
		
			[image: cover.png]
		

	
		
			Six Wicked Reasons

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			Also By

			Also by Jo Spain

			The Confession

			Dirty Little Secrets

			With Our Blessing: An Inspector Tom Reynolds Mystery

			Beneath the Surface: An Inspector Tom Reynolds Mystery

			Sleeping Beauties: An Inspector Tom Reynolds Mystery

			The Darkest Place: An Inspector Tom Reynolds Mystery

			The Boy Who Fell: An Inspector Tom Reynolds Mystery

		

	
		
			Title

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			Copyright

			This ebook edition first published in 2020 by

			Quercus Editions Ltd

			Carmelite House

			50 Victoria Embankment

			London EC4Y 0DZ

			An Hachette UK company

			Copyright © 2020 Joanne Spain

			The moral right of Joanne Spain to be

			identified as the author of this work has been

			asserted in accordance with the Copyright,

			Designs and Patents Act, 1988.

			All rights reserved. No part of this publication

			may be reproduced or transmitted in any form

			or by any means, electronic or mechanical,

			including photocopy, recording, or any

			information storage and retrieval system,

			without permission in writing from the publisher.

			A CIP catalogue record for this book is available

			from the British Library

			HB ISBN 978 1 52940 027 4

			TPB ISBN 978 1 52940 026 7

			EB ISBN 978 1 52940 025 0

			This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters,

			businesses, organizations, places and events are

			either the product of the author’s imagination

			or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to

			actual persons, living or dead, events or

			locales is entirely coincidental.

			Ebook by CC Book Production

			Cover design © 2020 The Brewster Project

			www.quercusbooks.co.uk

		

	
		
			Dedication

			For Jim and Julie, always remembered

		

	
		
			Contents

			Six Wicked Reasons

			Also By

			Title

			Copyright

			Dedication

			june 4th, 2018

			Part I

			one week earlier

			after

			James

			Kate

			after

			after

			Ellen

			after

			Ryan

			Clio

			after

			Adam

			Clio

			after

			Adam

			Clio

			after

			Clio

			after

			Kate

			Adam

			after

			Clio

			after

			Adam

			James

			Ellen

			Clio

			after

			Clio

			Ryan

			Ellen

			after

			Clio

			after

			James

			Adam

			Kate

			Ellen

			after

			Clio

			after

			Kate

			after

			Ryan

			Clio

			Ellen

			after

			Ryan

			after

			James

			Adam

			after

			Clio

			after

			James

			after

			Clio

			after

			Part II

			may

			Clio

			present

			may

			Adam

			present

			may

			june

			Ryan

			present

			june

			Clio

			present

			june

			present

			august

			present

			october

			present

			Part III

			november 2014

			march 2015

			may 2015

			present

			december 2016

			present

			december 2017

			present

			Ryan

			Clio

			ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

		

	
		
			june 4th, 2018

			You didn’t swim in the bay.

			The locals knew that.

			The sailors who had lost their lives in the South County Wexford inlet over the years had all been from other parts of the world. They hadn’t known about the treacherous rocks and tricky rip currents of Spanish Cove, so named for its first recorded casualties – members of an Armada vessel that had blown off course and found itself dashed on the jagged ridge.

			Within sight of shore, the sailors, to a man, had drowned.

			The tide lifted and pummelled their bodies against the very rocks that had caused their demise, painting the stone crimson.

			Some claimed they’d been lured to their deaths by otherworldly creatures.

			Other cultures called them mermaids. Sirens. In Gaelic, moruadh. Dangerously beautiful beings with icy skeletal fingers and a grip like tangled seaweed.

			Superstition. Folklore. The stories that endure in places like these, away from the bright lights and modern cynicism of the city.

			The family who’d hired the yacht for the party on the night it happened were all locals.

			It would never have occurred to them to strip off and go ­swimming.

			Now that family was gathered in the harbour master’s office, blankets and crinkled silver foil wrapped around their shoulders. Bedraggled, cold and in shock.

			Nine had boarded, only eight returned alive.

			There’d been fireworks, earlier in the evening. The strains of music could be heard from shore. Crates of champagne had gone on board, delicious canapés, everything to make it the perfect luxury night at sea.

			It was a much-anticipated reunion.

			A brother, who had vanished from their lives ten years ago, leaving untold grief in his wake, had come home.

			The party to mark his return ended when a body was pulled from the water, already deceased.

			The victim’s head bore the marks of a heavy blow. The water had washed away most of the blood, revealing an ugly gash, so deep the white bone of the skull was visible.

			It was entirely plausible that a boom or some other piece of sailing equipment had swung at the victim, making him lose his balance – except the deck from which he’d fallen seemed free of any such dangers.

			He’d been drinking; he could have slipped and banged his head, then somehow managed to topple over the side rail – although it was quite high and designed for safety.

			The detective sergeant in charge wanted to know if the victim had displayed any symptoms of ill health, dizziness or confusion? Had he been depressed?

			What, exactly, had happened prior to the alarm being raised?

			There was a lot of broken glass on deck. Two of the brothers had fought, if their bruises and bloodied noses were anything to go by.

			The detective, now living in Wexford town, had once been a local himself. He knew the family, way back. He could have asked to have been excluded from the investigation. But in a small, remote village like this, where everybody ate and drank each other’s business, being seen as one of their own was often to the advantage of the police.

			Anyhow, this was a busy night for the county police force, with two serious incidents elsewhere in their jurisdiction. There was nobody else, his boss cheerfully informed him.

			But it would be resolved quickly. An accident, wasn’t it?

			Wasn’t it?

			The family comforted each other, as they waited to give their statements.

			The unity, however, was forced.

			Their brother had returned and now their father was gone.

			Frazer Lattimer, sixty-one years of age, native of Scotland, resi­dent in Ireland most of his adult life, was dead.

			His children looked at one another, and wondered.

			Which of them had murdered him?

		

	
		
			Part I

		

	
		
			one week earlier

			Clio

			Adam’s home.

			The words still rang in her ears.

			Said so casually. Like he’d just popped down to Four Star Pizza and returned with a sixteen-inch deep pan, extra pepperoni.

			Or had just arrived back after a long day at work, the headlights of his car illuminating the driveway.

			Adam’s home.

			The sentence hadn’t been uttered with the weight it deserved, the gravity that captured the fact their brother had been missing for ten years – at worst, presumed dead, at best, presumed dead.

			Clio was still reeling from Ellen's phone call, the imparting of the news.

			Adam’s home.

			Does he know about Mam? Clio had asked. Does he know what he did?

			Once upon a time there was a family.

			A father, a mother and six children. They lived in the most scenic part of Ireland, in a beautiful house on a hill, and were wealthier than everybody they knew. Rich in every sense, but mostly in the way that mattered. They had class. They had status. They had each other.

			And then it all went to hell in a handbasket.

			Clio picked up the photograph that had captured the Lattimers at a happier time – her whole family at the beach.

			Her parents sat on scratchy, striped towels. Kathleen’s smile came easily; Frazer’s was less enthusiastic but even he looked to be enjoying the day out. Clio’s sisters, Kate and Ellen, shielded their eyes from the sun as they looked up from placing pretty shells on a giant sand monument that Adam had built. Adam grinned happily, his uncomplicated nature apparent in his features. James was self-absorbed as usual, licking an ice cream he’d made last far longer than any of his siblings’. Ryan had pulled a last-minute cheeky face, tongue out, eyes crossed, fingers in his ears.

			And there was Clio herself, a chubby little thing sitting at the front, the baby of the family, adored by one and all.

			Who’d taken that photo? She was too young to remember. Probably Uncle Danny.

			She placed the framed picture in her holdall.

			Then she started to move around the room.

			It was years since Clio had done this. Said goodbye to inanimate objects.

			Goodbye, bed. Goodbye, alcove. Bye, wardrobe. Bye, stairs.

			A little OCD in an otherwise chaotic life.

			Her eyes scanned the small apartment for the last time. The tiny, functional kitchenette with the pan on the two-ring hob, still burnt on the base from the time she’d got drunk and decided to make popcorn with barely a dribble of oil. The single bed, half the slats broken. She’d propped it up with boxes but it still creaked like hell whenever she had somebody in it with her. The cracked window, through which the sounds of Bleecker Street seeped night and day, reminding her that, no matter how lonely she felt, she was always surrounded by other people.

			This was her world. These days, you couldn’t get next nor near Greenwich Village for the rent she was paying for this place. But when Clio had arrived, four years ago, at the tender age of twenty-one, her then-boyfriend had already secured the rent-controlled studio from a departing expat and Clio had clung onto it ever since.

			At the time, the boyfriend had told her she’d never grow accustomed to New York. Clio was used to sleeping in the blackest of nights, a blanket of stars overhead, to a soundtrack of lapping waves and gulls.

			Bleecker Street was sirens and pneumatic drills and nightclub revellers and car horns.

			In the end, it was the boyfriend who ran home. Clio stayed, working in various bars or restaurants, taking cleaning work and other jobs – any position that would pay her cash in hand.

			She’d told herself she didn’t need much money once the essentials were covered.

			Walking along the Hudson was free. The city’s art galleries and libraries regularly ran open-house nights. Shows could be seen for half price if you were happy to queue or knew somebody on the concession stand. Drinks flowed liberally if you found the right barman to screw.

			It said a lot about her personality that she could see the positives. Most people who’d been done out of fifty-plus grand on their twenty-first birthday and endured what she had would have been bitter about their circumstances.

			Clio zipped up her holdall and looked around the room one last time.

			There was a definite nostalgic lump in her throat.

			Here, in a small apartment in a big city, she’d found independence. She’d found peace. The space to be just Clio, and not Clíodhna Lattimer, youngest of the brood, daughter of Frazer and Kathleen, sister to . . . you know the ones.

			But it hadn’t all been easy.

			In fact, at a certain point, it had been spectacularly shit.

			But even prisoners find it hard to leave their cells and face the outside world.

			People ran out of empathy, somebody had once told her. They could listen to your pain for a while, but then their worlds moved on. Nobody stayed long in the company of a victim.

			So, she would never let anybody know the full truth of what she’d endured.

			Clio picked up the white rectangular envelope she’d left on the bed.

			She’d taken the letter out of its original envelope. This one was plain, no name or address inscribed on its front.

			The letter had started it all. It explained everything.

			She’d promised herself she’d get rid of it. If anybody knew she had it, if they read it, they’d learn what she’d learned. But she couldn’t destroy it. She needed to keep reading the words, to remind herself why she was returning to Spanish Cove.

			She tucked it into her handbag and grabbed her holdall and wheelie suitcase containing the sum of her worldly possessions.

			‘Goodbye, home,’ she said, her voice caught on a sob, and left.

			*

			The screech of aeroplanes braking on the runway at JFK airport.

			A long line of yellow cabs; a wide expanse of stone-grey buildings; glass-fronted terminals; a mass of travellers, the experienced and the wide-eyed.

			Inside, in a tiny office, a twenty-five-year-old woman pretending not to give a damn but, truthfully, trembling like a little child.

			‘It’s Clio. Clio, like the car, you know? Renault Clio? Not Cleo like the queen. But you pronounce it like that.’

			‘It says here on your passport Cleed-na . . . Clee-odd-ha-na, ma’am.’

			‘It’s Clíodhna. Clee-oh-na. This is exactly why I use Clio. For the love of Christ, is this going to take much longer? Can’t you hear the announcements? That’s my fucking plane they’re talking about.’

			‘Ma’am, please refrain from using expletives.’

			The large black security official’s eyes bored into Clio’s. She felt the heat burning red hot in her cheeks. She blinked first, lowered her gaze. This small interrogation office she’d been brought to, after being plucked out of the passport control line post-security, already felt like a prison cell. She wanted out.

			‘You will be accompanied through the terminal to your flight. You will stay in the boarding lounge. You will be . . .’

			Clio switched off at that point. She had no rights, no argument to make.

			She’d overstayed her welcome in the greatest country in the world and now she was being chaperoned out of it. Make America great again. Deport Clio Lattimer.

			It wasn’t her fault the plane was running late. Some minor technical fault Aer Lingus was dealing with last minute. Clio tried to tell that to Betty, the female security official she’d been assigned, hoping it would put an end to the dirty looks Betty kept flashing her. Built like a brick shithouse and humanity-weary, Betty’s whole demeanour further diluted the ‘You have a nice day, ma’am’ the previous security official had sarcastically bid as Clio was carted off to the boarding gate.

			Now, sitting at the sushi bar in terminal two – because Betty recognised Clio was entitled to eat as long as she didn’t plan to eat anywhere off airport property – Clio relayed the whole sorry experience to a County Galway man perched on the next stool.

			‘And their drugs dog ripped a ladder in my tights going past with that stupid thing on his back,’ she said. She turned to her guard. ‘Didn’t he, Betty? Does he need to walk that close? I mean, if he has to get that close to smell the drugs, is he any fucking use, Betty?’

			The Galway man, whose name Clio couldn’t be arsed to remember, blushed at the security official’s obvious irritation. He ordered another two vodka tonics from their server. They arrived in seconds, served up on square napkins. Clio knocked hers back, shot-style. Betty pursed her lips. Betty probably had three kids at home and no doubt just wanted to get through her shift so she could fuck off to Stop and Shop and pick up some groceries. Clio almost felt sorry for Betty.

			‘So, why are you going back?’ Galwegian asked. ‘If you knew you’d get stung going through JFK? Did somebody die or something?’

			‘Why don’t you get another round in while I pee?’ Clio said. She swivelled on her stool. ‘Betty, how about we gals go powder our noses?’

			The security official’s features were so scrunched they were starting to disappear into themselves. Clio reckoned if the Aer Lingus flight took much longer, Betty might consider sticking Clio on any plane, going anywhere, just to get rid.

			And maybe that wouldn’t be a bad thing.

			‘More vodka for the lady on a mysterious trip home.’ Galwegian smiled.

			‘Oh,’ Clio said. ‘There’s no mystery, really. The prodigal son has returned. My brother. Disappeared ten years ago and now he’s back.’

			She hopped off her stool.

			‘Jesus,’ her companion said, taken aback at the turn in the conversation. ‘He vanished, like? Where was he?’

			‘God knows.’

			‘And he just came back? That’s incredible. So that’s why you’re going back. Makes sense. I’d say you’re dying to see him.’

			Clio felt her breath shorten, her chest constrict.

			‘Actually,’ she said, ‘it would have been better if he was fucking dead.’

		

	
		
			after

			‘How drunk would you say you were this evening, Clio?’

			‘Do I sound drunk?’

			The detective sighed.

			‘Earlier,’ he said. ‘During the party.’

			‘Does it matter?’ Clio shrugged. ‘I wasn’t driving the boat.’

			‘Everybody was drinking, weren’t they?’

			‘More or less. What’s your point?’

			‘I’m trying to get a sense of the atmosphere. Were people merry drunk or tense drunk?’

			‘Ah. Because you think there was a big fight and Dad got caught up in it. Well, there wasn’t. James and Adam argued, Dad wasn’t even there. Nobody saw him go in the water.’

			‘If you were drunk, how do you know?’

			Clio blinked.

			‘When can we go home?’ she asked.

			‘When I get all these statements straight. I’m not going to lie, Clio, it’s a bit like pulling teeth at the moment. Which I’m putting down to shock and, perhaps, the after-effects of alcohol. Not deliberate obstruction of justice. Which I know you know is serious. Whatever the reason, I need to know what happened on that boat.’

			‘You can’t keep us here all night.’

			‘I can, actually.’

			Clio frowned.

			‘So, James and Adam evidently had a physical altercation,’ the detective said. ‘But did your father argue with anybody?’

			Clio felt her body slump. Might as well just get it over with.

			‘We all – except Ryan – had a few drinks. We were tense. Over a week, we’d gone from being a family that had learned to live with Adam’s disappearance, to one that had to deal with the knowledge that he was alive and well for ten years. We had to get to grips with the knowledge that he had left us, deliberately. We weren’t exactly happy, to begin with, having that party. As for Dad, he didn’t – um – he didn’t fight with anyone in particular. But . . .’

			‘What?’

			‘Nothing.’

			The detective studied her.

			‘Okay. Let’s go back to the start. Why you all came back to Spanish Cove.’

			‘Aren’t you listening? Adam . . .’

			‘I’m aware your brother returned. It’s a big deal, I know. But I can hear how angry you are with him. And, yet, you went to a lot of effort for him, very quickly. Ryan had to come home from Italy. James and Kate both have full-time jobs and busy lives in Dublin. You returned from the States, getting yourself into plenty of bother in the process. He could have visited you. You could have Skyped while you planned how to manage the reunion. Instead, you all dropped everything.’

			Clio bit her lip. There was nothing for it. She’d have to tell the truth.

			‘We . . . we had no choice,’ she said. ‘And – I wanted to leave New York.’

			‘Why?’

			‘I wasn’t . . . I wasn’t happy there any more.’

			‘No, why did you have no choice?’

			‘Oh. Dad did his usual.’

			‘And what was that?’

			A pause. Then a smile.

			‘He threatened to cut us off.’

			‘And that’s something your father did frequently?’

			‘I’m sorry?’

			‘You said, he did his usual. Was it a recurring theme?’

			‘Dad holding money over our heads? Pretty much.’

			‘I see.’

			The detective looked down at his notes.

			‘Did it upset you, your dad’s – what will we call it – controlling nature?’

			‘I was used to it.’ Clio shrugged.

			‘Then why emigrate?’

			Clio stayed silent.

			There was only so much truth she was willing to reveal.

		

	
		
			James

			This was utterly humiliating. Mortifying. Standing here, people ignoring him, like he was a nobody and mattered to no one.

			James wanted to die inside but he was working desperately not to let it show.

			Time was, people had recognised him wherever he went. His face had been in all the society pages. He’d guested on chat shows and appeared at red-carpet opening nights. Ireland’s celebrity pool was shallow and James, for a short time, had been its whale.

			But that had been a few years ago, when he was hot stuff, the twenty-something producer who had his finger on the button. The man who was going places.

			He’d peaked too soon.

			It was six years since he’d had a show.

			To be washed up at thirty-five – James wouldn’t let it happen. It was ludicrous. Everybody else’s career was just starting. James’ couldn’t be finished.

			He glanced at his watch while neatly stepping over cables that were being dragged out of view of the scene shot. He’d been told when he rang ahead that this production was going to picture lock and yet, here they were, still shooting. James had heard the director was a perfectionist but had James been the executive producer, he’d have pulled the plug days ago. It was so easy being one of the creatives. Never having to worry about the little things, like who was going to pay your wages or finance every last detail of every goddamn thing.

			His phone rang in his pocket, buzzing silently against his leg. James ignored it, like the professional he was. They were filming the same lines for the fourteenth time and if anybody so much as breathed heavily, they risked being massacred by the rest of the cast and crew. James had heard the urban myth about the crew member hanging himself in the background of a shot that had remained in the final reel of The Wizard of Oz. He’d also heard the cynical reactions of people who didn’t believe anything like that would ever be left in a movie.

			None of those people knew how many times a single scene needed to be filmed to get the various angles, let alone everything else, correct. Movie bloopers weren’t so much mistakes as footage editors and directors saying, collectively, ah, fuck it.

			He didn’t want to answer his phone, anyway.

			Everything was building up to a head of steam. James felt it in his gut. But he couldn’t deal with it. Not right now.

			Adam’s return – that’s what he had to focus on.

			‘Cut!’

			James looked up as the director called time.

			‘And we’re done. Break for thirty, then back to the unit base, guys and dolls.’

			There was a collective sigh of relief, some half-hearted clapping.

			James hurried over to the actor he was seeking before somebody else could grab him.

			Darius Lefoy was a star in the making: early twenties, face of an angel, the gaunt-haunted look that women wanted to fuss over and men weren’t threatened by. It came across beautifully on camera.

			The young actor now worked mainly in London and there was talk of an LA move.

			James’ supposed trajectory, some years previous.

			If James could secure Darius for the part in his new production, it would seal the deal. He’d only need him for an eight-week shoot. It wouldn’t interfere in the slightest with the actor’s route to stardom and it would do everything to put James back on the same track.

			‘Darius, hi, James Lattimer.’ James tried to sound more confident than he felt as he approached with his hand out, weaving through the crew. The young actor was surrounded by costume assistants who were helping to remove the bulletproof vest and gun-belt he wore for his part.

			Darius shook James’ hand limply.

			‘Eh, hi,’ he said, uncertainly.

			‘From Red Productions?’ James said. ‘Your agent, Naomi, she told you I was dropping by to see you in action, didn’t she?’

			‘Eh, yeah. I think so.’

			James bristled. He’d come here specially; it had taken weeks to set up.

			Behind him, he heard a whisper:

			‘Who the fuck is your man?’

			The voice was young. One of the costume assistants, probably.

			James swallowed.

			Be careful who you kick on the way up, he wanted to say.

			The actor lifted his arms into the air and let himself be unshackled from his detective gear. It was a ridiculous role for him. He looked good on screen but in real life he stood about five foot in socks and weighed in at nine stone. The director of photography would have his work cut out angling those action-man shots.

			‘Listen, I’m starving, man,’ Darius said. ‘I gotta grab a bite on the bus. Were you looking to chat or something?’

			James glanced over at the canteen bus, then at his watch. He rubbed the back of his neck, anxiously.

			‘I was,’ he said. It was time to play his ace. ‘But, maybe we can reschedule. I’ve got a meeting at two with these Netflix guys and, you know yourself, nobody is too big to be late for them. Especially when they’ve flown over for you.’

			Darius was a good actor but not that good. James watched as the wheels turned.

			‘Oh, shit; yeah, of course,’ Darius said. ‘James Lattimer. Here, why don’t you grab a salad with me and we can talk?’

			James hesitated, then he threw his hands out in submission.

			‘I guess if they think it’s a good enough idea to come over from LA for, they’ll wait five minutes for me,’ James said. ‘Go on, then.’

			It was all a big game.

			But, this was important. When he returned home, he had to arrive as a success.

			He needed this weekend to go smoothly. He couldn’t risk anything else.

		

	
		
			Kate

			Kate wasn’t sure what to pack. It was warm in Dublin but Spanish Cove had its own mini climate. It was a combination of being so far south and also surrounded by hills on all sides, including right over the bay where County Waterford acted as a buffer. This time of year, it should be swelteringly hot, but if a cold breeze came in from the Atlantic, the Cove would act as a wind tunnel, bringing the temperature right down.

			She placed two neatly folded sweaters on top of the strappy vests and linen trousers she’d already packed. Kate liked to dress strategically; looking good took a lot more than just going to the gym frequently.

			Her mam had been a pear-shaped woman. Not a good shape if you’re after conventional good looks, if you believe the magazines. She had always carried a little bit of weight but it had never mattered. She was beautiful. Her face and smile were all people really saw. The kindness within her. Ask anybody, they’d have described Kathleen as the most attractive woman they knew.

			Kate wasn’t a great beauty. At least, she didn’t consider herself so. And she had the same body shape as her mam. She didn’t carry weight well.

			In her teens, Kate had carried a lot of weight.

			An awful lot.

			‘How long did you say you were going for, again?’ Cheng was searching the walk-in wardrobe for his golf shoes. He hated golf, forced himself to play it, he said. Kate reckoned the anarchist in him really enjoyed turning up in the clubhouse populated by utterly Irish, entirely white, overweight and overpaid men. Cheng was wealthier than all of them, but would never be one of them, even though those very same men frequented Cheng’s hotel – a hotel that was, in fact, thriving, with full occupancy, a restaurant going for its first Michelin star and a basement cocktail and jazz club that was jam-packed every weekend.

			And at the helm, Cheng was fond of saying, a poor Chinese man from Beijing.

			It was a total exaggeration. Cheng’s mother might have been from a lower-class rung by Chinese standards, but his Irish father was very well-to-do. The son of a well-known industrialist, Kate’s father-in-law had travelled to Beijing on one of the first foreign student exchange programmes in the late seventies. He’d gone to learn about a culture that was just opening itself up to the rest of the world; he’d come home three years later with a wife and child.

			Now he looked into her bag, swollen already.

			‘Just the weekend,’ Kate said. ‘But you never know.’

			She turned back to the rails, cheeks burning.

			‘Hey,’ Cheng said. ‘Are you sure you don’t want me to come down with you?’ Then, gentler: ‘I know this must be tough for you.’

			Kate froze.

			‘Why do you say that?’

			‘Eh, you haven’t spent a single night in your father’s home since I’ve known you. I’ve only met your father and James once, and none of the rest. And I know why.’

			‘Do you?’ she said, her heart beating that bit faster.

			‘Come on,’ he said, and laughed thinly. ‘It’s hardly rocket science.’

			He wrapped his arms around her from behind and accented his voice.

			‘You young white girl. Me big bad China man. East met West and stole its woman.’

			She pushed him away, laughing.

			‘Wear your Black Lives Matter tee shirt down and see what happens,’ he said. ‘Test how racist they really are.’

			‘You’re not black and you’ve lived here since you were two,’ Kate said.

			‘Don’t you dare rob me of my agency. I’m a shade on the scale, white girl. Anyhow, the only time I did meet your brother, he asked me if I knew any Asian actors because his colleague needed baddies in his show. I’m not even going to repeat what Frazer said. Suffice to say, it’s obvious why you’re practically estranged. The rest probably wear white pointed hoods to dinner.’

			Kate paused and looked inside her bag.

			What the hell was she doing? Why was she travelling down at all?

			She’d been to Beijing more often than Spanish Cove in the last few years. They travelled to China at least once a year, usually staying near where her mother-in-law Yin had grown up. The village had once been full of clothing manufacturers and cheap restaurants, but it had been gentrified in the nineties as it was swallowed up by the expanding city. Kate loved it there. Visiting LaiTai flower market, eating in Cai Yi Xuan in the Four Seasons (where Kate and Cheng dreamed about the five-star hotel they’d open to rival it one day), strolling through the Forbidden City.

			Perhaps they should move to China, when all this was over and she’d made it through this hellish weekend.

			‘You poor love. You’re all over the place, aren’t you?’ Cheng put his arms around his wife.

			Kate looked up into his serious, dark eyes.

			When she first met him, this gorgeous man, five years older, more experienced – more everything – she’d melted. She wasn’t worthy of him. May he never find out.

			‘You sure you don’t want me to drive you? Or wait until you get your car back from the garage? At least then you won’t feel stranded down there.’

			‘No, it’s fine. I was due a trip down with James, anyway. And he won’t want to hang around, either.’

			‘Okay, but it doesn’t matter how sick your father is, qīn,’ Cheng said. ‘If it gets too much, just call and I’ll be down to pick you up in a heartbeat. Where is my phone, anyway? Have you seen it? I heard it ringing earlier; I’ve no idea where the thing is.’

			Kate only half-listened as her husband continued to talk, now from out in the bedroom.

			From the moment she’d got the phone call about Adam’s return, she’d found herself reverting to all her bad habits.

			Snacking unconsciously.

			Lying awake at night.

			Lying.

			For years she’d had everything under control. Cheng often joked that if Kate was sliced open, the word willpower would run through her like she was a stick of rock, that if she’d been born in China, she’d have been an Olympic gold medallist by the time she was five.

			She should have said no, refused to go to Spanish Cove for the long weekend. She was a grown woman, after all.

			Yet, when her father had picked up the phone, she had become a child again. No longer Kate Grant but Kate Lattimer. Daughter, not wife. Sister, not friend.

			It killed her, lying to Cheng, but she’d had to come up with a reason for why she was going down in such a rush. What was the point in telling him the truth?

			All families had their secrets. The Lattimers might be a bit more . . . abnormal than most, but wasn’t that, in itself, normal?

			So what, if none of them talked to each other?

			And, anyway. Adam was back for now, but who knew?

			Tomorrow he could take flight again.

			And she could go back to having nothing to do with her relatives.

		

	
		
			after

			Kate kept her hand clutched to her stomach. She felt ill, properly ill. Had felt that way all weekend, in fact.

			Now, at least, she knew there was a reason for it.

			Detective Downes handed her a cup of hot something, but she didn’t even look at it, just appreciated the warmth in her hands. He was being nice, she reckoned, because they’d met each other earl­ier that day. Briefly, in better circumstances, in the village, before they’d had the party, before Kate had got on the yacht, before her father had . . .

			Less than twelve hours ago, everything had been normal.

			‘So, James attacked Adam,’ he said, scribbling something into a notepad that looked like it had been pulled from his school bag. He was an odd-featured man, one of those people who looked older than he was but still seemed too young to be doing a proper adult job.

			‘Yes,’ she answered. ‘But Adam had a go at him—’

			‘Still,’ he cut her off. ‘It was James who threw the first punch, you said.’

			‘Yes. I’m sorry – but what does this have to do with my dad?’

			The detective looked up at her, then back down at his notepad.

			He probably wasn’t writing anything, Kate thought. He’d be playing hangman, trying to look important until his boss came along. Or maybe he was making juvenile observations about them all. How they looked. Kate had known plenty of people like that. She’d seen the nasty things they’d scrawled about her, inside lockers and on the corners of desks.

			‘Before the fight,’ the detective said, ‘you told me the group split up for a little while. Why? Had there been an argument, even before James attacked Adam?’

			‘I . . . Not an argument, as such. Dad had just, he mentioned something about the house.’

			‘What?’

			‘Nothing important. But we all sort of drifted away to our own corners, for a while.’

			‘And this was around 8 to 8.30 p.m.?’

			‘Yes. I was trying to phone my husband, that’s why I know what time it was. From the call log.’

			‘How would you describe your relationship with your father?’ Detective Downes interrupted.

			‘How would I describe . . . ?’ Kate looked at him blankly. ‘Fine. It was fine. He was my dad.’

			‘You didn’t see him much – before this weekend, I mean. You don’t come home often.’

			‘Yes. Well.’

			Kate felt herself colouring.

			‘I work,’ she said. ‘I run a very busy hotel in Dublin. I can’t come down here every other weekend. I have my life and . . . it was just, with Adam home, I had to come back to see him, obviously. It was . . . great news.’

			‘Was it?’

			‘Of course it was. What does that mean?’

			‘So, you rushed home to see your brother, who vanished for ten years, but you never had time for your father. You mustn’t have been that close to him.’

			‘We weren’t not close. We just . . .’ She floundered again.

			Detective Downes looked up and met Kate’s eye.

			‘Did your dad ever hurt you? Did you have cause to wish him harm?’

			Kate blinked rapidly.

			‘Absolutely not!’ she said, appalled. ‘I loved my father and he loved me.’

		

	
		
			after

			Detective Downes stepped out of the harbour master’s building and walked the few hundred yards to where the yacht was anchored, surrounded by emergency vehicles, their blue and red lights pulsating against the darkness.

			Over in Albertstown village, the bars and restaurants had suddenly become busier. Every passing car slowed for its occupants to stare across at the unusual activity by the water.

			Frazer Lattimer’s body still lay in a body bag on a stretcher in one of the ambulances that had been summoned. It would be moved shortly, transferred to the pathologist’s office.

			When the detective had seen the corpse, it had looked relatively unscathed, bar the wound to the rear of the skull.

			The family had nothing so peaceful to look forward to. Frazer’s head would need to be shaved, for a start. Then his torso would be cut open and all his organs taken out, before being replaced and his body sewn back up.

			The man they buried would not look like the man they’d lost.

			One of them, at least, wouldn’t be too bothered by that.

			From the start, Detective Downes had had his doubts about this being an accident.

			That was being borne out by the statements of those on board the yacht.

			It was absolutely apparent they were holding back.

			And there was no reason for that unless there was something to hide.

			Well, in the absence of testimony, he still had facts.

			Forensics had done their job on board the vessel; the detective was welcome to look around.

			He walked the entire circumference of the yacht. It was long – twenty metres by his reckoning, with enough deck at the sides for two people to comfortably stand together or pass each other; a large party area to the rear; and a sailing cabin at the front, with windows on all sides. A small set of stairs led to a smaller, upper party area, and he’d already noted a sizeable below-deck space, which also contained the toilet.

			When he was happy he’d the specs properly memorised, the detective moved to the right, or starboard, side of the vessel, where he’d already established Frazer Lattimer had last been seen.

			He nodded at the besuited forensics officer taking samples from the deck using small cotton buds.

			If Detective Downes turned his head left and right he could see the sailing cabin at the front, and the far rail at the rear of the vessel.

			The detective examined the steel safety barrier. It came up to just under his chest and he was a man of average height.

			It would take a lot to accidentally fall over that rail.

			He looked behind him at the perfectly smooth white surface that ran around the side of the yacht. No windows looking into the cabin below. And, more importantly, nothing that could swing at a person if the yacht suddenly jerked.

			He looked back down at the forensics officer and the small pile of plastic bags the man had already collected. Each contained samples from the blood spray on the side of the yacht and the deck beneath their feet.

			Frazer’s head wound had been deep. And those sorts of injuries caused a lot of bleeding. But, after the initial splatter, blood generally reverted to gushing in the direction of gravity. Down the neck, onto the clothing.

			There were enough drops on board to indicate that that’s where the blow to Frazer’s head had been sustained.

			And, then, before more blood came, before it began to pool under his feet – Frazer Lattimer had been pushed into the sea.

			That was Detective Downes’ theory, anyway.

		

	
		
			Ellen

			Saturday, that’s when they were all arriving. Ellen polished the bannister harder. The pine spray made her nose tingle and she was pretty sure she’d inhaled too much of it. It felt pleasant, in an entirely unhealthy way.

			Maybe that’s what was giving her palpitations.

			It was only Thursday. She had enough time to get everything ready. There was no need to stress. But she had to show them how well she’d been looking after the place.

			It might not mean much to them but it meant everything to her.

			Her father was in his study. He hadn’t come out all morning. She could hear him on the telephone, a soft, familiar mumble. Coughing. The smell of cigars seeped from under the door. Ellen had opened every window in the house, but you could still catch the sharp tang of Villigers in the downstairs rooms. The poor dog was in there with him, no doubt well on his way to secondary-smoke lung cancer.

			She’d made up the beds with crisp white linens and comfortable feather duvets, and left new toiletries in all the en suites and the family bathroom. The cushions in the sitting rooms were freshly plumped. Every surface in the kitchen gleamed. The fridge was stocked – Frazer had planned a big dinner on the first night. A case of Laurent Perrier had already arrived and catering staff had been ordered in.

			Ellen couldn’t put her finger on it but something was niggling at her. Some missing piece. She paused and glanced through the fan window atop the front door overlooking the sea.

			‘It’s clean. Would you not go have a cuppa or something?’

			Ellen jumped. Adam was standing at the top of the stairs, his expression one of concern. Adam, the ghost. Who’d returned so unexpectedly, without a call or letter or warning, four days earlier.

			‘It’s been a long time since we were all together,’ she said. ‘I just want it to look nice.’

			‘When was the last time they were all here?’ Adam asked.

			Ellen looked down at the cloth and the Mr Muscle bottle in her hand.

			‘That often, huh?’ Adam walked down the few steps towards her. He was still recognisably Adam. The dark evening shadow that had started in his late teens and couldn’t be vanquished, even with a close shave. The furrowed eyebrows, so thick they looked like caterpillars had taken up residence. The blue-green eyes, startling, like he’d been gifted gemstones from the sea they lived beside. Ellen hadn’t doubted it was him for a second when she’d opened the door and saw him standing there on the step. A single bag on his back – a bag she’d already been through but discovered nothing of note in. No clue as to where he’d been or who he’d been with or what had happened all those years ago.

			‘Are you hungry?’ she asked. ‘I can make you something.’

			‘I’m not hungry.’ Adam hesitated a couple steps above her. ‘What do you do for money? You haven’t left the house since I arrived.’

			‘It doesn’t seem fair, you asking me about my life when I’m not allowed to ask about yours.’

			‘Of course you’re allowed,’ Adam said.

			Ellen cast a glance over at the study door.

			When he first saw Adam, Frazer had started to cry. Not blub, exactly, but there had definitely been tears. Ellen had been as shocked as Adam. It was not something their father did regularly.

			Then Frazer had taken Adam into his study.

			They’d spent hours in there, speaking too softly for her to eavesdrop. There was no screaming match, no remonstrating. Not that she could tell.

			It was so very peculiar. She’d expected her father to be furious, with Adam turning up like that. Raging.

			But when they’d both emerged from his study, Frazer had seemed . . . happy. He’d then announced to Ellen and also Danny, who’d shown up by that point, that rather than Adam going over and over what had happened, they should get everybody home the following weekend and Adam could tell them all together. It would be fairer that way.

			Fairer to whom, Ellen wondered? Didn’t she have as much right as Frazer to know where Adam had been?

			But Danny, the family’s oldest friend, had agreed.

			Ellen didn’t want to be the one causing upset. Especially as Adam had looked so stunned and grateful to be on the receiving end of such a warm and considerate welcome.

			Still, Ellen was sick with suspense.

			Why had he gone and, more importantly, why was he back?

			‘Hello?’ Adam said. ‘Your job?’

			Ellen was shaken from her reverie. She’d been doing that more and more this last week, drifting off. Remembering.

			Of course, the most important date in her life was approaching. There was that, too.

			Thirteen years.

			‘I tutor online,’ she said.

			Adam raised an eyebrow.

			‘Tutor what?’

			‘Accountancy.’

			‘Fascinating.’ Adam smiled.

			‘It’s a good job,’ she said, defensively.

			‘I’m only winding you up.’

			He continued on down the stairs towards her.

			‘Lucky Spanish Cove has decent broadband, hey?’ he said. ‘Other­wise you might have had to move out.’

			Ellen wouldn’t dignify that with a response.

			Instead, she asked the question that had been burning inside her since his return.

			‘Are you coming back here to live? To Spanish Cove, I mean?’

			‘Why do you ask?’

			‘I just – I’m just wondering.’

			‘No. If I settled back in Ireland, it wouldn’t be here.’

			‘I could help you,’ Ellen said. ‘With a deposit. On a different place, I mean.’

			‘I don’t need your money, Ellen.’

			Ellen bit into her bottom lip.

			Was he lying to her?

			Was he after the house?

			She forced herself to smile.

			’Where are you going, now?’ she asked.

			‘The shore. Want to come?’

			‘No. I’ll see you later. For dinner.’

			He touched her arm as he passed. She resisted flinching.

			Human touch. She was unused to it, but she really shouldn’t show it.

			Still, there was more at play here. It unnerved her, having him back like this.

			And it wasn’t just Adam’s reappearance that had her on edge.

			Just what was her father up to?

			That’s what was playing on her mind.

			He was in the middle of something. Had been for a while, she was sure of it. There was no other reason for him to hole up in his study like this, for days at a time, talking on the phone, click-clacking away on the computer keyboard. Why make such a big thing of this weekend, to the point where he’d told Kate and James to hold off coming down any earlier?

			And all the mysterious outings he’d been making lately, returning in the wee hours.

			Had he . . . had he known Adam was coming?

			Was that why he seemed so relaxed and happy about it all?

			Or was there something else going on?

		

	
		
			after

			The room was tiny. A table, two chairs so close the occupants were almost knee to knee. A computer, phone, some box files stacked on a shelf. A bright light overhead, unshaded. A mini Burco water boiler and a tray of tea and coffee necessities. Ellen took it all in. It was her first time to speak to Detective Downes but she had an awful feeling it was going to be a long night. He had that look about him. A terrier, who wouldn’t rest until he’d dragged every painful secret from the surviving Lattimers.

			He claimed that he and Ellen knew each other. That his family were local. There were a few Downes in Albertstown, sure. And he looked vaguely familiar. But she couldn’t place him. It might have been because she never went anywhere these days, never saw anybody.

			Or maybe Ellen didn’t know Detective Downes at all and he was trying to trick her. Build a rapport, that’s what the cops did in the shows Ellen watched. She mightn’t leave the house much physically, but TV and books were a great window into other worlds.

			‘You say your father was happy to have Adam home?’ the detect­-ive said.

			Silence.

			‘Ellen?’

			‘He, um, yes. He was glad.’

			‘So, they didn’t argue? I gotta tell you – I think if I disappeared for a decade and then rocked up at my house, my mother would flay me alive.’

			She shook her head.

			‘Over the week, then – did anything change? What I mean is – maybe Frazer was shocked to begin with and grateful to have his son home. But as the days went on, he might have had time to think about what Adam had done. Maybe he got angry. Perhaps lashed out a little?’

			‘No. No, my dad was happy Adam was back. He said nothing to the contrary all week. Not that I heard.’

			The detective looked at her, then scribbled something down.

			‘So, what about Ryan?’ he said. ‘Was Frazer happy to have him home? There was some trouble, before, wasn’t there? Between Frazer and Ryan? I thought I heard something, way back.’

			Ellen’s thoughts were racing.

			But she tried to keep her face as placid as possible.

			‘Ryan and my dad?’ she said. ‘No. They got on fine.’

		

	
		
			Ryan

			It was only midday and Ryan was already on his second shirt and his third glass of wine. The sweat formed puddles between his shoulder blades as he swatted at fruit flies trying to take up residence in his Amarone.

			‘Fuck off and get your own drink,’ he said, into the silence.

			He was the wine bar’s only local patron. Limone’s residents were at one of their all-too-frequent religious events, the populace gathering en masse in the church at the top of the steps while tourists wandered cluelessly around the Marie Celeste-like town.

			It was still early season at Lake Garda in northern Italy. It might be late May, but July and August were the most popular months. For now, visitors still numbered small groups, not the hordes they could expect later in the year. Ryan liked it either way.

			After many years as an awkward child, then a gangly teenager, followed by a skinny, gaunt adult, Ryan had emerged from his cocoon as a striking-looking man. The Lattimer gene had only been latent, it transpired. The skeletal look, once he’d filled out a little, had lingered in his cheekbones, and his eye sockets still looked a bit deep, the lids lazy. He’d been mistaken, on several occasions, for the actor Cillian Murphy and it didn’t displease him in the slightest. The drugs had left something positive, at least.

			Now, at twenty-eight, he was clean – relatively speaking; what were a few glasses of wine among people you barely knew? – healthy (he walked everywhere, could afford little else), tanned, well-fed and relaxed.

			I am a happy man, he repeated to himself every day in the old, speckled mirror that hung in the dimly-lit bathroom of his lodging house. Then, he did whatever odd jobs Signora Romano had for him. Ryan didn’t have the willpower or inclination to be a starving artist, and for just a couple of hours’ work, Signora Romano made it her business to keep him fed, clothed and housed. On her heaped plates of pasta primavera and rosemary focaccia bread, Ryan could walk and think for hours on end, even write when the mood struck him.

			Italy was his home now, or at least this little part of it was.

			Nowhere made him feel quite as at home as Limone, with its terra­-cotta roofs and colourful small houses, the quiet, narrow lanes and the vista of the lake at every turn. Maybe, just maybe, it reminded him a little of home. Spanish Cove wasn’t as pretty but it was . . . alluring.

			Home. Ryan looked down at his mobile. It had been flashing all morning and he’d been ignoring it all morning. Of course, if he really didn’t want to hear from anybody, he’d have switched it off, wouldn’t he?

			There they were. Missed calls from Dad. Ellen. James. Kate.

			Abracadabra, it rang again. Clio.

			He answered.

			‘Are you fucking joking me?’ she said. ‘Is that a foreign dial tone?’

			‘Hi, hello, it’s lovely to hear from you, too, Clio. You sound well. How’s life? I’m just tickety-boo.’

			Silence filled the line.

			‘You’re drunk,’ she said.

			‘I’ve had a few, I won’t lie, but they’re small glasses. The Italians drink it like water, you know.’

			‘You’re bloody drunk. They didn’t let you on the plane because you’re drunk.’

			‘Au contraire. They didn’t let me on the plane because I’m sitting in a bar in Limone and Milan Bergamo airport is over one hundred kilometres away. Apparently, you can’t fly if you’re not at the gate. And they call that customer service.’

			‘Ryan.’ With one word, Clio sounded utterly despondent. All his big brother-ness wanted to make her feel better. But what could he do? He was here, she was there. And here he planned to stay. He couldn’t go through with it. He just couldn’t.

			‘What can I say, my darling sister? It’s not meant to be.’

			‘I’m going to book you a new ticket for tonight. Ryan, you have to be on this one. Promise me. I know you have your bag packed. Just do it. Please.’

			Ryan shook his head, silently. No way in hell was he getting on a plane back to Ireland. They’d have to drag him kicking and screaming; they’d have to wrestle his passport from his cold dead hands; they’d have to—

			‘Ryan. Don’t make me go home alone. I’m still in Dublin. I’m with James. We’re driving down to Spanish Cove tomorrow. Even Kate’s coming with us. He’s back, Ryan. He’s really back.’

			‘Don’t care. Is James with you now?’

			‘Yes.’

			Ryan sighed.

			‘Christ, I’ll be on the late flight,’ he said. ‘And if James, or anybody, so much as sniffs my breath—’

			Rustling: Clio walking away from James, Ryan imagined.

			‘I won’t say anything,’ Clio cut him off. ‘Why are you in a bar?’

			‘They’re good thinking spots,’ Ryan said. ‘I have it under control. I had it under control.’

			Silence again.

			‘You’re mental, Ryan.’

			‘Ha!’ He looked out at the placid lake and the set of stone steps leading down to it. ‘We all know who made me that way, don’t we, Clio?’

			He held the phone to his ear and listened to her short, anxious breaths, the two of them thinking about the past and the hole that had been torn through their lives.

		

	
		
			Clio

			Clio couldn’t wait to get out of James’ house and on the road to Spanish Cove.

			James was welcoming in his own way and his teenage daughter, Bella, appeared to like Clio, the little Clio saw of her. But Clio still felt uncomfortable. James’ wife Sandra had styled their Dublin suburban home clinically white, and the clean, minimalist lines had sanitised anything resembling personality. Clio had felt scruffy the entire time she’d been there. No wonder sixteen-year-old Bella preferred to hide in her turret. Clio had caught a glimpse inside Bella’s room and it appeared to be a haven of pink, cluttered fluffiness.

			Sandra herself left Clio on edge. She’d been a model, once. And she had the blond hair and big blue eyes that held a certain appeal. But she also had big teeth and bone structure that reminded Clio of a horse. Clio just couldn’t warm to her.

			James also seemed eager to get going; once Kate arrived, they got out the door at speed.

			‘I’ll see you soon.’ Sandra beamed at Clio, hugging her before she could get into the back of James’ car.

			Fucking hope not, Clio replied in her head.

			And now she had to survive being in a car with three of her siblings. God knew why Kate had condescended to travel down with them. Guilt, Ryan had suggested. Because she owned a five-star hotel and still hadn’t offered to put Ryan or Clio up.

			As with all dreaded events, the reality was nowhere near as stressful. As the four of them piled in and took to the road, a strange peace descended.
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