
    
    [image: Cover Page Image]

    

    
            
                Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.

                

                Get a FREE ebook when you join our mailing list. Plus, get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from Simon & Schuster. Click below to sign up and see terms and conditions.

            

            
            	CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP

            

            
               Already a subscriber? Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.

            

    

[image: Title Page Image]




		
			For Kate Dresser.

			Thank you for your infinite patience with me and my baby-related delays.

		

	
		
			PROLOGUE

			The first time Roland Chandler picked a pocket was in the summer of 1991, an unusually hot and humid three months that marked the beginning of his parents’ divorce. He was ten years old.

			His father, Cliff Cozen, or “Crawly” as most people called him, was a round-cheeked, smiling man with thinning hair and a pleasant, melodic tenor that soothed even the most nervous of marks. He smelled of Brylcreem and root beer and could move like a ferret when he wanted to and like a snake when you pissed him off. Roland loved his father, but he was starting to understand that the man, however charming he might be, was not to be trusted.

			“Now listen, son,” his father had said near his ear, one arm lying heavily on Roland’s shoulder. “Keenan will distract the old fart, keep him talking, and you just have to run into him, all excited, like you’re just a kid enjoying the day, and slip the wallet out of his pocket. Easy peasy.”

			It would be. Even then Roland had been considered good at most things: sports, school, fighting, chess. His latest obsession was the computer that his wealthy stepfather had purchased for him. He didn’t understand why he was picking some tourist’s pocket on a hot summer day, but he knew it would please Crawly, and life was better with a happy Crawly than a pissed-off and frustrated one.

			“You can do it.” His big cousin Keenan nodded, clapping a hand on Roland’s opposite shoulder. “You’re a natural.”

			Keenan was the son of Crawly’s sister. She’d married a man named Shy, who ran off a few months after Keenan was born. Keenan was, for all intents and purposes, Roland’s older brother. He was tall and dark haired and good at everything, just like Roland was. The lady behind the counter at the ice cream shop gave Keenan an extra scoop of chocolate every time they went inside, never knowing that the handsome young kid was the reason her drawer was twenty dollars short some evenings. She was eventually fired, but Roland didn’t find that out until later.

			Roland loved Keenan, even though he knew, deep down, that Keenan couldn’t be trusted any more than his father could.

			So he picked the old man’s pocket, his first theft with his father and Keenan, but far from the last. He’d even enjoyed it—the thrill of it.

			“The key is distraction,” Crawly repeated as they strolled back down the street in Watertown, holding up the Swiss Army knife that Roland’s new stepfather had given him. Crawly had lifted it from Roland’s pocket when they’d been talking earlier. “People see what they want to see, son. And the brain can be tricked as easily as a knife cuts through butter.” The Swiss Army knife in his hands seemed to disappear. Roland knew it was a trick, but he’d seen nothing but the magic.

			Roland didn’t ask for the knife back. His father didn’t give things back unless he got something in return.

			Later that same night, though, as he lay on the strange-smelling sheets in his father’s apartment, in the room he shared with Keenan, he felt a lump under his pillow. His searching fingers found the Swiss Army knife, all of its appendages tucked neatly away, and he knew that Keenan had stolen the knife from Crawly and given it back to Roland.

			It never occurred to him to ask why.
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			ON FRIDAY EVENING, Detective Maura O’Halloran slammed her cell phone down on her desk, scattering a stack of papers onto the floor and knocking over the lone picture frame. Immediately, she picked up the frame and gently set it back in its usual place. It was a picture of her niece, Maddie, who would be twelve in a few months. In the photograph, she was six years old and riding a carousel, her brown curls wild around her face.

			Scowling, Maura absently kissed her fingertips and touched the glass in front of the girl’s face, seeing the image, but thinking about the bastard that had murdered Maddie’s parents when she was just a baby, leaving Maura to raise her.

			Where the fuck is he?

			How was it possible that a known murderer, terrorist, and thief was able to move across the globe with ease? Keenan Shy wasn’t in Boston or anywhere else she’d looked. Her latest lead had been a wild-goose chase. The bastard had gone to ground—no activity for the past six months. She glanced up and saw her partner, Bert Boatman, sitting in front of his computer with his coffee mug halfway to his lips, looking in disapproval at the papers she’d knocked on the floor. Since he had the droopy face of a basset hound, the look came across as mournful sadness rather than irritation.

			“No good?” he asked, nodding to her phone.

			Maura looked down at the offending instrument. “No one seems to know where he is. Not Interpol. Not the FBI.”

			With an embattled sigh, Bert returned his mug to his meticulously organized desk and cracked his knuckles, then straightened the cup so that the handle faced away from him. His desk was the only thing in his life that was organized and stayed the way he put it. At home he had a beautiful wife and five kids who lived in a cheerful state of chaos. It made him cling all the harder to orderliness in his work environment.

			“What about Roland Chandler?” he asked. “Have you tried talking to him? Maybe he’s learned something.”

			Maura nearly growled. Roland Chandler. He was the last person she wanted involved with this case. Keenan Shy was his damn cousin, so he couldn’t be trusted. Folding her arms over her chest, Maura leaned back in her ancient leather armchair—her father’s when he’d been a detective. The springs squeaked loudly every time she moved, but she’d never get rid of it. “I’ve tried, but if he knows something, he’s keeping it to himself.” Squeak. Squeak. Squeak. But maybe there is another way to get him to cooperate. The thought sprang fully formed into her mind.

			“What does your dad say?”

			Her father had a lot to say on the subject of Keenan Shy and Roland Chandler, none of it complimentary, but he hadn’t had any insights on how she could find Keenan. He’d given her all his personal notes from when he’d worked cases in the Waterfront district related to Roland or his father and had hinted that Roland had a juvenile record, but Maura hadn’t been able to find any evidence that one existed, much less gain access.

			“He says that it wouldn’t surprise him if Keenan and Roland were working together.”

			Bert frowned, his long face seeming to droop like melted wax. “You don’t believe that, do you?”

			Maura shrugged. She wanted to believe it. A handful of encounters with Roland Chandler over the past ten years had convinced her that he was handsome as the devil and just as much trouble. Even if he and Keenan weren’t working together, she had no doubt that Roland would prefer to hunt Keenan alone, even though he wasn’t a cop. The man seemed to think he was a law unto himself. Billions of dollars will do that, I suppose.

			“Come on, Maur,” Bert said, pressing his lips together. “Roland Chandler isn’t working with a murderer. I don’t care if they are cousins.”

			“Maybe not,” she muttered, and pushed her rolling chair away from her desk, “but he has too much power and too many friends. I can’t compel him to help me.” She stood. Squeak. Squeak. Despite not being law enforcement, Roland Chandler had connections, deep connections, to both the Department of Defense and the governor. He had resources that she couldn’t even dream of having in her tiny police station in South Boston.

			“So offer him something he can’t refuse. Find his weakness.”

			“Yeah,” she agreed sarcastically, bending to pick up the papers she’d knocked to the floor. “Because he’s so easily persuaded.” The man was as slippery as Maddie’s ferret, and had wiggled easily out of every attempt she’d made to find out what he knew ever since last spring, when Keenan had killed several people in Faneuil Hall Marketplace and kidnapped two others: Blake Webster and Nick Cord, Roland’s close friends.

			Bert’s phone rang and he answered on the first ring, his face pained. “Captain?” he said.

			Something he can’t refuse . . . Bert had a point. Everyone, even the almighty Roland Chandler, had to have a weakness. The file that Maura had on Roland Chandler was on her personal laptop in a folder filled with all the scraps of information she’d been able to find on the man. Despite the volume of mentions in local papers, international news, company profiles on Accendo, and magazine interviews, there was surprisingly little that actually told her anything about him. He dated beautiful women, but never the same one more than twice. He spent Thursday evenings having drinks with his two friends and business partners at the bar near the Accendo offices, but was rarely seen in any other bars in the city. His stepfather, former representative Jack Chandler, came into the city to have lunch with Roland every few weeks and they ate at the same restaurant every time, a steak house popular with powerful men.

			She’d had him followed, and he’d slipped the tail every time. She’d even tried herself, and the man had managed to lose her within ten minutes. His business partners and friends were a tight-knit group, and she couldn’t see any opening there.

			She’d even interviewed his father—Cliff “Crawly” Cozen—in prison, for all the good it had done her. The man had smiled, told her she looked like a young Maureen O’Hara, and tried to convince her that she could find a treasure of gold coins in the back of an abandoned bookstore in Watertown, but he hadn’t revealed one damn thing about Keenan Shy’s location, nor had he been willing to discuss his son.

			“Yes, sir,” Bert said, interrupting Maura’s train of thought. He hung up the phone with a glance at the captain’s empty office. The man had headed out at five with most of the squad. She and Bert should have left as well, but they were closing out a double homicide from a week earlier, having finally caught the asshole who’d shot the owner of a local gas station and run over an old woman as he tried to get away.

			“What’s up?” Maura asked him.

			Their captain had issued Maura an ultimatum two days earlier. If nothing popped on Keenan Shy this week, she was to set it aside and focus on more pressing cases. He thought she was spending too much time hunting for the man and not enough time working her regular caseload, even though she and Bert had a higher close rate than any other detectives in the district.

			Bert sighed and rubbed his eyes. The man might have a face that belonged on a basset hound, but he was a great detective. “He said good work on the gas station killings and asked me to tell you that if he gets one more call from the FBI this week, he’s going to suspend you from duty.”

			Fucking FBI. Couldn’t keep their damn mouths shut. “Great. That’s just great,” she muttered.

			“You have called a lot this week. I’m not surprised Agent Cutter decided to rat you out.”

			“If she would just call me back—”

			“Why, Maur? No one has seen or heard from Shy for half a year. Wherever he is, he’s laying low for the time being.”

			She couldn’t believe that no one had seen him. He was an international criminal, on watch lists for theft and terrorist activities. Several government agencies wanted him for questioning. The problem was that she was a small fish in a big pond, and Keenan Shy was a damn whale. A whale that seemed to be able to fucking disappear at will.

			“He’s being protected by someone with influence—that’s the only explanation.”

			“I don’t know, Maur. Seems like maybe the captain has a point and you should set this aside for the time being. I know it’s frustrating, being so close last year after eleven years of hunting the man, but right now this looks like a dead end.”

			“Frustrating” wasn’t the word for it. Almost catching the man who had killed her brother and his wife, only to have him slip away, was worse than more than ten years of barely making any progress whatsoever. And now Maddie was getting old enough to really understand what had happened to her parents, to understand and to ask questions.

			“Fine,” she muttered, standing up. “I’m headed out. I’ll see you tomorrow.” They worked every other Saturday, but two other detectives had requested that they switch.

			He looked at her suspiciously. “What are you going to do?”

			She pulled on her lavender down coat and tugged her long red hair out from the collar. “I’m going home. It’s been a long week.”

			“I don’t believe you.”

			He was a good detective. “’Night, Bert. Say hi to Aria and the kids.”

			Bert grunted. “Just don’t do anything too crazy.”

			Crazy, she thought as she stepped out of the station and into the bitter cold of a Boston January. I’m not crazy. I’m desperate. Maura shook off her thoughts as she headed down the street to the train station that would take her to Downtown Boston and then Faneuil Hall Marketplace, to a bar called the Hairy Lemon.

			Pulling her phone out of her pocket, she checked the text she’d received earlier from Blake Webster, Keenan Shy’s former girlfriend, whom he’d kidnapped last year and had nearly killed.

			Party tonight with Nick and everyone from Accendo. The bar where I used to work, the Hairy Lemon. Stop by?

			Maura had phoned her this morning, asking if they could talk. Maura had wanted to go over the threatening letters that Keenan sent Blake every Valentine’s Day, certain there was something she was missing. Trying to talk in the middle of some kind of party wasn’t what she’d had in mind, so she’d told Blake that she would just talk to her later.

			But if everyone from Accendo would be there, then so would Roland Chandler. He hadn’t taken her calls in a month—always passing her off to his cheerfully obstinate assistant, Zach.

			The wind bit at her exposed nose and cheeks as she marched through the snowy sidewalks in her boots. She wasn’t exactly dressed for a party—underneath her coat she was wearing the ubiquitous slacks, blouse, and blazer combo that constituted her uniform as a detective, but she wasn’t going to let that stop her. She would find Keenan Shy, even if she had to work with Roland Chandler, even if it took her the rest of her damn life.
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			ROLAND CHANDLER SIPPED his scotch and stared out the windows of his Boston office at the snow that drifted lazily onto the shops in Faneuil Hall Marketplace. It had snowed a lot last year as well, when Keenan had returned to Boston. His phone buzzed in the pocket of his suit coat. He removed it and glanced at the screen.

			Where are you?

			Across the street at a bar called the Hairy Lemon, a party was in full swing, celebrating the completion of a video game that the Accendo developers had created for the kids at the Boston Children’s hospital. Milton and Nick—Roland’s partners and best friends—had debuted the game to the kids this afternoon.

			Be right there, he texted back to Milton, knowing that if he didn’t, his friend would come back to the office to get him.

			He stood looking out the window a moment longer before returning to his desk. A large flat-screen monitor showed the investigator’s report he’d requested on Detective Maura O’Halloran, complete with photo documentation.

			He took another sip of scotch, enjoying the burn, and clicked the link to pull up the images again. Maura grocery-shopping with her niece. Maura working at the district station, sitting at her desk across from her partner and laughing. Maura standing at a crime scene, her face set as she listened to a witness. Maura leaving Cedar Junction, the state penitentiary where his father was incarcerated, her bright red hair flying out behind her. The expression on her face was one of acute frustration.

			It was the last photo that he enlarged and left on the screen as he sat back in his large leather office chair.

			You’re going to get yourself killed, he thought, staring at her delicate, pixielike face. She had big gray eyes, a small ski-jump of a nose covered in tiny golden freckles, and a wide, luscious mouth. Criminals probably thought she was about as intimidating as an extra from a Disney musical.

			Which was probably why she was considered one of the best detectives in Boston—the idiots underestimated her. Her and her bulldog stubbornness. Roland knew firsthand just how persistent and tenacious the woman could be. He hadn’t been taking her calls because he didn’t have anything new to tell her—not anything that he was at liberty to share, anyway, and she bothered him . . . on multiple levels. But now, thanks to Blake’s little “receiving letters from Keenan Shy” bombshell, he needed something from her.

			Toasting her picture with his glass, he finished off the scotch and set the empty glass on his desk with a clack. He gathered his full-length dark gray wool coat out of an armoire near the door and drew it on over his suit jacket, but carried his hat and scarf as he left his office.

			Zach, the office admin for Roland, Milton, and Nick, still sat at his desk, his face a study in misery.

			“Zach, what are you doing up here? You’re supposed to be at the party.”

			The young man, who’d been paralyzed in a car accident when he was twenty, shrugged glumly. “My date canceled on me.”

			Zach could be dramatic, but he was the best admin Roland had ever had. “Was this Seamus or Brian?”

			Pouting, Zach waved a hand. “Neither. This was a new guy.”

			“Would you like me to have him killed?” Roland slid on his gloves one at a time, keeping his voice deadpan.

			Smiling a little, the kid batted his eyelashes at Roland. “So sweet of you to ask, but I’ll hold off.”

			“Let me know if you change your mind.”

			“I’ll do that.”

			“Good,” Roland said, tapping his hat on Zach’s desk. “Now get your ass down to the party.”

			Zach nodded. “Yes, sir. I’ll see you down there.”

			With a nod and a whistle, Roland headed to the elevator. In his pocket, his phone buzzed insistently. Pulling it out, he saw that Milton had texted him again, telling him to hurry his ass up, and he also had a message from the private investigator who’d been following Maura O’Halloran.

			MO just left the station. On the train to downtown.

			Friday night and she’s headed downtown? Does she have a date? He realized that the muscles on his neck were tight and forced himself to relax. The elevator dinged, and Roland stepped into the steel cage without any detectable hesitation. He used the voice commands on his phone to reply to the PI, a man named Hoover.

			Tell me where she goes. 
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			Roland heard the noise from the party several hundred feet from the entrance to the Hairy Lemon. Bracing himself, he trotted down the street, pulled open the large oak door, and stepped inside.

			Most of the Accendo crowd was gathered in the corner near the thick-paned glass windows—the usual happy hour spot, but there were pockets of his employees scattered through the room, playing pool or watching the Bruins on one of the many TVs around the place. The Hairy Lemon was an unpretentious Irish pub that had been around for decades without changing much. It had a comfortable dive quality that had recently begun attracting hipsters, much to the dismay of Kevin Hannegan, the owner.

			Stripping off his jacket, hat, and gloves, Roland made for a table in the back corner, where his friends were already sitting. On the way he patted a few of the developers on the back, thanking them for their work, took a sip of a hideous craft beer someone wanted him to try, and demonstrated his pickpocketing skills by stealing someone’s iPad from the table without them seeing it happen.

			He thought he had everyone convinced that he was having a grand ol’ time, but he should have known that Milton and Nick, at least, wouldn’t be fooled.

			He sat down next to Milton with a sigh, apparently loud enough to be heard even over the roar of the jukebox and the shouts from the hockey fans.

			“Roland, my friend, I hate to tell you this, but we’re at a party.” Milton slapped him on the back cheerfully. Milton was usually cheerful, especially when his fiancée, Regina Burke, was at his side. She smiled at Roland and rolled her eyes in Milton’s direction.

			“Don’t mind Milton,” she said to Roland in her usual smooth, calm tone, sipping champagne. An enormous princess-cut pink diamond in a classic Tiffany setting sparkled on her hand as she lowered the glass. “He’s still jazzed about how much fun we had at the hospital showing the kids the game.”

			“I’m glad they enjoyed it,” Roland said mildly.

			“Come on, Roland, stop worrying about Keenan for one evening.” Milton nodded to the middle of the crowd of Accendo employees, where several had begun to dance in between the bar tables. Empty shot glasses littered the tables nearby, making Roland glad that he’d had Zach set up an employee car service for tonight.

			“It’s a party.” Milton finished with a toast of his wineglass.

			Nick, sitting with Blake across the table from Roland, gave him an understanding look. Nick was a compact, lean-muscled man of middling height and blond hair cut short and close to his head. Blake, on the other hand, was tall for a woman, especially in the kick-ass combat boots she preferred to wear, and so pretty that people stopped her in the streets, thinking she was a model. She’d been a friend to all three of them for over a decade, but she and Nick had gotten together last year. Gotten together right before they were both kidnapped and nearly killed. Luckily, they were both okay.

			Damn Keenan.

			“He’s frowning again,” Milton commented, shaking his head. “Listen, I know you’re worried, but we haven’t heard anything in over six months. MOMENT is ready and working better than we ever anticipated. You should be celebrating.”

			Milton didn’t understand. Of course, Milton had never had to deal with Keenan the way Roland and Nick had. Keenan Shy was dangerous, very dangerous, and the fact that they hadn’t heard anything from him in months wasn’t necessarily a good thing.

			Why didn’t she tell me about the letters sooner? He studied Blake, irritated that she’d chosen to share her secret with that hostile redheaded detective rather than him. Had she been ashamed? She had no reason to be. Keenan was a predator, a dangerous one, and she’d been young and basically alone in the world when she’d gotten involved with him.

			The waitress, a blatantly flirtatious brunette named Cindy, strolled over and cocked a hip in his direction, a perfectly manicured hand at her waist emphasizing the curve.

			“Hey, Roland, can I get you something?”

			Milton snorted out loud, and then grunted. Roland would bet that Regina had elbowed him in the ribs. Cindy ignored the noise.

			“Scotch, straight up.”

			“Sure, anything you want.”

			Blake waited until she left to say, “I feel embarrassed for her. She might as well get a T-shirt made that says, ‘Available for the right price.’ ”

			Roland didn’t comment. If she hadn’t worked at his favorite bar, he would have already taken her to bed—a woman that obviously interested in his money was easy enough to please. She returned a few minutes later with his scotch and an equally friendly smile. He tipped her generously and she left, her smile slipping only slightly.

			His phone buzzed; it was Hoover, the PI, texting with Maura’s destination.

			Headed to a bar called the Hairy Lemon. Standing outside.

			Roland took a long sip of the scotch. She’s coming to me. How convenient.

			“That’s no way to treat a good scotch. He’s even more worried than I thought.”

			Sending Milton a look that said, “Shut the fuck up before I hit you,” Roland leaned across the table so Blake could hear him.

			“Do something for me,” Roland said.

			Nick scowled and took her hand in an unnecessary gesture of support. Roland would never hurt her or put her in a situation that would endanger her life.

			“Of course,” she agreed, but she looked wary. Her turquoise-blue eyes were wide, her lips unsmiling.

			“Tell Detective O’Halloran to give me access to the letters.”

			She winced. “I knew I shouldn’t have told you about those. Damn it, Roland, you know she doesn’t like you.”

			She despises me. She distrusts me. And she wants me. It made for difficult dealings, to say the least, but his interactions with Maura O’Halloran were rarely boring.

			“Besides,” she continued before he could respond, “what makes you think she’ll listen to me?”

			“She’s getting desperate. She’s been hunting him for almost eleven years and her new captain is not nearly as patient as the last one.”

			Blake looked amused. “And how do you know that?” She waved a hand. “Never mind. I’m sure you have a friend in her district. Or maybe you picked the captain yourself. I’m sure he knows you; everyone knows you.”

			Everyone had known his father as well, for less than positive reasons. His dad had stolen, conned, or charmed his way around Boston, not limiting himself to the Watertown neighborhood he called home. Detective O’Halloran’s district was in South Boston, where Roland’s father had been arrested not once but several times, including the incident four years ago when he’d been caught running a con on the city council.

			“What’s that look for?” Blake asked, her eyes softening. “If you think it’ll help, I’ll talk to her.”

			Roland didn’t bother to correct her assumption that he was thinking about Maura O’Halloran. Blake might be able to help convince the stubborn redhead, she might not, but if O’Halloran thought she was going to keep Keenan’s letters out of his sight, she was delusional. Roland would get access to them, one way or another, even if it meant using her. He didn’t make a habit of using people, but in her case, he’d cheerfully make an exception.

			“You’re plotting something.” Blake shook her head. “Don’t bother to deny it.”

			He showed her a real smile, the one reserved for his mother and the people at this table. “Got me.”

			“Uh-huh.” She smiled in return, but there was a frown line between her eyes. “Be careful, ’kay? Finding Keenan is . . . ” She hesitated. “It’s what we all want, but . . . ”

			Roland knew why she hesitated. Keenan was a bomb set with an unstable timer. Finding him was only part of the problem.

			“I’m always careful.”

			The lie came easily and smoothly. If she hadn’t known him so well, she would have believed it.

			Nick tightened his grip on her hand. “I don’t like Blake involved with anything to do with Keenan. She doesn’t need to do you any favors. I’m sure you can convince the cop to share the letters. Just use your powers of persuasion.”

			They don’t work on her, Roland thought, but he didn’t say that out loud. “It’s just a small favor,” he replied to Nick, sitting back in his chair and taking another generous sip of scotch. “And not dangerous.”

			Nick’s eyes narrowed at his friend. “It better not be . . . ”

			Blake kissed Nick’s cheek and laughed as he drew her deeper into his arms. “So protective. Good thing I like that about you.”

			He raised an eyebrow at her tone, letting himself be distracted. “What else do you like about me?”

			Roland tuned out before their banter could get any more personal and trained his eye on the door. O’Halloran should be walking through it at any moment, a small tornado in a pretty package.

			He waited tensely, not realizing that his friends were staring at him curiously, their eyes following the direction of his gaze.

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			THE FIRST THING Maura noticed as she scanned the crowd was the table full of people staring in her direction, almost as if they were expecting her. It threw her off stride a little. She’d expected to slip inside without being noticed and then sidle up to Roland after she’d had a few drinks.

			She paused, unconsciously putting a hand on the duty weapon under her jacket, and searched the room with a quick glance in every direction. High tables surrounded by stools. Classic posters for Guinness and Jameson. Neon signs. A long, gleaming wooden bar with a brass rail. Casual Friday–dressed professionals and tourists mingled comfortably together while numerous TVs aired the same hockey match.

			The pub smelled like beer and wood polish, a not-unpleasant combination that made her think of her father. Nothing unusual. Nothing out of the ordinary. Relaxing her grip on the butt of her gun, she turned back to the table. The dark-haired woman with Milton Shaw—Regina Burke—was looking politely in another direction. Everyone else was staring at her, including Roland Chandler. He was practically daring her to come over and talk to him, blue eyes regarding her in that long, narrow face.

			He looked good, wearing a suit that had undoubtedly been custom-made for him by one of those fancy men’s tailors.

			Maura deliberately looked away, running her gaze over his friend Milton. The magician. He was idly shuffling a deck of cards and cataloging her with his eyes. Blake and Nick were staring at her as well, seeming surprised, but then Blake gave her a welcoming smile.

			Half standing, the blond woman waved Maura over to their table.

			Weaving her way through the happy, laughing throng, she dodged several friendly invitations and an overenthusiastic toast that nearly soaked her favorite down jacket, a shiny lavender coat that Maddie had given her, and stopped when she was standing just a few feet from Roland Chandler.

			“I’d like to talk to you,” she said measuredly.

			With deliberate insolence, probably because of her tone, he took a sip of his drink and gestured to an empty chair nearby. “Be my guest.”

			She dragged the chair over the tile, enjoying the loud squeal that the legs made, and didn’t stop until she was within an arm’s length of him. Then she removed her hat and gloves, stuffing both in the pockets of her coat, and hung it on the ladder-back support of the chair. Taking a seat, she folded her arms over her chest, and cocked her head in challenge. The rest of the group stared—Blake’s blue eyes were wide with astonishment, but after a moment, she collected herself enough to introduce Maura to Regina.

			“Regina, this is Detective Maura O’Halloran. From Boston PD. She’s the one working on finding Keenan.”

			“I see,” Regina said in her crisp, educated tones. “Dr. Regina Burke.” She held out a slim hand with unpolished nails.

			Maura knew who she was—she’d interviewed Milton and a good many other people who worked with Roland or had been involved with the incident that had led up to Blake’s kidnapping last year, but she hadn’t felt the need to include Dr. Burke, who’d never been involved with the bastard.

			Maura stood and reached across the table to shake the doctor’s hand, unsurprised that the doctor’s grip was firm and businesslike. Everything she’d read about Regina Burke indicated competence. Which was why it was surprising that she’d become involved with Milton Shaw. The man was endlessly fiddling with something or making it disappear, even when he was being interviewed by a police officer. Still, she supposed it took all kinds.

			“Nice to meet you,” Maura said briskly. She hadn’t come to chat; she’d come to tackle the problem of Roland Chandler. She just wasn’t quite sure how to go about it. He was gorgeous, but she couldn’t just buy him a beer and chat him up, not with everyone staring at them.

			Regina nodded her agreement.

			Blake looked from Maura to Roland and back again, a small frown knitted between her brows. Without seeming to be aware of it, the woman clasped Nick Cord’s hand in a white-knuckled grip.

			“Have you gotten any news?”

			Maura almost, almost, said, “I wish,” but that would have been a mistake. The man had abused Blake for years, nearly killed her. To be so blasé was not only rude, it was wrong. Out of the corner of her eye, Maura could see Roland lift his drink—it looked like scotch—to his lips. He wasn’t looking at her anymore, but she sensed that he was aware of her regard. He always seemed to be aware of people’s attention, of where their eyes were moving. When she was around him, she felt like she did when she’d been a patrolwoman answering domestic calls. Wary and alert, certain that there were undercurrents of meaning that she missed.

			“Or anything on Angela?” Blake continued.

			Angela Wepsic was the phony name being used by an associate of Keenan Shy, a blond woman who’d helped Keenan kidnap Blake by posing as an abuse victim.

			“Nothing on either of them,” Maura answered. Based on the interviews Maura had conducted with Blake after the kidnapping, she’d learned that Angela was American without a Boston accent, in her midtwenties, and seemed utterly devoted to Keenan Shy. Maura would never understand how someone could love an abuser. Her own father had completely adored her mother while she’d been alive, and vice versa. Maura wasn’t willing to settle for anything less from a relationship, though she hadn’t exactly had time for relationships over the past eleven years. Taking care of Maddie had nipped dating in the bud, as had her obsessive hunt for Keenan Shy.

			Blake looked at Nick, her face worried, and he kissed her forehead in response.

			“Why don’t we get some air and a coffee?” Nick suggested, pointedly staring at Milton and Regina.

			“Sounds good to me,” Regina replied, placing an arm on Milton’s wrist to get his attention. He’d been about to shuffle a deck of cards, his curious gaze resting on Maura.

			Milton looked at the hand on his wrist like he wasn’t sure what it was doing there, but after a moment he shrugged. He set the cards on the table.

			The four of them gathered their belongings and left with casual waves to the bartender and nods to Roland and Maura.

			“Well, you certainly know how to clear a room,” Roland remarked, sounding vaguely impressed.

			Maura ignored the quip. “Have you heard anything?” she asked bluntly, resting her elbow on the armrest of her chair and leaning toward him. He bent forward and set his glass on the table, covering her wrist with his hand to brace himself.

			His hands were warm, his fingertips callused. She nearly jerked her hand away in surprise, but managed to control herself.

			“No,” he answered after a brief pause, removing his hand. “But I might have a lead.” He leaned back in his chair.

			Turning toward him, Maura curled her fingers around the arm of the chair. “What kind of lead?”

			He tilted his shoulders in what barely passed for a shrug and contemplated his scotch like it held the secrets of the universe.

			“What do you want?” she muttered, disgusted. “This isn’t a game, you know.” Maybe her father had been right all along. Maybe he was working with Keenan.

			“Could have fooled me,” he replied, eyes gently chiding.

			Maura refused to feel bad. She was a detective—she was supposed to ask all the questions. Nothing obligated her to share information with a civilian.

			Putting her elbows on her knees, she leaned toward him. “All right. So we’ll trade information. What do you want?”

			He glanced around the room. “Wouldn’t you like to talk about it someplace more private?”

			Maura eyed him narrowly. She doubted very much that anyone drinking in this pub gave a damn about their conversation, or that they would be able to hear anything above the game and the music.

			“What did you have in mind?”

			“I was thinking that we could go to my office. It’s quiet, and I can show you what I’ve found.”

			He sounded so reasonable. So smooth. The Accendo offices were only a few blocks away, but Maura would have preferred more neutral territory. He was one of the most successful software executives in the world. If she went to his kingdom, it put all the power in his hands. There, in his offices, she would feel . . . vulnerable.

			He was watching her calmly, but his eyes were knowing. Not for the first time, she wished she’d inherited her father’s imperturbability. He’d never been intimidated by anyone and certainly not by Roland Chandler or anyone like him. He’d called Roland a slick bastard, just like his father, and had warned her that he couldn’t be trusted.

			She’d known that already. Trusting him wasn’t the problem. She didn’t. The problem was that she didn’t trust herself. Her body reacted too strongly to his presence. I’m in over my head.

			She opened her mouth to change her mind, but the thought of going back to her desk tomorrow, knowing she’d had a chance to pick Roland’s brain and hadn’t taken it, stopped her.

			“All right,” she agreed, mostly to prove to herself that she could handle herself, and him, and that she wasn’t going to let him intimidate her.

			“Wonderful,” he purred, and waved a hand to get the waitress’s attention. She hurried over, all breathless, fluttery sighs and pouting lips. Maura mentally rolled her eyes even as she noted Roland’s complete lack of interest or attention. He was too aware of everything around him not to see the blatant invitation in the girl’s eyes, but he wasn’t encouraging her. Interesting. She would have thought he’d encourage fawning wherever he went.

			He handed her several bills. “Keep the change, Cindy.”

			“You’re so sweet, Roland,” the girl replied with a toss of her dark, curly hair. She sent Maura a disapproving glare before she stalked off.

			Maura refrained from commenting, but it took some effort.

			She realized that Roland had moved to stand next to her, his lean, hard body displayed to perfection by the cut of the suit. He wasn’t wearing a jacket and his white shirt was rolled up to his elbows, revealing toned forearms and elegant hands with long fingers. He smelled delicious as well, like expensive aftershave, but also like good leather and rich wool. She doubted there was anything on his body that wasn’t considered the absolute best.

			He pocketed the deck of cards Milton had left on the table, then held out a hand to help her out of her seat.

			Maura stared at it, at the lean fingers and the neat nails. This man wasn’t like anyone else she knew. The men she spent time with—mostly cops—were rough and fun and good for a laugh. Not one of them would get a manicure of their own volition. But for all Roland’s outward polish, she didn’t consider him soft. It wasn’t just that she knew something of his background, of the father in prison or the way he’d run wild on the streets of Watertown as a kid. There was a confidence in how he dealt with people, an assurance that said he had seen everything and could handle what came his way. He had probably never doubted himself in his life.

			She shoved herself to her feet, ignoring the hand he held out to her, and found herself standing close enough that she could feel the heat of his body. She looked up at him . . . way up. She tended to forget that she was short, but not right now.

			“All right. Let’s go.” She meant the words to sound brisk, but they came out husky instead.

			He nodded, gesturing for her to precede him from the bar.

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			SHE WOULDN’T BE an easy mark, he decided, analyzing Maura as she marched ahead of him from the bar. Her gaze constantly shifted around the room, and she kept her hand close to the weapon holstered beneath her coat and jacket. She wasn’t carrying a purse, the way most women did, so he would bet that whatever else she’d brought with her, she had it on her.

			What was she up to? She had made no secret of her contempt for him in spite of the fact that she found him attractive. Her eyes had dilated slightly when she’d stood next to him and her cheeks had flushed, but she didn’t act like a woman who gave in easily to her desires. Based on what he’d learned about her, gleaned from his own investigation, she’d given up having her own life when her brother had been killed, focusing on her police work and raising her niece. She’d had a brief affair with a fellow officer a few years ago, but hadn’t been romantically involved with anyone before or since.

			Still, he didn’t think he was wrong about the look in her eyes.

			Outside the pub, the marketplace was still packed with shoppers and tourists. A pack of young women drinking Starbucks walked by, their attention shifting to Roland. One of them smiled widely, and he heard Maura sigh heavily.

			Stepping forward, Roland took Maura’s elbow. She jerked away from him. Predictable. She’d be easily distracted if he wanted to steal her wallet.

			He held up his hands in a gesture for peace. “Sorry, habit.”

			“I can walk,” she said fiercely. “I’m not like those long-legged coat hangers who like to hold on to you.”

			She was right about one thing—she was definitely not like the other women he dated. She was fierce, prickly, independent, and argumentative. She obviously had a strict black-and-white way of looking at the world and would never understand the concessions that sometimes needed to be made for the greater good. A woman like her should be married and living with an easygoing man who’d take care of the house and the kids while she put away bad guys. So why wasn’t she married or involved with someone? There was a secret there. More than just what had happened to her brother.

			Mulling over how to charm her so she would share the letters more or less willingly, he tilted his head in the direction of Accendo. “Follow me, then.”

			He strolled away, taking a deep breath of air that smelled like fried oysters, bus exhaust, and snow. Roland paused on the corner, waiting for her to catch up to him.

			“Are you hungry?”

			“Hungry?” She looked offended. “Are you asking me to have dinner with you?”

			She was trying to be so hard. He wasn’t certain why. Defense, maybe. What makes you tick, Maura O’Halloran? He shrugged nonchalantly. “I just realized that I’m hungry. I thought you might be hungry as well.”

			“Oh.”

			He tried to read her face, tell whether or not the idea appealed to her, but he got nothing. Interesting.

			“What did you have in mind?” she ventured, and this time her voice was softer, as if she’d made a conscious effort to relax.

			“There’s a pizza place near here. A friend of mine owns it. We can get something to go.”

			“All right,” she agreed grudgingly.

			She was beautiful, even with the scowl on her face. Delicate features, big eyes, and that glorious red hair, straight as a good lie, and shiny as the devil’s beard, as his father used to say. His father. That bastard was the reason Maura looked at him like something she’d sat in on the subway.

			“Great. I don’t think Jessie is there tonight. My friend. But I know the other chefs. Pizza’s the best in town.”

			“Yeah.” She shrugged. “I’m sure it’s great.”

			He turned in the direction of Jessie’s pizza, which wasn’t far from the marketplace, either, and waited for her to step to his side. He looked down at her, at the dark eyebrows in that elfin face in the light of a nearby streetlamp.

			“You don’t sound like you care,” he commented, and resisted the urge to caress her face. Her skin looked as delicious as vanilla ice cream. He could steal a touch, make it seem like he was brushing something from her face, but he didn’t want to put her back up any more than it was already.

			“Food’s food.”

			Says the cop, Roland realized. She probably got sick of eating out on the job.

			They walked silently together out of the main crush of the market and across the street. Though the sidewalks were crowded, Roland didn’t have to weave his way through people the way others did. Make people know you’re there, kid. Be in your space. People are sheep. They’ll notice whether they realize it or not. His father’s voice, a smooth baritone, was a constant companion, even more than the voice of his stepfather, Representative Jack Chandler. Two fathers, endlessly in conflict, Roland’s head their perpetual game of chess.

			Next to him, Maura seemed to have no trouble keeping up with his long strides, but he shortened them anyway, not wanting her to have to run. The restaurant wasn’t far, just up the street in a brick building with a window facing the street. As usual, there was a line out the door.

			“Is that it?” Maura sounded incredulous. “How long did you plan on this taking?”

			“Not long,” Roland replied absently. Taking his cell phone from his pocket, he used it to dial one of the other chefs. “Chris? It’s Roland Chandler.”

			After a brief conversation, a tall thick man with a beaklike nose and sandy brown hair came outside drying his hands on a white towel. The diners waiting in line turned to look as he glanced around. Spying Roland, he waved a hand, almost shyly. Chris liked making pizza. He didn’t like being in front of a crowd.

			“Roland. So glad you could come.” He shook Roland’s hand, who noticed that Chris’s skin felt like the dough that he tossed on a daily basis, dry with just a little give. “Jessie will be sorry she missed you.”

			“Hello, Chris.”

			Chris turned his attention to Maura. “Hi, I’m Chris.” He held a hand out to her, a gentle giant.

			“Detective Maura O’Halloran.” She held out her hand for him to shake, which he did carefully, looking down at their joined hands.

			After a brief, businesslike shake, she released him.

			Roland found himself smiling ever so slightly.

			“Chris, we just wanted to pick up a few pizzas to go. I’m bringing some back to the office.”

			Seeming slightly relieved to break eye contact with Maura, Chris looked at Roland and nodded. “Sure, Roland, no problem. Come in and have a seat. I’ll take your order and box everything up while you have a drink.”

			“Sounds good.” Roland clapped a hand on the man’s shoulder, discreetly slipping a hundred-dollar bill into the pocket of the man’s chef coat without him noticing. No one at the restaurant would accept payment from Roland or his business partners, since they had financed the business, but Roland knew that Chris had five children and a disabled uncle at home. The man deserved a little something for his work.

			He and Maura followed Chris into the restaurant, which was packed as usual. The small bistro tables were filled with locals and tourists, all jammed together and enjoying the pizza, whether they were having a simple pepperoni or one of the artisan pizzas that set the restaurant apart from others of its kind.



OEBPS/images/3.jpg





OEBPS/images/4.jpg






OEBPS/images/9781476795980.jpg
b

i .
# o

N"ThHe
MOMENT

THE BILLIONAIRE TRICKSTERS OF BOSTON







OEBPS/images/1.jpg







OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Lie in the
Morment

BILLIONAIRE TRICKSTERS OF BOSTON
BOOK THREE

Nicole Camden

POCKET STAR BOOKS
New York  London  Toronto  Sydney New Delhi







OEBPS/images/2.jpg






OEBPS/images/5.jpg







