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  CHARACTERS




  Charlie Allen – Charlie and his cousin Ian keep their street-dealing business mostly outside of Glasgow. Tried to work the city before and got their fingers

  burned, and they’ll only go in again for the right deal.




  Ian Allen – A chubby little fellow who runs a successful street-dealing business with Charlie. Everyone thinks they’re brothers, and it’s too

  much work to correct them all.




  Chris Argyle – There aren’t many who have a better importing business than Argyle. What he needs are dealers to distribute, and then he can seal a deal

  with a major organization.




  Brian ‘BB’ Bradley – Bright young muscle, throwing his weight around for a living. If he makes no mistakes he might survive long enough to get as

  disillusioned as the veterans who give him his orders.




  Nate Colgan – You wouldn’t tell him he wasn’t the toughest man in Glasgow to his face. Security consultant for the Jamieson organization, and

  it’s a job with increasing complications.




  Rebecca Colgan – If there’s anyone in Glasgow who truly believes in the goodness of Nate Colgan it’s his daughter Rebecca. If there’s one

  person he truly loves back, it’s her.




  Aiden Comrie – He’s worked the street for years, hoping his big break will come. Setting up a drug deal between Argyle and the Allens would be huge.

  This is his moment.




  Liam Duffy – He might be young, but don’t underestimate his ability. He wouldn’t be a senior man for Chris Argyle if he didn’t know exactly

  what he was doing.




  Dale Duggan – To look at him you would think he was nothing, and that’s the point. If you don’t look at him twice you’ll never see the guns

  he delivers to buyers.




  Lisa Fitzgerald – She knew what Gully did for a living when she married him, but all these years later she thought he was out of that world. She hoped he

  was, anyway.




  Sally Fitzgerald – Lisa and Gully had wanted a child for so long, and they only had Sally for eight years. It broke them both, and they’re still trying

  to put the pieces back together.




  Stephen ‘Gully’ Fitzgerald – Back in the day, if you worked in Glasgow’s underworld, Gully was the man you feared punishment from most.

  He’s older now, but being scary is like riding a bike to him.




  Alison Glenn – Usman’s great, and she does like spending time with him, but she worries about her job, about her long-term prospects. She’s

  feeling the pressure.




  Peter Jamieson – He built one of the biggest criminal organizations in the city, and just because he’s in prison doesn’t mean that he isn’t

  still in charge.




  Marty Jones – Started out as the sort of pimp and moneylender that everyone despised. Has grown into the sort of pimp and moneylender that people in the

  business have no choice but to respect.




  Akram Kassar – It’s not serious criminality, moving counterfeit goods around and trying to make a bit of slightly dishonest cash. He tries to put some

  work his little brother Usman’s way when he can.




  Usman Kassar – Don’t be fooled by the youthfully goofy appearance, he’s a smart kid. The kind who can plan big things, and keep those plans to

  himself until it’s time to do the job.




  James Kealing – An industry veteran, running a bunch of warehouses he and his terrifying father started and keeping his profile low and profits high.




  Przemek Krawczyk – The criminals he works for in Glasgow take their orders from Eastern Europe, so when they told him to look after Martin Sivok, he did. But

  he can only babysit so long.




  Alex MacArthur – The oldest of the old organization bosses, a man clinging on to power while the young wolves eye up control of what he built.




  Ronnie Malone – Nate had never had a protégé before, a young man he could teach the ways of the business. He took Ronnie under his wing, and it

  turned out to be a mistake.




  Joanne Mathie – She wasn’t looking for a relationship, but Martin makes her happy and she wants to make the best of that, even if the circumstances are

  . . . complicated.




  Skye Mathie – Her mother has a boyfriend and that’s pretty disgusting to begin with. Her mother seemingly preferring that boyfriend over her, well that

  just isn’t fair.




  Sarah McFall – She’s the senior woman that the Allens use for all their important negotiations. Smart, but that’s never enough, you have to be

  tough as hell too, and she is.




  Kelly Newbury – She seems to want to become the woman in Nate Colgan’s life, and she’s quickly becoming a key employee for the Jamieson

  organization.




  Don Park – Of all the people lining up to replace Alex MacArthur, none has a better chance than Park. If he could set up his own drug network with Argyle and

  the Allens, he’d be halfway to power.




  Martin Sivok – He came to Scotland from the Czech Republic through necessity, not choice. Now that he’s here he wants to build a life, and working in

  the criminal industry is the only way he knows how.




  John Young – He was Peter Jamieson’s right-hand man, and the same police investigations that swept Jamieson to prison caught Young too.




  





  12.46 a.m.




  It’s been almost two hours. His legs are cramping. The plastic strips have dug into his wrists where he’s pulled at them. Martin’s become accustomed to the

  dark now. He can see the small door they came in. He can see the loading-bay shutters beside it they should have left by. There’s little in the warehouse itself, metal shelves pushed back

  against three walls and a large empty floor space. Not quite empty. There’s a man dressed in black, tied to a chair by thin plastic strips. Martin.




  The cut on the top of his shaved head seems like it’s stopped bleeding. Either that or it’s become numb. The balaclava he was wearing is gone. He didn’t take it off, and he

  can’t see it anywhere. The blood had run down the side of his neck, trickling down inside his clothes. He had wriggled to try and scratch the itch, but that was no use. Now the blood has

  dried and his clothes are sticking to it. When he shakes his head slightly, he doesn’t feel any more liquid movement up there, just the dizziness of effort. That’s a positive. Cling on

  to that.




  He’s leaning forward, now that it seems his head will let him. Tried this a few minutes ago and the pain that shot behind his eyes demanded he lean back again. Spent the next few minutes

  fearing that crack to the head had done him permanent damage. Bloody hell, that hit was harder than it needed to be. He’s looking down at the straps round his ankles. These aren’t as

  noticeably tight as the ones round his wrists. Tight enough. A second strap looped through the first and into a small metal hoop in the floor. All to guarantee that he’s not going

  anywhere.




  Not that he could anyway. His hands tied behind him, his shoulders starting to burn. He doesn’t have the strength for struggle. Two hours. Shouldn’t take half this long, not if they

  knew what they were doing. The waiting is making it worse. Forcing him to sit still, knowing they’re out there. Knowing they’re on their way to kill him.




  Martin Sivok has been in the country for a little over a year. Born in Czechoslovakia, raised in the Czech Republic. Worked minor jobs in Brno based around dealing. Then the minor jobs got

  major. Working for a gang that had connections all across Europe. It paid well, and he was willing to take the risks that well-paid work requires. But risks run fast. They catch up with you; so he

  left in a hurry. Had some help getting out from his former employers. That same gang had connections in Western Europe, told him they had some work for him in Scotland. Sure, Scotland, why not?

  Glasgow seemed all right, mostly because there was nobody here trying to arrest or kill him. Wasn’t where he had been planning to spend a few years, but so what? Hadn’t been planning

  anything at all. Life was a wide open field and he was young enough to wander into any corner of it.




  He’s moving again. Trying to wriggle in the seat to take some pressure off his shoulders, see if he can dim the pain. Trying to loosen the straps a little, but that’s only making

  things worse. The plastic is digging into the flesh and he can feel it cut his wrist. Now a dribble of blood, running down into the palm of his hand. Feels the blood on his numbing fingers.

  He’s sighing, for all the good it’ll do.




  Weird how dry his mouth is. He’s licking his lips but his tongue isn’t moist enough to help. He hasn’t shouted, and he won’t. No point when there’s nobody to hear

  him. There’s something, a slow drip it sounds like, coming from behind him. Must be raining again, the water running through a hole in the roof of the warehouse. Big bloody surprise that

  it’s raining in this city. It’s a cold night, but he still has his jacket on. Another small mercy. So that’s his coat keeping him warm and he’s not bleeding from the head

  any more. Two positives to focus on.




  Plenty of negatives to ignore. Being tied to a chair in a warehouse in Clydebank in the middle of the night isn’t a cheerful way to pass the time. Knowing that someone’s about to

  turn up with the intention of killing you and the ability to make it happen. All of it a set-up, carefully constructed by others. And Joanne, sitting back at home, waiting for him to return, aware

  that this might be the night when he doesn’t.




  Martin’s closing his eyes. He’s been trying to stop himself from doing that for the last hour. Close your eyes and you don’t know when you’ll open them again. Maybe you

  never will. And if you do, your mind might be too addled to react properly to what’s happening. Stay awake and stay alert. He can’t, he’s too sore and too tired and too drained.

  Too aware of what’s to come this night to want to think about it.
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  They weren’t as big and impressive as they had claimed. Not in Scotland, anyway. He knew how well connected they were in Eastern Europe because he’d seen it first

  hand. Worked those long-established and deep-running networks and made good money from them. But here he was, Martin Sivok, thirty-one, short, stocky and standing in a foreign country. He needed

  their connections to help him now if he was going to survive the upheaval working for them had brought about. They got him some work. Some. Like, a little. Crappy jobs for crappy money.




  Back in Brno they had been the biggest gang in town and had enough strength to make sure they stayed that way. A healthy percentage of the high-value drugs coming into the city and the region

  passed through them. Money flowed in with it, and Martin got his cut because Martin did some very dirty jobs for them. They liked him, they valued him. That’s why they helped him get west and

  get safe when he was running from the police.




  They tried to find him work, but it wasn’t the same when they stepped outside of their own territory. There were other people in Glasgow, people who had been here a long time. Outsiders

  were growing rapidly in influence, but there was an old guard fighting to protect what had always been theirs. The gang that brought him across, they weren’t looking for trouble with the old

  guard. Working with them in supply, rather than against them in distribution. Making less money but avoiding any real conflict, for now at least. It was a different tactic from the norm, and one

  that meant Martin and his skills had nowhere to play in Glasgow.




  So he was bounced back to the bottom of the heap. Nobody wants to be down there in the gutter of the criminal industry, not for long. Even kids starting out, their motivation is to get upwardly

  mobile. Get into the clouds where the money and influence are hidden. Well Martin had been up there already; he had just lost altitude. Meant learning the ropes in the new place; going back to

  school.




  Learn who’s who, that’s important. Work out who you can do jobs for and who you can’t. Who you can trust and who’ll throw you overboard as soon as they’ve used you.

  Who has a long-term future in the city and who’s one step away from their ending. Work out who’s fighting wars against who so that you can try and benefit from the inevitable work

  conflict provides. Oh, and work out what the fuck these people are saying. His English was pretty good before he got here, been speaking it in bits since high school. Watched a lot of American TV

  and listened to a lot of music sung in what he thought was the right language. First day off the plane in Glasgow and he realized he’d learned the wrong English.




  Took a while to get used to everything, but he did. He completed the often menial jobs they provided for him and made very little money along the way. He was practically living off his savings

  the first time he met Usman Kassar. He had mentioned his situation, a couple of times, to an absurdly hairy Polish guy with good English that seemed to be running things for the old gang

  hereabouts.




  ‘There must be other things you could get me. I have done much more than this, back home. I can do it again.’ Hinting at the high-value work he had made a living from.




  ‘I know what you did,’ the hairy man said, shrugging. His name was full of Z’s and Y’s, but Martin could never remember in what order. ‘There’s nothing here.

  People here, they have their own men like you. Men they trust. Men they’ve known for years. They don’t trust you.’




  ‘I could do that work for you.’




  ‘We aren’t doing that here, and we won’t be. I’m not teasing you here, kid. We have a good thing going that we won’t screw up. London, sure, other cities maybe. But

  we have a deal in Glasgow. A good one. There are others though. As long as you aren’t working against us, you don’t have to only work for us.’




  That was disheartening. He’d been working for one gang for more than ten years, worked their toughest jobs back home. Now he was out of sight and out of mind. Hey, you want to go work for

  someone else you go knock yourself out. He felt dismissed. They’d brought him here as a courtesy, a thank-you for all the profitable work he’d done for them in the past, but they

  probably assumed he’d find work with someone else right away. He had clung on to them for too long.




  Joanne Mathie knew what she’d be coming home to. She’d spent the previous evening stocktaking at the bookshop and spent the night at her sister’s. Had warned

  her daughter Skye she’d be back at ten o’clock the following morning, and any piles of partygoers better be cleared by then. Joanne would have been surprised if Skye had kept her word,

  so there was no shock when she opened the front door and found a sickly teenage girl blocking the corridor. Skye had thrown a party, and thrown the house around with it.




  Joanne stepped over the girl in the corridor and went looking for her daughter. There were people in the living room and the kitchen, half of them asleep and the other half wishing they still

  were, nursing all kinds of headaches. Strangers asleep in various rooms and various positions. There was beer on the carpet and what looked like a bloodstain on the kitchen table that she

  didn’t want to think about. Couldn’t find Skye. Went upstairs looking for her. Found her in her bedroom, still under the quilt with a gormless-looking soul lying next to her.




  ‘You get up,’ Joanne shouted at her, before turning to the boy, ‘and you get out.’




  The boy did as he was told, not so much as a goodbye as he pulled on some clothes and sprinted for freedom. Joanne stood over the bed while Skye made no effort at all to move.




  ‘What?’ Skye shouted.




  ‘I tell you you can have a party but I’ll be back by ten so get the place cleaned up. That was all I asked of you. Have you taken a wee peek at a clock?’




  ‘Just get out of my room,’ Skye said petulantly, pulling the quilt over her head.




  ‘This is the last time,’ Joanne shouted, slamming the door behind her as she walked out of the room.




  Went into her own bedroom and paused. A stocky, shaven-headed young man lying on the floor at the bottom of the bed, all on his own. Looked like he’d managed to have a happy enough time,

  aided only by a bottle and three cans lying beside him. Joanne kicked him good and hard on the ankle. A man lying on the floor of her bedroom uninvited, a kick was the least he deserved. He sat

  bolt upright, growling something in a language that may have been foreign or may have been drunken Glaswegian.




  ‘Out,’ Joanne said harshly, pointing at the door.




  He got up and made to leave, pausing when he saw her begin to tidy up the mess he’d made. Walked back across and insisted on picking up everything he’d left on the floor, apologizing

  in broken English. Went downstairs with her, picking up more rubbish as he went. Refused to leave until he had helped her move furniture back into place, including tipping two sleeping people off

  the sofa and barking at them to leave when they dared complain. He had the place cleaned and cleared in a little over forty minutes. She felt obliged to offer him a cup of coffee.




  Said his name was Martin, from the Czech Republic, and emphasized the fact he was single. Joanne was thirty-nine, tidy dark hair, a pretty face, and short, which suited Martin. Truth was he had

  no idea where he was and had no money for a taxi so leaving wasn’t a tempting option. They chatted for almost an hour, Joanne enjoying this straightforward little man. He was smart and

  self-effacing, but there was an unmistakable edge to the quiet confidence that radiated from him. An ordinary face with eyes that routinely hinted at far more than was spoken.




  He visited the house the following day, and things moved fast. Joanne was old enough to know her mind and not debate it. She liked Martin and Martin liked her so they spent a lot of time

  together. Three months after meeting and he had practically moved in.




  Usman Kassar. Jesus, the first time Martin met him he was convinced the boy was a halfwit. Had a big puffy jacket, oversized red headphones draped round his neck and some goofy

  cap or hat on. He was dressed for attention. They were exchanging a large sum of money for a significant quantity of pills and his outfit could scarcely have been less suitable. Doing a drug deal

  in an outfit you’d have to be high to wear. Could have carried round a neon sign and he wouldn’t have been any more conspicuous.




  It was in the back office of a hairdressers in Hillhead that the deal was done. A group of Pakistanis with Scottish accents and Eastern Europeans with Eastern European accents. Everything had

  long since been agreed, this was just the twitchy handover. You do the negotiation first, separately. Don’t negotiate with the gear on the table, that has a habit of clouding stupid

  people’s judgement, which is typically not clear to begin with. Martin didn’t know who any of them were, not even the guys he was there with. One was Polish, the other might have been

  Ukrainian, maybe Russian, didn’t speak enough to clarify either way. Didn’t matter, Martin was just there to make up the numbers.




  There were polite handshakes to begin with. The gear was handed over, the cash moved the other way. The possible Ukrainian pocketed the packet of money, the man Usman was with took the bags of

  pills. That fellow seemed jolly, he and Usman happy with the deal. The sellers though seemed to be trying to play up to some inscrutable Eastern European stereotype, all scowls and shrugs that

  would disappear when there were no strangers around, so Martin played along. Give the people what they expect.




  The possible Ukrainian and the other guy on Martin’s side left together. Left him, nothing more than hired muscle they didn’t need any more, to make his own way home. He was starting

  to stroll down the street, hoping to bump into a bus stop, get himself closer to Joanne’s house in Mount Florida, which was neither a mountain nor in Florida. They were good with names round

  here though, he would give them that. He heard footsteps scuffing along the pavement behind him.




  Usman Kassar made up an excuse with his brother, told Akram he was going to meet a mate so couldn’t take the pills back with him. Story accepted, and Usman went scuffing

  off down the street to catch up with the foreigner. A lazy person running, not getting their feet off the ground properly and not caring about the noise they made. Struggling to catch up with that

  little guy.




  Wouldn’t make a good first impression and he knew it, the little skinhead frowning over his shoulder at the approaching Usman. You’re unarmed and alone and some guy you’ve just

  done a drug deal with is running towards you. Usman was on his own too, sure, but that didn’t mean anything. He would be on his own if he was looking to attack. Akram would then drive up

  alongside so that he could jump straight into the car for a getaway. Sort of thing the foreigner had probably done before, back in the day, before he graduated to more complicated things.




  Usman assumed he looked as impressive as he felt, young and tough and bristling with masculine energy. He was busy hanging on to his oversized headphones, and his attempt at running had neither

  the pace nor the urgency of a man in a real hurry. Also, he sure as shit wasn’t afraid of being seen.




  ‘Here, mate, wait up,’ he said, wheezing out the last couple of words. He had run fifty feet, at most. ‘Slow down, slow down, man.’




  Martin wasn’t walking quickly. He stopped and looked at this young man. Martin was thirty-one, but he looked older; Usman was twenty-five, but he looked younger. Thin as a rail, smooth

  cheeked and full of grins. He stopped beside Martin with one of those trademark grins all over his face, leaning forward with his hands nearly at his knees, panting.




  ‘You are not fit,’ Martin said quietly. Going for the deadpan approach, because that was what they had played in the hairdressers.




  ‘Aye, no, I’m not. Smoking too much good stuff. I know it, man, I know it. Listen, pal, you’re Martin, right, Martin Sivok?’




  Martin frowned at that. First time anyone here had known his name before he’d told them and that made him suspicious. Someone had mentioned him to this kid and this kid had some way of

  profiting from it. Something else Martin had seen before. You hear a name and hear a few things that that name has done. You put pressure on that person, try and work an angle that puts money in

  your pocket. Blackmail, mainly. You give me money or I tell local police about you. Simple stuff if you can persuade the other person you have the balls to follow it through.




  ‘Why do you want to know?’ Martin said. Low tone, taking a single step forward to make the distance between him and this guy uncomfortably close. Let him see how quickly this could

  turn very nasty.




  ‘Here, Jesus, calm yourself, man. It’s nothing bad. Fuck’s sake. Man, he said you’d be cool.’




  ‘Who said?’




  ‘Przemek. That how you say it? Przemek Krawczyk?’ Neither pronunciation anywhere close to correct. ‘I don’t know how to pronounce his name. We just call him PK. Everyone

  round here does, or we’d be falling over our fucking tongues. The Polish guy. Big hair, big beard. You know him, right?’




  Martin nodded. The name, a mangled spit of vowels, sounded at least in the ball park of the hairy Pole’s. He knew him, just didn’t know why he’d be talking to this guy about

  him.




  ‘So?’




  Usman looked at him and puffed out his cheeks. ‘Man, you’re hard work. He said you’d be cool about this. I don’t know, maybe he was wrong. Look, he told me you were a

  serious guy, you know, a guy who did big jobs. Said you were bored of the shitty stuff they have you doing for them. Said you might be looking for something a wee bit better.’




  Martin said nothing for a few seconds. They were out on the bloody street and this wasn’t a conversation that sat comfortably in public, Usman knew. Two people had walked past them already

  and there were others coming into range. You don’t approach a serious guy in the middle of the fucking street where people can see you. But, maybe Martin wasn’t that serious any more.

  The Pole had said it was a while since he had pulled a big job, and reputations got swallowed fast.




  ‘I’m interested in good work,’ Martin said eventually. ‘If it’s serious. If it’s properly organized. If it’s with people I know and I trust. I

  don’t know you,’ he said, and turned away.




  That reaction wasn’t a surprise, the tough guy thinking he was swinging on the top branches of the tree. Always took men like him a while to realize that their celebrity only burned bright

  in their own neck of the woods, and now that they had left their home city some younger spark would be filling that vacuum.




  Martin started to walk away, made it a few steps and found Usman bolting in front of him. He stood blocking the path, a big grin still on his face.




  ‘Look, wee man, I know you’re reluctant. Sure you are. You don’t know me from Adam. Probably don’t know the city very well either, am I right? You come over here and you

  don’t get the sort of respect you got back home. People don’t treat you the way they should. Am I right? Yeah I am, I’m right. I seen it before. We got guys come over and they

  think they can be the same thing here they were back home. Doesn’t work that way, does it? You left behind whatever reputation you had back in the old country. So you need to find some right

  good jobs for yourself. Can’t lean on your old chums, you need to find good jobs for yourself, and I got a couple of belters.’




  ‘These belters,’ Martin said, only half sure of what the word meant. ‘You take them to your friend back there. Or another friend. I don’t know you well enough to trust

  you.’




  He made a step to walk past Usman. Shove past him, if that was what it took. You wouldn’t know it to look at him but Usman was a determined man, happy to push his luck if it needed a

  nudge. He blocked Martin’s path again and held up a placating hand.




  ‘Right, here’s the thing. I need a serious guy, right. I know you’re a serious guy. You done the sort of thing I need help with, so this’ll be easy for you. I got a bunch

  of jobs planned out, I been scouting for ages, got all the detail, right. But I get that you don’t trust me because you don’t know me, that’s fine, so here’s what we do.

  I’m going to give you my number, because I know you won’t want to give me yours. You call me when you’re ready and I’ll tell you about one job. Just one to start,

  that’s fair enough. You and me, we talk it out. I tell you all about it, and how you can make a good fifteen grand off it. A week’s work, tops. Right?’




  Martin stood and looked at him, considering it. Usman smiling, trying to look reasonable and persuasive. Couldn’t do any harm to take the phone number even if he had no intention of ever

  phoning the guy. Everyone promised big money for little work. It was the detail that would separate Usman from the criminal herd, but Martin had little intention of phoning to hear it, he just

  wanted this conversation to be over.




  ‘Fine, I will take your number,’ Martin said, taking his phone out of his pocket.




  Usman told him the number, told him how to spell his name as well. As Martin turned to walk away Usman put a hand on his shoulder and stopped him.




  ‘I bet you’re thinking that I’m some kind of bullshitter, eh? Big mouth kid and all that. Well I ain’t. This job, it’s a good one. I got all the plans and info to

  make it work clean. Just needs a driver and gunman, two-man job, me and you. But you wouldn’t have to pull the trigger, no way. Minimum thirty grand return. Minimum. You think about it. Call

  me and we’ll discuss it, I’ll give you the details. Don’t have to say yes, but at least talk to me about it. How are you ever going to get to know people in the business if you

  won’t work with them?’




  Usman nodded, convinced he’d nailed the speech with that last gem at the end. Throw in a catch-22 that only he can solve for the new guy in town. He turned and walked back down the street,

  his tall and thin frame rocking side to side as he walked. An affectation, an attempt to look like the coolest man in Glasgow. Hard to say who he thought he was impressing, but he seemed committed

  to it. Going for a gangster swagger.




  Martin took a walk to the nearest bus stop, still unsure of where everything was here. Best way to learn your way about was to travel in ignorance, watching the city going past

  and waiting for it to get familiar. He would make a little money just for turning up at the drug handover they’d done today, but only a little. Working security, a job he was no good at. Not

  in Glasgow, anyway. Here he was just a short man with a mean look and a funny accent whose threats were mostly misheard. God, funny accents summed up half the city from where he was standing, but

  he was the odd one out. So he wasn’t even intimidating here. No reputation. Nothing. He was starting from scratch, and how do you start from scratch without taking a chance on new people?
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  It was the bill for the car insurance that changed things. Joanne had decided, partly because Martin had unofficially moved in and Skye had unofficially moved out, that it was

  time to get another car. She’d had one until Skye was nearly old enough to drive, then quickly sold it. She didn’t want to teach that girl how to drive; she was quite dangerous enough

  on foot.




  Joanne had enough money to buy the car by herself, but Martin insisted on chipping in. It was pride, more than anything. Go halves on everything this early in the relationship to make Joanne see

  how useful he was. So he had to take two thousand, two hundred out of his savings. He told her he had the money and Joanne had little choice but to believe him.




  ‘I have money of my own,’ she told him. ‘You don’t have to match me penny for penny.’




  ‘I have money too,’ he said.




  She knew what it was. This macho little guy who had earned his own money and paid his own way his whole life, unwilling to have his girlfriend provide anything for him now. She had no idea how

  much money he had, but he hadn’t done much work since they’d got together.




  Joanne was going to pay for vehicle tax, so Martin insisted on paying for the insurance. And that was it. She saw a change in him now. Martin seemed like he was worried about something, and that

  something could really only be money. It became obvious that he was looking for work, phoning people who could help him out. They had separate accounts, didn’t talk much about money.

  Didn’t talk about what he would do to earn some either.




  They didn’t talk about his work because it wasn’t a subject either of them was sure their relationship was strong enough to handle yet. Joanne worked with her older sister in a book

  store that their parents had owned before them. The parents were dead now, Joanne’s house had been theirs before they passed away. So Joanne had a nice house that she didn’t have to pay

  for and just enough money coming in from her job. She didn’t know what Martin was bringing to the table.




  She didn’t put pressure on him; he put all the necessary pressure on himself. She didn’t ask about money, didn’t ask about his work, didn’t ask about

  his history. She was too smart for questions.




  ‘I had to leave in a hurry,’ he had told her early in the relationship. ‘I was working for some people. Not good people.’




  ‘I never thought you were a social worker, Martin.’




  He wasn’t 100 per cent on what social workers did over here, but he was 95 per cent sure it was a long way from what he had done. Beating people, torturing a few and killing some. He did

  what was required to make the money he wanted. Over here? Standing in the back of a hairdressers while other people did deals, silent and simple. Only there so that his side would have one more

  person at the handover than the other side. He was a fucking statue.




  Those savings had been hard earned. Took him years of brutal work to put it all together, but he had expenses back home as well. A nice flat, a nice car, a lifestyle that burned through

  disposable income quickly. When you work those jobs to make that money, you become determined to enjoy it. And when you flee the country in the night, get yourself across Europe and find yourself

  hardly employable for a few months, the savings dwindle. If it had been him alone he wouldn’t have called Usman. He would have lived poorly; worked with people he vaguely knew and worked his

  way up very gradually through the crowds of industry men in this city. He had to be careful, a man in his position. Make a wrong move and he’d be running from another country, this time

  without help. Don’t let people know who you are or what you did. Pick the people you work with carefully. Problem was that he didn’t need to earn just for himself, he was part of a

  couple now. When he woke up in the morning with Joanne wrapped around him, he knew he had to make the call.




  Martin was alone in the house, sitting at the big kitchen table. The kitchen felt old, solid, classic. Everything looked expensive, almost antique, leftovers from Joanne’s parents’

  time. He had his phone in front of him, Usman’s name and number on the screen. Thinking about that goofy smile and that silly walk. No. No way. He couldn’t work with a guy like that,

  too much risk. He would never have given him the time of day back home. Guy like that, he would have laughed in his face. Thirty grand minimum take with an even split, he had said though. A

  week’s work, at the most. Top up his savings and he wouldn’t have to work again for a few months. Wouldn’t even have to pull the trigger.




  It was funny, but he hardly thought about the police, not back home and not here. He’d never been caught. Came close, obviously, or he wouldn’t have been bundled off to Glasgow in

  the first place, but he’d always got away. Wasn’t scared of getting caught now, even if he was in unfamiliar surroundings. He believed he had the talent to do most jobs clean. It was

  the thought of the other half of the two-man job botching it, getting him a bad reputation, that put some fear in him. The thought that Usman was a clown and everyone knew it but Martin.




  He phoned the hairy Pole instead.




  ‘Przemek,’ he said, getting the pronunciation right this time. The good start he needed. ‘It’s Martin Sivok. I want to ask you about this Usman Kassar.’




  There was a pause of a few seconds, a memory being searched. ‘What about him?’




  ‘Why did you give him my name?’




  ‘I knew he was looking for someone like you. I knew you were looking for someone like him.’




  ‘You make it sound like you’re sending us on a fucking date.’ His English improving to the point that he now knew where to drop the customary swear into a Glaswegian

  sentence.




  ‘Hey, what you two get up to is your business. He got in touch with you?’




  ‘He says he has a job. He seems stupid to me. Very stupid. If I work with him, I feel like other people will not want to work with me, they’ll think I’m stupid like

  him.’




  ‘Usman? He’s young, that’s all. He dresses stupid, but all young people dress stupid, always did. Talk funny too. But he has reputation. His brother, maybe more, but he has

  too. People know that he’s good at what he does. He’s done things that are outside of dealing, that’s the thing. His brother is just a dealer, we have worked with him, a reliable

  man. Usman, he does some things that his brother doesn’t, so when he needs someone to help he can’t go to Akram. Needs someone to do some of the things you used to do. I thought you and

  him would make money.’




  ‘Huh.’ It sounded reassuring. Almost reassuring enough. ‘These jobs, what are they?’




  ‘You would have to ask him, I suppose, he doesn’t share his secrets with me. I think he targets single jobs, high value, some risk. Good money though. You have robbed places, I know

  this, you can do it again. It would be that sort of thing, I think. Look, talk to him. He is from round here so he knows the targets. I don’t know them, not my area.’




  That was all he could get out of the Pole and he had nobody else to ask. Nobody who would know Usman and his record in the city. He needed to make better connections among the local

  organizations. Something he mistakenly hadn’t tried to do. Now he knew he was staying, it looked like Usman would be his first.




  If he could just trust the boy more. If Usman had made a better first impression. The impression of youth. The impression of brashness. The impression of difference. These weren’t

  attractive to Martin. Deal with them individually. Youth. Well, he was definitely younger than Martin, but maybe not by much. Acting young in the street wasn’t a definite indicator of how he

  would perform on a job. A smart kid was a better colleague than a dumb adult. Brashness. Lot of brash people in the criminal industry, that was universally true. It was a defence mechanism

  sometimes, a second skin for those who had grown up in the business. Many were drawn to the industry because it matched their own bold and aggressive attitudes. And it wasn’t like he had to

  love the boy, just work with him. Difference. Well, he was different. A Pakistani, although he was Scottish and spoke like it. But there were two other issues relating to difference. The first was

  that everyone here was different to Martin. The second was that every difference was forgiven when you were profitable. That was universal too, applied to the business in Brno as much as in

  Glasgow. Colour, nationality, religion, those were all clothes you wore. As long as the person underneath made money, nobody paid a whole lot of attention. You stop being profitable, people look

  for reasons to hate you and your differences become an issue.




  Usman had put together a list of alternatives, none of them any more appealing than the foreigner. He needed a second pair of hands and they had to be willing to hold a gun.

  There was a couple of names on the very short shortlist, but he didn’t trust either one of them. Freelancers, men that Usman had learned about through various stories of doubtful truth, and

  he was unhappy with them both. He knew nothing about the foreigner, and that ignorance put the little guy a step ahead.




  The phone rang, Usman looking at the screen and seeing an unknown number. He had almost given up on hearing from the foreigner at that point.




  ‘Hello.’




  ‘Hello, Usman?’




  ‘Yeah.’ A slight pause, working out the accent. ‘Is that Martin?’




  ‘Yes it is.’




  ‘Yeah, I thought it was. All right, cool, brilliant, you want to talk about the job, huh?’




  ‘I do want to talk about the job. I am not saying I will do the job, but I want to talk about it. Not over the phone.’




  ‘Nah, nah, not over the phone, obviously. We’ll meet. You want to pick the venue?’




  A little, gentle piece of reassurance. Usman smart enough to offer Martin control of the meeting. And it was instinct too, he asked it quickly and naturally, which should impress Martin.




  ‘You tell me somewhere, I don’t know,’ Martin said. Keeping it deadpan, all the way, accepting that he didn’t know the city well enough to pick a location.




  ‘Right, sure, no bother. There’s a flat above a Chinese takeaway in Mosspark, that’s not too far from you. There’s, like, a doorway sort of thing with steps, like a

  passage. Go in there and I’ll have the door up to the flats open for you. I’ll go in the back so we won’t both be seen going in the same way. We can pretend we never met if we

  don’t like the smell of each other, right?’




  ‘That’s fine,’ Martin said.




  Usman could hear him writing the address as he recited it. They said their goodbyes, Usman grinning in triumph as he did. The gunman was halfway into the job.




  It was only after he had hung up that Martin thought about what Usman had said. Not far from you. So Usman knew where he was staying. Knew where Joanne lived. Martin’s

  first instinct was to be angry. When someone in the business lets you know the extent of their knowledge it’s usually some sort of threat. Work for me or else. But not this time. He calmed

  quickly, realizing what it was. The kid was showing his professionalism. Showing Martin that he could find things out, set things up. Trying to make himself seem like the sort of person Martin

  would want to work with.




  They had arranged to meet within the hour, better to get this done quickly. Better for both of them. If Usman couldn’t win Martin round then it put an end to it quickly, let both of them

  look for alternatives. Usman could find someone else to help him; Martin could try and find another way of earning a living. If Usman was persuasive then it let them get started on the job straight

  away. Preparation time was always key; whatever the job was, you needed to plan it well and that meant taking your time.




  He found the Chinese takeaway, found the passageway with the few steps leading up it that Usman had described. Martin looked up and down the street before he went in. A first meeting, always

  nervous, always paranoid. This could still be some sort of a set-up, although it wasn’t entirely obvious what anyone could gain from setting him up round here.




  He walked slowly along the passageway, feet scuffing a little to make some deliberate noise, kill the silence and alert Usman that he was close. There was a door on his right, ajar. He reached

  for it, and as he did, it pulled back. Usman was standing there, grinning when Martin stepped quickly back, ready to go on the offensive.




  ‘Don’t look so nervous, wee man. Come away on in.’ He held the door open, dressed marginally less stupidly this time. He had a T-shirt on over a long-sleeved top which looked

  daft to Martin, like the boy didn’t know what order to put his clothes on, but otherwise just a normal pair of jeans and trainers. No headphones or jewellery or anything else that made him

  visible from space.




  They went upstairs, into a dingy little flat that didn’t match the flashy style Usman had been trying to present to the world outside. As they entered the living room, Martin made a show

  of looking around.




  ‘This is yours?’




  ‘Nah mate, this dump isn’t really anyone’s. Guy downstairs owns it. Loads of people use it for, you know, meetings, stuff like that. Nice wee place nobody pays attention to,

  you know what I mean. Sit down, sit down.’




  Martin sat on one of the chairs and regarded the remarkably cheap furniture around him. A place for a meeting, but not a place you’d stay any longer than that. He looked at Usman and

  shrugged a little. It was up to him to start the talking.




  ‘Right, yeah, the job. Here’s the detail. I’ve known about this one for, shit, how long, couple of years at least. Had my eye on it that long, so there’s nothing I

  don’t know about it. What I haven’t had before now is anyone that would do the job with me. See, I mostly don’t work with people like you. Gunmen, I mean; not, like, foreign

  people. So I don’t really know any gunmen properly, or anyone who could do a good impression of one. The few I know of, I wouldn’t trust to do this. Got to pick the right person for a

  big thing like this, got to be done the right way. So I’ve been sitting on it, waiting for someone like you to come along.’




  He had that gangster trait of being able to talk about a job without ever telling you anything about it. Spend enough time building fences around the details of the bad things you did, it

  becomes hard for anyone to get in the gate.




  ‘You found me,’ Martin said impatiently.




  ‘Aye, yeah, so I did. So, right, the job itself. It’s a bookies. You know what a bookies is?’




  ‘Yes, I know.’




  ‘Good. It’s in Coatbridge. You know where that is?’




  Martin frowned a little, tried to conjure a facial expression that made it clear he could learn quickly. It would take another few months for him to learn where the places whose names he heard

  were in relation to each other.




  ‘Never mind, doesn’t matter, I’ll show you it anyway before we do the job and you’ll probably only go there again by accident. So there’s this bookies, and it makes

  enough money, they all do. Never see a poor bookie, do you? Anyway, yeah, this place makes okay money from its proper business, but that ain’t what we’re interested in. It’s been

  used to store and clean money for a criminal organization for a few years now. You heard of the Jamieson organization? Big bastards, their boss is in the jail?’




  Martin nodded, this one he’d heard of and remembered. ‘I know of them.’




  ‘Cool, right, well it’s them that are storing cash there. See, they make all this dirty money and sometimes they need to store the actual hard cash. Just for a wee while though, you

  understand, they don’t sit on dirty cash long. They have a good operation for cleaning their dirty cash as well, but a big organization like that, it’s going to get money it

  didn’t expect. There’s going to be money that comes in before their people have worked out how to clean it. You keeping up?’




  ‘Yes, I understand this.’




  He did understand it, seen it before. Any good criminal gang has more than one way to clean dirty money, but even the best ways have limits. You clean only the amount you can without drawing

  attention to how much money is flowing through the legit company doing the cleaning. And you keep the amount you clean through each legitimate business consistent over a period of months so that

  there are no dramatic spikes or falls in numbers. Common sense.




  It could come from any number of places. A business agreement that comes quickly, a sudden payment of a debt you thought would be paid gradually. Maybe someone owes them fifty grand and sells

  their house to pay it in one lump, leaving them with fifty grand to clean at once instead of fifty payments of a thousand pounds over the course of a year. So when you make a good amount of money

  you haven’t planned for, you have to stash it somewhere for a while, filter it into the system gradually. In the meantime, the actual cash has to go somewhere. Not into a bank account,

  because that leaves a paper trail. You find somewhere safe to store it. A bookies would be a decent enough place, a legitimate business with a safe of its own.




  ‘Good, right. So this place, it’s run by a guy called Donny Gregor. Been in with the Jamieson organization for a good while, right proper bastard he is. Has a guy called Gavin Gauld

  that does a lot of work for him as well. They’re the only two there that know the place is part owned by the organization and Gauld might not even know that Gregor keeps money for them. I

  wouldn’t tell that arsehole anything of the sort. I have a list of all the other staff that work there but none of them are involved. We’ll keep them well out of it. If we time this

  right, when we hit the place Gregor will be the only one there.’




  Martin was already shaking his head angrily. This was full of holes that he could see, and probably a few more that he couldn’t.




  ‘No. You said you knew how much money would be there. You cannot know. You said there would be a lot. You don’t know that.’




  ‘Whoa, whoa, calm yourself down. I ain’t finished yet. Hear me out, right. I don’t know how much money exactly is in there right now, sure. And I won’t know exactly how

  much money will go in there when they make a delivery. But I know how big the Jamieson organization is, right. And I know that when they get unexpected scores, that’s where they put almost

  all of them in the first twenty-four hours. I think they move some of it afterwards so that it ain’t all in the same place, yeah, but they can’t do that for a while. Thing is, I know

  who moves the money, right. I know who delivers it there. All we got to do is wait for him to show up with the cash and that night we hit the place, clean it out.’
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