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‘A clever twisty tale that feels completely authentic, Catherine Kirwan is onto another winner with Cruel Deeds’ Jane Casey

‘With intricate plotting, relatable characters, and a thrilling story, Cruel Deeds has all the ingredients needed for a page turning read. I loved catching up with Finn and this book does not disappoint’ Patricia Gibney

‘Atmospheric and intriguing with a brilliantly relatable heroine and an explosive, gripping conclusion, nothing in Cruel Deeds is quite as it seems’ Sam Blake

A pacy tale that sweeps the reader along through the murky waters of the legal world in this layered, Leeside thriller’ Siobhán MacDonald

Catherine Kirwan’s solicitor-sleuth Finn Fitzpatrick makes for a great protagonist. Pacy, gripping and atmospheric, with a brilliant Cork setting, Cruel Deeds is a cracking read!’

Andrea Carter

‘Money and greed, office gossip and secret affairs – Cruel Deeds is twisty and pacy, set against a wonderfully evocative Cork backdrop. I can’t wait to see what’s next for Finn Fitzpatrick’ Andrea Mara

‘Chock full of secrets and with a compelling plot, Cruel Deeds will keep you glued to the pages!’ Lesley Kara




Catherine Kirwan grew up in the parish of Ferns, County Waterford. She studied law at University College Cork and she now lives in Cork City where she works as a solicitor. Cruel Deeds is her second novel.
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In the end, you were left with no choice.

It had to be then.

It had to be there.

And it worked out for the best. You knew that when you heard her car stop so close to where you were hiding. The clunk of the locks when she pressed the key fob. The jangle of keys when she tripped past without seeing you.

When you were sure that you were the only one listening.

The only one watching.

She called out your name.

Impatient when she got no reply. Abrasive.

In her final seconds, giving you the strength you needed; the certainty that what you were doing was right.

She pushed the door open fully and walked towards the light. Candlelight. Warm. Cosy.

You congratulated yourself on that little touch, afterwards.

But the instant her toe crossed the threshold, you were all action. Every cell and sinew focused on the task in hand. Silently, you moved behind her. Matched her step for step.

Your quarry.

Your prey.

And you raised your arms high above her head.

Double grip.

And no scream escaped her. No cry.

Only an involuntary exhalation of breath.

Her dying.

Later, they called it a frenzied attack, and that bothered you because it was so far from the truth.

Because you’d planned it down to the last detail.

Because as soon as it was done, you stopped.

Stood.

Took the bundle of baby wipes from your pocket and rubbed the biological evidence from your face and the cheap hooded rain jacket and the waterproof trousers and the rubber boots and the latex gloves. All brand new. All disposable. Then you cleaned the sharpened claw-hammer, and put it and the soiled baby wipes into the black plastic bag and stepped backwards out the door.

You checked carefully for footprints and any other traces you might have left.

There were none.
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YOU WON’T SEE IT ON A STREET SIGN, BUT US locals know. You have to look down when you’re walking in Cork. Look down or fall victim to the traps this city lays for the unwary. The errant paving slab. The drain cover gone rogue. The vomit. And, sometimes, the blood, a vivid, ruby trail when freshly shed, fading as it dries, melding with the caked-in grime on Patrick Street’s pink footpaths, laid in a fit of long-vanished boom-time optimism and, by the look of them after three days without rain, never cleaned since.

I was waiting for Davy Keenan by the front door of Brown Thomas. Looking down. Trying to resist the urge to pace. Definitely not calling. Even though he was late. Ten minutes late. Then twelve minutes. Then fifteen. Then I raised my gaze and glimpsed him at last, all six foot two of him, sauntering in my direction. Sandy hair and beard. Powder-blue, soft-cotton T-shirt. Old jeans. Scuffed brown suede shoes. I felt like I often feel when I see him. Like the sun’s come out and I might burn.

‘Sorry, sorry,’ he said. ‘But I’m here now, right? Half-looking forward to it in a weird way.’

I sensed something in him that hadn’t been there when he’d left my house that morning – a kind of nervousness, or it could have been excitement – and I badly wanted to ask why he was late. But I pride myself on not being needy. So I told myself that the why of it didn’t matter and flashed him my second-best smile.

‘You’re going to love her,’ I said.

He smiled too, a neat pretty one, and tucked a few strands of my long black hair behind my ears, and wrapped his right arm around my shoulders: I’m five foot eight, so we’re a snug fit. We walked on in silence, settling into a familiar rhythm as we cleared the city centre. Hugging the river most of the way, we kept walking; and I thought about how often it went like this between us – the raised heart rate, the nearly conflict, the unasked question, the almost resolution: the benign version of a destructive pattern I’d known long before we’d met that I was doing my best to change. Only it turned out my best wasn’t up to the job most of the time.

After a while Davy said, ‘It’s always farther than you think.’
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DOLLY PARTON’S TWO PREVIOUS VISITS TO CORK hadn’t gone to plan. On the first, in a venue normally reserved for equestrian events, a lighting rig had collapsed during sound-checking and the gig had to be cancelled at the last minute. The second time, she’d made landfall in the middle of a deluge. And, as it was a Saturday, a lot of the audience had been drinking since lunchtime. Let’s just say that there was an edge.

Third time lucky? It looked like it. A good-humoured after-work crowd on the balmiest of Thursdays. Dolly emerged to the sound of the Marquee roar and the night took flight, the audience word-perfect on most of the songs; quiet for ‘Coat of Many Colours’, when she sat alone at the front of the stage and sang to the sweaty throng gathered at her feet like we were family round the fire in her Smoky Mountain cabin. Tears in my eyes, I looked up at Davy, standing right next to me. He pulled me closer.

‘You big eejit,’ he said. Then he kissed me.

Later, on the walk back to his place, we were doing that thing where we weren’t talking but communicating all the same. He was letting me know that I was okay and I was wondering how come he was so sure. And I didn’t know how it had happened but there I was – a woman with soap opera standard messy origins – in an actual relationship, with Davy.

Who used to be my client back when he was having recurring legal troubles related to his cocaine addiction: a couple of low-grade possession charges, a drunken and a careless driving, a bundle of unpaid parking fines. Later, after he’d got sober and retrained, I’d checked the lease on his gym for him and he became my personal trainer and my ‘just good friend’ for several years. Later still, this – something I hadn’t admitted to myself I’d wanted for a long time, until a night last November when he’d come round to my house for dinner and stayed till morning. More than seven months ago. Barely six if you counted the multiple breaks we went through, the short periods of adjustment – hissy fits, if you prefer – instigated by me, as I tried, and tried again to get used to having him share my life.

But there had been no breaks since way back in February – nearly five months that felt like longer – a magical time, apart from the occasional arguments and misunderstandings that I told myself were normal for any couple. I had to make a conscious effort not to link how we were with each other with our past, with his, and with mine.

Because otherwise, I’d find myself wondering how smart being with him was for me. How safe. Taken into care at the age of four on the grounds of neglect, I was fostered by the people who became my forever parents – my real ones, as far as I’m concerned – while my birth mother kept on drinking. She gave up often but was never able to stay sober, however much she wanted to. After her death Mam and Dad were able to adopt me. Birth father unknown so his consent wasn’t needed; no maternal relatives scrabbling to take me on either.

I was nine when my birth mother died. Old enough to be taken to her funeral. Young enough to think that it was all my fault. In the years that followed, I locked her – the memories and the pain and, I suppose, the love – in a strong box deep inside me.

Then, decades later, I ended up falling for Davy. I don’t know what that is, but don’t tell me it’s a coincidence. What goes around, comes around, as they say. And yet, in real life, he and I seemed to work. We didn’t swamp each other or cling on too tightly. We ebbed and flowed. We gave each other space.

Beside us, cars crawled towards the roundabout. It was easy to distinguish the blissed-out country fans who’d been to the gig from the unfortunates caught in the traffic. Up ahead, in the front seats of a Mark 1 silver Audi TT, a couple embraced passionately, a woman in the driving seat, the dark-haired passenger’s elbow around her neck, pulling her ever closer to him. I recognised the car, as belonging to Mandy Breslin, Finance and Trusts partner at MLC, the law firm where I work. There’d been a recall of those cars to have a rear spoiler fitted, after they’d been found to be unstable at high speeds on the autobahn. Most people had opted for the spoiler. She hadn’t. She’d said that she liked the TT the way it was.

I glanced at Davy but he was typing something on his phone. As we passed by, I waved, but Mandy didn’t reciprocate. And her face, when she saw me, was a picture.

Understandable. I didn’t know who the dark-haired man was.

But he wasn’t her husband.
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THE MORNING AFTER THE CONCERT, COMING UP to 10.15, I was chewing on a biro in my cramped and pathologically untidy office, trying to work out the most diplomatic way of telling a client that he would be a fool to reject a defence offer of €21,000 in a case worth €15,000, and that hell would freeze over before any judge would give him the €50,000 he thought he deserved, when Mandy slid in and clicked the door shut behind her. Slim and athletic, she was in her mid-forties but looked younger usually. Today, the thick dark blonde hair and barely-there make-up were perfect as ever but no amount of concealer could disguise the black circles under her eyes. And I could have sworn she was wearing the same teal linen sleeveless shift she’d had on at work yesterday. Either that, or it was a duplicate and whoever did her ironing had gone too easy on the starch.

She hadn’t spoken since she came in and I was fighting the urge to fill the void with some inanity about how great Dolly had been, when it dawned on me that Mandy probably wasn’t at the gig.

She broke the silence. ‘Last night,’ she whispered.

‘Look,’ I said. ‘It’s your own business. I …’

Before I knew it, she was standing over me, my side of the desk.

‘As I was saying, before I was interrupted,’ she said. ‘Last night, whatever you think you saw, you saw nothing. Get that?’

‘Sure. Like I said …’

‘Say it.’

‘I … I saw nothing?’

‘Say it again.’

‘Hey, I saw absolutely nothing. Not a thing,’ I said. ‘Honestly, Mandy, I’m like the grave. I haven’t told a soul.’ Not even Davy, I might have added, except I don’t talk about him at the office.

Mandy stepped back from the desk, and there it was again – the same expression I’d seen on her face last night. Understandable, I’d thought at the time. Only now I didn’t understand at all. She turned and left without another word, and I sat back in my chair and puffed out a breath and tried to analyse what the fuck had just happened. Surely she believed me when I said I’d say nothing?

But, if she believed me, why did she look so scared?
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