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        Behind every great fortune lies a great crime.

      

      

      

      
        
        —Honoré de Balzac
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        Rome, 2019

      

      

      A sleek black Maserati moved quickly through the darkened streets of nighttime Rome. Inside were two men, two pistols, and six pounds of diamonds that no one believed were missing.

      Every thief has a story about a perfect crime.

      For once, it was actually true.

      But Vito Verrazano was nervous.

      His palms were wet, and lines of sweat moved down the side of his face. He prayed the other man in the car, the man driving, didn’t see it. Vito rubbed his hands on his pants. If Rusty noticed his discomfort, he didn’t say anything. Rusty was focused on the road.

      The Maserati Quattroporte GTS slid through the dark streets of Rome like a black lozenge, slippery and elusive. It was approaching one in the morning, and the streets were not quite empty. Vito was still trying to process the day, wrap his mind around the sheer absurdity of it all. The illogic, the unbelievability of it, stretched the fabric of his mind to its limits.

      At eleven that morning, Vito had walked into the Commerce Bank of Rome wearing a business suit and carrying forged papers identifying him as Aldo Grassi, an old alias of Niccoló Bartolo, his onetime boss in the notorious School of Turin thievery ring. Vito asked for the bank manager and told him he’d like to access his safe-deposit box. The man took his identification, looked him up in a computer, and said that they hadn’t seen him in some time. Sixteen years, Vito told him with a practiced smile. He was taken down to the vault and given a private room they had for their preferred guests, and the box was brought in. When the curtain was pulled aside, Vito opened the box.

      Inside, there were over six pounds of finished diamonds worth approximately one hundred million dollars.

      Vito greedily scooped most of the diamonds up and placed them in a velvet sack, which he then secured and placed in the briefcase he carried. Vito left about a fifth of the stones in the box. He had to eyeball it, but it needed to equal about twenty million. That was how much the Antwerp Diamond Centre claimed Bartolo actually got away with when he originally stole these in 2003. Leaving an actual fortune behind was insane to him. He had to fight himself not to pocket a fistful—Christ, what would that be? Five million in rocks?

      But that twenty million he left behind would be their escape plan. That’s what would make the police believe they got everything back.

      Vito handcuffed the briefcase to his wrist, closed the box, and gave it back to the manager, who was waiting in the vault. Vito thanked him for his time and walked out of the bank with eighty million dollars in his right hand.

      Then the day got weird.

      Rusty, Jack’s man, who seemed to be able to conjure up handguns, passports, and high-end sports cars with a magician’s flourish, picked him up in a black Maserati, and they drove to a hotel where they waited for Jack’s call.

      They watched it happen on TV.

      Four men—ex-Serbian special forces and Jack Burdette—attempted to rob the Commerce Bank just hours after Vito was there, and it went sideways in every way possible. Of course, Jack was on the inside making sure that it did. He got out without getting killed and ended up in a shootout on a Roman street, him and a bent Italian cop against Aleksander Andelić and what was left of his Serbian goon squad. Jack escaped that too, and Vito began to wonder if Burdette was part cat and what the count of nine lives was up to.

      They picked Burdette up in the Maserati, the same car he and Rusty sat in now, and they fled to Rome-Fiumicino, where they boarded a chartered plane, Vito didn’t know what kind, and flew two and a half hours to Alicante, Spain. He and Rusty remained on the aircraft with the diamonds for about an hour. Jack returned with Enzo Bachetti, a safecracker and alumnus of the School of Turin. Enzo was worse for wear. He was bloody, and he’d been tortured.

      They didn’t talk for a time.

      Jack drank.

      They’d watched a man die. Vito still didn’t know who pulled the trigger, but he knew Jack hadn’t stopped it. Nothing else was said.

      Something else died there too, in that hot Spanish night, but Jack wouldn’t speak of it.

      He only drank and rifled through a thick collection of files they’d brought back with them from Aleksander Andelić’s house.

      They split up at Rome-Fiumicino airport, Vito and Rusty in the Maserati and Jack and Enzo in another car. Jack said they were going to meet Giovanni Castro.

      Castro. He was the cop who busted up the School of Turin in 1997. Jack and Enzo had gotten away. Bartolo had gotten away. Vito didn’t. Vito only did five years, but when he got out, he looked up Bartolo, asked him what he had going, and Bartolo said they couldn’t work together anymore. Vito was an ex-con. The police knew where to find ex-cons.

      Then Bartolo robbed the Antwerp Diamond Centre.

      If it weren’t for Castro, the original School would have been in on that job, including Vito. Instead of grabbing the diamonds now, sixteen years after the fact, he would’ve been living high on the fat. He’d never have stolen anything again.

      If it weren’t for Castro.

      If it weren’t for Castro, the School of Turin would have pulled that job, not the practice squad, and they would have gotten away with it.

      And there wouldn’t have been a Castro if it weren’t for Jack.

      Vito told him there were no hard feelings. That he’d forgiven.

      But that wasn’t true.

      There were only hard feelings.

      The time you spend in a concrete box, you never get that back.

      Vito was nervous, exposed wires in the rain.

      Vito pointed to the left side of the car and said nonchalantly, “Vatican. Always looks pretty at night.”

      Rusty looked over at the illuminated circular columns that enveloped St. Peter’s Square like the arms of God.

      Vito had never believed in God, but he was Italian, and that made him a Catholic.

      “We haven’t heard from Jack,” Rusty said, “so I’d like to stop by the hotel first before we find our place. Just want to make sure everything is okay.”

      “That’s fine,” Vito said. He pointed straight ahead. “This road will take us right by there.”

      Rusty drove through a traffic circle and continued down the street, which eventually split into lanes falling on either side of a tunnel entrance. The road was slightly elevated, and as they descended to merge with the tunnel traffic, they could see the Tiber, a black ribbon across the glowing city. It was too dark to make out the water, but Vito saw the illuminated bridge stretching across it. Rusty slowed to a stop, the third car in a line at a red light. The other two appeared to be taxis in front of them.

      Now. Now was the time.

      Vito pulled the .22-caliber Beretta Bobcat from his pocket and held it against his chest. Rusty, focused on the road and his mind apparently elsewhere, still hadn’t noticed.

      “Sorry, kid.”

      That got his attention.

      Vito fired twice.

      Not believing in God doesn’t mean you don’t believe in remorse, it just means you don’t have any place to put your guilt.

      But he was also seventy years old, an ex-con, and not living off the promised fortune of a job he should have been on sixteen years before. That left little room in his heart for anything else.

      Vito liked the kid. Rusty was damn good at what he did, and he was crafty. In another life, perhaps.

      Vito reached into the back seat and grabbed the diamonds, now in a bag he could sling cross-body. He got out of the car and closed the door, never looking back. Vito slung the bag across his chest. A .22 was a small-caliber weapon, and when fired from inside a car, the sound wouldn’t carry far. Vito doubted that the shots would even register as anything more than a backfire or blown tire to the cab drivers, especially if they had their radios on. To anyone on the street, if there was anyone at this time of night, it’d just look like a guy got out at a stoplight.

      Vito moved quickly down the Piazza della Rovere, the dark waters of the Tiber on his left and a wall of seventy-year-old, five-story stucco to his right. He disappeared quickly into the inky half-light of the Roman night. Vito turned down the first street he came to and snaked deeper into the outer edges of the city, away from Rusty. He still didn’t hear any sirens.

      When he’d walked for about ten minutes and was certain that he wasn’t followed, Vito pulled out his phone and dialed a number.

      When the person on the other end picked up, Vito said, “It’s done.”

      “Good,” the voice on the other end said.

      Then Vito Verrazano went to ground.
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        October 2021

      

      

      Jack stepped from the cool, dark interior of the low barn into the hot afternoon sun. The yeasty smell of fermenting grapes abated some when he left the tank building, but it still hung heavy in the air. He loved this time of year. It was always a gamble with growers trying to push the harvest as long as possible to soak up the dry, late summer sunshine and cool mornings. The trick was to time it so that you completed the harvest before the October rains, which would destroy whatever crop was left on the vine. It was incredibly stressful. If the rains came early, entire crops could be lost.

      There was little danger of that, it seemed.

      It was early October, and there was no sign of rain in the forecast. It had been another dangerously dry year, and wildfires burned throughout the state. They’d had several near misses with fires and the last time could see flames from the property.

      The unfortunate irony was that as the climate had warmed, the harvest was starting earlier and earlier. A dry growing season was ideal, but if it was too hot and too dry, the veraison, or the process of ripening, started in early August now in some parts. This meant that the vines would cease growing and starting to push sugars into the grapes. That began a clock of approximately six weeks for when harvest needed to begin. For the estate fruit here in Alexander Valley, which was at the northern end of Sonoma County and enjoyed a cooler microclimate, they hadn’t had to harvest much earlier than previous years. But Jack also owned a tract of vineyard in Napa Valley that supplied the fruit for their signature Cabernet, “the Kingfisher,” and that harvest started in August. They would have a much smaller yield this year, but hopefully they’d be rewarded with more intense flavor from the smaller grapes. That fruit, from the legendary Sine Metu vineyard in Napa, was one of the most storied plots of land in California wine country and produced some of the state’s highest-quality grapes. What fruit he didn’t use for the Kingfisher Cabernet, he sold to other vineyards and turned a significant profit from it.

      Megan handled the crush. She oversaw all of the winemaking operations, managed the day laborer harvesters, all of which had to be done by hand, and she was ultimately responsible for the bottling. That was several full-time jobs in itself. Jack handled everything else. Most of his grapes were here at Kingfisher, at the very northern end of Sonoma’s Alexander Valley, among the black oak and with a gentler climate that favored more European-style wines.

      They’d survived the last two years, but it had been lean.

      Most of the money he’d made on his last job was gone, funneled into the winery to keep it going during the bleakness of 2020. Of course, there hadn’t been that much money to begin with. Jack, Enzo, and Rusty all walked away with about a million three, and that was what they’d been able to steal from the Serbian gangster Aleksander Andelić. It was supposed to be much, much more.

      Jack thought about Vito’s betrayal often.

      When it first happened, it was a raw and festering wound. It felt like a hot poker behind the eyes. Jack felt such a primal fury, such uncontrollable anger, that for a while he even scared himself. He didn’t know where to put his rage; it just seemed to batter against the sides of his consciousness, trying to be let out. He slept little in those early, dark days.

      Megan McKinney had met him in New York when Jack cemented his deal with the Justice Department to plea to several counts of passport fraud in exchange for avoiding prison and agreeing to help the FBI with several ongoing trafficking investigations. She wasn’t fully back in his life in those first months but saw the change in him, saw the darkness taking over. She told Jack that she loved him, but he had to banish whatever those demons were if they were to be together. She didn’t ask to know what was troubling him but promised that he could tell her if he wanted. She would listen and she wouldn’t judge.

      Jack told her.

      He and his crew targeted one hundred million in finished diamonds that no one was looking for. They made the painful decision to leave about twenty percent of those diamonds in the safe because they knew the police needed something they could believe.

      The plan was perfect. Jack had made his deal with the government. He would help them capture the Serbian war criminal-turned-thief Aleksander Andelić, and in exchange, the government wouldn’t press charges on a litany of damnable offenses. Jack would be a free man and would have twenty million in untraceable diamonds.

      The one thing they hadn’t counted on was an inside threat.

      Vito Verrazano, one of their own crew, double-crossed them. Vito shot Rusty, left him for dead, and disappeared with the diamonds. Eighty million gone in the blink of an eye.

      And there was nothing Jack could do about it.

      Because his deal involved a guilty plea for passport fraud, he could never hold another passport again. Not legally, at any rate. He still had one expertly forged passport that he could use should he ever need to escape. The other was hidden in his villa in Tuscany, which he obviously couldn’t get. At least not without incredible risk.

      Jack told Megan this and, to her credit, she didn’t judge him. Megan knew who and what Jack was and had accepted it. Jack came to realize that the source of his rage wasn’t just that he’d lost an actual fortune in stones but that someone had outsmarted him. For Jack’s entire professional career, he’d earned a reputation for staying several steps ahead of the competition, ahead of the law. Now, one of his own, a cagey seventy-year-old no less, pulled the one move Jack never anticipated. That burned him as much, if not more, than being arrested by the FBI.

      When it first happened, Jack, Enzo, and Rusty spoke daily. They were searching for Vito. Rusty scoured the dark web for any trace of the double-crossing bastard from his recovery bed in Switzerland. The plan was that Jack would use his last passport, they’d steal the diamonds back, and then they’d slowly sell them off over a number of years so they didn’t arouse suspicion. But when Megan reentered his life, Jack finally admitted to himself that he had something to lose.

      Jack never shared this to his partners, but it became a simple calculus of risk versus reward. Before Megan, he was prepared to run. If Jack’s passport was burned, he could leave his winery and his “Frank Fischer” life behind. It would hurt, but he could do it. But Megan McKinney was the one thing he wouldn’t trade. She loved him not for who he had been but for who she believed Jack was now and who he had the potential to be, a person she wanted to see him become. Their relationship over the last ten years was confusing, a hot and then cold affair that was equal parts elation and gut-wrenching pain. When he thought about it, Jack likened it to what it must be like to land an airliner in bad weather. It was hope and despair, usually, it seemed, in unequal amounts and anchoring on the latter. But Megan was back now, and it felt like this was permanent. Jack had exorcised the demons of his previous life, the thing that had kept her away.

      That didn’t end the pain of betrayal, and it didn’t make it any easier to accept what happened. But it did force Jack to acknowledge that he now had something to lose. More than that, it forced him to take stock of what he did have: a way out. Jack had a real life, a new identity, and a business that both employed many and made many more happy. He was making something.

      The worst, though, was the guilt. Rusty was nearly killed over the diamonds. Enzo, Jack’s oldest friend, was tortured by Andelić’s men while Jack, Vito Verrazano, and Rusty were stealing the stones from the bank. Rusty and Enzo paid a debt in blood that Jack could never repay. He owed them. A three-way split of eighty million dollars would have gone a long way to settle those scores. There were times when the guilt was crushing.

      Eventually, the daily calls with Enzo and Rusty became weekly ones. Then, less frequently than that.

      It’s not that they had moved on. Enzo had a woman and a small olive orchard in Calabria overlooking the Mediterranean. Jack had met her once. They didn’t live together, Enzo would probably never trust another woman that far, but he seemed happy enough most days.

      Rusty, less so.

      He’d lost everything on their last job. The State Department’s Diplomatic Security Service was actively pursuing him, as was the FBI, for his passport-forging operation—not to mention whatever the FBI was after him for already. Rusty had a very lucrative business in Europe working as a fixer and troubleshooter for criminals like Jack (and, on occasion, certain intelligence services). That was all gone now. Rusty was a full-time fugitive, and the entire time he was recovering from the gunshots Vito left him with, he was thinking about nothing but payback. Even the diamonds were secondary.

      Then the world stopped. They found Vito in that lost year. Ultimately, it wasn’t hard work for Rusty, himself an ex-FBI agent and counterintelligence specialist. They initially tracked him using his cell phone to the shores of Lago Maggiore in Italy’s lake country, not far from the Swiss border. Then, shortly after he arrived, all trace evaporated. Vito had ditched his phone. From there, Rusty started looking at other indicators, for example, property that was purchased in late 1997 or early ’98. Jack knew that was when Vito was supposed to have been arrested along with the rest of the School of Turin, but instead they learned he had paid off a corrupt judge and disappeared. They were able to use that data point and others to figure out where Vito was living and under what alias.

      Rusty, who was hiding in Lucerne, showed extreme restraint in not showing up at Vito’s door and exacting revenge.

      With the world locked down, the three of them agreed to wait. Verrazano couldn’t move the stones even if it’d been safe to travel. Vito had been a crew dog in his prime, a working thief who moved from job to job. He didn’t have the kind of connections that one needed to safely and securely fence a score that size. Time, it seemed, was on their side. Though Jack hadn’t yet told his friends that he wouldn’t possibly take the risk of traveling abroad, wouldn’t risk losing what he’d gotten back. Jack spent so much of the last year weighing his options. Vito betrayed them, and that was a sin that couldn’t go unpunished, but Jack also couldn’t reconcile what he’d have to risk to get the diamonds back. Back in Rome, when all he had was the score to think about, Jack had been prepared to leave everything else to get them. Now, it was exactly the opposite. It wasn’t that he had something to lose, he had everything to lose.

      That weighed on him daily, dragged him down and caused him as much internal strife as how to keep a winery in business during a year when no one could visit it.

      Megan appeared at his side, a soft hand on his shoulder. There were two plastic water bottles in her other hand, one of which she handed to Jack. He opened it and took a drink.

      “Thank you,” he said, with smiling eyes. Megan was the rare woman who didn’t defy age but assumed it gracefully and grew more beautiful every day. Her auburn hair was tucked beneath a dark and dirty ball cap with the pony tail extending out the back. Even with her face shadowed by the hat, Jack saw the playful line of freckles running across the ridges of her cheeks. She wore a UC Davis T-shirt and dirty, ripped blue jeans over boots. Megan was splitting her time between overseeing the last throes of harvest and the crush, the process of extracting the juice from the grapes they harvested.

      “Are you going to call Eagle Ridge today? That guy has left about four messages on my phone. Today,” she added ruefully.

      “Yes,” Jack said at length. “I’ve already contracted the rest of the Sine Metu allotment, though. I’ve told him as much.” Jack took another sip, and his gaze traced out to the black oaks that surrounded the property and to the neat rows of vines that gently climbed the rolling hills of their estate. “Told him in July.”

      “You have to do it,” Megan said. “Negotiating is the only thing around here you can do better than me.” Jack saw a smile crack the right side of her mouth.

      “True. Your version is, ‘I said there’s no fucking grapes.’”

      “I’m not that bad.”

      “Well,” Jack said, drawing the word out.

      “Okay, I’ve got to go check on Lincoln. I’ll see you at round-up.” Round-up was their end-of-day meeting with the heads of the various teams that ran the winery. It usually started in mid-August as they were getting ready for harvest and continued through October when harvest and crush were finished. They circled up to review the major events of the day and cover what needed to happen the next. Everyone enjoyed a glass or two of whatever bottles were open in the tasting room, leftover from that day’s service. Megan gave him a playful kiss and headed off for the vines.

      “Oh, I almost forgot. Corky is trying to get ahold of you. They are a little short-handed in the tasting room.”

      Jack patted his pockets quickly and realized he didn’t have his phone on him. Another sign of changing times.

      “See you,” Jack said as she left. Though they were still figuring out what exactly their relationship was, Jack and Megan could at least admit to themselves what everyone at the winery had known for a decade—that they were wildly in love with each other and were the only person that the other could tolerate.

      Jack finished his water and tossed the bottle in a recycling bin, enjoying the moment of solitude. He walked across the road to the winery’s main building. It was a two-story, mission-style construction with the tasting room on the main floor and winery offices above. There was a large patio they’d put in about two years ago, using much of the money Jack had from the Andelić job (he’d told people it was a divesture from an old business venture). The patio was a wide semicircle of dark granite with a low wall, about three feet tall, that separated it from the parking lot. There was a roof of reclaimed wood, built in a ramada style, over the patio with slowly turning ceiling fans.

      Jack cut a quick path through the outdoor tasting area. It was a Saturday, and they had a good crowd today. He greeted a few guests, recognizing a few regulars and club members. Jack also made a point to seek out some new faces to welcome them as well, introducing himself as Frank Fischer. Megan knew Jack’s real name, knew that “Frank Fischer” was a cut-out, and when Jack first told her, about eight years prior, it was an obvious (and understandable) fracture in their relationship. But, over time, she’d come to understand why he chose to keep those lives separate and decided that it was simply part of the package.

      So long as Gentleman Jack Burdette stayed retired.

      She called him Jack in private and Frank everywhere else, and she didn’t seem to mind the duality.

      “Hey, boss,” a jovial voice called from behind a counter in the center of the tasting room. He had a round face, bright eyes, and steel-colored hair.

      “Corky,” Jack said, smiling. Corky was a nickname he’d picked up while serving in the Air Force. He’d never explained to Jack what it meant, just that Jack wouldn’t get the story. Corky was one of their first employees. Originally, he’d worked part-time, just looking for something to do now that he’d retired from the military, but eventually he promoted to running the tasting room and now was in charge of all hospitality operations and the wine club.

      He diverted his attention momentarily to pour a tasting flight for a small group of customers at counter. “This is our Osprey, which is our Cabernet that we grow here on the estate. Our wines get warm sun throughout the growing season, but the marine layer comes in at night and cools everything off, which really helps the grapes rest and produce more sugar. You should pick up blueberry, black cherry, and a little chocolate on this one.” Corky turned back to his boss. “If you have twenty minutes, could you do the tasting for that couple at the end of the counter? Jenny is outside helping, and they’re both double-covered. I tried to get someone from Megan’s team to help pour, but she yelled at me.”

      Jack laughed. He scanned the bar behind Corky for what was open and interesting, not necessarily what matched their scripted tasting. Jack sold more wine on the stories behind the bottles than he did talking about tannin or flavor profiles. Jack also grabbed a glass for himself. It took him a couple trips back and forth to get everything set up.

      “Hey, folks,” he said with a wide, genuine smile. “My name is Frank Fischer, and welcome to Kingfisher. I’m sorry you had to wait a little. If you don’t mind, we’re going to go off-script a bit, and I’m going to share some of my favorites with you…”

      Jack put the thoughts of diamonds and urgency out of his head. He didn’t know why he stressed about it as much as he did. The one thing he could take comfort in was at least he and his partners were all on the same page.

      Wait it out until they had time to make the right play. This wasn’t the sort of thing you should rush.
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        Lago Maggiore, Italy

      

      

      The son of a bitch lived well, but this was not a home for a thief.

      There were far too many windows and too many blind corners.

      The house itself was two-story Mediterranean style, the color of an unripe peach. It was built on a terrace that overlooked Lago Maggiore from the west. The home was long and somewhat narrow, with the main living and dining areas extending out in a curved fashion that must have afforded incredible views of the lake. From where Enzo crouched beneath the stone arches surrounding a covered patio beneath the curved part of the house and facing the lake, he could see a small pool. A waist-high iron fence ran the length of the lawn. It was hard to tell because it was dark, but Enzo guessed it was a straight fifty- or seventy-foot drop from there. There was a steep slope and more trees that all spilled toward the lake. There was a Z-shaped stone staircase that led down to a dock. It was lit, but not well.

      Vito at least had security spotlights installed down below that shone up from the lake level.

      Enzo guessed the house was at least forty years old, perhaps more.

      The neighbors were close. Vito’s property butted up against them on both sides. The house next to Enzo, a yellow villa about half the size of Vito’s home, was dark and had the look of a vacation property. The one on the other side, Enzo hadn’t gotten a good look at. There were trees between them and a bit of a gap, but he could still jump from Vito’s wraparound balcony to the other one. Even at his age.

      Earlier that day, Enzo had driven by to get a look at the front. The house was built on the strip of land between the road and the cliff, along a two-lane north-south road that ran along the lake. Vito’s driveway was about as long as a stubbed-out cigarette, just enough room to pull in and enter the gate code. If the police or any of his enemies showed up one day, the only fast egress Vito would have was by boat, and even then, it required running through the house, exiting the patio, navigating those stone steps (God only knew what they’d be like in the rain) and then down to the boat at the dock.

      All that to say, it was a bad house for a thief.

      It was a house for a man who didn’t think he could be found.

      Enzo had been staking it out for two days.

      It rained off and on throughout the afternoon and the sky was still thick with dark clouds, creating a velvety blanket around the area that seemed to absorb all light. He’d made his way along the lakefront starting around eleven that night, and once he’d determined that Vito didn’t have any security cameras or motion sensors down here, Enzo snuck through the bushes to the stone staircase and quickly ascended, finding more than enough shadow. The house had been designed to maximize the views of the lake with as little obstruction as possible. So far as Enzo could tell, there was nowhere in the house one could actually see the stairs that descended to the water. Once he was up there, he moved along the rounded stone exterior to the covered patio and made sure that Vito wasn’t having a late-night swim or a cocktail.

      There were exterior lights here, which appeared to be more for decoration than security, but none of them were on. Enzo had seen Vito leave and return earlier that day. Enzo wanted to follow him, but he wasn’t practiced in tailing people and knew his limitations. That was hard enough to pull off with a single car, harder still in an off-season resort town. When he’d driven by the house earlier, Enzo slowed to make sure that Vito’s two cars were still there. One was a black Maserati Levante, the automaker’s luxury, high-speed SUV. The other was a Ferrari 246 Dino GTS in metallic midnight blue. The Dino was the first car that Ferrari produced in large numbers, and most aficionados believed it was one of the finest sports cars produced in the 1970s, with its sweeping and elegant curves. The car looked like a high-end escort. An interesting choice for someone with a nearly unlimited amount of money to spend. Or would have, once he could get access to it. Between the house and the cars, Enzo was beginning to wonder whether Vito had found a buyer.

      Once he was sure it was clear, Enzo moved to the iron gate that led to the house. It was locked, but he picked the lock and opened the gate in less than ten seconds. The metal door was old and needed oil. When you were trying to be silent, every noise sounded like a scream, and this one sounded like a particularly aggrieved, unquiet dead. Enzo slid through the gate and closed it but didn’t engage the lock, just in case he needed a fast exit. There was an actual door on the other side of the gate, and at least this one had a high-quality lock. That took Enzo about twenty-five seconds.

      There was no security system. No cameras, no wires.

      The absence of a security system didn’t surprise him. Last thing a professional thief wanted was a device that sent a signal to the cops, but Enzo didn’t understand the lack of cameras.

      With the tools he carried, tightly packed in his backpack, Enzo could have made it through most home security systems, though the serious, professional-grade ones were beyond his ability. Enzo’s speciality was safes, and there were few better than he.

      There were no lights on in the house, and Enzo couldn’t see a damn thing in the hallway. There were no windows. His eyes were semi-adjusted to the dark already from being outside, but this was like staring into deep space. Enzo waited a few more moments, breathing slowly and quietly to calm his heart rate, but it was hard standing here in a dark hallway with no cover.

      He had no idea of the layout of Vito Verrazano’s house, no idea where a safe might be.

      Jack normally planned these things, worked out the details. Enzo’s job was the safes; the rest he left up to others.

      Left up to Jack.

      He wished his friend were here, was sorry that he wasn’t. But Jack wouldn’t listen to reason. And he was dead wrong to let these diamonds just sit here in Vito’s safe for two years. Maybe Jack was right and it would be very difficult, almost impossible, for Vito to move them, but “almost impossible” wasn’t certainty. The hardware in the driveway suggested that. Enzo knew he should have done this a long time ago. They’d waited way too long in trying to figure out a way to get the diamonds, and every day that ticked by was one more that said Vito Verrazano was going to find a buyer. You didn’t do something like he did on a whim.

      But always with Jack was, “We gotta wait.”

      Jack, he couldn’t trust something that he couldn’t control himself. If he couldn’t be here to plan the job himself, move the stones himself, then none of them were going to fucking do it. That kind of meticulous attention to detail probably kept them both out of prison over the years, but it hadn’t done them any good in a situation that none of them saw coming.

      Worse, Enzo feared what was really happening was that Jack was losing his edge.

      So, Enzo took the decision off the table.

      He was going to steal them back from Vito. Jack would be pissed, fucking furious, no doubt, but when Enzo handed him a six-pound bag of goddamn diamonds in a few days, Jack would forget all about being angry.

      Focus, Enzo told himself. There was a door to his left and a hallway to the right. He doubted the safe would be down here, and he could discount the doors to the right. There’s no way Vito would put a safe in a ground-level room with a window. Enzo tried the door handle next to him. It was unlocked, so he pulled the door open just enough for him to slide through. The room inside was cold and completely, utterly black. He paused several long seconds, listening for breathing. Hearing nothing, Enzo took out his penlight and turned it on. He’d dialed in the lowest setting beforehand. The tight beam of light revealed a wine cellar.

      Not a bad place for a safe, honestly, if it wasn’t so close to a door. Still, it was worth a look.

      The wall to his left curved outward in a semicircle, following the contour of the exterior wall. Wine racks, mostly full, lined the walls, and there was counter, boxes stacked on top. Enzo moved over and checked the counter and the cabinets, testing for false bottoms or back panels. Even with the low light, he determined quickly that Vito wasn’t stashing anything here but Tuscans. It didn’t follow, anyway, with no lock and it being steps away from an exterior door, but with no advance intelligence on the job, Enzo had to be thorough. Satisfied, he turned the penlight off, slithered out the door, and closed it behind him.

      With his eyes fully adjusted now, Enzo could see the fuzzy outline of the staircase leading up to the main floor. He was grateful to find it was tile. That wouldn’t creak like wood. Slowly, inexorably, Enzo made his way up the stairs. He moved cautiously, pausing every few steps to listen for signs of movement. Hearing nothing, he continued. The top of the staircase was a rectangle of dark gray light; the windows on the main floor must be open.

      Enzo paused at the top of the stairs to listen again. Hearing nothing, he crept into the hallway. There was an open door directly across from him. Even in the darkness, Enzo could discern the depth and size of the room, could see the large bed in the center of it. This would be the master. The bed was empty and looked made. On the far wall, there was a glass door that opened to a balcony that faced the lake. The curtains hung by the side of the window, silent guardians. A bedroom was a common location for a home safe. People wanted the psychological security of having their treasured property close to them. In America, he knew, it was just as common for them to be built into the floor and hidden by carpet. Not in Europe, however, where floors tended to be tile and covered by rugs rather than wall-to-wall carpet. No, Vito Verrazano would have a wall safe or a larger standing model, though Enzo found that unlikely. Most thieves tended not to advertise that they had something to hide.

      The walls in the master bedroom were spartan. Either Vito didn’t spend a lot of time in here or didn’t value decoration. The point was that there wasn’t anything on the walls that would hide a safe. Enzo turned from this room, dismissing it for now, and continued down the hallway. He paused at the next door, this one on his left, which meant that it would also face the lake. The next room down the hall would be the floor’s main living area. There was no door, and Enzo could see the dark gray half-light drifting into the hallway, giving some ghostly shape to the larger room beyond.

      Enzo paused again to listen, and he heard no sound but his own breathing. He should’ve at least heard Vito sleeping, passed out in a chair or something, if he wasn’t in his bed. But there was nothing. Enzo was starting to get concerned now because he’d staked out the front of Vito’s house for several hours and saw no sign of the son of a bitch. Enzo sat, parked in the driveway of a vacation home that he knew was unoccupied, until night fell. Vito’s lights went out a little after ten, and Enzo assumed that meant he was going to bed.

      All that said there should be some sign of Vito Verrazano in the house, but Enzo found none.

      Maybe Vito went out for the evening? Called for a ride instead of driving? Was it possible to leave in the time it would take for Enzo to make it from the front to where he’d accessed the shoreline? If so, that meant Vito could be home at any time.

      You’re spooking yourself, he scolded himself. The mind had a way of playing tricks when you were creeping around a place that you weren’t supposed to be.

      Enzo could practically hear Jack lecturing him about already being in this place too long, about never doing a job in someone’s house and sure as hell not while they were in it. Or if you didn’t know for certain when they’d be home. He could hear Jack saying, “This is why we’re not burglars.”

      Well, doing it Jack’s way got us into this.

      The door was closed, so Enzo grasped the handle, the metal cold to his touch. He turned it slowly, and the sound of the lever disengaging was like spring-loaded thunder in the silent house. Enzo pushed the door open and slid inside, closing the door behind him but not all the way.

      This was where it would be.

      The room was small, with a floor-to-ceiling bookcase running from the door to the far wall. Vito had a small writing desk next to the glass door that, like the bedroom, led out to the patio that wrapped around the semicircular portion of the house. There was a patterned rug on the floor, for which Enzo was grateful because it would mute some sound. There was a painting on the wall behind the writing desk, which would be large enough to conceal something, but Enzo decided to start his search with the bookcase. The bottom row was a series of small built-in cabinets. Enzo knelt down, chose the center cabinet, and opened it.

      And there it was.

      Enzo retrieved his penlight and inspected it.

      The safe filled the cabinet, which suggested that the bookcase was built around it. The sides of the safe were flush with the cabinet, and Enzo figured he could slide a few pieces of paper between the safe and the cabinet but little else. It would be anchored to the back wall with masonry screws and a plate. He couldn’t tell the make or model; the manufacturer’s branding didn’t appear on the exterior, not that it mattered much. The safe was a traditional dial-combination entry. Enzo never trusted electronic safes. There were techniques to figure out which buttons were pressed most often, and from there it was a relatively simple process of determining what the right combination was. Which one usually got from some basic research about the target—most of the time it was a meaningful date or other number. It was actually amazing the number of people that had their combination written down and stashed in a desk drawer so they wouldn’t forget it. There were newer models that incorporated biometric security, such as fingerprints, but those too could be spoofed. That was a more involved process and usually required being able to lift a fingerprint off another surface. Enzo had the capability to do that, but it was messy and time-consuming. Most home safes were designed to protect against run-of-the-mill burglars, not safecrackers.

      Enzo shrugged his backpack off and set it on the rug next to him. It was a tactical-style pack that allowed him to access the contents while it was lying flat. Enzo’s tools were organized by type and secured to the interior in pouches with MOLLE webbing.

      Given enough time and force, any safe could be opened. What separated licensed safecrackers from thieves was time, noise, and ambient lighting.

      And permission, Enzo noted ruefully.

      On that latter score, this was an admitted gray area, since Enzo was just stealing back something that was his and his friends’ already.

      Enzo’s tool kit was as simple as his approach. There were no high-tech gadgets to use, no computers, no plasma torches (not that one would fit in his bag, but he knew people that used them). Somehow, he’d known Vito wouldn’t have an electronic safe, wouldn’t trust it. That was wise. The irony was, the more technologically advanced a lock was, the more tools there were to crack it. That theory had upper limits, of course, but for what even a wealthy person could afford to put in their home, it didn’t. The tools were a safety net in case he couldn’t open the safe by hand. If he was forced to use a drill, he’d first need to find and subdue Vito so that he would be free to make noise. As much as Enzo wanted to tie Verrazano up and make him watch, Enzo knew revenge moves were stupid and only gave you away.

      For this, Enzo would just use touch.

      Which was not to say it was fast.

      It took him about twenty minutes—longer than normal because he was working in the dark—to be sure that he had all of the numbers. Then it was another five to get the correct number of spins in each direction before disengaging the lock. The fastest way would be an acetylene torch, which technically was portable, but it wasn’t the kind of thing one could sneak easily. Enzo wouldn’t risk using that unless he knew that Vito wouldn’t be home. There would be no mistaking the sound, or the smell, when it was powered on.

      The silence in the house was deafening.

      Enzo’s pulse pounded and his heart raced, nearly drowning out anything else he might hear.

      He could feel the last tumbler fall into place, and he rotated the dial back to zero. On this model, he’d learned that you had to turn past zero one full rotation before coming to a stop and then opening. If he was found, it would be then. In a quiet house, there would be no mistaking the sound of pulling the handle down and opening the safe door.

      Enzo paused. He wasn’t sure if he heard something or not, but the hairs on the back of his neck raised up. He reached over and quietly retrieved the compact Beretta he’d stashed in the pack. The gun was clean; Rusty had gotten it for him on a previous job. Enzo had driven here, all the way from his home in Calabria on the southern tip of Italy, so that he could bring the gun and his safecracking gear. Those sorts of things tended to draw attention at airports.

      Before he opened it, Enzo made one last check for wires around the safe, trying to determine if there was a secondary alarm on it. He’d checked once before, but best to do so again. Finding none, he proceeded with the final step.

      Enzo rotated the dial, and the lock disengaged. He knew it was his imagination telling him that the sound was thunder, but it still sounded goddamn loud to him. He pulled the handle down, which also sounded like a cacophony, and opened the door.

      He had to bite back the words, the spiteful gotcha phrase he wished Vito would hear him say. To know Enzo had gotten the better of him, had gotten him back. Had equalized.

      He paused again, listening for any movement in the house in response to the safe opening. Enzo patted the gun, just to reconfirm its location again in his mind’s eye. He didn’t think he heard anything, but it was so eerily quiet in that house, he felt like he was hearing nothing rather than there being nothing to hear. Enzo took in a shallow breath and shone the light into the open safe.

      It was empty.

      That was when the lights came on in the room.
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      Jack liked to stay late at the winery, particularly during the summer and early fall, before the rains started. When the lights were off, looking above the inky outlines of the Mayacamas, the heavens opened up and it seemed as if you were staring directly out into space. It was breathtaking and incredible. Jack relished the solitude.

      Though it was quite warm during the day, the temperature fell quickly when the sun went down. Jack pulled a black leather bomber jacket on for his usual evening walk through the vineyard. Jack poured a small glass from one of their tasting bottles and stood near the barn, looking out at the rows of vines. They were now just dark shapes against a background of darker shapes. His phone jangled—a different tone than the standard ringtone, this one sharp and jarring.

      This would be a call through the encrypted messaging app Jack, Enzo and Rusty used to communicate safely.

      Jack checked the phone. It was Rusty. It would be early morning in Switzerland.

      “Hey, Rusty,” Jack said. “What’s up?”

      “We have a problem.”

      Jack was in the middle of asking the obvious reply when Rusty simply continued.

      “I got an alert on an old bank account that you and I used to use. It wasn’t one that I set up for you, but you used to pay me from it.”

      “Wait. How did you get an alert on one of my bank accounts?” Jack had anonymous accounts tied to shell corporations or false identities in banks across the globe, dozens of them, if not more. Most of them he hadn’t bothered closing down because they would be impossible to trace back to him.

      “After the Carlton job, when everything started going sideways and you figured out Reginald was working against you, I created a back door into the offshore accounts that I knew about. Once we figured out that Reginald was an informant, I was concerned that he might have given some of that information up to the authorities.”

      Anger welled up inside him, and Jack bit back words. This was wrong and a complete betrayal of trust. Not the action itself—that was smart. It was the fact that it was almost a decade later and he was just hearing about it now. Jack had worked with Rusty for a number of years leading up to the Carlton InterContinental heist in 2013, but it was strictly professional and transactional. When Jack needed something—a clean car, a weapon, a way out, he’d call Rusty. He’d paid for the services rendered with a wire transfer from one quiet account to another. Their relationship had been professionally distant for years. It wasn’t until Reginald double-crossed him and Jack knew that he needed help that he brought Enzo and Rusty in. Though Jack and Enzo went back almost twenty years at that point, Rusty was more of a business associate at the time. Their friendship didn’t develop until later. Jack was furious that Rusty would do that without telling him. Even angrier that he never figured it out.

      Or thought to check. There would be time for that later. First, he needed to understand what exactly the problem was that Rusty called him about.

      “Jack, Reginald is the only person I know of who had access to that account. He created the dummy corporation that set it up.”

      “But he’s still in prison,” Jack said. “His sentence is barely halfway through.”

      “No. He’s out now.”

      “What?”

      “I just found this out. He was moved to a minimum security prison in 2018 and then released the following year on parole. I started digging into this when I got the alert on the account. According to court documents, given his age and status as a ‘model inmate,’ Reginald was deemed to pose no further threat to the public.”

      “He’s been out of prison for two years and we didn’t know,” Jack said. Whatever anger he felt toward Rusty faded well into the background as he tried to process what he’d just learned. Reginald LeGrande was free. He’d been sentenced in 2014 for fifteen years for embezzlement and passport fraud.

      Rusty continued. “The bank account was registered to a Consolidated Holdings International. Someone just dropped a hundred and fifty thousand dollars into it and used that to charter a plane from Rome to Los Angeles. I’ve been up since about four tracking this down. Once I saw the transaction in the account, I called the company, Cirrus International Aviation, to confirm the flight. Told them it was a security measure.” Rusty paused to give Jack a chance to ask questions, but he didn’t have any. “The customer is Vito De Angeles and two other passengers, Tommaso Benedetti and Lucio Greco. So, the question is, why is Reginald LeGrande using a shell corporation to charter an airplane from Italy to the United States? I think I know the answer to this, but I’ll let you have the honors.”

      Jack exhaled. He turned and began walking back to the tasting room. It was the only light in the murky indigo of the long dark matte painted by the mountain’s shadow and the drooping black oak trees that surrounded the property. “Vito De Angeles is obviously our Vito.” Having lived and worked so long with aliases, Jack understood the psychology all too well. The hardest part was getting the first name down, because you’re conditioned your entire life to go by that. It took Jack years of practice, and at one point, he actually studied method acting, of all things. A common trick that criminals used when working with false identities was to only change the last name so that they would reduce the risk of an accidental slipup. “Because Reginald and Vito know each other,” Jack said finally. “They worked together as far back as the eighties. They were on the Knightsbridge job together.”

      “Knightsbridge?” Rusty said. “I’m not familiar with that.”

      “In 1987, a crew tunneled into a security deposit in Knightsbridge in London. They had someone on the inside who helped out with security. They made off with something close to a hundred million. I think Reginald and Vito each got about fifteen. Most of the crew was rounded up within months, but Reginald and Vito played it smart. Reginald told me they knew the other guys were a little shaky, his phrase for ‘untrustworthy.’ So, he and Vito stashed their money somewhere in London and left. Everyone else started spending money like crazy, and that’s how they got pinched. Anyway, Reginald and Vito worked together on and off for the next couple of years. After a job we did went south in ’95, Reginald bought me a plane ticket and sent me to Italy to study under Vito. That’s how I ended up in the School of Turin.” Jack walked across the patio, now cold and dark, and back into the glass-walled tasting room. He went to the counter and refilled his glass. He had a feeling this was going to be a long night.

      “What happened to the Knightsbridge money?”

      “I don’t know. Reginald never told me how or if he got it. The reason they left it in the first place was they couldn’t figure out how to smuggle the cash out of the country. Vito never admitted it, but I always assumed he moved it out by boat between England and one of the countries on the other side of the channel, then drove back to Italy. Maybe they figured out a way to launder it in London, that’s always possible. I don’t know.”

      “But if Vito stiffed him thirty-some years ago, why work with him now?”

      “We don’t know that Vito did. Reginald never told me about it. I assumed that’s what happened, because when I asked them both, they told me not to ask. If that is true, could be this was a way to make up for it. Whatever they may have had against each other in the past, they’ve still got one thing in common. They both hate me more than anything.” Jack leaned against the counter and took a deep drink. “If they are working together, this looks more and more like a long con. Vito convinces me he’s been living hand to mouth for twenty years and that he just figured out where Bartolo hid the diamonds. We help him get the stones out of the bank and into the open, and then Vito steals them from us.”

      “Then Reginald helps him bring the diamonds to the US to sell them? I don’t know, Jack, that seems like a long shot. The diamonds are in Europe now, and that’s where half of the gray market is.”

      “That’s true, but Vito doesn’t have the connections with them. That’s the one thing he told us that I do actually believe. Reginald wouldn’t risk traveling abroad. He was convicted of passport forgery, among other things, and will assume he’s on a watch list.”

      “He could slip in and out of the country pretty easy on a decent fake,” Rusty said, challenging the logic. “You know that better than anyone.”

      Jack closed his eyes and thought. He knew Reginald very well. They’d worked together for so many years, Jack felt he had a good sense of how Reginald might try to play this. Jack knew how he would do it.

      “Reginald just finished his second stint in prison and got out legally. He’s not going to take the risk and travel abroad. Also, after being inside for six years and a snitch jacket, no one he used to know will talk to him ever again.” Jack paused. Think, Jack. Think. He snapped his fingers. “They’re going to move the diamonds legally. Well, sort of.” His mind was getting ahead of his mouth. “The only reason to bring them to the States is they are going to try to sell them on the legitimate market. They’d just need to make themselves look like diamond brokers, which wouldn’t be that hard to do—a website and some bogus incorporation paperwork? Importing gems into the US is so shockingly simple that most smugglers never think about it. You don’t even pay taxes on gems coming in. As long as you have import paperwork, which can be faked, it’s not that hard. Once they’re inside…in my experience, most buyers will look the other way, or at least not ask questions.” Jack stopped for a minute and tried to catch up with his thought process. “We also have to consider that these diamonds have been out of the news for twenty years. No one has stolen an amount like this, except for what I did in Cannes, and that was eight years ago. I doubt a buyer is going to question it if they can come up with a convincing enough provenance. They won’t have thought that anyone could steal this many diamonds.”

      Rusty was quiet for a time, and Jack could hear him typing. “But how do they get them in the country? You keep them here in Europe, we have way more bulk diamond buyers than they do in the States, and it’s a lot easier to smuggle them across borders. How do you sneak six pounds of diamonds on an airplane?”

      Jack had never tried to move stolen gems in the United States, but he had to assume gem buyers the world over were much the same. Consumer appetite for previous stones was nearly insatiable and too often, buyers simply looked the other way or just didn’t ask a lot of pointed questions when they were acquiring them. Except for those that were part of single supply chain distributors, some portion of the diamonds and other gems that were sold in Europe and Asia had, at one point, been stolen.

      “That part is also not as hard as you might think, which is not to say that it’s easy. But I’ve done it.” Well, to be specific, Jack set it up for someone else to do. But when he was working steadily in Europe, he employed any number of methods to sneak his stolen goods across borders. One of the most successful had been to have a hardshell carrying case for sensitive and fragile equipment, such as cameras, modified with small lead-lined compartments that followed the contours of the case. On the airport X-ray, it looked just like the case walls. “Just speculating, I would guess Reginald would fall back on one of the techniques I used back in the day. He never moved anything himself. Alternatively, I suppose Reginald could have someone in Customs, but that seems highly unlikely. He did go up for forgery, so maybe he found a way to doctor an import certificate.”

      “This all seems like a long shot to me, Jack,” Rusty said. “I get all of the things you’re saying, but it seems like the risk of bringing these diamonds into the States would be too high. And there just aren’t that many places that can or would do an eighty-million-dollar acquisition. I’m reading right here most of the big transactions happen at a couple large trade shows, neither of which are in Los Angeles.”

      “Maybe they aren’t thinking about one big push. I wouldn’t. They could be holding onto them for a bit and selling them off in small chunks like we planned to. But let’s say for the sake of discussion that they wanted to move them all at once. Major supply lines have been significantly disrupted, and production isn’t nearly what it was eighteen, twenty-four months ago. Somebody shows up with a massive amount of stones like that, offering in bulk, as long as they look legit enough, that lets a small company not quite corner the market but make a significant dent. All of a sudden, they’re on par with De Beers. You don’t think that a businessman is going to hold back on some of the questions he might ask for a situation like that? There are multiple importers and wholesalers in LA’s Jewelry District. One of the biggest trade shows in the world is in Tucson, which is only four or five months out. They could be doing the prep work for that now, using diamonds like flash money and establishing their bona fides.”

      “Okay, now that I believe.”

      Jack paused again, trying to put himself in Reginald’s shoes. What would he do in this situation?

      “Look, neither of these guys are young. They may not try one big push, but they are also not going to sell a handful a year for the next two decades. I think they are going to try and do this in a couple of big moves, taking whatever they can get, and live the rest of their lives burning money.”

      “What’s our next move, then?”

      “We need to figure out where Reginald is living now. If he was released from prison early, he’s likely on parole. See if you can’t figure out an address. We have to figure a way to flush these guys out into the open.” Jack took the phone off his ear and looked for new messages. Still nothing. “Where in the hell is Enzo?”
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      When the lights came on in the room, Enzo could see the outline of a man standing in the doorway in his peripheral vision, but he was too focused on staring at the empty safe to give it much notice. It wasn’t until the man said, “Don’t fucking move,” that Enzo broke his gaze. His eyes, adjusted for the darkness, were burning in the bright light. They flashed over to the man, but he didn’t move his head. He saw the barrel of a gun that the guy was holding about waist height.

      Enzo’s Beretta was on top of the black backpack next to him, with the bulk of his body blocking it from view. Enzo snatched up the gun in his left hand, cranked his body around, and brought his right hand up to meet it. He squeezed off a shot before the other man even knew what was happening. The bullet landed right in the middle of his chest. The guy pitched forward, making gurgling sounds like a broken drain. If the man wasn’t dead yet, he would be soon. Enzo didn’t have time for guilt. He pushed everything into the backpack and urgently zipped it, then threw it onto his back, keeping the gun in his hand. Then he was on his feet and stepping over the crumpled and moaning man, careful not to get the pooling blood on his shoes. Enzo didn’t bother checking for a pulse.

      He needed to find a way out of this house and needed it fast. The way he came in was no longer an option. There were too many choke points, and he didn’t know if the stairs or the back door would be covered. That left the front. It was the more obvious route but closer to where he’d stashed his car. Enzo didn’t know anything about the layout of the house but could figure it out based on where he’d been. He ran left down the hallway. The next room, the one adjacent to Vito’s office, was a large living room that faced the lake, and the kitchen was at the end of the hall. He could see all of this because the lights were all coming on. Enzo didn’t take the time to count them all, but there were a lot.

      The house’s entry foyer was on the right at the end of the hall, almost to the kitchen. Enzo was maybe twenty steps away. He looked up and almost froze in mid-stride. There was a man in the kitchen, dark suit and dark shirt, whose features looked like they’d been chiseled out of rock. But it was the eyes that almost stopped Enzo cold. They were blank voids, empty black pits without any feeling, any recognition of humanity. It was the face of someone who would simply and casually kill you without explanation or hesitation, because that was the next action to take.

      Enzo was so focused on the hallway that seeing this person jarred him and he almost missed the movement at the man’s sides, almost forgot that he too had a gun in his hand. Enzo stopped his run, skidding across the tile, and brought his pistol up. He snapped off three rounds without aiming and then dove through the doorway into the entry foyer. There were shouts behind him now, movement, chaos. He didn’t even remember opening the door but now he was moving outside—then he stopped. He was staring across the gravel carport at the closed gate and something wasn’t connecting in his brain, adrenaline and flight instinct was clouding out his ability to solve problems. Then Enzo smashed the controls for the gate and ran.

      Enzo’s car was about a tenth of a mile away, hidden down the road. He’d have stolen one of Vito’s cars but he didn’t see keys on his way out the door. Enzo dashed across the dark carport, gravel crunching under his feet. He was halfway across when the place erupted into light. Vito had floodlights on the carport and ground spots aiming at the house. All of them seemed to be aiming right at Enzo’s eyes.

      The first gunshot cracked the night.

      Enzo made the gate, grabbed a bar, and whipped himself around, nearly slamming himself into a car parked there.

      Enzo ducked low and aimed his pistol at the BMW
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