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			Chapter One

			“Where the devil is he?” Bridget Coyle muttered under her breath. “I knew it, I bloody knew it. It’s always the same. He’ll be off talking shop with the guys, leaving me to deal with the guests. Well, not today he’s not.” A disgruntled but determined wife made her way across the garden, smiling and nodding to the arriving guests, putting on a face as she made her way to the temporary bar. “Just as I thought,” she muttered to no-one in particular, spying Paddy, his brother Michael and a few of their associates huddled together.

			“Bridget darling, come and have a drink with the boys,” her effusive husband grabbed his wife and planted a wet, sloppy kiss on her cheek.

			“You’ve obviously gotten well into the party spirit. I’ll Bridget darling you, get yourself away from here and go mingle with your guests. It’s always the same with you lot – work, work, work.”

			“Just a few more minutes,” answered Paddy. “We’re just about finished here.”

			“No, not a few more minutes, right this very minute. It was you who wanted a bloody garden party to celebrate the boys’ first birthday, so get out there and start acting the host.”

			“Will do, sweetheart, just let me finish and I’m yours for the rest of the day, I promise.”

			Annoyed though she was, Bridget knew just how far she could push the Big Man. “Okay, five minutes tops or else,” she threatened, taking her leave.

			“So, what you’re telling me is, Gary the Rat was taken out in broad daylight, in front of his missus and their kid, in the car park of the biggest superstore in the country? And not a fucker knows why, or by whom? I don’t fucking believe it.” Paddy shook his head.

			“The Rat was a wild young fucker but he seldom ventured out of the South Side,” said Michael.

			“You heard what the missus said. We have to leave this discussion till tomorrow. Let’s meet at the yard at eleven. I need to go and show face or I’ll be next,” Paddy laughed, heading toward his wife who was in conversation with a group of friends; it was time to do his duty.

			There was an eclectic mixture of invited guests. Old neighbours fraternised with some of the country’s most hardened criminals; the parish priest, Father Joe, captured by a couple of Marie’s girls from the club. There was even a select few of the Coyle workforce, rubbing shoulders with the likes of High Court Judges. 

			All the family had turned out in force. Erin had flown home from Spain with Ryan and Nick and just announced the wonderful news that she was pregnant. Paddy’s sister Marie was accompanied by her teenage son, Errol, and current toy boy. Granny Lizzie and her side-kick Theresa were ensconced in the conservatory with a bird’s eye view of what was going on and a bottle of Harvey’s Bristol Cream between them.

			“I hope I’m not tempting fate,” Bridget teased her husband. “But for once everything’s gone off without a hitch. It’s been a great afternoon. By the way, I’ve put your mother and Theresa to bed in the guest room. She insists it was the heat of the conservatory that was making her sleepy, but I’m more inclined to put it down to the empty sherry bottle.”

			“She never fails,” laughed Paddy. “You’re right, it has been a great day. Everybody seems to have had a good time and the babies have been in their element with all the attention.”

			The sound of sirens interrupted their conversation.

			“Trust me to speak too soon,” laughed Bridget. 

			Her smile soon vanished as the first police car swept into the drive. Within minutes the garden was swarming with Glasgow’s finest, rounding up dumbstruck guests, several of whom were protesting vehemently.

			“Do you know who I am?” an indignant judge challenged an officer endeavouring to restrain him.

			“No sir, but no doubt I’ll find out soon enough.”

			A few of the Coyle brigade, reluctant to go quietly, were now under arrest for assault.

			“Patrick Coyle, I am requesting that you accompany me to Pitt Street Police Station in order to answer questions concerning the murder of Gary Nesbit.”

			“What are you talking about? That was nothing to do with me!” Paddy protested.

			“No? Well, we have evidence and witnesses that prove otherwise,” the Detective Inspector smirked at him.

			“This is a set-up,” he shouted. “Christ, we weren’t even in the country at the time.”

			“Shut up, Paddy, for fuck’s sake,” a concerned Nick warned him.

			“There’s no sign of the other brother, sir,” reported one of the many officers searching the house.

			“Keep looking, he’s here somewhere,” ordered DI Tennant.

			“Get Joe,” Paddy called to his wife. “Get Brattisani. Tell him to get to Pitt Street right away.”

			Joe Brattisani was, without doubt, the most infamous lawyer in the country. Over the years, he had defended most of Glasgow’s criminal fraternity, achieving sensational results and seldom losing a case. He was the darling of the press, the scourge of the Boys in Blue, and right now, Paddy Coyle would trust no other.

			In the upstairs guest room, completely oblivious to the police raid, Lizzie woke with a start. What the hell was her Michael doing trying to squeeze his large frame under the bed? He was a bit long in the tooth for games. “What the devil are you playing at, Michael?”

			“Sorry, Ma, the place is swarming with cops. They’ve got Paddy and I’m sure they’re looking for me.”

			Without hesitation Lizzie’s maternal instincts took over. “Okay, son, leave it to me. Get as far back under as you can,” the old girl whispered as the door to the guest room crashed open and a young rookie cop strode in.

			Watching the officer through half shut eyes, Lizzie feigned sleep until he came in contact with her bed. Springing to life with a blood-curdling scream, scaring the poor bugger half to death, she let rip.

			“HELP, RAPE, HELP,” she roared at the top of her voice, startling her slumbering friend and setting off another cacophony of screams. The din brought numerous officers rushing to investigate.

			“What’s going on?” the senior officer in charge demanded.

			“He touched me,” Lizzie shouted accusingly. “He touched me. You saw him, Theresa, didn’t you? Help, help somebody call the polis,” the old lady yelled while throwing any items she could lay her hands on at the officer’s head.

			“Stop that at once, or you’ll be under arrest for assaulting a police officer.”

			“That’s typical,” Lizzie protested. “I’m fast asleep on my bed, he comes in, assaults me and I get the blame. Get out of here, go on, get out. My sons will murder you, touching up an old lady, what kind of pervert are you?”

			“I never touched her,” stuttered the cop. “Honest, sir, I never touched her.”

			“Yes, you did, she saw you,” pointing to Theresa. “What the hell are you doing in here anyway?” Lizzie demanded.

			“I’m looking for Michael Coyle,” he replied sheepishly.

			“Michael Coyle, my Michael? Well, do you see him? Do you think that’s him dressed in his best party frock?” She mockingly pointed once more to Theresa. “Or maybe he’s under the bed?” The old girl dramatically threw back the covers on Theresa’s divan. “Go on, look. Is he under there?”

			“No, sorry to have upset you,” apologised the young officer, quickly backing out of the room.

			“Right, not another word from you, or I promise, you’ll be in the next cell to your son. Don’t move from this room till we’re finished, understood?” The senior officer ordered.

			~

			“It’s okay, son, he’s gone. What the hell’s this all about? What are those buggers looking for?”

			“Honest, Ma, I don’t know. I was on the phone when I heard the sirens and the next thing the place was swamped with cops. I figured I should make myself scarce.”

			“I think you’ll be safe enough here. I doubt they’ll come back. Right, Theresa, you go downstairs, act a bit drunk, not that that’ll be difficult, and find out what you can.”	

			~

			“Mum, what’s this all about?” Erin crossed to where Bridget stood.

			Both mother and daughter were stunned at what had just taken place.

			“I’ve no idea, sweetheart. All I heard was that your dad was helping with their enquiries.”

			“It must be to do with the murder that’s been in the papers the last few days.”

			“It looks like it, but your dad had nothing to do with that,” answered Bridget.

			“I know he’s no angel, but let’s face it, Ma, neither him nor Uncle Michael need to get their hands dirty nowadays. Anyway, they were in Spain when the hit took place, so it couldn’t have been them.”

			“Shut up, Erin, you know the rules. If your dad wants his whereabouts known, he’ll do the talking. Otherwise, keep your mouth firmly closed.”

			“Of course I know the rules, but this is serious stuff. Where’s Uncle Michael?”

			“I’ve no idea. With a bit of luck he’s gone to ground.”

			“I’ll see to the twins, you go and make your call. Don’t worry, it’ll be fine. Dad’s too smart to be caught up in something like this.”

			“I hope you’re right,” Bridget replied solemnly. “I hope you’re right.”

			Staggering across the lawn, Theresa spied her quarry. “Psst Bridget, psst. I need to talk to you.”

			Damn, that’s all she needed, her mother-in-law’s side-kick, pissed as a newt, heading straight for her.

			“Bridget,” Theresa called again, in an attempt at discretion, managing instead to attract the attention of the remaining guests.

			“Bridget, c’mere,” Theresa called. “Lizzie sent me to find out what’s going on and tell you about…”

			She got no further as Bridget grabbed hold of her arm and steered her into the conservatory to avoid any further disclosures.

			“Ouch, you’re hurting me,” grumbled Theresa.

			“I’ll do more than that if you don’t keep your mouth shut.”

			“I wasn’t going to say anything about Michael,” she protested.

			“Michael?” Bridget asked puzzled. “What about Michael and for God’s sake keep your voice down.”

			“He’s under the bed in the guest room. Lizzie’s with him. She managed to get rid of the cops.”

			“What? Are you telling me, with all these feckers tramping through my house and garden, Michael Coyle is hiding under his mother’s bed?” Bridget was astounded.

			“Yes, and he wants to know what’s going on.”

			“Honest to God, you couldn’t make this up,” an exasperated Bridget muttered. “I‘ve got to make a call. Go back upstairs and I’ll be with you shortly.”
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