killed? Of course, all he had to do was speak to the forensic pathologist, Doctor Rebecca Cooper, who would no doubt have her own opinion on cause of death. But he knew from past experience that she would be reluctant to speculate until she’d completed a full post-mortem examination, which required the body to be relocated to the mortuary.


No, Dainty had kept cause of death to himself because he wanted a second opinion. Which is why he’d phoned Gilchrist. But Cooper was the best forensic pathologist Gilchrist had ever worked with. So why would Dainty need a second opinion from him? He seemed to be finding too many questions, and not enough answers, although as he stared at the body it was becoming clearer that Dainty wasn’t interested in a second opinion on cause of death, but of something more pertinent to the murder investigation.


But what?


He leaned forward, placed the palms of his hand on Elgin’s chest, and applied some pressure. The chest sank, which caused a flutter of bubbles at the nostrils. He pressed firmer, and a whitish froth foamed at the man’s lips.


‘Shit,’ Jessie said. ‘He drowned?’


‘Looks that way.’


‘So why does Dainty think he was murdered? He could’ve tripped and fallen into the Clyde. An accident. Or taken his own life. Jumped from a bridge. What’re we missing?’


‘Clearly something.’ Gilchrist let his gaze drift the length of the body. Shoes intact, brown leather, handmade, barely a scratch on their leather soles. Socks striped all the colours of the rainbow – a sartorial slip, or personal statement? Heavy woollen suit, dark blue checks, burgundy lining, matching trim at the pockets and buttons – clearly handmade. White button-down shirt – Egyptian cotton? Silk burgundy tie, half-Nelson knot. Silk handkerchief in the top pocket to match. Gold cufflinks in the shape of the letter B. Double cuffs with burgundy embroidery stitched in the letters MPE – Michael middle-name Elgin, he thought.


‘What’s the letter B stand for?’ Jessie said, toying with the cufflinks.


Gilchrist frowned. He’d seen that shaped letter before. ‘Could be Bentley,’ he said.


‘As in Bentley car? Jeez, is this guy loaded? Are we in the wrong job?’


‘It’s just a guess, Jessie. Settle down. We’ll check it out.’ He glanced at her. ‘Here. Have a look at this.’ He peeled back the sleeves on the right arm, as far as they would go, then the left. ‘What do you see?’


Jessie frowned, shook her head.


‘How about … what don’t you see?’


‘No watch?’


‘He has a pocket watch.’


She shrugged. ‘No bracelets? No rings?’


‘No jewellery of any kind,’ he agreed.


‘Don’t cufflinks count?’


‘That’s not it. There’s something else. Might not be important.’


She leaned closer, frowned, then shook her head again.


‘Tell-tale stubble?’ he tried.


‘What?’ She leaned closer. ‘He shaves his arms?’


He slid the sleeves back down. ‘And no tattoos. At least, as far as we can tell.’ He patted the suit from top to bottom – nothing in the pockets – then slipped a hand into the inside jacket pocket. Empty. No wallet, no mobile, just as Dainty had said. He avoided the urge to scratch his head in comic puzzlement. If this was a murder victim, he was missing something. But what, he couldn’t say at that moment.


‘What’s this?’ Jessie said, her fingers brushing the man’s beard at his jawline. ‘Is it a birthmark? Or …?’


He pressed his hand to the man’s face, rubbed his fingers through the beard. No raised skin, only what looked like a couple of red marks an inch or so apart, that were neither raised nor open. He peered closer, parting the facial hair as best he could. Was this what Dainty was wanting him to confirm? Could this be the reason Mike Elgin, investigative journalist, male model about town, had found himself in the Clyde and consequently drowned?


He pulled back, pushed to his feet, and faced Jessie.


She raised her eyebrows. ‘Are you thinking what I’m thinking?’


He nodded. ‘He’s been tasered.’


‘So … someone attacked him.’


Gilchrist tried to picture the scene in his mind’s eye.


Had Elgin been meeting someone, perhaps by the River Clyde? On the landscaped walkway? Or on one of the bridges that spanned the river? If so, and it was a big if, would an experienced journalist like Elgin have agreed to meet out of range of CCTV cameras? If he’d had any suspicions or fears for his life, Elgin would surely have met where his meeting could be recorded on CCTV. On the other hand, the meeting might have been arranged by his killer-to-be, or killers-to-be – now why had he thought there might be more than one killer? – then it might have been set someplace beyond the reach of CCTV cameras. But Scotland, particularly within city limits, had to be one of the most CCTV-ed countries on the planet. All they had to do was examine recorded CCTV footage, and they would find who tasered Mike Elgin. Of course, trying to work out where the meeting could have been held in a city of over a million people – if there even had been a meeting – was an impossible task. But if you focused on footage by the River Clyde, surely that would improve the odds—


‘Earth to Andy?’


He turned to see Jessie frowning at him. ‘What’s that?’


‘I was saying, before we jump to any conclusions that might result in us looking kind of foolish, we should turn the body over. Check it out more thoroughly. Just in case.’ She placed a hand under the body’s shoulder. ‘Help me. He’s a dead weight, excuse the pun.’


He nodded, his thoughts not fully back to the present. But he assisted Jessie in rolling the body over onto its side, just enough to permit her to search for signs of obvious wounds. He said nothing while she ran her fingers over the back of the head, then leaned closer as if she’d noticed something.


‘You see this?’ she said, more to herself than Gilchrist. ‘Looks like a cut. More graze than cut. It’s not open. Could’ve happened before the attack, or after. Who knows. But it’s not severe enough to knock him unconscious, I’d say.’


Gilchrist said, ‘Tasered. But not accurate enough, so it doesn’t immobilise him. He stumbles. Falls into river. Hits the back of his head on the way down. But only a graze.’ He paused, letting his mind work the scene, then said, ‘If he’s still conscious, couldn’t he swim?’


Jessie squinted up at him. ‘Fully clothed. Shoes on. Even if he could, it might’ve been a struggle just to stay afloat. Or maybe where he fell in he couldn’t pull himself out for some reason.’


Just then, the side of the tent flapped, and Dainty said, ‘Got a minute?’


Not a question.


Gilchrist eased the body onto its back again, leaving Jessie to finish up whatever she felt she had to do, then followed Dainty from the tent.


DI Annie Melton stood facing them,


‘Tells us what you think,’ Dainty asked.


‘Could Elgin swim?’


‘How the fuck would I know?’ Dainty grumbled.


‘We need to find that out. Could be important. Because he drowned. Which you knew, of course.’


Dainty raised his head and eyed him as if suspicious. Then he tightened his lips, and nodded. ‘And …?’


‘I’d say he’s been attacked. Tasered. Then either fell into the Clyde, or was pushed.’


‘So not suicide.’ A statement, not a question.


‘Not if he’s been tasered.’ A pause, then, ‘It’d be man-hour intensive, but if we could approximate time and place we might find CCTV footage of the actual incident.’


Again, Dainty nodded.


Gilchrist pressed on. ‘What did you find in his personal effects?’


Dainty’s mobile appeared in his hand as if from nowhere. He nodded to DI Melton. ‘Annie’ll bring you up to speed.’ Then he turned and walked off, mobile to his ear, just as Jessie exited the forensic tent.


‘He seems reluctant to give much away,’ Gilchrist said to Melton.


‘There’s a reason for that,’ she said, her accent Glaswegian-hard with the rough rasp of sixty-a-day. Then she added, ‘Where’re youse parked?’


‘Behind Dainty’s Volvo. Clydeview.’


‘I’ll talk. You drive.’










CHAPTER 3



The walk back along the footpath was done at a leisurely pace, like a group of walkers out for a carefree morning stroll. The river haar had cleared, a breeze had picked up, and the sun was doing its best to break through the clouds, but not quite succeeding.


‘What did Dainty tell you about Leila Hazazi?’ Melton asked.


‘That she disappeared four weeks ago. And her case has been escalated to a murder investigation.’


Melton nodded in agreement, then said, ‘I’m the SIO for that investigation, and we’ve been working day and night on it for the last three and a half weeks. Ten of us. And it’s not enough. The way things are going, we’d still get nowhere with a hundred of us working our arses off.’


‘And you believe Mike Elgin’s murder is linked?’ Gilchrist said.


‘Bet my life on it.’


‘So the discovery of Elgin’s body could give you new leads, and be seen as a potential break in the case.’


‘That’s one way of putting it.’


‘And another way?’


‘The stakes are rising.’


He looked at Melton, waiting for her to expand, but like Dainty she seemed reluctant to share her thoughts. ‘Look,’ he said, struggling to contain his frustration, ‘I got a call from Dainty before six this morning, asking for my help. So, here I am … here we are,’ he added, just to make it clear that Jessie was part of the team.


Melton glanced at Jessie, as if considering whether or not to include her, then said, ‘Dainty said you were well in with Jock Shepherd.’


A blast from the past. Big Jock Shepherd, once Glasgow’s and many might say Scotland’s crime patriarch, a name he hadn’t expected to hear again. But here it was. A bolt from the blue. But big Jock was long dead, so what was Dainty going on about?


‘I wouldn’t say I was well in with Jock, but I met him from time to time.’ A glance at Jessie. ‘We both have.’


‘His daughter, Arletta, now runs the family business.’


‘I’d heard. But in her defence, I believe she’s trying to make a legitimate go of it.’ He and Jessie had taken a few more steps before he realised Melton had stopped walking.


‘In her defence …?’ she said. ‘What the fuck’s that supposed to mean?’


He was surprised by her anger, the speed with which it had risen, but just as puzzled by the scowl on her face, as if she’d sipped a spoonful of Bitrex and was deciding whether or not to spit it out. He returned her hard gaze with a steady one of his own, and forced himself to keep his tone level – no need to fall out with anyone. Well, not until he knew what was going on at least. ‘That she’s no Jock Shepherd, is what it means. Nothing more.’


That seemed to do the trick, for Melton nodded in acknowledgement. ‘Sorry, sir,’ she said, showing professional deference to his rank. ‘But I hate that fucking bitch, so I do.’


‘I’ve always found it best to keep emotions out of all investigations.’


Her lips tightened for a thoughtful moment, then she said, ‘Got it.’


With the momentary flashpoint behind him, Gilchrist said, ‘So you think Mike and Leila’s murders might lead back to Arletta?’


‘We don’t. Not directly, anyway.’


He noticed the plural pronoun, the inferred connection to Dainty.


‘But we’re thinking Leila and Mike were onto something,’ she continued. ‘And when something goes on in Glasgow, the Shepherds aren’t far behind. In fact, they’re often a step or three ahead. We pulled a few of her boys in for questioning, shook the branches to see what fell out, but so far … nothing.’


They reached Gilchrist’s car, and he clicked his fob. He opened the passenger door for Melton, waited until she took her seat, then closed it behind her, conscious of Jessie glaring at him, as if to say, You never do that for me.


With a disgruntled grunt, Jessie slumped into the rear seat.


He fired up the ignition, did a slow three-point turn, then eased into Clydeshore Road. ‘None of this explains why Dainty phoned,’ he said, as he powered up the hill. ‘As far as I can tell, it’s a double murder investigation in and under the jurisdiction of Strathclyde Police. Nothing to do with Fife Constabulary.’


‘That’s what we thought,’ Melton said. ‘Until three days ago.’


He turned onto Dumbarton Road, heading towards Glasgow. ‘I’m listening.’


‘We interviewed Elgin twice,’ she said. ‘He’s Leila’s partner, he reported her missing, was the last person to see her alive. So he’s our first port of call. We thought he was good for it. So we grilled him. For a total of ten hours. But he stuck to his story—’


‘His story? You don’t believe him?’


‘Not at first. But we do now.’


Jessie said, ‘Now he’s dead, you mean?’


‘Fucksake,’ Melton hissed under her breath, loud enough to let Jessie know what she thought of her comment. ‘Our IT division’s been working day and night, chasing up leads from Leila’s social media. We don’t have her mobile, of course, but our IT boys were able to recover phone records of others, names given to us by Mike, friends of theirs, trying to find out her movements in the hours leading up to her disappearance. Mostly been spinning our wheels, but three days ago we managed to track down one of Leila’s …’ She paused, as if searching for the right word. ‘One of her contacts. If she can be called that. Amari Bankole. Used to work as a journalist, too, but got caught in the office with cocaine, and was dismissed on the spot. But Amari and Leila kept in contact.’ She half-turned her head, and said, ‘You with us so far?’ as if to goad Jessie.


‘Anyone report Bankole to the drug squad?’ Jessie quipped.


‘Of course. She claimed the drugs were planted, and was able to convince us, the drug squad that is, that she had nothing to do with them. Her DNA being absent helped win her over. But once we found out she’d spent over an hour with Leila the day before she vanished, a wee reminder of her past close call with drugs was enough to have her chirping like a canary.’


‘Singing,’ Jessie sniped.


‘What’s that?’


‘Nothing.’


Gilchrist didn’t want Melton to lose momentum. ‘What was the purpose of Leila and Amari meeting?’ he said. ‘Did you find out?’


Melton nodded. ‘Amari did a bit of work on the side for Leila. Scratch beneath the surface of Glasgow’s professional veneer, and you’ll find a stinking underbelly of criminal goings-on. Lawyers, councillors, accountants, and the rest of the fucking elite, back-handers for this, back-handers for that. Brown envelopes everywhere, the greedy bastards. Which was what Amari was good at. Finding dirt on supposedly clean individuals.’


She paused then, as if to take a breath, but a glance from Gilchrist confirmed she was scrolling through her mobile. ‘Have you ever come across Ryan Hadwin?’ she said. ‘Founder and CEO of Hadwin Funeral Services.’


Gilchrist shook his head. ‘No.’


A tilt of the head to Jessie. ‘How about you?’


‘Hadwin Funeral Services?’


A sigh, then, ‘Yeah.’


‘Based where? Glasgow?’


Melton scrolled through her mobile. ‘Six funeral homes in Scotland. Two in Glasgow, two in Edinburgh, one in Dundee …’ A pause, then, ‘And the most recent one in St Andrews.’


‘St Andrews?’ Gilchrist said. ‘Whereabouts?’


‘Outside of town. On the Leven Road.’


‘I’m not familiar with that. How about you, Jessie?’


‘Heard the name, but that’s about it.’


‘Maybe because it’s new,’ Melton said. ‘Opened less than a year ago. Hadwin bought out some other funeral homes. Word is his goal was to be the biggest funeral service provider in the UK. Also two more in England – Carlisle and Newcastle – but we’re not interested in these. Not at the moment, anyway.’


Gilchrist glanced at her. ‘His goal was to be the biggest. Has he shifted the goalposts, or has something else happened?’


Melton chuckled, returned her mobile to her pocket. ‘Dainty said you never missed a trick.’ She tilted her head to Jessie. ‘How about you? Any questions?’ she said, as if to let her know she was sleeping on the job.


‘Yeah,’ Jessie said. ‘You still haven’t told us what any of this has to do with us, other than one new funeral home in St Andrews.’


Gilchrist stepped in with, ‘Jessie has a point. So how can we help?’


‘Four months ago, Ryan Hadwin went missing. Supposed to be jetting off to sunnier climes for a short break, but never showed up at the airport. Nobody knew nothing about it until his girlfriend phoned his office from Spain to ask where he was.’


‘Girlfriend?’


‘Divorced wife number two a few years back. The girlfriend thought she was shaping up to be wife number three.’ She coughed, and grunted, ‘Christ, will they never learn?’


‘So …,’ Gilchrist said, ‘what became of Hadwin?’


‘As good as vanished off the face of the earth. Likely murdered some place unknown by someone unknown is the best we can come up with. His only son, Grant, was the prime suspect, of course. But he was alibied to the hilt. Clean as a whistle. Couldn’t find so much as a speck of dust on him.’


‘And the funeral business?’


‘Everything was taken over by Grant – mansion in Glasgow, two holiday homes in Majorca, luxury cars, the entire funeral business. The works.’ She paused, as if steadying herself for the punchline. ‘But here’s where it gets interesting. Amari Bankole had found out that Ryan Hadwin wasn’t Grant’s biological father.’


She paused, as if for effect, which had Jessie asking, ‘Do you know who is?’


Melton nodded. ‘Tony Dilanos.’


It took Gilchrist a couple of seconds to say, ‘Arletta Shepherd’s husband? I mean, late husband.’


‘The one and only. He’d been shagging behind Arletta’s back for years. But since the death of big Jock, and then Tony, Arletta’s been in charge. Fast forward to the present, and some folk in the Shepherd family don’t want the business run by a mere woman. Rumour has it there’s moves afoot to pull Grant into the family, because he’s Tony’s son, albeit illegitimate son, and make him a player.’


‘And the significance of this is …?’


‘That there’s about to be a major shift in who runs Scotland’s criminal empire.’


‘That’s a bit of a quantum leap,’ Gilchrist said.


‘We don’t see it that way. It’s already started. That’s the story that Leila Hazazi and Mike Elgin were working on. That’s the story they were about to expose, the story that got them killed.’


‘You know that for certain?’


‘Not a hundred per cent, but pretty close.’


‘And all because Amari Bankole, a woman of questionable character, says so?’


Melton shifted in her seat, as if to better confront him. ‘We’ve got two murders in the space of a month – Hazazi and Elgin. We’re investigating Ryan Hadwin’s disappearance as a murder, too. We suspect Grant Hadwin’s behind them all, but we can’t prove it. Which is why Dainty phoned you.’


Gilchrist frowned, and shook his head. ‘Other than one funeral home in St Andrews, there’s nothing I can use to pull Fife Constabulary in. Budgets are impossible. I’d never get approval for funding. I’m sorry, I’d love to help, but I don’t see how.’


‘You know Arletta Shepherd. You saved her life a few years back, is what I heard. And Dainty says you’re the only policeman she’s ever trusted, or would ever trust again.’


Not quite how Gilchrist remembered it. More like a bullet that missed, and not of his own doing. ‘I was there when her husband, Tony, was killed,’ he said. ‘But that’s about it.’


Melton nodded, as if giving thought to his words. ‘Well … that’s how you can help. I told you it’s already started. Arletta’s now missing. Nobody’s heard from her for three days.’


A quick calculation had Gilchrist concluding, ‘Around the same time Mike Elgin was killed?’


‘Exactly.’


‘So you think she’s dead, too?’


‘That’s what Dainty wants you to find out.’










CHAPTER 4



It took Gilchrist more than a few seconds to untangle the logic of what Melton had said. ‘So Dainty suspects that Grant Hadwin’s behind the deaths of Elgin, Hazazi, his father, Ryan – albeit not his biological father – and now, Arletta Shepherd?’


‘We don’t think Arletta’s dead.’


That almost stopped him. ‘Why not?’


‘We have some … contacts … who’ve told us she’s in hiding.’


‘Contacts? You mean family members?’


Melton stared straight ahead.


‘Names?’ he said.


‘It’s better you don’t know.’


‘I thought you needed my help.’


‘Dainty doesn’t want your investigation to be prejudiced in any way. It’s better you go in cold, without knowing who to trust or who not to trust.’


Gilchrist tightened his grip on the steering wheel. Dainty was right. When dealing with criminals who lived or died depending on who they trusted, or who trusted them, one word in the wrong ear, or a friendly look in the wrong direction, could be the innocent signal that got them killed. Dog eat dog didn’t cut it deep enough.


‘Okay,’ he said at length. ‘Does anyone know where Arletta might be?’


‘We believe she hasn’t left the country.’


Jessie said, ‘Well that narrows it down.’


‘But you don’t know for sure,’ Gilchrist said.


‘No.’


Well. There he had it. A missing person’s case as good as any. And even if they did manage to find Arletta, what could she tell them? More than likely not a lot came the logical answer. Because she couldn’t know who was after her, or she would have ordered one of her family to take care of the problem, surely. But why go into hiding? Why not just lie low and wait it out? Because it had to be deeper than that. Much worse for her. She didn’t know who to trust in her own family. So she’d had no option but to run.


Which told him betrayal ran thicker than blood.


‘Take the next exit left,’ Melton said.


He hadn’t been paying attention to where he was going, only that he was heading east, back into the city centre. He took the slip road, then followed Melton’s further instructions to find himself zigzagging left and right and across streets that seemed to blend into a jungle of dark tenements and car-lined roads.


‘Park anywhere,’ Melton said.


He found a spot next to a Pay and Display meter, then Melton surprised him by slotting in a few coins and handing him a display ticket. ‘That gives you an hour,’ she said. ‘Which should be plenty of time.’ She nodded to a tenement building on the other side of the street. ‘Second floor. Name’s by the buzzer. Bankole,’ she said. ‘Amari. She’s expecting you. Give Dainty a call once you’re done. He wants to have a word with you.’ And with that, she turned and strode off.


Jessie stood next to him, and watched her go. ‘She’s a strange one,’ she said. ‘Do you ever feel like you’re being played?’


What could he tell her? That there had to be more going on in this investigation than they were being led to believe? That Dainty was playing his cards close to his chest, too close for his comfort? Instead, he said, ‘Let’s see what Bankole has to say for herself.’


The entrance to the building was redolent of a heady mixture of Dettol and cat’s piss, as if a poor attempt had been made at clearing up someone’s mess. The door to Bankole’s flat didn’t change his opinion that the place was a dump. Peeling paint and dried-up putty on the door frame edged a door that still bore the boot marks of an attempted kick-in.


He pressed the bell and waited.


They didn’t have long. Several locks clicked and keys clattered before the door swung open to a tidy Asian woman with black leggings and a flat-chested white T-shirt. Her hair was dyed blonde and tied back in a ponytail that dangled over her left shoulder.


Gilchrist held out his warrant card, introduced himself and Jessie, and said, ‘We’re looking for Amari Bankole.’


‘I am she,’ she said. ‘Please. Come in.’ She stood back, and smiled at each of them as they passed.


The door clicked shut, followed by the hard rattling of keys being turned, locks being secured, leaving Gilchrist with the uneasy feeling of having walked into a trap. The lounge was deserted, high-ceilinged and airy, like a bright oasis in a desert of gloom. Light speckled in through paper blinds. Scented candles gave off the sweet smell of jasmine, and some other fragrance as aromatic as perfume. Two computer monitors stood on a wooden table in the corner, next to three laptops and a keyboard. A dozen or so books lay in haphazard piles on the floor by the legs of the table.


‘Would you like tea? Coffee?’ she asked from behind them.


Gilchrist turned, shook his head. ‘I’m fine, thanks.’


‘You, DS Janes?’


Jessie looked at her, as if surprised to hear her name and rank.


‘Can I get you tea or coffee?’ Bankole smiled. ‘Something stronger, perhaps?’


‘No. I’m all right. Thanks.’


Bankole turned her attention to Gilchrist. ‘Now DCI Gilchrist, how can I help you?’


He almost smiled at her elocution, the words precise and measured, with only the tiniest hint of a Scottish accent. Not what he’d expected. Not at all. Those thoughts flashed through his mind in a millisecond, before he said, ‘You were expecting us.’


‘Yes. DCI Small phoned me, and said you would like to talk to me.’


Dainty seemed to be pulling more strings than he was letting on. ‘I was told you met with Leila Hazazi for an hour,’ Gilchrist said, ‘the day before she was reported missing.’


‘I did. Yes.’


‘Why?’


‘I do research for Leila and Mike, for whatever story they’re working on. We used to meet face-to-face twice a month, but sadly … now she’s missing, presumed dead.’


‘And where would you meet Leila?’


‘The Counting House. On the corner of George Square.’


Gilchrist didn’t know Glasgow well enough to visualise the place, but a nod from Jessie let him know she had it covered.


‘After she went missing, did you meet with Mike instead?’


‘Not in person. But we spoke by phone.’


It struck him then, that Dainty might not have brought Bankole current with the day’s events. ‘When did you last speak to Mike?’


‘Last weekend.’


‘Which day?’


‘Saturday.’


‘When?’ he said, knowing he could check her statement through phone records.


‘Just after six in the evening. I can check my records for you, if you need the exact time. I have an app.’


‘Please.’ He said nothing while she slipped out her mobile and worked her way into whatever app she’d acquired. Dainty hadn’t told him when Elgin was suspected of being killed, but if he’d been in the Clyde for three days at least – according to Cooper – then this might help work out his final moments, or even where they could focus on CCTV footage.


‘Six-oh-seven on Saturday evening,’ Amari announced. ‘The call lasted five minutes and forty-one seconds.’


Jessie scribbled it down.


‘May I ask, please?’ Bankole said. ‘Why you are interested in my phone call to Mike?’


Jessie said, ‘Because he’s dead. Pulled out of the Clyde this morning.’


If Gilchrist thought Jessie’s bluntness would shock Bankole, he was mistaken. She stilled for a few seconds, as if trying to assimilate the comment in her brain, then said, ‘I didn’t know that. Sorry. How sad.’


‘Been in the river for three days,’ Jessie pressed on. ‘So you were probably one of the last people to speak to him.’


‘Hmm. Yes. Probably.’


So much for grieving for a friend.


‘Grant Hadwin,’ Gilchrist said, hoping the change in tack might stir up some reaction. ‘You told Leila that his biological father was Tony Dilanos.’


‘I did, yes.’


‘How did you find that out?’


‘Through his DNA.’


‘No. What I mean is, what caused you to look into Hadwin’s paternity?’


‘Leila asked me to.’


Gilchrist felt frustration stir. Was Bankole being deliberately obstructive, or simply obtuse? He forced his tone to remain level. ‘But why did she ask you? What did she know?’


‘She didn’t know anything. Not for sure, anyway. She said Mike had heard a rumour about Tony Dilanos, that he’d fathered a child, and that child was Grant Hadwin. So she asked me to look into it, see if I could find proof. That’s all.’


‘So … just a rumour,’ he said, more statement than question.


‘Yes.’


‘From whom?’


‘She didn’t say.’


Jessie said, ‘Tony’s been dead for a while. How did you get his DNA?’


‘From his criminal records.’


‘These records can’t be accessed by just anyone.’


‘I know.’


‘So how did you manage it?’


She pulled a quick smile that showed small teeth. ‘I have ways and means.’


‘That’s illegal,’ Jessie persevered.


She shrugged. ‘Arrest me, then.’


That seemed to stump Jessie, but she tried to fight back with, ‘We might just do that.’


Gilchrist cooled the moment with, ‘So who else knows about this connection?’


‘Only Mike. I’m sure.’


‘And now he’s dead.’


‘So you said.’ She frowned. ‘Do you think that’s why he and Leila were murdered?’


‘We never said Mike was murdered.’


‘I’m adding two and two.’


His glance at Jessie warned her to bite her tongue. ‘So before we arrest you for breach of data protection,’ he said, ‘what else have you uncovered?’


‘Depends.’


‘Depends on what?’


‘On whether you’re going to arrest me or not.’


Gilchrist returned her gaze, all of a sudden aware of how precocious she seemed, how secure she felt in her own environment, how her inscrutable face showed no signs of worry or concern. He remembered Melton telling him how the threat of charging her with possession of drugs had her … singing … like a canary. Yet, here she was, facing down his bluff. He couldn’t say how he knew, but he felt certain she was holding something back, some piece of information that might provide him with a useful lead.


‘Whether or not we arrest you,’ he said, ‘depends on how much we value what you’ve found.’


‘Not to mention,’ Jessie added, ‘by withholding vital information, you’re obstructing a criminal investigation.’


Bankole looked at Jessie, as if seeing her for the first time, blinked once, twice, then turned her attention back to Gilchrist. ‘Mike told me on the phone that he met with Arletta Shepherd last Thursday.’


Gilchrist tried to keep his surprise hidden, but wasn’t sure he pulled it off. ‘Thursday was two days before he was killed,’ he said. ‘And about the same time Arletta went missing.’ He lowered his head and eyed Bankole over an imaginary pair of specs. ‘You need to do better than that.’


‘Would a phone number work?’


‘Whose?’


‘Quid pro quo? I give you Arletta’s phone number, then you leave me alone?’


He glanced at Jessie, whose lips resembled a white scar. ‘Why didn’t you give DI Melton, or DCI Small, the number?’


‘They never asked.’ A pause, then, ‘Deal?’


He nodded. ‘Deal.’










CHAPTER 5



Back outside, Gilchrist phoned Dainty. ‘DI Melton said I should call you.’


‘You get anywhere with Bankole?’


‘Might have a lead, but it’s too early to say.’


‘Want to share it?’


Two could play at keeping cards close to their chest. ‘No,’ he said. ‘It’s too flimsy. I’ll get back to you if it’s worthwhile.’


The line filled with silence for a few seconds before Dainty said, ‘You’re not holding out on me, are you?’


‘Let’s say that I want to keep things tight until I have a better handle on what’s what.’


Dainty fell silent for another long moment, then he sniffed, and said, ‘Okay. Get back to me. We still have a double murder investigation to solve.’ And with that, the line died.


Next, Gilchrist dialled the number Bankole had given him. He walked off from Jessie, mobile hard to his ear, concerned that if Arletta heard any background noise, she might think someone was listening in. When the connection was made, the line rang twenty times before he hung up. It didn’t dump him into voicemail. Not that he would have left a message, but he would at least have felt confident that the number belonged to a living person, Arletta or someone else.


He searched for Jessie, who was on the opposite side of the street on a call of her own, so he tried the number again. Same result, although he didn’t wait as long before he killed the connection. He and Arletta hadn’t been in touch for well over a year, so he thought it unlikely that she would recognise his mobile number. And if the number he’d been given belonged to a burner, his own number wouldn’t be stored in the memory.


He was about to slip his mobile into his pocket, when he thought of sending a text. He worked his way into Contacts, tapped in the number, then pressed the Message icon. Faced with a blank screen, doubts crept through his mind – for all he knew about the number, he could be sending a text to someone he wouldn’t necessarily want to know that he was trying to contact Arletta. So, what to text? Short and sweet was as good a message as any. And not cryptic, but something that would let her know who had texted – an abbreviation of his rank and name, perhaps? Bankole had said Arletta had met Mike Elgin, so he decided to go with that, keep it short and vague, and all in lowercase without correct grammar. For a moment he thought of misspelling dead as he tapped in the message, but didn’t see any advantage in doing so.
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