
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			Secrets of the Heart

			As head of the infamous Sharkey family crime syndicate, Nikki Sharkey trusts no one with her secrets. Sometimes she’s had to bend the law, and sometimes she’s had to break it. But there’s one secret not even her closest family knows, and Nikki would do anything to keep it safe.

			Logan has always had to fight, from surviving living in care, to winning gold at the Olympics. Just when she’s about to win it all, she gives up her shot at greatness to look after her grandfather. Then she discovers her closest friend is in danger and has a child, Isla, Logan didn’t know about. Logan promises to protect Isla no matter what. The only problem? Isla’s adoptive mum is the leader of Scotland’s biggest crime family—the Sharkeys.

			When Logan’s friend is found dead, Logan is determined to keep her promise. Logan knows Isla is the secret of Nikki Sharkey’s heart, but as she gets closer to the truth of what happened to Isla’s birth mother, the passion burns between Nikki and Logan, and secrets threaten not only their future together, but their lives.
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            Prologue





			A London black cab pulled up outside the address given to Malcolm McDade by his contact. He was here with his brother Gerry to try to make a deal with one of the bigger British organized crime families.

			The Acorn Group distributed drugs all around Britain and the continent. Malcolm wanted to distribute for them in Glasgow.

			“Is this the right place, Malky?” Gerry asked.

			He looked out of the window and checked the address of what looked like a high scale antiques auction warehouse.

			“It doesn’t look like it, but our contact said to give the security guys at the door our names. Let’s try. Pay the taxi, Gerry.”

			Malky, as everyone called Malcolm, walked with as much confidence as he could muster up to the security people in black suits.

			What was going on here? An antiques auction with guys that looked like the security people that guarded politicians and celebrities?

			“Are you here for the auction viewing, sir?” the burly dark-haired man said.

			“No, I have an appointment with Mr. Gershon.”

			The other man took a small tablet from his pocket and said, “Name?”

			“Malcolm McDade and my brother, Gerry.”

			Gerry, having come from the taxi, looked like a rabbit caught in headlights. Malky wished Gerry was more like him. Gerry wasn’t confident and always showed it.

			“You can enter. Ms. Littler at reception will show you where to go.”

			“Thanks.”

			They walked in and walked towards the reception area. As Malky walked down the hall, he took in the fine oak furniture and marble walls and stone busts of great artists and others he didn’t recognize.

			Malky was perplexed. The Acorn Group was the biggest drug importer in the UK. So why was he meeting them in a staid traditional building?

			The receptionist looked up and gave him the brightest smile. “How can I help you, sir?”

			“We have an appointment with Mr. Gershon.”

			“Of course. I’ll get someone to take you down.” She pressed a button on the phone and spoke through her headset. “Could you send someone to take Mr. McDade downstairs? Thank you.” She looked up and said, “Won’t be a minute, Mr. McDade.”

			“Thanks, can you tell me who those people are, up in the big room I passed?”

			“That’s the viewing room. Our customers can come in a few days before the auction date and inspect our antiques closely before buying.”

			This was a different world to what Malky was used to. It didn’t make any sense to him.

			A smartly dressed man with the name tag Nathan on approached Malky. “Mr. McDade? If you’ll follow me.”

			Malky followed Nathan down a long, oak panelled hallway, until they arrived at a door marked Private. Strangely there was an X-ray machine next to it and a guard to the side.

			“Jack? Will you scan Mr. McDade please?”

			“Of course.”

			“What is this all about?” Gerry said behind them.

			Malky gave him a look.

			“Is this needed?” Malky said. “We’ve come in good faith.”

			“With respect, Mr. McDade, you are coming into our most private business areas. Everyone gets scanned.”

			Nathan stopped and nodded to Jack, who was in control of the machine.

			Malky could only admire this level of business set-up and the power that the Acorn Group had.

			Jack held up a silver tray and said, “Put any keys, metal objects, or sharps in this dish.”

			All Malky could think of was the knife strapped to his ankle. They had worked so hard to get this chance to talk to Mr. Gershon. He didn’t want to blow it now.

			Nathan must have seen his hesitation because he leaned over and said quietly, “Best to come clean before we scan you. Mr. Gershon does not like it when he is made a fool of. Best to be honest from the start.”

			Malky reached down and pulled out the knife he kept strapped to his ankle and put it in the silver tray.

			“Malky?” Gerry said. “We could be walking into anything.”

			“Gerry, do as I say.”

			Gerry reluctantly put his own knife in the tray.

			“Walk through please,” Jack said.

			Malky walked slowly, and Jack looked carefully at the screen. “He’s all good, Nathan.”

			Gerry did the same with no problems.

			“Perfect,” Nathan said. “I’ll take you down to Mr. Gershon.”

			They rode in an elevator down two floors. When the doors opened, Malky saw people carrying packing boxes up and down the corridor and entering different rooms via security doors.

			“This is where we keep the antiques before they’re shipped out to our customers who’ve been successful at auction.”

			Malky looked at Gerry and raised his eyebrows. This was some set-up. Were the antiques a front for drug sales, and possible money laundering?

			It made Malky all the more determined to become partners with the Acorn Group. That could send the McDade family into the premier league of crime families, powerful enough to take on the Sharkeys.

			Nathan stopped at the door Malky had noticed before.

			“If you could give me a few moments, gentlemen.” He knocked and went into the room marked Private, leaving Malky and Gerry standing alone.

			“What is going on here, Malky? I’ve never seen anything like this.”

			Malky indicated with his head up to the cameras on the doors and the ceiling. They were under constant supervision.

			They didn’t have to wait too long until Nathan opened the door. “Come in, please.”

			Gerry led them in, but Nathan stopped him and said to Malky, “Just you, Mr. McDade.”

			Gerry protested, but Malky said, “It’s okay. Just stay out here, Gerry.”

			Malky found himself alone in the room, apart from a middle-aged man sitting at a huge oak desk. If this was Mr. Gershon, the head of one of the most successful crime families in the UK, then Malky was astonished.

			Malky walked towards the desk where the man was fiddling with a wooden box. He was wearing a three-piece tweed suit with a green bow tie. He couldn’t be Mr. Gershon. Could he?

			The man didn’t look up from the wooden box, and the more the silence filled the room, the more uncomfortable Malky felt.

			After what felt like an hour, he looked up at last. “Chinese puzzle box. A rare eighteenth-century antique. A passion of mine.” He placed the box to the side of the desk. “Keeps the mind active.”

			This Mr. Gershon got stranger and stranger. How could this weird little man survive and thrive in the London underworld?

			He sat back in his leather chair. “So, Malcolm, I believe our mutual contact said that you were interested in selling our product in Glasgow.”

			“Yes, sir. My family has been supplying coke at low levels for the last twenty years, and we’re ready to take it to the next level.”

			“Not coke, Malcolm. Product. We sell our product up and down the country.”

			There was something cold and detached in Mr. Gershon’s demeanour. Despite his appearance, he was clearly not a man to be messed with.

			“Sorry, product. There is enough demand in Glasgow and the outskirts to make a lot of money.”

			“I know there is,” Mr. Gershon said, “but the city centre area is difficult to sell in because the Sharkeys do not take drugs on their streets. A frightening missed opportunity, might I add.”

			“I can handle the Sharkeys.”

			“Big words, Malcolm. The Acorn Group have a mutual pact with the Sharkeys to stay out of each other’s business.”

			“Give me a chance to show you how much money I can make you,” Malky said.

			“To break our pact with the Sharkeys, I would need to be certain that you could sell without any issues. Let me be frank, Malcolm. Nikki Sharkey is not a woman to be trifled with. They call her the Godmother of Glasgow, and at the moment Nikki Sharkey owns you, Malcolm.”

			The words made the fire of simmering hate Malky had for Nikki boil up inside him.

			“Nikki Sharkey lives off the glories of her dad, Thomas. Because of that no one tries to challenge her. She is a woman, she is weak, too interested in her designer handbags and fine living to be a problem.”

			Nikki had won some battles against him, but that was when his father had still been in charge of the family, because he had incompetents around him. But now was the McDades’ time to shine, his time to shine.

			“Give me the chance to show you how much money I can make for you.”

			Mr. Gershon rubbed his chin. “I’ll give you one opportunity, Malcolm. Five hundred thousand pounds’ worth of a chance. To prove that you have the strength to handle Nikki Sharkey.”

			He then sat forward and said in a low voice. “If my name gets associated with this or whispered into the ears of the police, you’ll find yourself in the depths of the English Channel, weighed down by rocks. And if you think jail will protect you from facing me, don’t bother. I can get to you in any jail in the country. Do you understand?”

			Malky’s mouth went dry. Inside, one part of him was saying to run, but the other louder voice was willing him on. We can do this.

			“Understood, Mr. Gershon.”

			His smile was back. “Excellent.”

			Mr. Gershon pressed a button on his desk, and Nathan came back into the room.

			“Nathan, Malcolm here would like to buy the beautiful eighteenth-century Royal Navy sextant for five hundred thousand.”

			That was how they did it. They transported the drugs with antique pieces that came through their dealership.

			It didn’t go unnoticed that Mr. Gershon asked for a Royal Navy sextant, no doubt to remind him that his body could be forever lost at the bottom of the sea.

			But there was no turning back now.

			





    
            Chapter One





			Heavy beats pounded, and flashing lights dazzled Nikki Sharkey. She held a glass of champagne in a hospitality box at the Manchester Arena as the crowd cheered and sang at tonight’s boxing event of the year.

			A waitress came over and asked if she would like a top-up. Nikki gave her a wink and said, “Thank you, sweetheart.”

			The waitress blushed and poured the drink.

			Even though the waitress wasn’t her type—femme top Nikki Sharkey preferred her sexual partners to be boyish or masculine presenting—she enjoyed the reaction her presence drew from people.

			Nikki was very aware of the image she presented. She knew she was beautiful but wasn’t vain about it. She just knew how to and when to use it. She looked as though she had stepped from the pages of a fashion magazine, with her perfect figure and long wavy dark brown hair, but that was mixed with a dangerous, confident aura.

			When Nikki Sharkey walked into a room, eyes followed her. The beauty and confidence drew people in, but rivals and those who knew her better realized the dangerous aura was real.

			Those who mistook her perfectly manicured nails and couture dresses and outfits got a shock when Nikki had a gun against their head or delivered a punch to their face. Although Nikki generally didn’t get her hands dirty—she left that to her guards and kept herself to the Sharkeys’ legitimate business dealings as CEO of Sharkey Enterprises—sometimes the perfect punch of a fist or cold steel was needed.

			She looked around the room of the private hospitality suite and saw everyone enjoying the drinks, food, and lively conversation, then looked at her watch. Tonight wasn’t for pleasure. It was all business.

			Nikki was waiting on a new boxing promoter coming to meet her. He should be here any minute now.

			She gestured to her guards, Jamsey and Murdo, who were standing at the entrance to the box, that she was going out to the balcony. A door in the suite led out to a balcony overlooking the ring and arena floor. When Nikki opened the door, the rambunctious atmosphere hit her. The noise was like that of a football crowd singing along to the carefully selected songs the arena was playing.

			She leaned on the bars of the balcony and took in everything that loud arena was giving. The attendees were a real cross section of society. Down on the floor were the real fans of boxing, those who desperately tried to buy tickets to the boxing event of the year, who came along for a good time, to have a drink, sing, watch every bout, and get behind their local fighter. Around the ringside seats were a mixture of family members, other fighters, and boxing promoters.

			Up in the boxes were celebrities and local dignitaries, who were there to be seen and to enjoy the free food and drink. They had little care for the fights going on down on the floor. But Nikki wasn’t one of them.

			The Sharkeys had been involved in boxing promotion since her grandfather was head of the organization. They’d had many famous fighters on their books and won many honours.

			Her dad Thomas had taken her along to bouts, with her cousin Mack, since they were teenagers, and they learned the business from him.

			Nikki had learned to take care of herself at the Sharkey gym, but it was Mack who kept up with training religiously. She was the family fixer, the muscle, some might call it, while Nikki was the business brains of the family.

			But Nikki loved the sport, and after a five-year dip in the success of their fighters, it was time to shake things up a little.

			She placed her champagne on the table beside her as one of the fighters was knocked to the canvas, and the crowd screamed and shouted for their local fighter on the undercard.

			It was the kind of excitement that gave her a thrill, and she wanted to host a night like this in Glasgow. There hadn’t been a Sharkey headliner in Glasgow for a long time. The nights of boxing in Glasgow were well renowned as the best in the UK. But first she had to recruit the right fighters.

			The boxer was counted out, and Nikki clapped her hands for both boxers. The next bout was the one Nikki was particularly interested in, one of two female bouts on the undercard tonight.

			Nikki twisted her oval cut sapphire ring, a graduation present from her mum and dad, as she anticipated what was to come. Women’s boxing had boomed over the last ten years and was not only part of the undercard, but the biggest stars in the women’s game were headlining fights. Nikki wanted to be a part of that.

			The Sharkeys had the money and the best trainer in the business, but unfortunately their last manager didn’t have the highest opinion of women in the sport. So Nikki dispensed with his services to find someone new.

			After some enquiries, Carter Stevens was headhunted and due to meet with Nikki tonight. She sensed someone behind her but didn’t turn around.

			“Carter?”

			“Nikki? An honour to meet you.”

			Nikki stood up straight and shook his hand. “Thank you for joining me.”

			“No trouble. Your people say you’re looking for a new manager.”

			Nikki looked back to the ring. The ring walk of the woman they were both here to see was about to begin.

			“Yes, one who is equally interested in managing women fighters as well as men.”

			He pushed his hands into his trouser pockets. “You don’t have to worry about that with me. My sister is a boxer. Just retired actually and working as a coach and with TV companies as a commentator.”

			“What’s her name?”

			“Layla Stevens.”

			“Yes, I think I’ve seen her on TV.”

			“She wishes she’d had this type of exposure when she fought. She would have had a fantastic career with more backing. I make it my business to do anything I can to make the women’s sport bigger and with much greater financial rewards for the fighters.”

			Nikki turned to Carter. “I see you are on my wavelength. Tell me about this fighter we are here to see.”

			“Molly Roberts. Lightweight. She went to the Olympics and got as far as the silver medal.”

			“Not an astonishing background,” Nikki said.

			“She’s a late bloomer, and it was a tough field that year, but she then went on to win her first five professional bouts. Molly is a solid fighter—not flash, a technical fighter, someone you can start to build your stable with.”

			“My trainer, Jimmy, thinks from what he’s seen of her fights on TV that she has something he can work with. Let’s go down to ringside and watch her up close.”

			Nikki went back into the hospitality box, picked up her handbag, and headed over to the door. She felt all eyes on her. “We’re going ringside, Jamsey, Murdo.”

			“Aye, Nikki,” Jamsey said while Murdo opened up the door.

			Carter looked behind him nervously as her two guards fell in behind them. The security she needed tended to worry people.

			When they made it down to the floor of the arena, Molly was about to start her ring walk. The crowd were on their feet, singing and dancing to her chosen song. They walked between the rows of seats like a well-oiled machine, with Jamsey ahead of Nikki, while Murdo brought up the rear.

			An officious security person put his hand out to stop them at the exclusive ringside seats. He wasn’t one of the muscular guards, but one of the suited hosts, ticking the VIPs off his list.

			“Tickets or names please.”

			He was hardly eye level with Jamsey’s tall, rugby player build. Jamsey looked at the man’s hand with disgust, then took hold of his wrist lightly and pushed it away.

			“My boss doesn’t need a ticket.”

			Nikki decided to calm the tense situation and took a step forward. “It’s alright, Jamsey. Let the man do his job.”

			She looked at his name tag. “Campbell? Could you look at your list for Nikki Sharkey. I believe my name may be on there.”

			He looked down his list, and then his eyes went wide. Nikki could see her name and the notes beside her name. She was top of the list of VIPs—the promoter for this evening was a good friend of hers. She always hosted him for dinner at one of the Sharkey family restaurants.

			“I’m terribly sorry, Ms. Sharkey. I—”

			Nikki smiled. “You were just doing your job, Campbell.”

			“Thank you, Ms. Sharkey.”

			He extended his arm to invite Nikki to pass him. She walked along the ringside with Jamsey in front of her, while Murdo stayed at the beginning of the row beside the nervous Campbell.

			The row of celebrities and VIPs at ringside, who should be concentrating on the ring walk, had all eyes on Nikki. Once Nikki and Carter took their seats, Jamsey took his place at the other end of the row.

			The fighter Nikki had come to see came into the ring and simply went to her corner and bounced on her toes.

			Her opponent came into the ring, with little more excitement than Molly. Nikki looked around her and saw that people were taking the opportunity to replenish their drinks or stare into their phones. Bad sign.

			“They don’t have a lot of presence or personality, Carter.”

			“No, but they are both good technically. It is an important matchup. Whoever wins this bout gets a chance to fight Paula Bernard, then the champion, Laura Menroe.”

			“Look around you, Carter. Nobody’s interested, and that’s not because they’re women. You know as well as I do that there are some huge characters in women’s boxing that draw in the crowds. I want the Sharkey gym to be big again, to make a splash and create excitement for the crowds when I put on an event in Glasgow.”

			“Watch the fight at least, and if she doesn’t appeal to you, then there are many other young fighters I know of that can fit your bill.”

			So Nikki sat back and watched the fight. Molly had good technique, she had to admit, and won the bout on a points decision.

			“What do think?” Carter asked.

			“She has skills but could’ve gone for a knockout a few times. She lacks confidence.”

			“That’s exactly what I think. Your trainer could really be the making of her.”

			Nikki stood and smoothed down her outfit. “Okay. Make her an offer, and I’d be happy to work with you.” She held out her hand to Carter. “Welcome to Sharkey Boxing Promotions.”

			Carter shook Nikki’s hand. “It’ll be a pleasure working with you.”
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        * * *

      

			Logan Power felt every minute of her five-hour journey from Manchester to Glasgow. Logan took the cheapest bus she could find online to fit her budget. Unfortunately, a budget bus wasn’t that accommodating for Logan’s six-foot-one frame. She sat up straight and stretched every painful joint. They were only a few minutes away from Buchanan Bus Station.

			She took a hairband from her jeans pocket and pulled her mess of brown and blond hair back into a small ponytail that allowed her dark undercut hair to be seen.

			When the bus came to a halt in the station, Logan allowed the others, impatiently pushing down the aisle, to leave first. She put on her grey-hooded black faux leather biker jacket and grabbed her backpack from above her.

			Logan walked down the bus aisle and stepped out onto the station. This was her first time in Glasgow, her first time in Scotland. It had been a bright day on the drive up, but at half past five the evening gloom was just starting to gather in the sky.

			She slung her backpack on her shoulder and started to make her way out of the station. Her bag held everything she had in the world—what was worth keeping, anyway.

			Logan crossed the street and found herself in the heart of the Glasgow shopping district. She passed a huge cinema and a shopping mall, and spotted the usual big chain coffee houses, restaurants, and designer shops.

			It was very similar to her home city of Manchester. It was funny to come from so far away and to see such similar sights. But Logan wasn’t here as a tourist. She was here to find her foster sister Hazel’s little girl. Hazel had told her where to find her: Glasgow.

			But first, Logan had to check in to her hotel, get some food, rest, and make a plan.

			She didn’t know what to expect from Scotland or Glasgow, but really it wasn’t much of a culture shock yet…

			She followed the directions on her phone and finally made it to the hotel she had booked. The chain had hotels all over the city, but she’d picked the most central one, which would help with what was ahead of her.

			Logan checked in and went upstairs to her room. She opened the door and was pleased with what she saw. It might be a budget hotel, but the bedroom was nicer than her grandpa’s flat at home.

			She took off her backpack and jacket and put them on the bed, then fell on the bed herself. It was the first time in hours she could stretch her long frame out.

			It had been a long day. This morning she’d left her grandpa’s flat and everything she knew to set off on this perhaps hopeless mission, to find the only family she had left in the world.

			Logan grabbed her phone from her pocket and sat up on the edge of the bed. She opened her Messenger app and played the video that was the last message she had from Hazel.

			“Lo, I don’t have much time.”

			Hazel looked ill, much like she had years ago when she was addicted to cocaine. Before she got clean, five years ago. Of course, Logan hadn’t seen Hazel in person for around two years.

			They had always been in and out of each other’s lives. They’d met in the care system. Logan had been taken into care from her mum, who’d bounced between prison for drugs and boyfriends who provided her with the drugs. Logan had a grandpa who loved her very much, but his health didn’t allow him to take her in.

			It was in a foster family that young Logan and Hazel met. They got on so well, and they stayed together through a couple of foster homes, pledging themselves to be family for life. Even though she was a few years younger than Hazel, Logan always stood up to anyone who tried to upset or pick on her, as some of the homes they were sent to were not as caring as they should have been. Logan’s grandpa always included Hazel if he took Logan out for the day.

			There was one secret that Logan had kept in her heart and never admitted to Hazel. Hazel had been Logan’s first love. She was endlessly fascinating to the teenage Logan, but apart from one drunken kiss that Logan would never forget, Hazel never showed any interest in women.

			It broke Logan’s heart every time Hazel went out with a boy or was mistreated by a boyfriend. She never stopped loving her, and they were and always would be family, despite the hurt.

			By the time Hazel was sixteen, she was out of care, on her own, running from one bad situation to another, and she ended up giving in to the demons that the streets had to offer, drink and drugs.

			Logan had managed to avoid those vices. At fourteen her grandpa’s health had improved and he managed to get custody of her, and at the first sign that she was getting in with a bad crowd, he sent her to his friend Alex.

			Alex owned a boxing gym, and he changed her life. She walked in a tall, lanky teenager with a bad attitude, and walked out a powerful, hard-punching heavyweight boxer, ready to go to the Olympics. Two Olympic gold medals plus two championship belts later, Logan had found her way out of poverty and off the streets.

			But that was before she walked away from her shot at greatness. Logan rubbed her face, trying to get rid of this well-worn thought pattern and self-loathing and hide it deep down inside herself.

			She looked at the now-still image of the closest thing she had to a family and remembered the anger she had felt when Hazel didn’t come to her grandpa’s funeral. There were only a few there as it was—Alex and a few friends from her grandpa’s local pub.

			Logan had left messages, but Hazel was not around. Logan had been so angry with her. He’d been a surrogate grandpa to her, but she never even gave the courtesy of a reply.

			But six months later, she got the video from Hazel that changed everything. Logan restarted it.

			“Lo, I need your help. I’m in trouble. I’m running from someone I owe a lot of money to.”

			Hazel looked ill. She was clearly deep into drugs again.

			“I might not have that much time left. Don’t try to find me because there’s no point, and no time, but I need something. I had a baby. A little girl.”

			Logan remembered the first time she watched this video. The news that Hazel had a baby floored her.

			“She isn’t with me, and I haven’t brought her up. I was in a difficult place and a woman offered me a way to get clean, set me up in a protected new life. I was pregnant, and she wanted a baby, but she couldn’t have them.

			“Her lawyer recommended that we get married in a civil service—it would make it easier for her to adopt. Nobody knew about the marriage, not even her family.

			“The woman is called Nikki Sharkey. She’s the head of a crime family in Glasgow. They own everything in the city and are more legitimate businesspeople than in the past, but you don’t ever cross them. At heart they are gangsters.

			“After we divorced I started a new life, with my debts cleared and a new job. Things were good for a few years, but then my old demons started to torment me again.”

			Logan hated to see the grip drink and drugs had on Hazel. She could have had a full life, been a mother to the daughter she had, but drugs stole that from her. Logan could have taken care of them both, even as only friends. She would have given everything for that.

			“I came back hoping to see my daughter one last time, before I knew I couldn’t. I’ve been in the depths of it ever since. The only good thing I ever did was have Isla. That’s my daughter’s name. Please check that she is safe, that she is happy, that she is being treated right. I love you, Lo.”

			That was the video that changed her world. A week later Hazel’s body was found in Carlisle, just over the Scottish border, with more drugs in her body than would ever be taken as a normal hit.

			Hazel had listed Logan as her emergency contact on her ID. Identifying her body was the hardest thing Logan ever had to do. Over the years she’d hardened her heart to love, but Hazel still had a hold of a part that still loved her. The pain filled her with determination to make sure her daughter Isla was safe, and if not, to get her away from this criminal family, the Sharkeys.

			Among Hazel’s things was a carefully hidden phone. It was full of messages from the McDades, another family deep in the underworld of Glasgow. Some messages were threatening, some trying to get her to sell in exchange for her life. One Logan remembered clear as day.

			“I can’t do it, I won’t do it. I won’t put someone else into the life I have been trapped in.”

			One month later, Hazel was dead.

			Logan was proud of the way she’d stood up to these drug dealers but wished Hazel had come to her. She could have protected her.

			Logan fell back onto the bed. She had done as much research as she could on the McDades and the Sharkeys, two crime families at each other’s throats for decades, since they came to Scotland generations ago. People on both sides had gone to jail, most recently the McDades for drugs and the Sharkeys for grievous bodily harm.

			The Sharkeys appeared to be the more successful, and it seemed they’d gone into legitimate business. Logan had made a rough plan of how to get close to the family.

			She picked up her phone and opened her notes. The Sharkeys owned pubs and clubs, the most popular being The Deep nightclub and The Reef pub. The Sharkeys were involved in a wide range of businesses, but the two that interested Logan the most were a fitness club and a boxing gym.

			According to the internet, the Sharkey boxing stable had won many titles in the past, but not recently. But a female boxer had recently signed with them. There were pictures of Nikki at the last big fight in Manchester.

			Logan had watched the fight on TV. She always did, making her feel every ounce of regret she had in her body. That had been her future, before she gave it up to look after her grandpa and give him twenty-four-hour care.

			Now that she’d seen Nikki Sharkey’s picture on the net, Logan remembered the camera panning to the ringside seats and Nikki standing out. She was more than beautiful. Nikki had a presence that demanded your attention.

			The boxing gym was her way in. She could find out as much as she could and hopefully get close to Nikki and perhaps Hazel’s child.

			All she had left of responsibility for someone in this world was Isla Sharkey, and she would make sure that she protected her, even if it meant going up against the powerful, dangerous Sharkey clan and Nikki. Her plan started tomorrow.

			Logan couldn’t save Hazel, but she could save her daughter Isla and avenge Hazel’s death at the hands of the McDades.

			Two crime families? Her grandpa would say she was an idiot, but it was in Logan’s nature to take chances. She would do it. First stop was the boxing gym.
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        * * *

      

			Nikki was nearing the edge of her orgasm, as she held on to the brass headboard in front of her. She undulated her hips and said breathily, “Yes, just like that.”

			Nikki rode Jo’s eager to please mouth beneath her. Jo was ten years younger than her at twenty-five and a masculine-presenting woman.

			Nikki was a femme top and loved masc women who were bottoms or could be dominated. She’d picked Jo up at The Reef, one of her normal hunting grounds when she felt the need.

			Her need had been harder to satisfy in the last year or so. She was always chasing that euphoria that she’d once felt through sex. Every woman she slept with was with the hope of finding it.

			Nikki was working hard for this orgasm. Everything felt duller these days. She had considered that maybe it was her age, but that was too depressing to contemplate for long. Jo sucked in her clit, and it jolted Nikki and made her hips grind harder.

			“Yes, yes…” Nikki grasped her own full breasts and squeezed.

			This time it was going to be different. This time. She took hold of Jo’s hair with one hand and tumbled into her orgasm.

			Her lower body tightened for a few seconds of release, and it was over. The euphoria had eluded her again.

			She fell back on the bed and Jo said, “Was it good?”

			Nikki wanted to get up and leave, but she wouldn’t. No matter her reputation on the streets, she wasn’t that heartless. She rolled over and lightly scratched her nails down Jo’s body until they slid into her sex. “Of course. Now I want you to come for me.”

			“Yeah,” Jo said.

			She tried to pull Nikki down to her lips, but Nikki put her hand to them. “I don’t kiss, remember. Just surrender and enjoy, Jo.”
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        * * *

      

			Nikki finished applying her lipstick at the dressing table. She looked at Jo in the bed watching her every move.

			“Stay as long as you want. Overnight if you wish. Enjoy room service. It’s all on my account.”

			“When can I see you again?” Jo asked.

			Nikki placed her lipstick in her bag and sighed. This was the hard part. She got up and smoothed down her designer skirt.

			“We talked about this. I don’t do relationships, remember?”

			Jo got out of bed and took Nikki’s hand. “I thought I could change your mind.”

			Every woman thought this, but Nikki’s heart was under lock and key. As head of the Sharkey family business, she had to keep a ring of protection around her because she had to make sure her family were safe.

			Family was everything to Nikki, and everyone in the Glasgow underworld had a target on her back. She couldn’t trust anyone to get too close, because there were many who would use her love of women to get close and hurt her family.

			That was one of the reasons she’d had her daughter outside a relationship. Nikki wanted a child without the pressure of being involved with someone. Isla’s birth mother helped her, but no one in her family knew how much help she’d needed.

			But she didn’t need anyone forever, not like that. Family gave her everything she required.

			Nikki stroked Jo’s hair. “I’m not a romantic, Jo. No one could ever have that part of me.”

			Jo started to speak, but Nikki placed her manicured fingernail to Jo’s lips. “Let’s leave it there. I have to get back to the office. I’ll see you around the club. Take as long as you need.”

			Nikki grasped her handbag and walked out into the hall. Jamsey and Murdo were discreetly standing at the lift.

			“Back to the office quicky, then over to Mum and Dad’s to pick up Isla.”

			“Got it, boss,” Murdo said.

			“Jamsey, can you let reception know my guest will be staying, and to charge any room service to my credit card?”

			“Nae problem.”

			Murdo escorted her down to the front steps of the hotel to her waiting car.

			





    
            Chapter Two





			Nikki leaned back in her leather chair as she listened to a report from one of her building managers over Zoom.

			“My informant on the council has implied that if the worst were to happen to the building on the Clyde waterfront, they would be inclined to accept any offer we gave them for the land,” Callum said. Callum Roberts was director of Sharkey home and building services.

			“I should think so,” Nikki replied. “The building is derelict. Nothing but a drug den most nights. Why the council has to make things so difficult, just because it’s a historic listed building, I’ll never know. It’s not much use being a building of historical interest, covered in graffiti, and used as a drug and drinking den.”

			“I have your permission to move forward, then?” David, a junior member of Callum’s team, asked.

			“Yes. It would be terrible if anything were to happen to the site. Keep an eye on it, David.” Nikki smiled.

			“I will do, Nikki. I’ll report back to you and Callum soon, once one of our people secure the land.”

			Nikki liked the heads of the different companies the family owned to keep their distance from any dealings that could be breaking or bending the law. That way they had plausible deniability.

			“Speak to both of you soon.” Nikki ended the meeting, stood up from her antique oak desk, and walked over to the window. She looked down at all the people coming and going on the street below. Another piece in the Sharkey property portfolio was sliding into shape, and she felt the buzz of control that she loved.

			This Georgian building that was used as Sharkey business headquarters was the jewel in the crown. It had been the pride of Glasgow at the height of the British Empire, when families like the Sharkeys were emigrating from Ireland to America or Scotland.

			The Sharkeys plumped for Scotland at the beginning of the twentieth century and exchanged one kind of poor for another. They lived in slums and worked for people whose businesses were in buildings like these and were paid a pittance for their work.

			But Patrick, the first Sharkey in Scotland, and his best friend Malcolm McDade demanded more out of life and for their families.

			They teamed up and got involved in the Glasgow underworld and fought and pulled themselves out of poverty. But Malcolm got greedy. Patrick was the natural businessman, and Malcolm was slowly being edged out of the leadership of their criminal family. Malcolm split from Patrick and betrayed him by setting him up to be killed by another gang. The betrayal made the two families mortal enemies.

			As the years went by, the McDades couldn’t keep up with the Sharkeys, who soared away in the criminal world and eventually went straight in the business world. Now they owned pubs, clubs, security companies, transport and logistics businesses, and an extensive property empire, with this building being the jewel in the crown.

			Nikki walked over to the family photo wall. Every leader of the Sharkeys was in framed pictures on this wall, from Patrick with his wife and kids, all the way to her father and mother, Aunt Mary and Mack, and then Nikki herself, pictured with Isla. The daughter she had longed for.

			It gave Nikki such pride to be a part of this family, and its leader, since her dad retired.

			The Sharkeys were now richer than the people who’d kept them in poverty when Patrick came from Ireland, and the McDades were still locked in the underworld scraping and fighting for patches of land and selling drugs, something that was never allowed in the Sharkey clan.

			When drugs started taking over Scotland, the Sharkeys stayed right out of it, and in fact didn’t allow it to be sold in any of their areas because Nikki’s granny’s brother had been addicted and died of an overdose.

			She reached out and straightened the frame with Patrick’s picture. Nikki hoped he would be proud of where the Sharkeys ended up. Although they had become a legitimate business, that didn’t mean they didn’t break the rules to shape the business world to their liking or to protect their own.

			Nikki was knocked from her thoughts by her phone ringing. The ringtone made her smile. It was her daughter’s favourite song from her favourite Disney movie. She hurried over to her desk and answered the FaceTime call with a smile.

			“Hi, cutie pie.”

			Isla was sitting cross-legged on the floor of her grandparents’ living room, with her therapy dog, Daisy the labradoodle. Isla went to a private school specifically for girls on the autistic spectrum.

			She’d been going there for the last year, and it was really working for her. They didn’t have a full week of traditional classes. Tuesdays and Thursdays, the pupils did schoolwork from home, so they weren’t overwhelmed. So Granny and Granda’s care was needed on those days.

			“Hi Mum, Granny wants to know if we need dinner to take home?”

			Nikki sat down. “I thought I would finish early today, and we could get your favourite takeaway and have a film night. What do you think?”

			“Mario’s? Yes,” Isla said, “I’d love that, Mum.”

			Mario’s was Isla’s favourite pizza place. Mario had worked at another Italian restaurant Nikki ate at, and he’d approached her with a business plan to open a New York style pizza shop, in the heart of Glasgow. Nikki set him up in business.

			Isla loved the shop because she got to watch Mario spin the pizza dough from behind the counter.

			“Yes, Mario’s.”

			From off camera Nikki heard her mum shout, “You’d pick Mario’s over your ma’s cooking?”

			Nikki laughed. “I’ll be leaving soon.”
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        * * *

      

			Logan started her search for information on Nikki and Isla, who felt in her heart like family.

			This morning she had been to the first place on her list, the fitness gym owned by the Sharkeys. But it was like any other plush gym in any other city in the country. She doubted she would catch Nikki or her entourage here by chance. The pubs and clubs wouldn’t be open till later, so she made her way to the Sharkey boxing gym. Logan had her training gear in her backpack so she could work out.

			She turned the corner and there it was across the road—Paddy’s Boxing Gym. It wasn’t showy, in fact it looked like a run-down building, but Logan knew those were the best kinds of gyms. They were real gyms, where no one was there to show off their bodies or stand flirting at the different machines. The people in there worked out blood, sweat, and tears.

			Logan crossed the road and held the door for someone coming out. Then she walked in and inhaled the smell of those aforementioned sweat, blood, and tears. It might be disgusting to some, but Logan immediately felt at home, just like her gym in Manchester.

			The large room had a wooden floor, with heavy bags, speedballs, and weights all around the room and a ring for sparring. A male boxer was in the ring, working with a trainer.

			Some of the men working on the heavy bags turned to her and looked her up and down, in what would be, for most, an intimidating way. But Logan knew you had to meet that look and show confidence right back.

			Logan walked over to the first man and said, “Is Jimmy in?”

			She had done her research to find out who ran the place.

			The boxer pointed over to a corridor by the side of the stairs. “In his office.”

			“Thanks.”

			Logan made her way to the corridor. There was no saying the beautiful leader of the Sharkeys would be anywhere near the gym, but these places were always good to pick up gossip, and she had seen Nikki in attendance at the fight Logan watched on TV. Word from her old buddies was that Nikki Sharkey was trying to make their boxing stable produce champions again. If nothing else, spending time here would keep her fitness up, which was really important to Logan.

			She arrived at the door marked Manager. In front of her were the stairs which led up to changing rooms and toilets. Logan knocked on the frosted glass on the door.

			“Come in.”

			She walked in and saw Jimmy doing some paperwork. He didn’t look up immediately.

			“Aye, what is it?”

			“Hi, I’m new to Glasgow and wanted to ask if I could use your gym.”

			Jimmy still didn’t look up. “Do you have any experience with boxing training?”

			“Just a bit.”

			That answer made Jimmy look up. He scanned her face and his eyes. “You look familiar.” He got up and walked around his desk, studying her. “Logan Power? It is, isn’t it?”

			Logan didn’t expect to be recognized. But by the smile on Jimmy’s face, it was a good thing.

			“Yeah, that’s me. How did you know?”

			Jimmy shook her hand vigorously. “Logan Lightning Power, are you kidding? You are the best female boxer of your generation. Two gold medals and a flawless record, no losses or knockouts.”

			Logan rubbed the back of her neck bashfully. Compliments weren’t easy for her to take. She wondered if Jimmy knowing who she was would help her get an in. If she was lucky, it might get her closer to the Sharkeys. “Yeah, it’s nice of you to remember me.”

			“You were hard to forget. A fighter with your gifts stands out.” He leaned back against his desk and said, “What are ye doing up in Glasgow?”

			Logan hated lying to people, especially someone as welcoming as Jimmy.

			“A change of scene. A family member passed away, and there was nothing left for me in Manchester. I thought I’d make a fresh start.”

			“Well, you’re very welcome here. Go get yourself changed if you’re ready for a workout. We’d be glad for you to choose our gym,” Jimmy said.

			“Thanks.”

			Logan followed the sign to the changing room and started to change. This couldn’t have gone better. She had no idea her reputation would be remembered up here. She wrapped her hands in tape, then stowed her backpack in a locker and made her way down to the gym with her gloves and a bottle of water. She walked over to the mirrored wall at the back of the gym and started a warm-up. Logan went through her routine, bouncing on her toes while stretching her arms, loosening her shoulders and wrists.

			In the mirror she saw Jimmy walking towards her. “Logan, come and meet some of our guys.”

			She grabbed her gloves and water and headed over to the heavy bags. Jimmy stood by two boxers who were working on the heavy bags.

			“Boys, meet Logan Lightning Power. She was a double gold Olympian. These two are Ravi and Joey.”

			Ravi smiled. “I remember you—I was on the men’s national team when you competed. Good to meet you.”

			They both bumped fists with Logan. Ravi looked like a lightweight and Joey a muscular middleweight.

			“Good to meet you too. I’m just new to Glasgow and looking for a new start.”

			The bigger guy softly punched her shoulder. “You’re welcome here, bud. We watch out for each other here, so anything you need, just let us know.”

			“Thanks, I will,” Logan said.

			“Get after it, boys,” Jimmy said. “Let me show you around some more.”

			As they approached the ring in the middle of the gym, Jimmy said, “So, are you getting back into the fighting game?”

			“Nah, life moved on. I’d just like to work out.”

			Jimmy sat down on the edge of the ring. “It’ll be good to have you here. We are trying to attract more women to the gym. Our boss wants a female champion from the Sharkey gym. Having you here will make the place less intimidating to come in to.”

			“Have you got any female fighters yet?”

			“Aye, Molly Roberts.”

			“Good boxer.”

			Jimmy crossed his arms and nodded. “Needs some work, though. She’s moving from London in a few days. So anyway, I’ll let you get on. You need anything, just give us a shout.”

			“Thanks, Jimmy,” Logan said.

			Everyone was so friendly. She’d really landed on her feet here. It probably wouldn’t have been the case if she’d come out with questions about Nikki straight away. That was for another day.

			She went to the heavy bag to start.

			It felt so good to be working out again. The last month had been a blur of sadness, funeral preparations, and packing up her life to come up here to Scotland. Boxing training was where she lost herself, and it felt right. From the heavy bag she moved on to the speedball. This really got her heart rate going.

			Logan was a heavyweight boxer, known for her heavy hitting. The bone-shaking hits were bombs that had given her a clean sweep of pro knockouts.

			Unlike many heavyweights, she was fast, on her toes, but more unusually for her weight class, hand speed set her apart. Her phone chimed with the bell to end her round of speedball, so she grabbed a quick drink and used a towel to wipe down her face and shoulders.

			Even though she was training hard, Logan was being observant. Jimmy and his fellow trainer were watching her workout closely and talking. Were they suspicious about her appearance? Jimmy had been happy to meet her.

			Jimmy lifted punch mitts and walked over. “Logan? Fancy doing some pad work?”

			“Yeah. Love to.”

			They went to the boxing ring and got in. Logan pulled on her gloves, and they began some set routines.

			After a strong left hook, Jimmy said, “Whoa. You’ve got some power in those fists of yours.”

			“Thanks, but not as much as when I was a pro,” Logan said.

			They continued jabbing and punching, and talking every now and then. Logan was enjoying it. To be around people in the boxing community made her feel seen, and she let go of a lot of the strain she had been holding. A boxing gym had been her home since she was a teenager and was where she was happiest.

			“Where are you staying, Logan?”

			Logan bounced on her toes and threw a few jabs. “I’m in a budget hotel at the moment, but I need to get a job and find someplace to stay.”

			“How about helping us around here?”

			Logan stopped and tried to settle her breathing. She wasn’t expecting this. “Really?”

			“Really. I’ve been looking for a female coach, an ex-pro that could work with us here. Like I said, my boss wants more women to be attracted to this gym. There’s talent out there that could find a home here. But you know, a boxing gym can be an intimidating place.”

			“Yeah.”

			“Female staff would help with that. The other thing is, I’d like you to work with Molly. She is a great technical fighter, but she lacks confidence, that killer instinct and confidence that will create a personality to get her the big fights. We both know that the buzz around a boxer is important to get those chances.”

			Logan did know that. Her own image that she’d created always got a big reaction from the crowd. She had been the biggest ticket in female boxing before she walked away and lost her big chance.

			“I know. I’d love to work with you, and Molly. I’ve seen her fight a few times, and it would be fun to work with her.”

			“Let’s do a trial for a week. If it goes well, I can ask my boss if we can get you somewhere to live,” Jimmy said.

			“Who’s your boss?” Logan wanted to know how close Nikki Sharkey was to the running of the gym.

			Jimmy patted her on the shoulder. “Our boss is at the top of the Sharkey business.”

			Nikki, Logan thought. She never thought she’d get this far in one visit. She had Jimmy’s interest in her as a fighter to thank for it.

			“Thanks. I’d love the chance.”
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        * * *

      

			Nikki was on her way to pick up Isla from her parents’ house. On movie night Nikki wasn’t allowed to do any office work. She tended to be a workaholic, and Isla hated when work impinged on their time together. So Nikki used the time that it took to drive to her parents’ house to clear up any emails or paperwork that needed to be done. Isla needed her full attention after she stayed for a sleepover at her parents’.

			Isla loved her sleepovers, and they allowed Nikki to keep her sex life very separate from her home life, as it always would be. As much as Mum, Dad, and Aunt Mary would love her to find a partner, that was never going to happen.

			At least her dad understood the risk of bringing an outsider into the family, especially since she had Isla to protect. So far there had been two attempts by the McDade gang to get to her through Isla. Most recently, Isla was kidnapped along with Flora, her cousin Mack’s wife. Flora, who struggled with autism and anxiety like Isla, risked her life and stepped up and protected Isla.

			Nikki would never be able to repay Flora for her bravery. She was someone who had proved herself worthy of the Sharkey name and perfect for Mack. For unlike Nikki, and as tough as she was, Mack had always wanted to fall in love.

			Nikki didn’t want love but wanted a family, and as the head of the family, it was extra difficult to trust someone. If someone did get into her heart and she trusted them, they would learn things that could bring the Sharkey businesses crashing to the ground—and possibly see herself, Mack, and her father behind bars.

			No, love wasn’t an option, but Nikki got the family she wanted.

			She continued answering emails as her driver took her to her family home to pick up Isla. She didn’t want to be disturbed tonight when she promised Isla a movie night, and her undivided attention.

			Her phone rang. She glanced at the screen and saw it was Jimmy. “Answer phone. Nikki.”

			“Hi boss, it’s Jimmy.”

			“How’s things at the gym?”

			“Good, good. Molly should be up in a few days, but that’s not why I’m calling. We had a new boxer come into the gym today.”

			Whenever anyone in her organization mentioned a new person, it set her radar going. That new person could be the one that was going to compromise their safety.

			“Who?”

			“A female boxer called Logan Power.”

			“It doesn’t ring a bell.”

			“She was the best prospect in woman’s boxing about five years ago. Won two heavyweight golds at the Olympics, and had an unblemished pro career, until she retired suddenly.”

			That made Nikki stop in her tracks. “What happened?”

			“She had her title shot at heavyweight and, two months into training camp, pulled out of the fight. Family reasons, it was said. Anyway, she’s from Manchester and has come up to Glasgow for a fresh start. I’ve offered her a week’s trial working for me, because I’ve been looking for a female trainer and I think Logan working with Molly would help her a lot. Can you check into her background? I don’t want to bring anyone into our staff who might be trouble.”

			By trouble he meant trouble for the Sharkey family. “Okay, I’ll get my people to look into her background. Logan Power, from Manchester?”

			“Aye, that’s right. She was the hardest puncher in the women’s game and the fastest hands. She would have dominated the field for years if she hadn’t walked away.”

			Nikki wrote down the details. “Okay, I’ll get back to you.”

			“Thanks. Bye, boss.”

			The driver slowed as they approached the gates to her parents’ property. It was a large piece of land on the outskirts of Glasgow, far away enough to be surrounded by trees and parks, but close enough to get to the centre of Glasgow quickly.

			Her dad had bought a large piece of land with houses on it, knocked them down, and built two large family homes—one for her parents, and one for her dad’s sister Mary, Mack’s mum.

			They were a very close family, and her dad liked to have his sister close so that she could be kept safe. Luckily Aunt Mary was really close to Nikki’s mum, so they were in and out of each other’s houses.

			The car slowed as it pulled up in front of the house. The car door was opened by one of the bodyguards, Tee. She was one of Isla’s guards, along with Eddie, and was always by Isla’s side.

			“Thanks, Tee. Everything all quiet today?”

			“Aye. Picked up Isla and went to the pet shop for treats for Daisy.”

			Nikki laughed. “That dog eats better than the rest of us.”

			Nikki had been against a dog for a long time. Isla had gone on and on about a dog for years, especially after Mack got a dachshund, Dexter. But it was when Flora told her about dogs raised to help autistic children that she was finally sold on a dog.

			Daisy was trained to be Isla’s companion, her helper, and to never leave her side. The difference in Isla’s confidence was remarkable. It wasn’t only the confidence and support Daisy gave her, but having Daisy was teaching Isla some independence and responsibility.

			She was responsible to feed and pick up after Daisy and walk her, with a family member or guard of course. Daisy was a labradoodle, so Nikki didn’t have to worry too much about dog hair on her designer clothes.

			The front door opened and Daisy, Isla, and Dexter came rushing out. He was visiting because Aunt Mary was taking care of him while Mack and Flora were on their honeymoon.

			“Wow, what a welcome,” Nikki said as Isla wrapped her arms around her.

			“We’ve been playing outside. Daisy and Dex are getting good at the agility course,” Isla said.

			Isla had a small dog agility course set up in the garden after she saw agility on a dog show on TV. Daisy, as a fully trained dog, followed instruction well. Dexter was the harder one to train, but it was all good for Isla.

			“You’re a good trainer.”

			Nikki ruffled both dogs’ heads, and they headed inside. Her dad was the only one waiting in the hall.

			“Nikki, how was work?”

			“Everything’s going well, Da. How was Isla?”

			“An angel as always.”

			Her father was a tall, well made man. Thomas Sharkey had struck fear in the underworld they inhabited, but with Isla he just totally melted.

			“I’ve been watching her train these two rascals. She has got the knack for giving orders—a bit like you did when you were a child. She’s a Sharkey through and through.”

			That remark made her stomach tense up. Biologically, Isla wasn’t a Sharkey. Her parents knew that Isla was adopted, but they’d accepted Isla as a Sharkey the minute Nikki told them about her. The family understood that she didn’t want to be compromised or become a target by being pregnant but didn’t know about her secret marriage, then quick divorce, to Isla’s birth mother.

			No one, not even her closest friend in the world, Mack, knew that Nikki was infertile. Hazel Barrowfield had been her one chance at motherhood.

			Nikki felt a lot of guilt for keeping this from her family. Her mum wouldn’t have approved of a marriage in name only to help speed Isla’s adoption, so instead she’d kept things simple and said it was a straightforward adoption. Nikki already had felt a failure not to be able to have a biological child to add to the next generation of Sharkeys. No one knew the truth, and no one would ever know. Hazel had gone abroad and was well compensated for her time, trouble, and secrecy.

			As Nikki observed the love and the joy Isla brought to her parents, she knew she was doing the right thing. Let them be none the wiser, and not worry about her deal with Hazel.

			“Mum? You have to come and see.” Isla and the bouncing dogs ran to the back of the house.

			“They have a lot of energy, don’t they?” Nikki said.

			“They’re good dogs,” her dad said. “Yesterday after school we took the dogs to walk in the park. It’s good to see the difference in Isla when Daisy is with her. She’s so concentrated and focused on Daisy that she’s much less anxious. And Daisy doesn’t take her eyes off Isla.”

			Daisy was a carefree dog at home, playing and having zoomies all over the house, but once she got her working harness on, Daisy’s whole world was taking care of Isla.

			“I know. People think labradoodles are soft dogs with silly coats, I know I did, but they are very protective. Daisy is like a small pony.”

			He led them to the large conservatory at the back of the house that looked onto the garden where the agility course was. “Aye, and they’ve got some big mouth of teeth on them. I wouldn’t be wanting to take a bite from her.”

			“Watch, Mum.”

			“I’m watching.”

			Nikki and her dad sat down on the chairs that looked out onto the garden.

			“Where’s Ma gone, Da?”

			“St Joseph’s. They’re planning for the big unhoused charity day. She left food in the oven for me. So it’s a quiet night with a nice glass of whisky, and the football on TV.”

			The family went to the local Catholic church, St Joseph’s. She, her dad, and Mack only really went on the big religious holy days, but her mum and aunt were regular attenders.

			The Sharkeys had always worked closely with charities, right back into their family history. When they arrived in Scotland, the local chapel helped their family when there wasn’t enough food to go around, and they had given back once the family came into money.

			Now charity was the central focus of her mum’s and aunt’s lives. They fundraised all year round, with the Sharkey family being big benefactors, and the money was put towards many charities for children and the unhoused.

			At regular times throughout the year, her mum and aunt would go out on the streets with an army of helpers to dispense care to the people who needed it. They offered food, medical care, and legal assistance, with many doctors and lawyers giving their time for free.

			Nikki smiled. “They are never happier than organizing people, are they?”

			“Oh yes. Yer ma keeps me on my toes, anyway.”

			“And what about you, Da?”

			“I might be retired, but I’m busy too, you know. I’ve got some golfing charity days to organize.”

			Nikki laughed, then said sarcastically, “It must be such a chore to plan and play your favourite game in the world.”

			“Golf and football, remember.”

			Football had never really been Nikki’s thing, it was Mack’s, but in Glasgow, even if you weren’t a football fan, you were affiliated to either the green of Celtic or the blue Rangers side of Glasgow. It was a rivalry of Protestant or Catholic that should have been left in the distant past, but the worst elements kept going.

			“Mum? Mum? Look!”

			Isla had Daisy weave in and out of the long poles on the grass, making tight turns. Then it was Dexter’s turn. He had a tougher time moving his sausage-like body through those tight turns. Nikki and her dad applauded.

			“Well done,” Nikki shouted.

			“So,” he said, “did you have an enjoyable night last night?”

			“Just a business dinner and a drink.” She called out to Isla, “Good girl, sweetheart!”

			Her dad gave her a wry smile. “Your mother might believe that, but not your old da. I have a tale or two from my single days too.”

			“Okay, yes. I had an enjoyable night. But I’m single, so why not enjoy it?”

			“Oh, I agree, darlin’, but your ma would like to plan a wedding sometime before you’re fifty,” he said.

			“I’m thirty-five, Da, and I’ve told Ma I’m not going to bring anyone into this family and into my daughter’s life. It’s too risky. Not that I’d ever want to fall in love. I have Isla, and that’s all I need.”

			He leaned forward and watched as the dogs frolicked in the garden. “I know what it’s like to be you, darlin’. I’ve been where you’re sitting. The responsibility of the job, keeping everyone employed and your family protected. I went through lots of women and had a great time. You put a shield around yourself because you don’t want to be off your guard, to be seen as weak, because the next second you could have a gun against your head.”

			“Or my daughter’s head, or you or Ma’s head.”

			“But one day you’ll look at someone and you’ll feel like you’ve been punched in the gut. You won’t have any choice but to take a chance on love. Look at Mack.”

			“That’s not the same. You could tell from the start Flora was a beautiful innocent woman.”

			“Or a very well prepared police officer. I wouldn’t have chosen a relationship, Nikki, just like you, but your ma came in and stole my heart.”

			“What are you talking about?” Isla said.

			Neither had noticed that Isla had come into the conservatory. He pulled Isla onto his knee.

			“About when I met your granny.”

			“Oh, I love this story. Tell me again.”

			Nikki rolled her eyes. She had heard this true love story all her life and, despite Nikki’s feelings, was assured by both parents it would happen to her. Isla had heard this story many times also, but she loved to hear about Granny and Granda falling in love.

			He began, “I was a young man of twenty-one years old. I was working in one of your great-granda’s clubs, and I just went out for a smoke, when a drunk robbed me and stabbed me in the leg.”

			That wasn’t exactly how it happened, Nikki knew well. He’d been involved in a fight with a man sent by another Scottish crime gang clan. He was jumped and left for dead, bleeding in a Glasgow alleyway. Luckily his guards found him and called an ambulance.

			But the other story was more palatable to tell Isla.

			Her dad continued, “I woke up in hospital, and the first thing I saw was your granny’s beautiful face. I lost my heart in those first few moments.”

			“But I didn’t lose my heart, did I?” Nikki’s mum surprised them by arriving home unexpectedly.

			“Granny,” Isla said happily. Isla jumped up to give her a hug, and the dogs barked excitedly.

			“There’s my girl,” Nikki’s mum said.

			“No, you didn’t give me the time of day,” he said.

			“Tell me,” Isla said.

			Nikki’s mum sat down with a pack of cooked chicken bites in her hand, and Nikki rolled her eyes as she fed the chicken to the dogs.

			“You spoil them, Mum,” Nikki said.

			“They are our grandkids too. I can spoil them if I choose. Now back to the story, Isla. Your granda thought he could boss the nursing staff, just like his own Sharkey people. Telling his people to come into the ward outside of visiting time. I put him in his place.”

			Nikki chuckled and shook her head. There was no one else alive who could put Thomas Sharkey in his place.

			She sat back and watched Isla lap up every part of the story with glee.

			





    
            Chapter Three





			Logan walked downstairs from the gym changing room. Today couldn’t have gone better. She met and gained the trust of some Sharkey people and found a way to make money doing what she loved—boxing.

			Jimmy met her at the bottom of the stairs. “Hey, good session. You’ve still not lost any of that power or your fast hands.”

			“Thanks.” It was nice to be recognized by a respected coach.

			“Why did you give up, Logan?”

			“Family reasons.” Logan wasn’t prepared to tell him the full story.

			“Fair enough. I’ll ask around about rooms to rent for you. Listen, if you want a good meal, go to The Big Blue on Greyford Street, and tell Maggie, Jimmy sent you. They have the best home-cooked fish and chips in Glasgow.”

			“Thanks. I appreciate it,” Logan said.

			“No problem. I’ll give them a call, and you can come and start working with Molly on Monday.”

			“Will do. I’ll be here eight thirty sharp.”

			Logan shook hands with Jimmy and walked out of the gym. She followed Jimmy’s directions and found The Big Blue.

			It was busy with a line outside the door. The chip shop wasn’t some dingy takeaway—it looked pretty upscale. She wondered how a Scottish chip shop would compare to Manchester’s offerings.

			Logan had heard that the Scottish would fry anything, including the famous deep-fried chocolate bar. The thought sent a shiver down her fit body. She tried to keep a healthy body, even though she wasn’t competing any more, but this would be a quick meal, and it was okay for a treat once in a while.

			The line was so long that a server with an iPad was walking down the line. She laughed to herself when she heard a customer a few up the line asking for a deep fried chocolate bar with their meal. So the myth was real.

			The person in front of her asked for pizza crunch. Logan had never heard of that. Then it was her turn, and she said, “Hi, Jimmy sent me. I’m going to be working at Paddy’s Boxing Gym.”

			The woman taking the orders smiled brightly and said, “Follow me.” She led Logan up to the head of the line, where there were a few outdoor tables and chairs. “Take a seat. What can I get you?”

			Dropping Jimmy’s name really did make a difference. “What is pizza crunch? I’m not from around here.”

			“Any kind of pizza you like, dipped in batter, and deep fried.”

			Jesus, Logan thought. That would fuck up your body in all kinds of ways. “I think I’ll just have fish and chips.”

			“No problem.”

			The server went straight in and gave the order directly to the people behind the counter, while those waiting in the line looked at her with murderous eyes.

			She looked up and saw the electronic branding for the shop was a shark. In fact there was shark branding everywhere inside.

			Logan would bet this was one of the Sharkey’s many businesses.

			Fingers in every pie, huh?
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        * * *

      

			Nikki and Isla sat on the couch watching the live action film of Beauty and the Beast. Isla had her pizza box on her lap, and Nikki was eating a bowl of her favourite Alfredo pasta.

			Isla loved this film. She was such a sweet girl, with a soft heart. Nikki had never been into Disney films as a youngster. Both she and Mack loved American mafia films. That was the world they were brought up in.

			Not Isla. She only liked happy endings and fairy tales. It made Nikki want to protect her innocence and rose-tinted view of the world. Her job was to do the dirty jobs so that Isla led a charmed life.

			Although a part of that innocence was shattered when the McDades made an attack on Isla’s life. They planned to kill her with an overdose of the drugs the McDades sold on the streets. Isla was only saved by mistaken identity, but her friend died. Nikki vowed to repay that hit tenfold.

			If the McDades had succeeded with that attempt or the kidnapping, both she and Mack would have burned Glasgow to the ground in an effort to kill anyone related to the McDades. Luckily Isla was safe and sound.

			Nikki took her last bite as the credits started to roll. “Mmm. Mario’s Alfredo is always good. Are you finished, cutie pie?”

			“Yeah. Thanks, Mum.”

			“Ice cream?”

			“Yes!” Isla punched the air.

			“Hold on. I’ll get it.”

			Nikki came back with bowls for herself and Isla.

			“I love that film, Mum.”

			“Oh, I know.” Nikki nodded her head and chuckled.

			“Have you ever been in love, Mum?”

			Nikki nearly choked on her mouthful of ice cream. “Love? No. I’ve got you. That’s all I need.”

			Just then, both their phones beeped. It was a picture of Mack and Flora at Japanese Super Nintendo World, their arms around each other.

			“Aw, I miss them,” Isla said. “I’d love to go to Nintendo World.”

			“More than Disney World? And Universal Studios?”

			The whole family—Nikki, Granda, Granny, Aunt Mary, and Mack, took Isla to Disney World in Florida every other year, because Isla loved Disney so much. It was only every other year because taking the necessary security for them all was quite a logistical nightmare.

			Isla scrunched up her face, weighing up the pros and cons. “Maybe just one time.”

			“How about we do both? You and me. A special trip for just us.”

			“Really?” Isla exclaimed.

			Unlike most rich kids, Isla didn’t take the opportunities that money brought her for granted. It was the way Nikki had been brought up, and the way Isla had. They never forgot the Sharkeys came from nothing.

			“I wonder why they chose Japan for a honeymoon,” Nikki said. “Interesting place, but you’d think Paris, or a Caribbean island for a honeymoon.”

			“Flora said she had always wanted to go. A lot of autistic people like Japan because of the social customs, Flo said. I don’t know exactly what that means.”

			“It’s probably because there’s customs about social interactions, so there isn’t so much for an autistic person to worry about. Set rules about conversation.”

			“Yeah, that’s what Flo said.”

			They both enjoyed a few spoonfuls of dessert. Then Isla said, “Mack found someone to love, why can’t you, Mum?”

			Nikki wondered what was behind the sudden questioning. “Why do you want me to meet someone?”

			“Everyone wants to fall in love.”

			“I don’t want to, cutie pie. I have everything I need in you and my family.”

			“Mum, even the vampires and werewolves on my fave Netflix show fall in love, and they always fight against it too, like you.”

			Nikki chuckled. “I think you’re watching too much of these romantic shows. I’m not a vampire, but you know the family business can sometimes be dangerous. I don’t trust anyone outside our family to risk letting them in. Besides I’m not one of those people who needs love from a partner. You’ll understand when you grow up.”

			“What about my other mum? Did you not love her?”

			Nikki’s stomach fell. Isla had been asking about her other mother for the last few months, and it was getting harder to fob her off.

			Was she not enough for Isla? Did Isla need more?

			“Isla—” Luckily the phone rang before she had to answer. “Hang on, cutie.”

			“Mum,” Isla said with exasperation. “You’re not meant to work on movie night.”

			“Just one phone call, and I’ll be all yours. I promise.”

			It was Carter. She’d asked Carter and her lawyer, Charlie Brogan, to look into this new face at the boxing gym. New faces at any of their establishments brought suspicion. Plenty of the UK crime syndicates would like to get a person inside the Sharkey family, not just the McDades.

			“Carter? Did you find out about this Logan Power?”

			“As soon as I got your email, I knew her by reputation. Logan Lightning Power was her boxing nickname.”

			“Really, that’s interesting. Jimmy knew of her too,” Nikki said.

			“She is the best female boxer of her generation. Logan had this deadly stare and silent, menacing persona that the public loved to hate. She had it all—power, speed. Logan won two gold medals at the Olympics.”

			“And what happened?”

			“She was halfway through her training camp for a heavyweight championship bout. Then officially retired at twenty-two. She wasn’t even in her prime yet,” Carter said.

			“She sounds very impressive. Jimmy has given her a job at the gym as a trainer. He wants her to help train Molly.”

			“Logan would be great for Molly. She’d really help with her confidence,” Carter said.

			“Okay, well, I’ll let Jimmy know it’s okay to have her work at the gym. Thanks, Carter.”

			“If you can persuade her out of retirement, you’d have one heck of a fighter. I’ve sent you a file on her to read.”

			“Thanks. Let’s see what happens, then. Bye, Carter.”

			This woman was interesting. Nikki had her lawyer’s investigator looking into her, so she’d get a better picture then.

			“Mum? No more business,” Isla moaned.

			“Okay, okay. Let’s go take Daisy out for her night-time walk.”

			Sharkey Building and Properties owned the building. Nikki had both the penthouse and a flat on the ground floor, so her bodyguards would be close when needed. They didn’t always guard her this closely, but since the attacks on Isla over the last few years, Nikki needed to know her guards were there to protect her daughter.

			They took the two-man security in shifts and were able to sleep and eat in comfort and monitor cameras around the building discreetly.

			There was also a doorman in the reception area, both to help the residents and to be another pair of eyes on who came in and out of the building.

			The flats were rented out very carefully by her property team, and tenants—doctors, lawyers, business people, and even a couple of football players—generally had someone known to the business to sponsor them.

			It would be a very easy way to get close to Nikki and Isla by renting out one of the flats, so the extreme care was necessary.

			Daisy, who had been asleep right beside Isla, jumped up at the mention of walk.

			“You coming too, Mum?”

			Sometimes Isla went with one of the guards, but Nikki felt like some fresh air tonight.

			“Yes, it’s a nice night.”

			She called down to the guards on duty. “Hi Sammy? We’re taking Daisy out for a walk. One of you meet me downstairs.”

			“Yes, boss.”

			As Isla got Daisy ready, Nikki checked her email and saw she had a message from Carter with the subject line: Logan Power.

			Nikki didn’t open the mail—she would look at it later, on her own. She didn’t know what it was, but there was something strange about this new arrival. Nikki could feel it in her gut.
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        * * *

      

			Logan had only waited five minutes, and her order was ready. She got her wallet out to pay, but the server said, “It’s on us. Any one Jimmy sends us, it’s on the house. Enjoy.”

			“Thank you, I really appreciate it.”

			Wow. She would have to thank Jimmy.

			She walked a bit to find somewhere to eat. She found herself in a place called George Square. It had lots of benches with people sitting chatting, or eating, just like her. Flowers bordered the square in raised flower beds, and there was a large monument with two stone lions sitting either side, like magnificent sphinxes. Logan found a bench to herself in front of them.

			Bordering the square were very grand stone buildings. This area had a different feel to the shopping areas she had walked through when she arrived on the bus.

			She ate her food, and it was delicious, but not good for her. Logan hated not having cooking facilities. Even though she was retired from the boxing world, she wasn’t retired from her fitness regime. And to keep that fit, she had to cook for herself.

			She was also aware her money for hotels wasn’t going to last forever. She just got a job but wouldn’t get paid till the end of her first two weeks, a probationary period. But, she reminded herself, she had gotten further than she had ever thought she would when she left Manchester.

			Logan finished and put the chip wrapper in the bin. She took out her phone to see where she was in relation to the Sharkey properties that she wanted to monitor. To Logan’s surprise, she wasn’t far from two of them—the nightclub called The Deep, and a sweet shop.

			What on earth did the Sharkey crime family want with a sweet shop?

			She walked across the street and took a right-hand turn. She could see the bouncers outside the club and hear music booming from inside. There was a line outside snaking right down the street.

			Logan had thought about getting a drink and the lay of the land there, but there was no way she was waiting in that line.

			Across the street Logan noticed the sweet shop, called Sweet Surprise.

			It looked like an old-fashioned sweet shop from another age. It really was a surprise.

			As she walked past the entrance to the club, Logan heard her name called out. She turned around and saw one of the boxers she had met at the gym—Joey.

			“Hi, you work here?”

			“Yeah, you coming in for a drink?” Joey asked.

			“I thought about it, but when I saw the line—”

			“Come right in, mate.”

			He ushered her in while those in the line looked at her enviously. “Thanks, Joey.”

			She stopped in her tracks when four fire engines raced past. Logan quickly blessed herself, something her grandad taught her—to thank God that you were safe and send prayers to those who were in trouble.

			Logan didn’t have the faith in God like he did, but she did it anyway and walked into the club.

			“The bottom floor is the place for a quieter drink,” Joey said.

			Logan nodded.

			The entrance hallway was dark, but blue lights projected onto the walls and ceiling made it appear that waves were rolling across the walls. Between the chip shop and here, the Sharkeys really liked their ocean theme.

			She heard the boom, boom of music as she walked down the entrance hallway. She passed the stairs and elevator to the upper floors and felt the boom of dance music more strongly.

			Joey was right. The lower floor seemed like the best option. Logan walked into the main room. There was a large bar that ran the wall of the left hand side. In the middle was a dance floor, and booth seating areas ran around the other two walls. It was busy, and the music was loud, but not as booming as the other two levels.

			She spotted an empty bar stool and moved quickly to sit before someone else nabbed it. The bar staff were busy trying to get everyone’s orders, so she took the opportunity to look and listen.

			Logan’s ears pricked up when she heard Nikki’s name being mentioned. Next to her, a tomboyish woman was talking to and getting frustrated with the woman behind the bar. So Logan listened in.

			“I just want to call Nikki to ask her out again. If she says no, then fine.”

			“We don’t give out Nikki’s private number.”

			“Annie, I’m not just anyone. We are dating.”

			“If you were, you would have Nikki’s number from her, Jo.”

			“Look.” Jo made a grab for the bartender, Annie, and grasped her wrist tightly.

			Logan didn’t even think. She got hold of Jo’s wrist and applied enough pressure for her to let go of Annie. She pushed Jo’s arm behind her back, while the other grasped her neck and pushed her down against the bar.

			Annie shouted, “Carlo!” A big beefy man appeared, and Annie said, “Get her out.”

			Logan let go and allowed the bouncer to take control of Jo. Carlo held her firmly and strong-armed her out.

			Logan saw Annie rubbing her wrist. “Are you alright?”

			She smiled. “I’m fine. I’ve had worse, but thanks for taking care of her.”

			“No problem. I’m glad I could help.”

			“I’m Annie Douglas.”

			Annie held out her hand and Logan shook it. “Logan. Nice to meet you.”

			“I’m bar manager. Let me buy you a drink.”

			“That’s okay.”

			“Please, have a drink on us.”

			“A bottle of Beck’s, thanks.”

			Annie got a bottle from the fridge and popped the top off before handing it to Logan. “Here you go.”

			Just then an extremely mad, towering woman came thundering towards them. “Annie?”

			“I’m okay, Jay. Don’t panic.”

			Logan thought she was tall, but this Jay had at least five inches on her. “What happened?”

			Jay went behind the bar and pulled Annie into her arms.

			“That woman Jo that left with Nikki last Saturday? She wanted Nikki’s number, and I refused, so she grabbed my wrist to try to get it out of me, but my new friend Logan here got hold of her and made sure she behaved till Carlo got here.”

			Jay kept one arm around Annie and held the other out to Logan.

			“Hi Logan, thanks for what you did for my wife. I’m Jay. I’m head of security at The Deep.”

			“Good to meet you, Jay.”

			Head of security? Bar manager? Logan was making important connections everywhere since she arrived in Glasgow.

			“Can I get you a drink?”

			“Your wife already got me one, thanks.”

			Jay turned back to Annie. “I wish you’d stay at The Reef. It’s quieter, and you don’t see wee arseholes like Jo.”

			“Of course you do. I can handle myself. I’ve worked in bars since I was eighteen, Jay.”

			“Well Jo’s barred, so we won’t see any more of her.”

			“I’ll have to let Nikki know to be on her guard,” Jay said.

			Logan put her head down and stared at her bottle of lager, so it didn’t seem like she was listening.

			“Jo’s in her twenties, maybe we should cut her some slack. They all think they can be the one to make Nikki fall in love.”

			So Nikki likes no-strings fun? Sounds like she doesn’t have a heart or lets no one near it, Logan thought.

			It was time to go. She’d learned everything she could. As she was walking towards the door, Joey appeared. “Hey, thanks for taking care of Annie. Jay told me about it.”

			“Don’t worry. It was nothing.”

			“No, it’ll be remembered. You’ll see Jay at the gym quite often. She’s a former MMA champion. People call her The Amazon.”

			“I can see why. I don’t think I’d like to go in the ring with her. I take it Jo regretted it?”

			“She’s shit-scared of ever coming back, if that’s what you mean. Jay made it perfectly clear. But we play by the rules as best we can. The police are talking to her now.”

			“Good. She deserves it.”

			“I’ll walk you out, mate.”

			When Logan walked out of the doors she saw Jo being pushed into the back of a police car, her face like thunder and nursing a blow to the eye.

			Logan assumed the Sharkeys would take care of things themselves. She half thought that Jo would be taken down a back alley and beaten senseless, as many gangs would have done.

			Did they play by the rule book for show?
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        * * *

      

			Nikki wouldn’t admit it openly, but she quite enjoyed her night-time walks with Daisy. It gave her a chance to talk to Isla about her day and have some fresh air before bed.

			Jamsey and Murdo walked several paces behind them. Keeping her daughter safe.

			She could hear Jamsey’s phone ring and then he ran up beside her. “Call for you, boss.”

			Nikki took the phone and said, “Yes?”

			“It’s Nero.”

			Nero wasn’t his real name, but he was one of Nikki’s fixers on the ground. The Sharkeys had trusted members of their business police their own areas of the Sharkeys’ territory. They were Head Men. The Head Men had people under them called Head Boys, who helped control the area.

			They’d all worked under Mack until she took a step back from the business after spending time in jail. When she got out, Mack opened the barber shop that she’d always wanted to, but bit by bit she was coming back into her former role.

			“The riverside building is done.”

			The building they argued about with the council to allow them to buy. “Did you check everyone was…” Nikki stroked her daughter’s head. She didn’t want to elaborate too much in front of Isla.

			“Yes, we checked every floor, every room. We found several people using it as a drinking den. We gave them money and sent them on their way.”

			“Good job. I’ll be in touch.” She hung up the phone and handed it back to Jamsey, just as several fire engines whizzed by.

			Another piece in the property puzzle slips into place, Nikki thought.

			The Sharkeys would own Glasgow. The Glasgow her great-granda came to with nothing in his pockets.
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        * * *

      

			Logan lay in bed in her hotel room, doing more research on the Sharkeys. Today had been great. She’d made connections all around the Sharkey business. But she needed to find some way of getting to meet Nikki.

			She thought back to tonight. Jo desperately wanted to see Nikki, but everyone around Nikki was very loyal to her. I wonder if her type is more submissive masculine women. Ones she can control?

			Joey told her, when they were watching Jo being taken away, that Nikki kept her family and her sex life very separate. Women thought they could be the one, and it never happened.

			Logan looked at a photo of Nikki winning a business award at a plush gala. She was powerful, exuded power and charisma. There was a masculine woman with her who looked like an appendage, to be honest.

			“You like your own way, Nikki Sharkey.”

			It was clear that her Hazel wasn’t Nikki’s type, and Hazel wasn’t even gay, so any deal they had going for Isla’s birth was not related to love, or a relationship. But Logan had to find out.

			





    
            Chapter Four





			In an old abandoned car mechanic’s shop, Malky and his closest people stood around the large box from the Acorn Group. It had arrived earlier today, and Malky and his brother Gerry couldn’t wait to open this up.

			“Open it,” Gerry said excitedly.

			Malky smacked him a few times on the shoulder. “Calm down. Let’s take it slowly, okay?”

			Gerry nodded.

			Malky took all the tape off and handed it to Gerry.

			“Tam? Hold the box while I get this out.”

			One of his men, Tam, held the box while Malky pulled out a large sextant. Malky was sure Mr. Gershon sent the drugs in this to remind Malky that he would end his life in the depths of the English Channel if he made any mistakes or caused the authorities to find out about his business.

			The sextant sat on a large display stand, where Malky was sure the drugs were kept. He placed it on the table beside him and tried to open it. It didn’t open at first.

			“What the hell is wrong with this thing?”

			Gerry looked at it and said, “Maybe it’s one of those puzzle box things you said Mr. Gershon liked?”

			Malky looked at the sextant with disgust. “These are the biggest drug dealers in the country. What is wrong with them?”

			“What’s a puzzle box?” Tam asked.

			Malky pressed a couple of the wooden buttons, then said, “A fucking pile of shit. Get me the wrench over there.”

			Malky pointed to a large, rusty wrench, left behind by the former occupiers. Tam handed it to him, and he lifted the hefty tool in his hand and smashed it down on the box, spilling a few plump bags of white powder out on to the floor.

			Malky grinned. “That is how you solve a Chinese puzzle box.”

			There was excited chatter amongst his men as Gerry pulled out bag after bag. He and Tam lined up the bags on the table.

			This was Malky’s moment. His men would believe in him. He had delivered the merchandise that he had promised.

			“Boys, come close.” He picked up a bag of cocaine. “Boys, this is the big time for the McDades. The money and power we get by selling this will make us compete with the Sharkeys at last and then overtake them.”

			“Fucking yes,” one of his men shouted.

			Malky continued, “The Sharkeys have had it their own way for far too long. The Godmother of Glasgow is a fucking joke, and we are going to have her heart on a fucking plate.”

			“Aye, man.” Tam applauded.

			“Tam,” Malky said, “you and Jocko package these up into smaller packets and get them out on the streets.”

			Jocko was his man who ran some of their small businesses and laundered money through them. Florists, car garages, sunbed salons. Low-key businesses that attracted less attention.

			“I can help with that,” Gerry said.

			Malky’s brother wasn’t the sharpest tool in the box. He would never allow him to take charge of anything as high value as this.

			“No, Gerry. We have things to do. Come on. Let’s leave them to it. We have some leads to follow up.”
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        * * *

      

			Nikki sat on the edge of Isla’s bed and stroked her brow. She had drifted off to sleep, and as ever, Daisy was lying by her side. She had been so resistant to getting a dog, mainly because she imagined her whole house being turned upside down, but a dog trained for Isla’s particular needs was a godsend. Isla slept more soundly with Daisy by her side, and  Daisy could alert Nikki to any problems her daughter was having.

			Nikki ruffled Daisy’s head and said, “Look after Isla. Good girl.”

			Nikki smiled when she stood up. Maybe she was getting soft.

			She walked down the hall and through to the open-plan living area. She poured herself a glass of wine and took a plate of olives from the fridge. Quality olives were Nikki’s favourite snack, supplied by an expensive delicatessen in town.

			Nikki sat down at the dining table, opened her laptop, and propped up her iPad at the side. She popped an olive into her mouth and pulled the BBC Scotland news site up to monitor the fire.

			The latest update was that the fire crews had it under control. She and her architects had a grand plan for that site. But for now, work had to be done. Nikki was never satisfied with one project going on the right track. There always had to be more.

			Her dad always used to tell her: We are sharks, we always keep moving forward.

			Nikki had lived her working life by that. She looked down to her forearm and her tattoo of a shark tooth there. The tattoo was a Sharkey rite of passage. Mack and Nikki got theirs on the same day.

			It bound them both closer than sisters. She did miss Mack, and Flora too. She had become part of the family so easily. They all felt protective of Flora. But Flora never had to be afraid again, Mack and Nikki had told her. Flora was proud the day she went to get her own shark tooth tattoo. It gave her strength, knowing that the whole family was behind her.

			Flora really had been a sweet surprise for Mack.

			Nikki’s phone beeped with a text. It was Jay.

			Your admirer Jo got kicked out of the club tonight. She demanded your phone number, and when she didn’t get it, she grabbed Annie’s wrist, trying to force her.

			Nikki immediately called Jay. “Is Annie okay?”

			“Yeah, she’s fine. Luckily the boxer Logan Power was there. She stepped in, got a hold of Jo, and held her down until my people got there.”

			“Fuck. Tell Annie I’m sorry.” Nikki could tell when she parted from Jo that she expected more than Nikki could give, but she didn’t expect that.

			“It’s okay. Annie’s hard to intimidate. Jo mysteriously got some blows to the body and face, then we called the police. She left in a police car.”

			“Tell Annie I’ll be more careful about who I spend time with.”

			“I will. I better get to work. Goodnight.”

			“Night.”

			Nikki hung up and took a swig of wine. She had to be more careful, but she always made it clear that any encounter was a one-, maybe two-night thing.

			Nikki had never mixed up feelings with sex—well not since university, and her first adult relationship. She fell hard for a fellow classmate, Lacey. They went out for about three months, and Nikki was ready to take her home to meet her family. Ready until her dad called her into his office in town.

			He laid out lots of pictures of Lacey talking to a known police officer. Lacey was an undercover police officer trying to get information on how deep the Sharkeys were still involved in the criminal underworld, and particularly a murder of a rival gangland boss.

			Nikki felt heartbroken, exposed, embarrassed that she had brought this police officer into her life, and nearly into the life of her family. She vowed to herself and her dad this would never happen again. Her father assured her he didn’t mean for her not to find someone to love. He wanted that for his daughter, but she just needed to be more careful.

			But Nikki made sure she would never endanger her family again and closed off her heart for good. Especially since she had Isla. Nikki wasn’t bringing anyone into her life, because they could bring danger to Isla. Since then, she’d kept a strict rule. Her sex life was just that, her sex life.

			Jo was a regular at The Deep. That had been Nikki’s first mistake. Jo was too familiar with the staff and the club. Jo had sought her out and played the perfect part of a submissive, masculine-presenting butch, and had hooked her in. Now, looking back, there were warning signs. She would need to be more careful.

			Nikki loved sex and perhaps she wasn’t thinking with her head when she met Jo. It was a timely lesson.

			She thought back to another thing Jay had said. That the boxer Logan Power stepped in to protect Annie.

			Logan Power.

			That name came out of nowhere and was coming up often in conversation. Who was this woman? She decided to look up one of her old fights on YouTube, a bout fought in London.

			She was up against local boxer TT Edwards. Nikki knew that boxer was skilled and would be ready for a title shot soon.

			Logan came out for her ring walk preceded by some loud and booming music, but once she appeared, the music cut out and she stood quite still. Logan looked at the camera and gave it a deathly stare. The stare went straight to Nikki’s core and made her shiver and her heart rate quicken.

			The commentator said, “The ring walk for Logan is done without music as usual. She always says that she doesn’t need a song to hide behind.”

			Behind Logan, the screen erupted in lightning. Logan was wearing a sleeveless ring jacket in black and gold, which matched her black shorts edged with gold. She brought her arm up to her chest to show her tattoo of a hand grasping a stylized lightning bolt. Her name came up on the screen with her nickname: Logan Lightning Power.

			She started to walk with her security towards the ring. There were boos all around as the crowd was for the hometown boxer. The boos only served to make Logan’s stare deadlier. Even though this fight was long over, Nikki felt the intensity of it. It was as if Logan wanted the boos—they were giving her strength.

			Then Logan went through the ropes, and over into the ring. She walked around the ring, drawing the boos like a pantomime villain.

			“Now this is box office,” Nikki said.

			The commentator explained that the winner of this fight would win the right to the heavyweight title fight against current champion Rymes Cogan.

			Logan’s competitor, TT Edwards, came out with music blaring, and the crowd roared. When she got into the ring, TT bounced around, walking up to Logan and trying to antagonize her. But Logan never moved. She continued to give her deadly stare.

			“You are box office.”

			Nikki ran her manicured fingernail across her lips. Her stomach clenched tightly and she thought about how much pleasure it would give her to dominate that kind of personality. She was sure Logan liked to be a top, but Nikki could show her how exciting it could be to let Nikki lead the way.

			She continued watching, and just before the bell, Logan’s corner took her ring jacket off. Nikki gasped at the body Logan had. In addition to the stylized lighting bolt tattoo on one arm, on the other she had a realistic lightning tattoo that spread from her shoulder and bicep to her collarbone in front, and behind down her trapezius.

			She is perfect.

			Nikki had to meet her. In the first round her opponent bounced around and gave Logan punches to the face. Logan followed her around but gave her no punches, just bided her time. And so the rest of the first round went. Logan went back to her corner but didn’t sit down and never took her eyes off her opponent.

			She clearly had the persona, but did she have the boxing skills to back it up?

			The second round started the way the first one ended.

			Come on. Throw a punch.

			After a minute Logan ducked a shot and followed up with a sickening blow to her opponent’s face. TT staggered and was on her way to the canvas any second, but Logan gave her a flurry of fast punches to the body and face.

			TT dropped like a stone to the canvas as the referee stepped in to protect her.

			“My God, she does have it all.”

			The crowd mostly applauded, but some still booed as Logan walked around the ring with her hands aloft.

			“Why are you not fighting any more?” Nikki touched her finger to Logan on the screen. “I have to meet you, Logan Lightning Power.”

			





    
            Chapter Five





			Logan was happy when Monday came around. When you were on your own in a hotel, the weekend days were long and boring. She did try to use her time well. She went back to The Reef bar, where Annie was bar manager.

			During the day, The Reef served food, and Annie insisted on giving her lunch on the house, because Logan had rescued her, in Annie’s own words.

			The people that worked for the Sharkeys were nice people, but she was sure if you crossed any line, those further up the scale would show a very different part of their character.

			Logan also took the chance to visit the sweet shop, Sweet Surprise, on Saturday.

			Annie had mentioned that it was a great favourite with all the Sharkey family. That was good to know. Maybe she could catch a glimpse of Isla. That was why she was doing this, after all.

			The McDades would be harder to get close to. Where the Sharkeys liked to show an air of respectability, the McDades had no pretentions as such. They sold drugs, bootlegged cigarettes, and alcohol, but perhaps so did the Sharkeys. Was high-level drug dealing funding the Sharkey building, retail, and casino business?

			Once she had gotten somewhere with the Sharkeys, Logan would concentrate on the McDades.

			Logan walked into the gym early on Monday morning, hoping to get a workout before working with Molly.

			When she went through the doors, Jimmy was sitting on the edge of the ring looking at a notebook. He looked up and smiled. “You’re early.”

			“Thought I’d get some training in before the guys get here.”

			“Fair enough. How’s staying at the hotel working out for you?”

			Logan shrugged. “It’s somewhere to stay, but I hate not having somewhere to cook. I’m strict about nutrition, but I’ve had to have too much fast food.”

			Jimmy got up and walked over to her. “How would you like to rent the flat upstairs? I got the okay from my boss.”

			“You mean Nikki Sharkey?”

			“Aye. It hasn’t had anyone living in there for the last six months. The last tenant was caught selling steroids. That’s the worst thing you can do in a Sharkey business.”

			“Yeah?”

			“Aye. The Sharkeys don’t tolerate any kind of drugs, whether it’s steroids or anything harder.”

			That was good to know, Logan thought. If Jimmy knew the whole story.

			“Anyway, the flat is empty, but it just needs a tidy up. It was decorated before the last tenant.”

			“I don’t know what to say, Jimmy.”

			“We’re proud to have such a great fighter working and training with us.”

			Logan didn’t think she deserved such kindness and admiration. She was a failure, in the end. Although she’d made the right choice, to take care of the man who gave up his life to take care of her, there was always a little doubt that maybe she used her obligation to her grandpa because she wasn’t strong enough for the biggest fight of her life. To defeat the undisputed heavyweight champion for three years running.

			Now Logan would never know if she was good enough.

			Jimmy continued, “How about say yes? We are grateful to have a talented boxer working with us here. Nikki is in the process of making the Sharkey stable big on the boxing scene again and especially wants to be the dominant gym in women’s boxing.”

			“She knows I’m not boxing any more?”

			Jimmy nodded. “Although you haven’t lost any of your skills, but I won’t push you on your reasons. To have you as a coach will be fantastic. Come on, let me show you the flat.”

			This would be amazing. Living over the gym would allow her to really work on her fitness as well as do her new job well. Logan followed Jimmy upstairs, the way she usually went to the changing room, but went right down the hallway instead of left.

			Jimmy unlocked the door and they walked into the flat. A corridor led down the length of the flat.

			“There’s two bedrooms.”

			They had a quick look in both. They were freshly decorated. It was nicer than the flat she shared with her grandpa.

			“Does the furniture come with it? I don’t have anything—”

			Jimmy held up his hand to stop her. “It comes as is. The Sharkey family gave us these pieces, after redecorating. It’s all good stuff, especially in the living room. Come with me.”

			He took her into the living room, and she was blown away by the comfy looking corner couch, with a huge TV in front of it.

			“This is great. Truly.”

			“You haven’t seen the kitchen yet,” Jimmy said.

			It wasn’t the biggest of kitchens, but it had everything. Dishwasher, cooker, microwave, washing machine and dryer, and the kitchen cabinets were shiny white and work surfaces granite stone.

			“You think you can cook your healthy meals in here?” Jimmy asked.

			“Are you kidding? You know I can.”

			“Nikki is happy for you to stay here. Your name will attract other female boxers to our gym.”

			“I’m grateful, honestly,” Logan said.

			“You’ll get a chance to tell her today. Nikki’s coming in to check on Molly’s progress.”

			She’s coming here? This is your chance, Logan thought.
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        * * *

      

			“The clear-up will take at least six months, Nikki.” Monday morning brought Callum Roberts to her office, in the aftermath of the docklands fire.

			“I can wait,” Nikki said, “especially if we get the contract to demolish and make the area safe.”

			Callum smiled. “I don’t think that will be a problem, with our influence on the council.”

			“Good. How’s the family?” Nikki asked.

			“Wonderful.”

			Callum had taken over this position, director of Sharkey home and building services, from his father, much as Nikki did, so they shared similar experiences in trying to emulate their fathers’ good work. Being brought up in the family business made Callum a trusted figure. He knew how to blur the lines between lawful and unlawful practices, and ignored it when David, his manager, had to blur those lines.

			The Sharkeys ruled the streets of Glasgow by good business acumen and having the right people in their circle of trust.

			“Rosie is doing so well, and it’s great that my mum can look after her for us.”

			Callum and his husband’s little girl Rosie was one year old now but had been born with a heart condition. The Sharkeys were very supportive to the family. Nikki understood their anxiety and fears.

			“It’s so important to have family around you, isn’t it?”

			“We’re both lucky in that department,” Callum said. “How’re Isla and the new pup getting on?”

			Nikki chuckled. “I’ve got to admit, it’s been wonderful. Isla is more relaxed, and I’m more relaxed knowing that Daisy will come and alert me if something is wrong. She is a sweet dog too.”

			“Sounds perfect for Isla. I’ll no doubt be in the same position as you as Rosie gets older. A lot of children with Rosie’s condition use medical service dogs.”

			“Anytime you want to look into it, I’ll get you in touch with the company that we got Daisy from. They couldn’t have been better. The National Health Service do assist with the dogs, but it would be years on the waiting list,” Nikki said.

			Nikki’s PA Ryan knocked and put his head around the door. “Your hair appointment is in thirty minutes.”

			“Thank you, Ryan. Get my driver ready,” Nikki said. “Sorry, Callum, I’ll need to call it a day.”

			“No problem. Big night out?”

			Nikki smiled. “Could be. Isla has a sleepover with my parents, and I need to do some business at the casino.”

			“I wish you good luck then,” Callum said.

			Nikki laughed in return. “See you soon.”

			Once Callum left, Ryan said, “Your car is ready.”

			Nikki packed her briefcase and walked downstairs to her car outside the building. Jamsey and Murdo were waiting for her.

			“Eddie called in. Him and Tee had no issues picking up Isla. They were going to the sweet shop and then back to Mrs. Sharkey’s.”

			“Excellent. Let’s go to The Beauty Room.” The Beauty Room was the most exclusive and expensive hairdressers in Glasgow. Most people had to wait a few months for an appointment, but Nikki had a weekly appointment in their books.

			Nikki liked to look good, especially since she had an evening out ahead of her. Normally Nikki liked to socialize during the week because weekends were for Isla. Tonight’s outing had given her such a feeling of excitement all weekend, ever since she had watched Logan’s fights online. Logan was so powerful and masculine leaning that it would be the biggest thrill to have her in her bed and have her under her spell.

			The mere thought of it sent a shiver down her spine.

			Once Nikki had her hair appointment, she would go to the gym, meet Logan, and tell her that she was going out with her. One part of her thought about caution. This was someone who she wanted to be one of their fighters or, at very least, a coach. They would see each other for work from time to time. But if Nikki was very clear about how she liked no-strings fun, then it could work. It hadn’t with Jo, but she was a child compared to Logan.

			Nikki was sure Logan would be more mature about it. The allure of Logan made her want to take the chance anyway.

			The car stopped at the hairdressers, and Jamsey opened the door for her. A doorman at the front of the stone-walled building said, “Good afternoon, Ms. Sharkey.”

			“Hello, Caleb. Are you well?”

			“Yes, ma’am. Thank you.”

			The manager met her as she walked in the hairdressers and took her to one of the private rooms, where some of their customers that preferred privacy could go to be styled.

			The hairdresser was waiting for her. “Hello, Nikki.”

			Nikki always got the same hairdresser, Maria, who she trusted, to style her hair. She had two assistants waiting to help.

			“Ms. Sharkey,” the manager said, “could I get you coffee or tea?”

			“Coffee, please.”

			The room was set up with everything needed—a nail bar for her manicure, and a chair for a pedicure.

			“Do you have a night out planned?” Maria asked.

			“Yes. I’d like hair, manicure, and a pedi.”

			“Of course. Kate? Could you take Ms. Sharkey for a hair wash and massage?”

			“Yes.” Kate put an apron around Nikki and led her to the sink. “Please make yourself comfortable.”

			Nikki put her head back and closed her eyes. She loved the hair wash and massage. She was a very tactile person and enjoyed all kinds of therapies and massages that The Beauty Room offered.

			As Kate’s fingers dug into her scalp while she shampooed, Nikki thought about tonight. Just watching Logan’s fights made Nikki want her deeply. Meeting her in person and enjoying a night out with her was tantalizing. Maybe she would get Logan to give her a full body massage. Skin to skin.

			Nikki felt the thrill race around her body and settle between her legs. I’m going to have so much fun with you, Logan Power.

			





    
            Chapter Six





			“Come on, Molly. Stop dancing around and hit her hard,” Jimmy shouted.

			Logan was in the boxing ring sparring with Molly, after a full training session with weights and cardio.

			As soon as they met, Logan liked Molly. She was fit, a hard worker, with a good level of skill, but she lacked confidence. Logan immediately wanted to make Molly a better fighter and make her believe in herself.

			There was a big difference in their weight ranges, so Logan was careful with her punches.

			Logan punched her softly to show Molly she had just let her guard down. But all through their sparring, Jimmy shouted, “Hit her. Come on, don’t tickle her with your glove.”

			Logan let down her guard, but Molly’s punches weren’t having much effect.

			The bell went off and Jimmy said grumpily, “Time. Take a break. I need to take a call.”

			Jimmy went out of the ring and gave Logan a wink. He was being the tough one obviously and wanted Logan to be good cop, give Molly more confidence, and make her confide in her.

			Molly trudged over to her in the corner.

			“Take a drink,” Logan said.

			Molly took the longest drink and kept breathing heavily.

			“Breathe deeply, Molly. Calm it down.”

			Molly looked so despondent. “Why did he even ask me to come here if he doesn’t think I’m good enough? My last trainer didn’t criticize everything I do.”

			“He does think you’re good and very talented, Molly. He’s just trying to get that extra ten percent out of you.”

			“What ten percent?”

			“When you’re in the ring, you’re holding something back. Like you don’t believe you deserve to be in that ring. It’s all about confidence. I could go in the ring with a superior fighter, but I knew I could make them believe they were never beating me,” Logan said.

			Jimmy came back and shouted to Logan, “Logan, come in the ring and work with the pads. Show Molly what we need to see.”

			Logan picked up a pair of gloves and pulled them on. She jumped over the ropes into the ring.

			Jimmy put the pads back on and said in a low voice, “Let’s show Molly the trademarked Power stare.”

			Logan turned away from him, closed her eyes, and remembered waiting to come out for her ring walk. Until that moment Logan was a good, mostly easy-going character, but as soon as she stood behind the stage, ready to have her entrance, the anger that her parents didn’t care about her and how Hazel broke her heart, the toughness that she had to show to survive the care system, the hunger to get out of poverty was channelled into her look, her deadly stare, and every punch she threw.

			Logan turned and threw a series of punches into Jimmy’s pads that nearly knocked him off his feet.

			“You see that, Molly? Look at Logan’s deadly stare. She intimidates the opponent and then throws everything into her punch. Every emotion, every dark thought, comes through those fists.”

			Logan bounced on her toes and then unleased a flurry to the pads, tempered a little so she didn’t make Jimmy stumble. He wasn’t as young as he used to be.

			“This is it, Molly. Look at her. She is almost growling. That’s what I want to see.”

			Logan hadn’t realized how much she missed this. She’d been in gyms since she was a teenager, and training like this with someone like Jimmy, and helping Molly, felt like getting back something of herself again.

			Even if her chance of a shot at the title or fighting again was gone, at least she could have some comfort in helping others to their dreams.

			
        
          
            [image: scene separator]
          

        

        * * *

      

			Nikki tapped her fingernails on her designer handbag. After a hair appointment and manicure, she felt powerful, in control of her life, and eager to meet her new playmate.

			She was confident in her abilities to seduce women, but when they were as tough and supremely confident themselves, it made the conquest all the sweeter.

			Her driver pulled up outside the gym.

			“I don’t know how long I’ll be.”

			“Nae bother, boss. I’ll be here.”

			Murdo opened the door, and Nikki got out. Nikki always enjoyed coming down to the gym. Most people wouldn’t expect that to look at her, but Jimmy was the one who taught her how to defend herself if the need arose.

			Jimmy was like an uncle to her, and coming here was a refreshing change to business meetings and paperwork, not to mention the fact that she was excited to meet Logan Power.

			Nikki walked through the door to the sound of heavy punches being thrown. She looked up at the ring and forgot to breathe. Logan was sparring with one of the male boxers, while Molly and Jimmy watched on.

			Nikki’s eyes drank in Logan Power’s body, every tall, muscular inch of it. Her punches were hard, and her aggression in the ring was exciting. She got a flash of sitting astride Logan and holding her much stronger, powerful lover’s hands above her head, simply by Nikki’s force of will.

			She felt her stomach clench and a heavy beat in her sex. Oh yes. I need to have you.

			“Nikki?”

			Jimmy shook her from her lust-filled thoughts. “Hi Jimmy. You’ve got our new coach going through her paces, I see.”

			“A lesson for Molly on how to use controlled aggression and—”

			“How to have some stage presence?”

			“Exactly, come and meet Molly and Logan.”

			Nikki hadn’t met their new boxer, Molly. Hopefully she would improve from where she was when she saw her fight. If anyone could help, she imagined Logan Power could.

			“Ring the bell,” Jimmy shouted to one of the other staff.

			Logan and the male boxer broke apart and touched gloves.

			“Come and meet Nikki.”

			Logan looked over at her with a stare that made her shiver. She shook it off and walked over to Jimmy and Molly.

			“Molly? Jimmy putting you through your paces?” Nikki said.

			“Yeah. He’s teaching me a lot, and Logan too.”

			“Good. Listen to Jimmy. He’s the best in the business.”

			It was at that point that Logan jumped over the ropes of the ring and landed only a few paces away from her.

			Nikki was transfixed.

			“Logan, this is Nikki Sharkey.”

			Logan’s eyes never left hers. She searched them as if looking for something. Nikki was disarmed in a way she didn’t normally feel.

			Logan had taken off her gloves, but her hands were wrapped so she held up her wrist for a bump. “Hi, good to meet you, Nikki.”

			This wasn’t the normal way she greeted someone, but she went with it. “A pleasure, Logan. I’ve heard so much about you.”

			“Really?”

			Logan crossed her arms, emphasizing her biceps and her lightning tattoos. She was exquisite with a simmering arrogance that Nikki would just love to subdue.

			Nikki had a hard time remembering when she had been so attracted to someone before. She had the urge to pull Logan’s small ponytail out and run her fingers through her hair.

			Nikki turned to Jimmy and said, “Could I have a moment with Logan?”

			“Aye, nae bother. Molly, let’s have a break. Follow me.”

			Logan took a step back. She could feel Nikki’s appraisal of her as her eyes travelled up and down her body. She saw lust in Nikki’s eyes, and she couldn’t help but notice her own body’s reaction to her.

			It had been such a long time since she’d even thought about sex. When caring for her grandfather, it was the last thing on her mind, and then there was Hazel’s murder, and the complicated feelings it brought up from her teenage years. Even though it looked like the McDades were chasing Hazel, Nikki Sharkey had Hazel’s daughter and played a big part in Hazel’s life, and she had to remember that.

			For all Logan knew, Nikki could have taken her daughter and thrown Hazel out. So Logan’s body should not have been thinking about how beautiful Nikki was.

			“Jimmy has told me a great deal about you, Logan. A double gold medal winner?”

			“That was a long time ago,” Logan said.

			“I watched one or two of your fights online.” Nikki took a step closer into her personal space.

			Logan said nothing.

			“Such a heavy hitter.” Nikki touched her forearm as she said that and gently scratched her nails along her flesh.

			Logan was quite sure that most younger masculine women started to melt with Nikki’s seduction around about now, but Logan was stronger than that.

			Wasn’t she?

			She moved her arm quickly before Nikki saw any evidence of the goosebumps that Logan felt. It was simply because she hadn’t been touched for so long.

			“Jimmy thinks—and I think—you’re going to be such a great asset to our gym.” Nikki smiled, and her liquid sea-green eyes invited you to dive into them. Logan’s heart thumped.

			This was Nikki’s technique. Flatter, smile, touch, and have you fall into these eyes of hers. But Logan wasn’t a young woman who could be seduced like she was sure Nikki did to all the women she met.

			“I hope I can be of help. Boxing means the world to me.”

			Logan was a dominant personality in the ring, as she was in life, and there was no way she would ever be topped.

			“How have you been settling into Glasgow? A big change from Manchester?”

			Logan shrugged, purposely keeping as nonchalant as possible. Nikki struck her as a woman who would tell you you were the most beautiful woman in the world one night, then disappear the next day, as she had seen happen with the young woman in the club.

			Jo had behaved badly, obsessively, and took it out on the wrong person, but she was sure Nikki had given her the impression that she had a chance with her.

			But if Logan wanted to get closer to the family and hopefully Isla, she did have to get to know Nikki.

			“One city is much like another,” Logan said in a non-committal way. She saw a slight frown momentarily on Nikki’s face. She clearly wasn’t prepared for that answer.

			But the super confident Nikki was back in a moment. She took another half step closer to Logan and smiled like a magician in complete control of her victim or plaything.

			“I’d love to talk to you more about women’s boxing, and how we can make this gym the benchmark for women champions.”

			Nikki’s eyes were so tempting. They promised everything that you would desire but didn’t show the reality that you would be tossed aside when she was finished with you.

			Had that been what happened to Hazel? Surely not. She wasn’t gay, or bi, as far as Logan knew, but they’d seen so little of each other growing up, maybe she didn’t know anything about her.

			Without allowing Logan to respond, Nikki ran her nail down Logan’s cheek and said, “Come to the casino tonight. We can have some drinks, talk about the gym, and”—Nikki gave her an intoxicating smile—“get to know one another better. Jimmy will give you directions. Nine o’clock sharp.”

			Nikki appeared to be so used to people, and especially women, following her orders, that she didn’t wait for an acceptance. She just turned and walked away, waving goodbye to Jimmy as she went.

			Once she left, Logan walked over to the ring for her towel and wiped her brow.

			So that was Nikki Sharkey.

			Her reputation was well met. Nikki was beautiful and intoxicating and exuded power with ease. She clearly had a dominating, alpha personality, used to getting what she wanted. A point made clear by not even inviting her out, but just expecting that Logan drop everything and anything to go out with her.

			But Logan was not some young woman like Jo, happy to bask in Nikki’s glow. Nor was she one to be dominated in the ring or in bed. But she had to admit to being attracted to Nikki.

			Logan touched her cheek. She could still feel the heat that Nikki’s touch elicited in her body.

			It was an exciting thought to meet that challenge of Nikki’s, but she had to keep her mind on why she was here—to find out what happened to Hazel and to try to get close to Isla.

			Nikki’s blatant sexual interest in her was perfect for her plans, but she would have to play it correctly so that Nikki didn’t tire of her and move on to the next. The first thing would be to teach Nikki that Logan couldn’t be commanded like every other woman in her life.
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        * * *

      

			“You look nice,” Nikki said.

			She was FaceTiming her cousin Mack before she went out for the evening.

			Mack was wearing a black short-sleeve shirt with black trousers, a heavy silver chain around her neck, and the Rolex watch Nikki had given her on her birthday. On her other arm you could see the tattoo of a shark tooth. The family symbol.

			“Thank you. I’m waiting on Flora finishing getting dressed, so it’s nice to talk to my favourite cousin while I’m waiting.”

			“Your only cousin,” Nikki replied dryly. “How is Flora enjoying Japan?”

			“She loves it. The culture just suits her. She said that having clear rules and structure to society makes it easier for someone with autism.”

			“Yes, Isla was trying to explain that to me,” Nikki said. “What about food? Are you coping?”

			Nikki knew Mack’s palate was limited to pizza, chip shop food, Indian, and Chinese food.

			Mack raised her eyebrows. “It’s not like Chinese or Japanese food at home. There’s no chicken balls, or salt and chilli chips, but I promised Flo I’d try new things.”

			“Sushi?” Nikki asked.

			Mack sighed. “I’m Scottish. I like my fish battered and cooked. We’ve had a lot of ramen for lunch, that’s been nice, and tonight we’re having wagyu beef and some other stuff at the teppanyaki restaurant. I think beef is beef, yeah?”

			“It’s delicious. You are in for a treat,” Nikki said.

			“Thanks, Nik. You know I appreciate it, and thanks for getting us a reservation for this place tonight.”

			Before the wedding, Mack told her that one of the things Flora wanted to experience was a teppanyaki restaurant, where a small number of people sat around the hot grill, and the chefs made small portions of dishes for the customers to try, while they put on a bit of a show.

			Nikki suspected that to Flora, the small number of guests was appealing. She used her contacts and got reservations at a Michelin-starred teppanyaki place that sat only eight people, where the waiting list was six months or more.

			“You’re welcome. Is Flo enjoying herself?”

			“She’s loving it. How’s our baby boy?”

			Nikki laughed. “Being spoiled rotten. Between his granny, his auntie Chrissy, his uncle Thomas, and Isla and her Daisy, he’s living the good life.”

			Mack smiled. “We are missing Dexie, but it’s good to know he’s happy with his family. What about business? Everything okay?”

			Nikki wagged her finger. “Nuh-uh. We agreed that you weren’t allowed to talk about family business.”

			Nikki would like to talk to Mack about Logan, and what she thought about their new world-class coach, and whether her background was as clean as her people said she was. Mack had a knack for finding out information that no one else in their organization could.

			But that would keep. She would have some no-strings fun with Logan in the meantime.

			“Can I ask about my barbershop, then?” Mack asked.

			“Liam and your staff are doing a great job. I check in with him regularly, and I told him to call me directly if he needs anything.”

			“Thanks.” Flora came out of the bedroom in the hotel suite. “It’s Nikki, darlin’,” Mack said.

			She walked over to Mack, and Mack slid an arm around her waist.

			“Hi Nikki.”

			“Hi sweetheart. You look beautiful tonight. My cousin is so lucky.”

			Flora blushed. “Thank you.”

			She had a figure-hugging green dress on, with her blond hair down her neck. Although Nikki was attracted to more masc women, she could appreciate a beautiful woman, and Flora was a naturally beautiful woman.

			On her forearm there was the small shark tooth tattoo which told the world she was one of them.

			Nikki thought about how much Flora had changed since joining the family. Between Nikki’s mum and Aunt Mary taking Flora under their wings and giving her the mother figures that she hadn’t had since losing her own mum at an early age, Mack’s adoration, and the whole family’s love, Flora had been blooming.

			Her quirky, sweet, kind personality had emerged from the fearful woman that Mack had first met when she opened her barber shop, next to the sweet shop where Flora worked.

			It wasn’t just one way either. Flora helped them understand Isla’s autism, and she was so close to her daughter. Flora did more than change Mack’s life when they met. The whole family had grown and become richer from adding her to their clan.

			“How’s Isla?” Flora asked.

			“Missing you both. I think she’d like to go to Japan too.”

			“We’re going to Super Nintendo World again tomorrow,” Flora said. “We’ll bring her lots of gifts.”

			“I’ve already promised Isla we’ll go there instead of Disney World,” Nikki said.

			Nikki saw Flora start tapping her chest, in what Flora thought was one of her stims, a repeated action that self-soothed her, when she felt stress. It was probably about going to a new restaurant and being in close quarters with new people.

			“I’ll leave you to get on with your evening,” Nikki said.

			“Thanks again for getting the reservations,” Mack said.

			“Anything for you two. Goodnight. Have fun.”

			Once she ended the call, Nikki smiled to herself. It must be so freeing to be in love the way Mack and Flora were. She did feel sadness that she would never feel that again, but if she didn’t allow herself to feel what they did, at least she could chase the feeling she had lost by having really good sex.

			Logan had such an effect on her body. Hopefully Nikki would experience that again.

			





    
            Chapter Seven





			Malky walked up to his front door and into his house with more confidence than he’d ever had. The family home wasn’t in the best of areas, but his grandpa had bought his council house and the one next door to make a bigger home for all the family.

			It housed his mother, his sister Jade, and Gerry. He walked into the living room to find a familiar scene.

			His mum was sitting on her big armchair like a queen, chain-smoking, while Jade did everything for her. Without turning her head to him, his mum said, “Jade, put the kettle on. Your brother has managed to come home to his beloved family.”

			“Yes, Ma.”

			The word beloved was dripping with disdain. Maggie McDade didn’t have a maternal bone in her body, and especially for her oldest son.

			“I missed you too, Ma.” Malky plonked himself down on the couch. She was a domineering woman who’d hounded his weak father, compared him to Thomas Sharkey, and berated him at every opportunity. His dad had been weak, but Malky was a different man. He maybe had more drive in him from his mum, not that he would admit it.

			“What have you been up to? Spending our money on your whores?”

			Jade came in with a cup of tea for him. His mousy sister was beaten down more than the rest of them. Any chance she had to pull away from the apron strings and enjoy some independence, she was yanked right back.

			He hated weakness and hated it in his sister, and had little sympathy for her. Malky took the cup of tea and took a sip. He couldn’t wait to show his mum what he had achieved but wanted to wait for the right moment to stick up the proverbial two fingers at her.

			“So, what business have you done this week? What housekeeping money do you have for me? Or have the Sharkeys put their boot down even harder on your throat?”

			Malky gripped his mug tighter, trying to keep a hold on his anger. This was the way she’d belittled his dad. He sat forward in his seat and put his teacup down, again saying nothing.

			His mum shook her head. “Pathetic. I knew it. Like father like sons. If only I had accepted Thomas Sharkey’s offer of a dance that night at the Christmas dance, I could have been sitting in a gated property with anything I could want, instead of these two council houses knocked into one.”

			Malky couldn’t help but laugh. His mum sitting in an armchair in slippers and a worn dressing gown, in the middle of the afternoon, was no Chrissy Sharkey, as much as he hated to admit it.

			“Are you still trying to peddle that lie, Ma?”

			His dad had told him the real story. He took her to the Christmas dance at a local club, and she spent half the evening trying to gain Thomas Sharkey’s attention, but he only had eyes for his new girlfriend, a nurse from the local hospital.

			“What are you laughing about, Malky?”

			“You’ve never had faith in me, or any of us.” Malky reached in his leather jacket and brought out a bag of powder and a stack of money. “What do you think about this, then? I have just done a half-a-million-pound deal with the biggest drug dealer in Britain.”

			Malky flicked his thumb through the wad of cash. “My boys are out there selling coke on the streets, and when we prove it is selling, the Acorn Group will pile drugs and money onto us. Enough to take back the streets that should be rightfully ours.” He counted off some notes and said, “Here’s a thousand. Go shopping with Jade and buy yourselves some nicer clothes. We are going up in the world.”

			“Are you serious, Malky?” his mum said with the utmost surprise in her voice.

			He got up and walked to the door. “I’m deadly serious. Oh, and Tommy Sharkey never even looked at you that night. Da told me.”

			Her face went red with anger. “Just try to not fuck this up like your da always did, boy.”

			Malky had a rush of anger and thought about grabbing his mother and throwing her against the wall, but deep down he had this need to show her what a success he could be and gain her praise.

			It took all he had, but he walked out of the room and out of the house.

			Everyone is going to fear the name McDade.
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        * * *

      

			Logan grabbed her leather jacket and put it on. She checked in the mirror and made sure her hair was pulled back tightly in her small ponytail. The shaved undercut would need trimming soon. Maybe she could go to the barber shop, Mack the Knife, across from the club.

			She looked at her watch. Half past seven. Time to get going. Logan locked up her flat and went out the back door to the gym. She had really landed on her feet getting this job and the use of the flat.

			At least her boxing reputation counted for something. She stuffed her hands into her pockets and made her way out into the Glasgow evening. The streets were filled with late night shoppers on their way home, and others on their way to start the evening’s entertainment at restaurants, pubs, and clubs.

			The centre of Glasgow had a bright, cosmopolitan feel. Logan knew things were different in the outskirts and beyond the town centre. Much like Manchester, there was unemployment, deprivation, and violence.

			Logan’s task tonight was to get closer to the McDades. Because apart from finding Isla, making sure she was safe, and maybe playing a part in her life, she had to find the McDades who hounded Hazel and killed her.

			To find the McDades was harder than finding the Sharkeys. They weren’t as successful in the business world as the Sharkeys and didn’t have the kind of businesses that had their own websites. They sold drugs, and the way to find the drug dealers was to speak to the lowest level street dealers—privileged young people who sold to those like them in clubs, and at the other end of the spectrum, the unhoused. So Logan headed to where she thought she could meet them. The main train station, Glasgow Central.

			It was maybe a five minute walk. She walked into the side entrance, up some steps, onto the main floor of the station. It was a big station full of people hurrying from one train to the next. The building was a hybrid, a large Victorian structure mixed with modern shops, coffee shops, restaurants, and even a pub.

			There was a huge old clock in the middle of the main concourse, reminding Logan of some classic films where two lovers would meet under the station clock. The train platforms were at the far end of the concourse, and in front of that there was seating for those waiting for their train. Above, a train information board told travellers if their train was on time and what platform it would be on. And there was a Starbucks to cater for their caffeine needs.

			She looked around trying to spot anyone who looked like they were dealing.

			Logan started to walk around the perimeter of the space. Then she saw a young man being bodily lifted from a doorway. The boy that was with him was trying to pull his friend back.

			“Go before you’re lifted too, son,” one of the policemen said.

			The boy hurried off in the opposite direction. Logan started to follow him on a hunch. Maybe his sleeping friend was dealing, or maybe he was just drunk, but there was something that was telling her to go.

			He half ran, half walked to the other side of the station. Logan began a light jog to keep up with him. The boy went down an escalator to the lower level of the station. The escalator was full of people, so she couldn’t hurry down.

			Logan kept her eyes on the boy—he turned right at the bottom of the escalator. When she finally got down she saw him headed to an exit. She rushed out and watched him run down the side of the station, towards an underpass with some cheap shops—some boarded up, the rest dilapidated—down either side of the road. It was dark due to the train platform overhead, which gave the area an edge, a dangerous edge. This was not the shiny cosmopolitan side of the town centre.

			There were unhoused people begging for money and some, Logan was sure, selling exactly the product she was looking for. Further down the underpass, she saw the boy stop at a young woman, hand her something, then look back at Logan and speed off.

			Logan made her way to the young woman, who looked gaunt, tired, and very thin. She had a piece of flattened cardboard box underneath her, to protect her from the ground, and a hat with a sign asking for money.

			As she approached the woman didn’t look up, like she was used to everyone passing her by. Logan stopped and fished into her pocket.

			“Hi,” Logan said.

			The woman looked up at her with eyes that looked like they had seen things, troubling things, that someone her age should never have seen.

			When she didn’t get a reply, Logan said, “Do you have any deals?”

			“Pete does that. I’m only holding it for him—I mean, I only hold it for him sometimes, not today.” She was clearly worried about the danger of admitting she was carrying the stuff.

			“It’s okay. I won’t hurt you.”

			Logan counted out ten pounds in one pound coins and threw them into her hat. She took out a ten pound note and held it between two fingers. Logan didn’t have lots of money to be flashing around, her grandpa’s money was dwindling, but she had a job now.

			“I’m just looking for a place that the McDades might own. A pub, club? Something like that?”

			“I don’t know why you’d want to, but the McDades own a few pubs. Mostly on the outskirts of the city. The favourite hangout for them is Top Black. It’s a snooker and pool bar.”

			“Thanks.” Logan handed her the money.

			Just as she was about to leave, Logan wondered if it would be worth asking a question about Hazel.

			“Have you ever come across a friend of mine who was involved with the McDades? Her name was Hazel Barrowfield.”

			A shout came from an older man at the end of the underpass. “Kelly? Move your arse.”

			She looked scared and clammed up. “I need to go.” She gathered her things and ran.

			Now Logan would never know Kelly’s thoughts, but for a split second, something told her Kelly recognized the name.

			Logan took out her phone and searched for the club.
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        * * *

      

			Nikki’s car arrived at the front of her Merchant City casino at eight o’clock. The multi-million-pound building was one of her proudest achievements. Her father had bought the land before his retirement, but the plans, the building were all Nikki’s.

			Her door opened and she stepped out onto the entrance. The front face of the building was all glass. It was modern and cosmopolitan and allowed people to see it wasn’t a dingy male-dominated casino.

			That was one thing she was sure about in their plans. She didn’t just want a casino, she wanted amenities that would attract all kinds of people, not just those interested in the card and roulette tables.

			There was a sports bar, a fine dining restaurant, entertainment space for hire, and of course all the usual casino games. It still made Nikki smile to see the perfect building. The glass was lit from beneath by spotlights washing the glass with the Sharkey signature colour—deep blue, where you found the sharks.

			The grand staircase that led to the doors was staffed with two beefy security people at the bottom, and two at the doors.

			“Ms. Sharkey. Good evening.”

			“Evening, Charlie. Everything alright?”

			“Yes, no problems.”

			“Good. See you later.”

			She walked up to the entrance, and she said hello to the security detail there before the doors opened automatically. Jamsey and Murdo followed her in.

			When she walked in she was faced with the reception area. You couldn’t get past the desk without a membership card or booking in and paying a charge for a one-off visit. They kept strict control of who was in the building and when you could leave. People had been known to do a runner after a bad night at the roulette table.

			The lighting and colour scheme, much like the club, gave the impression of water waving around the walls. In planning, Nikki had been given the option of a giant aquarium on each wall, but she and Isla thought that was cruel, to use animals as decoration.

			At reception she was delighted to see her favourite member of staff on, Jay’s little sister Emily. She was working with front of house manager Kate, an older woman who had worked with the family for years.

			“Nikki.” Emily greeted her warmly.

			The twenty-one-year-old had grown up around Nikki and the family, given how close Jay was to them all, and Kate also was part of the clan through and through. Many people had been with them all of their working lives, like Kate, or had another family member who had worked for the Sharkeys. Long service and generational loyalty gave the Sharkeys confidence that their secrets stayed secret and made the business work far better.

			“Good evening, Emily, Kate.”

			“Evening, Nikki. Are you here for the evening?” Kate asked.

			“Yes, I have someone joining me later. If you could let her in. The name is Logan Power,” Nikki said.

			“I bet you she’s handsome,” Emily said excitedly. “Your dates always are.”

			“Emily,” Kate said in a slightly reprimanding tone, “this is your boss you’re talking to.”

			“That’s okay, Kate. I think I have good taste. This one is a boxer.”

			Emily fanned herself. “She’s going to be handsome and have muscles? Oh, and I love your dress.”

			Nikki was wearing her signature colour—deep blue. The dress was a silk A-line, covered on the shoulders, arms, and skirt by netting. On her feet she wore thinly strapped high heeled silver shoes, and her clutch bag matched her dress.

			“Thank you. I knew I loved it as soon as I saw it. I better get upstairs, ladies, have a good evening,” Nikki said.

			Kate buzzed her through to the main foyer. Once there, the decadent furnishings and lighting made Sharkey’s the best casino in Glasgow. From the foyer, staff directed you to the casino, sports bar, and event space.

			The staff all nodded to her as she passed on her way to the lift. Nikki turned to Murdo and said, “Can you find Martin and have him come to my office?”

			“Will do.”

			She used her phone to open the lift. Only staff members, family, and Nikki had access to the lift and higher floors.

			“Jamsey, you can go to the security room and have a cuppa with the team. Make sure I’m not missing anything.”

			“Yes, boss.”

			They walked into the lift, and the lift computer said, “Please state your floor.”

			“Level four, then level five,” Nikki said.

			When Jamsey got off at the security floor, the lift sped on to her private office on level five.

			The doors opened directly into her office, and she walked to her desk and put her bag down. The right-hand wall of her office had security monitors so she could keep an eye on what was going on.

			Nikki walked to the wall of glass that was behind her desk and gave a contented sigh as she looked out over Glasgow. Nikki loved coming here to the casino. It was a microcosm of her world.

			She folded her arms and smiled. Nikki felt powerful and in control of her life. They called her the Godmother of Glasgow on the streets. It amused her, and secretly she liked it.

			Well, why shouldn’t she? She had a beautiful daughter, led her family, ran a thriving business, and had a thriving social life. Nikki loved women, they were to be enjoyed, and despite Jo’s protestations to the contrary, she always made it clear that it was no-strings fun.

			Nikki didn’t want emotions and hard feelings. She wanted to adore the woman she set her sights on and seduce her, but not give her false hope.

			Tonight she was meeting a powerful, strong woman. Logan Power oozed alpha. Normally energies like theirs would clash, but Nikki wanted her. Her body had immediately responded to Logan’s energy.

			She guessed it was a need to tame and control the wild beast in Logan. Her body shivered at the thought, and she couldn’t wait till she got here.

			A buzzer on her desk shook her into the present. “Nikki, it’s Martin. May I come up?”

			Only Nikki could scan her code and have the lift open into the office. Others had to buzz for permission.

			“Come on up.”

			The doors soon opened, and her casino manager walked in. “Good to see you, Nikki. Are you here for the night?”

			Nikki sat down at the desk. “Yes, I have a guest joining me.”

			Martin smiled. “A special guest?”

			“I hope so. I’d like some things organized.”

			“Shoot,” Martin said, taking his iPad from under his arm.

			Martin had been headhunted from a casino in Las Vegas. Nikki took a working holiday there, to meet a friend, the owner of a casino. She wanted to learn everything she could about the business before opening Sharkey’s. Martin was assigned to Nikki to show her around all the parts of the business that interested her and to make her stay enjoyable.

			Nikki was so impressed with him that she made Martin an offer he couldn’t refuse. Nothing was too much trouble for him, and he always seemed to anticipate her and the casino’s needs.

			“I have a guest arriving at nine. Her name is Logan Power. Have the best champagne on ice and sent up before her arrival, and have some nibbles to go with it.”

			“Of course, Nikki. Will you be bringing your guest down to the floor of the casino?”

			“Yes, have the banking team put five hundred on a prepaid card for my guest, but have them bring her up here first.”

			“I will do that. Anything else you need, just let me know, Nikki.”

			“I will.”

			Once he left, Nikki clapped her hands together and smiled. “This is going to be a fun evening.”

			She and Logan hadn’t said much to each other, but they connected. Nikki knew that for herself, anyway.

			Nikki wanted Logan in her bed tonight, and the journey to get there was going to be fun.

			





    
            Chapter Eight





			“Five pounds, mate,” the taxi driver said to Logan.

			Logan paid the man and got out. She looked around and saw a quite different side to Glasgow.

			The shiny, bright lights of the cosmopolitan city centre had given way to the old, run-down edges of the town. Logan checked the map on her phone and saw that the McDade pub, Top Black, should be around the next corner. This was where she might get some answers, or perhaps just get her closer to the men that killed Hazel.

			She walked around the corner and saw a faded sign for Top Black pub and snooker hall. Logan could easily see the differences between this pub and the Sharkeys’ pub and club. It must cause the McDades some resentment to see the differences between the families’ worlds.

			There was another difference between this pub to nearly any pub all over the country—there would always be men and women outside the door, taking a cigarette break, as the law required no smoking in pubs or clubs. But there was no one outside this pub. Was it closed?

			As she approached the door, she could hear the chatter of people inside. Logan opened the door and was buffeted by clouds of cigarette smoke. There it is. The McDades don’t like to follow any laws.

			To her left was a staircase down. An old stained sign indicated that the toilets were downstairs. In front of her another door led into the main bar. Logan opened the door and walked in.

			She immediately noticed a silence came over the room. It was like the new cowboy in town walking into a bar. As she looked around she saw this was the definition of a men’s pub. The only two women Logan could see were two middle-aged women behind the bar.

			The men in the pub stared at her. It was probably bad enough that a woman walked into their pub, but a woman who looked like her was even worse, Logan imagined.

			As she thought, the patrons didn’t mind flouting the law, as there were smokers at nearly every table. She walked towards the bar and conversation started again.

			One of the women crossed her arms and said, “I haven’t seen you in here before.”

			She was as intimidating as any man in here. Logan supposed she had to be.

			“I was looking for a snooker club, and Google brought me here.”

			She raised an eyebrow but said, “What are you drinking?”

			Logan didn’t really want a big drink, but she supposed it was sacrilege to order a half pint in a pub like this. “A pint of lager, please.”

			“Coming up. Snooker and pool is through there.” The barmaid pointed to a large room off to her right.

			Logan could see people playing at a couple of tables, but the lights were low. She turned around and saw she was still getting looks from everyone around. But Logan was sure someone like her was a shock to them all.

			“Have you got a light, mate?” the man beside her said.

			That was one thing she could help with. Logan always had a lighter in her pocket.

			“Yeah, here you go.”

			The man lit his cigarette. “Fag?” He offered her one of his cigarettes.

			“No thanks.” Logan was going to stink of smoke after being in here. She was given her pint and took a sip.

			It was not the best in the world, but she tried to hide her reaction.

			“My name’s Johnny,” the man next to her said.

			“Oh, eh, Logan.”

			“We don’t get many of your type in here,” Johnny said.

			“What kind?” She knew what he meant but played along.

			“You know. Queer looking,” Johnny said, “no offence.”

			No, but lots taken. Logan just gave him a forced smile.

			“I don’t mind,” Johnny continued, “each to their own. So, you’re here for the snooker?”

			“Yeah or pool mainly,” Logan said.

			“It’s a good place. Good competition. I can show you around if you want and buy me a pint.”

			Johnny thought he had hooked himself a sucker to buy him drinks all night. But she would play along for now, to get some information.

			“Nobody smokes outside?”

			“Nah. The owner knows someone at the cop shop, so we aren’t bothered,” Johnny said.

			A policeman on the payroll of the McDades, that sounded like.

			“I heard the McDades owned this pub. Is that true?” Logan asked.

			“I wouldn’t go shouting that question too loud, Logan. There are ears everywhere, and ears don’t like newcomers asking too many questions,” Johnny said.

			Logan lowered her voice. “Sorry. Am I right?”

			Johnny nodded. “Aye, one of their main pubs.”

			Logan didn’t want her enquiries to sound too suspicious right away, so she left it alone.

			“Another drink, Johnny?”

			“Aye, a pint and a wee half.”

			Logan looked at him strangely. “A wee half?”

			“Where are you from anyway, mate?” Johnny asked.

			“Manchester.”

			“Ah, okay. I mean a pint and a whisky.”

			Logan held up a ten pound note to signal the barmaid and said, “Only if you give me a game through there.”

			“Aye, I will. I’m not the best, but I can introduce you to some other players if you want a challenge.”

			“Great,” Logan said.

			Things were going well so far. She knew Johnny thought she was an idiot, but if it could get her vital information, then so be it. She looked at her watch. It was ten to nine. She wondered if Nikki would be wondering where she was.

			Logan hoped so. Nikki would either move on to someone else for the evening or be annoyed that she hadn’t turned up. She had to show Nikki she wasn’t in control to keep her interest up.

			“Lead the way, Johnny.”
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        * * *

      

			Nikki looked at her watch. Twenty past nine. She must be running late.

			Everything had been delivered to her office. Two bottles of champagne were on ice. Food was sitting in her fridge ready for her guest, but Logan wasn’t here yet.

			Nikki wasn’t a patient woman, but Logan was in a new town and could be held up for a whole host of reasons. She got up and walked over to the security monitors and took a look at what was going on downstairs.

			Nikki liked to monitor what was happening. How busy the main room was, if she saw anyone acting unruly or bothering the staff—something could often happen in a place money and drink were flowing.

			It had been invaluable on many different occasions. One of the most important was the night after her daughter had almost been attacked by a McDade flunky after school. By chance Isla’s friend identified herself as Isla and took the drug overdose forced on her, rather than Isla.

			That evening the clan met in this very office, with her cousin Mack and the rest of their team, to plan their response.

			Nikki walked over to her drinks cabinet and poured herself a whisky. She had never felt so out of control as she did that night. As they talked, Mack noticed the monitor that showed the street beside the casino and saw a blond woman being manhandled by a group of men.

			Mack ran to her rescue with their security guards and saved the woman who’d since then had such a big impact on the Sharkey family—Flora Buchanan, now Flora Sharkey.

			Nikki took a sip of burning whisky and walked back to the monitors. Of course the happy ending didn’t happen as straightforwardly as that. Flora ran in fright, and Nikki and Mack took some street justice out on the McDade lackey. They were grassed up to the police, and Mack told Nikki to run. That she would take the hit because Isla needed Nikki.

			Reluctantly Nikki did, because she knew it was the truth. Mack took one for the Sharkey team, and with a really good team of lawyers got one year for assault. Nikki would forever be grateful to her, and to her wife Flora.

			Retribution for the lackey and for the McDades had to be slowed down and thought out carefully. If she had acted too soon, then it would bring the police right to her door.

			Careful and space and time did not mean no action. Nikki had a contact who was close to the McDades that the rest of her family didn’t even know about. Nikki would act when the time was right, and she would take her vengeance for the attack on her family, and her daughter.

			The consequence of Nikki going slow was the McDades had time to grow their business, to feel more confidence, but that would make them more vulnerable in the end.

			Nikki was trying to stop staring at the entrance monitor, looking for Logan.

			“What is wrong with you, Nik.” She was never this anxious about a date.

			Again she looked at her watch. Ten to ten.

			Nikki’s patience wore thin. She got her phone and rang the number for Logan that Jimmy had given her.

			“Hello?”

			“Logan, it’s Nikki Sharkey. Are you on your way? We had a date for nine p.m. tonight.”

			“No, I’m not on my way, and we didn’t have a date. You didn’t ask me. You told me to be at the casino for nine, but you didn’t ask me if I would like to, and I don’t respond well to instruction.”

			Fury rose from the pit of her stomach, and she had to forcibly stop herself from reacting to it.

			“I see,” Nikki said. “Sorry to have bothered you.”

			Nikki hung up the phone, and she threw it onto the couch. Heat and anger raced across her skin.

			“Cocky arsehole. I don’t take instruction well. Fucking…”

			Nikki stomped across the room and sat at her desk. When she looked at her hands she saw they were shaking. She never let people affect her like this.

			“Forget it, Nikki. She’s rude and…”

			She buzzed down to Martin. “Yes, Nikki?”

			“Have someone take this champagne back to the bar, there’s been a change of plan. I’m coming down to the floor.”

			“No problem.”

			Nikki got her bag and retrieved her phone. You don’t need her. You can get any woman you want.
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        * * *

      

			Logan looked at her phone and grinned after Nikki hung up. Oh yeah. You were pissed off.

			It worked perfectly, and by the stiffness of Nikki’s reply she rarely, if ever, got challenged or told no.

			Another round of drinks had been bought for Johnny, and Logan was making her way back to the pool table. The reaction to her in the pool and snooker hall of the pub had been even more distrustful than the pub.

			For a masculine-presenting woman, meeting a roomful of working class alpha males wasn’t the easiest thing to deal with. Luckily, Logan had confidence and the experience with dealing with it. Making her way in the male-dominated sport of boxing, even though the world of boxing was opening up to women, and they were fighting on the same card as men, misogyny was everywhere, and it was especially so when Logan first went to a boxing gym as a teenager.

			She learned confidence quickly and to callous her mind against insults or intimidation. When Logan returned to the pool table, a man was talking to Johnny. He was younger, and she remembered he had been playing snooker at the centre table.

			Logan put the drinks down. This was her third pint. She never drank as much as this but she had to make it appear like she fitted into the drinking habits of this working men’s pub. She was going to have to work this all out in the gym tomorrow. Johnny, on the other hand, was getting drunker.

			“Logan, meet Barry.”

			“Hi Barry, Logan.” Logan held out her hand to Barry, but he didn’t take it.

			Instead he said, “My friend here tells me you’re pretty good at pool. How about snooker?”

			Logan felt like this was a test. But she’d never run away from a test in her life. “I haven’t played in a long time.”

			“Now’s a good time as any. Let’s play.”

			She followed him over to the table and saw that many pairs of eyes followed her. Barry was in his forties maybe, bearded, and wore a checked shirt and jeans. The contrast between the two of them couldn’t have been more pronounced.

			One of his mates racked up the balls. Barry thrust a cue at her. “You can break.”

			It’s going to be like that then? Logan thought. Was this to teach her a lesson, that he was the alpha around here? Or was there more to it?

			She leaned over and felt a million eyes on her as she took first break. She tried to make her shot as neutral as possible. Neither amazing nor terrible.

			The first few shots from them both were cagey, each trying to suss each other out, much like their conversation.

			Barry bent once more and played his shot. “I hear you’ve been asking a lot about the McDades.”

			Logan leaned on her cue as Barry potted a few reds and put some points on the board. “Have I?”

			“I think you know you have. Why else would someone like you walk into this bar?” Barry said.

			“Someone like me?”

			Barry missed his shot and gave Logan a way in to get her first points on the board. “More at home in your own kind of bar. I think there’s a few of them that cater to your kind.”

			Logan decided to leave that comment where it was and continued to pot more balls on the table. “I’m working for someone who would like to buy something the McDades have to offer. I was sent to find out more. I’d heard this was a McDade pub.”

			“I don’t know exactly what you think the family have to offer, but this is a McDade pub. If you give me a phone number, I can pass it on,” Barry said.

			Logan looked up from her cue and smiled. “I don’t think my boss would like a phone number out there at this point.”

			The whole time they were talking, Logan was calmly potting the reds and moved through the colours.

			“If you bring your boss here any Saturday night, I can get you someone to talk to, close to the McDades.”

			“I will do that.” Logan potted the black and stood up. “Thanks for the game.”

			Barry looked a little shocked at what had happened while he was engaged in conversation.

			“Well played. You haven’t played for a long time, then?” Barry said sarcastically.

			Logan smiled and handed him the cue. “No, not for a long time. I used to be decent at snooker. I’ll be back again, when my boss is ready to do business.”

			Barry narrowed his eyes. Logan had the feeling that she wouldn’t be leaving as easily if she didn’t represent a deal with the McDades.

			“Bye Johnny. Thanks for the company.”

			She walked through the pub and out onto the street. That went better than she expected. Now she had a route to the McDades and a working relationship with the Sharkeys.

			Hazel, I’m going to protect Isla and make sure the McDades pay.
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        * * *

      

			The excitement and sounds of the casino floor always made Nikki have her own buzz of excitement. The shouts of the winners and groans of a bet lost all made the atmosphere electric.

			She walked around the gaming tables, watching as her highly capable staff made everything run smoothly. Nikki often liked to walk the floor to enjoy seeing her business make money, but also watching people win big so that customers kept coming back.

			Everyone from every walk of life came here. Businesspeople, football players, film and TV actors, to your ordinary man on the street. Some people had bigger pockets than others, but the thrill of the bet whether putting on one pound or a hundred was the same.

			They were responsible though. Nikki made sure they were part of government schemes to support gambling addiction charities, and her staff were trained to refuse any bet where customers were nearing their limits, or in distress.

			Nikki also prowled on the gaming floor when she was in the mood for some company for the evening. She didn’t need the company of the arrogant Logan Power. She spotted a few of the Scotland women’s football team in for the evening. One or two of them would be just her type.

			She wandered over and heard their chatter as they bet. They were loud, talking about their club game, and whooping as one of them won their bet.

			Nikki stopped and remembered that look in Logan’s eyes as she sparred. A primal, hungry gaze that would terrify any opponent. As she thought about that hungry look, she shivered, and the women footballers lost her interest.

			I need a drink.

			Nikki went to the bar and tried to shake off the memory of Logan. Luckily her favourite bar manager was working.

			“Nikki! You’ve ventured down to us.”

			“I have.” She sat on a bar stool and said to him, “Terry, I need a good drink. What do you recommend?”

			Terry was in his fifties and an experienced bar manager. He had poured Nikki her first official drink at her eighteenth birthday party. Terry had started working with her dad at his private members’ bar in the west end of Glasgow, and Nikki managed to poach him for the casino.

			He really set the tone of the place and taught his skills to the next generation. “I should say a rusty nail. Whisky and Drambuie. It’ll calm any unquiet mind.”

			“You think I need to calm my mind?”

			Terry made the drink while he spoke. “You walked away from a group of women. I’d say there was something on your mind.”

			“I was meant to have a date tonight, well, I assumed I had, but the woman in question didn’t think we had an understanding.”

			“And you were disappointed?” Terry asked.

			“No, no. I just would rather have not wasted an evening,” Nikki said.

			That’s what she tried to convince Terry of, and herself. But something about Logan got under her skin. She was rude for one thing, and she’d never heard any one of the other women she’d been interested in say they didn’t take well to instruction.

			She took a sip of her drink, and a warm burning rolled down her throat. “Hmm. That is nice, Terry.”

			“I’m never wrong about a cocktail. Now you’ll forget about the woman that stood you up.”

			Nikki just wanted to lose herself and forget about Logan. Her eyes zeroed in on one of the sportswomen. She was more boyish than very masculine but pleasing to the eye.

			She saw the woman excuse herself and go towards the bathroom. A grin started to form, and the thrill of the chase kicked in, the part Nikki always enjoyed the most.

			Nikki would erase Logan from her mind. She sipped some of her drink and started to move from the bar.

			“I’ll be back shortly, Terry. Get some champagne on ice.”

			Terry smiled and nodded.

			Nikki waited until the woman came out of the bathroom, then strode purposefully towards her. She intentionally bumped into the woman, spilling some of her drink on her. “Oh my God. I’m so sorry.”

			Nikki started to wipe down the woman frantically.

			“It’s okay. Don’t worry. It was just an accident.”

			“Please let me buy you a drink to make up for it?” Nikki said.

			“Okay, thanks. Why not.”

			I’ve still got it. “Follow me. What’s your name, handsome?”

			The woman blushed. “Alex O’Conner.”

			Alex was a total tomboy in the sweetest of ways. She had on a navy blue suit with a plain white T-shirt underneath, and a pair of navy leather trainers.

			When they got to the seats, Nikki asked for some napkins to wipe Alex’s suit down.

			“My name’s Nikki Sharkey.” She held out her hand for Alex.

			“The Nikki Sharkey?”

			Nikki felt the hunger start to build inside her. “Yes, my family owns this casino.”

			“Wow…umm…good to meet you.”

			“Why don’t we have champagne to make up for ruining your suit?” Nikki said.

			“Okay, why not.”

			Nikki called for Terry. “Champagne for me and my new friend.”

			Terry winked at her. “Straight away, Nikki.”

			While Terry popped the champagne, Nikki said, “I recognize you from somewhere, don’t I?”

			They each took a glass from Terry. “Maybe. I play for Scotland’s women’s football team. We got through to the next round of a tournament, so we came out to celebrate.”

			“Wonderful.” Nikki grinned. “What club do you play for?”

			“Celtic, I’m a striker for Celtic.”

			“What a coincidence. My family have always supported Celtic. My dad and cousin Mack go to as many games as they can.”

			“Yeah, Celtic have a great team at the moment. I go to the men’s game too.”

			“Perfect. We have so much in common. Cheers.” Nikki held out her glass to Alex and she clinked her glass.

			“Cheers.” Alex took a big gulp.

			There was already a tension between them. Alex would be a lot of fun.

			Nikki tapped her manicured fingernails on the glass and watched Alex’s eyes zero in on her hand and her lips slightly part.

			I have you, Nikki thought.

			It was too easy. Her mind flitted back to meeting Logan in the gym. She’d caressed her cheek, and Logan’s eyes didn’t melt. Her lips did not part. Logan held her gaze powerfully, and just thinking about it sent a rush of heat under her skin.

			She closed her eyes for an instant and she was present again.

			“Are you okay?” Alex said.

			Nikki put on a smile. “Of course. Would you like to come up to my office? It has a great view over the city.”

			“I’d love to.”

			Nikki smiled and called over to Terry, “Terry, can you have a couple of bottles sent up to my office?”

			“Will do.” Terry smiled.

			Nikki got off the bar stool, and Alex offered her arm.

			“Such a gentleman.”

			Alex was going to help Nikki get rid of the heat from those memories of Logan. Nikki hoped.

			“Let’s go.”

			





    
            Chapter Nine





			The next morning Logan took Molly out running. As well as being excellent for fitness and stamina, it took you out of the gym environment, and there was nothing like feeling the wind on your face.

			“This is great, Logan,” Molly said.

			They were running along the side of the Clyde Walkway, and they were both enjoying it.

			“Let’s take a water break here.”

			Molly slowed and bent over trying to regain her breath. Logan walked over to the white railing and looked at the river beneath. She took a swig of water from the hydration backpack she had on.

			Molly joined her and said, “I never expected Glasgow to look like this.”

			“What did you expect?”

			“I don’t know. Mountains, hills, forests. Not a river with expensive flats and restaurants on each side.”

			“Jimmy said it hasn’t always looked like this, but neither has my home Manchester. Every centre of town gets gentrified, and the poor are pushed out into run-down estates, while the wealthy take over. It is the same everywhere.”

			Molly was silent for a moment. “Logan, do you think the Sharkey gym regrets signing me?”

			Logan frowned. “What? Why are you thinking that?”

			“Jimmy and you are working hard on me, and I expected that, but I think Jimmy thinks I have something missing—that edge that you have.”

			“Molly, every fighter has some things they have to work on. You, me, the boys at the gym. It takes time,” Logan said.

			“What did you have to work on? You have everything, according to Jimmy.”

			Logan smiled and shook her head. “No, I’ve just been working on my faults longer than you. When I was a younger boxer, I had power and speed, but I used to punch myself out in the first few rounds. I had to work on stamina and using my head and following a plan. No boxer is perfect. With you we just have to work on your confidence and find your inner beast.”

			Molly laughed. “My inner beast?”

			Logan softly punched her on the shoulder. “Yeah, she’s hiding in there somewhere.”

			They were interrupted by Logan’s phone ringing. “Hello?”

			“Hi Logan, it’s Jay from the club. Jimmy gave me your number.”

			“Hi Jay.”

			“Listen, one of our guys on the security team has left us, and I wondered if you wanted to put up some shifts at the weekend—for some extra money?”

			Logan’s funds were getting depleted quickly. Jimmy would pay her at the end of the week, but she always needed more.

			“I’d love to, but don’t you need a licence?”

			“Yeah, but it’s only a four-day course. I know one of the instructors. I can push it through for you. It’ll just take a couple of evenings after your work at the gym.”

			Yes! “That would be perfect. Thanks, Jay.”

			“No problem. You proved yourself taking care of my wife, and I doubt anyone would want to take you on. I’ll text you the details of the course. I’ll be in touch.”

			“Thanks, Jay.”

			“Good news?” Molly said.

			“Yeah, Jay’s giving me a couple of security shifts at the club.”

			“That’s great. You’re really settling down here now.”

			“I suppose I am. Come on. Let’s not cool down too much,” Logan said.

			“Okay.”

			They started running again. Logan’s mind was whirling. She couldn’t have landed on her feet any better, as long as they didn’t find out Isla’s connection to her. She wouldn’t be able to keep it a secret for long. Eventually Nikki would find out, and she might have both the McDades and the Sharkeys on her tail.

			“I heard some of the boys at the gym talking,” Molly said.

			“Yeah, and?”

			“Are the Sharkeys gangsters?”

			“Wow. What a question.”

			They had settled into a steady rhythm again. Feet pounding on the pavement. “I think they used to be but have an above board business now. Do they still keep a toe in the criminal underworld? Probably, but as long as you don’t cross them, you’ll be fine.”

			For Logan on the other hand, it was inevitable that she crossed Nikki Sharkey. Then she might disappear like Hazel.
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        * * *

      

			A few days later, Nikki was at the office and supposed to be working, but her mind had been drifting most of the day. An evening and night with Alex last weekend wasn’t keeping her mind from drifting to Logan Power. Maybe it was pride, or maybe she wasn’t used to people saying no to her, but the very thought of her was infuriating to her.

			“I don’t respond well to instruction.”

			How those words reverberated around her mind. She had said so few words to Logan, and yet those words of Logan’s had pricked her armour and swam around her mind.

			When Nikki shut her eyes at night, the image of Logan standing a foot away from her, her breath heavy from exertion in the ring, made her chest tight. Nikki could almost feel that heavy, hot breath in her ear as she said those words.

			In her mind, Nikki’s control weakened. She had never experienced that before and didn’t want to feel it. She told herself that over and over again, but whether it had weakened or not, this feeling of jumping out of a plane with no parachute wouldn’t let up.

			Nikki survived in their business world by having complete control of her surroundings and everything in it. Logan Power was arrogant, and if she had the time, she could bring her down to be begging at her feet.

			Even as Nikki spoke those words in her mind, there was uncertainty. She didn’t like uncertainty. Nikki jumped as she heard one of her phones beep loudly in her desk drawer.

			She pulled it out and saw a message on the screen of one of her burner phones used to communicate with her McDade plant.

			It said simply, Influx. Big fish involved. Careful planning.

			Nikki thought the McDades had gone quiet because of their last encounters.

			Nikki typed back, Continue as is. No rush.

			She wanted to take all the time she needed to make sure the McDades were wiped out, or at least returning to concerning themselves with owning taxi firms and a few small pubs.

			Nikki wished she had Mack here. She was her most trusted ally and gave the best advice. But she was on honeymoon and Nikki wouldn’t disturb her or Flora.

			She could talk to her dad, but she didn’t want him to worry at this stage, and Nikki didn’t want it to appear like she was running to daddy every time there was a problem. Nikki was the head of the family now, and she only wanted to tell her dad that issues had been taken care of after the fact.

			None of the rest of the organization knew about the plant in the McDade organization. The less people knew, the more safe they would be. She picked up her personal phone and called Eddie, who picked up Isla from school.

			“Hi boss,” Eddie said.

			“Eddie, bring Isla to the club, will you? I need to pop in and speak to Jay.”

			“No problem, boss.”

			Isla loved going to the club before it opened. All the space she had to run in was exciting, and she was always safe.

			She wanted to warn Jay about the new information she’d gotten. Influx meant drugs, and drugs were not something the Sharkeys ever wanted in their territory.
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        * * *

      

			Logan stood in The Deep’s office. Jay asked her to come to the club to set her up with her new work and banking information. Jay sat at her desk, inputting Logan’s banking details.

			“So Fridays, Saturdays, and maybe some bank holiday shifts as they come up. Does that suit you?” Jay said.

			“Yeah, that’ll be great. I can’t thank you enough for offering me this job and getting my security licence sorted.”

			“No problem. We like people we can trust, and you’ve shown that to Jimmy and by helping protect Annie,” Jay said.

			That made Logan feel guilty. Jay and Annie were good people, and she was deceiving them. All the members of the Sharkey business had been so good to her. Was Nikki really like the McDades? Or was she what Logan hoped for Isla’s sake—a businesswoman who sometimes blurred the lines of what was legal?

			When Jay handed Logan’s bank card back, she saw the tattoo of a shark tooth on her wrist, something that Jimmy and some of the boys at the gym had. So Jay wasn’t just a trusted employee, she was a member of the Sharkey family? Gang? Clan? Logan didn’t quite know.

			Surely that was a good thing? Logan couldn’t imagine Jay or Jimmy going to the extent of marking themselves with something physical to tie them to the Sharkeys otherwise.

			“If you need somebody on a Sunday anytime, just let me know.”

			“You need some time off.”

			“I like to be working. I haven’t any family or anything. Just call if you’re short,” Logan said.

			“I will.”

			There was a lot of noise and voices coming down the hall. The door burst open, and a young girl and a dog came bounding in, followed by Nikki.

			It’s Isla. Logan’s throat went dry. Hazel’s daughter was standing right next to her.

			“Hey boss, hi munchkin,” Jay said as she came around to hug Isla. Isla had gone quiet since she came in. Was she just shy?

			“Isla, this is my new friend, Logan. She’s a boxer.”

			“Hi Isla.”

			Isla chewed her fingers nervously. She gave her a small wave back.

			Logan wasn’t one for sentimentality, but she felt quite emotional. The only woman she’d ever loved, and this was her child, and she was standing right in front of her.

			Ever since she’d learned about Isla’s existence, she had imagined the kind of life she and Hazel could have had. She could have had a family with Hazel, and Logan would have protected and provided for Isla and Hazel, if Hazel could have loved Logan back.

			Nikki looked quite uncomfortable with her here. “Jay, I’d like a word in private. Isla, take Daisy and go and find Annie. Eddie’s right outside the door.”

			“Okay.”

			Jay said, “Logan, if you could just wait at the bar for me?”

			“No problem.”
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        * * *

      

			The office door shut tight, and Nikki leaned over the desk. “What is she doing here?”

			Jay looked confused. “A spot opened up on the security team, and I thought she’d be perfect.”

			Nikki felt totally outmanoeuvred. She’d spent her time this week trying to get that woman’s voice and body out of her head, and here she was, getting a job in her club.

			“Jimmy spoke so highly of her, and he said you’d had her checked out. I can let her go if you want—”

			“It doesn’t matter. The harm’s been done,” Nikki snapped.

			“Honestly, I can easily let her go.”

			Nikki felt bad. She never shouted at her staff. Especially Jay. It was always important to her to keep control of her emotions. It wasn’t Jay’s fault that Logan had got to Nikki.

			Nikki took a breath. “I’m sorry. Just a lot going on today. One of my contacts got in touch. Apparently the McDades have sourced a large amount of drugs. I don’t know at this stage if we are talking heroin or cocaine, or both. They are going to try to flood the city.”

			“I’ll make sure we’re on our toes here, and at The Reef. There’ll be zero tolerance for drugs here.”

			“Great. Let me know if you need any more help in. It’ll take extra work and slow down entrance to the club.”

			“I will, but we should be okay at the moment, now that I’ve got Logan. I’ll have people on every floor and do sweeps of the bathrooms. All bags checked at the door.”

			“Thanks. Can I make a few calls? I need to call in the Head Men.”

			“Do you need the room downstairs?”

			“Yes, tomorrow. I promised Isla there’d be no business tonight.”

			“No problem.”
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        * * *

      

			Logan sat at the bar while waiting for Jay. Chole, one of the club staff, was restocking the fridges containing the bottles of alcohol. Logan was watching Eddie play with Isla and her dog on the dance floor. The dog seemed to enjoy the wide open space of the dance floor to run and chase Isla.

			Logan still couldn’t believe that Isla was right there in front of her. Hazel must have been in so much trouble to give up her baby for adoption, especially to a gangster. But Hazel would have been proud of Isla.

			As sad as it was that Hazel felt the need to do this, at the very least, with Nikki, with the Sharkeys, Isla would want for nothing.

			“Hey Logan.”

			Logan turned around and saw Annie carrying through big bottles of vodka and whisky to restock behind the bar.

			“Hi Annie.”

			“I’m so happy you’re coming to work for us,” Annie said.

			“I’m really grateful Jay offered me the job.”

			“Jay doesn’t trust people easily, so you must be doing something right.”

			“Isla’s a lovely girl,” Logan said, changing the subject, “and her dog is cute.”

			Annie put down the bottles and leaned on the bar. “It’s nice to see them having fun together. Daisy, her dog, has made Isla’s life so much better.” She pointed to the harness on the bar. “Daisy’s a service dog. When she has her harness on, she’s all business, but when it comes off, she knows she can play.”

			A service dog? What could be wrong?

			“Isla’s autistic, and she was lost before Nikki bought Daisy.”

			“She’s autistic. I’ve never met anyone with autism. If I speak to her, how should—”

			“She’s shy obviously, but with us, her extended family, she knows she’s safe.”

			Eddie walked her over to the bar. “Annie? Could you watch Isla? I need to make a few phone calls.”

			“Aye, go ahead.” Then Annie turned to Isla. “Hi Isy, this is my new friend, Logan.”

			“Hi Isla.”

			Isla just looked down at the floor. Logan used her instinct and got down on the floor, down to the dog’s eye level, and said, “May I pet her?”

			Isla nodded.

			Logan ruffled Daisy’s ears. “You are a beautiful girl. How old is she, Isla?”

			“Three.”

			“You really love her. I can tell.”

			“She’s a labradoodle. That’s a cross between a poodle and a Labrador.”

			“Wow, she’s so sweet.”

			Annie brought out a football from behind the bar. “You left this the last time you were here.”

			Logan smiled. “Do you want to play with Daisy?”

			Isla gave her a big smile. “Yes.”
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        * * *

      

			Nikki came out of the office and found Isla running around with Daisy, Eddie, and Logan. Logan would throw the ball to Isla and Isla to Eddie, and Daisy would intercept the ball and run with it.

			How did Logan manage to befriend and be playful around Isla so quickly?

			“Mum, Mum, we are having so much fun.”

			“I see that. Go and get a drink from Annie and cool yourself down. I need to speak to Eddie.”

			Isla went with Logan quite easily to the bar. She’d gotten by her daughter’s defences so easily.

			She would have to keep an eye on that. Logan might be trusted in the gym or working the club, but her daughter was a different matter.

			Eddie walked over to her. “Hey boss.”

			“I’m having a meeting with the Head Men tomorrow. Tell the boys to keep on their toes. The McDades may be selling a lot of product soon.”

			“Will do.”

			After Eddie walked off, Logan approached her.

			“Could I speak to you, Nikki?”

			Nikki sighed and folded her arms. “Yes, what can I do for you?”

			“I saw your face when you found me in the office with Jay. After the no date situation, if you don’t want me working here, it’s no problem. I can leave.”

			“Really it’s of no consequence,” Nikki said. “You can work here if Jay wants you to.”

			Nikki was so defensive. Too defensive, but she was really beautiful when she was angry.

			“Besides, you did me a favour,” Nikki said. Then she lowered her voice and said, “I spent a night and a morning with a football player I met on the casino floor.”

			Nikki’s voice was so sexy, like honey to Logan.

			Logan felt a burning sensation under her skin, a fire at Nikki’s words.

			So she hit back with, “Some pretty boi who drops to her knees at a look in those beautiful green eyes.”

			Nikki took an inch towards Logan. “You know you are brave to talk to your boss like that.”

			Logan’s chest tightened, and she took her gaze to Nikki’s lips that were wet and parted. She ran her tongue over her front teeth, imagining biting Nikki’s lip tenderly.

			“Have I said anything wrong? Am I not doing what you want at the gym?”

			“Yes, but I don’t expect you to disrespect me. I’m in charge, and I’m the boss.”

			“Oh, are you? You think you like that, don’t you?” Logan said.

			“I do, I don’t think.”

			“Well, why are you so turned on when I tell you that I won’t fall at your feet like everyone else?”

			“Don’t be—”

			They were interrupted by Isla saying, “Mum, Mum, did you know Logan is a boxer?”

			Nikki closed her eyes, and Logan took a step back. “Yes, cutie pie. She works at the gym.”

			“Are you going to have a boxing match again?” Isla asked.

			“Nah. My boxing days are behind me.”

			Nikki narrowed her eyes but said nothing about it. “Go and get Daisy in her harness. We’re going home.”

			“See you, shorty.”

			“To answer your question again, I don’t care if you work here, and you’ll get to meet the kind of woman I date on Friday. I’m bringing her here.”

			“The footballer who you’re probably already bored with?” Logan shot back.

			Nikki gave her a look that would kill and walked away. Logan was trying to get under Nikki’s skin to get closer. She banked on her assessment that Nikki found women disposable.

			Standing Nikki up and backing it up when Nikki called her was even more evidence that was true. Logan was sure she was getting under Nikki’s skin, but what she didn’t expect was that Nikki was getting under hers.

			The heat they both shared in that brief conversation was so raw and intense that it took her by complete surprise. She watched Nikki leave with new eyes. She had come to Glasgow for Isla, but Nikki was turning everything on its head.

			





    
            Chapter Ten





			“My informant tells me that there has been an influx of coke into Glasgow.”

			Nikki sat at the head of the meeting table in the basement of The Deep nightclub. This was how she ran the streets.

			She gave orders to the Head Men and they were enforced by the Head Boys on the ground. There were twelve Head Men, though not all men—there were eight men and four women.

			“What I want—”

			Kenny interrupted and said, “Why do we constantly fight this?”

			Everyone looked at him, and you could feel the tension in the room.

			He was the oldest of the Head Men and had worked closely with her dad, although he had taken his advice less and less over the years, and her dad told her that Kenny disliked the Sharkeys moving to more legitimate businesses and would still like to be running the streets, having wars against other families.

			Nikki sighed. He had gotten worse since her father stepped down. He didn’t like taking orders from a woman.

			“Why do we keep fighting what?”

			“Drugs. They are a part of society. We could be supplying and making good money from the deals. Play the McDades at their game.”

			“You know why not. We lost someone to drugs in our family, and we refuse to make money on the back of others’ misery.”

			“That’s pathetic. We aren’t a charitable organization. We make money. This family has gotten soft since your father left.”

			One of her female Head Men jumped to her feet and said firmly, “Watch your mouth, Kenny, or I’ll shut it for you.”

			Remaining calm, Nikki said, “It’s okay, Danni. I’ll speak to Kenny after we’ve concluded here.”

			Kenny just laughed. She had visions of putting his feet in cement and throwing him in the Clyde, but that would bring too much attention to them now. Nikki would play the long game, but he would get what was coming to him.

			She did slam her hands down on the table. “Do not interrupt me.” Nikki then turned her attention back to the other Head Men. “Control your people and your area. Make sure the McDades can’t sell on our streets.”

			“Yes, Nikki,” they all said.

			“Kenny, Jamsey, stay behind. Everyone else, go and secure your areas.”

			Once they all filed out, Jamsey walked towards Kenny’s chair.

			“Is this the part where you get your big guard to beat me up? You wouldn’t be so brave on your own. You are nothing like your father.”

			She wandered a few steps from her seat to just behind him. “No, that’s not what I want Jamsey to do.”

			In a flash she grabbed his hair and smashed his face down against the table.

			“Ow, you fucking bitch.” He lifted his head up and blood was pouring from his misshapen nose. “Fuck you, bitch. I will end you if it’s the last thing I do.”

			Kenny made a lunge for her, but Jamsey caught him and pushed him up against the wall.

			“Can I take out the trash?” Jamsey said.

			“You are banished, Kenny. I don’t want to see you in Sharkey territory again.”

			Holding his hand across his nose, Kenny mumbled, “We’ll see about that. You are no leader. Fuck you, Nikki.”

			Nikki put her hands on her hips. “Get him out of here now.”

			“Yes, boss,” Jamsey said.

			Nikki had wanted to be rid of what she considered dead wood among the Head Men. Now she could promote someone to Kenny’s area, someone more aligned with her as boss.

			She looked down at her hand and saw she had broken her nail. “Dammit.”

			It’s a trip to get a manicure, then.

			Nikki would never be seen with a broken nail or a hair out of place. She was the Godmother of Glasgow, after all.
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        * * *

      

			Malky and his trusted allies—his brother Gerry, Tam, and Jocko—were around his desk in the office at McDade taxis. There was a line outside of his dealers. They’d been told to come in with money they’d collected and to get more product.

			The problem was they were coming back with less money and unsold product, at best.

			Sandy, one of his dealers, said, “I’m sorry, boss. There’s lots of Sharkey people patrolling their areas.” The pile of notes he handed over was such a disappointment.

			“Get out and shut the door.”

			Sandy hurried away and pulled the door shut.

			“Look at this.” Malky pointed to the money on the table. “This isn’t good enough for the Acorn Group, and some of the product was confiscated by the Sharkeys. We’re already in debt to Mr. Gershon. If we can’t pay him back…let’s not think about that, but we need money to buy more product in order to pay him back. It’s a vicious circle.”

			“Why don’t we just give back what we’ve got and call it quits,” Gerry asked.

			Gerry was his brother, but he was an idiot. “We haven’t made enough to give it back, not that anyone would accept it. Mr. Gershon wants to make money. Ma has had money off me every time I’m there, and you and me have been spending it like water.”

			“We would be okay if we had our own place to sell it,” Jocko said, “somewhere the Sharkeys can’t control.”

			“Maybe I could talk to my lawyer. Tam?”

			“Aye, that could be a first step. Then when we start moving product, we could ask for more and make back the money we’ve lost.”

			“Good idea. I know we can control this city,” Malky said. “If we can just control it with money and drugs supply, I know we can take over this town. The Sharkeys won’t see it coming.” Malky banged his fist on the desk.

			





    
            Chapter Eleven





			Friday was Logan’s first night working at The Deep. She’d finished at the gym early today and had gone for a haircut. She needed a trim but also wanted to meet the staff at Mack the Knife, Mack Sharkey’s barbershop.

			She wanted to get an idea of how the staff felt about the Sharkeys. Logan was given a haircut by Mack’s friend Liam. When Logan told him she worked at the boxing gym and now at the nightclub, he opened up to her.

			It seemed that if trust was earned in one part of the business, it was respected by other parts. They talked about fighting, that Jay was once a MMA fighter, and that Mack was on honeymoon with her wife, Flora.

			Liam also gave the impression that Nikki was well-liked. When Logan went to pay, he wouldn’t accept payment. Sharkey employees didn’t pay. The whole experience was very different to her visit to the Top Black pub.

			After getting home, Logan had a shower and dressed in the uniform Jay had given her: black tactical trousers, a tight black polo shirt, a stab-proof vest on top, and then a light black jacket.

			She pulled her freshly trimmed longer hair on top into a tight ponytail, sprayed on some cologne, and she was done. It had been an eventful week for her.

			Her inquiries into the McDades had slowed slightly. After making contact at the McDade pub, she had gotten the Sharkey security job, and things had worked fast from there. It was maybe for the best. The guy she met in the McDade pub did seem suspicious at the snooker table. Taking some time before making more contact was probably the best option.

			Logan grabbed her keys and made her way downstairs and out the back entrance of the gym.

			She smiled when she thought of the most important thing that happened this week, which was meeting and talking to Isla. Logan was surprised when Annie told her she was autistic. She really knew nothing about autism, but Logan could tell she needed to approach a conversation differently to get Isla to trust her.

			So Logan had got down on her knees and talked to Isla’s dog Daisy, and asked Isla questions about Daisy, not Isla. That seemed to make a huge difference. Isla started to tell her excitedly all about service dogs, labradoodles, and their history. Isla certainly knew a lot of stuff, about a lot of stuff.

			Playing ball with her and Daisy made her the happiest she’d ever been, and she wanted more. Logan wanted to know her much better. She had spent all her free time trying to learn all she could about autism in girls, visiting NHS websites to find some good information, which led to some charity websites that dove deeper into the everyday issues autistic people have to deal with.

			It was ten minutes to the pub, so she carried on past the bus stop, fancying a walk instead. Jay had called all the security staff in early to go over the updated plans for security in the evening. Logan didn’t know why, but after Nikki’s visit the day she met Isla, Jay sent out the group message to come in an hour early.

			Nikki. She had been in her head all week, since their verbal sexual slagging match.

			Why was this happening? They hardly knew each other—well, that wasn’t quite true. When Logan looked in Nikki’s green eyes that had captivated her, she seemed to know Nikki. Not her life story, but Logan was sure she could see her wants, needs, and desires.

			Logan wasn’t joking when she’d said to Nikki that she was dating a woman she was already tired of. She didn’t know how or why, but Logan could just see the mentally stripped-down Nikki, and what she needed.

			Never before had Logan experienced that kind of connection with someone, and especially over so short an acquaintance. It was visceral, sexual, and Logan was sure Nikki could see the same in her. That’s why Nikki was so dismissive of her, and why she was coming to the club tonight with a date that was well past Nikki’s attention span.

			The streets were busy. People were going out to pubs before going on to restaurants and clubs. Logan’s attention was caught by a woman in a street door. She looked in a poor state, possibly addicted to drink or drugs.

			A man in a smart shirt and designer jeans was doing some sort of business with her. He handed her notes from his wallet, and in return she handed him a bag of white powder.

			It hit Logan in the guts. Was this what Hazel had been forced to do, to service her habit? The message Hazel left implied that, and that she was refusing to do it any more.

			There was one aspect that Logan still didn’t understand—Nikki’s relationship with Hazel. Hazel was not gay, and even if she was, Hazel wouldn’t have been Nikki’s type. Why did she let Nikki adopt her child, and why did Hazel walk away from Isla?

			The one thing she did think she knew was that the Sharkeys weren’t the McDades, even though there did seem to be gang allegiance and breaking of the law underneath that business respectability they now had.

			Was Isla safe with the Sharkeys? From the brief encounter Logan had with Isla, she appeared to be a happy little girl. That could just be on the surface. Logan would have to go deeper to find out if that was true.
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        * * *

      

			Isla and Daisy sat on the end of Nikki’s bed and watched Nikki put on her make-up. “Are you going to the club, Mum?”

			“Yes, I am. You are going to have a great night with Granny, Granda, and Aunty Mary.”

			“Logan works there now. I like her.”

			Nikki was concentrating on putting on her mascara and almost didn’t register what Isla had said.

			Nikki turned around slightly. “You do.”

			Isla nodded enthusiastically. “She’s tall like a giant.”

			Nikki smiled. “She’s quite tall for a woman.”

			“I don’t think anyone could beat her at boxing,” Isla said.

			Logan did have a tall, imposing figure and such a strong body that Nikki had struggled to keep it out of her head. Jay was taller than average too but didn’t have the same physique as Logan.

			She shivered at the thought. “Honey, will you go and get me my drinking bottle? It’s on the kitchen table.”

			“Uh-huh.”

			When she was alone, Nikki gazed at herself in the mirror and remembered Logan looking deep into her eyes. She’d felt naked in her gaze, like she couldn’t hide any feeling she would wish to keep private. Nikki had been stripped bare. Logan was right about her being bored of her date Alex already.

			It wasn’t Alex’s fault. Nikki now realized that she had been bored with most of her dates for a long time now. She just didn’t realize it until she compared them to the deep, hungry connection she had made with Logan.

			If there had been no one else there at the club when they both were having their intense conversation, Nikki was sure they would have kissed, and she didn’t like that feeling of being out of control.

			Control was what kept her and her family safe. Nikki supposed it was petulant to bring a date along to the club so Logan would see she had been wrong about her and her date, but she wanted to get some of that control back.

			“Here you go, Mum.”

			Nikki took the bottle and a sip of the cool water and carried on with her make-up.

			“Logan said she’d show me how to box,” Isla said.

			Nikki shook her head. “You don’t need to know how to box. You have Eddie and all our family guards to protect you.”

			“It’s just for fun, Mum. Logan is fun, like Mack.”

			Mack had a special relationship with Isla. They did all the things that Nikki would say no to. They were always up to mischief. Isla really missed her while she was on honeymoon.

			Normally Nikki didn’t let a newcomer be so up close and personal with Isla, but it had all happened when she was having a private conversation with Jay, and under the supervision of Annie and Eddie.

			“What did you and Logan talk about?” Nikki was interested to know.

			Isla stroked her dog on the head. “I told her about Daisy, about service dogs, about how labradoodles were bred—”

			That sounded like her daughter. If she felt comfortable with someone, she would give that person an info dump of facts, whether they liked it or not. It was sweet.

			“And what did she say to you?” Nikki asked.

			“She told me about boxing, and I asked how tall she was, and about Mack and Aunty Flora being in Japan.”

			“Did she ask anything about me, about Mum’s business?” Nikki asked.

			She wanted to know if this person who turned up in their life was a plant, or a police officer.

			Isla shook her head. “No. That’s all. Then we went and played ball with Daisy and Eddie.”

			The doorbell rang. “That’ll be your granda.”

			Isla and Daisy ran out of the bedroom. Nikki never had to worry about who was at the door, as nobody got past the monitors and guards in the security room.

			Nikki stood up and tightened the knot on her silk dressing gown. She walked out to the living room to find Isla getting a big hug from her granda.

			“That’s my wee girl,” he said. He looked up at Nikki and smiled. “And there’s my big girl.”

			“That’s me.”

			Nikki couldn’t help but smile at seeing her dad and mum and Isla together. A grandchild was the greatest gift that she could have given them. When she had these happy thoughts, they were always threatened by the secrets she kept, so deeply hidden that no one could find them.

			“Hi Dad. What’s the plan for tonight?”

			He put his arm around Isla’s shoulders. “Well, I thought we’d have a granda-granddaughter date tonight. We’ll have some dinner with Granny and Aunt Mary, then we’ll go and play minigolf or tenpin bowling at Quest, and then play on the arcade games.”

			Isla jumped up and down. “Yes.”

			Isla loved Quest. It had all the fun things a kid could wish for, all under one roof. If it was busy, it could be challenging for Isla, but with Daisy to keep Isla calm and the security team taking precautions, her dad could keep some distance between Isla and the crowds.

			“Go and make sure your ear defenders are packed, sweetheart,” Nikki said.

			When the loud sounds of places like this got too much for Isla, she could put on her ear defenders to blot out the noise and confusion. This was something Isla’s therapist suggested, and it was working well.

			When Isla ran to her bedroom, her dad said, “So, it’s The Deep tonight?”

			“Yes, I haven’t spent an evening there for a while.”

			The Sharkeys owned a lot of different pubs and clubs, some suited to a more general crowd, and some like her dad’s favourite pub, The Ship. He met his friends there once a week for lunch and some good whisky. So they each had an interest in different arms of the business.

			The casino used to be a regular for him as well, but as he grew older, a quiet pub was more his scene.

			“Is it for just a date, or business?” he asked.

			“A bit of both. Why?”

			“Kenny gave me a call.”

			“Piece of shit. I was going to tell you at the weekend, and that I was handling it,” Nikki said with fury in her voice.

			“I know. He’s struggled to adapt to the new ways of doing things.”

			“He was loyal to you, not me. He won’t repeat the disrespectful way he spoke to me. I need to trust everyone on my team,” Nikki said.

			“I have complete trust in you, Nikki—that’s why I stepped back to let you get on with running our empire.” He took a step towards Nikki and put a hand on her shoulder. “You are everything that a Sharkey should be. You should know that. I stepped back from the business to give your ma more of my time, to be a couple that enjoys their retirement. Your ma put up with a lot. Dashing off to evening meetings, losing the freedom to walk down the street without guards, always wondering if she would lose me to a prison sentence or to death. I could only step back from all that because I knew you’d handle everything perfectly, because I trust you with every fibre of my being.”

			“Thanks, Da, that means a lot. You support my banishment of Kenny?”

			“Whatever you need to do, you do in this family.”

			“Thanks, Da.”

			Isla came running back into the room with her small overnight case. “I’m ready.”

			“Get Daisy’s harness on,” her dad said. “It’s a working night for you, Daisy girl.”

			Nikki gave her daughter a hug and a kiss. “You have fun, and listen to Granda, okay?”

			“I will. Bye, Mum.”

			Once they left, Nikki called one of her trusted Head Men, Dougie. “Dougie? Kenny is out in the cold. Make sure everyone knows, and if they are not happy, come and see me.”

			“Aye, boss. I will do.”

			Kenny was now completely frozen out of the Sharkey clan.

			When she ended the call, her text tone beeped. It was Alex checking what time she was picking her up.

			Nikki sighed. Logan was right, wasn’t she? Nikki was bored.
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        * * *

      

			Jay had every one of the security team downstairs in the staff room. Logan and her other team members were sitting in front of a TV screen. On it was a floor by floor plan of the club.

			Nobody knew what this meeting was about, but it seemed important.

			“Okay, everyone. Quiet down. Everyone say hi to the new member of our team, Logan Power.”

			Joey had introduced her around. Some of them were people she knew from the gym, and those she didn’t know were very welcoming.

			Jay continued, “Security is going to be tightened up tonight and from now on. There has been a huge influx of cocaine into the city these last few weeks, and Nikki wants to make sure none of it makes it into The Deep. You know how the Sharkeys feel about drugs.”

			There it was again. Confirmation that the Sharkeys had no business with drugs. Surely Hazel couldn’t have been killed by drugs on Nikki’s say-so?

			“So checks at the doorway will be increased. Full pat-downs, bags checked. Patrols on each floor increased. You’ll be assigned to one floor so you can get familiar with faces and what they are doing. Toilets checked every twenty minutes. That’s where drug taking is most likely to be found. Any dealers will be taken out and the police called. Any questions?”

			“No,” a chorus of people said.

			“One more thing. Nikki is coming for an evening out tonight. So keep in mind the boss will have eyes on you. Just make sure she sees you doing the job well. Logan, you partner up with Joey on the second floor. He’ll show you the ropes. Everyone else come and check the rota for partners and break times.”

			Logan turned to Joey, who was sitting beside her. “Does this happen often?”

			“Not like this. There’ll always be isolated individuals with drugs who think they can hide it from us, but not as much as Jay is saying there might be.”

			“The Sharkeys really don’t like drugs, do they.”

			“Nah, something to do with a family member getting hurt. I don’t know the whole story.” Joey stood up, and Logan followed suit. “Let me show you around the second floor. There’s a VIP section, and Nikki will probably be there at some point.”

			That should be interesting, Logan thought.
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        * * *

      

			Alex poured some more champagne into her glass. The music and alcohol were making Alex louder and increasingly annoying to Nikki. Maybe it was her age, but Nikki liked to savour a drink.

			Mind you, it had been that way since she was a teenager. Mack and Nikki got extremely drunk one night, and her dad gave them both the biggest bollocking of their life when they got into a fight when drunk.

			He told them that they always had to be in control of their senses. Because they had enemies that would love to take them on half drunk.

			Still, in Nikki’s younger years she’d loved the club scene—the music, the laughter, and if she was honest, the attention.

			Now she’d rather be in a nice restaurant enjoying a conversation over a bottle of wine, or a drink on the floor of the casino.

			Alex sat and put her hand on Nikki’s thigh. She wasn’t feeling anything. Nikki always felt something. Sex was a big part of her life. She enjoyed women. But her drive for women had been going down for the past year. She was chasing the high, but nothing was feeling the same as it used to.

			Nikki looked up and her gaze met Logan’s as she patrolled the room. Logan’s gaze was fire. A connection right across the large dance floor.

			She’s not my type. But their connection was real.

			Alex, meanwhile, was on her feet bouncing and whooping as she spotted some of her friends on the dance floor.

			“Nikki? Can I bring my friends into the VIP area for a drink?”

			The VIP area was up on a platform next to the back wall of the room. There were three comfy couches, and tables for drinks in front of them. The last thing she wanted was a team of footballers and their friends, noisy and getting progressively drunker, next to her, but at least they wouldn’t all be in the same seat.

			“Yes, on you go.”

			Alex left, and Nikki looked up again, but Logan was out of view. She thought about Isla and how she would rather be watching a film with her and eating snacks, with Daisy’s head on her lap.

			I must be getting old.

			Annie appeared to take away the empty glasses. “You look a million miles away.”

			“Do I? I’m okay.”

			“Your date seems lively.”

			They both looked over at Alex dancing energetically. “Yes, she has her little friends to play with.”

			Annie laughed. “Do you want any more champagne?”

			“Better make it a few. She’s bringing her friends back here.”

			“Okay. Have fun,” Annie joked.
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        * * *

      

			Logan was enjoying her night so far. It felt good to be working and making a difference to keep people safe. She saw Nikki. Logan didn’t expect Nikki to notice her, but even though they were far apart, Nikki’s eyes found her.

			For Logan, the room dropped away, the music dulled, and there was nothing between them. Then it was over as quickly as it began. She never expected this. Their connection was hot and burning, and Logan didn’t know what to do with it, as she’d never felt something as intense before.

			Her love for Hazel had been young love, sweet, like she wanted to kiss her while listening to love songs all night. It wasn’t this hot, burning fire.

			Maybe it was because Nikki was Isla’s mum. They shared a bond, even if Nikki didn’t know anything about it.

			She saw Jamsey and Murdo keeping a discreet eye on Nikki, from each side of the VIP area.

			Nikki’s footballer date was exactly what Logan thought she would be—young, masc, and more interested in music and dancing than talking with Nikki.

			At one point Nikki’s date grasped Nikki’s thigh and made sure everyone knew who she was with. Logan felt a tightening in her stomach. She didn’t want to analyse the feelings, so she walked on.

			One thing Logan hadn’t been expecting about the job was women that were eager to flirt and try to seduce her. It was the image of being the tough security guard that did it.

			One woman, no more than eighteen, put her hand on Logan’s chest and ran her hand down her front. “Hi sexy, you are tall like a warrior or something, do you want to come for a drink?”

			Logan smiled. “I’m working, unfortunately.”

			The girl slipped a phone number into her pocket. “Call me.”

			Logan watched her dance away, and chuckled. A warrior.

			Joey met up with her at the bathroom on this floor. They’d checked it twice so far and no drugs were found.

			The bathroom was a big open communal toilet, with an old-fashioned toilet attendant to clean and give out essentials like hair ties, scents, and condoms. The attendant was also there to make sure everyone was safe and there was no taking of drugs.

			“Joey, everything okay on the other floors?”

			“So far. A few people were turned away at the door but no problems in here so far. Okay, let’s check the bathroom.”

			When they went in, the toilet attendant pointed to the second row of cubicles, separated by a tiled wall. At the far end of the cubicles a man was handing over money to another man, who handed him back something they couldn’t quite see.

			“Hey,” Logan shouted.

			They both started to run, but Logan grabbed the buyer and pushed him up against the back wall with a thump, dousing herself with the drink he was holding.

			Joey got the dealer and radioed for assistance.

			With help they got them downstairs and out the door of the club. The buyer was kicked out and barred, and the dealer was held until the police came around to pick him up.

			The police always had vans and cars patrolling the bars and clubs, so they got there quickly.

			“Logan, go and clean up. There are brand new work T-shirts in Jay’s office. I’ll text you the code on the door to get in.”

			“Okay, thanks.”
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        * * *

      

			Nikki was getting extremely tired of Alex and her friends. It was like going out with a bunch of teenagers. Alex grasped her hand and said, “Come and dance with me, Nikki.”

			“Eh, no. I have to have a word with my bar manager.”

			Nikki just needed to escape. She went in search of Annie. When she approached the bar, the queue was four deep. So she went in search of Jay instead. Without having to look, Nikki knew Jamsey and Murdo would be behind her.

			She keyed in the code and slipped in the door. Nikki lost her breath when she was met with Logan pulling off her T-shirt. She was left wearing only a pull-over sports bra. The pronounced muscles in her back and shoulders were so sexy.

			Logan turned around to see who was there, and Nikki was even more turned on. The sculpted six-pack and muscular arms of the boxer made her a perfect specimen. A heavy beat pounded inside her.

			Logan didn’t say hello, good evening, anything. She could see where Nikki’s eyes were caressing. Logan gave her the same dangerous, burning hot, penetrating gaze that she did in the ring at the gym. Nikki felt helpless against it. Logan’s eyes were seeing all her wants and needs, and at this moment her need was hunger. Hunger for Logan’s lips and her touch.

			She tried with everything that she had to cross the room to Logan. That was her usual role. Nikki was the seductress, but Logan’s hungry look kept her pinned to the door.

			Logan started to move towards Nikki, never losing eye contact. When she was closer, Nikki couldn’t help but gaze over the perfect body in front of her. Logan exuded power, primal energy, and Nikki couldn’t help but soak it all up.

			Her lips were crying out for Logan’s. She lifted her hand and went to reach for Logan’s abs. Logan stopped her and took her hand.

			“Was I right? Are you bored of your plaything?”

			Nikki parted her lips. She didn’t want to admit it.

			Logan placed Nikki’s hand on her chest. Nikki couldn’t help but spread out her fingers and feel Logan’s warm skin.

			She ran her hand over Logan’s powerful shoulder and down her strong arm. Logan dipped her head close to Nikki’s. Nikki brought her head forward an inch trying to catch her lips, but Logan dodged her advances.

			“Are you bored of your plaything?”

			Nikki now realized it was a test, a game of control and whether she wanted to hand it over for what she wanted.

			Nikki had lost her mind to Logan. She wanted her. “Yes.”

			Logan leaned in so close they breathed into each other. Then Nikki felt them, the lips that she had hungered for. Logan kissed slow and soft to start and ran her tongue over Nikki’s lips.

			When Nikki swept her hands around Logan’s naked waist, the kiss became deep and needy. Nikki moaned and felt Logan’s hand clutch the side of her thigh. She pulled Nikki’s thigh up and ran her hand underneath the thin dress material.

			Nikki felt like she was breaking apart and needed relief from this fire somehow. Logan put her thigh between Nikki’s, grinding against her. Nikki put her arms around Logan’s neck and then pushed her sex against Logan’s thigh.

			She was throbbing inside and felt she could come from the merest touch. Nikki scratched her nails on the short stubble on the back of Logan’s neck.

			Logan softly bit Nikki’s upper lip while her tongue continued to taste her. Nikki grasped Logan’s buttocks and pulled her closer to her sex.

			Then someone tried to get in the door.

			It was like having a bucket of cold water thrown on them. Nikki quickly tried to rearrange her clothes, while Logan pulled on a clean T-shirt.

			Whoever was there knocked at the door.

			“Just a minute,” Nikki said. She saw lipstick all over Logan’s mouth. “Face, face.”

			Logan used her other T-shirt to try to wipe off the lipstick. She did, and then Nikki opened the door. It was Jay.

			“Everything alright?”

			Logan said, “Yeah, I just got a drink spilled on me, and Nikki came looking for you.”

			“It’ll keep,” Nikki said, and she hurried out of the room, making Jay look a bit perplexed.

			“Was there a problem?”

			Logan pulled her stab vest and jacket back on. “No problem. I better get back to work.”
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        * * *

      

			Logan lay in bed that night with the touch of Nikki’s lips burning in her mind. Her body was aching for her in a way she hadn’t experienced before.

			She kept telling herself it was wrong. She was Isla’s mother. Logan could see that now. The way Isla talked about her family life, the way the rest of the Sharkey staff talked about their relationship, she was clearly loved deeply.

			But Logan was here under false pretences. She was here to contact Isla, for Hazel’s sake and for her own. Isla felt like family because of Hazel.

			If Nikki found out who she truly was, that she was lying about it, she would probably find herself at the bottom of the River Clyde.

			Logan tossed and turned. She never expected this attraction, this deep-seated need whenever she was around Nikki. She’d clearly read Nikki well from the start. She was a boss who controlled her crime family and controlled her submissive sexual partners.

			Logan felt that wasn’t what Nikki truly desired, deep down, that she was afraid to let her guard down. But something in Logan let her.

			Logan tried to punch her pillow into submission but couldn’t get it any comfier. Her body just wouldn’t let her rest.

			“Fuck this.” She put on a vest and went downstairs to the gym. She pulled on her fingerless gloves and started pounding on the heavy bag. After five minutes she heard the door of the gym creak open.

			She jumped around and saw Nikki standing there, watching her. “Nikki?”

			Nikki dangled keys in front of her. “I have keys. Sometimes we have meetings here, after hours.”

			Logan took that to mean meetings that she didn’t want the law to find out about.

			“Why are you here?” Logan asked.

			“I wondered if you couldn’t sleep either.”

			Logan walked over to her, simmering with desire. “No, because I’m hungry for you.”

			Nikki’s lips parted. “I don’t do this, not dominant women like you. But I need it. I need it with you.”

			Logan pulled off her gloves and threw them to the ground. “I know.”

			She started unbuttoning Nikki’s wool coat. Nikki shrugged it off. “This only happens once, and you never tell anyone about it.”

			Logan turned her around and began to zip off her dress. She breathed into her ear, “You think I’d brag?”

			Nikki shivered. “I find it hard to trust.”

			Her dress pooled at her feet, and Nikki shivered.

			Logan wanted to say You can trust me. But she was hiding who she was.

			“I won’t tell anyone anything.”

			Nikki was wearing a black lace bra and underwear, and what was driving Logan crazy, a garter belt and suspenders. Nikki was truly a beautiful feminine woman.

			Back facing each other, Logan told her, “You are so beautiful, Nikki.”

			“Kiss me?”

			Logan met her lips with more force than last time. They were both more hungry and wanting to hold nothing back. Nikki pulled at Logan’s vest and slipped it over her head. Logan grasped her buttocks that were covered only with the barest of lace.

			Her sex was on fire for Nikki. It took a lot for someone as powerful as Nikki to admit she wanted to submit to a more dominant partner, and it made Logan want her badly.

			Logan put Nikki’s arms around her neck. “Hold on tight.”

			She lifted her, and Nikki wrapped her legs around Logan’s waist. Logan carried her to the edge of the ring and set her there. Nikki scratched her nails over Logan’s stomach muscles. Every touch from Nikki was just fuel to the fire burning in Logan’s body.

			Nikki felt the gentle push to lie down on her back. This was so alien to Nikki, and yet with Logan it was right. Her walls of control just seemed to crumble with her.

			Logan squeezed her breast through the lace of her bra. She looked even sexier with her hair released from the small ponytail she wore. Her unkempt locks framed her face.

			“You look wild,” Nikki said.

			Logan smiled, then unhooked Nikki’s bra at the back and threw it aside. Then Logan’s lips were on her, kissing her neck and down her chest to her breast, where she sucked Nikki’s nipple into her mouth. The jolt of electricity that shot to her sex made Nikki cry out.

			Their lips clashed again in the hottest of kisses. Nikki pulled both of Logan’s hands onto her breasts and squeezed. Logan’s hands were big and strong and hot.

			Logan started to kiss down her stomach, then stood upright to take off her underwear. Then she surprised Nikki by dropping to her knees. The side of the ring was the perfect height for what Nikki imagined Logan wanted to do.

			She moved her head between Nikki’s legs and met Nikki’s eyes as she waited. Nikki was desperate, not something she was used to feeling.

			Nikki realized Logan wanted her to tell her what she wanted. “I need to feel your lips and your tongue.”

			Logan kissed the inside of each thigh, teasing around where Nikki really wanted her.

			Nikki gasped when she felt Logan’s tongue slip into her sex. She groaned and grasped her own breasts. Logan infuriatingly teased her still, by licking and flicking her tongue around everywhere but her clit.

			Nikki felt Logan run her tongue all around her opening. Then finally she flicked all around her clit, and Nikki let out a guttural moan when Logan sucked her clit into her mouth.

			She held on to the bottom rope of the ring with one hand and with the other she grasped at Logan’s head. All the build-up of this evening had left her desperate to come, and as Logan lapped and sucked at her sex, it wouldn’t take much more to make her come.

			“Yes, yes,” Nikki cried.

			Logan must have noticed too because she slowed and kissed her way back to her stomach.

			“Inside, Logan.”

			Logan stood back up and pulled Nikki’s hips close to her. She slipped her fingers inside, and Nikki gasped.

			“Hold the rope with both hands,” Logan said.

			Nikki almost couldn’t believe how she was following Logan without question. She grasped the rope and said, “Fuck me.”

			She could see Logan shiver. She was turned on by control, clearly.

			“Hold on,” Logan said again.

			She thrust her fingers in and out slowly at first, then more quickly as Nikki’s hips undulated, seeking that elusive touch that would give her that orgasm she desperately wanted.

			“I can feel you around my fingers,” Logan said. “You want this?”

			“Yes, yes.”

			Nikki hips were rocking faster and faster as she reached the precipice. It was so freeing, not being in control. Everything fell away, and all that mattered was the pleasure that Logan was offering her.

			Her breaths got shorter and shorter, then everything shattered. She cried out desperately as she came hard.

			It was the most intense orgasm of her life. She pulled Logan down into a deep passionate kiss and grasped at her hair.

			Logan pulled back from the kiss and held her chin between her thumb and forefinger and said, “You are so beautiful. I want to come with you so badly.”

			“Yes.”

			Logan kicked off her underwear and pulled Nikki to her feet. “Turn around.”

			“What?”

			“Turn around and put your hands on the rope,” Logan said.

			“I’ve never let anyone take me from behind.” Nikki thought that was something she wouldn’t want.

			Logan kissed her neck and her shoulder. “I’d never ask you to do anything you wouldn’t feel comfortable doing, but you’re safe with me.”

			Her body and her eagerness to please Logan made her say, “Yes.”

			Logan bent over and kissed her way down Nikki’s spine. Nikki felt Logan’s wet heat mount her buttock, and her sex started to throb harder again.

			Nikki looked back and saw Logan press her hand towards her sex. Nikki felt Logan’s fingers enter her easily, then Logan started to thrust.

			It was such a turn-on being in this position, but only with Logan. The thought of doing it with any of the other women she’d been with didn’t work for her. But watching Logan thrust her hips into her and hearing her groan for Nikki’s body felt right.

			Nikki began to push back against Logan’s fingers, wanting them deeper and deeper. She held the rope hard, trying to keep her body from losing control as long as she could.

			“Fuck.”

			“Yes, come on me, Logan.”

			Her thrusts became faster and faster, and Nikki loved watching the primal hungry look on her face.

			“I can feel you too. You’re squeezing my fingers. Come with me, come with me. Fuck!”

			Nikki was finished as a warm tidal wave surged around her body, rolling to her fingers and toes.

			They both breathed heavily as they tried to come down from the most intense orgasm. Nikki turned around and pulled Logan into a kiss.

			“You’re not bored any more?” Logan asked.

			Nikki just smiled. But even as she did, worries started to edge their way into Nikki’s mind.

			Logan took her hand. “Come upstairs with me.”

			Nikki nodded, and they both gathered their clothes up. Logan led them upstairs, and they both slipped into Logan’s bed.

			Logan tried to kiss her, but Nikki said, “My body can’t take any more just now.”

			“Okay,” Logan said, while she pulled Nikki into her arms.

			This was new. Nikki never stayed to bask in the afterglow. Those worries she had downstairs were blossoming. She wanted to run and run quickly. This was all too intimate for her.

			In the darkness of the night, she felt so exposed, as her rational mind took over from her lust.

			Why did I come here?

			If news of this encounter spread, she would lose the respect of both those that followed her and those that feared her.

			“Logan? You promised you wouldn’t ever tell anyone about this.”

			“Yeah, I don’t brag. Do you really think I’d say something?” There was silence between them. Logan pressed the lamp on. “You do?”

			“I just need your assurance that you won’t. I made it clear downstairs that this would never happen again.”

			“You want to run out the door this minute, don’t you? In fact, I think you’ve got one foot out the door already.”

			That was it. Nikki had to run. She had to get out of here. “This was a mistake.” Nikki got up and started putting on her clothes.

			Logan sat up in bed. “It was only twenty minutes ago that we were making love downstairs.”

			“I don’t make love, Logan.”

			“No, because the Godmother of Glasgow can’t show any weakness. That’s why you fuck women and run, never look back, like you did with Jo. What are you so afraid of?” Logan said.

			“I’m always straight with women. Jo knew the rules, and so do you.”

			“How can you be so frightened?”

			Nikki looked at Logan with such anger. She put on her coat and left the bedroom and slammed the door shut.

			She felt like she’d made the biggest mistake of her life. Why had she let her guard drop, her control slip?

			Idiot! she shouted internally.

			When she got outside, her car lit up. Murdo got out and opened the passenger door.

			“Home, Murdo.”

			“Yes, boss.”

			





    
            Chapter Twelve





			On Monday, Logan went out running at four in the morning. She couldn’t sleep again and was sick of her mind going round and round in circles. Since she and Nikki had slept together, Logan couldn’t find peace.

			She did her usual run along the Clyde Walkway, but when she reached the normal point where she and Molly would turn and head back to the gym, she just kept going.

			Logan wanted her legs and heart to pump hard and drain the feelings of anger and frustration out of her. The streets were mostly empty, except some early birds making their way to work.

			Logically, her time with Nikki was a mistake. It would hinder getting Nikki’s trust and getting closer to Isla. But what had happened was so natural between them, and what Logan felt…She wasn’t sure what it was or if she could put a name to it, but it didn’t matter, because Nikki ran. Not the way she did with every other woman. Not calmly, the way she normally left women. No, Nikki ran from what she was feeling and how she thought she’d been exposed.

			Logan stopped by the guard rail and stretched out her back, getting her breath back.

			“This is bullshit. You’ve fucked this up.”

			She shook her head trying to clear it and ran back towards home. When Logan entered the gym, Molly was hugging Jimmy around the neck.

			“What’s up?”

			Molly ran at her and gave her a hug too. “I’ve got a fight.”

			“Really? When and who with?”

			“Four months from now, against AJ Thompson in London. If I win it, I get my shot at Meghan Green.”

			Logan spun her around. “That’s fantastic, Molly. You will smash it, I know you will.”

			Jimmy walked over and said, “Enjoy this feeling today—tomorrow all the hard work starts. But between Logan and me, we’ll get you to the peak of perfection.”

			Molly was so happy, it made Logan shelve her feelings for now. But Logan knew those thoughts and feelings weren’t going away anytime soon.
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        * * *

      

			Nikki stared out of her office window waiting for guests to arrive. Her former Head Man, Kenny, asked for a meeting in her office. It couldn’t have been a worse day for Kenny to face her.

			After the weekend there was so much going on in her head, but she couldn’t let herself go there. All day she’d been waiting for the other shoe to drop. She was quite certain that Logan would brag about how she’d had Nikki Sharkey, made her beg, let Logan take her submissively.

			Maybe she wouldn’t have before Nikki panicked and ran, not before insulting Logan. But it was fear. Fear of losing the reputation she had built was terrifying, but the fear followed her out the door.

			No one had said anything so far, but Nikki was sure it would come.

			The phone on her desk buzzed. “Kenny is here, Nikki.”

			“Send him in.”

			She heard the door open but didn’t turn around, keeping this powerful position and making Kenny sweat.

			Nikki didn’t say a word, and the silence eventually appeared to get too much for Kenny.

			“Nikki? Can I talk to you?”

			Nikki took another few beats, knowing that silence always made people ever more uneasy.

			But she did turn after another twenty seconds, and Kenny did look very uneasy, and his face was black and blue around his nose. Nikki sat at her chair and sat back in it, her hands and fingertips touching.

			“So talk,” Nikki said.

			“I’ve had the weekend to think about what I said…I’m sorry I spoke out of turn at the meeting.”

			“You challenged me and just wouldn’t accept my authority,” Nikki said. “In fact, you never have.”

			“I thought you were making a mistake. Don’t you always want opinions?”

			“Yes, I’ll go round the room and listen to perspectives, but once the decision was made, it was made. You were under the false apprehension that you could talk back to me and be disrespectful.”

			“I thought you were wrong. I had to make my feelings known. I’ve been frozen out just for that? My friends won’t speak to me. Friends I’ve had since I was a boy.”

			“Would you have done that to my father?” Nikki asked.

			Kenny’s silence answered her question.

			Nikki leaned forward onto the desk. “The problem with you is you made it even worse. You went to my father behind my back, when I’d already made my decision.”

			“I’ve been with your father since he was a teenager. I had to let him know what a mistake you were making.”

			“My father is no longer running the family. I am. And what did Da tell you? Exactly the same as I did. You follow my instructions, not his, and show some respect.” Nikki brought her fist down hard on the desk. “It is my place to make decisions and draw up strategies, not my dad’s any more. Now, consider yourself no longer a part of the Sharkey clan.”

			Kenny jumped up. “It was the worst thing that ever happened to the Sharkeys, the day you were born. Your da might have a soft spot for you, but the reality is you are a weak woman, out of her depth. You couldn’t even provide the heir to the Sharkeys, just a slow-witted girl.”

			Fury raged through Nikki. She flew around the desk and pushed the older man up against the wall. “Jamsey!”

			He came bounding in the door with Murdo.

			“This piece of trash has just called Isla slow-witted.”

			Jamsey pulled Kenny from the wall, then slammed him against it even harder and put his arm across his throat.

			“What do you want to do with this fucking arsehole, boss?” Jamsey said.

			“Get him out of my sight.”

			Murdo grabbed Kenny’s other arm and said, “Fucking move.”

			“I’ll go to the police,” Kenny shouted.

			“Good luck with that,” Nikki said. Not without incriminating himself, and Nikki was quite confident that her business was so tightly run, the police would get nowhere. “And Jamsey? Get that shark tooth tattoo off his arm, in whichever way you see fit.”

			“No!” Kenny shouted in fear.

			Kenny’s comment stung. Her daughter was perfect, and the family wouldn’t change her for the world. But his words against her reiterated the fact that she couldn’t show any weakness. Weakness let the Kennys of this world take potshots at her family, and sooner or later they wouldn’t be safe.

			Nikki vowed to harden her heart and make sure no one would ever think she was weak.

			





    
            Chapter Thirteen





			For the next month Logan never saw Nikki. She was hiding from her. Clearly their encounter affected Nikki deeply, and she was scared—not a word people normally associated with the Godmother of Glasgow.

			But not seeing Nikki meant Logan was no closer to seeing Isla. Luckily, work was keeping Logan busy. So she threw herself into it, and working with Molly was really rewarding. Setting up schedules and timetables for Molly had been a priority. The upcoming fight was a big chance for her, and Logan was determined to help her be her best.

			When Logan was finished at the gym, she got showered and changed and went to work at The Deep. She was meant to be working only Saturday and Sunday this week, but Logan just wanted the distraction. Too much was going on inside her head.

			She was helping Annie and the staff put out the chairs before they had a dinner break. Besides everything else, she was enjoying the camaraderie between the staff. She really felt at home in Glasgow, working with the Sharkeys, but the confusing feelings going around inside her made things more difficult.

			Annie brought her over a bottle of water and sat at the table Logan had finished putting out the seats for. “You look like you could use this.”

			“Thanks.” Logan opened the bottle and took a swig.

			“Is everything alright between you and Nikki?”

			“Yeah, why?”

			“She hasn’t been around, and Jay said Nikki bolted from the club office weeks ago, like there was an argument between you or something.”

			“No, I’d be a fool to argue with the boss,” Logan said. “Everything’s fine. I was just changing my shirt after we found that dealer in the bathroom.” Annie looked at her with questioning eyes. To be honest, Logan didn’t know what more to say, so she said, “I’ll go and put the signs out.”

			“Leave that to the waitstaff.”

			“It’s okay,” Logan said, walking backwards. “I like to keep busy.”

			Logan went to the door and lifted the A-frame display posters from behind it. She carried the first out the door and set it out on the pavement. It was five o’clock and people were heading home from work.

			When she looked over to the other side of the street, she saw Isla coming out of the sweet shop, and it made her smile. She was a happy little girl. Isla spotted her, walked further up the path from the car, and waved.

			Then something caught Logan’s eye. A huge dog that Isla’s guards couldn’t see was being desperately restrained and held by its owner, till it broke free and came bounding towards Isla.

			Logan set off across the street, just managing to dodge some cars. Daisy jumped in front of Isla to protect her, and the dog started fighting with Daisy.

			“Get Isla away!” Logan shouted and got into the middle of the dog fight.

			Isla screamed when she realized what was happening. Daisy was making painful noises too, as the heavy dog wouldn’t let go. Logan was trying to get the dog’s jaws apart and in the process was getting bitten all over her arm.

			The dog finally let go of Daisy and switched its attention fully to Logan. The pain in her arm was tremendous. She pushed her other fingers in the dog’s eyes, and it let go. It ran off, and its owner ran the other way.

			Isla was screaming non-stop.

			Logan turned onto all fours and saw poor Daisy’s injuries. She had bloody gashes on her leg. “Eddie, don’t let Isla see.” Logan realized she was in shock because she couldn’t feel the pain from her bloody, messed-up arm.

			Jay appeared at her side. “Jesus Christ, Logan. What happened?”

			“Get towels…for Daisy. Need to get her to the emergency vet.”

			“Okay, I’m on it.”

			Logan crawled over to Daisy and covered her as best she could, while stroking her head. “You’re a brave girl, Daisy.”

			Isla was still screaming as Eddie tried to get her into the car, but she was sitting on the pavement, hands over her ears, rocking backwards and forwards, refusing to go.

			Jay and Annie came back with piles of towels and more of the bar staff. Jay covered Daisy to keep her warm.

			Logan said, “We need to show Isla that Daisy’s eyes are open and she’s going to be okay.”

			Annie looked at Logan’s arm and went pale. “Have you seen your arm, Logan?”

			Logan grabbed one of the towels and wrapped her arm up. The worrying thing was how little she felt. It was numb. But somewhere in her brain she knew pain was going to explode later. First she needed to take care of Isla and Daisy. “Jay, could you help me carry Daisy to the back seat of the car?”

			Logan stumbled to her feet and, along with Jay, carried Daisy over to the car. Daisy was shaking with shock, but Logan hoped that she had taken the worst of the bites from the aggressive dog. Crowds of people were coming out of the shops to watch and most had their phones trained on Daisy or on Isla. It was time to get Isla away from there.

			“Jay, let’s put Isla in the back seat with Daisy,” Logan said.

			“Right, Annie, get Isla into the car.” Then she shouted to her staff, “And stop them from taking video.”
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        * * *

      

			Tee, who guarded Isla with Eddie, started the car and they drove off. Isla held onto Logan like a limpet, and Daisy’s head lay on her knee. Daisy was whining, but hopefully once she got some painkillers and vet attention she would be okay.

			Eddie turned around in the front seat. “According to satnav, the hospital is five minutes away.”

			From her meltdown, Isla had now shut down. She was holding on to Logan for dear life.

			“It’s okay, Isla. We’ll be at the vet hospital soon.”

			Isla gave no acknowledgement but to squeeze Logan’s arm more tightly.

			The car stopped, and Eddie opened the back door. “Should I take Daisy, Logan?”

			“Yes, I’ll hold on to Isla.” It was funny, but in the space of time since the accident, the Sharkey staff were following her lead and listening to her natural authority.

			“Isla, we’re here. Let’s get Daisy into the vet.” Isla clung to her as they led the way in. “Let me hold open the door for Eddie.”

			When they got into the reception, two vet nurses and a vet were waiting for them. Annie had called and said they would be arriving shortly.

			The vet stroked Daisy’s head and said, “Who’s this pretty girl?”

			“It’s Daisy. She’s Isla’s service dog, and she protected her from a huge dog that was running at Isla.”

			“A brave girl. Right, let’s get Daisy in and get her assessed.”

			The vet looked at Logan’s arm, wrapped in a blood-soaked towel. “Looks like you need to be seen too. I’d get to A&E as quickly as possible.”

			“I need to see how Daisy is first.”

			“If you insist.” She turned to the reception staff and said, “Get some antibacterial wipes and some fresh towels.”

			A short time later one of the staff, a man called Toby, brought exactly what she needed. He offered to clean up her arm in a private room, but that would mean leaving Isla. “I’ll just change the towel. It’s not as bad as it looks,” Logan lied.

			The shock that had been protecting her from the pain was now gone, and her whole arm was a raging mess of hot throbbing raw pain. Logan indicated to Eddie to talk to Isla to keep her from seeing her arm. The towel coming off was agony, but she had to keep it together for Isla.

			Logan dropped the bloody towel into the rubbish bag the vet nurse brought over. By the looks of it, her arm would need a lot of stitches and time to heal. She was going to be out of action for a while.

			“Logan?” Isla said. “Thank you for helping Daisy.”

			Logan pulled Isla into a hug. “Anytime, Isla. Eddie, could you ask Tee to get me some painkillers from a shop?”

			“No problem, and some bottles of water for everyone too.” Eddie stood up and walked over to Tee.

			Tee left and came back ten minutes later with the painkillers. Even as Logan swallowed them, she knew they probably wouldn’t touch the pain she was in.

			About twenty minutes later, Nikki came charging into the reception with Jamsey. “What happened?”

			Isla ran to her mum’s arms in floods of tears and tried to tell her mum what happened through big sobs.

			Nikki was on her knees, rubbing Isla’s back. She glanced over at Logan and her arm. Blood was already seeping through the white towel.

			“What happened?”

			“Big dog…” Isla’s sobs made it difficult to understand.

			Eddie took up the story. “We stopped at Sweet Surprise as we usually do on Friday. When we came out, a huge dog came hurtling around the corner going straight for Isla. Daisy jumped in front of Isla to protect her, and the dog attacked Daisy. I didn’t realize Logan had spotted the dog and was already running towards them and ran across the road. Logan jumped into the fight and somehow got its jaws off Daisy.”

			“Daisy and Logan are heroes, Mum,” Isla said.

			Nikki met Logan’s eyes. “They are.” She’d had no doubt in her mind that Logan was brave, but to put herself in danger like this showed Nikki how brave she was.

			“I told her to go to accident and emergency,” Eddie said, “but she insists she has to wait till she hears how Daisy is.”

			Nikki said, “Isla, sit beside Eddie while I talk to Logan.” Isla walked away with Eddie and Nikki sat down next to Logan.

			“I can’t thank you enough, Logan. You risked everything to protect Isla and Daisy.”

			“I would do it again in a heartbeat.”

			Nikki’s heart skipped a beat. It wasn’t meant to be doing that. “Let me see your arm.”

			“It’s fine.” Logan held her arm defensively.

			“Logan, I insist on seeing,” Nikki said firmly.

			“I don’t take well to instruction, remember?” Logan said with sarcasm in her voice.

			Nikki gave her a slight smile. “Come on, show me.”

			“I don’t want Isla to see.” Logan turned to the side away from Isla and raised the towel slowly. Nikki saw the pain in Logan’s face, as some of the blood had dried and was sticking to the towel like glue.

			Nikki was shocked at the mess of her injured arm. “Your arm is a mess,” Nikki said.

			“It’ll heal,” Logan said.

			“Maybe not well enough to fight.”

			“I don’t want to fight any more, no matter what Jimmy has said to you, and when this heals, I’ll still be able to coach.”

			“We can talk about your future another time, but be assured we will look after you. That dog could have killed Isla, and we always look after those that show loyalty to the family.”

			Logan was surprised when Nikki took her good hand and squeezed it. She gulped and said, “Daisy is the hero. She’s not even bred to be a guard dog, and she risked her life to protect Isla.”

			“She is. If she doesn’t pull through, I don’t know how Isla will cope with it. Daisy is everything to her,” Nikki said.

			“I know how important service dogs are to autistic children.”

			“Do you have a family member with autism?” Nikki asked.

			Logan hesitated. “Someone I care about, but I haven’t known about it for very long. I’ve been doing research online. I want to understand.”

			The vet came out of the consulting room. “Daisy’s mum?”

			Nikki stood up immediately. “Yes, she’s my daughter’s service dog.”

			Isla ran over and leaned into Logan.

			“We’ve stopped the bleeding now and given Daisy some painkillers, so she’s comfortable. But she’s going to need stitches and some careful looking after.”

			“Is there any danger to her leg?” Nikki asked.

			The vet lowered her voice. “No, it could have been much worse if your friend here hadn’t jumped in between the two dogs. She’s taken the worst of it. With antibiotics and care, Daisy should be okay.”

			Nikki let out a sigh of relief and looked back at Logan. “Thank you.”

			The vet added, “I have to say Daisy’s a brave girl, but after what she’s been through, she may lose confidence to work as a service dog.”

			Nikki looked at the vet’s name tag. “Stella, I will do or pay anything to get Daisy better for my daughter. We will look after her no matter what.”

			Stella nodded. “I’m glad you said that because she’s a wee fighter. We’ll keep her in for a day, or two at most, give her antibiotics, and stitch and tend to her wounds. Would you like to bring your daughter in to say goodnight?”

			“Thank you. Isla? Daisy’s going to stay in the animal hospital tonight and have her wound bandaged up, but we can go and say goodnight to her.”

			Isla kept her hold on Logan. “Can Logan come too?”

			“If you like.”

			Logan couldn’t have hoped to get this close to her, or to create such a bond with Hazel’s only child. Again, guilt started to creep into her heart. She was hiding who she was. Isla and Nikki deserved better, but Logan had to keep her mission of the utmost importance.

			When it did finally come out, Logan would just have to face the consequences.
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        * * *

      

			Nikki never thought she could feel such an attachment to a dog she wasn’t originally keen on having in the house, but she did. She was moved at the sight of Daisy in her hospital bed, with drips going into her paw.

			The most emotional thing about visiting Daisy was how the staff had taped down her tail, so she wouldn’t wag it and disturb the injury on her hip. But even with the tape and the pain Daisy was feeling, she still wagged it as best she could when she saw Isla.

			Isla was stroking her head and giving Daisy kisses on the snout. “You’re a brave girl, Daisybell.”

			Logan looked at Nikki and said, “Can I?”

			Nikki nodded and Logan went forward to talk to Isla and Daisy. It was strange how Logan had merged into the Sharkey clan so easily, and into Nikki’s own family space. Normally it would take a long time before she would let anyone so close to her family, and especially her daughter, but Logan had proved herself on more than one occasion.

			Logan clearly hadn’t talked about their night together, and particularly the dynamics of their sexual encounter, which could have the power to destroy Nikki’s reputation. If Logan had been working with the McDades, Malky would never have kept his mouth shut.

			Nikki watched as Logan gave Isla and Daisy some soft, healing words. Moreover, she doubted Logan was an undercover police officer—no one could do what Logan had done, just acting a part. Besides, the police had left them alone for a long time.

			Since Mack was arrested and jailed for beating up the man who tried to drug Isla, they had waited for a resumption of the gang wars of the past between the Sharkeys and the McDades. But no, Nikki didn’t engage in any war. She waited and waited till things had gone quiet, set up her man in the McDade family, and at the right time she would act. Logan was who she said she was, and if not, then she would be quietly removed from the game.

			One of the vet nurses said, “We’ll get Daisy bandaged up now, if you don’t mind?”

			“Of course,” Nikki said. “Isla, give Daisy a kiss goodnight.”

			Isla stroked Daisy’s ears. “You be a good girl and get better.”

			“She’ll be the best girl,” Logan said.

			Even Nikki, the coolest of people, leaned over and said, “You get better, Daisy Sharkey. Isla needs you.” When she stood back up, Logan smiled at her. So much for her tough reputation. “Let’s go. Look after her, Stella.”

			“We will.”

			When they walked out into reception, her mum and dad were waiting for them with their own security people. Nikki doubted the vet hospital had ever seen such a collection of the Glasgow underworld before.

			Isla ran to her granny’s and granda’s arms, new tears falling from her eyes. After a few long hugs and cuddles, Nikki’s dad came straight over to Logan and Nikki and shook Logan by her good hand.

			“Thank you for what you did—Eddie and Murdo told us. You have saved our little girl. We will never forget what you did.”

			“You’re welcome, Mr. Sharkey.”

			Nikki said, “I need to put my credit card on the vet’s computer so Daisy can have any treatment she needs without delay, and then get Logan to the hospital.”

			“I’ve already handled the payment,” her dad said. “They have my card.”

			It didn’t really matter who paid, they were both very wealthy, but Nikki recognized her dad’s need to take care of this bill. It was really about taking care of Isla.

			“Thanks, Da.”

			Then Nikki’s mum came over and kissed Logan on the cheek. “Logan, we haven’t met before, but I can’t tell you how grateful I am.”

			Logan wasn’t used to so much attention. “I’m just glad I was there.”

			“Oh, your poor arm,” her mum said. “You should be at the hospital.”

			“She insisted on wating until we saw Daisy was settled. I’m taking her now,” Nikki said.

			“I can go myself. You don’t have to take the time out of your evening.”

			“We’re going.” Nikki turned to her mum and said, “Can you take Isla…”

			Logan’s vision started to narrow and then go black, and then nothing.

			





    
            Chapter Fourteen





			Logan heard voices getting closer, then became aware of a harsh bright light in her eyes. She flickered her eyes open and recognized the voices belonged to Nikki and someone else.

			“No, she hasn’t any family, as far as I know.”

			“So no next of kin?”

			Logan used all of her energy to sit up in what she now realized was a bed in a hospital cubicle. “No next of kin,” she said breathily.

			“Oh, she’s back with us,” Nikki said.

			The nurse who was talking to Nikki walked the few steps to her. “Hi Logan. I’m Sophie, one of the nurses here in casualty. I was just trying to get some personal details from your friend, Ms. Sharkey. Do you have family or next of kin we can let know you’re here?”

			“No. There was only my grandpa, and he died recently.”

			“You can put my name down if you like. I’m her employer,” Nikki said.

			Sophie looked at Logan and said, “Is that what you’d like?”

			“Yeah, that’s fine.”

			“Okay, we’ll be back shortly to stitch up your wounds,” Sophie said.

			“Can I go home afterwards?”

			“No, you lost a fair amount of blood. We want to keep you in overnight to give you some blood and some antibiotics. Infection is a big risk from dog bites.”

			“Tomorrow morning, then?” Logan hated hospitals.

			“If you have someone at home, maybe. We’ll see how things go.”

			“But—”

			Before Logan could get her words out, Nikki said, “She’ll be staying with me for a couple of days.”

			“Great. We’ve given you pain relief, so it should be kicking in soon.”

			Once Sophie left, Logan said, “Why did you say that?”

			Nikki moved her chair closer to the bed. “I told you, our family will look after you. Can you imagine what would have happened to Isla if you hadn’t run over there?” Nikki had replayed the scene over and over again in her head. It tortured her. “And if you hadn’t helped Daisy, my daughter would be going through torment right now.”

			“I don’t need thanks—it was just the right thing to do. Anyone would have done the same thing.”

			“Are you kidding? In the world we live in, people are more likely to get their phones out and record it,” Nikki said.

			Logan nodded.

			“Besides, you risked injuring your hands and arms. I know how important those are to a boxer.”

			“I’m not a boxer any more. I coach,” Logan said firmly.

			Logan appeared to have some sort of issue about boxing in the ring again. Hopefully she could get to the bottom of it. Nikki was itching to ask one thing before the nurse came back. “Logan? Why didn’t you tell anyone about what happened between us?”

			“Why would I do that?”

			Nikki had panicked when she came down from the high of her lust. Nothing had mattered but having Logan touch her, fuck her, but when she came down to earth, alarm bells started ringing. What a fool she had been. She felt naked, exposed in a way she never had before. She waited for the fallout day by day, the sniggers, the laughing behind her back. But it never came.

			“You know my reputation.”

			Logan grimaced with the pain. “You think people would think you’re weak if they knew what you liked sexually.”

			“It isn’t what I like,” Nikki said sharply while trying not to be too loud. “It was a one-night thing. I told you that. A thing to explore one time, and it’s over now.”

			“I forgot you like passive masculine women who bore you,” Logan said.

			Anger built inside Nikki, and she had to remember where they were and why they were here. A woman had never made her feel as strong a feeling as this anger. Anger laced with passion that made her want to both kill Logan and kiss her all at once.

			But just as she was going to rip into Logan, Logan said, “I didn’t say anything because it’s private. Between you and me. Something special between us, and I’ll never give that knowledge up to anyone. It’s ours.”

			Nikki was caught off guard by that reply. Totally shocked. She didn’t know what to say. Luckily the nurse came in at that moment.

			“You all ready to be stitched up?”

			“As I’ll ever be.”

			Nikki stood up and got out of the way. “Will Logan be going straight up to her ward once you’ve finished?”

			“Once a bed becomes free.”

			“I’ll call you later then, Logan. Then you’ll be picked up in the morning,” Nikki said.

			“Look, I’m fine. You don’t need to.”

			“I want to. So that’s what’s going to happen.”

			Sophie said, “Have you registered with a doctor’s practice since you’ve moved to Scotland?”

			“No, why?” Logan asked.

			“You’ll need to have your stitches and dressings checked every two or three days.”

			Nikki answered for her. “My family uses a private doctor’s practice. She’ll go there.”

			“I won’t.”

			“Logan, you won’t get registered with an NHS doctor quickly enough. Just let me give the nurse the details, and we can work out everything later.”

			“Fine.”

			Logan was so stubborn. Nikki was used to women who enjoyed her showering money on them. Logan didn’t appear to be impressed by it.

			Nikki wrote out the contact details and said, “I’ll call you later.”
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        * * *

      

			“I’m just about to call her, Mum. I’ll find out.” Nikki was on the phone to her mum, who was fretting about Logan.

			“Make sure she’s taken care of, Nikki. She saved our little girl, and Daisy. I hope to God that beautiful dog won’t have any fears after this. Isla needs her so much.”

			“Daisy’s a strong girl, and Isla’s love will heal her.”

			“Daisy is brave as a lion,” her mum added.

			“The vet said to call in the morning. First thing. I’ll let you know how she is.”

			“You said Logan has no family?” her mum asked.

			“No, not even a next of kin. I did a background check on her when she first came to work for us, and she was clean, as far as we could tell,” Nikki said.

			“I know it’s your and your dad’s nature to be cautious. But would someone from the McDades or the police put themselves in such danger just to win your confidence?”

			Nikki had the same question running around her mind, but her mum didn’t know about the private night they had together. She had given Logan the power to embarrass her at the least, and she hadn’t.

			She remembered the way Logan had explained it.

			“I didn’t say anything because it’s private. Between you and me. Something special between us, and I’ll never give that info up to anyone. It’s ours.”

			That did something to Nikki that she couldn’t explain at the moment. The words knocked at her steel core and softened just a part of it. A brick hammered out, not by strength, not by overpowering her, but by gentleness, care, integrity, loyalty.

			It was hard for Nikki to work out why Logan had confused her since she first met her. Nikki liked to see and be ten steps ahead of herself, but Logan made her unstable, and she didn’t know what was coming next. An uncomfortable but exciting thing for her.

			“Well? What do you think?” her mum said.

			Nikki had been distracted by her thoughts about Logan again. “Sorry, Mum, I was distracted.”

			“I asked would Logan allow herself to be hurt like that just to find a way into our family?”

			“I would like to think not, but I’ll still take precautions.”

			“But look after her. She has no family, Nikki.”

			“I will, I will. She’s staying here for a couple of nights, and then I’m going to give her one of the apartments in my Sharkey Towers.”

			Sharkey Towers was a humorous nickname that her cousin Mack gave her building, just to make her cringe.

			“Good. I don’t like the idea of her being alone in the flat above the gym.”

			“You’re doing your mother hen thing,” Nikki said.

			“I don’t care. I feel awful that she doesn’t have a family. Family is everything. Imagine how you would feel?”

			Family was everything, and life would be miserable without all the people she loved.

			“I know, Ma. Let me phone her. Are you sure Isla is okay?”

			“Perfectly,” her mum said. “She’s fast asleep with Dexter cuddling up with her.”

			“Okay, I’ll let you know how Daisy is and when to send Isla home. I just want to get Logan settled first,” Nikki said.

			“Night night for now.” Her mum hung up.

			Nikki wandered over to the kitchen and started to make a cup of tea. This was a hell of a risk she was taking. Before she met Logan, Nikki wouldn’t have ever done this in her wildest dreams, opening up her home and her family to someone she hardly knew. But she trusted her.

			Logan had proved herself loyal a few times over, and especially after today, Nikki felt she had to trust her.

			Nikki took her cup of tea over to the kitchen island and sat on one of the bar stools there. She thought it might be better to text Logan first, in case she was being seen by a doctor or something.

			Nikki typed, Are you free to talk?

			A quick reply came back. Not really. I’m in a ward with six elderly women who are looking at me like the nurses have put a man in their ward by mistake, and I’m planning to attack them or something.

			Nikki sighed. I’m sorry. I’m sure it’ll only be for tonight.

			Logan replied, It’s okay. I’m used to it. One of the daily hazards for a masculine-presenting woman. Be eyed with suspicion.

			Nikki felt angry on Logan’s behalf. She was very aware of this, given her type of woman. It must be magnified in a hospital ward situation. If you were staying in for longer, I’d have you moved to a private hospital with a private room. All you need to do is get blood and antibiotics into you, and I’ll pick you up from hospital tomorrow.

			Logan replied, Will you let me know how Daisy is in the morning?

			Nikki texted, I will. Goodnight then. I hope you get some sleep, and thanks again for what you did.

			Logan replied, Stop saying thank you. I did what any decent person would. Goodnight.

			Nikki put her phone down on the kitchen island and took a sip of tea. That was the problem, especially in Nikki’s type of business. There were no decent people.

			There was one thing for sure. No matter who or what Logan was, she was worming her way into Nikki’s life, and she couldn’t wait to see her tomorrow.
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        * * *

      

			Logan was dressed and ready in five minutes as soon as the doctor gave her the okay to leave. She’d had enough of being the object of fascination in her ward and couldn’t wait to walk out of the hospital.

			Once ready, one of the nurses gave her a prescription to fill in the hospital pharmacy. Some more antibiotics and some bandages to take to the doctor for dressing changes.

			Logan thanked the nurse and made her way down to the first floor where the pharmacy was located. While she waited, she texted Jamsey, who was picking her up. I’m at the pharmacy. Won’t be long till I’m out.

			No hurry we’ll be here.

			Normally Logan would push against all this fuss. She was very independent. But it got her into the inner sanctum of Nikki and Isla’s life. Time with Isla was precious, and she wanted to make sure Isla was happy with the Sharkeys, and she had grown attached to her in the short time she had known her. Hazel would be so proud.

			But Logan was now confused at her endgame in this. Before she came here, it was to rescue Hazel’s child from nefarious gangsters and take revenge on her killers. Now that it was clear the McDades killed her, she had to take her revenge and get out of Scotland all on her own. But that would mean never seeing Isla again, never seeing Nikki again.

			Logan would never have anticipated leaving Nikki would cause any discomfort, but it did. Making love with her changed something inside her. She didn’t want to overanalyse what that was yet, but it was there.

			But the time would come when she had to leave, and leave them both behind. God knew what Nikki would do or how she would take the news that she had lied to get into Isla’s life. Kill her and throw her in the Clyde, no doubt.

			There was one good piece of news this morning. Nikki texted her to say that Daisy was much better, and she was recovering well but needed to stay a few more days in hospital before she got home.

			Thank God Daisy was okay. It was clear to see Isla needed Daisy’s company, and Logan would do it all over again just to see her smile.

			“Logan Power?”

			“Yes, that’s me,” Logan said.

			She went up to the window and got the medication, and the pharmacist talked her through her meds.

			Logan put them in her bag, then took the lift up to the main entrance. To her surprise, Jamsey and Murdo were waiting for her there.

			Uh-oh. Had they found her out?

			When she approached them, both men saw her and had big smiles on their faces.

			“Logan, let me shake your hand,” Jamsey said.

			“Yeah,” Murdo agreed, “Jay said you were brand new, and she was right.”

			Logan hadn’t heard that local slang before, but she assumed it meant a good thing. “Thanks but…”

			“Naw man,” Jamsey said, “you saved Isla and little Daisy. You’re one of us now.”

			Now she had passed some sort of Sharkey test, and again it made her feel guilty to lie by omission to these people. They might be part of the Glasgow underworld, but the staff she had met so far were good people, and they didn’t harm the weak, like the McDades did. Their biggest selling point was how loved and protected Isla was. No one was going to get to her, and that was all that mattered to Logan.

			“Thanks, so are you taking me to my flat?”

			Jamsey shook his head. “The doc told the boss you need to be around people for a few days. We’re going to the boss’s apartment.”

			She knew that was the deal, but since Nikki wasn’t here, Logan thought she’d try her luck.

			When they got out of the hospital, two blacked-out SUVs waited in the pickup and drop-off spaces. Those around them were giving disapproving looks.

			“Murdo? You go in front, I’ll go in the backup car.”

			“Got it.”

			Logan wasn’t sure why there was no room for him in this front car, until Murdo opened the door and she saw Nikki sitting there.

			“Stop looking stunned and get in before we get a ticket,” Nikki said.

			Logan climbed in, and the door was shut. “You didn’t need to come.”

			“I’m trying to look after you, is that okay?”

			Logan rubbed her tender arm. “I’m sorry. I’m just used to being independent.”

			“That’s okay. Is this your meds?” Nikki asked.

			“Yeah, and some bandages to show the doctor what kind of dressing they want on it.”

			“Great, I contacted my doctor and got an appointment for two days from now. That’s when you said the dressing needed to be changed, didn’t you?”

			Logan clenched her fist so she didn’t say anything ungrateful, but being so used to running her own life, it was difficult to accept someone else organizing things for her.

			Instead she said, “What is the doctor like?”

			“Dr. Green is excellent. She’s gay and very community minded. She and her team are involved with my mum’s charity drive.”

			“What’s that?” Logan asked.

			“She raises money throughout the year, and it goes towards supplies for the unhoused, and those with drug and alcohol issues. Then she gets doctors, lawyers, mental health workers out to our head office on George Square, to help anyone who needs a hand,” Nikki said.

			“That’s fantastic. Mrs. Sharkey is a kind woman. I saw that last night at the vet.”

			“She was a nurse and loves to help and fuss around people. You should have heard her on the phone to me last night. Make sure Logan has everything she needs. Have you called to see how she is yet? Call me after you find out. Now she’ll fuss around you forever.”

			She is a perfect granny for Isla, Logan thought. When Logan came here, she had the idea she was going to save Hazel’s child from this bad crime family, only to find out that Isla had a perfect family.

			“But she doesn’t know me.”

			Nikki smiled. “You saved two of her babies. You have a surrogate mother for life.”

			Until she knows who I am.

			The guilt and loss of independence were making her feel impotent. This was where she’d wanted to be when she arrived in Glasgow, but now Logan felt so differently.

			“Where do you live?”

			“The Merchant City. We’ll go to your place so you can pack a bag first.”

			From what Logan had gathered since moving here, the Merchant City area and the west end of Glasgow were the most affluent areas.

			“Where’s Isla today?”

			“With my mum and dad. They’ll bring her home later, once I’ve got you settled in.”

			She was going to spend time with Isla. That would be the best thing.

			





    
            Chapter Fifteen





			They got out at the underground parking lot.

			“So, what do you think so far?” Nikki asked.

			“It’s the fanciest block of flats I’ve ever seen.”

			Nikki laughed. “Apartments, darling, apartments.”

			“Sorry, apartments, Ms. Sharkey.”

			Jamsey pressed his finger against the elevator keypad and then pressed for the penthouse suite.

			“How will I get in and out?” Logan asked.

			“Don’t worry, you won’t be locked away. One of the guards will come up and take your fingerprint later,” Nikki said. “We did originally have voice recognition, but let’s just say the voice recognition and a Scottish accent just don’t mix.”

			Murdo shook his head. “You’re not kidding. That witch kept me in here for an hour one time.”

			They all laughed.

			“Anyway,” Nikki said, “you can come up this way from the car park, or in the front doors to the elevators. There’s a reception desk and security guard there if you have any questions.”

			The doors opened onto a plush hallway. Jamsey and Murdo carried Logan’s bags and led the way to the front door. They waited until Nikki pressed her finger against the pad by the door, and Logan heard a click. It must have unlocked.

			“So can anyone with their fingerprint registered with security get in any lock in the whole building?” It didn’t seem to be that secure.

			“No, not at all. Everyone has a different security clearance, programmed to their fingerprint. On the ground floor, there’s a security room, manned twenty-four hours a day, with cameras everywhere. So it’s an extremely safe building.”

			Nikki led them into a corridor that had a shoe rack for Isla and a bike and a scooter. Logan smiled. Isla had everything that she and Hazel never had.

			“Boys, just leave Logan’s bags on the couch.”

			“Nae bother, boss,” Jamsey said.

			At the end of the hallway, they walked into a beautiful open plan living area. The kitchen faced a large, amazingly soft couch, with a big TV on the wall. To the left of the kitchen was a dining room table.

			“This is a beautiful apartment, Nikki.”

			“Thank you. We like it.”

			This was more than she could have imagined Hazel’s child could have, before coming up to Scotland, especially compared to how she and Hazel were brought up. Isla had round the clock security protecting her, everything money could buy. What else could she hope for? Although Nikki told her there had been two attempts on her life, the real villains, the ones who needed to pay for Hazel’s death and the attempted murder of her daughter, were the McDades. Logan vowed to herself to get revenge on their leader, Malky McDade, in Hazel’s name.

			“Let me show you your room.”

			From the living area they walked down another hallway past two doors, one that had a sign saying Isla’s Room, to a door at the end.

			“This is your room,” Nikki said.

			For a spare bedroom, this was huge. Room for a king size bed, built-in wardrobes, and furniture.

			For someone from her background, this standard of living was only something you saw on TV.

			“I hope you’ll be comfortable here.”

			Logan dropped her bag on the bed. “I appreciate you looking out for me, but it’s just for a few days.”

			“My parents would never hear of it. Stay here for a few weeks, just to get rested and make sure your arm is healing well, then we’ll see.”

			“A few weeks? I need to work. I’ll be back to the gym on Monday, so there’s no need.”

			“You are not going back to a sweaty, germ filled environment like the gym. You need to protect yourself from infection. That’s what the doctor at the hospital said.”

			Nikki obviously had no concept of what it was like living hand to mouth. “I have to work. If I don’t go to work, I don’t get paid at the end of the week.” Logan took off her jacket and dropped it on the bed. She saw Nikki’s eyes scanning her upper body and lingering on her arms in her tight T-shirt.

			“Don’t worry, you’ll be paid regardless,” Nikki said dismissively.

			“I don’t take money off rich women. I work for what I have, and I need to train Molly.”

			Nikki crossed her arms. “Don’t be so stubborn. You can’t spar, or have Molly hit the pads with you, or work at the club—you just need to get better and take care of your stitches.”

			Logan walked over to Nikki, close enough to be only a pace apart. Nikki took a step back, but she was against the wall.

			Nikki took an intake of breath.

			“Why am I here? Would Eddie or anyone else, a relative newcomer to your business, be allowed to stay in the Godmother of Glasgow’s home, with her child? Or maybe it’s because you want me to be one of your little toy boys? Because that isn’t me.”

			Even as Logan said the words, she couldn’t help but place her hand on Nikki’s hip. She was exceptionally attracted to Nikki. It was unlike any feeling she’d ever felt with a woman. But the circumstances couldn’t be more wrong. She had to control it.

			Nikki put a hand on Logan’s chest and gently pushed her back. “Not for those reasons. I’m not driven by sex as much as you think. I told you that what happened between us was once and once only. I’m looking after you while you’re injured because you saved my child and saved Daisy. Isla would have had a broken heart if that pup hadn’t survived.”

			Logan respected what she said and stepped back. “Thank you. I’m not used to…”

			“Allowing someone to help you?”

			“Just like you’ve never allowed anyone to touch you like I did?”

			Nikki opened her mouth to say something and shut it again. She opened the door and went to walk out.

			“You’re here because I trust you. You didn’t go running to tell people my business, and you protected my family. Isla is everything to me, and I saw you with her afterwards. She has a connection with you. You make her feel safe. But you can lose my trust in a second. You won’t be able to run as fast as you need to get away from me, if you’re here under false pretences. You get unpacked, and I’ll make some tea.”

			Now Logan knew that there was only one way this ended if she was found out, and she felt like an absolute ungrateful bastard for all the kindness she was being shown. Could kindness and ruthlessness exist together? Logan learned that they could, and she was wrapped up in one beautiful package. Nikki Sharkey would rip her apart if she sniffed out one drop of blood.
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        * * *

      

			Nikki tried to concentrate on the act of making tea, to try to not succumb to the feelings rushing through her. Logan was right to question. Although she’d had a few toy boys, as Logan put it, they’d never stayed in her home. She spoiled them gift-wise and money-wise but never allowed them in her inner sanctum.

			Logan was different in a way she wasn’t ready to think logically about yet. But she did trust her, and trust wasn’t easy for Nikki. It reminded her of the one other time she had trusted someone.

			Isla’s birth mother Hazel. The only other time she had taken a chance on someone, shown faith and had it returned to her, in the biggest blessing of her life, Isla. Usually people disappointed her, but she could sense Logan was different, just like Hazel.

			She heard footsteps on the wooden floor and looked up. Logan had her hands stuffed in her pockets, and a slightly sheepish expression on her face.

			“Listen, I’m sorry. I sounded ungrateful. I just…need to work. It’s part of who I am.”

			That declaration made Nikki like her, want her even more. All the women she was with in her lifetime had been interested in the money. Logan had pride, and that was to be admired.

			“I understand. I’m used to barking orders and people generally going along with it. I didn’t give you the chance to disagree.”

			Logan sat up on a kitchen bar stool. “It’s okay. I know you were just trying to help.”

			Nikki smiled and gave Logan her cup. “But we know you don’t like taking instruction.”

			Logan returned that smile and stirred her tea. “Not so much to the outside world. There I don’t mind you being my boss, but behind closed doors, in the bedroom, that’s different.”

			Nikki’s cheeks felt searingly hot as she remembered being bent over the side of the boxing ring, as Logan took control of her body.

			She cleared her throat. “So…you don’t have any family at all, or just that you don’t keep in contact with them?”

			“None. They’re all gone. My grandpa, who you know about, died not long before I came up here. I’d been helping look after him for a long time, juggling boxing training, working a part-time job, and fighting. I had to pay caregivers just so I could train.”

			“Then you got your title shot?” Nikki asked.

			“Yeah. He needed round-the-clock care, and I’d always promised him that I’d never put him into a nursing home. It terrified him. Grandpa had a bad experience with his own mother and a nursing home. She suffered elder abuse in there, and when he found out about it, he took her home for her final few weeks,” Logan explained.

			“That’s sad. We were fortunate to have our granny stay in a self-contained flat next to my parents’ house.”

			“That’s why I wanted my shot at the title. To bring some good money into our lives and use it for Grandpa’s care. But he went downhill too rapidly.”

			Nikki took a sip of tea and said, “Most people would have followed their dream. It must have taken a lot to give it up.”

			“I had to. Family is everything. I would do anything for my family. Protect them against anyone no matter how dangerous,” Logan said.

			“On that we agree wholeheartedly.”

			Logan put both hands around her mug and looked down. “He gave his life up for us, for me. My mum and dad had terrible substance abuse problems, and we were in care until Grandpa came and took us home with him. Took me away from a really bad situation.”

			“You said we again. Did you have siblings?”

			Logan suddenly became nervous and rubbed her hands together. “Uh…a foster sister. She was older than me, and she left care years before me. We were family, even if not biologically. Grandpa and I lost touch with her.”

			“I’m sorry. I don’t have any siblings, but my cousin Mack is like a sister to me. We grew up together.”

			“The one that owns Dexter and just got married?” Logan asked.

			“That’s the one.” There was a beep on Nikki’s Apple Watch. “Looks like the Sharkey clan have arrived.” Nikki held up her watch. “Security cameras.”

			Isla came bustling in, talking non-stop and desperate to tell them all her news.

			“Hey, slow down. You’re going too fast.”

			Isla hugged her mother and ran and gave Logan a hug.

			“Watch Logan’s arm,” Nikki’s mum said.

			“It’s okay, Mrs. Sharkey,” Logan said. “Hi you.”

			She gave her a kiss on the cheek. “How are you feeling, Logan? And I’m Chrissy, and Nikki’s da is Thomas.”

			“Em…okay.” Logan wasn’t used to this kind of up-close-and-personal family care. Her grandpa was old school. He showed his care by being there, by making sure there was food on the table. Mothering was not something she had experience of.

			“Chrissy, let our new friend breathe. You’re fussing,” Thomas said.

			“Thomas. She needs a bit of mothering. Look how bad her arm is. You just put that food down and don’t drop it,” Chrissy said.

			Logan looked at Nikki, who just rolled her eyes.

			Again she was struck how this family was so far apart from the crime world they inhabited.

			Thomas was the former head of this crime family, but Chrissy, his wife, had zero fear of him. In fact she appeared to be the boss of the family and let everyone know it, and Thomas and now Nikki headed the business affairs of the family.

			The McDades, Logan imagined, had no love for each other like this.

			Thomas clapped her on the shoulder. “How are you feeling, Logan?”

			“Just a bit sore, sir. I’m okay.”

			“Don’t call me sir. Call me Thomas.”

			Shit. Could she feel any worse? This family were taking her in, and taking care of her, and she was being deceitful.

			“Thank you.”

			Chrissy put her hand on the casserole dishes they had brought. “I brought dinner for you. I know you’re going to visit little Daisy this afternoon, and you’ll just end up getting a takeaway. Logan needs a home-cooked meal. There’s a lasagne and apple crumble. That should keep you going.”

			Isla jumped up and down. “You are going to love Granny’s crumble, Logan.”

			“I bet I will.”

			Nikki walked over to her mum and hugged her. “Thanks, Mum.”

			Logan was led away from Nikki by Isla to the couch in front of the TV. But she could hear Chrissy say, “You make sure you look after her. I have a feeling she needs it.”

			Did she need it? This kind of mother’s care was alien to her. As she listened to Chrissy interact with Nikki, Thomas, and Isla, she felt a warmth inside her. She would never have imagined the west of Scotland’s biggest crime family to have such love coursing through their veins.

			“Logan,” Isla said, “I’m going to pack a bag with some of Daisy’s toys and her favourite blanket.”

			“You do that, munchkin,” Thomas said.

			When she was gone, Thomas said, “That girl is the light of our life, Logan.”

			“I can see that. She’s a sweet little girl.”

			“She’s been through so much, much more than a girl should at her age,” Thomas said.

			“I heard about the McDades and what they did. It’s disgusting, targeting a kid like that,” Logan said.

			“Malky McDade’s father and I had our differences.”

			Logan took it that differences was playing down their criminal turf war.

			“But he would never target the family. Children most of all.”

			Logan nodded. “That’s really low.”

			“They’ve tried to kill our little girl and kidnapped her. She’s been through it. To watch her best friend in the world be mauled was horrific enough, but to lose her would have been more than she could take.”

			“Daisy was the brave one, defending Isla like that,” Logan said.

			“What you did is a debt we can’t repay. What we can do is take you in as one of our own, but”—Thomas moved closer to Logan and she saw ice in his eyes—“if you betray our trust, there will be nowhere you can hide.”

			“Got it, sir.”

			Then the ice disappeared and the warmth came back to his face. When Thomas was the head of the family, he must have struck fear in the hearts of his opponents.

			He gave her a big smile and patted her on the knee. “It’s Thomas, remember?”

			





    
            Chapter Sixteen





			That afternoon Malky stood with his lawyer outside a car washing business.

			“Malky, this is a perfect fit for you. Especially with your new influx of cash.”

			Malky glanced at his lawyer. Gary was short, wore a matching three piece suit with a pink bow tie, and was full of his own self-importance.

			Gary was not the sort of man you would imagine doing legal work for a gangland villain, but his father was the family lawyer before him and had the family’s trust. Besides, Gary liked to feel he was one of them. One of the McDade boys feared by many by association.

			“You can see how busy it is. It’s doing great business.”

			There was a long line of cars waiting to take their turns. Washers scrubbed the cars before they made their way through the car wash.

			“It’s easy money on the face of it,” Gary said.

			It had been the right move to ask his lawyer for advice on how to move his product. Malky could see the whole plan laid out in front of him. “And under the surface, a fucking great way to launder money.”

			“Exactly,” Gary said.

			He looked over at the booth where the customers paid. It was like the drive-through window at McDonald’s. He could offer to serve more than car washes for an extra price. A perfect way to move the new merchandise he was distributing.

			“You said there’s a few of these places?” Malky asked.

			“Yes, four around the outskirts of the city.”

			“And who owns them?”

			Gary pointed to a man standing next to one of his guys, next to the pay booth. “The man over there. His family own it, but we can make him an offer he can’t refuse, as they say.”

			Malky looked at Gary and said flatly, “I can, Gary, not we.”

			Gary was flustered now. “Yes, you, absolutely.”

			This was excellent. A step up from the taxis, florists, and tanning salons he owned.

			He patted Gary on the shoulder, and he flinched. It was always good to keep him on unsteady ground.

			“Well done, Gary. Go and make the deal.”

			Gerry came up behind him. “Malky…”

			“What?”

			“I’ve had a message from our guys at Top Black. Kenny Evans wants to meet with you.”

			“Kenny as in Sharkey Kenny?”

			Gerry nodded. “He’s left the Sharkeys and wants to talk.”

			“No one leaves the Sharkeys, especially one of their Head Men. If I meet him, I’ll get a bullet in the head.”

			“He says he’ll meet on your terms, wherever you say, but he has business he thinks you’ll be interested in.”

			This didn’t feel right. He had been waiting for retaliation for kidnapping that bitch of Mack the Knife’s and Nikki’s daughter, but there had been nothing. Was this the first step in the revenge plan?

			He wouldn’t know unless he heard Kenny’s story. “Tell him we’ll meet at Top Black, Wednesday night at nine.”

			“Okay. I’ll do that now.”

			“What are you up to, Nikki?”
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        * * *

      

			Logan doubted the pet superstore had ever had someone like Nikki and her entourage walk through their doors, but Nikki needed to buy some things for Daisy so she could come home.

			The eager salesperson walked next to Nikki, while Jamsey and Murdo pushed two trolleys behind them. Isla was in front with her iPad, where she had made a list of things Daisy would need.

			Logan was just lapping up this family time together. Pain or no pain, getting to take part in Isla’s life was priceless. She couldn’t take the smile from her face.

			“Daisy needs a bigger soft bed, so she can stretch out.”

			When the sales assistant went to guide Isla to the dog beds, Nikki walked up beside Logan. “Isla loves lists. It’s a way of helping her cope with coming to places like this.”

			Logan looked around and realized the stressors that were everywhere for Isla. The lights, all sorts of different dogs barking and making noise, their humans stopping to chat with each other, and the noise of children running around.

			“It’s a good way to cope. Before I knew Isla, I never knew the obstacles coming to a shop would cause.”

			Nikki sighed. “It’s been such a learning curve for me, for all the family. We’ve all made mistakes, but Flora, my cousin’s wife, has helped her so much.”

			“I think you’re a great mum.”

			Did the Godmother of Glasgow just blush? Nikki had such a sweet side that Logan was sure not many people knew existed.

			“I don’t know about great, but I do my best. I don’t feel like I spend enough time just focusing on her. There’s always another business call to deal with.”

			“I’m sure most parents think that. Believe me, from someone who was brought up in the care system, you are giving her the best life.”

			Just then, Isla came running to them with her hands on her ears. She wrapped her arms around Nikki.

			“What is it, cutie pie?”

			“School people.”

			Nikki appeared to get it immediately. “It’s okay. We’ll get Jamsey to get the rest of the list.”

			Logan looked around and saw a group of high school kids that had come in on their lunch hour to look at the animals. They only were laughing and joking, maybe a bit rowdy.

			She got down on one knee to talk to Isla. “It’s okay, you’re safe.” Logan looked up at Nikki and said, “What’s wrong?”

			“She has some trauma from her old school. The noise and boisterousness from the kids takes her back to that.”

			“Hey, Isla? Do you want to hold my hand and we can pick out what you need? Or do you want to wait in the car while Jamsey gets everything?”

			Isla looked up at her mum, who nodded, then back to Logan.

			“No one will ever hurt you while I’m here,” Logan said.

			Isla took her hand, and Logan had never felt such happiness. Isla trusted her.

			“Let’s go.”
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        * * *

      

			Nikki checked the oven and poured herself a glass of wine. Isla was on the sofa drawing a welcome home picture for Daisy, and Logan was on her knees putting together the dog crate she’d bought for Daisy’s recovery.

			She gripped the stem of her glass tightly when she saw Logan stretched forward to clip two pieces of the crate together, making her jeans tighten around her buttocks just right. She was beautifully muscular.

			Nikki’s mind wandered and her mind’s eye saw her wrap her legs around those muscular buttocks, as they undulated and thrust inside her. She dropped the glass when Logan pulled her out of her dirty mind with a touch to her arm.

			“Shit.”

			Nikki grabbed kitchen roll and began to clean up the wet mess.

			“Sorry,” Logan said, “I called your name a few times.”

			“It’s okay. I was lost in my thoughts. What’s up?”

			“Do you have any tools? I need a screwdriver for a few parts of this crate.”

			Nikki gulped. She was good with tools too? Could she be a more perfect masc woman? A boxer, muscles to make you drool, and handy around the house.

			“Tools?” Nikki repeated.

			Get a grip.

			“Um…yes. There’s some that Dad keeps here, if I need anything done.”

			Nikki walked to one of the side kitchen cupboards, brought out an old biscuit tin, placed it on the kitchen counter, and took off the lid. “Is there something you can use in here?”

			Nikki didn’t take her other hand off the tin, and Logan’s fingers brushed Nikki’s. Logan looked up at her and smiled.

			“You have exactly what I want.”

			A shiver went through Nikki’s body. Logan took a couple of screwdrivers and put them in her back jeans pocket. As she walked away, Nikki’s eyes hungrily followed her backside.

			Did she have to be so fucking beautifully butch? Nikki had never noticed how sexy that arrogant, masc top energy was. She couldn’t have it, though. That was the most infuriating thing about this whole situation—she couldn’t have the woman who was never far from her thoughts or whose body she hungered for.

			Because she couldn’t give in. If she did, Nikki knew she would just keep going back. There would be no easy couple of one-night stands, because her body was crying out for Logan’s body after the first one.

			Nikki concentrated on being with Isla. After twenty minutes, she heard Logan in the kitchen. She got up and saw her getting a glass of water for her pain meds. She immediately felt bad.

			She walked over to the kitchen. “Are you okay? I should never have let you do this. You only got out of hospital this morning.”

			“I’m fine,” Logan said firmly. “I like to be busy.”

			“I could have asked one of my boys to do it.”

			Nikki got the same look that she got the first time she had said it. “I can put together a dog crate for Isla. Besides, it’s done now.”

			It was strange, Logan came across as almost territorial about fixing it. Weird.

			“Isla,” Logan said, “Daisy’s crate is ready. You want to put it in your room?”

			Isla jumped up and smiled. “Yes.”

			Once Logan swallowed her pills, she went back over to the crate. “Let’s get this in your room.”

			“You aren’t carrying that crate,” Nikki said.

			Logan defiantly lifted the crate and began carrying it to Isla’s bedroom.

			“You’ll rip your stitches out.”

			But Logan wasn’t taking any heed of her. It made Nikki so angry. No one ever turned their back on her when she was giving an instruction, or even just talking to someone. No one did it, but Logan did.

			She had no control over her, and annoyance and anger made Nikki want her even more. But she couldn’t say anything, not in front of Isla.

			Logan put down the crate and found the perfect place for it with the help of Isla. It was straight across from Isla’s bed.

			“You like it here, Isla?” Logan said.

			“Yeah, it means I can watch her and make sure she’s okay during the night.”

			“Get the new crate mat and the blankets we bought,” Nikki said.

			All the things they bought were in bags on Isla’s bed.

			“Hang on,” Logan said, “I’ll get the crate mat in for you because it’s big and awkward.”

			Logan saw the tension on Nikki’s face. But now Nikki realized there was no stopping her.

			Her arm was sore, and she did feel her stitches pulling, but nothing was stopping her from doing this for Isla. She was her nearest thing to family, and she was determined to take care of her as often as she could, because who knew how long she would be in her life.

			She got down on her hands and knees and tried to mask the pain she was feeling, leaning on her arms.

			She looked back and saw Nikki’s eyes caressing her body. Logan knew how much Nikki wanted her. There was a cloak of sexual tension that hung over them when they were close. It was even sexier to know that this powerful woman wanted her.

			This powerful woman wanted her to take control of her body. A slow-burning fire was set after the first time they were together, and every time they were close, the fire was stoked to burn hotter and hotter.

			She finally got the crate mat in place. “It’s your turn, Isla. Make Daisy a warm, cosy bed with the blankets.”

			Nikki stood next to Isla, passing the blankets and helping her decide how to make the comfiest bed.

			Logan took the chance to look around Isla’s bedroom, trying to get to know more about her. It was a beautifully decorated room, and big too. She saw Nikki’s guidance in the decoration.

			Isla had a study desk below the bedroom window with the very latest Apple computer. She clearly had the best of everything. But nothing had shown her that Isla was greedy or demanded things like a lot of rich kids did.

			She smiled at the soft toys on a shelf above Isla’s bed and on her bed. Isla liked being cosy too, it seemed.

			The one thing she did notice was the lack of posters or pictures of pop stars or actors, which you would expect in a kid’s bedroom. Instead she saw a poster showing the family tree of the Kings and Queens of Great Britain, not something you would normally find.

			Then on another wall there were different posters showing the evolution of different kinds of dinosaurs, ancient animals, and sea creatures. This just made Isla all the more precious in Logan’s eyes.

			“Do you think Daisy will find this cosy?” Isla asked them both.

			“She’ll love it,” they both said at the same time.

			Logan gave Nikki a small smile and winked at her. She could see a slight flush to Nikki’s skin. It was good to know she could have such an effect on the powerful Godmother of Glasgow.

			Nikki put her arm around Isla. “Daisy is going to be so comfy.”

			Logan took a couple of the new plush stuffies Nikki had bought at the pet shop and knelt down on one knee next to Isla.

			“The best thing about it is, if Daisy is sore during the night, she can hug her stuffed animals and look over at her favourite person in the world and know she is safe.”

			Isla surprised Logan by throwing her arms around her neck. “Thank you for saving Daisy, Logan.”

			Logan hugged Isla tightly. To be with Isla and share in her life was worth any danger of being found out. Because she loved her already, just as Hazel would have done if circumstances were different. She would take any retribution if it meant being a small part of Isla’s life.

			





    
            Chapter Seventeen





			A few hours later, Logan sat on the couch while Nikki got Isla settled for the night. Nikki explained that Isla had a routine at night that she stuck to, to keep her calm and settled.

			Nikki came out into the living area and said, “Do you want a soft drink? I know you can’t drink with your antibiotics. I’m sorry.”

			“I’m not a big drinker anyway. I’ve trained since I was a teenager. It doesn’t mix with drinking.”

			“Orange and lemonade?” Nikki offered.

			“Yeah, that would be good.” Nikki brought two glasses over and sat down beside her. “Thanks, Nikki.”

			“Thanks for putting up the crate. Are you sure you’re okay?” Nikki pointed at her arm.

			“It’s painful, but it would be no matter what I did. Oh, I set up the artificial grass pad on the balcony for you.”

			Since Daisy wouldn’t be able to get up and down stairs from the bedroom very quickly, Nikki bought an artificial pee pad, which was hygienic and could be more easily used by Daisy upstairs.

			Nikki brought her legs up underneath her and leaned her arm against the back of the sofa. “You are always helpful,” Nikki said, smiling.

			“I’m used to being busy, and you’ve been kind to me, bringing me here. I maybe sounded like I wasn’t grateful earlier.”

			Nikki leaned her hand against her head. She was opening up to Logan more and more. “Call it masc pride?” Nikki asked.

			Logan chuckled. “Something like that. So,” Logan asked, “is Isla’s night-time routine connected to her autism?”

			“Yes. She’s struggled since she was a baby. She never liked night-time. I used to walk the floor every night, trying to calm her down, and my mum stayed over a lot to help. It was hard to run a business with a few hours of sleep.”

			It was probably a bad idea, but Logan couldn’t not ask. “Was her other mum not with you?”

			Nikki raised an eyebrow. “You make assumptions. Maybe I had a boyfriend or husband?”

			Logan pulled her leg up on the couch so she was facing Nikki. “I don’t think men were ever in the picture for you, and yeah, I do make assumptions.”

			Nikki smiled briefly, then said seriously, “You’re right. But let’s just say Isla’s other mum hasn’t been in the picture since she was a baby.”

			Logan knew not to push it if she wanted to keep getting closer to Nikki and Isla. “Got it. So how did she get better?”

			Nikki took a sip of her drink. “Well, music and the TV helped her go to sleep more calmly. I didn’t like the TV on at night, but as she got older, she enjoyed audiobooks of her favourite children’s stories. Then with her therapist, we set a routine that she watches a movie or TV show, then switches to an audiobook, and then when it’s time for sleep, she plays nature sounds on her phone, so that everything is calm for her.”

			“She likes routines?”

			“Yes, if a routine changes, she panics.”

			Logan took a chance and squeezed Nikki’s hand. “It must have been hard for you. Dealing with everything on your own.”

			“It was a learning process.”

			Logan watched Nikki’s eyes zero in on their hands. It must be new to her, someone comforting her.

			Nikki pulled away. Logan suspected that Nikki had never let anyone touch her or be close to her, in a loving way, other than her family.

			“Who is going to look after Daisy during the day?” Logan asked.

			“Oh, Melanie. She’s my cleaner and a bit more. She quite often babysits Isla after school if my mum isn’t available. Mel and her family are trusted by the family. Her mum cleans for my mum and dad, and her son is one of my dad’s bodyguards.”

			Logan nodded her head. “It’s good you have people you trust.”

			“Trust is everything in my business,” Nikki said.

			Logan squirmed in her seat. She was so dead when Nikki found out about her. She wanted to change the subject completely.

			“The posters in Isla’s room, is that what she loves, history and ancient animals?”

			“Yes, that’s her thing. Quite different than most girls, but we love her for her difference,” Nikki said.

			“Love her difference. That’s a really nice way to put it. I can see how you all love her. She’s found a perfect home with you.”

			Nikki narrowed her eyes.

			Shit.

			“I mean, she was born to the right family.” Logan grimaced at the building pain in her arm.

			“You’re in a lot of pain, aren’t you?” Nikki said, “You should have never put that crate together.”

			“It’s fine,” Logan said as she got her painkillers out of her pocket.

			“It’s not fine. I could have gotten my dad or one of the boys to do it.”

			“No, it was important to me,” Logan said more firmly than she should have.

			Nikki looked at her quizzically. “Why?”

			Logan couldn’t say because Isla felt like family, that it was her place to do things like that for her. So she gave another reason. “Because you’re letting me into your home, paying for a private doctor. I can’t hope to pay you back for all of that, so I need to help any way I can.”

			Nikki shook her head and laughed. “I was right earlier when I said your masc pride, butch pride, whatever. Can’t you just accept a woman who is grateful to you helping you out?”

			Logan was annoyed at that remark, and Nikki’s laughter. It took a lot for Logan to take monetary help. It wasn’t a laughing matter. “Just like you can’t accept someone holding your hand and sharing an emotional moment with them, because you think sharing emotions with someone is weakness? That’s why you keep your little one- or two-night stands with young woman who bore you.”

			Nikki had fire in her eyes. “Do you know what would happen to my family if I showed any kind of weakness? We’d lose everything my family has worked for generations to build up. I’m the first woman to lead my family, and although my family never doubted me for one second, the rest of the businesses, gangs, families, expected me to be a pushover who would crash and burn. I’ve spent every second proving them wrong. There’s families and businesses that would take what we have at the first sign of weakness. I will never let that happen.”

			“Spoken like the true Godmother of Glasgow.”

			Logan started to walk away, but just before she turned the corner and walked down the hall, she turned round and said, “You forget that I’ve seen underneath that. I’ve seen the person that likes to give over control.”

			“Is that a threat?”

			Logan laughed ruefully. “You really have not listened to a word I’ve said since we met.”

			Then she walked to the spare bedroom.
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        * * *

      

			Nikki looked in on Isla. She was fast asleep. Nikki walked along the hallway and paused outside the spare bedroom door. She had been a fool and could have handled things so differently.

			She put her palm against the door and closed her eyes. Nikki was scared. Of all the women she had known in her life, Logan had gotten under her skin, in such a short time, and with no effort.

			Nikki shook her head and walked to her bedroom. She sat on her bed and let out a breath. No one except family had ever lived with her, and it felt so warm, so right having her here, and it scared her.

			You hardly know this woman, Nikki told herself.

			She got changed for bed and slipped under the covers. As she lay in the darkness, all she could see was Logan. What was it about her that seemed so familiar to her?

			It was like they’d known each other for a whole lot longer than any other new staff member. It’s like they skipped from knowing to wanting, then wanting to needing so quickly.

			When Logan touched her hand, Nikki so wanted to take it and then be wrapped up in her strong arms, but that set off alarm bells. She didn’t think that she could ever do that with anyone.

			Nikki sat up when she heard Logan’s bedroom door open, and soon the front door open and close. She got up quickly and checked that Isla was where she should be, then called down to the security office.

			“Yes, Nikki?”

			“Hi, has Logan just left?”

			“Aye. Do you want to get her back here?”

			“No. It’s fine. Goodnight.”

			“Night, Nikki.”

			Nikki went back to bed, but sleep did not come easily.
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        * * *

      

			Since Logan had gone, Nikki’s dad went with Nikki and Isla to pick up Daisy on Sunday. Daisy hobbled into the car, injured but wagging her tail.

			When they got home, they got her settled into her new crate. Isla sat right at the door, and Daisy sat up and licked her face excitedly. Nikki and her parents were right there with Isla, welcoming Daisy home.

			“Mum, she’s sore but she’s still happy to see me.”

			“Daisy’s just been through a lot, but she is going to be fine. She’s excited to be home, but she’ll probably get tired soon.”

			Nikki’s mum stroked Isla’s head and said, “Sleep is when her body will heal. So we have to not get her too excited and let her rest.”

			“I wish Logan was here to see her.”

			Nikki looked up to the ceiling briefly but said nothing. It had been hard to explain Logan’s absence this morning. But Nikki didn’t want to make Isla feel bad about it, so she just said that Logan had a family emergency.

			She looked to the side and saw her mum studying her.

			“Thomas, why don’t you read to Daisy. Isla, remember we watched the video on YouTube where children read to shelter dogs to calm them down? She’ll maybe get a restful sleep then.”

			“Yes.” Isla smiled at last.

			“Great idea,” he said. “You two go ahead and leave us to read to brave Daisybell.”

			Nikki couldn’t help but smile. Her dad could be a terrifying man to those who crossed his family, but with his family he was a gentle, loving soul.

			They walked into the main living area to find Aunt Mary holding down the fort in the kitchen. Usually Sundays were sacrosanct in the Sharkey family. Everyone was expected for Sunday lunch at her parents’ house, where Aunt Mary would help her mum cook lunch.

			It was a time to reconnect after a busy week and relax with people who you could totally trust. Family.

			Since they couldn’t leave Daisy on her own, and Isla wouldn’t leave her, Mum and Aunt Mary precooked as much as they could and brought it over to Nikki’s.

			“Sorry I took so long, Mary.”

			“Don’t worry. Everything’s looking good. If you could keep an eye on the pots of veg, I’m just taking soup to the boys downstairs.” Mary had filled up four Thermoses with her famous lentil soup.

			“Do you need a hand, Aunty Mary?” Nikki asked.

			“If you can just get the door, I’ll be fine.”

			Once she was out the door, Nikki quickly called downstairs. “Luke, Aunty Mary is on her way down. Meet her at the lift doors. Okay. Thanks.”

			“The boys will love that,” Nikki said to her mum.

			She smiled and stirred various pots on the cooker. “Come and taste this.” She held up a piece of roast beef and beckoned her over, knowing Nikki wouldn’t resist it.

			Nikki walked around and took the little bit of beef. “Mmm, delicious.”

			Her mum pointed to another cut of beef wrapped up in kitchen foil. “We made extra for Daisy.”

			Nikki smiled. “Thanks, Mum.”

			“Well, she’s a hero, and a true Sharkey.”

			Her mum handed her another piece of beef, and Nikki took it without question.

			“So, what happened with Logan? Really, this time.”

			Suddenly Nikki remembered her mum’s tactic to get the truth out of her when she was younger. Bring her something nice to eat and then casually get her feelings, or the truth, out of her.

			Nikki didn’t want to tell the absolute truth, but she couldn’t get away with the story she gave Isla.

			“We had a difference of opinion. That’s all. So she left.”

			“Nikki, I told you at the vet’s that we had to take care of her. She has no one else in the world. She saved our girl and Daisy. Put her own life at risk and got put in hospital by protecting those we love. Sharkeys don’t forget that.”

			Nikki sighed. “I know that. I’m paying for her healthcare and paying wages even though she can’t work. I gave her somewhere to live, but if she rejects it, what can I do? I didn’t walk out.”

			“Persuade her. It’s not usually hard for you to persuade women, according to your cousin.”

			Nikki went to the wine fridge and got a bottle out to uncork. “She’s not like that. Logan is proud. She doesn’t like handouts.”

			“You admire that in her, don’t you?” her mum said.

			Nikki poured them both out a glass. “I do. So many people try to get what they can from me. But Logan and I are different. We clash about almost everything. I mean, she fixed up the crate, even though it must have caused her a lot of pain, but she won’t be told what to do under any circumstance.”

			Her mum took a sip of wine. “Sounds like you like her—romantically like her.”

			Nikki tried to laugh it off. “Don’t be silly, Ma. I don’t like women romantically. I’m not interested in anything but casual.”

			“And I told you that you would fall in love one day, when you least expected it.”

			“That’s never going to happen, Ma.”

			“We’ll see, but in the meantime, just make sure she has everything she needs.”

			Thankfully they were interrupted by her aunt coming back into the flat.

			“Okay, Mary, let’s get dinner put together.”

			Nikki was shocked by her mum noticing someone was occupying her thoughts. She had to get control of herself.

			But there was one thing she had to do. Nikki walked over to the balcony and stood outside. She took out her phone and called Jimmy.

			“Hi Nikki.”

			“Sorry to call you on a Sunday, Jimmy. Remember I told you not to let Logan work if she turns up ready to train?”

			“Aye.”

			“I’ve a feeling she might turn up on Monday morning. I’m working on finding her something else, but in the meantime, let her work with Molly if she doesn’t use any equipment or use her arm for anything other than using a pen.”

			“Got it, boss.”

			“Okay, thanks, Jimmy.”

			When she went back in, her mum said, “Dinner’s ready.”

			The best part of the week.
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        * * *

      

			“Fuck.”

			The pain in Logan’s arm was getting worse as the hours passed, lying on the couch. But she felt worse still with the dark mood she was in. She flicked from channel to channel looking for something that could take her mind off things, but she couldn’t find anything.

			Logan threw the controller across the floor in anger. “You couldn’t have fucked up any more.”

			There she was in the heart of the Sharkey family, spending close, quality time with Isla, and she walked out. Logan was meant to be undercover, playing a part, and yet she was letting some silly argument get to her and make her walk away.

			It wasn’t meant to be personal, but she was letting it become something that was and losing her chance to know Isla.

			Logan got up and walked to the kitchen to take her antibiotics and pain meds. She got a bottle of water from the fridge and popped the pills from their packets.

			All she had to do was pretend to be anything that Nikki expected, and she’d still be in Nikki’s apartment, close to Isla. The problem was that she wasn’t only concerned about being close to Isla. Nikki was invading her mind and her body. She didn’t want to be what Nikki expected—she wanted to be who she was and who, she sensed, Nikki needed her to be.

			“But you fucked that up.”

			Since she had distanced herself from Nikki and Isla, her only plan was to find out why Hazel had been murdered and make them pay. Logan opened up her phone and pressed the name Top Black.

			“Hi, can I speak to Barry please?”
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        * * *

      

			After a beautiful Sunday lunch, and a lot of thinking, Nikki left her parents with Isla and Daisy and went downstairs to the security office. There were banks of cameras covering all the public spaces, so they could see any unwanted visitors entering or loitering outside the building.

			She took Murdo and Jamsey aside for a private talk. “Jamsey, Murdo, I’m making a change to the security detail on me and Isla, and I just wanted to explain why.”

			Jamsey and Murdo quickly looked at each other. They both knew when Nikki made a decision it was final, but she had always been open as to why.

			“Murdo, I’m moving you to Isla’s team with Eddie and Tee. I’m going to place Logan with me and Jamsey. Logan won’t accept our family’s help after her injury without earning her keep, as it were, and she can’t train Molly at the gym without hurting her arm.”

			Jamsey nodded. “Logan is proud and honourable. I’ve seen that already.”

			Nikki looked at Murdo. “After what she did for this family, for Isla, I need to take care of her. That’s my decision.”

			“Okay, boss,” Murdo said, “I understand. Logan deserves her place with us, and it’s an honour to take care of Isla.”

			Nikki nodded. “Especially since the McDades appear to be trying to flood our streets with drugs. They never learn. No matter how many times we put them back in their place.”

			“They must enjoy getting smacked down by the Sharkeys, boss,” Jamsey said.

			“You’re right, Jamsey. Okay, we start tomorrow.”

			





    
            Chapter Eighteen





			“Okay, Molly, give me that snarl and punch into this bag.”

			Logan held on to the heavy bag. Logan had come downstairs at seven, ready to help Jimmy put the equipment out. But almost everything she went to do, Jimmy said no to, and her frustration was growing.

			When Molly arrived, Logan took her out on a run. Jimmy tried to object, but there was no way her daily exercise was being taken away from her. She had run since she was a teenager, and her stupid arm was not going to stop her.

			The gym was quieter during the day, so they had plenty of room to work. “Harder, Molly, use everything in you, all your hate, love, and pain, to punch into it.” Molly was never going to hit with huge damaging punches, but she was improving. “Okay, take a break.”

			Logan helped Molly take off her gloves and then she got a drink.

			“How are you doing?” Molly pointed at Logan’s arm.

			“It’s fine. Jimmy is being overprotective, but he’s being told to be from Nikki, I think.”

			“Nikki makes me nervous,” Molly said.

			“She isn’t scary, Molly. Honestly. When you see her with her daughter—she’s just such a good mum. I just hate that everyone’s so careful with me. I want to be at work here with you, in the gym.”

			“You take whatever time you need to, Logan. I’ve been getting on well with Jimmy while you were off for a few days. I thought he was intimidating at the start, but he’s not, he just cares about making his fighters the best they can be.”

			“He is. He’s been really good to me. Right, let’s get back to it. Gloves on.”

			From behind she heard a voice. A voice that made a jolt of electricity race across her skin and her stomach flip.

			“I hope you’re not using that arm.”

			Logan turned around and saw Nikki standing there. That self-satisfied smile on her face, and that arrogant stance, dripping with class and style. A CEO that walked straight out of an American movie.

			“I’m fine.”

			The last time she was in Nikki’s company, she’d walked out on her. What could she want? Probably to sack her or something. If Nikki found out her secret, she’d probably be dead already.

			“Do you think I could talk to you in private?” Nikki said.

			That was it. Logan thought. She was getting sacked for walking out.

			“Let’s go upstairs. Molly, work on the speedball.”

			“Sure,” Molly said.

			Logan led her upstairs, and she swore she could almost feel her breath on her neck. She led her into the living room.

			“Sit down,” Logan said.

			“I’m okay. Firstly, I want to say sorry for implying that I didn’t trust you. I do,” Nikki said.

			Of all the things she imagined Nikki was going to say, it wouldn’t have been an apology.

			“Okay, I’m glad,” Logan said.

			Nikki pushed her hands into the gorgeous cream-coloured cashmere coat she wore over a black dress.

			Logan’s eyes took in every inch of her hungrily. She was sure Nikki noticed because she smiled with a look of satisfaction.

			That is exactly what Nikki wants. Logan shook herself and asked, “What can I do for you?”

			“I wanted to say I understood what you were saying about taking healthcare and wages for no work. I realized that you are very different to people I normally meet, who take anything they can get. You’re not like that, you have pride, and I just gave out orders and assumed you’d go along with it. So I have a proposal for you.”

			Logan was suspicious. “What?”

			“I need to talk to you, but I also need to show you. Would you come with me?”

			“I’m working with Molly, I can’t just—”

			Nikki put up her hand. “I’ll explain to Jimmy. I know you don’t like being told what to do, but just as a favour to me, would you come with me?”

			Logan put her hands on her hips and sighed. “I’d need to get a quick shower.”

			“I can wait. I took today off. On you go.”

			Just go with it. Logan told herself. Who knew, there was a chance she might fix some of the damage she caused to her plan.

			She got herself showered and dressed in fifteen minutes, catching Nikki by surprise.

			“Ready,” Logan said.

			“Okay.” Nikki put her phone in her bag quickly. “Let’s go.”

			They went out to Nikki’s car to find Jamsey waiting for them. “Hi Logan. Good to see you.”

			The driver got out of the car, a woman in her mid-twenties in a black suit, with collar-length hair.

			“Logan,” Nikki said, “this is my new driver, Cassie.”

			“Good to meet you, Logan.”

			“You too.” Jamsey held open the door of the blacked-out SUV for her, and Cassie did the same for Nikki.

			When Logan got in, she saw that Murdo wasn’t there. “Where’s Murdo?”

			“Temporarily reassigned to Isla.”

			Logan felt panic rise in her quickly. “Is Isla okay?”

			“Oh yes, she’s fine. It’s not for any bad reasons. All will become clear. Let’s go, Cassie.”

			“Where are we going?” Logan asked.

			“The Deep. It’ll give us some privacy to talk.”

			Logan raised her eyebrow. “Talk about what?”

			“Be patient.”

			Logan sighed. She hadn’t much choice but to wait.

			When they arrived at The Deep, there were few staff members there, mostly cleaning staff and a couple of bar staff replenishing the bar. Jay and Annie wouldn’t be in till after lunchtime.

			Nikki ordered them a few drinks, and then they moved to a booth to sit. Before Nikki could talk, Logan said, “How is Daisy?”

			“She got through her first night okay. I ended up falling asleep on Isla’s bedroom floor next to the crate. Daisy was whimpering a bit, and I wanted Isla to get a good sleep. So I gave her painkillers in the early hours and held her paw.”

			Logan laughed and shook her head. “The Godmother of Glasgow lying on the floor, comforting a dog? Who would have thought it?”

			“I know,” Nikki said as she tapped her nails on the side of the glass in front of her. “I never wanted a dog in my house, and now we’re holding paws.”

			“I should have been there to do that for Daisy, for Isla, for you.”

			Nikki looked deeply into her eyes. “Why?”

			Logan could get lost in those eyes. It felt like the shutters came down on Nikki’s heart when she looked into hers, really looked into them. She unclenched her hand to touch Nikki’s but pulled it back quickly and cleared her throat.

			“Is your Melanie with her now?”

			Nikki nodded. “Yes, Mel is with her for the day. She’s happy to do it. Mel loves dogs, Daisy knows her well, and she’s getting a huge bonus. Mum and Dad would love to take care of her, but Mum has an appointment with a caterer for the Sharkey charity day, and Da’s taking care of Dexter. Dexter would just excite Daisy too much.”

			Logan nodded. “Daisy is such a sweet girl.”

			“She is,” Nikki said. “Now to business.”

			“Okay.” Logan had no idea what was coming next.

			Nikki clasped her hands in front of her. “As I said before, I understand your need to work for what you get, but I also know you can’t do boxing training with your arm the way it is.”

			Logan went to interrupt, but Nikki stopped her. “No. You would start using your arm more and more each day. Your stitches would burst, you’d be open to infection, and you’d injure your arm until you won’t be able to fight again.” Nikki was waiting for Logan to object again, but once again she stopped her. “I know, I know, you don’t want to hear about fighting, but I want you to be able to keep that as an option for the future. Meanwhile, I want you healed as best we can heal you. My family owes you that.”

			“You don’t owe me anything,” Logan said.

			“I think we do, my mum and dad think we do. You should have heard my mum yesterday giving me shit about it. She was expecting you at dinner, and Mum and my aunt were looking forward to fussing over you.”

			Logan looked down. “I’m sorry about missing Sunday lunch after your mum inviting me.”

			“Don’t worry about it. I took the blame, as I should. That’s what Mum and Aunty Mary like to do. Fuss around family.”

			Logan nodded. “Must be nice to have parents like you do. Don’t take them for granted.”

			Nikki felt so sad for Logan having no one. Family was everything to Nikki and being without them was a road she didn’t want to go down in her head.

			“I never do, Logan. Can I tell you my idea?”

			Logan pursed her lips and gave a quick nod.

			“I want you to join my security team. Take Murdo’s place with me. That way you can work, take it easier on your arm, and I get the perfectly skilled, heavyweight boxer as my bodyguard. What do you think?”

			Logan couldn’t have looked more surprised. “You’re serious?”

			“Deadly serious,” Nikki said.

			“With only one good arm?” Logan asked.

			“It’ll heal.”

			“What about Murdo? Is he okay with it?”

			“Perfectly. He’s happy to guard Isla. She needed another experienced guard.”

			“Why? What’s wrong with her?”

			Logan sounded like a concerned parent. Had she gotten that close in such a short space of time?

			It was probably the dog attack, Nikki told herself. It had obviously bound them together.

			Nikki signalled to the bar to bring over two single malt whiskies. “I can’t tell you that until you take a Sharkey oath.”

			The bartender brought over the two drinks and set them down. “Thanks, Mark.”

			“An oath?” Logan asked.

			“Yes. To work so deeply inside the Sharkey family, you will hear and see things that may cause Scotland’s finest police force to take an interest in our business dealings.”

			“I’m not blind or a fool, Nikki. I asked around. I know the Sharkeys sometimes deal in Glasgow’s underworld. That’s why you’re known as the Godmother of Glasgow.”

			Nikki grinned. “You think you know about the Sharkeys, but you don’t know the half of it. Think hard before you take the oath because you—”

			“Will be in a hell of a lot of trouble if I break it,” Logan offered.

			“As I said to you before, you couldn’t run away quickly enough.”

			Logan picked up the glass and said, “It’s easy. I’ll take your oath.”

			Nikki’s lip curled up in a smile. This was going to be so much fun.

			“Raise your glass and repeat these words. I swear true allegiance to the Sharkey family and promise to keep secret its many dark and deadly deeds.”

			Logan looked at her as if she was nuts. Nikki laughed. “That last bit was a joke. But just swearing allegiance to the family marks you as one of us, and if you talk—”

			“I know, I know, I won’t be able to run fast enough.”

			“No.” Nikki lifted her glass and said with deadly seriousness, “You wouldn’t be able to run.”

			Never shifting her eyes from Nikki’s for one second, Logan said, “I swear true allegiance to the Sharkey family and promise to keep secret its many dark and deadly deeds.”

			Nikki saw so much in those eyes of Logan’s—need, sincerity, and something she recognized but couldn’t put a name to.

			“Slàinte,” Nikki said and downed the whisky.

			Logan repeated and drank the burning liquid.

			“Now that that’s done, we’re going to a local tailor to fix you up with some nice suits. All my security people dress in a businesslike manner.”

			Logan caught her hand. “You’re starting to treat me like one of your toy boys.”

			Nikki shook her head and stood. “Never. You’ve seen the other side of me. The part no one has ever seen, and you kept that knowledge with silence.” She leaned over and whispered seductively, “But that is only for you and me to know behind closed doors. Out there on the streets, I must be the Godmother of Glasgow, to keep my business, but most importantly to keep my family and my daughter safe. Do you think you can live with who I must be, and who you must be in public?”

			What Nikki had planned to ask had changed, organically, as it came out of her mouth, looking into Logan’s eyes. When they were this close together, the air crackled, and she found the bravery to take a step towards her, instead of the many steps back she had taken from women the whole of her adult life.

			Logan simply said, “Yes.”

			In that moment, a promise was offered and made. Where it would take them, Nikki didn’t know.

			





    
            Chapter Nineteen





			Nikki sipped on espresso as she listened to moans and complaints from inside the changing room beside her. They were in a private room of a tailors the family had used for a few generations.

			Greenfield’s was a high-end tailor who rented their building from the Sharkeys’ large property portfolio, so they made sure that their every need was catered for.

			Nikki had chosen a few styles of suits for Logan to try, but Logan was having her own fight with each one, so far. Lori, their personal shopper, tapped her pen on her notepad incessantly.

			It was her job, Nikki knew, to keep her Sharkey client happy, but Logan was making it difficult.

			Finally Logan came out of the changing room in a slate-grey suit with a crisp white shirt.

			“How is it?” Nikki asked.

			“The suit’s okay, but”—Logan pulled at the shirt—“I just don’t do shirts. They don’t fit right on me.”

			Nikki put her coffee down on the table beside her and followed Lori over to Logan. “Show me,” Nikki said.

			She took off the jacket and saw the shirt was tight to bursting over her biceps, stomach, and neck.

			Lori put her tape measure around Logan’s bicep. “You have a big frame and large musculature. Are you an athlete of some sort?”

			Nikki smiled proudly. “Logan is a boxer, a heavyweight in the women’s division.”

			“Was a boxer,” Logan corrected her.

			“I have an idea,” Lori said. “If you’d excuse me a moment, Ms. Sharkey.”

			Once she was gone, Logan said, “Does it have to be a suit? I’m not a suit person.”

			Nikki smiled and ran her fingernail down Logan’s lapel. “All my security people wear suits. You look very handsome. Don’t fight me on this.”

			Logan grasped Nikki by the waist and pulled her close. “Who would win?”

			Their lips were inches apart when the door opened, and Lori cleared her throat. Nikki moved back, and Lori came to them with simple T-shirts, in all the colours to match the suits.

			“Plain, simple T-shirts and suits look stylish and modern. What do you think?”

			Logan took the white one, then looked at Nikki.

			“Try it on,” Nikki said. This might work, she thought.

			Logan went back into the cubicle but didn’t close the door. She took off and hung up her suit jacket, and without a thought took off the white shirt.

			Lori discreetly looked away, but Nikki couldn’t even if she’d wanted to. She loved Logan’s body. The muscles in her broad shoulders, the tattoos that made her look like the warrior she was in the ring, called to her. Logan’s body called to her like no one’s ever had. Not just her body but the aura of power that she exuded.

			This need for someone who held power over her was new. Instinctively Nikki knew it was only Logan who could fulfil this need in her, and it scared her. But the more scared of it she was, the more she wanted it.

			The night at the gym had been the best sex of her life, but it wasn’t just sex, Nikki told herself. She had brought Logan into the heart of her family, something Nikki would never have dreamed of doing.

			There was just something in Logan that made her feel familiar. Something she knew and trusted. Nikki feared the path that she had started to walk down, but Nikki had to walk it, now that she was on it.

			“What do you think?”

			Logan knocked her from her thoughts. She looked up and a smile slowly formed on her face.

			“That’s it.” Nikki rose from her seat and glided over to Logan. “That is perfect.”

			“Yeah?” Logan gave her a small smile.

			Logan was a perfect mix of professional and herself. Casual yet stylish, and sexy. Nikki had such an urge and need to run her hand down Logan’s T-shirt and pull at her belt. This no-touching thing was driving her crazy.

			“We’ll take two in each colour.”

			Lori cleared her throat. She probably saw steam rising from both of them, Nikki thought.

			“I can give you the grey and the navy suits, but I’ll need to order in the rest.”

			Without looking away from Logan, Nikki said, “No problem. Just have them couriered to me when they are in.”

			“Yes, ma’am.”

			She saw a mischievous look on Logan’s face, and then Logan said in a much less assertive voice than she normally spoke in and just loud enough for Lori to overhear, “Thank you, Ms. Sharkey. I’m so grateful.”

			A warm excitement spread through Nikki’s body. Logan was putting on the public face that Nikki asked of her. No one would know of the real dynamic between them, and that just turned Nikki on all the more.

			“You’re welcome, honey. Let’s get out of here.”
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        * * *

      

			“Guys? I think you know Logan by now?”

			After the suit fitting, Nikki brought her back to Sharkey Towers. She took her into the security room in the basement area.

			There was a wall of screens with people watching every move in the building.

			“Hi guys.” Logan recognized one or two people’s faces that she knew from around the gym building and the club.

			Nikki took her over to meet one woman in particular. “This is Shona. She is manager of CCTV here,” Nikki said.

			Logan shook her hand. “Hi Shona.”

			“Hi Logan. I watch the monitors here, but we also have access to all the Sharkey venues.”

			Nikki jumped in, “There’s still people working the screens everywhere. It just means Shona’s team here can cover breaks or absences.”

			The Sharkeys have eyes everywhere.

			How the McDades ever thought they could compete with this family was beyond Logan.

			“It’s good to meet you all,” Logan said.

			“It’s just a flying visit, Shona. I’ll see you soon. Love to Jake,” Nikki said.

			She walked out of the security room, and Logan followed Nikki down the hallway in the basement towards the elevator.

			“Who’s Jake?” Logan asked.

			“Her son. My dad is a grandfather figure to him.”

			Nikki stopped and looked behind her, then said in a softer voice, “My dad sends her son to private school. He means a lot to him. Shona’s husband wasn’t from around here. If he had been, then he might have thought better of using one of our trusted employees as a punching bag.”

			“Fucking scumbag.”

			“Don’t worry, he’s not around these parts any more.”

			Logan wondered if he had just been told to leave Scotland or to leave more permanently.

			“Let’s go. I’ve got one more surprise for you.”

			





    
            Chapter Twenty





			Logan had such a strange day as it was that one more surprise wasn’t going to make it stranger.

			She followed Nikki to the elevator and waited for the doors to open. Nikki smelt so good—her perfume was gorgeous and no doubt expensive. She thought about pushing her face into Nikki’s hair and then her neck and kissing and licking until she moaned.

			Logan squeezed her fist tightly. Her arousal was so hyped up from their visit to the tailors that the scent was doing wild things to her brain.

			The doors opened, and they walked in. Logan looked around. “Cameras in here, yeah?”

			“Yes, the guards monitor all the lifts.”

			Lucky you.

			Logan never expected the day to turn out like this. Nikki obviously felt the same way she did, and they appeared to have negotiated a way for them to express their deep attraction without actually saying the words.

			It wasn’t something that she should be getting involved with. Every which way she thought about her future, whether by the Sharkeys or the McDades, she wasn’t coming out of it unscathed or alive.

			But this—whatever this was between them—was irresistible, and it kept her close to the family and, most importantly, Isla.

			Logan noticed that they went by Nikki’s floor. “Where are we going? Are you going to push me off the roof, Godmother of Glasgow?”

			Nikki smiled. “No, I’ve just spent a lot of money on you. Come on. It’s just one floor up.”

			Nikki offered her hand and Logan took it. Nikki led her down the corridor and stopped in front of the nearest door.

			She took out a key chain and rummaged through the keys. She finally got the key she was looking for and unlocked the door.

			“This is one of the two-bedroom show homes for the building. Our agents take people around here to show them what their own flat could look like. Come in.”

			Logan walked into a hallway. It was a lot smaller than Nikki’s apartment, but beautiful. Hardwood floor in the entrance, and a few doors down the hallway.

			“It’s fully furnished.”

			“Why are you showing me this?” Logan asked.

			“Because I want you to move in here while you’re working for me.”

			“No way. I can’t accept a flat from you. I know we agreed to—”

			Nikki put up her hand. “Before you say no finally, please let me talk. Before your masc pride gets out of joint, this is part of the family looking after you after what you did for us, and I’d like you to be here, so you can easily visit Isla, Daisy, and me.”

			Logan sighed. “You had to bring Isla and Daisy into it, didn’t you. You know I’m fond of them both.”

			“If it makes you feel better, I’ll take rent out of your wages,” Nikki said.

			“We haven’t even discussed wages yet. How do I know if I can afford it?” Logan shook her head and laughed. “You have an answer for everything, don’t you?”

			Nikki caressed Logan’s cheekbone with her fingers. “And I always get what I want.”

			“What about your other security staff? Do they get flats here?”

			“They work long hours, so there are staff rooms on the ground and basement floors.”

			“Not like this, I bet,” Logan said.

			“Come and look at it.”

			They walked into the living room, and Logan was wowed at how richly furnished it was.

			“This place is amazing.”

			There was a huge TV on the wall and sumptuous leather couches, and the hardwood floor continued from the hall. Logan walked over to the window and looked out over the Merchant City.

			“Its decoration is high-end because that’s what our buyers will expect,” Nikki said.

			Logan scratched her undercut hair at the back of her head. This felt so wrong to her. She earned everything that she needed. This was…

			“Stop thinking what I know you’re thinking about,” Nikki warned. “We had an agreement, I thought. That each of us was going to abide by.”

			Logan turned around and walked back over to Nikki. “It feels like you are becoming my sugar mama.”

			“You are working for me. Protecting me and my daughter.”

			Just let it go, Logan told herself. She wanted to be close to the only family she’d ever have, so she would just have to suck it up.

			She took another step towards Nikki and took her handbag from her and placed it on the armchair beside her.

			Logan gave her an arrogant smile. “And those that thought you were my sugar mama wouldn’t know what goes on behind closed doors.”

			Nikki took an audible breath when Logan put her hands on her waist. “I’ve been desperate to touch you all day.” Logan pushed her nose into Nikki’s hair. “You smell so good.”

			She pushed off Nikki’s coat, and Nikki said, “Go into the bathroom. Just go, and then I’ll do whatever you say.”

			Logan went as she was told. Nikki clenched her fist to stop it tremoring. She’d been desperate for Logan’s touch all day. Logan was the high from sex she’d been looking for for so long, and it scared her.

			When Logan returned, she had dispensed with her jacket and had an unmistakable bulge in her suit trousers. Nikki felt weak at the knees. No one in her life had ever made her feel that. This was exciting and scary.

			Logan walked towards her with that animalistic, primal look she gave when boxing.

			“I love the way you look at me.”

			Logan didn’t say anything back. But she drew close to Nikki and ran her finger from Nikki’s cheek to her lips, then unbuttoned her blouse. “How does it feel to not be in control, to not know what’s coming next?”

			Nikki held up her hand, and it was trembling. Logan smiled and then leaned in to kiss her, but Nikki was disappointed when she didn’t meet her lips but kissed and sucked her earlobe.

			Nikki’s sex was throbbing. She put her hands on Logan’s neck.

			Logan whispered, “You just want to get fucked?”

			“Please,” Nikki begged.

			Logan left Nikki’s blouse hanging open. “Take your underwear off.”

			Nikki felt like a nervous teenager. This was crazy, crazy and hot. She started to remove her skirt, but Logan said, “Just your underwear. I want to fuck the Sharkey CEO, not the stripped-down version.”

			Nikki’s breath got shorter. She got the image of what Logan wanted. The powerful CEO controlled by her employee.

			Finally Logan kissed her. It was deep and made her moan wantonly. Logan squeezed her breast with one hand, while her other was running up Nikki’s thigh and squeezing. She could feel Logan’s hardness now they were so close.

			Logan then took Nikki’s hands and put them on her belt buckle. Nikki didn’t need to be asked to unclip her belt and undo her suit trousers.

			She then saw the strap-on she had got Logan in her tight jockey shorts. Nikki wanted to touch it, but before she could, Logan turned her around and pressed her up against the wall.

			Fuck yes. Logan read her mind. The powerful Ms. Sharkey was powerless when behind closed doors with Logan.

			She is perfect, Nikki thought.

			Logan pulled her skirt up to her thighs and whispered in her ear, “This is who you really are, aren’t you?”

			“With you.”

			“Only with me,” Logan told her. “Are you still trembling?”

			The deep timbre of Logan’s voice sent shivers down her spine. “I’m shaking apart.”

			She felt Logan’s hand touch her sex. “You are so wet.”

			“For you.”

			Logan grasped the back of her neck, and then Nikki felt Logan’s cock pressed against her wetness.

			“Oh God.”

			She looked over her shoulder and saw that primal look from Logan’s eyes and thought she might come on the spot.

			“Eyes front,” Logan said.

			There were no more words between them, apart from the gasp when Logan pushed inside her. Nikki totally let go of everything she felt outside these walls. All the responsibility she had outside these walls was lifted.

			Logan gave long, slow thrusts at the start, then gripped her shoulder as she got faster. Nikki looked to the side at their reflection in the wardrobe mirror.

			Logan thrusting inside her, as she got faster, with her eyes closed, would stay in her memory forever. Nikki’s orgasm was building quickly, and she truly didn’t know if she could cope with it. But as she looked to the side at the pleasure that was overtaking Logan, she had no choice but to give her body over.

			The thrusts got faster and faster until, quite by surprise, a white hot wave crashed all over her body, and it was so overwhelming that Nikki wanted to run from it, but she couldn’t.

			Logan cried out, “Fuck,” as the waves were still ebbing and flowing in Nikki.

			She shook and couldn’t control it. Nikki was exposed completely. It was too much.

			When Logan kissed her neck and cheek, she started to cry. Nikki wasn’t a crier and never wanted to be, but there was nothing holding the tears back.

			Logan turned her around, and Nikki slid down the wall to sit and covered her face.

			“Hey, hey, what’s wrong? I didn’t do anything wrong, did I?”

			Nikki covered her face, and her tears. “I need to go.”

			Logan pulled her into her arms. “Oh no, you are not running from me again.”

			Nikki the CEO was coming back to her and wanted to hide her emotions.

			“Come here.” Logan put her arms around her so that Nikki sat on her lap. Nikki buried her face into Logan’s chest. “You don’t have to look at me while you’re crying, if you don’t want to. I’d never force you to show me your emotions, but know that if you do, I’ll never betray you in that way.”

			Nikki wanted to trust more than anything, but it was so scary.

			Logan loved the feel of Nikki in her arms. She’d never felt closer to anyone. Maybe some of it was the familial bond between them, making every emotion feel a lot more intense, that need to bond for the child they shared in common. Maybe it was just right, or maybe a mixture of both.

			Nikki looked at her with tears running down her face. “There. Are you happy? You’ve seen the weakness of the Godmother of Glasgow,” Nikki said angrily.

			“Stop,” Logan said.

			“Stop what?”

			“Your instincts are telling you to run, so you want to start an argument so you can get out of here. You said yourself, we had an agreement. Neither of us knows where this is going, but I know you trust that I’ll keep this between us.”

			“I’ve never done this before. It’s hard not to be frightened by it.”

			Logan rubbed her nose in Nikki’s hair and kissed her head. “Done what?”

			“Stayed in someone’s arms after sex. I’m usually up, showered, and dressed by now,” Nikki said.

			“We got this far, Nikki. I think we both need to explore this, but I won’t hold you to anything. If you want this to end, you can say anytime,” Logan said.

			“I was in love once, you know.”

			“Nikki Sharkey? In love?”

			Nikki chuckled and wiped her tears away. “I know. Crazy, isn’t it? I was at university. I thought I’d love this woman forever.”

			“What happened?” Logan asked.

			“My dad got evidence that she was a police officer, trying to infiltrate our family. It broke my heart, and I promised that I’d never lose my heart again.”

			“But you trust me?”

			Nikki leaned up on her elbow. “I don’t think you would have done what you have if you had ill intent towards my family. As for love…that isn’t what this is about.”

			Logan felt they both knew that there was more to this, but neither was ready to confront that yet. “It’s something, but we don’t know what it is yet. Let’s take one step at a time.”

			“I totally let go,” Nikki said. “Everything waiting for me outside that door wasn’t my problem for a brief moment.”

			“Hey, it wasn’t that brief.” Logan held her strap-on. “This can keep going and going.” Nikki laughed. “You told me you’d tell about the Sharkeys’ business, and the McDades’.”

			Nikki ran her hands through Logan’s hair. “A step at a time. How’s your arm?”

			Logan lifted her aching arm above her head and wiggled her fingers. Luckily it was painkiller time soon. “Painful, but I wasn’t thinking about pain when I was kissing your beautiful body.”

			“You need to be careful.”

			“I will. You were going to tell me why Isla might need extra protection because of the McDades,” Logan said.

			Nikki held Logan’s injured hand softly. “Tell me something about you first. Why won’t you go back to boxing?”

			It was Logan’s turn to be tense. She really didn’t want to talk about this, but if she wanted Nikki to talk to her and open up, then she had to.

			Logan sighed. “I was in care as a child. My mum and dad had serious drug habits. We were passed from home to home.”

			Nikki squinted her eyes. “You and your foster sister?”

			Logan’s stomach clenched. Shit. “Yeah. Anyway Grandpa wanted to take custody of me, but he could hardly make ends meet for himself. One time I saw him…” Logan’s sentence fizzled out.

			Nikki stroked Logan’s cheek. She had a faraway look in her eye, as if she was lost in her thoughts.

			“Logan?”

			Logan scrunched her eyes shut, and then she was back with her.

			“I came for a visit with him. My social worker usually dropped me at his house, and we’d go out for the day. I had bruises on my chest and ribs that I didn’t let my social worker see. My foster mum hit me, but only ever in places others wouldn’t likely see.”

			Nikki’s heart hurt at the thought of young Logan being hurt. She kissed Logan’s lips gently, tenderly, hoping to comfort her. “I’m sorry that happened to you.”

			She could see clearly Logan’s childhood had left an emotional scar. Logan was so gentle with Isla and understood her difficulties after going through her own trauma.

			The stone around Nikki’s heart was being chipped away every time she was close to Logan.

			“It’s okay. Grandpa didn’t let me go back. He took custody and worked two jobs, at a time he should have been thinking about retirement. But he worked himself to the bone to provide for me. I could never thank him enough. Other…friends I know in the care system got into bad situations and lost themselves in drugs. Grandpa said you protect your family to your last breath.”

			“We agree with that in our family.”

			Logan looked up into her eyes and cupped her cheek. She then said with such sincerity, “That is what I will do for my family, Nikki. No matter what it costs me. I need you to know that.”

			That was strange. Why would Logan say that to her? She was really missing something here.

			“I understand. You went down a good path after that?” Nikki asked.

			“Yeah, Grandpa saw the anger I was carrying within myself and wanted to channel it. He sent me to a friend’s boxing gym, and I never looked back. When he got ill, I had to take care of him myself or put him in a home. I had the chance at the fight of my life, but he needed me, and I chose family first.”

			“You did an amazing thing, Logan, but why couldn’t you have returned to the ring?”

			Logan went to sit up but Nikki put her palm to her chest and stopped her. “If I’m not meant to run, then neither are you.”

			Logan flopped down with a sigh. “I would have to build back up from the beginning, beating everyone in front of me, and I lost my confidence. I kept thinking that I ran away from my fight too easily, that I did it because I was worried I’d lost it.”

			“You? Lost it? Never. You were taking care of your family. I mean, you had done almost everything in boxing, you were the star that was going to dominate the women’s field for years to come. Just look at your record, from the Olympics on.”

			“But because of the Olympics I had a whole lot of pressure heaped on me. People just expected me to easily walk to world champion, and while I was inside the boxing world I was laser focused on it, but when I took a step outside…the hype, the disappointment…it’s too late now anyway.”

			Nikki chose not to pursue it right at this moment. “We should get showered and back to work, with what’s left of the day. You are too distracting, Logan Lightning Power.”

			“Okay, let’s go.”

			Logan jumped up and held her uninjured hand out to Nikki. When she pulled her up, Nikki said, “I must look a mess.”

			Logan cupped her cheeks and said, “You’ve never looked lovelier.”

			Nikki play hit Logan. “Shut up, you bastard.”

			“Why don’t we try out that big shower you showed me?” Logan said.

			“Sounds good.”

			Logan smiled.

			“There’s one thing I’d like to ask you, though,” Nikki said. “Would you come to dinner tonight with Isla and me? She can’t understand why you disappeared like that.”

			Logan sighed. “I’m sorry I ran. I’d be so happy to come and see Isla and Daisy.”
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        * * *

      

			“Isla? Look who I brought home.”

			Isla came racing out of her bedroom and jumped into Logan’s arms. “Logan, you came back. I missed you.”

			Logan told herself to enjoy every minute of time with Isla, because she didn’t know when it would get taken away from her.

			“I missed you too, munchkin.”

			Nikki put her handbag and keys down and said to Mel, “You can get home now, Mel. Thanks for babysitting.”

			“Anytime, Ms. Sharkey.”

			“Logan is going to work as one of Mum’s guards from now on, so you’ll see her a lot more.”

			“Yes,” Isla said excitedly.

			“How is Daisybell?”

			“Come and see her.”

			Isla pulled Logan by the hand to her bedroom.

			Logan’s heart melted when she saw Daisy in her crate. Daisy came out gingerly to see her, wagging her tail. Logan got down on her knees and stroked her ears. “You okay, pretty girl?”

			“I’ve been reading to her when she’s sore. I think it calms her down.”

			“I’m sure it does.”

			Logan heard a noise behind her. She turned and saw Nikki leaning by the door and smiling. Logan’s heart filled with a whole heap of feelings that she couldn’t deal with yet. This most probably would end in tears, losing her Isla and Nikki, but she was willing to pay the price, just to have this time with them.

			





    
            Chapter Twenty-one





			A few weeks passed, and Nikki was feeling happier than she could remember. Isla was happy her new friend Logan was spending time with them, and Nikki was enjoying it too.

			She almost felt like she had a home life with someone she cared about, and there was no other woman who could compete with Logan in her eyes.

			Today, Nikki was taking Logan to have her arm checked. While Logan was in with the doctor, Nikki caught up with her morning emails. Her burner phone began to ring.

			She answered quickly. “I thought we agreed on text.”

			“There was too much to tell you.”

			Nikki listened to her contact carefully and didn’t react, since the medical receptionist was listening.

			Logan came out just as the call was finishing up.

			“Thank you. Keep me updated.”

			“Problems?”

			“I’ll tell you later. How is the arm?”

			“The doctor says it’s healing well.”

			Doctor Kate appeared behind Logan. “Just don’t go and box at the gym.”

			Nikki smiled. “Believe me, she won’t.”

			Logan rolled her eyes.

			Once they made a new appointment, they went out to the car. When the door shut, Nikki said, “Listen, guys. I know where this influx of drugs from the McDades is coming from. The Acorn Group.”

			“Fuck me,” Jamsey said, “they are idiots, getting mixed up with them.”

			“They’re desperate,” Nikki said. “they try and try to keep up with us, but Malky and his brother haven’t got a brain between them.”

			“Wait,” Logan said, “who are the Acorn Group?”

			Nikki hesitated for a moment, clearly deciding whether to share this information.

			“They are the biggest drug dealers in Britain and parts of Europe. Mr. Gershon, who runs it, is ruthless. He would have you cut into small pieces and dumped in the Thames for looking at him the wrong way, but to sell his drugs, without the brains to deal with him, is suicide.”

			“Have the Sharkeys ever had dealings with them?”

			“We have an uneasy peace, an understanding. They don’t interfere with our patch, and we don’t with them.”

			“So why are they working with the McDades now?” Logan asked.

			“It’s an easy way to test the water in the west of Scotland and with us. It’s low risk. Malky and his family take the fall for any missteps with us, or they can make a huge amount of money by succeeding to push their merchandise on our communities.”

			“We can’t allow this to happen, Nikki,” Logan said more forcefully than she was expecting.

			Nikki looked at Jamsey. “Back to the office.”

			“Yes, boss.”

			“Sorry,” Logan said. “I shouldn’t have raised my voice.”

			“Let’s talk about it in the office. I wanted to show you it anyway.”

			As they drove back, Nikki studied Logan. She appeared to be lost in her thoughts, and not happy thoughts.

			The car stopped outside the Sharkey office building. Logan looked out of the window at the building.

			“Whoa. Is this whole building yours?”

			“Yes, come in and I’ll show you.”

			Jamsey opened Nikki’s door. “We’ll park and go to the security office, Nikki.”

			“Thank you.”

			Logan was on the street looking at the brass plaque outside the door. It said Sharkey Head Office.

			“What was this building before you owned it?”

			“A merchant bank. The kind that made money on the backs of the poor. Metalwork, coal mining, food import and export—now we own it.”

			“You’re really proud of that, aren’t you?” Logan smiled.

			“I am. The first Sharkey in Scotland worked for these people. I’ll show you his picture upstairs.”

			Nikki led Logan into the entrance hallway. Samantha was on at reception today, a bright, bubbly character.

			“Good morning, Ms. Sharkey.”

			“Good morning, Samantha. I have a new security person with me today. This is Logan.”

			“Hi Logan.”

			“Hello, good to meet you.”

			“Have a good day,” Nikki said.

			“You too.”

			Nikki saw Logan’s curiosity as she took in the whole space. Perhaps she would see that the Sharkeys weren’t two-bit gangsters.

			The reception had a decorative marble floor, and tiles covering the walls. It was a real old-fashioned eighteenth-century building.

			“This is a beautiful building, Nikki.”

			“We are proud of it. There’s stairs to every level over at the back of the hallway, but we’re taking the lift.”

			“This looks like a busy building.”

			“Yes, we have offices for our accounts, our building and property company, the casino, our pubs and clubs, and other interests.”

			Logan smiled at her as the lift doors closed. “All the above board businesses.”

			Nikki gave her a smile. “We have nothing but above board businesses.”

			They arrived at Nikki’s floor and were greeted by her PA, Ryan.

			“Ryan? This is Logan. She’s working on my team at the moment.”

			“Hi Logan. Pleasure to meet you,” Ryan said.

			“Thanks.”

			Logan walked closely behind, and Nikki pointed out the conference room next to her office.

			“This place is very posh, Nikki,” Logan said.

			“Posh?” Nikki laughed. “I don’t know about that. I love the lacquered wood and brass, gives you the feeling of satisfaction.”

			Nikki swiped her phone across the lock on her highly polished, large office doors.

			“What satisfaction?” Logan asked.

			Nikki hesitated before opening the door and said, “That the rich, white, empire building men would turn in their graves if they knew a gay woman from a poor Irish Catholic immigrant family owned all this now.”

			Logan returned her smile. “True.”

			She opened the door. “After you.”

			“Whoa. I should have guessed someone like you would have a desk like that.”

			“A desk like what?” Nikki asked.

			“A desk that screams boss.”

			“Well…I am. Come and see my family pictures. Every leader of the Sharkey clan since we left Ireland is up there.”

			Nikki pointed to the first portrait. “That’s Patrick. The first Sharkey in Scotland. The one who started in business with Malcolm, Malky McDade’s ancestor.”

			“It’s so strange to think you were all so close at one point,” Logan said.

			“Patrick thought they were brothers, and Malcolm ended up setting him up to be killed, but Patrick was too smart for him. From then on the Sharkeys soared and the McDades couldn’t even hang on to our coat-tails.”

			“The sweetest revenge for betrayal?” Logan suggested.

			“Let’s just say that the McDades’ office is a portacabin next to their taxi firm, and we are here.”

			“It’s a bad mistake to cross the Sharkeys.”

			Nikki crossed her arms and leaned forward to whisper, “Always.”

			Logan looked quickly back to the pictures. “Here’s your dad, and then you with Isla.”

			“Yes, the first woman to take leadership. My da was always behind me, and proud of me. Then there’s Mack. My cousin. The Sharkey you haven’t met yet.”

			“When are she and her wife due home?”

			“Two weeks. Flora struggles with flying long haul, because of her autism, so they have a few stopovers once they leave Japan.”

			“It must be helpful to Isla, to have family with the same issues,” Logan said.

			“Yes, it has been. Flora is a great aunty to Isla, and Mack is like a big sister to her.”

			Logan nodded. “Isla’s in the best place, the best family for her.”

			That was slightly weird. It sounded as if she was answering a question within herself. “I would hope so. She’s my daughter. The only thing is that the next Sharkey leader will probably come from Mack and Flora. I doubt that Isla, with her issues, would want or need to do this job. That’s if Mack and Flora decide to have children. Let’s go and sit down.”

			Nikki sat back on her leather seat and crossed her legs. “Back in the car when I was telling you about the drugs that the McDades are involved in, you seemed really angry, like personally angry.”

			Logan said, “I hate drugs, and I want to stop them. They destroy lives.”

			“It sounded like it was more personal than that,” Nikki said calmly.

			Logan tried to form her words carefully before she blew everything. “I had a family member, a cousin, who died from drugs.” Then Logan said passionately, “I want to destroy people like that.”

			“Sit down.”

			Logan did as asked.

			“To beat people like the McDades, you have to have clear thinking, and not just react. Since the McDades have openly attacked Isla, I have been biding my time.”

			“How can you when they’ve hurt your daughter?”

			Nikki leaned forward on the desk and her look grew darker. “Because that’s how my father taught me to lead, but the one time I acted too quickly, Mack was arrested and served a year in prison.”

			“For beating up the guy that tried to kill Isla with an overdose?”

			“Yes, and since then I’ve taken steps and bided my time.”

			“And now?” Logan asked.

			“Now, Malky has played right into my hands. By trying to play with the big boys in London, he’s bitten off more then he can chew.”

			“Can you tell me? I want to help. You can trust me about this.”

			“I hope I can trust you about everything, Logan.”

			I should learn to shut up, Logan thought.

			“But since you ask,” Nikki said, “I have a plan.”

			Nikki got up and sat against the edge of the bay window. “My contact tells me that Malky was given a trial run. Five hundred thousand worth of coke. The idea was that he sells and pays the money back as he sells, to prove to Mr. Gershon that he could be trusted and had the market to sell.”

			“But that wasn’t working for Malky?” Logan asked.

			Nikki scrunched her face. “Glasgow is a huge market, but business isn’t Malky’s forte. At first he was doing well, before we knew he was encroaching on our territory. Making good money. But instead of paying back the Acorn Group’s investment in him, he enjoyed having money to flash around and spent way too much.”

			“Then we started pushing him out of the Sharkey areas?”

			Nikki nodded. “My Head Men were able to control their areas and keep them from selling. He needed to find a way to distribute under our noses, before the Acorn Group knew he was throwing their money around like confetti. Look at this.”

			Logan took a phone from Nikki. It had a picture of Malky and some of his people, Logan guessed. “What is this place?”

			“Twenty-four-hour car washing centre. Like a drive-through for your car, but when you get to the second window, you have the option for ordering a side of coke, and not the real thing.”

			“That sounds too clever an idea for the McDades,” Logan said.

			“It is, especially since there’s a few of these places, dotted around the outskirts of the town centre. No, my contact told me their lawyer came up with it, to help pay off the debt Malky now has, and he’s holding the money. The police monitor any unusual spending they have. He’s sinking everything into this, with some of his own money to help buy the places.”

			“So what do we do?”

			“I plan to take care of Malky for good without lifting a finger in the end, and keeping drugs away from us. First thing is to bring their lawyer in and have a nice chat. I’ll get Jamsey and Murdo to pull him in.”

			Logan wanted to do something to help so badly. “Let me go with Jamsey, please?”

			“No, you’ve never done this kind of job for me before. You need to prove yourself first.”

			Logan walked over to Nikki. “Let me prove myself with this job. I can shadow Jamsey and Murdo. I won’t let you down.”

			Nikki sighed. “Don’t let me regret this. It’s a golden opportunity to take Malky down. You have to do everything Jamsey and Murdo say.”

			“Thank you.”

			Logan caused Nikki to look at her with surprise by sitting in Nikki’s desk chair.

			“Hmm. I like this.” Logan spun around.

			“Out of the chair, smart-arse,” Nikki said.

			Logan wanted to touch Nikki, and touching her where Nikki thought she was the most powerful turned Logan on.

			Logan said in a low, authoritative voice, “Come and sit on my knee.”

			“No way.” Nikki laughed nervously.

			“Remember our agreement. You are boss on the streets, and in private you show me that deep, hidden part of yourself. Now come here and sit.”

			Nikki walked to her with a smoky look in her eyes.

			“What if my PA sees me?”

			“You are going to ask him not to give you any calls.”

			Logan patted her lap. Nikki took a seat and pressed a button on her phone. “Hold all calls, unless it’s about Isla.”

			“Yes, boss.”

			Logan pulled Nikki down for a kiss. She whispered before their lips met, “I’ve been wanting to touch you all day.”

			“Touch me, and then we start our plan to wipe the McDades off the map.”
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        * * *

      

			Malky sat waiting in the downstairs room of Top Black snooker club, waiting for Kenny, one of the Sharkeys’ former Head Men.

			Malky couldn’t believe he had got himself into this mess. It was his mother’s fault. She egged him on and made him feel like a disappointment, just like his father was. His mum had no respect for his dad, and they all felt her disappointment.

			When he came home with lots of cash, his mum actually had been impressed, and he set about flashing that cash for her. Now here he was at the brink of disaster, having spent the drug money. With no great prospects for selling cocaine on Sharkey land, he was likely to lose his legs, if not his life.

			He was banking on the car valeting centre bringing in the cash, if it could be done quickly enough.

			The room he and Gerry were waiting in was the pub’s former function suite, and there was a bar there. He got up and poured out whisky.

			“Gerry? Drink?”

			“Just a bottle of lager, thanks, Malky.”

			He came over with the drinks. “I wish he would hurry up.”

			“He won’t be long, Malky, I’m sure.”

			Malky took a big swig of his drink. “This could be one big set-up by the Sharkeys.”

			“It’s not usually their style, is it?”

			“Who knows. We’ve just become a bigger fish in the pond. Who knows what they’ll do.”

			There was a knock at the door.

			“This is it, Gerry, keep quiet but listen and take everything in.”

			“Yes, Malky.”

			“Come in,” Malky said.

			Barry opened the door and said, “Kenny Evans to see you, boss. He’s been checked for weapons and recording equipment.”

			“Good, come in. You want a drink?”

			“Eh, whisky, please.”

			“Gerry, if you’d do the honours.”

			Malky tried to look as confident as possible in the circumstances. He sat back in his chair and noticed that Kenny’s forearm was bandaged up tightly. “Have an accident, Kenny?”

			“A shark bit it off.”

			Malky knew what that meant. Anyone put out in the cold by the Sharkeys had the shark tooth tattoo taken forcibly from their arm.

			“I come to you with only peace. I’ve left the Sharkeys, and I want to join with you.”

			“And why would you leave the Sharkeys?”

			“I’m sick of working under a fucking woman. Since Thomas has stepped down, the family has become soft.”

			“I heard you were ousted as a Head Man.”

			“Because I spoke out against Nikki’s weakness, and the rest of them supported her like lemmings.”

			Malky leaned forward and said, “How do I know you aren’t here to cause problems for me? A plant inside my family.”

			“I can only do that by my actions, Malky. Listen, I can help you sell in the Sharkey areas. I know people, I know the streets, the quiet areas. People will allow you to sell because I am there. Give me a chance? I can also bring some more Head Men to the McDades. I’m confident of that.”

			Malky looked at Gerry. They needed to get money in, to dig themselves out of the hole they were sinking into.

			“You have a week, Kenny. If you are anything other than you say you are, I’ll castrate you while you are conscious and then use a shotgun up your arse. Got it?”

			“Got it.”

			“Gerry? Give the man some product.”

			Malky still had his doubts, but he had to take this chance. He had to get the coke out onto the streets, or he was dead. Malky had already given all his capital to his lawyer to make a payment on the car wash business. If Mr. Gershon came looking for his money now, it didn’t bear thinking about.

			He was taking a roll of the dice, probably the last roll of the dice.

			





    
            Chapter Twenty-two





			Later that day, after Nikki was dropped home and Murdo was picked up, Logan, Murdo, and Jamsey made their way to Malky’s lawyer.

			Murdo had called to check what time they closed to have a ballpark time that Gary Pikerton would leave. Going by all the staff cars there, Jamsey thought they would need to go follow him to get him.

			They sat waiting with Starbucks coffee. Logan was in the front seat with Jamsey. “The majority of this job is waiting. Waiting for just the right moment,” he said.

			Murdo laughed. “Not much doubt which is Gary’s car.”

			Logan looked over at the Mercedes with the private number plate of Gar 598P.

			“What a prick,” Jamsey said.

			“Where are we taking him, Jamsey?”

			“A building five or ten minutes away from here, depending on traffic. It’s a theatre called The Queen’s Own. It was one of the oldest theatres in Glasgow, but it needed so much refurb done on it that it was going to be demolished. But Mrs. Sharkey wanted it to be saved, so the family bought it, and they’ve just started to have work done on it. It’s going be used for youth theatres, National Youth Theatre, acting college courses, things like that.”

			Murdo nodded. “Mrs. Sharkey is such a great woman. The charities she helps are amazing, but anyone who comes for her family, you see the steel inside her. I wouldn’t cross her.”

			She’s going to kill me, then, Logan said to herself.

			One by one the staff came out and took their cars off home, until only Gary’s car was left.

			“Pull up nearer the exit, Jamsey,” Murdo said.

			“Good idea. Now, you know what you have to do, Loggie?” Jamsey said.

			All the guys had started this nickname. It seemed like every one in the west of Scotland had to have a nickname, Logan was learning.

			“Yeah, no problem.”

			First Murdo got out of the blacked-out Jeep, then stood behind the stairwell. Logan got out and popped open the bonnet of the car, making it look like the car had broken down. It seemed like forever until the exit door started to open and Gary came outside, and whistling as he did it.

			Logan’s heart began to pound, but she was determined not to show it.

			“Hey, can you help me?”

			Gary walked towards her. “I don’t know anything about cars, but I can phone roadside assistance.”

			Murdo walked up behind Gary and put a knife behind the small of his back.

			“Don’t make a noise. Get into the car, or I’ll cut you to pieces.”

			“Okay, okay.”

			He was bundled into the front seat while Logan put the bonnet down. The blacked-out windows meant no one could see the knife being held against his throat.

			“Who are you? What do you want?” Gary said.

			“Why, you don’t need to know yet,” Jamsey said, “but I can tell you that we’re circling you like sharks, all of you McDades.”

			“The Sharkeys? Fuck. Look, I’m not part of the McDade family. I’m just their lawyer.”

			“You can tell that to my boss,” Logan said. “She wants to meet you.”

			Gary turned white as a sheet.
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        * * *

      

			Logan stood behind and to the left of Gary on the stage of the theatre. His chair was on the trapdoor. Murdo stood behind Gary with a knife to his throat. Logan felt no remorse for being part of this. The McDades murdered Hazel, and anyone who helped them sell drugs was complicit. He was guilty by association. He knew what the McDades did, and he enjoyed the money it got them.

			Success and riches built on someone else’s misery.

			A spotlight suddenly turned on him and a second one on the middle of the tiered seating.

			Nikki was sitting there, her legs crossed, sitting back in the seat with her arms over the backs of the chairs next to her.

			Logan was in awe of this woman. She exuded power from her fingertips—it was so sexy. What turned Logan on even more was what she had seen underneath that power, the woman Logan’s top energy coaxed out of her.

			No one had ever seen it but her. Logan wanted her so much right now.

			“Please don’t kill me, Nikki. I’m just his lawyer. I promise.”

			“Well, Gary, I don’t think that’s strictly true. When my daughter and her friend were targeted by Malky’s flunky Kevin Drury, when he tried to overdose my daughter and killed her friend, who was representing Kevin and got him off his drug charge? Instead of the true criminal being put behind bars, my cousin had to languish in jail for taking retribution.”

			“I was only doing my job, Nikki. Listen, if you can let me go free, I can tell you the McDade secrets, what they are doing right now,” Gary said.

			Logan watched as a smirk slowly spread across Nikki’s face. “I don’t need your help to know what the McDades are up to with the Acorn Group, Gary.”

			Gary looked shocked. “You know about that deal?”

			Nikki’s stare bored into him. “I’m the Godmother of Glasgow, Gary. I know everything.”

			Wow, Logan thought as her heart pounded. Nikki was born for this role.

			The way her body was starting to feel about Nikki was different from the normal way she lusted after women. She ached and yearned to slowly kiss and possess Nikki. The feeling was overwhelming her heart.

			It wasn’t only the powerfully sexy way she dealt with her business, it was also the soft, gentle moments that Nikki spent with her family, especially Isla. Nikki was capable of great love, but also of being completely ruthless.

			“Tell me about these car washing businesses?”

			The knife slightly nicked Gary’s throat. “I’ll tell you, I’ll tell you.”
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        * * *

      

			“Mr. Gershon, I just need a little more time,” Malky said.

			Malky was in a portacabin next to his taxi firm. He had been dodging this phone call for days, but he couldn’t any longer.

			Mr. Gershon adjusted his bow tie quite nonchalantly. “The Acorn Group gave you a chance, Mr. McDade. A chance to prove you could sell our product in the west of Scotland, and so far we’ve seen no money sent back in my direction.”

			“We had some hiccups, some teething problems moving into the Sharkey areas, but that’s resolved now. I have a viable means of distribution now. If you could give me just a bit more.”

			Mr. Gershon sighed. “You can have fifty thousand more, but if I’m not paid a reasonable amount in the next few months, there won’t be talk. You can kiss your family goodbye.”

			“Done.”

			If only Mr. Gershon knew he couldn’t care less about his family of parasites.
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        * * *

      

			Back at Nikki’s apartment building, she was having a meeting with her guards in the security office. Nikki had allowed Logan to join them. It was a test of her loyalty, as much as the discussion with the McDades’ lawyer was.

			Nikki perched on the edge of the desk near the wall of security cameras, her arms folded and ready to talk. Two of her guards on duty, at the desk, watching the screens, were Fletch and Coop, watched over by Shona.

			Logan stood at the back wall, behind Jamsey, Murdo, and her tech people, Knox and Goldy.

			Nikki had met Knox five years ago, when she had come for help at the Sharkeys’ drive for the unhoused. She had exceptional qualifications, but she couldn’t hold a job due to a cocaine addiction.

			Nikki’s mum and aunt got her into treatment, and a job with the Sharkeys. She was loyal to them from then on.

			Nikki knew Goldy from university and had been with the Sharkeys since then. Goldy had mentored Knox. They both stood out among the smart-suited Sharkey security people, Knox with a beanie pulled over her messy hair and Goldy covered in tattoos, with a beard and long, messy hair. They looked more like heavy metal audience members than a security team.

			Nikki looked up when she could feel Logan’s eyes burning her skin, and she loved it. It was such a rush to know that Logan took responsibility from her shoulders, and took control, but no one else had any idea.

			It was a trust that made Nikki invite Logan to come into their secret world, just a little. This new meeting would be the next test.

			“Okay, everyone. The McDades are taking liberties with my city, and we have to hit back without anything to link us to it. The police would be the first people at my door if we were slack.”

			“What’s the plan, boss?” Murdo asked.

			“They have their main stock at a secret location, and I’m working on that, but first we hit the supply of drugs at the car wash business. Every one, spread across the city.”

			“How do we do that without being caught on camera, boss?” Jamsey asked.

			“That’s why Knox and Goldy are here.” Nikki turned her gaze to her tech gurus. “Can you hack the security cameras and turn them off?”

			Knox looked to Goldy and said, with a touch of arrogance, “Can we hack the cameras? We’re the best, boss.”

			Nikki smiled. Knox’s arrogance wasn’t meant badly or disrespectfully. It was just a confidence born of the excellence of their work.

			“But can you shut them off at seven sites across the city? Goldy?”

			Goldy scratched his beard. “Just tell us where and when, and we’ll make it happen.”

			“Excellent, then Jamsey, Murdo, make up the teams to destroy these sites. The product will be taken home with them, but we will hit the ways to sell the product.”

			“I volunteer,” Logan said.

			“No, your arm isn’t healed yet. Plus I don’t want to put your boxing career at risk.”

			“I don’t have one, I keep telling you,” Logan said with anger in her voice.

			There was an uncomfortable silence. No one questioned or talked to Nikki with that tone.

			Nikki made allowances for Logan. She was new to their family business meetings, and she had gained a familiarity within the family.

			“We’ll talk upstairs.” Nikki stood as did everyone else. “Logan, let’s go.”

			Logan followed Nikki into the elevator. As soon as the doors shut, Nikki pressed a couple of buttons.

			“Now we’re not going anywhere and the camera is shut off.”

			Logan’s heart started to race. Nikki had something that she needed from her, and Logan was always ready to provide it.

			But to Logan’s surprise, Nikki turned around and pushed her gently against the back of the lift. This was different. She looked angry.

			“Don’t ever question my orders in front of my people again, Logan. No one else ever would, so you feel comfortable enough to do it because we share an…understanding. But if you can’t keep those two things separate, then I’ll have to change our understanding.”

			Shit. Logan didn’t want to make a mistake now, not when she was so close to getting hold of Malky and making him pay for her Hazel’s death, not when she could lose the emotional pull she was feeling towards Isla and Nikki.

			“I’m sorry. I overstepped. Forgive me?”

			Nikki’s face turned from the penetrating look to a soft caring gaze. “Lucky for you that you are easy to forgive. Don’t worry. You and I will be visible that night. We have to be so that we give the appearance of having nothing to do with it. We’re going to take Isla out for the night. Make sure we’re on camera for the police to see afterwards, along with Murdo and Jamsey.”

			Logan got her confidence back and spun Nikki down so she was pressed against the elevator wall. She moved her lips to an inch from Nikki’s. Nikki’s lips parted and breathed her in.

			“That’s settled then.”

			Logan ran her tongue so lightly over Nikki’s bottom lip that she moaned. She was clearly expecting a kiss, but Logan loved to make her wait and see that yearning look on Nikki’s face.

			“I have to go back to work.”

			“Your work is guarding me, so come upstairs.”

			Logan smiled. “No, when you’re home, Murdo and the guys have told me we check the perimeter of the building on rota, and man the security cameras.”

			“Fine.” Nikki sighed. “Come to dinner, then? With me and Isla?”

			“I’d love to, but could I cook?”

			Nikki crossed her arms and gave her a crooked smile. “You? Cook?”

			“I can cook. I’ve been training since I was a teenager, and I had to learn how to cook healthy meals.”

			Nikki pressed the two buttons to make the elevator start again, and they started moving. “In that case, Isla and I will be delighted to have you cook.”

			“Is there anything Isla doesn’t eat?”

			“Nothing too strange. She doesn’t like wooden cutlery or lolly sticks.”

			Logan chuckled. “I’ll try not to include wood in any of the meal.”

			She stood back to allow Nikki to move to the doors. They opened, and Nikki walked out to her front door. Logan held the elevator door open so she could see Nikki safely to her penthouse.

			Nikki pressed her finger against the pad and unlocked her front door. She turned back to Logan and said, “I warn you, you might have to watch a Disney movie after dinner.”

			To another woman that Nikki dated, that might sound extremely aggravating, but Logan treasured every moment she could spend with Isla. Time with family she never knew existed.

			“I can’t wait.”

			“Come for around half five. Does that give you enough time to cook?” Nikki said.

			“Perfect. I’ll be there.”

			Nikki went through her door, and Logan pressed to go down to the basement floor, where the security office was located.

			As the elevator moved down through the floors, Logan was filled with excitement at spending an evening with Isla and Nikki. Nikki wasn’t just her way to take care of Isla, she was a deep-seated need within her.

			Logan didn’t even know if she was capable of being in a romantic partnership. Logan had been hurt too much in life to take the steel from her heart, but Nikki made Logan feel so much.

			“Fuck.”

			Logan suddenly had burning, shooting pains in her arm, over and above the normal level of pain she was used to from the injury. She looked down at her arm and wiggled her fingers.

			It might be causing her a lot of pain, but she would do it a million times over if it meant keeping Isla safe.

			It had been a gateway into the Sharkeys’ inner circle, and she wasn’t going to waste this opportunity.

			





    
            Chapter Twenty-three





			“She’s really going to cook us dinner?” Isla said excitedly.

			Nikki smiled. “Yes, she is.”

			“Great.” Isla clapped her hands together.

			Nikki hadn’t seen Isla take to anyone outside the family like she had to Logan. Most adults didn’t know how to interact with Isla because of her autism. But Logan had been a natural.

			Maybe it was because Isla was missing Mack. Both were fun and determined to bring Isla out of her shell, and entertain her.

			“Now go and make Daisy’s food for her, and I’ll get her meds together.”

			Daisy was on four different kinds of medicine to help with the pain and prevent infection. Normally her housekeeper would take care of the meds, but Nikki was home early and let her go.

			Nikki went to the cupboard and took out the package the vet had given them. Nikki couldn’t imagine what would have happened if Logan hadn’t been there. But she was. Logan always appeared to be in the right place at the right time.

			Normally that would set off sirens in her mind, and yet here she was, letting someone in and close to her daughter.

			She started to take the medicines out of their boxes. Some were tablets, and some were liquid. Luckily Daisy was a good eater, and the meds would be wolfed down.

			“Got it, Mum,” Isla said.

			“Good girl.”

			Nikki started to put the meds in Daisy’s bowl. There was a difference between the police officer posing as her lover at university and Logan…Logan had put herself in harm’s way and gotten seriously injured for her trouble.

			She doubted that any police officer or rival gang member would go that far. That point was making her relax somewhat, but she would always be careful.

			“Here you go.” Nikki handed Isla Daisy’s bowl. “I’m going to do some work before Logan arrives. You can have some iPad time.”

			“Yes,” Isla exclaimed excitedly.
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        * * *

      

			Logan brushed her hair and pulled the long strands into a tight ponytail. After work she went shopping for dinner ingredients, then got a quick shower, being extremely cautious not to wet her arm bandage.

			The doctor had given her a plastic covering for her arm to shower, but it wasn’t exactly foolproof. She had found a way to work with it.

			Logan was getting ready for dinner with Nikki and Isla. She was much more uptight and nervous than she expected to be. She had spent time with them before at their penthouse suite, but this was more of an official invitation.

			It had taken her half an hour to decide whether to wear one of her suits for work, or her normal clothes. But Logan thought that Nikki first became interested in her because she wasn’t the sort of sharp suited or finely dressed person she was used to.

			Also Logan thought that Isla would appreciate her distressed looking Super Mario Yoshi T-shirt. So it was that and jeans.

			She sprayed on her favourite cologne, put on her watch, grabbed her leather bomber jacket, wallet, and shopping, and headed out to her front door.

			One of the good things about working Sharkey security was that she knew where the security cameras covered. Through her front door, Logan was being watched. Which meant no phone calls to her contact with the McDades.

			Her plans had changed. She wasn’t going to get Malky on her own. She wanted to be part of Nikki’s plans, but since she had made her own contact with them, maybe she could help finding the stash of cocaine Nikki was trying to find.

			Logan went through the door and walked around to the elevator and pressed the button. The light whirring noise meant that it was on its way to her.

			Nikki might be playing the long game, but Logan was determined to get revenge for Hazel’s death.

			The elevator arrived, and the doors opened. Logan stepped inside and pressed the button for the penthouse. Before the elevator took you to the penthouse, it buzzed Nikki’s apartment.

			Another layer of security that surrounded Nikki and Isla.

			Logan could never offer this kind of twenty-four-hour protection to Isla. Originally Logan’s plan had been to take Isla to a safer, more loving place than with a criminal organization. But she had seen with her own eyes how much Isla was loved by her new family, and with their money they could give her a much better life. Not that material things were everything, but the private school for autistic girls certainly gave Isla something she desperately needed.

			“Hello?” Nikki’s voice came over the intercom like honey.

			“It’s Logan.”

			“Come on up. We are waiting for you,” Nikki said.

			That voice sent a shiver down her back. This was more than anything she had planned to get near Nikki. Now she wanted Nikki—no, needed Nikki so much.

			The elevator opened on the penthouse floor, and Isla was there waiting for her.

			“Logan is here,” Isla shouted excitedly.

			The burst of love in her heart when she saw Isla was the one thing she never expected when she came to find her. How could she have such love in her heart for a child she had only met recently? If only Hazel could see her now. Maybe she could? Maybe it was her guiding Logan to Nikki and Isla’s side.

			“Hi Isla.”

			“I love your T-shirt.”

			Isla pulled her through the door.

			“I thought you might like Super Mario,” Logan said.

			They walked up the hall and into the living space. “I love Mario Kart. Do you know there’s a Super Nintendo World in Japan? Mum says we can go there next summer.”

			Nikki was sitting at the dining table, working on her laptop. Nikki looked up, and Logan felt the connection tugging at her heart.

			“Let Logan in before you chew her ear off about Mario. Take Logan’s jacket for her and put it on my bed, Isla.”

			Logan felt Nikki’s eyes taking in every inch of her. Her skin felt like it was burning to match her heart.

			Am I falling in love? Her feelings for Nikki were about fun, sex, passion, caring, family…and that’s where it became complicated. She loved Isla, absolutely loved her, but was Nikki part of those feelings? She just might be.

			She just hoped that one day she could tell Nikki the truth and still have Nikki in her life.

			Nikki stood when Isla went off with her jacket. She sauntered over to her, her heels reverberating on the wooden floor. Logan loved a woman in heels.

			Nikki ran a finger down her T-shirt. “Don’t tell me you love Mario too?” Nikki said.

			“I love video games. I suppose I’m not your normal date?”

			Nikki leaned in and whispered in her ear, “That’s just why I want you so much.”

			Nikki’s voice did things to her that no other woman had. She just yearned to touch her, kiss her, and—

			They both pulled back quickly when they heard Isla running back down the hall. “Later,” Nikki breathed.

			“Hey, how’s Daisy?” Logan asked.

			“She’s really remarkable,” Nikki said. “She’s been through so much, but she’s still trying to look out for Isla and not feeling sorry for herself.”

			“I’ll go and get her,” Isla said.

			Nikki smiled. “Just take it slowly. Her leg is still healing.” The old Nikki wouldn’t have wanted a dog in the apartment, far less lying beside them at dinner, but she had totally transformed into a dog fan, and more specifically a Daisy fan.

			“Logan, would you mind bringing Daisy’s dog bed?”

			“No problem.”

			Nikki felt her stomach flip as she watched Logan and Isla walk away, hand in hand, and jabbering about everything and anything. She placed her hand on her stomach and stroked the ivory silk blouse covering it, in an effort to calm the emotions she was feeling.

			It’s just a sexual relationship. That’s all, Nikki reminded herself.

			But the feelings of affection rolled over like a tidal wave in her body when she saw Logan carrying Daisy in her strong arms but being so gentle at the same time.

			All she could say was, “You’ll hurt your arm more than it already is, Logan. She’s getting stronger with her walking.”

			“Why should Daisy walk when she can catch a lift and a hug with me,” Logan said.

			Nikki let out a breath as Isla placed Daisy’s soft bed on the floor, and Logan carefully placed Daisy on it and ruffled her ears.

			You are adorable, Logan Lightning Power.

			“You get comfy, Isla, and I’ll get her water bowl.”

			No, don’t let this happen. First her stomach, then her heart started to ache in her chest.

			Nikki couldn’t fall in love, but she was. There was no escaping it. Logan might be working for the family, but that didn’t mean there wasn’t a huge risk.

			She watched Logan take great care of Daisy and stroke her head. You’d never believe it was the same person who bloodied up faces with the ferocity of her punches in the ring. That’s what she was learning about Logan—she was fierce and yet compassionate and gentle.

			Nikki shook her head, trying to disrupt her brain from drowning in a state of romantic goo.

			Logan came back with the water bowl for Daisy, and Isla said, “What’s for dinner?”

			“Ah yes. What’s for dinner, Logan?”

			“I’m making a Mexican street taco bar,” Logan said.

			“Like wraps and things? I love that,” Isla said.

			“Yeah, I’ll make bowls of beef, chicken, beans, rice, and veggies. You can choose hard or soft tacos, wraps, or a burrito bowl with nacho chips. You can choose what you want.”

			Isla clapped her hands excitedly. “Yes!”

			“You’ve hit on a winning formula there, Logan,” Nikki said.

			“This way everyone can choose exactly what they want.”

			Nikki looked her dead in the eyes. “Do you know exactly what you want, Logan?”

			Logan smiled. “Yeah. I know.”
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        * * *

      

			The credits for the film scrolled up. Logan and Nikki were sitting on the couch, while Isla sat at their feet next to Daisy.

			“You know, I don’t think I’ve actually seen that film right the way through,” Logan said.

			Nikki raised her eyebrows. “It seems to be the movie of the moment.”

			“Daisy likes to watch the dogs and puppies, Mum,” Isla said.

			“Well I enjoyed it, munchkin.”

			Nikki rolled her eyes. “Okay, time for bed. Logan, could you take Daisy out to her pee pad, and I’ll clear up here?”

			“I could take her downstairs for a quick walk on the real grass if you’d like.”

			“Can I come too?” Isla said.

			“No, you get ready for bed, cutie pie.” Then Nikki said to Logan, “I’m sure Daisy would love that. Watch that arm, though.”

			
        
          
            [image: scene separator]
          

        

        * * *

      

			Once Isla was ready to settle down, Nikki sat on the edge of her bed to talk to her as they did every night, before Isla listened to her audiobook.

			“Did you have a nice night?” Nikki asked.

			“Yeah, I love Logan, and Daisy does too.”

			Nikki looked over to Daisy’s crate and smiled at her favourite stuffed animal, one of Isla’s old toys. The scent of her human on the dinosaur toy soothed Daisy through the night.

			“She makes you smile, Mum,” Isla said.

			Nikki was taken aback by that comment from her daughter. “Who does?”

			“Logan does.” Isla smiled. “You smile so much when she’s around. I think she makes you happy.”

			Her girl might be autistic, but that gave her the ability to watch and notice the things that others wouldn’t notice, in speech and in mannerisms. Isla always hated it when people used the same word or repeated mannerisms, and Nikki always had to hear about it.

			Logan knocked at the door. “Daisy’s ready for bed, I think.”

			“Thanks, Logan, I’ll just be five minutes.”

			“Take your time.” Logan walked away, and Nikki’s heart didn’t stop fluttering.

			“You’re smiling again, Mum,” Isla said, laughing.

			“Never. Give Daisy a kiss goodnight.”

			Once they were both settled, Nikki stroked Isla’s hair and gave her a kiss goodnight. “Sweet dreams, cutie pie.”

			Isla put her AirPods in and settled to listen to her book.

			Nikki switched off the light and, in the darkness, thought: Does she make me happy?

			She hadn’t thought about any other woman since she got to know Logan intimately, which was unusual for her. There was no space left in her head and her heart, because Logan was consuming her.

			It was a scary thought.
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        * * *

      

			“Has she settled?” Logan asked.

			Logan watched Nikki walk back to the table. Nikki topped up her glass of wine and brought another bottle of no alcohol lager for Logan.

			“Yes, she’s listening to her audiobook.”

			Logan leaned her head on her hand and gazed at Nikki longingly. “You’re a great mum, Nikki.”

			Nikki appeared surprised at that comment. She took a sip of wine. “You think so? I don’t. I should give her more of my time than she gets. It’s just hard to run the Sharkey family and be there as much I should be. Then I have to rely on my mum and dad, Aunty Mary, and Mack and Flora.”

			“I only had my grandpa, but isn’t that what family is for? You all band together to bring up kids? I would have felt so lucky to have all the people Isla has to love her, so yes, you are a great mum.”

			Nikki smiled. “That’s kind of you to say. I’m always full of guilt.”

			Logan came up to Scotland expecting to find an unhappy kid who she would need to rescue from this evil crime family, but no, the opposite was true.

			On impulse Logan reached over to Nikki’s hand and squeezed it. “The last thing you should feel is guilt. You structure your life around Isla and understand her autism so well.”

			Nikki squeezed and held on to Logan’s hand. “It’s not easy.”

			“Having kids is never easy, so I’ve heard,” Logan said.

			“Isla is everything to me, but my business threatened her twice. The McDades nearly took her from me twice.”

			Logan felt the heat of her anger rise like a volcano inside her. “That was the McDades’ choice, not yours. Is there not some code between crime families not to touch partners and children?”

			Nikki stared at her wine glass as she swirled it around by the stem. “There is supposed to be. There was in my father’s time as leader of the Sharkeys, but everything changed when Malky took over from his father. He jealously wants what we have, success and respectability in the business world. Which brings me to why I don’t want you going for this job at the car washes.”

			Logan took her hand back from Nikki’s. “I want to be involved. I hate drugs and hate what they’ve done to Isla. Just let me go?”

			“I want to be seen by everyone that night, with my security team. So I can’t be linked to the destruction of the McDades’ latest business. You and I are going to have a lovely night out, with my guards.” Nikki raised an eyebrow and smiled. “Unless you want me to find another date for that evening?”

			The thought of guarding Nikki while she was enjoying another woman as her date was horrible for her. Logan hadn’t felt jealousy since she’d watched Hazel go out with her boyfriends, but she felt it now, much more intensely.

			“I’ll go with you,” Logan said.

			“So are you having a sleepover with us? I told Isla you would.”

			Logan smiled. “If you don’t mind, then I’d love to.” She pulled out her ponytail and ruffled her hair.

			Nikki licked her lips. “It’s so sexy when you do that.”

			“Yeah?” Logan grinned.

			Nikki cupped Logan’s face. “I think it’s our time for bed.”
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        * * *

      

			There were no words, just gasps and moans coming from Nikki, as Logan undulated her hips slowly. Logan kept her gaze on Nikki, marvelling at how beautiful she looked.

			Logan gave Nikki long, soft strokes. This wasn’t a quick passionate fuck, the kind that both she and Nikki were used to, this was something else. Nikki was letting go with every stroke inside her, and it was making Logan’s heart yearn for more.

			Logan cupped Nikki’s cheek softly with her hand, and Nikki grasped her hand and squeezed it. Logan didn’t care that it was her bad arm. Nikki opened her eyes and what felt like a lightning bolt hit Logan’s heart and set it on fire.

			This burning inside her wasn’t just desire. It was falling in love.

			Logan leaned down to kiss Nikki deeply, trying to convey the feeling of love in her heart. Nikki responded and grasped Logan’s hair. Logan could tell Nikki wanted more. She lifted Nikki’s leg, to change the angle and push more deeply inside her.

			The angle was also making the base of the strap-on hit Logan’s clit just right. But Logan didn’t care. All she cared about was rolling her hip just right so that she carried Nikki to her ultimate pleasure and, she hoped, gave Nikki the feelings from a lover that she hadn’t ever felt before.

			Nikki was breathing hard and getting close, so Logan started thrusting faster.

			“Yes,” Nikki moaned, then grasped Logan’s good hand and brought it to her breast. Logan rhythmically squeezed her breast and sucked her nipple a few times before she sensed Nikki was about to come.

			Logan cradled Nikki’s neck, and she, in turn, wrapped her legs around Logan’s thighs. Logan gave herself permission to unload the burning passion in her heart and in her sex. They both had to be quiet with Isla in the house, so Nikki squeezed her legs hard and buried her face in Logan’s neck, and Logan pushed her face into the pillow as her sex exploded within her.

			Logan took deep breaths and slipped the strap-on from Nikki, then fell back onto the bed.

			There was silence as they both tried to get their breath back. Logan wanted to say what was in her heart but couldn’t. She was too scared that she would lose Nikki and Isla when they knew who she was.

			Nikki rolled over and kissed her on the lips. “That was amazing.” She lightly scratched her nails down Logan’s arm tattoos. “You are amazing.”

			Nikki was overwhelmed with the confusing feelings and emotions she was experiencing. Never had she had a lover in her home before, never with her child across the hallway.

			Nikki just naturally trusted her.

			Logan turned her head to the side to look at Nikki. Nikki traced a finger over her eyes and down her cheek.

			“That felt different. I’ve got so much in my heart, Nikki. I’m fallin—”

			Just then Nikki heard Daisy whine, and a few moments later a knock on her bedroom door.

			Logan spoke first. “I’ll go in the bathroom and get washed up, you go and talk to Isla, and then I’ll join you in a bit.”

			Isla knew Logan was sleeping over, but just not in her mother’s room.

			Nikki nodded. She got up and put her cream-silk dressing gown on while Logan went to use the bathroom.

			Was Logan about to say she had so much in her heart for her? That she was falling in love? That had to be. The thought made her heart beat faster in both excitement and fear.

			She pushed that deep down inside her and opened the door. Isla looked worried and scared.

			“Mum, Daisy is whining and crying like she’s sore. Her night-time tablets usually make her sleep.”

			“Okay, let me see.”

			Nikki hurried to Isla’s bedroom to find Daisy lying half out of her crate, Isla on her knees by her side.

			“What’s wrong, Daisybell?”

			Daisy looked sad and distressed. Logan arrived by their side, dressed in last night’s clothes. Isla didn’t even question anything about her rumpled appearance.

			“What’s wrong with you, girl?”

			Nikki stroked her head. “She’s in pain. She normally sleeps through the night with her meds.”

			Logan knelt down and rolled Daisy to see her wound.

			Nikki grasped Logan’s good arm. “No, Logan. How many times do I tell you not to do anything that’s going to hurt your arm?”

			“I’m fine,” Logan said.

			She picked up Daisy and pulled her out of the crate. Nikki could see the pain on Logan’s face but said nothing.

			The dressing on Daisy hip, where her leg was bitten, had fresh blood on it. Nikki leaned over to look.

			“I think she’s just popped some stitches, and it’s making it painful,” Logan said.

			“I think so too,” Nikki replied.

			“Is she going to be okay, Mum?”

			Nikki looked at Logan and then said, “Daisy has a couple of stitches out, probably from when she’s turned in her sleep, but don’t worry. We can take her to the vet in the morning and get them restitched.”

			Logan had pulled Daisy’s head and shoulders onto her lap and was stroking her to calm her soothingly.

			“It’s three in the morning now. What time does her vet open?”

			“Usually half past seven, but we could go to the emergency vet,” Nikki said.

			Logan continued, “You said that Daisy was nervous of the emergency vet because of the trauma that day. Maybe it would be kinder to wait for her own vet. It’s not that long to wait.”

			“You’re right,” Nikki said. “I’ll sleep with Isla, and we can both keep her company. You can go back to your apartment, Logan.”

			Logan shook her head. “You think I’m going to leave Daisybell here? I’ll lie with her down here.”

			“You can’t sleep down there.”

			“I’ve slept in far worse places, and I’m getting hugs from Daisy here.”

			Nikki’s heart skipped a beat as Daisy’s whines turned to whimpers, as Logan stroked Daisy’s head and chest soothingly.

			“You’ve got training with Molly tomorrow, and the doctor to check your arm. You’ll be so tired.”

			“I’ll be fine.” Logan smiled and winked.

			That wink did things to her heart and body that she couldn’t process at this time in the morning.

			Isla gave Daisy kisses and headed back to her. “Come on, Mum. We can watch Daisy from bed.”

			Just as Isla was about to climb in beside Nikki, she said to the speaker in her room, “Alexa, play dog music.”

			Logan gave them a questioning look. “Dog music?”

			Nikki smiled. “It’s classical music, slowed down to be soothing for dogs, with a few noises they enjoy, like bird sounds, water, other dog barks…”

			“You learn something every day,” Logan said.

			Isla said, “Daisy loves it.”

			Nikki pulled Isla into bed. “Let’s settle now.”

			After a while, Isla and then Logan dropped off to sleep. Nikki gazed at Logan. How could she have gotten so far into her family, and her heart?

			Logan looked like she could knock you out with one punch, with that deadly stare inside the ring. But with Isla, Daisy, and her, she was so gentle.

			Nikki lifted her phone from the bedside table and took a picture of Logan with Daisy on her lap. It was just adorable.

			Isla squirmed, and Nikki stroked her brow. Once she was settled, Nikki expanded the picture so she could see Logan up close.

			Nikki’s stomach tightened. She had given Logan so much trust. She prayed this was real between them.

			





    
            Chapter Twenty-four





			“Harder, harder,” Logan said to Molly.

			Molly grunted and slammed her hands repeatedly into the punchbag Logan was holding.

			“Time, time,” Logan said as the round timer went off. “Let’s get a drink.”

			They grabbed their water bottles and sat at the side of the ring. Logan took a long drink as she looked out at the other boxers in the gym. She knew almost all of them well now. Never in a million years did she think she’d have a gym family again or be training boxers. One like Molly, whom she had gotten to be friends with.

			“You’re doing well, Molls. Just remember, you’ve got better technique than anyone else you go into the ring with. You just need to learn how to drop bombs on them.”

			“Jimmy’s been working on my strength training, and I think I’m feeling stronger.”

			“You have to choose when to use the bombs, but when you do, put your whole body into it, all your anger, pain, anything like that, and throw that explosive punch.”

			Logan extended her injured arm and wiggled her fingers. It was a bit sorer. She was sure she had burst a few stitches lifting up Daisy, and a few other things she was warned not to do, like holding the heavy bag as she was.

			“How’s the arm?”

			“Fine,” Logan lied. “I’ve got an appointment with the doctor this afternoon, to get it rebandaged and checked out.”

			“You know you don’t have to be so hands-on with me at the gym.”

			“I know, but I’m fine, believe me.”

			There was a part of Logan that knew pushing herself was a bad idea, but nothing was going to change Logan’s closeness to the Sharkey family. She had to stay involved with them and work on being part of their lives as long as she could. Because one day the secret in her heart would come out, and her feelings for both Isla and Nikki.

			“What about Daisy? Did she get sorted at the vet’s?”

			“Yeah, some new stitches, and she was feeling much better,” Logan said.

			“Will you be at the chapel hall tonight?” Molly asked.

			“Yes, I’ll be there. Mrs. Sharkey and Nikki’s aunt Mary have done an amazing job in getting all those donations for the unhoused. They really give back to the community,” Logan said.

			She was looking forward to spending more time with Isla and the whole family tonight. Logan just wanted to be part of this big family. But it would end…sometime.
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        * * *

      

			All those staff who could be spared from duty at the Sharkey businesses were here in the hall of St Joseph’s chapel. Nikki smiled as she looked around at these tough Sharkey guards being ordered around by her mother, who walked around wielding her pen and clipboard like a weapon, ably assisted by Aunt Mary.

			Everyone was working on a section of goods that would be handed out on the day. Some were filling up envelopes with information about where to go for legal advice, shelters, and drug and healthcare services.

			One of them was the psychologist that both Flora and Isla attended. She was always a regular helper. As well as her, on the day of the event, healthcare providers from Nikki’s own private doctor’s office would be there for free advice and care.

			Nikki smiled as her mum shouted, “Let’s keep this pace going. We’ve only got till half past ten.”

			Her mum was in her element. The command she had over the Sharkey guards and staff was unquestioning. Nikki was not the boss tonight—she was simply a worker, not in designer suits, but in jeans and silk blouse. Nikki could never totally dress down.

			Some of her people were lifting and carrying boxes of goods, donated by local businesses—food, clothing, health and hygiene products—which would then be sorted at long tables into groups. Then they were brought to the section she and Isla were working on, filling backpacks that had everything to make the lives of those that came for help just a little better.

			She spotted her dad at the side of the hall talking to the priest, and then her eyes caught sight of Logan, carrying a box to a table for sorting through, and her heart skipped a beat. Nikki felt like an eighteen-year-old watching their love walk around, and longing to be near them, to simply gaze into their eyes. It was frightening. A hunger for touch and sex she could understand, but this was so different.

			Some of her happiest moments over the time since she’d known Logan were talking after dinner with her, watching Daisy fall asleep in her arms.

			When she looked down to her side and saw her daughter, ice cooled her glowing heart. Isla had been through too much already in her young life for Nikki to get carried away with feelings of love.

			It was a big hall full of noise and people. Not normally an environment that suited Isla, but she had her AirPod in one ear. Her earphones were her defence from the chaotic world of sights and sounds, a way she could retreat into her own inner world when the outside got too much for her.

			In unfamiliar or stressful situations, it would be two earphones, her protection against the world, but at the moment she was comfortable with one, keeping one foot in her world and one in the outside world.

			“You okay, cutie?”

			“Yeah, we need more backpacks, Mum. There’s only a few left,” Isla said.

			“Go and ask Aunt Mary for some more.”

			Nikki smiled. Isla loved helping on these nights. It was so good for her to know that she was very privileged in the life she led, and to know the Sharkeys were once poor and in need at one time in their past.

			Her mum appeared at her side. “How are we getting on?”

			“Great. Isy’s just gone for more backpacks. She’s having a great time.”

			Her mum tapped her pen against her chin. “Logan’s settling in well.”

			Nikki looked up to find her in the room chasing Isla around the table. She couldn’t help but feel her stomach flip at the sight.

			“I can see that smile,” her mum said.

			Nikki immediately straightened her face. “Smile? What smile?”

			“The one you have every time you look at her.”

			Nikki frowned. “I do not. I was smiling at Isy.”

			“Isy talked to me and your dad about her.”

			Nikki’s proverbial hackles went up. “What did she say?”

			“Nothing bad or worrying. She told us that Logan made you smile and be happy. That she liked it and hoped that you could be in love, and not be lonely any more.”

			What on earth had she been giving away, if Isla had noticed it. “She’s a child, Mum. You and I both know that I am never lonely for the company of women.”

			“Your heart is.”

			“I have the love of my family. It’s all I need,” Nikki said firmly. “I owe her.”

			“You are making a mistake if you think the looks you give her are of gratitude.”

			Nikki had to get a handle on these feelings if other people were seeing this. She saw Logan was now deep in conversation with her dad. Without Nikki realizing it, Logan had gotten deep inside her family, so deep that she could destroy everything Nikki loved.

			But worst of all, Nikki had gotten soft and let her hungry sexual attraction turn into feelings of falling in love.

			No one was going to have that control over Nikki. This was too much, and too soon.

			As she gazed at Logan, she forced the detachment that had always been so easy to call on to seep across her heart.
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        * * *

      

			“Mum’s shouting on me,” Isla said.

			“I better get back to work too,” Logan said.

			Logan smiled and waved as Isla ran back to her mum. Logan was having the time of her life, spending all this time with Isla and Nikki. She looked over and smiled at Nikki, but she didn’t seem to see her.

			“Logan?”

			It was Mr. Sharkey. “Hi sir.”

			“How’s things? You feel settled in Glasgow now?”

			“Yeah, I’m loving it, sir,” Logan said respectfully.

			“Call me Thomas. Tell me something, Logan. Do you like football? I thought coming from Manchester, you must.”

			Logan lit up. “Yeah I love it.”

			“Are you from the blue half, or the red?” Thomas asked.

			“Red. My family have always been Man United fans.”

			Thomas smiled. “I was hoping you’d say that. I’ve always had a soft spot for Manchester United. Listen, we have a box at Celtic Park. The Sharkeys and Celtic have a long history together. I’d love for you to come with me one time. Nikki’s not a football fan, but Mack my niece loves Celtic too. I’m sure you’ll get on well with her.”

			Logan grinned excitedly. “I really would like that. I’ve never been to many games. English Premier League prices are through the roof, but I’ve always enjoyed when Man U are drawn against Celtic in the Champions League. They are great games.”

			“They are. That’s that settled, then. I better go. The missus is calling me back.”

			“Okay, thanks, sir…Thomas.”

			Thomas patted her on the back. “You’re a great boxer and my granddaughter loves you. We’re glad to have you, Logan.”

			As he walked away, Logan felt happier than she had in…well, forever. The Sharkeys were taking her under their wing. She had to find a way of burying why she came here, or telling the truth and throwing herself on Nikki’s mercy. Because she wanted this, to be a part of this, but the reality was bleak at best.
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        * * *

      

			On the car ride home, everything was quiet. Isla had expended all her energy at the church hall and was sleeping, cuddling into Nikki’s side, with Nikki’s arm around her. Logan looked at Nikki, hoping she would look her way, but she didn’t.

			Something had changed at the church hall, but Logan had no clue what it was.

			“Nikki? Have I done something wrong?” Logan asked.

			Nikki never even turned her head. “Nothing. I’m just tired, and I have business matters on my mind.”

			She was so cold. It might be a cold November evening, but it was like the Arctic in here.

			When they got back to Sharkey Towers, Logan carried Isla while she slept. The elevator journey was just as icy as the car.

			“Look, if I’ve done anything, just tell me,” Logan said.

			“You’ve done nothing. I just want to get my little girl to bed and me to bed. I’m tired. You can do your final perimeter checks and go back to your apartment.”

			There it was. Nikki was brushing her off. Logan had no idea what had changed, but they had gone from lovers to employer and employee in an evening.

			It hurt more than Logan had thought possible.

			





    
            Chapter Twenty-five





			Nikki hugged Mack and then Flora. “I’m so glad to have you both back.”

			“We missed you too,” Flora said.

			Isla was hugging Mack while Dexter, Mack and Flora’s dachshund, jumped up and down.

			Both Mack and Flora arrived back yesterday, and they were throwing a family party.

			The party was only for immediate family, as Flora didn’t cope well in big groups of people. Everyone was out in the heated conservatory at the back of the house. They could leave the doors open for Dexter and Isla to run in and out.

			Despite it being only close family, Mum and Aunt Mary had been cooking for days. They had set up a buffet style food and drinks table along one side of the conservatory.

			“I’m so sorry about little Daisy. Is she okay?” Flora said softly.

			“She’s doing well. She was as brave as a lion saving Isla. Mel is babysitting her for this evening. We thought it would be a bit much for her.”

			Isla piped up, “Logan saved Daisy.”

			Mack grinned. “Is this the famous Logan my ma’s been telling me about when I phoned home?”

			“Yeah. She’s a boxer and she hurt her arm, and Mum and me have dinner with her,” Isla said.

			“Oh, dinner as well?” Mack was winding her up. Nikki found it embarrassing, especially as Logan was standing just outside the conservatory, taking her place with the other guards around the large back garden area.

			Luckily Aunt Mary came to interrupt. “Flora, come to the kitchen, bring Dexter, you too, Mack. We want to see your photos.”

			That left just Nikki near the door where Logan was, near where her dad was smoking a cigar with one of their Head Men, Charlie.

			This was an attempt by her mother to get Logan and her alone. She had found out through Isla that things were not as friendly between them as they had been. Her mum was convinced Logan was the one for her daughter.

			“No, stay, Mack. I need to talk to you about the McDades.”

			Once the others left, Mack said, “Fuck the McDades. Have you been falling in love while I was on my honeymoon?”

			Nikki looked over to where Logan was standing and felt nothing but longing. “Don’t be so ridiculous. You know I don’t do love. We had a few hot nights together, that’s all.”

			“That’s not what I heard. She was cooking you and Isla dinner and lying on the floor sleeping with Daisy in her lap. That doesn’t sound like a few hot nights. When Mum told me her name, I knew who it was straight away. She was a fantastic boxer.”

			Mack always followed boxing more closely than she did.

			Nikki sighed. “I’m terrified, Mack. I have feelings I don’t know what to do with. I don’t know who she is, and she’s gotten into the heart of the family so quickly.”

			“Love is terrifying, Nik. Believe me. Have you used all the usual channels to check out her story?”

			Nikki nodded. “Her story checks out. But there’s something not right. Something…about the way she turned up in our lives that’s too perfect.”

			“I can see by the way you look at her what you feel. I have some contacts in the Manchester area. Do you want me to investigate things with them?”

			“Yes, I’d appreciate that. I can’t stop thinking about her.”

			Mack said, “Sometimes you have to take a leap of faith. She’s done everything to show her decency and loyalty, to you and Isla. The way you look at her is—”

			“I’m terrified to tell her I love her and be stabbed in the back or, worse, hurt our family.” Nikki rubbed her forehead. “It’s just too much.”

			“Okay.” Mack let her off the hook for now. “Talk about the McDades. They were stupid enough to take drugs from the Acorn Group? They don’t have the brains or the brawn to deal with the Acorn Group.”

			“That was my thinking. We could get rid of the McDades, once and for all, without lifting a finger or becoming of interest to the police.”

			“What do you want from me?”

			“To stay well clear. You’ve just got married. The guys will take care of everything while we serve the community and help those affected by drugs, and stop the ones selling the drugs.”

			Mack saw Nikki’s gaze drift over to Logan again. “She unnerves me.”

			“Love unnerves you,” Mack said. “It knocks you off balance.”

			“I’m so glad you’re back. You and I think the same way.”

			“Talk to her, and then come and introduce her to me,” Mack said. “Why don’t Flora and I stay over with Daisy and Isla. Dexter will cheer her up.”

			“No, I…”

			“You’re scared. I get that. Take a chance at happiness, Nik.”

			Nikki closed her eyes and imagined a life without Logan. “Okay, I’ll try.”

			She walked over to Logan. “Logan?”

			Logan sniffed. The cold air made her breath look like smoke. “Yeah, boss.”

			That response was as cold as the air outside. “Can we talk? Back at your apartment? Mack and Flora are going to look after Isla and Daisy for me.”

			Logan finally looked at her. “Is that what you want?”

			“Yes. It is. Come and meet my cousin.”

			Logan followed her over to Mack. “Mack? This is Logan.”

			They shook hands. “Good to meet you,” Mack said. “I’ve seen lots of your fights. You are some boxer.”

			“Thanks. It’s great to meet you too. Isla has told me everything about you.”

			Mack laughed.

			Nikki gave Mack a hug and said, “We’ll get going now. Call me if Isla needs me.”

			“She’ll be fine.”
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        * * *

      

			There was little said until they got up to Logan’s apartment. Logan took her jacket off and threw it on the couch. “Do you want to sit?” Logan offered.

			“No, it’s okay. I just need to speak before I lose my nerve.”

			“Okay, go.”

			Nikki paced one way, then the other, building up her courage. “I’m sorry I was cold to you tonight and yesterday.”

			“Why were you? I thought we were doing okay,” Logan said.

			“We were doing more than okay. I realized I was falling, no, that I am in love with you, and I’ve been so scared ever since.”

			Logan wasn’t expecting that answer. She walked up close to Nikki, her feelings of hurt disappearing by the second.

			“I am scared of how you make me feel,” Nikki continued. “I’ve never felt like this. I’ve never risked my family like this. The police officer who I thought I loved, it was nothing like this—”

			“We don’t leave this room until we are honest.” Logan took Nikki’s hand and kissed it. “I love you too. Let me show you how much?”

			Nikki let herself be led to the bedroom.
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        * * *

      

			Logan and Nikki debated how to tell Isla. But they both agreed to do it before they went to the Sharkey unhoused reach-out. They wanted to go as an official couple, a family, especially as this was the night to end the McDades’ new business.

			Everything was arranged and set to go.

			Nikki was putting her make-up on in the bedroom when Logan knocked at the bedroom door. She popped her head round and said, “Are you ready?”

			Nikki nodded, then let out a breath.

			Logan shouted to Isla, “Isy, can you come here?”

			She came bouncing down the hall. Mel had been watching her in the living room. She was going to take care of Daisy while they were out.

			“Isla, sit on the bed with me.”

			Isla frowned. “Is there something wrong?”

			“No, nothing like that, cutie. You know we’ve become great friends with Logan?” Nikki said.

			Isla had a huge smile now. “Yeah, I love her.”

			Logan couldn’t have been happier at that reply. “I love you too, Isy.”

			Nikki cleared her throat. “Well, Mum loves her too, like the way Mack loves Flora.”

			“Like you’re getting married?” Isla jumped up and down.

			Their eyes went wide.

			“No, like girlfriends first. First step, Isy. Would you mind Logan and me being a couple?”

			Isy squeezed her mum tightly. “I’d love it, Mum. So would Daisy.”

			She then ran over to Logan and threw her arms around her.

			“Watch Logan’s arm.”

			“It’s fine.”

			This was Logan’s dream come true, but it could be spoiled with the secrets that were in her heart. But Logan decided to live with those secrets for the two people she loved.
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        * * *

      

			The car pulled up outside the Sharkey head office. There were lines of people coming into the building, but they were stopped by the guards when Nikki, Isla, and Logan stepped out of the car.

			Logan and Nikki held Isla’s hands as they walked up the stairs. They stopped at the top, and Jamsey took Isla away to let the assembled photographers get some good pictures.

			She couldn’t cope with the lights and the sounds of the media.

			“Smile, Logan.”

			“Believe me, I’m smiling inside at the thought of the McDades’ business being destroyed as we speak.”

			“It sends a warm glow throughout your body, doesn’t it?” Nikki said. “Now, was my plan to do this calmly and while we are far from the scene a good idea?”

			“You aren’t called the Godmother of Glasgow for nothing,” Logan said.

			“Very true.”

			Now finished with creating their alibi, they both went in to help with the charity evening.
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        * * *

      

			Malky McDade burst into the living room of his home. On the TV it showed the news of the gangland hit on his business.

			“Oh, you’ve arrived. Look what they have done,” his mum said.

			“Gerry, where did you put the coke that wasn’t sold last night?”

			Gerry suddenly went white. His brother towered over him spitting on him as he shouted.

			“Where? I told you to put it in the safe at the taxi rank every night. It’s not there.”

			“I…I…”

			Malky grabbed him by his T-shirt and screamed, “Where is it?”

			“We left it in the booths. It seemed easier than going back and forth to the taxi office every night.”

			“It’s gone. The Sharkeys have it. They destroyed every car wash booth and took the merchandise. I’m dead. I’m fucking dead.”

			Malky pulled up his brother and slammed him against the wall. “You are a fucking idiot.”

			He started to strangle the life out of his brother.

			“Leave my boy alone,” his mother screamed.

			“Your boy? I’m your boy too.”

			She continued pulling at Malky. “You never were my boy, you never were a McDade. You were a drunken night at a party. I don’t know who your da was.”

			Malky was filled with such utter rage, unlike anything he had felt before. He let Gerry go, took hold of his mother’s hair, and slammed her head against the wall, over and over again. He heard his sister screaming and let her go.

			She fell to the floor with a sickening thud. Malky looked at his blood-coated hands and then saw where it had come from. The side of his mother’s head was caved in.

			He looked at his sister’s face, and then his brother who was still struggling for breath, and then he ran.

			





    
            Chapter Twenty-six





			Logan woke up in Nikki’s bed. Nikki was fully dressed, sitting on a chair, looking every inch the Godmother of Glasgow. Something wasn’t right.

			“Who are you?”

			Logan rubbed her eyes. The sun was blinding her through the bedroom window. It was strange for Nikki to have the blinds up in there. Then she saw the red dot on her.

			This is it. It’s over.

			“There is a gun pointing at your head.”

			“I see that.” Logan sat on the edge of the bed. “Isla isn’t here, is she?”

			“No, she’s gone to Mum’s. Again, who are you?”

			“You don’t need to threaten me. I don’t want to hide any more. Isla’s mum Hazel was my foster sister I told you about. She was my first love, actually, but she was as straight as they come. Just like I told you before, Grandpa always included her in our outings, and we were a strange kind of family. We tried to maintain a relationship, but she got involved in drugs, my grandpa saved me with boxing. That was my life.”

			“I helped Hazel. She was pregnant, I wanted a baby. We got married in secret because it would be easier and quicker for me to adopt Isla that way. We had a quickie divorce, she gave me legal custody, I gave her a new identity, got her clean, and got her a job,” Nikki said.

			Logan cleared her throat. “I hadn’t heard from Hazel in a long time. She didn’t even show up to my grandpa’s funeral. Then she sent me a message. Can I open my phone without me getting my head blown off?”

			Nikki nodded. Logan lifted it up from the bedside cabinet, unlocked it, and handed it over. “Watch it.”

			Nikki watched it and felt sorry for the young woman who was Isla’s biological mother, dragged back into the life of drugs. The McDades dragged her back in.

			“So you know everything?” Nikki said.

			“I came when I found out Hazel had family. I was alone in the world, and the video gave me hope. I didn’t know the Sharkeys were a good family. I only knew you were from the criminal underworld like the McDades. Hazel wanted me to check that Isla was okay in this world, while she was in the next, and I felt a connection to Isla. She felt like family.”

			“Then what did you find?” Nikki asked.

			“Can I stand up?”

			Nikki nodded. “No one will fire unless I signal.”

			Logan walked over to Nikki and knelt in front of her. Nikki’s heart had gone from breaking, to hopeful, to praying that Logan was telling the truth.

			Logan took her hand. “I found a good family who I wanted to help protect, a beautiful girl who I loved on sight, and a woman who I fell madly in love with. The person in Glasgow I wanted to kill, and still do, is Malky McDade.”

			“You know how much I’m risking? I never told my family I couldn’t have kids. I felt like a failure who couldn’t produce the next Sharkey.”

			“She is a Sharkey. You brought her up to be that Sharkey. I want to be in the Sharkey family, not take that away from you. I swear on Isla’s life. She’s your daughter, and if you don’t want to tell your family, then they will never hear it from me.”

			Nikki stood, and Logan followed. She reached into her pocket for her phone and dialled a number. “Cancel. Stand down.”

			Nikki threw her arms around Logan’s neck and kissed her deeply.

			“I was so scared when Mack called me during the night. I’d asked her to use her contacts in Manchester to double-check your background.”

			“Did Mack want me out?” Logan asked.

			Nikki shook her head. “She wanted me to give you a chance to explain. She was sure your love was real.”

			Logan lifted her up and squeezed her tight. “Thank you for trusting me.”

			“I think it’s time we share the secrets in our hearts. No more dishonesty.”

			“I’ll follow your lead,” Logan said.

			Nikki’s phone rang. “My God, really? Keep me updated.”

			“What is it?”

			“Malky McDade hasn’t taken the raid on his new business well. He’s killed his mother and assaulted his brother.”

			“Why would he do that?”

			“The drugs. Our people found bags of powder waiting to be sold at the car washes. He’s a dead man walking. Mr. Gershon will want his money, and he always pursues a debt, and we have a way to take care of him—for Hazel—and keep our hands clean. Come on.”

			“You are so sexy when you’re Godmother of Glasgow.” Logan grinned.

			“Later, you’ll get what you want later.”

			Logan grasped her waist and spun her around. “What do I want?”

			Nikki leaned over to whisper in Logan’s ear. “Me on my knees.”

			“Jesus,” Logan groaned.
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        * * *

      

			“He’s on the run, and we want to find him before the police do,” Nikki said.

			She, Mack, and Logan were in her dad’s study trying to come up with a plan. Nikki had explained to her parents what Logan had told her, that she had come to Glasgow to find Malky, to pay for Hazel’s death.

			Her parents took the news of who Logan was and why she kept it secret quite well, but her father warned Logan she wouldn’t get a second chance if she ever kept secrets from them again. One step at a time, Nikki told Logan.

			“We both have our reasons to wipe the McDades from Glasgow’s streets, especially Malky,” her da said, “Logan for her foster sister Hazel, and us for the repeated attempts on Isla’s life.”

			“He clearly has no respect for family,” Mack said. “Smashing his mother’s head off a wall?”

			“She wasn’t a good woman, but it is disgusting,” her da said.

			Logan sighed. “Where would he go? According to the news, the whole of the Glasgow police force is searching for him.”

			“Da,” Nikki said, “do you remember you used to tell us where the McDades hid their guns?”

			A smile crept up on his face. “What a clever daughter I have. Well remembered, Nikki.”

			Mack said, “Where?”

			Nikki stood up. “Follow me, you two. Da, can you call Mr. Gershon and see if his people can catch a flight from London this afternoon?”

			“I will do. Give Malky my regards.”

			“I’ll remember. Oh, and Da, when this settles down, Logan and I would like to speak to you and Mum about something.”

			He raised an eyebrow. “Logan? You haven’t got my girl pregnant, have you?”

			Logan, Nikki, and Mack laughed.

			Logan said, “Not yet, sir.”

			He smiled. “Your ma and I are always here to listen to you. I’ll make the call. You go and get Malky.”
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        * * *

      

			“What are we doing in a graveyard?” Logan asked.

			Mack, Logan, and Nikki had been dropped at the gate, and Murdo, Jamsey, and Eddie were with them.

			Nikki said, “Mack, do you remember the story about where the McDades kept their guns in the sixties?”

			“The McDade tomb,” Mack said.

			“What?” Logan asked.

			Mack continued, “The McDades owned a walk-in tomb for their family grave, but there were no bodies in there, just guns.”

			“You really think he’s there?” Logan asked.

			“Let’s see,” Nikki said.

			She stopped in front of a large tomb. McDade was carved on the front, and then names of supposed family members, and dates of death.

			“Someone’s busted the lock,” Jamsey said.

			Nikki pointed to Jamsey and Murdo, then pointed for them to go into the tomb.

			After they went in, Jamsey shouted, “He’s here. We have him.”

			Before Mack or Nikki had a chance to do anything, Logan launched through the door.

			Jamsey had a hold of him and Murdo held the last bag of coke that was hidden there.

			“You fucking arsehole. You killed Hazel.”

			Logan pounded him with punch after punch, until his face was a bloody mess.

			“Logan, no. Murdo, stop her,” Nikki said.

			Mack and Murdo managed to pull Logan off him. She was breathing hard with a face full of fury.

			“No, I want to kill him.”

			“Logan, no.” Nikki put a calming hand on her chest. “Not you, not like this. We have a family to protect and live a life with.”

			Malky shouted, “I don’t even know who your fucking Hazel is.”

			Logan went for him again, but Murdo stopped her. “Hazel Barrowfield. You made her sell to pay off a drug debt, and when she said no, you had her killed.”

			He went quiet. Now he remembered.

			Nikki walked up to Malky. “What a pathetic sight you make. Killed your mum, I see on the news. Terrible way to treat your own mother.”

			“Look, just kill me and get it over with.”

			“Oh, I don’t think it’ll be quick.” Murdo handed her the last bag of coke. “This is all you had left?” Nikki opened up the bag and let the powder fall on the ground.

			“You fucking bitch. I hope you get life for killing me. You’ll never see that slow-witted brat of yours again.”

			Logan got free and punched him so hard in the stomach, Malky vomited on the floor. “Don’t you ever talk about Isla again. Fucking pig.”

			Nikki put her hands in her winter coat pockets and smiled. “I won’t be anywhere near jail. I’m not going to kill you. Someone who will take much longer than me to kill you will do it.” She bent over his bloodied face and said, “I wouldn’t want to die the way you are going to. But when you do, I want you to remember trying to kill my daughter and a woman called Hazel, whose life you made a misery. Hell is too good for you. Murdo? Phone.”

			Nikki got the burner phone, and it was already dialled. “Mr. Gershon? We have Malky for you. One favour…make it slow and painful. Thank you.”

			Malky started to scream, beg, and panic.

			“You two hold him here. Eddie will drive us home. Let’s go.”

			Mack, Nikki, and Logan walked out of the graveyard.

			“I wanted to kill him, Nikki.”

			Nikki took her hand. “I know. But this is the best way. He dies a lingering death, and we go home to spend a life with our girl.”

			“Come on, mate,” Mack said.

			Logan nodded. “I love you, Nikki.”

			“I love you too, Logan. Let’s go.”
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        * * *

      

			Nikki, Logan, Mack, Flora, Thomas, Chrissy, and Mary sat in the conservatory and watched Daisy run around with Dexter and Isla.

			“Daisy’s back to her usual self, I see,” Mary said.

			“She’s a brave girl,” Flora said to her mother-in-law.

			“She is,” Nikki added, “and Isla’s happy, now that she has found another mum.”

			Logan smiled happily and kissed Nikki’s hand. They had explained to Isla Logan’s family connection to her birth mother, and she took it in her stride.

			“I’m really lucky to have found you, and your family,” Logan said.

			Chrissy cleared her throat. “One thing, and this goes for all of you. Don’t keep secrets locked up in your hearts. We are family, we are Sharkeys, and there’s nothing that you could tell us that would make us love you all less.”

			Nikki said, “You were so proud of Isla being a Sharkey. I felt like I let you down, because Isla wasn’t biologically a Sharkey.”

			Chrissy shook her head and pointed to Isla. “That girl has been a Sharkey since the day she was born and will be forever. Let there be no more secrets.”

			“Hear, hear,” Thomas said. “And the McDades will never hurt the people of Glasgow again, or our family.”

			Mack grinned. “The police still haven’t found Malky.”

			“I’d say he’ll be in bits at the bottom of the Thames, never to be found. Hell mend him,” Mary said.

			Isla ran in and Logan took her in for a hug. “You having fun, munchkin?”

			“Yeah, I’m so happy Daisy is better now.”

			“Do you want to tell everyone our secret?” Logan said.

			Nikki smiled, knowing what she was going to say.

			“I thought we had no more secrets?” Chrissy said.

			“Tell them.”

			“Logan is going to box again, and she’s going to fight with Molly.”

			“On Molly’s undercard,” Logan said, “not actually Molly.”

			Thomas got up and shook her hand. “Well done, Logan. We’ll bring some glory nights back to Glasgow with you and Molly, but there’s one last thing you have to have before you’re a fully paid-up member of the family.”

			Logan pulled up her sleeve. “You mean this?” She showed her new tattoo of a shark’s tooth to everyone.

			Nikki showed hers, and Mack and Flora too. Flora, who’d been quiet, said, “Welcome to the family, Logan. It’s the most loving family. No one can hurt you when the Sharkeys are behind you.”

			Logan pulled Isla up onto her knee and turned to Nikki. “I’ll love you forever.”

			“That good because I’ll love you forever.”

			They kissed, and the dogs bounded in, causing chaos. The secrets Logan and Nikki kept in their hearts brought them more happiness than they could have dreamed of. A child, a loving partner, and a family.

			





    
            Epilogue





			Nikki had never been prouder of Logan than she was now. The noise and cheers of the Glasgow crowd were unreal as Logan walked around the ring, her arms lifted in triumph.

			She had faced her fear and gone back into the ring, and fight by fight, Logan had worked her way back to her shot at the world heavyweight title.

			Mack, who was sitting beside her cousin, jumped up and down with delight. “She did it, Nikki. I told you she’d knock her out in the first few rounds.”

			It had taken three rounds, and for the first two Logan was just toying with her opponent, now the former champion.

			“She’s amazing.” Nikki wanted to jump up and down herself, but at five months pregnant, it wasn’t the best idea. Her mum, dad, and Logan wanted her to stay at home, but there was no way she was missing supporting Logan. They compromised and set up a cordoned-off sitting area ringside, with heavy security.

			Nikki and Logan had used Logan’s donated egg to let Nikki carry their child. It was something that Logan’s love had made her feel comfortable doing.

			Nikki didn’t see carrying a child as showing weakness any more. With Logan’s love, Nikki felt no weakness. In fact she felt empowered, bringing the next generation of Sharkeys into the world.

			Nikki laughed with delight when Logan jumped up on the ropes and roared like a warrior.

			Logan pulled off her gloves, vaulted the ropes, and headed straight for Nikki. Mack helped Nikki stand up.

			“You did it. I told you, you would,” Nikki said.

			Logan cupped her face tenderly and kissed her deeply. That was Logan, power and tenderness in one delicious package.

			Logan put her hand on Nikki’s baby bump. “I wanted to make you proud, Isy proud, and her little sister or brother.”

			“We couldn’t be prouder of our champion,” Nikki gushed.

			A TV camera came up close. Logan put her arms around Nikki and shouted to the camera, “We love you, Isy. We’ll be home soon.”

			Nikki felt so free for the first time in her life. She was still the Godmother of Glasgow, and her fierce leadership would never go away, but now she could be a mother, and a wife too. It was Logan’s love that had freed her and made her stronger.

			Secrets had a way of finding their way to the surface, and hers had been the best thing that had ever happened to her.
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