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Dedicated to my family.

Without their love and
support

I’d never have made it this
far.

Cheers to you all.


CHAPTER 1

 


 


When Finn Booth was sixteen
he witnessed a murder. The victim was Patty Lofton, a small-time
bookie from Camden, New Jersey. Finn had stared into Lofton's eyes
when he died, and vividly remembered the look on Patty's face the
instant the gun fired on him.

Patty had been on his knees
pleading for his life at the time, so when the bullet pierced
through the top of Patty’s right cheekbone, it spit out the back of
his head before finding its home in the snowy asphalt behind him.
Patty hovered for a second, as if he was deciding whether or not he
was actually dead, before finally falling on his back. What Finn
remembered the most was the color of the blood. It had been snowing
that night, and when Finn stood over the victim, he’d noticed a
deep red river flowing from the top of the back of Patty’s head.
The contrast with the snow was mesmerizing. It was the deepest red
he had ever seen.

Finn had seen plenty of
movies where people had been killed, but when Patty was sprawled on
the wet ground of the alley, Finn got a good look at what really
happened. Blood spewed from the back of Patty's head like water
from a hose, forming a lake of red around the corpse. Parts of his
shattered cheekbone jarred out of his face.

Finn thought about the eyes
the most. Patty’s pupils were wide and empty. His soul had already
left the body. Finn truly believed that.

The Patty incident was
almost eighteen years ago, and every day since Finn had been
haunted by that stare. He still had the occasional nightmare where
he relived the moment, and was unable and unwilling to go back to
sleep in case the dream reoccurred.

Finn was jarred awake by
the shrieking sound of metal scraping on metal. He blinked fast and
stared out the window. The subway car he was in was racing through
the tunnel. Lights flickered past him in perfect succession. He
glanced around the train at the dozen people surrounding him, some
sitting in the ugly, lime-green chairs, some standing and
maintaining their balance by holding onto metal poles.

Finn looked at the
newspaper in his lap and sighed. He stared at the headline for the
third time: ATTEMPTED RAPE THWARTED IN BOSTON COMMON. The picture
under the headline was of the ice skating rink along the other side
of the park. Finn knew all about the story before the paper had
come out that morning. He had been there.

Around midnight last night,
a young woman named Melissa Wagner had argued with her boyfriend
along Charles Street. She’d angrily stomped away from him and
walked through the park towards the Financial District. Three
drunken youths were hanging around a bench as she walked by, and in
a fit of whimsy, they nabbed Melissa and shoved her into the
shadows behind the bathrooms. They beat her into quiet submission
and started pulling off her clothes.

A man cutting through the
park on his way home heard the muffled noises and investigated. He
found the men and confronted them. The teenagers pulled knives on
him. Less than a minute later, the three men were spread out along
the grass, the fight beaten out of them.

Finn felt the bandages
covering his right hand. His knuckles still ached. One of the punks
had had braces, of all things. Finn was lucky he didn't have to get
stitches.

It was amazing how quickly the reporters
showed up. Sally Ward from the Globe arrived only five minutes
after the police. Finn imagined her sitting at her apartment,
staring incessantly at the police scanner perched above her
television, waiting impatiently like a dog staring at a dangling
leash for the next story to screech through the speaker. Sally
wanted to take a picture with him getting in the ambulance with
Melissa Wagner and get an interview with him in the morning. Finn
politely told her “absolutely not” to everything and refused to
reveal his name. She must have wormed it from a policeman because
he was prominently mentioned in almost every paragraph.

Thank God my number isn’t
listed, Finn thought. He’d actually looked online and found five
other men with his name in the Boston area. The only people who
truly knew which Finn Booth saved that girl was the reporter, a
handful of police officers at the station, and Melissa Wagner. He
wanted it to stay that way.

Finn folded the newspaper
and slid it into his briefcase. The next stop was his exit. The
train screeched to a stop and Finn walked to the doors. He stepped
out of the T train, fought through the mass of people in the
station, and pounded up the stairs. He opened the doors and stood
at the corner of the Common, just a five-minute walk from where he
became a hero the night before.

The heat instantly swept
through him as he unbuttoned the top of his shirt and slid on his
sunglasses. The heat wave punishing the East Coast had been brutal,
and forecasters said it would be over a week before there was any
significant change. It was perfect weather for those who wanted to
hang along the Esplanade, but brutal when one’s office attire was
slacks and a tie.

A muffled ring emitted from
Finn’s pocket and he pulled out his cell phone. He didn't recognize
the number. “Hello?” he answered, praying a reporter hadn’t tracked
down his personal number already.

“I heard you’re famous,” a voice
cracked back.

Finn stopped in his tracks. “What?” he
asked, acting as if he didn’t know who was on the other
line.

“The turtle finally poked
his head out of his shell. Surprised you didn't have a cape and
mask on.”

Finn slid against the wall
of a building and stared out at the street. People walked by him,
but he couldn’t care less about them. “How did you get this number,
Ranald?”

“C’mon, Finn, who do you think you’re
talking to?”

Finn nodded. Of course Ranald could
find out his number. He could find out anything he wanted to about
anyone. “What do you want, Ranald?”

“Do you really have to call me
that?”

“What do you want, Ranald?”
Finn pulled off his sunglasses and squinted at the rooftops
surrounding him. Ranald was always one for theatrics, and might
have been standing above him waving down.

“When I picked up the Times this
morning, the last thing I thought I’d see was your name on page
four. Here I thought after you joined the working world I’d never
hear from you again. You got a Boston Globe in your hand, I’ll bet.
Flip to page A-10.”

Finn glanced around suspiciously as if
he was being watched. He pulled the newspaper from his bag and
thumbed through the pages. The only article on A-10 described an
auto accident on the Jersey Turnpike that killed six, including a
board member of a major semi-conductor company. “Your work, huh?”
Finn sighed. “God, it must be traumatic for you to see me in a
tie.”

“Without a doubt. You’re already
wearing your noose. I had such lofty goals for you." There was a
moment of silence. “How’s Rene doing?”

Finn started walking down
the street again. “You call this number again and I’ll change it.
You try to talk to my wife, or see my baby, and I’ll finish
you.”

“Don’t try to be smug, Finn,
and quit with the empty threats. You can’t pull it off.”

“I’m hanging up now.”

“One question before you go. What were
you doing walking alone through the park in the middle of the
night?”

And with that, the line went
dead.

Finn froze in his tracks. He
turned off the phone and ran his fingers through his hair. Finn
hadn’t heard that voice in over two years - the voice of the man
who’d been there when Patty Lofton died all those years
ago.

It was the voice of Finn’s
father.


CHAPTER 2

 


 


 


 


Ranald Booth tasted bile in
his mouth as he slid his cell phone into his pocket. The few times
in the last decade he had actually spoken to his son always
conjured up an involuntary reaction to the spite he felt towards
Finn. He reluctantly swallowed instead of spitting on the French
carpet.

He looked out the window at
Central Park across the street. It was already muggy for nine in
the morning, even by New York standards. He noticed his reflection
in the glass. While Ranald was pushing sixty, he could pass for
forty-five on a good day. Not that he could really analyze his
appearance this particular morning. He had on a slight disguise – a
beard and glasses, accompanied by a brown wig. He’d even added a
fat wrap around his stomach to add a few pounds to his physique.
Looking at his reflection, he determined his own wife wouldn’t
recognize him unless she stared hard enough. He couldn’t help but
think he looked like a cross between Edward Kennedy and Higgins
from Magnum P.I.

He was soon standing in the
lobby of Billows Tower waiting for a Mr. Andrew Kane to arrive from
his daily walk to Starbucks. Every morning, bright and early, Kane
would leave his residence at six-thirty in the morning and walk to
the coffee house around the corner. He usually ordered a drip and a
scone, though sometimes he would splurge on a latte or a muffin.
Ranald had been observing Mr. Kane for over week and had his daily
schedule down pat.

Ranald glanced at his
watch. On a normal day, Kane would be back in five to six minutes,
get ready for work, and leave his residence at roughly eight. Today
was going to be different. Kane wasn’t going to be making it to the
office.

Even in work mode, Ranald
couldn’t get Finn out of his mind. He had called his son on his
wife’s behalf. Merab wanted Finn home for the annual Fourth of July
block party, and had begged Ranald to call their son personally.
Ranald wasn’t an idiot. He knew Merab wanted to bridge the gap or
feud or whatever was going on between them. She also knew Finn
wouldn’t be the one to instigate such a thing. Ranald figured it
wouldn’t work, but he loved his wife too much to not
try.

Ranald glanced around the
plush lobby. Six leather couches were positioned in the middle of
the room, enormous white columns standing behind each of them
stretching to the ceiling. Crown molding framed the room, which
stretched back a hundred feet to the three elevator doors behind
the reception desk. Ranald could only imagine how much an apartment
cost in such a building, let alone the penthouse that Kane resided
in.

Ranald turned back to the
window. The doorman was standing at the entrance on the other end
of the glass, fanning himself with a magazine. Only minutes ago,
Ranald had slid past the man as he assisted a woman into a cab. Now
his job was to act inconspicuous until Kane arrived.

Now he had a chance to
examine his reflection in the glass. Sixty or not, he was still a
strapping man. He had broad shoulders, a square jaw that wouldn't
quit, and a thick, dark mane of hair he kept slicked back under the
wig. He might be getting a little long in the tooth, but Ranald
still caught the eyes of the ladies whenever he walked the streets
of Manhattan. He had on his favorite Ravazzollo grey suit with a
green tie that matched his eyes. He didn't need to dress up today,
but figured looking like a banker would get him further into the
building than jeans and a t-shirt.

Suddenly Kane whisked past Ranald's
reflection, two coffees in hand. He handed one to the doorman with
a nod and a smile before walking through the revolving door. Ranald
took his phone and turned his back to Kane as he entered the
building, pretending he was engaged in an in-depth conversation.
Kane bared him no mind as he moved through the lobby towards the
elevator.

Ranald slid the phone back
into his pocket and slowly started to follow his target. The
elevator doors opened again and a middle-aged couple exited. Kane
ignored them as they passed him, heading for the front
doors.

“Hold that elevator,” Ranald
called as he jogged through the lobby. He squeezed in as the doors
were closing and locked eyes with Kane, who had ignored his earlier
plea and had in fact been pushing the “close” button.

The doors shut, leaving the two men
alone in the elevator. Kane pushed the button for the twenty-second
floor. “What floor?” he asked, looking at Ranald.

Ranald didn’t look back.
“Twenty-two.”

Kane glanced back at the lit
button on the panel. “Hey, that’s my floor. Who’re you
visiting?”

“Staying with a friend,” was
all he replied. Ranald stared at the digital readout above the
doors. They were already at the twentieth floor. Mr. Kane’s floor
was coming up. It was all about to happen, and he could feel his
adrenaline begin to boil over.

Ranald could also sense the curious
stare from his elevator partner. Kane had one eye on the elevator
doors but the other was sizing up this strange man following him
home. Ranald waited to see if Kane had the balls to ask which flat
he was visiting, knowing there were only three others on the
penthouse floor. It didn't happen, so perhaps decorum
prevailed.

The elevator doors opened
and Kane stood there, still locked in polite mode, allowing Ranald
to slip out of the lift first. Ranald nodded graciously and walked
out into the foyer. There were four gray doors spread out in four
distant corners, white walls with that same damn molding framing
them.

Ranald strolled over to the far door
to his left and pretended to fumble for his keys. He looked down at
the floor and watched Kane’s shadow move to the door to his
right.

He waited until Kane
unlocked his door before pulling out his gun. He crossed over and
pushed Kane through the door, sending him crashing to the floor in
the foyer. Coffee splattered all over the marble floor. Kane
flipped himself over and stared at his attacker in
shock.

Ranald closed the door behind him and
put his gun to his lips. “Quiet,” he whispered. "Let's not wake the
neighbors."

Kane tried to stop the look of terror
from sticking to his face, but it wasn’t working. His eyes were
locked on the gun slowly being pointed at his head.

Ranald motioned at him.
“Up.”

“Who are you?” Kane murmured through
quivering lips.

“Up.”

Kane found his way to his
feet and Ranald gestured to the living room. The apartment was very
modern and minimalist. Two black leather couches sat in the middle
of the room, facing a wall with two full-length windows showing
incredible views of the Manhattan skyline and Central Park. A
flat-panel television sat on the wall space between the
windows.

“Sit down,” Ranald
demanded.

Kane slowly walked over and
sat on one of the couches like he was sitting on a hemorrhoid the
size of a cantaloupe. “I don’t understand. Are you robbing me? I
don't have much here, but you're welcome to whatever you
want."

Ranald reached into his jacket and
pulled out his cell phone. He fumbled with it for a few seconds
before tossing the phone to Kane.

“What do you expect me to do with
this?”

Ranald quickly gestured at the phone
with his gun. “Just press play.”

Kane pressed the 'play' button on the
phone and watched as a recording of an older Asian man appear. He
was dressed in a double-breasted suit, a cigar in his mouth. He was
smiling, smirking really, as he stared at the camera.

“Geoffrey?” Kane whispered
to himself. His face shifted from shock to fear. It was evidently
apparent to him now why this man in black was standing over him.
Ranald was holding a recording from Geoffrey Hu, CEO of Woodside
Investments, and Kane's boss.

“Andy,” Barrett said,
“you're caught. You embezzled three-point-seven million dollars
over the last two years and you thought I wouldn’t find out? You
collaborated with Jackie Noonan, telling him all about that secret
little fund we’ve set up.”

Kane turned to Ranald, standing
directly behind him like a guard dog. “I’ve got money, you just
heard it. A lot of it. No joke.”

Ranald didn't acknowledge
Kane. He stood still, gun hung low in his hand, and continued to
listen to the recording.

Kane turned back to Hu’s
monologue. “You know what gave it all away? That ridiculous
apartment you're sitting in. I had the lease numbers pulled; I
could never have paid enough for you to afford that view. I mean,
what were you thinking?"

Ranald glanced through the
windows. He could see the tennis courts, the top of Tavern on the
Green, and the lake where he’d taken Finn to play with toy
sailboats years ago. With the crystal-clear sky and weather the way
it was, the view of the park was spectacular.

Barrett was still prattling
on from the cell phone. "I’ve known for over a month now. I’ve
thought about how I would, what, redeem myself? Is that the right
terminology? Anyway, I thought about bankrupting you, sending you
to prison, and countless, countless other nasty little scenarios.
But I want my money back. The only way to get it out of that
offshore account of yours is to have the account number and
transfer paperwork. It's just some simple forging of a few
signatures and a little bribe to the bank manager down in Panama
where you're stashing it.”

Ranald waited for a reaction from his
mark. He could tell Kane was already starting to realize what was
about to happen. Kane paused the phone and turned to see Ranald at
the window, staring out at the park below him. "Sir, what's your
name? Your name, sir."

Ranald ignored the man. This
was the standard motive of operation from Wall Street bigwigs like
Kane. They realize their situation, quickly offer money, try to get
personal by asking for a name or some bullshit, then usually get on
their goddamn knees and plead.

Kane turned back to the
phone and pressed play again. "You're not going to make it into the
office today, I'm afraid. Goodbye." And with that, Geoffrey Barrett
was gone.

Ranald had watched the
recording earlier and wanted to gauge Kane's reaction to that last
bit, just out of shear curiosity. However, Kane didn’t squeal or
cry out. He simply shook like a tree in the wind. He placed his
head in his hands and ran his fingers through his hair. Ranald
wondered if he knew what would happen next. Perhaps Kane thought if
he didn't acknowledge the man behind him, it would all just go
away.

Kane was frozen with fear
and simply sat there, staring at the blank screen, his back to
Ranald. He didn't attempt to fight for his life. He started to weep
quietly, as if he knew the sad ending of a movie before it
happened.

Bang.

The bullet ripped into the
back of Kane’s skull and his body jerked forward, crashing through
the crystal coffee table in front of him. The sound of glass
shattering and the body cracking through the wood was louder than
when the bullet had raced through Ranald’s suppressor. A second
later, Andrew Kane’s lifeless body lay on that gorgeous
green-colored marble floor.

Ranald slid his gun back
into his suit jacket and stared at the corpse for a second. Kane
wasn’t coming back. Ranald picked up the phone Kane had been
holding from the floor next to his corpse. He fumbled with it until
he found and tapped the camera button, snapping a shot of the body
as a pool of blood began to form around it. He took a final glance
at the view out the windows and left the apartment.

The elevator arrived and
Ranald pressed the lobby button. He stared blankly at the digital
readout as it counted down the floors.

He’d had an urge to do Kane
in the elevator. He hadn’t pulled an elevator job in years. It
would have been a perfect moment. But, alas, Hu had wanted him to
watch the video. Andrew Kane was to know who killed him. Ranald had
met some ruthless men in his life, but businessmen were always the
most sadistic fucks he’d ever worked for.

Ranald walked out of
Billows Tower, right past the same nodding doorman. As he walked
down the street, he couldn’t help but smile. Killing people wasn’t
nearly as difficult as it was made out to be. It was the easiest
thing in the world.







 


 


 


 


 


 



CHAPTER 3

 


 


On his way to meet Manny,
Ranald thought about what Kane had said right before he died.
Actually, it was what he hadn’t said. Kane didn’t utter a word. It
was as if he knew what was about to happen and had come to grips
with it. No begging for mercy, no last gasps or pleas. Ranald
couldn't really blame him.

Ranald pulled his Audi S4
down 10th Avenue. He stopped at a red light and watched as the city
hustled and bustled around him. An eclectic array of people crossed
the street in front of him. Cars surrounded him, horns echoed, and
voices carried in the air. Ranald loved New York City, even if they
were having the worst heat wave in a decade.

He recalled his youth
growing up just a few blocks away. The neighborhood had changed
with the times, but the street names hadn’t. Businesses came and
went, but in general it was the same. Kids still played basketball
in the park on the corner. Degenerate teenagers still tried to buy
cigarettes in the market and score meth in the alleys. The only
difference was the punks carried knives when he was growing up, not
snub nose .38s and Browning 9mms. It reminded Ranald that he was
still carrying his Winchester .22 pistol.

The Audi turned down a side
street and parked in front of a bar with the sign “Fitzgerald’s”
above it in tired red over a faded white background. Ranald found
it amazing that with the amount of money the proprietor made on the
side, he’d never bothered to replace it. It was one of the few
homages the neighborhood held from the old days before
gentrification and the new world took over. Perhaps the sign was
considered trendy, because the bar's business had never been
better.

Ranald took a leather
shoulder bag from the trunk and walked to the pub's front door,
pulling out his keys to unlock it. Inside, the bar was dark and
empty. Booths stretched around the walls of the room, a few tables
with chairs propped backwards sitting on their tops. The entire
establishment was draped in old mahogany wood and the bar wrapped
around the room like a horseshoe.

Ranald took an empty seat at
the head of the bar and dropped his bag on the counter. A few
seconds later, a fat middle-aged man waddled out, dolled up in
baggy jeans and a wrinkled dress shirt. His hair, once blonde and
thick, was now thin and bound back in a makeshift ponytail. He had
a steaming cup of coffee in his hand and placed it on the counter
in front of Ranald.

“How can you drink coffee when it’s a
hundred degrees out?” Ranald exclaimed.

“It ain't a hundred degrees in here,"
the man joked. "Air conditioning was a gift from the heavens. You
done already?”

“In and out, Manny. In and out. You're
the one who found me a local mark. Been at least six months since I
had a contract on the island.”

Manny nodded and reached for
a bottle of scotch above the bar. “Black Label?” he asked as he
pulled the bottle down and reached for a glass.

Ranald nodded, reaching into
his jacket to pull out the handgun he’d used earlier. “Give me some
ice with it. A shitload of ice." He pulled back the chamber on the
Winchester and looked through the barrel. He unscrewed the silencer
from the barrel and placed it on its end on the bar. "This new
suppressor you sold me is a hunk of shit," Ranald mumbled as he
flicked it off its perch, sending it spinning across the bar top.
"I didn’t even use the thing. Grabbed a throw pillow
instead."

"I told you that one was
from China,” Manny grunted. “I'll order you a new one from my Italy
guy tomorrow, ok?"

"Ok." Ranald watched the silencer slow
and stop spinning before being snatched up by Manny and replaced
with a cocktail. "You know, it’s a fucking furnace in here. You
think about turning on the air conditioner?”

Manny took a quick look at
the metal suppressor in his hand before he tossed it in the
garbage. “Take a look at my electric bill before you ask that
again. I ain't running the A/C when we're closed, even if the
almighty Fixer is coming to my place of business. It’s called
acclimation, man.”

Ranald took a long drink
from his glass. “I don't think you're using that word right. And
it's actually cooler outside. At least let me open the goddamn door
to let some air in here.”

Manny reached for his coffee
and poured some scotch in it. He looked down at the gun between him
and his friend and noticed the barrel was pointed at him. Using his
index finger, Manny moved the barrel so it faced the wall. “You
have any problems?”

“Like I said, in and out,”
Ranald said with a shrug. He reached into his pocket and pulled out
the burner cell phone. He slid it across the bar to Manny, who
punched up the photo album. He glanced at the screen, then dropped
the phone into his pants pocket. He stooped to pull a shoe box out
from under the bar and opened it, revealing five perfectly framed
stacks of hundred dollar bills, each a few inches thick. “I already
took my ten percent. You keeping this one, or you want me to drop
it in your off-shore?”

Ranald took a few stacks from the box
and slid it back over to Manny. "Taking ten, depositing twenty, all
right?" Ranald replied. "Stick it in my account when you do your
next drop?"

"No problem."

Ranald slid the stack of
bills into his leather bag. “Better get home to Merab. We're going
out to lunch and looking at new lighting fixtures for the kitchen.
I don't want her to worry.” He swallowed the rest of his drink and
set the glass down on the bar.

Manny lit up a cigarette.
“That woman ain't worried about you since the day you married her.
And we got business to discuss.”

Ranald raised an eyebrow. “Already?
Shit, Manny, I've never been in such high demand.”

Manny turned and reached
around the old cash register against the wall. He pulled out a
large brown envelope tied with string and dropped it on the bar
between them. “You're a daisy, Ranald. You know that. And this one
is at least five Andrew Kane’s.”

Ranald started to unravel
the string. “Turning to the private sector for business has been
never been so lucrative, my friend."

Manny shook his head. “This doesn’t
come from no suit. Not this time. This one here was handed to me by
Richard Montalvo himself.”

Ranald stopped opening the
envelope. It was a name he hadn’t heard in years. Montalvo had been
one of his previous employers, a Mafioso who had made quite a name
for himself dealing arms, drugs, and whatever else was illegal
today to the good people of New York and most of New
Jersey.

That had all come to a halt
close to a decade ago. The jobs started to fade away, just like the
mob in general. The FBI had seen to that.

“Montalvo?” Ranald whispered
to himself as he pulled out a photograph from the envelope. “I
thought he hired some dumb Puerto Ricans from the Bronx to do his
dirty work now.”

“So did I,” Manny said
between sips of his coffee.

Ranald pulled out the
picture and placed it next to his gun. The glossy portrait of
Marlon Schmidt stared back at him. Ranald instantly recognized the
face and had some knowledge of the man. Schmidt was one of
Manhattan’s most influential real estate tycoons, on top of being a
founder of one of Wall Street's largest tech funds. Rumor had it he
owned around a third of a Caribbean island, had helped finance a
major motion picture, and was even thinking of dabbling in
politics.

Manny squinted at the upside-down
picture. “Anyone we know?”

Ranald slid the picture
back in the envelope before Manny could get a good look at it.
“What’s the pay?”

Manny leaned against the cash register
and pointed at the envelope in front of Ranald. "Like I said, this
one's a doozy. Offer is three hundred thousand. Doesn't care how
you do it either. Doesn't need to be covered up. You can blast him
coming down the street for all Montalvo cares.”

“Not enough,” Ranald said.
“Tell him a job like this is five.”

“Fuck that, you
tell—”

“You recognize this guy,
Manny?” Ranald chuckled as he waved the envelope in his hand. “This
is Marlon Schmidt. He’s connected to politicians, gangsters, heads
of state, the fucking guy selling lotto tickets at the corner
store. Montalvo can have one of his goons try and do him, see if
the trail comes back to him. He can't though since he's under
indictment for the tenth time this year. Any of his goons go so far
as scratch their ass and the FBI will shove a pair of handcuffs on
them. No, you tell Montalvo if he wants it done right, done
professionally, then it’ll cost him five.”

Ranald gathered his belongings and
walked to the door. "And, of course, I'll settle for four," he said
with a wink.

“I’ll call you tomorrow with his
counter-offer, because you know there's always a counter-offer,”
Manny said, swigging the rest of his coffee. "Get Merab some
flowers or something. It’ll make her day.”

Ranald was already out the
door and a step from his car by the time Manny finished his
sentence. He glanced back at the bar as he opened the car door,
lost in thought. It was a big hit, he realized. The biggest he’d
had in years. Ranald had the tally in his head; a congressman, two
senators, a few diplomats, seven made men, two chiefs of police, a
quite famous actor and his singer girlfriend, and countless others.
In all honesty, he thought it would be a test of his skills, a test
he hadn’t had in years.

Suddenly Ranald Booth wanted
very much to kill Marlon Schmidt. He would have done it for
free.


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



CHAPTER 4

 


 


Finn couldn’t get the
conversation with his father out of his head. It had been years
since their last conversation, and the man continued to be a
braggart. He couldn’t resist showing Finn his latest kill, as if
Finn would be impressed. Why couldn’t I have an accountant or a
plumber for a father? he wondered. A plumber would have been
handy.

Finn walked into a high-rise
building overlooking Copley Square. It was here that he was Finn
Spencer, marketing manager for a sprawling communications company.
It was here that he finally realized what a normal life was all
about. It was wonderfully boring, and he relished every second of
it.

After his daily nod to the front desk
guard and a twelve-story ride up the elevator, he waltzed through
the glass doors of Trinity Comm. Becky, the receptionist, was on
the phone, pretending to be taking a client’s call. Finn knew she
was whispering sweet-nothings to the IT manager. They had been
having an affair on their spouses for over three months, and they
thought they were being so sly. Finn had figured it out weeks ago,
and he suspected the rest of the office was not far behind
him.

Finn was aware of everyone
and everything in this office, and it nibbled at him like a
mosquito bite. Another "gift" from dad, he thought. Ranald’s first
lesson to Finn had been to observe everything and assume anything,
down to the color of someone’s socks and what could be hidden in
them. If Finn wanted to, he could start enough rumors to make
Trinity Comm seem like high school.

He walked down a row of
light-blue cubicles, smiling at every random head that poked up
from their cage. He finally reached his desk, a five-by-eight plot
with a corner view of the Boston skyline. Finn opened his laptop
and checked his e-mail. There was nothing new – a few clients
complaining about this and that, Rene’s daily “checking in” message
(she hated texting), and a handful of newsletters. On a normal day,
this would entertain Finn for a half-hour, but on a normal day,
Ranald Booth didn’t call his son.

Finn didn’t know how long he
had been lost in thought, staring blankly at the keyboard of his
computer. He blinked and suddenly Hap was hanging over the wall of
his cube, the front page of the Boston Herald dangling from his
fingertips.

“You know, I couldn't
remember the last time I actually bought a newspaper.” Hap smirked.
"I didn't even know they still printed them. But here one is. And
your name is all over the front page."

Finn reluctantly smiled. “Keep it
down.”

Hap wormed his way into the cubicle
and leaned against the desk. “You kidding? You stop some scumbags
from raping a woman and you're telling me to keep it down? We
should post you to the company blog or some shit.”

Finn nodded and feigned a smile. The
last thing he wanted was to bring this type of attention to
himself. “All right, who knows? Who did you tell?”

“You obviously didn't hear me. This is
front page news, Finn. The whole building knows.”

Finn stood up and suddenly a
dozen people were converging on him, clapping their hands like he
had just won an Oscar. Finn couldn’t help it. He blushed. “I'm so
going to get you for this, Hap,” he whispered. Five minutes later
he was recanting the story to the whole office. He had just
finished a business dinner on Charles Street, decided to cut
through the park, and the rest was history.

“How’d you beat up three men?” someone
asked.

“Just lucky, I guess,” Finn
said. “I took some self-defense classes in college. I think they
were also on the drugs, so they weren’t in the best
shape.”

“‘On the drugs,’" Hap
snickered.

Soon interest waned and
everyone started to fan out back to their own cubicles, leaving
Finn alone again with his thoughts. He sat down at his computer and
tried to work.

It was no use; Finn realized
he wasn’t going to be able to focus. He walked to an empty
conference room and stared out the window at Boston Common below
him. He took out his cell phone and dialed. Would she be
home?

“Hello?” a woman’s soft
voice answered.

Finn hesitated for a second. “Hi,
mom.”

“Well, isn’t this a treat?
My son calling me, and it’s still, what, a whole week since I’ve
been up for a visit?”

Finn rubbed his eyebrows at the
sarcasm. “Yeah, was just thinking of you is all. Wanted to check
in, see how you were holding up.”

“Can’t fool me, Finn. You’re just
upset because I made your father call you.”

The woman was so damn
intuitive. She already knew what Finn was thinking and he had only
uttered two sentences.

“Did he tell you why he called?” she
asked.

“Mom, I’m not coming home for Fourth
of July. You know I won’t.”

There was silence on the other
line.

“That’s not going to work
this time, all right? I’m not going to back down.” Finn looked
around to see if there were eavesdroppers. He’d never backed down
from a fight in his life, but he was deathly afraid of his mother’s
persistence.

His mother interrupted him
quickly. “The only time I get to see you is when I take the damn
train up to Boston. You haven’t been home in three
years.”

Four actually, Finn thought. He rubbed
the bridge of his nose and succumbed to letting her
ramble.

“I miss you, Finn. And though he’d
certainly never say it, your father misses you as well. We haven’t
celebrated a holiday together in ages. Even your sister will be
coming up. She’ll want you there. You know, just because you and
your father have your differences doesn’t mean the family should
have to suffer.”

Finn wanted to hang up. His
guilt was sinking to unfathomable levels. He actually got angry
enough to say, “You’re the one who married a killer.”

Again, there was silence on
the other line. Then, in a whisper, “On the phone you say that,
calling your father’s house. I thought I raised you better than
this.”

Finn rubbed the bridge of his nose.
“Then you should start using a cell phone, Mom. Look, I got to go.
I’m at work and I got a meeting in five minutes. I’ll call you on
Thursday and we can catch up.”

“Don't abandon your family
because of him. We're your blood, Finn.”

“I can't be next to that man, and I
won't let him into my son's world when he's born."

With that, Finn hung up the
phone and started walking back to his desk. He knew he shouldn’t
have mentioned his father’s occupation over the phone. Never know
if the police had figured him out and tapped them. It was
stupid.

Finn cracked a smile. It was
completely intentional, however.

For the life of him, Finn
would never have understood his mother. She not only accepted “The
Fixer” in her home, but, in an almost passive way, seemed to
support it. It was in the family blood, she would tell him. Three
generations, and Finn was to be the fourth. As if there could be a
hitman gene pool, he thought, shaking his head at the
notion.

It all started going
downhill with the Patty Lofton hit. Finn’s reaction to the kill
wasn’t what Ranald had expected. Apparently the plan was for Ranald
to show Finn the job, to "pop his cherry", in his own words.
However, his son shunned it all, and eventually his father as well.
He ran off to college in Vermont, started a new life, and even
changed his last name. For the last ten years his mother had tried
to bridge the gap between father and son, but Ranald was too proud
and disappointed, and Finn too stubborn and indignant.

Finn’s mind was swarming
with family affairs, and it was fresh ground for him. In actuality,
he had tried to block out his past and resentment, but recently his
psychologist had told him it wasn’t healthy to bottle it up. In the
last couple sessions he had actually talked about Ranald, albeit
avoiding mentioning the violence and murder in their conversation.
It wasn’t an easy thing to do.

The phone vibrated in Finn’s
pocket as he sat back in his chair. Finn looked at the caller-I.D.
display. Speak of the devil, he thought. He didn’t want to talk to
Dr. Conners right now. He’d probably read the news and called to
see if Finn wanted to talk.

The last thing Finn wanted
was a lecture or an analysis. He would get that when Rene got out
of her spin class. His name was unique enough for anyone to
recognize, and surely one out of thirty people would be asking Rene
how her husband was doing this morning. He instantly regretted not
telling her what had happened when he got home after the incident,
but he didn’t want to put any undue stress on her while she was
starting her third trimester.

The phone rang again. Finn
glanced at the display and sighed. It looked like Rene had seen the
front page.




 


 


 


 


 


 


 



CHAPTER 5

 


 


Ranald was sprawled out patiently
under a tarp, sheets of rain pounding on the green plastic that
engulfed him. He wiped a mixture of sweat and water off his brow
and shifted uncomfortably. Even with the needed rain, it was like a
moist oven in New York.

He looked up at the sky and saw
nothing but streams of water plummeting down from the blackness of
night. He turned his head toward the skyline of midtown Manhattan,
glowing bright around him. Horns from traffic and murmurs of New
York’s natives rose up from under him.

Ranald slid out from his makeshift
tent and craned his head over the concrete banister. He stared down
the six stories below him at the sea of people walking the streets.
When he had been in California a year ago, the people had run for
cover at the first sight of a raindrop. Seeing the resiliency of
his fellow New Yorkers made him smile.

He glanced at his watch and then
across the street at the Thompson Theater. The title of the play
“George’s Folly” shone brightly in lights through the watery mist.
It was only nine-thirty. Ranald was early.

He slid back under his tarp and
unwrapped the case next to him. He slowly pulled out a gleaming
black AR-11 sniper rifle, fastening the suppressor to the barrel.
This one wasn't from China, he thought as he twisted the bit
tight.

It had taken Manny a few days to
get back
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