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  Chapter 1
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LIVIO



There are days where you just feel like everything is going to go wrong, and this was one of those days. How did I know? It was inexplicable: a feeling, intuition. That’s my thing, intuition. 
It’s normal for a policeman, they say…
Maybe it was the coffee spilled on my files, or maybe it was my stomach groaning every couple of hours. Damn diet! But one thing was clear. It wasn’t about to get any better. 
A dead body is never good news.
I parked my car out front of a small townhouse—there are hundreds of them in Nice—at the end of a dead-end street, which I guess would normally be relatively quiet.
It was the perfect kind of place for arranging discreet meetings, and it was already swarming with police cars, security tape set up to discourage people from getting any closer. 
A few neighbors gathered nearby with grave expressions on their faces. They would never have foreseen their street becoming a crime scene. I could see the next day’s newspaper articles talking about an ordinary family, a polite and shy man who regularly visited his great-aunt.
An everyman.
But Bruno Santoni wasn’t the ideal neighbor, nor the perfect great-nephew, and that, I knew all too well.
The reason I’d been called in was because I’d been trying to catch the bastard for a while now. Had he made a grave mistake this time? Heck, I hoped so. Nothing put me in a worse mood than knowing there was a killer walking my streets, especially one with Santoni’s past of murder, racketeering, and all kinds of trafficking. The man was far from a saint. You had to give him credit though—he never got caught.
I got out of my old Volkswagen and headed for the little ochre-colored house, passing a young woman in front of the iron gate, her blonde hair in a ponytail. She seemed to be a little bit out of breath.
“Who’s in charge here?” I asked.
“They’re all inside. Lieutenant Leonard is interrogating the owner in the living room. The body is in the kitchen. It’s not a pretty sight,” she said, lowering her gaze.
I was thinking that maybe this was her first homicide when she pointed to the street. “I’m part of the forensic department. I’m going to get my equipment.”
I stepped aside to let her pass. I was sure she was a newbie. I’d never met her before, and given her age, she hadn’t been with the police for long. For once, at least, forensics hadn’t taken hours to show up.
I entered a hallway with worn terracotta tiles and headed toward what looked like the living room. There, I found the detective in charge of the investigation, in the middle of an interrogation. Sitting across from him, on a sofa from God knows what decade, was an old woman. This had to be the homeowner, Madeleine Barale, Bruno Santoni’s great-aunt. The detective with her was none other than my little sister Lara’s boyfriend, Adam Leonard.
“Leonard,” I said, to let him know I was there.
“Rossi Number 1,” he replied, hardly looking up from his notebook.
I hated that nickname, as well as all the similar ones people gave me. The trouble was, there were two police officers named Rossi in Nice, and the other one (nicknamed “Number 2,” as you might guess) was none other than my brother Giovanni. Much to my disappointment, people had gotten into the habit of referring to us this way. At least our two other brothers were spared the numbers, since their professions were different. There was “Rossi the firefighter” for Matteo, and “Rossi the lawyer” for Vincenzo. Although, in Vincenzo’s case, depending on the people he’d represented, he was sometimes given nicknames that were far less flattering.
It was rare, but not unheard of, that Giovanni was called out to a crime scene, Matteo took an injured person to the emergency room, I was put in charge of the investigation, and Vincenzo was chosen as the defense lawyer. A sort of 100% Rossi virtuous circle. Only our little sister, a wedding planner, was sure to be excluded (unless there was an unlikely happy ending to the whole series of events).
While Adam finished his interrogation, I went to take a look at the victim. The man was sprawled across the kitchen floor, with chocolate, bear-shaped cereal pieces scattered around his feet. You’d never picture a criminal having a taste for kids' food, but it happens far more often than you’d think. What bothered me at that moment was why someone had served him that in the middle of the afternoon. Coffee, a slice of cake, maybe… but children's cereal?
However, before I could solve the cereal mystery, I had a much bigger problem—namely, to find the murderer who’d put a bullet between his eyes. This execution-style killing was pure Santoni. Clean, efficient. Well, if you ignored the clumps of goo now covering the kitchen cabinets. The forensic scientist was going to have her work cut out for her. I hoped the young blonde had a strong stomach. I certainly wasn’t hungry anymore.
I observed the dead man and wondered what he might have looked like just a few hours ago, before the light left his eyes. Did he have a bad feeling when he got up this morning? Did he fear for his life when he got here? Nobody imagines they’re going to die getting their brains blown out, or that there’ll be teddy bears to taunt them with their disturbing little smiles.
He looked like your everyday, average guy. You can’t tell a mobster by his face. Not even Santoni.
The victim was in his forties, with slightly unruly hair, a belly that suggested a love of good food, and an old but clean t-shirt with a sports brand logo.
I hadn’t heard Adam join me until he was standing at my side. 
“Do you have any idea who it is?” I asked.
“None. I’m hoping the forensic team can help us with that.”
“I bumped into one of them outside. She left to get her gear.”
“Great, I didn’t know they were already here.”
“What have we got?”
“Not a lot. According to Mrs. Barale, she was taking a nap when the shot was fired. Her nephew Bruno Santoni was supposed to be having a coffee with one of his friends, but she was asleep when the friend arrived. It was a woman who sounded the alert and who, according to the first people on the scene, said she saw Santoni in the kitchen, gun in hand, before he fled. She’s a student who lives in the guesthouse out back. She’d come into the kitchen to ask Mrs. Barale if she could borrow some milk for her cereal. She heard the gunshot as she walked through the door.”
“Let me guess, she was eating little chocolate bears?”
“Yeah, she dropped the bowl when she found the body.”
“Fair enough. Where is she now? If she saw our guy, I’d like to talk to her.”
“She’s being kept in a room upstairs. We wanted to interrogate the two women separately so they couldn’t influence each other’s story. I have an officer outside the room.”
“What about the old woman? What did she tell you?”
He sighed. “Nothing interesting. Of course her great-nephew is a saint. He comes here two or three times a week, does the shopping, sometimes takes her out to a restaurant on Sundays. He’s very polite, and it’s completely impossible that he shot the man in the kitchen.”
“So, just like normal,” I said.
The families of the worst criminals always had the nicest things to say about them. They were well-behaved, serious, honest, clean-cut guys. My own mother wouldn’t speak about me so highly. I had no doubt that she thought highly of all of her five children, but if someone came to interrogate her, the first thing she would tell the investigators would be questionable anecdotes from when we were teenagers or how difficult it was to raise four boys so close in age. Then she would go on about the fact that I didn’t call her often enough, which made me an ungrateful child that she’d spoiled too much.
“She admitted he sometimes has friends over, but says it’s because he likes to enjoy the garden,” said Adam.
“A group of nature lovers. Maybe they should form a gardening club while they’re at it?” I asked sarcastically. “Well, she’s not going to tell us anything. Shall we go talk to the girl together?”
“It’d be my pleasure.”
We climbed the narrow staircase and were greeted by a uniformed policeman standing on the landing.
“What’s she doing?” Adam asked.
“No idea. I closed the door, and she hasn’t tried to escape,” the police officer said.
Adam knocked on the wooden door, but there was no response. We exchanged a look, and he knocked again. Still nothing.
“Robin? It’s Lieutenant Leonard, can I come in?”
Silence.
Adam shrugged and tried the handle. It was locked. Losing his patience, he knocked a bit more forcefully. “Miss Robin? Please open up!”
A slight panic came over my colleague and brother-in-law. Had she fainted? Was she in shock? The officer on duty went to fetch a screwdriver, and I popped the lock in no time.
Quickly, we found ourselves facing another problem: our witness had disappeared.
Exactly how she did it was pretty clear from the open window. It was easy to see that you didn’t need to be an accomplished acrobat to get onto the roof of the covered walkway in the garden below and then slide down one of the pillars.
“What did you say her name was?” I asked.
Adam flicked through his notebook. “Robin. Roxane Robin.”
The name struck me as vaguely familiar. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but I’d heard it before. “Let me guess. About 5’1”, blonde hair up in a ponytail, wearing faded jeans and a black t-shirt?”
“Yes, how did you know?”
“I have two pieces of bad news for you,” I said. “The first is that our witness has escaped. The second is that the forensic team hasn’t arrived.”






  
  Chapter 2
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ROXANE


Iwas speeding down the highway in the south of France. A convertible car, hair blowing in the wind—I could almost believe I was in a music video by The Cardigans. Except weaving between families in minivans and Dutch tourists in campers was far less glamorous than cruising down a desert road. 
The longer I drove, the less anxious I felt. Somewhere before Aix-en-Provence, I actually started to enjoy this impromptu trip.
I refused to think about what had happened that afternoon and the possible consequences. What scared me wasn’t the fact that I’d seen a dead body—even if I’d rather not have—it was that I was a witness to a murder. Worse, I had seen the murderer and had no doubt about his identity, nor that if I even thought of saying a word about it, he would deal me the same fate as the poor guy with the mullet. 
Did I want to die with a bullet between the eyes, my brains splattered across the kitchen cabinets of a sweet, slightly gullible grandmother?
Absolutely not.
And it was a safe bet that the guy with the MacGyver hairstyle, lying on the cold kitchen tiles in Madeleine Barale’s house, hadn’t wanted to, either.
“Don’t Stop Me Now” by Queen was playing over the radio, and I turned up the volume to sing along with Freddie Mercury. Gradually, the lyrics infused themselves into me, and I started to believe I was invincible.
It was at that moment that a sports car leveled up to me. Its driver, in his twenties, with impeccably cut hair and wearing sunglasses, seemed like the stereotypical guy trying to show off while having nothing under the hood. He glanced over and sped up, but not to pull away. No, the roar of his engine was precisely calculated to send me a message: he was provoking me.
Had he sensed that I could never say no to a challenge? Did he want a race? Well, he was going to get one.
And I hoped he was on his way to his mother’s, because he would need a shoulder to cry on when I was done with him.
We made sure we were side by side, as if on an imaginary starting line. Then, after a countdown that only existed in our minds, we both accelerated. Foot firmly pressed on the accelerator, but making sure not to go full out, I let the bragger in the red car gain a few yards. Focused on the road ahead, he must have thought he was having the race of his life. He probably imagined a cheering crowd on the side of the track, chanting his name. When I felt like I’d given him enough room to think he had it in the bag, I put my foot to the floor. It only took a few seconds for me to overtake him again.
In my rear-view mirror I saw his surprise, which was quickly replaced with rage. He was ready to retaliate.
That was when I gave up, not because I thought I couldn’t beat him, but because I had some common sense. This type of guy would never give up, thanks to his manly pride. And on second thought, it was better for me to keep a low profile. After all, I was in trouble for a few things, I didn’t need to add a speeding ticket to the list.
But as soon as I got back into the right-hand lane and slowed to a reasonable speed, there were flashing blue lights and a siren.
Shit!
I hoped they were after the show-off in the sports car. Maybe if I ducked down and prayed hard enough, they’d pass by without noticing me? But no such luck…
When they reached my side, the officer riding shotgun motioned for me to take the next exit. For a brief second, I thought about speeding up again and trying to lose them. But I figured that if it wasn’t them stopping me now, I’d be met with a grand welcoming committee at the next tollbooth. And it was easier to try to sweet-talk two officers than an entire squad.
I moved to the side lane, closely followed by the navy-blue car. When it was possible, I parked on the shoulder, awaiting my fate. This was far from being my first rodeo, and I knew panicking wouldn’t help. I needed to come up with a plan, preferably quickly.
It was the officer in the passenger seat who got out of the car and slowly walked toward me, hand resting on his belt. This was definitely to make an impression and to show me he was ready for anything, even drawing his gun if necessary… unless, of course, he had simply eaten too much, and this was his way of loosening his belt and momentarily giving his stomach room to breathe.
He had enormous eyebrows, like two little furry umbrellas for his eyes. And beyond the stern look he gave me, I saw that Mother Nature hadn’t been very kind. That could be to my advantage. The good-looking cops were more confident and less easy to corrupt.
Because I had the roof down, he stared at me for a few seconds. I made sure to offer him a silly, timid smile and batted my eyelashes. I wished I had some cleavage, it would have been a great distraction.
“Do you know why I’ve pulled you over, miss?”
I looked down, sighed loudly, and then pulled a hopeless expression. “I think I was over the speed limit. I’m sorry, I just got caught up in the moment. With the weekend and the holidays coming up… I looked away from the speedometer.”
I thought playing a nice, young, carefree girl would do the trick, but judging by what happened next, it appeared I hadn’t managed to convince him.
“Registration, please.”
“Ah…erm…yes, of course.”
Shit.
I rummaged around in the glove box, knowing there was a ninety-nine percent chance it wasn’t there. I’d taken this car for a test drive over an hour ago, and the car salesman earlier was gullible but not completely stupid.
“Hmm… My boyfriend told me it was in here,” I said, feigning surprise.
The police officer frowned. Now he was really scary.
“Can I see your driving license please, miss?”
The emphasis on this last word made me realize that my chances of getting away were disappearing by the second. Megabrows didn’t like absentminded girls, and that was an error in judgment on my part. I had to opt for plan B. Cooperate so I could simply leave with a slap on the wrist, a lecture, and maybe a fine (which I wouldn’t pay), but free.
“Yes, sir.”
I started looking in the bag I had picked up at the station locker, rummaged around, and then paused for two seconds.
“Do you at least have your license?” he asked, a little impatient.
“Yes, here it is,” I said, holding up the precious document with a friendly smile.
He studied it for a long time, but I wasn’t overly concerned. I had hired an excellent forger to do the job. That permit cost me a small fortune.
“Angélique Rougon,” he read out loud.
“That’s me.”
He raised his eyebrows and they almost disappeared under his flat cap, which was a real feat, considering just how thick they were. I panicked for a moment before remembering one small detail.
“The photo’s from my goth phase. It should be illegal to have a driver’s license photo taken on your eighteenth birthday,” I said jokingly, hoping he would buy it.
To my surprise, I finally saw a smile flash across Groucho Marx’s lips.
“For the registration—” he started.
We were interrupted by the police vehicle driver’s-side door opening. As the second officer got out, seeing her bulldog-on-the-verge-of-attack demeanor, I realized I had been dealing with the nicer of the two.
My time was officially up.
I had more than a few tricks up my sleeve. But right then, I was out of inspiration. Maybe it was the shock of the afternoon, or maybe it was just one of those days where I didn’t have any mojo. I knew I was done for. The only question left was: how bad would it be?
She called her colleague to her, and although their little chat near the car didn’t last very long, it was nonetheless devastating.
Megabrows came toward me, this time with a determined look on his face, and his colleague gave me such a cold look, I felt like I was being turned to stone.
“Can you get out of the vehicle, please, miss?”
In one final bluff, I feigned surprise. “Huh? Why?”
Groucho looked at me like he had a taser and wasn’t afraid to use it. I realized that the longer I made him wait, the worse off I would be. If I didn’t want to ride to the police station handcuffed in the backseat, I’d have to cooperate a little.
I undid my seatbelt, opened the door, and no sooner had my feet touched the ground, the frustrated cop pushed me up against the side of the car and was handcuffing me.
“Hey! What did I do?”
“The vehicle is declared stolen.”
“But it’s a misunderstanding.”
“Oh yeah? Where is the registration?”
“It’s…it’s not stolen. It was a loan!”
“And you were speeding,” she said, hauling me toward their car.
“That’s what I said. I was testing it out to see if I wanted to buy it.”
“Over fifty miles away from where it was sold?”
“You need to think about a car like this before taking out a five-year loan,” I argued weakly.
“You can tell that to my colleague down at the station, but we’re taking you in.”
Taking on the idiot in the red car really was the worst idea I could’ve had today. But, at least if there was one place Bruno Santoni wouldn’t go looking for me, it was at a police station.






  
  Chapter 3
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LIVIO


“So, your potential witness has just disappeared into thin air,” concluded Leah when I reported the events of the last few hours. 
“Yes, and to top it all off, Roxane Robin isn’t her real name. She’s been living at Mrs. Barale’s for four months, and the old woman swears she’s always gone by that name. She even had papers for the lease.”
Leah sat back and stared at a fixed point, lost in thought.
Although she was my superior, I also considered her a friend. She was in her early forties, single, or rather married to the job, and had worked her way up in the police force, which not everyone liked. Many of them wanted her position, but she wasn’t afraid to take risks and even put her job on the line when it was necessary. For that alone I admired her.
“You’re sure it’s Santoni?”
“It was his modus operandi. The fact that it was at his great-aunt’s, I’m sure of it. Even though we didn’t get to formally interrogate the witness, when Leonard asked her, she said she recognized him.
“She’d already met him?”
“Yes, according to his great-aunt they met occasionally. She didn’t think they got the chance to talk, but she wasn’t sure.”
“Do you think the witness might work for Santoni?”
“Why? If she does, she wouldn’t have turned him in.”
Leah shrugged. “In shock, why not? Maybe she didn’t expect him to shoot a guy in cold blood before her eyes. She said something, and then realizing she’d made a mistake, she left.”
“That, or she’s working for the competition,” I remarked.
“Meaning?”
“She could very well have been paid by a rival gang to live at Mrs. Barale’s and keep an eye on her nephew.”
“That could also be true, but we still don’t know who she is.”
I ran my hand across my face. “Yeah, we’re at a dead end.”
“And the victim?”
“We took his fingerprints, as well as the girl’s. I’m waiting for the results.”
She nodded, and I was about to get up, thinking the conversation was over. But Leah didn’t see it that way.
“You’re sure you want to lead the investigation?” she asked.
“Excuse me?” I was pretty surprised by the question. Everyone in Nice knew I’d been after Santoni for years.
“It was Leonard who was working the case. I know he’s doing you a favor by letting you have a look, but…”
“Go on, say what’s on your mind,” I said, crossing my arms.
“I’m worried about you, Livio. Catching Santoni has almost become an obsession of yours. I’ve seen completely sane guys go half mad over simpler cases than this. I wouldn’t want—”
“It won’t come to that,” I cut her off. “I’m going to put Santoni behind bars and that’s that.”
“When was the last time you took a vacation, Livio?”
There was no way I was going to answer that, so I ignored it. “I’m going to go see if the ID results have come back.”
She gave me a look that reminded me terribly of the one my mother used to give me when I told her tall tales as a kid... or even now. But I turned on my heel.
A vacation was the last thing I wanted. I couldn’t even imagine myself relaxing in the sun when a scumbag like Santoni was on the loose.
I wasn’t an idiot. I knew I was a bit tense at the moment, but what I needed was some sugar, not a break.
I was always hungry because of my stupid diet, and I was sure the lack of fat was actually bad for my brain, but I’d also decided it was a necessary evil. I couldn’t be out of shape, not for my job, and I had promised myself this little bulge that had formed over my stomach would soon be gone.
I had only just left Leah’s office when Rhett pounced on me.
“Livio, we’ve got your results,” he said, brandishing a piece of paper like a journalist announcing the latest scoop in a newsroom.
At least in the movies from the nineties.
I joined him, snatched the papers from his hands, and started to read. He tried to read over my shoulder, something I hated more than anything, but I could have spent hours explaining it to him, and it probably wouldn’t have changed anything. My time was too precious to go through Rhett’s unbearable manners with him one by one.
Alerted by the noise, Leah came out of her office and asked, “Well?”
“Who was in charge of this?” I asked, raising my voice so that my colleagues around me could hear.
“Me,” replied Ludivine from her desk. “Is there a problem?”
“You’re certain it’s not a mistake?”
She looked at me, surprised, as though wondering what I’d been smoking.
The scoop: nothing at all. I hadn’t even had my caffeine fix. The swill they served at the station, especially without sugar, was downright irresponsible to put in your body. I'd rather go without, than feel like I'd ingested motor oil.  
“I asked for the results of the fingerprints taken by the forensics team to be sent straight to us,” Ludevine said. “Do you think they sent the wrong file?”
“Wrong one, maybe not…”
“Well what’s going on?” Leah asked impatiently.
“We have a match for the witness’ fingerprints that were found at the scene.”
Everyone was staring at me. They didn’t see what the problem was, so I explained. “Jenny Grandet.”
The room was silent. Apparently that name didn’t mean anything to them.
“Eugenie Grandet? Has nobody heard of her?” I asked, growing impatient.
“Is it an actress?” asked Rhett.
“No, she’s the main character of a novel by Honoré de Balzac,” I sighed. “Have you never been to a library?”
Leah glared at me. Okay, the kid was allowed not to be a fan of nineteenth-century literature, but in that case, he should have refrained from commenting.
“Just because Jenny Grandet sounds like Eugenie Grandet doesn’t mean it’s suspicious.”
“No one is called that,” I said.
“In fact, her parents may have thought it would be an amusing nod to Balzac with that surname. They modernized Eugenie to Jenny,” suggested Ludivine. “I have a childhood friend who was called Mauro. Her parents gave her the first name Marie-Lynn…”
“Ah! I know her, she’s an actress,” exclaimed Rhett as if he had just won the final of Who Wants to be a Millionaire with that answer.
“Yes, Marilyn Monroe’s an actress, but the girl in my class wasn’t,” said Ludivine.
The need to specify that wasn’t completely uncalled for, given that our colleague was devoid of any common sense. You only had to spend two minutes with Rhett to know that if he passed the entrance exam, it was thanks to his physical aptitude rather than his general knowledge.
Why were we blessed to have him with us? Well, I guess every workplace had its own village idiot, and in the grand lottery of idiots, we got Rhett.
Leah often told me to give him a chance and that one day he might surprise us, that he needed to build up his confidence. I couldn’t even count how many times she’d said it. I myself was a newbie only a few years ago, but I refused to believe I was ever such a dimwit.
“Can you type in Roxane Robin’s name on your computer?” I asked Ludivine, who was still sitting at her desk, unlike the rest of us.
“In the database? But haven’t you already checked?”
“On the internet. Don’t bother with the first couple of search result pages.” I knew there’d be namesakes who had nothing to do with the little blonde I’d met in old Barale’s garden.
I walked around the desk to sit right beside her. Just two minutes earlier, I’d been thinking about how much I hated people reading over my shoulder…
“There,” I said, pointing to the screen.
“Cyrano de Bergerac?” she said, surprised, clicking on the link.
“Magdalene Robin, known as Roxane, Cyrano’s cousin. That’s two literature-inspired names.”
“Okay, so we’re dealing with a fan of old books,” said Leah. “That doesn’t tell us who our man, or rather woman, is.”
“No, I know,” I replied, “but this is as good a lead as any.”
“What about the dead guy? Do you know who he is?” Leah asked.
I was so anxious to discover the identity of the mysterious blonde, I’d forgotten to share this information. After all, the dead guy wasn’t going to come back to life to testify against Santoni on the stand.
“Rob Defontaine,” I read from the report. “Single, a building contractor.”
I exchanged a look with my superior. On paper it was nothing special, but at least I had an identity. And I knew what was expected of me.
“I suppose I should get started on the routine visits, the neighbors, the coworkers, etcetera.”
“Great, Rhett will go with you,” she said before turning around and disappearing into her office. She did that because she didn’t want to give me the chance to argue.
“Cool, we’re going on a trip,” said my partner for the day.
All of the ways to gag someone came to mind. Unfortunately, none were officially accepted by law enforcement officials. I was about to have to endure his endless word vomit on one of his three favorite topics: his workout routine, his synthetic protein diet, or the latest girl he’d gotten into his bed.
If they didn’t give me a medal for patience after that…
Ludivine offered me a sympathetic look. I would have preferred to go with her a thousand times over. But, oh well, at least there was someone competent to hold down the fort. And to do research, if needed.
I left the office with Rhett at my heels, like a little dog about to go for a walk. I didn’t pay any attention to what he was talking about until we reached my car. I could have taken a police vehicle, but I preferred to be discreet.
“Damn, does this thing still run?”
I gave him my most glaring look, but he didn’t get the warning.
“I know police officers don’t get paid much, but—”
“Shut it,” I barked.
This time the message was clear. He sealed his lips and made a zipping gesture.
Wise decision.
Once we were in the car, I started the ignition. It didn’t matter what the idiot beside me said, it started, and I took care to maintain it like a Swiss watch. We were about to pull out into the road when my phone rang.
I stopped and took it from my pocket.
“Ah yes, you don’t have hands-free,” commented Rhett.
Ignoring him, I saw it was Ludivine. That was strange, given we’d only just left a few minutes before.
“Yes?”
“Livio! I’ve got some info for you. The forensic team just called. Turns out your fingerprint search for the girl turned up another match. This one is better—it’s more recent. The Bouches-du-Rhône police station caught someone for stealing a car, and the woman is still being held there.”
“Do you have a name?”
“Yes. Angélique Rougon.”
“Dammit!”
“Yeah, I know, Zola this time. It can only be her.”
I rubbed my forehead. “Thanks, Ludi. I’ll look into it.”
I hung up, and Rhett, who hadn’t missed a second of the conversation, said, “Are we going to Marseille?”
What surprised me was that his geography was good enough to name a town in Bouches-du-Rhône.
“I’m going to Marseille; you’re getting out of my car.”
“But Leah…”
“Leah told me to take you to interrogate the neighbors, not to go on a trip two hundred miles away.”
“But you might need—”
“I don’t need anything. Go back to the office. I’m in a hurry.”
I knew I was being rude, but I had other things on my mind. Rhett left, grumbling, and I hit the road.






  
  Chapter 4
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ROXANE


Iwas rather comfy in my cell. It was luxurious, this brand-new police station, compared to others I’d been in. Even better than some hotels my dad and I had stayed in when money was tight. 
But I did sleep badly. Every time I tried, the image of Santoni placing a bullet into that man’s skull haunted my thoughts.
I’d seen my share of squalor and misery, but never witnessed a cold-blooded murder. Never seen the life leave a man’s eyes… until yesterday.
I should have left as soon as I realized the innocent old woman I was staying with and whose kindness I was abusing, was in fact the great-aunt of one of the most dangerous criminals in Nice.
I knew exactly who Santoni was because my father had told me to stay far away from guys like him. So when I found him quietly drinking his coffee in the garden with Mrs. Barale, for a moment, I thought my time had come. I immediately assumed I’d made a mistake. I’d probably pulled off one too many scams, and it had put me on the mobster’s radar. What surprised me was when Madeleine told me this man, who wore a cold and calculating look except when he was talking to her, was in fact her great-nephew. Talk about a coincidence!
From that day on I avoided Santoni at all costs. I did everything to make sure Madeleine wasn’t suspicious. After all, I
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