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  When a mature, beautiful and composed April Kyle strides into Spenser’s office, the Boston PI barely hesitates before recognizing his once and future client. Now a well-established madam herself, April oversees an upscale call-girl operation in Boston’s Back Bay. Still looking for Spenser’s approval, it takes her a moment before she can ask him, again, for his help. Her business is a success; what’s more, it’s an all-female enterprise.




  Now that some 'men' are trying to take it away from her, she needs Spenser’s help.
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  Robert B. Parker (1932-2010) has long been acknowledged as the dean of American crime fiction. His novels featuring the wise-cracking, street-smart Boston private-eye Spenser earned him a devoted following and reams of critical acclaim, typified by R.W.B. Lewis’ comment, ‘We are witnessing one of the great series in the history of the American detective story’(The New York Times Book Review).




  




  Born and raised in Massachusetts, Parker attended Colby College in Maine, served with the Army in Korea, and then completed a Ph.D. in English at Boston University. He married his wife Joan in 1956; they raised two sons, David and Daniel. Together the Parkers founded Pearl Productions, a Boston-based independent film company named after their short-haired pointer, Pearl, who has also been featured in many of Parker’s novels.




  




  Robert B. Parker died in 2010 at the age of 77.




  




  CRITICAL ACCLAIM FOR ROBERT B. PARKER




  ‘Parker writes old-time, stripped-to-the-bone, hard-boiled school of Chandler… His novels are funny, smart and highly entertaining… There’s no writer I’d rather take on an aeroplane’


  – Sunday Telegraph




  




  ‘Parker packs more meaning into a whispered “yeah” than most writers can pack into a page’


  – Sunday Times




  




  ‘Why Robert Parker’s not better known in Britain is a mystery. His best series featuring Boston-based PI Spenser is a triumph of style and substance’


  – Daily Mirror




  




  ‘Robert B. Parker is one of the greats of the American hard-boiled genre’


  – Guardian




  




  ‘Nobody does it better than Parker…’


  – Sunday Times




  




  ‘Parker’s sentences flow with as much wit, grace and assurance as ever, and Stone is a complex and consistently interesting new protagonist’


  – Newsday




  




  ‘If Robert B. Parker doesn’t blow it, in the new series he set up in Night Passage and continues with Trouble in Paradise, he could go places and take the kind of risks that wouldn’t be seemly in his popular Spenser stories’


  – Marilyn Stasio, New York Times
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  For Joan: Priceless




  Dream Girl
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  The woman who came into my office on a bright January day was a knockout. Her hair had blond highlights and her fawn-colored suit appeared to have been hand-sewn by Michael Kors. She took off some sort of fur-lined cape and tossed it over the arm of my couch, and came over and sat down in one of my client chairs. She smiled at me. I smiled at her. She waited. The light coming in my window was especially bright this morning, enhanced by the light snowfall that had collected overnight. She didn’t seem dangerous. I remained calm.




  “You don’t know who I am,” she said after a while. “Do you?”




  Her voice sounded as if it had been polished by old money. It was her eyes. Someone I knew was in there behind those eyes.




  “Not yet,” I said.




  She smiled.




  “ ‘Not yet,’ ” she said. “That’s so you. ‘I don’t know now, but I will.’ ”




  “My glass is always half full,” I said. “Are you going to tell me or do I have to frisk you?”




  “God, it’s good to see you,” she said. “It’s April.”




  I stared at her. And then there she was.




  “April Kyle,” I said, and stood up.




  She stood up, too. I walked around the desk and she almost jumped against me. I put my arms around her. She was beautiful, but the incest taboo had kicked in the moment I knew who she was. It was like hugging a little girl. All the cool elegance was gone. She stayed against me with her arms around me and pressed her face against my chest.




  “It’s like coming home,” she said.




  “When you have to go there, they have to take you in,” I said.




  “Robert Frost.”




  “Very good,” I said.




  “You taught me that,” she said.




  I nodded. She kept her face pressed against my chest. It made her voice muffle a little.




  “You taught me almost everything I know that matters,” she said.




  “That’s not so hard,” I said. “Because not many things matter.”




  “But the ones that do,” she said, “matter a lot.”




  She let me go and stood back and looked at me for a moment, then sat back down. I went back to my desk chair and tilted back in it.




  “Are you still with Susan?” she said.




  “Yes.”




  She nodded. “And you’re still doing what you do.”




  “And charmingly,” I said.




  “You look the same,” she said.




  “Is that good or bad?” I said.




  “It’s absolutely marvelous,” she said. “It’s been so long. I was terrified you wouldn’t be here. But here you are. Looking the same. Full of irony and strength.”




  “You’ve become quite beautiful,” I said.




  “Thank you.”




  “And graceful,” I said.




  She smiled.




  “Is it real?” I said.




  “Mostly,” she said.




  I was quiet. I could smell her perfume. It smelled expensive. She was expensive. Everything about her: clothes, manner, makeup, the way she crossed her legs. The way she spoke.




  “I’m still a whore,” she said.




  “And a very successful one,” I said.




  “Actually, I don’t do so much of the, ah, hands-on anymore,” she said and smiled at me. “I’m management now.”




  “It’s what makes America great,” I said.




  “You don’t disapprove?” she said.




  “I’m the guy sent you to Mrs. Utley,” I said.




  “You had no choice,” April said. “I was a complete mess. You had to find someone to take care of me.”




  “How about you?” I said. “Do you disapprove?”




  “Disapprove?” April said. “I’ve been in this business since I was fifteen.”




  “Doesn’t mean you approve,” I said.




  “And you sending me to the best madam in New York doesn’t mean you approve,” April said.




  “I had to think about it a little because of you,” I said. “And if it’s among consenting adults and no one is demeaned—seems okay to me.”




  “Have you ever had sex with a whore?” April said.




  “Not lately,” I said.




  “So maybe you do disapprove.”




  “Or maybe I’m such a chick magnet,” I said, “that I never had time.”




  April smiled and looked for a moment at the bright morning hovering over Berkeley Street.




  “Do you disapprove of me?” she said.




  “No,” I said. “I don’t.”




  “I guess that’s probably what I really was asking.”




  “Probably,” I said.




  “I’ve been back in Boston for more than a year,” April said.




  I nodded.




  “I never called you.”




  I nodded again.




  “I guess I was afraid you wouldn’t still be you, and, maybe, I guess, I was afraid you wouldn’t like it that I was still in the whore business.”




  “I think the current correct phrase,” I said, “is sex worker.”




  April shook her head a little.




  “You used to say that a thing is what it is and not something else.”




  “I did,” I said.




  We were quiet again. She wanted me to help her out of whatever trouble she was in, but she didn’t want to admit she was in trouble. Half the people who came into my office were that way.




  I waited.




  “Two years ago,” April said, “she gave me some money and sent me up here.”




  “Patricia Utley?” I said.




  “Yes. You know her operation in New York?”




  “Yes.”




  “She wanted me to open a branch up here,” April said.




  “And?”




  “And I did. I bought a mansion in the Back Bay and hired the girls, and paid off the proper people, and … the whole thing.”




  “Big job,” I said.




  “Big payoff,” she said. “The business is very successful. I’m making a lot of money for her, and a lot of money for me.”




  “Good,” I said.




  “It’s an all-woman enterprise,” April said. “Mrs. Utley, me, the girls, even the more-or-less non-sex staff, bartenders, food preparation, everyone is female. The only men anywhere are the clients, and for them it’s like a private club.”




  I nodded. She stopped talking and looked though the window again. I waited.




  “And now some men are trying to take it away from us,” she said.




  Aha!
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  Hawk parked his Jaguar in a resident-only space in front of April’s mansion. The sun was bright but without warmth. The weather was very cold, and it had kept the light snow cover from melting, so that the mall along Commonwealth Ave was still clean and white, and what snow there was underfoot was crisp and dry like sand.




  We sat for a moment with the motor running and the heater on, and looked at the house. It was a beauty, a town house on a corner, four stories high with a big semicircular glass-roofed atrium on the cross-street side.




  “April doesn’t know who it is that’s trying to shake her down,” I said. “It was an anonymous phone call. But when she told him no, a couple guys showed up the next day and disrupted, ah, the orderly flow of enterprise.”




  “And they kept showing up?”




  I nodded.




  “It’s an all-woman enterprise,” I said. “And it’s tricky. They are, after all, an illegal enterprise. It’s hard to call the cops.”




  “Ain’t there bribe money spread around?” Hawk said.




  “Yes. But it’s effective only when there’s not a lot of attention drawn.”




  Hawk nodded, looking at the house.




  “Girl’s got nice taste,” Hawk said.




  “Like you would know,” I said.




  “Who more tasteful than me?” Hawk said.




  “I told her we’d come around and discourage the interlopers,” I said. “Maybe see who they represent.”




  Hawk nodded slowly, still looking at the house.




  “Bouncer at a whorehouse,” Hawk said. “The capstone of my career. We getting paid?”




  “Yes.”




  “How much?”




  “We haven’t established that yet.”




  “Free samples?” Hawk said.




  “You’ll have to negotiate that with the samplees,” I said.




  Hawk shut off the engine and we got out. I had on a sheepskin jacket. Hawk was wearing a black fur coat. It was maybe eight degrees, but not much wind and it didn’t feel too bad in the short walk to the front door.




  There was a front desk in the high foyer. A good-looking young woman in a tailored suit was at the desk. A discreet sign on the desk said Concierge. She looked a little nervous when we came in. There were doors off the foyer in all directions, and an elegant staircase that curved up toward the second floor.




  “My name is Spenser,” I said. “For April Kyle.”




  The concierge looked relieved. She picked up the phone and spoke, and almost at once a door opened behind her and April appeared, looking just as elegant as she had in my office.




  “Thank God you’re here,” she said. “They’re coming.”




  We were in the office. It was spartan. There was a big modern work desk against the back wall. Desks where two women sat working at computers. A bank of file cabinets stood along one wall. There was a bank of television monitors high on the wall above the door.




  “For future reference,” April said to the office workers, “these are the good guys.”




  The two women looked at us silently. April didn’t introduce us. She was all business, as if stepping into her work space had made her someone else. Hawk and I took off our coats and hung them on a hat rack near the door.




  “The monitors are for security cameras,” she said. “The one in the center is on the front door.”




  “Who’s coming?” I said.




  “The man called,” April said.




  Her voice was flat and didn’t sound emotional, except that she spoke very swiftly.




  “He said they were tired of waiting. He said they were coming.”




  “To remonstrate with you?” I said.




  “Yes,” April said. “He told me this time it would be worse.”




  “Probably not,” I said.




  “I won’t give in,” April said. “I won’t. He can’t have this.”




  “What they do last time?” Hawk said.




  “They pushed past Doris on the desk, and went through the house interrupting the girls and their guests, chasing the guests out.”




  “Very bad for business,” Hawk said.




  “Yes,” April said. “Those guests are unlikely to return.”




  “You have a gun?” I said.




  “Yes. But I don’t want to use it. I don’t want either of you to use one. That would be the end of it if someone got shot here.”




  “It would,” I said.




  “This is a good business,” April said. “A good woman’s business. I’m not going to give it up because some man wants part of it.”




  Hawk was watching the monitor.




  “Hidey ho,” he said.




  April looked up.




  “Yes,” she said. “That’s them.”




  “You ladies go somewhere,” I said to the office workers.




  They looked at April. April nodded. The two women got up and went out a door behind April’s desk.




  “How about you, my feminist beauty?” I said.




  She smiled. She didn’t seem frightened.




  “I’ll stay,” April said.




  “Don’t blame you,” Hawk said. “Be fun to watch.”
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  They were both wearing dark overcoats. On the monitor one of them looked fat. They brushed past the concierge desk and headed for April’s office. The door opened and in they came. In person, one of them was fat. The other guy had the thick upper body of a weight lifter.




  The weight lifter said, “Time for another talk, whore lady…”




  He stopped and looked at Hawk and me.




  “Who the fuck are you?” he said.




  “I often wonder,” I said. “Don’t you? Sometimes at night when you’re alone?”




  “You ain’t customers,” the weight lifter said.




  The fact that Hawk’s coat was off and he was wearing a .44 Magnum in a shoulder holster was probably a clue. They had thought it was going to be another walk in the park. Both of them had their overcoats buttoned up. If they were carrying, it would take them five minutes to get their guns out.




  “We be whorehouse security,” Hawk said.




  He seemed pleasant. Both of the overcoats stared at us. They seemed a little uneasy. Despite the pleasant overtones, Hawk didn’t look like a guy who’d surrender easily.




  The weight lifter said, “Whoever the fuck you are, take a walk. We got business with the head whore.”




  “Her name is Miss Kyle,” I said.




  The fat guy began to unbutton his overcoat.




  “Leave it buttoned,” I said.




  The fat guy frowned. “Fuck you,” he said.




  Hawk stepped away from where he’d been leaning on a file cabinet and knocked the fat guy down with a single punch. The punch exploded on him so fast that the fat guy never got his hands up. He got to his hands and knees and stayed there, shaking his head slowly. The weight lifter’s hands moved slightly, as if he wanted to unbutton his coat, but he didn’t.




  “So who sent you here to talk with Miss Kyle?” I said.




  “I ain’t talking to you,” the weight lifter said.




  I almost felt bad for him. He had come here assuming he was going to frighten a few prostitutes and maybe slap around some guy from Newton, in town for an early-afternoon quickie. He hadn’t planned on us. And as things developed, he was beginning to realize that he and his pal were overmatched.




  “You are talking to me,” I said. “It’s just a matter of when.”




  The fat guy got painfully to his feet. He didn’t look at Hawk. Hawk had his gun in his hand. He let it hang by his side.




  “I got nothing to say,” the weight lifter muttered.




  He was trying to be a stand-up guy. I slapped him across the face with my open hand. Behind me I heard April gasp. The weight lifter stepped back. It hurt. It was humiliating. But mostly it startled him. People in his circles didn’t do a lot of slapping. He put his hands up toward his face and glanced at his fat friend.




  “Who sent you here to talk with Miss Kyle?” I said.




  The weight lifter was backing toward the door. Hawk stepped across and blocked it.




  “I’m getting outta here,” the weight lifter said.




  I feinted at his stomach with my right fist. He dropped his hands and I slapped him with my left hand. And then with my right. He hunched and ducked his head and covered his face. I slapped him on the top of the head. He put his hands up to cover. I slapped him in the face again.




  “Stop it,” he said. “Stop it, stop it.”




  His face was mottled.




  “Who sent you to talk with Miss Kyle?” I said.




  “Ollie,” he said.




  “You know Ollie?” I said to April.




  “No.”




  “Who do you talk to?” I said.




  April shrugged.




  “He never gives a name,” she said. “Maybe it’s Ollie. I have no way to know.”




  “Tell me about Ollie,” I said to the weight lifter.




  “Ollie’s got a crew,” the weight lifter said. “Me and Tank work with him.”




  “What’s Ollie’s last name?”




  “DeMars.”




  “Where is Ollie located?” I said.




  “Andrews Square,” the weight lifter said.




  There was some sort of odd anticipation in his voice. I realized he couldn’t wait for us to try our stuff on Ollie. Ollie would show us.




  “He’s got a clubhouse there,” the weight lifter said. “Storefront, used to be a chiropractor’s office. Right off the square.”




  “Why is Ollie asking you to annoy these folks?” I said.




  “I don’t know.”




  I smacked him across the face with my open hand. He ducked back.




  “Don’t,” he said. “I honest to God don’t know. Ollie just says keep on them until they come around.”




  “Which means?”




  “They’ll talk business.”




  “With Ollie?”




  “I don’t know.”




  “What business?”




  “I don’t know.”




  “You know, Tank?” I said to the fat guy.




  He shook his head.




  “You agree with everything he told us?” I said.




  The fat guy nodded.




  “Okay,” I said. “Hands on the wall, legs apart. You know how it works.”




  They did as I said, and I patted them down. I took a gun from each of them, and a wallet. I put the guns on April’s desk. I took the driver’s licenses from the wallets and handed the wallets back to them.




  “Tell Ollie we’ll drop by,” I said.




  “How ’bout my gun?” the weight lifter said.




  “You guys will have to risk it back to Andrews Square unarmed,” I said. “Beat it.”




  They didn’t like leaving the guns. The guns mattered to them. But there was nothing they could do about it. They turned toward the door. Hawk still blocked their way. They stopped. Hawk put the muzzle of his gun against the nose of the weight lifter.




  “Don’t come back here,” Hawk said.




  Nobody moved. Then Hawk stepped aside and the two men went out. We watched them through the front door and out onto the street.




  “Thank you,” April said when we were alone.




  “It’s not over,” I said. “These two dopes may not return, but Ollie will send someone.”




  “One of us needs to talk with Ollie,” Hawk said.




  “And one of us needs to stick around here,” I said. “To greet whoever Ollie sends.”




  “How ’bout I do that,” Hawk said. “Gimme the opportunity to meet the workers.”




  I nodded.




  “And I get to meet Ollie,” I said.




  “Should be you,” Hawk said. “You so charming.”




  “Yes,” I said. “That’s certainly true.”




  “Will you be all right alone?” April said to Hawk.




  What she meant of course was Will we be all right with only one of you on guard? Hawk knew what she meant. He smiled.




  “Be too many of them,” Hawk said, “I can always run and hide.”




  April looked uncertain.




  “He’s teasing,” I said. “Unless you expect to be invaded by China, Hawk will be sufficient.”




  “You think I not sufficient for China?” Hawk said.




  I waffled my hand.




  “You might need me for backup,” I said.
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  Susan came up to her living space from her first-floor office at ten past six in the evening. I was reading the paper and drinking Johnnie Walker Blue on the couch with Pearl. Actually, Pearl was neither reading nor drinking—she was lying on her side with her legs stretched out and her head on my left thigh, making it awkward to turn the page.




  Susan said, “Sit right there. Don’t disturb the baby.”




  Pearl wagged her short tail vigorously but didn’t get up. Susan came across the living room and kissed me on the mouth, and then kissed Pearl.




  “At least I was first,” I said.




  Susan went to the refrigerator, got out some Riesling, poured some, and sat in the chair opposite me.




  “How was today,” I said, “in the world of whack jobs?”




  “I have a patient for whom love and sex are inextricable,” she said. “It makes sex very important and serious and a bit frightening for her.”




  “And fun?” I said.




  “Sadly, no,” Susan said. “Not yet. And how is the world of thuggery?”




  “April Kyle has resurfaced,” I said.




  “The little girl you steered into a life of prostitution?”




  “I saved her from a life of degrading prostitution and steered her to a life of whoredom with dignity,” I said.




  “If there is a such,” Susan said.




  I finished my drink and gathered myself to get up and make another.




  “No,” Susan said. “I’ll get it for you. She’s so comfortable.”




  She made my drink and brought it back.




  “There is more dignity and less dignity,” I said, “in almost anything.”




  “I know,” Susan said. “I was being playful. You did the best you could with her.”




  “She was too damaged to become a soccer mom,” I said.




  “Or a shrink,” Susan said. “How is she?”




  “She’s a grown woman,” I said. “It’s a little startling. For the last however many years she’s been in my memory as a kid, and now she’s not a kid.”




  “Is she still involved in prostitution?”




  “In a dignified way,” I said.




  “Tell me about it,” Susan said.




  While I was telling, Pearl got up suddenly, as if responding to a voice unheard, and went over and wedged herself up into the wing chair where Susan sat. Pearl weighed seventy-five pounds, which created a territorial issue. Susan resolved it by sliding forward and sitting on the front edge of the chair while Pearl curled up behind her.




  “Didn’t she begin in some Back Bay home? All that time ago when you first found her?”




  “Yeah,” I said. “Different location, but, still, back to her roots, I guess.”




  “She sounds integrated and charming,” Susan said.




  “She does,” I said. “Patricia Utley may have done a good job.”




  “She cannot have lived the life she’s led, especially growing up, without suffering a lot of damage,” Susan said.




  “I know.”




  “Under stress,” Susan said, “the damage usually surfaces.”




  “I know.”




  “You seem to know a lot,” Susan said.




  “I’ve been scoring boldly and big-time,” I said, “for many years with a really smart shrink.”




  “Funny,” Susan said. “During those moments of bold and big-time scoring, I can’t recall that much discussion of the psyche.”




  “Can you remember any fun?” I said.




  “Mostly I just squeeze my eyes tight shut and think of Freud,” she said.




  I rolled the ice around in my drink for a minute.




  “So, do you think prostitution is inevitably demeaning?” I said.




  “We are conditioned to think it’s demeaning to women,” Susan said.




  “But not men?”




  “We are not conditioned to think it degrades men, I suppose. Though, I suspect, most of us disapprove of men who frequent whores.”




  “It might degrade both,” I said.




  “Or maybe we are like my patient,” Susan said, “who feels sex has to be a demonstration of love, every time. Maybe we invest it with too much meaning and aren’t willing to accept the possibility that sex without love and commitment can still be fun.”




  “What if there’s love and commitment, too?” I said.




  “Like us,” Susan said. “It probably intensifies everything, but it should be no less fun.”




  “Chinese food delivered to the house,” I said, “is fun.”




  “Especially when there’s love and commitment?”




  “Especially then,” I said.




  “Do I hear you saying you’re hungry?”




  “Yes.”




  “What about the question of dignified prostitution?” she said.




  “Perhaps over mushu pork,” I said. “Or lemon chicken.”




  “Shall we order in?”




  “If I am allowed to eat with a fork,” I said. “I hate chopsticks.”




  “Certainly,” Susan said. “If that’s fun for you.”




  I raised my glass to her.




  “Scotch and soda,” I said, “lemon chicken, and thou.”




  “I’ll make the call,” she said.
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  Ollie DeMars had space in a small brick building on Southampton Street just before Andrews Square, with its own convenient parking lot. The lot was empty except for somebody’s Lexus. I parked beside the Lexus and went into the building.




  The room was nearly overwhelmed by a vast television screen on the far wall. Five or six comfortable chairs were arranged in front of the screen, and a couple of hard-looking guys were sitting, watching some sort of program where people ate worms. To my left along the side wall was a big conference table with some straight chairs, and against the wall next to the television, beside a doorway that led further into the building, was a big avocado-colored refrigerator.




  One of the men watching reality television turned his head when I came in and said, “You want something?”




  “Tank asked me to stop by,” I said, “and talk with Ollie.”




  The man thought about that. He was nearly bald with a really bad comb-over.




  “Ollie know you?” he said.




  “Only by reputation,” I said.




  “Reputation?” the comb-over guy said.




  His viewing partner was bigger than he was, and younger, with dark shoulder-length hair. He turned to look back at me.




  “You got a big rep?” Long Hair said.




  “Naw,” I said. “I’m just your ordinary man of steel. Could you tell Ollie I’m here?”




  “What if we don’t?” Long Hair said.




  “Then we may find out about my rep,” I said.




  It was silly. There was nothing in it for me to get into it with two entry-level street soldiers. But they were annoying me. The long-haired guy got up and stood, looking at me. Then he laughed dismissively and walked through the door beside the refrigerator. Comb-over watched me silently while Long Hair was gone. The time passed quickly.




  “Okay, Man of Steel,” Long Hair said from the doorway. “Ollie says bring you in.”




  I followed him down a short corridor and into another room. There was another large television, a desk, and several office-type chairs with arms. There was a phone on the desk, and a computer. On the right-hand wall there was a couch. Behind the desk was a guy who looked like an Ollie. He had sandy hair and a wide, friendly face. When I came in he stood and came around the desk.




  “You gotta be Spenser,” he said. “I’m Ollie DeMars.”




  I looked at Long Hair.




  “See?” I said. “I told you I had a rep.”




  He snorted.




  “Be okay, Johnny,” Ollie said to him. “You can leave us.”




  Long Hair nodded and went back down the short corridor to his reality show.




  “Have a seat,” Ollie said.




  He had on a blue-checked shirt and a maroon knit tie, and a rust-colored Harris tweed sport coat. He looked like he might sell real estate.




  “You’ve done me a hell of a favor,” Ollie said. “I send out guys like Tank and Eddie with the expectation they can get things done.”




  “Eddie the weight lifter?”




  “Yes, and you showed me that they couldn’t.”




  “All part of the service,” I said.




  “So I canned their ass,” he said, and grinned at me like we were pals. “My way or highway, you know?”




  “Are you planning to send somebody else?” I said.




  He grinned. His teeth seemed unnaturally white.




  “Not at these prices,” he said. “I gotta deal with you and the schwartza, I need to get paid accordingly.”




  “Schwartza’s name is Hawk,” I said. “Who’s paying you?”




  “Tell you the truth,” Ollie said, “I don’t even know.”




  “How come you don’t know?”




  “Got a phone call, guy says he wants me to do some work over at a cathouse in the Back Bay. Says have I got a checking account? I say I do. He says he’ll wire money to my account. And he does.”




  “What was the work?”




  “Just keep pressuring them until he tells us to stop.”




  “Pressuring them to do what?”




  “Pay up,” Ollie said.




  “Pay who?” I said.




  Ollie shrugged.




  “Don’t know,” he said.




  “For what?”




  Ollie shook his head.




  “Same answer,” he said.




  “Where’d the wire transfer come from?”




  “None of your business,” Ollie said.




  “Actually, it is,” I said.




  “Okay,” Ollie said. “I still won’t tell you.”




  “Yet,” I said.




  “Yet?” Ollie said. “Confident bastard, aren’t you?”




  “Optimistic,” I said.




  “Might want to be a little careful,” Ollie said. “I’m fairly optimistic myself.”




  “Sure,” I said. “How’s he know you’re doing your job? Might be some people who would take the money and do nothing.”




  “I’m not like that,” Ollie said. “I got a reputation.”
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'Nobody does it better than Parker...' Sunday Times
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