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Chapter One
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Tuesday. Dublin, Ireland.

Tommy Walsh lounged in the front passenger seat of the stolen BMW 7 Series. A balaclava rested in his lap, together with a Beretta 92X holding ten rounds.

He was dressed in black from head to toe, and he wore a pair of soft leather gloves – not to guard against the November chill, although that was a compelling enough reason to wear them, but so that no gunshot residue would get on his skin.

Three jerrycans of petrol rested in the rear footwell, ready for afterwards, when they’d torch the car.

They were parked on a strip of grass at the side of a two-lane road, a hundred metres from the target. The interior of the car was dark. Outside, a row of lukewarm streetlights receded into the distance like a line of dead stars.

Tommy glanced at the clock on the dash as it changed to ten twenty-five.

Five minutes to go.

Behind the steering wheel, Neil Harris scratched his head. His prematurely greying hair was buzzed almost as short as the stubble on his cheeks, making him look middle-aged, instead of in his late twenties.

“Will you cut that out?” Tommy said. “No fidgeting. And keep chewing that gum. Do not spit it out until you get home.”

Neil’s frown deepened, his eyebrows forming a thick V.

“I don’t like this,” he said, his voice gruff. Always a dour bastard, tonight he was in a particularly bad mood. Tommy had no idea why, nor did he care. “It’s too big. Huge. It’s going to be a shitstorm like we’ve never seen before. What if we wait a while, hold off for a few days?”

Shaking his head, Tommy stroked the pistol with his gloved hand. It occurred to him that Neil sometimes chewed gum to mask his alcohol breath.

“You haven’t been on the sauce today, have you?”

“Of course not. What do you take me for?”

“You better not have.”

Tommy didn’t put much faith in Neil’s insulted tone, but the driver looked sharp and clear-eyed, and his handling of the car had been flawless so far.

Neil said, “Anyway, say, for example, we wait until next week—”

“We agreed on today. We’re doing it today.”

“Fuck’s sake.”

He turned his face away, looking out at the night. Misty rain peppered the windscreen. Tommy hoped it wouldn’t get heavier, at least not for another hour or two. He wanted the car to burn well.

“All you have to do is drive, Neil.”

And he could do that. It was why Tommy could work with him.

Twenty-eight minutes past ten.

Tommy pulled on his balaclava, covering his fair hair. Neil grudgingly covered his face too. He would be staying in the car, but there was no harm being careful. They didn’t want their faces caught by a CCTV camera farther down the road.

They were quite the pair. Neil: stout, stubbly, nervous, but a genius behind the wheel. And Tommy: slight in build, five seven tall, clean-shaven and cool, focused and deadly.

They’d been working together for five years now, which was forever in gangland.

Neil was right, though: tonight was big.

Big target, big consequences.

Tommy cleared his mind. He had a simple job – one that demanded a strong stomach and an unflinching view of life’s cheapness – and he had earned a reputation for being exceptional at it.

The clock on the dash changed to half ten.

“Let’s go,” he said.

The car eased forward. Neil turned the steering wheel as gently as if he were moving a baby. The car came smoothly out of the grass and picked up speed as it moved down the empty road. They were on the edge of Kennystown, where both men had grown up.

Traffic cameras overhead would clock the car, but its licence plate had been removed so the cops would have a tough job tracking its movements.

Gorman’s Pub appeared ahead through the rain-dappled windscreen. A large white building with a thatch roof and dark wood beams, like an old Irish cottage. It had a sprawling featureless forecourt out front, which was perfect for a job like this.

Tommy felt the familiar surge of adrenaline as they approached. He’d been waiting for this for so long. The time when one of his bullets shifted the balance of power in the city. Right before a hit was the time when he felt most alive. Maybe even the only time he felt alive. And this was his biggest hit yet.

Neil swung the BMW into the car park’s potholed surface and the car bounced along until it came to a halt by the door.

Before it had stopped moving, Tommy was scrambling out into the freezing November air.

“You know the score,” Neil shouted. “One minute. Then I’m out of here.”

He wasn’t exaggerating.

Tommy didn’t waste time replying, just jogged to the door of the pub. Three seconds gone.

He burst through into the lounge and was hit at once by the rhythmic throb of pop music. The warm air smelled of beer and fried onions. A barmaid was laughing. In the corner, two old men were deep in conversation. A decent crowd for a Tuesday night.

Knowing his target was a creature of habit, Tommy turned left, bringing the Beretta up from his side and holding it out in front of him.

A woman screamed and people began to dive out of the way. Terror gripped the room.

He had been seen.

There was no going back.

With quick strides, Tommy walked to the table in the corner. A heavy man of about sixty sat behind a table. His big sausage fingers were wrapped around a pint of stout. His wavy hair, tumbling down onto his shoulders, was a familiar sight. Phil Glenn was one of the city’s most notorious gangsters.

A couple of lackeys sat next to him, but none of them were ready for trouble. After so many years at the top, they’d grown complacent. Figured they were untouchable.

Think again, assholes.

The man’s face twitched when he saw Tommy. A mixture of fear and outrage played across his features.

“Don’t you—”

Tommy aimed the barrel and put a bullet between the man’s eyes. Then another. As Glenn slid down in his seat, a third went into the wall. The lackeys dived out of the way.

Tommy stepped closer and was about to empty the remaining bullets into Glenn when he was tackled hard from the side.

Before he knew what was happening, he was down on the floor and another man was on top of him, raining down blows on Tommy’s face. Tommy recognised Gary Glenn, the eldest of Phil’s three sons. All of them were involved in the drug business that had made their father rich.

Gary tried to wrestle the gun out of his hand. His face was pink, livid. He was beside himself with rage.

“You shot my da!”

Tommy was so dazed by the blows that he almost let Gary take the Beretta. Then he remembered Neil outside in the getaway car. He’d meant what he said about waiting one minute and one minute only. Half that time must be gone already and Tommy didn’t want to be left behind. He’d either be arrested by the cops and put away for a thousand years, or some of these pricks would take him out back and put a bullet in his head.

With a roar, he punched Gary Glenn in the teeth. The blow was enough to snap the other man’s head back, and he relaxed his grip on the pistol.

That was all Tommy needed.

He snatched the Beretta back, aimed and squeezed the trigger. The bullet went into Gary Glenn’s heart. He slumped motionless to the floor.

Scrambling to his feet, Tommy spun in a circle to see if anyone else wanted to be a hero. Their shocked faces gave him his answer.

He reckoned he had about fifteen seconds left. The adrenaline was really flowing. Nobody tried to stop him as he ran to the door. People shrank back like frightened mice as he passed.

He was breathing hard as he pushed through the door and stepped out into the night.

He ran to the BMW and threw himself in.

“Drive.”

Neil hit the accelerator before Tommy had even shut his door.

The car sped away, passing the local community school both men had attended a decade earlier. Tommy rolled down the window and lobbed the Beretta into the dirty little stream that snaked its way around the side of the school. Sad to waste it, but he liked to use guns only once, and get rid of them immediately. It was better that way.

“All good?” Neil said.

Tommy grinned. His heart was beating like crazy. What a rush.

“Two down. Phil and Gary.”

“Holy shit.”

They’d done it. Taken down the king and made gangland history.

Now came the hard part.
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Chapter Two
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Tuesday. Venice, Italy.

Jennie Walsh stared at the Adriatic Sea. Beyond a private beach, its dark water sparkled in the night. The coast road, next to which she stood, was deserted. No surprise given the lateness of the hour. The air’s stillness lulled Jennie into meditation, and she hardly realised that she was crying.

It was a good thing that a fence prevented her from running down the sand, because if it had been possible, she might have waded into the water and drowned herself. Virginia Woolf had done that, hadn’t she? And if it was good enough for Woolf, it was good enough for Jennie.

She had only been away from home for a few hours, but it was as if she had emerged from a toxic cloud and was now breathing clean air. On Friday, this would all over, and she would have to step right back into it.

How had her life turned out like this?

Everything was over and she wasn’t yet thirty. It was enough to make her crazy.

Jennie shivered against the cold, her jacket not thick enough to keep out the November chill. Tomorrow, she would have to add another layer if she wanted to stay warm.

She and Khloe had arrived in Venice in the evening, and there had been time to do little more than grab dinner at a mediocre tourist hotspot and take a brief walk by the Grand Canal.

Even from the paltry glimpse she’d got of it in the dark, Venice took her breath away. Jennie couldn’t wait to see the canals, palazzos and churches in the light of day.

Khloe was less enthusiastic, barely seeming to notice her surroundings. After a short walk, she had complained of being tired and said they could start exploring properly tomorrow.

There had been nothing more to do than return to the hotel and say goodnight before retiring to their separate rooms. It was like Khloe was preoccupied, that she didn’t want to be here, but that was ridiculous. The trip had been her idea.

At around ten o’clock, Jennie had gone to bed, but as the clock crept towards half eleven, sleep had never felt farther away. So she had got dressed and stepped out into the night. Their hotel lay on the Lido, a long sandbar which separated the Venetian lagoon from the Adriatic Sea. The central islands of Venice were visible a short distance north across the lagoon.

The Lido was quieter, and unlike the other islands, it had roads, cars and plenty of bicycles.

After leaving the hotel, Jennie had ambled down a broad, pretty road, Granviale Santa Maria Elisabetta. Before she knew it, she had crossed the entire island to the sea. And here she was, being seduced by the dark water.

It occurred to her that she might have done enough exploring for now.

After giving the Adriatic a final look, she began to retrace her steps.

Jennie knew that the Venice Film Festival took place on the Lido every year, usually in late August or early September. Sadly, she had missed all the glamour by a couple of months. She wouldn’t have minded running into Brad Pitt taking an amble between film premiers. Although perhaps Brad was too nice. Jennie had always had a soft spot for bad boys.

Soon she was back on the lagoon side of the island.

I’ve got to enjoy my time here, Jennie told herself as the hotel came into view. She couldn’t waste her time dwelling on life at home – or on the husband who waited for her there. A man who didn’t love her – she was sure of that now – but who would never let her go, either.

Stuck.

She was forever stuck.

Jennie still didn’t feel sleepy as she pushed through the door of her hotel and exchanged a polite ciao with the lady on the desk.

She decided to take a look at the bar.

The place was half empty, but it was warm and cosy with lots of dark wood and soft furnishings, and piano music playing gently. Maybe she’d have a few drinks and forget about her life for a while.

Jennie slipped onto a stool at the bar, glancing up to see a smartly dressed barman in front of her.

“Could I have a Spritz, please?”

“Of course, madam. With Aperol or Campari?”

“Aperol,” she said uncertainly.

Spritz was a Venetian concoction of prosecco, soda water and a bitter liqueur. Jennie felt like the worst kind of tourist asking for it, but Carole, who worked at Jennie’s nail bar back in Dublin, had insisted that Jennie needed to try it.

As she sat waiting for her drink, she gazed at herself in the mirror behind the bar. With her cheap puffer jacket, crumpled blue jeans, and windswept red hair, she looked scruffy compared to the bar’s other patrons.

Still gazing in the mirror, she noticed a man around her age, or maybe a few years older, sitting alone at the end of the bar. Her gaze was drawn to his chiselled jawline, dark stubble and lustrous black hair. He was wearing a crisp white shirt, a dark suit and a watch that sparkled at his left wrist. He might have stepped out of a jewellery or aftershave ad. Jennie pegged him for a model.

She turned her attention back to the barman, who was putting the finishing touches to her drink. It glowed a reddish orange like some kind of nuclear disaster. The bartender skewered an olive and slipped it into the glass, before placing it before her.

From the colour, Jennie expected the Spritz to taste revolting. Nevertheless, she paid, took a sip, and was surprised at the light, fresh taste.

Well done, Carole, she thought. Sometimes, being a dumb tourist was fun.

She took a second sip, which was just as good as the first.

When she glanced again at the stranger’s reflection in the mirror, she found his dark brown eyes looking back at her.

The man got up from his stool and walked over. Jennie ignored him and took a sip of her Spritz, hoping he’d go away.

Instead, he sank into the stool next to her and ordered two glasses of prosecco. Jennie still didn’t look his way but, when the drinks came, she could ignore him no more. He slid one of the glasses in front of her.

“Trust me. This is better. It is very fine prosecco,” he said. “From a vineyard not far away, on the mainland.”

Up close, the man was even more handsome. He smelled nice too. A fresh but masculine cologne that Jennie didn’t recognise. She pushed her empty glass away and considered the prosecco.

“Thank you.”

A sip of it told Jennie he wasn’t lying about its quality.

Good-looking, well-dressed and the man knew his wines. If Jennie wasn’t married, she’d have been all over him. But he was just being nice. Jennie was a hopeless case. That much should be obvious, even to a complete stranger.

“The prosecco is lovely,” she said.

“It is my pleasure to introduce you to it. May I join you?” he said.

“You already have.”

He beamed. “May I stay, then?”

“Don’t waste your time. I’m married,” Jennie said.

“Would your husband like to try the prosecco too?”

Not funny enough to make Jennie laugh, but she did crack a smile.

“No. He’s at home in Ireland.”

“I am sure he would not mind us having a conversation.”

You don’t know Tommy.

However, Tommy was not here now and having a glass of wine with a handsome Italian man was more inviting than drinking it alone. Plus she still wasn’t ready to sleep. What harm could it do?

“Okay. I’m Jennie,” she said.

“Marco,” the man said, holding eye contact while they shook hands. “So you’re happily married?”

“I said I’m married, not happily.”

“Ah.”

Shouldn’t have said that.

As she finished her drink, Jennie had a feeling that the night was slipping out of her grasp.
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Chapter Three
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Tuesday. Dublin, Ireland.

The air reeked of petrol as Tommy emptied his jerrycan over the back seat of the BMW. Neil was doing the same in the front of the car, sloshing it all around. He frowned as he worked, obviously reluctant to destroy the vehicle. Tommy, on the other hand, was having fun. It was only ten minutes after the scene in the pub and he was still buzzing.

“Ready?” he said, tipping out the last drop and dumping his jerrycan in the footwell. He backed away from the car.

They were on Kennystown hill, a grassy field with a steep slope. As young boys, they had raced down it on mountain bikes.

The area was empty, as it had been when they arrived. Not a soul in sight, though they were near to hundreds of houses, just behind a tall wall covered in graffiti. People would keep their distance if they knew what was good for them. And no one would have anything to say to the cops when they came asking questions.

“Give me a second,” Neil called.

He was still bent over the front seat, his flabby arse pointed to the sky like a duck diving for food.

“Let’s go.”

Tommy pulled a packet of matches from his pocket together with the sports section of the newspaper. Once it was burning well, he called, “Heads up,” and chucked the paper on the back seat.

The back of the BMW burst into flames, which roared and whooshed like a devil. Neil yelped and staggered away from the car.

“You fucker.”

Tommy could only laugh. “Did you singe your eyebrows? Come on, let’s get out of here.”

He set off jogging across the uneven grass. For Tommy this was easy. A little light cardio. But when he looked back he saw that Neil was gasping for breath as he struggled to keep up. Tommy slowed his pace as they reached the road at the side of the field.

“Hurry up, you tubby bastard.”

They were on the edge of the Beech View housing estate, one of the poorest parts of in Kennystown, riddled with unemployment, drug addiction and crime.

Tommy led the way down a lane at the back of some council houses. Glancing back again, he saw that Neil had stopped and was doubled over. Tommy walked back to him.

“You need to get in shape.”

“Piss... off...” Neil wheezed.

Tommy hadn’t even broken a sweat. He allowed Neil half a minute to catch his breath, then pulled him along. They had to put some distance between them and the burning Beemer. Neil broke free of Tommy’s grasp but kept pace with him.

“What’s up with you?” Tommy said. “You’ve been in a pisser all night.”

“Nothing.”

“Go on. Tell me.”

“I said it’s nothing.”

Only when they approached Hill Lawn, the housing estate where both men lived – and which was, if anything, grimmer than Beech View – did Neil reply.

“It’s just Sharon. She’s doing my head in.”

No surprise there. Tommy had never much liked Neil’s wife. He had no idea how he tolerated her. Always nagging Neil and putting him down, she really thought she was somebody. She’d been like that even when they were in school.

“What is it this time?”

“She...” Neil swallowed, then continued in a low voice. “She said she’s leaving me.” His eyes didn’t meet Tommy’s.

“What? She’s not leaving you,” Tommy said.

“She says she is. And taking the girls too.”

The only things Neil really seemed to love in life were cars and his daughters. Laura was eight, by now and Katie had just turned seven.

Tommy came to a stop under a streetlamp. Its sharp orange glow brought out the worry in Neil’s eyes.

“Listen to me. You go home and make it very clear to her she’s not leaving you. Not now. Not ever. No question about it. Not her, and not the kids. She can piss off with that bollocks.”

“She’ll laugh at me.”

“Then do what you have to do, until she sees sense.”

“I don’t know.” Neil shook his head miserably. “I’ve never... you know. I’ve never raised a hand to her. It doesn’t feel right.”

“You’re a pussy. That’s why she doesn’t respect you.” Tommy couldn’t help the sneering tone creeping into his voice. “I don’t need to hit Jennie. You know why? Because she knows her place.”

In the distance, sirens began to wail. Neil didn’t seem to notice. He was shaking his head.

“I don’t know if I can do it.”

“Would you prefer if Sharon leaves you and you never see Laura and Katie again? You’d be a laughing stock,” Tommy said, jabbing Neil’s chest with his index finger. “Is that what you want? Your choice. But you know the game we’re in.”

Reputations matter.

The sirens were getting louder. He figured two or three cop cars were nearby, as well as a Dublin Fire Brigade engine.

“Come on.” Tommy broke into a jog.

After a moment, Neil followed.
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Four
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Wednesday. Venice, Italy.

Jennie kicked off the heavy duvet cover and lay still for a moment, letting cool hotel-room air pour over her naked body. A sliver of pale morning light entered the room through a crack in the curtains.

Images from the previous night filled her mind. The handsome stranger from the bar coming up to her room. His naked body pressed to hers. Holy shit. Did that really happen? She was almost too scared to look at the bed beside her.

Jennie had never forgotten the words her husband spoke on their wedding night.

If you ever cheat on me, I’ll kill you.

During the three intervening years, she had come to understand that Tommy Walsh was not given to exaggeration.

I’m crazy. Bracing herself, Jennie glanced at the stranger lying in the bed beside to her. Crazy to be doing this, and crazy to not want it to end.

His arm, covered in thick, dark hair, pinned Jennie to the bed. She lifted it, placed it gently on the mattress next to her. Then she slipped her legs over the side of the bed. A little unsteady after the previous night’s drinking, she padded across the carpet and opened the curtains. The room at once filled with the most brilliant winter sunshine. Cold and hard and dazzling.

From her room, Jennie could see St Mark’s Campanile, the distinctive bell tower of Saint Mark’s Basilica, which lay directly across the lagoon.

A vaporetto, one of the water buses that carried passengers from island to island, was just now moving away from the stop near the hotel.

A deep voice broke her concentration.

“What a sight for sore eyes. Bellissima.”

Jennie turned to find the stranger stirring in bed. Perhaps stranger wasn’t quite the right word. She remembered that his name was Marco and was glad she knew at least that much about him.

Jennie’s body still tingled from his touch the previous night. Her mouth felt raw from his kisses. Her nipples ached where his fingers had touched them.

“You’re awake,” she said.

Marco shot her his winning smile. “I do not want to miss this opportunity to admire you in the light of day.”

Despite herself, Jennie smiled at the cheesy line. The airline pilot – she congratulated herself for remembering his profession, as well as his name – was certainly a charmer. He had the classic qualities that Jennie had always sworn she didn’t care about: tall, dark and handsome. But he was more than that. He was also witty, considerate and charming. A welcome break from the misery of life back home in Dublin.

“I’d hate to kick you out,” Jennie said.

“Then do not.”

Sitting up, Marco placed a pillow between his back and the wall. He looked like he was in no hurry to leave.

Jennie turned her attention to the window, fiddling with the lock and finally managing to open it an inch.

“Hey, it is cold,” Marco said.

“Sorry, but the room stinks of sex and alcohol.”

“Eau de Passion,” he said with a grin. “Come back to bed.”

First Jennie plucked her phone from the bedside table and checked the time. According to her Samsung, she still had half an hour before she was due to meet Khloe for breakfast.

She padded back to the bed, wondering whether she should be ashamed to stand naked in front of him like this in the cold light of day. What difference could it possibly make, though? He had explored every inch of her the previous night. And who cared what he thought? He’d leave in the next few minutes and that would be it. It wasn’t like she was ever going to see him again.

As if reading her thoughts, Marco graced her with a reassuring smile. For his part, he looked just as good now as he had when Jennie first caught sight of him in the flattering light of the bar the previous night.

She walked slowly back to bed, all the while drinking in the sight of Marco’s broad shoulders and muscled chest. Like his arms, it was covered in thick, dark hair.

He lowered the duvet, revealing that he was still excited to see her.

“Naughty boy,” Jennie said.

“God help me, I am helpless in the face of such beauty.”

“A smooth-talker too.”

“I only speak the truth.”

She picked up her glass of water from the bedside table and drank a little, then got back into the bed, straddling him.

She said, “You need to go.”

“Soon?”

“Soon.”

“But not yet?”

He smiled, looping a hand around her back and stroking her long hair. She remembered him complimenting it the previous night, telling her it was the colour of autumn leaves. It was the nicest thing anyone had ever said to her. She wondered if he’d stolen the line from a movie.

“You can stay five minutes if you make yourself useful.”

“How about ten? How about fifteen?”

“Ten. Maybe.”

She kissed him. His mouth was hot when he pressed it on hers, his tongue eager. When he began to caress her breasts, she closed her eyes, surrendering to the sensation, and only opening them again when she felt his tongue take over from his fingers. He alternated between the two, her excitement growing until she lowered herself onto him.

She tried to focus on the pleasure she was receiving. But in the cold light of day, it was harder to forget real life.

And her husband’s warning echoed in her mind with greater urgency.

If you ever cheat on me, I’ll kill you.

It was hard not to feel like slapping herself when she remembered her reaction to his words. Like a lovestruck braindead little bunny, she’d beamed at him.

“Why would I ever want to cheat on you, Tommy?”

Of course, she hadn’t really known him then.
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Wednesday. Dublin, Ireland.

Detective Garda Cara Slattery pulled up outside Gorman’s Pub in her unmarked Hyundai saloon. Morning traffic had been grindingly slow, thanks to the rain, which had intensified overnight. She killed the engine and stepped out.

The rolling grey sky hung low like balls of cotton. Oppressive, gloomy, dark. The sun nowhere to be seen.

Fat raindrops bounced off Cara’s umbrella as she walked towards the building, dodging cavernous potholes, her breath misting in front of her. She thrust her shoulders back and tried to look like she belonged, although she had not been summoned here officially. She’d come when she heard the story on the morning news, recognising at once that this could be an opportunity for her.

The air smelled faintly of smoke, although Cara could see no sign of fire. Kennystown was that kind of place, though. Something always seemed to be burning.

Lying west of Finglas in north Dublin, Kennystown was dotted with boarded-up shops, drug-ridden blocks of flats and patches of wasteland where bare-chested teens raced each other on horses and scrambler bikes. There were pubs, too. Lots of them.

This one was cordoned off with crime scene tape. Reporters stood against it, phones or microphones in their hands, eyes bright with hunger.

Why not? This was a huge story.

A terrible story.

Cara brushed past them. She was dressed appropriately for a scene of death, in a black suit jacket and trousers, although that wasn’t unusual for her. As a teenager she had gone through a phase of wearing only black clothes, plus black nail polish and black lipstick. She’d dyed her hair purple and red and green. The phase had lasted about six years. Ten years later, her mother was still traumatised.

These days, Cara had stopped dyeing her hair, leaving it black and glossy. When on duty, she kept it tied up in a severe bun. Her mother approved of the natural colour, but not of the bun – or of the job.

“How are you ever going to find a decent man if you go around looking like that?” she had asked. “You look like a Victorian schoolteacher. And if you can’t find a decent man, how am I ever going to have any grandchildren?”

Sorry, Mom. I guess you won’t.

Cara ducked under the crime scene tape and nodded to a uniform who she knew by sight. The man recorded her name in the log. He was wet from the rain and his hands were a sickly purple from the cold. He looked about twelve years old, though Cara was in no position to gloat. She got enough stick for her own baby-face.

“It’s not pretty inside,” the uniform told her.

“It’s not pretty outside either.”

Graffiti adorned the brick wall lining the side of the car park. DIE GLENN SCUMBAGS was written in eight-foot-tall letters.

Cara said, “How long has that been there?”

“I heard it appeared a day or two ago.”

Which made sense. Any longer and Glenn would have had it cleaned away, because Gorman’s was – unofficially – his pub. The threat was designed to unnerve him. Typical gangland shit.

“Where do we stand?” she asked, keeping her tone brisk and hoping she would be allowed in. She hadn’t been involved in a murder investigation since she went into plainclothes.

“The bodies have already been removed from the scene. The scene-of-crime examination is probably wrapping up.”

Cara said, “Okay. I’ll take a look.”

The uniform pointed to the door on the left.

“Enter that way. The gunman used the other entrance and forensics are still examining it.”

“Got it.”

Cara stepped inside the pub. An officer from the Technical Bureau stood inside the door: a squat lady carrying a holdall.

“Do I need to get suited up?” Cara said. “I want to see where they died.”

“No need. We’re just about finished. We’ve been here all night. Take a look, if you want.”

Cara did want a look. That was why she was here, although her stomach twisted. The audacious assassination did not bode well. To her, it seemed like a power play. A rival gang had just cut the head off a monster, but it would grow a new one soon. Blood would flow. Phil Glenn had two other sons, both involved in the family business.

“Tit for tat,” she muttered as she stepped deeper into the pub. “Damn.”

There were officers all over the place, plain-clothes detectives and uniforms and crime scene investigators.

There was no mistaking the location of the shootings. Cara just followed the crowd. Blood was spattered all over one wall and a nearby section of the floor was stained a brownish red. Cara stayed back and took it all in. Sometimes instinct gave the best clues.

She jumped when someone touched her on the shoulder.

“Didn’t mean to scare you, Cara.”

Turning, she saw a tall, sandy-haired man of sixty. Detective Sergeant Derek Ross, her superior at Kennystown Garda Station. A hint of a smile played over his craggy features.

She smiled. “No problem, sir. Do we know what happened?”

DS Ross followed her gaze to the bloodstains and spoke again in a soft Mullingar accent.

“The father was first, behind the table. Then the son tackled the gunman.” Ross pointed. “He got a bullet over there.”

“One shooter?”

“Yes, and a getaway driver outside.”

“Do we know who it was?”

“Not yet. What’s your feeling? Do you think this is the work of the Campbells?”

The Glenns and the Campbells were the two biggest gangs in this part of the city, between them controlling the vast majority of the heroin and cocaine trade. They had co-existed for years. Not friendly with one another, but not openly hostile either. Each had their own area, their own customers. Everyone had seemed content with the arrangement. So what would suddenly prompt the Campbells to kill Phil Glenn? They would have had to know that it would bring them a world of trouble.

“This seems a little audacious for the Campbells.”

Ross nodded. “That’s what I think too. We’re dealing with something else. Someone else.”

“New blood,” Cara said. An ambitious new gang entering the fold and trying to replace the Glenns. It was a terrifying prospect.

Ross squinted at her. “You think it’s your friends?”

For the last six months, Cara had been investigating a small-time gang in the area. Their activities were focused on extortion and protection money. It would be a major escalation if they were pushing into the drug trade.

“I’m not sure,” Cara said. “Whoever it is, reprisals are likely.”

“Exactly. This could turn nasty.”

Things had been stable and relatively quiet lately. The criminals had been going about their business while Cara, and many other officers around the city, had been working to bring them down. This changed everything. Once a feud kicked off, things got very ugly very fast.

“I could talk to my source,” Cara said, thinking of a local man named Sean Tunney, who had provided her with bits of information before. “He might have heard something.”

“Good. Try to find out who’s behind this, what’s going on, everything.”

She tried not to smile, though inwardly she beamed. She was on the case.

“Yes, sir.”

“I’ll hold a meeting at noon. Be there. And Cara? In the event you’re able to get on top of this, that would bode well for your career prospects.”

With that, Ross walked off, ducking his tall frame as he went out the door. Cara watched him go, trying to contain her excitement. If she was to earn promotion to sergeant, she would need to help catch the killer and prevent a gangland feud.

She gazed at the blood-stained floor, trying to read the future in its pattern.
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Chapter Six
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Wednesday. Venice, Italy.

Jennie stepped into the hotel’s first-floor breakfast room, which also served as the restaurant in the evenings. The small room was simple and bright, painted a cheerful yellow, and with lots of glass to cash in on the fabulous view.

A lady with grey hair tied in a bun, seated near the door, narrowed her eyes and tightened her mouth, as if CHEATER were written across Jennie’s forehead in big red letters.

Jennie ran a hand through her hair, which she had kept dry with a cap during the quick shower she’d taken only minutes earlier. After towelling herself dry, she had slipped on baggy dark jeans and a warm cashmere sweater. Now she patted down her top, aware that the woman was still glaring at her.

“May I take your room number?”

Jennie jumped, startled at a young man’s sudden appearance next to her, but his friendly smile and white-and-black uniform told her he was a waiter.

“Stanza due uno sei,” she said, eager for the chance to practise Italian.

Room 216 – which was where Marco was at this exact moment.

Her one-night stand should have left as soon as he woke up – wasn’t that what men did? – but he’d lingered. After Jennie had finally escaped and taken a shower, Marco had insisted he needed one too. He’d been under the hot water, singing an aria, when Jennie came down here. With any luck, he’d be gone by the time she returned to her room.

“Thank you,” the waiter said, and gestured to the buffet. “Please, take a seat and help yourself.”

Damn. He’d replied in English, so Jennie obviously wasn’t able to pass as a local. Marco had seemed impressed with her Italian last night, but perhaps he’d only been flattering her.

There were a few young families and a lot of older couples. The grey-haired population of the room all seemed to be American, judging by the snatches of conversation she caught by the buffet table.

The croissants and pain au chocolats smelled wonderful. There was also fruit salad, cereals, yoghurts, and the usual range of hams and cheeses. The meat was of no interest to Jennie who had been a vegetarian for six months. She was wondering whether she could survive as a vegan.

Maybe that was a step too far, she mused, spotting a machine that dispensed hot chocolate. 

A sweet tooth had always been her weakness. Only a week earlier, her dentist had given her a lecture on her sugar intake. It had done about as much good as Jennie’s lecture to Marco about how he needed to leave.

Khloe sat at a table near the window.

Her long, blonde hair was tied in a ponytail. Jennie was surprised to see her friend wearing a smart grey pantsuit and a navy blue blouse, together with perilously high heels. Jimmy Choos, if she wasn’t mistaken. Yesterday, Khloe had been much more casual, in runners and jeans with her hair loose.

Drawing closer, Jennie noticed that Khloe was also wearing a diamond necklace, a set of silver bracelets on her right wrist and an expensive watch on her left. Absorbed in her phone, she seemed to have forgotten the bowl of cereal in front of her.

“Hey,” Jennie said, sitting down opposite her. “Not hungry?”

Khloe looked up. Dark eyeliner made her icy blue eyes stand out from her face.

“Are you alright?” she asked.

“Sure. Why not?”

“Your chin is bright pink. Like fluorescent pink.”

Jennie picked up a spoon and held it up to her face. Even in the tiny, distorted reflection, it was obvious what Khloe was talking about. Jennie could thank Marco’s hard stubble for the horrible rash below her mouth. It had hurt as they kissed the previous night, but that hadn’t stopped her doing it.

She’d been in such a hurry to come down and meet Khloe that she’d barely looked at herself in the fogged-up bathroom mirror.

“It must be my new face cream. I guess I’m allergic.”

“Quite a reaction.” Khloe squinted at her. “You’re not going to go into anaphylactic shock, are you?”

Jennie laughed. “I don’t think so. So what’s up?”

“I was reading the news from home. Did you see?”

“See what?”

Instead of answering, Khloe narrowed her eyes and turned her phone so Jennie could see the news headline.

Two men shot dead in west Dublin gangland hit. Gardaí fear reprisals.

The stock photo showed a uniformed police officer standing next to crime scene tape.

Jennie’s stomach lurched. Her vision swam for a moment. She noticed that the first paragraph of the article mentioned Kennystown, the area where she lived. She knew at once that her husband was involved in the violence.

“Was Tommy hurt?” she whispered.

A scornful expression passed over Khloe’s face. “Of course not.”

Which meant Tommy had done the killing.

“My god,” Jennie whispered.

Khloe glanced around. No one was seated close to them.

She said, “It’s okay. If you’re worried about reprisals, don’t be. The cops have no idea what they’re talking about.”

Jennie hadn’t even been thinking about her own safety, only thinking about the terrible loss of life.

But now that Khloe had raised the question...

“Is that why we’re here?” Jennie said. “So we wouldn’t be in Dublin when it happened?”

Khloe shook her head, but didn’t answer at once. She stared at her cereal, as if considering what to reveal. Finally, she met Jennie’s eyes.

“Actually, there’s some business I have to take care of here. Someone I have to see.”

“Here?”

“Yeah. Today.”

“I thought we were going to visit the Doge’s Palace.”

“Sorry. The meeting was meant to be tomorrow, but it got moved forward. You’ll have to go sightseeing alone.”

Jennie remembered Khloe saying they should have one day without any plan. Was this why?

At that moment, the waiter came over with a pot of coffee. They both remained silent while he poured. When he had gone, Khloe leaned forward.

“Let’s eat,” she said. “We can talk later. In private.”

“Okay,” Jennie said reluctantly, although she had lost her appetite. Hopefully Marco had left her room by now.

Jennie had to be careful. Because Khloe was not only her friend. She was also Tommy’s sister.
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Chapter Seven
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Wednesday. Dublin, Ireland.

Rain hammered down on the windscreen of the unmarked Hyundai. Despite the heater working hard, the interior of the car remained freezing, and Detective Garda Cara Slattery rubbed her almost-numb hands together. She was parked in front of a church on the edge of Kennystown. Although open to receiving divine help to solve this case, that wasn’t why she was here.

She’d been waiting five minutes when a man in a light grey tracksuit ran across the tarmac to her car. He pulled open the passenger door and slumped in the seat next to Cara. She caught the sound of the rain’s furious pounding and its splashing in puddles before he closed the door.

“Hello, Sean.”

Sean Tunney was a similar age to DS Ross, but despite his thin grey hair, he had the energy of a younger man. He ran a hand over his face, wiping away the rain.

“Jesus, what a day. My gear is wrecked.”

He took off his glasses and wiped the rain off with a tissue. His track suit, too, was sopping wet.

Cara was always amused at how particular Sean was about his clothes, keeping them spotlessly clean like they were Armani’s finest, though when he wasn’t working he inevitably wore a track suit and runners.

“Cara. How are you?”

A faint whiff of pot wafted from his clothes.

“You stink.”

Sean fixed her with his warm brown eyes.

“A lad at the bus stop was smoking. It wasn’t mine.”

“Sure,” Cara said.

“And even if I happened to accidentally inhale a tiny particle of whatever he was smoking, it won’t do my glaucoma any harm, eh?”

“Please don’t put me in a difficult position.”

Sean puffed out his chest. “I’m doing you a favour, you know, Cara. Meeting you on short notice like this. I had to tell the missus I was going out for the paper.”

“Fair enough. I appreciate you coming.” Cara had contacted him as soon as she left the crime scene, and here he was half an hour later. She wasn’t about to bust him for smoking a joint. “How’s the photography going?” Cara asked.

A talented amateur, Sean handled many of the weddings in the Kennystown area. The rest of the time, he worked as a janitor at Kennystown Shopping Centre.

“Not bad. When are you going to get hitched? I’ll do yours for free.”

“Never,” Cara said. By way of peace offering, she took a monster cup of chai latte from the holder and handed it to him. “Here, this will warm you up.”

Sean flipped the lid off the cup and took a sip, leaving a moustache of frothy milk on his upper lip. He gave a contented sigh.

“Ahhh! Now that’s the stuff. I want to go there some day, you know? India. It’d be deadly.”

“You can.”

“Except I’ve no bleeding money.”

Cara would have liked to pay Sean, but she had no funds for that. The truth was he had little incentive to help. He was only risking his neck because he had lost one of his brothers to a heroin overdose and he hated the dealers.

His attitude to pot seemed a little more relaxed.

“I’m sorry, Sean. You know there’s nothing in my budget.”

“Yeah, yeah. But there’s something you might be able to help with. My son, Declan, is trying to get a job at the bank on the main street. They took one look at his address and turned him down.”

“Are you sure that’s why they didn’t hire him?”

“Why else? He’s a hardworking kid. Good with numbers and all that. Charming. Friendly. Honestly, he’s got it all. From the missus, obviously. Not from me.”

“Is he a troublemaker?”

Sean shook his head. “Never got in trouble in his life. Here, look at this.” He pulled out his phone and tapped the device a few times before handing it to Cara. Curriculum Vitae – Declan Tunney was written across the top of a PDF. The accompanying photo showed a good-looking young man with the same lean face as his father. The document had a nice layout.

Cara said, “Email that to me. I’ll check it out later.”

“You’re a star.”

For ten months now, Sean had been an informant. Technically, he was a Covert Human Intelligence Source, though that was too much of a mouthful for anyone to use anywhere except in an official report.

His neighbours would have called him a rat.

Some of them would have put a bullet in his head for taking that chai latte.

“Who was partying last night?” Cara asked, getting down to business. “Who was boasting about a hit? Did you hear anything?”

Sean took another sip of his beverage, then wiped the back of his hand across his mouth.

“You mean after Phil Glenn and his young fella got popped?”

“Yeah,” Cara said. “My boss was asking if it was the Campbells.”

“It wasn’t the Campbells.”

“That’s what I thought.”

She reached into the briefcase stored under her seat and took out a glossy photo. She passed it over.

“Maybe it was our friends?”

The photo had been taken the previous week. It showed three men and a woman walking down the road of a Kennystown housing estate. Neil Harris, Steve MacDonald, Tommy Walsh and his sister Khloe Walsh. They were the suspects Cara had been looking into, the core elements of a vicious new gang. Small timers – till now.

“Possibly,” Sean said. “They’re trouble.” He pointed at Tommy Walsh. “I’ve often seen him down the shopping centre. And he didn’t look like he was shopping. Not the shopping type, if you know what I mean.” Cara waited while Sean studied the photo. He examined it for a moment before pointing his index finger at Neil. “Your man here was down the pub last night.”

“What pub?”

Cara assumed he wasn’t talking about Gorman’s, where the double homicide had taken place.

Sean said, “Down at Smith’s. My Tim saw him. Said he was pissed out of his head.”

Tim was another one of Sean’s seven children, who ranged in age from fifteen to twenty-four. Coming from a large family, Sean had innumerable relatives, scattered all around Kennystown, which was part of the reason he was able to come by so much useful information.

Cara said, “So, Neil Harris was at Smith’s pub last night drinking heavily. You think he was behind the bloodbath?”

Sean rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “I don’t know if he has it in him to clip someone. But he could have been the driver. He’s always been mad into Formula One and all that. Grand Prix, rallies – he loves that stuff.”

“The getaway car was burnt out up Kennystown hill.”

“Was it a Beemer?”

Before it was torched, the car had indeed been a very nice BMW 7 Series.

Cara said, “How did you know?”

Sean gave a snort.

“Neil loves his Beemers.”
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