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Chapter
One

 


Life used to be simple. Baxter would wake
up with a simple goal in mind: keep John O’Grady alive for another
day. It had gotten a little more complicated when his boss
won
Carey Murphy, after her father
used her as collateral in a poker game. His boss had seen the
bruise on Carey’s cheek, and instead of refusing the offer, had
married and spirited her away to his mansion. He hadn’t just taken
her, though. He took her mother, as well. John had suspected both
Murphy women would have been killed by the alcoholic ex-policeman.
He had every intention of divorcing Carey and giving her a hefty
settlement. The older Murphy woman had been completely broken down
by her husband. There had been dark circles under her blue eyes,
and whatever she wore hung on her underweight form. At the time,
Baxter hadn’t even spared her a glance. Until the day she did
something unbelievably dangerous.

Sybil had ended up returning to her
husband. O’Grady decided to bring her back to the mansion before
her daughter figured out
what happened. Baxter went with him because it was his job. Sybil
hadn’t meant anything to him. They found her bruised and bloodied
in her old home. His first thought was she’d returned to her
abuser. He knew it happened. Thankfully, her deciding to return to
Murphy had nothing to do with feelings. She’d wanted the collection
of files he hid in the air vent—it documented all of his dealings.
The proof she needed to blackmail him into leaving her and their
daughter alone.

There was no way she could
have known someone was
waiting in the shadows, biding their time.

Trent McNamara had tricked his way into
John’s home and attacked Carey.

Baxter didn’t know why Trent returned to
Dublin. Even with the threat of a brutal death if he ever dared to
show his face. If John’s
enemies found out he hadn’t followed through on a threat, it would
put the entire family into the crosshairs.

Trent wasn’t worth the risk.

 Thanks to the downpour, nobody who glanced into
the car would see the gun in his hand. He checked the
magazine out of habit, knowing
he always kept it loaded. Then he slipped the silencer into the
inside pocket of his custom-made leather jacket. His baseball cap
would shield his eyes from the worst of the rain. He slipped his
gun into the holster, zipped up his jacket, and stepped out into
the downpour.

Baxter never lost any sleep over the people
he had killed. Trent was the latest on a substantial list. All of
them deserved what happened to them. None of them had been
innocent.

****

The Majestic had once been a cinema. Then after it had been
struck with one too many bombs during the war, it had been rebuilt
as a motel. The whole building had a classic feel to it. The carpet
had once been a rich blue with a hexagon pattern in dull yellow.
There were framed movie posters of old black-and-white films. Even
the desk had an old-style cash register resting on it. The building
was trapped in the past.

Why would Trent come here?

An old man was sitting behind the desk.
With wispy white hair and a shabby beige shirt under a woolen waistcoat, he had a
distinctly unprofessional look about him. As Baxter opened the
front door, he looked up at the noise. His watery blue eyes
narrowed. “You want a room?”

Baxter unzipped his jacket and flashed the
gun at him. “Are you Lennie?”

If the man was scared by the sight, he didn’t show it. He
knew he wasn’t Baxter’s target. “You’re O’Grady’s man. Yeah, I was
the one who called.”

Baxter nodded. “What room is he in?”

“You know I can’t tell you that. The
Majestic has rules. What I can tell you is they ordered a food delivery.” Lennie looked
around the empty foyer. “I need something from the back. It’ll take
me a while to find.” He paused. “That arsehole didn’t go up to the
apartment alone. He’s got a girl with him. Poor thing looked
terrified,” Lennie told him before he shuffled through the back
door and out of sight.

Baxter approached the desk and spun the
clipboard. He studied the list of names until landing on the one he
wanted. McNamara, room 327. Third floor. He spied the
entrance to the
stairwell just to the left of the lift. Are there cameras in the lift?
He didn’t want his visit to be
recorded. That meant going up the stairs.

As he walked, he thought about Sybil.
After Carey married John for the second time, her mother lived
with them. Then she
decided she needed her own place. It didn’t take him long to
realize he missed her. The older Murphy woman had gotten under his
skin in a way he hadn’t thought was possible. He even liked the way
she hummed as she made a cup of coffee. He often saw her in the
conservatory as the morning sun shone through the window, an open
book in her hands. Her blonde hair had still been damp from her
morning shower, curling at the tips. Black fluffy slippers on her
feet. The look was completed with a red-and-green tartan dressing
gown. Sometimes it would fall open, revealing the long line of her
legs.

John’s home was often quiet when he wasn’t
hosting parties for the criminal element of Ireland. The Murphy
women had brought life back to the mansion. Baxter had thought it would turn back to
normal at some point. Until the man he’d known since he was ten did
the impossible.

The man who’d lost Martha, his first wife,
who’d sworn he’d never fall in love again, had done just that.

Even if Baxter never spent
any real time with the
beautiful blonde, there had been moments he’d caught her studying
him. Heated, unguarded looks which were easy to read. He doubted
she’d ever be brave enough to admit whatever she felt for him. It
was probably for the best.

Baxter had done terrible things, and he’d continue to do
them. Sybil needed someone who didn’t resort to violence as easily
as taking a breath. That thought didn’t stop him from fantasizing
about her as well. The image of her kneeling in front of him, her
lips wrapped around his cock, popped into his mind without warning.
He bit back a groan.

No, it was a good thing she’d left.

He stepped onto the third floor. The
carpet was the same, a little less worn than the lobby. There were
discolored rectangles on the wall where pictures had been removed. The corridor
smelled a little better, and he wasn’t looking forward to the
return trip down the stairwell. Baxter had made sure to time his
visit when most people were at work or the nearest bar. He made a
note of the numbers on the doors until he found the one he
wanted.

He knocked and waited. There was a muffled
sound of movement on the other side of the door, voices. A woman
and man. The door opened. In other circumstances, the girl would
have been stunning, but she was terrified, barely meeting his gaze. Baxter stood
there in silence, waiting for her to acknowledge him. She wore
cheap black lacy underwear, and the tops of her arms were red like
someone had grabbed her with the intent to cause pain. Baxter
raised a finger to his lips before opening his jacket and revealing
his gun to her. All the color in her face drained away. Her
striking red hair was pulled back into a tight ponytail.

“Where is he?” He kept his voice low.

The expression in her eyes hardened. It
didn’t take a rocket
scientist to figure out who left the marks on her body. She
retrieved her tan coat from the hook on the wall, scooped up her
black heels, and pointed to the room behind her.

“How long?” she asked, barely above a whisper.

“Ten minutes.”

That was all the time he needed. Then she could return and
grab whatever tied her to the room. When the police were called,
she wouldn’t want them to know she’d been there. She didn’t shout
out a warning to Trent as she walked down the hallway.

“Was it the food delivery?”

Baxter closed the door behind him and took
his gun out, screwing on the silencer. Then he approached the room
where the voice had come from.

“Didn’t you hear me, you dumb bitch? Is it
our food?”

Trent faced the window as Baxter entered
the room. Bare-chested
and in a pair of trousers. A tumbler filled with a golden liquid
hung from the tips of his fingers. With his free hand, he leaned
against the window. The living room doubled as a bedroom and was in
a state of disarray. The bedsheets were on the floor, and there was
an open suitcase on the table, thin strips of white powder prepared
in uniform rows. Trent had some wild ideas for the
afternoon.

“I’m going to tell you what happens. You’re
going to sniff in some
more of the good stuff before we get started. It’ll help take some
of the pain away. I’d prefer it if you scream, but I’m not a
complete monster. Remember it was your father who put you into this
position. If he’d paid back the money he owned, then none of this
would need to happen. I can’t give him a free pass. It would be bad
for business.” The arsehole had no idea she was gone. A cold smile
crossed Baxter’s face as he pressed the muzzle to the back of
Trent’s head. The man froze.

“Why are you in Dublin?” Baxter growled.

For his credit, the man only trembled a little. “I had some
things I needed to sort out. Only planned on staying for the day.
How did you know I was here?”

“Put the glass down.” He didn’t bother to
answer his question.

Trent did as he was told, then turned
around, his hands in the
air. He scanned the room. “Where did she go?”

“She left, couldn’t get out of here fast
enough.”

“She knew what she was getting into.”

He’d had enough of listening to Trent’s
bullshit. “O’Grady was
pretty clear on you not coming back.” Baxter put the slightest bit
of pressure on the trigger. Trent’s pupils were dilated. Had he had
some of his merchandise? The corner of Baxter’s lips twitched as an
idea formed. “You’re not even worth the bullet it would take to
kill you.” He put his gun back into the holster. He grabbed the
back of Trent’s neck and shoved his face onto the table. “Why don’t
you take a few more hits?”

“You don’t know who you’re fucking with!”
Trent screamed as he yanked himself away from the table; there was white powder and blood
smeared across his cheeks.

Baxter dragged him to the window, opened
the inbuilt glass door, and pushed him onto the balcony. Due to the
rain, everything glistened, slick with water. Trent’s eyes
were already
unfocused.

“Get onto the ledge.”

The other man looked between him and the balcony.
“No.”

The rank smell of piss filled the air. The
front of Trent’s expensive trousers darkened. “Get onto the ledge.
If you can last ten seconds, I’ll let you go with one last warning.”
Liar.

Trent swayed from side to side.
“Seriously?”

“Unlike you, I’m a man of my word.”

Trent hesitantly started to climb. Was it
the drugs coursing through his system, or was he desperate enough
to believe him? Ten,
nine,
eight,
seven. The other
man tried to steady himself on the lip of the balcony above
him. Six,
five,
four…

“I’m slipping. Help me.” He started to flail
wildly, but as he reached out, Baxter was already back in the
apartment.

cover.jpg
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING

ELLA GREY





tmp_21c21ff465a06f538366c2ef9cdee2aa_eCQ6g6_html_7ace8fdb.png
)
[

BXxX xt

!
|

.o





tmp_21c21ff465a06f538366c2ef9cdee2aa_eCQ6g6_html_759fc91d.jpg
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING o

ELLA GREY





tmp_21c21ff465a06f538366c2ef9cdee2aa_eCQ6g6_html_449c17e4.png





