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Prologue


Glasgow


Mickey Casey wasn’t even on edge. He was that cocky. Untouchable, he thought he was – always did, even when they were kids and he was up to his arse in trouble. Frankie Martin looked across the table at his oldest friend, watching the way he preened himself, pushing back his slicked dark mane even though there wasn’t a single waxed-to-perfection hair out of place. That was Mickey – handsome bastard that he was. His impeccable midnight blue suit fitted his muscular frame like a second skin, the crisp white shirt and pale blue polka dot silk tie giving him the look of a successful city trader. Which in some ways he was, when you came to think of it. The markets went up, they went down, and if you were smart you could control whichever way they moved. Winner takes all. It didn’t matter whether you were a trader shifting shares in oil, or a gangster moving cocaine or heroin. The stakes were as high for both, and those with the biggest balls never, ever lost. The shallow graves were littered with the failures. And Mickey Casey always vowed he would never be one of them. He glanced at his gold Rolex watch, beckoned the waiter across and ordered a glass of red wine. Frankie declined. Just coffee, he told him.


‘What’s with the fucking coffee? This is a celebration.’


‘Too early yet for me, Mickey. I’ll wait till they go.’


Frankie glanced over his shoulder through the window of the empty Italian restaurant in the West End of Glasgow, where the meet had been arranged. ‘They’ll be here shortly. I’m starving.’


He picked up the menu and scanned it, trying to look as though he was engrossed, even though his mind was elsewhere.


The waiter arrived and placed the glass of wine beside Mickey, who nodded thanks. He put the espresso next to Frankie, who looked up and blinked a thanks as the waiter backed away and disappeared into the kitchen. They sat for a moment saying nothing, listening to the rattle of pans in the kitchen as the staff prepared for the lunchtime rush of customers. The place felt gloomy with its empty tables and shadowy corners. Mickey looked relaxed. He’d told Frankie that this was a day they would talk about when they were old men – the day Knuckles Boyle, the cocaine and heroin king who controlled everything that moved from Manchester

northwards, was coming to him to make a deal. To his turf, his town. That was how much clout Mickey had. That was how far they had come. Frankie knew different, but he hid his betrayal well. He’d always been good at that. But he wasn’t comfortable in the long silence, and he was glad when Mickey raised his glass and spoke.


‘To the Caseys,’ he said. ‘Top of the world. Nobody’s going to stop us now, mate.’


Frankie clinked his coffee cup, and managed to pull a smile.


‘Aye. We’ve come a long way, Mickey.’


Mickey’s eyes shone.


‘We have.’ He gazed beyond Frankie. ‘You know, Frankie, I’ve always felt that niggle of my da kind of watching me down the years since I took over. Like a ghost. Sometimes I could feel his anger, the way he tried to make me feel ashamed for going down this road. Know what I mean?’


‘Yep,’ Frankie said. ‘It was a different world back then, Mickey. Your da couldn’t see the long game.’


Mickey nodded, enthusiastic. ‘That’s what I mean. If we’d done things his way, we’d be rich all right. We’d have a few quid. But you have to speculate if you’re going to build your own empire. If we hadn’t started doing the coke and heroin, we’d have been steamrolled over by some of the other crews in Glasgow. We’d have been easy pickings – bounced right out of the game. My da just couldn’t see that. He wasn’t clever enough. I reckon now, if he’d lived to see this, if he could have seen how far I’ve taken us, that he would forgive me. He would understand.’


Frankie nodded in agreement. And he did agree. Mickey was right. His old man’s ambition was to buy a few flats, maybe a string of pubs, and that would do them. But that would never be enough for Mickey. Money was power, and the more money you had the bigger you were. But Frankie knew that nothing would ever be enough for Mickey.


Mickey sipped his wine.


‘You know, mate, the business we’ve done with Knuckles Boyle over the years is what really gave us the base to build on. I’ll always be grateful to him for that – but we made him plenty of money too – let’s not forget that. But Knuckles, well, he’s just not top drawer, is he?’


‘It’s not how Knuckles would see it though.’ Frankie allowed himself a slight grin.


‘Of course not. Because he’s not that fucking smart. That’s why he knows the only thing to do is to come here and deal with me.’ Mickey leaned across. ‘Knuckles is coming here to me – to my turf – not me going to him, the way it used to be. He knows the score. And when he leaves here today, I want him to be happy and onside, but in no doubt that I’m the big player now and it’s me he has to make deals with if he wants to survive. I have all the power now.’


Frankie nodded but said nothing. He felt the shudder of his mobile in his pocket and took it out. He glanced at the screen and put it back in his pocket.


‘Who’s that?’ Mickey asked.


‘Some bird. Meeting her later. Getting a bit too attached for my liking though.’


Frankie could feel a little sting of sweat under his armpits and he shuffled his feet, took out a pack of cigarettes. He knew it was time.


‘I’m going out for a smoke, man, before they come. You coming out?’


Mickey got to his feet.


They went outside and stood in the doorway. He handed Mickey a cigarette and watched as he put it between his lips. Frankie held the lighter under it, glad there was no tremor in his hand, then lit his own. He took a long drag, holding the smoke in for a moment, his eyes scanning the street, watching for the car to arrive with Knuckles Boyle and his sidekicks. He wondered how many of them there would be. His mobile shuddered again in his jacket, but he didn’t need to take it out this time, because now he saw the blacked-out Range Rover coming through the traffic lights.


‘That’ll be them,’ Frankie said, jerking his head in the direction of the car. ‘You want to go inside?’


Mickey shook his head, squared his shoulders.


‘We’ll wait here and meet them. This is my town.’


They watched as the car slowly came towards the restaurant, as though the driver was trying to check it was the right place. Then the window behind the passenger seat slowly lowered. Frankie saw the gun barrel first and took a step out of the doorway – and the firing line. He glanced at Mickey and saw the shock in his face. Or had he suddenly spotted the betrayal? Whatever, it was too late. By the time Mickey saw what was happening, he’d already been hit, straight through his forehead, and he was buckling to the ground, his hand attempting to go into his jacket for his gun but his brain already dead. Then, as he lay on the ground, two more bullets pumped into his body, making it jerk. A crimson pool seeped out of his chest and all around him. All Frankie could hear as he dived to the ground was the screech of the wheels as the car sped away, and people in the street screaming as they ran for cover. He crawled over and knelt beside his best friend. He bit back his emotion. This was not how it was meant to be when they started out, when they dreamed of being top dogs. Now, as he cradled Mickey’s lifeless body, Frankie could hear the sirens in the distance. He should run, before the police came. But he couldn’t bring himself to leave Mickey. He braced himself as the police car raced towards them. He had to get his story straight.




Chapter One


Six days later


The funeral was going at full pelt, and the bulk of the mourners were three sheets to the wind. Kerry gazed around the pub, packed to the rafters, as her Uncle Danny led the sing-song, his eyes puffy from crying, his thick jowls crimson from years of boozing, but his velvet voice sweet as she remembered.


The room was silent as he sang about missing the hungry years, when people had nothing but each other, and how so much of that was lost along the way as they made their fortune.


Kerry closed her eyes for a moment and listened to the old Neil Sedaka song, her mind drifting back to the days when she’d sat as a kid at the top of the stairs in a relative’s house, her knees hugged to her chest, while they belted out songs down in the living room. More often than not, there was a corpse in a coffin in the corner. They were second generation Irish, and they would sing about love and heartbreak, and missing the ould country, yearning to go home. Though none of them ever did.


She opened her eyes and swallowed hard as she looked across the table at her mother, Maggie, staring into space, her cheeks wet with tears as Danny sang. Kerry watched as her mother nudged her sister, Auntie Pat.


‘I don’t miss them, Pat. I don’t miss the bloody hungry years. They were miserable as sin.’


Kerry reached over and clasped her mother’s hand, feeling its warm softness as she held it tight. Maggie had buried her first-born child, Mickey, today, executed by rival gangs in some turf war she couldn’t comprehend. All she knew was that they took her only son. Her once lovely face was now etched with the pain of loss and heartache that she would carry to her grave. Kerry knew that in her mother’s heart she may not have missed the hungry years, the poverty, the struggling, but at least then they were all alive, her children around her, her husband by her side. The Caseys were top of the heap now, but they had paid a hefty price. I should have been here, Kerry said to herself. I should have been with you all these years, Mum. I should have come home.


But it had been her mother who’d sent her away at fourteen, when her father died suddenly of a heart attack. Get out of all this shite, her mother had told her as she gathered her cases and accompanied her to Spain, where she was being sent to live with her aunt and uncle. At the time, Kerry had been heartbroken and bewildered as to why her mother was sending her away, when she’d just lost the father she adored, her hero dad who had promised he would give her the world if he could. But she’d suspected it was because her brother Mickey was now going to be taking over the family, and from what she could gather in the snatches of whispered conversation she had picked up, things were going to be a lot different. Mickey would take them in another direction that would make them rich and powerful and feared. You’re better than this, her mother had told Kerry as she’d wept on her shoulder when she’d left her that scorching morning on the Costa del Sol. It wasn’t the first time Kerry had been told by her mother that she was so precious to her. Many times she had spoken of how she and her dad had almost given up hope of having another child, after three miscarriages. Then Kerry arrived, she’d said, like a gift from God. She was the golden child. Mickey was always going to take over from her father, but Kerry was going to be different. You’ll make something of your life, she’d said. I know you will. And she had. Privately educated in an expensive English-speaking school, Kerry went on to study in London and gained a first class honours degree in law. The world where she’d grown up seemed a lifetime ago, and she would never be a part of that. She was

home now, for her brother’s funeral – but for her mother’s sake, not Mickey’s. Kerry had never forgiven Mickey for what he had done to ruin their father’s dream of building a business where they would be respected and admired, instead of supping from the same trough as the drug-dealing filth he had despised and resisted. Kerry would be gone in the morning, and her mother knew that too.


‘I wish you weren’t going away tomorrow, Kerry,’ her mother said. ‘Could you not stay a while longer? We’ve hardly had any time together.’


Kerry could see the sadness in her mother’s eyes. All those years they had spent apart while she lived in Spain, coming home only for school holidays or seeing her when she came to visit. So much time wasted. So often, Kerry had resented her mother for sending her away, even though she knew it was to keep her from what Mickey was doing to the organisation.


‘I know, Mum,’ she said. ‘I’d love to stay, but I have to get back to the case I’m working on. Once that’s finished, I promise I’ll come back for at least a month and we’ll do things together – you, me and Auntie Pat. We’ll go up north, maybe, or down to Ayrshire for a break.’ She squeezed her mother’s hand. ‘Remember when we used to go to Butlin’s when I was a kid? The laughs we had?’


Her mother smiled for the first time today.


‘Oh, aye. And your dad would come down at the weekend and take us all for a slap-up feed out of the camp. We felt we’d escaped. Jesus!’ She sighed. ‘You know, Kerry, I blame myself sometimes – for you being so distant.’


‘I’m not distant, Mum. I just don’t live here.’


‘Oh, I know. But you’re different. With your education and stuff, your life is different from ours. You’re in a different world.’


‘But I’m still the same person deep down.’ Kerry glanced around. ‘This was my world. I loved Glasgow, my family and friends here. This is all I ever wanted. But it wasn’t to be, and maybe it was for the best that you sent me away, because I’ve done all right. I like what I do in my job.’


‘You know, if it hadn’t been for Mickey – God forgive me – your father would have made something to hand over to you. Something respectable. Something you could build on in his memory, to make him proud. But this . . .’ Maggie shook her head. ‘This is not what he wanted. All this time, I’ve had to take a back seat and let Mickey get on with the business, because I wouldn’t have known where to start. But he’s gone now. I just don’t know what will happen. I know I’m not up to it.’


‘But you’ve got Danny, Mum, and Frankie and Marty. All of them. They’re all loyal to you and to Dad.’


‘Yes. They’re loyal. But the Caseys are now a bunch of drug dealers. ’


‘I know, Mum.’ Kerry didn’t know what to say.


Her mum looked at her. ‘What about you, Kerry? Would you ever think about coming into the business? I mean, I know you have another life, and maybe I’m just being a sentimental old woman, but, could you ever come back? Not to this, but make something different?’


For the first time in her life, Kerry could see her mother vulnerable, weak, and it tore the heart from her. She was always so vibrant, so full of life and so driven, especially in the very early days when they had nothing, and her mother held it all together. But now she was getting older, reliant on others. Mickey would always have taken care of her, and she knew that, but with him gone now, there was no figurehead, no Casey to keep alive her father’s dream. There never would be. Kerry didn’t know what to say, because she couldn’t lie to her and make any promises that she knew she couldn’t keep even if she wanted to.


‘Oh, Mum,’ she eventually said. ‘I wish it could be different.’


They were still holding hands when the music trailed off; with the noise of the crowd they hadn’t heard the doors burst open and the first cracks of gunshot. For the first few seconds, Kerry was rooted to the fear in the eyes of her mother and Auntie Pat. Then everything happened in slow motion. People were screaming, and diving below tables as the burst of gunfire echoed round the room, glasses plinking as the gantry was peppered with shots. It sounded like machine-gun fire. Jesus Christ! There were three masked men shooting randomly around the room. Then, suddenly, she saw her mother and aunt’s shocked expressions, as they were hit.


‘Oh, Christ! Oh, Christ, no, Mum!’


Maggie slumped off the chair and Kerry lunged across and caught her as she fell to the floor. She looked up and could see a bloodbath now, because the people she knew were family bodyguards were shooting back, and there were bodies everywhere. She watched in horror as blood spread on her mother’s white satin blouse, the big collar saturated. Kerry clasped her hand as she heard sirens in the background.


‘Oh, Kerry,’ her mother muttered. ‘Jesus, Mary and Joseph protect us.’


‘It’s okay, Mum. The ambulance will be here. Stay with me. You’ll be okay.’ Kerry could hear herself say it, but she was dazed with the carnage all around.


‘Kerry! Don’t leave me!’ The colour was draining from her mother’s face.


‘I’ll never leave you, Mum. Jesus! I never should have left you.’


‘Kerry. I’ll never, ever leave you . . . I’ll always be on your shoulder.’


Blood pumped from her chest and through Kerry’s fingers as she tried to stem the flow.


‘Mum! No! Please, Mum!’


Kerry cradled her in her arms and pulled her close, but her head lolled to the side, and she looked up through tears to see Auntie Pat, weeping on her knees. She was clutching her arm and blood streamed through her fingers.


‘Holy fucking Christ almighty! Aw, our Maggie. Aw, Jesus no!’


Kerry sat staring at her, tears streaming down her face. They had killed her mother, her beautiful, innocent, precious mother. They’d murdered the only constant in her life. She could see armed police and medics come in through the doors to what looked like a battlefield, with bodies all over the place. She stared into the mayhem, feeling sick and dizzy. Then she noticed blood dripping off her own chin and onto her blouse. She’d been hit and she hadn’t even felt it. She’d been conscious of a stinging sensation, but nothing else. A bullet must have grazed her cheekbone. She touched her face and it felt tender. She looked up to see Uncle Danny, pushing his way through the upturned chairs and tables. He fell to his knees, crouched over his sister-in-law’s body.


‘Aw, Maggie! Aw, Christ, Maggie!’ he murmured.


Kerry’s chest felt like it was going to burst open and she could barely breathe. ‘They killed my mother,’ she muttered. ‘They killed her.’ She touched her mother’s silver hair and smoothed it away with her bloodstained fingers. She knew there and then her life would never be the same. Whatever – whoever – she’d been before was over. She would find who did this, and make them pay, as long as there was breath in her body. Every fucking last one of them.




Chapter Two


From her bedroom in the big sandstone villa, Kerry stood gazing out of the bay window at the thin grey morning. She watched as, now and again, the men guarding the solid steel gates spoke on walkie-talkies, then the gates would slowly open. Car after car pulled off the main road into the driveway, making their way up the treelined path. There was the sound of gravel scrunching under the wheels of blacked-out Mercs, Jeeps and Jags. When she looked across the expanse of clipped garden and lush trees, she spotted at least two other men, bulked up with protective vests and clearly armed, patrolling the perimeter walls. Christ! It had been like a fortress when she arrived three days ago for Mickey’s funeral, with all the security and CCTV cameras everywhere, but now it was as though they were under siege. And the fact was they were. She could hear the front door opening and closing and the soft tones of the men whispering downstairs. The atmosphere, the heavy silence was oppressive, and inside she was bursting to scream why it had come to this. Two other people had died, caught in the crossfire at the wake – one of them was a well known Glasgow jeweller-come-fence who had been close to the Casey family for as long as anyone could remember. The other was one of their bodyguards who had just got out of jail after a four year stretch. And there were seven people still in hospital with gunshot wounds, some of them serious. Kerry touched the wound on her cheek where the doctors had put three stitches in last night, and it was still tender. Every time she looked in the mirror for the rest of her life, she’d be reminded of yesterday, of the carnage. She didn’t care that the high cheekbones admirers had always remarked on were now flawed. What kind of shit had led to killers coming into a funeral and spraying the place with bullets? Her mother was lying in the funeral parlour, and they would bring her body back to the house later today, when relatives and close friends would gather for the rosary around her coffin. Her coffin. The image brought a pain in Kerry’s chest and she was dreading the moment the hearse would pull up outside, carrying her mother in a box. How had it come to this? Kerry never shed a tear over Mickey’s death, other than the sadness for her mother whom she could see was heartbroken. Whatever Mickey was, to his mother he’d once been the little hungry kid she’d bounced on her knee, who she’d made the world safe for. But it was because of the direction he took the family in that her mother was now coming home in a coffin. And she could never forgive Mickey or any of the rest of his cohorts for that.


She saw Marty Kane arriving in his black Mercedes, and as he stepped out of the car in his navy cashmere coat, his breath steaming in the cold, she saw him look up through the rimless glasses that gave him the look of the distinguished professional he was. They exchanged glances, and he pulled his lips back a little in a sympathetic grimace. He was older now, much older, more like an ageing, loved great-uncle who had always been pragmatic and considerate. He had been her father’s best friend, and the family lawyer for thirty years, and he was the most trusted of all. Marty had called her last night as she lay in her bedroom drifting in and out of consciousness, watching the day turn from light to dark. He had suggested for her to meet with him and a few of the men but first, he would see her privately. She would be glad to talk to him, because she had nobody to turn to right now while her Auntie Pat was still in hospital with a gunshot wound to her arm. Kerry had done all of her weeping alone, listening to the floorboards creak as someone patrolled the top landing of the house checking everything was secure. She closed the curtains, took off her clothes, then went into the shower. She stood under the warm spray, her eyes closed, wishing she could open them and find this had all been a terrible nightmare. She had never known she could feel this sad about anything. She’d been devastated when her father died, but this was like a sword slicing through her heart.


As Kerry came downstairs, she saw one of the men sitting on a chair in the hall. He stood up quickly, as though she was arriving royalty, and she looked at him curiously. She didn’t know him, and he hadn’t been there last night, but Marty had told her he was posting men all over the house, twenty-four seven. The guard was hard-looking, with thick black crew-cut hair and a broken nose. He nodded when she passed him.


‘Where’s Marty?’ she asked.


‘He’s in the study.’ He pointed to the closed door at the end of the hall.


Kerry walked down the wide hall. The study. She almost smiled to herself. She remembered the two-bedroom damp tenement the family had lived in until she was seven, and now this was where they lived, in this massive six-bedroom stone-built villa in the heart of one of north Glasgow’s poshest areas, among the lawyers and the surgeons and the millionaire businessmen. But at what price? She pushed open the heavy oak door and Marty looked up from the long mahogany desk, immediately rising to his feet. He had been at the hospital yesterday in the mayhem, to console her and hug her and promise her everything would be fine. But it never would.


‘Kerry, sweetheart!’


He opened his arms to her and she allowed him to envelop her, holding her close, and she could feel herself fill up with tears again. She swallowed hard when they parted, and she could see the glistening in his eyes.


‘Tough days, Kerry. Tough days. But you’ll get through it.’


Kerry didn’t say anything but sat down opposite him.


‘Tea?’ he said.


‘Thanks.’


He poured a cup and handed it to her and she looked at the table, where his briefcase sat with papers and files stacked around it. He sat back for a moment, his cup in his hand, looking pensive. Kerry looked at him and waited for him to say something. Eventually he did.


‘Kerry.’ Marty took a breath. ‘I know this is the most difficult moment of your life, and I want you to know that I will be here for you any day, any time. You know that, don’t you? Always.’


‘Yes. I do.’


‘Your father and me, you know how far back we went. I knew him when I was a young duty lawyer and he was a bit of a rogue. Before he got involved in any serious crime. Even before his safe-cracking days. But you know something, Kerry? He was a villain, but he was never a bad man. I knew that straight away. Your father only wanted the best for his family. He wanted you to have everything he didn’t. Him and your mother – they grew up with nothing.’


‘I remember when we all had nothing.’


‘I know you do. And now?’ He waved his hand around the vastness of the room. ‘You have all this. More than your father ever dreamed of.’


Kerry shook her head.


‘He’d have given it all up if he’d known my mother would be murdered like this at their own son’s funeral.’


Marty nodded in agreement.


‘I know. I know he would. He never wanted any of that crap Mickey got involved in. He would have been spinning in his grave these past sixteen years.’


‘I know. And as you know, that’s why Mum sent me away.’ She shook her head. ‘Christ, Marty! I was miserable over there. I hated Spain. I didn’t belong there.’ She sighed. ‘But now? I don’t know where I belong. I . . . I just feel . . . Aw . . . so angry! So angry! How could they do this to my mother, Marty? How? How did something like this happen?’


He took a sip of his tea and put down the cup.


‘It’s been a long road, Kerry. A long story of bad things and dark places Mickey took us.’


‘Why couldn’t you stop him?’


‘I’m only the lawyer. I don’t have the power to change things – especially not with Mickey. I didn’t have the same closeness with him as I did with your dad. But I gave Mickey my best advice. I told him: stay clear of that shit, the drugs, the people-trafficking. It’s all East European gangsters now, so different from when your father was a young man. But it was all about money and power with your brother. Mickey moved in with everyone – a finger in too many pies. It’s a long story and complicated, but we’ll talk about it. We’re still trying to get to grips with why he was murdered, and by who, but information is coming in. It’s hard to get to the truth.’


They sat for a moment in silence and Kerry watched as he shuffled papers.


‘Listen, Kerry. You need to know the extent of the business. Everything. There’s a lot of money. A fortune. Businesses everywhere. From here to the Cayman Islands. It’s yours now. All of it. Your mother made a will. Everything was left to you. Mickey didn’t even know that. He didn’t leave a will, not that he owned anything on paper. Everything was in your mother’s name.’


Kerry swallowed. She knew this was coming. She’d known it last night as she tossed and turned in her bed. She’d known the way everyone looked at her, from the men on the door to the people in the house. She was the head of the family now. Her life was going to change. The life that she’d led – the world she’d lived in since she was sent away from here, had not prepared her for a world of violence, where scores were settled at the end of a gun by people who know no other way to exist. And yet inside her right now was a feral anger that somehow made her feel more affinity with the armed hard-men surrounding her house than she did with all the sophisticated figures in the legal establishment where she had spent her past years. She was educated to react to violence and murder by bringing in the police, by letting them chase down the criminals, put them behind bars. But that was not how they did business in the world where she was now in charge. The thought that she might be capable of retribution both frightened and spurred her on.


She sighed and clasped her hands.


‘You know, Marty, I could walk away and go back to Spain or London after my mother’s funeral and never set foot in this place again. Leave this all to the police to sort out. I could do that. You know that, don’t you?’


‘Yes. I know.’


She waited for a moment.


‘But I’m not going to. So talk to me.’


‘Okay. It’s going to take a lot of going through, but you’re a lawyer so you’ll understand and look closely at things in the coming days. It’s not for now. Let’s get your mum’s funeral over with, give it the dignity she deserves, and have some time to grieve before we look at the business.’


Kerry felt that red mist coming up again. She took a breath then leaned forward, looking Marty square in the eye.


‘I’m going to tell you something. And you need to listen and understand. You’re telling me this is all mine now. I’m in charge, right?’


‘Yes.’


‘You think that makes me proud? In charge of a bunch of gangsters who sell heroin to kids in the street, who traffic women?’


He frowned. ‘Kerry. Look. I know how you feel about that, and I’m the very same. So was your mother. That’s why I want to talk to you about making changes. Your father wanted nothing more than to go into property, make everything legit. Your father was no angel. He was a criminal, a safe-cracker. He made money from armed robberies in the early days. But he resisted the moves Mickey was trying to push him into. He raged about it. I know he did.’


‘I know that too, Marty,’ she said. ‘I was very young, but I remember overhearing a conversation between my father and some people Mickey had brought to the house to discuss some business opportunity. I remember there was Mickey and these two guys, well-heeled, powerful men. I don’t know exactly what was said that night, but I remember later, my father was furious with Mickey and telling him that he’d humiliated him in front of these guys. My dad was nearly in tears, and Mickey just stood there, defiant as ever. I hated him from that moment. My father died a few months later. I think his heart was broken.’


Marty nodded. ‘I remember that. This crap we’re in now is all Mickey’s doing. But we can make it different. You can make it different, in time.’


‘Okay. And we can talk about that. But, right now, I only want to talk about one thing. And I need you to bring in here the people you know I can trust.’ She paused. ‘Somebody betrayed us yesterday and allowed this murdering orgy to take place. Someone betrayed my mother yesterday, and my father.’ She shook her head. ‘To hell with Mickey! Those’re the kind of people our Mickey lived with. And you know what? God forgive me but he got the death he deserved for someone who sells junk to kids. But my mother?’ She tightened her mouth to stop her lip quivering. ‘This isn’t over.’


Marty looked at her. ‘I know you’re burning with anger right now.’


Kerry put her hand up to stop him.


‘Marty, I’ll be burning with anger till the day I die. I’ll see all this paperwork later. But listen now. Get me your most trusted guys in here: Danny, John, Jack – those guys. The old ones. The people I can trust. People in the know.’


‘But why?’


‘I told you. A turf war, the papers will be calling this. Well, this war isn’t over. I don’t know who these guys are who got people to come in and kill innocent mourners at my brother’s funeral, but it doesn’t end here. It’s just beginning. It will end when every one of them is dead and their business ruined. That’s all I’m going to do right now.’


‘But, Kerry – you have lived a different life.’


‘Well, I live this one now,’ she snapped. ‘I’m a quick learner. So bring me the people I can trust, and get me some intelligence on who I go for first. That’s all I ask.’


‘Who you go for? It’s not a playground brawl, Kerry.’


‘No. And I’m no kid, Marty. Just get me the people and we’ll meet here later this afternoon. Before my mother comes home.’ She could feel herself shaking, and her voice quivering a little. ‘I want my revenge, Marty. Even if Mickey was an asshole who brought us all to this day. And if we can afford to live in the splendour we do now and have all the money you’re going to tell me I have, then we can afford to find out exactly what happened. No matter what it takes, what it costs, I’m taking all of them down, one by one.’


Kerry stood up on shaky legs.


‘We’ll meet back here at three,’ she said as she turned and left.


Marty stood up and she could feel him watching her all the way out of the room.




Chapter Three


There were five of them seated around the kitchen table when Kerry walked in. They got to their feet, and in turn came forward to embrace her. Uncle Danny was first, and as he hugged her close she could feel his pain next to hers. He said nothing, but his face had somehow lost that easy charm and twinkle he was famous for. She’d always known there was a darker side to Auntie Pat’s husband. A brutal, angry side that he never displayed to his family or children, but her mother had told her it was there, and that he was not a good enemy to have. Next was John O’Driscoll. She remembered John from when she was a teenager and he was in his thirties, already moving up the ranks with his father. He had always been quiet, watchful, with the blackest eyes expressionless under dark heavy brows. He never had much to say about anyone or to anyone. There was something of the quiet danger about him. But he would do anything that was required of him by Tim Casey or anyone belonging to him.


‘I’m so sorry for your loss, Kerry,’ was all he said as he embraced her.


Jack Reilly stood with his hands in his pockets, waiting to greet Kerry. He must be in his forties now, she thought, a snapshot of him as a young man in the firm flashing up in her mind. She knew that her father trusted him as though he was his own son, and he was the favourite of all the crew. Jack, an ex boxer, was clever as well as handy on his feet and with his fists. As he came forward, part of her was almost overcome by the gentle, quiet respect of these men who she knew were hard, raw individuals whose loyalty was without question. None of what happened in the last few days, and especially yesterday, would break them. They were men of violence. But she could see they were shaken. They had all grown up together, their fathers villains through the years with her father, and the younger ones with Mickey. They all enjoyed the wealth that came to them from the firm, and they never flaunted it. But now, with the events of the past few days, they seemed to be on the losing side.


Frankie Martin stood behind them, his dark hair slicked back, shining in a charcoal-grey suit, ever the sharpest dresser on the block who had always looked like he spent more time at the mirror than anyone. He was Mickey’s best friend and most trusted sidekick, who had more or less lived with them since he was twelve. Growing up, Kerry had been a little bit in love with him when she was thirteen, but he was twelve years older than her, and never saw her as anything other than an annoying little sister. Now he looked rich, prosperous, and he was. He took her in his arms.


‘So sorry, Kerry. Your mother was a great lady. And Mickey . . .’


His voice trailed off as he broke away from her, and Kerry looked him in the eye. The uncomfortable truth was that he was part of the problem, because he was Mickey’s closest associate. He must have been involved in everything Mickey was doing, so he was part of what had brought them all to this. He was with Mickey when he was murdered, but he had told everyone he had no idea who had shot him. It had been a routine business meeting, he said. Someone must have ordered the hit. They had plenty of enemies – it went with the territory. That was all Kerry was told by Danny, but her gut told her there was more to it. But she had asked Marty for the most trusted people, so here they were.


Marty remained seated at the table, and Kerry sat down next to him as they all took their places. She waited to see if Marty was going to speak, but he looked at her. She was in charge now, and all of the faces were waiting for her. She cleared her throat.


‘Gents. Thanks for your condolences.’ She self-consciously touched her face. ‘These are hard days, the hardest of my life. But I know they’re hard for all of us. I need everyone, now more than before, to be tighter than ever with each other, with everyone they work with. Do you understand what I mean?’


She glanced at each of them momentarily and they nodded in agreement. She turned to Marty.


‘Marty and I had a talk this morning about the business, and I’m dealing with some things, looking over papers and stuff. As you know, I’ve been away.’ She paused, knowing they were hanging on her every word. ‘This was not my life. My mother sent me away because she didn’t want this for me. I have lived a completely different life from all of you. That is not to say I don’t respect you or understand what you have done over the years, for my father and my family and for the whole organisation.’ She swallowed, took a sip of water. ‘But I’m here now. And I’m here for good. You probably know I’ve been in London in recent years working in corporate law. But I’ve told the company that I’m not coming back, that I have family commitments. My life is here now. From here on in, everyone reports to me or to Marty, who will keep me informed on everything. Nothing moves unless I say so.’ She waited for any response. None. They listened. ‘But I’m telling you this: there are going to be some changes. I will discuss them when I’m ready, and I will expect the same loyalty from you that you have shown to my brother and father. Because that is what they would expect.’


‘That should go without saying,’ Danny said, his face like flint.


‘I know, Danny. But I’m saying it anyway. I was young when I went away. I didn’t know much about my father’s business. They shielded me from it. But I know he was a crook, and I’m not ashamed of it.’ She sat forward. ‘But what I want to know is how it came to this. What has happened in the way we do business these days that people can walk into a funeral and murder people.’


‘We live in violent times,’ Frankie Martin piped up.


‘I know we do. But we are supposed to be able to protect ourselves. Someone let us down yesterday. I need to know how that happened.’ She looked directly at Frankie, who didn’t flinch. ‘Someone let Mickey down when he was gunned down five days ago. So I want to know what’s going on.’


‘We’ve been looking at what happened to Mickey, Kerry. We’re trying to get to what’s behind that,’ Jack said.


‘Good. Well, that’s why we’re here. I want to know all of that. And then I want to tell you something else. This doesn’t end here. This is only the beginning.’


Silence.


‘You mean you want to go after them?’ Jack said.


Kerry looked at him but didn’t answer, waited to see what else he said. He went on.


‘There are some real crazy fuckers attached to the Manchester mob, Kerry. That’s who we think was behind Mickey, and yesterday’s shit. We’re working on it.’


‘Who are these people?’


‘They deal a lot with Eastern Europeans. Mickey was involved in that. We . . . well, he was always looking for other investments. Something went badly wrong. The gunmen got away yesterday – though two of them got hit, so that might throw up something of who exactly they are. But so far the word we’re getting is pointing to the Manchester mob – to Joe “Knuckles” Boyle’s gang.’


Kerry clasped her hands on the table as she looked around at everyone.


‘They’re going to have to pay for what happened.’


There was a silence and shuffling of feet. Eventually, it was Frankie who spoke.


‘Kerry, with all due respect, I think you have to trust us to do this our way.’


‘What’s your way?’ Kerry knew her voice had a snap to it.


‘They will pay. In terms of business.’


‘That’s not how it’s going to happen.’


He sat back, almost snarled, ‘You talking more carnage here? It’s getting like all-out war. I mean. You know nothing about this. It’s business. People get killed. People get caught in the crossfire. Can I ask you something? And I’m not putting you down. You’re in charge and you have our respect – of course. But have you ever even fired a gun? Have you ever even held one?’


Kerry glared at him, but didn’t answer. There was a stony silence in the room, and somewhere she had a sense of the others’ unease with the way Frankie was talking. It was as though he’d had some kind of clout around here because he was powerful as Mickey’s sidekick. But Kerry had worked in corporate affairs for the past fifteen years, and she knew when someone across a desk from her was lying, or squirming, or hiding something. And she was thinking right now that Frankie was protesting too much. Eventually, Marty broke the silence.


‘Okay. We have some things to get through here. Let’s look at the Manchester connection.’ He turned to O’Driscoll. ‘John. What can you tell us? You were down there recently.’


O’Driscoll sat forward, rubbing his chin.


‘What I found out from the people I talked to was that there’s been some trouble between Knuckles Boyle’s family and their rivals in Dublin, the Durkins. The Boyles, as we know, control everything that goes in and out of Manchester, and a lot of what comes up here. The Durkins were told they can shift some gear in Marbella, but everything has to go through Knuckles initially for discussion and agreement. But old man Durkin has retired, taken a back seat, and his son Pat Junior is running the show, and by all accounts he’s just taking liberties. So that’s when the rough stuff started. The Durkins have got some serious artillery on the go there. They do a hefty gun-running operation and deal with the London mob – the Hills. Mickey got us involved in that, and it spiralled from there.’


‘We know a bit of that, John,’ Marty said. ‘But we still have to find out what pushed the button so that Mickey got taken out the way he did. Something must have happened. There was no warning came here; not to me, not to any of us.’


‘And I was there, as you know,’ Frankie said. ‘It was a meeting that should have made us good money. I have no idea why it went down the way it did.’


Nobody spoke. Kerry let the silence hang, and studied the faces of everyone around her, not really sure what she was looking for, but knowing she would recognise it if there was even a flicker.


Then she saw it. It was in the face of Frankie Martin. She stared at him, willing him to look at her, but he didn’t. None of the rest of the men around the table showed any real suspicion of him, or if they had, then they were hiding it from her. But from that moment, Kerry knew what she had to do next.




Chapter Four


Sharon Potter was scheming. It occurred to her that she might have been scheming for a very long time, without being really aware of it. But it was only the last couple of days that it began to really grip her that she should start thinking about putting her plan into action, finding a way out. She lay next to Joe ‘Knuckles’ Boyle in their super-king size bed, far enough away from him that she didn’t have to catch the stink of last night’s stale booze wafting out of his gaping mouth. She watched his chest rise and fall as he breathed steadily in a deep, snoring sleep, his puffy man-boobs circled with spidery, greying curly hair. She felt a twinge of disgust, remembering last night, when she’d pretended to be asleep as he’d come in pissed, and she’d heard him stepping out of his clothes and padding barefoot on the marble floor across the room to slip in beside her. He hadn’t even had the decency to take a shower, and she could smell the perfume on him as he flopped into bed and flaked out. Bastard. Sixteen years they’d been together. Sixteen bloody years, of lying for him when the heat came close, covering his tracks and watching his back, visiting him in jail when he was doing time. And now it came to this. A younger woman. She wouldn’t have been the first by any stretch, and Sharon knew that. But this one seemed to have her nails dug deep into him. She hadn’t even had the dignity to be discreet as she’d fawned all over him last night right in front of her nose.


Sharon slipped out of bed and pulled on her cobalt blue silk Chanel bath robe and walked out of the room. He would sleep till midday with the blackout blinds shielding him from the blinding Costa del Sol glare. It was already eight in the morning, and the sun was splitting the road, the heat rising in the distance as she went out to her terrace, where she stood surveying the blue of the ocean twinkling in the early morning sun. She picked up a packet of cigarettes from the table and sparked the lighter, then she drew deeply, feeling the tobacco sting all the way down to her lungs. She’d been trying to give up the fags, but the last two weeks she was back on twenty a day. She took a deep breath and let the smoke out. Then she opened her robe to let the sun warm her body, and stood that way for a few seconds, until she heard the click of the high steel gates open in the villa across the road. She pulled her robe over and tied it, then stepped back out of sight, so that she could see them but they couldn’t see her. She watched as the women, five or six of them, young, Eastern European, traipsed silently down the stairs towards the waiting blacked-out cars. They were tall, skinny, typical Ukrainian or Russian girls, escort girls with faces and figures to die for, and all of them had that haunted, gaunt, sullen look. Probably been kept up all night on cocaine to keep the party going. She’d seen them arriving as she’d come home early, having had enough of the dinner-party-come-orgy round at Ted Massey’s villa.


Sharon sat down at the white stone-topped patio table and drew on her cigarette, glancing down at her little paunch of a belly above her scrupulously waxed bikini line. No amount of ab exercises or spinning classes could ever turn that into a six pack. She liked her grub too much for that, though she did watch her diet and her drinking. At forty-three, Sharon knew she was no match for the parade of airhead birds who flocked around Joe Boyle like he was George fucking Clooney whenever he swanned into a bar or café in one of the fashionable spots on the Costa. Whether it was the smell of his money or the lure of feeling they were part of the edgy Costa crowd who hung around Joe and his entourage, she never quite knew. It was probably the cocaine more than anything. Most of them were coked out of their silicone tits half the time, and no party down in the port went without a blizzard of charlie racked up on every table. They didn’t even bother to hide it. Sharon had been there and back with all that shit long before she even met Joe. She watched these women from the sidelines these days, with their puffed up, pouty mouths, and faces botoxed and frozen, and she didn’t envy them one iota. Not their youth nor their figures, and certainly not their delusions that they were actually going somewhere in life. She knew that a few of them worked for Joe’s organisation, some as arm candy for visiting gangsters he might be entertaining, others occasionally to accompany a dealer way down the food chain on a drop so that they would look like just another glam Costa couple out on the razzle. Sharon had copped on early that there was a lot more to be gained if she could hook Knuckles Boyle in and keep him. That was sixteen years ago, when he followed her around like a dog after a bitch on heat. He wasn’t the big-time Charlie that he was now, and she’d been with him through leaner times, when he was making trips to Spain and Amsterdam to deliver money or pick up drugs. And she’d been with him when he did his time in jail, waiting for his release so he would make a step up, because he had kept his mouth firmly shut when the cops had promised him the good life if he grassed up his bosses. She’d given him a handsome son, Tony, thirteen, away at private school in the Scottish Borders, hopefully learning not to be a gangster like his dad. But the past three years had been tough on her. She always knew about the women, and stood by him nonetheless. She was part of his business, and over the years as he branched out and was given his own turf, she had become a key part of his growing empire. She knew and tracked every movement of his drug operation and bank accounts, and his money-laundering. She made herself crucial. But while Joe admired her and was impressed by her brightness and organisation, she could sense he was turning off from her, for younger women. It was hurtful, because she had loved him once, no doubt about that. Not any more. Or at least not blindly, like she had for a long time. The writing was on the wall, she knew that, and one of these days he’d tell her it was over. But she wouldn’t be allowed just to leave – that wasn’t how it would work with her. She knew too much. One of these days, she knew, she would be made to disappear. In fact, call it paranoia, but she didn’t actually like the way Joe looked at her sometimes. As though he was plotting something. That’s when she’d started planning her way out.


Sharon padded through the hall towards the massive kitchen feeling her feet cold on the marble floor, and went to the fridge. She took out the large jug of fresh orange juice she’d prepared yesterday and poured herself a tumbler, then spooned some peach yoghurt into a small bowl. She flicked on the kettle for some coffee, and as she stood listening to silence in the house and the kettle beginning to gurgle to life, her mind drifted back to last night at Ted’s house. She’d had a few drinks herself and was enjoying the evening along with some of the other men’s girlfriends and women she’d known over here for the past decade.

None of them were whiter than white, but most of them were good enough sticks to spend some time with. She began to rerun the part of the evening that had sparked her interest, and she could still see Joe’s sneer on his face when he talked around the table to his mates. The women were at the other end of the table, mostly engaged in chat about TV soaps or clothes – all the usual shite – but Sharon was more interested in the chat at the other end.


*


‘They say she’s a bit of a cold fucker,’ Knuckles said, looking across at Jimmy Hall. ‘I hear she’s laying down the law, telling the boys that everything has to go through her.’ He sniggered. ‘I know what she’s needing. I’d go right through her, if you ask me. She’s a bit of a darling too, by all accounts. A beauty. What else have you heard, Jimmy?’


Jimmy Hall swirled the big lumps of ice in his tumbler of Jack Daniel’s and looked at Joe. ‘Just that, really, Knuckles. It’s early doors. She’s only just stepped in after Mickey’s untimely demise, so I guess she’s trying to flex her muscles a bit. Her being a bird an’ all that. She’s going to have to do that to look the part in front of all the blokes, isn’t she?’


Knuckles shrugged.


‘Suppose so. But she can’t be swanning around all over the shop thinking she has any clout outside of that fucking shithole in Glasgow. Mickey didn’t run his own show up there, not by any stretch. He was up to his arse with all of the rest of the mob, working hand in hand. In bed with fucking Pat Durkin and his pikey mob, and Billy Hill. Fuck that for a game of soldiers. Not having those cunts muscling in on my turf. So Mickey had to go. The shit at the funeral – well, they had to get a message good and proper.’ He sniffed. ‘But it wasn’t meant to end the way it did – with her ma getting fucking shot at her son’s funeral. I mean, I feel bad about that. But they’ll have to get over it, and this Kerry bird will have to understand that if she wants to work with the big boys, shit happens sometimes. We can’t have her thinking she can move the goalposts. Someone needs to talk to that girl, make her understand how the world works.’


‘I hear Frankie’s already had a word.’


‘Has he? And?’


‘It didn’t go down too well. She put him right back in his box, she did.’


‘What, Frankie? And he took it just like that? Fuck me! He was Mickey’s right-hand man. He knows the score. He’d have a bit more clout than that, you’d think. You’ll need to get onto him, get him to talk to me. I need to know what’s what with this bird. Maybe we should organise a meet with her. Make her get over all this and get back to doing business. What’s past is past. But if the Caseys do any other fucking deals with the Durkins or the Hills, things are going to get a whole lot worse for her.’


‘Yeah,’ Jimmy said.


They were silent for a moment, then Del Brown, who’d been sitting at the far end of the table, got up with a litre of whisky in his hand and went around the table filling up tumblers. Del was a few years older than Knuckles but they’d come up through the ranks in Manchester together, before fighting their way to the top and forming their own crew. People looked on Del as the brains behind a lot of deals and he was, but he also had a ruthless streak. Business was business, no matter who had to be removed and for whatever reason. If they weren’t playing ball, they disappeared. Simple as that.


‘Two things here, Knuckles. This Kerry bird. She’s just got in from wherever it is – London or some fucking place; her brother’s been bumped off, though I don’t think there was a lot of love between them – probably disapproved of the way Mickey did business. She’s an educated girl. Smart. A lawyer. But she was only back for the funeral. I mean, she wasn’t going to have any part of running the family, as far as I know. It would have been down to Frankie or whoever to work things out. But with those fucking idiots bumping off her old ma by mistake, then everything changed. I mean, can you imagine it? Any of you? Your mum dying in your arms at your brother’s funeral. That’s enough to turn any mild-mannered punter’s head. So maybe it’s all knee-jerk. She’ll want to take charge, but she’ll see very quickly that this isn’t her bag and she’ll fade out the picture.’ He glared down at Jack Turner. ‘It’s your fucking boys’ fault, anyway, that she’s now running things. I mean, what the fuck were they doing going in like that to the fucking funeral? It was fair game to take Mickey out, but turning up shooting people at a funeral?’


‘It was meant to send a message, Del. You know that. It wasn’t meant to end the way it did. We was supposed to be firing off a couple of rounds over people’s heads. But suddenly these fuckers start shooting back and it’s bodies everywhere.’


‘What the fuck did you expect them to do? You’ve got three guys firing off rounds all over the fucking place. You didn’t think they’d have bodyguards? Are your boys completely cunting clueless? Why the fuck did you not get the boys just to fire a few rounds at the building from the outside, or into the cars that were parked? Something that would send a message? Make a bit of noise but no bloodletting?’


Knuckles put his hand up. ‘Enough of that business, lads. Not here. Not in front of the girls.’ He jerked his head towards the women’s side of the table. ‘Anyway. Right now, they’ll not be a hundred per cent sure who’s behind it because Pat Durkin or that fucker Billy Hill are just as capable of stabbing the Caseys in the back while working with them. And also, the Caseys have enough on their plate as it is, because there’s a turf war going on up in Glasgow between a couple of the poxy crews jostling for more power, so let them fight among themselves. She’ll think it was one of that mob who did it.’


Nobody answered. A few nodded their heads in agreement, but Del Brown just sipped his whisky and looked at the table.


At the other end, Sharon heard everything that was said, and she’d remembered Joe had mentioned a few days ago about some sister of Mickey Casey’s who’d taken over the firm back in Glasgow. She liked the idea of that straight away, and from what she’d heard here, she liked it even more. Kerry Casey. She was looking forward to meeting her some time.


*


The kettle pinged and Sharon finished making her coffee, then put it with the juice and bowl of yoghurt onto a tray and carried it out to the terrace. Kerry Casey sounded like a force to be reckoned with.




Chapter Five


Kerry had gone over some of the papers Marty had given her, but she hadn’t scrutinised them the way they needed to be scrutinised. They were definitely light in detail though, so anything she really wanted to know of the workings would have to come from someone as close to things as Mickey had been. Clearly, that was Frankie – he had been Mickey’s right-hand man and would know everything and everyone involved in every operation. But she didn’t trust him. Her gut had been screaming at her since three days ago around the table. She hadn’t discussed her misgivings about him with Marty, and thought it best to keep them to herself. She had replayed the meeting over and over in her head. Was that really her who had told Marty that she wanted to take out every one of their enemies? Was she the one talking tough to the hard men sat opposite her, their faces managing to hide the shock they must have felt hearing this kind of talk from little Kerry Casey? The words had come out of her mouth, but where they came from she still wasn’t sure. The word would already be out in the city that she was in charge and things were going to be different. How different, she would only know once she got out there and saw the Casey business for herself. She’d decided not to tell Marty about that either. But a couple of the bits of paperwork she had been reading over had jumped out at her, and to find out what was going on, she’d have to go there and see for herself. She sat back in the leather chair in the study and finished her breakfast of coffee and poached eggs, then picked up the phone. She called Jack Reilly.

OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
Quercus





OEBPS/images/9781786486547.jpg





