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PROLOGUE
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Viv craned her neck at the mirror in an attempt to see her back view. She briefly considered the possibility of wearing her long grey overcoat then summarily dismissed the notion. The Vicuna suited her complexion, and was a flattering fit on her slim frame. She had already chosen the remainder of her outfit, and only needed a pair of appropriate shoes to complete the look.

She fully anticipated a hectic day ahead, meaning it was tempting to wear flats. The low pumps went the same way as the grey overcoat. She had a dozen pairs of designer heels she rarely got a chance to air. Today was most definitely a day for style.

Yvonne put her head around the bedroom door and saw what her mother was doing. She had shot up by a further three inches since their move to Dublin, and her face had filled out. Her hair was pulled back in a neat ponytail, and she clasped her bag of schoolbooks in her gloved hand.

‘You look great, Mum,’ she told Viv. ‘Any chance we can have takeaway tonight?’

‘I expect so,’ her mother replied, as she held up a pair of strappy sandals and frowned at them. ‘Unless your granny wants to cook a proper dinner. You know how obsessive she can be about nutrition and the like.’

‘Okay,’ the girl shrugged. ‘Angela asked me to go around to her place after school, but if Granny’s going to be here, I should come home straight away.’

Her mother put the shoes down and smiled tenderly at her daughter. The she unexpectedly held her arms open. ‘Get over here and hug your mammy,’ she ordered.

Dropping her bag, Yvonne skipped across the room and flung herself into her mother’s arms. ‘I love you, Mum,’ she said earnestly. ‘I don’t know what I’d do without you.’

‘Teenagers are supposed to be hideous creatures,’ Viv stroked the girl’s hair. ‘I hit the jackpot the day you were born.’

The apartment doorbell sounded in the hall, and Yvonne gently extricated her slender body from her mother’s arms. ‘That’s Angela. I’d better go. Bye, Mum, have a good day. Where are you going by the way?’

‘I have a couple of errands to run in the Castleknock area, and then I have to collect Granny,’ Viv replied. ‘I’ll see you later, honey. I love you. Enjoy school and say hi to Angela for me.’ She dropped a kiss on her daughter’s cheek.

With a final wave, Yvonne grabbed her bag and trotted downstairs to where her best friend waited in the chilly November air. Viv remained standing in the same spot for a minute, mulling over her life and the choices she had made. Then she sat down on the bed and spent a further five minutes reviewing her various options. When she had it all clear in her mind, she stood up and recommenced the search for the perfect pair of heels.
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HORACE LITERALLY TUGGED at his beard in frustration as he regarded Amanda across the kitchen table. She pulled a sympathetic face, and liberally topped up both their glasses with a charming little Rioja she had recently discovered.

‘Nobody could have foreseen this,’ she said calmly. ‘Not one of us suspected the Kinsellas were behind it all.’

‘It doesn’t make any sense,’ her neighbour snarled. ‘What do the Kinsellas know of shotguns and firebombs and such barbaric nonsense?’

‘Diddly squat,’ Amanda replied mildly. ‘Which is why they hired the Radley gang to do their dirty work. When I was in town the other day, I had the bright idea of popping into Viv’s shop to buy a few sweets for my parents. She was only too delighted to invite me upstairs for a cup of coffee, and share a first-hand account of the drama that unfolded at Falcon. There’s absolutely no doubt Bel and Gerald are the culprits. Viv was pleased to have another friend of Dot’s there to discuss the situation because they have to watch what they say in case something leaks out that might jeopardise the court case.’

Horace slurped some wine and ran his fingers through his matted hair with his free hand. Amanda privately thought he was looking very much the worse for wear, and experienced a twinge of concern for him. 

‘I’m sure Dot will visit you soon,’ she said kindly. ‘Then you’ll be able to see for yourself that she’s getting better. I don’t deny she had us scared for a few days, but she’s bouncing back now and even has a date with Dorian this evening. Have you considered the possibility of popping over to Howth to see her?’

‘It’s better for all parties if I stay away,’ he mumbled, and gulped more wine. ‘Thanks for bringing the booze and food around, Amanda. You’re a godsend as always.’

‘It’s a shame you don’t have a woman to take care of you fulltime,’ she replied with a hint of irony. ‘No man ever needed one more.’

‘I suppose the froggie chap you’re seeing is positively self-sufficient,’ was the curmudgeonly response.

‘He has an independent streak I find most attractive,’ she grinned at him. ‘And he’s Canadian, not French. I’m expecting him for dinner, ergo I’d better get my ass back across the road and start sautéing onions. I’ll bring you any leftovers tomorrow, assuming you’re not too hungover to enjoy them.’

She pulled on her raincoat and Horace heaved himself out of the chair and went to open the front door. ‘Bel was always my favourite,’ he said morosely. ‘Even though she didn’t come around to visit as much as Simone, I always had a soft spot for her I never confessed to anyone. She reminded me of the women my mother used to invite to our house when I was a boy.’

‘I always thought she was a bit of snob,’ Amanda confessed with a wry smile.

‘That’s why I liked her,’ he replied simply. ‘She bears an uncanny resemblance to lots of Mummy’s friends. I can’t believe she stooped to such depths of depravity, and all for money.’

‘It makes me grateful I didn’t win the lottery myself,’ Amanda told him, as she navigated the treacherous step up to the pavement.

Horace immediately began to mutter in Latin. Accepting her neighbour was in one of his more eccentric moods, Amanda bade him a breezy farewell and almost ran across the road in a bid to escape his ire as speedily as possible. 

Oblivious to the pouring rain, Horace stood in the doorway and watched her until she was safely inside her own house. He raised his face at an angle and allowed some of the rain to touch his cheek and run down into his beard. A couple of passing pedestrians glanced at him uneasily, although Horace scarcely noticed them.

It was Trotsky who claimed his master’s attention when he came to the front of the cottage to investigate the traffic sounds. Recalled to his surroundings by the dog headbutting his leg, Horace shut the door on the precipitation and went to throw another hunk of wood on the fire. 

He pulled off the sweater that had absorbed too much rainwater and hung it on a convenient nail to dry. Then he went to his storage room to unearth a dry alternative from the chest of drawers. 

The first one that came to hand was the Christmas jumper Mrs Wilson had knitted for him almost two years earlier. He pulled it on and went to show Trotsky that all was well. The dog sensed his master was feeling calmer and returned to his comfortable bed.

Horace rummaged around in the box of goodies Amanda had left. At the bottom, he found a book about beekeeping with a post-it stuck to it that read: Dad found this in the attic and thought you might find it interesting. 

He grunted happily at the find and had another root around. This time he came up with an old battered tin which had started life as a repository for Christmas biscuits. He opened it to reveal a collection of candles, some of which looked quite expensive. There was another note that read: I don’t like M&D using candles in case they forget to blow them out at night.

Contemplating the vagaries of caring for elderly parents, Horace strolled into the bathroom carrying the tin. On the far side of the room stood the corner unit he had made specially to fit the space. In keeping with the overall theme of the room, he had painted it black and white. It was already half full of candles in all shapes, styles, colours and designs. 

Horace chose the best four from the box and added them to the collection. He took a step back and admired his handiwork. Not bad. Still carrying the tin with the remaining three candles inside, he walked over to the unit behind the bathroom door. He perused the piece of furniture gravely. It was three quarters full of towels, leaving one shelf completely bare. 

He stared accusingly at the empty space then left the room and went to throw the tin on top of the chest in his storage area. He would keep the less than perfect candles for his own use. As he walked back to the main room, he dug a hand into his pocket and pulled out what cash he had. The wad of yo yos was held together by a cheap plastic money clip in the shape of a euro. Horace smiled to think what his father would have to say about the less than stylish accessory. He threw the clip on the bed and quickly counted the cash.

‘I need four more of those large towels and half a dozen swanky candles to finish the bathroom,’ he told Trotsky.

The dog raised his head and woofed gently at his master. Horace slipped the clip back on to the cash and returned the lot to his pocket. ‘If I buy them this week, I may not have enough of the readies left to pay for our essentials, old boy.’

As Trotsky watched him curiously, Horace stared at the section of blank wall near his desk and within a convenient distance of the rocking chairs. ‘I also think it might be time to invest in a television. We could watch those DVDs Dorothy gave us, and it would be good to keep abreast of things on the big screen. Not that humble chaps like you and I can afford luxury items like televisions, Trotsky old man.’

The dog woofed again and this time left the basket as if his instincts told him he might be needed. Horace moved to his desk and pulled out a small notebook. He flicked to the end and read the number at the bottom of the page. 

‘Still plenty buried in the garden, although I’m counting on it to last us for the next two years. Dorothy has given us more than enough already, and I don’t want to take advantage of her kindness. If I start dipping into my rainy-day fund to buy such fripperies as televisions, it’s not going to last another year, never mind two.’

Trotsky rubbed his head against the man’s corduroy trousers, and Horace absentmindedly patted his pet on the head. ‘I know exactly what you mean. Money runs through my fingers like a dose of dysentery through the ranks. Whatever happens, I shan’t dig up any more cash until next year. We’ll just have to make do until then.’

Trotsky nuzzled him affectionately. ‘That’s right,’ Horace told him tenderly. ‘I’d almost forgotten I have a narration job next week. That should generate enough for the towels at least.’ Then he frowned and went to stare out the window over the desk. His garden wall blocked the majority of the view, although he was able to make out the roof of Dorothy’s old house. 

‘I wonder if they have any fluffy towels over there,’ he sounded soulful.

The furry black canine emitted a little yelp of shock at the implication behind the words.

‘It’s all very well for you to judge me,’ Horace told him severely. ‘If ever I saw a pair of rascals, it’s those tenants of Dorothy’s. I’ll wager they didn’t come by the majority of their possessions by honest means. I no longer have a key, although I’ve gained access to that house many times over the years when Dorothy locked herself out. I wonder if I still have the knack...’ 

While an aghast Trotsky backed himself into his basket, Horace continued to contemplate the roof of the neighbouring house.
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AMY WATCHED A FERRY wending its way into Dublin port and brushed a tear away. She took a few deep breaths then, forcing herself to type slowly, she began.

~~~

FROM: ANORRIS@TALKALOT.com

To: SRedmond@chatchat.com

Date: October, 23rd, 2012

Hi Simone,

Donal and I have been in Dublin for the past couple of days. By the time we got here, Dottie had been out of bed for a day and was feeling better. I don’t know if she will ever fully recover, but at least she no longer has to be kept sedated. There are rumours flying around that she threatened her parents with a gun, although I’m sure that’s nothing but a silly story.

For the first few days, she refused to leave the house. DG came to visit, although she declined all invitations to either lunch or dinner. The press attention has died down a little, although she is still quite paranoid about leaving the house. Viv and I didn’t know what to do and we could see Rosa and Diane were flummoxed as well. 

We decided to stage an intervention of sorts. Viv and I sat Dottie down and we literally got down on our hands and knees and begged her to leave the house and go out with Dorian. After all, life goes on. I know what happened was horrendous, but why lose a man like DG on top of everything else?

In the end, she agreed to go and I helped Marco get her ready. Donal and I met DG briefly, and he is everything you would expect from a filthy-rich, sophisticated tycoon. Viv had already met him when they went to Ascot, and I think he was relieved to see a familiar face. He seems to be genuinely shocked at the recent turn of events. He honestly believed Dottie had some crazed stalker after her. Well, we all thought that, didn’t we?

It turns out Jack never really believed in the stalker. Almost from the first moment he met Dottie, he was certain the money was at the root of the problem, and assumed the twins were behind it all. He had a protection officer assigned to each one so he could keep tabs on them. 

After a few months, he ruled them out as possible suspects, which meant he was totally flummoxed because it was common knowledge they were the main beneficiaries in the will. That’s when things really got complicated because he genuinely had no clue what was going on or where to turn next. 

Dottie felt it was only fair to explain all this to the twins, and Jack was happy to admit it all to their faces (fearless). They thought it was shocking he would think they would hurt their mother, although they didn’t seem unduly upset with him. They called him a few names (dopey, dumbass, American beefcake) and demanded their protection detail be removed at once. Dottie and Jack felt they had no choice but to agree to this, and now the twins have a considerably more normal life.

They still have high security in their apartments as well as trackers on their cars and some sort of silent alarm on their phones, although they can come and go as they please without being followed or watched. They are very pleased and relieved. They are totally gobsmacked by the way things have worked out with Bel and Gerald, and have very little comfort to offer their mother, apart from being here as much as possible. 

Having company does seem to help her cope better, which is why Donal, Viv and I are making an effort to hang around. True to his word, Donal worked a couple of afternoons in Bah Humbug so Viv could come over here and spend time with us. He has been incredibly supportive throughout this nightmare.

Every now and again Dottie remembers little things that were said and done, and has a good cry over them. We encourage her in this and let her talk about it as much as possible because we are terrified she will freak out again if she starts to bottle stuff up. During the Christmas party last year, Bel was flirting madly with Saul and there was a falling out between Saul and his wife over it. We think she must have been after the access codes or other information about the security systems, and wanted to get him on side so she could milk him for information. 

Poor Saul. He was in a state when he came to visit Dottie this week. I think he realises he was a bit of a mug over Bel. He even admits he always had a thing for her. Last night, Dottie dreamed about the day she was attacked in the car park. Bel was the only person she called when she invited her to join them on their shopping trip. She even told Bel which car park she was using. Sick sick sick. If Keith had not chanced along when he did, Dottie would in all likelihood have been stabbed to death.

Gemma and Orla and their husbands pop over every day for an hour. Strangely enough, the only other person who suspected the Kinsellas was Gordon! He told us that ever since he witnessed Bel’s behaviour during the trip to Spain to choose the villa, he has found it hard to trust her. He never voiced his suspicions for obvious reasons. 

Apart from the history between Bel and Dot, Gordon did not believe the Kinsellas would harm Dottie for the relatively small amount of money they stood to inherit. We were all fooled by Nicholas Kerrigan who, by the way, appears to have gotten off scot-free. Without a confession or some sort of testimony against him, there is no real evidence to suggest he ever tampered with the will. I have seen and heard footage which incriminates him up to his neck, although I understand why it cannot be handed over to the police at this point in time. I will say no more on the subject via email.

The Kinsellas spent five days in prison before they got their bail hearing. The court insisted upon an independent surety from them. It won’t accept the deeds to their own house; a third party has to vouch for them. The word is that, so far at least, neither set of parents will agree to put up the surety. 

Gerald asked his firm for help and they refused. I believe they received a copy of some incriminating evidence and are not supporting him. I am sure they will find a way to get the money sorted in another week, but in the meantime, they are sitting pretty in prison without even the comfort of each other.

Dottie is over the moon about it. She loves the idea of Bel being confined behind bars, even if it’s not exactly the Shawshank Redemption. When Bunny drew a picture of Bel wearing an orange jumpsuit, Dottie allowed Glenda to stick it up in the kitchen. The snazzy kitchen has never known anything so mundane on its walls before now. 

Needless to say, when the Kinsellas eventually get back on the streets, they will have to avoid Dottie at all costs. We know they have already surrendered their passports, so unless they intend to stow away in a container and flee to Venezuela, they will be stuck in Ireland for the time being. 

Keith and Jack were in court on both days, although Dottie wasn’t allowed anywhere near them. The word is the Tinman doesn’t want her in the same county as Bel, never mind the same building. The press went wild filming Jack coming out of court (wearing a suit and looking very sharp) although he didn’t bat an eyelid. One of the guys pulled up in the Merc and spirited them away before there was trouble. It was the sort of thing you see regularly on the nine o’clock news, but cannot comprehend how stressful it is until it happens to you personally.

We heard Justin and Freddie are staying with Bel’s parents and are in a state of shock. We thought it was a terrible thing to put them through, actually allowing them to witness what went down, but Keith says it’s for the best. They would never have believed it if they hadn’t seen and heard it with their own eyes. 

Justin adores his mother and there is no way he would have believed she was behind the attacks unless he witnessed it first-hand. Who knows how this will affect him in later years, although we can’t take responsibility for the situation because we are concentrating our efforts on Dottie and her children.

According to Keith, the fraud squad have launched an investigation into the Kinsellas’ affairs. The rumour (according to DG’s sources - the man knows everybody) is that, to date, they haven’t paid over the tax on the two million Dottie gave them. They spent it shoring up Gerald’s crumbling financial situation. The consequences of this are that in about a month’s time, they will owe half a million or more to the revenue, and their assets may be seized. The boys will be all right in the long-run because they have the National Solidarity Bonds Dottie bought for them last year. How ironic is that?

I don’t see how Bel and Gerald can avoid the retribution that is coming down the line straight at them. I feel very sorry for the boys, but Donal says their parents weren’t thinking of them when they plotted a coldblooded murder, and we can’t let our hearts rule our heads. The trial will not be held until next summer at the earliest. Or rather, the trials. It’s likely they will be tried separately, which will be even more stressful for everyone concerned. There may even be a delay between the end of one trial and the beginning of the other. It’s a bleedin’ nightmare and no mistake.

The three members of the Radley gang caught in the act were remanded in custody because they have prior convictions for gun and drugs offences. One of them has cracked and given a statement regarding the Kinsellas’ involvement. Presumably he made some deal with the Gards. 

That may sound like good news, but Jack says he has signed his own death warrant, and the chances of him surviving long enough to testify at trial are slim to none. He also says even if the guy makes it to trial and tells his story in court, who is going to believe him? He’s nothing but a scumbag with little or no credibility.

There is a possibility the recording of the sting operation will never be admitted as part of the case against the Kinsellas. It’s early days, but we can’t rule anything out. If not for the witness statements of the two Gardaí, evidence would indeed be in short supply. Their testimony will hopefully result in a conviction and custodial sentence. The question is, for how long? 

Keith says it’s not beyond the realms of possibility they will be released after a couple of years. Nobody died you see. They may have plotted, but there’s no evidence to link them to a death. Besides, the jury might feel sorry for them, or at least empathise with them at some level. How would you feel if your oldest friend won all that money? Would it send you over the edge? I have experienced my fair share of covetous and envious moments over the past few years, I don’t mind admitting.

Dottie’s relationship with DG is the talk of Ireland. Everybody knew they were an item, but now all this has gone public and it’s clear he’s standing by her, rumours have begun to circulate about ‘an interesting announcement’ pending. It would make you sick to your stomach to hear Lucy Lambert from Fashion & Gossip talking shite about them. The skinny bitch thinks Christmas has come early. Considering Jack pushed her out of the way of the gunman on the night of the Red Carpet Incident, you would think she would show more compassion. Huh! If anything, she seems to think it gives her some sort of claim on Jack!

We’re heading home tomorrow, although we hope to be back in plenty of time for the Christmas party. One of the Jive men is getting married in December, and I honestly do not think there could be more of a fuss if Krystal Maze was all set to wed Prince Harry. At least it is something for them all to look forward to and Dottie is busy choosing a dress design. We were informed by Shelly and Marco we would be most welcome to attend the nuptials if we could make it. How mad is that wedding likely to be?

Marco is much better, although it will be months before he knows how badly he will be scarred. He cannot do a huge amount of exercise, although he keeps busy around the house and doesn’t seem bored. He is very amusing and incredibly brave. There is no doubt he saved Dottie’s life when he flung himself on top of her that day. He didn’t even attempt to cover himself with the bulletproof jacket. He put it over Dottie’s face and arms to protect her. She had three small bruises and a couple of little nicks on her ankles from flying debris and that was all. It was a miracle.

He started a course on foot reflex at the beginning of September but missed five lectures and workshops because he was laid up. Dottie contacted the college and arranged for the tutor to spend four days over at Barns bringing him up to speed. I am sure the tutor was delighted with the extra cash. 

Marco has case studies to do, of course, which is the cause of much slagging. Apparently, the SBAs do not mind being the guinea pigs for the treatments, but some of them have quite nasty feet. I am assured, for example, that Jack’s feet are like two ginormous calluses. That doesn’t sound very nice, does it? I will keep you posted and I hope you will do the same. There are only four of the old gang left and we should be sticking together. Love Amy x
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DOROTHY WAS AWARE DORIAN owned a number of properties in the greater Dublin area, including a penthouse on Spencer Dock he used primarily for entertaining business associates. It was the apartment on Leeson Lane, a mere stone’s throw from St Stephen’s green which he and the family regarded as their city home away from home. Like her own apartment at Falcon, it had originally been two separate residences which the Ganleys purchased and joined together to make one magnificent abode.

Two of the property’s most luxurious features were the gated parking area and the private garden with its mature shrubbery, something almost unheard of in the city. On one occasion, she enquired of Dorian as to the history of the building and how he had come to acquire it, but deduced from the way he shut down and his mood changed, it had been a special place for him and his late wife.

He evaded the question and she never bothered to ask again. Hence, she knew little about the complex, and was happy to remain in ignorance. Dorothy reasoned she had more than enough issues of her own without taking on Dorian’s as well.

Marco was still not up to driving, which meant Clive deputised. He parked the Merc in the assigned visitors’ slot and Jive escorted her to the eighth floor. Craig was the one who admitted them to the apartment and obligingly took Dorothy’s coat. Dorian came out of the kitchen to greet her. He was wearing black, flat fronted pants and a silvery grey button-down shirt. He exuded a certain sleekness. 

He smiled urbanely and, after pecking her on the cheek, admitted he had only been visiting the kitchen to verify with the chef and his assistant that the meal was on schedule, and had not lifted a hand in any actual food preparation. When Dorothy thanked him for his honesty, he produced another disarming smile and invited her into the drawing room for a drink.

This was her third visit to Leeson Lane and, as had become her habit, she went to look out the window at the garden. It should have been impossible to see anything at this hour of the day and at this time of year, except Dorian had turned on the floodlights, and the outside space looked pretty even on a dreary winter’s night.

Dorothy was always reminded of Horace whenever she was here. He had always cited the absence of a garden as his main reason for not wanting to live in an apartment. She wondered what he would make of this one. More to the point, what was he up to and what did he make of the Kinsella Sting?

When she had come around from her self-induced orgy of self-pity, she discovered twenty voicemails on her phone. One was from Horace, sympathising with her on what had happened. He suggested she call him when things calmed down, and offered his services should she need him for anything. 

She had not yet called him back, but would do so soon. It would be comforting to hear his voice, and in many ways, it would be good to discuss the situation with somebody who had known Bel for a decade. They had never been close, although Horace had chatted to her many times over the years, and might be able to provide a different perspective on things.

Dorian opened a bottle of something expensive from his wine cellar and Dorothy gratefully accepted a glass of red. He smiled again and was on the verge of saying something charming (she was sure) when the phone in the pocket of his pants began to ring. He apologised profusely and was rewarded when she smiled understandingly. 

After casting her a look of gratitude, he rushed off to his study to take the call. She was glad of the few minutes alone time, and went back to admiring the illuminated garden and thinking about Horace and the new phase of her life in which she now found herself. 

She could see her own reflection in the window and it was a sad woman who returned her gaze. When she was facing Dorian across the dinner table, she would make an effort to be more like her usual self, but for now she allowed herself the luxury of succumbing to the misery.

Things had not been great in the run up to this latest disaster. The best friend who had ditched her and the man she adored who did not return her feelings had been bad enough. Now she had to face the fact that Bel had resented her good fortune almost from the outset and had been plotting her downfall, possibly even from the get-go. It was a bitter pill to swallow.

Despite her inner turmoil, she admitted that the woman in the window did not look too shabby. Marco had insisted on putting her hair up to give her a more elegant look. Determined not to send her out looking less than perfect, he insisted she wear a clinging Victoria Beckham dark purple dress and Jimmy Choo four-inch heels. 

He had skilfully applied more than her usual amount of makeup and she had not objected, well aware of how washed-out and grey she looked under it. Since she did not have a balance sheet stapled to her forehead, she doubted Dorian would notice much about her appearance, but had not said so to Marco. 

She did not want him to think she had a downer on Dorian, because he would immediately tell Jack the relationship was in trouble, something she was determined to avoid at all costs. Dorothy Lyle is Dorian Ganley’s love interest. That’s all any of them need to know.

A second figure joined her image in the window. It was difficult to miss Craig. His bulk and blonde hair made him a man who stood out even in a crowd. She turned around and smiled. ‘Do you want to speak to me about something, Craig?’

He came further into the room and coughed to clear his throat. ‘I was wondering how Marco is doing, Miss Lyle,’ he said sheepishly.

She resisted the urge to run across the room and hug him tightly against her. ‘He’s doing very well, although he won’t be able to drive for at least another two weeks. He has an appointment with a specialist later this week, and we’re hopeful the prognosis will be good and there won’t be any long-term health issues. It’s too soon to say how badly he’ll be scarred. Right now, his back looks as if he was the victim of a shark attack and the back of his head is quite scary. We’re not sure the hair will ever grow back. I always loved his hair, although he seems almost philosophical about losing it.’

Craig’s face had grown increasingly grim as she spoke. ‘Mr Ganley’s lawyers are of the opinion the evidence against the Kinsellas is mostly circumstantial. Are you at all confident of a conviction, Miss Lyle?’

‘That’s a negative, Craig,’ she replied gently. ‘Although in my experience the cosmos has a way of balancing the books, even if it doesn’t necessarily include a long prison term. It might help if you start thinking along the lines of natural justice, instead of something that depends on a judge and jury. After all, this is Ireland. A land where justice is only as good as your lawyer.’

His face softened at her words and his shoulders relaxed a fraction. ‘I don’t suppose you know if he enjoyed the caviar I sent him?’ he enquired shyly. ‘I got the thank you card Glenda sent, but I was wondering if Marco actually liked the caviar.’

‘I believe it’s been put aside to be enjoyed at the next meeting of what Jack calls the Dublin Queer Society.’

‘What’s that?’ the big man immediately looked interested.

‘Marco and a bunch of his pals get together on the top floor and make a show of themselves,’ Dorothy smiled. ‘We only have one rule whenever they’re invited around.’

‘What’s that?’

‘They mustn’t leave the top floor at any cost.’

‘Why?’ he was looking mystified.

‘For their own safety,’ she smiled gently. ‘They often play dress-up, and if they encounter somebody on the lower floors who doesn’t appreciate seeing men in drag, things can turn nasty very quickly. Some of the SBAs are not especially open-minded, hence it’s best if all parties adhere to the rules.’

Craig crossed his muscular arms over his substantial chest and glowered. Dorothy could resist it no longer and giggled. ‘I can assure you it sounds much worse than it is. If there’s any trouble, you can bet they’ve brought it on themselves and provoked the men. The first time they came around, they tried to persuade Jonjo to wear makeup and a dress. They were convinced they could get a man mountain to look like a plus-sized woman. He nearly killed them. If Jack hadn’t been there to rescue the damsels in distress, I don’t know how it would have ended. Jonjo has boundary issues.’

Despite himself, Craig laughed. ‘So Marco’s on the mend then?’ he seemed to need reassurance on this point.

‘The only changes we’ve noticed in him are he’s less mobile than usual, as you would expect, and he gets the occasional nightmare.’

Craig immediately tensed up. ‘You mean like PTSD?’

‘I suppose that’s one way of looking at it,’ Dorothy sipped her wine. ‘A couple of nights ago, he dreamed Jonjo was stark naked and chasing him across the training room at Barns.’

‘Why?’ Craig looked puzzled.

‘Apparently, Jonjo was feeling amorous and in dire need of male companionship.’

Craig spluttered. ‘That’s a pretty scary scenario for a little fella like Marco. How did the dream end?’

‘James appeared out of nowhere wearing fatigues and full war paint. He turned his assault rifle on Jonjo and kept spraying him with bullets until his body was torn to shreds on the floor. Jonjo’s wife, Lorraine, walked in and saw him lying there, a bloodied heap. She started screaming and that was when Marco woke up.’

‘None of that sounds good,’ Craig frowned.

Dorothy shrugged. ‘Nobody else is taking it very seriously. They all seem to think the idea of Jonjo pestering Marco for sex is hilarious, and they’d dearly love to see James in full battle lust. Even Jonjo would love to see that.’

‘Do you ever worry about their emotional wellbeing, Miss Lyle?’ Craig’s brow furrowed.

‘Frequently,’ she grinned at him. ‘I’ve been meaning to ask you, where is Daniel this evening?’

‘He’s working at the Kildare house. Unless Mr Ganley is in a public place or overseas, we travel solo with him. In a secure environment like this apartment when there are no strangers around, there’s no need for a two-man team. If we split up, we can cover more ground. That’s the reason I haven’t been out to Howth recently. Dan has been covering those trips.’

‘Ah,’ she nodded wisely. ‘That’s why we haven’t seen you at my house since July. I wondered about that.’

He coloured slightly. ‘It works out better for us if Dan travels with Mr Ganley, because the children and their nannies are very comfortable having me as their PO.’

Dorothy sensed there was more to this statement than met the eye, but was unable to fathom what it could possibly be. Surely if Craig wanted to check up on Marco, the simplest and easiest way to do that would be to swap detail with Daniel and visit the Howth house. Daniel must have a very particular reason for always wanting to be the one to go to the palace. Perhaps he had a soft spot for Glenda? She pushed the thought aside and focused on what Craig was saying.

‘Dan and I will both be on duty when you and Mr Ganley attend the gala dinner in the Ritz Carlton next week,’ the big man told her earnestly. ‘There’ll be tonnes of strangers there and any hotel is a security nightmare. It’s only on private evenings like this when we can afford to be more relaxed.’

‘Oh, my God,’ she whispered in horror, ‘I forgot about the damned dinner.’

Craig’s eyes opened wide. ‘You have the dress, don’t you, Miss Lyle? This is a very important evening for Mr Ganley. He’s due to receive an award for his contributions to Irish commerce.’

‘I have the dress,’ she reassured him. ‘I organised it as soon as he asked me to go. It’s an amazing little floaty number with a cream lining and emerald green embroidery all over the bodice. My only fear is it might be a tiny bit young for me.’

He immediately relaxed and looked relieved. ‘I’m sure you’ll look fabulous, Miss Lyle,’ he said firmly. ‘Just remember you’ll need a stylist on the night because the place will be crawling with high flyers, and you’ll feel better if you have support. If you have any questions about what’s expected, I suggest you liaise with Madeleine. She’s under orders to assist you in any way possible.’

‘You’re a very kind man,’ she told him, and watched him blush.

‘It’s just I wouldn’t want you to feel uncomfortable,’ he said hoarsely. ‘I know you’ve been through a lot this year, and it would be a shame if one evening threw you off-course when you’re trying to rebuild your life. Those Kinsellas should be shot for what they did to you.’ 

She regarded him with interest. ‘As a professional, do you think I might be able to reduce my protection team now they’ve been charged?’

Craig immediately straightened up and put his hands behind his back in a military pose. ‘Maybe that time will come, Miss Lyle,’ he said earnestly. ‘But it’s way too soon to be thinking along those lines. The press will eat you alive if they get a chance, and there’s only so much one man can do to protect you. In my professional opinion, you should stick with the current system until you get the go-ahead from Maddox to make changes.’

‘But he can barely tolerate me going to the bathroom alone,’ she scowled peevishly. ‘Seriously, Craig, you would not believe the sort of cosseting I have to endure. Surely one PO would be enough when I’m visiting my parents and things of that nature.’

‘Miss Lyle,’ he said sternly. ‘You are an extremely soft target and I strongly suggest you do not make any hasty decisions about your personal security. The reason you employed Jack Maddox was so he could advise you, and it is my recommendation you listen to what he has to say.’

‘Oh all right,’ she grumbled. ‘Don’t get your panties in a wad. It was only a thought. I won’t reduce my detail unless Jack agrees. Maybe I’ll even increase it on occasion. Keith wants some of the less experienced men to hone their skills in the field. I guess I could surround myself with rookies and stroll around town like the First Lady.’

Craig’s shoulders relaxed. ‘I can tell you from first-hand experience it’s the only way to get the men the training they need. Sorry if I offended you, Miss Lyle.’

Dorothy rolled her eyes. ‘Seriously, Craig, it that’s your idea of offending me, you really should visit us at Barns or the palace one of these days. I’ll show you offensive behaviour that will turn you into a brunette.’

He grinned at this, but before he could respond Dorian walked back in and Craig took off like a bullet. He resumed his usual station in the hallway and leaned against the wall, mulling over what he had heard about Marco and his scars.

‘Interesting chat with our little boss?’ a sarcastic Welsh voice spoke from behind.

Craig slowly came upright and turned to face Jive. ‘Miss Lyle is considering reducing her protection detail now that the Kinsellas have been apprehended,’ he said maliciously. ‘She was asking my professional opinion on the matter.’

Jive immediately took the bait and tensed up.

‘What did you say to her?’ James enquired in a dangerous voice.

‘It was a private conversation,’ came the calm reply.

James made a menacing sound in the back of his throat and Clive frowned. ‘You didn’t encourage her, did you?’ the Welshman sounded worried. ‘She has no idea how soft a target she is. We can’t rule out a war of retaliation between us and the Radleys, and the odds are not in our favour because he can’t be seen to carry weapons. The coppers can’t turn a blind eye to that, regardless of the circumstances.’

At the expression of dismay in the other man’s eyes, Craig relented. ‘Chillax,’ he said mockingly. ‘I talked her out of it. She thinks she might give the rookies a chance as well, and start taking them out with her in packs like the secret service. She’ll be like a tiny little, white Michelle Obama.’

Jive immediately relaxed and looked relieved.

‘We appreciate it,’ Clive said gruffly. ‘Things have been pretty tense for the past few weeks and the boss has been a tad unpredictable.’

‘Even for a woman,’ James muttered.

‘Speaking of women,’ Craig changed his stance so he was facing Jive squarely and his legs and shoulders looked even wider. ‘Miss Lyle told me about Marco’s crazy dream.’

Clive immediately chortled and James rolled his eyes. ‘I wish every fucker would shut the fuck up about that lousy dream,’ he said plaintively. ‘Why would I spray Dumbo until he was shredded? That’s the sort of thing the Dog would do when he has the red mist on him, but I’m more professional than that. One clean headshot is enough for me and I told Dumbo that. Supersized moron.’

Craig looked taken aback at this avowal and stared from one man to the other. ‘Is there anything going on between Marco and Jonjo? Sexually.’

‘Not likely,’ Clive scoffed. ‘The Bug is very picky and Dumbo ain’t exactly pretty. Oversized hick.’

Craig scratched his head. ‘How would you feel if there was?’

‘Worried the Bug would end up split in two,’ James spluttered. ‘Everyone knows Dumbo has a cock like a stallion. Have you heard any rumours on the queer network?’

‘Not a one,’ Craig looked from one to the other in fascination. ‘Would you honestly be concerned about him?’

‘Dumbo is not the sort of man you want banging anybody you care about,’ Clive said firmly. ‘I have the utmost admiration for his wife, but if she was my sister I’d have rescued her from the big thick years ago. I know love is deaf and blind and all that, but in her case it must be stupid as fuck as well.’

Craig was silent and stared from one to the other, entranced by their attitude.

‘Why are you staring at us as if you’ve never seen us before?’ Clive asked suspiciously.

‘I honestly never realised before now that either of you were human,’ Craig replied candidly.

Just then there was a hiss from down the hall and Jive turned around to see who was trying to attract their attention. An extremely handsome and slim young man of Indian origin was standing in the doorway leading to the kitchen. He was wearing a white apron and chef’s hat, and clutched a fierce looking blade in his right hand. He looked over Jive’s head and straight into Craig’s face.

‘They’ve started on the main course and they’re staring into each other’s eyes all lovey dovey like,’ he said in a Dublin accent. ‘Why don’t you come on in here for a visit? I’ve made you a little snack.’

Jive turned back to watch Craig’s face, which had reddened slightly. He shuffled his feet. ‘I’ll take a quick break if you fellas wouldn’t mind holding the fort,’ he croaked.

‘There’s no rush,’ James sounded amused. ‘We wouldn’t like to think of the little chap choking. He’s an excellent chef by all accounts.’

The young man giggled at this witticism and Craig reddened further. ‘Later then,’ he said gruffly and edged his bulk between them before striding away down the corridor. They watched him go.

‘He likes them pretty,’ Clive remarked.

‘Mmm,’ agreed his partner. ‘I wonder if we’re going to get offered a little snack as well. Preferably without the accompanying ride.’
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THE MAIN COURSE WAS finished and the plates had been removed ‘You haven’t forgotten the gala dinner, have you?’ Dorian topped up her glass with more of the delicious red.

‘Lord, no,’ Dorothy responded cheerfully. ‘I have a lovely little cream and emerald number which is guaranteed to make me look stunning, if I do say so myself. I’m looking forward to seeing my man being presented with his award.’

He smiled at her gratefully and said gallantly. ‘And I’m looking forward to seeing my best gal all decked out in her cream and eh...emerald frock.’

Dorothy smiled at him fondly. ‘The only thing is,’ she continued. ‘I definitely need Marco with me. If you don’t mind, I’ll make the necessary arrangements with Madeleine. She’s a great girl.’

Dorian’s smile grew wider and he looked relieved. ‘It’s a big night for me,’ he said. ‘I don’t want any slip-ups.’

‘There’s not a chance of that with our joint people on the case,’ she assured him warmly. ‘The only thing you should be worrying about is your keynote address. You’re the man of the hour and you should relax and enjoy it. As we say in my house, I’ve got your back, dude.’

He grinned at her. ‘You’re a fabulous woman, Dorothy Lyle,’ he said warmly.

‘That’s what they tell me.’

The phone inside Dorian’s pocket suddenly beeped. ‘Only a text,’ he muttered. ‘Maybe I should turn it off.’

‘There’s no need to do that on my account,’ she said hastily. ‘The children might try to contact you and get a fright if the phone’s off. It’s a well-known fact you’re as good as welded to it.’

He chuckled but made no move to read the text. ‘I’ve been meaning to speak to you about Natasha,’ he said, referring to his eldest daughter.

‘Go ahead and speak.’

‘She’s giving me a bit of trouble.’

‘Boy trouble?’

‘No, thank God, I don’t think I could handle that.’

‘What then? Not drugs, I hope?’

Dorian shuddered and took a large slug of wine. ‘Don’t be scaring me like that, woman,’ he said laughingly. ‘It’s her choices for third level. She has to have the necessary forms completed by mid-January, and she’s refusing to be pinned down to a first choice. Or even a second or third choice. I was wondering if you had similar problems with Diane.’

‘Diane was hooked from her very first economics lesson,’ Dorothy told him. ‘My problem was persuading her to choose a couple of backup courses in case she didn’t get her first choice. As it happened, I arranged for some extra tutoring during the final year and it all worked out fine.’

Dorian groaned. ‘I wish to God I could do that for Natasha, but she’s refusing every bit of help I offer.’

‘What are you hoping she’ll study?’

‘She has an amazing head for math,’ he said eagerly. ‘I don’t know where she gets it from, although I think it must be my dad. She’d make an excellent actuary.’

Dorothy’s mouth dropped open. ‘Even I know that’s one of the most difficult courses to get accepted on, and if you don’t mind my saying, Dorian, it’s a bit dry. Especially for a girl.’

‘But she’d be so good at it,’ he said stubbornly. ‘All her teachers agree with me. It would guarantee a fantastic future for her in the business of her choice. I’ll buy out one of the major insurance companies, and she can run the operations department as soon as she feels confident enough. I’ve told her it’s only a hop, skip and a jump to the role of CEO from there. If she doesn’t fancy insurance, I have another five companies that would suit her almost as well.’

‘My goodness,’ Dorothy replied faintly. She knocked back some of her wine and regarded him over the rim of the glass.

‘Do you think I’m being too pushy?’ he looked anxious.

‘I think there might be more to this than meets the eye,’ she replied thoughtfully. ‘It sounds to me as if the girl has some other future in mind for herself, but she’s afraid to tell you because she knows you won’t approve.’

Dorian looked blank. ‘That doesn’t sound like Natasha. She’s a girl who always speaks her mind. She’s very like her mother in that respect. A real straight shooter, bless her.’

‘Have you noticed any other similarities between her and her mother?’ Dorothy enquired gently. ‘I know she’s very like her because I’ve seen her picture, but do they have other things in common? Any hobbies or interests?’

‘Absolutely,’ Dorian said off-handedly. ‘She’s always sketching like Anita used to. The woman couldn’t keep her hands still for more than ten minutes. Even when we went out for dinner, she used to bring a pencil and sketch the waiters on the napkins or tablecloth. She was well known for it.’

‘That’s very interesting.’ Dorothy sat back in her chair and held her glass of wine close to her body. She remained silent and watched Dorian processing. His brow furrowed and he stared at her in some confusion. Then his multibillion dollar mind kicked in and he gaped. 

‘Are you seriously suggesting my highly intelligent daughter is refusing to complete the necessary forms because she wants to go to Art College?’ he spluttered.

‘If you make enquires with her art teacher, I expect you’ll find she has a top-class portfolio all ready to go,’ Dorothy replied mildly.

Dorian dropped his head into his hands and moaned deeply. ‘I was so looking forward to having her in the business,’ he groaned. ‘I need people around me I can trust, and who better than my own children? To think of that first-class mind going to waste splashing paint around on a grotty piece of canvas in a dusty garret.’

Dorothy giggled. ‘She’s only seventeen,’ she said cheerfully. ‘Don’t despair just yet, my dear, there might be a solution.’

He raised his head and surveyed her, not daring to hope. ‘There might?’

‘Of course, silly, she’s still a girl. There’s plenty of time for her to decide what she wants to be. All you have to do is ensure she gets to do it all for the next couple of years so when the time comes, she has the information she needs to make a decision.’

Dorian looked puzzled. ‘I don’t follow.’

‘That’s because you have trouble accessing the mind of a teenage girl,’ she replied teasingly. ‘If you give Natasha something she wants, there’s a strong possibility she will give you something you want. I learned that the hard way when Diane was eighteen and fell madly in love with a most unsuitable man.’

‘Keep talking,’ Dorian said eagerly, and topped up her glass again. ‘I feel as if I’m in the presence of greatness.’

‘Simple,’ she grinned at him. ‘Tell Natasha you respect her wishes, but you’d really like her to have a solid degree behind her. If she chooses the actuarial course and hates it after two years, tell her you won’t stand in her way if she decides to drop out. In the meantime, you will undertake to provide her with as many tutors and advisers as she likes so she can keep up her art in her spare time. Tell her she can go to France during the holidays and stay in one of those arty communes if it helps with the creative process.’

Dorian frowned. ‘Go to France on her own and stay with those hippie types with their free-love attitudes?’ He sounded appalled by the prospect.

Dorothy chuckled. ‘Buy a castle in the Dordogne or someplace equally scenic, and create an art commune around it. You don’t have to admit to owning it, so you might want to hire a front man to run the place. Invite all sorts of up and coming artists to stay there as guest lecturers, and make sure you pay them well for their services. Send Natasha there when she’s ready, and make sure you have a few of your guys keeping an eye on her so nobody takes advantage. That’s what I’d do. Of course I’m only a woman, so perhaps you have a better idea.’

Dorian got a fervent glint in his eye. ‘I know just the place,’ he said fiercely. ‘She might go for it as well, the little scamp.’

‘The important thing is not to deprive the girl of her dreams,’ Dorothy told him earnestly. ‘She wants to know you’re not trying to stifle her creativity or turn her into something she’s not. If she knows she has your love and support, she’ll probably sail through the degree with one hand, while she’s busy sketching her classmates on scraps of paper with the other.’

Dorian heaved a great sigh of relief and his phone promptly beeped again. ‘I’m so glad we’re back on track after that terrible business,’ he said. ‘I feel so much more able to deal with things when I have you by my side.’

Dorothy fixed a smile firmly on her face. Oh shit, it’s the clairs. What the fuck is going on? Her lower back was tingling so much it was almost vibrating. Please don’t let us be under attack. As fate would have it, Dorian’s phone chose that moment to ring. The ring tone sounded familiar, but Dorothy did not have time to identify it because she was far too busy attempting to appear normal and not at all like a psychic. Dorian uttered a few oaths under his breath and stood up. 

‘I had better take this or I’ll have no peace,’ he told her angrily, and strode out of the room.

She sipped her wine and allowed the tingling to wash over her. This is lovely. Not. I have no clue what I’m supposed to do or not do. Just as long as there aren’t any bad guys out there with guns. 

She stood up and slowly walked across the room to the door. Still tingling from head to toe, she eased it open and peered out into the corridor. Jive immediately stood to attention.

‘Everything okay, Boss?’ Clive asked urgently.

‘We’re not under attack, are we?’ she enquired timidly.

Craig appeared as if from nowhere. ‘The apartment is one hundred percent secure, Miss Lyle,’ he said kindly. ‘If any of the Radleys come for you while you’re here, I shall take considerable pleasure in ripping them apart with my bare hands.’

‘That’s good to know, Craig,’ she whispered. ‘I had a bad moment. There’s no need to mention it to anybody. Bye.’

She closed the door on Jive’s concerned faces and walked slowly back towards the table. She caught a glimpse of her own reflection in the window as she moved and that was when it happened. The image in the glass wavered. Gone was her neat little Victoria Beckham, figure-hugging number, and in its place was a magnificent Vera Wang wedding gown. 

Around her neck was clasped a diamond necklace which would have done a princess proud. Her hands were gripping an elegant and stunning bouquet made up of dozens of white rosebuds. Gemma and Orla were standing to her left. Both women were grinning widely, as if truly delighted at how things were working out. On her right-hand side stood Dorian Ganley wearing a grey three-piece suit and lilac cravat. He looked exceptionally handsome and stylish.

Dorothy froze in place and examined the scene in minute detail. She looked beautiful and there was an almost tangible sense of excitement in the air. Dorian, on the other hand, did not look excited or close to it. He looked smug. In fact, very much like a man who has signed off on a fantastic deal. 

As she watched him intently, his eyes glazed over ever so slightly, and his hand crept to his pocket. When it emerged, he was clutching his ringing phone. Once again it played the unusual ring tone, and this time Dorothy had no trouble recognising the Russian national anthem. She employed a number of men who hailed from that region of the world, and on a couple of occasions had heard them whistling the tune as they went about their business in Barns.

‘Mother of God,’ Dorothy whispered in horror. ‘I wanted a decoy and instead I ended up with a two-timing, cheating jerk who wants to marry me so he can provide his children with a mother. He’s like a guy from a Jane Austen novel, except worse! At least that explains his fascination with the city of St Petersburg. I wonder how many other anthems that phone plays.’

The image in the window flickered and disappeared and she took a few deep breaths. Then she walked back to the door and opened it again. The three men were hovering nearby, clearing half-expecting her. 

‘Would one of you mind asking the cute little Indian guy for some brandy?’ she asked.

‘I’ll go,’ volunteered Craig, and shot off to the kitchen.

‘You’ve gone pale, Boss,’ Clive sounded anxious. ‘Shall we take you home?’

‘Soon,’ she smiled at him. ‘It’s a little early yet to leave. Dorian wants to play me some of his favourite classical music. I think he’s feeling romantic.’

Jive stared hard at her, as if searching for the clue in the words.

‘Anything we can do you for, Boss?’ James enquired in a hard voice.

‘There certainly is, although we can’t discuss it here. I need you to undertake a special assignment for me. In point of fact, two special assignments. We’ll discuss it later.’

Then she closed the door on their surprised faces and returned to the table to wait for Dorian and the brandy to arrive. She strongly suspected he might want to ask her advice about his youngest daughter, Amy.
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IT WAS THE SUNDAY BEFORE Halloween and everything except the wind was quiet. Press attention had subsided to an acceptable level. The twins had returned to college and resumed their studies. Vowing to make a return trip within months, Amy and Donal had regretfully returned home to Laurier.

The final countdown to Marco’s Halloween birthday party was underway. Not wanting anybody to suspect how little heart she had for any sort of celebration, Dorothy raised no objection to any of the ideas put forward for the entertainment, no matter how bizarre or rambunctious.

Marco was due to turn twenty-nine, and had not enjoyed a birthday party since the one his mother threw for him on his thirteenth. After everything he had done for her during the past couple of months, the very least she owed him was a lousy party. Nonetheless, it was difficult to dredge up much enthusiasm for the proposed gaiety. Daylight savings time meant the clocks were due to go back, which would mean even darker evenings for months.

Dorothy was lying on top of the waterbed reviewing her life. She tried hard to push aside all sorrowful and negative thoughts, closing her eyes and picturing them bound together with white silken cords. The process was not an unmitigated success, so she visualised a net of blue silken threads and threw it over the mess of thoughts, cocooning them. Then she called upon the violet flame to transmute the negativity so it no longer had any power over her. Just to be on the safe side, she invoked Jesus Christ, and asked him to shine his golden ray of light upon her and bless her with positivity and love. She felt her spirits revive after this exercise.

To celebrate this minor victory, she decided to spend thirty minutes on the treadmill. In her dressing room, she pulled on her sexiest pair of black spandex training pants with the intention of giving her morale a boost. Then she donned a pair of purple sports socks and black and purple training shoes. Lastly, she grabbed a crop top with an internal support bra and tugged it over her head, before tying her hair in a ponytail. She glanced at her reflection. She was pale and had dark circles under her eyes. Most tellingly, she looked sad.

‘You’ve lost a few pounds, Dorothy girl,’ she told her reflection mournfully. ‘Think how pleased you would have felt about that a couple of short years ago. Now you look like a little ninja in your workout clothes, and what good has it done you, eh? The new body and the money? What good? 

‘You’re in love with a man who is fond of you at best. Your oldest friend, godmother to your children, has been charged with attempting to solicit your murder. Your best friend has not been to see you for years, despite you sending her a bucket-load of cash. You are no better off today than you were on your fortieth birthday. You may have more material possessions and better skin and be fifty-three pounds lighter, but are you any happier? No, you are a helluva lot sadder than you were before and that is a fact. Maybe you should have listened to Horace and stayed where you were in Shankill. What’s that I hear you say, Dorothy girl? Ireland’s richest man? Ah yes, the new boyfriend. Let’s not be forgetting DG. What a catch. Lucky me.’

She returned to her room and started her stretches. She was about to drop to the floor and chance a few push-ups when her phone rang.

‘S’up, Boss?’ it was Marco’s cheerful voice on the other end. ‘We have a surprise for you in the hallway. Why don’t you come down and see it? Them, I should say.’

‘Can it wait?’ She made sure to sound patient since the driver was, after all, her hero. ‘I’m about to jump on the treadmill and I’m all warmed up.’

‘Sorry, Boss, this won’t wait,’ he replied cheerfully. ‘We really need you to pop down right now, and the Dog says don’t take the stairs.’

‘Jack Maddox would want to learn who is boss in this house before he gets much older,’ she replied sharply. ‘I’ll be there in three.’

Once again, she glanced at her reflection, but decided against changing out of her sleeveless top and skin-tight pants. Marco probably wanted















































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
DQP\QTA Y LYLET’

bl —IN—

ELLA CARMICHAEL





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





