
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
   G regory Gardiner looked out the window of the American Airlines Boeing 737-800 at the blue waters of the Caribbean thirty thousand feet below. He felt his stomach clench. It was only fifteen minutes since he had been obliged to rush to the toilet to void himself. His stomach trouble had nothing to do with the food he had eaten in Caracas or the fact that he was nervous flying in a metal tube five point six miles above the Earth at over three hundred miles an hour. Gardiner’s stomach had collapsed because he was reaching the culmination of a project he’d been working on for more than six months. He signalled to the stewardess for another whiskey and soda. She came to his seat and, bending down, quietly informed him that it was not advisable to drink so much while flying. Gardiner had been raised to be always polite, so he told the stewardess that he would be the judge of that and that in the meantime would she mind bringing him his fucking drink. 
 
    He turned his attention to the yellow legal pad on the pull-down tray in front of him. The top page contained his checklist and every item had been ticked. The planning had been meticulous, but if that was the case why was his stomach doing somersaults? He supposed it was because he would be royally screwed if things went wrong. The best he could hope for was to spend the rest of his life in jail. But that wouldn’t be the worst of it. Going through the legal system would beggar his wife and mean that his son and daughter would probably end up working in a burger joint, if they were lucky. And all the time he would be someone’s ‘bitch’ in some maximum security hellhole. His stomach heaved one more time. Oh Christ, he thought. Why the hell did I get involved? The answer was easy – money. The object of the exercise was to make money, a lot of money. It was the American way. If the shit hit the fan, he could always go to the police and tell them the whole story, but would they actually listen to him? 
 
    The stewardess arrived with his drink and placed it wordlessly on the pull-down tray. He ignored the look of distain on her face and started immediately on the whiskey and soda. Fucking bitch, who the hell did she think she was? Goddamned glorified cocktail waitress. He finished half his drink and immediately thought that he should order another. But whiskey would only be a temporary escape and his nerves would continue to jangle until the gig was over. 
 
    He told himself to calm down. Everything was going to be OK. He had done the main part and all he had to do now was see it through. He fiddled with his Montblanc pen. He had bought it along with a gold Rolex and some other boy’s toys when he thought that he’d be rolling in money before too long. He drew a circle on his legal pad and put the word ‘police’ in the centre. He needed to think. Caracas had been a necessary waste of time. The whole project had been perfectly set up, but he was the one in the firing line if it went south. All the evidence would point to him and him alone. He had bought into that arrangement. He sucked again on his drink and then took a deep breath. This kind of thing was out of his league, he was a small-time accountant, for God’s sake. He had pushed himself to the limit to pull this thing off and if everything worked out it would be blue skies from now on. He heard the two pings from the sound system and then the voice of a steward informed the passengers that they were about to land at Miami International Airport. He closed the legal pad and put it in the briefcase at his feet, then polished off his drink and replaced his tray. The plane was descending slowly. He had made it to the final phase. He glanced at the gold Rolex in the knowledge that he might soon be saying goodbye to it. The plane dipped and banked right, revealing Miami bathed in sunshine beneath him. His nerves jangled just a little bit more and then settled. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
   M oira McElvaney bit into a piece of French toast in Dominic’s Diner and looked out across Lawrence Airport in North Andover. It was another of those pinch-yourself-to-see-if-it’s-true moments that she’d been experiencing since she arrived in Boston three months ago. She stared at the helicopter waiting on the tarmac. In fifteen minutes she would be sitting in it and winging her way to Martha’s Vineyard. She could hardly believe it was really happening to her. She looked across at her partner, Brendan Guilfoyle, who was wolfing down Dominick’s signature dish of corned beef hash omelette. She’d met Brendan, a professor at Harvard, while he was on sabbatical at Queen’s University in Belfast and she had made the momentous decision to take a leave of absence from the job she loved at the Belfast murder squad to follow him to America. 
 
    Three months in, she was asking herself how things were working out. She was pretty happy with Brendan. He wasn't handsome, but he was good-looking enough, and he was funny, clever and, although she would never admit it to him, pretty good in bed. So, on the scorecard of her new life in Boston, Brendan was marked as a positive. She was marginally satisfied with her new life auditing courses in criminal psychology at Harvard. Brendan was a brilliant lecturer, using case studies illustrated by video and slides as he explored the workings of the criminal mind. His classes had already deepened her knowledge of what motivates criminals, but she was beginning to wonder how and when she would be able to use the knowledge she was gaining. The scorecard on Harvard was only just positive but with a reservation. However, just sitting in the back row of a lecture theatre in William James Hall was another of those pinch-yourself moments. In deciding to follow Brendan, she had known that the greatest wrench would be from her job as a detective sergeant in the Belfast murder squad. After several non-descript government jobs, she had found her niche as a policewoman and even more so when she became a detective. On the scorecard, leaving the job she loved was a big negative and it was becoming bigger with every day that passed. Every morning, as soon as she woke up, she wondered how her old boss, Detective Superintendent Ian Wilson, was getting on without her. She knew he would survive, but deep inside she hoped he was missing her as much as she was missing him. Being away from her job with the Police Service of Northern Ireland was definitely a negative on the scorecard of her new life in Boston. The question that remained was, did those pinch-yourself moments make up for the absence of the buzz she felt helping to solve murders in Belfast? 
 
    Moira looked at the overnight case at her feet. Brendan had told her to bring her most imposing glad rags. That was a considerable challenge since most of her ‘decent’ clothes were hanging in a wardrobe in her parent’s home in Northern Ireland. She had refused to be a kept woman and was contributing her full share to the cost of their combined life in Boston. However, her savings were limited and would only last the year she had given herself to see if her relationship with Brendan was the real thing. She had already tried marriage and it hadn’t worked out so well for her. She wasn’t about to jump into another permanent liaison that could possibly end in disaster. The result of her budgeting meant that glad rags were in short supply. 
 
    Moira and Brendan looked up as the helicopter pilot entered the restaurant and headed in their direction. ‘We’re good to go.’ He picked up Moira’s case and started for the door. 
 
    ‘A man of few words,’ Brendan remarked as he tossed thirty dollars on the table and picked up his own small case. ‘Let’s do this.’ 
 
    Moira stood up slowly. A helicopter ride is exciting until the point that you’re expected to get into a machine that looks like an overgrown mosquito. 
 
    ‘Don’t be nervous,’ Brendan said as he took her hand and led her out of the restaurant. ‘It’s one of the safest forms of transport.’ 
 
    ‘Why isn’t it just the safest form of transport?’ She allowed herself to be led across the small expanse of tarmac between the restaurant and their safe form of transport. They stopped before the machine and Brendan handed over his case, which the pilot stowed. 
 
    The pilot turned to face them. ‘‘So, who wants to sit up front with me?’ 
 
    Moira and Brendan looked at each other.  
 
    ‘Tell me again exactly why we’re doing this?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘We’re going to spend the weekend in a fantastic house on Martha’s Vineyard that’s owned by one of my oldest buddies. It’s on the beach and we’re going to have a wonderful time. Remember you’re a fearless policewoman and get in the front seat.’ Brendan ushered her towards the left side of the Bell 206. 
 
    Moira reluctantly climbed into the seat beside the pilot while Brendan sat directly behind. As soon as they were settled with their headphones on, the pilot pressed some buttons and the rotors began to move.  
 
    ‘It’s one hundred and ten miles as the crow flies to our destination,’ the pilot said. ‘We won’t be flying like a crow so settle back and enjoy the view. I’ll have you on the ground in maybe one hour twenty minutes.’ With that they started to take off and the pilot spoke only to Lawrence control.  
 
    Moira wasn’t naturally nervous of flying, but it was her first time in a helicopter and, although she was excited, she was apprehensive. As soon as they were airborne, the pilot headed south across the rolling countryside of north Massachusetts, then flew east in the direction of Salem before turning south again, keeping the city of Boston on their right. It wasn’t like flying in a plane. For Moira is was like they were skimming over the ocean. They were so low that she could see the people on the yachts on Cape Cod Bay. She was so engrossed by the sights below that she didn’t feel the time passing. After what seemed like a very short time, the pilot announced that they would be landing in five minutes at Martha’s Vineyard. Moira looked down and saw two islands directly ahead. 
 
    ‘The one on the right is Martha’s Vineyard,’ Brendan’s voice came over the intercom. ‘And the one on the left is Nantucket. We’re headed for Oak Bluffs, it’s a promontory on the north of Martha’s Vineyard.’ 
 
    Moira looked down and saw that they were sweeping in over the ocean and heading directly for what seemed like a golf club. Then the helicopter made a sharp right and they descended rapidly towards what looked like a small hotel with a large ‘H’ clearly marked in the back garden. The pilot dropped skilfully towards that landing area and Moira let out a long sigh as the helicopter touched down, definitely a pinch-yourself trip.  
 
    ‘What did you think?’ Brendan asked as the pilot passed over their bags and bid them farewell. 
 
    ‘Can we do it again?’ 
 
    Brendan smiled. ‘That depends on my buddy.’ 
 
    Moira looked in the direction of the house and saw a man about Brendan’s age approaching. He was dressed in blue jeans and a loose white cotton shirt. Brendan pulled her away from the helicopter, whose rotors were beginning to turn slowly. They ducked their heads and started walking towards the man who was obviously their host. When they met almost halfway between the helicopter and the house, Brendan dropped his case and opened his arms to hug his friend. Moira watched as the two men embraced like long-lost lovers.  
 
    ‘Great to see you, Frank,’ Brendan was the first to pull away. ‘You look terrific. This is my partner, Moira McElvaney. Moira, this is Frank Shea. We go way back.’ 
 
    The two men parted and Moira got her first full view of their host. A pair of the bluest eyes she had ever seen stared at her. Shea was just over six feet, his face was angular and tanned. Like Brendan, he was more attractive than good-looking. His hair was prematurely grey and he sported a short salt-and-pepper beard. His body was lean and he was obviously comfortable in it. Moira’s job with the PSNI had trained her to make instant assessments of people. Her first impression of Shea was that he was a confident and affable character. She felt no threat from him, and Brendan and he were certainly very good friends. 
 
    Shea stood back from Brendan. ‘You certainly can pick them.’ He spoke with a soft Bostonian accent. He moved towards Moira and embraced her. ‘I’ve never seen red hair like that. Do you mind?’ He stroked her hair and smiled. ‘You’re a genuine colleen.’ He took her weekend case from her hand. ‘Let’s go up to the house and get you guys settled. Then it’ll be martini time. We’re eating in tonight. I assume that’s alright with you.’ He looked at Brendan, who nodded. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THREE  
 
      
 
      
 
   T his is just too much, Moira thought as she changed into her best clothes. She was relieved that Shea had been dressed so casually and that they were eating in. Their room was bigger than some of the houses she’d lived in. In effect it was two rooms. One contained what was to her mind an entire living room and the other was the biggest bedroom she’d ever seen. In fact the bathroom, which included a Jacuzzi, was probably bigger than the flat she’d left in Belfast. They had entered the house through a set of French doors that led directly from the garden to a living room. They were then immediately shown to their accommodation, which was on the first floor and reached by a beautiful, circular cast-iron staircase with a green patina. The staircase alone was a work of art. 
 
    ‘How big is the rest of the house?’ she asked as she combed her hair in front of a mirror in a gilt frame.  
 
    ‘I guess something over eight thousand square feet.’ Brendan was wearing a pair of tan chinos and a light-blue denim shirt. ‘There’s a gymnasium and an indoor swimming pool in the basement. If you add them in it might be over nine thousand.’ 
 
    That was the equivalent of seven or eight family houses where she came from. ‘And he lives here alone?’ 
 
    ‘So far.’ 
 
    ‘Are you ready to go down?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘I’ll follow you.’ Brendan was heading for the bathroom. ‘I have some urgent business with the beef hash omelette.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t need to know,’ Moira said as she started for the door. 
 
    There was no one about when she descended the staircase to the living area. Her policewoman’s instincts saw this as the ideal opportunity for a snoop around. The living room was spacious and formal, with two seating areas each consisting of comfortable sofas surrounding a coffee table, and a large grand piano in one corner. She failed to detect a personality in the layout, it looked like the work of an interior designer. The walls were lined with works of art, most of which were of the modern variety. She was no art critic, but they didn’t look like the work of amateurs and she had no doubt that they had been costly. She was disappointed. She had hoped to learn something of their host’s character from his house, but the only thing that she had deduced was that he might possibly play the piano. Not exactly a startling discovery and even then the piano might be merely a prop. 
 
    She was still alone and there was an entire nine thousand square feet to explore. A room to the left of the living room sparked her interest. She pushed opened the door and found herself in what looked like Shea’s study. This room had a more lived-in feel. It was a man’s room but not a man cave. There was a flat-screen TV in the corner, but it wasn’t the size usually associated with watching sports. The room was dominated by a large partner’s desk, which looked antique and had a patina to match. An iMac with a twenty-seven-inch screen sat on the desk facing away from her. Two large windows looked out onto a magnificently maintained garden. She knew that Brendan’s family had money – that was clear from the family mansion on Beacon Hill, but if this was Frank Shea’s summer place, the Guilfoyles weren’t the only ones who were loaded. Brendan’s father was proud that he was only one generation away from poverty in Ireland. She wondered where Frank Shea had made his money. One wall of the study was lined with books. Shea’s interest was concentrated either on old, and obviously valuable, works relating to mathematics, or modern books on business and finance. They were the kind of tomes that would only interest the passionate and didn’t represent bedside reading. The wall directly behind the desk contained a number of framed diplomas and photographs. She walked to the wall and examined the frames. The first contained a diploma from the Massachusetts Institute of Technology confirming that Frank Shea had graduated summa cum laude with a degree in mathematics. A second frame contained a similar diploma awarding a Master’s degree in mathematics, and a third held a diploma from Harvard Business School awarding Shea an MBA – again the level was indicated at summa cum laude. Frank Shea was obviously no slouch in the academic arena. She turned to examine the photos. They consisted in the main of men in business suits being awarded something or other. She didn’t recognise Shea in any of them. 
 
    ‘Find anything interesting?’ 
 
    Moira jumped at the sound. She whirled round and saw that Shea had entered the room noiselessly and stood on the other side of the desk. She was relieved to see that he was smiling. ‘Occupational hazard.’ She returned the smile. ‘I really didn’t intend to intrude.’ 
 
    Shea wrinkled his brow. ‘That’s not the way it looks from where I’m standing. I’m looking forward to snooping on your life.’ He took a really good look at her. The red hair had blown him away when he’d greeted her on the lawn, but there was lots more to admire. She was wearing a white silk blouse and a pair of black harem pants and although the outfit was loose fitting it didn’t hide the fact that she was in pretty good shape. Her face was attractive and pale and she had the most incredible green eyes. 
 
    She saw that he was giving her a good looking over and she couldn’t tell whether he was flirting with her or being serious. ‘My life would be a bore in comparison to yours.’ 
 
    ‘Now why don’t I believe you? I bet you keep the real you well hidden.’ 
 
    ‘Like I said, occupational hazard.’ 
 
    ‘Brendan is on the terrace enjoying a pre-dinner cocktail. Why don’t we join him?’ He stood aside and ushered Moira out of the study, through the living room and out onto the terrace. 
 
    Brendan was holding a hi-ball glass and staring out over the ocean. A white-jacketed butler stood beside a table on which a series of bottles were set. 
 
    ‘What would you like to drink?’ Shea nodded in the direction of the butler. ‘Justin has many accomplishments and among them is the fact that he makes a very mean cocktail.’ 
 
    Moira asked for a mojito and moved to join Brendan, who was watching the sun setting over the mainland. Shea came and stood beside them, ‘I never tire of that view.’ 
 
    The scene in front of them was like something out of a magazine. The red ball in the sky cast a ray of golden sunlight across the waters between The Vineyard and the mainland. 
 
    ‘What an incredible place you have here,’ Moira said. ‘Have you owned it long?’ 
 
    ‘About seven years,’ Shea said. ‘I bought it with my first bonus cheque.’ 
 
    Moira let the next and most obvious question die on her lips as that really would be intruding. Her line of thought was broken by the butler extending a silver tray with a single glass on it in her direction.  
 
    Shea turned to Brendan. ‘Your partner has been snooping on me. I caught her in my study going through my things.’ 
 
    Brendan gave Moira a reproving look. ‘Once a cop always a cop.’ 
 
    Moira blushed. ‘I told him it was an occupational hazard.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks for coming out this weekend.’ Shea extended his glass in a toast, and the three touched glasses. ‘You haven’t told Moira about me?’ 
 
    ‘Only that you’re an old buddy. She was just short of giving me the rubber hose treatment, but I told her she would enjoy the process of teasing out every bit of information from you.’ 
 
    ‘You are the one who is doing the teasing here. Come on, tell me what the hell you two are up to?’ Moira punched Brendan playfully on the shoulder. 
 
    ‘Nothing,’ Brendan said. ‘Well at least I’m up to nothing. I’ve never known Frank to do anything without a reason, and I’m as intrigued as you to know what’s going on. But I’m prepared to enjoy the weekend and wait until Frank is ready to let us know.’ 
 
    ‘It’s simple,’ Shea said. ‘There’s someone I want Moira to meet, but that can wait until tomorrow. I hope you like seafood. Justin is a marvel at preparing lobster.’ 
 
    Moira tasted her mojito. It was one of the best she’d ever had. ‘Is there anything he’s not a marvel at?’


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
   J ustin certainly lived up to his advance billing. The boiled lobster, Marie Rose sauce and Caesar salad were of the highest standard. They ate on the terrace with views of the ocean directly in front of them. Initially, Moira felt left out of the conversation, which centred on reminiscences between Brendan and Shea of a childhood spent together. She watched the interaction between the two men and saw that it was not only the comradeship of two young boys but also the mutual respect and friendship of two mature adults. The exchanges over dinner, and several glasses of an excellent New Zealand Sauvignon Blanc, gave her a warm feeling and by the time the two men had moved on from stories of their past she knew that she liked Frank Shea. It wasn’t only in the academic sense that he was smart. He guided the conversation as much as Brendan and he used subtle jokes to bring Moira into the conversation, if only as an audience. When the butler had cleared away the dishes after a dessert of chocolate brownie, which Moira was sure added two thousand calories just to look at, Shea turned and looked at her. ‘What did you learn on your little snooping trip?’ 
 
    ‘Not much.’ Moira sipped a Sambuca, which had been offered as an after-dinner drink. ‘Well, not much that I hadn’t already learned from the Internet. In fact, I learned a hell of a lot about you from the Internet. Do you have any idea how many pages are dedicated just to you?’ 
 
    Brendan spluttered into his drink. ‘You knew that our host for the weekend was Frank?’ He turned to face Shea. ‘Honestly, Frank, I never mentioned your name.’ 
 
    ‘It’s OK, Brendan.’ Shea looked at Moira. ‘Are you going to tell us how you knew you were coming to my house?’ 
 
    Moira was happy that she had sparked Shea’s interest. ‘Brendan told me that we were going to spend the weekend with an old buddy who had a house on Martha’s Vineyard. I cross-checked the property register with Brendan’s college and school yearbooks and there you were.’ 
 
    Shea laughed. Brendan had told him that Moira was beautiful and smart. He’d been right on both counts. Her beauty had classical features, pale Irish skin, high cheekbones, a pert nose, two fabulous green eyes and a wild thatch of red hair. It was quite a combination. ‘And what did you learn on the Internet?’ 
 
    She sipped her drink to give her time to organise her thoughts. ‘You were very recently a guest of the US Federal Government. Sentenced to five years and served three. I’m not up on finance, but the case hinged on you having insider information on some proposed merger. Apparently, you made a lot of money illegally.’ 
 
    ‘The charge was bullshit,’ Brendan interjected. 
 
    ‘What else have you learned?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘You’re some kind of whiz-kid financier. You set up your own hedge fund when you were twenty-seven, which made you incredibly wealthy, but also greedy, which led to your incarceration.’ 
 
    ‘What would you say if I told you I was innocent?’ Shea asked her. 
 
    Moira smiled. ‘I’d say the jails are full of innocent men.’ 
 
    ‘Do you know much about the US legal system?’ Shea asked. 
 
    Moira shook her head. 
 
    Shea leaned back. ‘It’s heavily based on the plea bargain. Four years ago the Feds picked up a scumbag who worked for one of my competitors. He was a total pain in the neck who was making millions of dollars in his job but wasn’t satisfied with that. On the side, he was passing inside information to other people who were making millions of dollars, possibly even hundreds of millions, illegally. The Feds had him bang to rights. There was only one way he could squirm out of the charges so he offered to hand over his “co-conspirators” in exchange for a lesser sentence. He named me as one of his co-conspirators. I’d never even met the asshole. The Feds raided my office and took away boxes of paper. They didn’t find one shred of evidence of my business doing anything illegal. We didn’t need an edge, we just worked harder than everyone else at making money. I was arrested and requested to roll over and name others involved in the scam. Since I wasn’t involved myself, I refused to offer any names. Meanwhile Mr Scumbag gets two felony charges laid against him and skates away with a two-year suspended sentence. We have a saying here “you can’t beat City Hall”. That goes double for the Feds. I concluded a plea bargain that cost me a hundred million dollars in fines and five years in jail. If I’d fought the case, it would have cost me every cent I had. I hoped to save the business, but it was gone. And so was I. Part of the plea bargain was that I would never work in a financial fiduciary capacity again. I’m not even allowed to invest in the stock market.’ 
 
    ‘What hurt the most?’ Moira asked. ‘The money, the prison sentence or the lost business?’ 
 
    Shea thought for a moment. ‘It was never about the money. I’ve got more money than I could ever spend in ten lifetimes. I took a lot of positives from my time in prison. But I’m bitter about the loss of the business. Not for myself, for the forty good people who lost their livelihood because a scumbag did the crime but couldn’t do the time.’ He looked out over the ocean, the sun had set behind the landmass of the North American continent and the water now looked dark and foreboding. Moira had had a glimpse of the pain Shea’s lost life as a financial genius had cost him. Although she was no genius at what she did, she could sympathise with his sense of loss. She was feeling it herself. 
 
    She decided to lighten the mood. ‘Enough about me, Brendan was regaling me about some of the cases you worked on together in Belfast. Maybe you could expand on them?’ 
 
    Moira looked at Brendan. ‘Worked on together?’ She couldn’t see the colour of his face in the half-light, but she hoped that he was blushing. She was reluctant to talk about her previous life but Shea had opened up to her and she felt an obligation to respond. She braced herself. ‘I can remember the first day I walked into Tennent Street station in the centre of Belfast . . . ’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
      
 
   M oira hadn’t slept well, unlike Brendan who was still snoring happily when she rose at six o’clock. A part of her was wondering what surprise their host was going to spring on them, while another just wanted to enjoy a weekend away from Boston with good company. She walked to the picture window and saw that the sun was already up over the horizon and light was flooding the golden sands a hundred yards away. She dressed in her jeans, t-shirt and sweater and tiptoed out of the bedroom. Recounting the stories of the cases she had worked alongside Wilson had been painful for her. She longed to return to her previous life, but also knew that even if she did return it would never be the same. Time moves on and hankering for the past is a useless exercise. 
 
    The house was quiet as she descended the staircase and made her way out onto the terrace where they had eaten the previous night. She shivered as the cold air hit her and she hugged the loose sweater close. Although the sun was up, its heat hadn’t yet penetrated the early morning chill. . She climbed over the grass-covered dunes in front of the house and veered right when she hit the beach. The sun was already turning the colour of the ocean from slate grey to blue. She began to enjoy the sea air as she marched at a steady speed along the sand. The smell of the ozone coming off the ocean reminded her of the smell of the Irish Sea as it penetrated the River Lagan. Before long she was lost in thoughts of home. It was her first long period of time away and, despite Brendan and his family’s best efforts, she was experiencing homesickness. She thought of her father and mother, her cousins, the camaraderie of the PSNI and, of course, her former boss, Detective Superintendent Ian Wilson. For a time she had been infatuated with him, but in retrospect it had been more like a schoolgirl’s crush on the dishy geography teacher. A tear came to her eye as she realised how much she missed that damn man. 
 
    Maura found that she had walked several miles without noticing. The sun was beginning to warm up the air and she felt like taking a rest. She moved up into the dunes and sat on a patch of grass. The tide was in fully and waves were breaking on the beach. She watched the ocean and thought about the new world into which she had been cast. Harvard, the Guilfoyle mansion in Boston and the nine-thousand square feet of the Shea beach house were light years away from her life in Northern Ireland. She looked to the left and saw in the distance a man running along the beach in her direction. She smiled at the thought that it might be Brendan. Her partner had to be dragged to the gym two times a week. He wasn’t quite a couch potato, but he certainly wasn’t a workout fanatic either. As the figure came closer, she recognised it as Shea. He was dressed in a singlet and shorts and he ran with an easy style. His body was lithe and muscular. He cast his eyes to the right when he passed and waved his hand in salutation but continued straight on. Moira watched him grow smaller as he powered along the beach. Her gaze returned to the ocean as her body relished the heat from the sun. After a short time, she rose and made her way back onto the beach. She was feeling peckish and wondering what tasty morsels Justin would be conjuring up for breakfast. She was almost halfway back to the house when she heard the sound of feet behind her. She turned and saw that Shea was coming up fast. He slowed and fell into step beside her. She turned to face him. ‘Hey, don’t stop because of me.’  
 
    He smiled, his singlet was wet with sweat. ‘Four miles fast paced, I’m done. The walk back will act as a cool down.’ 
 
    ‘I wish I could get Brendan to run four miles at any pace.’ 
 
    ‘Brendan doesn’t need the exercise. He’s in great shape.’ 
 
    She looked him up and down. ‘So are you, but you’re up early running.’ 
 
    ‘Like I said last night I took a lot of positives from prison. When I entered Devens, I weighed two hundred and fifty pounds. When I left, I weighed one seventy. And it wasn’t just the food. When I ran the firm I had no respect for my body. I worked so much that there was no time for exercise. That’s the kind of stupid dope I was. Maybe the Feds saved my life.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe every prisoner should have that outlook.’ 
 
    ‘You and I have one thing in common.’ 
 
    ‘We have?’ 
 
    He laughed. ‘We both had to give up something we loved. I take some positives from my loss, but from the way you talked last night I don’t think that you’re there yet.’ 
 
    Maybe because what I lost wasn’t taken from me, she thought. I just threw it away. ‘If you say so.’ 
 
    They cut off the beach and made their way towards the house. Brendan was sitting on the terrace cradling a cup of coffee. He looked up as they approached. ‘You two were up early.’ 
 
    ‘I couldn’t sleep,’ Moira said. She thought she could see a tinge of the green-eyed monster in Brendan’s eyes.  
 
    Shea jumped in, ‘I was out for a run and ran into Moira on the way back. Justin is rustling up breakfast and I’ve got to take a shower. The reason for inviting you will be here in about an hour.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
      
 
   A s they were finishing breakfast on the terrace, the doorbell sounded in the distance. Moira and Brendan both turned their heads towards the living room, wondering who or what was about to arrive. Shea had certainly succeeded in building up the suspense. They were a little surprised when Justin ushered a middle-aged lady onto the terrace.  
 
    Shea immediately stood up and embraced the woman. ‘Brendan, Moira, this is my cousin, Jean Gardiner.’ He pulled back a chair and the woman sat down. 
 
    ‘Pleased to meet you both.’ She extended her hand first to Brendan and then to Moira.  
 
    So this was the reason they were invited for the weekend, Moira thought. She looked across at the new arrival. Jean Gardiner’s face was paler than death and the bags under her eyes had bags under them. The red rings round her pupils indicated continuous crying. Her whole demeanour was one of sadness and depression. Her blonde hair had been given a cursory comb and her lipstick looked like it had been applied with the aid of a two-inch paintbrush. She had an hourglass figure and bore absolutely no resemblance to her cousin. If Moira were asked to guess, she would have said that Jean was in her early fifties. Whether through too much exposure to the sun or bad genetics, her facial skin was already quite lined. When she was younger she would have been considered pretty rather than handsome. But now, to put it mildly, she looked a mess. 
 
    ‘Jean’s husband disappeared two weeks ago and she wants me to look for him,’ Shea announced as he retook his seat. He could see from Moira’s face that she recognised how distressed his cousin was. The Jean Gardiner that he knew had always been fastidious about her person, but today she appeared to have thrown on whatever clothes came to hand and paid zero regard to her appearance.  
 
    Moira leaned forward and poured herself another cup of tea, then realised that both Shea and Brendan were looking at her. She turned her gaze on Jean. ‘I’m sorry,’ she empathised. ‘How did your husband disappear?’ 
 
    Jean took a deep breath and sniffed, apparently on the point of tears. ‘He went on a business trip to Caracas in Venezuela.’ A bout of sniffles. ‘He caught the plane back. It had a single stop in Miami, but he didn’t catch the connecting flight from there to Boston. Nobody has seen him, or heard anything from him, since he got off the plane in Miami. The local Miami police have him on CCTV at the airport, but they have no idea where he may have gone to.’ 
 
    ‘You reported him as missing to the police?’ Moira asked.  
 
    ‘Of course.’ There was indignation in Jean’s voice. ‘We have two children and, like me, they’re worried out of their minds.’ 
 
    ‘What’s your husband’s name?’ Brendan asked. 
 
    ‘Gregory, but we call him Greg.’ 
 
    ‘And how long have you been married?’ Brendan again. 
 
    ‘Twenty-four years. We met when we both worked at Peat Marwick Mitchell – it was a big-five accountancy firm but they changed the name in the meantime. I was a secretary and Greg was a trainee accountant. We went out for two years before we married. Greg was a stickler for being organised and he wanted to have the deposit on an apartment first. That’s why I’m so worried. Greg has always been so organised and, I suppose, predictable. His disappearance is totally out of character.’ 
 
    Moira was sure that the police would already have told Mrs Gardiner that every disappearance is totally out of character. ‘I’m sorry if my question seems intrusive,’ Moira said. ‘But how is your marriage?’ 
 
    ‘We get on.’ She gave a strained laugh. ‘I suppose the magic went out several years ago, but we still love each other.’ She looked at Shea for confirmation and he nodded. ‘I don’t think that there was anyone else. Greg could have been used as the model for the staid accountant. When the children were growing up, he was home before seven every evening to have dinner with the family. He never took a holiday without us. He was a dedicated husband and father.’ The last statement led to an outbreak of crying. 
 
    Moira took a fresh handkerchief from her bag and passed it to Jean. She wondered why she was playing along with this charade. Gregory Gardiner had been missing for two weeks. In that time Miami PD, with all its resources, had found no trace of him. What the hell could an amateur like Shea add to that process? It suddenly dawned on her why she was present on the terrace. 
 
    ‘Again, please forgive me if you feel I’m intruding,’ Moira said as soon as the crying stopped. ‘You’ve obviously checked your bank accounts. Is there any money missing?’ 
 
    Jean pulled herself upright. ‘We’re very comfortably off and there hasn’t been a cent withdrawn from any of our accounts. The police also checked Greg’s credit cards and none of them have been used since he disappeared.’ 
 
    ‘Where did Greg work?’ Brendan asked.  
 
    Jean blew her nose into the handkerchief. ‘He has his own small accountancy practice. Most of his clients have been with him for years. He concentrates on doing the accounts for small businesses.’ 
 
    ‘So what was he doing in Caracas?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘Something changed recently.’ Jean looked at the handkerchief and was about to hand it back when she realised it was soiled. 
 
    ‘It’s OK you can keep it,’ Moira said quickly. 
 
    Jean tried a smile to say thanks, but it didn’t come off right. ‘About three months ago he got a new client that he was very excited about. I’d never seen Greg like that. He was talking about selling the business and going travelling. He’d never mentioned such stuff before. Our house has always been adequate for us. And now our son is studying engineering at Carnegie Mellon and our daughter is in her final year at high school, we’ll soon have it to ourselves. Why should we want to move away? And I never considered travelling outside the US. I don’t even have a passport.’ 
 
    ‘You told the police about the new client?’ Moira asked. 
 
    Jean dabbed her eyes with the handkerchief. ‘Yes. But they can find no details of any new client. It seems like Greg was doing some deals outside the usual work of the practice.’ 
 
    ‘What kind of deals?’ Brendan asked. 
 
    ‘He was selling containers for this mysterious client. Or so it appears. The police are baffled since they can find no sign of the client. Not only that but they can’t find anyone who claims to have bought a container from him. It’s a real mystery. Please, you have to help me find Greg. The police have given up. I’m sure you think that he’s run off with some floozy. At least that’s what they seem to think. They keep saying that he’ll return home when he gets fed up.’ 
 
    Moira could empathise with the woman’s desperation. The omens were not good. Two weeks was a long time to be missing. Most of the leads would have gone cold and newer investigations would be taking precedence. The police file would be kept open, but no advancement would be made unless some new evidence was forthcoming. Posting a reward would only bring every flake in Miami out of the woodwork and deflect the police from finding a valid lead. Moira looked at Jean’s pained expression, and then saw that Shea was looking expectantly at her. 
 
    ‘You’re the expert here,’ Shea said when they locked eyes. ‘I’m ready to fund an investigation. Will you help?’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure there are top-notch private investigators in Boston,’ Moira said. ‘My advice would be to hire one of them.’ 
 
    ‘There are, but I want to be part of the investigation,’ Shea said. ‘And that seems to be out of the question.’ 
 
    Moira’s eyebrows rose. ‘You’re joking. Take my advice and leave it to the professionals.’ She was aware that in missing person’s cases, the police are the professionals – they have the resources. ‘If Greg Gardiner has gone on the run, you can bet this magnificent house that it wasn’t on impulse. He probably had a plan and that means it’ll take a considerable effort to find him. What I’m trying to point out is that even with expert help and substantial resources your cousin’s husband might never be found. And that’s if he went on the run on his own volition.’ She stopped and thought about how to phrase her next point. Whatever way she did it Jean Gardiner was going to be affected. ‘There’s always the possibility that Greg has disappeared because someone doesn’t want him around.’ 
 
    ‘You mean he may be dead?’ Jean collapsed in a fit of wailing. 
 
    Brendan shot a look of admonishment at Moira. She shrugged her shoulders, then went to Jean and hugged the crying woman. ‘I’m sorry, but you have to face the fact that you may never see your husband again. In my experience, it’s likely that if the police can’t locate your husband, then neither can we. Most cases of missing persons don’t end well.’ 
 
    Jean stopped crying and dried her eyes. Moira stepped back and Jean looked up into her eyes. ‘But there is a chance that he’s lying somewhere in a hospital hurt or with amnesia.’ 
 
    Moira wanted to say that the amnesia scenario only plays in Hollywood. 
 
    ‘Of course there is.’ Shea was on his feet. He lifted his cousin up from her chair. ‘You’re emotionally drained. That’s enough for today.’ 
 
    Jean broke away from his grip and turned to Moira. ‘Thank you for being honest with me. Everyone except Miami PD has been sugar-coating the pill. Frank only wants to help. I trust you and if you don’t want to help, I’ll accept it.’ 
 
    Moira was at a loss. She didn’t want to completely dash this poor woman’s hopes, but she had to be realistic. She was a police detective from Northern Ireland. She had no standing in the United States. Hell, she was in the country on a non-immigrant visa. If she took a dollar for doing a job, she’d probably be deported. ‘I’ll talk to Frank.’  
 
    Jean shook hands with Moira and Brendan and allowed Shea to lead her back through the house. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
   T he sun was at almost full power and a canopy was released that provided shade for the terrace. Moira was pacing up and down. She was more than a little pissed off that the weekend had been arranged to recruit her on a wild goose chase. She hadn’t enjoyed the interview with Jean Gardiner. She didn’t like the feeling of powerlessness that emanated from the woman. It also didn’t feel good to turn down the kind of person she had joined the police force to help. Perhaps the most unsettling aspect, however, had been that hearing the story of the missing husband only emphasised how much she was missing her career as a police officer. As a young girl, she knew that she would be attracted to the caring professions. Her first thoughts had centred on nursing, but she rejected that idea after watching ten or so episodes of a hospital soap. After university she tried social work, but the bureaucracy constantly stifled her attempts to help her clients. Then she found her true calling. As a police officer, she could help people and work at putting wrongs right. She walked up and down the terrace mulling over why she should help Jean. There were police officers out there who were trained to find runaway adults. They knew the lie of the land. They spoke the same language as the street people. She knew the few blocks surrounding Brendan’s apartment in Cambridge and that was it. What exactly did Shea and his cousin think that she could add to their mindless expedition? 
 
    Moira had been able to sense Jean’s desperation. And she could understand it. Everybody went through life expecting everything to remain the same. The children returned home from school at four o’clock. If they don’t appear at five past four the butterflies start beating their wings in the mother’s stomach. At four-thirty the panic has already set in and at five o’clock the police are called only for the children to appear at five past five. Jean Gardiner was way beyond that stage. One only had to look at her to understand that she hadn’t been able to compute the fact that her husband had disappeared and might never re-appear. There was also the fact that finding someone who wants to get lost can be well-nigh impossible, especially in a country as vast as the US. It was easy to agree with the conclusion of Miami PD that he was either in Seattle, Brazil or dead. She doubted his wife would ever find him again. And that made her feel powerless and angry. 
 
    Brendan watched Moira as she paced back and forward. He had never met anyone with her levels of empathy. He knew that she was churning inside wondering how she could assuage Jean’s pain. He was also aware that Moira was suffering withdrawal symptoms. It wasn’t homesickness – that was something she would get over – it was her damn job. Every time he saw the faraway look on her face he knew that he had been responsible for taking her away from a job she loved. A simple weekend away to Martha’s Vineyard had managed to bring the whole issue to the fore. He looked up as Shea walked through the glass double doors that led to the terrace. ‘Jesus Christ, Frank, I had no idea that you were going to pull something like this. You hung Moira out to dry.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry.’ Shea fell into one of the chairs. ‘You built Moira up as this supercop and I just wanted to get an opinion from her.’ 
 
    ‘That is so much bullshit,’ Brendan said. ‘You were setting her up. Your cousin is grasping at straws and you held out Moira as someone who could find her husband.’ 
 
    Shea sat forward. ‘OK, maybe I’ve been a bit of an asshole. But I thought that if we pooled our different skills we could do a better job than Miami PD. For Christ’s sake, one of the qualifications for joining the police force in this country is a low IQ. You think some overworked Miami detectives are going to spend their time concentrating on the disappearance of an accountant from Boston? Fifty thousand adults go missing annually in the United States. Some turn up, but a hell of a lot vanish without a trace.’ 
 
    ‘Call the FBI,’ Brendan said. ‘Get private detectives on the case, but leave Moira and me out.’ 
 
    Moira stopped pacing. She returned to the table and sat. ‘It’s OK, Brendan. I don’t need a knight in shining armour to protect me.’ She turned to Shea. ‘You’re a clever guy, Frank. You have all these degrees from MIT and Harvard. What the hell gives you the idea that you can solve crimes?’ 
 
    ‘I didn’t say that I could solve Greg’s disappearance, but I do have skills and I have access to people who have the skills I don’t possess. Don’t forget I spent three years in jail with some of the top criminals in the country, and I didn’t pass the time twiddling my thumbs. We may not find Greg, but we can sure as hell try.’ 
 
    Moira sat quietly for a moment. Maybe this weekend was preordained. She needed something to get her teeth into and unfortunately it wasn’t sitting at the rear of a lecture theatre listening to details of crimes and the psychology behind them. She was a practitioner, not a theorist. Fate has a funny habit of tossing challenges in the way, and there was a certain attraction in Shea’s unexpected proposition. There wasn’t a hope in hell of finding Gregory Gardiner if he didn’t want to be found, but it was certainly more her to be out there searching than sitting in a lecture theatre. 
 
    ‘Now, wait just one goddamned minute,’ Brendan had seen that look on Moira’s face before. ‘Please tell me that you’re not taking Frank’s half-assed proposal seriously. What about the course? I thought that you were interested?’ 
 
    Moira could see the concern on Brendan’s face. She knew how he felt. She had experienced the same feelings when she had made the decision to follow him to the US. Things were good between them, but were they good enough for her to give up the job she loved? Perhaps accepting Shea’s proposal would prove to be the first chink in the armour. ‘I haven’t made up my mind. It might be a wild goose chase, but it’s what I do. Or to be more exact it’s what I used to do.’ And maybe what I really want to do again, she thought. 
 
    Shea watched the two lovers. It was apparent that Moira hadn’t broken completely with her past life in Northern Ireland. ‘We’ll give it one month. If we don’t find Greg, or at least discover what has happened to him in that time we’ll give it up.’ He looked at Brendan. ‘You can spare Moira for a month, can’t you?’ The look on Brendan’s face was enough to tell him that he might be jeopardising one of his oldest friendships. 
 
    ‘This is crazy.’ Brendan couldn’t believe that Moira was taking the idea seriously. He turned to face her. ‘Ever since I’ve known Frank he’s been involved in some scheme or other. At school, he was the class representative, he edited the school magazine. He’s like a shark, always moving forward, afraid of what might happen if he stops. The court took away his business so now he’s looking for something else. Right now, the search for Gregory Gardiner is that something else. But in a week’s time it might be looking for a gold mine in northern Thailand.’ He put his hand out and touched Moira’s hand. ‘This is make-work for Frank. Something to keep his grey cells active until something else comes along. Don’t get drawn into his game.’ 
 
    Shea smiled. ‘You’re a hell of a good psychologist, and there’s a lot of truth in what you say. I do thrive on challenge and although I’ve only just met Moira, I can recognise a kindred spirit. If you care about her happiness, you’ll encourage her to take up my offer. It’s one month at the most.’ 
 
    Brendan looked at Moira. She was staying silent. It was an inauspicious silence. He knew that Shea was right, and he knew that if he cared for Moira and her happiness he wouldn’t stand in her way. But he was also aware of the risks. He interlaced his fingers in hers. He loved her so much. But if that were really true he would have stayed in Belfast. He turned to Shea. ‘You are one asshole, Frank, but you’re right. I have no right to interfere in Moira’s decision.’ 
 
    ‘When can we start?’ Moira said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
      
 
   T he remainder of the day was tense. Brendan and Shea went sailing in the afternoon. Moira’s Irish paleness wasn’t consistent with either sunshine or sea breezes, so she borrowed a computer and set out to find everything there was on the Internet and social media concerning Gregory Gardiner. It wasn’t much. Gardiner was old-school and hadn’t bothered to create an online presence. She started with the latest news postings, which were of the ‘Businessman goes missing in Miami’ variety. And there weren’t many of them. She located two short articles from the Sun Sentinel. No body had been located and the Miami PD had drawn a blank, so the story had been spiked. She printed off the articles and searched back further in time. There was one mention of Gardiner in the Boston Globe, where he was named as an attendee at a national conference of auditors. She searched LinkedIn, Facebook, Twitter, Instagram and Pinterest and found accounts for several Gregory Gardiners but not the right Gregory Gardiner. As Jean Gardiner had indicated, her husband seemed to be the epitome of the boring accountant. If she were a real US policewoman, she would have interrogated the social security databases, she would have dug up Gardiner’s birth certificate and his tax returns and contacted his bank for a list of his transactions. Then there would have been his phone records, landline and mobile. That’s the route that Miami PD would have gone through if they had the time and the inclination. 
 
    She took up a legal pad and listed the items she needed to formulate a picture of Gregory Gardiner. Beside each one she added the sources she felt could provide the information, and in a third column the person who might have access to the details. Jean Gardiner would be a major asset in building up the picture Moira needed. Therein lay another problem of this investigation. In missing person cases, the first person who falls under suspicion is the partner of the missing person. They were going to have to depend on assistance from someone who to the outside world was desperate to locate her husband but who might, in reality, be the person responsible for his disappearance.  
 
    Moira shut down the computer and picked up the printouts and the legal pad. It was a poor return for the hours she had put in. Maybe joining Shea’s undertaking wasn’t the smartest decision she had ever made. She wasn’t just thinking about how difficult it was going to be to find Gardiner, she had noticed that there had been no goodbye kiss from Brendan when he and Shea had headed for the dock. Her partner hadn’t taken her decision well and he was using passive–aggressive techniques to get his point across. She sometimes wondered whether Brendan remembered that she had majored in psychology at university. She was aware of his game and she knew how to give it back. She walked to the front of the terrace and sat in an Adirondack chair facing the ocean. Just a day ago she had been relatively happy in her new life. Relatively was a big word. Frank Shea had inadvertently opened a sore that she had been ignoring. 
 
    Moira’s experience with men hadn’t been positive. It was only after she married her childhood sweetheart that she discovered his controlling nature. When she rebelled against it, the abuse turned from mental to physical and the whole affair ended with her husband in jail and her marriage in the toilet. She wasn’t about to relive that experience. Brendan knew about the scars her marriage had left on her. Maybe there was a side to Brendan that she needed to explore. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
      
 
   A t precisely ten minutes to nine on Monday morning, Moira entered the lift in a prestigious building on Huffington Avenue in downtown Boston, having passed the regulation vetting by the concierge. As the lift began its ascent to the penthouse, Moira reflected on the weekend. There had been some level of rapprochement between Brendan and Shea by the time they returned from their afternoon sail and the rest of the weekend passed relatively serenely. Shea chose to eat out and invited some friends to join them, so they all enjoyed the food and company at the Red Cat Kitchen and it took the focus away from the elephant in the room. Brendan seemed to have accepted her decision but maintained a coolness that didn’t auger well for the future. 
 
    Moira left the lift and found herself in a corridor with four doors. The ubiquitous Justin held one door open for her and then led her through a large living room and from there to an equally large outdoor terrace, where the table had been set for breakfast. Shea was seated at the table looking out over Boston and the Charles River. The view was stunning. He was dressed in what she took to be his regular uniform of white cotton shirt and blue jeans, accompanied by a pair of expensive-looking tan moccasins.  
 
    He stood as soon as she approached. ‘Have you had breakfast?’ 
 
    ‘About an hour ago.’ Justin pulled back a chair and Moira sat. ‘I know this is extremely gauche of me, but how much did you pay for this place?’ 
 
    ‘Eight million.’ Shea retook his seat and poured Moira a cup of coffee. 
 
    ‘Now I’m sorry I asked.’ Moira took the cup and sipped the coffee. 
 
    ‘This will be our centre of operations while we look for Greg. I was going to lease a small office downtown, but then I thought, what the hell, we have space in the condo.’ 
 
    ‘This is a condo?’ She took the legal pad out of her tote bag.  
 
    ‘So they tell me. Where do we begin?’ 
 
    She passed across the photocopied articles from the Sun Sentinel. ‘This is all I could find online. Our Gregory Gardiner has no presence on the web and since we don’t belong to law enforcement we’re going to have to work that much harder to develop a profile. We’re definitely going to need Jean for that. I’ve made a few notes.’ She passed over the legal pad. 
 
    Shea read quickly and passed the pad back. ‘You’re good. I wouldn’t have thought of half the items on your list.’ 
 
    ‘You’re not a professional.’ 
 
    ‘But I learn quick and I’m good at what I do.’ 
 
    Moira gestured at their surroundings. ‘Obviously.’ Shea’s Boston residence looked like something out of Homes & Gardens magazine. Everything was so damn perfect, but it didn’t look like anyone lived there. She glanced across at Shea. She’d met him three days ago and knew virtually nothing about him. Except that he is Brendan’s friend, is rich, has homes that appear unlived in and has been to prison but was innocent. At the dinner in the Red Cat Kitchen he had been the master of ceremonies crafting the conversation around subjects that interested him. He gave off an image of supreme competence and confidence. But the unlived-in homes painted another picture. She marked down Frank Shea as a man who is lonely and alone. 
 
    ‘Call your cousin and tell her we’re on our way over. Don’t take any excuses about things she has to do. We’re two and a bit weeks late into this investigation. We don’t need to waste any more time.’ 
 
    Shea stood up and went into the house. Moira could hear him on the phone. 
 
    ‘Finish your coffee and let’s go,’ he said when he returned. ‘She’s waiting for us.’ 
 
    The Gardiners lived in a three-storey one-family house on 1st Street in South Boston. It was an affluent area as attested by the quality of the housing. Shea parked his Audi A5 Cabriolet directly in front of the house. They mounted the three steps leading to the front door, but before Shea could press the bell the door opened and Jean Gardiner stood aside to let them in. 
 
    As Moira entered Jean grasped her hand. ‘Thank you.’ She continued to hold Moira’s hand as she led them into the front parlour. ‘Please sit down and tell me what I can do.’ 
 
    Although the house must have been more than one hundred years old, the interior was completely modern. In the living room, two couches faced each other across a glass-topped coffee table on which there were several illustrated books in pristine condition. There was a collection of impressionistic paintings on the walls, which to Moira’s untrained eye looked expensive. But she was no expert on art – her flat in Belfast was adorned with posters of heavy metal bands. There were lots of posed family photos or photos of the Gardiner children looking handsome and clean-cut. The whole effect was one of a stolid family home. 
 
    As soon as they were seated, Shea looked at Moira. So I’m to be cast in the role of senior investigating officer, she thought. 
 
    ‘Frank and I have made an agreement,’ Moira began. ‘I’ve agreed to help look for your husband for one month. I have no idea what we can add to the efforts of Miami PD, but we’ll try. I notice that Gregory doesn’t have an online presence.’ She saw from the look on Jean’s face that a certain level of explanation was needed. ‘He doesn’t have any accounts on Facebook or any other platform, neither do you.’ 
 
    Jean tried a tired smile. ‘We missed the online revolution.’ 
 
    Moira continued. ‘The police have access to all kinds of databases that we don’t. If we’re going to have any chance of finding Greg, we’re going to have to get to know him better than he knows himself. We’re going to have to look into every aspect of his life, and that will include every aspect of your life together. We may find out things that will be embarrassing. We’re going to look under the bed and in the closets. Are you ready for that?’ 
 
    Jean’s pale cheeks reddened. She nodded. 
 
    Moira was on a roll. ‘I want you to dig out all your photos from the oldest to the newest. I want to see and hear about all your relatives. I want to take away all the bank statements you can find. I want to read any letters you have. In fact, I want to pry into your life. No piece of information you possess is either irrelevant or sacred. You are not to hold anything back. Ideally I’d like to see a record of all telephone calls over the last three months. Are you quite sure that you’re ready for this?’ 
 
    Jean nodded. 
 
    ‘OK, we’ll start with the photos.’ 
 
    Morning slipped into early afternoon and boxes of photographs littered the floor and the coffee table. If the photos were a fair reflection, the Gardiners were indeed a happy family who seemed to enjoy each other’s company. They added a new dimension to the word ‘normal’. Moira let Jean explain all the photos. In the course of the conversation, she elicited information on their courtship, their marriage and the birth of their children. She heard details of Greg moving from a salaried position with a major accountancy firm to opening his own firm. She learned that Greg likes a pre-dinner martini, and twice a week he and Jean share a bottle of wine. They don’t frequent bars and their idea of a good time is sitting together watching their favourite TV shows. 
 
    Jean was appalled when Moira enquired whether the Gardiners had ever been arrested for even minor misdemeanours. She pointed out that people in their circle were honest, God-fearing and hard-working. Their children don’t do drugs. Their son, Michael, had attended the famous Roxbury Latin School and had been a National Merit Scholar. He is now top of his class at Carnegie Mellon University and has a girlfriend who also appears to be a high achiever. Their daughter, Lucy, attends the Winsor School and will be graduating shortly. She has been accepted at both Harvard and Stanford. The family currently spend more than seventy thousand dollars a year on tuition fees alone, but much of that is drawn from a college fund that Greg had set up when Michael was born.  
 
    It was a five-hour walk through the life and times of Gregory and Jean Gardiner. And so far there was nothing in Gregory Gardiner’s life that pointed to a desire to disappear and start over again. Nothing on the surface at least. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
      
 
   F rank Shea’s respect for Moira increased as he watched her plough through the hundreds of photographs with Jean Gardiner, making notes throughout. He admired her professionalism but found the whole procedure boring. He already knew Jean and Greg as well as anyone. When they broke for lunch, he told Moira that he had an idea for how they could gain access to the databases she required. That access came from his time in prison and the road he’d travelled. 
 
    Shea carried the trappings of wealth easily, but that wasn’t the way his life had begun. He was born in the Old Harbour Village project in South Boston, which was an Irish enclave. When he was five, his father went to work one morning and didn’t come home that evening. Shea never saw him again, although he later discovered that he had moved to Florida and changed his name. Shea’s mother raised him and his sister by working a variety of jobs to pay their bills. The Old Harbour Village was the kind of area where you became either a criminal or a priest. Shea had a liking for neither, although he was to become one. He started his school life at Boston Public Schools. From an early age, he discovered that he didn’t have the same interests as his classmates. He didn’t like sports, never played truant and took quickly to both reading and mathematics. His liking for schoolwork led to him regularly being bullied. Money was so tight in the Shea household that he never received lunch money, which was a blessing in disguise since he would certainly have been beaten up for it. When the school bullies realised that young Shea was poorer than them, they decided to leave him alone. He excelled at school and was encouraged by his mother as much as their means would allow. Shea and his sister would never complain about their childhood. Their mother was their god, working her fingers to the bone to ensure that her children were well clothed and fed. 
 
    Shea progressed quickly through school and was well ahead of his classmates by the age of twelve. The Shea family were staunch Catholics and regular attendees at St Monica–St Augustine Church. Their mother was a helper at dressing the altar and was close to the parish priest, Father Francis. Patrick Guilfoyle was also a parishioner at St Monica’s and by some form of osmosis a scholarship was arranged for Frank Shea to attend South Boston Catholic Academy, where Guilfoyle’s son Brendan was also a pupil. The teachers immediately realised that they had a talented pupil on their hands and although Shea didn’t contribute to the sporting reputation of the school, he was widely recognised as one of the most brilliant pupils in Boston. So much so that when it came to college, he received scholarship offers from MIT, Harvard and Yale. By the time he reached eighteen, his mother’s health had declined due to overwork and the Shea family’s finances took another dip. His sister had opted to become a nun and was already off the family payroll. It looked like college would have to be postponed. Then Patrick Guilfoyle came to the rescue and offered Shea a part-time job. The rest is history. Shea went on to become a financial whiz-kid who ran his own money-making machine. 
 
    He didn’t regret a day of his rise and fall. Even when the government took away most of his money, he was always sure that he would make it back again. His mother often said that she had given one child to God and the other to Mammon. Shea’s one and only reason for making money was to pay back his mother. Before she died, he had moved her into the best retirement home in Boston. His only regret was that he had spent her last years in prison. It was the one thing that he would never forgive the men who put him away for. 
 
    After he left Jean’s house, Shea drove north through Boston on the MA-2W before heading northwest. His destination was the small town of Ayer, which housed the Federal Prison of Devens where he had been a resident for almost three years. It was the first time he’d made the one-hour drive since his release. In terms of his education, he included Devens alongside MIT and Harvard. In fact, to be honest, he learned far more about life in Devens than he did in either of the two elite institutions. When he was incarcerated in Devens he was a pasty two-hundred-and-fifty-pound hedge fund manager whose idea of a life was sitting in front of several computer screens with a telephone set on his head. When he left, he weighed a trim one hundred and seventy pounds, had a black belt in judo, could play the piano and had taken up painting. But they weren’t the only changes. He had learned more about people and what made them tick by talking with bombers, scam artists, mob bosses, state senators, judges and even sex offenders. They were the kind of people he might have run into earlier if he had stayed in the public school system.  
 
    Devens has two distinct sections. The Federal Medical Facility houses prisoners who have severe mental problems and require psychological help. The Camp, where Shea served his sentence, was more of an open prison where inmates were sometimes allowed to have outside jobs. But Devens was no holiday camp and many tough memories flooded back as Shea arrived outside the facility and made for the Jackson Gate. He parked his car and walked to the main entrance of the facility.  
 
    Shea had already put in a call to the prison to organise a visit with one of the inmates. The guard at the entrance checked his ID before calling inside. ‘Deputy warden’s goin’ to meet you at the entrance. Appears that you know the way.’ 
 
    Shea nodded, took his ID and walked ahead without comment. The first thing you learn in jail is to keep conversation with the guards to the minimum. He headed for the main entrance, a white two-storey concrete-and-glass block that looked like a cheap office building.  
 
    ‘Good to see you, Frank.’ Deputy warden Steven Blair extended a large black hand towards Shea. 
 
    ‘Thank you, Warden.’ He took the extended hand. 
 
    ‘Drop the warden shit.’ Blair ushered Shea inside. ‘We’re just two civilians. You did your time, so call me Steve. I didn’t expect to see you back.’ 
 
    ‘I need to talk to Makara Sin.’ 
 
    ‘I heard.’ They walked towards the reception area. ‘I’d hate to see you back here, Frank. You were one of the good ones. I always believed that you were set up.’ 
 
    ‘I was. And I have no intention of ever being the government’s guest again.’ 
 
    ‘So what do you want with Sin?’ 
 
    ‘Just visiting an old friend.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t bullshit a bullshitter, Frank. But knowing you I don’t suppose I’m going to get a real answer.’ 
 
    ‘How’s your portfolio performing?’ 
 
    Blair smiled. ‘I get the picture, Frank.’ He pushed open a door and ushered Shea inside. ‘Wait here. Sin’s on his way. Remember what I said – we don’t want to see you back here.’ 
 
    Shea had never been in the interview room before. It was bare except for two chairs on either side of a wooden table. All three pieces of furniture were bolted to the floor. During his incarceration, Shea had been visited by only three people, his sister, Brendan Guilfoyle and his butler, Justin. There were no visits from the ‘friends’ of his previous life. They had disappeared into thin air. Since most were in the financial sector, he assumed they feared contagion. 
 
    He had been seated for only a few minutes when the door opened and a small rotund man in an orange jumpsuit entered followed by a warder. He sat on the other side of the table while the warder took up station at the door. A smile lit up Makara Sin’s face, giving him the appearance of a kindly Buddha. 
 
    Sin had been born in a Cambodian refugee camp before his family made their way to the US. Although he had never harmed a living soul in his life, he had the distinction of being classified by the US government as one of the most dangerous men in America. Sin’s crime was that he was a computer genius who managed to hack a security firm working for the government. For that crime he was sentenced to ten years in a federal prison. The judge had tried to send Sin to a maximum-security prison, but his lawyers fought to have him placed in a minimum-security facility. Sin was lucky that he ended up in Devens. 
 
    ‘How’s the outside?’ Sin’s voice was barely audible. 
 
    ‘You’ll be there soon and I’ll be waiting,’ Shea spoke as low as he could. Even if the guard had incredible hearing, he would have difficulty monitoring the conversation. 
 
    ‘You’re a good friend, Frank. My mother told me what you did for her.’ 
 
    ‘It was nothing. Normally I would have called.’ 
 
    ‘It’s cool. What do you need?’  
 
    ‘I have a friend who needs to access databases.’ 
 
    ‘If I touch a computer keyboard, I think they’ve arranged for a bolt of lightning to hit me.’ 
 
    ‘Not you, someone you recommend.’ 
 
    ‘You like Cambodian food?’ 
 
    ‘Sure.’ Shea couldn’t remember whether he’d ever eaten Cambodian.  
 
    ‘There’s a restaurant over by Fenway Park called Khymer Kitchen. You should drop by there some time. I’ve got a cousin working there. Skinny little fucker calls himself Ricky Sin. Ask him to recommend something from the menu. They say he’s quite something. They also tell me that he’s going to end up keeping me company in here if he’s not careful.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks Mak, how are you doing?’ 
 
    ‘Countin’ the days, Frank, just countin’ the days.’ 
 
    Shea stood up. ‘When you get out I’ll have something for you. In the meantime, if there’s anything?’ 
 
    Sin shook his head.  
 
    ‘I’ll visit soon.’ 
 
    Sin stood. ‘Don’t forget the food.’ He moved towards the door. 
 
    As soon as Sin was gone, Shea followed and went back in the direction of the reception. He was surprised to see Blair standing at the door. 
 
    Blair extended a hand. ‘Take my advice and stay away from here.’ 
 
    Shea shook the big man’s hand. ‘Devens is part of my life.’ 
 
    ‘See you, Frank.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
   B y early evening, Moira had sucked the well that was the memories of Jean Gardiner dry. She had examined every room in the house, looked in every drawer and scrutinised every piece of paper in the room that Gregory Gardiner used as a study. The Gardiners were exactly what it said on the tin. They were the all-American nuclear family. The photos, the state of the house and the well-behaved children all confirmed it. Lucy Gardiner had returned from school at four o’clock. She resembled her mother down to the dark bags under her red-rimmed eyes. The happy teenager in the photos was now a worried adolescent. The hug she gave her mother when she entered the living room had a little more intensity than would be usual. The two females were clinging to each other in the face of what was probably the first adversity they had encountered together. Moira decided that the young Gardiner could add little to the plethora of information she had gathered on the family and their friends. She still had misgivings about agreeing to be part of this investigation, but she could see that Jean and her daughter were already depending on her to go further than the police in locating the husband of one and the father of the other. 
 
    It was approaching five o’clock and there was no sign of her supposed partner. Brendan, however, had called twice, ostensibly to see what progress she was making but asking a few too many questions concerning the whereabouts of Frank. On the one hand, Moira was touched that Brendan was jealous. On the other, she knew that jealousy can quickly lead to obsession and the need for control. She’d been down that road. 
 
    Just after five, the doorbell rang and Shea arrived without a word of explanation as to where he had been. Lucy dived on her uncle as soon as he walked in the door. ‘Whoa!’ Shea peeled her off. ‘You seem to grow more every time I see you.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure you’ve got homework, young lady,’ Jean said. ‘You’ve seen Uncle Frank, now upstairs and get your work done.’ 
 
    Lucy pouted but picked up her backpack. She turned to Moira. ‘I hope that you find my dad. We really love him.’ There were tears in her eyes. 
 
    Moira smiled. No pressure there, she thought. ‘We’ll do our best.’ She would like to have added ‘but don’t hold out much hope’, but that might have been more than the teenager could handle. 
 
    ‘Are we finished here?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘We are.’ Moira placed a heavy emphasis on the ‘we’. She turned to Jean and held up a recent six by four inch photo of her husband. ‘May I borrow this?’ 
 
    Jean nodded. 
 
    Moira dropped the photo into her bag. ‘Also, we’re going to need the keys to Greg’s office. Does he have a secretary?’ 
 
    ‘Jamie Carmichael,’ Jean said. ‘Boston PD interviewed her and I think that she spoke to the police in Miami by video link.’ 
 
    Moira closed her legal pad and put it into her tote bag. ‘We need to talk to her and we need access to the office.’ 
 
    Jean started moving to the door. ‘I have her number and Greg keeps a spare set of keys in his study. I’ll get them for you.’ 
 
    As soon as Jean left the room, Moira turned to Shea. ‘Where the hell have you been? I took this fool’s errand on because you were supposed to work with me.’ 
 
    Shea was nonplussed by her aggressive tone. ‘Calm down, partner. I was getting a recommendation for a good restaurant to eat at tonight. Have you ever tried Cambodian food?’ 
 
    Moira raised her eyes to heaven and opened her mouth to speak but said nothing. 
 
    Shea smiled, showing a perfect set of pearly teeth. He opened his arms wide. ‘OK, I was joking, but I did get a recommendation for a good Cambodian restaurant and you’ll see why when we get there. Call Brendan and tell him we’re eating out tonight.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
      
 
      
 
   ‘W e need to set some ground rules,’ Moira said as Shea drove away from the Gardiners’ house.  
 
    ‘As in?’ 
 
    ‘As in if we are going to be partners in this investigation, you can’t just disappear on me without both of us agreeing on whatever it is you’re up to. The one thing we have to be is methodical. You’ve never done this before, but you have managed projects, right?’ 
 
    ‘I have managed projects.’ 
 
    ‘Then you understand that it’s important that everyone follows the plan. There are no free electrons in an investigation.’ 
 
    ‘I just thought that since I already know everything about Greg and Jean and their family I might usefully spend my time elsewhere.’ 
 
    ‘So what did you get up to?’ 
 
    ‘You’ll see.’ 
 
    ‘This is not some kind of game. We either do this thing properly or we don’t do it at all. We both need to know the information. It’s not a hide-and-seek situation. Now what the hell were you up to?’ 
 
    They had arrived in Back Bay and Shea was making a production of looking for a parking space. Eventually he found a spot on Boylston Street. 
 
    Brendan was already seated when Moira and Shea arrived at the Khymer Kitchen. The restaurant was on the ground floor of a four-storey apartment building. It was modern and well-appointed with a well-stocked bar on the left of the entrance. The art adorning the wall could have been a fit for any Southeast Asian restaurant, as could the music.  
 
    Moira was encouraged when Brendan smiled as they approached. 
 
    ‘Hi.’ Brendan didn’t bother to rise. ‘What were you guys up to today?’ 
 
    Moira bent and kissed him on the cheek. ‘I spent the day finding out about the life and times of Gregory Gardiner. I have no idea what Frank was up to, but he’s promised to reveal all.’ 
 
    Shea dropped nonchalantly into one of the chairs and smiled. He was happy that he had already created a mystery.  
 
    ‘So why Cambodian?’ Brendan asked. 
 
    ‘We’re here to meet someone,’ Shea replied. A waiter appeared at his side and deposited three menus and three glasses of water. ‘Ricky around?’ Shea asked. 
 
    The waiter looked from one to the other of the people at the table. His face was the definition of inscrutable. ‘No Ricky here.’  
 
    ‘I’m a friend of his uncle, Makara Sin,’ Shea said. ‘He told me to ask Ricky what I should eat from the menu.’ 
 
    The waiter stared at Shea for a moment. ‘I come back for the order.’ 
 
    ‘Looks like we’ll have to choose for ourselves.’ Brendan opened the menu. 
 
    They were still examining the menus when a skinny kid of about seventeen came and sat at the table. He stared at Shea. ‘I’m Ricky Sin. You the one who’s the friend of Uncle Mak?’ 
 
    ‘I was in Devens for three years.’ Shea put down his menu. ‘Mak speaks highly of you.’ 
 
    ‘Cut the bullshit. What do you want?’ 
 
    ‘We need someone who can access some databases that we can’t. Mak tells me you’re the man we need.’ 
 
    ‘How big is the score?’  
 
    ‘There’s no score,’ Shea said. ‘We’re looking for a guy who has disappeared. We need to find out why. So we need access to his accounts. He was in business. We’re going to need access to his IRS records.’ 
 
    Moira had quickly caught on to the subject of the conversation. ‘We need to know everything about this guy,’ she cut in. ‘The cops have given up on finding him and we don’t have the resources they have.’ 
 
    Ricky kept his eyes firmly on Shea. ‘If you were in Devens, how come you’re in private investigation? I thought you guys are banned from occupations like that.’ 
 
    Shea returned the stare. He hadn’t expected Ricky to roll over at the mere mention of his uncle. They were asking him to commit a felony that could put him in prison for a long time. ‘The guy we’re trying to find is my cousin’s husband. The lady here is a police officer from Ireland taking a year off and the guy sitting beside her is a criminology professor at Harvard. We’re just a bunch of people trying to find a guy.’ 
 
    ‘So, there’s no score. What’s in it for me? Other than the risk of jail time.’ 
 
    ‘How does ten thousand dollars sound?’ Shea said. 
 
    Ricky smiled. ‘Ten thousand sounds just about right.’ 
 
    ‘You better be as good as your uncle says you are,’ Shea said. 
 
    ‘I’m the best. Uncle Mak used to be the best until he got caught. But things have moved on since his time.’ He looked at Moira. ‘When do you need the information?’ 
 
    ‘Yesterday,’ Moira said. 
 
    ‘Give me what you have on the guy and I’ll do the rest. Shouldn’t take me more than a day to give you everything you need. IRS is a piece of cake. So are the banks. How long has this guy been missing?’ 
 
    ‘Just over two weeks,’ Shea said. 
 
    Ricky whistled. 
 
    ‘We know,’ Moira said. ‘It doesn’t look good. We need to know whether his credit cards have been used in the past month and if he set up any accounts that we don’t know about.’ 
 
    Ricky stood up. ‘Try the Crevettes Kep Sur Mer, the Khar Saiko Kroeung and the Mee Siem.’ He looked at Moira. ‘You know what I need. Have it ready before you leave.’ He turned back towards the kitchen.  
 
    ‘So that was what you were up to,’ Moira said as soon as Ricky had gone. 
 
    ‘Like I said,’ Shea picked up the menu. ‘I have friends with most of the skills we haven’t got ourselves.’ 
 
    Brendan laughed. ‘And I bet most of them are sitting in Devens.’ 
 
    ‘What kind of other skills do you think we’ll need?’ Moira asked. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
   T he offices Gregory Gardiner leased were located on Main Street in the historic town of Concord, twenty-one miles west of central Boston. The accountancy practice took up the upper floor of a renovated two-storey building whose modesty was totally consistent with the practice’s clientele of small local businesses. The ground floor was a retail space housing a commercial establishment. Moira and Shea left Boston about nine o’clock and arrived at Gardiner’s office thirty-five minutes later. Moira had been phoning Jamie Carmichael at various intervals over the preceding evening and that morning without success. The door at the side of the retail unit bore a simple brass plaque, ‘Gregory Gardiner CPA’. It led to a small hallway with a set of wooden stairs on the right. At the top of the stairs was a door with an opaque glass panel on which the same legend as the door below had been stencilled. Moira used one of the keys to open the door and she and Shea entered the suite of offices. 
 
    The space directly inside the door was obviously Carmichael’s domain. A circular desk on which a computer and office telephone sat was directly facing the door. Behind the desk were several filing cabinets and to the side of the cabinets was a table on which there was a relatively new office LaserJet printer. There was a door to the right of the desk and another to the left. Shea immediately went to the right but found the door locked. Moira fiddled with the bunch of keys until she located the right one and opened the door. Gregory Gardiner’s office was consistent with the character of the man. It gave the impression of order and solidity. The space was tidy to a fault. A large wooden desk on which there was an Apple desktop computer, one generation old, dominated the room. A family photograph in a silver frame stood beside the computer. An ergonomic office chair was behind the desk and two wooden visitors’ chairs with leather-covered seats were located on the door side of the desk. The rest of the expansive office was taken up with filing cabinets. Moira moved behind the desk and switched the computer on. It warmed up slowly.  
 
    Shea was checking the filing cabinets, but they were all securely locked. He joined Moira in front of the computer. ‘The filing cabinets all have electronic keypads on them. We’ll need to find the codes to get inside.’ 
 
    A small box had appeared on the computer screen asking for the username and password. Moira typed in ‘Gardiner’ in the user name box and ‘Jean’ as password. The box shivered and the message ‘Invalid username or password’ appeared. ‘I could be at this all day and I wouldn’t find the password. We may have a second job for your young Cambodian friend.’ There was only one possible shortcut. She took out her mobile phone and called Carmichael’s number again. No answer and no messaging service. She was getting pissed off with Jamie Carmichael. ‘Check the desk. We need to get the code for the filing cabinets, otherwise we’re going to be obliged to do a bit of breaking and entering. I assume one of your friends from Devens would supply us with a suitable contact.’ 
 
    Shea smiled. ‘I learned some skills in that direction myself, but they may be of a more brutal nature.’ 
 
    Moira went back into the secretary’s office and tried the door on the left of the desk. It opened easily. She entered and found herself in what passed for a conference room. The room was large, taking up more than half the space of the upper floor, and dominated by a sizeable table and eight chairs. A small kitchen with tea and coffee making facilities and a washing-up sink was in one corner of the room beside a door with ‘Toilet’ stencilled on it in black letters. She opened the cupboards under the sink and saw that they contained cups, saucers and small plates. Several packets of cookies were on one side. There was nothing to learn by searching.  
 
    ‘Ricky’s on his way.’ Shea was already in Carmichael’s office when Moira re-entered. ‘He’ll be here in about half an hour. He’s got some kind of gizmo that might work on the keypads. By the look of things we’ll be here for the day.’ 
 
    ‘There’s nothing to see in there, it’s just a conference room.’ Moira sat behind Carmichael’s desk and tried the drawers. They were empty. There wasn’t so much as a paperclip left behind. There was also nothing on the desk. There is no secretary alive that doesn’t have a physical diary somewhere on his or her desk, she thought. Electronic diaries are all right, but when you’re on the phone the old paper version open in front of you does the job more efficiently. She was worried that there was no sign at all here of Carmichael. The woman could have been a ghost for all she’d left behind. ‘I’m going to check the shop downstairs. Will you see if anything in this bloody place is open? You’d swear these people worked in Fort Knox.’ 
 
    ‘That’s just Greg. He always did take the client confidentiality bit to the extreme.’ Shea watched Moira drop her satchel and head back down the stairs. He hadn’t felt so alive since the day they’d taken him in handcuffs out of the offices in central Boston that housed the Prometheus hedge fund – he had deliberately named the fund after the Titan from Greek mythology who was mankind’s greatest benefactor. 
 
    Shea had no idea what Greg had gotten himself mixed up in, but he was sure of one thing: Gregory Gardiner is probably dead. Another thing he knew for certain was that Moira was one smart cookie. He smiled to himself. She’d called the investigation a fool’s errand. Perhaps she was right. Why had he started the whole ball of wax in the first place? It was evident to him that Greg had moved out of his comfort zone somehow and gotten himself killed. They were not going to be able to reunite Jean with her husband because he was most likely holding up a new section of turnpike or encased in someone’s foundations. He was uncomfortable with the idea of giving Jean hope. She deserved better than that, especially from him. Jean had stood by him when the rats were deserting the sinking ship that was Frank Shea. So what the hell was he up to? Why was he fucking around with all these people when he already knew the result? 
 
    Boredom. He was born to trade and when they took away his business and forbade him to play the financial markets again they’d taken away his life. In Devens, he’d built a whole new persona, but he hadn’t managed to change the part that counted, his need to be constantly challenged. He’d been offered a job teaching on the MIT MBA programme, but he wasn’t a Brendan Guilfoyle. When he first heard about Moira, he got the feeling that she was a fellow traveller, another restless soul. Now he knew he’d been right. Her resistance to the investigation into Greg’s disappearance had been a sham. From the moment he mentioned the possibility, he had seen a different light shining in her green eyes. He recognised that light. When he ran Prometheus, he’d seen it every day when he looked in the mirror. 
 
    Moira closed the front door of the office and looked in through the window of the commercial unit. The produce on sale was a mishmash of crystals, figures of Buddha, copper singing bowls, pan pipes and other assorted bric-a-brac. She walked into the store.  
 
    ‘Hi.’ The woman behind the desk at the side of the store stood up and smiled. It was a first-customer-of-the-day smile. ‘What can I do for you today?’ 
 
    Moira smiled back. The woman reminded her of her own mother. A maze of grey hair flowed from her head and across her shoulders. A colourful native Indian skirt hid her rotund figure and her face was chubby and open. She was sallow skinned and very beautiful and would have been more so forty years ago. She had the air of being one of America’s last flower children; a carryover from Woodstock and the Summer of Love. A tag on the left side of her shirt just above her breast said ‘Faith’. Moira wasn’t sure whether it was her name or her motto. 
 
    ‘Hi, Faith, I’m looking for your neighbours upstairs. There doesn’t seem to be anyone around.’ 
 
    The smile faded from Faith’s face. Moira was a no sale. ‘Yeah, I noticed that the traffic had died off. There was a time when people were goin’ up and down those stairs like it was an escalator.’ 
 
    ‘Do you know Jamie Carmichael, the secretary?’ 
 
    ‘You mean the tall black lady?’ 
 
    Moira had no idea of the ethnicity of Carmichael but she decided to take a chance. ‘Yes, the tall black lady.’ 
 
    Faith thought for a moment. ‘I haven’t seen her in maybe two weeks. The last time I saw her, she was parked right in front of the store. She wasn’t supposed to do that on account of the fire hydrant. She brought down a large cardboard box and put it in the trunk. Then she drove off. Yeah, I ain’t seen her since then. You with the police or somethin’?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ Moira gave her most engaging smile. The last thing she wanted was to explain what they were doing to the Concord police. ‘I’m working for Mrs Gardiner. Her husband’s ill and she’s decided to close the office for a while. We’re just helping get things in shape.’ 
 
    Faith frowned. ‘He’s a nice man. I sure hope that he’s better soon.’ 
 
    ‘And I really wish I could buy some of these beautiful things that you’re selling, but we’re really quite busy. I’ll try to come back when I’ve got more time.’ 
 
    They both laughed. 
 
    ‘It doesn’t matter,’ Faith said. ‘I enjoyed the company.’ 
 
    ‘So did I.’ Moira left the shop. It looked likely that Carmichael had already decamped. The question was why? Finding Carmichael had suddenly moved up the priority list.  
 
    ‘No sign of our skinny friend?’ she asked as soon as she returned to the office. 
 
    Shea was sitting in Carmichael’s chair, which he had tilted back. His feet were on her desk. He glanced at his watch. ‘He’ll be at least another fifteen minutes. I cleared Greg’s desk – pens, pencils, bottles of ink – nothing of any consequence. Totally fits the profile of the man.’ He dropped his feet from the desk and flicked the chair forward. ‘There’s nothing we can do here. Let’s get a coffee and you can tell me what you found out below that has accentuated your frown lines.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
   W hen they returned to the office fifteen minutes later, Ricky Sin was outside sitting side-saddle on an expensive-looking motorcycle. 
 
    ‘Nice Harley.’ Shea stood back to take the view of the bike in. ‘A fat boy if I’m not mistaken.’ 
 
    Ricky stood up and slipped a messenger bag over his head. He handed the bag to Moira. ‘First, here’s the stuff you asked me for last night.’ He turned to Shea. ‘I didn’t have you pegged as a motorcycle dude.’  
 
    ‘I had my Harley phase. Used to ride a Sportster 880.’ The two men high-fived. 
 
    ‘Now that you guys have bonded, can we get on with business?’ Moira tossed the strap of the bag over her shoulder and started unlocking the door of the office. 
 
    ‘I’ve been on the clock since I left Boston.’ Ricky locked the bike and ascended the stairs behind Moira and Shea.  
 
    ‘In there.’ Moira pointed at Gardiner’s office as soon as they had entered the outer office. ‘Open the computer, and Shea says you have some sort of gadget that can open the keypads on the filing cabinets?’ Ricky just smiled. ‘When you’re finished in there, open this computer.’ 
 
    Ricky mimicked a bossy schoolteacher as he made his way into Gardiner’s office.  
 
    ‘So what can I do?’ Shea asked. 
 
    Moira smiled. ‘As soon as he opens the filing cabinets, I can just imagine the endless hours of pleasure you’re going to have examining all those files.’ 
 
    ‘And what will you be doing?’ Shea asked. 
 
    Moira held up the bag. ‘Let’s see how good Ricky really is?’ She sat behind the desk and removed a sheaf of paper from the bag. The first page had a small plastic bag stapled to it containing a USB that Moira assumed held digital versions of the paper files. She flicked through the pages. At first glance, Ricky had certainly lived up to his billing. The majority of the files were from the Internal Revenue Service and Social Security. There was every tax filing made by the Gardiners and by the business that Gregory managed. They would need to be analysed in detail, but a cursory examination showed that the Gardiners were punctilious about their filings. A second set of documents had the headings of various government departments on them. Again, Moira would have to examine them in detail.  
 
    ‘I’m in,’ Ricky shouted from Gardiner’s office. 
 
    Moira left the papers on Carmichael’s desk and went to join Ricky. It had taken him less than ten minutes to break the codes. She wondered what kind of data was safe from these young hackers. She already knew the answer, none.  
 
    Ricky handed her a sheet of paper. ‘I’ve written the username and password on here. I can change it if you like.’ 
 
    ‘No.’ She took the paper from him. ‘It’s best if we leave it. Do you have any more USBs?’ 
 
    Ricky fished in his jeans pocket and took out a handful. ‘Never go anywhere without them. What do you want them for?’ 
 
    ‘I want to download the contents of the computer.’ 
 
    ‘You’d need too many USBs.’ Ricky’s fingers flew over the keyboard. ‘I’m opening an account with my cloud server for you. Now I’ll back-up the computer into that cloud and you can access it at any time. I’ll do the same for the secretary’s computer. I’m printing out a set of instructions for accessing your cloud account.’ 
 
    Shea smiled. ‘Uncle Mak would be proud.’ 
 
    Ricky stood up and motioned for Moira to take his place. ‘The secretary’s computer and the filing cabinet locks, so I gotta hurry, the restaurant opens at noon.’ 
 
    ‘You really work there?’ Moira asked. 
 
    Ricky was already moving towards Carmichael’s office. ‘I need to have a life the police and the IRS can look into. Otherwise I’m a potential drug dealer. I gotta have some way to explain the Harley.’  
 
    ‘Open their e-mail accounts before you go. You can do that, I suppose.’ 
 
    Ricky smiled, then he was gone. 
 
    Moira sat down at the desk and looked at the home screen. Gardiner had used a picture of the family on vacation as his screen saver. The backdrop was a restaurant and the Gardiner family looked tanned and happy. It was the kind of screen saver that would brighten up a winter’s day with the snow piled up on the Concord streets. There were more than forty folders lined up neatly on the screen. From their names, Moira deduced that most were associated with clients. Each folder would have to be examined. Her attention was drawn to a folder named ‘Personal’. She double-clicked the icon and found sub-folders relating to the family members, photos and correspondence. She started with the folder marked ‘Gregory’.  
 
    It took Ricky less than five minutes to hack Jamie Carmichael’s username and password. He wrote them on a Post-it note that he stuck on the computer screen. He had called his Uncle Mak at dawn and learned that Shea was kosher. The guy was the real deal and loaded with money. His uncle suggested that he not try to swindle Shea. He didn’t say why. 
 
    Ricky moved on to the keypads. He retrieved his bag and removed a small faceplate connected to a keypad readout that he had purchased from another hacker on the darknet for the princely sum of one hundred and fifty dollars. There were four filing cabinets in the main office and each one took less than three minutes to open. Moira and Shea watched as Ricky clipped the faceplate to the keypad and switched the second part of the apparatus on. Numbers danced across the display in Ricky’s right hand until eventually they stopped and the code was displayed. 
 
    ‘How the hell does that thing work?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘No idea.’ Ricky quickly moved to the next filing cabinet and repeated the process. 
 
    Moira looked at Shea. ‘OK, Frank, this is where you earn your keep. Dig out the files from those cabinets and find the one that led to Gardiner’s disappearance.’ 
 
    Ricky opened the last filing cabinet. ‘I’m outta here. I’ll be in touch.’ He disappeared like a whiff of smoke. 
 
    Moira watched the way Shea was looking at the open filing cabinets. ‘Something wrong?’  
 
    ‘There have got to be hundreds, maybe even a thousand hanging files here. I have to go through every one of them?’ 
 
    ‘Welcome to the wonderful world of investigation. My old boss in Belfast had a motto for police work – plod, plod, plod. You’re about to find out that Sherlock Holmes was a fictional character. Crimes are more often solved by hard work and sweat than by inspiration. That means you use that fantastic financial brain of yours to sift through all those files and pinpoint the one or ones that we need to follow up. I don’t care if it takes you one hour or one week to examine them and find our focus. Gardiner was involved in something that got him disappeared, or maybe even killed. We need to find out what that something was. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
   M oira flopped down into an easy chair in the apartment she shared with Brendan. It was a cut above what she had been used to in Belfast. The open-plan living/dining room was ultra-modern with stained wood flooring and a fireplace that would have looked at home in an English country house. The kitchen was state of the art and an open wooden staircase led from the living room to the two bedrooms and bathrooms above. The city of Cambridge, which was in reality a suburb of Boston, was at one time the reserve of professors, lecturers and employees of the two great universities located there. That was then. Times had changed and the choicest properties had already been bought up by people in the financial investment sectors or by technology entrepreneurs. The upshot of the increase in house prices was that young professors could no longer afford to live in Cambridge. Brendan’s family had suggested that they extend him a loan to buy a property but at that time a Harvard-controlled apartment became available and Brendan jumped on it. 
 
    Moira had made herself a gin and tonic. She felt she deserved it. She had spent the day ploughing through files on both Gardiner’s and Carmichael’s computers. Her eyes were red-rimmed and sore. Before she left Shea at Gardiner’s office reading the paper files, she had insisted that everything be put back exactly as they had found it. There was probably still an open police investigation in Miami and she was aware that she and Shea could be accused of tampering with evidence. She doubted that the investigation was currently active, but she knew that if they turned up new evidence they would be obliged to inform Miami PD and get the hell out of their way. 
 
    It was six-thirty. Brendan was at a lecture being given by a visiting academic and wouldn’t be home for another hour or so. She realised that she hadn’t thought of him all day. In fact, she hadn’t noticed the time flying by while she scoured the computer for the smallest detail that could lead to finding out what happened to Gregory Gardiner. More than two thousand people go missing every day in the US, which meant that more than thirty thousand people had gone missing since Gardiner had vanished. It would be of some comfort to Jean Gardiner and her children that most of the missing turn up at some point. But a relatively large number of missing people stay just that – missing. Moira hadn’t come across any leads from her examination of the two computers at the office. There were no suspicious emails from either a client or a lover. In fact, both Gardiner and his secretary appeared to be squeaky clean. The search for a clue to explain Gardiner’s disappearance was beginning to feel like looking for a needle in a haystack. The office computers were awash with information but none of it seemed to lead anywhere. 
 
    And then there was Jamie Carmichael. There was not one piece of personal information on her computer, no personal emails, no photos, no music, nothing. Moira had called Jean to enquire whether she had a photo of Carmichael. She hadn’t. She had gone online to search for a phone number for Carmichael but hadn’t found one. Then she emailed Ricky Sin and added Jamie Carmichael to his list. 
 
    They had been on the case for almost two days and had come up with zilch. She lay back and closed her eyes. She wondered what her old boss back in Belfast would do. She smiled when she thought of the answer – plod, plod, plod. There were a couple of hundred sheets of paper in the bag that Ricky had given her that needed to be examined. She was thinking about the impact on her tired eyes when she drifted off to sleep. 
 
    Brendan looked at the sleeping figure on the couch. He brought the bag of goodies he had picked up at the House of Chang into the kitchen. The dim sum would have to wait. He loved Frank Shea like a brother, but he wished he hadn’t dragged Moira into helping him search for Gardiner. The most logical step for Frank would have been to hire the top detective agency in Boston, but the little boy in Frank had surfaced and wanted to try his hand at investigating. A bored Frank Shea was a very dangerous creature. When Frank was incarcerated, Brendan wondered how he was going to survive the monotony of prison. The answer was by turning into a different man. Frank had gone on a fitness kick and his weight dropped spectacularly. He earned a black belt in judo and learned to play the piano. There were probably other accomplishments that Brendan wasn’t aware of. Now he wanted to be a fucking detective. That didn’t bother Brendan, but involving Moira did. Brendan had consulted on a number of disappearance cases and they generally ended badly. It seemed there was nothing in Gardiner’s personal life that indicated a desire to disappear. But in his experience people are by far the most complex creatures on the planet and their motivations vary from minute to minute. Brendan used a case study in his lectures on a pastor who murdered one of his parishioners, dressed the man like himself and burned down his church with the man inside. Like Gardiner, the pastor was a model citizen until he decided to kill ‘himself’ and start a new life. Moira stirred and Brendan held her hand as she slowly came awake.  
 
    ‘Tough day?’ Brendan kissed her lightly on the lips. 
 
    She smiled and sat up. ‘You could say that.’ 
 
    He saw the empty glass on the coffee table beside her. ‘Making any progress?’ 
 
    She gave him a quick rundown on her day. 
 
    ‘If you were back in Belfast, what would you think?’  
 
    ‘It’s not comparable. In Belfast I was a member of a team, which was part of an organisation with significant resources. Here, it’s me and Shea tricking around with our new friend Ricky. Gardiner’s been missing for almost three weeks now and a major police department is already looking at a cold case, probably waiting on serendipity to deposit a clue in their laps.’ 
 
    He held her hand. ‘So why don’t you drop it?’ 
 
    She looked into his dark eyes. There was pleading there. It would be so easy to say, OK, I’ll drop it. All she had to do was pick up the phone and tell Shea that he’d have to find another idiot to play detective with. She would have liked to have time to make up a score sheet with the pros and cons. ‘I can’t drop it. There’s a family out there that goes to bed each night praying that the next morning their husband or father will be sitting at the breakfast table drinking his coffee as usual. They need an answer. Maybe Shea and I won’t be able to give them one, but at least we can try.’ She held his hand tight. ‘I know this is difficult for you. We could have sat here and played happy families, but it would have been false. This is what I do. And I am bloody good at it. You love teaching. Think about waking up one day and there’s no more teaching. How would you feel?’ The answer was in his face. ‘This isn’t about female identity or assertiveness. It’s about who I am. And I’m not someone sitting at the back of a lecture theatre trying to be someone I’m not.’ 
 
    ‘I love you so bloody much, but I hate your ability to go straight to the point. It makes me feel like a shit, primarily for taking you away from the job you loved at home and secondly for trying to stop you from doing something you care about here.’ He held her. ‘I’m sorry.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be. I love you, but there’s a part of me that I can’t deny. It’s as simple and as complicated as that. You’re this high powered psychologist, you should be able to understand.’ 
 
    ‘OK, from now on it’s you, Frank, Ricky and me. I want to be part of the investigation.’ 
 
    She smiled. ‘So we’ve gone from the Three Stooges to the Four Musketeers.’ They stood up and faced each other. ‘I hope that smell coming from the kitchen is Chinese food. I’m ravenous. Let’s open a bottle of wine and eat. Then I think we’re due an early night.’  
 
    He kissed her hard on the lips and made for the kitchen. 
 
    She watched his back disappear through the door. He was too good for her. Sometimes she wished she hadn’t gone to the bar that night in Belfast when they first met. But it was what it was. 
 
    Meanwhile there was a tall black woman out there who was their only hope of a lead. The problem was Moira wouldn’t recognise Carmichael if she stood in front of her. She picked up her mobile phone and texted Ricky. 
 
     


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER SIXTEEN  
 
      
 
      
 
   A s Moira tucked in to the dim sum in Cambridge, Jamie Carmichael sat in a motel just south of Charlotte, South Carolina. She had spent the day lying on her bed intermittently crying and sleeping. How had she ended up in a shithole like this? She’d been on the run for two weeks without knowing why the fuck she was on the run in the first place. Something inside the amygdala, the oldest part of the brain which governs the fight or flight response, told her that it was a good time to get her black ass out of Boston. She’d packed up her shit from the office, closed up her accounts on Facebook and Instagram, and got herself out of town. If she’d had a passport, she would have headed for Israel to seek asylum as a Beta Jew. The fact that she wasn’t even Ethiopian or Jewish might have been an impediment to her plan, but she was looking for some kind of safe sanctuary and the Israelis never allowed a Jew to be fucked over. Her boss had disappeared, and where she came from people who disappeared did so for a reason. She’d held the fort for a few days awaiting his return, but the Skype call with two detectives from Miami PD had thrown a scare into her. You didn’t need to be a genius to read between the lines of the conversation. They didn’t think that her boss was coming back. Gregory Gardiner was a big boy who looked like he could take care of himself. But when he didn’t show up after two weeks, she had the distinct feeling he wasn’t going to show up at all. She had no idea what the stupid fucker had got himself mixed up in but she sure as hell wasn’t going to be collateral damage. She had been zigzagging south, staying in fleapits for the past ten days. She’d been trying to work on a plan that might keep her alive but since she had no idea who her boss had pissed off, she didn’t have a clear definition of a safe haven. 
 
    Her eyes fell on the tiny USB on the gold chain round her neck. Greg had given her the USB in case anything happened to him. She knew she should have given it to the Miami cops, but she didn’t like the look of the guy on the screen. The questions he asked were crafty. Like he was only interested in what she knew about what Greg might have been up to. Maybe she was just being paranoid. She held up the USB and looked at it. This little mother is either goin’ to get me killed or is goin’ to save my life, she thought. She had no idea what was on it, but if Greg had been disappeared because of the contents then the same could happen to her. 
 
    She was hungrier than a bear waking up after six months’ hibernation. But the sun had gone down and there was no way she was leaving her room after dark. The previous night she’d been kept awake by the constant conversation connected with drug deals taking place directly outside her window. A cursory search of the room had turned up both used and unused condoms under the mattress. The cleaning staff must have been dragged in off the street. She’d blow this dump tomorrow and head for the coast. She needed to check the Internet to see whether Greg had turned up. All this flying around trying to avoid ‘the man’ might be just something inside her head. Why should she be so scared? She knew nothing. At least, she knew nothing that would be of any use to the police. But would the people who had disappeared her boss believe that she knew nothing? She’d been brought up in the projects and she knew that those kinds of people shot first and asked question afterwards. 
 
    She checked her pocketbook. There was five hundred left of the two thousand dollars she’d taken from the bank in Boston. Sooner or later she was going to have to hit an ATM and that would leave a trace. The other option was to go back to Boston and give the finger to whoever might be after her. She laughed out loud at the prospect. To think she had taken the job as Greg Gardiner’s secretary because it was such a non-descript little office. The pay was good and there was little or no work. Greg never hit on her, although some of his clients often invited her out. But hell, what had looked like the safest job in Boston had sure turned to bite her. The noise of the drug dealers outside her window was already drowning the buzzing of the fly trying to escape the heat of her room. Tomorrow she would head for the coast, maybe Fort Myers. She could lose herself among the tourists. But sooner or later she was going to have to stick that card in an ATM and when she did a red light was going to blink somewhere. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
   T he text from Ricky was short and sweet: an address on Queensberry Street and an apartment number. Shea picked up Moira at Brendan’s apartment in Cambridge.  
 
    ‘You look like I feel,’ she said as she took the passenger seat in Shea’s car. 
 
    He slipped the car into gear and drove away. ‘Do you have any idea how many files I had to go through? Jesus, I had no idea that being a small business accountant could be so goddamned boring. The entrepreneurial spirit sure isn’t dead in America. Every mom and pop has a stupid idea that they think they can turn into a business.’ 
 
    ‘And you found?’ 
 
    ‘Absolutely nothing. I finished at two this morning and I hadn’t made a single note to follow up on.’ 
 
    ‘I was hoping that wouldn’t be the case.’ 
 
    ‘I cannot believe that Greg got himself disappeared for something in those files.’ 
 
    ‘Did you manage to get any sleep?’ 
 
    ‘Not really. I kept trying to think up some reason why a baker in Concord or a shoe shop owner in Cambridge might want to kill his or her accountant other than the fact that Greg might have bored them to death with letter after letter requiring useless financial information.’ Shea descended into silence. 
 
    Moira had been there. Hundreds of hours spent following up leads that went nowhere. Motivation draining away with the speed of rainwater running down a sluice. Shea was like every other neophyte to investigation. He wanted to flip open the first file and be presented with the reason for Gardiner’s disappearance. Little did he realise that it might take months, even years, of diligent police work to elicit the lead that cracks the case. Moira had committed to one month knowing that within that period they might accomplish nothing. Shea had a brilliant mind, but he had come from an industry where decisions and information moved in nano-seconds. It was light years away from police work. 
 
    They drove in silence to the address Ricky had located for Jamie Carmichael. Queensberry Street had a leafy suburban feel although it was only a stone’s throw from Fenway Park. Most of street was designated as resident permit parking only, but Shea eventually found a space in an off-road parking garage. The address on Ricky’s text was almost across the street from the garage. It was a fine four-storey-over-basement brick apartment building. There was a sturdy-looking front door at the centre of the building and gates on either side of the small front garden led to what were most likely the basement apartments. Shea and Moira walked purposefully to the front door and pushed it open. They entered a small hall with letterboxes appended to the wall on the right and an inner glass door facing them. Shea removed a set of keys from his pocket, carefully selected one and slipped it into the lock. The key turned and they heard the click of the lock opening. He pushed the door open and stood aside to permit Moira to enter before him.  
 
    She looked at him as she passed.  
 
    ‘First year, Devens College, Burglary 101,’ he said. 
 
    There was a lift just inside the glass door and a stairway to the right. They chose the stairs. Carmichael’s apartment was number four on the first floor. Shea smiled when he saw the locks. He was taking out his keys when Moira stopped him. 
 
    ‘Let’s check if there’s someone home first.’ She knocked sharply on the door. They waited in silence for a few moments. Moira knocked again. ‘OK, now it’s your turn.’ 
 
    Shea chose a key and put it on the bottom lock. The key turned and the lock opened. He chose a second key from the bunch and tried the top lock. The door opened and they entered Carmichael’s apartment.  
 
    Moira had taken the precaution of buying a small box of surgical gloves in a pharmacy and she handed a pair to Shea before putting some on herself. Carmichael hadn’t been to Concord in two weeks and although there wasn’t the tell-tale strong odour of decaying flesh, there was always the possibility that she might be dead. In any case, they had already committed a felony by breaking and entering, so it was best not to leave any evidence of their presence. Moira, as a former police officer, knew very well though that a clean entry and exit was virtually impossible without the use of the ubiquitous plastic jumpsuit. 
 
    The apartment was small but adequate for a single person. They were in the living room, which contained a couch and coffee table in front of a forty-inch TV on the wall. On one side of the room was a small desk and chair, with a laptop computer on the desk. There were two modern prints on the walls. They looked like the kind of pictures that could be bought in a Scandinavian home furnishings shop for a couple of dollars, but they gave the room a lived-in feel. 
 
    Moira motioned to Shea to examine the desk. She noticed a small eat-in kitchen just off the living room but headed for the door leading to the rear of the apartment. The bedroom and the bathroom were situated off a small corridor. The bed was covered with a colourful duvet and everything was neat and tidy. Carmichael was certainly not a slob. People who are tidy in their surrounding also tend to be logical thinkers. She opened the wardrobe and examined the clothes arranged neatly on hangers. She looked for signs of quick flight but found none. She opened Carmichael’s underwear drawers. They were no more disturbed than the rest of her clothes, but Moira was sure that there was some underwear missing. Her search for a suitcase was unsuccessful, but an examination of a bedside locker produced a couple of paperback novels and a packet of photographs. Moira scanned through the photos. They were mainly family photos and since she didn’t know what Jamie Carmichael looked like she slipped the photos into her messenger bag to examine in detail later. She moved on to the bathroom. The toiletries were arranged neatly on a shelf above the washbasin and everything seemed to be in place. At least the apartment didn’t look like the Mary Celeste. Carmichael had neither cleared the place out nor left in a panic. Moira returned to the living room and saw Shea standing with Carmichael’s laptop under his arm. 
 
    ‘Looks like Carmichael is a dead end.’ The tone of Shea’s voice couldn’t hide his disappointment.  
 
    ‘We need to get that laptop to Ricky as soon as possible.’ 
 
    ‘I already called him. He’ll meet us in the parking garage.’ 
 
    Moira looked at Shea’s hands to ensure that he was still wearing the surgical gloves. ‘We need to get out of here. The worst thing that could happen right now would be for one of the neighbours to get suspicious.’ She started immediately for the apartment door, opened it slowly and then slipped out quietly. Shea followed her onto the landing. They descended the stairs and were heading for the front door when a young man and woman entered the hall and made for the glass door. The young woman had a small baby in a sling across her chest. ‘You don’t stop,’ Moira said in a low voice. ‘I’ll distract them.’ 
 
    They permitted the couple to open the door with their key and as soon as they entered Moira dropped her head and concentrated on the baby. ‘What a beautiful baby.’ She kept her eyes on the small face protruding from the sling. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ the young mother said. 
 
    Shea slipped out ahead of Moira, and the couple didn’t give him a second glance. He noticed that Moira and the couple were concentrating their gaze on her child. ‘Beautiful,’ Moira turned quickly and exited before the door closed. She was sure that if required neither of the new parents would be able to identify either her or Shea. 
 
    Moira would have preferred to have the time to carry out a detailed examination of the apartment – after all, she was used to working with a team of forensics people. Her cursory exploration led her to conclude that Carmichael wasn’t just out shopping when they called, she was gone. Carmichael might just be an innocent in Gardiner’s disappearance or she might be the reason behind it. The apartment didn’t have a permanent look, it was a stop over from somewhere to somewhere else. Maybe she had been freaked out by the disappearance of her boss, but she had waited some time before leaving. That meant that the danger she felt was not immediate but had become apparent as Gardiner’s disappearance continued. 
 
    ‘We’re stymied, aren’t we?’ Shea said as they sat in the car in the parking garage.  
 
    ‘It’s still early days.’ She had been hired to investigate a disappearance not to be Shea’s cheerleader.  
 
    ‘The files were a bust and Jamie Carmichael is a bust. Where do we go from here?’ 
 
    Moira had a pretty good idea where they should go but was afraid they would start to intersect with the official investigation and that would not be a good idea. ‘I don’t suppose you have a good connection in Boston PD?’ 
 
    Shea smiled and nodded.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
   D etective Sergeant Michael O’Malley pushed open the door to the Bancroft restaurant at 15 Third Avenue in Burlington. O’Malley was part of the investigations team in District A-1 of Boston Police Department. The station at 40 Sudbury Street covered Downtown, Beacon Hill, Charlestown, Chinatown, North End, West End, Leather District, Bay Village and the Downtown Waterfront. It was not a beat for the faint-hearted. His area was a place where the expression ‘crime never takes a break’ was wholly appropriate. O’Malley was responding to one of those phone calls that make you ask ‘What the hell?’ He’d known Frank Shea forever. They were born in the same projects within two months of each other. They played in the same streets and attended the same school until Shea moved up to Saint Pauls(?). They’d still hung out together until Frank departed for MIT and O’Malley entered the police college. O’Malley had never really wanted to be a policeman, but it was part of his Irish heritage and his parents were always going on about the great job he could have in the police or the fire service. He had really wanted to be a teacher, but that ship had sailed the day he put on the blue serge uniform. So now, after more than fifteen years of silence, Shea has invited him for lunch, and at the Bancroft no less, just wait until Sally hears about this, he thought. 
 
    O’Malley walked into the main dining room and looked around. The Frank Shea that he remembered was a fat kid with a wild crop of curly black hair. There was no one resembling that kid in the dining room. He looked along the tables and saw a man who might have been a slimmed-down version of Shea sitting at a table with an attractive woman with the reddest hair he’d ever seen. When the man rose and smiled in his direction, he knew he’d found Shea. He walked forward and into Shea’s outstretched arms. 
 
    ‘I didn’t recognise you,’ O’Malley said holding Shea at arm’s-length. ‘Where did the fat kid with the curly hair go?’ 
 
    ‘I left him in Devens.’ 
 
    ‘The food was that bad?’ 
 
    ‘I learned how to work out.’ Shea turned to Moira. ‘This guy was the best basketball player in South Boston. Moira this is Michael O’Malley. Michael meet Moira McElvaney.’ 
 
    Moira extended her hand. ‘Pleased to meet you, Michael.’ Maybe she was getting better at divining people’s occupations, but she would have known Shea’s friend was a cop just by looking at him. O’Malley was a great bear of a man, well over six feet and with a girth to match. His head was like a bowling ball perched on his wide shoulders and there was an ugly scar across the left side of his face. She would not like to get into an argument with this man. 
 
    O’Malley took her hand. ‘It’s Mike. Is that accent for real? Are you really from the old country? And that hair.’ 
 
    Moira smiled. ‘It’s all real, Michael.’ 
 
    O’Malley sat at the table and picked up a menu. He opened it immediately and looked at the lunch options. 
 
    ‘I know,’ Shea said smiling. ‘Did we come here to eat or did we come here to talk?’ 
 
    O’Malley returned the smile. ‘On what I earn, meals at the Bancroft are few and far between.’ He turned to Moira. ‘And how did a nice girl like you fall into such bad company?’ 
 
    ‘Via Brendan Guilfoyle, I’m his partner,’ Moira replied. 
 
    O’Malley turned his gaze on Shea. ‘You still connected to that family? How is the old bastard?’ 
 
    ‘I see the old man from time to time.’ Patrick Guilfoyle had sometimes said that Shea was like a son to him, but he never once visited him in jail.  
 
    Moira could almost see the spark of electricity between the two men. It was apparent that they had opposing views on her partner’s father.  
 
    ‘First we eat,’ Shea said. ‘Then we talk.’ 
 
    ‘I’d drink to that,’ O’Malley said. ‘If I had something to drink.’ 
 
    Shea raised his hand and a waiter came to their table immediately. 
 
    An hour later O’Malley pushed away a plate that held no sign of the filet mignon that had graced it when it arrived in front of him. He noted that both his companions had confined their choices to the starters and the salad. It was their loss. ‘You guys must be out of your minds.’ He was commenting on the subject of the conversation over the meal and not on their choices for lunch. He turned to Moira. ‘And as a seasoned police officer you should have more sense. This is a case on the table of Miami PD. Leave it to the experts. If this guy Gardiner wants to be found, they’ll find him. If not, then forget about it. We still have posters back at the station about weathermen who haven’t been seen since the sixties. After all, this is one of the best countries in the world to go underground. On the other hand there are guys out there who are professionals in this business and, if you really want to find this guy, that’s the road you should take. I could give you some contacts.’  
 
    Moira could see the disappointment in Shea’s face. He was getting O’Malley’s message loud and clear and wasn’t liking what he was hearing.  
 
    ‘I’ve been down that road,’ Shea said without missing a beat. ‘I talked to a professional, but I got the impression that he was just after the money. We care. That’s our edge.’ 
 
    O’Malley stroked his chin and smiled. Frank had been the smartest kid on the block and had used those smarts to make a fortune. But he was naïve and, from what O’Malley had heard, that was what had landed him in Devens. ‘You think the guy’s dead, principally because he had a stable family life and a business that while not thriving provided him and his family with a good living. I gotta agree that it’s not the profile for a runner, so he probably has been murdered. So what are you really after? And what do you want from me?’ 
 
    Shea and Moira looked at each other. Neither was about to divulge the real reason they were on this particular search. ‘Gardiner might be dead.’ 
 
    ‘It sure looks that way,’ O’Malley interjected. 
 
    Moira pushed her plate aside. ‘But until the body is found, his family will never have closure. Frank is very fond of his cousin and her family and he wants them to know for once and for all what happened. You and I are coppers, and we don’t like open cases. Maybe we can’t find out what happened to Gardiner, but we can certainly try. Miami PD will no doubt keep the file open until they get a break, if they ever get a break, but it’s probably no longer a priority for them. They must have contacted Boston about the case though. Can you find out what they sent?’ 
 
    O’Malley looked at Shea. ‘You’re lookin’ good, Frank. Jail was good for you. The newspapers said you were smart to deal with the government. You got to keep most of your money. Why the fuck are you playing around now with something that could get you killed? Not only that but you could also get this pretty lady killed just for tagging along with you. If someone offed Gardiner, they did it nice and quiet and neat. It was professional. You turn over whatever rock they’re hiding under and the same could happen to you, to both of you.’ He stood up. ‘Thanks for the lunch. I suppose I owe you something out of friendship, so give me a call this evening.’ He produced a business card from his pocket and tossed it on the table in front of Shea. ‘In the meantime, think about what you may be getting yourselves into.’ 
 
    Neither Moira nor Shea spoke as they watched the big man in his cheap sports jacket turn and leave the restaurant. 
 
    Moira felt like a teacher had just slapped her on the hand. O’Malley was a colleague of sorts, and possibly a more experienced one than her, so the fact that he was looking into her motivation for joining Shea’s quest bothered her. She was already examining her motives and wasn’t happy with what she was coming up with. Running around like a crazy electron trying to create space where there was none was keeping her mind busy so that it wouldn’t concentrate on what was really happening in her life. She didn’t want to believe that she had made an error in following Brendan to America. For God’s sake, she loved the man and she wouldn’t be the first woman to give up what she really wanted to do to keep the love of her life. But did she really want to join that club? Would loving Brendan be enough to assuage the pain of giving up her previous life? The jury was definitely out on that one. Joining Shea’s quest kept her in a holding pattern where the real decision was somewhere in the future. 
 
    Shea watched O’Malley’s retreating back. The guy was a colossus at school and probably at college. He had been one of the bullies who held kids up against the wall for their lunch money. There had always been something solid about him. When Shea heard that he had become a cop, he wondered whether he would gravitate to the dark side as many police officers have done since the Earps ruled Tombstone. He had a sneaky feeling that O’Malley knew him better than he would have liked. ‘Where exactly does that leave us?’ he said after a gap of some minutes. 
 
    Moira picked up her glass of water and sipped. ‘We might just have been hit with a dose of realism and we’re both recoiling from the experience.’ 
 
    Shea called a waiter and asked for two coffees and the bill. ‘Does that mean we stop?’  
 
    ‘Maybe. It certainly means that we should have a deeper reflection on what the consequences might be of continuing. O’Malley is right. If Gardiner was mixed up in something that was serious enough for someone to disappear him, then that someone might not be too happy with a couple of amateurs with no backup sticking their noses in where they don’t belong. The police have huge resources and they get paid for taking exceptional risks.’ 
 
    ‘How much do you want?’ 
 
    Moira laughed. ‘Every problem can be solved by throwing money at it, is that your basic philosophy? I’m afraid establishing your own police force might be beyond even your financial capacity. I’m beginning to reflect on my motivation for joining you, but I’m also wondering about your motivation. Did you ever consider that Brendan might be right about you? Maybe you are like a shark and you need constant challenges. I hear you even treated prison as a challenge and totally reinvented yourself there.’ 
 
    The waiter deposited the coffee and the bill beside Shea. ‘Brendan is one hell of a psychologist. I like his analogy of me as a shark, and maybe it’s true. Look, I admit that I may have started out thinking about myself and what I needed, but now I see that closure for Jean and the kids is what’s really important.’ He sipped his coffee. ‘So, is it over?’ 
 
    She didn’t answer immediately. The goalposts had shifted subtly. They were now not just looking for Gregory Gardiner. They were trying to find out what happened to him in order to give closure to his wife and family. ‘Not yet, but if things get too hairy, and I tend to agree with O’Malley that things will get hairy, we have to have an exit strategy up our sleeve.’ 
 
    Shea tossed two bills on the plate containing the bill. ‘What kind of exit strategy do you have in mind?’  
 
    ‘The kind where we’re still in the land of the living.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
      
 
      
 
   A bout the time Moira and Shea were leaving the restaurant in Burlington, Jamie Carmichael was exiting the Coastal Grand Mall in Myrtle Beach. She had wakened that morning and decided that she was being stupid. A flash of inspiration had given her a strategy for staying alive. After all, what the hell was she running from? There was no point in behaving like a fugitive from justice. All she really needed was to lay low for a while. There were ample funds in her account so why not enjoy an extended vacation? As soon as it was light, she had quit the motel and taken a taxi to downtown Charlotte. She had breakfast in a small restaurant while she waited for the car rental office across the street to open at seven thirty. She rented a 2016 Malibu, threw her bag in the trunk and hit the road to the coast. It was vacation time! Four hours later, she was in Myrtle Beach. 
 
    She rambled through the mall, purchasing jeans, a few sports shirts and a new pair of trainers. Inside a cubicle in the ladies toilets, she removed her top and skirt and put them in one of her new bags. She took off her shoes and detached the wig from her head. She quickly changed into the new jeans and a shirt, and put on men’s socks and trainers. She left the cubicle and walked directly out the door to the mall. The person who exited the ladies toilet was to all intents and purposes a man. It was Jamie Carmichael as she had been born. 
 
    She dumped the bags into the trunk of the Malibu and drove to the Coral Beach Resort, where she checked in for one week paying with the credit card she had been afraid to use. If there was someone out there looking for Jamie Carmichael, a female secretary in Concord, they were going to be mighty disappointed when they ran into Jamie Carmichael the former male librarian from Memphis. She was never quite sure whether it was by chance or divine intervention that her mother had named her Jamie. 
 
    Jamie had exited the womb with all the attributes of a male. As far as she could remember, she was almost five when she started to feel more female than male. But it might have happened earlier. It was not cool in south Memphis to declare that you felt more female than male, so Jamie kept her sexuality to herself. In a house full of kids, she was never going to get away with wearing her sisters’ clothes, and she often wondered whether her siblings had any idea that there was a little girl hiding behind the male façade that she presented. She had to wait for more than twenty-five years to be the person that she had always wanted to be. For that she had to leave Memphis and start life all over again as a woman. There were no TV cameras following her around like Caitlyn Jenner. She wasn’t thinking of herself as a representative of all those black people with gender-confused issues. She was the same Jamie Carmichael but this one was female. 
 
    She always considered that life had dealt her a bad hand, but now, sitting in her hotel room, she knew that the ability to appear as a man might just turn out to be a life-saver. She thought about heading for the pool but laughed when she realised that she had brought neither a bikini nor swimming trunks. She had been experimenting with hormone replacement treatment over the past year and although her breasts were developing she could still just about get away with being a guy who has well-developed pecks. She switched on the TV and flicked through the channels, avoiding those portraying either fictitious or real murders. They were a little too close to the bone. Forty channels later, she turned the TV off. Her driver’s licence had passed as identification at the reception, even though the photograph made her look like a male member of the seventies’ band Earth, Wind & Fire. She laughed at the thought. Even when you’re running for your life there are a few light moments. She lay back on the bed. The confidence she had felt leaving Charlotte was dissipating fast. She was beginning to doubt that her vacation strategy would prove enough to keep her safe.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY 
 
      
 
      
 
   M oira and Shea went their separate ways after they left the restaurant. They were in one of those moments well known to police investigators and sailors: they were becalmed. They had covered the bases that they could and for the moment there was nothing else to do. Shea needed a good night’s rest so Moira sent him home. She then rode the subway to the Kendal/MIT station and alighted there more by accident than design. She remembered Wilson’s lessons. An investigation can die if momentum is not preserved. That’s why there are so many open cases sitting on the desks of police officers. If you’re not moving forward, then evidence is disappearing with every moment that passes and the case is going cold. She could already feel the temperature falling on the Gardiner investigation. Almost by accident she found herself outside the Landmark Theatre in Kendal Square. She had been there several times with Brendan and knew that she was sure to find something of interest on one of the eight screens it contained. She needed to clear her mind and escape all the thoughts relating to the investigation and also to her life. She looked at the list of movies showing and saw one entitled Don’t Think Twice. It seemed appropriate. She bought a ticket and looked forward to a couple of hours of brain candy. 
 
    Two and a half hours later, Moira stood outside the building housing Brendan’s apartment. She had been standing for several minutes looking at the building without feeling like entering. Maybe it would have been better for her to have stuck with the programme and turned down the opportunity to get involved in Frank Shea’s investigation. Sitting in the back row of a lecture theatre at Harvard wasn’t the worse kind of life and it was highly unlikely to get you killed. Finally, she made up her mind and went in. As soon as she entered the apartment, she smelled cooking, which meant that Brendan was already home.  
 
    ‘Hi.’ Brendan came into the living room with a large smile on his face and made straight for her. ‘I’ve been a bit of an asshole lately.’ He threw his arms round her and kissed her, then stepped back realising that his kiss hadn’t exactly been returned. ‘Bad day?’ He sat her down on the couch and sat beside her. She looked close to tears.  
 
    ‘I’m so bloody confused.’ She knew that her eyes were moist.  
 
    Brendan had expected something like this. He didn’t need to have studied psychology to understand that he might have similar feelings if he had decided to give up his job and go to another country where he was effectively an alien. Maybe he was asking too much of Moira. It had seemed like a good idea at the time, but neither of them had fully considered the wide range of consequences. Three months in and the adventure that was Boston and Harvard had begun to lose its gloss. There were issues of homesickness, but he was sure that the principal issue was one of loss of identity. Moira had a career that she loved and, while that career didn’t define her, it was a big part of her life. ‘How would you like to take a trip home for a few days?’ The words were out of his mouth before he could stop them. He realised how dangerous the offer he had just made was to their relationship. 
 
    Moira’s eyes brightened and she smiled. She knew the sacrifice he had been prepared to make and she loved him all the more for it. ‘I’d love to, but I’m not going to.’ She kissed him. ‘If I went back to Belfast, you’d probably need a couple of wild horses to drag me back here. I said I’d give Boston a year and that’s what I’ll do.’ 
 
    Relieved, he put his arm round her shoulder. ‘Now, tell me what happened today.’ 
 
    They sat close together while Moira related the day’s events. They were going nowhere fast. They had trawled through Gregory Gardiner’s personal and working life and found nothing. The secretary, Jamie Carmichael, had also disappeared, but Moira wasn’t sure whether it had anything to do with her boss’s disappearance. The lunch with O’Malley had shaken her. They had approached the search for the reason behind Gardiner’s disappearance like it was a game. But if Gardiner had been murdered, those responsible wouldn’t want his death to be investigated. And if they had murdered once, a second and a third corpse wouldn’t bother them. She stopped when she saw the look of concern on Brendan’s face.  
 
    ‘Did Frank look fazed by what O’Malley said?’ Brendan asked. 
 
    She thought about it for a moment. ‘Not really.’ 
 
    ‘Frank is an adrenaline junkie, so dropping a bit of danger into the mix won’t deter him. In fact, it could have the opposite effect. I don’t give a shit about Frank. He can take care of himself, but I’ve got used to having you there beside me when I wake up in the morning.’ 
 
    She smiled. ‘If that’s all you’d miss, then I’m easily replaced.’ 
 
    ‘Let’s be serious.’ Brendan held her by the shoulders. ‘This is not Northern Ireland. There are more than fifteen thousand homicides in the US every year. For God’s sake, most years there are more people shot by children in the US than are murdered in the whole of Europe. This is one of the most dangerous countries in the world, and you may be dealing with a lone criminal, a murderer or even an entire criminal enterprise. It reminds me of those old circus acts where the lion tamer puts his head in the lion’s mouth. Let it go.’ 
 
    ‘If we don’t make progress soon, then it may go on its own. Gardiner has been missing for going on three weeks. The trail is colder than a penguin standing in a blizzard at the North Pole. I doubt if Miami PD is still investigating, and if we don’t get a lead soon we might be forced to drop our investigation.’ What then? She didn’t want to go back to sitting in the back row of the lecture theatre, but her visa precluded her from working. The search for Gardiner might be a fool’s errand, but it at least meant she was doing something. And right now, doing something, even if it was going nowhere, beat the hell out of doing nothing. She looked into Brendan’s eyes. There was pleading there again. ‘I’ll be careful, I promise. At the first sign of trouble we’ll hand whatever we have over to the police. And you’ll be in the loop every step of the way.’ 
 
    ‘Do you think that’ll satisfy the adrenaline junkie?’ 
 
    She remembered the look on Shea’s face at the lunch with O’Malley. She was about to answer when she stopped herself. She didn’t want to spoil dinner. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
   F rank Shea climbed off the rowing machine in the gym at his condo. Sweat was coming from every pore and his heart was pumping. He had pushed himself harder than usual. Since he entered Devens as a fat boy and exited as a lithe fit specimen of manhood, he had become addicted to exercise. Besides the physical benefits of exercise, he valued the time spent in the gym for meditation. He sat with a towel round his neck and his head down. The lunch with O’Malley had had a profound effect on him. He had never for one moment thought that he was putting Moira in danger. In fact, he now considered himself naïve that he had never thought that finding out what happened to Greg Gardiner might end up by getting both Moira and him killed. He didn’t care that he might be in danger. He needed that buzz in his life. Some people found the buzz at the gambling tables while others found it at the track. He discovered his need for it the day he walked into the trading room at Morgan Stanley. There was nothing on Earth like the feeling of having several million dollars in a trade that could go either way. Some guys are born with a talent for baseball or basketball; he was born with a talent for taking risks and trading. The greater the risk, the more money there was on the line, the more he liked it. He had built a business worth many millions of dollars until the ‘scumbag’ gave his name to the Feds as an inside trader. That was the end of the business and the end of his ‘fix’. There would be no more trading or any involvement in the financial markets. He looked at the pool of sweat on the floor. What does a guy worth more than a hundred million dollars but without a job do with himself? He could have started a motor racing team and put his life on the line, but that wasn’t him. Instead, he had become a searcher, seeking to replicate the buzz he had felt in the trading room. 
 
    Perhaps he had always known that there was a possibility that the search for the cause of Greg’s disappearance might end badly, but he didn’t like the thought that he was putting someone else in danger, especially if that person was Moira McElvaney. He was beginning to see why Brendan was so cracked over her. She wasn’t only beautiful, she was feisty and intelligent as well. Forget about it. Moira and Brendan were an item. They loved one another and he loved both of them. He took the towel off his neck and headed for the shower at the end of the gym. He pulled off his wet sweatshirt and slipped out of his workout pants. He stood in the shower and hit himself with the cold water. What had started out as just another search for the elusive buzz was becoming something altogether more complicated. He switched the shower to lukewarm. He needed to get Moira out of his mind. He hadn’t made love to a woman in over three months. When he exited Devens, he had gone a bit crazy for sex. Most of it was of the uncomplicated paid-for variety. A hundred million dollars was one hell of a babe magnet. But the babes it attracted were the kind whose teeth were sharper than a great white. He put on a towelling robe and went into the living room. Justin had gone home and he was alone. He thought of Brendan and Moira sitting in their apartment across the river. He crossed to his bar, poured himself a shot of Midleton Very Rare 1985, and gazed out the picture window over Boston. There were numbers in his phone that he could call and he wouldn’t be lonely any more. He discarded the thought. 
 
    He was about to start making dinner when his phone started to spin and play the theme song from the Magnificent Seven. It was a message from Ricky. He picked the phone up and read, ‘Jamie Carmichael used her credit card in Charlotte and Myrtle Beach’. While the phone was still in his hand, it started to ring. The caller ID said it was Moira. He smiled before he answered. It wasn’t over until the fat lady sang, and that could be some way off. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
   T he sky was a brilliant blue as the Lear 31A banked to make its final approach to Grand Strand Airport just to the north of Myrtle Beach. Moira looked out the window at the blue waters of the Atlantic and wondered why the same water that looked so blue in South Carolina could look slate grey in Northern Ireland. She had woken at five o’clock in order to be at Lawrence Airport at six. Shea had whisked her aboard the Lear and they had taken off more or less immediately. It was travelling by plane as it should be. No check-in, no security screening, no waiting room, no final check of the boarding pass, just a short stroll to the plane parked directly in front of the terminal. As the pilot had completed his checks for take-off, the passengers sat back in their deep leather seats and tucked in to breakfast packs containing orange juice, fresh croissants and coffee. The flight from Boston to Myrtle Beach took about four and a half hours cruising at two hundred miles an hour ten thousand feet above the Atlantic coast. Experiences like this helped counteract Moira’s thoughts of an early return to Belfast.  
 
    ‘You really own this plane?’  
 
    Shea had already confirmed this fact several times, but Moira continued to ask the question. ‘I do.’ He had bought the Lear in a fire sale for just over one million dollars and had given it an eight hundred thousand dollar refit. It was leased to a private jet service company and produced a yield of six per cent per annum for him. And he had the use of it for the cost of the pilot and the fuel any time he needed it. The trip to Myrtle Beach would probably cost him three thousand dollars.  
 
    Moira felt like she had been caught up in a whirlwind. She had phoned Shea immediately after she received the text from Ricky and they had agreed to strike while the iron was hot. Carmichael might be in Myrtle Beach today, but she could be somewhere else tomorrow. Moira had heard the excitement in Shea’s voice as they made the arrangements. 
 
    It was just after half past ten when they walked out of the small airport terminal at Myrtle Beach. Shea picked up the rental car and punched the Coral Beach Resort into the GPS. Thirty minutes later they arrived in the parking lot of the hotel.  
 
    The receptionist at the Coral Beach had been selected for her blonde hair, her cherubic tanned face and her sunny disposition. Her ‘How can I help you?’ wasn’t so much a statement or a request as a plea. Refusing to allow her to help would have been the height of churlishness. Moira was almost bowled over by her enthusiastic friendliness, which typified the American people for her. 
 
    ‘Hi.’ Moira recovered from the blast of enthusiasm. ‘Can we speak with Jamie Carmichael please?’ 
 
    ‘Absolutely.’ The receptionist started to type on the computer and then picked up the phone. She dialled a number and turned her smiling face on Moira, who could hear the ringing tone on the other end. ‘I’m sorry, ma’am.’ The receptionist put down the phone. ‘It appears that Mr Carmichael is not in his room at the moment. Perhaps you could try the coffee shop or the pool.’ 
 
    Moira did a double-take. ‘I’m sorry but we’re looking for Miss Jamie Carmichael.’ 
 
    ‘Our guest has that name but he is certainly a gentleman. I checked him in myself yesterday.’ 
 
    ‘What!’ Shea interjected. He was a trifle pissed that they had travelled nine hundred miles for absolutely nothing. He made a mental note to wring Ricky’s neck when they got back to Boston. 
 
    The receptionist looked from Moira to Shea. The sunny disposition had disappeared. ‘Are you folks with the police?’ 
 
    Moira smiled her most beatific smile. ‘No, we heard that one of our friends, a Miss Jamie Carmichael, was in town and we just wanted to look her up.’ 
 
    The receptionist was still wary. There were two other people waiting for her attention. ‘Excuse me. I have other guests to deal with.’ As she departed, the smile returned to her face and she launched another enthusiastic ‘How can I help you?” at the next person in the line.  
 
    The Coral Bean Café was deserted and they chose a table by the window with a view over the beach and the blue water beyond.  
 
    ‘There’s something wrong here.’ Moira stirred a thin stream of milk into her coffee. She’d had the feeling that there was something off since she examined Carmichael’s apartment. She hadn’t known why, but it was there in the back of her mind. 
 
    ‘There most certainly is something wrong here. That fucking idiot Sin has put a two thousand mile round trip on us for nothing. I should make the SOB carry the cost. That would teach him a lesson.’ 
 
    ‘Ricky was working on the credit card.’ This was an aspect that Moira wasn’t completely happy with. Credit card companies tend to be litigious and they do not appreciate hackers. She hoped that their connection with Ricky wouldn’t land them in jail. ‘The name Jamie is unisex. So if a man managed to get his hand on a credit card with the name Jamie Carmichael on it, he would have no difficulty in passing it off as his own. So, let’s not put the blame on Ricky until we’ve worked out this situation.’ 
 
    ‘You think that our Miss Carmichael might be dead.’ 
 
    ‘If the person who checked in here and used her credit card to pay is a man, then I think she could very well be deceased.’ 
 
    ‘Holy shit!’ Shea was thinking about what O’Malley had said. They had discovered virtually nothing, but they might have already signed their own death warrants. ‘So, the guy in the room upstairs could be either the murderer or one of the murderers.’ 
 
    ‘That’s a possibility. I was watching the receptionist while she was dialling. She called nine four zero three. Let’s assume that the nine is the number that goes before dialling a room number and we can deduce that Jamie Carmichael is in room four zero three. Do you want to give it a try?’ She was thinking about Brendan’s metaphor of them putting their heads into the lion’s mouth. 
 
    Shea drained his coffee. ‘And if this Carmichael guy comes back while we’re upstairs?’ 
 
    Moira drained her cup. ‘We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
   T he fourth floor of the Coral Beach Resort was home to thirty-four rooms. Moira and Shea had made sure that the receptionist’s attention was elsewhere when they made their way to the elevators. The sign at the exit from the lift indicated that room four zero three was to the right. Near the end of the long carpeted corridor they passed a maid’s trolley stationed outside a room whose door was opened. 
 
    ‘Shit,’ Shea said loudly as he stood in front of the door of four zero three. ‘I left the key downstairs at the pool.’ 
 
    Moira was experienced at improvisation. ‘You really are a pain in the ass, Frank.’ Moira punched him playfully on the arm.  
 
    Shea went back along the corridor to the maid’s trolley. He could see that the maid had been watching their little drama. He pulled a twenty-dollar bill from his pocket. ‘You couldn’t help me out here, could you?’ He made sure she saw the money. ‘We’re on our honeymoon and, well, you know the way it is.’ 
 
    ‘Sure.’ The maid pocketed the money and walked with Shea to room four zero three and used her passkey to let them in. She smiled at them. ‘You sure do make a handsome couple. I hope you have a long and happy life together.’ 
 
    Moira smiled. ‘Thank you, we will have if I can train this big moose not to forget his head.’ She delivered another playful punch to Shea’s shoulder and he put his arm round her and ushered her into the room. 
 
    The maid turned and went back to work. She wished that God had given her a head of hair like that woman. It was so damn red it just couldn’t be real. 
 
    They entered the room and Moira was aware that Shea held her a little longer than was necessary. It might have been accidental, but she didn’t think that Shea did too many things by accident.  
 
    The room was a standard hotel room, small, long, narrow and rectangular. Straight ahead was a large floor-to-ceiling three-panelled window leading to a small balcony. There were two queen-sized beds with barely enough room to pass between them and the chest of drawers against the opposite wall. A twenty-four-inch flat-screen TV sat on the chest of drawers. The en-suite bathroom was directly inside the door, next to a cupboard for hanging clothes.  
 
    Moira looked for luggage. There was only a small weekend bag and several large shopping bags on the floor beside the bed. She opened the cupboard. ‘Take a look at this.’ She held the door wide for Shea. The clothes on the rails were unmistakeably female. There was a black wig on the shelf above the clothes. ‘Maybe our friendly receptionist needs an eye test.’ 
 
    Shea nodded. ‘Perhaps our trip hasn’t been in vain after all.’ 
 
    Moira continued to search the room. She found female underwear, some jeans and shirts that could be either male or female and toiletries that were essentially female. ‘It looks like Miss Carmichael could be mistaken for a man when she wears male clothes.’ 
 
    ‘OK, we know it’s our Jamie Carmichael. Now all we have to do is find her.’ 
 
    ‘Something is off here,’ Moira said taking another look around the room. ‘I don’t know what it is, but I got the same feeling in her apartment.’ 
 
    ‘We need to get out of here.’ Shea was getting increasingly nervous.  
 
    At that moment, someone could be heard singing outside the door. 
 
    ‘Too late.’ Moira pushed Shea into the bathroom and went back to the bed and sat down.’ 
 
    Jamie Carmichael was singing Jonas Blue’s version of ‘Fast Car’ when she slipped her key into the door of her room. She was finally feeling like she was on vacation. She had risen late after what was certainly her best night’s sleep since she went on the run. The Coral Beach beat the hell out of the cheap motels she’d been staying in. She had a leisurely breakfast downstairs in the Atlantis restaurant before taking a stroll along the beach. She contemplated buying a bathing costume of either gender, but since she was brought up in Memphis she wasn’t much for swimming and she sure as hell didn’t need a tan. She walked for an hour along the beach. It felt good to think that she had simply panicked. Maybe Greg had decided to change his life and run with some stripper bitch. Whatever the reason for his disappearance, it had nothing to do with her. She was still singing when the door closed behind her, but she stopped abruptly when she saw a Becky with flaming red hair sitting on the edge of her bed. ‘Oh fuck!’ She spun round, but her escape was blocked by some fuckin’ ninja looking like a young Harrison Ford.  
 
    ‘It’s OK.’ Moira could see that Carmichael was scared out of his mind. He looked to be in his mid-twenties and was very tall and slim, which seemed to emphasise his budding breasts. His hair was cut almost to the skin and his face was fine featured. She was beginning to understand the male and female clothing. As either a man or a woman Jamie Carmichael would be considered very handsome. 
 
    Carmichael turned. The redhead was standing with her hands spread. 
 
    ‘Everything is OK. We’re not here to hurt you. We’ve been engaged by Mrs Gardiner to look for her husband. All we want to do is talk to you. Please relax, everything is alright. My name is Moira McElvaney.’ 
 
    Carmichael tried to relax. The woman had some kind of funny accent like she was a foreigner. At least they hadn’t produced guns. Well, not yet. She moved back into the room. Maybe they were what they said, just a couple of private dicks hired by Greg’s wife. 
 
    ‘The man blocking your exit is Frank Shea. He’s a friend of the Gardiner family.’ 
 
    ‘So Greg is still missing?’ Carmichael spoke to Moira. The redhead seemed to be the boss. 
 
    ‘He hasn’t been seen for nearly three weeks now,’ Moira said. ‘We’ve only been on the case for a few days, but I can tell you that we’re getting nowhere fast. We’ve been through his home and the office and we’ve come up with nothing. We’re hoping that you can help us out.’ 
 
    Carmichael was breathing normally now. She had been raised to recognise threats and she didn’t feel threatened. ‘Harrison’ Shea had left his station at the door and moved to the body of the room. If she wanted to bolt, now was the time. ‘I’m afraid you done struck out with me. I have no idea why Greg went missing. Wasn’t nothin’ to do with me. How did you guys find me?’ 
 
    ‘We have a guy who can trace the use of credit cards,’ Moira said. 
 
    Carmichael stamped her foot. ‘I knew that would get me. But I was sick of cheap motels. I tell you runnin’ ain’t no fun. If you ever have to go on the run, have plenty of foldin’ money.’ 
 
    ‘What’s with the clothes?’ Shea said. ‘Why are you posing as a man?’ 
 
    Carmichael faced Shea. ‘Because I am a man, you asshole.’ 
 
    ‘And the women’s clothes?’ The penny was beginning to drop for Moira. The female underwear was the clue. 
 
    ‘I’m in transition,’ Carmichael said.  
 
    ‘How long?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘Since I left Memphis and went to Boston.’ 
 
    ‘Let me get this straight,’ Shea said. ‘Jamie Carmichael is a man who is transitioning to a woman?’ 
 
    ‘How long have you felt that you were really a woman in a man’s body?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘For a hell of a long time.’ Carmichael sat down on one of the beds. If these guys could find her, then so could the bad guys. Always assuming there were bad guys out there. 
 
    ‘How did you get the job with Gardiner in Concord?’ Moira sat beside her. ‘It’s a long way from Memphis.’ 
 
    ‘That was the attraction. Nobody in my family knows that I’m transitionin’.’ 
 
    ‘What has this to do with Greg’s disappearance?’ Shea asked. 
 
    Moira stared at him. ‘Why don’t you go downstairs and get yourself a cup of coffee?’ She wondered whether most men were missing the empathy gene.  
 
    Shea saw the look on Moira’s face and realised that he’d screwed up. He had always considered himself open-minded, but all this talk about gender and transitioning made him uncomfortable. Tolerance wasn’t typical for someone brought up in an Irish enclave in Southie. In the seventies, the Irish in Boston were among the most vehement opponents of bussing. He didn’t want to accept Moira’s suggestion, but he could see that he was becoming a problem. There were a lot of lessons he could learn from Moira and they weren’t all about investigating. ‘I’ll meet you in the coffee shop.’ 
 
    Moira watched him leave. ‘My partner is a bit deficient in the empathy department.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t worry, he’s not alone.’ 
 
    ‘So, you’ve basically been living as a woman for the past six months or so?’ 
 
    Carmichael nodded. 
 
    ‘Did Gardiner know?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘I don’t think so. I was pretty careful and he was all about his family and the work. But he was a good man.’ She realised that she had used the past tense. ‘Somewhere in all the shit in his office you’ll find a spreadsheet with all the outstanding amounts he’s owed by his clients. He was, sorry is, shit at collecting his bills. If he knew about me being a man, he never showed it.’ 
 
    ‘What caused you to run?’ They were sitting side by side and Moira put her hand on Carmichael’s. 
 
    ‘Something, I don’t really know.’ Carmichael was absentmindedly fingering the USB at the end of the chain round her neck. She was thinking about giving it to the redhead, but it was her ace in the hole and she wasn’t about to hand it over until they got better acquainted. I just got real scared when he didn’t show up for two weeks. He had something going on and I got the feeling that he didn’t just disappear. And I didn’t like the way the detectives from Miami were questioning me.’ 
 
    ‘How were they questioning you?’ 
 
    ‘There was a mean one who kept asking me what I knew about Greg’s business, like I was in on some kind of deal that was goin’ down. I didn’t like the way he was tryin’ to make me part of whatever was happenin’.’ 
 
    ‘Do you have any idea what he had going on?’ 
 
    ‘Something big, he was real excited. You could see that he thought he was going to make a killing or something. But he was keepin’ it real quiet.’ 
 
    ‘Shea is an expert on finance and he’s been examining Gardiner’s files. As far as he’s concerned, they’re as clean as a whistle.’ 
 
    ‘This wasn’t something to do with the normal clients. I saw this new guy in the office only once, a well-dressed white dude. He smelled of money. Greg closed the door and I didn’t hear the conversation.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve never met Gardiner, but from what I’ve garnered from his family and at the office, he’s a meticulous file keeper. Surely he had a file on this new client of his.’ Moira took out her notebook. She had noted down Gregory Gardiner’s mobile and home phone numbers. The police would surely have already subpoenaed his phone records. She could have kicked herself. She took out her phone and called Ricky.  
 
    Carmichael watched as the redhead talked to some guy about getting Greg’s phone records. She had already decided that her and her partner were on the up and up. Maybe it was because there was safety in numbers, but she didn’t feel so afraid anymore. When the phone conversation finished, she turned to Moira. ‘I’d like to help you find out what happened to Greg. Maybe if we find out, things might get back to normal. I know I can’t continue livin’ like this. If I don’t find out what happened to Greg, I’ll be lookin’ over my shoulder for the rest of my life.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
   S hea was on his second coffee. He had contemplated having a stiff drink at the bar beside the pool. Watching some of the ladies in their swimwear might reset his gender meter. In a way, he empathised with Carmichael. In Southie, he’d been the clever kid, the outsider. He was good at schoolwork, but shit at sports. Aside from Brendan, he had no real friends. He could imagine how difficult it was for Carmichael to grow up in a macho environment feeling all the time that there was a woman under his male skin. But he was still twitchy about men becoming women and women becoming men. He was a little surprised when Moira entered the coffee shop with Carmichael in tow. He stood as they approached, but Moira signalled for him to sit.  
 
    ‘You’ve got a new recruit for your little investigative team.’ Moira could see from Shea’s face that he was conflicted by the news.  
 
    ‘Great.’ Shea tried a smile, but it died on his lips. ‘You guys like a coffee?’ 
 
    Moira and Carmichael looked at each other and laughed. ‘We’re not guys,’ Moira said. ‘But we girls would die for a coffee right now. What will you have, sister?’ 
 
    ‘Cappuccino,’ Carmichael said. 
 
    ‘Make it two,’ Moira said. 
 
    Shea went to the bar and ordered. Ricky had become a vital part of the team, but what could Carmichael add? Still, if Moira was on board with her joining them so was he.  
 
    When he returned with the cappuccinos, Moira filled him in on her conversation with Carmichael. It was imperative that they find out what Gardiner had been up to in the six months before he disappeared. It might have something to do with the mysterious visitor to his office and it might not. What was certain was that Gardiner had got mixed up in some scheme that ended with him disappearing either voluntarily or under duress. 
 
    ‘Where do we go from here?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘Is the plane still at the airport?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘As far as I know,’ Shea replied. ‘They told me I had the use of it for two days at least.’ 
 
    ‘Then I think we should go to Miami,’ Moira said. ‘That’s where this whole disappearance thing started.’ She turned to Carmichael. ‘Can you remember the names of the detectives from Miami PD who interviewed you?’ 
 
    Carmichael thought for a moment. ‘The mean one was called Gattuso and the other one was Halliday.’ 
 
    ‘You think we’re just going to drop in on Miami PD and they’re going to open up to us?’ Shea said. ‘Is that how things work in Northern Ireland? You let people walk in off the street and you tell them the status of an investigation?’ 
 
    Moira knew that he was right. There was no way that either Gattuso or Halliday would speak to them. She sipped her coffee and prayed for inspiration. They needed to be official somehow. She looked at Shea. ‘Get on the phone with Jean. Ask her to call the detectives in Miami and tell them that she’s engaged a private investigator to look into Greg’s disappearance. That private detective is one Frank Shea. She’s to tell them that you’re on your way to Miami and that she’d be grateful if they would extend you the courtesy of briefing you on the status of the investigation.’ 
 
    ‘I like your style, girl.’ Carmichael and Moira high-fived. 
 
    Shea took out his phone and followed Moira’s instructions. While he was speaking, Moira took out her own phone and began a search on the Internet. 
 
    ‘Jean is on board,’ Shea said when he had hung up. ‘She’ll call back after she’s finished with Miami PD.’ 
 
    ‘Coastal Printing,’ Moira said mostly to herself. 
 
    ‘What’s that?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘I’ve just been looking up print shops in the area,’ Moira said. ‘Coastal Printing is on our way to the airport. We need to stop off there and print some business cards.’ She finished her coffee and prepared to stand. 
 
    Shea motioned to her to sit. ‘Shouldn’t we discuss this course of action before we start flying off to Miami?’ 
 
    Moira spoke to Carmichael. ‘Go upstairs, pack a bag and check out. We’ll pick you up in the lobby.’ 
 
    Carmichael finished her coffee and left. 
 
    Moira watched her leave. ‘That girl is holding out something on us.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ Shea was a bit surprised. Moira and Carmichael seemed to be getting along fine. 
 
    ‘I’ve interviewed hundreds of people and attended more psychology classes than I care to remember. There’s something she’s holding back. Maybe she doesn’t quite trust us yet or maybe she doesn’t realise that what she’s holding back is so important. She’ll spit it out when she’s ready.’ 
 
    Shea looked puzzled. ‘We definitely need a strategy. We’re buzzing about like a couple of blue-assed flies. We need a direction.’ 
 
    ‘Jesus, Frank, this is an investigation not some business school assignment. We look like a couple of blue-assed flies because that’s the way an investigation works. Get with the bloody programme. We don’t have time to waste discussing strategy because there is no other strategy. Just in case you hadn’t noticed it, we’re at a dead end. We need a break. And if we get a big break, we immediately hand it over to Miami PD or Boston PD. Are we agreed on that?’ 
 
    Reluctantly he nodded his head. ‘If we get a big break.’ Shea had been taught the Pareto Principle at business school and the idea of twenty per cent thinking and eighty per cent action didn’t sit well with him. The opposite is the norm in the financial world. You collect as much information as possible before you make the trade. The people who buy blind often end up in the shit. The financial crisis of 2007/8 had proved that point in spades. 
 
    They left the coffee shop and went into the lobby. Shea was looking around for Carmichael and didn’t bother with the attractive African-American lady at the reception. His phone rang and he checked the caller ID. It was Jean. 
 
    ‘Hi, how’d it go?’ he asked. 
 
    ‘Strange,’ she said. 
 
    ‘How so?’ 
 
    ‘I did like you said. They guy I spoke to, Detective Gattuso, wasn’t very helpful. And that’s putting a gloss on it. Some might say that he was downright abusive. He is not happy that I’ve launched a parallel investigation. Like you told me, I threatened to go above his head and that seemed to mollify him. You’re to call him when you arrive in Miami.’ She gave him a mobile number. ‘Be careful, Frank. I’ve got a bad feeling about this Gattuso fellow.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll be in touch.’ Shea pressed the red icon on his phone. When he looked up, an attractive black woman was standing in front of him. He looked her over, noting her fantastic body. ‘Can I help you?’ 
 
    ‘It’s me, you asshole.’ Carmichael laughed. ‘Some fuckin’ private investigator’. 
 
    Moira had been to the washroom. As she came into the lobby, she saw Shea talking with a good-looking black woman. They were both smiling. She felt a twinge of jealousy. She was marching purposefully towards them when she recognised the dress. The last time she’d seen it was when it was hanging in Carmichael’s cupboard. She slackened her pace. She was going to have to do some soul-searching when she was on her own. It should not bother her to see Shea smiling with another woman. She and Brendan were a couple and she wanted it to continue like that. Most ménages à trois end in disaster. 
 
    *** 
 
    Detective first class Anthony Gattuso was not a happy man. Two days after he had landed the Gardiner disappearance case, he’d met a man on the fifth floor of the College Station parking garage in downtown Miami. The man had handed him an envelope. In order to earn the fifteen thousand dollars inside, he was to ensure that the Gardiner case went nowhere. He didn’t recognise the man, but the guy certainly looked the part. Gattuso decided that Gardiner had upset someone and was made to disappear. That was over two weeks ago. Up to now, he’d been as good as his word. Whoever had made Gardiner disappear had been professional. The cameras at Miami International had gone dead for exactly one minute and in that minute Gardiner had vanished. It took major juice to make that happen. It had been a pleasure to kill the case off. Now the wife had engaged some gumshoe to follow up. 
 
    Also in the envelope had been a slip of paper with a number on it. Gattuso called the number now. After three rings, a disembodied voice said, ‘Leave your message.’ 
 
    ‘It’s Gattuso, I think there might be a problem.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 
 
      
 
      
 
   A s the man dressed in a plain white cotton shirt and cotton pants passed through the open-plan living area, he noticed the red light on the handset flashing to indicate that a message had been received. He unplugged the phone and carried it carefully onto the terrace, plugged it in to a phone jack and laid it on the table where a woman was having a late breakfast. The woman currently using the name Louise Portillo picked up the phone and listened to the message. Her demeanour remained unchanged. She was not a woman who flapped easily. She looked out at the calm waters of the Gulf of Mexico and sipped her tea. 
 
    The woman’s real name was not Louise Portillo, but during two decades of crime she’d had so many names that she had almost forgotten the name her mother gave her at birth. She had as much use for names as she had for nationalities. She had a collection of passports that enabled her to pass muster at any airport in the world. Her particular area of crime was grifting and within that category her speciality was the long con. She saw herself as a dramatist constructing a complex drama in which there were many characters, none of whom felt the hand of the dramatist controlling their actions. And as with any good drama, there had to be a protagonist. In the world of the grifter that protagonist is known as the ‘mark’. Portillo had a knack of selecting the perfect mark. In her most recent scam, it had been an innocuous accountant with a tiny office in a non-descript town in Massachusetts. 
 
    Gregory Gardiner had the most necessary attribute of the perfect mark: he wanted to get rich quick. When the glamorous Louise Portillo presented him with a project that promised to make him a millionaire many times over, he grabbed the opportunity with both hands and played the part that she had devised for him perfectly. When the play is over the protagonist must leave the stage, but that point had not yet been reached in this real-life drama. For she was a master puppeteer who was uncomfortable with death, and Greg believed that she loved him. 
 
    She thought about Gattuso’s message. It was probably inevitable that the wife would hire a private detective to locate her missing husband. She had been careful to leave no trace of Louise Portillo behind and she was sure that she had left no clue as to Greg’s involvement with her. And no one was aware that what had truly disappeared was the money they had collected. It had already been washed through a dozen offshore accounts. She sipped her tea and smiled. Gattuso was sweating that the betrayal of his employer would be exposed for the paltry sum of fifteen thousand dollars.  
 
    ‘What a fantastic day.’ 
 
    She turned and looked up into her partner’s face. The alabaster white skin he had arrived with in Florida was already turning brown. He looked better tanned. She hadn’t set a time limit on their time together. They had a lot of money and he was an energetic lover. She surmised that his previous lovers had not been as experienced as her.  
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘What shall we do today?’ 
 
    ‘Why don’t we go out and spend some money?’ He smiled. 
 
    ‘Yes, why don’t we.’


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 
 
      
 
      
 
   ‘T his surely is the way to travel.’ Jamie Carmichael was seated in one of the Lear’s deep leather chairs. Her legs were stuck out in front and she had noticed Shea glancing at them more than once. Men were so damn easy. She didn’t know what to make of her new companions. Shea looked the part of the bored rich dude. He had the Celtic good looks, the greying temples, the expensive threads, the handmade shoes and the demeanour that goes with lots of dollars in the bank. Moira was a cute chick. The red hair made her look naturally feisty and when she walked into a room the guys took notice. She wondered whether there was something going on between them. There was electricity in the air, but she didn’t think it had sparked anything just yet. In a way they were like those kids in the books she used to push at children in the library. Gregory Gardiner was their quest, but she had a feeling that it wasn’t really him that they were looking for.  
 
    ‘Just got an e-mail from O’Malley.’ Moira looked up from her computer. ‘He included the attachments he received from Miami PD. It’s just like I thought. They’ve done the absolute minimum. The investigation consists of the tape from the airport, which shows Gardiner exiting the plane at the airport but not exiting the airport itself. Add to that the interviews with the staff at the airport, Jean and Jamie and you’re there. I suppose we couldn’t have expected much more. It’s a very old police mantra – no body no crime.’ 
 
    ‘So this trip to Miami is useful, why?’ Shea was sitting behind Moira. He had no idea that investigating would turn out to be so damn boring. It certainly wasn’t like this in the movies or in the private eye books that he’d read. He’d once heard a piece on the radio about a guy who was refused a job with the cops in Connecticut because he scored too high on the IQ test. The chief of police said the guy would have been unsuitable for the job because it was boring and anyone with two brain cells to rub together would quit. He was beginning to see the chief’s point.  
 
    ‘Plod,’ Moira said. 
 
    ‘What’s that?’ Carmichael said. 
 
    ‘That’s what they call the police in England, the plod. Because that’s what the job is about. Plodding ahead when there’s no apparent reason to. Frank here is living the dream of being a real-life private eye.’ She turned her head to look at Shea. ‘Isn’t that so?’ 
 
    Shea returned her look and smiled. 
 
    God he looks so good when he smiles, Moira thought. She turned back to Carmichael. ‘Did you see the way he examined the business card? “Frank Shea – Private Investigator” has a ring to it, doesn’t it?’ 
 
    Shea continued to smile. He didn’t believe that he could be so transparent. Moira must have seen the look on his face when he had taken the She Investigations business cards from the clerk at Coastal Printing. He’d felt like a child at Christmas opening a gift from Santa Claus and finding the cowboy suit he always wanted.  
 
    Carmichael looked from Moira to Shea and back again. Yeah, there sure as hell is something goin’ on, she thought, and added her smile to those of her new friends. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
   T he Special Victims Unit of the Miami-Dade Police Department is located in one of a series of buildings at 1701 NW 87 Avenue in Doral. Shea had rented a Mercedes at the Miami Homestead General Aviation Airport and, having called ahead, drove directly to Doral.  
 
    ‘You don’t mind if I stay in the car do you?’ Carmichael asked as they pulled into the parking lot. 
 
    ‘Any reason why?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘Two’s company, three’s a crowd,’ Carmichael replied. In truth, she didn’t want to face Gattuso again. The guy had given her the creeps, and because of that she had almost given away the existence of the USB during her initial questioning.  
 
    Moira nodded. They didn’t need Carmichael anyway. The humid air hit her like a hammer as soon as she left the air-conditioned Mercedes. The Irish climate didn’t prepare the pasty-skinned natives of the island for the rigours of a Florida summer. Within seconds, Moira’s hair was drenched and sticking to her head. They were parked at the extreme end of the parking lot so it took them several minutes to make their way to the reception. By the time they arrived, Moira was gasping for relief from the humidity.  
 
    Anthony Gattuso was also sweating, despite the efforts of the air-conditioning in the open-plan office that was home to the Special Victims Unit. He knew that he had nothing to be worried about but that knowledge didn’t help. He and his partner, Lucius ‘Doc’ Halliday, had played it by the book. The most that could be said was that they hadn’t gone over and beyond what could be considered necessary. He just wished that Gardiner’s wife had accepted that her husband had disappeared, but the local and national law enforcement bodies were on the case. His phone rang and he answered it quickly. His visitors had been shown into one of the interview rooms. He sighed as he picked up his notebook and an iPad from his desk and signalled for Halliday to follow him. 
 
    Shea and Moira looked up when the two men entered. The man in the lead was short and squat with a heavy black moustache and a mop of jet-black hair above a sallow-skinned face. The man directly behind him was his mirror opposite. He was tall, slim and black and his pate was as smooth as a bowling ball.  
 
    Gattuso walked forward with a smile on his face. He held out his hand. ‘Mr Shea.’ 
 
    Shea and Moira stood. Shea took the proffered hand. ‘Detective Gattuso, this is my associate Moira McElvaney.’ 
 
    Gattuso shook Moira’s hand and introduced his partner. After handshakes all round, the four sat at the small wooden table. 
 
    ‘Welcome to Miami-Dade Special Victims Unit,’ Gattuso began. ‘How can we help you?’ 
 
    Shea put his hand in his pocket and removed some business cards identifying him as the managing partner of Frank Shea Investigations and gave one to Gattuso and one to Halliday. ‘As I understand it, Mrs Gardiner has already informed you that she has engaged my firm to look into her husband’s disappearance.’ He could see that Gattuso was about to speak and put up his hand to stop him. ‘We know that you guys are working the case, but we all know that after the first forty-eight hours the case starts getting cold and after three weeks it gets displaced by new cases. How many unsolved disappearances are you guys working at the moment?’ 
 
    ‘One hundred,’ Gattuso said. ‘And one of those is the disappearance of Gregory Gardiner. We appreciate Mrs Gardiner’s concern and we can assure her, and you, that we’re doing everything we can to find her husband. We’re just a little worried that a parallel investigation will hinder that process.’ 
 
    Moira could see Gattuso’s point and would have said the same kind of thing when she was with the PSNI. A parallel investigation, especially by a couple of under-resourced amateurs, can create ‘noise’ that can interfere with the proper police investigation. She observed that the two officers in front of her were not only mismatched physically: while Gattuso leaned forward intensely, Halliday didn’t so much sit in his chair as lounge in it. Moira made eye contact with Halliday and noted that despite the laid-back appearance his eyes stared intently at them. 
 
    ‘That’s something that we definitely want to avoid,’ Shea said. ‘Mrs Gardiner is aware that you have to divide your precious time between a large number of cases. We’re on this one twenty-four/seven. You can rest assured that anything we turn up will be handed over to you immediately. You guys are, after all, the law.’ 
 
    Gattuso smiled. This was going better than he’d anticipated. The Shea guy looked like a smooth operator. He would take Gardiner’s wife for a few weeks’ work and pocket in those few weeks more than he and Halliday would earn in three months. The woman was, so far, eye candy. But they’d make a good couple pitching their wares to a client. ‘So how can we help?’ 
 
    ‘We’d like to see the CCTV from the airport, if that’s possible.’ It was the first time that Moira spoke. 
 
    A real-life Mick, Gattuso thought. He opened the iPad and brought up a video file. He put the iPad on the table facing Shea and Moira. 
 
    The quality of the video was excellent. Shea pointed at the figure exiting the passport control. ‘That’s Greg.’ His voice was soft as though he was watching a dead man.  
 
    ‘This is a composite video that follows his progress through the airport,’ Gattuso said. 
 
    Moira noted that Greg was dressed in casual clothes and had a weekend case in one hand and a briefcase in the other. He looked harassed. The camera followed him past the baggage claim area, where he didn’t stop, and on in the direction of internal connecting flights. He could be seen walking down a long corridor and approaching a corner. Then he abruptly disappeared from the screen. The corridor was clear. 
 
    ‘What happened?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘The CCTV system went down,’ Gattuso said. 
 
    ‘Does that happen often?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ Gattuso replied. ‘It only went down for a minute.’ 
 
    ‘And you looked at all the footage after the break and you don’t see Greg in any of it?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘We’ve looked at footage from every camera,’ Gattuso said. ‘After the break, there’s no sign of Gardiner anywhere in the airport.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t you think that’s a hell of a coincidence?’ Moira asked. ‘Gregory Gardiner disappears at the very moment the CCTV system breaks down for just one minute. Don’t you think that’s at least strange?’ 
 
    Gattuso was beginning to get nervous. Shea and the woman were not as dumb as he thought and they seemed hell-bent on earning their money. ‘It is what it is,’ he said simply. ‘We’ve examined hours of footage just to get those few minutes. If the technology goes bust occasionally that has nothing to do with us. Take it up with airport security.’ 
 
    Moira noticed Halliday moving uneasily in his seat. ‘We’re not here to lay blame,’ she said. ‘I was a police officer myself at home in Northern Ireland so I’m well aware of the constraints that you guys operate under.’ 
 
    Gattuso had to get these two back onside. ‘We’d like to solve one hundred per cent of the cases that cross our desk, but that’s not humanly possible. In the past three weeks we’ve canvassed every hotel in Florida, every bus company, every airline. This guy has simply vanished off the face of the earth. But who knows, maybe tomorrow, or this evening, some lead will come in that will help us find him.’ 
 
    Shea could see that the meeting was reaching a natural conclusion. ‘I want to thank you guys for agreeing to meet us.’ He started to get up and looked at Moira. She seemed reluctant to rise but eventually followed his lead.  
 
    Gattuso smiled. ‘No sweat.’ He held out his hand. 
 
    Shea took the outstretched hand. ‘Anything we find, you’re going to hear about it immediately. We’re all on the same side here and, like I said, you guys are the cops.’ He held out his hand to Halliday, who took it and shook.  
 
    Moira made eye contact with Halliday and thought she saw something in his eyes. She shook hands with him first and then Gattuso. 
 
    ‘You guys going back to Boston?’ Gattuso asked as they were walking back to the reception area. 
 
    ‘We might just stay on a while,’ Shea said. ‘We’ve got to show the client that we covered all the bases.’ 
 
    ‘Well have a good trip home,’ Gattuso said. ‘And don’t forget, you hear something, we get to hear it next.’ 
 
    ‘Absolutely,’ Shea said. 
 
    ‘That guy gave me the creeps.’ Moira said as soon as Gattuso had left. She was looking out at the parking lot, reluctant to leave the comfort of the air-conditioning.  
 
    ‘Cops come in all shapes and sizes,’ Shea said. ‘You should know that as well as anyone.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, but why do I get the impression that we’ve just been fed a line of bullshit.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ 
 
    ‘Are you serious? The guys in there want us to believe that it’s a coincidence that the CCTV system of a major US international airport went down just at the instant that Gardiner disappeared. Do you have any idea of the odds of that happening?’ 
 
    ‘OK, but where does that leave us?’ 
 
    ‘In free fall without a parachute. If Gattuso and Halliday have really bought the bullshit they fed us, we’ve got a problem.’ She looked outside for what might have been the fifth time. ‘How can people operate in a climate like this?’ She really did not want to go outside. 
 
    Just as she was about to launch herself through the door Shea’s phone gave a couple of beeps indicating the receipt of a text message. Shea looked at the message and turned the screen towards Moira. When she read the message she smiled. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 
 
      
 
      
 
   S hea found a space outside the Miyako Japanese restaurant at 7902 NW 36th Street. Moira, Carmichael and Shea took a booth and sat on a series of dark-brown cushions set round a low wooden dining table.  
 
    ‘Interesting choice.’ Shea picked up a menu and examined it. 
 
    Moira had positioned herself with a view of the door. She was happy that the vibe she had felt in the interview room in Doral was correct. They had been seated for less than five minutes when the tall figure of Lucius ‘Doc’ Halliday walked through the door. He glanced around before making directly for their booth. Without saying a word, he slid into the vacant place beside Moira. 
 
    ‘Looks good.’ Shea didn’t bother to look up from his menu. This was Halliday’s show. ‘You eat here often?’ 
 
    Halliday looked at Carmichael. ‘Only when I want to eat alone. I see that you’ve co-opted Miss Carmichael.’ 
 
    ‘She recognised that there’s safety in numbers,’ Moira said. 
 
    ‘She tell you all about herself?’ Halliday asked. 
 
    Carmichael pouted. ‘You know?’ 
 
    Halliday smiled. ‘Gattuso almost wet himself when we found that the Jamie Carmichael he was drooling over on the screen was born a man.’ 
 
    ‘Does Gattuso know you’re here?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘We’re here because this is the last place we’d be likely to run into Gattuso.’ A Japanese waiter had appeared beside Halliday and was waiting patiently. ‘Are you folks hungry? You like sushi?’ 
 
    ‘I could eat a bear,’ Carmichael said. 
 
    Halliday ordered without the aid of the menu. 
 
    ‘You called this board meeting,’ Shea said. ‘So what’s on your mind?’ 
 
    Halliday looked directly at him. ‘Francis Xavier Shea, convicted felon lately of Devens Correctional Facility. There is no Shea Investigations. I suppose it’s just a figment of your overactive imagination.’ He turned to Moira. ‘What the hell are you doing running with these losers? I got a fast e-mail back from the police in Northern Ireland. You’re the real deal. You don’t fit in with these two fakes.’ 
 
    Shea started laughing, he was wondering what Halliday would make of Ricky. ‘We are a bit of a motley crew.’ Food started to arrive and was laid out on the table.  
 
    Halliday took a set of chopsticks, picked up a piece of sesame seared tuna, slipped it into his mouth and chewed. He turned to Moira. ‘You’re right about the coincidence. I don’t believe in it either. I’ve been Gattuso’s partner for the past three years and I can’t fault him on any investigation except this one. And that’s one coincidence too many for me. I know he’s got some financial problems at home, but the man is a goddamned professional cop. The Anthony Gattuso I’ve been working with for the past three years is not the same guy who worked on the Gardiner case. And there’s got to be a reason for that.’ He picked a piece of beef tataki and ate it, washing it down with a cup of saké.  
 
    Moira nodded. ‘You think that someone has got to him?’ Sushi wasn’t really her thing, but the seared tuna had hit the spot.  
 
    Halliday put down his chopsticks. He put his elbows on the table so that his hands covered his mouth. ‘That’s the way it looks. Although, I have a problem believing it.’ 
 
    Moira could understand Halliday’s discomfort. Police officers who are partners have a particularly close relationship. ‘But someone who can arrange to have the CCTV cameras switched off for a minute while the man they want is abducted, can also arrange for the lead detective on the disappearance case to, shall we say, take his foot off the pedal.’ 
 
    Shea swallowed the piece of beef he was eating. He stared at Halliday. ‘So what are you saying?’ 
 
    Moira looked at Shea. For such a smart man he could be exceptionally dumb. Halliday was not going to go the distance by putting the finger on Gattuso. She was sure that he had gone as far as he was going in that direction. 
 
    Halliday poured himself another cup of saké and drank it in one swallow. He looked at Shea. ‘You are a total fucking amateur and you are completely out of your depth. The people who made Gardiner disappear obviously don’t play around.’ He looked at Moira and Carmichael. ‘So, you better wise up or you’re going to get these two ladies killed.’ He slid out of the booth and stood up. He fished around in his pocket and pulled out a business card. He tossed it on the table in front of Moira. ‘I have a strange feeling that your asshole leader isn’t going to take my advice. This guy is another one who doesn’t believe in coincidences so maybe you should talk to him. I’m done here. Thanks for the lunch. Don’t contact me again.’ 
 
    Moira looked up at him. There was a sadness in his eyes. ‘Thanks. I know how difficult this must have been for you.’ 
 
    ‘You take care.’ Halliday turned and walked out of the restaurant. 
 
    Moira picked up the business card and looked at it. She passed it to Shea.  
 
    ‘That guy surely put the shit up me,’ Carmichael said. ‘I was hungry until he started talkin’ ’bout Shea gettin’ us killed.’ 
 
    Shea took the business card from Moira. ‘Nobody is going to get killed.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, sure,’ Carmichael said under her breath. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 
 
      
 
      
 
   W hen Moira checked her phone, she found six voice messages from Brendan, each one more frantic than the last. She moved back into the reception area of the restaurant where the air-conditioning was working full blast. Although she didn’t feel like responding, she hit the speed-dial for Brendan’s number. He answered immediately. 
 
    ‘Where the hell are you?’ Brendan’s voice was an octave higher than usual. 
 
    ‘Miami,’ Moira said. 
 
    ‘Miami! I thought that you were going to Myrtle Beach.’ 
 
    ‘We were in Myrtle Beach, now we’re in Miami.’ 
 
    ‘What’s going on?’ 
 
    ‘We found Gardiner’s secretary and she’s travelling with us. We’ve met with the detectives in charge of the disappearance in Miami. There’s something that doesn’t smell right.’ 
 
    ‘Like what?’ 
 
    ‘Not over the phone.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t like it. This thing is getting much too complicated. I thought it would be a kind of desk exercise. Now you’re running all over the country.’ 
 
    ‘This ‘thing’ is an investigation into the disappearance of a husband and father. You don’t find me telling you how to lecture on criminal psychology so don’t tell me how to conduct an investigation.’ 
 
    There was silence on the line. ‘I’m sorry.’ Brendan’s voice was calm. ‘I’m just worried about you.’ 
 
    ‘I’m a big girl, I can take care of myself.’ 
 
    ‘When will you be back?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know. We’re about to go to Miami International to talk to the police there. It depends on what we find out. There’s something more to this case than a simple disappearance or abduction. Gardiner was mister solid citizen up to a few months ago and then it looks like he fell in with some kind of scheme that might have got him abducted and probably killed. It isn’t much but that’s all we’ve got. We owe it to his family to find out what happened to him.’ 
 
    ‘I knew that putting you and Frank together might lead to something like this.’ 
 
    ‘Look, we’re about to head out to the airport. I’ll call later and let you know what’s happening.’ She ended the call and only then noticed that Shea was standing next to her. 
 
    ‘Trouble in paradise?’ He was smiling. 
 
    ‘There are times when I could punch you in your smug face.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t worry, I can understand Brendan getting antsy about you wandering around the country without a chaperone.’ 
 
    Moira turned and opened the external door. She was immediately sorry that she hadn’t prepared herself for the blast of hot humid air that hit her in the face. She rushed towards the car. ‘For Christ’s sake, let’s get out of here before we’re baked alive.’ 
 
    There was little conversation on the drive to the airport as all three were lost in their own thoughts and concerns about the investigation. The Miami-Dade police district dealing with Miami International Airport is located in a building at NW 42nd Avenue. The address was at the bottom of the card that Halliday had dropped on the table. Shea had already phoned Captain Joseph Sabulski and asked for an immediate interview to discuss the disappearance of Gregory Gardiner. Sabulski had stonewalled and pointed Shea in the direction of Gattuso and Halliday. Shea countered in his role as director of Shea Investigations working for Gardiner’s wife who had already spoken to the detectives in Miami. Reluctantly, Sabulski relented and agreed to give Shea ‘no more than fifteen minutes’. Shea had thanked him and said he’d drop by asap. 
 
    A svelte young policewoman led Shea and Moira from the reception area to Sabulski’s office on the second floor of the police district building, which was located directly across from the entrance to the airport. The large window in his office afforded him a view of the comings and goings of passengers. Sabulski rose from behind his desk to greet them. He was an impressive figure, standing around six feet four and weighing in at over two hundred and fifty pounds. He had a round open face and couldn’t have looked more Polish if he had a krakuska cap on his head. He had a dusting of white hair. After the obligatory handshakes, Shea produced his new business card. 
 
    ‘You’re from Boston.’ Sabulski read the card and slumped back into his seat. ‘You a Patriots fan?’ 
 
    Shea smiled. ‘I have a season seat at the Gillette.’ He didn’t think it was appropriate to mention that he rented a corporate box. 
 
    ‘What can I do for ya?’ 
 
    Shea looked at Moira before beginning. Her look said ‘this is your ball, carry it’. Shea turned his gaze on Sabulski. ‘Thanks for meeting with us. Like I said on the phone, we’re working for Mrs Gardiner. We don’t want to get in the way, but I’m sure you can understand there’s a great deal of worry concerning Mr Gardiner’s whereabouts.’ 
 
    Sabulski nodded but didn’t speak. 
 
    Moira studied their surroundings. It was one of the neatest offices she had ever been in, Sabulski and Gardiner had that in common. She thought about her former boss’s office in Belfast. He was a great detective, but he could create a mess. Sabulski was the complete opposite. She leaned forward. ‘We’ve looked at the footage of Gardiner arriving from Caracas and making his way through the concourse. It’s really unfortunate that the CCTV cut out just at the moment he appears to have gone missing.’ 
 
    A smile flickered across Sabulski’s lips. 
 
    ‘How often does the CCTV system break down?’ she asked. 
 
    There was silence in the office. Eventually, Sabulski saw that neither of his visitors was going to speak. ‘Maybe once every two years.’ 
 
    ‘And has anybody ever disappeared when it went down in the past?’ Moira pressed. 
 
    ‘Not to my knowledge,’ Sabulski replied. 
 
    ‘So the question is, are the CCTV breakdown and the disappearance of Gregory Gardiner connected or purely coincidental?’ 
 
    ‘That’s the question,’ Sabulski said. 
 
    Moira had had difficult interviews before. ‘What do you think?’ 
 
    Sabulski thought for a few moments. ‘I’ve spoken with the engineers and they’re perplexed by the breakdown. They’ve got all kinds of monitoring equipment and no fault shows up.’ 
 
    ‘So the system went down of its own accord?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘That’s the conclusion of the technicians.’ 
 
    ‘But you don’t believe them?’ 
 
    Sabulski leaned back in his chair. ‘What I believe doesn’t count. The people who operate and maintain the CCTV system don’t know what happened. I’m just a simple cop.’ 
 
    ‘What would it take to cause a breakdown?’ Moira asked. ‘Even a very short breakdown.’  
 
    ‘I’m not an engineer,’ Sabulski replied. 
 
    ‘But I bet that you already asked that question of one of the engineers,’ Moira said. 
 
    ‘You a former cop?’ Sabulski asked. He had noticed how seamlessly the redhead had taken over the interview. This wasn’t her first dance. 
 
    ‘Detective sergeant in the Police Service of Northern Ireland.’ 
 
    ‘I thought so. You’re right, I did ask one of the engineers. A battery of computers runs the CCTV system. In order to engineer a breakdown, someone would have to get access to those computers. Apparently, that would be a very difficult operation requiring some heavy duty hacking.’ 
 
    Moira was thinking about Ricky Sin. ‘And that’s the only possibility?’ 
 
    ‘That’s what the guy running the system thinks. Someone hacked in, dropped the system for about a minute and then lit it up again.’ 
 
    ‘So what did you conclude?’ 
 
    Sabulski didn’t reply immediately. He let himself fall back into a sitting position and stared directly at Moira. ‘Someone wanted to take your Mr Gardiner off the map and it was the kind of someone who knew what he was doing. I’ll deny I ever said that if you quote me.’ 
 
    ‘You think we’ll see Gardiner again?’ Shea asked. 
 
    Sabulski stood. ‘Your fifteen minutes are up.’ 
 
    Shea stood and extended his hand. ‘Thanks for your time. The next time the Dolphins are in Boston give me a call and I’ll arrange a ticket.’ 
 
    Sabulski took his hand. ‘I wouldn’t want to take your seat.’ He handed Shea back his card. 
 
    Shea smiled. ‘Keep it, I have a few.’ 
 
    Sabulski nodded and took Moira’s hand. ‘You be careful, little lady. There are a lot of very bad dudes out there. This is not Northern Ireland.’ 
 
    Moira’s hand disappeared into Sabulski’s huge mitt. ‘Thanks for the warning, I’m getting pretty used to hearing it.’ 
 
    Sabulski fell back into his chair as soon as they left. He wasn’t sure whether Gardiner had engineered his own disappearance or if he had been abducted by someone. All he knew was that he was living in a country where any fucking thing could happen. And there was nothing anyone could do about it. He reached into his desk drawer and removed a schedule of the Dolphins’ upcoming games. They were in Boston in October. He stapled Shea’s card to the schedule, Boston in October, why the hell not? 
 
    Meanwhile Moira and Shea left the building and made their way to the car. ‘I’m tired,’ Moira said. The sun had set and the temperature was more bearable now.  
 
    ‘Back to Boston or a night in the best hotel in Miami?’ Shea held the passenger side door for her. 
 
    The bed in the best hotel in Miami looked the best option but that might not go down so well with Brendan. ‘What’s the flight time?’ 
 
    ‘Seven hours.’ 
 
    Moira climbed into the car. ‘Call the damn hotel and make sure they have a facility to buy some clothes.’ She wasn’t looking forward to the call with Brendan. 
 
    ‘How did it go, guys?’ Carmichael asked from the back seat. 
 
    ‘Not so good,’ Moira said. ‘We seem to have hit that brick wall again.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe not,’ Carmichael took the mini USB from round her neck. ‘I’m afraid I’ve been holdin’ out on you two.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY 
 
      
 
      
 
   ‘W hat the hell were you thinking?’ Moira was lying on the bed in her room on the tenth floor of the Mandarin Oriental in Bricknel Key just outside central Miami. Shea had certainly come through in terms of the hotel. The view from the room was astonishing, with the lights of Miami shimmering over the waters of the Atlantic. Shea was apoplectic when he heard about the USB. His rant lasted all the way from Miami International to the reception area of the hotel. As soon as they were settled in their rooms, he disappeared with the USB to the business centre. 
 
    Carmichael was lying on the bed beside Moira. ‘I just met you guys and I was a little bit wary of handing over my ace in the hole.’ 
 
    ‘We’ve established, more or less, that Gardiner was abducted by someone who knew what he was doing. Do you think for one second that the people behind the abduction would let you live if they knew you had any idea who they are?’ 
 
    ‘I have no idea what’s on that damn USB. Could be a movie for all I know. I was holding on to it as a bargaining chip in case someone caught up with me. Anyways, you’ve got the damn thing now, so what’s the problem?’ 
 
    Moira lay back. It was almost nine o’clock in the evening. Since she had risen in Boston sixteen hours ago, they had travelled the length of the eastern seaboard of the US, found Carmichael and interviewed the lead detectives from Miami-Dade PD and the head of the crime division at Miami International. In anyone’s language that was a big day. They were much further ahead than they had been sixteen hours ago, and that was before they unlocked whatever treasure might be contained on Carmichael’s USB. 
 
    ‘You think Shea’s goin’ to forgive me?’ 
 
    Moira turned and looked at Carmichael. ‘I don’t know him well enough to comment on his forgiving nature.’ 
 
    ‘Since it’s just us two girls here, there is something goin’ on between you two, right?’ 
 
    Moira’s head shot up. ‘There is absolutely nothing going on between Frank Shea and me.’ 
 
    ‘OK, keep your hair on. I’ve been watching the two of you all day and you’re giving off the vibe that there’s something goin’ on. Not my fault if I noticed it.’ 
 
    ‘Frank Shea is my partner’s best friend and I’m very much in love with the man I’m living with.’ The phrase ‘the lady doth protest too much’ ran through her head. Maybe there is something going on and she just wasn’t recognising it. Shea is certainly a physically attractive man. He is definitely better looking than Brendan but looks aren’t everything. She knew that Brendan would be sitting in their apartment waiting for her call. So, why was she avoiding it? She looked over at Carmichael whose eyes had closed. Although they all had their own rooms, Carmichael had decided the girls should stick together. Moira didn’t have the heart to tell her that the thing hanging off her scrotum was not consistent with considering herself a ‘girl’. She picked up her phone and went into the toilet. It was time to bite the bullet. She locked the door, dropped the lid on the toilet bowl and sat down. She hit Brendan’s number and waited for the explosion.  
 
    ‘Where are you?’ Brendan said as soon as the line connected.  
 
    Moira started laughing. ‘Sitting on the toilet bowl in a room in the Mandarin Oriental in Miami.’ 
 
    Brendan chuckled. ‘Maybe you should call back when you’re finished.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not doing anything, stupid. I’m just sitting here. My new best friend Jamie Carmichael is sleeping on my bed in my room.’ 
 
    ‘Who the hell is Jamie Carmichael?’ 
 
    ‘Gregory Gardiner’s secretary, I already told you we picked her up in Myrtle Beach. Look, I’m tired, why don’t I tell you all about it when we’re back in Boston.’ 
 
    ‘And when will that be?’ 
 
    ‘We’re leaving after breakfast tomorrow. It’s a seven-hour flight so we should be back in Boston early afternoon.’ 
 
    ‘You actually sound tired.’ 
 
    ‘I could sleep.’ 
 
    ‘Where’s Frank?’ 
 
    ‘Down in the business centre on a computer, the guy is like the Duracell bunny. I don’t think he ever sleeps.’ 
 
    ‘That’s Frank when he sets his mind to something, it’s total concentration. I miss you.’ 
 
    ‘I miss you too.’ She wondered whether she was just saying it or she really meant it. ‘I need to get some sleep. See you tomorrow.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, sleep well. I’m looking forward to hearing about the advances on the investigation.’ 
 
    ‘Tomorrow.’ There was tiredness in her voice as she ended the call. She continued sitting for a few minutes. She was energised by the search for Gregory Gardiner and afraid of what might happen when it was over. Back in Belfast it had all been so ideal. She had her job in the PSNI and Brendan had his lecturing post at Queen’s University. She hadn’t spent three years at university and a year at police college to sit at home and attend coffee mornings with the other faculty partners. There might be some tough decisions ahead. 
 
    Moira was forced out of her reverie by the sound of knocking at her room door. She opened the toilet door and saw that Carmichael was already on her feet with a look of fear on her face. They were in the Mandarin Oriental for God’s sake. Nobody would attack them there. The knocking became more insistent. Moira went to the door and opened it. Shea rushed past her into the room with a large bundle of papers in his hand.  
 
    Carmichael let out a sigh of relief. 
 
    Shea dumped the papers on the bed and hugged Carmichael. He let her go and turned to Moira. ‘The mother lode, the goddamned mother lode.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
   T he pilots had already done their pre-flight checks by the time the trio arrived at the airport for the return flight to Boston. It was another early start and the sun was just coming up over the eastern horizon as the Lear sped down the runway. Shea had organised for orange juice, coffee and smoked salmon bagels to be provided by the caterer at the airport. During the flight, he worked assiduously on the files he had printed in the hotel, making detailed notes as he worked his way through the large volume of paper. 
 
    Moira was tired. She had slept fitfully, bothered by what Carmichael had said. She was sure that she had done nothing to give the impression that something was going on between Shea and herself. But maybe Brendan was thinking the same thing as Carmichael and that’s why he had misgivings about her working with Shea. It’s inevitable that two people spending most of their time together begin to form an attachment. She had seen more than one case where a male and female partner became too close from working long hours together. Carmichael wasn’t exactly the Delphi oracle and she may have read more into Moira’s and Shea’s relationship than was actually there. Moira gradually relaxed and found herself drifting off to sleep as the jet made steady progress in the direction of Boston. 
 
    Carmichael shook her awake when they were about thirty minutes out from Lawrence. Shea was also napping. When they had checked out of the hotel at the crack of dawn, he’d looked like he hadn’t slept all night. Lying asleep like that he seemed vulnerable and alone. Moira could see how someone could be attracted by that vulnerability. Carmichael also woke Shea and all three prepared for landing at Lawrence Airport. 
 
    Brendan was waiting at the airport when the Lear taxied to a stop. Moira looked out the window and waved. Brendan smiled in response and made his way towards the plane.  
 
    Carmichael was off first, hefting her overnight bag like the man she was. She ignored Brendan and tossed her bag into the trunk of the waiting black Cadillac. Moira was next and found Brendan with his arms wide open to greet her. ‘It was only one day,’ she said before letting herself fall into his arms. 
 
    ‘I know, but I missed you.’ Brendan kissed her. 
 
    Shea watched the scene from the top of the stairs. ‘Move it on you two. I’ve had about two hours’ sleep in the past twenty-four and if I don’t hit a bed soon I’m going to pass out. Under different circumstances I’d tell you to get a room.’ 
 
    Brendan and Moira moved away from the bottom of the stairs and Shea joined them. ‘I suppose you have your own wheels?’  
 
    Brendan nodded. ‘Although they’re not as good as yours.’ 
 
    Shea could see Carmichael already sitting in the back of the Caddy. ‘It looks like I’ve inherited Miss Carmichael.’ 
 
    Moira started to speak, but Shea cut her off. ‘It’s OK, there’s plenty of room at the condo and it’s a lot safer than her own apartment.’ 
 
    ‘She looks interesting,’ Brendan said, glancing at the car. ‘Did you see the way she lugged that bag? I’ve seen longshoremen who’d have trouble doing that.’ 
 
    Shea looked at Moira and laughed. ‘I’ll leave the explanation of that one to you. I’ve got to crash.’ He nodded at the sheaf of papers under his arm. ‘I’ll be in touch when I’ve been through these.’  
 
    ‘My jalopy is in the parking lot.’ Brendan took Moira’s arm and started walking towards the terminal building.  
 
    Moira allowed him to lead her but couldn’t resist one glance back at the Cadillac. Shea was about to enter the rear of the car but raised his head first to look back at the departing couple. Their eyes met momentarily. 
 
    ‘Bring me up to date,’ Brendan said as soon as they were settled in his Saab 92 and on their way to Cambridge. ‘Especially on that leggy bombshell.’ 
 
    Moira smiled and began a debrief of the past twenty-four hours. While she was speaking, her mind was wandering to what Shea might be up to.  
 
    ‘I don’t believe it.’ Brendan and Moira laughed together when she had finished the Myrtle Beach story. ‘She is one good-looking black woman,’ Brendan said. 
 
    ‘And an equally good-looking black man. Now, that we’ve got that out of the way, I can fill you in on the rest of the trip.’ 
 
    They were coming off the I-93 at Somerville by the time Moira finished her assessment of where the investigation currently stood.  
 
    ‘I like the sound of this Halliday guy,’ Brendan said. ‘You can’t have missed the message that all the guys in law enforcement have told you to drop this investigation and leave it to the professionals.’ 
 
    ‘If we do that, this case will go nowhere. Gattuso is the lead detective and he’s probably been got at. He has the power to sink the investigation like a stone. That means the Gardiners will never know for sure what happened to Greg. If it was your father, would you want us to drop the investigation, or would you want us to go the distance whatever that turns out to be?’ 
 
    Brendan was silent for a moment. ‘I understand where you’re coming from. But you appear to be playing with serious people and if your investigation threatens to expose them, there’s a good possibility that you and Frank will go the same way as Gardiner. Maybe the only way you’re going to find out what happened to him is if you all meet on the other side.’ 
 
    Moira didn’t need this. ‘I gave my word for a one-month investigation. If there’s any danger, the case will be immediately handed over to law enforcement.’ 
 
    ‘Frank was a bit quiet.’ 
 
    ‘He’s exhausted. He spent most of the night and the flight examining the papers he printed back at the hotel.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe he should have handed them over to the police.’ 
 
    ‘So that they can file them?’ Her phone beeped twice. She checked and saw that Ricky had sent them a batch of phone records. Shea was busy with the Gardiner papers so trawling through the phone records would be her job. 
 
    Brendan parked the car at the apartment and they went inside. He coughed nervously. ‘I’ve been thinking.’ 
 
    Moira never liked that phrase. It had been a favourite of her husband’s and it generally meant he was about to propose something that they hadn’t discussed and that she would be uncomfortable with. She had a feeling that whatever was coming had something to do with her having a bit too much freedom. ‘Thinking is one of the problems with your profession. Can we discuss whatever you’ve been thinking later? I feel like I’ve been in these clothes for the past week and I desperately need a shower and a nap.’ She kissed him on the cheek. ‘It was sweet of you to meet us at the airport.’ She knew that she should have finished off with an ‘I love you’, but the words wouldn’t come.  
 
    ‘Yes, later.’ Brendan held her. ‘You have your shower and your nap. I’ll rustle up some Thai food. And there’s a new detective series on Netflix that’s supposed to be good.’ 
 
    She went into the bathroom, locked the door, put down the toilet seat and sat on it. She was confused and that didn’t sit well with her. She had come to America to be with Brendan and give their relationship a chance, but the fact that she had had to give up the job she loved had put a strain on their relationship. After the look that passed between Shea and her at the airport, she was sure that there was something there. Shea was a free agent, but she was in a relationship and she wasn’t about to hurt Brendan. What they had was special. She just wasn’t sure that it was special enough for her to slough off her old life. Would marital bliss, if such a thing exists, be enough to fill the hole in her heart that longed to return to Belfast and the PSNI? She needed to rest. Travelling the length of the east coast of America twice in twenty and some hours does have an effect. She stood up and flushed the toilet. Tomorrow, she’d deal with it all, tomorrow. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
   ‘W e have a problem.’ Shea was talking to Moira, Carmichael and Ricky , who were seated round the table on the balcony of his condo. ‘This pile of papers on the table is only about half of the documents on the USB, but it looks like Greg was involved in some kind of scam.’ Shea looked at the three faces staring at him. Moira was on full alert. He had noticed her eyes on him the moment she’s walked into the condo. There was something in that look that excited him. 
 
    Shea wasn’t a vain man, but he knew that he was attractive to some women. He’d dated at college, but his studies came first. He wasn’t one of those guys who would get down on one knee at the commencement ceremony and produce a ring for his college sweetheart. Then working life at a major New York investment bank didn’t leave much time for dating, let alone a relationship and anyway, he was hooked on deal making. It didn’t take him long to work out that being an investment banker was not consistent with being father of the year. The situation became even more extreme when he started his own hedge fund. The business very quickly became his child and his mistress. If he needed a female companion for a dinner engagement or a social event, he hired one from the best escort agencies in New York and Boston. The women were uniformly beautiful and intelligent and sometimes they ended up in bed with him, but it was never more than a business arrangement. He wasn’t out there looking for his own ‘Pretty Woman’. Making money was far more exciting than a nine-to-five existence with a Betty Crocker wife and two point four children. Building the business had been a wild rollercoaster ride and he enjoyed every second of it. Then that world collapsed, and Devens Correctional Institution happened. Instead of having zero hours per day to reflect on where he was going, he had twenty-four hours to fill. 
 
    In Devens, he took part in encounter groups with fellow prisoners and listened to their stories. Like them, he had been set up. Like them, he was innocent. At the core of all their stories was one commodity – money – and the result of the quest for more of that commodity was broken lives. And the broken lives were not just those of the men sitting in the circle, their families also bore the brunt of their search for lucre. His best friends in Devens were a Cambodian computer hacker, the Italian head of a New York crime family, an Indian hedge fund manager and a redneck who had tried to emulate the Unabomber. They had all committed crimes to increase their personal wealth. Listening to their stories and the stories of other men, he began to see what he had sacrificed for money. By the time he left Devens, the Betty Crocker wife and the two point four children didn’t seem such a bad idea. And into this new ‘softer’ life walked Moira McElvaney, the partner of his best friend. She bore no resemblance to Betty Crocker, but something clicked inside him and he was wishing Brendan Guilfoyle out of her life. He was afraid that he was falling for Moira. The feeling was so new that it might not be genuine, but associated with it was the fear that he would lose either her or his oldest friend. Neither outcome was palatable.  
 
    Shea continued. ‘I’m not a forensic accountant although I know financial engineering inside out. The guy who planned this scam knows finance and he’s bright. It’s a con but no ordinary con, this one was orchestrated by a master. I already have the outline and Greg was the patsy.’ 
 
    ‘They call it the mark,’ Ricky interjected. He smiled at the black woman. He was imagining what she’d be like to fuck. 
 
    Shea ignored the intervention. ‘The whole scheme appears to have been operated through Greg. I won’t have the full picture until tomorrow, but if the con had been rumbled, Greg would have been the fall guy. He’s the one who would have gone to prison.’ 
 
    ‘Then why disappear him?’ Moira asked. ‘Why not leave him to face the music?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ Shea said. 
 
    ‘How much money was involved?’ Ricky asked. 
 
    ‘I’m guessing about fifty million,’ Shea said.  
 
    Ricky whistled. 
 
    ‘Maybe more,’ Shea continued. ‘I suppose Greg was a loose end. That’s why he had to disappear. I’m becoming more and more convinced that we’ll never see him again.’  
 
    Moira thought for a moment. ‘Are you sure that Greg wasn’t at the centre of the scheme. Perhaps he was the originator? In which case there’s a good chance that he disappeared of his own accord.’ 
 
    ‘I love Greg to bits, but he’s not smart enough to have devised this,’ Shea said. ‘You’ve been through his life – do you see him putting an elaborate scheme together that defrauded more than a dozen clever investors? Because that’s what we’re talking about.’ 
 
    Moira had to agree that the Gregory Gardiner she had pictured from the interviews with his family, friends and Carmichael was not that kind of man. ‘When will you have the full picture?’ 
 
    Shea looked at the papers. ‘Tomorrow at the earliest. Even then I may only have the bare bones, but we’ll have enough to proceed.’ 
 
    ‘What are you talkin’ about, brother?’ Carmichael said. ‘What’s with this proceed business? Maybe I don’t have your smarts and maybe I ain’t spent time in the police, but that USB is evidence and we can go to prison for holdin’ back evidence from the cops. Am I the only one who doesn’t want to do jail time?’ 
 
    Moira removed a sheaf of paper from her messenger bag and placed it on the table. ‘Jamie’s got a point. These are Greg Gardiner’s home and business phone records. I’m not as up on US law as I should be, but I do know that an officer of the law would need a court order to procure these records. So I assume what Ricky has done is highly illegal. You can add that to your suppression of evidence charge.’ 
 
    Carmichael stood up. ‘I’m outta here.’ She started towards the living room. 
 
    ‘Going back on the run?’ Shea called after her. ‘If we found you, so can the people who disappeared Greg. Let us know how things works out for you.’ 
 
    Carmichael stopped dead in her tracks, turned and walked slowly back to the table. She retook her seat.  
 
    Moira put her hand over Carmichael’s. ‘Jamie has a point. We’ve been going around breaking laws and committing felonies without any authorisation to back us up. We have created a house of cards that could collapse at any minute. And she’s right, we could all go to jail.’ She could see the look of disappointment on Shea’s face. 
 
    ‘What happens when we hand over the USB to Gattuso?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘It probably goes missing from the evidence locker,’ Moira said. 
 
    ‘What if we print off the contents and then send the USB to Gattuso?’ Shea’s desperation to keep the investigation alive was almost palpable. ‘We can’t be accused of suppressing evidence then.’ 
 
    ‘Only tampering with evidence,’ Carmichael said. 
 
    ‘If this whole investigation goes nowhere,’ Shea said. ‘Who’s going to know if we tampered with evidence?’ 
 
    ‘Let’s all agree that we might go to jail,’ Moira said. ‘But that it’s an unlikely outcome.’ She felt that she had to weigh in on Shea’s side. ‘We promised to hand everything over to Gattuso and we’ll stick with that. Let’s not get hung up on what might happen.’ 
 
    ‘Easy for you to say,’ Carmichael pouted. 
 
    Moira needed to get the team back on track. ‘Frank will handle the financial papers and I’ll take the phone records.’ She turned to Carmichael. ‘Jamie, you’ll have to help me. Ricky, there’s nothing for you at the moment, but we’ll be in touch.’ 
 
    Shea stood up and collected the papers from the table. ‘I’ll print out the rest of the documents on the USB.’ He looked at Moira. ‘You can work here on the balcony.’ 
 
    Ricky stood up and bent to speak in Carmichael’s ear. ‘You doing anything tonight, baby?’ 
 
    ‘In your dreams.’ Carmichael tossed her head 
 
    Ricky stomped out. 
 
    ‘Who’s going to tell him?’ Moira said. 
 
    ‘Not me.’ Shea and Carmichael said in unison. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
   S hea had printed off all the documents on the USB and spent most of the day building up a picture of the project Greg had been working on. He filled a yellow legal pad with diagrams and text as he tried to make sense of Gardiner’s involvement in setting up companies, concluding complex international contracts and setting up escrow accounts in banks all over the world. His examination was only superficial. It would take a forensic auditor several weeks to untangle the complex combination of contracts, agreements and accounts. Shea was impressed. Not with his cousin’s husband, but with the hand that had been guiding him like a puppet. Anyone reading through the mass of documents would immediately pick out Greg as the mastermind of an elaborate scam. You had to know Greg to know that there was no way in heaven or hell that he was capable of setting up such a scheme. Shea smiled when he imagined Gattuso looking through the documents – despite his own MBA and doctorate, he was having trouble making sense of them. He needed help and it would mean another trip to Devens. On the way he stopped at a copy shop in Concord and waited while they made a copy of the more than one thousand pages from the USB. Two hours later Shea was back at Devens and Stephen Blair was standing at the door.  
 
    ‘Two visits in one week, Frank,’ Blair said blocking the entrance. ‘Now I really am beginning to think that you’re having difficulty forgetting about us. Maybe we should have a few words in my office before we meet Ram.’ 
 
    Shea knew that there was no point in arguing. He could see where Blair was coming from. When inmates were discharged from Devens, they generally swore that they would never set foot inside the place again. Blair’s office was on the second floor and overlooked the entrance. He had been a captain in the Marines before becoming a deputy governor and his office was a memorial to his military career and his family. There were photographs of Blair in combat fatigues shaking hands with other important guys in combat fatigues. Some photos were taken Stateside with Blair having medals pinned to his chest. Interlaced with the military photos were pictures of an attractive lady with two boys and a girl in various stages of growing up. Nobody who entered Blair’s office was left in any doubt where his allegiance lay. 
 
    Blair settled himself in his office chair and invited Shea to sit. ‘I thought we had the “don’t darken my doorstep again” talk the last time you were here. What the hell are you doing coming back to Devens? You’re not exactly the model of the ex-con who is institutionalised and can’t exist outside. So what’s up?’ 
 
    Shea knew it was time to come clean. ‘It’s like this, Warden,’ he began. 
 
    ‘For Christ’s sake call me Steve, Frank. You’re a civilian and so am I.’ 
 
    Shea smiled. ‘OK, Steve, you see I’ve got this cousin.’ The whole story of the investigation into Gregory Gardiner’s disappearance followed. 
 
    ‘That is either the greatest crock of shit or one of the best stories you’ve ever spun. Frank Shea as an investigator is pretty hard for me to swallow. But you’ve managed to press most of my buttons.’ Blair could imagine the anguish of his own wife and children if he were to vanish into thin air. ‘So what did Mak do for you?’ 
 
    ‘You don’t want to know, Warden. I mean Steve.’ 
 
    Blair frowned. ‘So it was probably something illegal. Jesus, Frank, didn’t you have enough of being inside? And I’m surprised at Mak. He gets out in less than a year.’ 
 
    ‘He did nothing illegal,’ Shea said. ‘He just made an introduction.’ 
 
    ‘And Ram? You want him to do something illegal?’ 
 
    Shea picked up the plastic bag. ‘In here is every document relating to the project that I’m sure got my cousin’s husband into trouble. There’s only one guy whose financial acumen I respect more than my own and that’s Ram Saha. I’ve pretty much worked out what Greg got himself mixed up in, but I need Ram to look at the documents to confirm what I’ve found.’ 
 
    ‘You know you should let the police deal with this?’ 
 
    Shea told him about the lunch with Halliday. ‘It’s not going anywhere. We’re his wife’s and his kids’ best shot.’ 
 
    ‘Jeez, Frank, you’ve put me right behind the eight ball. You get caught doing something illegal and having used inmates of Devens and my kids don’t get to go to Harvard.’ 
 
    ‘I promise that nothing I’m doing here with Ram or Mak is illegal.’ Under normal circumstances Shea would be crossing his fingers and his legs at this point but that was out of the question. 
 
    ‘OK, I’m going to buy your story.’ Blair picked up his phone. ‘Find Saha and bring him to my office.’ He put down the phone and looked at Shea. ‘But just to be on the safe side, I want to be present when you talk to him.’ 
 
    Shea didn’t bother to argue. 
 
    Five minutes later a guard ushered Ram Saha into Blair’s office. The guard stopped at the door when he saw Shea, but Blair waved him out. The man who entered the room ahead of the guard had a dark chiselled face and a full head of jet-black hair. He was cadaverously thin and could have been anywhere between fifty and sixty years old.  
 
    Shea stood up and when Ram came forward the two men hugged. Shea stood back and appraised his former fellow inmate. ‘You’re looking good.’  
 
    The Indian smiled. Shea was a bullshitter. Ram was losing weight without reason and he was currently undergoing medical testing to find out why. ‘It’s good to see you, Frank. Even if you are a liar.’  
 
    Ram looked like shit, but Shea was never going to say that. He hoped that they’d find out what was wrong with him pretty soon. Ram was born in West Bengal and arrived in the US as a five-year-old. He was like Shea in that he excelled at mathematics at school, received scholarships to attend Princeton and Stanford, and entered a major investment bank as soon as he qualified with an MBA. He rose steadily to the dizzy heights of vice-chairman, a position that put him on the boards of many of the bank’s clients and that was to be his undoing. Ram had maintained strong contacts with the Indian community and had several friends running hedge funds. Unfortunately, greed overtook good sense and he was leaking confidential information from his board appointments to his hedge fund buddies. It was the same offence that Shea had been accused of, but in Ram’s case he was one hundred per cent guilty. 
 
    Ram looked at Blair. ‘What’s going on here, Warden?’ 
 
    Blair indicated a chair. ‘Sit down, Ram. This is Frank’s second visit this week. He’s spun me a story as to why he’s consulting prisoners of this institution. I need to find out that he’s telling the truth.’ 
 
    ‘I need your help,’ Shea said. 
 
    ‘If I can help, I will.’ 
 
    Shea retold the story of Gardiner’s disappearance. He didn’t mention the details of the investigation only that he had obtained a USB from Gardiner’s secretary that contained a mass of documents relating to work that Gardiner was doing for someone. He showed Ram the plastic bag of documents. 
 
    Ram listened intently while Shea was speaking. ‘I’d love to help, Frank,’ he said as soon as Shea stopped. ‘But I get the impression that time is an issue and I would require several weeks to review that level of documentation.’ 
 
    ‘You won’t need to review them all,’ Shea said. ‘Just give them a quick look.’ He removed a copy of the notes he’d made on the legal pad and handed it to Ram. ‘This is what I’ve come up with. All I want you to do is verify it.’ 
 
    Ram looked at Blair, who simply nodded. ‘Look, Frank, I’m not well. The warden can verify that. I’ve got a son, Sami, who is a hell of a lot smarter than I am.’ He fished a business card out of his pocket and handed it to Shea. ‘Bring the documents to him. He’s in his final year at Harvard Law School and does a bit of financial consulting on the side. He’s the fastest reader I’ve ever seen so he’ll have these documents reviewed by tomorrow.’ 
 
    Shea took the card reluctantly. He felt he was being passed along. 
 
    ‘Sorry, Frank,’ Ram stood. ‘You may not believe it, but I’ve done you a favour. Sami is a financial genius, and I don’t use that word often. He’s maybe even better than you and me.’ He smiled. ‘And he knows the law. Am I good to go, Warden?’ 
 
    Blair nodded and Shea hugged his friend again. 
 
    ‘Keep safe, Frank,’ Ram said when they stood apart. 
 
    Ram and Shea had enjoyed many happy hours reminiscing about the deals they had worked. Shea had learned a lot from the Indian financier. ‘You too, I’ll be waiting when you get out. I’m going to buy you the best dinner in town.’ 
 
    Ram smiled. ‘I’ll hold you to that.’  
 
    Blair pressed a button on his desk and a guard opened the door and led Ram out. 
 
    ‘What’s he got?’ Shea asked when the door was closed. 
 
    ‘Inmates’ medical files are confidential.’ Blair stood up. ‘I think we’re done here.’ He ushered Shea towards the door. ‘Don’t forget your papers.’ 
 
    Shea picked up the plastic bag and allowed himself to be moved out of the office. They walked along the corridor until they reached the exit. Shea turned and extended his hand. ‘Thanks, Steve.’ 
 
    ‘This time I mean it, Frank. I never want to see you here again.’ 
 
    ‘I make it a practice never to say never.’ He moved off in the direction of his car.  
 
    Blair watched him go. Frank Shea was someone he would have been proud to have in his platoon. His psych file said he’d been assessed as hyper-intelligent with a strong sense of duty and an iron will. Men like that were, in Blair’s opinion, very rare animals. Frank’s cousin was lucky to have someone like him in her corner. If anyone could find out what happened to her missing husband, it would be Shea. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
   M oira looked at the mass of paper she had printed out. For a change she had absolutely no desire to dive into an examination of Gregory Gardiner’s phone records. She had given a reasonable performance of someone who was interested while Shea was there, but when he had left, the air went out of her like a burst balloon. The previous evening she and Brendan had had what could be categorised as their first fight. OK, maybe more of a spirited argument than a fight. Since they’d met them at Lawrence Airport, Brendan had been building himself up to ask ‘the question’. She had hoped she was wrong. She didn’t want to give him a negative answer, but she had made her mind up that marriage with anyone, not just Brendan, was not in her near future. As she saw it, Brendan was trying to supress his jealousy, responding like the alpha male that he was, by having his claim on her officially recognised. Her response was to frustrate him every time he mentioned the future. Eventually the dam of frustration burst and they had both said things that they hadn’t meant and were already regretting. Brendan had slept in the spare room, although she was sure that, like her, he had spent a sleepless night there.  
 
    Moira had given marriage a try and found it seriously wanting. There was no way that a visit to a church and a piece of paper could guarantee a future life of happiness. Her marriage had left her single and her husband in jail. Neither of those futures had been in their minds when they were listening to the speeches at the wedding reception. She was still staring at the phone records when Jamie Carmichael put a cup of coffee on the table in front of her. 
 
    ‘What’s the matter, girl?’ Carmichael sat across from her and sipped her coffee. ‘You look a little washed out today. Tell Jamie what the problem is.’ 
 
    Moira sipped her coffee but remained silent. 
 
    Carmichael pursed her lips. ‘I smell man trouble.’ 
 
    Moira smiled. She had met this woman forty-eight hours ago and she wasn’t about to confide her innermost feelings to a total stranger.  
 
    ‘What’s wrong? I suppose that you think because inside here was once a man that I can’t empathise with a woman’s feelings? I gotta say that you and Shea treated me right. There are so many folks out there who look on people like me as freaks.’ She sipped her coffee. ‘A few months ago I gave dating a shot.’ She saw Moira’s eyebrows raise. ‘I’m only human, girl. And yes, there are websites where a transgender lady can hook up with a man or woman who is happy to date. I had two dates and the guys I met were freaks. Lucky for them that they never called me ‘tranny’, but that was about the only positive point from the experience. Talk about twenty questions. They asked me things that no man asks a regular woman on the first date. They made me sick.’ A tear came out of her left eye and rolled down her cheek. 
 
    Moira felt like a shit. She stood up and went to Carmichael. They hugged. Moira returned to her seat and told Carmichael all that had passed between her and Brendan the previous evening. ‘I don’t know if I want to get married again and I certainly don’t want to hurt Brendan.’ 
 
    ‘And where does Shea reckon in all of this?’ Carmichael asked. 
 
    ‘He didn’t feature at all until you asked me if there was something between us. I only met him a few days ago and quite honestly I wasn’t thinking about him sexually.’ 
 
    ‘But you are now?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know.’ 
 
    ‘There’s a lot of little boy in Shea. It’s easy to fall for that little boy. And he don’t look half-bad either. And there’s the money. Shea ain’t just a catch, he’s the catch of the year. And he’s sweet on you.’ 
 
    Moira finished her coffee and carried her cup to the kitchen. Talking to Carmichael was not helping. In fact, it was causing more confusion. Moira had examined her conscience and decided that she hadn’t given Shea any signals that she was interested. This whole Shea thing was being driven by Carmichael’s active imagination. It was a distraction that she didn’t need. She stood at the sink washing her cup. She had signed up to investigate Gardiner’s disappearance and that would have to be her main focus. Something about the Gardiner case was bothering her, but she couldn’t put her finger on it. Continually thinking of a balancing act between Brendan and Shea wouldn’t help her dredge up what was out of place. She had to get herself back on track. After all, she wasn’t some love-struck teenager. 
 
    She went back to the balcony and looked at the mound of paper on the table. ‘We’re losing momentum,’ she said and picked up the first batch of papers. ‘We need to analyse these records. So I don’t want to hear any more about me and Shea, because there is no me and Shea. Agreed?’ 
 
    ‘You can run, but you can’t hide, girl.’ Carmichael picked up a batch of records. ‘What are we lookin’ for?’ 
 
    ‘We need to identify the names behind the numbers.’ 
 
    Carmichael looked at the paper on the table. ‘Then we best get at it.’ 
 
    Gregory Gardiner certainly liked to use his phones. Ricky had managed to hack into his business and home phones and also his personal mobile phone. Moira examined the list of calls. How in the hell were they going to make sense of the many hundreds of calls that Gardiner had made in the three months before his disappearance? It would require a team of detectives to sift through the hundreds of numbers. And there might not be even one lead in all those calls. She and Jamie started trawling through the reams of paper. There were calls to every corner of the United States as well as international calls to Norway, Switzerland, the United Kingdom and Luxembourg. They ran quickly down the record of the calls before realising that they would have to be more methodical. Moira started by logging the international numbers, then the local numbers and then the national numbers. This time-consuming exercise reduced the amount of paper by ninety per cent. The next order of business was finding out who the local numbers belonged to. Moira was sure that there were websites out there that could help, but she didn’t know where they were. Her eyes were beginning to give out by the time she picked up the last batch of records. The yellow pad at her side was covered with phone numbers and the corresponding names. Shea had called and told her that he was in Cambridge and wouldn’t be back before eight. She used the knowledge to quit at six. She caught the T back to Cambridge and a hoped-for restoration of peace between her and Brendan. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 
 
      
 
      
 
   S ami Saha’s apartment occupied the ground floor of a three-storey house on Granville Road in Cambridge. Shea had called and found that Sami was in class until six o’clock. He parked outside the apartment building at fifteen minutes past five. He contemplated calling Brendan to invite him for a coffee to pass the time, but he decided against it at the last minute. He had noted the coldness in Brendan’s demeanour at Lawrence and he didn’t want to exacerbate the situation between them. Brendan wasn’t a dummy and had surely noticed that he was getting more interested in Moira than he should be. What the hell was he thinking? She was his best friend’s partner for God’s sake. Brendan was like a brother to him and he wasn’t about to do anything that would change that relationship. But every time he thought about Brendan lying in the same bed as Moira he felt like punching the wall. He decided to go for a short walk. His feet led him to the small café at the corner of Concord Avenue and Walden Street where he had often met Brendan when they were students. He went inside, bought a coffee and took a seat beside the window. He was thinking about Ram and the vicissitudes of life when he looked up and saw Brendan walking down Concord Avenue. His first reaction was to pick up a menu and hide behind it, but instead he went to the door and called out. 
 
    Brendan was lost in thought. In fact, he had spent the day in a haze, unable to operate properly on a couple of hours’ sleep. He regularly ranked in the top five per cent of lecturers on the basis of student surveys, principally because his lectures were well prepared and well presented. He was in the education business, but he also had to be an entertainer if he wanted to keep his audience’s attention. He liked to agree with the term ‘edutainment’ to describe his profession. Today he hadn’t been much of an edutainer. His thoughts were interrupted by someone hailing him from across the street. He looked up and saw it was Frank Shea. What the hell is Shea doing in Cambridge? During his days in the rarefied air of the corporate boardroom, Shea had seldom visited the stomping ground of his student days. Brendan and Shea had been close friends at school and college, but their paths had diverged after college. Brendan had watched Frank’s stellar financial career with a certain amount of envy. Meanwhile he had settled for the safer route of academia. He took no joy in seeing a front-page photo of Frank being led in handcuffs from his office building. He had felt the pain of Frank’s fall from grace as though he had been a brother. They had never been in competition, until now. Or maybe that was just his imagination. He waved at Shea and received a come here sign in response.  
 
    The hug they gave each other at the door of the coffee shop was more perfunctory than usual. ‘You remember this place?’ Shea asked as he led the way inside. ‘This used to be our favourite rendezvous.’ He retook his seat at the window and motioned for Brendan to join him. 
 
    Brendan ordered a coffee and sat across from Shea. 
 
    ‘You look as tired as I feel.’ Shea smiled. He’d never seen Brendan with bags under his eyes before. ‘Tough day?’ 
 
    ‘Sort of.’ Brendan remembered the many days they had spent as students sipping coffee and putting the world to rights. ‘Lecturing is like being on stage. You can’t have an off day.’ 
 
    The waitress deposited a cup of coffee in front of Brendan. ‘How’s the investigation going?’ 
 
    ‘So so.’ Shea opened his briefcase and removed the mass of papers. He held them out to Brendan. ‘I spent most of last night trying to make sense of these.’ 
 
    ‘What are they?’ 
 
    ‘Contracts, documents setting up escrow accounts, quotes on containers, papers of great financial complexity.’ He pulled out his legal pad and showed Brendan the intricate web of connections he had already deciphered. ‘There’s something very wrong here. This is as far out of Greg Gardiner’s comfort zone as you could get. On the one hand, he’s an accountant for a group of mom-and-pop businesses and, on the other, he’s opening up accounts in banks in Switzerland and Liechtenstein. I know the guy and this stuff is way beyond his capacity.’ 
 
    ‘What’s your conclusion?’ 
 
    ‘Damned if I know. I don’t think Greg has been hiding his light under a bushel all these years. So someone else must be involved, or I’m a lousy judge of character.’ 
 
    ‘Do you think that he is dead?’ 
 
    Shea reflected for a moment. ‘It certainly looks that way.’ 
 
    Brendan looked at the pages of the legal pad. It was like looking into a maze.; Figures were not his forte; Frank was the financial genius. ‘I guess he might have been working as a go-between for someone, someone who didn’t want to be seen as the principal.’ 
 
    Shea stuffed the papers back into his briefcase. ‘Carmichael saw someone who could have been a principal visiting the office in Concord once. It’s a possibility, but it could just as easily have been some guy who owned a pizzeria and was looking to have his accounts done. If there is someone behind Greg, I haven’t seen any sign of him and I’ve been through all Greg’s files.’  
 
    Brendan sipped his coffee. ‘So, the answer lies in all those papers.’ 
 
    ‘As far as I can see Greg looks to be the principal, but it’s so damn convoluted.’ 
 
    Brendan was back in his student days and his fears about Frank and Moira were put to the back of his mind. ‘This investigation of yours is all over the place. You need to get all the information that you’ve collected together. It’s all very well behaving like a group of amateurs, but you shouldn’t throw out a couple of hundred years of procedures that have been developed by the professionals.’ 
 
    ‘Like what?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘You need to set up a filing system and to have all the important information collated and summarised where you can see it. You obviously don’t watch much television. The cops use those large whiteboards to help them see the wood from the trees. Separate all the threads of the investigation, and establish the solid line of enquiry while cutting out the rubbish.‘ 
 
    Shea made a note to have a large whiteboard delivered to the condo the following morning. ‘What else?’ 
 
    ‘What’s the motivation here?’ Brendan asked. ‘Why should this mysterious Mr X want to make Gregory Gardiner disappear? How did he pick on Gardiner in the first place? If Gardiner was the quintessential accountant for mom-and-pop enterprises, how did Mr X select him to manage complex financial operations?’ 
 
    Shea was lost in thought. ‘Greg was a pretty good accountant, but you’re right – he wouldn’t have been my first choice to run the type of financial operation described in these papers. But, he would be easy to get rid of. Perhaps he knew too much. He was a loose end who could identify Mr X.’ 
 
    Brendan pointed at the papers on the table. ‘And there’s no mention of Mr X in those papers?’ 
 
    Shea shook his head. 
 
    ‘That’s pretty smart,’ Brendan said. ‘A crime has been committed and the only person in the frame is your pal Greg. Anything goes wrong, he’s the one that goes to jail. What about the money?’ 
 
    ‘Could be anywhere. Money these days is just a series of bits of information. It moves around at the speed of light almost. We might have some possibility of finding out what happened to Greg, but there’s no way we’re ever going to find a dollar.’ 
 
    ‘Gardiner looks like the perfect patsy. Is his name on all the documents?’ 
 
    Shea nodded.  
 
    ‘Then why disappear him? Why not let him take the rap? There’s got to be a reason and you need to find it.’ 
 
    Shea finished his coffee. ‘I’ve done my best with the papers I showed you, but contract law is not my speciality. When I was in Devens, we had a kind of group. The composition changed depending on when inmates arrived and departed, but there was a very diverse range of skills within the group. We had guys who had committed almost every kind of crime. I was in Devens today to pick one of the best financial brains in the country, but unfortunately he’s ill.’ He looked at his watch. ‘I’m due to meet his son in fifteen minutes.’ 
 
    Brendan finished his coffee. ‘Why haven’t you taken up my offer to help out?’ 
 
    Shea didn’t answer immediately. ‘You were against Moira joining forces with me. I thought that maybe you might not have your heart in it.’ 
 
    ‘Well I want to help. I know next to nothing about finance and I can’t run around the country at your beck and call like Moira, but I do know the criminal mind. Every crime has a motivation. Undoubtedly the motive of the original crime is money, but for me the jury is still out on why Gardiner had to die.’ 
 
    Shea looked at his watch again and stood up. ‘I’ve got to go.’ He held out his arms and hugged Brendan. ‘Welcome aboard, I’ll give you a call tomorrow.’  
 
    The elephant in the room was scarcely mentioned, Brendan thought as he watched Shea hurry off with his briefcase under his arm. Frank would be a hell of an adversary in a love triangle.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX 
 
      
 
      
 
   M oira was already in the living room of the apartment when Brendan returned. There was a moment of reticence when he entered. She recognised this as a potential make-or-break moment in their relationship.  
 
    Brendan stood in front of her. ‘I’m really sorry about last night. It was totally my fault. I was just being a jealous idiot.’ 
 
    She stood up and hugged him. ‘You may be a bloody genius as a criminal psychologist, but you have a long way to go in understanding me.’ She pulled him onto the couch beside her. ‘You asking me to marry you is one of my greatest fears. Not because I don’t love you, because I do. But because I’ve been down that road already and I’m not going there again soon. Also, I’m never going to be a stay-at-home mom. I left a job I love to follow you to Boston. You’ve got to understand the sacrifice that entailed. Every day I wake up I miss being a police officer. I’m trying hard not to live in the past and I don’t want to live in the future, so I live in the now. And right now you and I are together. If that’s cool with you, then we can continue. If you’re looking for something else, then you have to tell me and I’ll have to make a decision.’ 
 
    Brendan recognised the point they had reached. If he asked her to make a decision right now, he knew what the answer would be. His only chance of being with her was to postpone that decision as far into the future as possible. And if that meant letting her run off on a wild goose chase with Frank Shea, then so be it. He took her hand in his. ‘I’ve been a damn fool and I don’t want to lose you. I know my behaviour has been irrational, particularly the way I responded to your involvement in the Gardiner investigation. I spent most of last night castigating myself for my stupidity. We don’t own one another, I know that. And it was stupid of me to think that you would easily discard something that was a central part of your life. I know what would happen if I had to give up lecturing.’ 
 
    ‘So there’ll be no movement towards institutionalising our relationship?’ 
 
    Brendan thought of the ring in the box sitting in the drawer of his office desk. He wondered whether he should keep it or return it to the shop. He decided that he would return it. ‘No.’ 
 
    She squeezed his hand. ‘And there’ll be no reaction to my working with Shea on finding out what happened to Gregory Gardiner.’ 
 
    ‘I still have some reservations.’ He told her about meeting Shea at the coffee shop in Concord Avenue and the preliminary result of the examination of the documents that were on the USB. ‘There’s a lot of money involved in whatever Gardiner got himself tangled up in. Normally where you find lots of money you also find very dangerous people. I give lectures on people who killed their entire family for just a few thousand dollars. Frank thinks Gardiner is dead, so that’s one possible murder already. You’re right that I’m the reason you’re in Boston, and I don’t want to be the reason that you’re killed.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t worry, I won’t blame you if I get myself killed. Mind you, my father and mother might not be so forgiving.’ She smiled. ‘There is something about this Gardiner business that bothers me though, but I just can’t put my finger on what it is.’  
 
    ‘Frank has agreed to let me come on board. I won’t be running around the country with you, but I’ll try and help in any way I can.’ 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed him. ‘Maybe a fresh pair of eyes will see something we can’t. Now, I’m ravenous and I didn’t sleep much myself last night, so let’s get some food in and have an early night.’ 
 
    Brendan smiled. 
 
    ‘And you can take that smile off your face. I said eat and sleep, in that order.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
   S hea arrived at the building on Granville Road just as a young Indian man was putting a key into the lock on the front door. ‘Are you Sami?’ he asked as he made his way up the short path leading to the house. 
 
    The young man turned and smiled, revealing two rows of perfectly white teeth. Whereas his face was a carbon copy of his father’s, he was at least a foot taller than him. He had a full head of jet-black hair, which fell to his collar at the back. ‘And you are Frank Shea. My dad talks about you all the time.’ Ram still had an Indian lilt to his speech, but Sami was one hundred per cent American. 
 
    ‘How do you know me?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘I followed your case in the papers. You were screwed.’ He looked at Shea. ‘Your hair was darker then. Come in.’ He pushed the front door open and they entered a sizeable hall. Passing a staircase on the left that led to the upper floor, Sami walked to the end of the corridor. He opened a door and stood back to allow Shea to enter. The room directly behind the door was the living room, which was almost two hundred square feet. A modern kitchen was visible through an open door to the right, and the two closed doors at the opposite end of the living room presumably led to the bedroom and bathroom. The living room was furnished in modern minimalist style and there was nothing Indian in view. Shea had visited Ram’s home and it had been like walking into a house in the Punjab. It showed that the generations moved on in their own directions.  
 
    ‘Would you like a coffee or something else to drink?’ Sami asked as he dropped his satchel on the floor.  
 
    ‘I just had a coffee,’ Shea said sitting in a designer metal chair that was as uncomfortable as it looked. 
 
    ‘Scotch OK?’ Sami pulled a bottle out from a wall unit that incorporated a bar, a TV stand and a bookcase. 
 
    ‘Scotch is fine.’ 
 
    Sami poured two glasses. ‘You were at Devens today?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ Shea took one of the glasses and sipped. 
 
    ‘What did you think of my dad?’ Sami toasted with his glass and drank. 
 
    ‘I think he should be in hospital.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve got someone working on that.’ 
 
    ‘If I can help, you got it.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, but I think we’ve got it covered. I have someone with a judge as we speak. He’ll be moved tomorrow and we’re going to find out what the hell is up with him.’ 
 
    ‘Glad to hear it.’ 
 
    ‘He sent you to me, right.’ 
 
    Shea looked at Sami as he downed the remnants of his Scotch. He didn’t look old enough to drink. ‘You mind if I ask you what age you are?’ 
 
    ‘Twenty-four.’ 
 
    ‘What age were you when you started university?’ 
 
    ‘Sixteen.’  
 
    Shea had been seventeen and he was considered a prodigy. He pulled out the sheaf of papers from his briefcase. ‘I need these analysed.’ He passed over the papers. 
 
    ‘For when?’ 
 
    ‘Tomorrow.’ He took out his legal pad. ‘These are the connections I’ve been able to make.’ 
 
    Sami shuffled the papers in his hands like a deck of cards. ‘You realise that it would take a team of forensic auditors two weeks to examine all these papers.’ 
 
    ‘Does that mean you can’t do it by tomorrow?’ 
 
    ‘No, it means you’re going to pay me ten thousand dollars to do it for tomorrow.’ 
 
    ‘Now I know how you can afford this place. You value your time.’ 
 
    ‘I know about you Mr Shea and you have enough money that I’m sure you don’t value ten thousand dollars. Do we have a deal?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘OK, finish your drink and get out. I need to get started immediately. Where will I go to present the results?’ 
 
    Shea gave him the address of the condo.  
 
    ‘I’ll be there between nine and ten.’ He ushered Shea towards the door. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT 
 
      
 
      
 
   T he whiteboard arrived at Shea’s condo at eight o’clock and was set up ten minutes later in the living room. Shea surveyed its whiteness. It was the epitome of the blank canvas. Now all they needed was to fill it with what they knew. 
 
    ‘I’ve seen this kind of thing on the cop shows.’ Carmichael stood beside him drinking her early morning coffee. 
 
    Shea now had two reasons for finding out what happened to Gardiner. The first was to give his cousin and her family closure. The second was to get Carmichael back into her apartment. He had never had much interest in cop shows and working sixteen-hour days didn’t leave much time for TV anyway. ‘Well then maybe you can tell me how we start.’  
 
    Carmichael was delighted that she knew more than the great Frank Shea on at least one subject. ‘At the top we put the name of the prime suspect.’ 
 
    Shea picked up a black marker and wrote ‘Mr X’ at the top of the whiteboard. He turned to Carmichael. ‘What ‘s next?’ 
 
    ‘Under the name you write everything you know about him.’ 
 
    ‘And if we know nothing about him?’ 
 
    Carmichael shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    Shea wrote a large question mark beside the name.  
 
    At that moment the doorbell went and Justin let Moira in. She walked immediately into the living room and saw Shea and Carmichael staring at a whiteboard containing a name and a question mark. ‘Whose brilliant idea was this?’ she said, surveying the expanse of white.  
 
    ‘Brendan’s.’ Shea put the black marker back on the ledge beneath the whiteboard. ‘He says we should use it to collate all the information we’ve collected so far so we can have a visual on what we’ve learned.’ 
 
    ‘I’m aware of the use of a whiteboard.’ Moira’s tone was sharper than usual. She was annoyed that she hadn’t thought of making a visual presentation of what they’d learned. ‘We need someone who will be responsible for updating the board.’ She looked at Carmichael, who did not look like she was about to volunteer. ‘That’ll be you, Jamie.’ 
 
    ‘No way Jose!’ 
 
    ‘You’re a secretary, aren’t you?’ Moira said. ‘Well this is secretarial work.’ 
 
    ‘And if you’re not interested in helping,’ Shea added. ‘I can call a cab and have you dropped back to your apartment.’ He was secretly hoping that she would refuse to comply. 
 
    For the next half-hour Moira and Carmichael worked together to put everything they had learned on the board. They filled in all the details of Gregory Gardiner’s life under his photo, including the details of his disappearance. They were working on including the information from Gattuso and Halliday when the doorbell sounded and Sami Saha entered the condo. The young man was carrying a bag not unlike a doctor’s satchel, which he laid on the table.  
 
    After being introduced to Moira and Carmichael, Sami turned to Shea. ‘I’ve done a PowerPoint presentation on the analysis of the documents you left with me.’ 
 
    ‘How long did the analysis take you?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘I finished an hour ago.’ 
 
    ‘You mean you’ve been up all night?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘Do you know how many pages there were?’  
 
    Shea was impressed. He’d pulled many an all-nighter, but he didn’t look as fresh as Sami did at nine o’clock the following morning. 
 
    Sami removed a tablet and a mini-projector from his satchel. He laid them on the coffee table. ‘OK, guys, it’s show time. I’m going to use the empty corner of the whiteboard as a screen. Gather round. I’m giving a lecture at noon so we have to make tracks.’ 
 
    Moira, Shea and Carmichael sat on a couch while Sami powered up the projector.  
 
    ‘Let’s begin with what we know,’ Sami was in lecture mode. He put the first image on the screen. It consisted of pallets loaded with money. ‘What is the most profitable commodity to smuggle?’ 
 
    ‘Drugs,’ Shea replied. 
 
    ‘Right and after drugs.’ 
 
    The three on the couch looked at each other. Sami brought up another image. It was the highly recognisable picture of a carton of Marlboro cigarettes. ‘Fake Marlboro cigarettes is a billion-dollar business here in the US. A packet of fake Marlboro costs twenty cents to produce in China and can sell for anything up to twenty times as much on the streets of cities across this country. To put it in perspective, a forty-foot container can hold as many as ten million sticks and can cost one hundred thousand dollars to produce in China. Smuggle that container into the US and it can be worth up to two million bucks. It constitutes a very attractive investment opportunity.’ 
 
    ‘If you can get them into the country,’ Moira said. 
 
    ‘That’s true,’ Sami smiled. ‘But say that you could convince some wealthy investors that you have a foolproof method of smuggling them in, and that ancillary costs would be one million dollars per container, you would still be offering each one a tenfold return on the investment: one million dollars in return for just one hundred thousand dollars.’ He looked at the three attentive faces. ‘Who could resist?’ 
 
    Shea smiled. He had been in a meeting room with serious investors who would wet themselves at the prospect of a thirty per cent return on investment. He didn’t want to think about the effect on an investor of a potential return of one thousand per cent. If he had been in a position to make such a proposal, he would have been sure to have an emergency ambulance on standby. 
 
    Sami brought up another slide. It was a picture of a container ship beside a map of the US. ‘That’s the core of the project that Gregory Gardiner was working on.’ He picked a batch of papers that he had pinned together. ‘These papers relate to the purchase of a container ship. As far as I can tell, Gardiner was ready to organise the purchase of the vessel himself but was gazumped by one of the investors, who saw the potential of making a bundle on both ends of the project. The vessel was eventually purchased by a Norwegian gentleman named Jonas Hovland.’ 
 
    Moira thought about the Norwegian phone calls. She would be willing to bet that the number belonged to this guy Hovland. She would check it out as soon as they were finished with Sami. 
 
    ‘I’ve counted up to a total of twenty million dollars being collected for the project. That doesn’t mean that there are two hundred investors at one hundred thousand each. Some investors went in for five hundred thousand while a good number stuck to the minimum of one hundred thousand.’ 
 
    ‘So, how many investors do we have in total?’ Shea asked.  
 
    ‘I counted eighty-two.’ Sami put a slide up showing the names and the investment beside each name. ‘The money was supposed to go into escrow accounts controlled by Gardiner. It was only supposed to be released when the merchandise was purchased from China. That was where the mysterious principal came in. He was the man with the connections in China and the smuggling route for the containers into the US. At least, that was what the investors were told.’ 
 
    Shea leaned forward. ‘I looked at those documents and as far as I could see the man we call Mr X had no contact with the investors.’ 
 
    ‘You got it, all the contacts were made by Gardiner. He and Mr X stood to gain millions as the middle men. Neither one invested a dollar.’ 
 
    ‘If Gardiner is removed from the scene,’ Moira said, ‘the investors have nowhere to go. Gardiner was their only connection to the money.’ 
 
    Sami smiled. ‘That’s the beauty of the scheme. Eighty-two investors stumped up twenty million bucks and the only name they have is Gregory Gardiner. It’s the perfect con. I bet the escrow accounts have been cleaned out and the money has been travelling around the world for the past couple of weeks being washed as it went. By now it could be anywhere and is probably invested in apartments in London and hotels in Mumbai. I doubt if even some of the big recovery companies could get their hands on it.’ 
 
    ‘What about the plan to smuggle the cigarettes into the US?’ Carmichael asked.  
 
    Shea looked at Sami. ‘There were no cigarettes, right?’  
 
    Sami finished the slide presentation. ‘It looks that way. The smuggling story was just a ruse to con the investors out of their money. They should have heeded the advice that when you’re offered something for nothing you usually end up getting nothing for something. And in this case the something it cost them was a very healthy twenty million dollars.’ 
 
    ‘But surely the investors will go to the police,’ Carmichael said. 
 
    ‘And tell them what?’ Moira asked. ‘That they invested in a scheme to defraud the US government of tax? They’d be putting themselves in the frame for a conspiracy charge. If the smuggling scheme had been real and they were caught, they would have done jail time. We’ve been through Gardiner’s phone records and probably have the phone numbers of most of the investors on Sami’s list. We’ll call them, but I’ll bet that none of them will be willing to confirm their investment.’ 
 
    ‘Where does that leave us?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘Up shit creek without a paddle.’ Sami was packing up his gear. ‘This guy Gardiner must have been one dumb asshole. He fronts for some guy that he doesn’t know and takes twenty million dollars from investors and then probably ended up getting himself killed.’ 
 
    ‘It’s another stone wall,’ Moira said. ‘And there have been a couple of those so far. We don’t have a single lead on this Mr X.’ 
 
    ‘How can we find him?’ Shea asked 
 
    ‘Search me,’ Moira said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE 
 
      
 
      
 
   A cloud of despondency had settled over the condo. Rather than sitting sulking, Moira and Carmichael had resumed filling in details on the whiteboard. They had made significant progress in understanding what Gardiner had been up to. His excitement at being the central cog in a scheme that would produce a flood of money was understandable, as was the reason that he had been removed. But they hadn’t moved one inch forward on the main purpose of their investigation – finding out exactly what happened to Gardiner. They now had a fair idea of ‘the why’ – twenty million dollars was a hell of a motivation for murder – but they were still missing ‘the how’ and ‘the where’. Moira stood back and appraised their work. They had done a pretty good job of collating all the information collected. Nevertheless, she felt they were quickly approaching the point where the towel would have to be thrown in. She couldn’t see where they could go next, even with Shea’s considerable resources. The key to everything was Mr X and there was absolutely no clue as to who he really was or how he could be found. Mr X, whoever he was, was certainly a cunning and devious man, and possibly a very dangerous man. It wasn’t by accident that there was no trace of him aside from a potential single sighting by Carmichael. The investigation was screaming to a halt. For now, they continued to ‘make work’. She e-mailed Ricky with Sami’s list of investors and the sets of phone numbers she and Carmichael had developed. She wanted to cross-reference the names and the numbers. It would probably lead nowhere, but it would keep the momentum up somewhat. The alternative was a return to the back row of the lecture theatre in Harvard and she was beginning to regard that as a fate worse than death. 
 
    On the couch, Shea was desperately going through the documents. He was also coming to the conclusion that they had reached the end of the road. He wasn’t a man to give up easily, but he was a realist. Gardiner had been a ‘straw man’ set up by Mr X to be the fall guy when the extent of the fraud was realised. He had a grudging respect for Mr X’s planning. He had covered all the bases. The money was gone and so was Gardiner. He contemplated having Ricky chase up at least two of the accounts. It wouldn’t lead anywhere, but it would at least confirm what Sami and he thought about the money being laundered and disappearing completely 
 
    What would he do when he didn’t have the investigation to follow? He contemplated playing all the top golf courses of the world, but first he would have to learn how to play golf. Somehow he was going to have to find something that could recreate the buzz of the trading room and that was going to be no easy matter. And then there was Moira. It might be better for both of them if the investigation ended now and they were obliged to go their separate ways. However, he was going to miss her. Heck, he would probably even miss Carmichael a little. 
 
    Moira came and sat beside him. ‘It doesn’t look great.’ 
 
    ‘It isn’t over until it’s over.’ He noticed that Carmichael had discreetly left the room. ‘If there was only some way to find this Mr X character.’ 
 
    Moira glanced at the whiteboard. ‘One thing I’ve learned is that an investigation needs momentum. If you’re not moving forward, you’re stalled and you’re in trouble. Right now we’re stalled, tomorrow we’ll be moving backwards.’ 
 
    Shea followed Moira’s gaze. She had added a print to the whiteboard, it showed a still from the video of Gardiner walking down the corridor at Miami International just before he disappeared. ‘Gardiner arrived in Miami from Caracas. I don’t find anything in the papers about Caracas. What the hell was he doing there?’ 
 
    ‘Maybe Mr Hovland knows. Gardiner was in contact with someone in Norway. It’s got to be about the ship. I was going to call him anyway. Perhaps it’ll come to nothing, but it’s the last throw of the dice.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FORTY 
 
      
 
      
 
   M oira checked and found that there was a six-hour time difference between Boston and Oslo. It was just coming up to midday in Boston so it was almost five o’clock in the evening in the capital of Norway. She didn’t know whether the phone number she had was a personal or an office number. In fact, she wasn’t even sure it was Hovland’s number. She went online and saw that Hovland Shipping is a proper company that does most of its business servicing the Norwegian oil industry from the small town of Tromsø in the north of the country. The number for the head office in Oslo corresponded to the number Gardiner had been calling. She typed the number and listened to the electronic sounds of telephonic connection. 
 
    ‘Hei, Hovland kantor.’ The voice was female and young. 
 
    ‘Hello. Do you speak English?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘Yes, this is the Hovland office.’ 
 
    ‘May I speak with Mr Hovland.’ 
 
    ‘And who shall I say is calling?’ 
 
    ‘My name is Moira McElvaney and I’m calling from Boston in the United States.’ 
 
    ‘Please hold.’ 
 
    There was silence on the line. 
 
    Eventually the female came back on the line. ‘Mr Hovland wishes to know the nature of your call.’ 
 
    ‘It concerns the present whereabouts of Gregory Gardiner. I understand that Mr Hovland had some business with Mr Gardiner.’ Moira had chosen her words carefully to give the impression that she knew where Gardiner was. 
 
    Another bout of silence was eventually broken by a male voice. ‘Miss McElvaney.’ The accent was American with a Norwegian overlay. ‘Jonas Hovland here. Do you have information concerning the whereabouts of Mr Gardiner?’ 
 
    ‘Not exactly, Mr Hovland, I’m working for Mrs Gardiner in an effort to find out what happened to her husband.’ She could hear an outflow of breath on the other line. ‘I understand that you and Mr Gardiner were in business together.’ 
 
    There was no reply. 
 
    ‘I’m aware of the project that you and Mr Gardiner were working on together.’ 
 
    ‘Is that so? Then you must know that I am as anxious as Mrs Gardiner to find out what happened to her husband.’ 
 
    ‘You invested in his project?’ 
 
    Again no reply. ‘Who are you working for? Is it Miami PD or Boston PD?’ 
 
    ‘Neither. I’m working for Mrs Gardiner.’ 
 
    ‘Or maybe you are with the FBI or perhaps the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, Firearms and Explosives?’ 
 
    ‘I’m not with any official body.’ Moira had expected a response like this but it was more extreme than she anticipated. 
 
    ‘And I am not Santa Claus. Look at it from my perspective. A young lady I don’t know calls up and suggests that I had some business with a man who I haven’t been able to make contact with for the last month. You can perhaps understand why I’m unwilling to discuss my business affairs over the phone.’ 
 
    ‘Given the nature of your business with Mr Gardiner I can completely understand your reticence. Perhaps you can help me with one small point though.’ 
 
    Hovland laughed. ‘There are no small points where large sums of money are concerned.’ 
 
    ‘At one time Mr Gardiner was trying to buy a ship himself. How come you were the one who took over the purchase of the ship?’ 
 
    There was a guttural laugh on the other end of the line. ‘Mr Gardiner would probably have got seasick in a rowing boat. He knew next to nothing about the shipping business and I was in need of a cargo vessel myself at the time. Our requirements coalesced.’ 
 
    ‘Do you have any idea why Mr Gardiner was on route from Caracas to Miami? We have a large number of documents, but there’s no mention of Caracas.’ 
 
    ‘Hypothetically, he might have been looking for a ship. Perhaps he expected to find a ship in Caracas that would take on some container traffic for him.’ 
 
    ‘And equally hypothetically, where might that ship have been?’ 
 
    ‘Let’s say, Cartagena in Columbia.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t understand.’ 
 
    ‘Neither do I.’ Hovland sighed. ‘I think we have exhausted the time I had allotted for this call. Please extend my commiserations to Madam Gardiner.’  
 
    ‘Please, Mr Hovland.’ 
 
    ‘Conflicting instructions,’ he said. The line went dead. 
 
    Moira put down the phone and joined Shea on the couch. ‘Interesting and strange.’ She gave him the gist of the other side of the conversation. 
 
    ‘You can’t blame Hovland for being so guarded,’ Shea said. ‘You could have been recording the conversation and the arm of US bureaucracy is long. ABTFE wouldn’t hesitate to issue a warrant for his extradition if they had proof of his involvement in a scheme to import a gazillion fake cigarettes.’ 
 
    ‘Why was Gardiner in Caracas while the ship was in Cartagena?’ 
 
    ‘Conflicting instructions. Greg expected the ship to be in Caracas, but it had been sent to Cartagena. Either port would be a jump-off point for picking up the containers from China for transhipment to the US. It must have been a hell of a surprise for Greg to find no ship and no containers.’ 
 
    ‘And no Mr X,’ Moira added. ‘Where do we go next?’ 
 
    Shea folded the papers he had been examining and put them on the coffee table. ‘Certainly not Caracas or Cartagena, that would be a monumental waste of time.’ He nodded at the papers on the table. ‘Sooner or later we’re going to have to hand those documents over to the authorities. We’ve uncovered the fraud that was perpetrated by this Mr X guy. That might count for something. But will that be the right thing for Jean and the kids? I cannot believe that Greg was so stupid as to front for some guy in a project that involved millions of dollars. He must have known that he was taking an enormous risk.’ 
 
    ‘Money does strange things to people.’ 
 
    ‘You really think we’re done?’ he asked. 
 
    ‘I don’t see any way forward.’ 
 
    ‘By the way, I met Brendan in Cambridge yesterday.’ 
 
    ‘So I hear. He told me that he’s now a member of the team.’ 
 
    ‘He’s arriving just in time for the close-down.’ 
 
    It was time to confront the elephant in the room. ‘Brendan is worried that there’s something going on between us. And Carmichael is convinced of it.’ 
 
    ‘That explains her discreet departure from the living room. Where is she? Hiding away in the kitchen or her room?’ 
 
    Moira smiled. There was a lot more to Jamie Carmichael than met the eye. ‘I’ve worked in an organisation where men and women are thrown together under very trying circumstances. Sometimes the feeling of a common objective and the camaraderie it engenders can cloud our judgement. People think they recognise signals that aren’t there.’ 
 
    ‘I respect the fact that you and Brendan are together. If that wasn’t the case, maybe things would be different, but I have no desire to come between you.’ The words weren’t coming out right. He wanted to ask how things were between her and Brendan. He wanted to know whether there would be a chance for him. But personal relations weren’t his forte. Neither was forcing the issue. 
 
    ‘I’m here on a sabbatical, Frank.’ She looked him in the eye. Carmichael was right. There was something between them, but it was something that was destined to come to nothing. ‘My real life is back in Belfast. I followed Brendan here because I wanted to give us a chance. I put a time limit on it and I mean to stick to that. Another relationship would only complicate the situation and I might be forced to break my word on staying here.’ She shook her head. ‘Attending lectures in criminology at Harvard seemed like a good idea back in rainy Belfast but the reality falls short. I don’t want this investigation to stop because when it does I have nowhere to go.’ 
 
    He put his arm round her. It felt good to hold her. He heard Carmichael enter the room and he removed his arm. ‘Give Brendan a call. If he’s available, ask him if he can come over. Maybe a fresh set of eyes can spot something we missed.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FORTY-ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
   B rendan had just finished a lecture. The adrenaline was still pumping in his veins. He was happy that he had returned to form so quickly and the enthusiastic faces of the students as they filed past him were enough to convince him that this is what he was born for. As an assistant professor, he was pulling in more students every year and the feedback was stellar so it was reasonable to hope that within the year he would be offered a tenured post. Life is strange and unpredictable. He had always been told that as soon as he finished college a place would be found for him in the family construction firm, but that wasn’t how things were going to work out. He didn’t start out with a career in academia in mind. In fact, he’d chosen criminal psychology as a major because he thought he wanted to be a cop, a typically Irish career. The more he studied and lectured the more he accepted the career path he was currently on. What would have happened if he had gone to engineering school and joined the family business like his brothers? The business has become a major player in Massachusetts, with plans to expand operations outside the state. His brothers currently earn a multiple of his salary, live in big houses and have cottages on the Cape. He consoled himself with the thought that maybe they weren’t really happy, but whenever they met he could see that they actually were happy and that his father and mother were equally happy that what they had built through their hard work was going to stay in the family. He knew though that he would never have been happy in business. 
 
    It was the minds of the criminal classes that fascinated Brendan. He wasn’t just some academic closeted in his ivory tower. His work as a police consultant allowed him to put to the test many of the theories that he taught in his lectures. He wasn’t an amateur sleuth either. He was a professional psychologist who could spot and read signals that the average police officer missed. Besides his satisfying career, he was happy that things were back on track with Moira. He loved her so much but lived in fear that their tenuous relationship would not last. He’d been slow to recognise the inevitable consequences of the sacrifice she had made in coming to Boston, but the events of the past week, typified by their first real argument, had revealed the depth of Moira’s dissatisfaction with her new life. It was unfortunate that they couldn’t both be happy in the same place at the same time. He had viewed too many divorce mediations not to respect the right of either party to express their free will and to seek pastures new. What he didn’t appreciate was the havoc they generally created, which long outlasted their moribund relationships. Moira was already biased against long-term relationships because of the abuse she had suffered in her marriage. He had to respect that. He was ready to work through that bias with her because it was incompatible with his own desire for a long-term relationship. 
 
    And then there was Frank Shea. Where did he fit into all this? Brendan had always thought of his friend as being asexual. He never saw Frank with a girlfriend during their years at college. But thinking as a psychologist, Frank had several attributes that women might find attractive, so it wasn’t really surprising that when they were thrown together Moira had been charmed. Brendan didn’t want to be the kind of guy who gives in to bouts of jealousy, but the positive emotions that he had been feeling after the lecture were dissipating. 
 
    Back in his office, he sat at his desk and opened the right-hand drawer. The box containing the engagement ring was sitting where he had left it. There would be no need for the ring in the foreseeable future. He had finally understood that Moira was committed for one year and that after that all bets would be off. His phone rang and he smiled when he saw the caller ID. ‘Hi,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Hi, are you busy for lunch?’ Moira asked. 
 
    One of his colleagues had invited him for lunch, but he wasn’t interested in the faculty game of knifing competitors for the tenure track position in the back. ‘No, I have nothing planned. Is that an invitation?’ 
 
    ‘Absolutely, the team are meeting for lunch at Frank’s condo and, since you’re a team member, we’d love to have you along.’ 
 
    Brendan’s first reaction was to make up some excuse. He had just remembered a previous engagement with a colleague. But he knew it wouldn’t wash. ‘I’ll leave right away.’ 
 
    ‘Love you,’ Moira said, but she had the feeling that Brendan had already cut the line. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FORTY-TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
   A s soon as he was led into Shea’s living room, Brendan could feel the depressed atmosphere. Shea gave him what passed for a weak man-hug and then deposited himself on a couch, Moira gave him a chaste kiss and Jamie Carmichael simply looked up at him from her seat beside Shea. The fourth member of the team, a young southeast Asian man, ignored his entrance and continued tapping away at a laptop. Brendan was wondering whether the lunch had been organised as a wake for the investigation. ‘I’ve seldom see a sadder group of people. Where’s the coffin containing the corpse?’ 
 
    ‘That remark may be closer to the truth than we’d care to admit. The Gardiner investigation has hit the buffers in a big way,’ Moira said as she guided Brendan to a table where Justin had laid out an open sandwich lunch. ‘Try one of these wonderful sandwiches; nobody else appears to be hungry.’ 
 
    Brendan took a smoked salmon sandwich and bit into it. He wasn’t about to buy into the prevalent air of depression. He returned to the couch and sat beside Shea. ‘It’s not the end of the world, Frank.’ 
 
    Shea turned and looked at Brendan. ‘I was so sure we were going to find out what happened to Greg. I felt that we were getting close.’ 
 
    Brendan looked into the corner of the room and saw the whiteboard. Not just any old whiteboard but the Rolls Royce version. He could see that Moira had been busy trying to recreate the murder squad room at the PSNI station in Belfast. He finished his sandwich and made his way over to the board. Moira joined him. 
 
    ‘Talk me through it,’ Brendan said. 
 
    She pointed at the photo on the top of the board. ‘Gregory Gardiner, small-time accountant with an office in Concord. Plenty of clients, mostly mom-and-pop businesses.’ 
 
    Brendan pointed to a photo of Gardiner’s office in Concord. ‘That his office?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ Moira said. 
 
    ‘What’s that shop below it?’ 
 
    ‘It’s one of those New Age places, all crystals, candles, statues of Buddha and singing bowls.’ 
 
    ‘Singing bowls?’ 
 
    ‘That’s what they’re called.’ She pointed at the text underneath Gardiner’s photo. ‘Family man, wife and two kids, one at college and one in high school, home every night, recently very excited.’ 
 
    ‘Mister all-American accountant, and then he disappears.’ 
 
    Moira pointed at the still taken from the video at Miami International. ‘This is the last shot of Gardiner taken from the CCTV cameras at the airport. A couple of seconds later the camera system went faulty. When it came back on line there was no sign of Gardiner. It was a real abracadabra moment.’ 
 
    ‘And the hypothesis is?’ Brendan asked. 
 
    ‘That he was abducted. That’s the Miami PD hypothesis anyway.’ 
 
    ‘Which you agree with?’ 
 
    ‘It seems the most logical. He disappeared at the airport and he hasn’t been seen since.’ 
 
    ‘So the working theory is that he was abducted and killed?’ 
 
    Moira nodded. 
 
    ‘By whom?’ 
 
    Moira pointed at the other side of the board. 
 
    Brendan looked up and saw the name ‘Mr X’ with a question mark behind it. 
 
    ‘So, who is this Mr X character?’ 
 
    ‘We have no idea. According to documents Gardiner left with Carmichael, he was a mystery client.’ She went on to explain Sami, the escrow accounts and the scheme to apparently import fake Marlboro cigarettes into the US. She showed him a hard copy of Sami’s analysis of the documents. 
 
    ‘And the twenty million dollars?’ 
 
    Shea joined them at the board. ‘In the wind, along with the mysterious Mr X.’ 
 
    Brendan returned to the table and selected another sandwich. He poured a can of soda into a glass and returned to the board. ‘I tend to agree that you’re right up against a buffer with nowhere to go. Mr X is gone and so is the money. A lot of already wealthy investors have lost money, but they won’t report it to the police because it is a small amount to them. And the man with his name on all the documents is possibly dead. It’s just about as clean as it could be.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks for confirming what we already know,’ Shea said, returning to the couch. He looked over at Brendan and Moira standing together at the whiteboard. Although he didn’t like to admit it, they looked good together. Moira was the first woman he’d been attracted to since before he’d entered Devens. It was unfortunate that she was the partner of one of his oldest friends, but he held with the old adage that all is fair in love and war. 
 
    Brendan moved closer to the board and stared at the photo of Gardiner’s office in Concord. ‘There’s something wrong here,’ he said, thinking aloud. 
 
    Moira moved close to him. ‘What’s up?’ 
 
    ‘Gardiner is a small-time accountant with a crappy first floor office on the main street in a small town in Massachusetts. How the hell did this guy Mr X zero in on Gardiner? He obviously didn’t put ‘I am open to criminal activity’ into an ad in the local paper. Whoever put this con together knew what he was doing. So why Gardiner?’ 
 
    Shea stood up from the couch. ‘We’ve already been asking ourselves that question; so far we don’t have an answer.’ 
 
    Brendan kept staring at the whiteboard. ‘A mom-and-pop accountant wouldn’t be my first choice if I was attempting to pull off a twenty-million-dollar scam. There must be at least a million crooked accountants out there. How did Mr X settle on Gardiner? When you hit the buffers on one set of assumptions, it’s useful to change the assumptions and see what happens.’ 
 
    ‘What’s on your mind?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘You and Miami PD are assuming that Gardiner was abducted and subsequently murdered. Nobody saw him being murdered and nobody has turned up. Turn that assumption around. Say that Gardiner wasn’t abducted or murdered.’ 
 
    Both Shea and Moira looked stunned. Brendan was challenging the whole basis of their investigation. ‘It doesn’t compute,’ Shea said after a moment. ‘Greg is a family man with a wife he adores, and two kids he thinks the world of. I can’t imagine a situation where he’s alive and choosing not to contact them.’ 
 
    ‘Perhaps he has,’ Moira said. She was royally pissed off. She was the police officer, and she should have thought of throwing the original assumptions out. She had allowed herself to get dragged into the groupthink that Shea and his cousin had developed. They obviously couldn’t imagine the ‘dad of the year’ being prevented from contacting his family. 
 
    Shea had known his cousin Jean since they were small children. She was perhaps one of the most honest people he had ever encountered. It was inconceivable for him that she would have sent him on a wild goose chase. But what about Greg? Buying in to Brendan’s new scenario might be the only way forward. ‘Jesus, that puts us back to square one.’ 
 
    ‘Not necessarily,’ Brendan said. ‘You’ve already made fantastic progress on finding out what the scam involved. You just need to look at everything with new eyes. Turn everything on its head and see what falls out.’ 
 
    ‘It all started with the interview with Jean,’ Moira said. ‘Every question we asked or every photo we looked at was in the context that her husband had been abducted and possibly killed. We have to go back and talk to her again. This time we have to do it with the mindset that her husband might just have abandoned her and her children for his share of twenty million dollars.’ 
 
    ‘So, we’re still thinking that Mr X exists and planned this whole thing?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘Let’s toss out one assumption at a time,’ Brendan said. ‘Can a mom-and-pop accountant put together such a complicated con? If that turns out to be the case, Gregory Gardiner is definitely going to be the star of one of my lectures. His background doesn’t correlate with that of a sophisticated conman.’ 
 
    ‘We’ll go back to Jean and ask the right questions,’ Shea said. He looked at Brendan. ‘This time I’d like you to accompany us. That is if you have the time?’ 
 
    ‘I’d love to.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FORTY-THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
   A n hour and a half later, Shea’s Audi A5 pulled into an open slot in front of the Gardiners’ house on 1st Street. As on their previous visit, Jean Gardiner had the door open before they had time to press the buzzer on the side of the door. They entered the hall and Shea immediately introduced Brendan as Moira’s partner and a professor at Harvard. Jean led them into the living room, where a coffee pot, four cups, a cream jug and a sugar bowl already sat on the coffee table. Although only a few days had passed, Moira noticed that Jean looked more like the woman in the photographs than the dishevelled figure she had first met on Martha’s Vineyard. She was wearing a floral print dress and looked like she had just stepped out of a Norman Rockwell painting. She was obviously coming to terms with her new husband-less situation. 
 
    Jean busied herself with pouring coffee for her guests before sitting down and looking expectantly at them. 
 
    ‘We’ve made some progress.’ Shea looked at Moira hoping that she would carry the ball, but saw that he was to be their chief spokesman. ‘It appears that Greg was mixed up in a scam involving the supposed importation of fake cigarettes into the country.’ 
 
    ‘You’ve got to be wrong,’ Jean said incredulously. ‘Greg was never involved in anything shady in his whole life. Why, he never even received a speeding ticket.’ 
 
    Shea sipped his coffee. ‘We’ve uncovered evidence that he was one of the central figures in the scheme.’ 
 
    ‘You had no inkling that he was up to something nefarious?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘No.’ The word was accompanied by an explosion of air. ‘I won’t believe that Greg was doing something criminal.’ 
 
    Shea explained about the documents on the USB and his own and Sami’s analysis. ‘There’s enough in those documents to put Greg behind bars for a hell of a long time.’ 
 
    Tears streamed down Jean’s face. ‘What are you trying to tell me?’ 
 
    Shea went and sat on the arm of her chair. He put his arm round her shoulder and could feel her body shaking. There was no way to sugar the pill. He decided it was a ‘good news, bad news’ situation and he would start with the good news. ‘We’re not sure that Greg was either abducted or killed.’ He could see the light of hope in her moist eyes. ‘We think he might possibly have gone on the run.’ 
 
    ‘Then he can come home,’ Jean said hopefully. 
 
    ‘There’s twenty million dollars missing, Jean,’ Shea said. ‘If he comes home, he’s going to have a hell of a lot of explaining to do, and a hell of a lot of jail time to contemplate.’ 
 
    ‘The last time we were here,’ Moira said. ‘You told us that he was excited over the several months before his disappearance. How many months was that?’ 
 
    ‘Maybe six.’ Jean wiped away her tears with a tissue. ‘Before that, he never came home late and all his work could be done in Concord. Then he started to travel, maybe once a week.’ 
 
    ‘You mentioned before that he talked about moving away from Boston,’ Moira said. 
 
    ‘Yes, that was strange,’ Jean said. ‘I found him one day looking up websites for property in Florida. He said he was searching for property in the Boston area but had ended up on the wrong website. He closed off the site when I went to look at it. He knows that I love living in Boston. There is no way I’d ever contemplate moving to Florida.’ 
 
    Moira made a mental note to ask Ricky if he could access some of the sites that Gardiner had been viewing without having his actual computer. ‘How are your finances?’ 
 
    Jean brightened. ‘Greg always managed the finances. I never took much interest. I suppose it was because he was an accountant. I knew that we were well off, but it looks like we are a lot better off than I thought. The children’s college funds are in pretty good shape too.’  
 
    ‘What about life insurance?’ Moira asked. 
 
    Jean looked stunned for a second. ‘Gosh, I never thought about life insurance. I think Greg took out policies on both of us when the children arrived, but I have no idea whether they were updated. I don’t even know where the documents are.’ 
 
    ‘Have you ever met Jamie Carmichael?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘No.’  
 
    ‘You mean you never met your husband’s secretary?’ 
 
    ‘I took no interest in Greg’s work. I majored in art history at college and can’t get excited about spreadsheets and commercial accounts.’ 
 
    ‘But you have been to the office in Concord?’ 
 
    ‘No, I never had occasion to go there.’ 
 
    Moira made another mental note. Carmichael was hired about six months previously. Who was the secretary before her?  
 
    ‘Can I ask why you got your cousin involved in your husband’s disappearance? Weren’t you satisfied with the police enquiry?’ 
 
    ‘Greg always told me that if anything happened I should get Frank to sort things out.’  
 
    Moira sat thinking for a while. She finished her coffee and nodded at Shea. 
 
    Shea kissed Jean on the cheek. ‘We have to go, but we’ll be in touch.’ 
 
    Outside, both Moira and Shea looked at Brendan. ‘Any observations?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘She’s totally out of the loop. Despite the all-American family atmosphere, my guess is that she and her husband live completely separate lives. Maybe not in the sense that they live in different places, but they may be mentally divorced from each other. They don’t appear to have anything in common aside from the two children. Of course, I would need to meet the husband to confirm that, but I wouldn’t be at all surprised to find that he had another life. But like I said, it’s difficult to form a concrete opinion on a short talk with one partner. There are a lot of questions I would have liked to have asked, but since they pertained to their sexual relationship I didn’t think them appropriate to your investigation.’ 
 
    ‘We’ve learned nothing new,’ Shea said. ‘We’re in a blind alley.’ 
 
    ‘Not true,’ Moira said as she took her seat in the car. ‘We have at least two fresh leads. Why was Gardiner looking at property in Florida? The very place where he disappeared. And why did he change his secretary six months ago?’ 
 
    ‘What do we do now?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘We make two phone calls and we head back to the office in Concord.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
   S omething had clicked in Moira’s head. As soon as they were on the way to Concord, she phoned Ricky and Carmichael. There was bad news on both fronts. Ricky wasn’t sure that he could identify the website that Gardiner had been using. It would be tricky, but he would give it a try. Carmichael had no idea who her predecessor had been. There was not a single slip of paper left at the secretary’s desk to identify who had sat there previously and she was sure that Gardiner never mentioned his former employee. Moira had a twitchy feeling about someone who didn’t appear to leave a trace. 
 
    Just over an hour later they pulled up outside Gardiner’s office in Concord. Shea used the keys to gain access and they made their way up the stairs and into the office. ‘There’s got to be something,’ Moira said as they entered. ‘The secretary must have had some kind of employment number.’ 
 
    ‘She, or he, should have a social security number,’ Shea said. ‘As well as a tax identification number.’ 
 
    Moira looked at her two companions. ‘Let’s get searching.’ 
 
    Two hours later they reconvened in Gardiner’s office. ‘I don’t understand it.’ Shea said. ‘There a complete employee file for Carmichael and for this woman Wanderly who worked here over a year ago but nothing for the secretary in between.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think it’s an accident,’ Moira said. ‘Something happened to turn Gardiner from Honest John into the central character in a criminal conspiracy. And that someone may have been the secretary whose identity has been erased.’ 
 
    ‘Shades of Mr X,’ Brendan said under his breath. 
 
    ‘Nobody is completely invisible,’ Moira said. ‘There’s always some kind of trace. She went inside to Gardiner’s office. His agenda for the past year was missing, but the one for the year before was there. She shuffled through the pages. There were notations for lunches and dinners, appointments with the doctor and dentist and most importantly, according to the capital letters to denote it, games of golf. There were meetings with clients at their offices but none at Gardiner’s office, another dead end. She re-joined Shea and Brendan. ‘Wait here.’ She immediately went downstairs. 
 
    Faith was sitting behind her small desk in the shop beneath the office. She gave a small smile of recognition as Moira entered. ‘Welcome,’ she stood up. ‘I hope you’ve come back to purchase something this fine day.’ Faith had decided to dress in a red, beaded Moroccan djellaba she had bought on a visit to Marrakesh ten years previously. She liked to say that she wore it because it hid a multitude of sins. 
 
    Moira loved the enthusiasm that the New Age adherents put into their daily greetings. ‘Thank you, how have you been since my last visit?’ She examined a collection of Buddhist items and other objects that looked like drug paraphernalia. ‘You have some interesting stuff here.’ She fingered a pipe that might be useful if one knew someone who smoked crack. She continued to browse. ‘How long have you worked here, Faith?’ 
 
    ‘Like forever.’  
 
    Moira would have preferred a number of years, but she lived in hope that forever meant more than six months. She picked up a reclining Buddha made of some kind of heavy plastic. It had a white sticker on the bottom indicating that the price was ten dollars. The sticker was strategically located close to the words ‘Made in China’. ‘This is interesting.’ She turned the statue over in her hands and wondered how many million had been in the container shipped from China. ‘I’ll take it.’ She put as much enthusiasm into her voice as she could muster. 
 
    ‘Good choice.’ Faith took the plastic statue from Moira and carried it reverently to her desk. ‘You wouldn’t believe the number of people who come in here and leave without buying a thing.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t fathom why.’ Moira joined her at the desk. ‘It was Mr Gardiner’s former secretary that suggested I buy something here.’ 
 
    ‘You mean that nice Latino lady.’ Faith was busy parcelling Moira’s purchase. 
 
    ‘Yes, the one before the black lady.’ Moira took ten dollars from her purse. She decided it was an investigation expense and she would claim the money back from Shea. After all, he was bankrolling the investigation and the Buddha was an expense. 
 
    Faith finished her packing and moved close to Moira. ‘I probably shouldn’t say this, but I think she might have been interested in drugs.’ 
 
    ‘Really,’ Moira feigned surprise. 
 
    Faith’s mouth was almost at Moira’s ear. ‘She bought some pipes that might be used to smoke dope.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t say.’ Moira continued with her surprised look. ‘I didn’t meet her myself. We only spoke over the phone, but I hear that she was pretty.’ 
 
    ‘Pretty my ass,’ Faith removed a mobile phone from some hidden pocket in her djellaba. ‘She was smokin’ hot.’ She opened her phone and her fingers moved quickly on the screen. She flicked through a series of photos. ‘I took a photo of her in here one day. I was going to use it as a publicity shot on my website. I thought it might get a few guys to visit if they thought they might run into her.’ She stopped at a photo and showed it to Moira.  
 
    Smokin’ hot had been an apt description of the woman whose upper body and head appeared in the photo. Moira first reaction was ‘Are they real?’ and she could only imagine a similar reaction from the average male who might see the woman in the flesh. ‘Wow!’ Moira said. ‘That would make a great publicity shot.’ The woman was possibly Mexican. She was fine featured and had flowing tresses of dark brown hair. Moira wondered how many words per minute she could type and realised that most employers wouldn’t give a damn. 
 
    ‘She went apeshit when she saw that I took her photo,’ Faith said. ‘Insisted that I delete it immediately in front of her. I gotta say that I cheated a little. Just before I deleted the photo, I sent it to myself by e-mail. She took the phone from me and checked that the photo wasn’t there, but she never checked the emails. I don’t know why I kept it, but I did.’ 
 
    Moira took the mobile phone from Faith. ‘You’re an excellent photographer. It looks almost professional. The composition is outstanding.’ Moira was talking shit, but she knew Faith would be easily taken in. ‘My partner is a photographer. Would you mind if I sent this photo to myself and showed it to him? I think he might be interested in talking to you.’ 
 
    Faith’s round face could scarcely contain her smile. ‘OK, as long as he agrees not to steal it.’ 
 
    Moira’s fingers moved quickly to write her e-mail and press send. She didn’t want Faith to change her mind. She checked that the e-mail had arrived on her phone before passing Faith’s phone back to her. ‘There’s no question of that, but he might want to look at other photos that you’ve taken.’ 
 
    ‘That would be so cool.’  
 
    ‘I’ll be in touch.’ Moira turned to leave. 
 
    ‘Wait.’ Faith picked up the package from her desk. ‘Don’t go without your Buddha.’ 
 
    Moira slapped her head with the palm of her hand. ‘Where’s my head today. I would have kicked myself if I’d forgotten the Buddha.’ She held out her hand and took the small package. The best ten dollars of Shea’s money I’ve ever spent, she thought. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE 
 
      
 
      
 
   M oira pushed open the front door of office and found Brendan and Shea sitting on what had been Carmichael’s desk discussing American football. They looked more like the best friends they were. She tossed that package containing the reclining Buddha at Shea. ‘You owe me ten dollars.’ 
 
    Shea unwrapped the package and looked at the plastic reclining Buddha. ‘You paid ten bucks for this piece of shit?’ 
 
    She stood before the two men. ‘I needed to buy something.’ 
 
    ‘What about a singing bowl?’ Brendan asked. 
 
    ‘I didn’t want to stretch Shea’s expense bill.’ Moira took out her phone. ‘I think we may have found Mr X, but I don’t want you boys to get too excited when you see who it might be.’ She opened the photo and turned the phone so that Brendan and Shea could see it. 
 
    Shea climbed off the desk and took the phone from Moira’s hand. He was looking at one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen and he had been on dates with some very beautiful women. ‘That’s Mr X. It explains a hell of a lot that was difficult to accept.’ Shea passed the phone to Brendan with reluctance. 
 
    ‘Holy cow!’ Brendan said. ‘Who the hell is that?’ 
 
    Moira was smiling at the reaction of the two men. ‘That is the lady whom Carmichael replaced.’ 
 
    Shea took the phone back for another look. ‘Jean should maybe have taken a little more interest in what was happening in Concord. I’ve just thrown my assumption that Greg wasn’t having an affair out the window. There are men who would kill for a night with a woman who looks like this.’ 
 
    Moira stared at Shea. Men are so bloody fickle. Show them a pair of big boobs and some flowing tresses on a beautiful face and they immediately swoon. ‘So I assume we’re not going to show this photo to your cousin.’ 
 
    Shea shook his head. It wasn’t time to burst her bubble concerning the faithfulness of her husband. It was very possible that Greg wasn’t abducted or dead. He was with this woman somewhere, sitting on twenty million dollars. ‘Do we have a name?’ 
 
    Moira put the phone in her pocket. ‘Unfortunately, we don’t. She’s been very careful not to leave any trace.’ 
 
    Brendan looked at the other two. ‘Are we assuming that this woman was the brains behind the scam run by Gardiner?’ 
 
    ‘It’s a bit early to make that assumption,’ Moira said. The words were barely out of her mouth when she thought that she had spoken too soon. The woman was the one who hadn’t left a trace. Gardiner was known to all the people who had been scammed. If they wanted to even the score, he was the one they would go after. ‘But I think we should work on that basis until it’s proven false,’ she added quickly. 
 
    ‘We need a name,’ Shea said. 
 
    ‘This was a very well worked scam,’ Brendan said. ‘Twenty million dollars has been collected and probably laundered. The marks won’t seek redress from the law and the perpetrators have disappeared. It wasn’t the first dance for whoever set this project up. That means that there is probably a record of this woman somewhere. The police have very advanced facial recognition software and the FBI’s national criminal database contains the records of every criminal conviction. If this woman was ever picked up for a crime, she’s in there somewhere. What we need is a mechanism to have those records searched facially. That’s not possible for the public.’ 
 
    Moira and Shea looked at each other and then burst out laughing. 
 
    ‘What are you two laughing at?’ Brendan asked. 
 
    ‘We were probably thinking the same thing,’ Moira said still laughing. 
 
    ‘Which is?’ Brendan was a little pissed off that there appeared to be a growing psychic connection between his partner and his best friend. 
 
    Shea stopped laughing. He could see that Brendan was not happy with their hilarity. ‘You remember the guy we introduced to you at my condo?’ 
 
    ‘The one who never spoke a word but kept working the keyboard of the laptop.’ 
 
    ‘That guy can probably access facial recognition software and can probably hack into the FBI’s database.’  
 
    ‘Does this guy want to spend the rest of his life behind bars?’ Brendan said. ‘Hacking the FBI is not for the faint-hearted.’ 
 
    Neither Shea nor Moira liked the picture of a young Ricky Sin spending a large part of his life in jail because of them. And Ricky might not be the only one going to jail. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ Shea said. ‘Maybe hacking the FBI isn’t the smartest move.’ He looked at Brendan. ‘What do you suggest?’ 
 
    Brendan had been waiting for that question. He was enjoying his new role as the expert adviser to Shea’s investigation. It annoyed him that he was giving his expertise free of charge, but then so was Moira. ‘You and I know some cops. Maybe we can convince one to help us out here.’ 
 
    ‘I already tapped Mike O’Malley to get the victim file from Miami PD,’ Shea said. ‘And he wasn’t particularly enthusiastic.’ 
 
    ‘Was there money in question with your request?’ Brendan asked. 
 
    ‘No,’ Shea answered. 
 
    ‘Then get out your billfold,’ Brendan said. ‘Despite what you might be led to believe from watching Blue Bloods, plenty of cops are motivated by money.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FORTY-SIX 
 
      
 
      
 
   M oira wasn’t overly impressed when Shea pulled up outside a non-descript green-coloured establishment on Broadway in South Boston. Shea had phoned Detective Sergeant O’Malley who had suggested that they meet at Whitey’s. There was no sign over the front of the building to indicate that it was indeed Whitey’s but the blue Bud Light sign in one window and red Budweiser sign in the other said that it was some kind of tavern. They pushed in the white door and entered a dingy bar that was trapped in the fifties. A green sweatshirt over the bar declared ‘Boston’s Best Dive Bar’ and Moira certainly wasn’t about to argue with that statement. She noticed a photograph of three men on the wall. She had recently seen the film Black Mass about the life of infamous Boston gangster James ‘Whitey’ Bulger. One of the men in the photo bore an uncanny resemblance to the film’s central character played by Johnny Depp. There were three patrons at the bar, none of whom looked at the new arrivals. She followed Shea and Brendan to the table at the rear of the bar where O’Malley sat with a pint of Guinness in front of him. 
 
    ‘Make yourselves at home.’ O’Malley pointed at three empty chairs. He looked over at the bar. ‘Tim, pints of Guinness all round for my friends.’ He looked at Moira. ‘Whitey’s isn’t big on cocktails.’ 
 
    ‘Guinness is fine.’ She pulled up a chair and sat down. 
 
    ‘Here we are, back where we all started,’ O’Malley said when they were seated. ‘The financial genius, the Harvard professor and the lowly cop.’ 
 
    ‘You should be careful, Mike,’ Shea said. ‘That chip might fall off your shoulder. Where we all start isn’t where we all finish, and that goes for you too.’ There were thousands of taverns in Boston and he had been wondering why O’Malley had nominated Whitey’s for their meeting. Now he knew. The world was full of people who looked at someone else and wondered why is he rich, successful or just plain talented and I’m not. The majority of the begrudgers will never work out that the person they envy so much has probably given up a lot in his or her life for the success they have achieved. Shea had been on the road to sacrificing his life for money when the FBI derailed his engine. It took quite a while for him to recognise that they had probably done him a favour.  
 
    The barman deposited three pints of Guinness on the table. 
 
    ‘How’s it goin’, Tim?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘Not too bad, Frank,’ Tim said. ‘I heard you was away in Devens for a while.’ 
 
    ‘I did three of a nickel,’ Shea said. 
 
    ‘You’re lookin’ good, Frank, lost some weight. You too Brendan, ain’t seen your dad much.’  
 
    ‘He doesn’t drink anymore,’ Brendan said. 
 
    ‘Smart guy.’ Tim turned and went back to the bar. 
 
    Shea looked at Moira and saw the question on her face. ‘We were at school together.’ 
 
    O’Malley took a slug of Guinness and smiled. ‘We was all at school together until they figured out Frank was different. What can I do for you this time?’ 
 
    Moira took out her phone and brought up the photo of the woman before passing the phone to O’Malley. ‘We need to find this woman.’ 
 
    O’Malley examined the photo, whistling softly as he did so. ‘We all need to find a woman like this.’ He looked at Shea and Brendan. ‘Do you think they’re real?’ 
 
    Moira frowned. Although she had been in male-oriented bars like Whitey’s in Belfast, she wasn’t feeling comfortable. She wanted the meeting with O’Malley to move on from drooling over the photo of Ms X to how they could find the woman’s name. 
 
    ‘This about the Gardiner disappearance?’ O’Malley said, still looking at the photo. 
 
    ‘It’s the secretary,’ Shea said simply. 
 
    ‘You’re kiddin’ me,’ O’Malley laughed. ‘All that and shorthand too! Where do I come into it?’ 
 
    ‘We don’t have a name,’ Shea said.  
 
    ‘She was employed by Gardiner,’ O’Malley said. ‘Try social security.’ 
 
    ‘There are no employment records,’ Moira said. ‘No bank payment, no trace whatsoever of her, other than the fact that she worked in his office.’ 
 
    O’Malley waved at Tim. ‘Double Midleton, I think I’m about to be able to afford it. What did you have in mind?’ 
 
    ‘We think that she might have been a hustler,’ Brendan said. 
 
    ‘Figures,’ O’Malley said, more or less to himself. 
 
    Brendan took a mouthful of Guinness. ‘You could use the photo with facial recognition software and put it through the FBI database. It’s an even bet that she’s in there somewhere.’ 
 
    Tim arrived and deposited a double Midleton in front of O’Malley. He received a smile from the policeman. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ O’Malley finished his Guinness. ‘She might be in there and I could lose my job findin’ out.’ 
 
    ‘Who’s to know?’ Shea said. 
 
    O’Malley picked up the glass of premium Irish whiskey, put it to his nose and savoured the exquisite scent. ‘My captain is some kind of religious nut Polak. He finds out I’m workin’ private and I’m toast.’ 
 
    ‘How much?’ Shea asked. 
 
    O’Malley smiled and sipped his whiskey. ‘You really are the one with the brains, Frankie. Ten thousand should cover it.’ 
 
    ‘Five,’ Shea said. 
 
    ‘Don’t be a mean bastard, Frankie. Remember we go way back. You went up in the world and I didn’t. I’ll do it for seven fifty, end of story.’ 
 
    ‘Deal,’ Shea said. 
 
    O’Malley took another sip of Midleton. ‘Three fifty now, four when I come through. Don’t think too badly of me, Frank. I got a lot of expenses.’ 
 
    ‘Everyone is an individual contractor sometime, Mike.’ Shea pulled out a chequebook and wrote a cheque for three and a half thousand dollars, signed it and passed it to O’Malley. He left the payee open for obvious reasons. 
 
    O’Malley put it in the breast pocket of his shirt, finished his whiskey and called for another. He took out his phone and gave it to Moira. ‘Send me the photo.’ 
 
    She did as he asked. She didn’t like to deal with bent cops. She was sure that some of her colleagues in the PSNI would do the same as O’Malley, but it wasn’t right. When she was finished, she handed him back his phone. ‘It’s in your photo folder.’ 
 
    ‘You’ll hear from me tomorrow.’ O’Malley leaned back exposing his ample stomach. ‘It’s a pleasure doin’ business with you, Frank, don’t forget to pay the bill on your way out.’ 
 
    Shea, Moira and Brendan stood up together. None had finished their drinks. Shea went to the bar. One of the patrons was half-asleep and the other two just ignored him, concentrating instead on their drinks.  
 
    ‘A round for the boys.’ Shea tossed a hundred dollar bill on the bar. 
 
    ‘It’s too much Frank,’ Tim said. 
 
    ‘No, it’s not.’ Shea leaned forward and offered Tim his hand. ‘It’s been good to see you again.’ 
 
    They shook hands. ‘Good luck Frank.’ 
 
    Moira and Brendan were standing at the car when Shea exited the bar. ‘What do you think?’ 
 
    ‘I always knew Blue Bloods was a heap of shit,’ Brendan remarked. 
 
    They all laughed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
   A n alarm bell was ringing inside her head. She had no idea why or where the danger was coming from, but it was coming. She had been in this position many times before. All she knew was that something had changed and that whatever it was would be bad for her. The alarm had been honed over many years and proved to be her best friend. She ran back through the Marlboro scam in her mind. Had she left some trace behind? She couldn’t think of anything. There had been no word from Gattuso concerning the police investigation. The individuals who had been scammed had wandered off with their tails between their legs. For them, it was simply an investment that had gone wrong. They had been hustled and they would know better next time. The only thing that wasn’t cured would be their greed for an easy score and that would only disappear with their deaths. Some of them would be angry enough to try to find Greg, but she had been taken care of that – Gregory Gardiner didn’t exist anymore; he had vanished at Miami International Airport and would never be seen again. The marks might follow the police investigation, but that was already at a dead end. There was, therefore, only one possible source for the alarm – the investigation being undertaken by Frank Shea and the Northern Irish policewoman. What could they possibly have found? It didn’t really matter. The sojourn in Florida was drawing to a close. 
 
    What was to become of her partner? It would be easy to call in a clean-up team from New York and allow them to deal with Greg, but she had become quite fond of him. And he had proved to be an adept pupil and partner. Should she keep him? Although twenty million dollars was an enormous sum, she would eventually need to replenish the pot and that would mean organising another long con. Greg’s financial skills would be useful. But that was three or four years down the road. In the meantime, she needed somewhere to hide out until the alarm bell stopped ringing, and the United States was not that place. Gattuso’s financial problems had been Heaven sent, but now she needed a country where all officials could be easily bribed. She would reluctantly give Greg back to his wife. He would certainly be unenthusiastic; not only because he would miss her but also because some unhappy investor might decide to cancel his ticket. He had taken to the life like a fish to water. She had furnished him with a new identity and passport while she had been extoling the virtues of Central and South America. The lease on the Florida house had been cancelled and she had taken a year’s lease on a property at Placencia in Belize. She would miss Florida. She felt at home in a state with a Latino feel and high-end shops. She was gazing out across the beach at the blue waters of the Gulf when Greg exited from the house. He came immediately to her and kissed her on the lips. She looked up into his face and could see that he wasn’t lying when he told her that he had never been so happy. For a second, she told herself that the only security for her was to call the clean-up team. Greg’s dead body would stop Shea’s investigation in its tracks. That thought should have silenced the alarm bell, but it didn’t. She smiled and lay back on the sunbed. Since she had been a young girl in Guadalajara, she had taken life one day at a time. The plane was booked and the house rented. It would be just as easy to get rid of Greg in Belize as in Florida, probably easier. Greg brought two mojitos from the house and handed one to her. He really was a sweet guy. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT 
 
      
 
      
 
   J amie and Ricky were sitting on the couch in the living room of Shea’s condo when Brendan, Moira and Shea arrived back in the early evening. Moira noticed that Carmichael was at the edge of the couch and Ricky was sitting as close as possible to her. Someone was going to have to bite the bullet and tell Ricky that he was wasting his time. On the other hand, she had no idea what Ricky’s sexual preference was – he might turn out to be Carmichael’s perfect date. Either way, he should know the truth. She decided to have a word with Shea. He would have to have a man-to-man chat with Ricky soon in order to forestall an embarrassing incident. 
 
    Ricky smiled as soon as they entered. ‘Good news, folks, in Concord I downloaded the hard drives of the various computers. They included the Internet browsing history and guess what? Somebody has been browsing estate agencies in Florida.’ 
 
    Shea, Moira and Brendan fell into easy chairs. It had already been a long day and it could be about to get longer. 
 
    ‘Problem is,’ Ricky continued. ‘There are a lot of agencies on the list.’ 
 
    Moira nodded at Carmichael. ‘Jamie, will you get the list up on the board. Put the phone number beside each one.’ 
 
    Carmichael gave a smile of gratitude and walked across to the board with Ricky in tow. 
 
    Yes, tonight needs to be the night, Moira thought. It’s time for Shea to man up. 
 
    ‘I need to eat,’ Brendan said. ‘My brain cells only work efficiently if my stomach has food in it.’ 
 
    Shea pulled out his phone. ‘Anyone not like Chinese?’ Nobody responded. He pressed the speed dial on his phone and ordered enough Chinese food to feed a small army. He looked at Brendan. ‘It’ll be here in half an hour. Any chance that brain of yours can hang on that long?’ 
 
    ‘Just about,’ Brendan said. 
 
    Moira was glad to see that the recent coldness between Brendan and Shea had more or less evaporated. They were behaving like the old friends that they were. 
 
    Brendan went to the board and studied the photo of Gardiner at Miami International just before the cameras went dead. ‘We’re going to have to look at the footage for this corridor before and after the cameras went down.’ 
 
    Moira stood up and joined Brendan. ‘Miami PD have already examined every frame of the footage before and after the cameras stopped operating. They can’t find Gardiner anywhere after the cameras came back.’ 
 
    ‘OK,’ Brendan said. ‘But Gardiner was no Harry Houdini. He didn’t disappear and then materialise somewhere outside Miami International. He got out somehow and since the place is covered in cameras, his departure is recorded on one of those cameras, despite the fact that Miami PD didn’t catch it.’ 
 
    ‘What do you suggest?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘We need to know what’s at the end of that corridor,’ Brendan said. ‘And we need some footage of that area for say fifteen minutes before the cameras went dead and fifteen minutes after they came back.’ 
 
    Moira looked back at Shea, who was sitting forward on the couch. ‘Gattuso and Halliday or Sabulski?’ 
 
    ‘Definitely Sabulski,’ Shea said. He fished around in his pocket. ‘I’ve got his card here with a cell number on the back.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FORTY-NINE 
 
      
 
      
 
   C aptain Joseph Sabulski was on the late shift. He wasn’t a night person. He was getting too old to be spending the night dozing in a chair waiting for something to happen. Especially while his wife, Katia, had to sleep alone. The airport was pretty quiet at night. While flights continued on a twenty-four hour basis, the pace was slower at night and the passengers a lot fewer. He was just settling in to his administrative tasks when his phone rang. He looked at the caller ID but didn’t recognise the number. He answered, ‘Sabulski.’  
 
    ‘Hi, Captain, it’s Moira McElvaney,’ Moira had drawn the short straw. She was hoping that Sabulski remembered her. 
 
    ‘Hi little lady,’ Sabulski’s voice lightened. ‘You still hangin’ around with that no-good Patriots fan?’ 
 
    ‘He’s right beside me.’ In fact, Shea was taking possession of three plastic bags of Chinese food that had just arrived from the Gourmet Dumpling House. 
 
    ‘What can I do for you?’ There was a tone of caution in Sabulski’s voice. 
 
    Moira explained their new theory about Gregory Gardiner’s disappearance. ‘We have a few questions that only you can answer.’ 
 
    There was a sigh on the other end of the phone. ‘You got many amateur detectives in Northern Ireland?’ 
 
    ‘Not too many,’ she replied. ‘The population of the province is actually quite small.’ 
 
    ‘They don’t give you so much bother?’ 
 
    ‘We’re really sorry to bother you, Captain. However, there’s a wife and two children who go to bed every night wondering where their husband and father is. Miami PD is overloaded with missing person cases and we’re just trying to supply these three distraught human beings with a little comfort.’ 
 
    ‘And you guys ain’t being paid?’ 
 
    ‘The wife is Shea’s cousin, and I’m Shea’s best friend’s partner. Anyway, I’m not allowed to be paid on the kind of visa I’ve got.’ 
 
    ‘So this is like a lawyer doin’ somethin’ pro bono?’ 
 
    ‘Absolutely.’ 
 
    Again the deep sigh. ‘What can I do for ya?’ 
 
    ‘We have a frame from the Miami PD video of Gardiner just before the cameras went dead. What’s at the end of the corridor he was walking along?’ 
 
    There was silence on the line for a few moments as though Sabulski was thinking. ‘On the left hand side there are male and female rest rooms and on the right a corridor leading to a transfer area for international flights.’ 
 
    ‘Do you have a camera on those rest rooms?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, I’m pretty sure we do.’ 
 
    ‘Would it be possible to view the footage of those rest rooms for fifteen minutes before the cameras went dead and fifteen after they came back.’ 
 
    ‘I really like you, little lady, but you know I’m not supposed to give out CCTV footage. Now if you were workin’ for Miami PD that would be a different matter.’ 
 
    ‘I promise if we find something it will go immediately to Halliday at Miami-Dade.’ 
 
    ‘Gattuso and Halliday already have that footage, why didn’t you ask them?’ 
 
    ‘Have you met Detective Gattuso?’ 
 
    Sabulski didn’t reply. 
 
    Shea dropped the plastic bags on the table. He saw the look on Moira’s face and took the phone out of her hand. ‘Hi Captain, it’s Frank Shea. The Dolphins are in town in early October and I’ve already booked a room for you and Mrs Sabulski at the Marriot in Copley Place. You’ll be my guests for the game. My box is on the halfway line. I’ll be in touch with the arrangements. I’ll hand you back to Moira.’ He handed the phone to Moira without giving Sabulski the chance to reply. 
 
    ‘Looks like Shea came through for you, Captain,’ Moira said. 
 
    ‘Just the CCTV of the rest rooms,’ Sabulski said with an air of resignation. 
 
    ‘That’s right,’ Moira said. 
 
    ‘I’ll e-mail the digital files within the hour. Don’t ask me to do anything else, OK.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Captain, you’re one of the good guys.’ 
 
    Sabulski didn’t feel like one of the good guys. He had just agreed to break the rules and he was essentially an honest man. Then he imagined telling Katia that they were going to have a weekend in Boston at a five-star hotel and that they were going to watch the Patriots–Dolphins game in style. Thinking about the pleasure it would bring his wife did a lot to salve his conscience. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FIFTY 
 
      
 
      
 
   ‘N o fucking way.’ 
 
    Moira and Brendan looked at each other and laughed. They had been waiting for the reaction since Shea had taken Ricky out to the balcony after dinner to explain Carmichael’s sexuality. They were still smiling when Shea and a crestfallen Ricky came back into the room. Carmichael was in one of the easy chairs flicking through a copy of Vogue and utterly oblivious to the look that Ricky was giving her.  
 
    ‘How long has it been since the phone call with Sabulski?’ Shea asked. 
 
    Brendan was feeling good. He had just consumed some of the best dumplings he’d ever tasted. He looked at his watch. ‘Just over an hour, give the man a chance.’  
 
    Shea paced across the room. ‘I just want to know whether the assumption we’ve been working with might be correct. I’m having difficulty believing that good old reliable Greg dumped his wife and children for some Latino bombshell who cajoled him into being the central character in a sophisticated con. It beggars belief.’ 
 
    ‘We never really know what goes on behind the façade that people present us,’ Brendan said. ‘Finding out what lies beneath keeps people like me in business. I don’t know whether we’re going to find Gardiner, but if we do, I want to be present. I’m definitely going to write a case study on him for my lectures. Everyone loves a story where the good guy goes bad.’ 
 
    ‘Given the level of meticulous planning that went into this scam,’ Shea said. ‘I wouldn’t count on finding Greg any time soon.’ 
 
    ‘It’s always the little things,’ Moira said. ‘There’s no such thing as the perfect crime. There’s always some small detail that’s missing from the plan. That detail is like a loose thread in a sweater. You start to pull on it and the whole thing begins to come apart. Just a few hours ago we thought we would never find Gregory Gardiner. We didn’t even believe that he was alive. Changing our basic assumptions has led us off in another direction.’ 
 
    ‘Which might lead to another dead end.’ Shea continued to pace, thinking about Jean and the kids. When he started the investigation, he had hopes of finding Greg and returning him to his family, making Frank Shea the family hero. He was going to have to get over that scenario. Greg was such a prick for dumping his family. The real news was going to be hard for them to take, but if Greg had disappeared on purpose, he had planned it and there was no way he was going back. 
 
    ‘Like I said before, welcome to the wonderful world of crime investigation,’ Moira said. ‘Policing is possibly one of the most frustrating professions in the world.’  
 
    Just then a low ping indicated an incoming e-mail. Ricky came forward and, carefully avoiding Carmichael, took control of Moira’s laptop. ‘Two MP4 files from a blind e-mail.’ 
 
    Moira, Shea and Brendan gathered round the screen. 
 
    ‘Let’s put it on the big screen.’ Ricky dipped into his bag and came up with a Chromecast. ‘That way I won’t have three sets of breath on the back of my neck.’ He stuck the cast into a port on the sixty-five-inch Sony attached to the wall of Shea’s living room and did some rapid keystrokes on the computer. ‘OK, you guys can sit back and enjoy the show.’ He set up the first video and hit play. 
 
    Moira, Brendan and Shea were joined by Carmichael as they settled down to watch the black and white images. There was a steady stream of male and female passengers in to and out of the rest rooms. They watched as two women dressed in burkas entered the female rest room. One of the women was seated in a wheelchair while the second woman pushed the chair. A few minutes later the screen suddenly went blank. Ricky quickly loaded the second file and cast it. Passengers still entered and left the rest rooms. After a few minutes, the two women in burkas re-emerged and the wheelchair disappeared up the corridor. The rest rooms continued to be busy. Moira took particular interest in a young woman who departed pulling a weekend case after her. ‘Can we have the first video again?’ Moira said. ‘I didn’t notice that young woman entering.’ 
 
    Ricky played the first video again. There was no sign of the young woman on it. ‘She could have entered during the period the cameras went down,’ Shea said. 
 
    ‘She could have,’ Brendan said. ‘But don’t forget that Gardiner disappeared. What better way for him to get out of the airport than disguised as an infirm woman wearing a burka.’ He stood up and walked over to the whiteboard. ‘Ricky, can you zoom in on that weekend case that the young woman is pulling?’ 
 
    ‘No problem.’ Ricky’s fingers flew over the keys of the laptop and the picture on the TV was filled with the weekend case.  
 
    Brendan pointed at the picture on the whiteboard of Gardiner at the airport. ‘Moira has this picture on her laptop. Can you give us a blow-up of the weekend case he’s pulling.’ 
 
    They watched anxiously as Ricky brought up and enlarged the image. 
 
    ‘It’s the same case,’ Shea shouted.  
 
    ‘The young woman was the old lady in the wheelchair on the way into the rest room,’ Moira said. ‘And Gardiner was in the wheelchair when they exited.’ 
 
    ‘We need to find that young woman,’ Shea said. 
 
    ‘Why?’ Moira asked. 
 
    ‘She can lead us to the others.’ Shea was excited. 
 
    ‘I doubt it,’ Moira said. ‘If I put this together I’d hire a penniless young actress for the gig. Someone who badly needs the money and won’t even think to ask any questions. I bet she has no idea who hired her or where the burka-clad women went when they left her.’ 
 
    ‘Another dead end.’ Shea slumped back on the couch. ‘They could be anywhere by now.’ 
 
    ‘They could,’ Brendan said. ‘But I don’t think so. They believe they’ve covered their tracks and probably feel safe to hang around. They don’t know that anyone is investigating Gardiner’s former secretary, and the police are working on the same assumption that you started with that Gardiner has been either abducted or murdered, or both. So they have no reason to run. My guess is that they are lying low in Florida until they are sure that their plan has worked. Anyway, I think we should call it a night.’ He motioned to Moira. ‘Tomorrow is another day.’ 
 
    ‘I have plenty of room here,’ Shea said. ‘You could spend the night.’ 
 
    Moira looked at Brendan and saw that he wasn’t enamoured of the idea. ‘I think we should go home. I need a change of clothes.’ 
 
    ‘And I need to go to my office in the morning to clear my agenda for the next few days,’ Brendan said. ‘Moira can check the Florida estate agents tomorrow. If she’s lucky, then I want to be around for the denouement.’


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FIFTY-ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
   ‘I  need a drink,’ Moira collapsed into an easy chair as soon as she and Brendan entered the living room of their apartment. They had caught a taxi outside Shea’s building and returned to Cambridge.  
 
    ‘Gin and tonic?’ Brendan asked, making for the bar. 
 
    ‘Sounds perfect.’ She watched him as he made his way across the room. ‘You were pretty awesome today. Before you arrived we were ready to throw in the towel. Just shows what a fresh pair of eyes can accomplish. Now we’re off in a completely new direction. 
 
    Brendan made a strong gin and tonic for Moira and a stiff whiskey and soda for himself. He wasn’t as enthusiastic about his contribution as Moira was. Something told him that it would be better for him if the investigation had been in the bin. He walked over to Moira and handed her the drink. Even in her exhausted state she looked beautiful. A few short days ago he had considered himself the luckiest man in the world because she was his partner. She was the woman he wanted to spend the rest of his life with. She was the woman that he wanted to have his children with. Frank Shea had put that perfect picture into doubt. But he should have anticipated that. After all, Moira was a beautiful woman and it was natural that she would attract lots of attention. He had always assumed that their love would be enough to keep them together, but now he wasn’t so sure. He pulled one of the easy chairs over beside her. They touched glasses and drank. 
 
    ‘God, I needed that!’ Moira let her body totally relax. The chair seemed to enfold her. 
 
    ‘Is there something going on between you and Frank?’ 
 
    Moira’s body tensed involuntarily. Ever since puberty she had been pursued by boys trying to get into her pants. She had kissed quite a few frogs but hadn’t yet found her prince. She had been wondering whether Brendan was ‘the one’, always afraid that what seemed like everlasting love might morph into jealousy and ultimately into violence. Following Brendan to Boston was an experiment. If it failed, she still had a job she loved in one of the most interesting cities in the world. All she had to do was recognise the experiment as a failure and go back to Belfast a little older and perhaps a little wiser. As for Shea, she couldn’t deny that she found him attractive and interesting. And if she were single, she would definitely have gone for the option of an affair with him. But was he relationship material? He had no track record and if he hadn’t had that life-changing spell in prison, women may never have featured seriously in his life. She looked into Brendan’s puppy-dog face. She wanted to tell him that all is well and that she would always be his, but couldn’t. ‘There is nothing going on between Frank Shea and me.’ It was such a definitive statement that she hoped it was true. 
 
    Brendan relaxed and sipped his drink.  
 
    ‘You’re good at what you do,’ she smiled. ‘You would have been a pretty good police detective or do you see yourself as one of those gifted amateurs so favoured by some English authors, the college professor with a knack for solving murder.’ 
 
    ‘It’s been done by Dick Van Dyke, no less, on TV. I think it was called Murder 101,’ Brendan said. ‘But I’ve never solved a crime in my life. I’ve spent my professional life trying to look into the criminal mind, not attempting to resolve particular crimes. I leave all that plod stuff to people like you.’ 
 
    ‘So, we’re the plods,’ Moira was smiling. ‘You picked up more in Belfast than a bit of the accent. After all this looking into the criminal mind, what have you come up with? Should we all have our brains scanned to identify which of us has criminal tendencies.’ 
 
    Brendan laid his glass on the coffee table. ‘I have only one conclusion. We all have a propensity for crime. It just manifests itself in different ways.’ He went into lecture mode. ‘Is the employee who goes to the company stores each September and withdraws pens, pencils and notepads that he intends to pass on to his children for school a thief? Technically he is. So by extension he’s also a criminal. How many people cheat on their taxes? Gregory Gardiner was a church-going husband and father, but he was involved in bilking investors, who weren’t themselves paragons of virtue, out of millions of dollars. We’re all waiting for that opportunity to display our propensity for crime. I don’t go to church anymore because I was always wondering what these good people were up to when they weren’t on their knees begging God’s forgiveness.’ 
 
    ‘My God, I never thought you were so cynical.’ 
 
    ‘I’m just being realistic. I want to be there when you catch up with this guy Gardiner. What I despise most is his willingness to toss his family’s lives into the toilet.‘ 
 
    ‘Maybe it’s just as well that you’re not a police officer. What I’ve learned is that being human means being frail and vulnerable.’ She finished her drink and was about to pick up Brendan’s glass when her phone indicated a message had arrived. It was a terse message from Shea: Lawrence airport 7 a.m. car 6 a.m. She showed the message to Brendan. ‘You coming?’ 
 
    ‘I wouldn’t miss it for the world.’ 
 
    Moira picked up their glasses and deposited them in the sink. ‘Now I’m about to take this frail and vulnerable body up to bed. You can join me if you wish but don’t get any ideas – it’s way past “I’ve got a headache” time.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FIFTY-TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
   T he sun had already been up for several hours and the clear blue sky presaged another perfect day on the south Florida Keys, but not for everyone. The alarm bell that had been ringing intermittently in her head was now clanging at one hundred and twenty-five decibels. There was no question of ignoring it. She and Greg needed to move, and move fast. The bags were packed and in the hallway of their rental on Longboat Key. The plane was fuelled and ready at Tampa Executive Airport. And the rental in Placencia was stocked and waiting for them. Louise dispensed with breakfast. There were a couple of lounges at the airport and they would pick up something to eat there. She was still baffled by the source of the alarm. It had to be Frank Shea. Damn it! She had been the one to suggest that Greg plant the thought in his wife’s head that if he ever went missing then she should get Shea to look into it. 
 
    ‘What’s the rush?’ Greg sat back in the rear of the stretch limo that would take them to the airport. He looked at Louise. She was wearing a cream silk dress that perfectly set off her tan. The dress was just open enough at the neck to expose her cleavage and the swell of her stunning breasts. Greg had noticed the look the driver had given her as he’d opened the rear door of the limo. How could a woman like that have fallen for him? He had given up everything for her and he had absolutely no regrets. He would have chosen to spend one full day with her over a lifetime with anyone else. He rarely thought of Jean. Their intimate relationship had ended several years before and they had become more housemates than husband and wife. Thoughts of not seeing his children again made him sad. They were good kids. His daughter would be at college in a few years. There would be lots of special days in their lives that he would miss, but the price for this would have been to continue sharing his life with a woman he didn’t really love. The kids would drift away and have lives of their own. And then what? He had chosen himself over them. Was that selfish? Maybe, but he had only one life and if it ended tomorrow, the part he would miss most was the past six months. Why had Louise picked him? He had had no previous thoughts of larceny. In fact, before he met her he had never stolen a dime in his life. But the buzz of conning people who considered themselves to be über-smart was intoxicating. And he loved Louise all the more for giving him the best moments of his life. 
 
    He was dressed in a white shirt open at the neck, white cotton trousers and Sebago loafers. His normally mousy brown hair was coloured blond and his skin had transformed from the alabaster colour it had in Boston to a healthy-looking light brown. But the biggest change was inside. He had a confidence in himself that he had lacked all his life. He wondered how many of his former clients would recognise the transformed shy accountant. He looked out the window as they travelled north on the I-75 skirting the eastern shore of Tampa Bay. He had been out of the United States only once in his life, the abortive trip to Caracas. He wondered how he would adapt to life in Belize. Normally, he would have felt fear of the unknown. But the new Gregory Gardiner didn’t fear change, he embraced it. He turned and looked at Louise. She was so damn perfect. He leaned across and kissed her on the lips.  
 
    ‘Excited?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘I can’t wait.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FIFTY-THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
   M oira was beginning to hate the early morning starts. They were ‘wheels up’ at exactly seven a.m., and thirty minutes later they were enjoying bagels and smoked salmon accompanied by piping hot freshly brewed coffee. Shea’s pilots had filed a flight plan for Miami but were ready to amend that plan at a moment’s notice. It was Brendan’s first time on Shea’s Lear and he was suitably impressed. His father and brothers habitually used this kind of transport, but it was rare for junior Harvard professors to find themselves in anything other than economy class on a regular airline.  
 
    Back in Boston, Carmichael had been given the job of calling the estate agents that Ricky had identified from Gardiner’s Internet surfing history. The first cut would be whether the agents had rented a property to a man and a Latino woman within the past six weeks. Moira reckoned that such a wide request would furnish lots of possibilities. The second cut would be the approximate ages of the couple. If that matched, Carmichael was instructed to forward the picture of the Latino woman. Moira was waiting anxiously when her phone informed her that she’d received mail. Shea’s phone sounded at the same time. Moira reacted first. ‘It’s O’Malley. There’s an attachment.’  
 
    Shea took out his laptop and pulled up the attachment. His laptop was tied into the Wi-Fi system of the plane and a local printer. He printed out three copies of the attachment and then passed a copy each to Moira and Brendan. 
 
    Moira saw that the document she was holding was the official police file of a Maria Hernandez. The image at the top of the file was of a younger version of the woman whose photograph Faith had taken in the shop in Concord. Hernandez had been born in Guadalajara in 1977, which made her thirty-nine years old. I hope I look so good approaching forty, Moira thought. Hernandez had first appeared on the police radar in 1995 when, at eighteen years of age, she was arrested for soliciting in the border town of El Paso. She was sent on her way with a slap on the wrist and advice to get out of the sex trade. Two years later she had changed her name to Elena Marquez and was arrested with a grifter called Dwayne Holman for running a scam where her partner extorted money from married men whom he photographed having sex with Hernandez. She received a fine and a year’s probation. After all, the law viewed a con was really a victimless crime, something akin to pedestrians being cheated out of ten dollars by a three-card monte shill. There was also a mystique in the US around the con artist since the days Honest Joe bilked the emigrants coming off the boats. Just out of her probation and now calling herself Teresa Ruiz, she was next picked up in Chicago as part of a gang running a promissory note scam. This time there was no probation and she was sentenced to eighteen months in a federal correction institution after being treated leniently by the judge. In the intervening years, she had been interviewed at least six times relating to membership of a team in various sophisticated scams, but she had never been indicted. After her one bout of incarceration, she appeared to have developed a Teflon coating as far as indictments and prison sentences were concerned. 
 
    ‘Some lady.’ Shea was the first to finish reading the rap sheet. 
 
    ‘I agree,’ Brendan said. ‘If I were a Hollywood producer I’d be thinking of making a film of her life. It would give Catch Me If You Can a run for its money.’ 
 
    ‘What bothers me about this whole business,’ Moira said. ‘Is typified by the remarks you guys have just made. You actually like her. She’s come from nothing and she and Gardiner have just managed to separate some very savvy people from their money, so you have a grudging respect for her. But what you should realise is that Maria Hernandez is a very clever criminal. The victims in this case probably won’t end up in the poorhouse, but there are old ladies out there who have been taken for every dime that they have by people like Hernandez. A criminal is a criminal despite what the law might think. There was a reasonable attempt to rehabilitate her. It just didn’t work. There is no myth of the grifter. The kindly Paul Newman of The Sting doesn’t exist in real life.’ 
 
    Brendan smiled. ‘The gospel according to Moira McElvaney. Well, having read her file, I, for one, can’t wait to meet the lady in question.’ 
 
    Shea folded the rap sheet and put it in his jacket. ‘I don’t think that Brendan or I need a lecture on the damage people like Hernandez can do. Don’t forget, I’ve been inside and my ears weren’t closed during the encounter sessions. Where there’s a crime there has to be a victim.’ 
 
    Moira’s phone rang. She listened without speaking. Afterwards she turned to Shea and Brendan. ‘We’ve got them. They rented from Tampa Bay Properties, a villa on Longboat Key. They’ve paid up until the end of the month.’ 
 
    Shea picked up the intercom. ‘David, redirect us to Tampa.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FIFTY-FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
   T he Tampa Bay Properties office on Doctor Martin Luther King Jr Boulevard, close to the Hillsborough River, is the kind of prestigious building that would turn away the riffraff at the reception. Shea and Moira obviously passed muster as potential clients as they were directed to the sizeable office of Darlene Gove, the wooden block with the brass plaque on her desk identified her as a principal estate consultant. Brendan had remained outside. Gove’s neck said that she was in her fifties, but a skilful plastic surgeon had taken ten years off the rest of her. Moira recognised a breast enhancement, a facelift and a lip augmentation and was pretty sure there were additional surgical improvements under the black two-piece suit she wore so elegantly. The smile she greeted her new potential clients with was radiant.  
 
    ‘Can I get you some coffee or something else to drink?’ she asked as she gestured towards two chairs in front of her desk. Moira was struck yet again by the over-exuberant greetings Americans give each other. In Belfast, one would be lucky to get a grunted “good morning” in a similar circumstance. And if you wanted a drink, you had better bring your own. ‘Thank you, but I think we’re alright.’ 
 
    ‘What can I do for you good folks today?’ Gove asked. She thought Shea reminded her of someone, and wondered whether the couple were married. 
 
    ‘We’re interested in renting a substantial property that will be coming on the market at the end of the month,’ Shea replied. They had discussed the appropriate approach to take and decided that the straightforward one would not be the best. Tampa Bay Properties was the kind of business that catered to the needs of discerning clients and as such would not be inclined to hand out information on them. As soon as Moira saw the offices, she made a note to ask Carmichael how she had got the information in the first place. Her mind boggled at what the answer might be.  
 
    ‘Did you have any location in mind?’ Gove asked. 
 
    Shea looked at Moira and then back to Gove. ‘We have a preference for Longboat Key. Money is no object.’ 
 
    Gove’s smile widened. ‘It just so happens that I have a very desirable property that appears to fit your criteria.’ She took a file from her desk and flicked through a series of plastic sleeves before stopping at one. ‘This property is right on the ocean, and the couple renting it are leaving in a few days.’ She pulled out a sheet of paper from the plastic sleeve and passed it to Shea. ‘It’s a five bed, six bath on the shore with a private pool and Jacuzzi. The kitchen is fully equipped and the furniture is of exceptional quality. It rents for fifteen thousand a month.’ 
 
    Shea took the paper that Gove proffered. The house was beautiful. He liked Hernandez’s style. She’d come a hell of a distance from poverty in Guadalajara. He could tell that Gove was flirting with him and made a drama of showing the paper to Moira. ‘What do you think?’ He played with the idea of adding ‘darling’ but backed out at the last minute.  
 
    She took the paper from his hand. ‘It looks perfect, darling. But I really think that we should take a look at it before making a decision.’ 
 
    ‘We’re only in Tampa for the day.’ Shea was smiling at Moira’s ‘darling’ but quickly changed to put on his most hopeful look. ‘Do you think we could possibly view the property right now? We’re talking about at least a three-month rental, possibly even six months.’ 
 
    ‘The current clients are still in residence.’ Gove had already done the calculation of her commission for a three-month rental. ‘I suppose I could contact them and see if they are amenable.’ 
 
    ‘That would be wonderful.’ Shea took Moira’s hand in his and gave her doe eyes. 
 
    Gove spun around and picked up a phone on the side of her desk. She had an ancient Rolodex there and she pulled up a card and started to dial. 
 
    Moira pulled her hand away from Shea and put her fingers in her mouth in the sign for vomiting. Shea started laughing. 
 
    Gove turned back after a few minutes. ‘There’s no answer from either the home phone or the cell number the clients gave me.’ 
 
    Shea and Moira looked downcast. ‘It was a really good prospect,’ Shea said. ‘But we’d be foolish to rent without seeing it.’ 
 
    ‘Looks like we’ll have to go for that place in Fort Myers.’ Moira touched Shea on the shoulder. He took her hand and kissed it. 
 
    Gove could see her commission flying out the window. ‘Maybe they’ve gone out for the day.’ She opened her drawer and rummaged around. ‘I’ve got a second set of keys here. Perhaps we could take a little peek.’ 
 
    Moira beamed. ‘That would be wonderful.’ 
 
    Gove picked up the keys from the desk and stood up. ‘I’ll get my car from the garage and meet you out front.’ She knew she was taking a risk of pissing off the clients who were in the house, but they were leaving soon and it was worth the commission.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FIFTY-FIVE 
 
      
 
      
 
   G ove took what she considered to be the scenic route to Longboat Key. She took the ramp onto the I-275 south at East Kay Street and drove past St Petersburg, across the bridge over Tampa Bay and on to Longboat Key. Moira sat in the passenger seat while Shea and Brendan sat in the rear. Gove had been a bit confused when she found three clients waiting in front of the office building, but Shea explained that Brendan was a friend who had come along for the trip. 
 
    Shea was on edge. They were close. Gove had told him that the trip to Longboat Key would take approximately one hour depending on the traffic. If Greg and his new friend were at home, it would mean the end of the road for his investigation. They would hand over everything they found to Halliday and whatever followed would be up to Miami PD. But what exactly would follow? There would have to be a criminal complaint for Miami PD to lock up Greg and Hernandez. Who was going to make that complaint? Certainly none of the people who had put up the money to fund a criminal enterprise. He stared out of the car at the blue waters of the Gulf. It would be a real pisser if the only thing they’d get on Greg was wasting police time. He didn’t really give a damn what came next for Greg. He’d made his bed and he was going to have to lie in it. His emotions were torn. On the positive side, they had probably succeeded in finding Greg and might even be successful in returning him to his family. On the negative side, he would be back to searching for some purpose in life and Moira would return to the rear of the lecture hall at Harvard. It would not be a palatable solution for either of them. He was sitting directly behind Moira and her scent was in his nostrils. He was going to miss her. At Terra Ceia they left the I-275 and took US 19 heading south. They continued on through Bradenton before turning towards the coast and onto the strip of land that constituted Longboat Key. They crossed the short stretch of water separating the mainland from the Key and headed south on Gulf Drive. 
 
    ‘Outstanding isn’t it?’ Gove said as she drove south. She turned onto Hornblower Lane and pulled up beside the house Shea recognised from the description sheet at the office. He didn’t like the fact that the place seemed deserted. Gove drove up the driveway that formed a half-circle in front of the large property, stopping next to a large palm tree on the lawn in front of the house. The building was two-storied with three porticoes at the entrance. A large set of mahogany doors were in the central portico.  
 
    ‘Impressive,’ Brendan said as the occupants of the car alighted.  
 
    ‘I need to try the cell again before we go in,’ Gove said, standing in front of the entrance door. She dialled and put the phone on speaker. There were the sounds of digital connection and then outer space. ‘They must be out of range.’ 
 
    Shea was hoping that they were out by the pool or still in bed, or at least somewhere in the house. 
 
    Gove fiddled with the keys and opened the custom doors. They entered into a dramatic double-height foyer and living room with polished Travertine floors throughout. 
 
    Brendan let out a loud whistle as soon as he entered. ‘What’s the price of this place?’ 
 
    ‘It’s on the market for two million dollars,’ Gove said. ‘But you could get it for a million eight.’ 
 
    Brendan looked at Moira. ‘I’ll have to tell my father about this place. He’s been talking about retiring and moving to Florida.’ 
 
    Moira smiled. ‘But you know he’s only talking about retiring to see what your brothers will say.’ She looked around the huge living space. There was nothing except the furniture the house came with. There were no discarded clothes, no books or magazines on the coffee table. She walked into a large kitchen. There were no coffee cups in the sink or signs of last night’s meal in the bin. The house had been cleaned from top to bottom. She thought of calling Jamie and getting her to call all the cleaning services in the area but that would lead nowhere. Gardiner and Hernandez were gone. She walked back into the living room in time to see Shea descending the stairs.  
 
    ‘They’re gone.’ Shea’s voice reverberated in the foyer-cum-living room.  
 
    ‘Can someone please tell me what’s going on here?’ Gove asked. The clients had obviously abandoned their lease early but, since they had paid in advance, that was their prerogative. She also noticed that the place had been given a thorough cleaning, which meant she could pocket the cleaning fee she had already collected. 
 
    ‘You don’t want to know,’ Brendan said. ‘Suffice it to say that they have decided not to rent the house.’ 
 
    ‘You mean I’ve driven all the way out here for nothing?’ Gove’s face was reddening under her foundation. ‘Get out.’ Her voice rose an octave. ‘Get the hell out of here before I call the cops. In fact, I might just call the cops anyway.’ She started pushing Brendan and Shea out of the living room. Moira walked alongside her like a true member of the sisterhood. Gove closed the large wooden front door and locked it. She marched to her car, sat in the driver’s seat, locked the doors and started the engine. She held up her middle finger as she drove away. 
 
    ‘I guess that we deserved that,’ Shea said as he watched Gove leave. 
 
    ‘What do we do now?’ Brendan asked. ‘The lovebirds have flown and we have no idea where. I don’t suppose your friend Ricky noticed anything in the Internet surfing history indicating where the next stop might be?’ 
 
    Moira shook her head. 
 
    ‘Back to square one.’ Shea started walking down the driveway. Saved by the bell, he was thinking. It really wouldn’t be over until the fat lady sang. 
 
    ‘How do we get back to Tampa?’ Moira said. 
 
    Brendan put his arm round her shoulder. ‘If Shea’s paying, we’re going by taxi, otherwise we better start looking for a bus stop.’ 
 
    The street to their right was completely empty. Shea looked to the left towards the end of the lane. There was a large turning circle on which three construction trucks were parked. To the left of the circle was the reason for the trucks. A house of significant stature was being built. Shea started walking in its direction. Moira and Brendan followed along behind. 
 
    Two minutes later they stood in front of the building site. There was a large skip on the left of the construction and two additional trucks were parked off the edge of the circle. Four men wearing fluorescent vests and hard hats were standing before the half-structure examining what looked like a set of plans. 
 
    Shea marched up to them. ‘Excuse me.’ 
 
    The men looked up from the drawings. Two of them were young and the third could have been Brendan’s father. The older man returned Shea’s greeting. ‘Hi.’ 
 
    ‘Sorry for bothering you guys.’ Shea stood in front of them. ‘I’m Frank Shea and some friends of mine were renting a house on the next block.’ 
 
    ‘The Latino lady and the blond guy?’ one of the young men said. 
 
    Shea was initially confused by the mention of a blond guy. Greg wasn’t blond but maybe now he was. ‘Yeah, that’s them. We came down to see them, but they appear to have gone.’ 
 
    ‘They’ve left?’ the older man said. ‘Maybe now we can get on with the job. Every time that dame goes outside the whole crew quits work to grab an eyeful. And I don’t blame them. She’s some looker.’ 
 
    ‘They left this morning,’ the second young man said. ‘A stretch limo pulled up and the driver loaded maybe five suitcases. Then she came out with the guy and they drove away. She was wearing some cream thing that made my jaw drop. If she’s your friend, will you give me her number?’ 
 
    Shea smiled. ‘I’m afraid the guy is the friend, so we’ll have to take a rain check on the number. Did you notice whether the limo had a name on it?’ 
 
    ‘No name,’ the young man said. ‘Just a white stretch limo.’ 
 
    “Sorry you’ve missed your friend,’ the older man said. ‘But we’re tryin’ to solve a problem here.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks,’ Shea said moving away. ‘And good luck with that problem.’ He walked over to Moira and Brendan. ‘They were picked up by a white stretch limo early this morning.’ 
 
    ‘Bugger,’ Moira said. ‘If we’d come down here yesterday, we would have had them.’ 
 
    Shea turned to Brendan. ‘Is this just a coincidence or is someone in the team leaking?’ 
 
    ‘Who are you thinking about?’ Brendan asked. 
 
    ‘Carmichael took over from Hernandez,’ Shea said. ‘Could she be still working for Greg?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think so,’ Moira said. ‘I think she’s been straight with us.’ 
 
    ‘Then it’s a coincidence,’ Shea said.  
 
    ‘People like Hernandez end up being kind of psychic about danger,’ Brendan said. ‘There are dozens of examples of criminals moving on just before their hiding places are raided.’ 
 
    ‘Where do we go from here?’ Shea asked. ‘They could be anywhere.’ 
 
    Moira took out her phone and called Carmichael. ‘We need a favour,’ she said as soon as the phone was answered. She gave Carmichael the address of the villa. ‘Gardiner and Hernandez were picked up by a white stretch limo this morning. It was probably a local service. We need to know where they were taken. Call all the limo services in the area and find the one they used.’ Carmichael agreed to call back with the information. ‘By the way, how did you find the information from the estate agent?’ Moira asked. 
 
    A worried expression crossed Moira’s face. ‘You realise it’s an offence to impersonate a police officer.’ The phone went dead. 
 
    ‘She’ll call us back when she has the information.’ 
 
    ‘If she gets the information,’ Brendan said.  
 
    ‘Oh, I think she’ll get the information,’ Moira said. ‘In the meantime, would any of you gentlemen care to buy this lady lunch?’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FIFTY-SIX 
 
      
 
      
 
   T hey ate lunch at the Dock Waterfront Grill while looking out across Sarasota Bay. Just as they were finishing their meal, Moira’s phone began to spin on the table. She picked it up and pressed the green icon. ‘OK, Jamie, slow down.’ She listened for a few minutes. ‘Good work, we’ll be in touch.’ She put down the phone and looked at her companions. ‘The limo was supplied by a company in Sarasota. Jamie has been on to them, but they refuse to give out any information on either their clients or their destination. This is the problem of not being the police. Nobody is obliged to answer our questions.’ 
 
    ‘You could always contact this Halliday character at Miami PD,’ Brendan said. ‘Maybe he could find out the information for you?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ Shea said. ‘At the same time he could ask some very embarrassing questions like what have you guys been up to since I last saw you? All ending with a request to attend him at the offices of Miami-Dade police.’ 
 
    Moira nodded in agreement. ‘We’ve gone way beyond the point where we can go to Halliday for help.’ 
 
    ‘Did you get the name and address of the limo company?’ Shea asked.  
 
    ‘Limo Services,’ Moira said. ‘They’re located in North Sarasota.’ 
 
    ‘Get me the phone number,’ Shea said. 
 
    Moira quickly sourced the phone number and passed her phone to Shea. 
 
    ‘Hi,’ Shea said when the phone was answered. He gave his location and asked whether a limo was available immediately. He was asked for his ultimate destination and he replied that he didn’t know as he was expecting a call. He would be able to give the driver the information when he arrived at the restaurant. He omitted to ask for the cost and simply gave his credit card details as a guarantee, knowing that would get him instant service. ‘The limo will be here within the half-hour,’ he said as he returned the phone. ‘Which is very civilised since it gives us time for dessert and coffee.’ 
 
    ‘What are you planning to do next?’ Brendan asked. 
 
    ‘We try to solve the problem the American way.’ Shea finished a glass of white wine and signalled for the waitress. ‘We throw money at it.’ 
 
    They had completed their meal and paid their bill just as a white limo pulled up outside the restaurant. ‘Looks like our ride has arrived,’ Brendan said, leading the way out the front door of the restaurant. 
 
    By the time they reached the car, the driver had already descended and was holding the rear door open. ‘Good afternoon,’ he said as Moira, Brendan and Shea entered the rear. The driver, a short, dark Latino, wore a smart chauffeur’s uniform. The brass nametag on the lapel of his jacket identified him as Jorge. 
 
    As soon as the clients were seated, the driver closed the door and retook his seat behind the steering wheel. ‘Where to?’ he asked. 
 
    ‘That very much depends on you, Jorge,’ Shea said. 
 
    Jorge looked back at them. ‘Sorry, but I don’t understand. They told me at the office that you would give me the destination when I got here.’ He was beginning to get an uneasy feeling.  
 
    ‘We were kind of hoping that you would give us the destination,’ Shea said. ‘Everything is cool. Let me explain. One of your colleagues, driving a white stretch limo, picked up a man and a woman at an address on Hornblower Lane this morning. We need to know where he took them.’ 
 
    Jorge looked at the three occupants in the rear of his car. They didn’t look threatening, but in Florida looks could be deceiving. ‘I gotta call this in.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think you want to do that, Jorge,’ Shea said, taking a roll of bills from his pocket. ‘I have five hundred dollars here that says you can find the destination of the white stretch limo.’ 
 
    Jorge stared at the bills in Shea’s hand. ‘Why do you need to know the destination? If you plan to hurt someone, I could be arrested as an accessory or something like that.’ 
 
    ‘We have no intention of hurting anyone,’ Moira said. ‘The guy has run away from his wife, who happens to be this guy’s cousin.’ She slapped Shea on the shoulder. ‘We just want to talk to him.’ 
 
    ‘A thousand,’ Jorge said, still concentrating on the bills in Shea’s hand. 
 
    Shea counted off a thousand dollars and handed it to Jorge, who counted it again before making it disappear into his pocket. He took out a phone and punched in a number. Then he spoke rapidly in Spanish. When he finished the call he turned and looked at his passengers. ‘The driver is my friend Cecilio. He dropped them at Tampa Executive Airport a couple of hours ago.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve never heard of it,’ Shea said. He looked at Moira. ‘Bring it up.’ 
 
    Moira got on her phone. ‘Tampa Executive Airport, it’s about six miles east of the CBD of Tampa. It used to be known as Vandenberg Airport.’ 
 
    ‘How many operators use it?’ Shea asked. 
 
    Moira counted. ‘More than ten.’ 
 
    Shea looked at Jorge. ‘Get us to Tampa.’ He turned to Moira. ‘Get on to Carmichael, get her to see if any of the operators will give her information on executive jet flights for a couple out of Tampa this morning. Whoever flew them will have to have filed a flight plan. I doubt very much if any of the operators will cooperate with Carmichael, but it’s worth a try.’ 
 
    Jorge started the car. ‘Where in Tampa?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll tell you when I know,’ Shea said, settling back in his seat.  
 
    Jorge shook his head then turned the car north towards Bradenton.  
 
    Shea looked at Brendan. ‘What do you think?’  
 
    ‘They’ve gone to an airport for God’s sake,’ Brendan said. ‘What do you think? They’re hardly going to fly to Indianapolis. I’m surprised they waited so long to get on the move. I suppose they were so damned confident that they waited to see whether the hue and cry for Gardiner died out. If it was me, I’d be heading south, maybe to Brazil, maybe Ecuador.’ 
 
    ‘We were so damned close,’ Shea said. 
 
    ‘Close isn’t good enough,’ Moira said. ‘We need to know where they’ve gone and we need to follow them.’ 
 
    ‘And if they keep moving?’ Brendan asked. 
 
    Moira looked at Shea. ‘This is your gig. You decide when enough is enough and then it’s over.’ 
 
    ‘My guess is that they’re already in the air and on their way out of the country,’ Brendan said. ‘Do either of you have a passport?’ 
 
    Moira opened her handbag and showed an Irish passport. ‘It comes with being an alien.’ 
 
    Shea looked at Brendan. ‘What about you?’ 
 
    Brendan shook his head. ‘I wasn’t planning on leaving the country.’ 
 
    ‘Neither was I,’ Shea said. 
 
    Moira replaced her passport in her bag. ‘Let’s find out first if we need to go.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FIFTY-SEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
   C armichael phoned back as they were crossing Tampa Bay. Shea had called it right, none of the operators would give any information on the flight plans of their clients. 
 
    ‘We’ve lost them.’ Moira put her phone away. 
 
    ‘Halliday time?’ Brendan asked. 
 
    ‘Same objection as last time,’ Moira said. ‘We could always ask Ricky to hack US Immigration. They must have cleared immigration on their way out of the country.’ 
 
    Shea shook his head. They had already passed their hacking allowance. So far their luck had held in terms of not being discovered, but luck has a strange habit of running out. ‘There’s one more card to play.’ He took out his phone and typed a number. He explained the problem to whomever answered, and then signed off. 
 
    ‘Who was that?’ Brendan asked. 
 
    Shea put his phone away. ‘The director of the service that looks after leasing the Lear. He’s no idea who the operators are at Tampa Executive, but he’s going to check. He’s been in the air-leasing business since forever so maybe he knows someone at Tampa who can help.’ 
 
    ‘And if he doesn’t?’ Brendan asked. 
 
    ‘Then they’ll be like the money,’ Shea said. ‘In the wind.’ 
 
    ‘So what do we do now?’ Brendan asked. 
 
    ‘We wait,’ Shea said. 
 
    Moira was a little annoyed that her suggestion concerning Ricky had been discounted so easily. Waiting wasn’t part of the investigative techniques she had learned. Hernandez and Gardiner had stolen a march on them. If they had got a case of the jitters, then they could start globetrotting, always staying just ahead of their chasers. She wondered how quickly Shea would get fed up of wandering from Brazil to Cambodia and on to Hong Kong before Sydney and Hawaii. Always being one step behind his quarry. It was all about the momentum of the investigation and the word ‘wait’ didn’t appear in that lexicon. Waiting also meant time to dwell on stuff she’d rather not think about. She was sitting between Brendan and Shea and she was aware of both bodies touching hers. She was desperately trying to put the idea of something happening with Shea out of her mind. But even in the rear of a limo with her partner sitting beside her she could not discount the possibility of a sexual relationship with him. He was appealing to something inside her and that something could eventually lead her to cheat on Brendan. My God, what was she thinking? She’d followed Brendan to the US to find out whether they had a future and now she was tingling at the thought of sex with the first man that showed an interest in her. There was no way this was the girl that Mr and Mrs McElvaney had raised, or was it? 
 
    Brendan let his hand fall onto Moira’s knee. He was aware that the movement he had made had the connotation of ownership and might be resented as such by Moira.  
 
    Shea noticed the move by Brendan. He had intended to make every effort to keep his mind off Moira and on finding Gregory Gardiner, but it was turning out to be the opposite. He didn’t give a damn about Gardiner or Hernandez or their little scam. The investigation was now only a reason to maintain Moira in his orbit. But he couldn’t get away from the fact that Moira and Brendan were together. He wanted Moira and he wanted Brendan out of the way, but he also wanted to keep Brendan as a friend. Emotional intelligence wasn’t his strong point, but even he could recognise that these two desires were mutually exclusive. 
 
    They were moving through the southern suburbs of Tampa when Shea’s phone rang. He listened and then thanked the caller. ‘There’s bad news and good news. My air-leasing guy has found out that they flew this morning to Belize. That’s the good news. The bad news is that only one of us has a passport so we have to wait until Brendan and I get our passports from Boston before we can follow them.’ 
 
    Moira already had her phone out and was calling Carmichael. ‘Jamie, stand by.’ She looked at Shea. ‘Where is it?’  
 
    Shea gave her the location of his passport and she transmitted it to Carmichael. Then she looked at Brendan. 
 
    ‘Drawer in the bedside table. There’s a spare key with the concierge. I’ll give him a call.’ 
 
    Moira relayed the information. ‘Courier them to Tampa immediately.’ She looked at Shea. ‘Where in Tampa?’ 
 
    ‘Jorge, the destination is a five-star hotel in Tampa. What’s it called?’ 
 
    ‘No five-star in Tampa, boss,’ Jorge said. ‘Grand Hyatt Tampa Bay is the best in town.’ 
 
    ‘You heard the man,’ Shea said to Moira. 
 
    ‘Reception at the Grand Hyatt Tampa Bay, fast as you can.’


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FIFTY-EIGHT 
 
      
 
      
 
   M aria Hernandez and Gregory Gardiner arrived in Belize after a four-hour flight from Tampa. They were whisked through customs and immigration and half an hour after leaving the airport they were shown to their room at the Radisson Fort George Hotel and Marina. Hernandez flopped onto the bed as soon as they arrived. The alarm bell that had been ringing in her head had all but disappeared, but something wasn’t quite right. Belize wasn’t going to be their ultimate destination, but it would fit in with the scenario of scam artists on the run. Everyone in the United States assumes that criminals head due south into the countries where the long arm of the law doesn’t reach. It was in the psyche since Leroy Parker and the Sundance Kid made their way to Bolivia. She wasn’t afraid of the law. That fear ended when she made sure that Miami PD decided not to bother looking for Greg. She lay back and smiled. Her career as a con artist had been aiming for the perfect con and she had managed to pull it off. The money was safe and so were they. It was time to enjoy the good life. Not bad for the grubby little girl who had been barefoot in Guadalajara. Her ultimate destination was the island of Koh Samui in Thailand, but that was several countries and identities away. For now it was Belize. She sat up when Greg brought her a glass of cold champagne.  
 
    He bent to kiss her on the lips before giving her a toast and drinking from his glass. ‘This is so damn cool. I thought that hustling people would be the biggest high, but being on the run beats the hell out of making a few phone calls and drawing up fake contract documents.’ He clinked glasses with her again before retrieving the champagne bottle from the ice bucket and refilling their glasses. 
 
    She wondered how quickly the high of being on the run would last. It wasn’t always going to be five-star hotels and bottles of Dom Perignon. You didn’t fall off the radar leaving no trace behind by being cool. There would be two-star dives in Nagpur, where the Kingfisher beer would be served lukewarm by a waiter wearing a stained white jacket. And that would be the high point of India. Greg had never even imagined a hostel in Goa. For now, he was indulging in the fantasy of being John Dillinger and she was happy for him. Imagining himself as an arch-criminal had given his love-making an added intensity that his wife would certainly never have enjoyed. They would soon learn how much of a bad boy he could really be. 
 
    Greg sipped his champagne and looked at her lying back on the bed. ‘You’re beautiful.’ 
 
    She smiled. She hadn’t had to work at being beautiful when she was a young woman in Guadalajara and Tucson, but lately she needed to seek assistance in maintaining her beauty. Her magnificent breasts needed more support and there was a noticeable spread beneath them. More lines appeared on her face every year. She got a quick mental picture of her mother, a short fat peasant woman in a wide Mexican skirt to accommodate her wide Mexican ass. Of course, in her mother’s case, the eleven pregnancies didn’t help. She could see the bulge growing in the crotch of Greg’s new white cotton slacks. She had been loved by many men. Some people would say that she had been loved by too many men. She wondered how long Greg would last. He might make it through India, but he probably wouldn’t make it all the way to Koh Samui. There would be the graduation of his son and the choice of college for his daughter. His rejection of them would play on his mind. He would try to assuage it with more booze and shorter periods between her legs. 
 
    ‘I love you too, baby.’ She wondered whether he could read the lie on her lips as easily as she could read it on the lips of the men who professed to love her. What they wanted was to use her. They were interested only in the cover, none of them wanted to read the book. She finished her glass of champagne. It would be easy to give in to the bulge in Greg’s pants but not right now. ‘I’m tired.’ She turned sideways, her head pushed into the soft pillow. ‘I think I’ll sleep.’ The last thing she saw before she closed her eyes was the look of disappointment on his face. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FIFTY-NINE 
 
      
 
      
 
   T he evening in the Grand Hyatt was a strained affair. They had been so close to catching up with Gardiner and both he and Hernandez had slipped from their grasp. While they were languishing in Tampa, their quarry could have moved on from Belize and be anywhere in South America. Shea had booked two rooms and Moira wondered whether it had been by accident or design that the room Brendan and she shared had no double bed. She had smiled when she had entered and seen the layout. But perhaps that was simply a figment of her over-active imagination. She turned her mind to the investigation and wondered how long the chase was going to go on. Even if they found Gardiner, there was no way that they could force him to go back to the US and the bosom of his wife and family. She wondered what was going on in Shea’s mind. Brendan knew him best and his assessment was that the government had basically cut off Shea’s supply of adrenaline when they had banned him from all activities relating to the financial markets and he needed a new source. He could have gone for extreme sports but instead had somehow decided that playing at private detective was the road to go. In Moira’s opinion, that was a serious misjudgement. She had found that police work wasn’t for the faint-hearted. Aside from his three years in Devens, Shea had lived most of his adult life in a gilded palace with money coming out of his ears. He wasn’t used to rubbing shoulders with drug pushers, pimps, burglars and assorted felons. From what she had gleaned, the people he had consorted with in Devens where more like gentlemen criminals such as hackers and inside traders, that’s if any criminal could be described as a gentleman. Although, according to Shea, his group also included an Italian gang boss and a guy who blew up some government workers in some mid-western city. He was at home in the world of white-collar criminals, but she was sure that private detection in the US didn’t only deal with the Gregory Gardiners of this world. 
 
    Later, they sat on the wooden deck overlooking the ocean and watched the sun going down. If you just focused on the marguerita in front of you and the golden rays playing on the waters of the Gulf of Mexico, you could believe that all is right with the world, Moira thought. ‘Do you think that we’ll catch up with them?’ she asked. 
 
    Brendan looked across at her. In the fading sunlight her red hair looked like it had sparkles in it. ‘With twenty million dollars you can do a hell of a lot of running. It could be Belize today and Rio tomorrow and God knows where the next day.’ 
 
    ‘Come on, guys. They can run, but they can’t hide,’ Shea said. 
 
    ‘This is no movie, Frank,’ Brendan said. ‘It’s not a remake of The Maltese Falcon with you in Bogie’s role. They don’t need to run from you. Hell, they don’t even need to run from the police. The people they really need to run from are the people that they conned. And if they’re the kind of people I think they are, they will resent being conned but won’t spend their lives worrying about being taken for a couple of hundred thousand dollars. One or two of them might be angry enough to look for Gardiner, but he disappeared at Miami International. That’s the official line from Miami PD. And I bet that Gardiner has ceased to exist. He has a new name and a new passport to match.’ 
 
    ‘And according to the hard hats in Hornblower Lane, a new hair colour,’ Shea added. ‘The guy who left with Hernandez was blond.’ 
 
    ‘Have you worked out yet what you’re going to do if, or when, we find them?’ Moira asked. 
 
    It was many years since Shea had read Don Quixote but now the old knight felt like his kindred spirit, albeit a fictional one. ‘I suppose it’ll bring closure to Jean and the family. I don’t see him going back home.’ 
 
    ‘The last time we saw Jean,’ Moira said. ‘I thought that she was dealing pretty well with his absence. For my money she’s already long past the shock or disbelief stage. When we met on Martha’s Vineyard I could detect some denial, bargaining and guilt. The first time we met in Boston there was some anger and I’m sure some depression. But a few days ago there were signs of acceptance and hope. Do you want to put her and her family through all that again by telling her that you found her husband and that he conned a whole lot of people and ran away with a floozy?’ 
 
    ‘I didn’t think of it like that,’ Shea said. ‘The guy had responsibilities. If he stopped loving his wife, he could have divorced her. That would have been the honourable thing to do. Instead, he went on living with her while he was having this second life as a hustler.’ 
 
    ‘So we’re chasing him because he’s dishonourable?’ Brendan said. ‘If that’s a reason to pursue someone, you could have chosen from half the men in Boston.’ 
 
    ‘Do I detect a distinct lack of motivation?’ Shea asked. He signalled to the waiter. ‘I think we need another round.’ 
 
    ‘The problem is that we don’t seem to have an objective,’ Moira said. ‘When we started out, we wanted to find out what happened to Gregory Gardiner who disappeared at Miami International. We already have a good idea what happened. For one, he didn’t disappear, at least not involuntarily; and for two, he’s still in the land of the living. We know that his former secretary was a practised hustler and that Gardiner was the central figure in a con that netted something in the region of twenty million dollars. According to both Sami and Shea, the money is about the only thing that’s completely disappeared at this point in time. We have a fair idea that Gardiner and Hernandez have fled the US for Belize and could now be anywhere in South America.’ She looked at Shea. ‘So what’s our current objective?’ 
 
    ‘We find Gardiner,’ Brendan said. ‘And tell him that Frank Shea thinks that he’s treated his family dishonourably. Then he‘ll tell Frank to fuck off back to the US and mind his own fucking business.’ 
 
    The waiter arrived with the drinks and Shea took possession of a double Jameson on the rocks and finished it in one swallow. He handed the glass to the waiter. ‘A refill.’ 
 
    ‘Nobody’s happy.’ Moira tasted her marguerita. 
 
    ‘I want to catch the bastard.’ Shea accepted another drink from the waiter. ‘That’s the new objective.’ 
 
    Moira could see that Shea intended to get drunk. Since they’d arrived at the hotel he had had more drinks than he had consumed in the previous week. She stood up. ‘I’m going to check at reception to see if the package from Carmichael has arrived.’ 
 
    Brendan waited until Moira was out of earshot. ‘What’s with the drinking, Frank? You’re way past your limit.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t start telling me what my limit is.’ Shea downed the whiskey and called for a refill. 
 
    ‘You’re going to feel like shit in the morning.’ 
 
    ‘I feel like shit right now.’ Shea looked out at the Gulf. There was a warm fuzz developing in his brain. He was on the point of telling Brendan that he was falling in love with his partner, but he managed, with difficulty, to restrain himself. One more drink and he might make a fool of himself. He knew that the person he should tell was Moira. But that was a high-risk strategy as it would no doubt lead to a make-or-break scenario and he wasn’t sure he was ready for a break just yet. 
 
    ‘It’s over, Frank.’ Brendan leaned across the table. ‘You’ve come a hell of a long way. A lot further than the cops and a lot further than anyone could have expected. You know what happened and you know why.’ 
 
    ‘It’s not enough.’ Shea’s speech was slurred. ‘I’ve got to confront him.’ 
 
    ‘Why?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know, I’ve just got to.’ Shea tried to drink his whiskey but spilled some from his mouth. 
 
    Brendan could see that Shea was close to passing out. He needed to get him to his room while he could still walk. This wasn’t the Frank Shea that he had known for more than twenty years. That Frank Shea would never get himself into this state. Shea’s eyes were closing when Brendan picked him up. He put his right arm under Shea’s left arm and marched him to the door of the bar. The waiter ran after him with the bill. Brendan quickly signed the bill and put his room number at the bottom. He half-dragged, half-carried Shea to the lifts, signalling to Moira at the reception desk that he would see her upstairs. 
 
    Moira was about to follow them but changed her mind at the last moment. It was not a three-person scene, especially when one of the persons was a woman. Instead she returned to the package in front of her, which contained both men’s passports. Carmichael was proving to be a very efficient secretary. The receptionist also handed over an e-mail from Shea’s aircraft leasing company. The Lear would be waiting at Tampa Executive Airport at six a.m. and the flight plan from Tampa to Belize City had already been filed. Moira sighed when she read the e-mail. She had hoped that Shea would have got the message.  
 
    Back in the bar, their drinks were still on the table and Moira retook her place on the couch. She doubted that Shea would be in a fit condition to board the Lear at six a.m. so maybe they would finally have a chance to lie in and possibly enjoy the buffet breakfast. To her, knowing what had happened to Gardiner counted as a result. Nobody was going to jail and the great Marlboro con would probably never see the light of day. Hernandez had been very clever. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER SIXTY 
 
      
 
      
 
   M oira was in a deep sleep when the telephone in her room rang at five fifteen in the morning. She stretched out her hand, grabbed the phone and put it to her ear. A disembodied voice told her it was her alarm call. She looked at her watch on the bedside table. She had no recollection of setting an alarm call. She looked at the lump in the bed across from hers. Brendan hadn’t stirred. It normally took a nuclear explosion to wake him. She climbed out of bed and staggered to the bathroom. Brendan was still comatose when she returned. She managed to get him into a state that might be loosely described as awake and pointed him in the direction of the bathroom. She heard the sound of running water but had no inclination to investigate further. 
 
    Shea was sitting in the lobby wearing a pair of aviator dark glasses that must have materialised out of thin air because Moira had no recollection of having seen him with dark glasses before. He looked like what her mother used to describe as ‘the worse for wear’. His light tan was nowhere in sight and his skin had taken on the pallor of a corpse. ‘We’re all paid up and ready to leave.’ He staggered to his feet. ‘There’s a car outside ready to take us to the airport.’ 
 
    ‘And we’re going where?’ Moira asked. She had managed to buy some new underwear, but her clothes were beginning to support strange life forms.  
 
    ‘Belize City.’ Shea looked in danger of falling over. 
 
    ‘I thought we discussed this last night,’ Brendan said. 
 
    ‘We did?’ Shea asked. 
 
    Brendan stood directly in front of him. ‘Yes, and we decided that enough was enough. In fact, enough was too much. Let it go, Frank.’ 
 
    Shea looked at Moira. ‘That the way you feel too? Are you ready to throw in the towel?’ 
 
    Moira hesitated. There was a part of her that wanted to stop. She recognised it as the part that hated getting up at unearthly hours. But another part of her didn’t want to give in until it had sat face to face with Gregory Gardiner. It had nothing to do with his dishonourable behaviour towards his family – his wife at least was probably better off without him – but the PSNI had trained her to carry the investigation to the end, no matter what it took. ‘Belize City but no farther, agreed?’ 
 
    Shea smiled, his lips a thin line in his pale face. 
 
    Brendan turned to her. ‘You’re as crazy as he is.’ He started for the door. ‘Let’s not keep the car waiting.’  
 
    The flight to Belize City was scheduled to take four hours. Shea spent the first three sleeping and the last devouring the once-hot meal and coffee that had been provided by the service company at Tampa Executive. For Moira, it was another pinch-yourself moment. She had always dreamed of travelling to South America, but it was a dream that she was sure would never be attained. For a girl who had been brought up poor in the town of Coleraine in the north of Northern Ireland travelling in an executive jet was out of the question. But so were five-star hotels and meals in fancy restaurants. Moira felt completely out of her comfort zone, but somehow it felt good. 
 
    ‘Do we have anyone in Belize City?’ Brendan asked. 
 
    Shea finished wolfing down a bagel. Colour had returned to his face during the flight, most noticeably when he returned from a visit to the toilet after he woke. ‘Nope.’ 
 
    ‘Then how do you intend to find them?’ Brendan asked. ‘Assuming that they haven’t moved on already.’ 
 
    Shea cleaned the debris from his lips with a paper napkin. ‘Think like you had twenty million dollars in the bank and you’ve led a very precarious existence.’  
 
    Brendan smiled. ‘I’d want to make sure that I spent it before either it or I vanished.’ 
 
    Shea made a make-believe gun with the thumb and index finger of his right hand and pulled the trigger. ‘Right first time, that’s why there was the mansion on Longboat Key, a white stretch limo and a private jet. Hernandez isn’t afraid to spend money. They’ll be in the best accommodation in Belize City, that’s if they’re still there.’ Shea looked at Moira. ‘And the best accommodation in Belize City is?’ 
 
    Moira took out her phone and connected to the plane’s Wi-Fi. She played with the keyboard. ‘The Radisson Fort George Hotel and Marina,’ she said. 
 
    ‘That’s where we’ll start.’  
 
    Maria Hernandez had spent the morning finalising the arrangement to fly to Placencia. There were no charters available and even the scheduled flights were made by small five-person planes. She managed to get Greg and herself onto a flight leaving the following day. Her alarm had started ringing again and she was a little disconcerted by it. There could be only one reason. Greg had warned her not to underestimate Frank Shea. Why didn’t she take that particular piece of advice? She had destroyed the file she had made on Shea, but she had committed the salient points to memory. Shea was not a violent person so there was no risk in that direction. But he was intelligent and resourceful and she had learned that a man with those attributes could be a lot more dangerous than someone holding a gun or wielding a knife. She went into the large bar area and sat in one of the wicker chairs directly facing Greg. ‘Tell me about Frank Shea.’ 
 
    ‘I thought that you’d researched him.’ Greg was into his first rum punch of the day. He was not enamoured with the hotel and was hoping that the villa in Placencia would be more like the place on Longboat Key. 
 
    ‘I did.’ She waved at the waiter and ordered a still water. ‘But I want your opinion.’ 
 
    ‘Frank is probably the smartest guy I’ve ever met,’ Greg began. ‘And he’s not just book smart. He has all these degrees but beyond them he’s intuitive. He looks at a set of circumstances and he sees something there that nobody else sees. That’s why he was so successful at investing. The assholes at the SEC couldn’t believe that anyone could make the profits that his fund was making without bending the rules. That’s why they went after him. When they found nothing, they couldn’t lose face so they put him in prison. Most people in that position would leave prison with a considerable level of anger, but not Frank. He turned Devens prison into a school. He mixed with some top criminals and he learned as much as he could from them. Frank takes everything in.’ 
 
    ‘And women?’ 
 
    ‘Frank doesn’t do women.’ Greg sucked on his straw. ‘He’s like some sort of monk, all cerebral activity and nothing else.’ 
 
    Hernandez was intrigued. A man who couldn’t be influenced by women was a man she wanted to meet. But not right now. She sat back and sipped her water. Maybe she would give Placencia a miss and head directly to Morocco. She hated to plan on the fly.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER SIXTY-ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
   T he Lear descended to ten thousand feet as it made its approach to Philip S.W. Goldson International Airport in Belize City. Moira’s first view of Central America was through gaps in the fluffy white clouds and it seemed to be composed principally of jungle, which stretched away from the coast to the horizon. She looked over at Shea and Brendan. They seemed totally nonplussed whereas she was tingling with excitement. She knew that Belize was a small country that had from time to time harboured American criminals on the run. It was also a gateway to South America, which was probably the reason why Hernandez and Gardiner had selected it as a suitable bolt-hole. The Lear made a wide sweep to the right as it came round to approach the airport from the northwest. The airport was relatively small and she noticed only a few aircraft parked in front of the low terminal building, The Lear landed and taxied away from the terminal towards a small building some three hundred feet away. They stopped and the co-pilot exited from the cockpit to open the door. ‘Welcome to Belize,’ he said as he opened the catch and dropped the stairs. The air was as steamy as it had been in Florida.  
 
    Brendan joined Moira at the bottom of the stairs. ‘We must all be crazy.’ He put his arm round her shoulder. 
 
    ‘You and Shea seemed pretty much into it last night.’ She moved forward dislodging Brendan’s arm.  
 
    ‘Frank was tying one on. I’ve never seen him drinking like that.’ 
 
    Two men dressed in dark trousers and white shirts with the insignia ‘Immigration National’ approached them. ‘Bienvenidos a Belize.’ The man who spoke was the older of the two. ‘My name is Carlos Munoz. You are American?’ 
 
    ‘My friend and I are American, this lady is Irish.’ 
 
    Munoz smiled widely, exposing a mouthful of large teeth. ‘Ah, I love the Irish.’ He looked at Moira. ‘You love football, yes?’ 
 
    Moira returned the smile. ‘We certainly do.’ 
 
    ‘You have luggage?’ Munoz asked. 
 
    ‘No,’ Shea walked forward. ‘We’re on a short business visit.’ He extended his hand to Munoz, who took it. 
 
    Moira could see the edge of the bills as they passed from Shea to Munoz and then into Munoz’s pocket. 
 
    Munoz’s smile for Shea was even wider than the one he’d bestowed on Moira. ‘Please give me your passports and follow me. You need a car?’ 
 
    Shea nodded. 
 
    Munoz started walking towards the small building. ‘My brother will have one outside when we have dispensed with the formalities.’ 
 
    The building that Munoz led them to was the reception for VIP arrivals. Moira was glad to be in the world of air-conditioning again. They were offered a selection of soft drinks while Munoz typed their details into a computer and stamped their passports.  
 
    Munoz handed back the passports. ‘I hope your business in Belize is successful.’ 
 
    ‘So do we,’ Brendan said. 
 
    There was a new Chevy Equinox outside the building as they exited. A man who could have been Munoz’s double was standing at the open rear door. ‘Looks like our ride,’ Shea said, waving Moira into the rear seat. He followed behind her. Brendan was left with a choice of squashing into the rear or sitting comfortably up front. He chose the latter option with as little good grace as he could muster. 
 
    ‘Where to?’ the driver asked. 
 
    ‘Radisson Saint George,’ Moira said. 
 
    Hernandez was busy looking up flights to Marrakesh or any other city in Morocco. There was nothing until the next day, even in first or business class. She was aware that they should be on the move, but choosing Belize had boxed them into a corner. 
 
    ‘What’s up, baby?’ Greg leaned over her shoulder and saw what she was doing. 
 
    She recoiled slightly. He smelled like a rum distillery. ‘We need to get out of here.’ What she meant was that she needed to get out. When you’re running, there’s only time to think of yourself.  
 
    ‘Christ, we’ve only just arrived.’ The excitement of being on the run had already worn off. There was twenty million dollars out there and it had been Greg’s plan from the start to live large. 
 
    Hernandez’s shoulders slumped. Something told her that it was already too late. It would not be the first time that she had faced the inevitable. Courage was something she had never lacked. As if on cue, the phone in the room started ringing. She picked up the receiver and listened. ‘Of course,’ she said. ‘We’d be delighted.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER SIXTY-TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
   M oira, Shea and Brendan were sitting on a couch in the bar. In front of each sat a Belikin beer. They hadn’t spoken other than to order from the waiter. In the end it had been easy. The receptionist had identified the lady in the photo on Moira’s phone and given Moira the room number. When she had phoned the room, Moira had been surprised by the calm in Hernandez’s voice. It was going to be an interesting meeting. Shea was lying back on the couch. The burst of energy he’d had as soon as the plane landed had dissipated and the aviator shades had made another appearance. All three looked up as they were joined by Hernandez and Gardiner. Shea deigned to remove his shades. Hernandez was dressed in a salmon-pink summer dress, which complemented her deep tan and slim body. Her dark hair was fashionably cut and hung in curls about her shoulders. Her face was totally symmetrical with brown eyes that shined, a perfect nose and high cheekbones. She was even more beautiful in the flesh than in the photo. 
 
    Greg sat down facing Shea. He was dressed in a white cotton shirt and white pants. His face was lightly tanned but flushed, and despite his attempt at cool international playboy he still had the demeanour of the shy accountant. ‘Hi Frank,’ he said simply. 
 
    Shea ignored the greeting. He turned to Hernandez. ‘Hi Maria, I prefer to start with the organ grinder. We can deal with the monkey later.’ 
 
    Hernandez smiled. She picked up Shea’s beer and drank from the bottle. ‘Tastes like cat’s piss.’ She replaced the bottle. ‘So, Frank,’ she emphasised the name. ‘What can we do for you?’ 
 
    Shea had sat in the boardroom of many corporations and dealt with many psychopathic CEOs who could maintain a perfect sang-froid, Hernandez would be comfortable in their company. ‘I’m beginning to ask myself the same question,’ Shea said. ‘Why don’t I start by introducing my colleagues?’ 
 
    ‘The attractive lady with the red hair,’ Hernandez said before Shea could speak. ‘Is Detective Sergeant Moira McElvaney, currently on leave from the Police Service of Northern Ireland. I’m not up to date on your other colleague.’ 
 
    ‘He’s professor Brendan Guilfoyle from Harvard University,’ Shea said. 
 
    Hernandez stared at Brendan. ‘Psychologist.’ 
 
    ‘Impressive,’ Shea said. 
 
    Hernandez smiled at him. ‘It’s my job and, if anything, I am a professional. And so are you Frank Shea, MIT degrees, former head honcho of the Prometheus hedge fund, criminal inside trader, felon and now what? You and I have a lot in common, Frank. We’re both smart, we’ve both been inside and we both love money and don’t care how we make it.’ 
 
    ‘I beg to disagree,’ Shea removed her rap sheet from his pocket. ‘I don’t doubt that you’re smart.’ He laid the sheet in front of Greg. ‘But I’ve never been a prostitute or worked my way up the hustler hierarchy.’ He could see Greg reading Hernandez’s criminal history. 
 
    Hernandez looked over at the list of her crimes. She didn’t recognise the photo at the top of the sheet. She knew it was her, but it seemed like a totally different person. She looked back at Shea. He had a kindly face, no sign of animosity, and he wasn’t after the money. ‘I’m out front. When I hustle you I tell you that I’m offering you something for nothing when in fact I’m giving you nothing for something. The people in your office called up clients and peddled stocks that they knew were crap. I hustle people who can afford to lose money. You and people like you hustle widows and orphans and anyone with a few lousy bucks in their pockets. Enough of the pleasantries, you guys are not the law. There are no warrants out on me or Greg. What exactly are we trying to do here?’ 
 
    Shea drank his beer. She had a point. ‘As far as Greg’s wife and children are concerned he is missing, perhaps dead. Jean asked me to find out what happened to her husband and that’s what I’ve done.’ He turned to the man in question. ‘So, Greg, what do you think of your travelling companion now?’ 
 
    Greg ripped up the rap sheet and spread the shards of papers across the table. ‘That’s what I think of this crap. I love her and that’s all that counts. You’ve wasted your time and energy on me because I’m not going back.’ 
 
    ‘You think you’re the first man she’s been with?’ Shea asked. 
 
    Greg laughed. ‘Good God no, I’m not that stupid. I don’t care if she’s been with fifty or a hundred men. Like I told you, I love her and I’m happy to be with her right now.’ 
 
    ‘You’ve served your purpose,’ Moira interjected. ‘If the shit ever hits the fan, and the shit will hit the fan, you’re the one the aggrieved marks are going to come looking for. They don’t even know she’s involved. She’s effectively pinned a target to your back.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t care,’ Greg said. ‘I only want to ensure that nothing happens to her.’ 
 
    ‘She’s dumped every other man she’s been with,’ Shea said. ‘Those that aren’t on the breadline are in prison. Meanwhile, she’s living the five-star life. You’re going to end up running a cantina in Sinaloa.’ 
 
    Hernandez burst out laughing.  
 
    ‘I’ll be a damn sight happier running a cantina than going back to Concord,’ Greg said. ‘You were sitting in your big office in some tower or other making millions of dollars while I was sitting in a shithole in Concord listening to the bleating of all those moms and pops who set up their business without thinking whether they had the acumen for it. Take a look at my accounts receivable. Tell Jean to collect as much as she can from them.’ 
 
    ‘What else do I tell her?’ Shea asked. 
 
    ‘Tell her to get a life. I have.’ 
 
    ‘And your children, what do I tell them?’ 
 
    For an instant Greg dropped his hard demeanour. ‘Tell them I’m sorry, but it’s for their own good. I don’t love their mother and us staying together would have poisoned all our lives.’ 
 
    Shea took out his phone and made a call. ‘David, is the Lear fuelled?’ He listened for a moment. ‘As soon as we can.’ 
 
    ‘Are we done here?’ Hernandez asked. 
 
    ‘We’ll tell what we know to the police,’ Moira said. 
 
    Hernandez fixed her gaze on her. ‘Spoken like a true member of the law fraternity. And they’ll do what? You have evidence of a con, but none of the marks are going to authenticate that evidence. Go home. Tomorrow Greg and I will be gone from Belize. In six months, there’ll be no sign of us. The arm of the law is long, but they have to find us first.’ She stood up, closely followed by Greg. ‘Hasta luego.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER SIXTY-THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
   M oira shuffled uneasily at the rear of the lecture theatre. Down in the heart of the auditorium, Brendan was explaining the process of questioning a suspect. He was at his most entertaining, but she was totally bored. How many suspects had she already questioned? Hundreds certainly. She tried to bring her mind back to what Brendan was saying, but it continually wandered. She felt the pulsing of her phone in her pocket. She took it out and looked at the screen. It was Shea. She hadn’t heard from him since their return from Belize. The message on the screen was simple: Lunch? She looked into the well of the auditorium. She wanted to answer yes, but she wondered whether that would be disloyal to Brendan. Their relationship had returned to what she considered normal. They were good together, but she still hadn’t decided on the future. She concluded that loyalty to Brendan shouldn’t include refusing lunch when she wanted to accept. She typed ‘OK’ into the answer bubble. Brendan had turned on a real-life video and the class was watching a suspect being questioned by a couple of beefy police detectives. Moira ignored the video; her concentration was on her phone. It vibrated and the screen read: R.F. O’Sullivan and Son, 282 Beacon St, one o’clock. Moira looked at her watch. It was coming up to twelve and the end of Brendan’s lecture. If she was still here when he finished, he might suggest lunch or coffee at least. She slipped quietly out the rear of the lecture theatre. 
 
    The building housing R.F. O’Sullivan was standing on a corner and looked like it had been there forever. It was an oasis of tradition in a desert of modernity. Moira had expected something upmarket and was pleased to see that Shea had chosen a neighbourhood eatery. She pushed the door open and found herself in a large room with a sturdy wooden bar on the right side and tables spread throughout. The room was already packed with the lunchtime crowd and there was a heavy buzz of conversation. Shea was sitting alone at a corner table. Moira made her way across the room and took the seat directly facing him. He had obviously been working on his tan over the past few weeks. ‘How have you been?’ she asked. 
 
    He pushed a menu across the table to her. ‘I’d suggest the burger with everything and chunky fries except it would cause havoc to your waist.’ 
 
    A waiter came and stood beside them. ‘I’ll have the burger with everything,’ she said. ‘And chunky fries.’ 
 
    ‘Make it two and add some craft beers,’ Shea said.  
 
    The waiter smiled and departed. 
 
    ‘Where did you pick up the tan?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘A week sailing round Bermuda, I would have extended an invitation, but I don’t think Brendan would have been impressed.’ 
 
    ‘To hell with Brendan being impressed, I think I would have preferred Bermuda to the back row of a lecture theatre at Harvard.’ 
 
    ‘Philistine.’ He wondered whether she actually meant it.  
 
    The waiter deposited two beers on the table. ‘How did you find this place? I don’t associate you with burger joints.’  
 
    ‘It used to be one of our favourite bars when we didn’t have much. It still has one of the best burgers in Boston.’ 
 
    ‘I was thinking of going to see Jean, but I thought you would have covered that base.’ 
 
    ‘I did.’ 
 
    The waiter put two plates in front of them. Moira gulped when she saw what she was supposed to eat. 
 
    ‘I warned you,’ Shea said. 
 
    Moira cut through her burger and exposed a thick chunk of meat. ‘What went down with Jean?’ 
 
    Shea cut off a piece of burger and began to chew. He had missed Moira and wanted to prolong their lunch. ‘She’s filed for divorce on the grounds of her husband abandoning her.’ 
 
    Moira started on her burger by cutting off a small piece of meat and moving the bun to the side of her plate. ‘You gave her the complete picture, Hernandez and the con.’ 
 
    ‘A potted version,’ Shea forked another mouthful and washed it down with a draught of beer. ‘She knows what she needs to know. The bottom line is that her marriage is over.’ 
 
    ‘And how did she take it?’ 
 
    ‘Like the trooper that she is. Let’s say that she’s reached the end of the grieving cycle. The business in Concord is up for sale and she’s already received several offers. She’s busy getting on with her new life.’ 
 
    ‘And the kids?’ Moira was slowly moving her way through her burger and was already reaching saturation point. 
 
    ‘That’s another matter. They’re angry and upset and it’s going to be a long time before they reach acceptance and hope. They’ve decided that their father is an asshole so I’d say they’re making progress.’ 
 
    ‘They’re the ones that I’m sorry for. Jean can accept that her marriage died a long time ago, but the children have to bear the grief of losing their father.’ Moira had gone as far as she could with the meal and pushed her plate away. ‘What about Gardiner and Hernandez?’ 
 
    ‘They were as good as their word. They left Belize the following day for Morocco. From there I have no idea where they went. Hernandez has been in the business long enough to effect a disappearance. By now they’ve changed identity several times. They’re probably dressed in skins and living in a yurt in Outer Mongolia. Quite honestly if I never see either of them again so much the better.’ Shea had made a better attempt at finishing his burger before he too pushed his plate away. 
 
    ‘And the information we gathered?’ 
 
    ‘Halliday received an anonymous package with the USB and a DVD with the footage from Miami International. Let them work it out. That’s what they’re paid for.’ 
 
    Shea waved at the waiter and made the sign for the bill. 
 
    Moira was sad that the lunch was drawing to a close. She had missed Shea more than she thought. 
 
    ‘Are you busy?’ Shea asked, taking out a roll of bills to pay for lunch. He pulled off a fifty-dollar bill and laid it on the table. 
 
    ‘Not really, why?’ 
 
    The waiter picked up the money and departed without presenting the bill. 
 
    ‘I’ve got something to show you.’ Shea stood up, walked round to her side of the table and pulled back her chair.  
 
    They left the bar together and crossed the street to where Shea had parked his car in the parking lot of a supermarket. 
 
    ‘Where are we going?’ she asked as Shea ushered her into the passenger seat. 
 
    ‘You’ll see.’ 
 
    They drove from Cambridge into the CBD and Shea pulled into a parking space in front of a large office building on Broadway. ‘We’re here.’ He turned off the car and got out.  
 
    ‘Why the big mystery?’ Moira joined him on the footpath. 
 
    Shea strode towards the entrance of the building. They entered the large foyer, passed the reception and headed for the lifts. When the lift arrived, they entered and Shea pressed the button for the seventh floor. 
 
    ‘OK,’ Moira said as the lift ascended. ‘Enough of the mystery, what are we doing here?’ 
 
    ‘You’ll see.’ Shea had an evil grin on his face. 
 
    The lift stopped on the seventh floor and they exited. There were several suites of offices leading in both directions away from the lifts. Shea walked towards the corridor on the right and then took the first corridor on the left. He turned and looked at Moira. ‘Close your eyes.’ 
 
    ‘You’re joking, right?’ 
 
    ‘Do as you’re told.’ 
 
    She closed her eyes and he took her arm. He led her forward and she could hear a door opening. 
 
    ‘You can open your eyes now.’ 
 
    There was a squeal as Moira opened her eyes and saw Jamie Carmichael sitting behind a desk directly in front of her. Moira could see that she was in an outer office, but the sight that drew her eyes immediately was a large panel behind Carmichael’s head with the legend ‘Frank Shea Investigations’. 
 
    ‘What the hell is this?’ Moira asked. 
 
    Carmichael stood up from behind the desk and threw herself at Moira. ‘It’s going to be so great.’ 
 
    ‘What’s going to be so great?’ Moira said. 
 
    Carmichael looked at Shea, who immediately took Moira’s arm and led her away from the outer office and towards the rear. ‘We have three more offices and a meeting room.’ He pointed out the offices as they passed along. The meeting room was glassed in and one wall was an electronic whiteboard. The offices had already been fitted out with desks, filing cabinets and computers. One of the offices had a desk covered in computer screens.  
 
    ‘That’s Ricky’s office,’ Shea said as they passed by. ‘What do you think?’ 
 
    ‘Have you ever read Raymond Chandler?’ Moira said. ‘Sam Spade would toss his lunch if you put him in an office like this. If you want to be a real private eye, you have to have a dingy office above a Chinese laundry with paint peeling off the walls and furniture falling apart. This place looks like a management consultancy.’ 
 
    ‘Time moves on,’ Shea said. ‘Our future clients need to be impressed.’ 
 
    ‘I’m impressed.’ Carmichael’s remark was still running round in her head. 
 
    ‘So impressed that you’d take one of those offices?’ 
 
    She smiled. ‘It’s a lovely thought, but I think I might be on the first flight out if the INS found me breaking my visa conditions. Especially in the current political climate.’ 
 
    ‘Let me deal with that. Are you in?’ 
 
    Brendan would go crazy, but this was the closest she would get to the work that she loved.  
 
    Shea removed a piece of paper that had been stuck over the door of one of the offices. It revealed the words ‘Moira McElvaney – Lead Investigator’. 
 
    She burst out laughing. 
 
    Shea was looking at her in anticipation. 
 
    ‘I’m in,’ she said. 
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