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CHAPTER ONE


DAVINA WILSON JOGGED along the lochside; the ground soft beneath her feet. The sun had only just risen, and the air was fresh and clean. She inhaled deeply, filling her lungs with the scent of pine trees and water.
She was staying at a luxury hotel just half a mile up the loch, where the President of the United States, her boss, was holed up for the G7 summit. The President hated Scotland – the weather, the food, the people, the goddamn kilts. He’d only come because the Prime Minister of the United Kingdom had begged him to. And the President had a soft spot for the PM.
Davina had no such soft spot. She was one of the President’s many aides, and it was her job to make sure he didn’t fuck up. And that job was getting harder by the day.
She rounded a bend in the path, running towards the water. The low sun skimmed it like the finest of pebbles. It was stunning in the early morning light. The water was still, the only ripples coming from a family of ducks swimming along the shoreline. Across the loch, the mountains were shrouded in mist. The only sound was the lapping of water against the shore.
Davina wasn’t the only person out this morning. Up ahead, she could see a couple walking arm in arm. Behind her, a man was jogging. They were all guests at the hotel, all delegates at the summit, and they all knew who she was. They’d given her the usual nods of respect as she’d passed them.
Davina wasn’t sure she liked being treated with respect. She’d worked hard to get where she was, and she didn’t want to be put on a pedestal just because her boss happened to be the most powerful man in the world.
Her phone rang. She frowned and pulled it out of her pocket. It wasn’t even 6:30am yet. Who the hell was calling her at this time?
She answered without breaking her stride. “Wilson.”
“Ms Wilson, this is Agent Johnson.”
Secret Service. Davina’s heart sank.
“What’s happened?”
“I’m afraid I have some bad news, Ma’am. Mr Peters was found dead in his bed this morning.”
Davina stopped running. “Brendan? What happened?”
“Looks like a stroke, Ma’am. The medic’s already taken a look and confirmed it. It’s… it’s not pretty.”
She closed her eyes. Brendan Peters was the President’s Chief of Staff, which made him Davina’s direct boss. Or at least he had been, until this morning.
She took a deep breath. “Okay, I’ll be there in ten minutes.”



CHAPTER TWO


DS
MO UDDIN stared at the screen. It was still blank.
He was supposed to be working on a complex case, making a difference, solving crimes. After all, that was what his unit was named for – the Complex Crimes Unit. Instead, he was poring over banking records and legal documents, and struggling to stay awake.
When he’d moved up from Birmingham to join this unit, it had been with the promise of violent crimes to solve. The team had been told they’d be the specialists in Police Scotland, the ones who could crack the cases no one else could. And sometimes, they did. But more often than not, they were just slogging through the same kind of paperwork as everyone else. Mo was starting to wonder if it was worth it.
He missed his old boss, Zoe. She’d been in Force CID in the West Midlands, where he’d worked before moving north. She was brilliant at trawling through documents, at finding the one piece of evidence that would break open a case. She’d done it on the Canary case, four years ago, and it had helped to bring down a ring of notorious criminals who’d been untouchable until then. Mo wished she was here now; he could do with her help.
He looked around the office. It was dingy, and the business park it was located in was even worse. They were miles from Glasgow’s city centre, miles from the shiny new HQ at Clyde Gateway. Mo reckoned they’d been put out here to keep them out of the way. The rest of the force didn’t really know what to do with them; they were too specialist, too different. But he’d been promised a chance to make a difference here, and he was starting to wonder if he’d been sold a pup.
Still, he was stuck here now. He and Catriona had bought a house in Stirling and the girls had moved schools. No going back. He just had to make the best of it.
Mo was about to give up for the day and head home when DC Patty Henderson called his name.
He looked up. Patty was sitting at the desk across from him, her eyes fixed on her computer screen. He hadn’t even realised she was still there.
“Yeah?” he said.
She nodded at her screen. “Look at this.”
He hauled himself up and walked to her desk. She had the BBC News website open. US President’s Chief of Staff found dead in Scottish hotel.
Mo scanned the article. It was the hotel on Loch Fyne, where the G7 summit was taking place. Natural causes, or a case?
“Do we know why?” he asked.
“Not yet,” Patty replied. “They’re speculating on whether it might be suspicious. But the initial reports suggest it was a stroke.”
Mo frowned. They’d investigated a number of suspicious deaths, and it was always the same. The media would speculate, the police would investigate, and more often than not, it would turn out to be natural causes. He wondered if they’d be brought in.
He looked up as his boss, DI Jade Tanner, walked in. She was on the phone, her brow furrowed.
Mo couldn’t hear what she was saying, but he knew who she was talking to. Superintendent Fraser Murdo. Mo had only met Murdo a couple of times, and he wasn’t sure what the man thought of him. It couldn’t be as bad as what Superintendent David Randle had thought of him in the West Midlands. And even that didn’t compare to what he’d thought of Randle.
Jade paced up and down the space between the desks as she spoke. Mo, Patty, and Stuart opposite her looked up from their desks, watching her.
Finally, she hung up and looked at Mo.
He held his breath.
“That was Fraser,” she said.
“No shit,” Patty muttered.
Jade threw her a frown, which was answered with a shrug.
“They want us up there,” Jade said, looking at Mo again. “A man’s been found dead at Douglas Lodge.”
Mo frowned. “The Chief of Staff to the President?”
Jade nodded. “Brendan Peters. But that’s not all.”
He felt himself perk up. “No?”
She shook her head, a smile playing on her lips. Jade knew he was bored. She knew he was itching for a case. And she knew he hated himself for that, given it meant something awful happening to a victim somewhere.
“No,” she said. “There’s not just the one death.”
“Two deaths?” Stuart asked. Mo glanced over to see the young DC almost glowing with anticipation. Calm down, he thought.
“This isn’t in the public domain right now,” Jade said. “And it’s all probably a coincidence. But⁠—”
“The President’s dead too,” said Patty. “No surprise there.”
Jade shot her another look. Patty muttered an apology.
“Two more,” the DI said. “Two more men have died up there. And it seems they all died at the same time.”



CHAPTER THREE


DR. PETRA MCBRIDE fidgeted in her chair, her back protesting at the cheap plastic digging into her skin. The room was dingy, smelling faintly of wet dog. The walls needed repainting and the chairs and table were cheap. To be fair, it wasn’t much worse than her Aunt Lydia’s flat, where she was now living.
Dr Stan Rushton, manager of the community-based psychiatric unit that used these offices, sat opposite her. He was a stocky man with a shock of white hair and a ruddy tan. She glanced out of the window at the Glasgow drizzle and wondered where he’d managed to get that tan.
“So, Dr McBride,” he said, leaning forward. “Tell me about your work as a forensic psychologist.”
Petra took a breath.
“I’ve worked with the police on a number of investigations,” she said. “Providing insights into the minds of criminals. I’ve also worked with the courts, providing assessments of individuals to help determine their fitness to plead.”
He nodded. “And how do you think that experience will help you in this role?”
She frowned. “I didn’t think you were looking for someone to do that kind of work.”
He smiled. “As you know, we work with individuals whose psychiatric problems mean they struggle to engage with society. Our aim is to help them to live fulfilling lives and become part of their communities.”
Petra nodded. She’d read the job description. It was a world away from the work she’d been doing at Dundee University, but she was ready to do this again. She wanted to get her hands dirty, to work with real people and make a difference to their lives.
“I think my experience will be invaluable,” she said. “I’ve come across a lot of people with… problems. I can help them find a kind of normality.”
“Good,” he said. “And how do you think you’ll find the move from academia to practice?”
Petra straightened her back. She knew she would find it hard. She’d lost her job at Dundee University in a restructure, and she was still smarting from that. She missed her colleagues. She’d surprised herself by missing the students, too. She missed the routine of discussing ideas with people who were as passionate about forensic psychology as she was.
But this was her future. She needed to move on, to start a new chapter in her life. And this unit would provide the opportunity to do just that.
“I think it’ll be a challenge,” she said. “But I’m looking forward to it. I think I have a lot to offer.”
He nodded. “Good. Now, I should tell you that as part of your role you will sometimes be required to assess individuals who are being processed by the criminal justice system. We may be asked to provide opinions on whether these individuals should be sent to a secure facility. Is that something you would be comfortable with?”
Petra tensed and drew in a breath. Rushton watched her from across the flimsy table. Community mental healthcare; no luxuries here.
He knows, she thought. He knows, and he wants to see if I’ll mention it.
But that was in the past. Way, way in the past.
She smiled. “Of course,” she said. “That’s part of the job.”
He nodded and shuffled the papers on the table between them. “I think that’s all the questions I have for you, Dr McBride. Do you have any questions for me?”
Petra frowned. “When would you want me to start?”
He sucked his teeth, making the hairs on the back of her hands stand on end. “We’re in a bit of a bind, I’m afraid. Ruth – Dr Morrison – left a month ago, and we’ve got a backlog of people needing to access our service.”
She nodded.
“So,” he continued, “that means we’ll be asking the successful applicant to start on Monday.”
Monday? It was Friday now. Still, Petra had no job right now. And the freelance work she’d been doing for Police Scotland had dried up in recent months. “That would be fine,” she said.
He gave her a curt nod. Would her desperation work in her favour, or against her?
She smiled. “And what are the hours?”
He leaned back in his chair, tapping his fingertips together. “We’re quite flexible. Most of the team work a four-day week, nine till five thirty. We have team members who combine this work with other roles, so we can accommodate various requirements. Your work for Police Scotland, for example...”
Petra nodded. “Sounds perfect.” Too good to be true?
“OK.” He stood up. “Well, we’ll be in touch, one way or the other. By the end of the day.”
Petra shook the offered hand. This was the sixth job she’d applied for. Her profession was a tight-knit community. Would he know she’d received multiple rejections? Given how desperate he was to fill the post, would that matter?
She’d have to wait and see.



CHAPTER FOUR


THE MAIN HOTEL building was grand, but welcoming. It was decorated in shades of tartan that might have been considered garish in another location, but here on the shores of Loch Fyne they seemed to fit. Davina stood in the lobby, her hair still damp from her run, waiting for news.
She felt a shiver run down her back. The Chief of Staff had been in perfect health when she’d left him last night. He’d gone to bed early, as he always did, to ensure he was on top form for the President today. And now…
A pair of men from the British delegation walked past her, deep in conversation. She caught snatches of their words.
“Minister…”
“Shower…”
“Blood…”
She frowned. The British Foreign Office had sent a mid-ranking minister to the summit in place of the Prime Minister, who’d been called back to London to attend to a crisis at home. She’d met the man briefly, and he’d seemed affable enough.
She leaned in closer to the men.
“What’s happened?” she asked.
They turned to her, exchanging glances.
“I’m sorry,” one of them said. “I don’t think…” He tapped his colleague on the arm and the two of them walked away. They continued to speak in hushed tones, in those plummy Foreign Office accents she found so difficult to decipher.
“What do we do?” the second man whispered. He was taller than his companion, with a high hairline and a birthmark on the back of his neck. She’d noticed it when sitting behind him in one of the sessions yesterday.
The first man chewed his lip for a moment. “The PM has to know, first.”
“And Sir Ralph.”
“Really?”
“He’ll find out. Best he doesn’t think we were hiding anything.”
The shorter man gave his companion a look, then glanced at Davina. She turned away, pretending to be reading a leaflet on the reception desk advertising the hotel’s sea plane.
“Very well,” he said. “But you’re coming with me. What with the PM’s mother being rushed to hospital and now Jason dying, I feel like this summit’s cursed.”
Davina held her breath. Jason dying, he’d said.
Jason Barrowman was the Minister of State for International Development. Only one step down from the Foreign Secretary, two from the Prime Minister.
Dead?
She’d heard them say something about a shower. Blood.
What the hell had happened?
She looked up from the leaflet. She didn’t care how secretive they were being. She had to know.
She turned, ready to switch on her smoothest diplomatic charm, the charm she’d planned to use on Barrowman himself later, discussing a proposed aid package to Burundi.
But they were gone. Disappeared without so much as the sound of a footstep.
Goddamn Foreign Office mandarins. They were sneakier than most of the CIA agents she’d worked with.
Where the hell had they gone? And was the minister really dead?



CHAPTER FIVE


JADE DROVE ALONG THE A82, her hands gripping the wheel so tightly her knuckles were white. Mo sat beside her, staring out of the window. They’d left Glasgow behind and were driving along familiar roads, through Balloch and past Loch Lomond. The loch was to their right, its waters calm in the early morning light.
Jade’s mind was anything but calm. They’d just passed her house, the turning into her driveway. She never went north of here.
She was passing her unease onto Mo, she knew it. His hand was in his lap, fist clenched.
“You OK, boss?” he asked.
She glanced in the rearview mirror. She’d slowed down. She knew it was safer to keep up a steady speed, on roads like this. But she couldn’t do it. “I’m fine.”
“Was that your home back there?” Mo asked. “It must be a beautiful place to live.”
She pursed her lips and gave the curtest of nods. Let’s not talk about that.
At last, they reached Tarbert and the junction with the A83. She took the turning, feeling her body start to relax. The loch was soon lost in the rearview mirror.
“Sorry,” she said. “It’s just… it feels weird driving straight past the house en route to a case.”
She was lying, and they both knew it. Mo would have spoken to Patty. He’d know all about Dan. And they’d worked a case on the other side of the loch together, two years ago. It wasn’t like they never came up here.
He nodded, giving her an uneasy look followed by a tight smile. Mo Uddin, you’re shit at doing sympathy, she thought.
Her phone rang. Thank God. She jabbed at the buttons to open the call on hands-free.
“DI Tanner,” she said.
“Boss, it’s Patty. We’re getting in more information on the deaths.”
“What can you tell me?”
“OK, so first there’s Jason Barrowman, he’s the Mini⁠—”
“For International Development. I know. He’s died?” Jade heard Mo suck in a breath next to her. The US Chief of Staff, and a British minster?
“Fell in the shower, supposedly,” Patty continued. “At 6am.”
“That’s when Peters died.”
“It is. Quite a coincidence, I’d say.”
“Let’s not jump to conclusions until we know more. What about the third death?”
“Yeah, I haven’t got so much there.”
“No? You must have an ID.”
“It’s a member of the French delegation. They’re not coming out of their rooms. It was one of the hospital staff who reported it.”
Jade exchanged glances with Mo. “At 6am?”
“Seems like it,” said Patty. “I’ll keep digging. Stuart’s got a mate⁠—”
Jade allowed herself a smile. “Stuart’s always got a mate. See what you can find out. The quicker the better.”
“Will do, boss.” Patty hung up.
They’d reached the shores of Loch Fyne now and taken the road north along its shore. On the opposite banks, she could see the hotel. Was that a helicopter on the grass in front of it?
“We need to make sure nobody leaves until we’ve spoken to them,” she muttered.
Mo nodded. “How long?”
“You can never tell on these roads. But I’ll put the blue lights on, just to be sure.”
She spotted a brief smile. Had she been that slow, back on the A82?



CHAPTER SIX


“DOUGIE! HOW THE DEVIL ARE YOU?”
DC Stuart Burns leaned back in his chair, stretching his legs out in front of him. He’d last seen Dougie McLeish at their university graduation, and that was… Christ, eight years ago. Stuart hadn’t expected to be able to get hold of Dougie so quickly, but it seemed he was more memorable than he’d realised.
Dougie laughed. “Stuart Burns! In the police, eh? I thought you were going to be prime minister.”
Stuart bristled but forced a smile. “Got to pay the bills, mate.”
“Anyway. How are you?”
Stuart glanced at Patty. He had Dougie’s Facebook profile open in front of him, which portrayed his old friend as a keen hillwalker and Munro-bagger. His hair was still as dark as it had been at uni, but in his profile picture Stuart could see the beginning of lines around his eyes.
“I’m good, pal,” Stuart said. “Listen, I’m afraid this is a professional call.”
“Right.” Dougie’s voice had tightened. “What can I do for you?”
Stuart took a deep breath. “We’re looking into the death of a chap called Brendan Peters.”
“I know him.”
Stuart had a sudden thought. “Dougie. Are you…?”
“I’m at the G7. We’re trying to keep things under wraps until⁠—”
“My bosses are heading up there. In case it’s suspicious.”
“Right. Well in that case, I assume you know about Jason.”
Jason. First name terms with British ministers. That’s what being a press advisor to the First Minister of Scotland brought.
“All we know right now is that he fell in the shower,” Stuart said.
“That’s right.” Dougie’s voice had tightened further. This is useless, thought Stuart.
Patty was tapping away on her keyboard, digging. Checking obscure political accounts to see if they knew more than Police Scotland did.
Dougie had put nothing on Facebook for three days. He, at least, was being circumspect.
“Right,” said Dougie. "So what is it you need from me?”
Stuart cleared his throat. How to phrase this?
“Look, I know this is difficult. I know you’re probably busy.” In fact, I’m amazed you took my call. “But what can you tell me about security around the delegations? Could anyone from outside the summit have gained access?”
Dougie grunted. “That’s not my remit, pal. I’m in the press team.”
“You must be rushed off your feet.”
“Not really, no. It’s radio silence. Don’t want to jeopardise any investigation.”
“So your boss thinks it’s suspicious?”
“She doesn’t think anything, Stu. Or if she does, she’s not telling me about it.”
“Right. OK. So, is there anything you can tell me? I’ve heard something about a member of the French delegation…”
“That’s as big a mystery to us as it is to you, pal. Sorry.” A pause. “Look. I can’t tell you much. But I can give you a little information on people’s movements.”
Stuart glanced at Patty. Better than nothing. “Fire away.”
“So, the First Minister and his team arrived at the hotel yesterday evening. I can tell you they were due to have breakfast with the US delegation at eight o’clock this morning, but beyond that I’m afraid I don’t have any details.”
“That meeting was cancelled, I assume. Were you given a reason?”
“Well. I wasn’t. My boss, Antonia. She would have been.”
“And?”
“You’d have to ask her, I’m afraid.”
Of course. “OK. Thanks. Dougie. Look, if you do find out anything else, you’ll⁠—”
“I’ll let you know. If I’m able to.”
If I’m able to. So being old mates brought no more benefit than being anyone else on the official investigating team.
Stuart looked across the top of his monitor at Patty. He wrinkled his nose and shook his head. She raised her eyebrows. She’d bet him a tenner this would get him nowhere.
She’d won.



CHAPTER SEVEN


PETRA TRUDGED up the stairs of her West End flat. The stairwell was gloomy, painted with white paint that had long since greyed. She was starting to wonder if she should speak to the people downstairs, work out whose responsibility it was to redecorate this bit.
She stopped on the half-landing, shaking her head. Was this what she’d become? The kind of woman who even noticed fading paint, let alone worried about repainting it?
Chuckling, she let herself into the flat and slumped onto the sofa.
“What’s up, babe?” Aila emerged from the kitchen, a chef’s knife in hand. Making lunch, by the looks of it.
Petra leaned out and stared up at the ceiling, then closed her eyes when she remembered the crack running along one edge of it.
“That job,” she said. “I don’t know if I can do it.”
Aila frowned. “Why not?”
“I’d have to work with ex-cons. It’s part of the community psychology thing.”
Aila put the knife down on the coffee table and sat next to Petra. “And?”
“I’ve never done that kind of work with criminals before. What if I don’t know how to help them?”
Aila laughed, then saw the look on her girlfriend’s face and stopped herself. “Petra, you’re an amazing psychologist. And you’ll have a team around you. They’re not going to throw you in at the deep end.”
Petra nodded. Aila was right. But still, it was a lot to take on.
Aila’s eyes were narrowed. “Are you really that worried about it?”
Petra squeezed her eyes shut. She’d worked with ex-cons before. One particular ex-con. She wasn’t being entirely honest with Aila.
“I don’t know,” she said.
Aila cocked her head. “Are there other options? Any other work you could apply for?”
Petra snorted. “The police work has dried up. And the university have kicked me out.”
“Not kicked you out, babe. Made you redundant.”
Another snort. “Bloody convenient, that was.”
“They laid off half your department.”
Petra shrugged. Aila was right. And Petra was a fifty-four-year-old woman with thirty years of professional experience under her belt. She should pull up her big girl trousers and stop feeling sorry for herself.
Aila put an arm around her. “You’ll be fine, hen. You’ll be amazing.”
Petra leant her head on Aila’s shoulder. She hoped she was right.
She stood up. “I’m having a drink.”
Aila’s eyebrows rose, her gaze drifting to the carriage clock – Aunt Lydia’s old carriage clock – on the mantelpiece. But she said nothing.
Petra went into the kitchen, trying to inject energy into her stride. She grabbed a half-drunk bottle of Picpoul from the fridge along with a glass and slumped back onto the sofa. She took a sip, then held it out it to Aila.
Aila shook her head. “It’s not even lunchtime.”
“I need it today.”
Aila took the bottle from her and eyed it. “This is your aunt’s good wine.”
Petra shrugged. It was. The stuff they’d found in the section of the cellar that belonged to this flat.
But good wine was for drinking, right? Not for gathering dust.
“It’s the nicest thing she left me.”
Aila gestured around them. “She left you this flat.”
“Which is turning me into someone I don’t want to be.”
Aila grabbed the glass and placed it on the coffee table, wincing as she spilled a few drops on her hand. She put the bottle down on the coffee table, and sat next to Petra, an arm around Petra’s shoulders. Petra slumped into her, sighing.
“Sorry,” she said. “I’ve got you, and this fab flat. I should be happy.”
“But you’re not.”
“I am. Honest.”
“OK. In that case let’s go out.”
“You’re making lunch.”
“It’s a salad. I’ll stick it in the fridge.” Aila clutched Petra’s hand. “I’m buying you a brownie at Kember and Jones.”
Petra felt her stomach growl. “Salted caramel?”
“Whatever you bloody well want, babe.”
“OK.” Petra sat up. “Let’s get out of here.”



CHAPTER EIGHT


JADE PARKED her car in the car park at the front of the hotel, in view of the loch. She stood for a moment, breathing in
the cold air and looking out towards the water. There was a wide lawn, mowed to within an inch of its life, a pheasant wandering casually across it. The sun glinted off the water and birds – birds Dan would have instantly recognised, she thought with a dip of her stomach – swooped low over the surface. A woman walked along the shore in the distance, and a couple of hotel staff were working in the grounds. Apart from that, it was just her and Mo.
“You OK, boss?” Mo stood on the other side of the car, shivering. She wondered if he’d ever get used to the Scottish weather.
She threw him a confident smile. “All good. Let’s get on with it.”
They rounded the front of the hotel, bringing a set of neatly parked vans into view, all bearing the hotel’s insignia. The helicopter was beyond them, the dim shape of the pilot visible within. There was no one else near it.
Good. She had time to conduct some interviews, then.
As she approached the hotel’s wide front steps, a man emerged, trotting down them. He wore the distinctive earpiece of Special Branch.
She walked up to him, holding out her hand.
“I’m DI Jade Tanner,” she said.
He frowned.
“DCI MacPherson, Special Branch,” he replied.
“Are you in charge of security?”
“Not all of it. Just the hotel grounds and the perimeter. The delegations have their own teams.”
“Do you know where I can find them?”
He glanced past her, towards the helicopter. After a moment, he shook his head.
“Things are… well, they’re not as organised as they should be. But don’t…”
She smiled. “I’m not going to tell anyone. Can you tell me who’s in charge?”
“Depends what you mean by ‘in charge’. But your best person to speak to is Antonia Jacobs.”
“She’s one of the First Minister’s aides,” muttered Mo in her ear. Jade felt her nose twitch; she knew that. Everyone knew who Antonia Jacobs was.
“I need to…” MacPherson gestured towards the helicopter.
Jade followed his gaze. “Is that planning on taking off any time soon? It’s for one of the delegations, right.”
“The Americans. It’ll be half an hour at least.”
“Good.” She’d prioritise them, then. “Thanks.”
She watched him hurry towards the grass and turned back to the hotel. She pushed open the glazed doors, noting the slipperiness of polish on the wood.
A tall, blonde woman was standing at the reception desk, talking in hushed tones with the man behind it. He was short with dark hair and stubble that didn’t look deliberate.
“Ms Jacobs,” Jade said, approaching her.
The woman turned. She frowned, looking between Jade and Mo. “I said no press.”
Jade couldn’t help but smile. Did they really look like journalists?
“We’re not press, Ms Jacobs. My name is DI Jade Tanner.” She brought out her ID. “This is DS Mo Uddin. We’re from the Complex Crimes Unit of Police Scotland.”
The woman pushed out a breath. “Complex Crimes. That sounds about right.”
Jade exchanged a glance with Mo.
Antonia Jacobs turned fully, pulling herself straight. She was five foot six at least, with blonde hair tied up in a bun that was starting to come loose. She wore a smart trouser suit.
“Good,” she said. “We need to talk.”
“I’d like to prioritise the American delegation. I gather they’re about to⁠—”
“That can wait.”
“Very well.” Jade turned to Mo. “DS Uddin, can you speak with the US delegation while I…?”
“Not a problem.” He gave Antonia Jacobs a nod and approached the man at the desk.
Jade felt her phone vibrating in her pocket. She ignored it.
“Come with me,” Jacobs said. “It’s sensitive.”
Jade nodded. Of course it’s sensitive. Three people are dead. Or so she believed. They still didn’t have an ID on the third.
Jacobs turned and started walking along a wood-panelled corridor. Jade had no option but to follow.



CHAPTER NINE


MO WAS in a plush sitting room, sitting opposite a short American woman with angular features and a disconcerting habit of looking at the door every few seconds. She wore a dark trouser suit with wet patches on the collar, and her hair was damp.
“Ms Wilson,” he said. “Thank you for taking the time to speak to me. I’m so sorry about Mr Peters.”
The woman sighed, pushing a stray hair behind her ear. She hadn’t yet made eye contact.
This was the only member of the US delegation he’d been given access to. She was an aide of some sort, not senior enough that he’d have heard of her, but not so junior that she wasn’t close to the Chief of Staff or indeed to the President. He hoped she could at least start filling in the blanks.
“Can you tell me what you know about what happened to Mr Peters?” he asked.
She frowned. “Surely you’ve been told.”
He shook his head. The US delegation was behind closed doors on the hotel’s top floor, and he hadn’t even been able to speak to the President’s personal physician, who’d been the one to pronounce Peters dead.
“Imagine I know nothing,” he said with a smile. That wasn’t entirely true, but if you wanted to learn everything they had to say, it helped to give people a clear slate.
“OK,” she said. “Well, I wasn’t here.” She pointed towards the window, then brought a hand up to her hair. “I was out for a run. Gorgeous morning for it, if cold. I’m from Wyoming, detective. We get somewhat more predictable weather there.”
“I can imagine. When did you learn of Mr Peters’ death?”
“It was a phone call, while I was out there. Six twenty-three am. Secret Service.”
“They told you your colleague had died?”
“They did.”
“And when was the last time you saw Mr Peters?”
She narrowed her eyes. “Surely you’re not sayin⁠—”
“I’m just trying to determine his movements prior to his death. Did you see him this morning?”
“Brendan died of a stroke. You know that don’t you?”
He nodded. Three senior delegates at the G7 had died at almost exactly the same time, all supposedly of natural causes. And as far as he was aware, the police pathologist hadn’t been given access to any of them.
“I’m aware of what the President’s physician reported, yes.”
“But you think…”
“I don’t think anything just yet, Ms Wilson.”
“Davina, please.”
He shuffled forward in his chair and gave her a smile. “Davina. I’m sorry, I’ve got off on the wrong foot.”
“You’ve what?”
“I’ve… Let’s start again. I’m trying to get a full picture of this morning’s events. Just for completeness. Did you see Brendan Peters this morning, before you went for your run?”
“No. All I saw was hotel staff. Brendan would have been up, but he would have been with the boss.”
“When you went running in the grounds,” he continued, “did you see anyone else?”
“I was running along the loch. It was quiet, hardly anyone around.”
“Anyone in particular you noticed?”
“No. Sorry.” She looked at the door. Again.
“How well did you know Mr Peters?”
“We worked on the campaign, toured the swing states. He was a friend, or the closest you get to one in this job.”
Mo looked at her. He’d worked with his last boss, Zoe, for twenty years. He’d been at her son’s birth. He’d known her better than he knew his own family. He knew what professional friendship could be like.
“Did you see him last night?”
“The last I saw him was at the official dinner. The boss wanted to talk with him upstairs after that. Prepare for the summit. I think they might have invited some senior members of the British delegation up for a drink.”
“The minister for international development?” Mo asked.
She shrugged. “Sorry. I’m not sure. My head was mush with the jetlag. I went to bed.”
“Right. Apart from the President, who else would Mr Peters have spent time with in the hours before his death?”
“Just the boss, I guess. He’d have called home, but Brendan liked to go to bed early at events like these.”
Mo nodded. Patty and Stuart would be able to get phone records for the hotel. Mobile records for the US delegation wouldn’t be so easy.
“Right,” he said. “And… I’m sorry to have to ask you these questions, but…”
She nodded, then bit her nail.
He gave her another hopeful smile. “How was Mr Peters’ health?” he asked. “Did he have any diagnoses, as far as you’re aware? Did he have the kind of lifestyle that would have put him at risk of a stroke?”
She snorted. “He went to the gym, if that’s what you’re asking. And he’d never have told me about any diagnosis. Doctor Reece might know more.”
“The President’s physician?”
“Yeah. But it’s a stressful lifestyle, this. Moving between time zones, working long hours, dealing with the kind of life-or-death situations you can only imagine…”
Mo knew a fair amount about life-or-death situations. But none that involved entire populations.
“I understand,” he said.
“Look.” She stood up, tugging at her hair. “I need to get a shower and pack.”
“You’re going back to Washington?”
“The boss wants to be on home turf. I can’t blame him.”
No.
Mo stood to face her. He pulled out his card and handed it to her. “If you think of anything, please call me.”
She glanced at it, then pushed it into a pocket of her trousers. He wondered if it would end up in the wastepaper bin in her room upstairs.
“Thanks for your time, Ms Wilson,” he said. “Davina. And I’m sorry for your loss.”
“Yeah.” She sighed. “Me too.”



CHAPTER TEN


JADE FOLLOWED Antonia Jacobs into a wood-panelled room containing a large mahogany dining table and a sideboard at each end. Some kind of private dining room, she imagined.
A man in his late twenties sat at the opposite end of the table, a mobile phone pressed to his face. He looked up and gave Jacobs a nervous nod as they entered.
“This is Douglas McLeish,” Jacobs said. “My political assistant. I gather your team have been in contact with him.”
The young man put down his phone. “I was at uni with your lad Stuart.”
Jade wasn’t sure she’d describe Stuart as her lad, but she nodded. “Have you learned anything else since speaking to him?”
“I can fill you in on that,” said Jacobs. “Dougie?”
“Of course.” He gathered up the papers and laptop on the table in front of him and hurried past Jade, giving her a curt nod as he did so. She noticed a few beads of sweat on his forehead.
“Good lad,” said Jacobs as the door closed. “Always does as I tell him.”
Message received, Jade thought. Any information Stuart had got from Douglas had been approved by Jacobs first.
“So,” she said. “I’ve been sent here primarily to check the details of Brendan Peters’ death. I gather that the British minister has also died, and I’ll want to speak to members of the UK delegation about that too.”
Jacobs shook her head. “It’s not as straightforward as that.”
Jade sighed. She’d seen this coming. “Two deaths at the same time at a location like this,” she said. “A possible third.”
She watched Antonia’s face for a reaction. There was none.
“What do you know about the rumours of a member of the French delegation also being dead?” she asked.
“I’ve heard… mutterings. But nothing has been confirmed yet. As I’m sure you can understand, all the various national groups have retreated to their own sections of the hotel.”
“But if someone has died…”
“Many of the groups have a doctor with them. The US President, for example. It was his fellow who pronounced death on Peters.”
“I’m going to need to speak to him.”
Jacobs looked at her. The two of them were standing at a corner of the long table, neither having taken a seat.
“I don’t think you’re understanding me, DI Tanner.”
“You’re keeping us out of it.” Antonia Jacobs was the chief advisor to the First Minister of Scotland. She wasn’t Jade’s boss, but she might as well be.
Antonia shook her head. “The British Foreign Office are insisting on running their own investigation into Mr Barrowman’s unfortunate accident.”
“He slipped in the shower, I’ve been told.”
“Indeed.”
“Do you believe that?” Jade asked.
Jacobs narrowed her eyes. “It’s not my job to believe. It’s my job to minimise damage.”
“And that involves denying access to Police Scotland?”
Jacobs folded her arms across her chest.
“The Americans?” Jade said. “You’re just going to let them go home?” She gestured towards the front of the hotel. “I’ve seen the chopper.”
“For the duration of the summit, the relevant sections of this hotel legally became offshoots of the various embassies. That means the delegations have jurisdiction. Not us. The Americans will want to return home, to mourn Mr Peters.”
“And what about the French delegation? Surely we need to know what’s happened?”
“Like I say, it’s not your business.”
“But it is yours.”
Antonia pursed her lips.
God, you’re good, Jade thought. She wondered what the woman would be like at poker.
Jacobs took a step back. “So, if you don’t mind…” She held out a hand, towards the door.
“You’re sending us packing.”
“There’s nothing for you to do here.”
Jade gritted her teeth. There might not be nothing to do at the hotel. But there was clearly nothing to be done in this room. Antonia Jacobs was getting rid of her, regardless of her own feelings on the matter. Which Jade hadn’t determined yet.
“Very well,” she said. She tossed her card onto the gleaming table. “Just in case.”



CHAPTER ELEVEN


JADE STOOD OUTSIDE THE HOTEL, considering her next actions. She’d have to speak to Fraser. But she wanted to see what more there was to learn here first.
Mo emerged from the main entrance. She could see him casting about, looking for her.
She waved, and he headed over to her.
“How did it go?” she asked.
He shrugged. “OK, to start with. Davina was happy to talk. But then...”
“Then what?”
He shook his head. “She’s convinced it was natural causes. She didn’t see much of him last night, couldn’t tell me how he was. And she can’t get us access to her boss, as she calls him.”
“The President. Can’t, or won’t?”
“A bit of both. The ‘won’t’ mainly on his part, I imagine. They’re closing ranks.”
“I know.”
Mo pulled out a pack of gum from his pocket. He held it out to Jade, and she shook her head. He unwrapped a stick and popped it in his mouth.
“You’re drawing a blank too?” he asked.
“Antonia Jacobs. She told me that the delegations have jurisdiction in their sections of the hotel. We’re to bugger off.”
“Ouch. So, what d’you want to do?”
“I want to know more.”
She peered up at the hotel. The President was still up there, on the top floor. And the French delegation…
“This is too…” Jade cast an arm about, indicating their surroundings. Somewhere out on the loch, a bird screeched. She tried not to think about what type of bird it might be. “They want to keep it close.” She frowned. “Has this hit social media yet?”
“Not as far as I’m aware.”
“Still.” She’d seen protests on the TV, mostly dispersed by now.
Mo nodded. “What do you want me to do? I can’t force anyone to talk.”
She tapped her fingertips against her thigh. A man wearing a dark blue hoody and a tartan snood came down the front steps and walked around the edge of the building. Grounds staff, no doubt.
“The delegates aren’t the only people who might be able to provide information,” she pointed out.
Mo nodded. “Staff in a place like this see all sorts.”
A mechanical sound rang out, making her jump. She put a hand on Mo’s arm.
“The helicopter,” he said.
“Damn. They’re leaving.”
“But the staff aren’t going anywhere.”
“You’re right. OK. Antonia Jacobs has told us to bugger off, so we’ll have to be careful.”
“The super hasn’t told us to bugger off, boss.”
“No, he hasn’t.” Jade didn’t mention that she hadn’t spoken to Fraser since her conversation with Antonia. “Let’s wait until this chopper’s gone, then make a few discreet enquiries.”
Mo tapped the side of his nose. “You’re on.”



CHAPTER TWELVE


KEMBER AND JONES was Petra’s favourite coffee shop. It was one of those West End establishments that was all bare brick and dark metal, with flour-dusted artisan loaves on the shelves and the constant gurgle of the coffee machine.
But this place was more than just that. As far as Petra was concerned, its salted caramel brownies were the best food known to humanity, and probably the main explanation for all the weight she’d put on since moving into Aunt Lydia’s flat.
She leaned back in her chair, munching on her second brownie, while Aila held her hand and smiled into her eyes.
“Better?” Aila asked, lifting her latte to sip at it.
Petra swallowed. “Better.” There was little that couldn’t be fixed with a salted caramel brownie.
Aila squeezed. “Good. How are you feeling about the job hunt now?”
Petra swallowed a sip of her espresso. “Ready to take on the world.”
A smile. “The power of sugar.”
“And salt. And flour. And all the other… yeah, probably shouldn’t think about it too much.”
Petra was wiping her mouth with a serviette when her phone rang.
She grabbed it, the familiar stab of dread at the prospect of an unknown number hitting her. But it was the community psychiatric practice.
She swallowed and gave Aila a look. “It’s them.” she whispered. She put the phone to her ear.
“Petra McBride speaking.”
“Good morning, Dr McBride. It’s Dr Singh from the Community Psychology team. I hope you’re well.”
“I’m good, thank you.” Get on with it.
“I wanted to let you know that we’d like to offer you the role.”
Petra punched the table, making Aila flinch. Then she grinned and Aila’s look of concern turned into a smile. She pointed at Petra’s empty plate and headed to the counter for replenishments.
She’d been so worried about the interview, about whether she could do this job. But she needed the work. The occasional consulting work for the police, domestic and International… well, that was fun. But it didn’t pay the bills.
“That’s great, thank you.”
“We’ll need to carry out some background checks, of course, and I hope you’ll be able to get a reference from your last employer.”
Petra’s stomach sank. “That won’t be a problem,” she said, hoping it was true.
“Good. So, we’d like you to start in a week, is that OK?”
“Absolutely. I’m looking forward to it.”
“Great. We’ll be in touch with the details. I’ll see you soon.”
“Thank you, Dr Singh.” Petra hung up and let out a whoop. Aila arrived back at the table, setting down another brownie and two more coffees. Aila never ate the brownies, which was why she was so petite. Petra liked to describe herself as petite, too, but the truth was, she was just short.
“Everything OK?” Aila asked.
“I got the job.”
A smile. “That’s great, babe. Do you still have doubts?”
“Not so much. But they need to do background checks.”
Aila frowned. “Is that a problem?”
Petra looked at her girlfriend, wondering what she was thinking. Probably wondering if she’d shacked up with an axe-wielding maniac.
Not so bad as that.
“It’ll be fine. I hope. I’m looking forward to it.”
Petra’s phone buzzed.
Shit. They’d changed their minds.
She pulled it out of her pocket then laughed at herself.
Jade. Just DI Jade Tanner.
“Jade,” she said. “How’s things?” She glanced at Aila, who was watching her with a curious expression.
“I’m sorry to call you out of the blue,” Jade said. “I know you’ve got things on.”
“It’s fine. I’ve just been offered a job, I’m celebrating.”
“That’s great. I wanted to ask you about something, though.”
“OK.”
“There have been… it’s sensitive, but there have been multiple deaths, and I think they’re suspicious. I’d like your input.”
“Of course. What can I do to help?”
“Petra, I need you to come to Douglas Lodge.”
Aila had slumped in her seat. She’d seen Petra when she was on a Complex Crimes case, and she knew how involved she got.
“Douglas Lodge? Where’s that?” Petra asked.
“The hotel on Loch Fyne.”
“That’s where they’re holding the G7,” Aila said.
Petra held the phone closer to her ear. She lowered her voice. “Is this about the G7?”
“Just get up here,” Jade replied.
“OK.” She looked at Aila, watching for a reaction. “I’ll be on the next train north.”
Aila frowned.
Jade sighed. “You still haven’t got a car.”
“No. But your man Mo, he can pick me up from⁠—”
“We’ll get a car to you.”
“D’you need my car?” asked Aila.
Petra smiled. “Is that OK?” she mouthed. Aila nodded.
“Jade,” she said. “I’ve got transport. Be with you in—” she checked her watch. “Oh, I don’t know. Be with you as soon as we can.”



CHAPTER THIRTEEN


“I’M BORED,” said Patty.
Stuart looked up from his desk. He was looking through what he could find about the various members of the US delegation to the G7 summit. He’d managed to get a list from Special Branch, but half the names were for people who seemed to have no online presence.
“Me too,” he said. “Wish I was up there.”
She smiled at him. “You like being out there, talking to people.”
“I do. Or at least working through proper evidence here. We don’t even know if this is all a big fat waste of time.”
“No. But until we do know, we keep trawling. The boss’ll find something, you wait.”
He grunted.
“Pick that up, won’t you?”
Huh?’
She pointed at his desk. His phone was vibrating on it.
“Yeah. Sorry.” Unknown number. He grabbed it.
“Stuart, it’s Dougie.”
Stuart put a hand over the phone and mouthed ‘Dougie’ at Patty. She put both thumbs up and returned to her screen.
“Dougie,” he said. “What can I do for you?”
“I’ve got some more information for you.”
“That’s great. Fire away.”
“OK, so this is confidential, right? But I know your team is trying to find out if there’s anything suspicious. And I’ve got some news about the third death. The French fella.”
So it was a man. They hadn’t even known that.
“That’s great,” Stuart said. “Keep going.”
“A junior aide. Name of Pierre Leroux. He didn’t turn up for a morning meeting, and they found him in his room. No obvious signs of injury.”
“Who was he?” Mo asked.
“Thirty-seven years old, worked for the French Minister of Finance. Junior aide, like I say. The poor guy only just started in the job.”
“How did he die?”
“Suspected heart attack.”
“A thirty-seven-year-old?”
“It happens. French, wasn’t he? Probably ate a truckload of butter.”
Stuart frowned. Weren’t the French supposed to be healthy?
“What time was he found?” he asked.
“6:33.”
“And he was already dead?”
“Seems so. I’ve got this from a contact in the French embassy.”
“Look, Dougie. I know people die of heart attacks all the time. But a thirty-seven-year-old? And within minutes of Peters and Barrowman?”
“I know it looks odd, pal. But they’re all natural causes. Just a nasty coincidence. I thought I’d let you know, set your mind at rest.”
“Wait. Is there anything else you can tell me? What do you know about Barrowman?” The Englishman had fallen in the shower and hit his head on the controls. Supposedly. Stuart wasn’t convinced.
“Head injuries, fell in the shower. A pathologist’s on his way, but not one of ours. The Brits are sending a guy up from London.”
“What are they trying to hide, Dougie?”
“They’re not trying to hide anything. It’s just how things work at these events. They all do their own thing. We’re not suspicious, and you shouldn’t be too.”
The line went dead.
Stuart put his phone down, his mind racing.
“That was Dougie,” he said.
“I gathered that.” Patty was leaning her head on her hands, her elbows on the desk.
“He says they’ve got no reason to doubt what they’ve been told. No reason to be suspicious.”
“What d’you reckon?”
“I reckon it’s as suspicious as hell.”



CHAPTER FOURTEEN


MO FOLLOWED THE HOTEL MANAGER, Carl Moretti, into a cramped office. The smell of fried food competed with the lingering scent of aftershave.
Moretti gestured towards a worn leather chair and Mo sat down, taking care to check it first. Moretti took a grimy swivel chair opposite him. Between them was a desk, a row of hotel branded pens arranged on one side and a pile of paperwork on the other.
This office was nothing like the public rooms. No tartan, no polished wood. No evidence that the cleaners ever came in here.
“Sorry,” Moretti said, between panting breaths. “This room isn’t really built for two.” He glanced at a small digital clock on one corner of his desk. It was only lunchtime, but it would have been a long day for the man.
“Thank you for seeing me, Mr Moretti.”
“Carl. Please.”
Mo smiled. Build trust. He pulled out his ID. “DS Uddin. Mo.”
“Police Scotland. Yeah.”
“I’m just wondering if you can help with some background.”
“Is this about Jason Barrowman?”
“It’s about him, yes. And Brendan Peters.”
“Sad business, that. All the way to Scotland for work, and then he dies of a stroke. Poor bastard.” Carl crossed himself.
“But Barrowman slipped in the shower. Or so we’re told.”
A shadow crossed Carl’s face. “We install anti-slip tiles in those showers. If he managed to slip in there, he must have been dancing or something.”
“You don’t think he simply slipped.”
Carl leaned back. “Look, friend. It’s not my place to speculate. But whatever happened, it wasn’t the fault of this hotel.”
Mo nodded. “And I take it you’re aware of the Frenchman…” he checked the message he’d had from Stuart. “Pierre Leroux.”
“I am. Ridiculously young for a heart attack. Poor bugger.”
Mo eyed the manager, noting that the only death he seemed interested in was the one the hotel might be blamed for. He wondered if that was the kind of culture this place had.
“Look,” Carl said. “They’re all tragic. And a coincidence. But unless you think someone broke into Barrowman’s room and shoved him over in the shower…” He shrugged. “He was probably hungover. The British delegation ordered a lot of wine on room service.”
“They did?”
“Twenty bottles, last night. Between six of them.”
“And then they were rising at six for morning sessions.”
A shrug. “I don’t know anything about the summit itself. And what I might know, I know better than to talk about.”
Oh, you’ve talked about plenty already.
“So did you see Jason Barrowman drinking any of the wine?” he asked.
“Not me personally, no. I was gone by then. Home in Dunoon.”
Mo had visited Dunoon with Catriona, when they’d first been up and staying in a hotel in Glasgow. “You live all that way away?”
A shrug. “Everywhere’s bloody miles away, up here. We have a minibus that takes in a fifty-mile radius, picking staff up every morning.” He eyed Mo. “We’re good employers, you know. And not just to our permanent staff.”
“You have temporary staff?”
“For events like these, yes. No way we could cover it with our regular lads and lasses. You want a list?”
“Please.”
“I’ll get Mhairi to print one off for you.” He scribbled on a Post-it note.
“Thanks.”
Carl licked his lips. “So, what else do you want to know?”
“We’d like to speak to the staff members who had contact with the British, US and French delegations. Permanent staff, and temporary. Can you set that up?”
“I can try. Not all the temps are in today, I told Mhairi to send out an email telling them not to bother. Half the delegates have left already. Not much point in sticking around with the US President on his chopper back home.”
“Well, if you have their home addresses…”
“Some of them come to us via an agency, but yes. We’ll help how we can.”
“Good.” At last, someone was being co-operative.
“But I need something from you in return.”
Mo raised an eyebrow. “Which is?”
“No publicity. No press briefings on our lawn. This is already out there on the BBC and our owner’s going to go apeshit. Whatever you’re doing, just keep it on the down-low, yeah?”
“Of course.” Mo hadn’t been given much choice in that matter.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN


JADE SAT IN HER CAR, waiting. She’d moved it to the far side of the car park, under the cover of a tree. OK, so it looked odd. But it meant no one could watch her from the hotel.
The passenger door opened and Mo got in.
“This is ridiculous,” he said.
She smiled. A year ago, he would never have criticised her ideas. It had taken a while, but he was settling in at last.
“Ridiculous, but necessary,” she said. “Tell me what you’ve been able to find out from the hotel staff.”
“I spoke to the manager. Carl Moretti. He’s helpful. More helpful than he realises. They’ve got a team of fifty permanent staff.” He pulled a sheaf of papers from the inside pocket of his jacket. “And thirty revolving ones who come in for big events. Normally weddings and corporate stuff, but they were all pulled in for this.”
“They can’t be here now.”
Mo shook his head. “Carl sent out a message via his admin assistant, Mhairi. She told them all to stay home.”
“So we’ll have to visit them at home.”
“We can send out the hotel minibus if you want? Might draw less attention.”
She nodded. “You’re right. You and I can focus on the ones who are here first. In fact, send those details to the office, and Patty and Stuart can make a start on the ones who didn’t come in today.”
“Good thinking.” Mo pocketed the papers. “He’s given me a list of the people who were serving the three delegations we’re looking at. And…”
She raised an eyebrow. “And?”
“Sorry, boss. I should have told you this already, but I was about to go into Moretti’s office when I got the message.”
She felt her stomach dip. A message. They’d been pulled off the case.
But if that was the case, she’d have got the message. Not Mo.
“What message?” she asked.
“From Stuart. Douglas McLeish called him, gave him more details on the French death.” He held out his phone.
Jade read the message and then the follow-up email from Stuart. “We need to speak to whoever was leading that French delegation.”
“That was their Prime Minister.”
She shook her head. “Not her. I mean, the person behind the scenes. We need to know more about Leroux. How long he’d been working there, what his health was like. A man that young, dying of a heart attack?”
Mo shrugged. “He’d just started, according to Douglas. And they’re pegging it as natural causes. I’m not so sure.”
“And neither is Douglas McLeish, judging by this phone call.”
“Nor perhaps Antonia Jacobs.”
She looked past Mo towards the hotel. Jacobs would be in there somewhere, working hard to hide things from them.
Why? Surely they were all part of the same team, in the end?
“I’m not so sure,” she said.
“About…?”
“Antonia Jacobs. Question is, did she put Dougie up to that call, or did he act on his own volition?”
“You said she told you that⁠—”
“I know what she told me. He’s her puppy, does her bidding. That’s what she thinks, and what she wants me to think. But that isn’t necessarily what’s really going on.”
“You think Stuart should keep in touch with him?”
“I think it won’t do any harm.”
Mo nodded. “I’ll let him know.”
Jade stretched her arms out in front of her, brushing the steering wheel with her fingertips. She was hungry.
“Is there a shop near here?” she said.
“A shop?”
“I’m starving, and it’s two hours after lunchtime.”
“I’m sure if we ask someone in the hotel…”
“You reckon?”
She considered. Given everything that had happened, she wasn’t sure she wanted to eat the food from that hotel.
“It’s fine,” she said. “We’ll just go hungry.”
Mo’s cheeks coloured. “I’ve brought sandwiches. I’ve been waiting for a chance to eat them.”
She gave him a mock slap on the arm. “You should have said!”
“Sorry.” He turned around and pulled a black rucksack from the back seat. Opening it, he brought out a lunchbox.
She grinned. “It’s like your mum made them.”
He gave her a look. “All my own work.”
“Nice one.” She watched as he unwrapped what looked like a tuna salad sandwich, then turned at the sound of the helicopter’s engine.
“Hang on,” she said. She got out of the car and walked away from the tree.
The helicopter was rising into the air, the President and his immediate staff no doubt on board. Brendan Peters’ body would be sent on separately.
“Shit,” she said.
Mo was out of the car, sandwich still in hand. “Shit,” he repeated.
“Well, that’s one lot of witnesses all but gone,” she said. “Let’s get to work on those hotel staff.”
He nodded and walked back to the car. There was movement near the hotel; more people leaving.
She shook her head. If they’d been given official jurisdiction over this investigation, they’d have been able to keep people here. Pick them off one by one and find out what they knew.
It was chaos.
She sighed. “I think I need food.”
Mo was in the passenger seat, the door open. He held out a sandwich. “Will this help?”
She grabbed it. “Thank you. I think it will.”



CHAPTER SIXTEEN


JADE COULDN’T PUT this off any longer. She stood in the car park at the side of the hotel, phone clamped to her ear. Mo was still in the car, eating the last of his sandwich.
The phone was picked up after three rings.
“Jade. I thought I might be hearing from you.”
“Fraser,” she said, ignoring the flutter in her stomach. “Things are tricky here.”
“I know.”
“You do?”
“There’s a chain of command. Kind of. It leads from Antonia Jacobs to me.”
“Ah.”
Jade nodded. “Do you want me to continue?”
Silence. She turned at the sound of her car door opening. Mo approached, tossing a balled-up wad of aluminium foil into a nearby Biffa bin. She pointed to the house; she needed him to continue speaking to staff.
“Sir?”
“You know I don’t like you calling me that.”
“You’re my senior officer. Mo is with me.”
“Ah. Right.” A pause. “Do we even know if the deaths are suspicious?”
Jade sighed. “Not for sure, not yet. But three people dying at the same time? I can’t believe it’s a coincidence.”
“I heard about Leroux.”
“A heart attack,” she said. “A thirty-seven-year-old man having a heart attack.”
‘It happens.”
“Rarely. And not on the same day and in the same place as the US President’s Chief of Staff dying, along with a British minister.”
A sigh. “You do realise that if Antonia decides this is worth investigating, it won’t be by us.”
“So maybe we’re better off having her insisting it’s all coincidence. Three natural causes deaths. For now.”
“Maybe.”
Jade turned towards the house. Mo had disappeared inside. He’d called Patty from the car, told her and Stuart to start tracking down the temporary staff who weren’t here today.
“What d’you want me to do?” she said into the phone.
He sighed. “I’ve got to talk to my high-ups. I’ll make sure you’re not kicked out, Jade. But be careful. If you don’t have evidence that these deaths are suspicious, it could get tricky.”
Tricky. That word again. This was more than tricky.
“I’ve got Mo with me,” she told him. “I trust him.”
“Good. Keep it small, be discreet. And make sure you get evidence.”
“I know.”
“Make it look like you’re cooperating with Antonia. I’ll square it with her for you to be around, looking into the circumstances around Barrowman’s death.”
“The minister who ‘slipped’ in the shower.”
“I wouldn’t use that tone with her.”
Jade hadn’t missed the Antonia. She wondered how well Fraser knew the woman.
“No problem,” she said. “The pathologist is going to want to investigate, at the very least. It’s a sudden death.”
“Exactly,” Fraser said. “And police involvement will help.”
“Not exactly a complex crime, though.” She paced across the car park, her legs stiff. She was tired.
“Not yet.” He lowered his voice. “Jade, are you OK?”
‘I’m fine. Don’t you worry about me.”
“You’re sure? Coping OK with being up near home?”
She sniffed. Fraser had come to her house on Loch Lomond three evenings ago, for dinner with her and Rory. It was a tradition that had continued after Dan died. It felt less appropriate as time went on. “I’m fine.”
“Good. I’ll run through the chain of command between us and her.”
Jade frowned. “How long will that take?”
He chuckled. “Don’t worry.”
She felt that unease again.
“If there’s anything else I can do...”
“No,” he said. “You’re doing plenty already. Just focus on getting as much information as you can and gathering evidence. Take photos, record witness statements. Exactly what you’d do in any other crime. Make sure that if you are removed from the scene, you’ve got information to work with, and information that can be used to build a case. Should it prove necessary.”
“Should it prove necessary,” Jade repeated.
“Yes.”
“No problem.”



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


ROBERT LAVAL WORKED at the hotel as a butler. He was a permanent employee, and a long-standing one at that. He’d been attending to the US delegation and seemed happy to talk about his impressions of them to Mo.
“Odd, they were,” he said in an English accent from further south than Mo had been born. “Direct, but not rude. Refreshing, really. We have American guests here a lot, as I’m sure you can imagine. But attending on twelve of them at once, that’s ‘a whole new ballgame’, as they’d say.” The butler sniggered then placed his hand on his mouth. “Sorry. That was inappropriate.”
Mo gave him a smile. “Don’t worry about offending me. I didn’t know any of them. So, there were twelve of them here?”
“Not including their security detail, they were staying elsewhere in the hotel. Yes, twelve. The President, his bag man and physician, the Chief of Staff, two of his assistants, the President’s daughter and her… well I guess you’d call her a maid. Then there were two members of their press office and two… I’m not sure what their role was, but I think it was political advice of some kind. Mr Figg seemed to specialise in middle eastern politics, while Ms Daguerre had spent time in China.”
“They told you all this?”
“Oh, no. I did my research, beforehand. I had to do a… well, it took some ingenuity. But a good butler gets to know his guests before encountering them for the first time.”
Good, thought Mo. Robert might be able to shed some light.
“They brought some of their own domestic staff,” he continued. “The daughter’s maid, for example. But we didn’t let them do everything.”
Mo raised an eyebrow. “Sounds like Downton Abbey.”
Robert shrugged. “It sort of is.”
“What do you normally do?”
“Normally I work front of house,” he said. “I work on reception, greeting guests and determining what we can do to make their stay more special.”
“A concierge, then?” asked Mo, and Robert nodded.
“But that wasn’t needed here,” suggested Mo. “No one comes in or leaves who isn’t part of the summit.”
Robert nodded again.
“Tell me about the US delegation,” Mo prompted.
“They were direct, as I said. Not rude, but a little brusque. Between themselves they could be… fiery.” He frowned. “I don’t feel comfortable telling you any more than this. In my line of work, discretion is⁠—”
“I know,” said Mo. “But one of those men is now dead. Could you at least tell me about him?”
A sniff. “Well, seeing as he’s no longer around to be offended…”
“Exactly.”
“Very well. Mr Peters was… he was stressed. No other word for it. Every time he moved, every time he spoke, it oozed from him. It made me wonder if actually his job might be more critical than that of his boss. If it’s really the Chief of Staff who’s running the free world.”
Let’s hope not, thought Mo, given that that man is now dead.
“I… I overheard things,” Robert said. “I try not to, but sometimes you can’t help it.”
“What kind of things.”
“He was… he was tired. He had a brief conversation with one of his aides, Ms Wilson, about how he didn’t see himself doing this for much longer.”
Mo raised an eyebrow. Davina had said nothing about this.
“Was he suicidal, perhaps?” he asked.
Robert cocked his head. “With respect, Detective. The man died of a stroke. Not something you can self-inflict.”
Yes, but I’m sure you can take drugs that will make it look like you’ve had one. Mo made a mental note to look into potential artificial drivers of stroke-like symptoms. After all, the President’s doctor was no pathologist.
“Where was the Chief of Staff staying?” Mo asked.
“The Presidential Suite. It’s at the top of the building.”
Mo frowned. “Not the President?”
“Shall I show you?”
“Please.”
They were sitting in one of the hotel’s bars. Robert stood up and led Mo out and to the central staircase in the lobby. It was grand, symmetrical, made of the same dark wood Mo was seeing everywhere.
They made their way up to the third floor. Mo could imagine the US President striding up here, flanked by his security detail.
Robert held open a set of double doors into a lobby. It was less traditional up here, the decor pale with barely a scrap of tartan or a mahogany panel in sight. The walls were lined with abstract art, and the carpet was deep and soft.
“Up ahead is the Presidential Suite, where the Chief of Staff slept.” The butler stopped at a door. “And this is the attic room.”
Mo frowned. “That’s where the President was staying?”
Robert smiled. “It’s the best room in the hotel.”
“The attic room doesn’t sound like the best room.”
“Believe me, it is.”
He opened the door and led Mo up a short flight of steps into a vast, light-filled space. The room was light and airy, with a sloping ceiling. There was a living room, a kitchen, and two archways into a bedroom and a room set with a dining table and chairs. Mo could see the loch through tall, arched windows.
“The room is beautiful, don’t you think?” Robert said.
Hardly a room. Mo had lived in houses smaller than this. “It is.”
“The President used the dining room for private meetings. The Chief of Staff was below in the Presidential suite. Which is smaller.”
“Ironic,” said Mo.
Robert smiled. “You could say that.”
Mo looked at him. “Do you have CCTV footage from that suite?”
“We do. But…”
“But…?”
“But our access to it was revoked a week before the summit, when the building was checked by your lot.”
“Not our lot. Special Branch.”
A shrug.
Mo nodded. “So how do I get access?”
Robert shrugged. “You’d know that better than me.”
There was a knock on the door behind them. A woman in a chambermaid’s uniform appeared, looking breathless.
“Excuse me, DS Uddin. There’s a woman turned up. Short, Dundonian, throwing her weight around. Says she knows you.”
Mo sighed. “That’ll be Petra.”



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


JADE WAS TRYING to find someone who could help her, but the hotel reception was empty. She wandered along corridors, poking her head into sitting rooms and a bar, until she found a womn in a dining room. She was young, in her early thirties, wearing a white shirt with a tartan kerchief around her neck.
“Hi,” she said. “Can you tell me where the Lochside Suite is?”
The woman frowned. “That’s out of bounds.”
Jade held up her ID. “I’m with the investigating team.”
Another frown. Jade could almost see the words ‘what investigating team?’ forming in her head.
“I just need to see. I won’t disturb anything.”
The woman drew herself up. “I’m sorry. I’ve been told not to let anyone in.”
Jade sighed. Fair enough.
“OK. Thanks for your help.”
She retreated back through the main doors. She hadn’t seen Antonia Jacobs or Douglas McLeish since Jacobs had told her to back off. She wondered if Fraser had made contact.
There was an entrance at the side of the hotel, near where she’d parked her car. It led to a set of banqueting suites, the kind of thing designed for wedding cars to draw up to. She would put money on it leading back into the hotel. And the Lochside Suite had to be lochside, right?
The corridors were dark, no one around. In the distance she could hear the hum of a vacuum cleaner. She followed her nose in the direction of the loch until she reached what she was looking for. A door, and a polished plaque next to it announcing the Lochside Suite.
“Bingo.”
The door was propped open with a wooden wedge. She went inside, treading carefully. Even if no one else thought this was a crime scene, she wasn’t about to contaminate evidence.
She found herself in a lobby area, three doors leading off and a table in the centre. She pulled on a pair of forensic overshoes and picked a door.
It led to a large bedroom decorated entirely in the pink tartan she’d seen elsewhere in the hotel. She grimaced: a bit much.
The door to the bathroom was open and the lights were on. She went inside.
The space was empty, but this was it alright. The shower was spattered with blood, most of it dripping from the shower controls. They were silver and ornate, with a complex handle, the sort of thing it was impossible to adjust to the right temperature.
She could see how hitting your head on that might cause serious injury.
But still. The tiles in the shower were clearly not polished, but designed to avoid slips. There was no threshold to step over; the enclosure was at the same level as the room. Jason Barrowman had been, what, fifty-something? Not so old he couldn’t step into a shower without tripping over.
He’d been drinking the night before, the manager had told Mo. Maybe that was all it was.
But maybe not.
She grabbed her phone and started firing off photos. There would be time to make notes later.
“Who are you? And what are you doing here?”
Jade plunged her phone into her pocket and turned to see a short man with dark brown hair standing in the doorway, hands on hips.
She held up her ID. “DI Jade Tanner. Can you tell me where they’ve taken Mr Barrowman?”
He stepped towards her, his shoe landing in a smear of blood. She winced.
“I suggest you leave,” he said. “This is private property.”
Jade held his gaze. Yes, this was private property. And yes, she’d been warned to back off. But this was a potential crime scene. In any other situation, she’d have had it cordoned off and there would be a team of forensic officers in here now.
“I’ll need you to tell your staff not to come in here until we’ve thoroughly investigated,” she said.
“I think we’ve got that under control.”
Jade looked past the man to see Antonia Jacobs walk in behind him. She felt her heart sink.
Jacobs stood next to the man and cocked her head. “I thought I told you to leave.”
“I wanted to be sure there were no grounds for a criminal investigation.”
A laugh. “Oh, I know about that. I’ve been talking to your super.”
Fraser? “He told me⁠—”
“He told you what I wanted him to tell you. Now. It’s time you left. Mr Moretti here will show you the way.”



CHAPTER NINETEEN


PETRA WAS FED UP. She’d been hanging around the hotel reception for ages, waiting for Mo to arrive. The wee receptionist had been friendly but firm, keeping her in her sights and not letting her wander up to the guests’ rooms. No matter how many times she told the woman she was a police consultant, she wouldn’t budge.
At last, she decided to get some air. She trotted down the steps at the front of the building on her four-inch stilettos and stopped at the bottom, in the centre of a wide gravel driveway. The loch was up ahead, clouds gathering above it, and the mist was drawing in over the mountains beyond.
She pulled a cigarette out of her bag and lit it. Sod’s law. If she lit a ciggy, Mo would turn up.
Might as well have a sniff around.
She sauntered around the back of the hotel, looking at the windows of the various rooms. The US President would have been in a penthouse, maybe up there in the eaves. Way too far away to see anything.
As she was about to round the corner to the back of the building, she heard voices.
She stopped walking, leaning against the wall closest to her.
Movement up ahead. There were two people standing on the other side of a hedge, about twenty metres away. They were facing away, oblivious to her. She crept closer then paused, aware of her footsteps on the gravel.
They were speaking French.
Petra screwed up her face. She’d picked up a good smattering of French when she’d been with Danielle, from Lyon. Danielle had a cute little dimple just above her mouth. Petra had loved to stick her finger in it. But Danielle, it turned out, had preferred one of her French colleagues to Petra.
She shook her head, trying to clear the image of Danielle from her mind. It had only been a few months, years ago. Her only time with a native French speaker. She focused on the voices.
“Il est mort d’une crise cardiaque, j’ai entendu dire.”
Someone had died of a heart attack.
But the US Chief of Staff had died of a stroke, surely? Had there been a mistake?
Petra crouched down, making herself as small as she could. She squinted. She could see them now. Three of them, not two. A group of three men in suits. Members of the French delegation. One of them was holding a handkerchief to his face, dabbing at his eyes.
“Un malheur,” said another. “Le corps est à Paris maintenant.”
They weren’t talking about Brendan Peters. His body would not have been taken to Paris.
The third man tutted. “Que trente-sept ans.”
Someone from the French delegation had died of a heart attack. Someone who had been thirty-seven years old.
“Nous devons le garder hors de la presse. Et l’arrestation.”
An arrest? And they wanted to keep it out of the press?
Petra scoffed. Fat chance, fellas.
One of the men turned.
Petra froze. She gave them a little wave then said, “Hey there, chaps,” in her broadest Dundonian accent.
They’d never know she’d understood them.
But now she had a good idea why Jade wanted her here.



CHAPTER TWENTY


PATTY LEANED back in her chair, staring at her screen. She’d read the email from Jade three times, but it still didn’t tell her much. The DI was at the hotel, trying to find out more, and it was down to Patty and Stuart to start digging into the lives of the three dead men, as well as tracking down potential witnesses.
Digging into the lives of the deceased would be much more interesting than contacting witnesses. That could wait; they had a list, after all.
Stuart sat down at his desk, back from the loo. He sniffed.
“You alright?” she asked. “You keep doing that.”
“Just a bit bunged up. Ignore me.”
“Right,” he said, typing his password into the system. “So, we’ve got the US Chief of Staff, the British Minister for International Development, and a French aide. That’s a pretty big deal.”
“Apart from the aide. He was small fry.”
“Comparatively.”
She shrugged. He had a point. She knew nothing about Pierre Leroux.
“Guess so,” she conceded.
“Do we know anything about Brendan Peters? Was he like that Leo fella in West Wing? Too much stress, and all that?”
Patty tutted. “That was fiction. US Chiefs of Staff don’t just turn up at summits and die, you know.”
Stuart shrugged. “Still, he’s the most important of the three. Let’s see if we can find out anything about him.”
Patty raised an eyebrow. “You take the French and the British, I’ll take the American?”
“Uh-uh. I want the yank.”
“It’ll be harder to get behind US firewalls.”
He raised an eyebrow. “Exactly. A challenge.”
Patty shook her head. Heaven save me from Stuart and his challenges.
“Fair enough,” she said. “Go for it.”
“Exactly.” Stuart grinned. “You get the most interesting one.”
Patty sighed. “Very well.”
She switched to her browser and opened two windows: one for Barrowman, one for Leroux. She started searching. Official records, profiles on the relevant government websites, the anodyne stuff first. Then she moved on to press reports.
Barrowman had a ton of them, mostly dull as hell. Leroux had hardly anything.
“Ooh,” said Stuart, across the desks.
Patty looked up. “You’ve found something?”
He nodded. “I’ve got a story from the New York Times, dated November 8th, 2020. The headline’s pretty stark: Chief of Staff Sex Scandal.”
She leaned across the desks but couldn’t see anything. “But that’s common knowledge.”
“Is it?” Stuart looked across at her.
“Not to us, maybe. But I bet if you asked the average yank. If it’s in a mainstream newspaper.”
Stuart was grinning. “Here’s the details.” He sucked his teeth. “Brendan Peters, you were a naughty boy.”
Patty sighed and leaned back. This was irrelevant. It was too easy. “Hit me with it.”
Stuart cracked his knuckles. “Carly Zeeburg.” He looked up. “Great name. She came forward on the day of the 2020 election, saying Peters picked her up for sex. He’d apparently met her in a bar in Manhattan three months before that, and they went back to a hotel. She was a prostitute⁠—”
“Sex worker.”
He raised an eyebrow. “She was a sex worker. Ouch. She recorded the whole thing on her phone, then went to the press when she saw Peters on TV, talking about the President and his family. Ha!”
“What?”
“Fuck, these people are hypocrites.”
Patty frowned. “What people?”
“All of them. She said she was worried because he was using the President’s kids as part of the campaign, and she thought that made him a hypocrite. Him! Can you believe this woman?”
Patty shifted in her chair. “It might not have been as⁠—”
“She said he didn’t pay her, though. Probably didn’t even know she was a prostitute.”
“Sex worker.”
“Sex worker, whatever. Either way, Peters has a past. If he did that with her, who knows who else he took to hotel rooms?” He shrugged. “Maybe the guy wasn’t all that careful about asking for consent.”
“That’s a leap.”
A shrug. “He’s that generation.”
Patty rolled her eyes. “You have to stop making assumptions about people based on how old they are, or what their job is, or the fact that they’re a woman.”
“Come on, Patty, that’s not fair.” Stuart’s face had reddened.
She lifted her hands in supplication. “You’re right. I’m sorry. But I don’t see the connection. So he slept with a sex worker. So she went to the press. It doesn’t seem to have made much difference to anything. And she’s not exactly going to come all the way to Scotland to bump him off, is she?”
Stuart stuck his tongue out at her. “Do you have anything better?”
“Not yet. But let’s keep digging, yes?”



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE


MO HEADED OUTSIDE, looking for Petra. Why hadn’t she asked for Jade?
He stood on the gravel driveway, casting about. No sign of her. And it wasn’t like it was easy to miss a four-foot-ten psychologist with six-inch tall hair, four-inch stilettos and a voice that could melt steel.
He clenched his fists, digging them into his thighs. Petra was good at her job, he knew. But he found her abrasive and confrontational, and she set him on edge. They’d worked together four years ago, investigating a homophobic killer in Birmingham’s gay village. And then twice up here, once on the shores of Loch Lomond and the other time investigating a man who’d used the play Macbeth as the inspiration for his killing spree.
He still hadn’t got used to her.
He turned at the sound of footsteps.
“If it isn’t DS Mo Uddin, as I live and breathe.”
Mo tensed. She was walking around the side of the building, puffing on a cigarette. Had he seen her smoke before?
She caught his gaze. “Don’t mind me, filthy habit I know. I try to keep it a secret.”
She brought a small metal case out of her bag, stubbed the cigarette out on it, then placed it inside, snapping the lid shut.
At least she hadn’t stubbed it out in the gravel.
He walked over to her. “Have you spoken to Jade?”
She shoved the cigarette case back in her bag. “Nope. No sign of her.”
He scanned the hotel, hoping his boss would suddenly materialise.
No such luck.
“Very well,” he said. “Why don’t you come in and sit with me while I talk to the hotel staff.”
She cocked her head. “What am I here for?”
“Sorry?”
“You know what I mean, son. Why am I here? Surely you don’t need a forensic psychologist to listen in on interviews with hotel staff.”
“Er, no,” he said.
“Well then. Why am I here?”
He had to be careful. If he pushed her too hard, she might just walk away. And he had a feeling she might be able to help.
“Well,” he began, drawing closer to her and expecting the stench of cigarettes. He was surprised to be greeted instead by the scent of French perfume. “There have been three deaths. All at the same time, or almost the same time.”
“The same, or almost?”
“We… we don’t know. They were found within a thirty-three-minute window, and there’s every chance they died simultaneously.”
“Well, that’s something I need to know.”
He nodded. “The simultaneous thing.”
“Yes. The kind of person who’s going to kill three people at the same time in three different locations – they were in different locations, I presume?”
“All in the hotel, but yes. Different sections of it.”
“Indeed. Well, the kind of person who’s going to do that is an interesting individual indeed. So I think you did the right thing calling me in.”
He resisted telling her it wasn’t he who’d called her in, but his boss, just as the boss emerged from a door at the side of the house.



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO


JADE HURRIED out of the building. Carl Moretti, the short man from the bathroom who’d turned out to be the hotel manager, was advancing behind her, calling threats.
“What’s going on?” asked Mo when she reached him and stopped to catch her breath. She turned to see Moretti standing in the doorway to the suite she’d entered by, glaring at her.
“That’s Carl Moretti,” Mo said. “The man I interviewed earlier.” He frowned. “He was helpful. What’s happened?”
“Antonia Jacobs, that’s what’s happened.”
He puffed out his cheeks. “Oh.”
Jade turned to Petra. “Sorry, Petra. It’s good to see you. Thanks for coming, but it looks like I might have dragged you out here under false pretences.”
Petra flashed her a smile. “Oh I don’t think so, hen.”
“No?”
“You’ve got three fellas all dying at the same time, yes?”
Jade exchanged glances with Mo. “Well, potentially…”
“And all of them part of the biggest delegations to this summit.”
“Well, yes. But we’ve been forced off the case by the various governments. Including our own. And they’re insistent that all three men died of natural causes.”
Petra scoffed. “No chance. Not the French fella, anyway.”
Jade looked at her. What did Petra know about the French delegation?
“The French?” she said. “What about them? Is this Pierre Leroux’s death we’re talking about?”
Petra tapped her nose. “It is. His body’s already in Paris.”
“That doesn’t surprise me. Everyone’s buggered off.”
“And they’ve made an arrest.”
“They’ve… they’ve what?”
“The French have made an arrest for Leroux’s murder, already. I’m telling you, Jade, if the high and mighties want to pretend it’s not foul play, then fine, but the French authorities don’t agree.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE


JADE HURRIED BACK into the hotel, scanning the lobby for Antonia. She spotted her along a corridor leading off to the right, towards the room she’d spoken to her and Dougie in earlier.
She ran in the woman’s direction, Petra and Mo behind her.
Antonia glanced up as she approached, her face blank.
“I need to know if you’ve heard anything about a French arrest,” Jade said, panting.
Antonia said nothing.
“The French have made an arrest,” Petra said. “For the murder of Pierre Leroux.”
“Who are you?”
“This is Dr Petra McBride,” Jade said. “She advises our team.”
Antonia raised an eyebrow. “Bit late for a doctor. The bodies have all been taken away.”
“Not that kind of doctor, lassie,” said Petra.
Calm down, thought Jade. The last thing she needed was Petra causing a rift between Police Scotland and the Scottish government.
“Did you know?” she asked Jacobs.
“Have you been listening in on the French delegation?” Petra asked. “Do you speak French, perhaps? Because I suspect they have plenty of information you’re not party to.”
Antonia eyed her, not answering the question. “Only a few junior members are still here. And I’ll thank you not to go snooping around listening to delegates without their consent.”
Jade put a hand on Petra’s arm, but her eyes were still on Jacobs. “I need to know about that arrest.”
Antonia gave her a condescending look. “I’m sorry, but I can’t help you. Now, I have to ask you to leave. I’ve made it very clear that you have no role here.”
Mo’s phone buzzed.
Not now, thought Jade.
Mo moved away, back towards reception.
“I will leave,” she told Jacobs. “But I think you’re making a mistake. This is suspicious, all of it.”
“Jason Barrowman died after a tragic accident. Brendan Peters died of a stroke. And Pierre Leroux died of a heart attack.”
“Not according to the French authorities,” interjected Petra.
“There is no reason for a police investigation,” Jacobs continued, her gaze not leaving Jade’s face. “Now. Please. Leave.”
Jade felt her own phone buzz in her pocket. She ignored it, staring back into Antonia’s eyes for a few moments.
It was too late. She was off the case, back to mundane cases and paperwork. If they didn’t get something meaty soon, the CCU would be disbanded.
She swallowed and turned away from Jacobs. Her phone buzzed again.
Sighing, she drew it out of her pocket. It was a message from Fraser.
Sorry, Jade. Nothing I could do. We’ve been pulled off this one. Back to the office.
She showed it to Petra, who shook her head.
“Don’t let the bastards grind you down,” the psychologist muttered.



CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR


PETRA FOLLOWED Jade and Mo out of the hotel. Jade was striding, her movements agitated. Mo was dragging his heels, frustrated.
Thank God for the new job. She’d been called all the way up to Loch Fyne, had even had to get to grips with Aila’s Ford Fiesta for it, and now there was nothing to advise on, and she wouldn’t be paid.
They reached Jade’s car. Aila’s was further way, across the gravel. Jade leaned on the car and looked at Petra.
“I’m sorry,” she said. “We got you up here on a wild goose chase.”
Petra shrugged. “Is that what you think? You think Antonia Jacobs is right?”
“No. But⁠—”
“But nothing. You think this is suspicious. Mo thinks this is suspicious. I think it’s suspicious.”
“So does Fraser. I can tell.”
“Well there you go, then. Let’s go back to the office and work through what we have.”
“We’ve been taken off the case.”
“Did Fraser tell you to continue investigating, but do it subtly? Earlier on?”
Jade’s eyes narrowed. “How did you know that?”
Petra laughed. “I know how the man works. Now let’s just give it a couple of hours. If we don’t have anything to show after that, I’ll fuck off back to the West End and my gorgeous girlfriend, and you can…”
She stopped herself.
“I’m sorry, Jade. I know it’s…”
Jade shook her head. “It’s been over two years. You don’t need to handle me with kid gloves.” But there was a tear in her eye.
Jade was still living in that house on Loch Lomond. The one they’d bought so her poor dead hubby could watch the birds.
Why the fuck was she still there?
“Let’s go back to the office,” Petra said. “See what we can come up with.”
“I’m game,” said Mo. “And I’m pretty sure Patty and Stuart will be too.”
Petra watched Jade. It was her call.
“OK.” The DI clenched a fist and thumped the roof of her car. “Just the rest of the afternoon.”
It was already past three. By the time they got back to the office, the afternoon would be gone. But they all knew they couldn’t wait another day.
“Good for you,” said Petra. She looked at Mo. “Mo, you drive this monstrosity back. Your boss is coming with me.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE


DAVINA SAT in a corner of the hotel lobby, her phone clutched in her hand. She’d spoken to the Deputy Chief of Staff, Luella Coombs, and told her Brendan’s body would be back in the US as soon as possible. Her mind was numb, but she’d made sure all the relevant people knew what they needed to.
She’d made notes. Notes on everything that had happened since Brendan had died. Notes that would be seized by the US authorities as soon as they arrived. But she knew the details, and she had to make sure that information was preserved.
Davina looked up from her phone as a pair of officials passed her. British officials. They ignored her. She was a nobody now, stripped of her importance now the President was heading home and Brendan was dead.
She stood up, suddenly aware of how stiff her limbs were. She hadn’t had time to stretch out her muscles properly after her run. She shivered. The lobby was cold. Her room key was in her pocket, but she couldn’t remember if her bag was in her room.
She walked to the reception desk. “Have my things been packed away?” she asked. She knew that when the delegation had to move in a hurry, everyone’s belongings got packed up without their involvement.
The receptionist gave her a sympathetic look. “Your room has been reassigned, Ms Wilson. I can have someone show you to a new room if you’d like?”
Davina shook her head. Her things would have been packed away. They might even be on their way to the US by now. Her running gear and casual clothes replaced with the smart suits she was supposed to wear as the Chief of Staff’s assistant. “No, that’s fine. I’ll call a cab.”
She was the last one left. They’d been preparing to move while she’d been talking to the police detective, and there hadn’t been space for her on the helicopter. It wasn’t about to come back from the airfield, just for her.
She could get a cab to the airport and then find a scheduled flight home. Surely she deserved to fly business class, after what she’d been through?
“I can arrange a car for you, Ms Wilson. We have a fleet of electric Jaguars.”
Davina nodded. She didn’t care about the hotel’s eco credentials. “Thanks. To the airport.”
“Can I help you find a flight?”
She shook her head. “It’s fine.” She’d call the office, have someone in general admin do it.
But her clothes were gone. She had her sweaty running things in a rucksack, her phone and pocketbook, and that was it.
“Sorry, could you wash my running clothes for me?” She’d wear them on the flight. More comfortable.
The woman smiled. “Of course.” She reached out for the bag. “I’ll pass them on to housekeeping.”
“Soon as possible, please. I can’t leave without them.”
“Of course. We’ll get that done right away.” The woman disappeared through a doorway at the back of the reception area.
Davina went to the bar and sat down with her phone. She drafted a note to Luella, updating her on the situation. She told her that she believed Brendan’s death was suspicious, and that she was worried about the lack of security at the hotel. She knew the President would be furious when he learned that the Secret Service had allowed his Chief of Staff to be murdered. She shivered again. Had he really been murdered? She couldn’t get the image out of her head, Brendan lying there on his bed, his skin already turning an unhealthy shade of grey.
She looked at her phone.
This wasn’t the kind of thing she could put in an email.
There was a notepad on the bar, a pen next to it. She grabbed them and wrote her note by hand, and then she folded it up and put it in her pocket. She’d give it to Luella in person, when she arrived in Washington.
Washington. It felt a world away. She longed to be back.
But in the meantime, she had time to kill while her clothes were washed.
She went back into the lobby, to the receptionist, who was back at her post. “I need a list of all the staff who were working last night. Everyone who had access to the attic room, to the President and the Chief of Staff’s rooms. I need to know who was on shift, who had the key cards.”
The receptionist looked at her, her face pale. “I… I don’t know, Ms Wilson. I can find the manager for you?”
She nodded. “Do that. And get me the manager for housekeeping and the manager for reception. I want to speak to them all.”
She turned and walked to the other end of the lobby. The hotel was quiet. Was anyone even investigating this?
She was the only one left from the President’s entourage. The only one who knew what had happened. She was in charge now.
She felt a hand on her shoulder and turned to see the hotel manager. “Ms Wilson, how can I help you?”
She looked at him, her eyes hard. “Are the police still here?”
His gaze hardened. “No. They left, not long ago.”
Shit. Everyone thought it had been a stroke.
It hadn’t. Davina was sure of it. Those two other men had died, at the same time. The news was starting to leak out online.
The manager cocked his head. “Can I find you somewhere to wait?”
She nodded. “Can I use a room, just for a few hours?”
“Of course. Follow me.”
Good. She needed a place to talk to the people from housekeeping and reception. In private. Somewhere she could do some research. Somewhere she could make some calls.



CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX


JADE WAS SITTING in the passenger seat beside her, and Petra couldn’t help glancing at the DI from time to time.
The woman was tense. Her tension ramped up a good few notches as they drove along the shores of Loch Lomond and then receded as they left the water behind, but it didn’t fully leave her at any point.
How does she cope, living in a place where she gets reminded of her husband’s death every day?
As they left Balloch behind, Petra decided to break the silence. “Do you mind if I put some music on?” she asked.
Jade grunted.
Petra didn’t know how to get Aila’s car to link to her phone, although she knew it was possible. She reached for the radio, flicking through stations until she found something she liked. A Scottish folk band, the kind of music Aila liked. She glanced at Jade, but the DI stared resolutely ahead.
As they approached Dumbarton, Petra’s stomach growled. She hadn’t eaten since those brownies.
“Do you mind if we stop somewhere for food?” she asked.
Jade sighed. “There’s a McDonald’s if we turn off. Rory went to a party there last week.”
“Perfect.”
The car pulled into the car park and they went inside. Jade bought a coffee and a portion of fries, while Petra went for a Big Mac. They sat at a corner table by the window.
“So,” said Petra, unwrapping her burger. “What’s going on?”
Jade raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”
“I mean, you’ve barely spoken since we left the hotel. You’re clearly unhappy. What’s up?”
Jade sighed. “It’s just… I thought Fraser had my back. I thought he was going to let me run this investigation the way I wanted to. But he pulled me out of there. He pulled us all out of there.” Her voice rose with each word. “And for what? So I can sit here and have a chat with a shrink?” She glanced up. “Sorry. That was…”
Petra gave a no bother gesture. “I’m used to it, hen. You think he’s pulling you out because of me?”
Jade shrugged. “No. Maybe. I don’t know. I don’t see how you can help. It’s not like you can interview suspects or gather evidence. I wanted to be there, at the hotel, in the thick of it. That’s where I’m best.”
Petra nodded. “And it’s close to home. That can make things difficult.”
Jade stared at her coffee. “I don’t want people knowing how much it gets to me.”
“Why not?”
“It makes me look weak. And when you’re a woman in this job, you can’t afford to look weak.”
Petra leaned forward. “Jade, you’ve been through a hell of a lot. You lost your husband in a horrific accident, and you’re still grieving for him. It’s natural for these things to get to you. And people will understand that.”
Jade shook her head. “I don’t want them to. I want them to see me as a good DI. Which I am, by the way. I don’t want them to see me as just some woman who can’t handle it.”
“You can handle it, though. You’re handling it right now. You’re doing your job, and you’re doing it well.”
Jade stared at her. “Am I? We haven’t exactly solved any cases today.”
“You’re sticking with it. Not giving up. If anyone can crack this case, it’s you.”
“With your help.”
Petra shrugged. “Maybe.” She took a bite of her Big Mac. The sauce oozed out. She caught it with her fingertip and licked it off, enjoying the sweet saltiness of it. “So, why do you think Fraser pulled you out of there?”
“He was told to.”
“Does he always do as he’s told?”
Jade slumped in her seat. “I don’t know. I suppose he thinks I need a break, that I’m too close to it all. But I’m not. I’m not too close to it at all. I’m perfectly capable of doing my job, and I don’t need him to second guess me.”
“Have you told him that?”
Jade’s cheeks flushed and she looked away. “I don’t want to upset him. We’ve started… dating, I suppose you could call it. I don’t want to ruin things. But I’m angry with him. I’m really fucking angry with him.”
Petra leaned back in her chair, considering. “You know, I don’t know Fraser all that well. You’ll be aware that he brought me in on a couple of cases before he was working with you, but I mainly worked with the people below him. But from what I’ve seen, he’s a good man. And he’s your friend, maybe more. Sometimes friends need to step in and do things we don’t like, because it’s for our own good. Maybe he thought pulling you out of there was the best thing for you.”
“That doesn’t make it any easier. I thought he had my back.”
Oh, but he does have your back, hen.
Petra ate the last of her burger and flattened the cardboard box. “Sometimes, Jade, we need people to have our backs in ways that we don’t even realise we need. Maybe Fraser’s seen something you haven’t. Maybe he’s seen that you’re getting too wound up, and you need to take a step back. Maybe he’s seen something that you need to talk to me about.”
Jade looked across the table. “No.”
“You don’t think you can talk to me?”
“We work together. At least, we do for now. It would be… inappropriate.”
“Fair enough. Well, you know where I am if you need me.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN


MO ARRIVED BACK at the office ahead of Jade and Petra. He found Stuart and Patty sitting at their desks, looking at him expectantly.
He shrugged. “They’ve given us today. But then I think we’ll be getting back to our current cases.”
Stuart frowned. “But what about the hotel? The investigation?”
Mo shook his head. “The super said to pull out. We’re not needed there any more. If they want us, they’ll call.”
Patty shook her head. “That’s not right.”
“That’s not for us to judge. As it happens, the boss wants to give it one day. Just a few more hours. Then we go home, forget about it, and come back in tomorrow to work on other things.”
Patty’s face brightened. “Unless…”
“I don’t think there’s going to be an unless. But she and Petra are heading back here.” He checked his watch: five fifteen. “You don’t mind staying on a bit, do you?
Patty shook her head. Stuart didn’t look happy.
“Stuart?” said Mo.
Stuart took a breath, then seemed to consider. “No. It’s fine.”
“I was going to crack open the new Ian Rankin book,” said Patty, “but it can wait.”
“Good,” said Mo. “They’ll be here soon. We need to put our heads together. Think about the similarities between the three deaths, anything that might link them beyond the obvious. And the psychology of the sort of person who’d kill three victims in three different places, simultaneously. That’s what Dr McBride’ll be focusing on.”
“We start now?” asked Patty.
“Pull up what you have so far. I don’t want to get too far ahead of ourselves. I’m sure the boss will want to give a steer. She was right behind me when we left Loch Fyne.”
Patty nodded. Mo sat at his desk and opened his computer. He was worried about Jade. She’d been in a foul mood when they’d left the hotel. He wished he could have stayed with her, helped in some way. But that wasn’t his role. Jade was his boss, and he had to respect the chain of command, even if the orders seemed to come from Petra McBride whenever she was involved in a case.
He hoped the boss would be OK.
He opened the file on a robbery case he’d been investigating. Near Stirling, a couple of months ago. The victim had been a wealthy businessman, his home ransacked, and his wife tied up. The thieves had made off with cash and jewellery.
Mo believed the robbery might be connected to drug running between Glasgow and Edinburgh. He’d been working with the Organised Crime Unit in Glasgow to trace the movements of specific cars and track down the movement of money. It was dull work, poring over bank statements and car registration documents.
He sighed and opened a spreadsheet. He was still waiting on some information from the banks. He picked up the phone and called the relevant contact. They told him it would be a couple of days.
Twenty minutes later, he was still staring at the screen, the details of the robbery case blurring in front of him.
Boss, where are you?
Had she decided not to bring Petra back after all, but dropped her in the West End? Had she gone home to her house on Loch Lomond?
No. She said she’d be back at the office, and that was where she’d be.
Unless there’d been an accident.
He put a hand to his chest.
He was about to ask Stuart to check for reports of road traffic accidents when the door opened. The DI and Petra walked in, chatting.
What changed? he asked himself.
Jade turned to him. “Sorry about the delay, Mo. We stopped for food and a chat.”
“Got any further on the three deaths?”
She blanched. “Er, not about that. But yes, let’s get cracking. Come into the meeting room with us.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT


JADE SAT DOWN OPPOSITE MO, sighing as she did so. The meeting room was large and bare, situated in a corner of the first-floor space they used for their offices. She sometimes wondered if Fraser had intended their team to grow, or be joined by other teams, when he’d stationed them here.
They’d been here two years now, and neither of those things had happened.
The walls in this room were painted a dull magnolia while the thin carpet was a dark blue that showed up every crumb. The only decoration was a whiteboard on one wall, and even that was only used for meetings. She wasn’t surprised Mo always looked so depressed when he was brought in here.
Mo slumped in his chair. Petra entered behind them and closed the door.
“I’m sorry, boss,” Mo said. “I know you wanted to stay at the hotel.”
She waved a hand. “It’s fine. I’m sure the super has his reasons.” She glanced at Petra. “And I’m realising that we all need to look on the bright side sometimes.”
“It’s still frustrating.”
OK, Jade thought. You made your point. They still had today.
“Let’s focus on what we can do, yes? I want to look at the three deceased men, find out if they had anything in common. Look at the deaths, and where they were in the hotel.”
Patty and Stuart were outside, at their desks. Pretending to work. Jade beckoned them in.
“I got a call from the super,” Mo said. “While I was driving back.”
She stared at him as the door opened. Petra moved aside to let Stuart and Patty through. Jade had noticed that Petra always liked to stay standing, near the door. Was she looking for escape?
“The super called you?”
“He was asking if things were OK with the case. I think he was worried about you.”
Jade felt herself bristling. Careful. Don’t give away how you’re feeling. She sensed Petra’s eyes on her.
Fuck. I shouldn’t have told her.
“I don’t understand why the super called you, Mo. But I appreciate you telling me.” Some DSs would keep it to themselves if they had direct contact with a super or above, scared they might get into trouble. Or plotting to advance their careers.
That wasn’t Mo’s style.
“Yeah,” Mo said. “I feel a bit awkward about it. But I told him you were fine. I didn’t say anything else. Didn’t want to tread on your toes.”
The rest of the team were silent, looking away from Jade and Mo. She wished he hadn’t raised this right now.
“Thanks, Mo. Now, let’s take a look at these three deaths, shall we?”
“Boss.” Patty was looking out of the glass partition that separated the meeting room from the rest of the office.
Jade looked up. Coming through the main door, wearing a dark raincoat and a look of slight bewilderment, was Fraser.
She stood up, her heart in her mouth.
“One minute, everybody.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE


DAVINA STOOD on the lawn of the hotel, watching as Brendan’s body was loaded into the helicopter. It was an American one, Marine Corps insignia on the tail. She shivered as she watched it, cold in the low sunlight. She’d changed back into her freshly-cleaned running gear and added a hoodie, but she was still feeling the chill. Damn Scottish weather.
Beside her, Antonia Jacobs, the woman from the Scottish government, stood quietly, a short man in his twenties next to her. The two of them had come outside a few minutes after her, and now they stood together in silence. As Brendan’s body was loaded into the helicopter, the young man gave a salute. Davina frowned. It felt a bit much.
The helicopter’s rotors started up, and Davina swallowed. She felt like she’d been on autopilot since she’d got back to the hotel. She’d been making handwritten notes, writing more than she’d done since she’d been at school. But most of it was nonsense and would go straight in the trash.
The helicopter lifted off, heading south. Davina felt a lump in her throat. The noise of its rotors filled the air.
The President would be halfway home by now. The rest of the delegation were with him. Would he have appointed a new Chief of Staff already? Luella Coombs, perhaps?
If Brendan had died of natural causes, why had the President run away?
Beside her, Antonia Jacobs cleared her throat. “How are you feeling?” she asked.
“Sad,” Davina replied.
“Not scared?”
“Why should I be scared?”
“I don’t think you should be scared. But you’re the only person left. The only American. The other delegations have left, too. I’m puzzled as to why you’re still here.”
Davina turned to her. “I was running when Brendan died. I had to speak to the police. I… I missed the flight home.”
Missed the flight home. Had she, really? Surely someone could have come to get her.
Why hadn’t they?
She hadn’t considered it before. The thought made her shudder.
“What’s your view of your colleague’s death?” the Scotswoman asked.
Davina frowned. She put a hand to her face and looked up into the sky, but the chopper was gone.
“Like I told you,” she said, “it’s sad. Terrible timing.”
“With the others…”
She turned to Jacobs. “No. With not being at home.” She was trying not to think about the other two men.
The Scotswoman nodded.
“What is it?” asked Davina. “What are you trying to say?”
Jacobs gave her a tight smile. “Oh, nothing.” She gestured to her young companion and the two of them walked back to the hotel. As she headed across the grass, she turned.
“Have a safe journey home,” she called.
“I will.” Davina had a car leaving in fifteen minutes, arranged by the hotel, followed by a flight from Glasgow to Washington. She would be home soon.
She watched Jacobs and her colleague disappear into the hotel.
What had that been about?
Scared? Why should she be scared?
Everyone seemed so convinced that Brendan had just suffered a stroke. He lived a high-stress lifestyle, with plenty of junk food. It wasn’t that big a surprise. Tragic, yes. But just one of those things. One of those things. She’d learned to mistrust those.
She sniffed, considering the people she’d spoken to at the hotel, the notes she’d been writing, the names she’d found.
One of those things. Was it, really?



CHAPTER THIRTY


“IS EVERYTHING ALRIGHT, SIR?” Jade asked as she closed the door to the meeting room, aware that her voice was higher in pitch than usual.
He raised an eyebrow. “I have a name, Jade.”
She resisted a glance back towards the team. They would all be watching.
“Sir,” she repeated. “Is this about the Loch Fyne case?”
He put a hand on her arm. She resisted the urge to pull it away. Be calm. He’s always done this kind of thing.
He looked into her face. The look of bewilderment had gone, replaced by confidence.
Alright for you, she thought. God, why had she got herself involved with a senior officer?
“It’s fine, Jade. Just… be calm,” he said, his voice steady. She could feel the collective gaze of the team behind her, tension thickening the air. From somewhere in the meeting room, she heard the shifting of a chair, a cough suppressed too late.
She closed her eyes, just for a second, then opened them again.
“Alright,” she conceded, swallowing her emotions. “Sorry.
She glanced over her shoulder to see Petra emerging from the meeting room.
“Jade. Fraser,” she said, nodding at each of them in turn.
“Petra.” Fraser gave her a broad smile. “So sorry to interrupt. I appreciate your coming out to help us, and at such short notice too. I hope we haven’t wasted your time.”
Petra looked at Jade, a question in her eyes. “No,” she said. “Never a complete waste of time.” She raised her eyebrows.
Jade nodded at her then turned to Fraser. “We’re going to give it just two more hours. Work through what we know, try and find connections. I’m convinced the deaths weren’t all from natural causes, and it seem the French are too.”
“I’ve heard about that,” he said. “And I’m pleased.”
“About the French arrest?”
“No. About you not giving up.” He reached out a hand, about to touch her shoulder, then pulled away.
Jade felt a cringe run through her. Stuart and Mo might not be able to see what was going on from the other side of the partition. But Patty had known her for twelve years. She’d have no doubt.
“Sir,” she said. “We do need to crack on. In an ideal world, my team would all be at home by now.”
“Of course.” He gave her a curt nod. “Tell me if you come up with anything, yes? I’ll send you a message, arrange to meet.”
She felt another bout of cringing about to overcome her. She had to talk to him about this.
“Yes, Sir. I’ll keep an eye out for it.”
She turned back to the meeting room, hoping her face wasn’t too red.



CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE


MO WATCHED the DI enter the meeting room. She was walking strangely, twitching as she went. He hoped she wasn’t overtired.
Petra came in behind her, gave him an everything’s OK look, and closed the door. The super left the main office through the outer door.
What had all that been about? Probably the super telling them to leave well alone. That had become a theme, today.
“Right,” said the DI. “The super has approved our plan to spend some time going over what we know. We’ve got—” she looked up at the clock “— two hours. Is that OK with everyone? No one got plans?”
“Cat’s at home tonight,” Mo said. “And her mum’s coming round. So they’ll be fine.”
“I cancelled a date,” said Stuart, prompting raised eyebrows from Patty.
“Just the Rankin book for me,” Patty said.
“Good,” said Jade.
“What about your wee lad?” Petra asked, looking at the DI.
Jade turned to her with a stiff smile. “I’ve made arrangements with my mum.” A muscle in her right cheek twitched. Mo knew she didn’t like people reminding her of how often she left her son with his grandma.
“Mo, can you start with what we learned at the hotel?”
Mo nodded and stood up, opening his notepad.
“Not much, really,” he said. “We weren’t able to conduct as many witness interviews as we’d have liked. I spoke to the butler, Robert, who was looking after the American delegation, and to one of the members of that delegation⁠—”
“Davina Wilson,” said Jade.
“That’s her. And to the hotel manager, Carl Moretti. He was helpful with me, but⁠—”
Jade smiled. “With me, he… well, he all but kicked me out of the place. Under the instructions of Antonia Jacobs.”
“Dougie’s boss,” said Stuart.
“That’s the one.” She looked at Mo. “Carry on.”
Mo approached the empty whiteboard. He wrote three names on it: Brendan Peters, Jason Barrowman and Pierre Leroux.
“Should we be doing that?” asked Stuart. “Given that we’re not really supposed to be investigating.”
“It’s fine,” Jade said. “When we’re done, I’ll take a photo and we can wipe it off. Carry on, Mo.”
“Boss. So, Brendan Peters died at six am this morning. On the dot. We know that, because there was a US Secret Service agent with him at the time.” He looked down at his notes. “Agent Johnson.”
“Did you speak to him?” Patty asked.
“We never even saw the man,” Jade said. “I think he was with the President.”
“Who we also never saw,” added Petra. “Along with the rest of them.”
Jade nodded. Mo continued.
“Jason Barrowman fell in the shower sometime not long before 6.27am, which is when he was found by a member of his delegation who was concerned he hadn’t emerged from his room.”
“Time of death?” Patty asked.
“We haven’t been given one. All the bodies have been removed and taken to morgues in their own countries.”
“He’s British,” said Stuart. “This is his country.”
“Not as far as the government sees it, son,” said Patty. “He’s English, we’re Scottish. Never the twain, and all that.”
Stuart frowned. “Daft, if you ask me.”
“They didn’t.”
Petra sniggered. Stuart flushed.
“So he could have died at 6am,” Petra said, looking at the board.
“He could,” said Mo. “To be fair, getting a time of death that accurate is impossible anyway.”
Petra nodded.
“And then there’s Pierre Leroux,” Mo said. “We know the least about him. He was a junior aide to the French delegation, supposedly died of a heart attack.”
“Where was he when he died?” Stuart asked.
Mo shook his head. “We don’t know. Just that he was found at 6:33.”
“There’s a lot we don’t know,” commented Petra. “But we do know that an arrest has been made.”
Jade put up a hand. “We know that an arrest was being discussed by members of the French delegation. We don’t know that it was directly linked to Leroux’s death.”
“True,” said Petra. “But I think it’s likely.”
“So do I. But let’s work on the basis that we’re the only ones who think any of these deaths are suspicious.”
“Is there news of the French arrest?” asked Stuart. “Maybe it’s been reported online.” He picked up his phone and started scrolling.
“Is that everything?” Jade asked Mo.
“There’s the American woman, Davina. And the fact that we’re hoping to speak to some of the hotel staff.”
“They see all sorts,” grunted Patty.
Mo nodded. “Exactly.”
Patty drew in a breath. “We’ve been looking into the three men. There isn’t much on the Frenchman, but we found allegations of sexual misconduct against Brendan Peters, all public and some time ago. I don’t think it’s related.”
“A jealous ex?” Petra suggested.
Patty shook her head. “How would that connect to the other two?”
“Fair point.” The psychologist folded her arms across her chest, and Jade wondered what she was thinking. Was she about to give them some valuable insight, or was having her here a waste of time?
It had been useful for Jade, on a personal level. But that wasn’t what Fraser was paying Petra for.
“What about Barrowman?” she asked.
Stuart snorted, still looking through his phone. Patty shook her head.
“Tax evasion, suspected,” she said. “No one proved anything, although the authorities seem to think it’s real.”
“How can he still be a serving minister?” Mo asked.
Patty gave him a look. “Have you taken a look at Westminster politics lately?”
Mo shrugged.
She laughed. “Nothing else on him. Fairly fast career rise, speeding his way up the ranks. Civil service, MP, Adviser to the Foreign Secretary, minister himself. Nothing to write home about.”
“Have the three men all been at a summit or other event together before?” Jade asked.
“Not that we can find. Leroux was new to the job, had never attended the G7 before.”
“He might not have been the target,” Petra said.
Jade turned to her. “You think not?”
A shrug. “We don’t know whose room was next to his, where he spent his time in the hours before his death. There’s a possibility someone else was the target. Someone more important.”
“It’s a thought,” Jade said. “Mo, do you think the hotel might be willing to help us with that?”
He wrinkled his nose. “This afternoon, I’d have said yes. Now, I’m not so sure. But I can make the call.”
“Please.”
Mo stood up and left the meeting room, then sat down at his desk in the main room and put his phone to his ear.
“Whoah,” said Stuart.
Jade looked at him. “What?”
“It’s out.” He held his phone up. “AP has the French arrest in connection with the death of an unnamed diplomat.”
“Who have they arrested?”
Stuart looked up, his eyes wide. “Three members of a terrorist group.” He frowned. “Are they thinking these men were killed by terrorists?”



CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO


THE TEAM FILED out of the meeting room, their faces blank. They’d been in there for an hour, going round and round in circles.
The board was full, there were scraps of paper strewn across the table, and five empty takeaway cups were the evidence of a trip out to Costa, undertaken by Stuart.
Petra was pretty sure that the French were wrong. This wasn’t terrorism.
Terrorists would have made a public attack. They would have staged something the world couldn’t miss. And they’d have made sure they claimed the attack before anyone could come up with anything else.
They wouldn’t have made it look like the three men had died either of natural causes, or from a tragic accident.
It had to be something else. There was a connection between them, she knew it. Or if not between the three men, then between the American, the Brit, and another French delegate who’d been the intended victim.
But she had no evidence for either of those theories. Either that Pierre Leroux wasn’t the target, or that the men were connected in some way. No evidence. Just a hunch.
And hunches didn’t work for Jade or her bosses. They didn’t work for Petra, either.
“Right folks,” said Jade. “I think we’ve all had enough for one night.”
There was a low muttering between Patty and Stuart, who were sitting down at their desks by the window. Mo hung back, watching the two of them. Petra yawned, standing in the doorway to the meeting room as Jade gathered up the papers on the table behind her.
This team fascinated her.
Jade, who needed to be in charge but couldn’t bring herself to be tough enough at times. Mo, who still hankered for Birmingham despite everything he said about loving Scotland, despite his obvious pride in how his two wee girls had settled in here. Patty and Stuart, constantly bickering but actually the tightest of the lot of them.
Mo was looking at her. He smiled. “You OK?”
She pulled her shoulders back. “I’m fine. Just… thinking about you lot. How much more of a team you are than you think you are.”
He smirked. “Doing the psychologist act.”
She felt herself stiffen. “It’s not an act.”
“Sorry.”
Jade came out of the meeting room. She looked from Mo to Petra. “Everything alright?”
“Fine, boss,” Mo said.
“Good.” She glanced down at her phone, distracted. “Good. Look, everyone head off home and we’ll regroup in the morning.”
Mo nodded and made for his desk. Petra stepped towards Jade.
Jade backed into the meeting room, looking puzzled.
“Have you got an insight?” she said. “Something you didn’t feel ready to share with the rest of the team?”
Petra shook her head. She scratched her arm with a long red fingernail, noticing Jade wince.
“We need to talk.” She glanced back at Stuart and Patty, who were pulling on their jackets. Grey pinstripe for Stuart, denim for Patty. “About you and the super, as you all call him.”
Jade looked at her, her breathing suddenly fast. “What about him?”
“What you confided in me. At the Maccies.”
Jade swallowed. “That was… that was confidential.”
“Of course it was. And it’ll stay that way.” She looked out to see Mo standing by his desk, looking through at them, a question on his face. Always wondering if he’s needed, that man.
“No,” she said, turning back to Jade. “It’s Mo.”
“It’s got nothing to do with him.”
“It has.” She sighed. “Look, I don’t like to interfere. But I like this team. I enjoy working with you. And I’d hate all that to turn to dust.”
‘It’s not going to turn to dust.”
‘It might.”
“It—”
Petra put up a hand. “I’m not telling you what to do. It’s your life. But I strongly recommend you tell him, before he works it out for himself.”
“He won⁠—”
“Or before someone else tells him.” Petra watched Patty shrug on her jacket, then turned to Jade. “If you don’t, he’ll never trust you again.”



CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE


JADE LOOKED AT PETRA, her anger rising. “I wish I’d never told you.”
Petra’s face was set. “I’m just telling it like it is. We both know Fraser wouldn’t be letting you carry on with this case if he wasn’t…” she lowered her voice. “If he wasn’t in love with you.”
“He’s not in love with me.” Jade gritted her teeth, barely able to believe she was uttering these words in the office. She glanced out to see Stuart and Patty sharing a joke.
“He is. Come on, hen, this is what I do. I’ve seen the way he looks at you.”
Jade shook her head. “Well, he can’t. It’s not…” She leaned against the table. “It wasn’t what I intended.”
Petra put a hand on her shoulder. “I know that. But it’s happened. It’s real.”
Jade shrugged the hand off. The others would want to know what was going on. “Please,” she said. “Just stick to analysing criminal minds and drop the relationship therapy.”
“It’s not relationship therapy. It’s professional advice.”
Jade knew it wasn’t really Petra she was angry at. If there was anyone she wanted to deck right now, it was Antonia Jacobs. But she couldn’t help herself.
“You can’t resist, can you? You bloody shrinks are all the same. Well, I’ll thank you not to come back in the morning.”
She stood straight and made for the door.
Petra grabbed her arm. “I know it’s none of my business, lass. But I care about you, and I think you should be honest with Mo.”
Jade closed her eyes. “I am honest with Mo. I’m honest with all of my team. I was going to tell him later.”
“After you’d finished the case. You should have told him as soon as Fraser made the decision. You’re making him complicit in a lie.”
Jade felt her cheeks burning. Outside the meeting room, she could see Patty and Stuart glancing in their direction. Mo was looking at her, shrugging. He wanted to know if he was needed. She shook her head, gesturing towards the outer door. Go home. I’m not Zoe Finch. You don’t need to be my mate.
She turned to the psychologist. “Get out, Petra. I don’t want to see you again until I’m ready to involve you in this case. Which, given how you’ve just betrayed my confidence, might be never.”
Petra’s eyes flicked to the floor and back up to Jade. “Fine.” She picked up her coat and stormed towards the meeting room door. The rest of the team pulled away from it, looks of horror on their faces.
Shit, thought Jade. Now I’m going to have to explain this.
Jade followed Petra towards the door and tapped her on the shoulder.
The psychologist turned to her. Her breathing was shallow, her pupils dilated.
Jade swallowed. “I’m sorry, that was out of line. I didn’t mean it.”
Petra raised an eyebrow. “No?”
“I’m under a lot of pressure. I’m not used to situations like this.”
Petra sniffed and crossed her arms. “No. Just remember, the truth has a habit of coming out.” She turned and left the room.
Jade waited until she was sure Petra was gone, then grabbed her bag and left the room herself. She approached Mo, who was still standing in the corridor. His face was blank.
“Mo,” she said. “I need to talk to you about something.” Her phone pinged in her bag.
She felt a flood of relief. Reprieve. Please let it be her mum, needing her back for Rory.
It wasn’t. It was a message from Fraser.
She read it, her heart racing and her mouth growing dry.
We need to talk. I know you have to get back for Rory, so meet me as soon as you can at La Vita. I’m there now.
Jade swallowed. “I need to go,” she told Mo. “Sorry. I’ll have more to tell you in the morning. Right now, it’s time to go home.”



CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR


DAVINA WALKED through the hotel lobby, saying goodbye to the staff who were still there. She nodded at the receptionist, smiled at a cleaner. As she reached the door, Robert the butler came up to her.
“I’m sorry for your loss, Ms Wilson,” he said.
“Thank you.” She put a hand on his arm.
He looked at her, his face open and kind. She felt a lump in her throat.
“I’m sorry we didn’t achieve anything,” she said.
He smiled. “You can’t achieve everything in one summit. Safe journey.”
She nodded and turned away. She felt sad to be leaving this beautiful place, sad that the summit had ended in such a way, and she couldn’t stop herself thinking about what Brendan’s family would be going through. But she was also looking forward to getting back to the White House. At least there, she’d have people around her. People who knew her. People who cared.
A car was waiting, the promised electric Jaguar. It gave out a hum that made her think of the Batmobile.
She shivered; it was getting dark now and cold air was streaming off the loch. Grateful for the car’s warmth, she got in and the driver closed the door behind her. They drove off along the shores of Loch Fyne, the loch on their right.
It was beautiful. Evening was drawing in and the light was turning orange. Birds flew low over the water, their cries echoing out over the loch. Davina wondered if she’d ever come back here. If she’d even have a job when she got back to the White House.
Her phone rang. She sighed and pulled it out of her bag. Sam, her assistant.
“Hi, Sam.”
“Hi, Davina. I’m sorry to bother you, but I thought you’d want to know that your meeting with the Vice President has been pushed back to tomorrow afternoon. And the President wanted me to check that you’re still on for your one to one with him.”
Davina felt her stomach clench. She didn’t want to have a one to one with the President. But she didn’t have much choice.
“Yes, I’m still on for that. What time is it there?”
“One in the afternoon.”
That gave her seventeen hours to get to the White House. Would she make it? Only one way to find out.
“And the meeting with the Vice President, that’s at two pm?”
“That’s right.”
“OK. Thanks, Sam.”
She hung up and leaned back in the seat, gazing out at the greenery flying by. Regular life. How normal would it be, though? And why did she still have a hard knot of fear in her stomach?



CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE


THE RESTAURANT WAS small and intimate, whitewashed brick framing little alcoves that afforded just enough privacy, especially if you sat at the back.
Which Fraser had.
Jade hurried towards him, keeping her head down. But her unit was miles away from any other police units, and besides, no one she knew came here.
It’ll be fine. Stop being paranoid.
She sat down, a little on edge. She’d asked her mum to look after Rory for a bit longer, although she was already running late because she’d stopped at a pub en route to freshen up in the ladies.
She peered around the restaurant, checking out the other diners.
“It’s fine,” he said. She was aware that he was looking at her even though she hadn’t met his gaze. “No one from the job comes here.”
She raised an eyebrow, her head all but buried in the menu. “How do you know?”
“I… I just know. Alright?” He put his hand next to hers on the table, not quite touching. It made the hairs on the back of hers stand on end.
They ordered food and ate. Jade felt on edge. She wasn’t sure if this was a work meeting, a date, or both. Fraser occasionally moved his hand back towards hers, then pulled it away. She wondered if she should say something.
She’d ordered the margarita pizza, not having the imagination for anything else. He’d gone for sea bass. It was good, but the place was busy and service slower than she’d have liked. She wanted to message her mum and check on Rory. But that would be rude.
When the food arrived, Jade sipped her water and watched Fraser eat. He was looking at his food, occasionally glancing up. Was he as nervous as her?
But he’d said they needed to talk. This could just be about the case.
If it was, why go to all the to trouble of bringing her to a nice restaurant?
She felt him move his hand again. This time he left it there. She looked at it, then at him.
“Fraser,” she said. “Why were you so cryptic in the office?”
He looked at her, his expression grave. “I’m getting contradictory messages from different divisions of Police Scotland. I don’t know who to believe. I needed to talk to you without the team around.”
She swallowed. “And now?”
“I’m hoping to have more information by morning. In the meantime, I want your team to continue looking for as much background information as they can. I’ll give them access to any forensics.”
“But there were no SOCOs there.”
“Not yet.”
“Ah.” SOCOs coming the day after a death? That would be odd. Better than nothing, but only slightly. “OK. Thanks.”
He smiled at her, and she leaned in. “Petra has a theory.”
He huddled in with her, and she found herself returning the smile.
“Which is?” he asked, his eyes dancing.
“Leroux wasn’t the intended victim.”
He pursed his lips. “It’s a fair theory. The other two were much more consequential.”
“I know. She reckons those two will have a link that’s shared with another of the French group.” She was practically whispering now, aware that this was about more than just their relationship.
He nodded. “Keep me updated on any progress, yes?”
“Yes.”
He looked at her. “It was good to spend time with you.”
She felt her cheeks flush. “I need to go. My mum will be waiting.”
He grabbed her hand. She looked at it.
“Fraser,” she said.
“Jade. I…”
She waited.
“It was nice to spend time with you,” he said again. “I’ll see you in the morning.”
She nodded and pulled her hand away.



CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX


JADE DROVE along the western side of Loch Lomond, as she’d done every day for the last six years. The loch was dark, the water just a blank nothingness to her right. She felt edgy after her meeting with Fraser, and uneasy that she was going to be late home.
She sighed and her shoulders sagged. She was exhausted. The restaurant had been fine, but awkward. He’d grabbed her hand at the end and said he’d enjoyed spending time with her. What did that mean?
She felt her face heat up as she remembered the way he’d looked at her. She’d been watching him over dinner, and he’d occasionally moved his hand towards hers, then pulled it away. She should have grabbed his hand and told him she felt the same way.
Problem was, she didn’t know if she did feel the same way.
Or if she did, whether she could bear to betray her memory of Dan like this. With his friend.
She and Dan had moved in here when she was pregnant with Rory. The house had been for Dan’s job, and she’d worried about the isolation. But they’d made it a home, and she’d never wanted to leave. Dan had been happy here, and it was still full of his memories. She’d never redecorated, never changed a thing. Sometimes she felt like she was living in a shrine to her late husband.
She smiled, remembering the way Dan talked about birds. The way he’d dragged her out of bed in the early hours to see some rare species that had turned up on the loch. She’d never been interested, but he’d made her appreciate the beauty of the place. He’d worked for a charity, monitoring bird species, and their house was perfect for it.
People told her to move; it would help her get over his death. But it was Rory’s home, and he loved it here. He’d loved watching the birds with Dan, and Dan had hoped his son would follow in his professional footsteps. He was only six, but he was already showing signs of being a keen ornithologist. And he was happy at the local school.
She sniffed and wiped her nose on the back of her hand. She was feeling sniffly; maybe she was getting a cold. She wished she could go straight to bed, but her mum had been looking after Rory, and she couldn’t ignore her.
Fraser’s face kept appearing in her mind.
Was she doing the right thing, getting involved with him? He was her boss, and he’d been a friend of Dan’s.
And then there was Mo. Was Petra right about him? Mo was becoming a friend, someone she could depend on. But he was also Fraser’s subordinate. Would she be putting him in an awkward position by telling him about her relationship with their boss?
Jade sighed and rubbed her eyes. She still had to drive up this bloody loch. The road twisted too much, with not enough light. She always worried about hitting deer.
At last, the house came into view ahead.
As she slowed, she caught movement to her left, and hit the brakes.
A deer darted out into the road, leaping in front of her. In a flash it was over the other side.
Gone.
She pulled in a series of sharp breaths.
I could have killed it.
Had the man who’d hit Dan’s car had a similar experience, when he’d spotted him pulling out of their driveway?
Don’t think about it.
Trying to ignore the tears streaming down her face, Jade pulled into her driveway. She wiped her cheeks with a sleeve.
Time to pull on a brave face.



CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN


PETRA AND AILA sat in the kitchen of Aunt Lydia’s flat, Petra munching on a slice of toast and sipping her second cup of coffee.
She’d had a restless night, thinking about her new job and her conversation with Jade. Had she blown it? Would she never be invited to work for Police Scotland again?
Aila was asking her about the case. “So, you went up there and saw the bodies?”
Petra shook her head. “They’d already been taken away. I didn’t even get to speak to any witnesses. I was there for five minutes and then someone from the First Minister’s office kicked us all out.”
“Why?”
“She didn’t say. Not really.”
Aila raised an eyebrow. “Well, it’s on the news now. That British minister, the one for international development. They’re saying he was found dead at the hotel.”
Petra looked at her. “Which channel?”
Aila shrugged. “It was on the breakfast news.”
Petra frowned. “That means it’ll be decided today, one way or the other.”
“One way or the other?”
“If Jade gets the case, then it’s a crime. If she doesn’t, then it was natural causes or an accident, in the case of Barrowman. And I bet the Americans will have their way with it all.”
Aila nodded. “It’s all very odd, isn’t it?”
“That’s one way of looking at it.”
“You think it’s suspicious?”
Petra leaned back. “I do. I think someone staged those deaths to look like a coincidence, when really they were anything but.”
“Oh. I just remembered something.” Aila got up from the table and went into the living room.
Petra could hear her rummaging around. What was she up to?
A few minutes later, Aila returned, a letter in her hand.
“Here,” she said, handing it to Petra.
Petra felt herself tense as she took it. It was handwritten. She looked up at Aila.
“Have you…?”
“I did. I hope you don’t mind.”
Petra was terrified of handwritten post. She’d received talcum powder once, threatening letters twice. Aila had agreed to open any mail that came in a handwritten envelope, or to seal it away somewhere safe if it seemed suspect.
Aila shook her head. “It’s from your new employers.”
Petra spat out a laugh. “Who handwrites job offers?”
She opened it. Inside was a contract, setting out her new role as a community support worker. She looked at it, nodding.
Aila put a hand on her arm. “You’ll be great.”
Petra shrugged. “I’m just worried about Jade. I really pissed her off last night.”
“How?”
Petra outlined the conversation she’d had with the DI.
“Ouch. I can see why she’d be smarting.”
“You think I should have minded my own business?”
“No.” Aila looked down at the table. “You did it because you care about her. And about Mo. And Fraser?”
Petra shrugged. “A bit.”
“There. You did it for good reasons. She’ll come to see that.”
“Let’s hope so.”
Aila nodded. “I’m sure she’ll get in touch.”
Petra wasn’t so sure. She looked at the letter. “Bloody hell, do I really want to work for someone who addresses envelopes by hand?”
Aila laughed and went back to the coffee machine. As she did so her cat wandered in, miaowing.
“Hey, mister,” said Aila, bending to stroke it.
Petra wasn’t a cat person, but she’d made an exception for Aila. She watched the two of them, hoping she could hold this relationship together better than she had done in the past.



CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT


JADE WAS tired when she arrived at the office the next morning. She’d lain awake half the night, thoughts turning over and over in her head. She couldn’t get the image of that deer out of her mind.
She walked straight through the outer office and the team followed her to gather in the meeting room. She liked that they did this, that there was an unspoken communication between them.
Or was it just that she was so bossy, they felt obliged to read her mind?
Stop it, Jade. You’re the boss. You call the shots.
Petra wasn’t here, yet. She never arrived first thing, and Jade wasn’t even sure she’d come back, after what had happened last night.
But if Petra’s theories were true, they’d need her.
“Right, people,” she said. “I’ve spoken to the super. He says to carry on as we are. Get background information, find out what we can from hotel staff, but be discreet about it.”
“Nice,” said Stuart.
Mo laughed. “I have to admit I’m relieved not to have to go back to that robbery case.”
“You can’t just drop that, you know,” she told him.
He stiffened. “I do know that, boss. Sorry. That wasn’t what I meant.”
“I know.” And she did. Mo wasn’t someone she had to doubt. “You just use your judgement.”
“Will do.”
Stuart grinned. “I can have a chat with my mate too.”
Patty rolled her eyes. “Stuart and his mates.”
Jade shook her head. “Tread carefully there. I think he’s… well, I think Antonia Jacobs is pulling his strings.”
Stuart laughed. “Not Dougie. He’s arranged to meet with me this afternoon. Rest and Be Thankful.”
“Uh?” said Mo. “What’s that?”
“Didn’t the boss point it out to you on the way to the hotel?” asked Stuart. “It’s a viewpoint, halfway between Loch Lomond and Loch Fyne.”
And a great place to spot birds, thought Jade.
“Except it’s not,” added Patty. “A viewpoint, that is. Bastard is surrounded by mountains. You can hardly see anything.”
“Why on earth would he want to meet you there?” asked Mo.
Stuart shrugged. “Maybe he’s got a sense of the cinematic.” He looked at Jade. “OK if I go?”
Jade smiled. “Discreetly, Stuart. Find out what you can but don’t let him know we’re still investigating.”
Stuart nodded.
“Patty, I want you to work on police records and internet searches. Find out what you can about the victims, if that’s what we’re thinking of them as. And look at the list of hotel staff, particularly the temporary ones. I want to know if any of them have connections with any of the delegates. Mo, I want you to speak to the forensics people. Fraser has said we’ll have access.”
Mo nodded. “Do we know who the forensics people are?”
Jade shook her head. “I don’t have any more information than that. We’re going to have to dig around, see what we can find. That’s what the super wants. Discreetly, everyone. I don’t want Antonia Jacobs finding out we’re still investigating.”



CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE


MO WATCHED Jade as she left the room. She’d been off during their briefing, sometimes informal, sometimes jumpy. He’d seen her glance at him a few times, but she hadn’t said anything. And there was that conversation last night, when she’d been about to tell him something.
Tell him what?
He felt a hand on his shoulder and turned to see Patty.
“Are you alright, Sarge?”
He shrugged. “Fine.”
“You’ve been quiet this morning.”
“I’m always quiet in the morning.”
She raised an eyebrow. “You know what I mean.”
He nodded. He’d been quiet because he’d been thinking about the case, about his family, about everything. But he didn’t want to admit that to Patty.
He turned away from her and grabbed his phone. He dialled a contact at one of the private forensic companies.
“Williamson,” the man answered.
“Callum, it’s DS Uddin.”
“Mo, how can I help you?”
“Look, this might be sensitive. It can’t go any further, alright?”
“You in trouble, mate? Something I need to know about?”
“No. Nothing like that. It’s a case, but one we’re keeping quiet.”
“Ah. I think I know which one that’ll be.”
“You do?”
“And you’ve come to the right man.”
“I have?” Mo wasn’t even sure they were talking about the same thing.
“You are. I’m there now, gathering evidence from a bathroom.”
Mo narrowed his eyes. “A hotel bathroom?”
“That’s the one. On Loch…”
“Fyne,” Mo finished.
“See? You did come to the right man. How can I help you?”
Mo looked around the room. He was still in the meeting room, which was empty. The board, however, was packed full of information and theories.
“Our super has said I can come to you for forensics.”
“Really? I thought your lot had been kicked off the case.”
“It’s complicated.”
Silence. Mo waited, tapping his pen against the desk and watching the others outside. Jade was talking to Stuart, no doubt giving him work to do.
“OK,” said Callum.
Mo pulled himself straighter. “OK?”
“We’ve found something interesting. I can’t talk about it on the phone.”
“So…?”
“I need you to come to our office in Edinburgh.”
“I’m in Glasgow. You’re in Loch Fyne.”
“I know. It’ll have to be in a little while.”
Mo considered the traffic to Edinburgh. Truth was, he was getting sick of his commute from Stirling. 7am starts weren’t his thing.
“Three hours enough?” he asked. It would take him an hour and a half to get to Edinburgh, Callum an extra hour maybe from Loch Fyne.
“Easy. You haven’t seen the way I drive. I’ll see you at ten thirty. In fact, I’ll get someone to meet you at the car park. Come to the rear entrance, it’s quieter.”
“OK.” Whatever Callum had to share, it really was sensitive. “Anything you can tell me beforehand?”
“I’ll see you when you get here.” The CSM hung up.
Mo stood up and grabbed his jacket. Might as well head out now. He could stop at a greasy spoon, get the breakfast he’d missed this morning while he put some thoughts together.
He turned to leave the room then heard Jade’s voice behind him.
“Mo. Can we have a brief word?”
His heart sank.



CHAPTER FORTY


AILA SAT ON THE SOFA, scrolling through her phone. Petra paced the room, the letter from her employers in her hand.
Aila looked up. “What is it, hun?”
Petra sighed and sat down beside her. “It’s the letter. I thought it was something else.”
“The parents.”
“Yeah.” Petra leaned in towards Aila. “I haven’t heard from them in almost a year now. Why do they still haunt me?”
“Because you’re scared.”
Petra straightened. “I’m not scared. Why should I be scared?”
Aila looked at her. “Well… they stalked you. They sent you letters, and threats. Anyone would be scared.”
Petra snorted. “Takes a lot more than that to scare me.”
“If you say so.”
“What does that mean?”
Aila grabbed her hand. “Petra, stop. You’re anxious. This argument with Jade has got to you. Why don’t you go over to the CCU office, see if you can make yourself useful.”
Petra shook her head. “The case is over.”
“It might not be.”
“And it’s not…” Petra felt the hairs on the back of her arms bristle. “It’s… I don’t know. Sometimes I think…” She shook her head. “I think they’re back. But the last time, the last time I knew it was them for sure, that was last July. When we first met.”
Aila stroked her arm. “Why don’t you see a therapist?”
Petra scoffed. “I’m a psychologist, darling. I point and laugh at therapists.”
Aila smiled. Petra could see she was trying to tread carefully, aware that Petra might overreact. Was Petra some kind of monster? Was that why she couldn’t hold down relationships?
Still, Aila had lasted over a year. Just over a year. But she saw her girlfriend looking wistful sometimes.
How long before she was dumped, again?
Aila nodded. “A psychologist, then.”
Petra shook her head. “I know them all, remember? And besides, I’m not sure I want to. I’m not sure I’m ready to talk about it.”
“OK,” Aila said. “But if you don’t get some help… I don’t think I can…”
“Don’t think you can what?”
“It’s not easy, being with someone who’s depressed.”
Petra tensed. “I’m not depressed.”
Aila looked down at her fingers, clenched together in her lap “I think you are. I’m not an expert but⁠—”
“No. You’re not.”
Aila swallowed. She looked at Petra for a moment then reached out and stroked her hair. “I love you, Petra. But I can’t watch you self-destruct. I can’t watch you drink yourself into oblivion half the nights. You need help.”



CHAPTER FORTY-ONE


“COME into the meeting room with me,” Jade said, watching Mo’s face for a reaction. Did he know what she was planning to tell him?
He frowned then walked in after her. She ignored the curious glances of the two DCs.
“So, where were you heading?” she asked as he closed the door and took a seat diagonally opposite her.
“The forensics lab, Edinburgh. An old contact of mine, turns out he’s the lead on forensics for Jason Barrowman.”
‘That’s lucky.”
He shrugged. “I was also planning to get myself some breakfast on the way there. Use the extra time. Sit and think about where the case is going, gather my thoughts. I hope you don’t mind. Is that what…?”
He looked across at her, his expression pained.
She smiled. “No. That’s not it at all. If you need to go somewhere for some thinking time, that’s not a problem. I know you need that kind of thing.”
He grunted.
The office was quiet, the only sound the muffled tapping of Patty and Stuart’s keyboards. They were both being quiet. Were they listening in?
Mo prompted Jade. She took a deep breath.
“I’ve got something sensitive to tell you,” she said. “I need you to keep it to yourself.”
Mo nodded. “I can do that. What’s happened?”
Jade looked over towards the partition. Patty was on the phone, Stuart was typing. She could hear nothing from outside the building.
“It’s about the super,” she said. “I feel I need to be honest with you.”
Mo’s eyebrows rose. “Of course, boss. I appreciate that. But, um, if I don’t need to know, then…”
He knows already. She cursed herself inwardly.
Jade swallowed. “It’s very new, and it might not lead anywhere. But the super and I… we’re old friends. It might be becoming something more. I just felt I needed to tell you.”
Mo nodded. “I’m glad you did. Thanks, boss. It’s, um, it’s not a problem. Is it?”
She shook her head. “I hope not. But I just felt I needed to be honest with you. I hope it hasn’t made things weird.”
Mo shifted in his seat. “I’m glad you felt you could tell me. I, um, I won’t say anything.” He gestured towards the partition and lowered his voice. “Do they…?”
She shook her head. Patty would work it out, soon enough. But she wasn’t telling either of them yet.
“Right,” Mo said. He gave her a stiff smile. “I’m happy for you.”
She felt her stomach clench. She hadn’t been expecting congratulations. “Thank you. Now...” She checked her watch. “You can head out of the office if you want to, Mo. I know you’ve got a long drive ahead of you.”
He nodded. “Thanks, boss. I’ll get that breakfast. Try to gather my thoughts. That’s OK?”
“Of course. See you later.”
He stood up and left the room. Jade watched him go, wondering if he would be able to work on the case while he ate his breakfast, or if he’d be thinking about her and Fraser.



CHAPTER FORTY-TWO


PATTY WATCHED Jade and Mo through the glass partition. She couldn’t hear them from her desk, not with Stuart’s tapping and the thickness of the glass.
She was worried. Why had the boss called the sarge into the meeting room? Was she about to tell him something that would mean he had to leave? Would the team be disbanded? Would she lose her job? Or worse, would the DI or the sarge be leaving? Maybe the boss was ill, maybe the grief over her poor dead husband had finally got the better of her.
She shook her head. Stop jumping to conclusions. It would be nothing. It would be about the case, no doubt.
She couldn’t hear, and there was no point in speculating. And besides, if they’d chosen to have a private conversation, then she should respect that.
She needed to keep digging, find out what she could about the three dead men.
She sighed and turned back to her screen. It was a slow process. She’d already worked through press reports, social media profiles. The three men and everyone else she could identify as being part of the delegations, in case it shone some light on their actions over the last few days.
Nothing. These people were unusually circumspect.
She kept going; news articles, press releases, and obituaries.
“Oh, hang on.”
She was in passport records, looking at Jason Barrowman. He’d changed his name by deed poll, in 2002.
“Why would a government minister change his name by deed poll?” she wondered aloud.
Stuart looked up. “Huh?”
She sniffed. “Jason Barrowman. He was… yes, this is his birth name. He was born Charles Jennings.”
Stuart wrinkled his nose. “Both names? That’s not the norm, is it? My mate Shona, she changed her surname by deed poll when she⁠—”
“Yes, yes.” Patty waved a hand. Stuart always had stories about his pals. “Barrowman changed his name in 2002, when he… When he joined the Foreign Office.”
“When he became a minister?”
She shook her head. “He was a civil servant. Worked his way up the ranks, then jumped ship to become an MP in 2010. But before that he was known as Charles Jennings, and he worked for…” She licked her lips. This was getting interesting. “He worked for Peace Alliance. An NGO working in central Europe to support the rebuilding of democracy there.”
“OK,” said Stuart. “So why d’you think he changed his name?”
“No idea.” She shook her head. “But it gives me another name to use in my search. And that…”
“What?” Stuart stood up and came round her side of the desk. “Patty, you’re being mysterious.”
She pointed at her screen, a grainy photo of a group of people standing in a public square somewhere in Bosnia. “That’s him.”
Stuart peered in, then nodded. Barrowman, or rather Jennings, was pictured towards the left of the image, smiling at the camera.
She moved her finger to the right. “And who’s that?”
Stuart whistled. “Brendan Peters.”
Patty leaned back, slapping her hands against her thighs. “They knew each other, Stuart. We’ve got a connection.”



CHAPTER FORTY-THREE


DAVINA ASKED the taxi to stop a few blocks from the White House. She wanted to walk the last stretch, to see her building come into view, and to take a moment to breathe before she went inside.
It was early, very early. The sky was still dark, but she could see the first hint of dawn in the east. The building was lit up, the dome shining in the pre-dawn light. She looked up, admiring it. As much as she’d enjoyed her time in Scotland, as much as she’d been honoured to serve the President abroad, there was no place like home.
She turned towards the building and started to walk. A few blocks back, the streets had been empty, but as she approached the White House, the first tourists started to appear. They were out early, taking photos. A family from Kansas stopped her and asked her to take a picture of them.
“Thank you, Ma’am.”
She smiled and nodded, unable to speak. If she spoke, she’d cry.
She’d come straight from the airport and was still wearing her running clothes. How long had it been since that run, along the loch? Yesterday? The day before? She was losing track of the time zones. But to the Kansas family, she was just another jogger.
She walked up to the building and turned in through the east entrance. No tourists outside on this end of the building. She needed to compose herself before she faced her colleagues.
She walked through the corridors, nodding at the few people she passed. It was early, those already here were the die-hards, the ones who lived and breathed the White House. They looked subdued.
The corridors weren’t well lit, a blessing. No one could see the state of her face without proper makeup and the traces of the tears she’d shed on the plane. Business class, thank the Lord. She’d had some privacy.
Finally, she reached the corridor housing the offices of the President’s senior staff. She turned along it, and saw her assistant, Sam, waiting for her.
“Good morning, Davina,” he said.
“Morning, Sam.” She gave him a weak smile.
“I’ve got your schedule, I’ve managed to bump back your meeting with the President for later this morning. The deputy chief of staff is in with him at the moment.”
“Good.” She wasn’t sure she could face the President right now. She wasn’t sure she could face anyone.
“I ordered some bagels for you from Bullfrog. They’ll be here soon. And I got you a vanilla skim latte.” He held out a takeout cup.
She nodded. Bullfrog Bagels: her favourite. “Thanks, Sam.”
He shrugged. “It was the least I could do. We’re all here for you.”
Davina felt her lip tremble. She turned away, cursing the coffee cup that meant she couldn’t wipe her eyes. “I need to work.”
“Of course,” he said. “Your first meeting is with Luella; she’ll be expecting you at nine. I’ve got a briefing note for you here.”
She forced herself to smile at him. “Thank you, Sam.”
She turned towards her office, passing the other glass-walled partitions as she went. As she passed each office, she nodded. “Morning, Dan.” “Morning, Liz.” “Morning, Evan.”
It was what she did every morning, but today the greetings were subdued. People looked up at her, checking how she was coping. She tried to keep her face neutral. Hold it together.
Finally, she reached her office. The door was open, and her breakfast had arrived.
Oh my gosh, I’m starving. She had refused food on the plane, her mouth dry.
She slumped into her chair and started to eat, grateful for Sam closing the door behind her.
She was lucky to have colleagues who cared about her. She knew that they would all be wondering what she knew. But right now, she just needed to eat, and work.



CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR


JADE SAT in the meeting room, looking out through the glass partition at the office beyond. She’d sent Mo off for breakfast and his long drive to Edinburgh. Patty had tried to speak to him on his way out, but he’d had his head down and had hardly noticed the DC.
Had she done the right thing, telling him about her and Fraser? Petra had told her it was a necessity.
She shivered. Mo was a good man, and she trusted him. But he’d been distant when he first joined the team. She knew she’d never be the sainted DI Zoe Finch, but they were building a rapport. A friendship, she hoped.
Patty burst into the room. Jade frowned and turned to her.
“Patty. What’s up?
Patty cocked her head. “You’re looking pale, hen. You alright?”
Jade smiled. “I’m fine. What’s up? Tell me you’ve got something useful on the case.”
Patty grinned. She approached Jade and perched on the edge of the table. “I bloody have.”
Jade nodded. “And?”
“I’ve been digging online. And I’ve found something. A connection between Peters and Barrowman.”
Jade straightened in her chair. “Go on.”
Patty used her foot to pull up a chair and sat down. She opened a file on her laptop. “So, Jason Barrowman, or Charles Jennings as he was born. He changed his name by deed poll in 2002. For four years before that, he worked for an NGO in Central Europe, monitoring the movement of funds from the EU to various projects in the region. He was based in Budapest.”
“Why did he change his name?”
Patty shook her head. “I haven’t worked that out yet. He’s not married, so that’s not it. Never has been. It smells off, boss.”
Jade nodded. Patty wasn’t wrong there. “What about Peters?”
“Brendan Peters was on the board of the NGO. I’ve got photos of them together.”
Jade felt her pulse quicken. “Where?”
“First there’s a snap taken in Bosnia. Looks like it was taken by a colleague, informal shot. Then there’s another one, better quality. In London, at a fundraising event.”
“Show me.”
Patty scrolled through screens on her browser. Eventually she pulled up a photo of Peters, flash obscuring most of the surroundings but Barrowman clearly visible just beyond his shoulder. Barrowman had turned away from the camera and had one arm raised as if he didn’t want to be photographed.
“This was in 2009, long after Barrowman stopped being Jennings and became Barrowman. The President was on the campaign trail and Peters would have been over here with him. But it looks like the two of them are acting like they don’t know each other.”
“You’re sure they do?”
Patty pulled up another photo. “This is the one taken in 2001 They’re almost next to each other, grinning for the camera. They know each other, boss.”
Jade peered into the screen. This photo was grainy, and very different from the first. The two men were younger, but recognisable. Below the photo was a caption, including the names Brendan Peters and Charles Jennings.
“It’s definitely them,” said Patty.
Jade nodded. “Good work, Patty.”
The door opened and Stuart walked in, carrying two cups of tea. He handed one to Patty and sat down next to her.
“What have you got for us, Stuart?” Jade asked.
Stuart grinned. “So I’ve been working on the other members of the French delegation, see if your theory about Leroux not being the victim holds water.”
“Not my theory. Petra’s.” Jade glanced at the clock. Was Petra going to come in today? Or would she have to take a trip to the West End?
Stuart shrugged. “Whatever. I spoke to a guy I know who was translating for the French.”
Patty rolled her eyes. “You and your guys.”
Another shrug. “They were staying on the floor below the Americans. He says Leroux was miles away from the French Prime Minister and his immediate team. But get this.”
He looked up.
Patty sighed. Jade nodded. “Tell us, then.”
“Leroux is allergic to dogs. Dangerously allergic. The room he was in had been used by a blind guest the week before and it seemed there was still essence of dog, or whatever, in there.”
Jade felt her mouth fall open. “And he…”
Stuart nodded. “He swapped. Leroux swapped rooms with one of his colleagues.”
“Who?”
“I’m still trying to work that out, my mate says it was all pretty chaotic.”
Jade turned to Patty. “The hotel will know.”
Patty nodded.
“Stuart,” said Jade. “Speak to Carl Moretti at Douglas Lodge. Ask him who Leroux swapped with.” She clenched a fist. “We may just find it’s someone who knew Peters and Barrowman.”



CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE


MO PULLED off the M8 and into a service station. He hadn’t stopped for breakfast yet; he was too focused on getting to Edinburgh. And besides, his brain was racing.
He parked the car, put his head back against the headrest and yawned.
He was exhausted. He’d got home after midnight last night, then got up at the usual time to drive in from Stirling. And he was doing the round trip every day. It would be OK, except for the fact that the traffic stopped outside Cumbernauld every day. Every goddamned day, it ground to a halt for a good twenty minutes.
Cat and the girls loved it up here, though. Cat’s parents were nearby, and being a GP in Scotland was so much easier than in England. Free prescriptions, more time with patients, a whole different attitude from management. He was only just getting settled in up here. He didn’t want Cat to think he was unhappy. He yawned again.
He needed to hear a voice from home.
He hit hands-free and dialled a mobile that would currently be sitting in the cradle of a car driving across Cumbrian fells, no doubt.
“Mo!” Zoe’s voice came through the hands-free in his car.
He smiled, feeling the muscles in his face relax. “Zoe. It’s good to hear your voice.” He sat up straight in the seat, pushing his shoulders back. He needed to work on his posture, Cat nagged him about it all the time.
Being married to a GP isn’t all it’s cut out to be. He yawned again.
“You alright?” Zoe said. “You sound knackered.”
He smiled. “Just a bit tired, long day yesterday. I was up until after midnight.”
“You’re on the G7 case.”
“How did you guess?”
“I hear the authorities are trying to keep Police Scotland away from it.”
He frowned at the phone. How did she know that? “Yeah, something like that.”
“You reckon it’s suspicious.”
“Petra does.”
A chuckle. “Good old Petra. How is she?”
“Seems OK. She’s been with her girlfriend a year now, which she says is some kind of record.”
“Good for her. I hope you’re OK, though. DI Tanner working you hard, is she?”
Mo hesitated. He didn’t want to tell Zoe about the boss and the super. “We’re all working hard.”
“Have you talked to Cat? Is she worried about you?”
He shook his head. “I don’t want to worry her. I’m fine, just a bit tired.”
“She’d want to know, Mo.”
How many times had they had this conversation in Birmingham? He’d been down about something, Cat had tried to get him to open up, Zoe had talked him into having a proper conversation with his wife.
Maybe he needed to talk Zoe into moving up here. It would be good for his marriage.
He sighed. “It’s fine, Zoe. I’m just a bit tired.”
Cat would worry, he knew that. But he didn’t want her to think he was struggling with the move to Scotland. He’d been up here for two years now, he should be settled in by now. And he was settled in, he told himself. It was just…
He pulled in a long breath. “How about you, Zo? What are you working on?”
A pause. “We just solved the murder of a man who died on a fell run. Attacked on a side route.”
“Ouch. Sounds idyllic.”
“I wouldn’t be so sure. We’ve got some nasty bastards up here. Had one chucked out of a window in the middle of town the other day. From a lawyer’s office, no less. And Mo…”
Her voice had gone small. “Yes?”
“Nothing. I… I can’t talk about it.”
Mo rubbed his eyes. “You have to tell me now, you know.”
He could picture her looking at her phone, sitting in her car on the top of some hill somewhere. Gazing down at a sparkling lake. His job took him to beauty spots, sure, but he wasn’t sure Heartlands Service Station was one of them.
“OK,” she said. “It’s about local organised crime.”
“They get everywhere,” he said.
“‘Yeah. The local guy is called Myron Carter, he’s… well, he’s pretty ruthless.”
“Aren’t they all?”
“Yeah. But I reckon he’s got a connection to Hamm’s old lot. The Canary case.”
Mo felt himself stiffen. The Canary case had led to Zoe’s promotion to DI. It had involved organised crime, local bigwigs, and senior police officers. Including their super, who’d ended up in witness protection.
“I think Randle can help with it,” she said, her voice small.
“Randle? Detective Superintendent David Randle?” Mo thought he might spit out his non-existent breakfast in surprise.
“He called me.”
Mo rubbed a hand across his face. “Zoe, I don’t think you should be talking to me about this. And you definitely shouldn’t be talking about David Randle.”
Randle was in witness protection. He’d given evidence against the crooks he’d helped keep in business for far too long, and now the man was gone.
Or maybe not.
“Zoe, leave it alone. You’re not in the organised crime team, are you? You’re putting yourself in danger. Leave it alone.”
He hung up. He couldn’t bear to talk about it anymore.
He leaned forward, head touching the steering wheel. He thought things were bad here.
But they had the potential to get so much worse for his best friend in Cumbria.



CHAPTER FORTY-SIX


JADE LEANED back in her chair, gazing at Patty and Stuart. Both of them sat opposite her at the table, waiting.
“Go on then,” she said. “Stuart, call Moretti. Patty, see if you can find any more links to the French delegation.”
“Shouldn’t the sarge know about this?” Patty asked.
“Yes.” Jade blinked. “I’ll call him.” Truth was, she felt uneasy about speaking to Mo, after their conversation right there just an hour ago.
“And I thought we weren’t supposed to be talking to the hotel staff,” Stuart pointed out.
Jade shook her head. “I’ll square it with the super. Just do it. Easier to beg forgiveness than ask permission sometimes. Antonia Jacobs won’t be there any more.”
He nodded, gave Patty a questioning look, and headed for the door. Patty stayed put.
“You OK, boss? You look a bit pale.”
Jade smiled. “Thanks, Patty. I’m fine. Tired. We all are, it’ll. It’ll be good when things are a bit more concrete with this case.”
Patty nodded and left the meeting room.
Jade picked up her phone. Fraser picked up on the first ring.
“Jade, I’m glad you called. I⁠—”
“We’ve had a potential breakthrough,” she said. “How did we not know that Jason Barrowman had changed his name?”
“What?”
She filled him in on the conversation she’d had with Stuart and Patty, the photos they’d found. “I think the three men are connected, Fraser. I think that’sthink’s why they all died at the same time.”
“You haven’t found a solid link with Leroux, though.”
“He switched rooms, Fraser. I want to know who with. There’ll be a record of it. And we can ask the staff.”
“OK. Be discreet. Antonia⁠—”
“I know all about Antonia Jacobs. Don’t worry, Stuart knows how to approach this.”
‘Stuart? Isn’t he the⁠—”
“He’s got more to him than meets the eye.” She felt irritation at Fraser trying to tell her how to deploy her team. “It’ll be fine.”
“Good. Keep me posted. Especially if you find out who Leroux switched with. And don’t forget, you still don’t have a motive.”
“We’re working on that.”
A chuckle. “I bet you are.”
Jade nodded, then remembered he couldn’t see her. She leaned back in her chair, wishing she could take a nap.
“It was nice seeing you yesterday evening,” he said. “Our dinner.”
She bit her lip, warmth flowing up her body. “I know.”
“We’ll have to do it again.”
She glanced out at the team room. “Not until this case is done.”
“Is that a promise? We get a date, once you’ve cracked the case?”
“Or it’s been decided there’s no case to crack,” she said.
“Fair enough.” She could hear the smile in his voice. “I’ll hold you to that. You’d better get on with it, then.”



CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN


JADE TRIED Petra’s mobile for the third time. Still no answer.
Should she head straight to her flat, speak to her face to face? Maybe she was avoiding Jade’s calls.
She shook her head. They were grown-ups. Professionals. She could deal with Petra later. Right now, she wanted to know who had originally been in the room Pierre Leroux was occupying when he died.
She walked out of the meeting room and tossed her car keys at Stuart. “Let’s go to the hotel. You can drive, I need a nap.”
He exchanged glances with Patty. “Boss? You sure?”
“I’m sure. Come on.” She needed to get out of this dingy office. Sure, it meant driving past her house again, but she’d have to get used to that eventually. It had been over two years. And the relationship with Fraser might just help her move on.
In the car park, she climbed into the passenger seat and slouched down, pulling her coat over her head. She closed her eyes. She’d get half an hour before they left the motorway.
She woke with a jolt as they hit a bump. She sat up and rubbed her eyes. They were on the Erskine Bridge, about to leave the motorway. She checked her watch. How long had she been asleep?
She looked at Stuart. “How long have we been driving?”
“An hour. There was traffic getting off the M8.”
She grunted. She knew that junction well enough. At least the scenery would improve from now on.
She wanted to find out more about Brendan Peters and his connection with other members of the delegations. She called Davina Wilson. No answer.
“Davina, it’s DI Tanner from Police Scotland. I’d be grateful if you could call me back when you get this. I’m looking for some information about Brendan Peters’ previous jobs.”
She considered calling Douglas Lodge, telling them they were on their way, then decided against it. They’d only batten down the hatches.
“OK,” she said to Stuart as they left the motorway. “I’m going to grab a few more minutes. Wake me when we’re past Tarbert.”
“Will do, boss.” He was playing some kind of rap on the stereo that she didn’t recognise. Probably quite happy not to have to make small-talk.
She sat back and closed her eyes, trying not to think about Dan and what he would think about her getting involved with Fraser.
When she woke again, there were mountains on either side.
She blinked. “Where are we?”
“Just approaching the Rest and Be Thankful viewpoint,” he said. “I’m meeting Dougie there later.”
She nodded. “Be careful there. He’s Antonia’s lackey.”
Stuart pursed his lips. “It’s fine.”
He didn’t believe her. He thought his historic friendship with Dougie McLeish would mean more to the man than his current loyalty to Jacobs. Jade wasn’t so sure.
“Just don’t give him any details of our investigation.”
“I won’t. I’m not an idiot.”
She looked at him. “I didn’t say you were.”
“No. You didn’t. Sorry, boss.”
“OK,” she said. “We’ll need to find out about the room switch. I want the identity of the person who was originally assigned to that room.”
“Have you thought about the temporary staff, boss?” He glanced in the rearview mirror, then took a sweeping leftward bend, the loch just visible through the trees. The road was quiet, thank God.
“The people brought in for the G7?”
He nodded. “It’s an ideal way to plant someone. Get them a temp job at the hotel, point them in the direction of the three targets, boom.”
She eyed him. “Boom?”
He bit his lower lip. “Figuratively speaking.”
She nodded. “It’s a possibility. Let’s look at the list again, find out who hadn’t worked there for special events in the past.”
He nodded. The loch was visible on Jade’s left now, the hotel standing proud on the far side. She wondered if they had new guests staying, if they’d brought order to the place.
They’d been expecting the G7 to stay there for another day. They wouldn’t have taken any bookings. But Carl Moretti didn’t seem the sort of man to let an opportunity pass him by.
“OK,” she said, feeling optimistic for the first time in two days. “Let’s see what we can find.”



CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT


DAVINA SAT at the bar of a Washington dive, her hands wrapped around a whiskey and soda. She’d had three so far, and she knew she’d have more before she went home, even though it was 3am already. She needed a long bath and a good night’s sleep, but she knew she wouldn’t get either. She’d have to get up early and go straight back to work. The White House was on edge, nerves frayed after Brendan’s sudden death.
She was with Britt, one of her few friends who didn’t work in politics. Britt was a school administrator, an old college buddy. They’d become close over the last few years, meeting up every few weeks for a drink or dinner. Davina appreciated Britt’s company. She didn’t have many friends in Washington, and the ones she did have were all colleagues. It was nice to get away from work and talk about other things.
But tonight, Britt wanted to know about Brendan’s death. Davina had shut her down; she didn’t want to talk about it. So Britt moved on to her usual favourite topic: gossip.
“Come on, Davina,” Britt said. “You can’t tell me you don’t have any gossip from the White House for me. Who’s sleeping with who? Who’s been fired? I need the dirt.”
Davina rolled her eyes. If she hadn’t known better, she’d have sworn Britt was an undercover reporter for a political journal.
“It’s not like on TV, Britt. People are pretty professional. And anyway, I work in the campaigns office, not the main building. I don’t see that much.”
Britt raised an eyebrow. “I don’t believe you. You must have some good stories. I want to know about the President’s eating habits, the Vice President’s wife, all of it.”
Davina shook her head. “I’m afraid I’ll have to disappoint you. I don’t see the President that often, and when I do it’s in a professional capacity. And the Vice President’s wife? I’ve never met her. I’m afraid I don’t have any good gossip for you.”
“OK then,” Britt said. “What about you? Anything going on in your life? Any new boyfriends?”
Davina shook her head. “I don’t have time for that. I’ve been working late most nights, prepping for the mid-terms campaign. Sometimes I wonder if it’s too much.” She thought of Brendan. He’d worked the longest hours of anyone. Longer even than the President. Was that what overwork got you?
Britt looked sympathetic. “Hey. I could ask around. There are always jobs in the education sector.”
Davina waved a hand. “I don’t want to work in education. If I moved, I’d go back to advertising. But I love this job. There’s such a buzz to being in the centre of things, to walking into the Oval Office...”
Britt put a hand on her arm. “I thought you never saw the President.”
Davina laughed, casting a glance around the bar. But this wasn’t the kind of place political operatives frequented. “Hardly ever. And barely ever alone. We’re not buddies, Britt. Sorry.”
She forced a smile. She’d found it hard to make friends in Washington. Her colleagues had their own lives, their own friends. There was the occasional post-work drinks but nothing meaningful. It was lonely.
She felt a wave of dizziness and put a hand to her forehead.
She tugged at her collar, suddenly hot.
“Davina? You OK, girl?”
Davina took a deep breath. It’s just the drink, she told herself. You’ve had too much, that’s all.
But she hadn’t had that much. Three drinks in two hours. That wasn’t a lot. She felt her heart pounding in her chest. She took another breath, but it didn’t help.
“Davina, are you OK?” Britt looked worried.
“I’m fine,” she said, her voice sounding thin and reedy. “I’m just a bit hot. I need some air.”
She slid off the bar stool and stumbled. Britt grabbed her arm.
“Davina, sit down. I’ll get you some water.”
“No, I need air. I’m going outside.”
She pushed past Britt and stumbled towards the door. She felt eyes on her, the other people in the bar watching. She hated that. She didn’t like to be the centre of attention. She reached the door and pushed it open, stepping out into the cool night air.
She took a deep breath, but it didn’t help.
She was still hot, still dizzy. She stumbled and felt herself falling.
The last thing she heard was Britt’s voice, calling her name.



CHAPTER FORTY-NINE


STUART PARKED the car in the same spot Jade had used the previous day. Jade got out, stretching her arms and yawning. The nap – both naps – had done her good.
She looked down at the loch as they approached the hotel entrance. The water was dull, dark clouds gathering in the direction of Loch Lomond. She shivered.
There were new cars in the car park, people moving around the grounds.
“Wow,” said Jade. “They didn’t hang about.”
“New guests?”
She nodded. “I reckon.” She hoped none of them were staying in the rooms men had died in.
Jade wondered if Carl Moretti had taken the decision to reopen the hotel himself, or if he’d been forced to by the owners.
She approached the front desk to find the young woman from yesterday standing behind it with a nervous smile on her face. Mhairi.
“Hi, Mhairi.”
“Detective. Hello.”
Jade gave her a smile. “We need to talk with Carl Moretti. Is he about?”
The young woman looked up. “He’s, er, he’s upstairs. I’ll go get him for you.”
Jade shook her head. “No, we’ll come with you.”
Mhairi looked uneasy, but she led them through the lobby and up the grand staircase.
Carl was in a sitting room on the first floor, a laptop open on a coffee table in front of him. He looked up when they entered.
“DI Tanner. I thought⁠—”
“Sorry, Carl,” Mhairi muttered.
He grunted. “Not your fault. I imagine they forced you.”
Nothing of the sort, thought Jade, wondering what the dynamic was between these two.
“Mr Moretti,” she said. “I need to ask you a few questions.”
Carl closed his laptop. “Of course, DI Tanner. But I hope you know there are paying guests in the hotel, and I don’t want to disturb them. Can we keep our voices down, please?”
Jade ignored him. “Did you know that members of the French delegation swapped rooms with each other?”
Carl frowned. “I don’t see how that’s relevant. Monsieur Leroux died of a heart attack. What does it matter which room he was in?”
Jade took a seat in front of him. “Just answer the question, Mr Moretti.”
Carl looked uncomfortable. “I was aware that some members of the French delegation were switching rooms, yes. But as I said, I don’t see why it’s relevant.”
Jade took a deep breath. “Mr Moretti, did you know that Monsieur Leroux was allergic to dogs?”
Carl shook his head. “No, I didn’t.”
“Can you find out who he traded with?”
“I can,” said Mhairi. “We would have been informed, for room service and that kind of thing.”
Carl gave her a look of irritation. “There’s no need.”
“Please,” Jade said to the young woman.
Mhairi looked at Carl. After a moment, he sighed and held up his hands in supplication. “Very well. Go interrogate your records. We’ve got nothing to hide.”
“I’m sure you don’t,” said Jade. She edged closer to him as Mhairi headed towards the stairs. “While I’ve got you, Carl. You don’t mind if I call you Carl, do you? I know that’s what you told Stuart here to call you.”
Stuart gave Moretti an awkward wave. Moretti shrugged.
“You can call me the Queen of Sheba for all I care. Just as long as you leave my hotel in peace.”
“You told Stuart that you use temporary staff, for large events. Would there be anyone you hired for the G7 who you’d never used before?”
Carl grinned. “Now there, I can answer your question. The answer is no.”
“You know that for sure? Surely as hotel manager you wouldn’t⁠—”
He shook his head. “It was an edict from Antonia Jacobs. With it being such a high stakes event, she was insistent that everyone working on the hotel staff was someone who had worked here before, and who we trusted. And before you ask, detective, yes, they were all properly vetted.”
Damn. That ruled out the idea of a newcomer infiltrating the event that way.
She gave Stuart an exasperated look just as Mhairi reappeared.
“I’ve got the details of the switch.”
“Thanks,” said Jade. “Please, do take a seat.”
Mhairi glanced at Carl, who ignored her. She blushed, then took the seat Jade was indicating. Stuart was still standing, just next to Jade.
“There had been a guide dog in his room,” said Mhairi. “With the previous guest. On his first night, Mr Leroux was struggling with his asthma. He arranged to swap with a colleague.”
Moretti leaned forward. “Like I say, this is irrelevant.”
Jade ignored him, looking instead at Mhairi. “Who did he switch with, Mhairi?”
The young woman licked her lips. “Janine Arroz. She was staying in the next room.”
Jade looked up at Stuart.
“On it,” he said, already on his phone.
She waited, tapping her foot against the plush tartan carpet.
After a moment, Stuart let out a breath. “ Janine Arroz was the French government’s advisor on Eastern European affairs. They brought her in from an NGO, ten years ago.”
Jade felt her chest grow lighter. “Which NGO?”
Stuart looked up from his phone. “Peace Alliance, boss.”



CHAPTER FIFTY


PATTY SAT AT HER DESK; the room silent around her. She could hear the hum of traffic beyond the business park their office was in, but other than that it was totally still.
She liked it here. The quiet gave her headspace, the ability to think and to focus. And when Patty could focus, what she was best at was winkling evidence out of the dark corners of the internet. Sometimes she picked things up from other sources; records found in suspects’ or victims’ homes, the content of statements. But the internet was where everyone was trying to hide something.
It surprised people. Patty was an old-school copper, had been a DC for fifteen years. She was in her late fifties. No one thought a woman like her would have the ability to find internet secrets.
But today she was stuck. She’d dug out everything she could on the two men and was trying to discover more about the French delegation. So far, she’d drawn a blank.
The phone rang: Stuart.
Something bloody helpful, let’s hope.
She picked up. “Stu. Give me something to work with.”
He chuckled. “Your luck’s in. I’ve got a name.”
“Good lad.”
“The Frenchwoman who swapped rooms with Leroux. She’s called Janine Arroz. She previously ran the Peace Alliance NGO.”
“The same one that the other two were involved with.”
“That’s the one.”
“But she’s not on the delegate list.”
“She was a last-minute addition, replacing a civil servant whose mum died. The hotel was sent the new details the day before the summit started.”
“But the list we were given…”
“I don’t know, Patty. Maybe they gave us an out-of-date list. You know how slowly the cogs of government turn. Either way, it’s her.”
“OK. Thanks. I’ll look her up.”
Patty hung up and started her trawl.
“Come on Janine Arroz, tell us your secrets.”
She typed the woman’s name into her search bar and immediately got a pageful of hits, all fresh.
Patty leaned back, staring at them.
“Ah, shit.”



CHAPTER FIFTY-ONE


“HERE WE ARE,” Mhairi said, stopping outside a door.
Jade looked at her. She’d asked the woman to show her the rooms used by the French delegation. Carl Moretti hadn’t been happy, but she’d ignored him. And Mhairi seemed to have decided she wanted to help.
“Which room is this?” she asked.
“The one Monsieur Leroux was in.”
“And the one he swapped from?”
“It’s just along the corridor. I can show you.”
“No need,” Jade said. She tapped Mhairi’s shoulder. “Thanks for your help.”
Mhairi nodded and walked away. Jade entered the room. It was a standard hotel room, with added tartan, just like all the other public rooms in this place. The curtains were drawn, the air stale.
She walked over to the window and opened the curtains, letting in the weak Scottish light. She looked around the room, trying to see it through Pierre’s eyes. Normally she’d see a body in its final resting place, know where the person had died. Today, there was no indication. The bloody place had even been cleaned.
She rolled her eyes, cursing Antonia Jacobs, as her phone pinged.
She pulled it out and saw an American number. She frowned and picked up.
“Jade Tanner.”
“My name’s Britt. I’m Davina’s friend. Davina Wilson.”
Jade had no idea who this woman was or why she was calling. But it wouldn’t be good. “Is everything OK?”
“I’m at the hotel, I was having a drink with her in an Irish bar. She just collapsed. They’ve taken her to hospital.”
Jade felt a surge of adrenaline. “Which hospital?”
“Georgetown University. It’s the closest to the bar. Do you need me to pass their details to you? I assume you were talking to her about the Chief of Staff’s death?”
“How is she?”
“She… I don’t know. They won’t let me through, I’m not family. Wait. Her dad’s here.”
“Britt,” Jade said, her pulse racing. “Don’t go.”
“I’m still here.”
“Did Davina say anything to you, before she collapsed?”
“About what?”
Jade could hear a man’s voice in the background.
“About Brendan Peters,” she said.
“No. She didn’t want to talk about it. But I’ve got… one moment.”
“Did she seem in pain? Is she taking any medication, any drugs?”
“No. She’d only just got back from Scotland. I think she was tired. And there was her boss dying. But she didn’t seem in pain, she was fine.”
“Drugs? Was she taking anything?”
“No, definitely not. I found your card in her bag, it’s got your name and number on it. She wrote some notes on the back. Can I send a photo to you?”
“Of course. You’ve got my number.”
“It’s… I’m sorry, it’s just sending messages. It costs, international.”
Jade smiled. “Of course.” She gave the woman her email address.
“Thanks. One moment.”
Jade waited.
“Sorry,” said Britt. “I’ve got to go, her dad needs me. I’ve sent them. Do you think… do you think someone did this to her?”
“I can’t say that, Britt. Not without speaking to her. You’ll tell me when she’s able to talk, yes?”
“Of course. Thanks.”
“Thanks, Britt.”
The line went dead. Jade held the phone in front of her, her breathing shallow.
Davina Wilson hadn’t been with Brendan Peters when he’d died. She hadn’t even seen the body. But she’d been cooperative.
Jade needed to see what Davina had written on the back of the card. She opened the email app on her phone.
Nothing.
“Damn.” Maybe it hadn’t sent, before Britt got distracted.
She waited another minute.
“Damn.” She’d have to call back. She saved Britt’s number to her phone.
No point standing here waiting around.
She went back into the room, and continued checking, her mind racing.



CHAPTER FIFTY-TWO


CALLUM’S FORENSICS lab was based in a glass-fronted office building in Edinburgh’s New Town.
Nice work if you can get it, Mo thought as he approached. Stepping towards the front entrance, he remembered what Callum had told him.
He strolled round the side, trying to look casual, and ended up at the back of the building, in a cramped car park. A woman was standing by a fire exit, smoking a cigarette.
“Mo Uddin?” she called.
“That’s me.”
“Callum told me you’d be here. Come in.” She tossed her cigarette on the ground and stubbed it out with her boot.
He followed her inside, wondering why Callum was being so secretive. Who was he trying to hide this from? Antonia Jacobs, or someone closer to home?
“Here you go.” The woman had stopped at a door and was gesturing for Mo to go inside.
“Thanks,” he said with a smile. He knocked and entered.
Callum was inside, sitting at a desk that had been shoved up to the wall. The room was tiny and there was no second chair.
“Hello,” Mo said. “This is all a bit…” He gestured around him.
Callum shrugged. “Sorry. I know you’ve been pulled off this case, and I didn’t want to get into trouble.”
News travels. Mo shrugged. “Aren’t we going to the lab?”
Callum shook his head. “I’m pretty sure I could face serious consequences for what I’m about to show you. Better here. Quieter.”
Mo felt the hairs on the back of his wrist stand on end. “Show me, then.”
Callum turned to a laptop that was already set up on the desk. He took a while to find what he was looking for, causing Mo to fidget with impatience. His phone pinged: a message from Patty. He ignored it.
Finally, Callum had the image he wanted. He zoomed in and turned the laptop towards Mo.
Mo squatted to bring himself down to Callum’s level. On the laptop was a photo of what looked like a pair of kidneys, in a metal dish.
“Kidneys?” he asked.
Callum nodded. “Mm-hmm. Belonging to Jason Barrowman.”
Mo frowned. “How did you get this? It’s from the post-mortem, surely?”
“We were sent a batch of files, and a few of these found their way in somehow. It happens. There are overlaps between forensics and pathology.”
“So…” Mo gestured at the photo.
“That’s extensive kidney damage.”
“Barrowman had kidney disease?”
Callum shrugged. “No idea. But this isn’t that kind of damage.”
Mo lowered his voice. “Barrowman supposedly died after a fall in the shower. From a head wound.” Jade had seen the blood. Had she said how much of it there was?
Callum shook his head. “I’m no pathologist, but I’ve worked alongside enough of them in my time. And that looks a lot like a case I worked six years ago in Rutherglen.”
“A criminal case?”
A nod of the head. “It looks like poisoning to me, Mo. Ethylene glycol poisoning.”



CHAPTER FIFTY-THREE


JADE WALKED BACK to the car, her legs heavy. There had been nothing of use in Leroux’s room; it had been cleaned to within an inch of its life. She’d had no breakfast, and she was starting to flag. She needed something to eat.
And she was still waiting on that email from Britt.
Stuart was inside the car, talking. She got in.
“Patty’s on hands-free,” he said as she sat in the driver’s seat. He’d clearly decided she was to do the driving from now on.
Jade nodded towards Stuart’s phone. “Hey, Patty. You’ll want to hear this too.”
“Boss.”
Jade sighed. “It’s Davina Wilson. I just got a call from a friend of hers, at the ER in Washington.” She swallowed. “She’s collapsed. I’m not sure if it’s suspicious or not but I’d like to find out what happened.”
“It’s a hell of a coincidence,” said Stuart.
Jade nodded. She looked down at her phone. Britt, where are you?
“Boss,” continued Stuart. “Patty’s got something. Online.”
Jade’s phone pinged. She pulled it out and saw a WhatsApp message. She shook her head; she needed to focus on her team. “What is it, Patty?
“Patty’s been trawling the internet,” said Stuart. “She’s got a gazillion hits on Janine Arroz.”
Jade waited.
“Janine Arroz died this morning,” Patty said. “She was found in her kitchen, dead from unknown causes.”
“What?”
“There’s a report on a Parisian news website, and more outlets reposting that. It’s the first two pages when you Google her name. She’s dead, boss.”
Jade sucked in a breath. “She was the intended victim. The one who should have died instead of Leroux.”
Stuart nodded. “And now she’s dead.”
Jade felt numb. “Peters, Barrowman, Leroux. Now Arroz. And Davina Wilson in hospital.”
“Boss,” said Patty.
Jade shook herself out. Her phone pinged again. “We need to bring Petra in,” she said as she opened WhatsApp.
It was Britt.
Sorry, couldn’t get email to work. Now on the hospital wifi and I’ve got enough signal to send you a photo.
The second ping had been the photo arriving. It was the back of a business card. Jade’s business card, although she couldn’t tell from the photo; only the front was printed.
Stuart leaned over to get a better look. She angled her phone towards him.
She read the writing on the card. “How did she…?”
She looked at Stuart, who shrugged.
“What does it say, boss?” asked Patty.
Jade stared at the photo. Davina had written four names on the back of her business card.
She read them out.
“Four names, Patty. That’s what she’s written. Brendan Peters, Charles Jennings, Janine Arroz, Gordon McLeish.”



CHAPTER FIFTY-FOUR


MO DROVE ALONG THE M8, heading back to the office from the forensics lab in Edinburgh. He’d started by taking the back roads to avoid the traffic, and quickly realised that was a bad move. He sighed and checked his phone. No signal.
The photo of Jason Barrowman’s kidneys had been gruesome. They were shrunken, covered in small white crystals. Callum had explained that these were the result of ethylene glycol poisoning. Barrowman had been poisoned, not killed by a head wound from a fall. Or at least, the poison had made him groggy enough to fall. Only the post-mortem would reveal that level of detail, and it didn’t look like the CCU were getting access to that.
The boss needed to know. He dialled her number on hands-free. Engaged.
Damn.
The car in front slowed and he blipped his brakes. He needed to stay alert. The turnoff for Stirling was up ahead. He longed to take it, to go home and sleep. He felt like he hadn’t slept in months.
“Who poisoned him?” he muttered to himself. “And how?”
Ethylene glycol was colourless and odourless in the lab. But he’d seen cases involving it before, and knew it was most commonly found in antifreeze, which was sweet. Barrowman had been drinking the night before he died. Dessert wine?
If so, who gave it to him?
If the boss wasn’t available, maybe Patty could help. She could research ethylene glycol poisoning while he drove. And Stuart was with Jade at the hotel. He could find out what Barrowman had drunk.
He dialled each of them in turn. Both engaged.
Damn.
He felt excluded. He wished he’d gone to the hotel with Jade. Things were awkward between them, and working together was the best way to fix that.
Nothing to do but to keep driving. He turned on the radio, sighing at the broad Scots accent of the DJ and longing for a bit of Brummie.



CHAPTER FIFTY-FIVE


JADE READ out the names on the back of the business card again. “Brendan Peters, Charles Jennings, Janine Arroz, Gordon McLeish. Who the hell is Gordon McLeish?”
“How did Davina know about Janine Arroz?” Patty asked.
Jade nodded. “Good question.”
“And McLeish. It’s Dougie McLeish’s surname.”
Jade looked at Stuart. He was shaking his head.
“It’s one of the most common names in Scotland,” he said.
She pursed her lips. Still…
Stuart was silent, lost in thought. Patty was silent too, on the other end of the line. Jade’s phone pinged. A message from Mo.
News from forensics, been trying to reach you all.
“Stuart, can you bring Mo into the call please?”
“Sure.” He grabbed his phone and hit a few buttons while she messaged Mo to tell him what they were doing.
“Mo,” she said, “what have you got?”
“I’ve just left Callum’s office in Edinburgh. Jason Barrowman was poisoned with ethylene glycol.”
“Shit. Do they know how it was administered?”
“Not yet.”
Patty nodded. “Davina’s the only one likely to tell us anything.”
Jade nodded and tapped on her screen. “Mo, I need you to get in touch with Davina Wilson. Find out how she is. And if she can speak to us, I want to know if she saw anything.”
Jade’s phone pinged again. A message from Britt.
Davina has died.
She read it out loud, and the car fell silent.
“Shit,” Jade said.
“Do you think this is political?” Mo asked. “Or something else?”
Jade shook her head. “I don’t know. OK. We need to do some more digging here. Stuart, you’ve got your meeting with Dougie. I’ll take you there.”
“Sure,” he muttered.
“Is that wise?” asked Mo. “Gordon McLeish…”
Jade frowned. “Like Stuart says, it’s a common name. They’re old friends. And Stuart can handle himself, can’t you?”
Stuart grunted.
“Mo,” Jade said, “work with Patty on Janine Arroz. I want to know how she died, what the French authorities are saying. Anything else from her past. And find out who the hell Gordon McLeish is.”
“What about Dr McBride?” asked Mo. “Should we be bringing her in?”
“You’re right,” said Jade. “She’s just the person. Right, you get to work, let’s keep each other updated.”
Mo and Patty hung up. Jade turned the ignition. “I’m driving, I assume?”
“Where will you be while I’m with Dougie?”
“I’ll go home. It’s not far away. I’ll come back after half an hour. Message me if you need me before then.”
“Sound.”
She turned the car around and headed out of the hotel grounds. A bit of time at home might do her good.



CHAPTER FIFTY-SIX


PETRA STOOD at the doorway to the psychologist’s consulting room, her back rigid. She’d never met this man before. He was short, with a round face and a shock of grey hair. He wore a checked shirt and jeans, not what she was used to from her colleagues at Dundee.
He gave her a smile. “I’m Fred Gianelli.”
Petra nodded. The accent matched the name, at least. “You already told me that. Petra McBride.”
“I know.” He gestured towards a chair. “Please.”
She sat, her hands gripping the arms of the chair so tightly her knuckles were white.
He took the chair opposite her, a coffee table between them. There was no notepad, no computer. Just a box of tissues on the table. He looked at her.
She felt a buzz from her pocket and coughed. “My phone.”
“Please switch it off.”
She hesitated, looking at him. He was calm, unflustered. She felt a sudden urge to test him, to see if he was like the psychologists she’d worked with. She pulled the phone from her pocket and looked at the screen. It was Jade.
The case. Or maybe their conversation last night…
“Please.”
She grunted and switched it off.
“Dr Gianelli⁠—”
“Fred.”
“Fred. I’m not sure about this.”
He raised an eyebrow.
“I don’t know you. I don’t know your professional background. I don’t know if you’re qualified to help me.”
He smiled. “Your girlfriend contacted me, she thought I’d be able to help. It’s not the norm, but it’s not unheard of.”
“That’s not the point.”
“And you don’t know me because I recently moved here from Italy.”
Petra looked at him. “Why did you move?”
He smiled. “My wife is Scottish. She wanted to be closer to her family.”
Petra nodded. “I see.”
“And this isn’t about me.”
She grunted. He waited.
She sighed. “I’m on edge. I’m… I’m not used to being the client.”
“Of course. I understand.”
She looked around the room. It was small, cosy. A couple of plants in the window, a print of a Scottish landscape on the wall. No diplomas.
“You’re not going to tell me about your qualifications?”
He smiled. “They’re on the wall in reception. I trained in Italy. I am a qualified psychologist. I specialise in Jungian theory.”
She nodded. Jungian psychology was alright by her. “OK.”
“Dr McBride,” he said, “I know you’re a forensic psychologist. I’m not going to try and get information out of you about your cases. This is about you.”
She looked at him. “I’m surrounded by people who know me. Who know my work.”
“Your girlfriend must be worried.”
“I’m putting her in a difficult position. And Jade.”
“Jade?”
“My boss, of sorts. My friend. My…” She hesitated. “I’ve… not been entirely honest with her.”
“Of course. But we’re here to talk about you, Dr McBride. Or would you rather I called you Petra?”
She shrugged. “I know that, I just…” She coughed. “I’m used to being the one who asks the questions.”
“Of course. But it can be helpful, too. To explore your thoughts and feelings.”
She looked at him. Could this help? Could it really help?
She didn’t know him. He wouldn’t have been in the country when it happened. She was so accustomed to expecting judgement.
Maybe she’d risk it.
She took a breath. “It’s a case from years ago. I gave evidence. I thought I was doing the right thing. I thought I was helping to keep people safe.”
He nodded. “But you feel it had the opposite effect?”
She swallowed. “The man – he was only young – was released. He went on to kill someone else. I should have known. I should have seen it. I should have known he was lying.”
“Did you believe him?”
“Yes. Yes, I did. Look, Fred.”
He nodded. She eyed him. Stop being such a bloody shrink. All the of course and must be worried.
“OK,” she said. “So it’s not just about what the man – the patient – did. It’s about what’s happened since. The boy’s parents. His victim. They’ve… followed me. Watched me. Outside my flat. On the phone. I can’t get away from them. And when they’re not there, I can’t get away from the thought of them.”
“Have you reported them?”
She snorted. “To whom? The police? They haven’t done anything illegal. They just… they just stand there. They make sure everyone knows who I am and what I did.”
He leant forward. “What did you do, Dr McBride?”
“I made a mistake. I didn’t see the truth. I didn’t see that he was dangerous. I don’t know if I could have seen it. But I should have. I should have known. I should have known he was going to kill that boy.”
“Do you think you could have known?”
“I should have. That’s all that matters.”
“It’s difficult to live with that, I’m sure.”
She sniffed and wiped her nose on the back of her hand. “It makes me question everything. My work. Myself. My relationships. Jade. Aila. If I can’t trust myself, who can I trust?”
He reached for the box of tissues and passed it to her. She took one and blew her nose.



CHAPTER FIFTY-SEVEN


STUART GOT out of the car at the Rest and Be Thankful viewpoint on the A83 and watched as the boss drove away. He only had a thin jacket on him, and he was already wishing he’d asked if she had anything warmer in her car.
No sign of Dougie yet. He was fifteen minutes early; the DI didn’t want to be seen.
There was what looked like a bus shelter at the back of the car park. He headed for it, glad of somewhere to get out of the wind. Once he was inside, he looked at the view.
It wasn’t much. In front of him was a ruddy great hill, right at the roadside. To each side and behind him too, more hills. Mountains maybe. Stuart wasn’t the outdoors type. He couldn’t see far, certainly not any lochs. The bloody hills obscured the view.
It suddenly occurred to him that if Dougie wanted to hurt him, this would be a good place to do it.
Don’t be an eejit. Dougie was his mate. He wouldn’t hurt a fly. And he was nothing to do with that fourth name on the card. Gordon McLeish.
He wasn’t, was he?
He sniffed and rubbed his nose. Oh, for a coat.
He twisted to look at the road. No sign of Dougie yet. There was still ten minutes. He’d be here.
The sound of a car turning off the road made him look back again. A battered old Land Rover, not the kind of vehicle he’d expected. Stuart waved as it approached. It pulled up next to him and the window wound down.
“Stuart! Good to see you, mate.” Dougie smiled. He looked rugged, his hair unbrushed, wearing a fleece. Stuart felt underdressed in his suit.
“Dougie. Good to see you too. What’s going on? This isn’t my normal stomping ground.”
Dougie scanned the car park. “You not brought a car?”
“I got a lift. From the hotel.”
Dougie’s eyes narrowed. “I thought you weren’t investigating there any more.”
Stuart shrugged. No point digging the hole any further.
“I don’t like doing this,” Dougie said. “It feels disloyal.”
To who? Stuart gave him a weak smile. “I’m a pal, Dougie. You called me. And it’s off the record.”
A shrug. “Of course. I’ve got nothing to hide. Why don’t you get in?”
Stuart considered for a moment, then told himself to stop being daft. He hurried round the front of the Land Rover and got in the passenger side.
The vehicle started moving.
Shit. Not such a good move, after all.
Dougie snorted. “What the fuck’s up with you? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.” He pulled into a parking spot and stopped the engine.
Stuart breathed a sigh of relief. Calm down.
The question was, was Dougie being here his own idea, or something Antonia Jacobs had told him to do? And did it matter?
He could smell the outdoors on his old friend, the scent of the hills. In the footwell, a pair of muddy walking boots.
“I’m glad you could make it,” said Dougie.
Stuart shrugged. “I was intrigued. So, what have you got for me?”
Dougie pulled a folder out of the back of his car. He opened it and pulled out a photograph. “I saw them together.”
“Who?”
“Take a look.”
Stuart took the photo from his friend. Brendan Peters and Pierre Leroux, walking together. Stuart had seen photos of Leroux in the press. He’d been a good-looking guy. “Where was this taken?”
“On the path behind the hotel. I was out walking, I wanted some air. I saw them. I didn’t realise who Leroux was until after he was found dead.” He sniffed. “Poor guy.”
“OK.” Stuart took the photo from him. “Did they seem friendly?”
“They were laughing. Touching each other’s arms. I didn’t get close enough to hear what they were saying. But they seemed relaxed.”
Stuart nodded. He wasn’t about to tell Dougie that they didn’t think Leroux was the intended target.
“Are you suggesting their deaths are related? Leroux and Peters?”
A shrug. “I’m not suggesting anything. But if they were an item, then maybe they were plotting something that wasn’t being discussed at the summit.”
“This isn’t the 1980s, you know. We don’t need to think they’d be getting blackmailed because they were gay.”
Dougie scoffed. “I’m not daft, Stu. I’m not suggesting that. I don’t give a fuck if they were shagging all over the hotel grounds. But they’re from different delegations. And if they were plotting something together, then that’s interesting.” He cocked his head. “Don’t you think?”
Stuart shrugged. There was something interesting here, but he wasn’t sure it was the contents of the photo.
“Thanks, pal. I owe you one.”
“You do. Especially when it’s my boss who pulled you off the case. Now, I need to get going. You OK to get a lift back to wherever you’re heading?”
“Er, yeah.” Stuart pulled open the passenger door. He was barely out of the car when the Land Rover revved and reversed out of the space.
He watched as it careered off down the hill, holding the folder.
Dougie, what are you and your bosses up to?



CHAPTER FIFTY-EIGHT


JADE PULLED up outside the house. She sat in the car, staring at it. It was her home. She didn’t know why she was hesitating. She took a deep breath, then got out of the car.
She approached the house slowly, each step heavier than the last. She reached the door and put the key in the lock. It turned easily.
The house felt wrong, empty. She was never here without Rory, and he probably spent more time here with her mum than he did with her.
She was a bad mum, she knew it. But it was hard. A widow, with her son only four years old at the time. There had been times when she’d thought she couldn’t bear it.
She walked through the house, feeling her shoulders slump. It was a mess. She never had time to tidy up. Rory’s toys were everywhere. Shoes, school uniform, pieces of paper he’d drawn on.
She picked one of them up, smiling. A picture of her with…
She pulled it closer to her face and gasped.
Fraser. It was a drawing of her with Fraser.
He spent time here, with the two of them. He’d done so with Dan, back when he’d been alive.
And now it seemed he was a significant enough part of their lives for Rory to be drawing him.
Well, that can only be a good thing.
She wondered what Rory was doing at school. PE, today. They were doing some musical thing right now, it didn’t make sense when he’d told her about it. But he enjoyed it.
Rory enjoyed everything. She was frequently astounded at his resilience and cheerfulness, and wished she could match it.
She walked to the window. The loch was beautiful today, birds flying overhead. Dan would have told her what they were. She’d never remember.
Stop it. She needed to focus on the case. She was due back with Stuart in twenty-five minutes.
She picked up her phone and dialled Petra. It went straight to voicemail. She tried again. Still voicemail. She left a message. “Petra, it’s Jade. I’m at home. I’ve got some information on the case. Call me back.”
She hung up, then immediately dialled again.
This time, it rang. And rang.
Finally, Petra picked up. “Jade, hi. I’m sorry, I was with... I was with a colleague.”
“Are you OK to talk?”
“Yes. Of course. What’s up?”
Jade paced the living room, gazing out of the window. She told Petra about the connections between the victims, the names that Davina had written down on Jade’s business card.
“I don’t know who Gordon McLeish is,” she said. “But the others… they were all together. There was a photo that Patty found. Brendan Peters, Charles Jennings. And Janine Arroz was the CEO of the NGO they worked for.”
“Hang on. Who’s Charles Jennings?”
Jade stopped pacing. “Sorry. Jason Barrowman. He changed his name in 2002. It was Charles Jennings, before that.”
“Why would he change his name?”
“We don’t know. But look, Petra. You were right. They’re connected, the three of them. And maybe this Gordon McLeish fella.”
“You don’t know who he is.”
“Patty’s looking into it right now.” Jade felt her stomach dip. “And there’s more.”
A chuckle. “Even more?”
“It’s not funny. Janine Arroz. She was the intended victim from the French delegation. Not Pierre Leroux. They swapped rooms. Leroux died at the hotel. Janine Arroz is dead now, too. And so is Davina Wilson.”
“The American woman you spoke to?”
‘That’s her. Her friend called me. She was in a bar in Washington. She collapsed.”
“People do that.”
“She was young. She’d only had a couple of drinks.”
“You reckon they were spiked.”
“I do.”
Silence.
“Well,” Petra said at last. “That’s a lot of connections. And the names were on the back of your business card?”
“The card I gave to Davina Wilson. She made notes. She clearly wanted to get to the bottom of why her boss died.”
Jade’s phone beeped. A message from Patty.
“I’m heading back to Glasgow,” she said. “I’ll pick you up, if that works for you. I’d like you back on the case.”
“I wasn’t aware I’d left it, hen,” Petra said.



CHAPTER FIFTY-NINE


JADE’S CAR pulled up beside the bus stop. Stuart jumped in, grateful to be out of the cold. He’d been shivering for most of the half hour since Dougie had left him. He grinned at the DI.
“Ta very much, boss.”
She nodded, glancing at the envelope in his hand. “He give you something?”
Stuart’s teeth were chattering. He shivered as the car warmed up, rubbing his hands together.
“You OK?” she asked.
He nodded. “Just cold.”
She didn’t reply. Waiting for an answer about the envelope, no doubt.
“This is a photo of the French fella and the American fella together. Pierre Leroux and Brendan Peters. Outside Douglas Lodge, alone.”
“Show me.”
He pulled out the photo and held it up. She glanced at it repeatedly as she drove.
“And what is he alleging about them?” she asked.
“He saw them together. Says they looked intimate. But it’s not that he’s interested in. It’s the fact they were from different delegations. Peters was the Chief of Staff. Leroux was just a junior aide. How would they have known each other?”
She shrugged. “People meet all sorts of ways.”
“The Chief of Staff, really? I thought he was married.”
She gave him a look. “Your mate reckons he saw them kissing, and⁠—”
“Not kissing. Just touching each other’s arms.”
She laughed. “What? That’s… that’s nothing. What is he trying to get us to do?”
He looked out of the window. They were on the A82, Loch Lomond to their left. The boss lived along here somewhere. He wasn’t about to ask where.
But he’d been thinking about the answer to her question the whole time he’d been waiting for her.
“I think,” he said, “Antonia Jacobs is trying to establish that Peters and Leroux might have been victims of a double homicide.”
She raised an eyebrow. “You think she sent your pal?”
He nodded.
“Why come all the way out here?”
They were approaching the turnoff for Balloch. The DI slowed the car at the roundabout.
“To make it look legit,” Stuart said. “The dodgier the location, the more it looks like he was keeping it secret from her.”
“Which actually means it was her idea.”
“Exactly.”
“So Antonia Jacobs wants us to think that Pierre Leroux really was the intended victim. Not Janine Arroz.”
“That’s what I reckon.”
She stared ahead at the road for a moment, then nodded. She turned to him.
“But why?” she said.



CHAPTER SIXTY


IT WASN’T long before Jade and Stuart were back on the main roads, heading into Glasgow. The rush hour was in full flow, and they were stopping every five minutes.
As they sat in stationary traffic on the Great Western Road, Stuart coughed.
“You OK?” Jade asked. “You’ve been quiet.”
“I’m fine. So where does Petra live?”
“In the West End. Near Byres Road.”
Stuart nodded. It was an interesting area, posh and bohemian at the same time. Perfect for Petra.
But she knew that Petra’s address wasn’t what Stuart had been thinking about.
“You’re puzzling over what Dougie gave you,” she said.
He inhaled. “Yeah. I’m just… I don’t get it.”
Jade considered. Antonia Jacobs had made no secret of her view that the men had died of natural causes.
So why would she have got Dougie to give that photo to Stuart? It made no sense.
“Maybe he wasn’t doing her bidding,” Stuart said. “Maybe he was acting alone.”
“Antonia Jacobs made it very clear to me that Dougie only does what she tells him to.”
Stuart frowned. “But why?”
“She knows we’re looking into the deaths of these men. She knows we’ve been told they were natural. Maybe she wanted to give you a nudge in a different direction.”
“But she told you herself that they died of natural causes.”
“Exactly. It makes no sense.”
Stuart’s eyes widened. “She set Dougie up.”
“You reckon?”
He nodded, just as the traffic started moving. “Maybe she gave him that, knowing he’d bring it to me.” A pause. “Shit. Should I warn him?”
Jade scoffed. “No. All we’re doing is speculating right now. I think you should leave well alone.”
She wished Mo was here. The discussion would be more focused, more coherent. Stuart was confused, and not just because it was his friend they were talking about.
“I reckon she wanted to give you that photo, and Dougie was the best way. She might not have told him to meet you, maybe she just gave him the photo.”
Stuart sat back in his seat. “He said he took it.”
Jade eyed him. “Maybe he’s trying to big up his role. Anyway,” she said. “Petra’s place isn’t far from here. Let’s pick this up when she’s with us.”
Petra was already waiting outside the grand Victorian house which contained her flat. Jade felt a pang of disappointment; she’d been hoping to meet the famed Aila.
“Posh,” muttered Stuart as they looked for somewhere to stop the car.
“She inherited it from her Aunt Lydia,” Jade told him. “She assures me it’s nowhere near as impressive inside.”
Jade looked up at the houses as she reversed the car into a space at the side of the road. Impressive.
The back door opened. Petra slung in an enormous shoulder bag and climbed in behind it. While she was still fastening her seatbelt, Jade manoeuvred out of the space and around the crescent.
“Nice place to live,” commented Stuart.
“You think?” said Petra, her tone arch. Jade allowed herself a smile.
“So,” Petra said. “Tell me what you know about the victims.”
Jade looked at her in the rearview mirror, then looked back at the road. It was hard enough driving around this part of Glasgow in rush hour, without having to discuss a triple – or more – murder inquiry.
“Stuart?” she said.
“’Course.” He turned in his seat to face Petra. “There’s an NGO. The Peace Alliance. Brendan Peters and Jason Barrowman both worked for it between the early nineties and early noughties. Different times, but they were all there between 1999 and 2002.”
Petra nodded. “But Jason Barrowman was going under a different name.”
“Yup.”
Jade glanced in the mirror at Petra. “We don’t know why he changed his name. Any theories?”
“None yet,” replied Petra. “Give me more information, and that might change.”
“And we discovered that Pierre Leroux switched rooms with a woman called Janine Arroz,” Stuart continued.
“You already told me that.”
“Sorry. She’s dead.”
“You already told me that, too,” Petra pointed out. “And Davina whatsername. The American. The point is, this fucker means business.”
They were on the Clydeside Expressway, heading for the M8. The traffic slowed and Jade took the opportunity to stretch her fingers out. “Have you got any theories?” she asked Petra. “The kind of person we’re looking for?”
‘Well for one, you’re not looking at one person.”
“No,” said Stuart. “The timing’s off.”
“Exactly,” said Petra. “What time did Davina Wilson die?”
“It’s not so much when she died,” said Jade,” as when someone spiked her drink. I’m working on the assumption that that’s what happened.”
“The sarge found out that Barrowman was poisoned,” said Stuart. “It could have been the same stuff.”
“What stuff?” asked Petra.
“Ethylene glycol,” said Jade.
“Sweet.”
The traffic was moving again. Jade took the left-hand lane and filtered onto the motorway. “Sorry?” she said.
“Ethylene glycol,” Petra replied. “It’s sweet.”
“How d’you know that?”
“I’ve worked all sorts of cases.”
“Right. So if it was put in a drink, then it would have to be a sweet drink.”
“You might want to find out if your victims took sugar in their coffee.”
“Right,” said Jade. There was more and more to work with, and none of it concrete.
What would she give for some forensics right now…?
Stuart put up a finger. “Patty’s sent me an email. She’s found six different Gordon McLeish’s in the Greater Glasgow area.”
‘That’s not much help,” Jade said. “Any of them connected to the summit?”
“Not that she can see.”
She sighed. “OK. Tell her to keep looking. We’ll be in the office soon.”
They had to narrow things down somehow. She hoped that Petra would be able to create a profile. If Gordon McLeish was the next victim, then that might lead them to him.



CHAPTER SIXTY-ONE


THE TEAM GATHERED in the meeting room. For once, they were all there: Jade, Mo, Stuart, Patty, and even Petra. Patty had grabbed a packet of Tunnock’s teacakes from her desk and was passing them around.
Famished, Jade put one in her mouth whole. She instantly regretted it.
“So,” she said between chewing. “Janine Arroz was in France when she died. Davina Wilson was in the US. Are we looking for one person who flew to each of those locations? Or two people, one for each place?”
“Someone who was at the summit?” asked Mo.
She nodded. “That seems likely.”
“You want me to look at airline manifests?” Patty asked.
“It’s a long shot. How many flights are there to the US and France from Glasgow each day?”
“More to France than the US. But I’ll find out.” Patty left the room, taking a second teacake with her.
Mo shook his head. “It’s a needle in a haystack.”
“That’s not our only lead,” Jade said. “We’ve got the ethylene glycol. Whoever administered it either did so in something sweet, using antifreeze, or had access to a purer version.”
“Which means access to pharmaceuticals,” Petra pointed out.
“Exactly. I want to know what the victims ate and drank before they died. We know that the British delegation was drinking heavily. What were they drinking? Was it sweet?”
“D’you want me to call the hotel?” said Stuart.
“Please.”
He nodded. She stared at him.
“Oh,” he said. “Now?”
“Yes. Now.” Normally when they were discussing a case, she waited until everything had been covered before sending people off. But Gordon McLeish, whoever he was, could be at risk. She had no time to lose.
Patty put her head round the door as Stuart was leaving. “I’ve put in a call to a contact at the airport. While I’m waiting, I’ll see if I can get the CCTV from the bar where Davina was drinking before she died.”
Jade looked at her. “Do you know where the bar is?”
Patty shrugged. “I can find out.”
Jade smiled. “Thanks.”
“No problem, boss.”
Just Mo and Petra were left. Jade looked at Mo. “Gordon McLeish. Who is he?”
Mo pulled out his phone. “There’s a Gordon McLeish who’s a musician, a Gordon McLeish who’s a footballer, a Gordon McLeish who’s a chef…”
“None of them will be relevant,” said Jade. “We need someone with connections to Peace Alliance.”
Mo tapped at his phone. “Nothing comes up.”
Jade yawned. “No. Keep looking though. We need to find him before the killer does.”
“Right.” He made a gesture towards the door with his head. “You want me to…?”
“Please.”
As the door closed behind Mo, she leaned back in her chair.
“How you doing, hen?” asked Petra.
“My mind is racing, and I’m terrified another man is going to die without this even becoming a murder enquiry.” She threw Petra a tired smile. “Other than that, I’m fine.”
“Petra snorted. “Good on you.”
Patty opened the door. “I’ve drawn a blank with the airlines,” she said. “No one called Gordon McLeish, and the only person at the summit on any commercial planes out of here was Davina Wilson. Sorry.”
Jade nodded. “What about the bar?”
“I’ve found a few candidates. Britt said it was an Irish bar, right?”
“She did.”
“Good.” Patty closed the door.
Jade was left alone with Petra. She looked at the psychologist. “What do you think?”
Petra shrugged. “I think that someone has killed five people by poisoning them. And if we don’t get to them soon, they’re going to kill a sixth.”
Jade nodded. “But who? And why?”
Petra raised an eyebrow. “You’re asking me?”
Jade smiled. “You’re the expert in the criminal mind.”
Petra leaned back in her chair. “I can give you a general overview. But I can’t tell you who killed these people. I can tell you it’s unlikely to be one person, given the locations.”
Jade nodded. “So we’re looking for two different killers?”
“Possibly. Or three. But one of them will be the ringleader, probably here in Scotland. Most likely using a false name. Someone who knows how to kill without leaving a trace.”
Jade shivered. “That’s the really scary bit, isn’t it?”
Petra nodded. “The fact that they can kill someone, and we can’t find any evidence that they did it. It’s… yeah. It’s intense.”



CHAPTER SIXTY-TWO


WASHINGTON POLICE WOULD BE able to get CCTV from the bar Davina had been drinking in. Patty picked up her phone.
“Patty.”
She turned to see the DI coming out of the meeting room. She put her hand over the phone.
“Don’t do it through official channels,” said the boss.
Patty frowned. “Why not?”
“If we ask for it officially, it’ll have to be logged and recorded. It might not get to us in time. Go to the bar direct. Say you’re with Police Scotland.”
Patty nodded. “It was an Irish bar. Can I put on an Irish accent?”
Jade smiled. “I’m sure you can have a damn good go.”
Patty grinned and picked up her phone.
The Irish bar nearest the hospital Davina had been taken to was Duffy’s Irish Pub on Dupont Circle. Patty called the number listed in Google Maps and put on a bad Irish accent. She was amazed when they went for it.
“Hello, is that Duffy’s?”
“Sure is, lass.”
“My name’s Patty O’Hare. Did a young woman collapse in your bar tonight?”
There was a pause.
“Who are you, then?”
“Her auntie, in the old country.” She winced. Too much? “Now, did she collapse there?”
“That’s not the kind of thing we talk about, love.”
Patty sighed and dropped the accent.
“Look, I’m a detective with Police Scotland. We’re investigating a very serious crime. I need to know if a woman collapsed in your bar last night.”
The man on the other end of the phone grunted.
“Fine. And yes, we get women collapsing in here all the time. These Yanks can’t handle their Guinness. Now, can I go back to my pint?”
“Wait. Do you have CCTV?”
The man laughed.
“Don’t be daft, lady. Of course we don’t have CCTV. Now just leave me alone, yes? I’ve got punters to serve.”
He hung up. Patty winced.
Behind her, Stuart was giggling. “Hello,” he said in an Irish accent even worse than hers. “I’m Patty the leprechaun and I’d like to see your CCTV.”
She picked up the nearest thing to hand, a stapler, and chucked it at him.
“Ouch.”
“Sorry. But I’m just trying to help solve this case.”
“We’ll never solve it like that.”
“No.” He was right. She sighed. There had to be a better way.



CHAPTER SIXTY-THREE


PETRA LOOKED up as Jade re-entered the room. She’d been making notes, going through her thoughts, drawing connections.
“OK,” she said. “So, we know that the victims knew each other in the past. Brendan Peters and Charles Jennings worked together. And Janine Arroz was CEO of the Peace Alliance, of which Brendan Peters was a board member. So, it’s likely they knew each other.”
Jade nodded. “We’ve got a photo of the two men.”
“So, my theory is that the killer knew all of them,” Petra continued. “It’s not a random attack. It’s a planned killing. And I think there’s more than one killer. They were all poisoned, potentially. Brendan Peters was made to look like he’d had a stroke, but the forensics will show that he was poisoned.”
“There won’t be any forensics. His funeral is in two days.”
“Really?”
Jade shrugged. “He’s a high-ranking member of the US Government. I guess it’s a security concern.”
Petra tutted. “Then there’s Charles Jennings, or Jason Barrowman, whatever we’re calling him. He was poisoned with ethylene glycol, which isn’t easy to get hold of in its pure form but is ten-a-penny as antifreeze. If he was given that, then we’re assuming sweet wine. Pierre Leroux was made to look like he’d had a heart attack, which can be faked with poison. And Janine Arroz collapsed at home, probably poisoned too, we don’t know with what yet.”
“That’s about right,” Jade said. “God, I wish we had access to pathology.”
Petra gave her a wink. “Don’t be so glum. You’ve got me, doll.”
Jade offered up a reluctant smile. It was something.
“So,” continued Petra, “I think there was a single killer to start with. He, or she – they say poison is a woman’s weapon – was at the summit at Loch Fyne.”
“A member of staff?”
Petra shrugged. “Or someone in one of the delegations.” She cocked her head. “D’you reckon your Antonia Jacobs thinks this is an international attack?”
“I can’t tell what that woman thinks. She really seems to believe the accident or natural causes stories add up.”
“Not likely. She’s covering something up, that’s for sure.” Petra wrinkled her nose. “No, I don’t think it’s political. I think it’s personal. The person at the summit, they want revenge. They had to bring someone else in for either Wilson or Arroz, because of the distances. But…”
Jade was watching her. “But what?”
“I still can’t work out how they brought someone else on board so quickly.”
“Hired killer?”
“No. They used the same method. A hired killer wouldn’t have done that, they’d have their own way of getting rid of people.”
Jade was giving her that look again.
“What? said Petra. “It’s my job to know this stuff. And you know it too.”
Jade smiled. “You’re right. So who are we looking for?”
Petra swallowed. “We need to identify the person who had the most to gain from all this. And that’s likely to be someone who was wronged by the victims in the past. Revenge. That’s what this is about. To get to the bottom of that, we need to find out more about Gordon McLeish. Why was his name on that card? Is he the next target?”
Jade nodded. “We’re working on that basis.”
Petra frowned. “You met Davina Wilson,” she said. “She wrote the four names on the back of your business card. Would you expect that from what you saw of her?”
Jade sighed. Petra watched her, thinking back.
“She seemed efficient, no-nonsense. A little bit cold. But also young, and sad.” Jade paused. “Poor woman.”
“Did she seem like the logical type to you?” Petra asked. “Or could those names be random?”
“Yes. She seemed the logical type.”
Petra sat back in her chair. She’d been talking for a while and her throat was getting dry. She looked at Jade, who was staring into space, her brow furrowed.
“It means he’s the next victim,” she said.
“There is another possibility,” Petra said.
Jade nodded. “I know.”
“His name was last on the list. Davina could have meant for it to be considered separately. Which means he’s the killer.”
“The person wanting revenge.”
Petra shrugged. “It’s possible.”
Jade screwed up her face. “I don’t want possible. What do you think is likely?”
“I think it doesn’t really matter either way. You need to find him. Once you find out who he is, and what the connection is, then you’ll know.”
“If he’s the next victim…”
“Then you’re looking for a Gordon McLeish who worked with the Peace Alliance. Maybe still does.”
Jade stood up. “I’ll get Mo on it. If he’s still working there, they can tell him to go to ground. If he’s not…”
“He might have been at the summit,” Petra said.
Jade nodded. “There was a McLeish there.”
Petra raised an eyebrow. “There was?”
“Not part of the delegations. From the Scottish government.” She glanced out at the team room and blushed.
“What is it?”
“Dougie McLeish. Stuart’s pal. He’s been helping us. Or… he’s been feeding us information Antonia Jacobs wants us to hear.”
“Maybe he’s at risk.”
Jade looked at her. “Or maybe he’s been feeding us information he wants us to hear.” She stood up and left the room, hurrying to Mo’s desk.
Petra leaned back in her chair and closed her eyes. She felt drained. Thinking through all of those connections, trying to put herself in the mind of a killer. It was exhausting.
But Jade needed her. And she was glad to be able to help. Jade had been there for her, after all. She opened her eyes and looked out at her, talking to Patty. She wondered if Jade had told Mo about her relationship with Fraser.
She probably should have kept her mouth shut. It wasn’t her business, really.
But she liked this team. She wanted it to thrive.
She enjoyed the work. And she enjoyed watching Jade find her feet as its leader.



CHAPTER SIXTY-FOUR


JADE FELT her eyes getting heavier and heavier, her thoughts more and more scattered. She’d been on edge all day, and now she was just tired. Bone tired. She wanted to go home, to Rory, to Loch Lomond even.
But there was a chance someone else was at risk. She couldn’t stop until they’d uncovered the truth.
As she left the meeting room, the team room went quiet. Had Patty and Stuart been sniggering?
“Everything OK?” she asked.
Stuart muttered something in what sounded like an Irish accent.
“Everything’s fine, boss,” Patty said. “Ignore him.”
She frowned at Stuart then hurried to Mo’s desk.
“Patty thinks Gordon McLeish might be the killer.”
He turned to her. “He’s not.”
“No?”
“No.” He licked his lips.
“We need to find a Gordon McLeish with connections to Peace Alliance,” she said.
“I already thought of that, boss. That’s how I know he isn’t the killer. Or the next victim.”
“How? I don’t get you.” Was her brain turning to mush, or was Mo making no sense?
He pointed at his screen. A news report, from 2002. “I found him. But I’m afraid you’re not going to like it.”



CHAPTER SIXTY-FIVE


PATTY FELT CHASTENED. She didn’t like the boss finding her joking around. Especially at such a critical point in a case.
She flashed Stuart a shut up look and focused on her screen. Sure, she’d drawn a blank with the bar, and the DI didn’t want her calling the Washington PD. But there were other sources of video footage.
She started with Facebook.
She found the bar in Washington. Duffy’s. Best wings in DC, according to the description. She scrolled down, looking for people who commented regularly. Locals, regulars. The kind of people who would film a woman collapsing in a bar.
Bastards. But useful bastards.
She found half a dozen people who’d commented on multiple posts about the bar’s events, and about its bid to be voted Washington’s best Irish bar. She clicked through to their profiles, and then to Instagram.
People had a habit of posting things to Instagram that they’d never make public on Facebook. It was like they forgot the whole world could still see it.
And there it was. Girl falls off stool drunk in Duffy’s. Except it wasn’t a girl. It was Davina.
She watched the video. It was shaky; whoever had filmed it was probably more drunk than Davina had been. She scrolled right to the beginning, looking to see if anything had been added to Davina’s drink. She clicked through to more videos, and the accounts of people who’d commented.
At last, she found one. A video of a couple kissing. It looked like the man was about to propose to the woman. And Davina was in the background. Sitting on her stool, chatting to her friend.
Britt. Jeez, that girl had a bad night. Not as bad as Davina’s, though.
She was looking for faces. Hands moving near Davina’s drink.
And then she spotted it.
A man, standing right behind Davina. Wearing a dark coat and standing with his back to her. His hand moved in the vicinity of the drink.
It wasn’t clear, but she knew the guys in Digital Forensics would be able to clean it up. If he was putting something in her drink, they’d capture it.
Patty watched, barely daring to breathe.
The man turned, and she caught sight of his face.
Her breath caught in her throat.
She rewound it and looked again.
She was right. It was him. She hadn’t met him herself, but she’d seen photos.
She stared at the screen.
“What the fuck were you doing in Washington?” she breathed.



CHAPTER SIXTY-SIX


JADE LOOKED at Mo with a frown.
“What aren’t I going to like?” she asked.
He shook his head and gestured towards his desk, where his browser was open on his screen.
She followed him and peered in. “What?”
“I found the man I think we’re looking for. Gordon McLeish.”
Jade sat down at Mo’s desk. She scanned the news article. “This is from…”
“2002. Yes, boss.”
“But it says…”
“It does.”
“You don’t think…?”
“I prefer not to speculate.”
She wrinkled her nose. Good old Mo. Sensible, rules-following Mo. Despite the evidence in front of his eyes, he wasn’t about to speculate as to who Gordon McLeish might be and how what had happened to him might have led to a lust for revenge.
“So we know Gordon McLeish can’t be our suspect,” she said. “And he can’t be a potential victim.”
Mo shook his head. “No.”
She scratched her chin. “Because he died in 2002.”



CHAPTER SIXTY-SEVEN


ANTONIA JACOBS WAS WAITING for Fraser in a swanky bar on Buchanan Street. He didn’t know how she’d managed to get his mobile number, but he suspected she knew he’d let his team continue with the investigation.
He approached her table. “Antonia.”
She looked up, her face giving away nothing. “Fraser. Please, sit down.”
He took a seat opposite her. The bar was busy, full of smartly dressed city workers. It was still early, but the after-work crowd was in full swing. Fraser suddenly realised he’d give anything for a pint. He didn’t think Antonia would offer to buy him one.
“Can I help you?” he asked.
She smiled, a tight, fake smile. “I just heard that you were looking into the deaths at Douglas Lodge.”
He cocked his head, knowing what was about to come next.
She smiled. “Don’t look so scared, man. This isn’t what you think it is.”
“Oh? And what do I think it is?”
Fraser didn’t work for Antonia, not directly. She wasn’t an elected politician, and she didn’t work in the branch of the Scottish government that had jurisdiction over policing.
But he knew how these things worked, in reality.
“You’re going to remind me that my team isn’t supposed to be investigating,” he told her.
She nodded, leaning back in her chair. Her suit was expensive. He wondered if she’d had it made in Edinburgh or if she’d gone to London.
“Then as I suspected, you’re wrong,” she said.
Fraser pulled in a breath. “You want us to investigate?”
“I… I have something that might interest you.”
“OK.” She was right. He really hadn’t been expecting this. “Which is?”
She smiled. “A colleague of mine. He was with Jason Barrowman the night before he died.”
Fraser narrowed his eyes. “So?” Surely plenty of the officials at the summit had been together that evening?
“He was drinking with him. He provided the drink. They had rather a lot.”
“Which colleague?”
“Friend of your DC. Douglas McLeish.”
And your right-hand man. Fraser nodded. “Are you telling me you suspect McLeish of…?”
“I have no idea what I’m telling you. I’ve learned that one of my staff got drunk with a minister on a night when they should have been preparing for a summit, and not been together. I’m disappointed in him. You should speak to him, see if he’s got any information about Barrowman’s behaviour.”
“But Barrowman slipped in the shower.” Fraser’s voice was barely more than a whisper now. The next table was some distance off and the music was loud. But…
“That’s what the pathologist said.” She raised an eyebrow. “Do you really believe it?”
Fraser stifled a laugh. Antonia Jacobs, you are some kind of operator. “No.”
She nodded.
“Well,” he said, standing up. “I’ll instruct my team to speak to him again. Find out if there’s anything he can help with.”
“You do that.”
“Will I find him at Holyrood, or have you fired him?”
She barked out a laugh. “He’s still at Holyrood.”
He nodded, wondering how fast McLeish’s career would sink into the toilet.
He gazed at the bar, hankering for that drink he would never have, then looked at Antonia. “Thank you. If you have any more information, you’ll let me know?”
She gave him that tight smile. “Of course, Fraser. I just want to make sure you get to the bottom of this.”
He didn’t believe her. Was she attempting to throw them off the scent? Was McLeish being set up for this? “Goodnight, Antonia.”
“Goodnight, Fraser.”
He turned and left the bar, his mind racing.



CHAPTER SIXTY-EIGHT


STUART HAD BEEN WATCHING the DI and the sarge. He’d heard the name McLeish.
He knew it was a common name. But Dougie had been right there, at the summit. And Dougie had tried to give him information.
Was Dougie feeding him false information?
He approached the sarge’s desk. A website with a news report was open on his monitor.
“Sarge? Did I hear you talking about Gordon McLeish?”
The sarge turned to him. “Stuart, you knew Dougie at university. Did he ever talk about his parents?”
Stuart shook his head. “Never. I thought it was odd at first, but then, some people just don’t get on with their family. Doesn’t have to be a big trauma or family secret. Do you think he might be related to Gordon McLeish?”
The DI pointed at the sarge’s screen. “It says here that he had a young family.”
Stuart frowned. “Who did?”
“Gordon McLeish, when he died in 2002. Read the names, Stuart.”
Stuart’s heart felt it might push right up into his mouth. He leaned in and read.
“Shit.” He stood up.
The sarge nodded. “That’s one way of putting it.”
“I’ll call him. I’ll meet with him. Then you can bring him in.”
“We need more evidence,” said the boss. “This is just circumstantial.”
“But the names…” Stuart said.
“What’s up?” Patty called from behind him.
He turned to her. “The names on the boss’s business card, that Davina wrote.”
She nodded. “What about them?”
“Charles Jennings, Brendan Peters, Janine Arroz. And Gordon McLeish.”
“Yeah?”
He waved at the screen behind him, feeling the colour drain from his face. “They were all working in Bosnia in 2002. The four of them. They were in an accident.”
She frowned. “What kind of⁠—”
“A car accident. Four by four. Peters was driving. The vehicle hit a mine. He, Barrowman, or Jennings, and Arroz. They all lived.”
Recognition was dawning on Patty’s face. “And McLeish died.”
“He did.” Stuart turned to the boss. “I’ll find him. I promise you, I’ll find him.”
He ran out of the office. The last thing he heard as the door slammed behind him was the sarge calling, “Don’t let him buy you a drink!”



CHAPTER SIXTY-NINE


JADE STARED at the door as the sounds of Stuart’s footsteps receded down the stairs outside.
“Someone should go with him,” she said. “It’s not safe.”
“I’ll go.” Mo grabbed his jacket off the back of his chair and hurried to the door.
Moments later, Mo reappeared, panting and shaking his head. “That kind of driving… well, if he wasn’t a copper, I’d have arrested him.”
“You didn’t manage to stop him?”
“Sorry, boss. He’d have run me over if I’d got any closer.” Mo sniffed. “He’s angry.”
“Not surprised,” said Patty. “He hates being wrong.”
Jade turned to her. “He wasn’t wrong. None of us⁠—”
“He trusted Dougie. He called him right when we heard about this, for God’s sake. He’s been confiding in him all along.” She sighed. “If Dougie was the one who killed those men, then Stuart’s been keeping him abreast of our investigation ever since it kicked off. And there’s something else, boss⁠—”
“We need to get evidence.” Mo was drumming his fingers on the back of his chair, standing behind it, speaking before Patty had even finished. “If McLeish was behind the deaths, and he was acting alone, then he would have needed to gain access to the men.” He looked at Patty. “We need to go back to the hotel, to see where he was, what he was doing.”
Patty shook her head. “I can tell you where he⁠—”
Jade’s phone rang: Fraser. “One moment,” she said, and hurried into the meeting room.
“Sir,” she said. “We’ve just made a potential breakthrough in the investigation. Can this wait?”
“I don’t think you’ll want it to wait.”
The door swung shut behind her. Jade looked back through the glass, wondering if hiding in here like this just made her look worse. “What’s happened?” she asked.
“Antonia Jacobs. She summoned me to a bar in Glasgow. Swanky place, I⁠—”
“Sorry, Sir, but⁠—”
“Fraser.”
She rolled her eyes. “Sorry, Fraser. But please. What has this got⁠—”
“She wants us on the case, Jade.”
She sat down sharply. “She’s changed her tune.”
“She has. And I’m not sure if it’s genuine, or because she wants to throw one of her colleagues under the bus.”
Jade frowned. Mo was still standing by his chair, alternating between talking to Patty and glancing towards the meeting room. She beckoned him over.
“Which colleague?” she asked.
“Douglas McLeish. I haven’t met him, but it seems he works for —”
“I know him. Sir, I think he might have a reason to want to hurt the people who died.” The door opened and she nodded for Mo to come in. “Barrowman, Peters and Arroz.”
“Arroz? Not Leroux?”
“He didn’t know the rooms had been swapped, Sir. And, Sir…”
“Fraser. I keep telling you.”
“I have DS Uddin here with me. Can I put you on speakerphone?”
“Ah. Yes, of course.”
She put her phone down on the table.
“Sir,” said Mo.
“Go ahead,” came Fraser’s tinny voice from the speaker.
“Thanks, Sir.” Mo gave Jade a look and she nodded. “Brendan Peters, Jason Barrowman and Janine Arroz were all involved in an incident in Bosnia in 2002. They were in a vehicle which hit a land mine.”
“So there was a connection?”
“Yes. There was another man in the car. He died. Name of Gordon McLeish.”
“And you think he’s related to Douglas McLeish in Antonia Jacobs’ team?”
Mo licked his lips. “We’ve confirmed it just now, Sir. Douglas is Gordon’s son.”
“And with what Antonia has just told me about him drinking with Barrowman the night before he died…”
“Sir,” Jade said. “DC Burns has gone to find him.”
“I can’t approve a warrant yet. This is all circumstantial.”
“I know, Sir. But…”
“But I will be on the end of the line, in case that changes.”
Jade nodded. “Thank you.” She stared at her phone for a moment, wishing Mo wasn’t in the room with her.
“You’re doing good work,” Fraser said. “All of you. Keep me posted.” He hung up.
As she picked up her phone, Mo leaned forward. “Boss, it’s alright. I get it.”
She looked back at him. Get what? “You do?”
He nodded. “You and the super, it’s complicated. I know he’s your boss, and your friend. You can’t just tell me everything.”
She swallowed. “I should have been honest with you, Mo. I’m sorry. It’s just… it’s so complicated.”
He nodded, just as the door flew open.
Jade looked up. “Patty, what’s up?”
Patty stood in the doorway; her eyes wide. “Boss, it’s the bar in Washington. I’ve found video footage, from when Davina Wilson collapsed. I thought I recognised a face. And now I’ve checked it, but it doesn’t make sense.”
Jade’s breath caught in her throat. She stood up. “What is it?”
Patty shook her head. “I can’t work it out, boss. It looks like…” She shook her head. “But it can’t be.”
“Can’t be what?” asked Mo.
Patty chewed her bottom lip. “Sarge. It’s Dougie McLeish. He’s in that video, I’m sure of it.”



CHAPTER SEVENTY


STUART FOUND Dougie in the Innis & Gunn taproom in the West End, not far from where Petra lived. He was sitting at a table with a group of friends, all of them dressed the same as Dougie. Dark suits, shirts without ties.
Stuart approached tentatively, nervous his face would betray his thoughts.
“Hey, Stuart!” Dougie called, waving him over. Stuart put on a smile and approached the table.
“Dougie. Mind if I join you?”
“Of course, mate. I’m not often in Glasgow, I’m glad you called. Catch up with an old mate, and all that.”
Dougie made no mention of their earlier meeting at Rest and Be Thankful. Instead, he stood up and slapped Stuart on the back. “What can I get you?”
Stuart took a seat, and the barmaid came over. He asked for a beer and waited for her to leave.
“I was just in the area,” he said. “Thought I’d say hi.” Again. Would Dougie suspect what he was really up to?
Dougie smiled. “Cheers, mate. Always up for a drink. What’s going on? You any further with” – he eyed the other three men – “y’know?”
“You want us to leave?” one of Dougie’s companions asked.
Dougie turned to him with a grin. “Please. I’ll join you in Jinty’s.”
“We’ll get you a pint.
“Good lad.” Dougie grinned and turned back to Stuart as his friends left the bar, occasionally glancing back at Stuart. Stuart wondered how much they knew about the deaths at the summit.
Stuart sipped his pint, feeling more and more awkward. He didn’t want to ask Dougie about his parents directly. He needed to get the information he could out of him without giving the game away.
“So, Dougie. How’s things?”
Dougie looked at him, his face blank. “Not so bad, all things considered. Why do you ask?”
Stuart shrugged. “Just… you know. Wondering. I’ve not seen you in a while. Not before all this, anyway.”
Dougie smiled. “We’re both busy men.”
“You moved back to Edinburgh after uni. Was that to be back with your family?”
Dougie cocked his head. “Why d’you ask?” he said, again.
Stuart shrugged. “Just curious.”
“You know I don’t like talking about my family. And no, is the answer to your question.”
Stuart sighed. Dougie had never talked about his family when they were at uni. He’d clammed up whenever anyone else did and made himself scarce when other people’s parents came to visit.
Could it be because his dad had died?
“Your folks must be proud of you though,” Stuart said. “Being right hand man to Antonia Jacobs and all that.”
Dougie leaned forward. “Leave it, Stu. Right?”
Stuart sipped his pint, not meeting Dougie’s eye. “Right.”
Shit. He’d probably made Dougie suspicious.
Dougie’s phone rang. He glanced at it and snatched it up, gazing at Stuart over the top of it before standing up.
“I need to take this. I’ll be back in a minute.”
“Of course,” Stuart said.
Dougie headed outside. Stuart waited a moment, then followed him. He was heading along the alleyway that was Ashton Lane, disappearing round the corner towards Byres Road.
Stuart waited in the shadows. Dougie stopped by the car park up ahead and rested against one of a row of Biffa bins standing on the pavement.
He’d assumed Dougie was answering a call from Antonia. But he wouldn’t come all the way out here for that.
Stuart waited for a moment, then turned back to the pub. He didn’t want Dougie spotting him, when he started heading back this way.
He hurried back along the alleyway, pushing through the crowds of drinkers enjoying the September warmth, and back into the pub.
Damn. Their table was taken.
He leaned against the bar.
“Stu? What’s up?”
Stuart turned, his mouth dry. Dougie was in the doorway, staring at him. He looked over towards the table they’d vacated.
Stuart shrugged. “Went for a piss. Someone nicked the table.”
Dougie looked over at the four girls at their table. “So why didn’t you join them?” He approached the table.
Stuart put out a hand. “Was that your boss?”
Dougie turned, his face dark. “Why you being so fucking nosy, Stu? It doesn’t suit you.” He tutted. “Bloody coppers.”
“Sorry.” Stuart swallowed, glad the sarge and the DI couldn’t see him now. He was making a hash of this.
Dougie looked at him, eyes narrowed. “Anyway, I need a piss too.” He glanced towards the bar. “Get us another one, eh?”
“I thought you were meeting your mates in Jinty’s.”
‘They can wait.” Dougie gave Stuart a ‘stay right there’ nod. “Stay there. You owe me a drink.”
“Right.”
Stuart turned just as one of the girls from their old table got up, crashing into him. He put out a hand to grab her arm and she pulled away.
“Oi, ye wee perv. Leave me alone!”
Stuart stared into her eyes. “I’m sorry. I was just worried I might have hurt you.”
She wrinkled her nose at him. “I can look after myself.”
Stuart looked down to see Dougie had dropped his phone. He swept it up quickly, hitting a button and glancing at the screen.
When the screen had gone blank again, he handed the phone to his friend, who was still standing by the bar. The girl had turned away and was talking to her mates.
“Here you go,” Stuart said. “You dropped this.”
Dougie sniffed, looking down at his phone. He looked up at Stuart, his face hard, then grunted and grabbed the phone. “Get that pint in.”
Stuart watched as his old friend wove through the bar, making his way to the toilets. He let out a long breath.
He’d not been able to get into the phone, but the display had shown him who’d made the call that Dougie had been so anxious to take.
Dougie had always refused to talk about his family. He’d claimed to have no siblings.
So who was the person who he’d added to his contacts under the name Idiot twin brother?



CHAPTER SEVENTY-ONE


AILA WAS WATCHING
River City when there was a hammering at the door downstairs.
She went to the front window of Petra’s flat, puzzled. Was it for the neighbours below?
She leaned as far as she could into the window and looked down. There was a man down there, wearing a cheap suit, his hair slick from the rain which had started drumming on her window half an hour earlier.
She didn’t recognise him. But he did look like he could be a copper.
She sighed and hurried to the video intercom in the hallway. “Are you after us on the top floor?”
“I’m looking for Petra.”
“She’s not here. She’s working.”
“Of course. Damn.”
Aila felt apprehension bubble in her throat. “Who are you?”
“My name’s Stuart. I work with her. I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have bothered you. I was nearby and…” He turned away from the camera, looking into the street.
“Are you being followed?” she asked.
“No. He went to meet his mates.”
“Who did?”
He turned back to the camera. “Can I come in? I need to get through to my sarge, he’s with Petra. And my phone’s out of juice.”
“Look…” She licked her lips. “If you’re after your sergeant, does that mean you’re in the Complex Crimes Unit?”
He nodded. “DC Stuart Burns. Hang on a mo.” His shoulder jiggled, then he held up an ID card.
Aila leaned towards the screen, but it was indistinct. There was a clear Police Scotland logo, though.
A logo would be easy to fake. And Petra had talked to her about a stalker, possibly two of them.
She wasn’t expecting a young man though.
“OK,” she said. “Look, sorry to be paranoid. But what’s the name of your DI?”
He frowned at the camera. “DI Tanner. Jade Tanner.”
She smiled; now that she did know. She pressed the buzzer to let him in.
A few moments later he was standing in her hallway, dripping onto the carpet.
“You need to get hold of Petra?” she said.
“Please. Can I borrow your phone?”
“Sure.” Aila went back into the living room where she’d left her mobile on the coffee table. River City had finished; she’d have to watch it on catch-up. Probably when Petra was out; she couldn’t stand the look of scorn she got when she turned it on.
“Here you are.” She held out the phone.
“Thanks,” he said. “Shit.” He clapped his hand to his mouth.
“You OK?”
“Yeah. It’s just… I shouldn’t have let him go. He was meeting some mates, I didn’t want him to think I was onto him.”
“Who was meeting some mates?”
“Dougie… it’s complicated.” He held up a finger. “Dr McBride?” he said. “It’s Stuart Burns. I’m at your flat, using your girlfriend’s phone.” He put a hand over the phone mouthpiece. “Sorry, I didn’t ask your name.”
“Aila,” she said.
He nodded, repeating her name into the phone. Aila smiled, imagining Petra’s reaction to him telling her the name of her own girlfriend.
He stood in silence, nodding. After a moment, he said, “Boss,” then lapsed into silence again.
Aila watched. She jumped at the sound of another knock at the door.
She swallowed the lump in her throat. “Your mate? This Dougie?”
“I don’t think he followed me,” Stuart whispered.
“I’ll go and have a look.”
She went into the living room again while he talked on the phone to his boss. He was telling her about a meeting he’d had in a pub. The Innis & Gunn, one she knew. Not more than five minutes’ walk from here.
She peered out onto the street. A man was standing outside the main door to the house their flat was in. He had grey-white hair and a marked bald patch.
She drew back, returning to the hallway. Stuart had stopped talking now. He was nodding, listening.
“Right, boss,” he said at last. “Will do.”
He handed the phone out to her. “Thanks.”
“Your mate?” she said. “The one from the pub. Is he balding, in his sixties?”
He frowned. “No. He’s in his twenties. Late twenties, and he’s got a stressful job, but…” He shook his head. “Full head of brown hair. Why?”
“There’s a man downstairs.”
Another knock. Aila grabbed Stuart’s arm involuntarily. “I think I know who it is,” she said.
He looked at her. “Who?”
She shook her head. This wasn’t her story to tell. “Someone who knows Petra.” She winced. “Shit. She told me this had stopped.”
“What had stopped?” He looked at her, puzzled. “Is Dr McBride in some kind of trouble?”
Aila chewed a fingernail. “No,” she said at last. “It’s fine. But you’ll have to wait.”
“I can’t. Dougie, my mate. He…”
“He what?”
He sniffed, his nostrils flaring. “He killed someone. More than one someone.”
Aila felt her eyes widen. “Who? Someone in the pub?”
He shook his head. “No. Look, I’ve got to go. I can’t just leave him.”
She nodded. “Don’t… the man downstairs. Don’t let him in. Ignore him. Please.”
Stuart shrugged. “Not my business.” He eyed her. “Unless he’s threatened Dr McBride? Do you need to report a crime?”
She pulled on a smile. “No. No, it’s fine.” Again, not her story to tell.
“Right.” He glanced at the phone in her hand.
“Do you want to borrow it?”
“Yeah. It would be helpful.”
“No problem.” She handed it over. “Just bring it back or give it to Petra when you’re done, yeah?”
“Yeah. Thanks.”
She watched as he turned and pushed the door to the flat open, hurrying down the stairs.
Just don’t let him in, she thought as he disappeared downstairs.



CHAPTER SEVENTY-TWO


JADE PUT DOWN THE PHONE. She looked at Mo and Petra.
“That was Stuart. He’s tracked Dougie McLeish down.”
“And?” said Mo.
“He wouldn’t be drawn on his parents, still won’t talk about them.”
“Where is he?” asked Petra. “Why’s he with Aila?”
“His phone’s out of juice, he went to your flat to use your phone if you were there.”
“But I’m here.”
“I don’t think he was thinking entirely straight.”
“Where’s Dougie now?” Mo asked.
“In the bar, I hope. I’ve sent Stuart back there.”
Petra looked worried. “What about Aila?”
“She’s fine. We won’t drag her into this, Petra.”
“OK.”
“There’s something else,” Jade said. “While Stuart was with Dougie, Dougie got a call.”
‘Who from?” asked Petra, at the same moment as Mo said, “Antonia Fraser.”
Jade looked at Mo, shaking her head. “It wasn’t his boss. He went outside to take the call, seemed to want to keep it a secret.”
“Did Stuart get a name?” asked Mo.
“Dougie dropped his phone. Stuart saw the contact name. It was ‘Idiot twin brother’.”
Patty was sitting at her desk, listening. “That’s who it is!” she cried.
Jade looked past Mo, towards her. “Who who is?”
“Come here. This is what I’ve been trying to tell you.”
Patty stuck her tongue out and bit on it, deep in concentration. She scrolled through Facebook until she came to a video. “This is from before Davina Wilson collapsed. In the bar.”
“What’s that got to do with Dougie’s family?” Mo asked.
Petra held up a hand. “Hang on a minute…” She nodded at Patty. Play it.
Patty hit Play. They all watched in silence.
At the front of the shot was a couple, kissing. But in the centre of the shot, just briefly, was Dougie McLeish. Or at least, someone who looked very much like him.
“But he was here,” said Patty. “At Douglas Lodge.”
Mo nodded. “His twin brother?”
“We need to get to the West End,” said Jade.
Petra’s eyes widened. “If that’s his brother’s contact on his phone, then…”
“Then it’s him,” said Mo. “It’s Dougie.”
Jade felt her heart pounding. She stood up. “Come on. Let’s go to Petra’s flat. Stuart can meet us there.”
Mo nodded and followed her. Jade could see the worry etched on his face. Petra was already grabbing her coat, her face pale. Jade’s stomach was tight. Had she sent a member of her team into danger?



CHAPTER SEVENTY-THREE


JADE TOLD Patty to stay in the office; she needed her to check Dougie McLeish’s phone records and find out who’d called him while he was with Stuart, and whether it was an international call.
“So much for going home and reading that Osman book,” said Patty.
Jade raised an eyebrow. “You really thought you were going to get the evening off?”
Patty shrugged. “Of course I didn’t. But a girl can live in hope, can’t she?”
“Sorry, Patty. You’ll get some time off when this is over, I promise. We all will.”
She turned to Mo. “I want you with me, in case Dougie runs. Petra, we might as well take you home.”
Petra nodded. “We can go over what we’ve learned in the car.”
“Works for me.”
They ran out of the office and down the stairs. Jade jumped into the driver’s seat of her car, Mo beside her. Petra sat in the back, leaning forwards as far as her seatbelt would let her.
Mo pulled up the photo of the back of Jade’s business card on his phone. Brendan Peters, Charles Jennings, Janine Arroz and Gordon McLeish.
“They all knew each other,” he said. “And then one of them died when their vehicle hit a mine.”
Jade looked at Petra in the rear-view mirror. She was nodding. “It would give Douglas reason to want revenge, if his father had been the only one to die. If he blamed them. His brother too.”
“Twin brother,” said Jade. “How did we not know about that?”
“Why would we?” asked Mo. “The article just referred to a young family.”
Jade shrugged. “Stuart said Dougie didn’t talk about his family. You’re right. And this wasn’t a formal investigation, we never looked into the backgrounds of the people taking part in the summit.”
“Maybe we should have,” muttered Mo.
They’d just left the M8 and were all but doubling back onto North Street. Jade hated this junction; no matter how many times she drove it, she always thought she was going to take the wrong turning.
“You think we should have taken a different tack,” she said as the lights changed to green and they headed towards the West End.
“That’s not what I said,” replied Mo. “Our hands were tied.”
“Partly by Dougie’s own boss.”
“You’re thinking she had something to do with it,” Petra said.
Jade shook her head. “She’s thrown him under the bus. She told Fraser that he’d been drinking with Jason Barrowman the night before the man died. Mo, have we asked the hotel what Barrowman was drinking yet?”
“Sauternes,” he said.
“Ew,” said Petra. Jade laughed, despite herself.
“Pretty sweet,” she said.
“If there was ethylene glycol in it, he wouldn’t have tasted it,” said Petra.
Jade pulled in a breath. “Right. Stuart is heading for the bar. Hopefully Dougie is still there. I need to speak to Fraser.”
“Surely we have enough to at least bring him in under caution?” said Mo.
“We have,” she replied as they drove between the stone buildings of the University of Glasgow. The streets were full of students, too young or too drunk to watch out for cars.
Mo’s phone rang.
“It’s Patty,” he said.
“Hands-free,” Jade told him.
Patty’s voice came out of the speakers. “Sarge.”
“What have you got for me, Patty?”
“OK, so I’ve managed to talk the phone company into giving me Dougie’s phone records. He called a number in the USA ten times over the last week and received a call from it this evening.”
“Have you identified that number?”
“I dialled it, did it in a way I couldn’t be traced. Hung up as soon as he answered.”
“And?” asked Mo.
“It was answered by someone with a Scots accent calling himself Hamish McLeish.”
Jade smiled at Mo. “That’s got to be him. The man in the bar.”
Mo nodded. “Anything from the hotel?”
“I spoke to one of the housekeeping staff. She said they kept the bottle of wine the English delegation were drinking the night before the deaths. We can analyse it.”
“Hell, I hope no one else has drunk from it,” said Petra.
“They haven’t. Bottle wasn’t finished and that tightass of a manager thought the bar could squeeze a few more measures out of it. Thankfully, no one else seems to be keen on the sweet stuff, apparently.”
“Thank God for that,” said Jade. “We’ll also need to find out how the poison was administered to Peters and Leroux.”
“He could have given it to Peters when the two of them met,” said Mo.
Jade nodded. “True, but we’ll need evidence. And what about Janine Arroz? She died in Paris.”
The car went silent. They turned into Petra’s road and Jade searched for a parking spot. “I can see why you don’t own a car,” she said.
“Here,” said Patty over speakerphone.
“Yes?” Jade said.
“Hamish McLeish. I’ve got a record of him marrying a woman called Francoise Guerrie, in 2018 in Edinburgh.”
“A Frenchwoman,” Jade said.
“She could have administered the poison to Arroz,” Mo muttered.
Jade nodded. “Patty, follow that up. We’ll need to know where Hamish’s wife was when Arroz died.” She finally found a space and reversed the car in. “OK. Now to track down that bar.”



CHAPTER SEVENTY-FOUR


STUART RAN ALL the way from Petra’s flat to the bar where Dougie had said he would meet his friends. Jinty McGuinty’s Irish bar. He grimaced at the name.
It was full of drunken students, a few office workers in suits. He scanned the tables.
No sign of Dougie.
“Oi, you drinking anything?” asked a well-built man behind the bar in an Irish accent that didn’t sound entirely authentic.
“No thanks.” He hurried out of the bar and scanned the street outside.
Shit.
He turned at the sound of his name.
Thank fuck.
He turned to see not Dougie walking towards him, but the sarge.
Shit. Now I’m going to have to explain how I lost a bloody suspect.
“Sarge,” he said.
“Where is he?” the sarge asked.
Stuart pointed behind him, at the bar. “He was meeting some friends in there.”
The sarge looked at him. “And? Is he in there?”
Stuart shook his head.
The sarge gave him a look. “Really? You lost him?” He looked up and down the street, as if Stuart hadn’t already been doing that.
“I’m going in,” the sarge said. “You stay here, keep an eye out.”
Stuart nodded, feeling helpless and stupid. He’d let the team down.
Dougie, where the fuck are you?’
He approached the bar and peered inside. The sarge was striding through the place, getting close to each table so he could look at faces in the bar’s gloom. He’d never looked more like police.
But you don’t know him, he thought, watching. You wouldn’t recognise him as easily.
“Stu?”
He turned at the sound of his name, feeling his stomach hollow out.
Please, let it be…
Dougie was approaching, strolling along the cobbles of Ashton Lane, his face softly illuminated by the fairy lights strung overhead.
“Dougie?” Stu said, trying not to sound as relieved as he felt.
“You alright, pal? I had to go back to Innis, left my bag.”
Stuart pulled on a grin and gave his old pal a mock-slap. “Eejit.”
“Oi. You left half your belongings in various bars while we were at uni, if I remember right.”
Dougie’s speech was slurred. Stuart wondered how many more pints he’d had.
“Where are your mates?” he asked.
Dougie pointed. “In Jinty’s. Come on, join us.”
“It’s fine.”
Dougie grabbed his arm. “Don’t be so dull. You said you’d have another drink with me.”
Stuart swallowed. He had no idea how the sarge would react to the two of them entering the bar. But he had to keep an eye on Dougie. There was no way he was losing him now.
He watched as his old friend turned and walked into the bar, looking back to wink at him as he opened the door.
Dougie McLeish, a killer?
He swallowed and followed Dougie inside, not knowing what he was more scared of. His old friend, or the colleague who was waiting in there for the two of them.



CHAPTER SEVENTY-FIVE


PETRA SAT opposite Jade in her living room, looking at the space differently now there was a new person in it.
The room was oddly shaped, she knew. Shabby in places and in need of a lick of paint. But it was warm and cosy, with a big rug and a couple of sofas, Aila’s cat asleep on one of them. Aila had offered coffee, but Jade had refused. Jade was keyed up, and Aila was too. She kept glancing at Petra, like she wanted to say something, but whatever it was, she couldn’t spit it out in front of Jade.
Jade’s phone was on the coffee table, Patty’s voice coming through the speaker. “Dougie McLeish studied on the same university course as Charles Jennings’ daughter, year below her. He could have been trying to get to Barrowman through her, but then she dropped out in his first semester. But he’s been trying to get close to the three intended victims all his adult life. He worked for an NGO that Barrowman set up, and then did some volunteering for the Peace Alliance. Then he moved onto working for Antonia Jacobs, which gave him access to the sort of political circles the three of them move in. He’s been getting as close to those people as he could.”
“Thanks, Patty,” Jade said. Her phone buzzed. “I’ll have to cut you off. That’s the super.”
The phone clicked as Patty hung up. Jade picked up the phone, her cheeks colouring. Petra allowed herself a smile. They’d make a good couple, her and Fraser.
Jade talked Fraser through what they knew so far. Petra and Aila watched in silence. Aila kept glancing towards the window. Petra gave her a frown, wondering what was on her mind. Aila shook her head.
Jade turned to Petra. “He wants to know what you think.”
Petra took the phone. “Fraser.”
“Petra, I’m sorry this has impacted you at your home.”
“It’s fine, Fraser, Stuart needed⁠—”
“What’s your view, Petra? Professionally. Do you think the nature of these crimes fits with what you’ve learned about Douglas McLeish?”
Jade was watching her, chewing a fingernail. She took a deep breath.
“Fraser,” she said. “I think the killer is someone who knew all three victims, either through their work or their personal lives. This is a crime that was planned, anticipated. I think they were all killed by the same person, or by people acting together. I believe the killer or killers were motivated by revenge for something that happened in the past – either something the three victims did together, or something the killer believes they did. And I think the killer will have known about the victims’ movements, either because they were staying in the hotel or because they were in touch with them.”
“Does that mean you think Douglas McLeish fits?”
“He enrolled on the same university course as Charles Jennings’ daughter. He’s been trying to get close to the three people who were with his father when he died, all his adult life. He worked for an NGO that Barrowman set up, and then for the Peace Alliance. He didn’t know about the room swap, so he didn’t know he was poisoning the wrong person, but his sister-in-law in Paris could have put that right. We have video footage of his twin brother in the Washington bar where Davina Wilson died. He’s the killer, or the ringleader at least. I’m sure of it.”
“Sure enough to testify in court?” asked Fraser.
“Yes.” She took a breath. “The victims knew each other in the past. They were involved in Peace Alliance, along with McLeish’s father. McLeish was a small child when his dad died, he’d have been scarred by it. That kind of thing haunts a person. Could make them think they have to punish the people involved. Peters was driving, he’d have blamed him.”
“OK,” said Fraser. “Give me back to Jade.”
Petra handed over the phone with a nod for Jade.
“Sir,” she said, then smiled to herself. “I understand.”
She hung up, then looked at Petra. “We’ll have our warrant. I need to find Mo and Stuart.”



CHAPTER SEVENTY-SIX


STUART LISTENED while Dougie slurred his words. The man was drunk, and the more he drank, the more he talked. He had stories about Antonia Jacobs, stories he probably shouldn’t be telling.
One by one, Dougie’s mates left. The sarge sat at the back of the bar, watching them, sipping on what looked like a Coke. Stuart smiled; he didn’t even realise bars like this sold Coke. Himself, he was on his third pint. He’d managed to buy a shandy for the second, but this one had been bought by Dougie, and it was going to Stuart’s head.
Dougie stopped talking. He stared into Stuart’s eyes, struggling to focus. He screwed up his face.
“Why you so interested in my family?” he said.
Stuart felt the breath catch in his throat. He resisted an urge to look over at the sarge.
He shrugged. “You never talked about them, that’s all, you know my family’s important to me. My mum and her⁠—”
“You want to know? You really want to know?”
Stuart stopped talking. He nodded, waiting.
Dougie leaned forward. He jabbed Stuart with a finger. “He died. Old bastard died when I was four. Four! Can you imagine what that does to you?”
“I’m sorry.
“Yeah. You blurry well should be.” Dougie swigged his pint. It was nearly empty, while Stuart’s was two-thirds full.
“Can I ask, how…?”
Another jab with that finger. “You won’t believe it.”
“Try me.”
“Bosnia. 2002.” Another swig of the pint.
Stuart waited.
Dougie slumped back in his chair. “There were four of them, car hit a landmine.” He looked into Stuart’s face. “He was the only one who died. Blood is on their hands, Stuart. Those bastards as good as killed my dad, and they walked away without a scratch.”
“Who?” Stuart asked, his voice barely more than a whisper.
“You know who. The Chief of Staff. The International Development Minister. And that bloody Frenchwoman.”
He stood up. Stuart shrank back, wondering if Dougie was about to attack him. He looked at his pint, suddenly panicking, remembering what the sarge had shouted as he’d ran out of the building earlier.
Don’t let him buy you a drink.
Stuart leaned over him. “They all deserved to die, and that’s why they’re dead.” He straightened up. “Need to piss. Stay there.”
Stuart reached across the table and grabbed Dougie’s arm. “Another drink?” he said.
Dougie shook his head. “Need to piss,” he repeated.
Stuart forced a smile. “One more for the road?” He glanced at the bar.
Dougie nodded, then lurched to his feet. Stuart stood up and put a hand on his shoulder. If Dougie got outside, he’d never be able to keep him talking.
They moved towards the back of the bar where the toilets were, Stuart keeping his hand on Dougie’s shoulder. As they reached the door, Stuart walked in front of him, blocking his path.
Dougie looked up at him, his eyes unfocused. “What you doin’, Stuart?”
Stuart smiled. “Just making sure you’re alright, mate.” He gave him a shove towards the door to the gents. Can’t have you getting away again. They’d passed the sarge, who’d given him a nod and mouthed “boss”.
“Come on,” he said.
“Excuse me.”
A woman’s voice. Stuart felt his limbs slacken with relief. She looked at Dougie, then Stuart.
“You’re sure?” she muttered, her breathing shallow.
He nodded.
“Wha’s goin’ on?” asked Dougie. “I know you, you’re that…” He shook his head.
Stuart pulled him upright. Dougie was a killer, but he was an old friend. This was so undignified.
He turned to the boss. “He confessed,” he muttered.
Her eyes widened. “All five deaths?”
“Not all five. But the main three.” He considered. “As good as.”
“That better be good enough.” She squared her shoulders and turned to Dougie.
“Douglas McLeish,” she said, “I’m arresting you for murder.”



CHAPTER SEVENTY-SEVEN


JADE PULLED her car out of the space she’d negotiated in Petra’s road and back onto the main road. The streets were lively, people standing outside the pubs, a few laughing and singing. Dougie had been taken away by Uniform, Petra had been updated, and Jade had Mo and Stuart in the car with her.
She looked at Stuart, sitting next to her in the passenger seat. “So, how are you feeling?”
Stuart gazed out of the window. “He’s my mate. I can’t believe he didn’t tell me.”
“About his dad dying?”
A nod. “All of it.”
“He’s hardly going to tell you he murdered five people.”
“He didn’t kill all of them.”
“You’re right. Three people, and conspiracy for the other two.”
“All five will be conspiracy once the CPS have gone through it all,” said Mo from the back seat.
Jade glanced in the rearview mirror. “You want a lift to the station too?”
He nodded. “I’ll get my car tomorrow.”
“Sensible. Why don’t you take a day off, spend some time with Cat?”
Mo wrinkled his nose. “And miss the interview? No chance.”
Jade allowed herself a smile. Mo worked too hard, but it was to her benefit.
At Byres Road she turned left. She didn’t feel like going via the M8 again. The bloody M8 seemed to dominate her life lately.
“Why d’you think he suddenly opened up to you?” she asked Stuart.
A shrug. “You’ll need to ask Dr McBride that one.”
“Oh, I’m sure she’ll have her theories.” She crossed the Great Western Road, the Botanic gardens on her left.
“Did her theories make a difference to the super?” asked Mo. “Did she convince him to give the warrant?”
“That and the evidence Stuart here got. You did a good job tonight, Stuart.”
He grunted. “I lost him twice. I drank two pints he bought. I’m a fuckin’ idiot.”
She smiled. “You’re a good copper. And you’d have tasted ethylene glycol in beer.”
“Not Guinness.”
She pursed her lips. Maybe not so smart, after all.
But he’d got the result.
Stuart turned to her. “Does that offer of some time off extend to me?”
She raised an eyebrow and glanced at Mo in the rear-view mirror. He nodded.
“It does,” she said. “You’ve been through a lot. And I want you to have a session with the police psychologist.”
“Boss, I’m sure tha⁠—”
She raised a hand. “No arguments. We arrested one of your oldest friends. You found out he’s a killer, and that he’s got a family you knew nothing about. There’s plenty for you to unpick there.”
‘I can ask Dr McBride to⁠—”
“No you bloody well can’t. You’re going to the police psychologist, and I’m not taking no for an answer.”
She’d ask for Rita Gannon. She’d seen Rita herself, after Dan had died. It had helped.
She looked in the rear-view mirror as they turned onto Maryhill Road. “Mo, you’ll set it up?”
“No problem, boss.”
“Good. Now let’s get you both onto trains home.”



CHAPTER SEVENTY-EIGHT


MO’S TAXI pulled up outside his house. He got out, thanking the driver, and stood in his driveway.
He took a deep breath. He felt drained but satisfied. He hoped Stuart would be alright. Mo knew that sometimes these things could hit you later.
He blew out a long breath and walked up to the door. It opened before he got there, and Catriona stood in the doorway, her hair loose around her shoulders, wearing her favourite old jumper. He was suddenly struck by how gorgeous she was.
He hugged her, and she held on tight. “Tea?” she asked.
“Please,” he said. He’d never drunk coffee, wasn’t about to start. In Birmingham he’d kept a coffee maker especially for the times that Zoe visited. He’d brought it up to Scotland with him, too, but it rarely made it out of the cupboard it lived in.
Cat pulled back and looked at him. “Will it be on the telly?”
He shook his head. “Not the truth.”
“Good.”
He followed her into the house. It was warm and smelled of baking. He loved coming home to this place, to her and the girls.
“Dad?”
He looked up to see Fiona, his eldest daughter, sitting on the stairs. She had both hands around the banisters, peering through them.
“Fiona!” he said. “It’s past midnight.”
“Sorry, I heard the car. I couldn’t sleep. Are you OK?”
He smiled. “Of course I’m OK. Now get back to bed.”
Behind him, Cat shooed Fiona up the stairs, and the girl stood and made her way to her bedroom, yawning. He tuned and gave his wife a kiss.
“I’ve missed you,” she said. “You’re working long hours.”
“Oh, that won’t last,” he told her. “It’ll be back to the drudgery soon.”
“Do you hate it that much?”
He sighed. “No. It’s work. It’s no different from anywhere.” He swallowed. “I’m sorry. Am I a misery to live with?”
She stroked his cheek. “Of course not.” She pulled back. “I hope you don’t mind. We’ve got a visitor.”
He frowned at her. “A visitor? At this time of night?”
“He arrived earlier. I gave him his tea, like always.”
Mo smiled. Nicholas. “He’s staying the night?”
Catriona nodded.
Mo pushed open the kitchen door to see Nicholas Finch sitting at the table, sipping a coffee. When he’d left Birmingham for Stirling University, the boy had never touched the stuff. But it seemed to be his way of retaining a connection to his mum.
He thought of the conversation he’d had with Zoe. Was that yesterday? It felt like weeks ago.
“Nick.” He walked to the table and gave his godson a hug. “You scrounging food off us again?”
“Sorry.”
Mo laughed. “We don’t mind. You’re family, always welcome.”
A smile. “Thanks. I appreciate it.”
Mo put up a finger, listening. Sure enough, the washing machine was running. He raised his eyebrows and Nicholas grimaced.
“Sorry.”
“It’s fine. It’s what we’re here for.”
Catriona walked past him, brushing her hand against his waist. Nicholas picked up his mug of coffee.
“I’d best be off to bed. See you in the morning. Thanks again.”
Mo nodded. He should text Zoe before he went to bed, let her know her son was here.
And there was one thing he knew for certain.
While Nicholas Finch was using this as a second home, he couldn’t even think about leaving Scotland.



CHAPTER SEVENTY-NINE


JADE WALKED INTO THE OFFICE, her footsteps echoing in the half-empty space. She had to go and interview Dougie McLeish, but first she wanted to talk to her team.
It had been too late to do anything other than hand Dougie over to Uniform when they’d arrested him. And besides, the man was drunk. She needed him to sober up before she could question him.
She looked around the room. Everyone was busy, but there was a strange energy in the air. They’d caught a killer, but the killer was someone who had a connection to the team. Even without Stuart here, it created an atmosphere.
“You all OK?” she asked, wondering who the all was; there was only Mo and Patty in the vast space.
Mo looked up with a tight smile. “Good, boss. I’ve spoken to Petra. Told her you want her watching the interview on the cameras.”
“Good. And you’ll be in with me.”
“No problem.”
She nodded. “Give me a moment.”
She walked to the meeting room. Jade didn’t have an office here; this was the only space she could use if she wanted some privacy.
She sat down at one end of the long table and picked up her phone, about to ring Fraser.
A movement caught her eye: the main door opening. She sighed: it was Stuart.
Patty got up from her chair and went over to him. She gave him a hug which he returned, clearly reluctant. Mo gave him a pat on the arm.
Jade opened the door to the meeting room. “I told you to take the day off.”
He shrugged. “I… I couldn’t stop thinking about the case. I want to know what’s happening, boss. I hope you don’t mind.”
“I don’t mind at all. Come on in here.” She stood back to let him pass. He took a seat at the other end of the table from her.
“I won’t bite.”
“Sorry.” He shuffled closer, his face pale. “Sorry, boss.” He perched on the edge of the chair, his back straight.
“Nothing to be sorry for,” she said. “Are you alright?”
He nodded. “I’ll be fine. It’s just… it’s hard to get your head around.”
“I know. The sarge has arranged that session with the psychologist. It’ll be on Monday.”
He grimaced, but then nodded.
“Good,” she said.
“He wasn’t himself,” Stuart said. “At the bar. What if he doesn’t confess when you interview him?”
“We’ve got plenty of evidence. Patty has been amassing more. And we’ve got access to more forensics now. You don’t need to worry.”
“Where is he now?”
“At Cumberland Street. I’m heading over there now, with the sarge. And before you ask, no you can’t sit in. We’ll have to be very careful about how we present your verbal evidence, too. But it will be presented, don’t worry.”
He looked down at his hands. “Yeah.”
“You OK with that?”
Stuart looked up. He wiped his cheek. “I’m fine, boss.”
The DC was anything but fine. But he wanted to do his job. Jade understood that. And he was angry, she could see it in his eyes.
She nodded. “I want you to take the day off, Stuart. Go back home. You’ve had a hell of a shock.”
“I’m fine, boss.”
She raised an eyebrow. “Go and see some mates, proper mates. A girlfriend, if you’ve got one. Boyfriend, whatever. Take your mind off things.”
Stuart nodded. “Thanks, boss.”
Patty was standing in the doorway. “They’re ready for you, boss.”
Jade looked up at her. “Look after him, Patty.”
“Of course, boss,” she said. “We will.”



CHAPTER EIGHTY


PETRA STOOD in front of the mirror, adjusting her suit and feeling like a fraud.
They’d see through her in five minutes flat. She’d been up half the night worrying about it, and now she was so tired she could barely think.
“I can’t do this,” she said.
Aila came up behind her and put her hands on her shoulders. “Yes, you can.”
“I don’t know anything about community support work. I’m a forensic psychologist.”
“You know about people,” Aila reminded her. “You know how to help them. And you’re going to be great.”
Petra turned to her. “What if they ask me about my last job? What if they find out I was fired?”
“You weren’t fired, you were made redundant. And if they ask, you tell them the truth. You’re a professional, Petra. They’ll understand.”
She shook her head. “I don’t know.”
“You do,” Aila said. “You know. You’re just scared.”
Petra looked at her. “I am scared.”
“I know you are, darling. But you’re going to be fine. I have every confidence in you.”
Petra took a deep breath. She didn’t have any confidence in herself, but she trusted Aila. If Aila believed in her, then maybe she could believe in herself.
She nodded. “OK. I’m going to do it.”
“I know you are. And you’re going to be great.”
Petra gave her a smile and a kiss, then turned and left the bedroom. She had to pack her bag, and then she was out the door. She was going to be late on her first day, and that was the last thing she needed.
She hurried to the hallway of the flat, then turned back to see Aila standing there. She had her phone in her hand. She wasn’t smiling.
Petra felt her stomach tighten. “What’s up?”
“Petra, love,” Aila said. “I know you cancelled your appointments with your psychologist.”
Petra took a breath. “I don’t have time for them. I’ve got this new job and I need to throw myself into it.”
Aila shook her head. “You’re going to be dealing with challenging people in this new job. You need to be in the best place you can if you’re going to help them.”
“I’m fine, Aila. I’m a professional. I can do this.”
“You’re not fine. You’re scared and you’re tired and you’re vulnerable. And you still won’t talk to me about the fact he knocked on the door the other ni⁠—”
Petra raised a hand. “Please. I’m just about to start my first day in a new job, and you’re making me late.”
Aila took a step towards her. “I know you’re a professional, Petra. I know you can do this job. But I also know you’re a human being, and you need help sometimes. There’s no shame in that.”
Petra shook her head. “I don’t have time for it.”
“You’re making a mistake.”
Petra looked at her. “Please, don’t tell me how to live my life.”
Aila flinched, then took a deep breath. “I….”
Petra took a step towards her girlfriend Why did she always do this? “I’m sorry, sweetheart. I didn’t mean that. I know you have my best interests at⁠—”
“Go to your job,” Aila said. “It’s up to you.”
Petra stared at her; her chest heavy.
“I am sorry. But I can make my own decisions.”
Aila sniffed. “I love you, Petra. You know that don’t you?”
“Of course I do.” Petra resisted an urge to check her watch.
“I don’t want to see you…”
“See me what?”
“If you refuse to take care of yourself, love, then… I can’t be with you if you won’t get help.”
Petra looked at her. Now, of all days. “You’re giving me an ultimatum?”
A shrug.
Petra shook her head. “I have to go to work.” Her voice was tight.
“You have to go to work,” Aila repeated. “Fine. Of course.”
Petra turned and walked out of the flat, barely able to speak. How had it gone so quickly from Aila telling her she was awesome, to what looked like it might be the end of their relationship?



CHAPTER EIGHTY-ONE


JADE STEPPED out of the room and turned to Mo. “How did I do?” she asked.
He smiled. “You were great, boss. You got him to talk.”
She nodded. “Good. Let’s go and find out what’s happening with his brother.”
They walked along the corridor, passing uniformed officers she didn’t know. They stared as she and Mo walked by, no doubt wondering who Mo was, and trying to place her. It had been three years since she’d last worked in Glasgow CID.
She felt herself relaxing. She’d done it. She’d got a confession out of Dougie McLeish.
She was exhausted. She yawned.
Mo looked at her. “You should go home, boss.”
She shook her head. “I want to know what’s happening with McLeish’s brother.”
He nodded. “You need to talk to the super.”
“Wait downstairs for me.”
Mo nodded and walked away. Jade knew Fraser had an office in this building; she’d visited it, back when he’d offered her the job heading up the CCU. She still wondered why the unit didn’t have a DCI in charge, but just a lowly DI like her.
He was waiting for her, standing in his doorway.
“Jade,” he said.
She glanced around, but the corridor was empty. She remembered the promise they’d made to each other.
After the case was over, they’d go out for dinner. A date.
“Well done,” he said. “You and your team beat the odds.”
She grinned. “Beat Antonia Jacobs, you mean.”
He raised an eyebrow. “I’m not sure that’s what we’ll be telling the world.”
She followed him into his office. He closed the door. “Will the world know about Douglas McLeish and his brother?”
Fraser shook his head. “The whole thing will be kept quiet, I’m afraid. The security implications…”
She nodded. “Is there news on the brother?”
“Hamish McLeish was arrested at Dulles Airport this morning,” he said. “They found a bottle of antifreeze in his luggage.”
She stifled a grin. “It strengthens our case.”
His eyes flashed. “It sure does. So, that date I was promised…”
She felt her face heat up. “Yes…”
“Where would you like to go?”
Jade felt her body slump. She was tired. And she’d been neglecting Rory. She couldn’t ask her mum to babysit again.
Fraser grabbed her hand. She resisted the urge to look back at the door.
“It’s OK,” he said.
“What is?”
“I know how tricky it is for you. Why don’t we go somewhere near your house? Then you only need to ask your mum to be with Rory for a couple of hours.”
She nodded. “Not tonight, though.”
He looked into her eyes. “Of course. And we could do this at your house, if it’s easier.”
She shook her head. “Not with Rory there. It would be…” She wrinkled her nose.
He smiled. “I’ll book the Boat House.”
“Sounds lovely.”
Her hand was still in his. He lifted it and kissed the back of it, then rested it against his cheek. She felt her skin tingle.
“I can’t wait,” he said.
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