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At three A.M., as Taylor Lockwood was in her apartment, dreaming, and the lawyers from the Germanic closing were heading home to their beds, the drapery man stood in Taylor’s cubicle. Now, though, he was no longer dressed in Triple A Drapery coveralls, but was wearing a bright-blue uniform with a badge on the pocket. He appeared to be a security guard.


He was preoccupied with his task: fitting a Japanese Akisha SR-10 transmitter into the fabric on the cubicle wall. The cardioid microphone was no bigger than a Susan B. Anthony dollar, although it was considerably more popular. The only problem was the range of transmission, which was only thirty yards because of the size of the battery. When he had pointed this out, his client had told him that such a range was fine; the girl’s conversations would be broadcast to a receiver within the firm itself.


The drapery man finished the job, tested the microphone, and walked to the doorway, rocking on his feet over the hardwood floors to keep his rubber-soled shoes from slapping as he moved. He hesitated for just a moment, holding his breath and listening, then walked into the corridor and started down the hall to the exit door. . . .




Also by Jeffery Deaver




The Lesson of Her Death


Praying for Sleep


Speaking in Tongues


A Maiden’s Grave


The Devil’s Teardrop


The Blue Nowhere


Garden of Beasts


The Rune series


Manhattan is my Beat


Death of a Blue Movie Star


Hard News


The Location Scout series


Shallow Graves


Bloody River Blues


Hell’s Kitchen


The Lincoln Rhyme thrillers


The Bone Collector


The Coffin Dancer


The Empty Chair


The Stone Monkey


The Vanished Man


The Twelfth Card


The Cold Moon


The Broken Window


A Kathryn Dance thriller


The Sleeping Doll


Short stories


Twisted


More Twisted







MISTRESS OF JUSTICE


Jeffery Deaver


[image: ]


www.hodder.co.uk




Copyright © 1992, 2002 by Jeffery Deaver


First published in Great Britain in 2002 by Hodder and Stoughton


An Hachette Livre UK company


The right of Jeffery Deaver to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


All rights reserved.


No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.


A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.


Epub ISBN 978 1 84894 178 6


Book ISBN 978 0 340 82090 2


Hodder & Stoughton Ltd


An Hachette Livre UK company


338 Euston Road


London NWl 3BH


www.hodder.co.uk




AUTHOR’S NOTE


Two of my most heartfelt beliefs about writing suspense fiction are these: First, it’s a craft—a skill that can be learned and refined and improved with practice. Second, we writers of suspense fiction have a duty to entertain and to—as the other moniker for the genre suggests—thrill our readers.


In rereading the first version of this book, which I wrote thirteen years ago, I realized that, while it was a perfectly acceptable dramatic, character-driven study of life on Wall Street, it didn’t make my—and presumably my readers’—palms sweat.


It didn’t, in other words, thrill.


I considered just letting the book stand as a curiosity among the suspense novels I’ve written but I felt the nag of the second belief I mentioned above—that overarching duty to readers. I know how much I enjoy the experience of reading a roller coaster of a story and I felt that the premise of this novel and the characters I’d created would lend themselves to more of a carnival ride of a book. Hence, I dismantled the book completely and rewrote nearly all of it.


I had a chance recently to write an introduction to a new edition of Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein and during the course of researching her work I learned that she significantly revised the novel thirteen years after it was first published (how’s that for a coincidence?). Many of the changes in the later edition of Frankenstein reflected the author’s altered worldview. Not so in the case of Mistress of Justice. The current edition stands true to its view of Wall Street in the chaotic era of the 1980s—takeover fever, uncontrolled wealth, too-chic-for-words Manhattan clubs, ruthlessness in boardrooms and bedrooms . . . and the many hardworking lawyers who wished for nothing more than to help their clients and to make a living at their chosen profession.


My special thanks to editor Kate Miciak for giving me this chance and for helping this book realize its potential.


—J.D., Pacific Grove, CA, 2001




ONE


Conflicts of


Interest


“Let the jury consider their verdict,” the King said, for about the twentieth time that day.


“No, no,” said the Queen. “Sentence first—verdict afterwards.”


—Lewis Carroll, Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland





CHAPTER ONE


The drapery man had been warned that even though it was now well after midnight, Sunday morning of the Thanksgiving holiday, there would very likely be people in the firm here, attorneys and paralegals, still working.


And so he carried the weapon at his side, pointed downward.


It was a curious thing—not a knife exactly, more of an ice pick, but longer and made of a blackened, tempered metal.


He held it with the confidence of someone who was very familiar with the device. And who had used it before.


Dressed in gray coveralls bearing the stencil of a bogus drapery cleaning service and wearing a baseball cap, the big, sandy-haired man now paused and, hearing footsteps, slipped into an empty office. Then there was silence. And he continued on, through shadows, pausing for a long moment, frozen like a fox near a ground nest of skittish birds.


He consulted the diagram of the firm, turned along one corridor and continued, gripping the handle of the weapon tightly in his hand, which was as muscular as the rest of his body.


As he neared the office he sought, he reached up and pulled a paper face mask over his mouth. This was not so that he wouldn’t be recognized but because he was concerned that he might lose a fleck of spit that could be retrieved as evidence and used in a DNA match.


The office, which belonged to Mitchell Reece, was at the end of the corridor, not far from the front door of the firm. Like all the offices here, the lights were left on, which meant that the drapery man wasn’t sure that it was unoccupied. But he glanced in quickly, saw that the room was empty and stepped inside.


The office was very cluttered. Books, files, charts, thousands of sheets of papers. Still, the man found the filing cabinet easily—there was only one here with two locks on it—and crouched, pulling on tight latex gloves and extracting his tool kit from his coverall pockets.


The drapery man set the weapon nearby and began to work on the locks.


∗∗∗


Scarf, Mitchell Reece thought, drying his hands in the law firm’s marble-and-oak rest room. He’d forgotten his wool scarf.


Well, he was surprised he’d managed to remember his coat and briefcase. The lanky thirty-three-year-old associate, having had only four hours’ sleep, had arrived at the firm around 8 A.M. yesterday, Saturday, and had worked straight through until about an hour ago, when he’d fallen asleep at his desk.


A few moments before, something had startled him out of that sleep. He’d roused himself and decided to head home for a few hours of shut-eye the old-fashioned way—horizontally. He’d grabbed his coat and briefcase and made this brief pit stop.


But he wasn’t going outside without his scarf—1010 WINS had just reported the temperature was 22 degrees and falling.


Reece stepped into the silent corridor.


Thinking about a law firm at night.


The place was shadowy but not dark, silent yet filled with a white noise of memory and power. A law firm wasn’t like other places: banks or corporations or museums or concert halls; it seemed to remain alert even when its occupants were gone.


Here, down a wide wallpapered corridor, was a portrait of a man in stern sideburns, a man who left his partnership at the firm to become governor of the state of New York.


Here, in a small foyer decorated with fresh flowers, was an exquisite Fragonard oil painting, no alarm protecting it. In the hall beyond, two Keith Harings and a Chagall.


Here, in a conference room, were reams of papers containing the magic words required by the law to begin a corporate breach of contract suit for three hundred million dollars, and in a similar room down the hall sat roughly the same amount of paper, assembled in solemn blue binders, which would create a charitable trust to fund private AIDS research.


Here, in a locked safe-file room, rested the last will and testament of the world’s, third-richest man—whose name most people had never heard of.


Mitchell Reece put these philosophical meanderings down to sleep deprivation, told himself to mentally shut up and turned down the corridor that would lead to his office.


∗∗∗


Footsteps approaching.


In a soldier’s instant the drapery man was on his feet, the ice pick in one hand, his burglar tools in the other. He eased behind the door to Reece’s office and quieted his breathing as best he could.


He’d been in this line of work for some years. He’d been hurt in fights and had inflicted a great deal of pain. He’d killed seven men and two women. But this history didn’t dull his emotions. His heart now beat hard, his palms sweated and he fervently hoped he didn’t have to hurt anyone tonight. Even people like him vastly preferred to avoid killing.


Which didn’t mean he’d hesitate to if he were found out here.


The steps grew closer.


∗∗∗


Mitchell Reece, walking unsteadily from exhaustion, moved down the corridor, his feet tapping on the marble floor, the sound occasionally muffled when he strode over the Turkish rugs carefully positioned throughout the firm (and carefully mounted on antiskid pads; law firms are extremely cognizant of slip-and-fall lawsuits).


In his mind was a daunting list of tasks to complete before the trial that was scheduled in two days. Reece had graduated from Harvard Law fourth in his class, largely thanks to lists—memorizing for his exams volumes of cases and rules of law and statutes. He was now the firm’s most successful senior litigation associate for much the same reason. Every single aspect of the case—the civil trial of New Amsterdam Bank & Trust, Ltd. v. Hanover & Stiver, Inc.—was contained in a complicated series of lists, which Reece was constantly reviewing and editing in his mind.


He supposed he’d been reviewing his lists when he’d neglected to pick up his scarf.


He now approached the doorway and stepped inside.


Ah, yes, there it was, the tan cashmere given to him by a former girlfriend. It sat just where he’d left it, next to the refrigerator in the coffee room across from his office. When he’d arrived that morning—well, make that yesterday morning at this point—he’d stopped first in this canteen room to make a pot of coffee and had dropped the scarf on the table while getting the machine going.


He now wrapped it around his neck and stepped out into the corridor. He continued to the front door of the firm. He hit the electric lock button and—hearing the satisfying click that he’d come to know so well, thanks to his thousands of late hours at the firm—Mitchell Reece stepped into the lobby, where he summoned the elevator.


As he waited it seemed to him that he heard a noise somewhere in the firm—nearby. A faint whine of a door hinge maybe. Followed by the snick-snick of two metal objects faintly colliding.


But then the elevator arrived. Reece stepped in and began once again reciting his scrolls of lists silently to himself.


∗∗∗


“I think we may have a misunderstanding,” Taylor Lockwood said.


“Not really,” returned the voice, also female though much older, from the phone.


Taylor dropped into her squeaky chair and rolled against the wall of her cubicle. Not really? What did that mean? She continued, “I’m the lead paralegal on the SCB closing. That’s at four today.”


It was 8:30 A.M., the Tuesday after the Thanksgiving holiday, and she’d just arrived back here after a few hours’ sleep at home, having spent most of the night at the firm, editing, assembling and stapling hundreds of documents for the closing this afternoon.


Ms. Strickland, on the other end of the line, said, “You’ve been reassigned. Something urgent.”


This’d never happened that Taylor knew about. It was general knowledge—as solid as Newton’s laws—that a law firm partner was incapable of handling a business closing without the presence of the paralegal who’d worked on the deal. Law is manifest in the details, and a firm’s paralegals are the gurus of minutiae.


The only reason for a last-minute reassignment was if a major screwup had occurred.


But Taylor Lockwood did not screw up and a cursory review of her ball-busting work on the case over the past weeks revealed no glitches the remedy for which would involve her summarily getting kicked off the deal.


“What’re my options?” she asked the paralegal supervisor.


“Actually,” the word stretching into far more syllables than it had, “there are no options.”


Taylor spun her chair one way, then the other. A paper cut inflicted by a UCC security agreement last night had started to bleed again and she wrapped her finger in a napkin with a happy turkey printed on it, a remnant from a firm cocktail party the week before. “Why—?”


“Mitchell Reece needs your help.”


Reece? Taylor reflected. So I’ll be playing with the big boys. . . . Good news, but still odd. “Why me? I’ve never worked for him.”


“Apparently your reputation has preceded you.” Ms. Strickland sounded wary, as if she hadn’t known that Taylor had a reputation. “He said you and only you.”


“Is this long-term? I’m taking a vacation next week. I’m scheduled to go skiing.”


“You can negotiate with Mr. Reece. I mentioned your schedule to him.”


“What was his reaction?”


“He didn’t seem overly concerned.”


“Why would he be? He’s not the one going skiing.” Blood seeping through the napkin had stained the turkey’s smiling face. She pitched it out.


“Be in his office in an hour.”


“What sort of project?”


A pause, while Ms. Strickland perhaps selected from among her quiver of delicate words. “He wasn’t specific.”


“Should I call Mr. Bradshaw?”


“It’s all taken care of.”


“I’m sorry?” Taylor asked. “What’s been taken care of?”


“Everything. You’ve been transferred and another paralegal—two actually—are working with Mr. Bradshaw.”


“Already?”


“Be in Mr. Reece’s office in one hour,” Ms. Strickland reminded.


“All right.”


“Oh, one more thing.”


“What’s that?”


“Mr. Reece said you’re not supposed to mention this to anyone. He said that was very important. Not to anyone.”


“Then I won’t.”


They hung up.


Taylor walked through the carpeted cubicles of the paralegal pen to the one window in this part of the firm. Outside, the Financial District was bathed in early-morning, overcast light. She didn’t care much for the scenery today. Too much old grimy stone, like weathered, eerie mountains. In one window of a building across the way, a maintenance man was struggling to erect a Christmas tree. It seemed out of place in the huge marble lobby.


She focused on the window in front of her and realized she was looking at her own reflection.


Taylor Lockwood was not heavy but neither was she fashionably bony or angular. Earthy. That was how she thought of herself. When asked her height she would answer five-five (she was five-four and a quarter) but she had a dense black tangle of hair that added another two inches. A boyfriend once said that with her hair hanging frizzy and loose she looked like she belonged in a pre-Raphaelite painting.


On days when she was in a good mood she believed she resembled a young Mary Pickford. On not-so-good days she felt like a thirty-year-old little girl, standing pigeon-toed, impatiently waiting for the arrival of maturity, decisiveness, authority. She thought she looked her best in imperfect reflections, like storefronts painted black.


Or Wall Street law firm windows.


She turned away and walked back to her cubicle. It was now close to nine and the firm was coming awake, growing busier—catching up with her; this was usually the case; Taylor Lockwood was often one of the first employees to arrive. Other paralegals were making their way to their desks. Shouts of greetings—and warnings of impending crises—were crisscrossing the paralegal pen, war stories of subway snarls and traffic jams were exchanged. She sat down in her chair and thought about how abruptly the course of life can change, and at someone else’s whim.


Mr. Reece said you’re not supposed to mention this to anyone. He said that was very important. Not to anyone.


Then I won’t.


Taylor glanced at her finger and went to find a Band-Aid for the paper cut.




CHAPTER TWO


On a warm morning in April of 1887, a balding, thirty-two-year-old sideburned lawyer named Frederick Phyle Hubbard walked into a small office on lower Broadway, slipped his silk hat and Prince Albert coat onto a hook and said wryly to his partner, “Good morning, Mr. White. Have you secured any clients yet?”


The life of a law firm began.


Both Hubbard and George C. T. White had graduated from Columbia Law School and had promptly come under the acutely probing eye of Walter Carter, Esquire, the senior partner at Carter, Hughes & Cravath. Carter hired them without pay for a year then turned them into professionals at the end of their probation by paying them the going salary of twenty dollars a month.


Six years later, the two men—as ambitious as Carter had pegged them to be—borrowed three thousand dollars from White’s father, hired one law clerk and a male secretary and opened their own firm.


Though they dreamed of offices in the state-of-the-art Equitable Building at 120 Broadway they settled for less. Rent in the old building they chose near Trinity Church was sixty-four dollars a month, which bought the partners two dark rooms. Still, their quarters had central heat (though they kept the office’s two fireplaces going throughout most of January and February) and an elevator that one operated by pulling a thick rope running through the middle of the car with pieces of tapestry carpeting Hubbard’s wife had cut and stitched; the felt pads provided by the building management were, Hubbard felt, inelegant, and he feared they might “impress clients adversely.”


Over lunch at Delmonico’s on Fifth Avenue, where Hubbard and White sunk much of their first profits feeding existing and would-be clients, they would brag about the firm’s new letterpress, which used a damp cloth to make copies of firm correspondence. The firm had a typewriter but the lawyers wrote most of their correspondence in ink with steel pens. Hubbard and White both insisted that their secretary fill the firm’s ink-blotting shakers with Lake Champlain black sand. The men had looked at, though rejected, a telephone—it would have cost ten dollars a month (besides, there was no one to call but court clerks and a few government officials).


In school both men had dreamed of becoming great trial lawyers and during their clerking days at Carter, Hughes they’d spent many hours in courtrooms watching famous litigators cajole, charm and terrorize juries and witnesses alike. But in their own practice economics could not be ignored and the lucrative field of corporate law became the mainstay of their young practice. They billed at fifty-two cents an hour though they added arbitrary and generous bonuses for certain assignments.


Those were the days before income tax, before the Antitrust Division of the Justice Department, before the SEC; corporations rode like Assyrians over the landscape of American free enterprise and Messrs. Hubbard and White were their warlords. As their clients became exceedingly wealthy so did they. A third senior partner, Colonel Benjamin Willis, joined the firm in 1920. He died several years later of pneumonia related to a World War One mustard gassing but he left as a legacy to the firm one railroad, two banks and several major utilities as clients. Hubbard and White also inherited the matter of what to do with his name—appending it to theirs had been the price for both the colonel and his fat clients. Nothing of the bargain was in writing but after his death the remaining partners kept their word; the firm would forever be known as a triumvirate.


By the time the mantles passed, in the late 1920s, Hubbard, White & Willis had grown to thirty-eight attorneys and had moved into its cherished Equitable Building. Banking, corporate law, securities and litigation made up the bulk of the work, which was still performed as it had been in the nineteenth century—by gentlemen, and a certain type of gentleman only. Attorneys seeking work who were in fact or by appearance Jewish, Italian or Irish were interviewed with interest and cordiality and were never offered positions.


Women were always welcome—good stenographers being hard to find.


The firm continued to grow, occasionally spinning off satellite firms or political careers (invariably Republican). Several attorneys general issued from Hubbard, White & Willis, as did an SEC commissioner, a senator, two governors and a vice president of the United States. Yet the firm, unlike many of its size and prestige on Wall Street, wasn’t a major political breeding ground. It was common knowledge that politics was power without money and the partners at Hubbard, White saw no reason to forsake one reward of Wall Street practice when they could have both.


The present-day Hubbard, White & Willis had over two hundred fifty attorneys and four hundred support employees, placing it in the medium-sized category of Manhattan firms. Of the eighty-four partners, eleven were women, seven were Jewish (including four of the women), two were Asian-American and three were black (one of whom was, to the great delight of the EEOC-conscious executive committee, Latino as well).


Hubbard, White & Willis was now big business. Overhead ran $3 million a month and the partners had upped the billing rates considerably higher than the small change charged by Frederick Hubbard. An hour of a partner’s time could hit $650 and in big transactions a premium (referred to by associates as a no-fuck-up bonus) of perhaps $500,000 would be added to the client’s final tab.


Twenty-five-year-old associates fresh out of law school made around $100,000 a year.


The firm had moved from sooty limestone into glass and metal and now occupied four floors in a skyscraper near the World Trade Center. An interior designer had been paid a million dollars to awe clients with dramatic understatement. The theme was lavender and burgundy and sea blue, rich stone, smoky glass, brushed metal and dark oak. Spiral marble staircases connected the floors, and the library was a three-story atrium with fifty-foot windows offering a stunning view of New York Harbor. The firm’s art collection was appraised at close to fifty million dollars.


Within this combination MOMA and Interior Design centerfold, Conference Room 16–2 was the only one large enough to hold all of the partners of the firm. This Tuesday morning, though, only two men were sitting here, at the end of a U-shaped conference table surfaced with dark red marble and edged in rosewood.


Amid an aroma of baseboard heat and brewing coffee they together read a single sheet of paper, gazing at it like next of kin identifying a body.


“Lord, I can’t believe this.” Donald Burdick, the man pinning the sheet to the table, had been the head of the firm’s executive committee for the past eight years. At sixty-seven he was lean and had sleek gray hair trimmed short by a barber who visited Burdick’s office fortnightly, the old Italian brought to the firm in the partner’s Rolls Royce—“fetched,” as Burdick said.


People often described the partner as dapper but this was offered only by those who didn’t know him well. “Dapper” suggested weakness and a lack of grit and Donald Burdick was a powerful man, more powerful than his remarkable resemblance to Laurence Olivier and his suede-glove manners suggested.


His was a power that could not be wholly quantified—it was an amalgam of old money and old friends in strategic places and old favors owed. One aspect of his power, however, did lend itself to calculation: the enigmatic formula of partnership interest in Hubbard, White & Willis. Which was not in fact so mysterious at all if you remembered that the votes you got to cast and the income you took home varied according to the number of clients you brought to the firm and how much they paid in fees.


Donald Burdick’s salary was close to five million dollars a year. (And augmented—often doubled—by a complicated network of other “investments,” to use his preferred euphemism.)


“My Lord,” he muttered again, pushing the sheet toward William Winston Stanley. Sixty-five years old, Stanley was stout, ruddy, grim. You could easily picture him in Pilgrim garb, cheeks puffing out steam on a frigid New England morning as he read an indictment to a witch.


Burdick was Dartmouth and Harvard Law; Stanley had gone to Fordham Law School at night while working in the Hubbard, White mailroom. By a crafty mix of charm, bluntness and natural brilliance for business he’d fought his way up through a firm of men with addresses (Locust Valley and Westport) as foreign to him as his (Canarsie in Brooklyn) was to them. His saving grace among the society-minded partners was membership in an Episcopalian church.


Burdick asked, “How can this be accurate?”


Stanley gazed at the list. He shrugged.


“How on earth did Clayton do it?” Burdick muttered. “How did he get this many in his camp without our hearing?”


Stanley laughed in a thick rasp. “We just have heard.”


The names contained on the list had been compiled by one of Burdick’s spies—a young partner who was not particularly talented at practicing law but was a whiz kid at getting supposedly secret information out of people at the firm. The list showed how many partners were planning on voting in favor of a proposed merger between Hubbard, White & Willis and a Midtown law firm, a merger that would end the life of Hubbard, White as it then existed, as well as Burdick’s control of the firm—and very likely his practice of law on Wall Street altogether.


Until now Burdick and Stanley were convinced that the pro-merger faction, led by a partner named Wendall Clayton, would not have enough votes to ram the deal through. But, if this tally was accurate, it was clear that the rebels probably would succeed.


And the memo contained other information that was just as troubling. At the partnership meeting scheduled for later this morning the pro-merger side was going to try to accelerate the final merger vote to a week from today. Originally it had been planned for next January. Burdick and Stanley had been counting on the month of December to win, or bully, straying partners back into their camp. Moving the vote forward would be disastrous.


Burdick actually felt a sudden urge to break something. His narrow, dry hand snatched up the paper. For a moment it seemed he would crumple it into a tight ball but instead he folded the paper slowly and slipped it into the inside pocket of his trim-fitting suit.


“Well, he’s not going to do it,” Burdick announced.


“What do we do to stop him?” Stanley barked.


Burdick began to speak then shook his head, rose and, stately as ever, buttoned his suit jacket. He nodded toward the complicated telephone sitting near them on the conference table, which unlike the phones in his office was not regularly swept for microphones. “Let’s not talk here. Maybe a stroll in Battery Park. I don’t think it’s that cold out.”




CHAPTER THREE


His eyes were the first thing about him she noticed.


They were alarmingly red, testifying to a lack of sleep, but they were also troubled.


“Come on into the lion’s den.” Mitchell Reece nodded Taylor Lockwood into his office then swung the door shut. He sat slowly in his black leather chair, the mechanism giving a soft ring.


Lion’s den . . .


“I should tell you right up front,” Taylor began, “I’ve never worked in litigation. I—”


He held up a hand to stop her. “Your experience doesn’t really matter. Not for what I have in mind. Your discretion’s what’s important.”


“I’ve worked on a lot of sensitive deals. I appreciate client confidentiality.”


“Good. But this situation requires more than confidentiality. If we were the government I guess we’d call it top secret.”


When Taylor was a little girl her favorite books were about exploration and adventure. The two at the top of her list were the Alice stories—Wonderland and Through the Looking-Glass. She liked them because the adventures didn’t take the heroine to foreign lands or back through history; they were metaphoric journeys through the bizarre side of life around us.


Taylor was now intrigued. Lion’s den. Top secret.


She said, “Go ahead.”


“Coffee?”


“Sure. Just milk, no sugar.”


Reece stood up stiffly, as if he’d been sitting in one position for hours. His office was a mess. A hundred files—bulging manila folders and Redwelds stuffed with documents—filled the floor, the credenza, his desk. Stacks of legal magazines, waiting to be read, filled the spaces between the files. She smelled food and saw the remains of a take-out Chinese dinner sitting in a greasy bag beside the door.


He stepped into the canteen across the hall and she glanced out, watched him pour two cups.


Taylor studied him: the expensive but wrinkled slacks and shirt (there was a pile of new Brooks Brothers’ shirts on the credenza behind him; maybe he wore one of these to court if he didn’t have time to pick up his laundry). The tousled dark hair. The lean physique. She knew that the trial lawyer, with dark straight hair a touch long to go unnoticed by the more conservative partners, was in his mid-thirties. He specialized in litigation and had a reputation of his own. The firm’s clients loved him because he won cases; the firm loved him because he ran up huge tabs doing so. (Taylor had heard that he’d once billed twenty-six hours in a single day; working on a flight to L.A., he’d taken advantage of the time zones.)


Young associates idolized Reece though they burned out working for him. Partners were uncomfortable supervising him; the briefs and motion papers he wrote under their names were often way beyond the older lawyers’ skills at legal drafting.


Reece also was the driving force behind the firm’s pro bono program, volunteering much of his time to represent indigent clients in criminal cases.


On the personal side, Reece was the trophy of the firm, according to many women paralegals. He was single and probably straight (the proof wasn’t conclusive—a divorce—but the ladies were willing to accept that circumstantial evidence as entirely credible). He’d had affairs with at least two women at the firm, or so the rumor went. On the other hand, they lamented, he was your standard Type A workaholic and thus a land mine in the relationship department. Which, nonetheless, didn’t stop most of them from dreaming, if not flirting.


Reece returned to his office and closed the door with his foot, handed her the coffee. He sat down.


“Okay, here it is—our client’s been robbed,” he said.


She asked, “As in what they do to you on the subway or what they do at the IRS?”


“Burglary.”


“Really?” Taylor again swallowed the yawn that had been trying to escape and rubbed her own stinging eyes.


“What do you know about banking law?” he asked.


“The fee for bounced checks is fifteen dollars.”


“That’s all?”


“I’m afraid so. But I’m a fast learner.”


Reece said seriously, “I hope so. Here’s your first lesson. One of the firm’s clients is New Amsterdam Bank & Trust. You ever work for them?”


“No.” She knew about the place, though; it was the firm’s largest banking client and had been with Hubbard, White for nearly a hundred years. Taylor took a steno pad out of her purse and uncapped a pen.


“Don’t write.”


“I like to get the facts straight,” she said.


“No, don’t write,” he said bluntly.


“Well, okay.” The pad vanished.


Reece continued. “Last year the bank loaned two hundred fifty million dollars to a company in Midtown. Hanover & Stiver, Inc.”


“What do they do?”


“They make things. I don’t know. Widgets, baubles, bangles, bright, shiny beads.” Reece shrugged then continued, “Now the first installments of the loan were due six months ago and the company missed the payments. They go back and forth, the bank and Hanover, but it’s pretty clear that the company’s never going to pay the money back. So, under the loan agreement, the whole amount comes due—a quarter-billion dollars.”


“What’d they do with the money?”


“Good question. My feeling is it’s still sitting somewhere—hell, they didn’t have time to spend that much. But anyway, what happens at New Amsterdam—our revered client—is this: The economy melts down and the bank’s reserves are shrinking. Now, the government says to all banks, Thou shalt have X amount of dollars on hand at all times. But New Amsterdam doesn’t have X amount anymore. They need more in their reserves or the feds’re going to step in. And the only way to get a big infusion of cash is to get back Hanover’s loan. If they don’t, the bank could go under. And that results in a couple of problems: First, Amsterdam is Donald Burdick’s plum client. If the bank goes under he will not be a happy person, nor will the firm, because they pay us close to six million a year in fees. The other problem is that New Amsterdam happens to be a bank with a soul. They have the largest minority-business lending program in the country. Now, I’m not a flaming liberal, but you may have heard that one of my pet projects here—”


“The criminal pro bono program.”


“Right. And I’ve seen firsthand that the one thing that helps improve shitty neighborhoods is to keep businesses in them. So I have a philosophical stake in the outcome of this . . . situation.”


“And what exactly is the situation, Mitchell?”


“Earlier in the fall we filed suit against Hanover for the two hundred fifty million plus interest. Now if we can get a judgment fast we can levy against the assets of the company before the other creditors know what hit them. But if there’s a delay in enforcing that judgment the company’ll go into bankruptcy, the assets’ll disappear and New Amsterdam might just go into receivership.”


Taylor tapped the pen on her knee. She didn’t mean to be projecting the impatience she felt though she knew maybe she was. “And the burglary part?”


He replied, “I’m getting to that. To loan the money the bank made Hanover sign a promissory note—you know, a negotiable instrument that says Hanover promises to pay the money back. It’s like your savings bond.”


Not like one of mine, Taylor reflected, considering what theirs was worth.


“Now the trial was set for yesterday. I had the case all prepared. There was no way we’d lose.” Reece sighed. “Except . . . When you’re going to sue to recover money on a note you have to produce the note in court. On Saturday the bank couriered the note to me. I put it in the safe there.” He nodded at a big filing cabinet bolted to the floor. There were two heavy key locks on the front.


Shocked, Taylor said, “That’s what was stolen? The note?”


Reece said in a low voice, “Somebody took it right out of my fucking safe. Just walked right in and walked out with it.”


“You need the original? Can’t you use a copy?”


“We could still win the case but not having the note’ll delay the trial for months. I managed to finagle a postponement till next week but the judge won’t grant any more extensions.”


She nodded at the file cabinet. “But when . . . how was it stolen?”


“I was here until about three on Sunday morning. I went home to get some sleep and was back here by nine-thirty that morning. I almost thought of camping out.” He gestured toward a sleeping bag in the corner. “I should have.”


“What’d the police say?”


He laughed. “No, no. No police. Burdick’d find out that the note’s missing, the client too. The newspapers . . .” He held her eyes. “So I guess you know why I asked you here.”


“You want me to find out who took it?”


“Actually, I’d like you to find the note itself. I don’t really care who did it.”


She laughed. The whole idea was ridiculous. “But why me?”


“I can’t do it by myself.” Reece leaned back in his chair; the singing metal rang again. He looked at ease, as if she had already accepted his offer—a bit of haughtiness that irritated her some. “Whoever took it’ll know I can’t go to the cops and he’ll be anticipating me. I need somebody else to help me. I need you.”


“I just—”


“I know about your ski trip. I’m sorry . . You’d have to postpone it.”


Well, so much for the negotiations, Ms. Strickland. . . .


“Mitchell, I don’t know. I’m flattered you called me but I don’t have a clue how to go about it.”


“Well, let me just say one thing. We work with a lot of, you know, private eyes—”


“Sam Spade, sure.”


“Actually no, not Sam Spade at all. This’s what I’m saying: The best detectives’re women. They listen better than men. They’re more empathic. They observe more carefully. You’re smart, popular at the firm and—if we can mix our gender metaphor for a minute—the grapevine here says you’ve got balls.”


“Does it now?” Taylor asked, frowning and feeling immensely pleased.


“And if you want another reason: I trust you.”


Trust me? she wondered. He doesn’t even know me. He— But then she understood. She smiled. “And you know I didn’t steal it. I’ve got an alibi.”


Reece nodded unabashedly. “Yep, you were out of town.”


She’d gone to Maryland to spend the Thanksgiving holiday with her parents.


Taylor said, “I could’ve hired somebody.”


“I think whoever was behind the theft did hire somebody.” A nod toward the cabinet. “It’s a professional break-in—the burglar picked the lock and, whatever you see in the movies, that ain’t easy. But the point is that you don’t have a motive, and motive is the number one reason somebody becomes a suspect in a crime. Why would you steal it? You have a good relationship with everybody at the firm. You don’t need money. You’ve applied to law school—three of the best in the country. Besides, I just can’t imagine Samuel Lockwood’s daughter stealing a note.”


She felt a troubled jolt that he’d peered so far into her life. “Well, I suspect Ted Bundy had upright parents too. It’s just that this is out of my depth, Mitchell. You need a pro—one of those private eyes you’ve hired before.”


“That wouldn’t work,” he said bluntly, as if it were obvious. “I need somebody with a reason to be here, who won’t raise eyebrows. You’ll have to poke into a lot of different places at the firm.”


Like Alice on the other side of the looking glass.


Still seeing the hesitancy in her face, he added, “It could work out well for you too.” He toyed with his coffee cup. She lifted an enquiring eyebrow and he continued, “I’m a trial lawyer and I lost my delicacy the first time I ever stood up in court. The fact is if that note doesn’t turn up and I lose the case then I’m not going to make partner this year and that just isn’t acceptable. I might even get fired. But if we can find it and nobody learns about the theft then it’s pretty likely I’ll make partner here or, if I don’t want to stay at Hubbard, White, at some other firm.”


“And?” she asked, still not certain where his comments were headed.


“I’ll be in a position to make sure you get into whatever law school you want and get you a job when you graduate. I’ve got contacts everywhere—corporate firms, the government, public welfare law, environmental law firms.”


As a paralegal Taylor Lockwood had learned that the engine of law ran on many fuels and that it would seize and burn without the delicate web of contacts and networks and unspoken obligations that Reece was not so subtly referring to.


But she also knew that you could always take a higher path and, with luck, sweat and smarts make your own way in this world. She said stiffly, “I appreciate that, Mitchell, but my undergrad professors’re writing me all the letters of recommendation I need.”


He blinked and held up a hand. “Look, I’m sorry. That was out of line. I’m used to dealing with clients who’re either crooks or greedy bastards.” A sour laugh. “And I’m not sure which are my pro bono criminal clients and which are the white-shoe folks we wine and dine at the Downtown Athletic Club.”


She nodded, accepting his apology but glad certain ground rules were clear.


Reece looked her over for a moment, as if he suddenly saw her differently. A faint smile bloomed on his face. “I’m kind of like you.”


“How do you mean?” she asked.


“I get the sense that you never ask for help.”


She shrugged.


“I don’t either. Never. But now I need help and it’s hard for me to ask. I don’t even know how to. . . . So, let me try again.” A boyish laugh. “Will you help me?” he asked in a voice filled with what seemed to be uncharacteristic emotion.


Taylor looked out the window. The pale sun went behind thick clouds and the sky became as dark as its reflection in the choppy harbor. “I love views,” she said. “In my apartment, you can see the Empire State Building. Provided you lean out the bathroom window.”


Silence. Reece brushed his hair aside then rubbed his eyes with his knuckles. The brass clock on his desk ticked softly.


Taylor mentally asked the opinion of Alice, the young girl in the English countryside who decided out of summer boredom to follow a talking white rabbit down its hole to a world very different from her own. Finally Taylor said to the lawyer, “All right. I frankly don’t have a clue what to do but I’ll help you.”


Reece smiled and leaned forward suddenly then stopped fast. There’s a code of chastity within law firms. Whatever liaisons occurred in hotel rooms or attorneys’ beds at home, when you were within the labyrinth of the office, cheeks were not kissed and lip never met lip. Even embracing was suspect. Reece’s concession to gratitude was taking Taylor’s hand in both of his. She smelled a mix of expensive aftershave and sweat in his wake as he sat back.


“So, first of all,” she said, “what does it look like? The note.”


“Nothing fancy. One piece of eight-and-a-half-by-eleven paper.” He showed her a binder containing a copy of it.


She looked over the undistinguished document then asked, “Tell me what happened and when.”


“The bank messengered the note to me at five in the afternoon on Saturday—they were closed on Sunday and since the trial started at nine on Monday I needed it early to make copies for pleadings. Well, I locked it in my file cabinet as soon as it came in. I made the copies about ten or eleven that night, put it back in the cabinet, locked it. I left at three on Sunday morning. I got some sleep, came back around nine-thirty. I noticed some scratch marks on the lock and opened it up. The note was gone. I spent the rest of Sunday looking for it. I appeared in court yesterday, got the continuance for a week from today and then came back here to find somebody to help me.”


“Did you see anybody at the firm that night?”


“Not after five or six. Not a soul. But I was at my desk practically the whole time.”


“Well.” She sat back, reflecting. “You mentioned motive. Who has a motive to steal it? You said it was negotiable. Could somebody cash it in?”


“No, nobody in the world’d take paper like that. Too big and too easily traced. I’m sure it was just to delay the case—to give Lloyd Hanover a chance to hide his assets.”


“Who knew you had it?”


“The messenger didn’t know what was in the bag but it was an armed courier service so they’d know it was valuable. At the bank, as far as I know, the only one who knew I took delivery was the vice president who worked on the deal.”


“Could he have been bribed by Hanover?”


Reece said, “Anything’s possible, but he’s a career officer. Been with the bank for twenty years. I know him personally. He and his wife live in Locust Valley and they’ve got plenty of money on their own. Anyway, he’s the point man on the deal. If the bank doesn’t collect on this note, he’ll be fired.”


“Who here knew you were working on the case?”


Reece laughed. He slid a memo across to her.


From: M. A. Reece


To: Attorneys of Hubbard, White & Willis


Re: Conflicts of Interest


I am representing our client New Amsterdam Bank & Trust in a lawsuit against Hanover & Stiver, Inc. Please advise if you have ever represented Hanover & Stiver or have any other conflicts of interest involving these companies of which the firm should be aware.


“This is the standard conflicts of interest memo. To let everybody know who we’re suing. If any lawyers here have ever represented Hanover we have to drop the case or do a Chinese wall to make sure there was no appearance that we were compromising either client. . . . So, in answer to your question, everybody here knew what I was doing. And by checking copies of my correspondence in the file room they could figure out when I’d be receiving the note.”


Taylor prodded the conflicts memo with the fork of her fingers.


“What do you know about the executives at Hanover?”


“I’ve had murderers in the pro bono program who’re more upright than the CEO—Lloyd Hanover. He’s unadulterated scum. He thinks he’s some kind of smooth operator. You know the kind—late fifties, crew-cut, tanned. Has three mistresses. Wears so much gold jewelry he’d never get through a metal detector.”


“That’s not a crime,” Taylor said.


“No, but his three SEC violations and two RICO and one IRS convictions were.”


“Ah.”


Taylor glanced out the window: across the street was a wall of office windows, a hundred of them. And beyond that building were others with more office windows, and still more beyond that. Taylor Lockwood was, momentarily, overwhelmed by the challenges they faced. Needles and haystacks . . . She asked, “Are you sure we’re looking for something that still exists?”


“How do you mean?”


“If nobody’s going to cash the note why wouldn’t they just burn it?”


“Good question. I’ve thought about that. When I was an assistant U.S. prosecutor—and when I do my criminal defense work now—I always put myself in the mind of the perp. In this case, if the note disappears forever that implies a crime. If it’s just misplaced until Hanover’s hidden his assets and then it resurfaces, well, that suggests, just legal malpractice on Hubbard, White’s part; nobody looks any farther for a bad guy than us. That’s why I think the note’s still in the firm. Maybe in the file room, maybe stuck in a magazine in a partner’s office, maybe behind a copier—wherever the thief hid it.


Thief. . . . Lockwood felt her first uneasy twinge—not only at the impossibility of the task but that there was potential danger too.


In Wonderland the Queen of Hearts’ favorite slogan was “Off with their heads.”


She sat back. “I don’t know, Mitchell. It seems hopeless. There’re a million places the note could be.”


“We don’t have the facts yet. There’s a huge amount of information at the firm about where people have been at various times and what they’ve been doing. Billing department, payroll, things like that. I guess the first thing I’d do is check the door key entry logs and time sheets to find out who was in the firm on Saturday.”


She nodded at the lock. “But we think it was a pro, don’t we? Not a lawyer or employee?”


“Still, somebody had to let him in. Either that or they lent him their key card—or one they’d stolen.” Reece then took out his wallet and handed her a thousand dollars in hundreds.


She looked at the cash with a funny smile, embarrassed, curious.


“For expenses.”


“Expenses.” Did he mean bribes? She wasn’t going to ask. Taylor held the bills awkwardly for a moment then slipped them into her purse. She noticed a sheet of paper on Reece’s desk. It was legal-sized and pale green—the color of corridors in old hospitals and government buildings. She recognized it as the court calendar the managing attorney of Hubbard, White circulated throughout the firm daily. It contained a grid of thirty days beginning with today. Filling these squares were the times and locations of all court appearances scheduled for the firm’s litigators. She leaned forward. In the square indicating one week from today were the words:


New Amsterdam Bank & Trust v. Hanover & Stiver. Jury trial. Ten a.m. No continuance.


He looked at his watch. “Let’s talk again tomorrow. But we should keep our distance when we’re at the firm. If anybody asks tell them you’re helping me with some year-end billing problems.”


“But who’d ask? Who’d even know?”


He laughed and seemed to consider this a naive comment. “How’s the Vista Hotel at nine-thirty?”


“Sure.”


“If I call you at home I can leave a message, can’t I?”


“I’ve got an answering machine.”


“No, I mean, there won’t be anybody else there to pick it up, right? I heard you lived alone.”


She hesitated momentarily and said only, “You can leave messages there.”




CHAPTER FOUR


“I have a breakfast meeting in half an hour then the partnership meeting for the rest of the morning,” Wendall Clayton said into the phone. “Get me the details as soon as possible.”


“I’ll do what I can, Wendall,” Sean Lillick, a young paralegal who worked for Clayton regularly, replied uneasily. “But it’s, like, pretty confidential.”


“‘Like’ confidential. It is confidential or not?”


A sigh from the other end of the phone line. “You know what I mean.”


The partner muttered, “You meant it is confidential. Well, find out who has the information and aristocratize them. I want the particulars. Which you might just have found out before you called. You’d know I’d want them.”


“Sure, Wendall,” Lillick said.


The partner dropped the phone into the cradle.


Wendall Clayton was a handsome man. Not big—under six feet—but solid from running (he didn’t jog; he ran) and tennis and skippering the forty-two-foot Ginny May around Newport every other weekend from April through September. He had a thick bundle of professorial hair and he wore European suits, slitless in the back, forgoing the burdened sacks of dark pinstripe that cloaked most of the pear-shaped men of the firm. Killer looks, the women in the firm said. Another three inches and he could have been a model. Clayton worked hard at his image, the way nobility worked hard. A duke had to be handsome. A duke enjoyed dusting his suits with pig-bristle brushes and getting a radiant glow on his burgundy-colored Bally’s.


A duke took great pleasures in the small rituals of fastidiousness.


Aristocratize them. . . .


Sometimes Clayton would write the word in the margin of a memo one of his associates had written. Then watch the girl or boy, flustered, trying to pronounce it. Ar-is-TOC-ra-tize . . . he’d made up the term himself. It had to do with attitude mostly. Much of it was knowing the law, of course, and much was circumstance.


But mostly it was attitude.


Clayton practiced often and he was very good at it.


He hoped Sean Lillick would, in turn, be good at aristocratizing some underling in the steno department to get the information he wanted.


By searching through the correspondence files, time sheets and limousine and telephone logs the young paralegal had learned that Donald Burdick had recently attended several very secretive meetings and made a large number of phone calls during firm hours that had not been billed to any clients. This suggested to Clayton that Burdick was plotting something that could jeopardize the merger. That might not be the case, of course; his dealings could be related to some private business plans that Burdick or his Lucrezia Borgia of a wife, Vera, were involved in. But Clayton hadn’t gotten to his present station in life by assuming that unknown maneuverings of his rivals were benign.


Hence, his sending Lillick off on the new mission to find out the details.


The Tuesday morning light filtered into his office, the corner office, located on the firm’s executive row, the seventeenth floor. The room measured twenty-seven by twenty—a size that by rights should have gone to a partner more senior than Clayton. When it fell vacant, however, the room was assigned to him. Even Donald Burdick never found out why.


Clayton glanced at the Tiffany nautical clock on his desk. Nearly time. He rocked back in his chair, his throne, a huge construction of oak and red leather he had bought in England for two thousand pounds.


Aristocratize.


He ordered his secretary to have his car brought around. He rose, donned his suit jacket and left the office. The breakfast get-together he was about to attend was perhaps the most important of any meeting he’d been to in the past year. But Clayton didn’t go immediately to the waiting car. Rather, he decided he’d been a bit harsh on the young man and wandered down to Lillick’s cubicle in the paralegal department to personally thank the young man and tell him a generous bonus would be forthcoming.


∗∗∗


“You ever been here, Wendall?” the man across the burnished copper table asked.


When Clayton spoke, however, it was to the captain of the Carleton Hotel on Fifty-ninth Street, off Fifth Avenue. “The nova, Frederick?”


“No, Mr. Clayton.” The captain shook his head. “Not today.”


“Thanks. I’ll have my usual.”


“Very good, Mr. Clayton.”


“Well, that answers my question,” John Perelli said with an explosive laugh. “How’s the yogurt today, Freddie?”


“It’s—”


“That’s a joke,” Perelli barked. “Gimme a bowl. Dry wheat toast and a fruit cup.”


“Yessir, Mr. Perelli.”


Perelli was stocky and dark, with a long face. He wore a navy pinstripe suit.


Clayton shot his cuffs, revealing eighteen-karat-Wedgwood cuff links, and said, “I feel, in answer to your question, right at home here.”


Though this was not completely true. Recently Wendall Clayton had been coming to this dining room—where many of Perelli’s partners breakfasted and lunched—to make inroads into Midtown. Yet this was not his natural turf, which had always been Wall Street, upper Fifth Avenue, his weekend house in Redding, Connecticut, his ten-room cabin in Newport.


Clayton had a stock portfolio worth around twenty-three million (depending on how the Gods of the Dow were feeling at any particular moment). Hanging on the oak paneling in his Upper East Side den were a Picasso, three Klees, a Mondrian, a Magritte. He drove a Jaguar and a Mercedes station wagon. Yet his wealth was of the hushed, Victorian sort: a third inherited, a third earned at the practice of law (and cautious investment of the proceeds), the rest from his wife.

OEBPS/OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 
   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    
     
		 
		 
    
     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    
  
   
     
  




OEBPS/OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
MISTRESS OF
JUSTICE

Jeftery Deaver






OEBPS/OEBPS/image/logo.jpg
H

HODDER &
STOUGHTON





