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  FACT




  The largest art theft in history took place in the early morning hours following the 1990 St. Patrick’s Day celebrations in Boston. Two men dressed as police officers

  entered the Isabella Stewart Gardner Museum off the Fenway, tied up the guards, and made off with thirteen works of art. Several of the stolen masterpieces were priceless, including two oil

  paintings and an etching by Rembrandt, a rare work by Vermeer, a Flinck, and a Manet. The thieves also took works of lesser value, including five unfinished Degas sketches, a Chinese beaker from

  the Shang dynasty, and a finial that adorned a flag from Napoleon’s army.




  The works have never been recovered. Today, their value is estimated at half a billion dollars.




  

     

  




  PROLOGUE




  Liam Kilbranish looked down at the lump of flesh curled in front of him on the cement floor. His heart rate was steady; his movements economical. His eyes were nearly as black

  as his hair.




  “Still no answer?” he asked.




  The lump gave a moan. Liam knew it was useless. It would continue.




  He could remember how it had started for him. Or ended. It was all a matter of perspective, he supposed. Whichever view he took, the memory was etched in his mind, as solid and real to him as

  the gun in his hand. He would have said he remembered it as if it were only yesterday, but no yesterday he’d known in the three and a half decades since had ever lived and breathed for him

  like that night. It was what drove him; what made him who he was, for good or for bad.




  He’d been reading when they arrived, tucked away in the tiny closet of the ten-by-twelve room he shared with his brothers in the row house south of Belfast. A worn woolen blanket was

  bundled about his spindly, pale, nine-year-old legs; the beam of his flashlight was trained on the pages cradled in his lap. He’d always been a solitary boy, and the closet had been his

  refuge—a place where he spent hours on end, reaching into other worlds as his brothers slept undisturbed.




  He was devouring Winnie the Pooh yet again. It had been a favorite of his since the times, years before, when his father would read to the family in front of the fireplace in the living

  room. Gavin Kilbranish, his father, was a hard man; a dangerous man when crossed or disobeyed; a man who saw the world in bold strokes of black and white. And yet when he read to his children there

  was a richness to his voice that hinted at another side, banished and almost forgotten. It was that side of his father Liam sought through the words on the page as he nestled on the closet

  floor.




  Pooh had just gorged himself on Rabbit’s honey, swelling his belly until he could no longer escape from Rabbit’s hole, when Liam heard the front door shatter. He switched off the

  flashlight and brought the blanket up around his chin. The smell of the plain, soapy detergent that reminded him of his mother still lingered in his mind, haunting him.




  There were four of them. Dressed in black, with ski masks and assault weapons that gave off a dull gleam when they caught the shafts of moonlight carving through the saltbox house’s narrow

  windows, the men moved through the dwelling with military efficiency. Liam listened as they rounded up the others in his family from the front of the house—Mother and Father and Meghan and

  Kate—and pushed them into the back bedroom he shared with his brothers.




  He watched the scene unfold through the crack in the closet door as his parents and siblings were lined up in front of the bed along the far wall. He could read the confusion in their

  faces—expressions of fear and shock, mixing with the disorientation of being ripped so abruptly from deep slumber. Only his father’s face reflected comprehension. Gavin glanced briefly

  at the closet door and gave a nearly imperceptible shake. Liam fought the urge to emerge from hiding to join his family.




  The tallest of the intruders stepped forward and addressed Liam’s father. “Gavin Kilbranish,” he said. It sounded as though he was pronouncing a verdict. “You know who I

  am?”




  Liam’s father nodded slowly. His expression didn’t change.




  “Then you know why we’re here.”




  Gavin nodded again.




  The man stepped back and turned to one of the others. “He’s yours if you want him, lad.”




  The second man walked over to Liam’s father, unslung his gun and drove the butt into Gavin’s stomach, doubling him over. Then he swung it upward, connecting with his jaw, and

  Liam’s father crumpled to his knees. He was on all fours, spitting blood into the cracks between the scarred floorboards. It was the first time Liam had ever seen his father at the mercy of

  another human being.




  The second man knelt before him and produced a small weathered book of snapshots. Opening it, he held up a picture of a hard-bitten, middle-aged man. “My da,” he said.




  He drove a fist into Gavin’s nose. The sound of cartilage snapping was loud, and Liam was afraid he might be sick. The man flipped a page and held up a new picture, this one of a younger

  man. A shadow of the previous face remained. “My brother, William,” the man said.




  The words still hung in the air as he cracked the butt of his gun down over Gavin’s head. His scalp split and blood flooded forward over Liam’s father’s face.




  A new page was flipped, revealing the image of a young woman. “My wife, Anna.” The man stood and kicked Gavin hard in the ribs, drawing a wheeze and a grunt. Gavin’s spit was

  now a frightening mixture of blood and mucus.




  The man stepped back and turned to a final picture that showed the angelic face of a young girl. She couldn’t have been more than five, and her gap-toothed smile seemed at once joyous and

  mournful. The man pulled a black pistol from underneath his coat and pointed it into Gavin’s face. Gavin rose up on his knees and looked back at the man. He showed neither panic nor fear;

  only hatred and defiance.




  The man in front of him had both hands out now, one pointing the gun at Gavin’s head, the other clutching knuckle-white to the picture of the girl. “My daughter, Katherine,” he

  said. His voice cracked with unredeemed rage as he said her name.




  He pulled the trigger.




  The screaming lasted for only a moment, and it was drowned out by the thunder of gunfire. Liam’s mother and four siblings jumped and danced as the bullets shredded their bodies. They fell

  over each other in their attempt to twist free, toppling onto the bed behind them, settling and then sliding onto the floor, leaving the sheets stained red.




  At last there was silence. Two of the men dressed in black moved forward, nudging the bodies with their toes to make sure the family was dead. After a moment Liam heard a choked sob from the man

  with the pistol who had killed his father.




  The tallest of the group—the leader, Liam assumed—slapped him. “We’ll have none of that shite,” he said. “Bastard had it coming. He knew it.”




  “And his wife? His children?”




  “It’s war. Did he show pity to your family? Besides, do you think this would have ended it for them? It won’t be ended until they’re all dead—or we are. Which would

  you have?”




  One of the other men stepped back from the bodies. “It’s ended for these now,” he said indifferently. “All done for. Good enough.”




  “Good enough,” the leader acknowledged.




  Then they were gone.




  Liam stayed in the closet until the military came. The police wouldn’t enter the Catholic neighborhoods anymore; it was too dangerous. The armored vehicles rolled in and squads of soldiers

  in riot gear cordoned off the area, enduring the taunts and jeers from the crowds that had gathered outside the Kilbranish home. Liam was questioned, but said nothing. Not a word. Not for six

  months. Everyone thought that the trauma had destroyed him. In a sense it had, though not in the way they supposed.




  Now, thirty-five years later, he knew the leader of the death squad had been right. It hadn’t ended, even now that the politicians had signed their unholy alliances and smiled their oily

  smiles at each other across mahogany conference tables. It would never end; not as long as he lived.




  He took a deep breath and brought his pistol up, leveling it at the man on the ground in front of him. Blood had soaked through what was left of the man’s shirt and there were places on

  the man’s face where the skin had been ripped so thoroughly that bone flashed through.




  “Mr. Murphy, I’ll give you one last chance,” he said. “Tell me what I want to know.”




  The man sobbed. “Please . . . I don’t know.” He had his hands up in supplication, the blood dripping down from the holes in his palms and running off his elbows.




  “That’s too bad,” Liam said.




  He pulled the trigger and the man’s head snapped backward, one last spray of blood coating the wall behind him. Liam walked over and fired another round into the pulp that remained above

  the man’s shoulders. It was unnecessary, but he was well trained. He reached down and dipped a gloved finger into the pool of blood by the body. He took a step away, and wrote two words in

  blood on the floor. Then he stood and nodded to Sean Broadark, who remained by the doorway. Few words had been exchanged between the two of them. They weren’t friends, they were

  professionals.




  “Why?” Broadark asked, looking at the bloody scrawl.




  “I want to send a message to the others.”




  Broadark holstered his pistol. “There’s more, then?”




  Liam nodded. “There’s more.”




  Broadark asked no more questions. He watched Liam as he took one last look around the garage. Then Liam walked past him, to the door, and the two of them walked out into the cool South Boston

  evening.




  

     

  




  CHAPTER ONE




  Scott Finn trudged up the front steps of the Nashua Street Jail. A thin streak of sunshine poked through the clouds, drying the cement in uneven lines. It was the fourth week

  of spring, but a few isolated piles of brown snow could still be found dying slowly in the cervices of Boston’s streets and alleys, and the city smelled of dog shit and winter rot—an

  oddly satisfying sign that warmer weather was on the way.




  Tucked behind North Station and the Garden, the jail was not a place stumbled on accidentally. You had to be looking for it, and even then it wasn’t an easy find. To make the effort less

  inviting, there was no public parking. None. Not that it was a problem for Finn, of course. Every month he slipped the parking attendant at the rehab hospital across the street fifty dollars to let

  him park his battered MG there when he needed to. It made his life easier. He was a lawyer; he made life easier when he could.




  He walked into the lobby of the jail, a tall, narrow, yellowy space occupied only by two uncomfortable metal benches, and headed to the front desk. It was a holiday morning; the place was empty.

  Finn was dressed casually in a polo shirt, khakis, and a spring overcoat. He was heading out to the Sox game later that morning, and he’d vowed that the trip to the jail wouldn’t

  interfere with his day.




  “Officer Hollings,” he said to the uniformed woman standing at the front desk. Her face was down, and she was churning through paperwork.




  She looked up and smiled. “Attorney Finn,” she said. She had a pretty smile that made it easy to overlook the acne scars on her cheeks. Her polyester uniform tugged at her tight

  curves, and she had an admirable sense of humor for a corrections officer.




  “You here for Malley?” She chuckled as she asked the question.




  “Yeah,” he admitted, throwing his bar card and driver’s license on the counter. “How’d you guess?”




  “You’re a sucker for the hard-luck cases. His is as hard as they come.” She laughed again as she picked up his identification and handed him a locker token and a yellow

  laminated lawyer’s pass to hang around his neck.




  Finn slipped the pass over his head and took the token over to the wall lined with dented steel lockers, sliding it into the key slot of one and opening it. He knew the drill by heart: he took

  everything out of his pockets—wallet, keys, phone, BlackBerry—and tossed them into the locker. Then he took a legal pad out of his briefcase and slid the case into the locker. Only the

  pad was permitted into the jail.




  He put his overcoat on top of the pile before he closed the door and turned the key, hearing the token drop into the lock. He tugged once on the door to make sure it was secured, and walked over

  to the metal detector. Carol was waiting there for him.




  He stepped through the archway and the metal detector buzzed once. She beckoned him forward, and he moved toward her, keeping his feet shoulder-width apart and putting his arms out to his sides,

  palms up. She picked up a handheld security wand and began running it over his torso. She was still chuckling softly to herself.




  “It’s not nice to laugh, you know that, Hollings?” he said.




  “How can you not laugh?”




  “He’s my client. At least, he may be.”




  “That doesn’t mean it’s not funny.” She passed the wand over his belt buckle and it gave a chirp. She looked down at his crotch and passed the wand over the front of his

  pants a few times. The wand whined rhythmically in time with the motion of her arm. “You got anything in your pockets, or is that just the buckle?” she asked.




  “You’re welcome to check.”




  “Tempting, but I’m engaged.”




  “Really? Tragic. Still, it’s your job to make sure this facility is safe. For the inmates, for the city”—he winked—“for me.”




  She raised her eyebrows. “My fiancé’s a Statie. SWAT team. If you’re worried about your safety, the last thing you want is me digging around in your pants.” She

  put the wand down and waved to another guard behind four inches of bulletproof glass that separated the lobby from the rest of the jail. “He’s good,” she called.




  The guard pressed a button, releasing a hydraulic lock on the steel door that led into the jail. Finn walked through.




  “Good luck up there,” Hollings said.




  “You’re all heart.” Finn looked back, admiring her uniform again. Well, maybe not all heart.




  He stepped up to the small window that separated him from the interior guard. The door behind him closed again, and Finn was now trapped in a tiny vestibule between two three-ton steel doors.

  One led back out to freedom. The other didn’t. It felt like a decompression chamber. He put his arm through the small window where the interior guard was sitting and the guard stamped the

  back of his hand with fluorescent ink, marking him as a visitor.




  “Don’t wash that off ’til you’re out,” the guard said. Finn had seen him before, but didn’t know his name. He made a mental note to find out what it was. In

  his line of work it was always good to be on terms that were at least cordial with the corrections guards.




  “Thanks. Good advice.”




  “You know where you’re going.” It wasn’t a question. The guard recognized Finn.




  Another buzzer sounded and the bolt slid free on the interior door. Finn walked through it and into a small elevator lobby. He pushed the button and the elevator door opened. He stepped in and

  pressed the button for the second floor.




  When the door reopened, he exited and walked down a long empty linoleum corridor. At the end was another thick metal door. Behind that, two guards sat on a raised platform looking out through

  more heavy glass into the cell block. From where Finn stood, he couldn’t see the cell block itself, but he didn’t need to; he’d seen it before—from both sides. It was a

  crescent-shaped area with two levels of cells opening into a large, high-ceilinged common area. The guard station was at the center of the crescent, allowing the corrections officers a good view of

  every area on the block.




  Finn flashed his lawyer’s pass at one of the guards through the window, and the guard pressed a button, opening the door and waving him through.




  “Attorney Finn,” the guard said. His voice wasn’t quite friendly, but it wasn’t hostile either. Some of the corrections officers understood that Finn was just doing his

  job. Others . . .




  “Officer DiNoffrio,” Finn replied.




  He noted Finn’s casual attire. “You going to the Sox game today?”




  “Yeah.”




  “Lucky bastard.”




  “Yeah. I’d offer you one of my other tickets, but . . .” Finn shrugged.




  “Bullshit.”




  “Yeah. It’s the thought that counts, though, right?”




  DiNoffrio shook his head. “Not even close. Who are you here to see?”




  “Devon Malley.”




  “Shit. You serious?”




  “I guess.”




  “You might as well give me your ticket. By the time he finishes trying to explain this, it’ll be the bottom of the ninth.”




  “I charge by the hour.”




  “Still . . .” DiNoffrio swiveled in his chair, facing back out toward the cell block. He grabbed the microphone that extended up from the control board at the center of the guard

  station, flicked the power switch on. “Devon Malley. Visitor.” His amplified, mechanized voice echoed off the smooth cement surfaces of the cell block. It didn’t sound like

  him; it sounded like God. For those living on the block, it might as well have been. He looked back at Finn and nodded toward another steel door off to the side of the guard station. He pressed a

  button and the door unlocked. “He’ll be in in a minute.”




  “Thanks.” Finn walked over and stood in front of the door. He looked up at a clock in the guard station. Nine forty-five a.m. The first pitch was at eleven oh-five. Devon better

  talk quickly. He took a deep breath and walked through the door.




  The room was small—smaller even than the single cells in which the inmates were kept for most of the day. Two plastic chairs were the only furnishings. No table. The lock

  on the door behind him buzzed shut, and Finn took quick, shallow breaths, trying to keep the stink of inmate sweat and vinegar-based disinfectant from reaching too deeply into his lungs. It was

  useless, he knew from experience. The odor would stay with him for the rest of the day.




  The buzzer on the door that led directly into the jail’s common area sounded, the door swung open, and Devon Malley stepped into the room. He was dressed in the standard-issue faded blue

  smock and drawstring pants. The two men looked at each other without saying anything.




  Devon looked more or less the same as he had the last time Finn had seen him a few years before. He was around five years older than Finn—late forties—and just over six feet tall. He

  had dark hair, cut short and streaked with gray, and a round face with well-defined features. His eyes had a guileless look to them incongruous with his chosen profession.




  Finn had known Devon since the old days, when Finn was still running with his gang in the Charlestown projects. He wasn’t part of Finn’s crew—he was from Southie—but they

  hung around some of the same people. Devon was the sort of guy people usually took little notice of. He wasn’t bright enough to be a leader, but he was pliable, and he could round out a

  decent crew. He wasn’t a complete psychopath, which was refreshing. Many of the people Finn knew from back then would kill without thought or provocation. That was never a worry with Devon.

  Finn didn’t think he had killing in him. Finn liked him for that.




  Neither of them said anything for a moment, and the silence was awkward in so small a room. Devon finally stepped forward, extending his hand. Finn shook it.




  “It’s good to see ya, Finn,” Devon said. His heavy South Boston accent brought Finn back to his youth. “R”s came out as “aah”s and the gerund form

  “-ing” had been lost forever. Curses replaced all punctuation. Finn had worked hard to lose that dialect.




  “You too,” Finn replied.




  “It’s good of ya to do this. Showin’ up on a fuckin’ holiday and all.” Devon let Finn’s hand go and stepped back, pulling one of the chairs over and sitting

  down.




  “Anything for an old friend.”




  “Anything for an old friend who’ll pay your fuckin’ fees, you mean,” Devon corrected him.




  “That, too.” Finn pulled over the other chair and sat in front of his client. “You can pay my fees, right?”




  Devon smiled, but avoided eye contact. “We never change, do we?”




  “Not in any way that matters,” Finn agreed.




  “Jesus, what’s it been, five years? Ten? How you been?”




  “Okay.”




  “From what I hear, you been better than okay,” Devon said. “You’re gettin’ a fuckin’ reputation for yourself. ‘Miracle worker,’ that’s what

  I heard you called.” He rocked back and forth as he spoke.




  “Really? That’s a good one. I’ll have to put it on my business cards.”




  “No fuckin’ need. You do right by the right people and you don’t need to advertise no more.” He sounded like he was trying to convince himself of something. “You

  must be making a pretty fuckin’ penny, too, huh?”




  “Right. That brings me back to my fees.”




  He nodded, still not looking directly at Finn. “I’ll pay ’em. I need a miracle worker.”




  “Apparently. You want to tell me what happened?”




  Devon shrugged. “I don’t fuckin’ know. My night didn’t go like I planned it.”




  Finn looked around the tiny room. “So it would seem.” He went silent for a moment. “You want to tell me about the lingerie?”




  Devon put his head down. “That’s all anyone’s gonna fuckin’ talk about, isn’t it. Fuck.”




  “You’ve got to admit that when a guy gets caught with an armful of women’s underwear it paints a picture that’s hard to forget.”




  “It wasn’t just underwear,” Devon said. “It was dresses, too.”




  “Right,” Finn said. “Dresses, too. Does that make it sound better?” He watched his client get up and pace in the tiny room like a tiger at the zoo. “The cops are

  calling you the G-String Bandit.”




  “Fuck ’em. They ain’t got nothin’ better to do with their lives but fuck with me? I got enough to worry about, right?”




  “It was apparently a toss-up between that and the Panty Raider. Personally, I like the Panty Raider, but that’s probably because I went to college at night, so I feel like I missed

  out.”




  Devon stopped pacing and looked at Finn. “This is fuckin’ funny?”




  “Maybe a little,” Finn replied. Then he turned serious. “Tell me what happened.”




  Devon sat down, leaned back in the little chair, and took a deep breath. “It shoulda been the easiest night of my fuckin’ life. You know Gilberacci’s on Newberry Street?

  High-end fashion place?” Finn nodded. “They just got in the new shipments for summer. The place was stocked.”




  “A little smash-and-grab?” Finn asked. “The notion of you getting pinched fondling a bunch of silk bras is a little hard to swallow.”




  “You’re not listening,” Devon said. “This wasn’t no fuckin’ smash-and-grab. I had over fifty designer dresses, up to six thousand retail for each one. Plus

  some jewelry and—yeah—very expensive panties and bras and shit like that. All in all, close to half a million dollars in the store, low six figures on the street.”




  Finn whistled. “That’s expensive underwear.”




  “That’s what I’m sayin’. Plus, it shoulda been easy. Johnny Gilberacci’s one of the owners, and he’s got a serious fuckin’ gambling problem.”




  “Johnny Gilberacci? He’s the guy who’s always in the society pages with his little dog with the pink collar, right?”




  “That’s the guy.”




  “A little weak in the wrists, isn’t he?”




  “He’s queer as a fuckin’ ballerina, but he’s still got a gambling problem.”




  “Really? What does he bet on?”




  “How the fuck should I know? Whatever it is, he’s no fuckin’ good at it. He loses a fortune, and he’s been paying off Vinny by stealing the shit outta the stuff in his

  store. This was gonna even everyone up. He’s got insurance on the place for twice the inventory that’s actually there. I had the keys and access to the loading dock in back. No risk,

  and no one could get hurt.”




  “And yet here you are.”




  Devon nodded. “Yeah, here I am.” He looked around the small room. “There was no fuckin’ warning. Everything was goin’ fine. I had most of the shit loaded up

  already, and I’d just gone back in to grab a few more things. All of a sudden I look up and there are these two fuckin’ cops looking back at me, these big, wide, shit-eating grins on

  their faces.”




  “So, what do you think happened?” Finn asked.




  “Only one possibility.”




  “Someone dropped dime?”




  “I don’t see how else this happens. There was no alarm, I didn’t make any fuckin’ noise, and there was no one else around. The cops had to be tipped.”




  Finn thought about this for a moment. “Who else knew?”




  “I got the job from Vinny. You know Vinny Murphy, right? He’s moved up, and I’ve done a bunch of work for him. He’s always been a stand-up guy, though, and I don’t

  see his angle on me gettin’ busted, so I don’t think it was him. I don’t know who else coulda known, but someone did. If I was out on the street, I’d find out quick enough.

  In here I’m fucked, though.”




  Finn nodded in understanding. “I could help with that, at least. I could probably have you out of here pretty quick,” he said.




  “Really?”




  “Bail hearing shouldn’t be too bad. I took a look at your sheet, and it’s been a while since you’ve picked up any convictions. The DA will be looking for high bail, but

  I’m guessing the judge would be reasonable about it if it’s handled right.”




  “I been arrested a couple times in the past few years,” Devon said. He sounded skeptical. “And the shit I was caught with ain’t cheap.”




  Finn shook his head. “Bail isn’t what I’d be worried about. The problem is what happens after bail. Your case sucks.”




  “No shit. That’s why I need a fuckin’ miracle worker.”




  “Even miracle workers hate to lose cases, Devon. Unless you’ve got something to give to the DA to get him to make a decent plea offer, you’re screwed. You really think you can

  get some sort of helpful information once you’re out after the arraignment? Something we might be able to trade?”




  “Maybe. When’s the arraignment?”




  Finn scratched his chin. He hadn’t shaved that morning and a dark patch of stubble covered his face. “Don’t know yet, it hasn’t been scheduled. You were picked up on

  Sunday, and today is Patriots’ Day, so the courts are closed. They’ll put you on a schedule when they get in tomorrow, but given the three-day weekend and the inevitable backlog, I

  wouldn’t expect you to be seen anytime before Wednesday.”




  Devon shook his head. “No good. The longer I stay in here, the colder the fuckin’ rat’s trail gets. You want me to get you something to use with the DA, you gotta spring me

  sooner.”




  “You may be putting too much stock in the ‘miracle worker’ reputation I have. There’s no way I can change the court’s schedule.”




  “No, I guess not,” Devon said. He looked down at the floor as he tapped his feet anxiously. Then he looked up at Finn. “How ’bout if you was to move things on the

  outside?” he asked. “You know, poke around, see what you can find out?”




  “I don’t do windows,” Finn replied.




  “C’mon,” Devon pleaded. “I’m not askin’ for much. Just ask a few fuckin’ questions. Otherwise, we may never find out who tipped off the cops.”




  Finn thought about it. He hated the idea of getting his hands dirty; he’d given up that kind of work. “I charge by the hour,” he said. “You’re not going to want to

  pay as much as it would cost.”




  “I may not want to pay it, but I will,” Devon said. “I’m desperate, and payin’ you beats the shit out of going to jail. Besides, don’t you have some sort of

  private investigator you could use?”




  “Sort of,” Finn admitted. “But he’s an ex-cop. He’s not the kind of guy someone like Vinny Murphy is gonna want to talk to.”




  “Take him anyway. You want someone ridin’ shotgun. Guys like Vinny don’t fuckin’ play. They’re serious people.”




  Finn considered the suggestion some more. “It’s gonna cost you a boatload of money, y’know? Not a little—a lot.”




  “I know. I’ll pay it,” Devon replied simply. “I need this.”




  Finn shot Devon a look. “And you really can pay my fees?”




  “I swear to fuckin’ God, Finn. The second you get me out, I’ll pay you cash for what you done so far. Plus a fat fuckin’ retainer for the rest. I swear it, on my

  mother’s fuckin’ grave.”




  “Your mother passed?”




  “Not yet, but she’s got the cancer. Any day. Shit, Finn, I just need your help.”




  Finn rubbed his hand over his stubble again. “I’ve got to talk to the others in the firm. If you’re really willing to pay, we’ll think about doing some poking around.

  Don’t get your hopes up too high, though. I don’t know whether my people are gonna want to take this on, and even if we do end up taking the case, I can’t imagine we’re

  gonna get too far.”




  “You’re a good shit, Finn,” Devon said thoughtfully. “A really good shit.”




  Finn sat up straight in his chair. He caught a calculating tone in Devon’s voice. “What is it?” he asked.




  “What do you mean?”




  “Don’t bullshit a bullshitter, Devon. There’s something else.”




  “Don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about.”




  “Yeah, you do.”




  Devon was silent for a moment. “Okay. I got one other favor to ask,” he began.




  “Of course you do.”




  “There’s a woman in my apartment. It’s a little fucked up with her.”




  “You never change, do you Devon.”




  “Like you said, not in any way that’s important. I didn’t call her when I got pinched, so she’s probably a little twitchy. She’s gotta go down to her ma’s

  place in Providence today.”




  “You want me to get her a message?” Finn asked.




  “It’s not that simple.”




  Finn frowned. “Why isn’t it that simple, Devon?”




  Devon looked hard at Finn. “I trust you,” he said.




  “You’d better,” Finn replied. “I may end up being your lawyer.”




  “You don’t understand; there’s no one else I trust. I’m not in the right business for trust—not when it comes to shit that really matters. You know that better than

  anyone, right?”




  Finn didn’t like the turn the conversation was taking. “Crap,” he muttered. “What’s this about, Devon?”




  Devon sighed. “It’s about my daughter.”




  

     

  




  CHAPTER TWO




  Detective Paul Stone drove. He and Elorea Sanchez had been partners for two weeks. Though he’d been a cop for five years, he was a rookie on the homicide squad, and she

  had every right to take the wheel, but never did. They walked out of the station house that first day to the dented, unmarked Lincoln and Sanchez had tossed the keys onto the driver’s seat.

  She’d never said a word about it, and Stone had driven ever since. He’d joked once that she must like having a younger man chauffeuring her around the city, but it hadn’t gone

  over well. She just stared at him with a hard look that was effective at cutting off conversation.




  She wasn’t easy to figure out. They’d spent nearly ten hours a day together for two weeks, but they seldom spoke more than a few words to each other at a time. Her idea of

  conversation was to tell him where to turn. Most of what he knew about her he’d gotten from her personnel file and station gossip. She was fifty years old, female, Hispanic of unspecified

  geographic origin, five-seven, one hundred and thirty-five pounds. She had joined the police force later in life than most cops—after the army, college, and a master’s degree in

  criminal justice. She’d even done two years of law school, but hadn’t finished. No one knew why she’d dropped out. What people did know was that she had shot up through the BPD

  ranks with incredible speed. The jealous credited affirmative action, ignoring the fact that she had the best clear rate in the homicide unit. In her fifteen years on the detective squad,

  she’d cleared over seventy-five percent of her cases. That meant that if a case was assigned to her, three out of four times someone was convicted of the crime. The national average was

  sixty-five percent. In Boston, the average had sunk in recent years as low as thirty-three percent. That meant that only a third of all murders were being solved. It was one of the worst records in

  the country. Given that grim reality, affirmative action or not, seventy-five percent made Sanchez a star.




  Word was, though, that she was difficult to work with. Since joining the detective squad, she’d churned through five partners. Those inclined to give her the benefit of the doubt claimed

  that her intensity burned partners out. Those less charitable said it was because she couldn’t be trusted, and without trust there could be no real partnership. Whatever the reason, she was

  working alone when Stone was bumped up to homicide. He’d been told the arrangement was on a trial basis, but had been given no indication when the trial would end or by what criteria he would

  be judged. He was a team player, so he kept his mouth shut. At the very least, he figured, he could learn something riding with someone who had a seventy-five percent clear rate, no matter for how

  short a time.




  “You got the address?” she asked.




  “Yeah.”




  He didn’t need the address; he’d grown up in Southie. Never left there, in fact. When he was growing up, the Body Shop had been a landmark. The sign that hung from the grimy,

  low-slung stucco building read “Murphy’s Car Body and Engine Repair,” but it was known to everyone in the neighborhood simply as the Body Shop. It was located on an oversized lot

  fringed with knee-high weeds, set back from the street, in an area that drew little traffic. That hardly mattered, though—no one ever took their cars there anyway. A mechanic was on the

  premises during the daytime to keep appearances up, but anyone looking to have a car repaired was invariably told that all of the appointments were booked. The only auto-body work performed there

  took place at night, and few of the cars that found their way into the garage emerged again in one piece.




  Notwithstanding the lack of legitimate automotive services offered, the place usually buzzed during the day. Murphy, a leader in what remained of the loosely affiliated Irish-American gangs,

  kept his office in the back, running his crews and brokering a tenuous peace among those in the neighborhood who operated on the wrong side of the law.




  The place was humming with activity as Stone guided the car into the driveway, though not with its normal daily business. The driveway was crammed with BPD squad cars and crime scene units.

  Yellow tape was strewn loosely around the entire complex, and a patrolman had to lift one of the banners strung across the entryway to allow the detectives’ car in.




  “You think this is the start of another war?” Stone asked as he eased the Lincoln around to the back of the lot.




  “Don’t know,” Sanchez replied. “Been a long time since the last one, and things have been outta whack since Whitey took off. If it is another war, it’s gonna get

  ugly.”




  “Yeah,” he agreed. He remembered the times when he was a boy and he’d heard whispers about the wars that went on between the rival gangs back in the sixties and seventies. They

  had seemed at the time like mythic, almost heroic battles. Later he came to understand that they were more like scraps between vicious animals.




  “You grew up here, right?” Sanchez asked.




  “Yeah.”




  “Did you know him?”




  “Murphy?” Stone thought about his answer. “Everyone knew him. He was one of Whitey’s guys back in the day. He had a rep as being nicer than most, but still dangerous. You

  ever deal with him?”




  Sanchez shook her head. “Not really. I watched him get grilled after a bust back in the nineties, but that’s it.”




  “What did you think?”




  “I thought he was smart. One of the smartest I’ve seen.” She opened the door and slid out of the car; Stone did the same. She looked around the front of the building. A young

  man from the coroner’s office was leaning against his van, a gurney at his side. Piled loosely on top of the rolling stretcher were two empty black vinyl body bags. “Not smart enough, I

  guess.”




  She started walking toward the doorway and Stone fell in just behind her. As he walked, it dawned on him that the exchange was the longest conversation they’d had since they’d become

  partners.




  The stench in the Body Shop was overpowering. It was a warm day for April in Boston, and the aluminum-lined building seemed to trap the heat. Sanchez could feel the sting of

  oil and gasoline in her nostrils, but the odors were swallowed up in the sickly sweet aroma of death and decay. It smelled like rotten meat boiled in sour milk and honey. She clenched her jaw so as

  not to betray her nausea. She’d been on the force long enough to understand the double standard—men could show their disgust at a crime scene, but for women it was viewed as a sign of

  weakness.




  “Any word on the time of death?” she asked Stone as they walked through the front-counter section, past a couple of uniformed officers acting as bored sentries, and back around into

  the garage bays.




  “Doc thinks Saturday. No time yet, and even the day’s an estimate until they get the bodies back to the lab to run some tests.”




  “Smells like Saturday,” she said.




  “Smells like shit,” he said. He coughed and put a hand to his face.




  “Found this morning?”




  Stone nodded. “Place was closed yesterday, and no one was around. They were supposed to be closed today, too, for Patriots’ Day, but one of the mechanics stopped by to do some work

  on his own car and found them.”




  She threw a quick look at her partner. He was young and good-looking in an overmuscled, athletic sort of way—the kind of a man whose neck strained against his collar, and who developed a

  five o’clock shadow as he pulled away from the sink after shaving. His hair was thick and dark and his brow jutted forth just a little more than necessary. His accent chopped his hard

  consonants and slid through his “r”s in a manner characteristic of lifelong Bostonians from working-class neighborhoods. She’d worked with men like him before. The jury was still

  out on him, as far as she was concerned. She’d be disappointed in the end, she was sure—she always was. It had become such a predictable pattern that she now thought of a

  “partner” merely as an obstacle to be negotiated as she focused on getting the job done.




  As they approached the back of the building, toward the bays where the cars were dismantled, a uniformed sergeant in his early fifties broke free from a group of officers and strode to meet

  them. She reached into her pocket and fished out her badge, holding it up for the sergeant.




  He nodded to her. “Detective,” he said. He looked at Stone and said nothing.




  “Sergeant . . .” Sanchez scanned her memory and the tag on the front of the man’s shirt for a name, “McAfee.” She squinted at him. “We’ve worked

  together before.”




  “Yes, ma’am,” he replied. “Two years ago.”




  “Right. The Darvos case.”




  “That’s correct, ma’am.”




  She said nothing more about it. “What have we got?”




  “Nothing good. You just missed the doc, but he said he’ll be in the office writing up some notes later if you want to talk. He’s gonna do the autopsies once we get the bodies

  to him this afternoon. He got a good first look, but we put the bodies back the way we found them. I figured you’d want to see them the way they were found.”




  She nodded. “Good.” She looked around the room and noticed a tall black man in the corner talking on a cell phone. He was dressed in a dark blue suit, white shirt, and a dark tie. He

  was wearing sunglasses. “Feds got a line on this?” she asked.




  McAfee looked over his shoulder and grunted in distaste. “Yeah. He showed up about ten minutes after we got here. Don’t know how he found out about it.”




  “What’s he been doing?”




  “Just looking. We haven’t let him touch anything, but I didn’t know whether we could kick him out. He’s got a badge.”




  She nodded and walked toward the man. He saw her coming and closed his phone. As she got nearer, he took off his glasses. “Detective?” he said.




  She nodded. “Sanchez. And you are?”




  “Special Agent Hewitt.”




  “Special Agent Hewitt, what are you doing at my crime scene?”




  He stared at her. “Looking,” he said after a moment.




  “For anything in particular?”




  “I’m on a task force that deals with organized crime. I heard there was a murder down here at the Body Shop.”




  “Do you have any specific reason to believe that this case is federal in nature?”




  The agent sucked slowly at his teeth. “Murphy was a well-known gang leader. He was involved in everything from guns to drugs to prostitution to extortion. I don’t have any reason to

  believe that this wasn’t related to his racketeering activities.”




  Sanchez folded her arms. “Let me ask the question a different way, Special Agent Hewitt: are you asserting federal jurisdiction here? Because if you are, I’ll have our people out of

  here in about five minutes and you can take over. Then if something goes wrong, it’s your ass in a sling, not mine.”




  It took him a moment to answer. “No, I’m not asserting jurisdiction,” he said.




  “Good,” Sanchez said. “In that case, I’d appreciate it if you’d clear out until my people are done. I’ll get you a report as soon as one is ready, but until

  then, I have control over the crime scene, and I can’t have my people working with someone looking over their shoulders.”




  “Detective Sanchez, I’m a special agent with the FBI,” Hewitt began in protest. She cut him off.




  “So was John Connolly, and he’s still got three years left in supermax out at Allenwood for tipping off Whitey Bulger and his mob, right? For years, your federal boys ran

  interference for these guys whenever we tried to put them away, so you’ll pardon me if the ‘Special Agent’ mystique doesn’t cut a whole lot of shit with me. I’ll keep

  you informed as appropriate, but I need you out so we can do our job. Either that or you take the lead yourself. Which is it gonna be?”




  Hewitt put his glasses back on. “I’ll expect a full report, complete with pictures, by the end of the day,” he said.




  “You can expect whatever you want,” Sanchez replied. “No skin off my nose.”




  Hewitt stood there for a moment, then walked past them, out toward the front door to the garage.




  “Cocksucker,” McAfee said under his breath as he watched Hewitt walk out of the Body Shop.




  “Maybe he’s just doing his job,” Stone offered.




  “Maybe,” Sanchez said. “I’m not taking any chances, though. We have a job to do, too. And I don’t want the feds fucking up one of my cases.” She looked at

  McAfee. “Let’s get to it. What are we looking at?”




  “You want to look at Bags first?” he asked.




  “Should we?”




  McAfee gave a gesture falling somewhere between a nod and a shrug. “He’s a good warm-up. He’s in better shape than Vinny.” He pointed over into a corner behind a tool

  rack. Sanchez moved in that direction and Stone followed.




  John Smith was known to most as “Johnny Bags.” The nickname came from his early career ferrying loads of cash to local political bosses. His body was crumpled in a corner of the

  garage, tucked behind a rack of utility drawers. In life he’d been a fearsome man, six-five with an angry face and a disposition devoid of humanity’s finer traits. In death he looked

  almost peaceful, curled into a fetal position, his head resting on his left hand. Only the angle at which his right arm was twisted—straight out from the shoulder, its palm turned upward in

  an impossible feat of contortion—suggested that the man was anything other than resting. A closer look revealed the two holes in his forehead, and stepping over the body, Sanchez could see

  flies buzzing around a dark pool of congealed blood spread out from his black hair.




  “Not much left of the back of his skull,” McAfee commented. “Looks like they used shredders. Pretty much blew off the back half of his head.”




  “Nasty,” Stone said with a frown.




  “Effective,” Sanchez replied. “Any other points of entry?”




  McAfee shook his head. “Just the head, from what we can tell. Doc’ll confirm it with the autopsy.”




  “Anything else? Cuts? Contusions? Anything?”




  “Just the arm,” McAfee said. “Looks like it was pulled out of the socket. Could’ve happened when he fell after he got popped.”




  Sanchez lingered over Smith’s body for another minute or two, drinking in the scene. Other than the body and the stagnant, well-defined mat of blood underneath the head, the area was neat

  and tidy, with tools stacked in an orderly fashion on top of the utility cabinets. She pulled back the jacket and patted it down. There was nothing in the pockets. A shoulder holster was strapped

  to his torso, and a gun was tucked into it.




  “Okay,” Sanchez said at last. “Let’s see Murphy.”




  McAfee nodded. “The main attraction. If either of you have a weak stomach . . .”




  “Just show us the body, Sergeant,” Sanchez said.




  McAfee said nothing, but led them to a mechanics’ bay at the very rear of the building. It shot off from the main space, and was concealed from view. They rounded the corner, and Sanchez

  heard Stone suck in his breath.




  Murphy’s body was there. At least, she assumed it was Murphy’s body. It was difficult to tell given the amount of damage. It looked more to her like two hundred pounds of ground beef

  covered in torn clothing than what she remembered of Vinny Murphy. It didn’t appear that any spot on the body had escaped violence.




  “Holy shit,” Stone whispered softly.




  “Nothing holy about it,” Sanchez said. “An impressive piece of work, though.” She moved slowly toward the body, being careful not to disturb the scene. “Are the

  pictures done?” she asked.




  “All done,” McAfee replied. “The whole lovely scene has been recorded for posterity.”




  “Crime scene?”




  “They’ve done all they can do until the body is moved out. Prints, scrapings, the works. They’ll do it all again once we’ve cleared out, but they think the place is

  pretty clean.” He tossed her a box of latex gloves. “He’s all yours.”




  She took two gloves out of the box and passed it to Stone, who did the same. They both pulled the gloves on and advanced toward the body.




  “Jesus,” Stone said as he looked at the area that had once been Vince Murphy’s face. “What did they use?” Sanchez said nothing.




  “Not sure,” McAfee said after a moment. “Could have been chains. There were a bunch of them hanging over in the corner, and it looked like there could’ve been blood on

  them. The crime scene boys bagged ’em and we’ll know soon enough. Doc should also be able to get us a read on any patterns to the abrasion, which may tell us something.”




  Stone moved slowly around the corpse. Sanchez watched him out of the corner of her eye. She was annoyed at the distraction of having him there, but said nothing. He was her partner, after all,

  at least for the moment, and there was no way to prevent his participation. As long as he was careful to stay out of her way, she could live with it. “Shit, they even got the bottoms of his

  feet,” Stone said.




  “Yup,” McAfee said, using a fingernail to pick some of his breakfast free from his teeth. He pointed to a hook hanging from a hydraulic lift used to get engine blocks into and out of

  cars. “Looks like they had him strapped to that for at least part of the time. They found a couple of torn pieces from his shirt on the hook.”




  “Why?” Stone said to no one in particular.




  “I guess that’s the sixty-four-thousand-dollar question, isn’t it?” McAfee said. “My guess is that he pissed off one of the goombahs in the North End, or maybe one

  of the Salvadoran gangbangers over in Eastie. Who knows, could have even been one of his own boys looking to move up in the world.”




  “Doc give any thoughts on the extent of the injuries?” Sanchez asked.




  “Just that the gunshots to the head were pretty clearly the cause of death. And the external injuries are mainly superficial. There may be some broken bones, and he won’t know about

  any internal injuries until he splits him open to look inside. The only other thing that sticks out is the hands.”




  “The hands?” Stone said.




  “See for yourself,” McAfee said.




  Sanchez looked at the body. It was turned to the side, and both hands were underneath the torso. “Help me turn him,” she said to Stone.




  The two of them reached down. She placed her palms flat underneath the shoulder, and he lifted from underneath the hip. Rigor had set in, so the body rolled easily, like a mannequin, and the

  arms shot upward once released from under the body.




  Sanchez frowned. The skin on the hands had a ghostly white, fleshless tone to it below the wrists. Dark holes marred the palms, and looking closely, Sanchez could see that the injuries went all

  the way through the hands.




  “Doc picked up some ligature marks on the wrists,” McAfee said. “Looks like they tied his hands together and shot him clean through the palms.”




  “Why?” Stone asked.




  “Who knows,” McAfee said. “Maybe just for kicks.”




  “Padre Pio,” Sanchez said quietly.




  “Padre Pio?” Stone replied.




  “Padre Pio,” she repeated.




  Stone looked at McAfee. “You know what Padre Pio means?” he asked.




  McAfee shook his head. “Sorry, I’m not Mexican.”




  Stone looked back at Sanchez. “What does Padre Pio mean?” he asked.




  “It means you need to pay attention.” She moved to the other side of the body. “The message?”




  McAfee pointed to the left of the head. “It’s up there. No one has any idea about it. It’s not gang-related as far as we know, and no one has seen anything like it

  before.”




  She bent down. It was there, though it had faded as the blood had dried. “The Storm.” She looked at Stone. “You’re the local, you know what that means?”




  Stone shook his head. “Doesn’t ring any bells.”




  “Anyone go by that nickname?”




  “Not that I’ve ever heard.”




  “Great.”




  “Maybe it’s just some sort of psycho with a flair for drama.”




  She stood up. “Maybe. It’s definitely a psycho. I don’t think it’s got anything to do with drama, though.”




  “What, then?”




  She took off her gloves and they snapped as she rolled them into a ball. She tossed them to McAfee. “That’s what I expect you to find out.”




  

     

  




  CHAPTER THREE




  Back behind the wheel, Stone pulled out of the driveway to the Body Shop. “Where to, boss?” he asked Sanchez.




  “Back to the station house,” she replied.




  “What for?”




  “I need to check something on a computer.” She looked out the passenger window as the Convention Center in South Boston drifted by, its huge front canopy hanging over the entranceway

  like some great homage to the 1960s television show The Flying Nun.




  “Right. Check something out. Good idea. Me, too, I need to check something out, too. Maybe it’s the same thing.”




  She turned to look at him. “I doubt it,” she said after a moment.




  “Maybe not. Of course, there’s only one way to know, right?” He drove on, his frustration building through the silence. “So, are you gonna talk to me about that shit back

  there? We are partners, after all, right?”




  She said nothing.




  “Look, I know I’m the new guy, but how are you gonna know if I can contribute if you won’t even talk to me?”




  “Fine,” she said, her tone challenging. “Why don’t you tell me about the scene back there?”




  “Is this some sort of a test?”




  “Yeah, it’s a test.”




  “That’s fucked up. I don’t have to prove shit to you.”




  “Suit yourself.” She lapsed back into silence.




  He drove on, going over the scene in his head. He was determined not to give her the satisfaction of rising to her bait. Seventy-five percent clear rate or not, who the fuck was she?

  “McAfee was wrong about one thing,” he said after a while, trying to sound conversational.




  She looked at him but said nothing.




  “Whoever did that wasn’t just settling a score. It wasn’t some simple beef with the North End boys, or even with the Salvadorans in MS-13.”




  “What makes you so sure?” she asked.




  He shook his head. “Too messy. Too involved. If the wops or a rival mick gang felt disrespected or was settling a score it would’ve been cleaner. They would’ve taken him out

  quickly and gotten the hell away. Double tap to the head—like they did to Bags—or maybe even a drive-by when he was out in the open. No way they’d spend the kind of time they

  needed to do the damage we saw back there. And if MS-13 wanted to make a point, they would have used machetes on him. It’s their thing.”




  She shrugged, as though the observations were beneath acknowledgment.




  “And Murphy knew the people who did it.”




  “People? How do you know it was more than one?”




  “Johnny Bags. It had to be more than one, and they had to know Murphy because of Bags.” He felt her lean toward him, and he continued. “Bags was Murphy’s bodyguard. That

  was his job for the past ten years. His only purpose in life. From what I hear he was no rocket scientist, but he was good at his job, and loyal to a fault. There’s no way someone gets that

  close to Murphy if they didn’t know him without Bags putting up one hell of a fight. Plus, whoever did this managed to get Johnny back into that corner of the garage voluntarily. The body

  wasn’t dragged—the blood pooled under his head where he fell, and there was no messy trail—so he died where he fell. He didn’t even get his gun out before he was shot. I

  can’t imagine Bags leaving Murphy alone and going back into that corner with someone he didn’t know. And once he was there, Murphy would have had time to run when he heard the gunshots,

  unless there was more than one guy there—so we know it wasn’t a single perp.”




  “What’s that tell you about who did this?” Sanchez asked.




  “Nothing for sure,” Stone admitted. “But I’d start by looking within Murphy’s own organization. Could either be someone above him who felt threatened for some

  reason—”




  “Which could only mean Ballick,” she pointed out.




  “Right, if the order came from above. But it could also be someone underneath him. Or maybe even someone on his level trying to move up. The organization’s been all fucked up for

  years. Ever since Bulger took off.”




  “Why torture him, then?” she asked.




  He shrugged. “Not sure. Maybe there was a personal aspect to it. Or maybe they were trying to make it look like something it wasn’t. I’m just guessin’, though.”




  “And the message? ‘The Storm’? What’s your thought on that?”




  “I got no idea. Maybe it’s just adolescent bullshit. Some of these guys never get past the comic book stage. But it’s taking a risk to leave something that distinctive behind.

  Seems like there should be a better reason. Guys who do shit like what we saw back there usually aren’t holding on to reason too tightly, though.”




  She turned and looked out her window again. They had pulled past the Federal Courthouse down by the water and were crossing the Evelyn Moakley Bridge back into Boston, heading toward the Rose

  Kennedy Greenway, which wound through the city above the Big Dig. The bridge was named after the wife of Joe Moakley, a powerful congressman. The Greenway was named for Rose Kennedy, the mother of

  John, Bobby, and Teddy Kennedy. Only in Boston were public works named for the relatives of politicians. It said so much about the place.




  “So, what do you think?” he asked.




  “I think you’re right,” she said. “I think you’re just guessing.”




  He shook his head bitterly. “That’s it? That’s all I get?”




  “Like you said, it was a test.”




  “So, what’d I get, like a C?”




  “It was pass/fail.”




  “And?”




  She hesitated before she answered. “I’ll get back to you.”




  Special Agent Robert Hewitt sat in his car, watching the activity at the Body Shop from across the street. Things had quieted down, and now those who remained were loitering,

  mainly. They stood around, smoking cigarettes or leaning against their cars, cracking jokes as they waited for the bodies to be rolled out. He’d watched as the detectives pulled away, and he

  was tempted to go back in to get another good look. He was sure that no one who remained would have the balls to force him out without Sanchez there, but his presence would draw too much attention,

  and too many people on the force would start to ask questions. That would make his life more difficult.




  He took out his cell phone and dialed the number.




  “Yes,” the man answering the line said.




  “It’s me.”




  “And?”




  “Murphy’s dead.”




  “How?”




  “How do you think?”




  “Are you sure?”




  “I’m sure. He was beaten. Badly.”




  “Tortured?”




  “That’s a reasonable conclusion based on what I saw. And there was a message written next to the body.”




  “What was it?”




  “‘The Storm.’”




  “That’s our boy. Have there been any others yet?”




  “Not that I know of. Murphy’s bodyguard was killed, but he’s not involved, and he wasn’t tortured. Maybe there won’t be any others at all.” As Hewitt spoke,

  the coroner’s assistants wheeled two gurneys out of the Body Shop. They were laughing as they slid the body bags into the van.




  “There will be others. Otherwise, why send the message?”




  “If so, then we don’t know who they are yet. I haven’t heard about anything else that matches what was done here, and I would have heard about it.”




  There was silence on the other end of the line. “Stay on top of it. This is the break we’ve been looking for.”




  “What are you going to do?”




  “I think it’s time for me to be more involved. I’m coming to Boston.”




  

     

  




  CHAPTER FOUR




  It took Finn nearly an hour to make the two-and-a-half-mile journey from Nashua Street to Fenway Park. Normally the drive would have taken fifteen minutes, but it was

  Patriots’ Day and the streets were packed.




  Patriots’ Day, which marks the battles of Lexington and Concord in 1775, is celebrated only in Boston. It’s one of three smug local holidays intended to remind an indifferent world

  of Boston’s place in American history. For all the city’s parochial pride, however, few Americans would have heard of Lexington and Concord were it not for Schoolhouse Rock. Even

  worse, few Bostonians have any idea what Patriots’ Day is intended to celebrate. They do know, though, that it means an extra day off, and it’s the day on which the Boston Marathon is

  run every year. It’s also a day the Boston Red Sox play a special morning game at Fenway Park. The holiday causes mayhem in the city, as people line the streets early, and the bars are packed

  by midmorning.




  Finn parked at the edge of the Fens, close to the Back Bay, in a lot owned by a client. He’d called ahead to reserve a space, knowing that otherwise there was little chance of finding

  anyplace to leave his car. By the time he’d pushed his way through the carnival atmosphere around Fenway Park it was nearing noon. When he found his seat next to Tom Kozlowski and Lissa

  Krantz two rows behind the Red Sox dugout, Boston was leading six–nothing in the fourth inning.




  “Sorry I’m late,” he said, squeezing into his seat.




  “Your loss,” Kozlowski replied. He was a butcher’s block of a man in his early fifties, with a bold, carved face marred by a long scar that ran from the corner of his right eye

  to the bottom of his ear. He was dressed in cheap polyester slacks and a sport coat Goodwill would have turned down. Blue collar through and through, he’d spent a quarter of a century in the

  Boston Police Department, most of it in homicide, before he was pushed out and became a private detective. The cop inside him wouldn’t let go, though. He worked out of a small office in the

  brownstone in Charlestown where Finn had his law practice, and did enough work for Finn that they loosely considered themselves partners. “You missed a few good innings,” Kozlowski

  said.




  “I said I was sorry.”




  “I heard you.”




  “What’s the problem?”




  “Problem is, you’re late. We been coming to this game ever since you started the firm. It’s a tradition.”




  “I only started the firm a couple of years ago,” Finn pointed out.




  “Even worse. New traditions are fragile.”




  “Quit your bitching and watch the game,” Lissa said. She was a small, attractive, razor-tongued woman in her mid-thirties, with thick dark hair and a strong jaw. She’d worked

  as a paralegal for Finn while attending law school at night, and since graduating and passing the bar the previous year had been taken on by Finn as an associate. She was wearing capri pants and a

  cashmere sweater that had probably cost more than Finn paid her in a month; she came from that kind of money. She and Kozlowski had been dating for over a year, and Finn couldn’t imagine a

  stranger couple. The thickness of their skins and their physical attraction to each other seemed the only things they had in common. Apparently that was enough.




  “You’re the one who’s been bitching about him for the past hour,” Kozlowski said to her. “Don’t play all innocent.”




  “I’ve never played innocent.”




  Kozlowski grunted. “True enough.” To Finn he asked, “Where were you, anyway?”




  “Nashua Street.”




  “New client?”




  “Maybe. Old acquaintance; we need to talk about whether he’s gonna be a client.”




  “Anyone I would know?”




  “You remember Devon Malley?” Finn asked.




  “From Southie? The thief?”




  “That’s the guy. You know much about him?”




  Kozlowski shook his head. “Not really. He had a rep for a while, but it died. He was basically a minor player.”




  A beer vendor passed in front of them in the aisle. Lissa put her fingers in her mouth and gave a deafening whistle. It was loud enough to startle the young man, and he nearly dropped his tray.

  “Yo! Three over here!” she yelled.




  Finn put a finger in his ear and gave a pained shake. “Is that really necessary?”




  “Jesus, you’re a pansy,” she replied. She pulled out her purse and found a twenty.




  “You sure you don’t want me to get these?” Finn asked. “It’s a work function.”




  “Keep your wallet in your pants, boss. I’ve got more money than you.”




  “True. But still . . .”




  She looked at him. “You really want to pay?”




  “Not really, no.”




  “Fine. Then shut up.”




  Finn smiled at Kozlowski, who just shrugged. “So, what did Devon get pinched for?” the ex-cop asked.




  “Robbery,” Finn answered.




  “No shit, that’s what he does. You wanna be a little more specific?”




  “Not really.” Finn took a sip of his beer. “He was robbing a clothing store,” he said after a moment.




  “Allegedly,” Lissa tossed in.




  “Good girl,” Finn said. “Allegedly.”




  “How allegedly?” Kozlowski asked.




  Finn shrugged. “The police walked in on him in the store at midnight holding a bunch of women’s lingerie,” he admitted.




  Kozlowski shook his head. “That’s not very allegedly. It’s gonna be hard for him to live that down.”




  “It was high-end stuff,” Finn said.




  “I’d hope so.” Kozlowski took a huge bite out of a bratwurst that had been sitting on a cardboard tray on his lap. A chunk of sauerkraut and mustard toppled off the end and

  splattered onto the front of his shirt. Finn thought it was an improvement. “So, does he have any kind of a case we can work with, or would we just be looking to plead it out?”
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