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IT WAS EARLY evening and early summer, and my bay window was cracked
open above Berkeley Street. I had a half-eaten turkey sub on my desk and
the sports page from The Globe splayed out underneath. Dan Shaughnessy
proclaimed Mookie Betts to be overrated. I’m sure many said the same
thing about me. But I was pretty sure being overrated was better than being
underrated. A mistake few made twice.

I contemplated Mookie’s situation as I heard a knock on the anteroom
door.

“Second door on your left,” I said.

Mattie Sullivan entered my office.

“Still having trouble with the advertising firm?”

“Bad advertising to list their own address wrong.”

“Freakin’ morons,” Mattie said.

Like me, Mattie suffered few fools. And as my occasional secretary,
part-time assistant, and sleuthing apprentice, she didn’t take kindly to the
two-person agency that had rooms down the hall. Mattie leaned into the
doorframe. She’d grown into a tall girl with long limbs, long red hair, and a
heart-shaped Irish face full of freckles. When she smiled, she could light up
a room. But Mattie rarely smiled and wasn’t smiling now.

“You need anything else today?” she said.

“Nope.”

“I paid the rent, deposited the checks, and talked to the painters about
next week.”

“What happens next week?”

“They paint,” Mattie said. “This place hadn’t had a touch-up since
1982.”

“What do you know about 19827?”

“That’s the year my mother was born.”



“Ouch.”

“Yeah,” Mattie said. “Truth hurts, big guy.”

Mattie hung in the doorway, green eyes lingering on me as I turned the
page of the newspaper. I still bought a physical copy at the newsstand
around the corner. I was old-fashioned that way. In fact, Susan reminded me
I was old-fashioned in most ways, from my music to my movie choices. But
who doesn’t enjoy a little Django Reinhardt before their Thin Man triple
feature?

“Something on your mind?” I said.

“I don’t know.”

I looked up from where I’d spread out the newspaper and reached for my
coffee mug. Taking a sip, I realized it had grown cold. Mattie, having noted
my expression, walked forward, plucked the mug from my hand, and
dumped out the cold contents into the sink. She refilled the mug from the
Mr. Coffee atop my file cabinet, slid it before me, and took a seat in one of
my clients’ chairs.

“Sugar?”

“Nope.”

“So there’s this girl.”

“Okay.”

“She’s a friend, but not a great friend,” she said. “Just the younger sister
of a girl I know. She was a Gatey girl, too.”

“Gatey girl?”

“Gates of Heaven church in Southie,” Mattie said. “Christ. Keep up,
Spenser.”

I nodded and took a sip of coffee. Mattie demanded a keen mind and
reflexes firing on all cylinders.

“So this girl, her name is Chloe Turner by the way, not that it matters to
the story, but there you are,” Mattie said, leaning forward from the chair.
“Chloe comes to me because of the stuff I used to do in the neighborhood.
You know, running favors for friends. Asking questions to the right people.
Finding shit.”

“Sleuthing.”

“I call it finding shit out,” Mattie said. “But sure. Sleuthing. Chloe
wanted me to sleuth for her.”

“And what does she wish you to sleuth?”



“Chloe lost her backpack and her laptop at some fancy- schmancy club
off the Common,” she said. “And she wants it back.”

“Sounds simple,” I said. “Why does she need to enlist your services?”
“Because they wouldn’t let her back in,” Mattie said. “They threatened
to call the cops if she didn’t leave. And Chloe had everything on that laptop,

not to mention some personal shit in the bag.”

“Personal shit is hard to come by.”

“And so I went to the club and got the whole ‘fuck off’ thing from some
guy working the door,” Mattie said. “Not only did they say they’d never
heard of Chloe Turner, they told me that if I, or anyone connected to her,
came back, they’d call the cops. How do you like that?”

“Not at all,” I said. “What club?”

“Place called the Blackstone Club,” Mattie said. “Down toward
Chinatown in some crummy brick building. No sign. Just a big door and a
buzzer. What kind of freakin’ club doesn’t have a sign?”

“One that wishes to be elite and confidential,” I said, starting to stand.
“Shall we?”

“Sit down, Spenser,” Mattie said. “You know the rules. When you need
help, you ask. When I need help, T ask.”

“So what do you need?”

“Advice.”

“I am an open book of knowledge.”

Mattie nodded. I nodded. I took a sip of coffee. It tasted much better hot,
but I still missed the cream and sugar. Small steps.

“Here’s what happened,” Mattie said. “Chloe doesn’t want to cause any
trouble and, more than anything, doesn’t want to go to the cops. Her mother
would go bullshit if she knew what Chloe’d been up to.”

I leaned back from the desk. Outside, down on the street, I could hear the
whine of an industrial drill and planks of wood tossed against the pavement.
A car without a muffler passed and headed out of earshot. A symphony of
the Back Bay.

“Chloe knows a girl who knows a girl who promised her an easy five
hundred bucks.”

“To meet a man at the club?”

“And give him a massage,” Mattie said. “Chloe says she was promised
that was all there was to it.”

“Had she ever met him?”



“Nope.”

“Did she have any expertise as a massage therapist?”

“Christ, no,” Mattie said. “She’s just a kid.”

“How old?”

Mattie tossed her head to the side and leveled her eyes at me. “Fifteen.”

I felt the hair raise up my neck. My stomach turned a bit.

“I know,” Mattie said. “But part of what I promise is confidentiality.”

“This sounds like a felony.”

“Hold on,” Mattie said. “Only gets worse.”

I listened.

“Chloe says when she first got there, a woman met her at the club and
gave her an envelope stuffed with cash,” Mattie said. “The woman told her
the guy was some big-time executive hotshot. She didn’t need to speak
unless spoken to, had to wear this special outfit, pay attention to his feet.”

“His feet.”

“All creeps are into feet,” Mattie said. “Anyway, she goes in there, the
room all dim with scented candles and all that. And there’s the man, laying
on his back with a sheet covering the lower half of his body. Chloe says she
was so nervous her hands were shaking. She starts to rub the man’s feet like
she’d been told. The man makes some small talk with her. What’s your
name? What music do you like? Do you have a boyfriend? All that kind of
stuff. She said he was nice. And not bad-looking for an old dude. She said
he was polite until things got weird.”

“Massaging a grown man’s feet is the definition of weird.”

“Chloe said she thought the whole thing was legit until at one point the
man raised up, threw off the sheet, and started going to town on himself.”

I felt my face flush. I wasn’t comfortable talking about such matters with
Mattie. I remembered when she was fourteen, coming to see me with a
collection of crumpled bills in the hope of finding her mother’s killer. She
was tough as old boots but would always be a lost little girl to me.

“Chloe said she just froze up,” Mattie said. “She couldn’t scream. She
couldn’t talk. She couldn’t move. She just stood there as the man got
finished with his business.”

“Ick,” I said.

“Yep,” Mattie said. “That’s when she bolted from the room and the club
and left her clothes, her laptop inside that backpack. She doesn’t want any
trouble. She doesn’t want to see that man again. All she wants is her stuff.”



“Okay,” I said. “Let me help.”

“Advice,” Mattie said. “I only want advice.”

“I’d much rather assist.”

“Maybe I shouldn’t have told you.”

“You made the right move.”

“You want to beat the hell out of this guy,” she said. “Don’t you?”

“Chloe should file a complaint with the police.”

“She can’t.”

“Why?”

“Because she took the money,” Mattie said. “Don’t you see?”

“That doesn’t make what happened right.”

“What would you do?”

I leaned back in my office chair and kicked my Nikes up onto the side of
the desk. I began to mentally run through the collection of creeps I’ve
known over the years. My go-to action would have been physical or public
humiliation. Perhaps tacking his manhood to the tallest tree in the Common.

“Does Chloe know this man’s name?”

“No.”

“Does she know anything about him?”

“Nothing,” she said. “I already asked.”

“If it were me, I’d go back to this club and tell them they can either turn
over the backpack or else you’ll tell your story on Channel 7. Say you have
Hank Phillippi Ryan on speed dial.”

“But I don’t.”

“But I do,” I said.

“And she’d show up with cameras?”

“In a heartbeat.”

“Okay,” Mattie said.

“I want you to have Chloe talk to someone in sex crimes,” I said. “I’1l
call Quirk and arrange it.”

“She won’t,” Mattie said. “But I'll try.”

Mattie let herself out, the anteroom door closing with a light click. I
reached for my coffee and turned to stare out the window. I spent a lot of
time staring out windows. Perhaps if I stared long enough, a sign would
appear somewhere in the clouds. I peered into the sky, but there were no
clouds today. So many creeps. So little time.



I turned back to my desk. Besides the sub and the newspaper, it was
bare. I hadn’t had a decent case since returning from Los Angeles earlier
that year. Maybe it might be time for me to dig into my 401k, if only I had a
401k.

I picked up the phone and dialed Quirk.

“That sounds like one sick fuck,” Quirk said.

“Kid’s fifteen.”

“Jesus Christ,” Quirk said. “I got two granddaughters that age. What’s
the vic’s name again?”

“I’ll need to clear it with Mattie.”

“Mattie Sullivan?” Quirk said. “She’s a kid, too.”

“Not anymore,” I said. “She’s twenty-two.”

“She still wants to be like you?”

“Yep.”

“God help her.”



“THAT’S SEXUAL BATTERY,” Susan said.

“Along with a multitude of other charges.”

“Did he touch her?”

“Mattie says he didn’t,” I said.

“But he exposed himself?”

“Yes,” I said. “Seeking solo gratification.”

“Ick,” Susan said.

“My sentiments exactly.”

Inside my Navy Yard apartment, I continued to spoon the calamari salad
I’d just picked up from Red’s onto an antique china plate. A collection of
scallops as large as fists waited nearby in a mix of white wine and lemon
juice. I’d premade a mixed green salad with fresh tomatoes and local
peppers from the Public Market. A bottle of sauvignon blanc had been
opened and sat chilled in an ice bucket for Susan. I nursed a Johnnie Walker
Blue in a tall glass with lots of ice.

“But Mattie doesn’t want her friend Chloe to talk to the cops?”

“Mattie agrees she should talk to the cops,” I said. “First the laptop. And
then the creep.”

“And one does not change Mattie Sullivan’s mind.”

“One does not,” I said. “Would you like more wine?”

“I’ve barely started this glass.”

Outside the floor-to-ceiling plate-glass window, the sun painted the
shipyard, the Zakim Bridge, and downtown Boston in a lovely gold glow.
The ship masts ticktocked in a slight summer wind. I refilled my glass with
more ice and more Johnnie Walker. Ellington at Newport spun on the
turntable.

As I shifted to a second plate, I dropped some squid onto the hardwood
floor. A gangly creature with tall legs and droopy brown ears rushed into



the kitchen to assist with the mess. The creature lapped up the squid and
turned its brown eyes up to me for more, head tilted in a cheap ploy for
sympathy.

I tossed down a bit more.

“You’re training her to know you’re a sucker,” Susan said.

“Pearl has always known my weakness.”

“And you still believe this Pearl and our Pearl are one and the same?”

I nodded, pouring out some olive oil into a hot copper skillet.

“Makes as much sense as anything,” Susan said.

“True.”

“And this system of yours, knowing when she’ll be born and where to
find her, is secret.”

“Known only to me and Hawk.”

“And what does Hawk think?”

“Hawk believes all white people are crazy.”

“Hawk may have a point.”

Puppy Pearl scampered away, only to return a moment later with a rope
toy larger than she is, and dropped it at Susan’s feet. Susan picked it up and
tossed it across my apartment. The apartment was four times the size of my
old place on Marlborough, and it took some time for Puppy Pearl to return.
Old Pearl had passed away back in March, and the weeks after had in many
ways been unbearable. Losing Pearl Two had been even tougher than losing
the first.

“How about I just call her Puppy for now?” Susan said.

“Not ready for her to assume the throne yet?”

“Not yet,” she said. “Give me time.”

I sipped my scotch. Duke debated a tulip, a turnip, rosebud, rhubarb,
fillet, or plain beef stew. The warm light across the hardwood floors and
brick walls made for a pleasant early evening. I picked up the scallops and
set them into a hot pan. The sizzling sound only added to the pleasantness.

“Do you know anything more about this man?”

“Mattie told me her client said he was middle-aged, handsome, and
supposedly fabulously wealthy.”

“No name?”

“No name.”

“Did Mattie call this girl her client?”



“Not that exact word,” I said. “But she believes the young woman is her
client.”

“Does that worry you?”

“Why would it worry me?”

“The life you lead is very interesting and very satisfying for you,” Susan
said. “But it doesn’t come easy or without many risks and sacrifices.”

“But if I hadn’t been in this line of work, how else would’ve I met a hot
Jewish shrink with incredible sexual appetites?”

“Right now, my appetites are focused on those scallops.”

“But later?”

“Dessert,” she said. “What do you have for dessert?”

“Where is Susan Silverman, and what have you done with her?”

Susan stared at me with a devilish little grin. I felt my heart swell in my
chest and a smile creep onto my lips.

“You will help Mattie,” Susan said.

“Of course.”

“Even if she doesn’t want help.”

“Do you really have any doubts?”

I flipped the scallops, the edges turning a lovely brown color in the
butter and olive oil. We were nearly ready to sit down. Pearl rambled up to
my feet and looked up panting, long tongue lolling out of her little mouth as
all Pearls had done before.

“Family trait,” I said.

“I wonder if she’ll be able to stalk squirrels in the Public Garden,” she
said. “Maybe track a lone french fry or candy wrapper.”

“Of course,” I said, reaching down to rub her long, droopy ears. “She
was born to it.”



TWO DAYS LATER, Mattie called.

I’d just finished working out at the Harbor Health Club, taken a steam
and a shower, and had emerged onto Atlantic Avenue as fresh as a dozen
daisies. The cell phone rang in my pocket as I opened the door to my well-
worn Land Cruiser.

“I think I’'m being followed,” Mattie said.

“Where are you?”

“The Common,” Mattie said. “Walking toward the office.”

“How many?”

“Two,” she said. “Late twenties. Early thirties. White dudes. One’s got
on a Pats cap, and the other is bald.”

“Shouldn’t the bald guy be wearing a cap?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “I’'ll ask ’em when they get closer.”

“Have they threatened you?”

“They got out of a car over on Tremont and followed me over to the
Frog Pond.”

“Where are you now?”

“About to cross Charles and into the Public Garden.”

“I’ll be waiting at the George Washington statue,” I said. “Ten minutes.
Mingle with the crowd.”

“I’m not scared,” Mattie said. “Take your time.”

“You think these guys are connected to your sleuthing?”

“I think these two fucknuts wanted to harass me after I left the
Blackstone Club.”

“Did you get the backpack?”

“Nope,” she said. “Didn’t get past the first room. A guy with a gun and a
blue blazer escorted me onto the street. And then I noticed these two creeps
when I passed the T station.”



I drove as fast as the traffic allowed over to Park Street and then hugged
the Common along Beacon, the copper dome of the State House shining
with its usual early-morning luster. I parked in a loading zone by the Bull &
Finch and walked across the street and into the Public Garden.

I waited in the shadow of George Washington, watching the crowds
swell into a river over the Lagoon Bridge. Soon I caught sight of Mattie
walking in my direction with great purpose. She had on her satin Sox
pitcher jacket over a T-shirt with jeans and sneakers. Her long red hair was
flying loose behind her as she spotted me.

I stood there, more still than Washington, wearing my Braves cap and
Ray-Bans. I looked beyond Mattie, watching two men jostling through the
crowd, half walking, half jogging, and coming up behind her. One had on a
white cap with what looked to be a Pats symbol. I couldn’t really tell at this
distance. But the other’s head was bald and shone brighter than the State
House dome.

Mattie continued to walk toward me, milling in with the crowd, taking
pictures of the bridge, the swimming ducks, and tulips poking up from the
manicured grounds. When she got within five yards, I motioned toward
Arlington Street with my head. She winked back and continued in the same
steady gait.

The men weren’t far behind, walking past me, and the one in the hat
elbowed the bald guy as Mattie exited through the iron gates. I turned and
began to follow.

By the time I got to Arlington, Mattie was already across the street at the
Old Ritz and then moving toward Marlborough where I used to live.
Unfortunately, some years ago, an arsonist had decided to burn me out of
my building, gutting the place and much of the two buildings on each side.

It was an unusually cool morning for June, and I wished I’d grabbed my
windbreaker from my car. I watched as Mattie turned down Marlborough,
Mutt and Jeff trailing, picking up the pace out of the Garden, not seeming to
care if they were spotted.

My .38 dug into my hip as I began a slow jog.

As I turned the corner, the men had stopped Mattie in front of my old
building. Her back pressed against the wrought-iron fence.

“How about you two go fuck yourselves,” Mattie said.

“What language,” I said. “If I were wearing pearls, I’d be clutching
them.”



“Get lost, old man,” said the guy in the Pats cap.

I snatched the Pats cap off his head and tossed it into the middle of
Marlborough Street. A speeding car soon appeared, smashing the hat into a
pancake.

“Asshole,” the bald guy said. He shoved Mattie’s shoulder and turned his
attention to me. “This ain’t none of your goddamn business.”

“Double negative?” I said. “And you two coming from the Blackstone
Club?”

The men exchanged glances, for the first time registering the distinctive
height and size advantage I had on both of them.

“Amateurs,” Mattie said. “Fucking amateurs.”

They were both white, pale, and pockmarked. The Pats fan had narrow
black eyes, big floppy ears, and a little scruff of a goatee. His pal had a
sloped face, like a shovel, with wide-set eyes and the thinnest trace of a
beard. They smelled like cigarettes and BO.

“Listen, Shaggy,” I said. “I’ll give you two Scooby Snacks if you guys
tell me why you’re following this young lady.”

“None of your fucking business,” he said. “Now get lost if you don’t
want to go and get yourself shot.”

The man opened his jacket to show an automatic tucked into his jeans. I
reached out, snatched the gun, and slapped the man across the face.

“What the hell?” he said.

I looked to his buddy. “You have a gun, too?”

“No,” he said, backing away. “I don’t.”

I slipped the gun into my right front pocket, opened the bald guy’s
jacket, and patted him down. He was telling the truth. Mattie eyed both of
them and shook her head. “Christ,” she said. “What a shitshow.”

“Who sent you?” I said.

“Guy from the club,” Shaggy said.

“Why?”

“They wanted to scare the girl,” Baldy said.

I looked to Mattie. “You scared?”

“Fucking frightened,” Mattie said. “My knees won’t quit knocking.”

“You work at the club?” I said.

They shook their heads.

“Know anything about a man who likes to get massages from kids?”

“No,” the bald guy said. “That’s sick.”



“Tis.”

“Why’d they want you to scare this young lady?”

They both shrugged, looking convincingly stupid and ignorant of the
situation.

“My brother knows Luther who works the door for that place,” Baldy
said. “Sometimes they get trouble with someone getting drunk and smart.
People pound on that door, piss all over that back alley. You know. We
rough ’em up and get paid. That’s it. That’s all. I don’t know jack about this
girl. Okay? Can we go? Can I please have my gun back?”

“Don’t tell the club what happened here.”

Both men shook their heads.

“Tell them you chased this girl through the Public Garden and lost her.”

They nodded. I pulled out the man’s gun, a cheap little .32-cal, and
ejected the magazine. I thumbed out the bullets and handed it back.

“We don’t want no trouble,” Shaggy said.

“Follow this girl again . . .” I said.

“And I'll kick your fucking teeth in,” Mattie said.

The bald guy started to answer. But I pursed my mouth and shook my
head. He shut up and turned back toward Arlington. We watched the two
men go and disappear around the corner.

“Morons,” Mattie said again, shaking her head. “You really think they’ll
keep quiet?”

“Nope.”

“How are we gonna get that backpack?”

“Let me make some calls,” I said. “And perhaps change my clothes.”

“You going back there?”

I shrugged. “Okay by you, boss?”

Mattie thought about it for a moment. She then nodded back and said,
“Sure. Okay. But don’t expect a big cut of the reward.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it.”
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“MR. SPENSER, WE are delighted to have you at the Blackstone Club,” T. W.
Shaw said, sweeping his hand into a wood-paneled lounge the size of an
airplane hangar with lots of dark brown leather furniture and floor-to-
ceiling shelves stuffed with old books. “You were highly recommended by
two of our top members.”

“I got a smoking jacket for Christmas,” I said. “And no place to wear it.”

A thin smile crossed his lips “Well, we do have a large smoking room
with a walk-in humidor. Two saunas, a dining room, and an exercise
facility.”

“And the club is men only?”

“But of course.”

“No women at all?”

“Except for staff,” he said. “We are quite old-fashioned in our
membership.”

“Mother will be so pleased,” I said.

Shaw looked perplexed for a moment before placing his right hand
against an onyx side table that looked as if it might weigh as much as a
mastodon. He was a smallish round guy with slick black hair and a thin
mustache. The hair and mustache were as dark as shoe polish. His suit was
navy single-breasted with a baby-blue bow tie. Few men could carry off a
bow tie. Shaw wasn’t one of them.

“And what is the annual membership?” I said.

He told me.

I let out a low whistle.

Shaw gave me a look as if whistling was unseemly. He then smiled at me
for a moment. If he tried any harder to put a twinkle into his eye, the bow
tie might start to unravel.

“Would you like to sit down?” he said. “Perhaps have an early cocktail?”



“I always like a cocktail,” I said. “But perhaps you’re the one who
should sit down.”

“Excuse me?”

“Sit down, T.W.,” I said. “I want to talk to you about two lackeys you
sent to pester a young woman who stopped by earlier today.”

His face and the tips of his ears turned a variety of different colors. He
licked his lips and pulled the hankie out from his breast pocket.

“Please don’t tell me you’re getting the vapors,” I said.

“Who are you?”

“Two of your top members already told you.”

“But you don’t wish to join the club.”

I shook my head. T.W. sat, forearms across his fat little thighs and hands
clasped together. He looked like a child who had just been caught placing
thumbtacks on his teacher’s chair.

“Last week, a young woman came here under the auspices of giving a
man a massage,” I said. “She was paid five hundred dollars. But while she
was massaging the man’s feet, he stood up and performed a string rendition
of ‘Camp Town Ladies’ on himself.”

“Not here,” he said. “Not at the Blackstone Club. This is an elite club,
sir. For more than a century, this club has offered refuge to Boston’s finest
gentlemen.”

“How long has the club existed?”

“Since 1883.”

“Perhaps some men of lesser character have oozed through the cracks.”

Shaw looked up, smoothing down his slick little mustache with his
thumb and forefinger. “Are you asking me for money?” he said. “Would
that make you go away?”

“Nope,” I said. “I’'m asking you for the girl’s belongings and the name of
the man who brought her here.”

“Our membership is closely guarded and highly confidential.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

“I will make inquiries into this allegation.”

“It’s not an allegation,” I said. “You already know that. Something very
bad and very icky happened here. And you’re the one cleaning up the
mess.”

Shaw again wet his lips. His eyes wandered above my shoulder as a
young black man in a waiter’s uniform entered and asked what we would be



drinking today. Shaw let out a long breath and flailed his hand for the waiter
to go away.

“Mr. Shaw would like a double bourbon,” I said. “No chaser.”

“And you, sir?”

I shook my head, and he went away, silently, from the library. Shaw
lifted his eyes toward me and swallowed. “Anyone who would bring a child
here under those circumstances would have their membership immediately
revoked.”

“Of course, TW.”

Shaw swallowed, and we waited in silence. I gave a reassuring smile to
T.W. He did not smile back.

The waiter returned with a short whiskey on a silver tray. It was served
neat, a cocktail napkin under the crystal glass. As T.W. reached for it, I
noted a slight tremble in his hand.

“The backpack contained a computer,” I said. “And the girl’s personal
belongings.”

“I will get to the bottom of it, Mr. Spenser,” he said. “You have my
word.”

“Immediately.”

He sipped at the whiskey, holding it in his hand as he tried to steady his
breathing and compose his thoughts.

“I understand this man had a woman set up this massage,” I said.

“We have no women here,” he said. “Except for serving staff. That’s
against the rules.”

“And what about letting in fifteen-year-old girls to massage men’s feet?”

“Well, um.”

“Happy to hear it.” I stood up. I looked around the library at all the
books, the framed oil portraits of past elite members. Many ascots and
mustaches. The air smelled of tobacco, leather, and money.

“I expect to hear from you bright and early.”

“Excuse me?”

“You have until ten a.m. tomorrow,” I said. “And then we will alert the
local media.”

I laid down my business card. Simple and elegant on heavy stock with
only my name, profession, address, and phone number. No need to show
him the one with the skull and crossbones.

I would never be that gauche. Not at the Blackstone Club.



“Surely you don’t think I can conduct an internal investigation in a day?”
he said, looking down at his gold watch.

“I look forward to hearing from you.”

Shaw lifted the drink and took another long sip.



“THERE’S A FASTER way through this shit,” Hawk said.

“Do tell.”

“We snatch up that man who chased Mattie off and toss him into the
trunk,” Hawk said. “What’s his name again?”

“T.W.,” I said. “T. W. Shaw.”

“We take T.W. for a little joyride,” Hawk said. “When we get back, I
guarantee we get the laptop and the sicko who wanted his toes sucked.”

“It was a foot massage,” I said. “Let’s not take it too far.”

It was early at the Harbor Health Club, the waterfront and harbor
covered in darkness and shadows. Rain fell over the moored cabin cruisers
and sailboats, the ferry running from the Boston Harbor Hotel to the airport.
Hawk shook his head and started back into the heavy bag. He worked out a
quick delivery of body blows and head shots that sent the bag jumping up
into the air and jangling from the chains.

Two young women in black yoga pants and tight white tops with
spaghetti straps over shapely shoulders stopped to watch Hawk. Hawk
added a bit of flair to the round, and they stayed until he’d finished. He
wore a white sweatshirt with the sleeves cut off, his upper arms larger than
most grown men’s legs.

“Some sick puppies out there,” Hawk said, wiping down his bald head.

“We’ve met many of them.”

“Man need to be taught a lesson,” Hawk said. “You don’t mess with
kids.”

“Agreed.”

“But Mattie won’t let you?” Hawk said.

“Mattie says I’'m there only to assist,” I said. “And told me not to fuck it

»

up.
“Damn,” Hawk said. “Now she knows how I feel.”



“But if the club doesn’t deliver the goods,” I said. “I’ll do as I say.”

“You always deliver, babe,” Hawk said. He held out his mitt, and I met
him with mine. “Many black folks members at the Blackstone Club?”

“Besides the help?” I said.

“Boston,” Hawk said.

We headed out of the boxing room Henry kept for us, the last sliver of
the old gym he used to operate before going upscale. I walked over to an
incline bench and added a couple plates to warm up. I cranked out a fast
five and Hawk followed and then we began to slowly increase the weight
on the next four sets. By the last set, we’d topped three-fifty.

“Not bad for a couple of old dudes,” Hawk said.

“Speak for yourself,” I said. “We’re not in the AARP yet.”

“I don’t get older,” Hawk said. “I youthen.”

“You and Merlin,” I said. I began to hum the first few chords of Camelot.

We continued over to the lat pulldown machine, and I watched as Hawk
ran the key down to the lowest plate. He slid beneath the bar and cranked
out twelve reps, slow and easy, holding the weight against his neck each
time for a long count of three. He had complete control and mastery of the
equipment. No wasted movement.

Henry Cimoli wandered out from his office, watched us train for a
moment, and then shook his head in disappointment.

“That all you got to say, Henry?” Hawk said.

Henry tossed his hand up over his shoulder and walked back to his
office.

“He loves us,” I said.

“’Course he do.”

I nodded and used my teeth to start unwrapping the tape from my
knuckles. The front of my gray T-shirt was soaked.

“How’s Pearl?” Hawk said.

“Susan will only call her Puppy.”

“She’ll come around.”

“I’m still working on the house-training,” I said. “She’s pretty much only
at my place. Susan claims the sounds of a yipping puppy might distract her
patients.”

“That and puppies leave little presents around your house.”

“Lots of presents,” I said. “We’re working on crate training. And her sit
and stay commands.”



“I like that little dog.”

“She fell asleep on your lap the whole drive back from New York.”

“How you feel if this Pearl prefers me to you?”

“Never will happen.”

“Don’t be so sure,” Hawk said.

We walked back to the locker room to shower and dress. I was headed to
the office. Hawk was off to wherever Hawk goes.

Outside, he’d parked his silver Jaguar beside my Land Cruiser. Before he
drove off, he looked at me from over the car. The rain beading down off his
slick bald head.

“Man needs to be taught lesson,” he said.

“Won’t exactly be a paying gig.”

“This is for Mattie?” he said. “Right?”

I nodded.

“Then whatever she decides, count me in.”



AT FIVE MINUTES until ten, just as I finished Arlo & Janis, Mattie opened my
office door and held it wide. A man in a black suit with a red tie entered the
room. He was a smaller, fit-looking guy with lots of black hair, a prominent
nose, and a toothy grin. He looked to me, stuck out his hand, and said, “You
must be Spense.”

He had the face and manner of someone selling jewelry on late-night
television. I disliked him immediately.

I closed the pages of my morning paper, folded my arms, and leaned
back in my office chair. The rain fell pleasantly outside, making tapping
sounds against my bay window. The man had a small black backpack slung
across his shoulder. When I didn’t respond, he retracted his hand, set the
backpack on the floor, and took a seat without being asked.

“My name is Greebel.”

“You look like a Greebel,” I said.

“What does that mean?”

“Do you have an appointment, Mr. Greebel?”

“I’m in the employ of a certain party who’s asked me to deliver a
particular item.”

“Sorry,” I said. “Could you be any more circumspect?”

He motioned to the backpack. Mattie leaned against the doorframe.

“There you go,” he said. “And there is an envelope inside to make up for
a truly unfortunate misunderstanding.”

“There was no misunderstanding,” Mattie said. “A man whipped it out in
front of a freakin’ kid.”

Greebel continue to smile. His teeth were so big and white that I
wondered if they were capped. So I asked.

“No,” Greebel said, the smile fading and his lips covering the chompers.
“They’re my own teeth.”



“You must be the rock star at the dentist’s office,” I said.

Mattie pushed herself off the doorframe and walked toward my desk.
She took a seat at the edge.

“A most generous gift,” Greebel said. “Along with the return of the lost
item.”

“The backpack wasn’t lost,” Mattie said. “My client ran off. She was
scared shitless.”

“I don’t know anything about that,” he said. “But I hope this will all
remain confidential. If you have any further questions, please contact my
law firm.”

“Were you sent by the Blackstone Club?” I said.

He shook his head.

“T. W. Shaw?”

He shook his head again.

“Jimmy Hoffa?” I said.

Mattie shook her head. “This guy wouldn’t say shit if his mouth was full
of it.”

Greebel started to grin again, wearing a bemused expression while
standing up. “Are we through here?”

“Perhaps your client, whoever that might be, might have started off by
returning the bag to its rightful owner rather than playing a game of keep-
away,” I said.

“I apologize if there was any misunderstanding.”

“The Blackstone Club, of which your client is a member, sent two men
to follow my assistant here,” I said. “One of whom was carrying a gun.”

“I have no knowledge of that.”

“No big deal,” Mattie said. “They were fucking idiots.”

“Amateurs,” I said.

“I really have no idea what you’re talking about,” Greebel said.

“So your client isn’t the Blackstone Club or T. W. Shaw?”

“Or the fucking Easter Bunny,” Mattie said.

“My client will remain nameless,” Greebel said, turning on a heel. “And
I hope your client is pleased by the generous gift.”

“And what if they’re not?” Mattie said.

Greebel smiled even bigger. You could play “Sweet Rosie O’Grady” on
those teeth. The lawyer held out his hands, showing his palms, and nodded
at the backpack before leaving the room.



He left the door open, and we soon heard the hallway door open and
close.

“What a freakin’ douche,” Mattie said.

“But a conscientious flosser.”

Mattie scooted off the desk and reached for the bag. She unzipped it,
removed the laptop and what looked like a small makeup bag. She
continued to pull out notepads and packs of pens until she found the
envelope. It was white and sealed and looked to be bulging at the seams.
Mattie slit it with a fingernail and began to shuffle through a wad of cash.

“How much?” I said.

“Thousand bucks.”

“Are you satisfied with the offer?” I said.

Mattie held my gaze. And then slowly shook her head.

“Nope,” she said. “No fucking way.”



LATER THAT AFTERNOON, Mattie and I met Chloe Turner at Joe Moakley Park
on a green park bench overlooking Carson Beach. The rain had stopped and
the sun returned, but most of the park and beach remained empty. Puppy
Pearl romped and played across the wet grass while I sat down on a
concrete retaining wall.

Pearl had taken to Chloe immediately, lapping her face with a thousand
kisses, causing her to relax her shoulders and take in deep breaths.

“Thank you,” Chloe said, sifting through her backpack. “But I don’t
want the money. I don’t want to have anything to do with that man. I agreed
to five hundred to show up. But this makes me feel dirty. I don’t like it.”

“Who told you about meeting this guy?” Mattie said. “About making
money from massages?”

“This girl at school,” Chloe said. “Can we not talk about it? I’ll split the
five hundred with you like I promised. But I don’t want any more trouble. If
my mom found out. Christ. She’d kick me out of the house.”

I smiled at Chloe. She was a cute girl who looked much younger than
fifteen. She was as gangly as Pearl, with a chubby little girl’s face. Lots of
baby fat and wide-set innocent eyes under blond bangs and shoulder-length
hair. She had on khaki shorts and a blue-and-white boatneck shirt like
French sailors used to wear.

“What this man did was a crime,” I said. “He should be arrested and go
to jail.”

“Taking the T to the Common to go to some fancy men’s club,” Chloe
said, shaking her head. “What the hell was I thinking? I got what I
deserved. He probably thought I was a whore.”

“Don’t talk like that,” I said. “That’s what he wants you to feel like.
People like that feed on power and making others feel weak and useless.”

“Can’t we just let it go?” Chloe said. “Please.”



Pearl had taken to running figure-eight patterns, bits of clipped grass
across her brown flank. She seemed possessed of a demon or an adrenaline
shot, looping and looping until she ran back to us and flopped on her back.
Her small pink tongue lolled from her mouth. Pearl made Chloe smile as
she wiped her eyes with the back of her hand.

“I don’t want to quit,” Mattie said. “I’m not good at it. Who’s the girl?”

“Come on, Mattie.”

“If you don’t speak up,” Mattie said, “he’s gonna do it again to someone
else. Some other kid. Only this time, that girl might not get away.”

Chloe looked to me. I nodded.

“I can’t pay you,” Chloe said.

“What if we take this man’s money as a down payment,” Mattie said,
sounding much more entrepreneurial than me. I wouldn’t have asked for the
money. But I wasn’t Mattie. And this wasn’t my case.

Chloe shrugged and reached down and pulled Pearl up into her arms.
Pearl lapped at her face, kissing her nose and cheek. The tear stains
disappeared instantly.

She looked to me. And then back to Mattie. She let out a long breath.

“Debbie Delgado.”

Mattie nodded.

“You know her?” Chloe said.

“I know Sandy Delgado,” Mattie said. “She was in my class.”

“Debbie is Sandy’s little sister,” Chloe said. “She’s a senior. I don’t know
her, really. She came up to me at a basketball game and said I was cute.
Wondered if I thought about being a model.”

“And how’d that get to a massage?” I said.

“She said this woman she knows is tied in with big people in New
York,” Chloe said. “Said this woman discovered some top models from
Boston. And that she’s always on the lookout for fresh faces.”

“This was the woman you met?”

“Yeah,” Chloe said. “Debbie said this woman wanted me to start
networking. She didn’t say, but I figured this was the guy who ran the
agency or had something to do in that business.”

“Foot Fetish Weekly?” 1 said.

Mattie shot me a very Mattie look. I remained quiet. Pearl looked
content, lying on her back like an infant, in Chloe’s arms. She looked at me
with sad brown eyes, letting me know her heart still belonged to me.



“What’s her name?” Chloe said.

“Pearl.”

“You just get her?”

“I’ve had her since I was a kid,” I said.

Chloe looked to Mattie. Mattie shrugged.

“Don’t ask,” Mattie said.

Chloe set Pearl back onto the sidewalk, and the adrenaline shot kicked in
again, Pearl running figure eights until she plopped down again with
exhaustion. Her rib cage rising and falling with exertion.

“Does Debbie know what happened?” Mattie said.

“Yes,” Chloe said, biting her lower lip. “She called me right after and
said I’d embarrassed her. She said I screwed up.”

“Wow,” I said.

“Did she know about the backpack?” Mattie said.

“No.”

“Did you tell her about what the man did?”

“No.”

I crossed my legs at the ankles and leaned forward in a half-hearted
stretch. Hawk and I had performed many walking lunges that morning, and
it felt good to hang there for a moment.

“Can you ask her to meet you?” Mattie said.

“No.”

“Can you ask her to meet us?” I said.

“I don’t want to get in trouble,” she said. “I just want all this to go away.
When I think about that man and what he was doing, I want to throw up. I
got a boyfriend. I didn’t even tell him. He’d probably think I was a whore,
too.”

“Please don’t say that,” I said.

Chloe nodded.

“Can you tell Debbie you know another girl who’s interested?” Mattie
said.

I looked to Mattie and shook my head. Mattie, being Mattie, ignored me.
I reached for Pearl and slipped the harness around her skinny brown body.
She rewarded me with more kisses and a healthy dose of puppy breath.

“I know she’s got a summer job at an ice-cream shop at the bottom of
Pru Center. That’s where we first talked about giving massages and how



much it would pay. I tried to get on at the food court but they weren’t
hiring.”

“Tell her you’re sorry you got nervous, but you have a friend who’s
ready to make some fast money,” Mattie said. “And tell her I’m seventeen.’

“I don’t know, Mattie,” Chloe said. “What if she recognizes you?”

“It won’t matter,” Mattie said.

Chloe placed her hands on her hips and stared out onto the beach, where
some kids had started a pickup game of volleyball. They laughed and
played, someone setting up a large speaker beside some beach towels.
Endless summer.

“Okay,” Chloe said, nodding. “But watch yourself, Mattie Sullivan.
Something about this man. I don’t know. He was friendly at first. But
something in him changed. He had a look, watching me as he took the
towel off. I don’t know. It was weird. Like an animal. It looked as if he
wanted to hurt me. Hurt me real bad.”

“No one’s hurting you,” I said. “Ever.”

Chloe looked to me and then back to Mattie. “This guy really do all
those things you said?”

“Leaping tall buildings in a single bound?” I said. “Outracing
locomotives?”

Mattie shrugged. “Yep,” she said. “I don’t want to say too much. It
always goes to his head.”

b
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TWO DAYS LATER, | knocked off work and walked around the corner to join
Wayne Cosgrove for a quick drink at Davio’s. Wayne was late as usual, so |
started early with a tall Allagash White. I’d yet to break the foamy head
when Mattie sauntered in and took a seat beside me at the bar.

“Startin’ a little early,” she said.

I eyed the beer, then looked over to Mattie. “Thank God,” I said. “You
caught me just in time. I was about to chug this entire pint.”

“You could at least wait until five. Or until you got home to let Pearl
out.”

“Pearl’s with Susan,” I said. “I’m on my own tonight.”

“Good,” she said. “We need to talk.”

“I’m present in both mind and spirit.”

“Busy?”

“As a beaver.”

“You don’t look busy.”

I took a long sip of cold beer. “I spent half the day checking out our new
pal, Greebel,” I said.

“And?”

“He’s a creep, t00.”

“And?”

“And I found no mention of a specialty in working with foot-massage
enthusiasts.”

“What about the other half of your day?”

I shrugged. “Background work on some cops for a defense case for Rita
Fiore.”

“Checking out the cops?”

“Some cops,” I said, “are like Belson and Quirk.”

“And others.”



“Others,” I said, “not so much.”

“I think that Rita Fiore has the hots for you.”

“Shocking,” I said, doing a subtle Sean Connery. “Positively shocking.”

I drained a little bit more of the beer, the foamy head soon gone. Little
bubbles rose up and broke the surface as the bartender placed a bowl of
mixed nuts on the bar. I decided I might never leave.

“I found Debbie Delgado,” she said. “I waited all day until she came on
at that ice-cream shop at Pru Center. I went up, ordered a strawberry cone,
and basically shot the shit with her until some customers came up. I told her
when she got a break, I wanted to talk with her about maybe hooking me up
with her rich friends.”

It was early evening at Davio’s, and much of the dining room was empty.
The large U-shaped bar had just started to fill up with the office crowd. Lots
of men in loose ties speaking with women in sleeveless silk tops. I liked
being among the office crowd after work. Their exasperated faces made me
recall why I did what I did.

The bartender returned. Mattie ordered a Coke without ice. The
bartender left, and I nodded at her excellent selection.

Mattie picked up a cocktail napkin and began to play with the edges. She
had on jeans and her Sox windbreaker, hair pulled into a ponytail and her
face scrubbed of any makeup. She looked as wholesome as Rebecca of
Sunnybrook Farm.

The bartender set down the Coke and walked away.

“I waited around for like an hour, and finally Debbie comes out and sits
with me in the food court,” Mattie said. “I tell her that I’ve heard that she’s
got some kind of connection with a rich guy who likes to get his feet
rubbed. Actually, I didn’t say feet. I just said some rich guy that likes
massages. And Debbie stopped me right there. She said [ wasn’t exactly the
type. And I said, “What do you mean?’ And she says, ‘You’re way too
old.””

“You are ancient.”

“I asked her how young are we talking,” Mattie said. “And Debbie says,
‘the younger the better.” Can you believe that crap? The younger the better?
I didn’t know what to say and just blurted out that that was pretty sick. And
Debbie was like it was no big deal. She says the man just liked fifteen-,
sixteen-year-olds.”

“Yikes.”



“Debbie said if I knew some girls who might be interested to let her
know,” Mattie said. “She says she got two hundred bucks with each new
girl. And if I brought some good ones to her, we could split the money.”

“Did she know what had happened to Chloe?” I said.

“If she did, she didn’t mention it,” Mattie said. “I asked her if she didn’t
think the whole thing was pervy. She said the guy was super-rich, like crazy
rich, and real stressed out. She said young girls made him feel like a kid
again. It relaxed him. Like a sleepover or something. It was all real clean.
Pillow fights and gossip and all that. Debbie says she did it once or twice
and that it was no biggie.”

“Did you find out his name?”

“I asked,” Mattie said. “But she wouldn’t tell me. I told her that he
sounded like a fucking child molester. I said that if you’re over eighteen,
that’s your own business. But kids, little girls, got no reason to be around
some weird old man.”

“And how did she reply?”

“She said I needed to grow the fuck up,” Mattie said. “That the world
wasn’t all sunshine and rainbows. She said a man like this could change
your life. He knew people. Powerful rich people that could make shit
happen with the snap of their fingers.”

“Ah,” I said. “The rich are different.”

I’d been studying the menu, contemplating a lobster roll with fries. If I
didn’t eat now, I’d have to stop by the Public Market on the way home. But
if I did eat now, I’d be fully sustained for the evening. That way I could
focus more on sipping Johnnie Walker on ice while I watched The
Magnificent Seven on TCM. I’d seen the movie a hundred times and looked
forward to a hundred more.

“That’s okay,” I said. “There are other ways to find this guy.”

“Would you hold on one second?” Mattie said. “Christ. Let me finish.”

I turned toward her on the barstool. “Do I sense dogged determination?”

“Duh,” Mattie said. “I said screw it, took the T back to Southie, and
found her sister, Sandy. I should’ve just gone to Sandy first. We go way
back. To Gates of Heaven. To middle and high school. Both Sandy’s
younger sisters are fuckups. Sandy’s been going to Bunker Hill when she’s
not working. Studying to be a nurse. Got a good head on her shoulders.”

“Did she know about Debbie’s new friend?”



“Nope,” Mattie said. “But she knew something was wrong. She said
Debbie had been acting weird and bragging about having all this extra
money. Like a shit ton of money. She knew that money wasn’t coming from
slinging ice-cream cones. Sandy had seen Debbie out with some rich lady.
Drives a fancy car, clothes outta Newbury Street window, lots of jewelry.”

“A woman of means.”

“Sandy says she had a British accent, too,” Mattie said. “She doesn’t
know her name, but Sandy thinks Debbie has been working for the woman
as a personal assistant. Running errands. Fetching coffee. Said it was her
side hustle on her days off.”

“Hmm.”

“Bet your ass, hmm,” Mattie said. “Chloe said the woman at the club had
a funny accent. Right? She’d met the woman when she got the instruction
on the massage and the cash.”

“So all we have to do now is catch Debbie with this lady of means,” I
said. “And then hopefully connect this woman to Mr. Feet.”

“Really, Spenser?” Mattie said. “I’m like five steps ahead of you.”

“It’s almost as if you’d been trained by a professional,” I said.

“To add a little pressure,” Mattie said, “I told her about what happened
with Chloe. How the guy acted like he wanted a massage but then pulled off
the sheet and started going to town. I thought Sandy might puke. She
promises she’ll call when Debbie’s back with this woman.”

“How often are they together?”

“Sandy says Debbie gets a ride home from her at least twice a week,”
Mattie said. “Hey. Tonight might be the night. I’ll let you know. The
Delgados live over on Fourth and G. I’ll text you the address if I hear
anything. What do you think? You think Susan will let you out of the house
to come play?”

“I went to the woods because I wished to live differently.”

“Does that mean yes?”

I tilted my head and nodded. “Yes.”

Mattie left, nearly bumping into Wayne Cosgrove on the way out. Each
one unaware of the other’s significance in my life. I waved to Wayne and
ordered the lobster roll with fries. And another Allagash.

Stakeouts gave me no pleasure on an empty stomach.



“you coME BACK much?” T said.

“Not much to come back to,” Mattie said. “My sisters would rather take
the T into town and stay with me. When they graduate, they’ll be long gone
from here. Southie ain’t Southie anymore. It’s Condoville for rich
dipwads.”

“Glad I’m not rich,” I said.

“Or a dipwad,” Mattie said.

“Thanks,” I said. “I think.”

It was dark, and we sat in the front seat of my Land Cruiser watching the
twin doors of a triple-decker duplex in South Boston. The building needed
paint and new windows and stood out on Fourth Street, where most of the
old houses were either gutted and renovated or replaced with modern-
looking condos. Mattie was right. The Old Southie of corner stores and dive
bars was tougher to find than an authentic accent in The Departed. Many of
those who’d grown up here could no longer afford it.

“What about your grandmother?”

“You know she’s been sober four years now,” Mattie said. “Can you
believe it? But that life. That aged her a lot. She’s got a lot of health
problems. Diabetic. Can’t walk across the street without losing her breath.
You can’t live on cigarettes and whiskey.”

“Sorry to hear that.”

Mattie nodded.

“Ever hear from Mickey Green?” I said.

“Nah,” she said. “I heard he moved to Florida.”

“He owes you,” I said. “You were the only one who believed him. If it
weren’t for you, he’d still be in the can.”

“I didn’t care as much for him as I did getting the scumbag who killed
my mom.”



“You did great.”

Sitting in the passenger seat, hidden in shadow, Mattie nodded again. I
leaned back in the seat, the windows down. The street was dark except for
the intermittent tall lamps and lights in windows. No one passed, and no
one paid us any attention. We’d been there for forty-five minutes. I knew
I’d made the correct decision about the lobster roll.

“Chloe may have been stupid about money, but she didn’t deserve to see
that shit.”

“Nobody does.”

“I remember when I was a kid getting a bad feeling from this priest who
used to come around the projects,” she said. “He ran some kind of youth
program. Board games and watching movies and all that. After-school
bullshit. You know. He used to always knock on my door and ask my mom
if I wanted to join him and the other kids. And my mom always shut the
door in his face. She said the man had the devil in his eyes and she’d seen it
before.”

“Your mom knew.”

“Yeah,” Mattie said. “But once, I heard this priest was taking a bunch of
kids to the zoo. And my mom wouldn’t let me go. I was mad and said screw
it and decided to go anyway.”

A city electric truck rumbled past, nearly taking off my side-view mirror,
and then turned down G Street. It was very dark and quiet again. I heard a
dog barking far in the distance, making me think of Pearl and wonder how
she was doing with Susan.

“The priest had this big black car,” she said. “But when I met him at the
front of the projects, it was just him. I asked the priest if I’d gotten there
early, and he acted like he’d already been to the zoo, dropped off the other
kids, and come back for me. I’ll never forget the look on his face when he
opened up the door. Like my mom said, something was wrong with his
eyes. His skin was also real white, like someone who never went outside.
So white you could almost see through him.”

“Translucent.”

“Sure,” Mattie said. “Anyway. He was sweating and smelled like
bathrooms and old closets at Gates of Heaven. Like he’d crawled out of one
and come for me. I got real nervous, told him I had to get back home, and
ran all the way back to my apartment. Two weeks later, I found out he’d



been watching some girls change into their swimsuits. He was reported,
they canceled the after-school thing, and I never saw him again.”

“Sometimes you just know.”

“Is that something you’re born with?”

“Maybe,” I said. “I think the older I get, the better I am at reading
people. Sometimes I’m wrong. But more often I’m right.”

“Like if someone is lying.”

“Lying is tough,” I said. “Sometimes people are such good liars they
believe it themselves.”

“But you know when someone wants to do you harm.”

“Yep,” I said. “I usually know when they aim the gun at me.”

“Smartass,” Mattie said. “You know what I mean.”

“Sure,” I said. “You can see it in their eyes or the way they hold
themselves. Men often stiffen up when they react to you. Like dogs. You
need to develop a sense of awareness when you’re in a bad place with bad
people. Realize it may come at you from any side or all sides all at once.”

“How come you didn’t like being a cop?” she said. “I bet you were a
good cop.”

I shrugged. A pair of headlights appeared far off in my rearview mirror.
We both watched the car come up fast and then disappear into the distance.
A few seconds later, another turned behind us and moved slowly past my
window.

“I liked being a cop,” I said. “I didn’t like taking orders.”

“And you like working for yourself.”

I nodded.

“Maybe being a cop wouldn’t be so bad,” Mattie said. “The guy who
came to talk to me after my mother was killed was stand-up. The detectives
that came later wouldn’t listen. But the guy on patrol stayed with me and
my sisters until my grandmother got there. In the same way I got the bad
feeling about the priest, I had a good feeling about this cop. Even though
my world had just been tossed upside down, he made me feel like
everything was going to be okay. That I would live through this. You know?
That’s something else.”

“Love all,” I said. “Trust a few.”

“You love all?”

“Maybe not all,” I said. “But I appreciate the sentiment.”



The second car stopped in front of the duplex. The side door opened and
a young woman in a white hoodie got out. She headed up the steps,
showing herself under a bright porch light, and pulled out some keys to
unlock the door.

“That’s Debbie.”

“Nice car.”

It was some type of Mercedes coupe with the top up. We were too far to
see the license plate or who was inside.

“Can I say, ‘Follow that car’?” Mattie said.

“Please do.”
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THE CAR WAS REGISTERED t0 @ woman named Patricia Palmer. But it didn’t
take too many strokes of the keyboard the next morning to learn she went
by Poppy. I’d clicked through so many party photos of Poppy Palmer on the
Boston scene that I started to feel underdressed.

She was forty-three, born in Surrey, England, and operated some type of
consulting company not far from the Quincy Market. It didn’t appear she
had ever been sued. Or arrested. I found a bland and vague company
website that told me only that she worked with many Fortune 500
companies. Doing what, I had no idea. She was thin but muscular, with
severe, somewhat masculine features and short black hair and black eyes.
She kept constant company with men in tuxes and women in sequins.

In every photo, she seemed to be having a hell of a time lifting a
champagne glass to fight illiteracy, poverty, cancer, blindness, hunger,
domestic violence, and animal abuse. I didn’t see Save the Whales, but
maybe I hadn’t been at it long enough.

Around lunchtime, I called Bill Brett, who took most of the event photos
for The Globe.

He remembered the parties. But didn’t know anything about Poppy. “Do
you have any idea of how many of these things I’ve gone to? Jeez,
Spenser.”

“I have a birthday coming up,” I said. “Catered by Karl’s Sausage
Kitchen. Front-page material.”

He hung up. I kept scrolling through pictures.

I took a few notes, walked across the street to Starbucks, and returned
with a tall coffee. I drank the coffee and put my feet up on my desk. After
several minutes, I took them back down. I drank some more coffee and
stood up. I looked across the street to an office building that used to be a



completely different office building where a woman named Linda Thomas
had once worked. I wondered what became of her.

I finished the coffee and began to click through the photos again. Most
had appeared in The Globe, Boston, and Boston Common. Poppy Palmer
seemed to have a dazzling array of cocktail dresses. Sequins. Silk. Backless
and scoop-necked. And I noted, she was quite fit. Not fit in the way Susan
Silverman was fit but more like a woman who might deadlift the back of a
Buick.

I looked for people I knew in the shots. And names of the charities she
supported. I’d been to enough of these things with Susan that I’d developed
a mental Rolodex.

On the third viewing, I noticed that in three different shots at three
different events, she stood side by side with the same man. He was
medium-sized and silver-haired, with dark tan skin and a face that some
women might consider handsome. His face looked properly craggy and
distinguished, like a profile you’d see on a Roman coin. He seemed to be
perpetually laughing, and in two shots had his hand on Poppy’s waist.

The man’s name was Peter Steiner.

I made a screengrab of the photo, zoomed in on his face, and emailed the
picture to Mattie.

I went back looking at more photos of Poppy Palmer. And then started a
separate search for Peter Steiner.

One cutline named him Peter Steiner of Steiner and Associates. Being a
trained detective, I googled Steiner and Associates and found out it was an
investment firm that worked with select clients to help them achieve their
maximum potential. They listed no address or phone number, only a generic
email for serious inquiries.

After a few minutes my phone buzzed. A text from Mattie said Showed to
Chloe. That’s the bastard.

I felt like giving myself a high five. Instead, I picked up the phone and
called one of the people I’d spotted in the party photos, Bill Barke. Bill and
I went way back to the old jazz clubs of Cambridge that had gone by the
wayside.

“Spenser,” Bill said. “You still owe me for those Sox tickets.”

“It was a lousy game,” I said. “They lost.”

“Go cry to John Henry.”

“Do you happen to know a guy named Peter Steiner?”



There was a long pause. “Do I know Peter Steiner?”

“Is that a rhetorical question or is your hearing going?”

“Sorry, I’m driving back to Plymouth in the convertible,” he said. “Yeah,
I’ve met Peter Steiner. What the hell do you want to know about Peter
Steiner?”

“Who is he?” I said. “And what does he do beyond helping a select
group of Bostonians reach their maximum potential?”

“He’s a fucking hedge-fund guy,” Bill said. “He lives in a big
brownstone on Comm Avenue. Flies to Florida on the weekends in his
private jet. Hangs out with ex-presidents, CEOs, and has-been actors and
athletes. He’s one of those guys. You know the type.”

“Unfortunately.”

“Ever seen his girlfriend?”

“Poppy Palmer.”

“She’s a real hot tamale,” Bill said. “That accent kills me.”

“She looks like she could break a man’s pelvis with her thighs.”

“She does CrossFit, triathalons, and all that,” Bill said. “I think Steiner
does, too. They’re always back and forth to some place in the Caribbean.
Out of our league, pal.”

“Ever heard anything untoward about him?”

“Untoward,” Bill said. “You’re always so damn formal. What the hell do
you mean ‘untoward’?”

“Sex stuff.”

“Nope.”

“Criminal stuff?”

“I wouldn’t invest my money with him,” Bill said. “But more because I
think he’s an arrogant hot dog. Not anything I’ve heard.”

“He appears to never meet a charitable event he wouldn’t attend.”

“Some guys are like that,” Bill said. “Probably thinks he looks great in a
tux.”

I named some of the events where I’d spotted him and Poppy Palmer. I
asked Bill if he knew anyone connected to those charities who might know
more about him.

“Do you care if he knows you’re asking?”

“Maybe a little.”

“If it were me, I’d check in with Wayne Arnett,” Bill said. “He’s an
auctioneer at these things and goes by the name Mr. Money Raiser. Susan



probably knows him. He’s very close with these people. Big guy on the
social scene. Definitely knows Steiner. And he definitely loves to talk. I
come out to raise money for the kids. But I’d rather be at home listening to
old King Oliver 78s with my dog, Dixie.”

“The reason we’re friends.”

There was another long pause. “Sorry to hear about Pearl.”

“It’s been a few tough months.”

“Maybe you should think about getting a new one,” he said. “Life’s not
worth living without a good dog.”

“Already happened.”

“And who’s this?” Bill chuckled.

“A German shorthaired pointer,” I said. “And her name happens to be
Pearl, too.”

“Of course it is.”
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AS SUSAN SILVERMAN happened to know everyone who was anyone, Susan
just happened to know Wayne Arnett, AKA Mr. Money Raiser. And she
arranged for us to meet him at the bar at the Eliot Hotel that evening.

“That’s a terrible moniker,” Susan said.

“What about the Maestro of Money,” I said.

“Even worse.”

We were walking together on Newbury Street. She’d met me at my
office after her last appointment, and we’d left both of our cars to take an
evening stroll. The light was golden, the evening cool, and a great many
people were dining al fresco. The cafés and bars shoulder to shoulder and
chair to chair. Susan wasn’t into people-watching. She was more interested
in the window-shopping, studying the mannequins and deciding which
summer dresses she’d like to add to her closet.

“Auction Jackson.”

“I kind of like that one,” Susan said. “But it doesn’t make any sense.”

“I’ve attended many of those things with you,” I said. “Few make
sense.”

“But some do,” she said. “And as silly and trite as they may seem, they
raise a great deal of money and do a lot of good.”

“The Maestro of Money,” I said. “I’m going to suggest it.”

Susan had on a knee-length blue silk dress with tall leather heels that
made her legs look about a mile long. Her skin was dark and tan, and she’d
worn her black hair up off her neck. She smelled like good soap and
summertime.

I began to whistle some Cole Porter as we strolled.

“Thanks for bringing my jacket,” I said. I slipped into a linen navy sport
coat to accentuate the jeans and T-shirt.



“Do you think the puppy will be okay?” she said. “I left her in the crate
without water. Just like Janet told us.”

“Janet knows dogs,” I said. “She knew both Pearls and now knows the
third.”

“We shall see,” Susan said, peering up a flight of stairs at a brownstone
shop and taking in a cheetah-print Diane von Furstenberg. I was pleased to
see a CLOSED sign in the window.

We continued along Newbury and turned onto Mass Ave and then into
the Eliot. We found Wayne Arnett at the bar, sipping a martini inside a glass
the size of a goldfish bowl. I liked the look of it and ordered two more. And
then Susan corrected me. She wished to have a gimlet with fresh lime juice
and Ketel One.

I had a gin martini. Straight up with extra olives.

“I like him,” Arnett said. “I like this big guy.”

“I do my best,” I said.

Arnett looked very much like a professional charity emcee and
auctioneer. He was in his mid-forties, short and slightly chunky, with black
hair and artfully trimmed facial hair. Blue eyes and a dimple in his chin. He
was impeccably dressed. A navy blazer with a starched white shirt, red bow
tie, and creased khaki pants. His shoes were old-school wingtips kicked up
on the barstool.

“So,” Arnett said. “Peter Steiner.”

“Peter Steiner,” I said.

“What an asshole,” Arnett said.

“Oh, yeah?” I said. “Do tell.”

“I don’t mean to speak out of school,” he said, smiling and waving his
hand around. “But something is amiss with Peter Steiner. Something is
wrong with Peter Steiner. He purports to be an international man of
mystery. A great financier. Someone who deep-sea dives and owns two
private planes. But god knows, he gives me the creeps.”

It appeared Wayne Arnett had begun without me. I looked up, signaled
the bartender, and ordered him another cocktail. Spenser the Generous.

“You know, Wayne,” Susan said. “Spenser thought you might change
your name to Auction Jackson. What do you think?”

“You don’t like Mr. Money Raiser?” he said.

“Miss Silverman is being cute,” I said, placing a hand on Susan’s knee.
“She can’t help herself.”



Susan swatted my hand away. And Arnett shrugged and gleefully
reached for his next cocktail. I liked very much where this was headed, as
long as Mr. Money Raiser could remain on his barstool. Susan gave me the
side eye and took a micro-sip of her gimlet.

“Do you mind saying why you’re asking me about Peter?” he said. “I
mean, there are plenty of other people who can tell you about Peter. And
Peter and Poppy Palmer.”

“Are they married?” I said.

“I don’t think so.”

“But they are a couple?” I said.

“Very much so,” Arnett said. “They are what you call a dynamic Boston
power couple.”

I looked over at Susan and winked. She rolled her eyes.

“What does she do?” Susan said.

“Whatever Peter asks.”

“She’s devoted?” I said.

“Completely,” he said. “She assists him in whatever he’s into. She runs
some type of modeling agency, I believe. Maybe a charity or two. But being
this is Boston, and not New York, I don’t know about the modeling thing.
He, on the other hand, has quite the stable of investors. I really don’t want
to say. But there are some big names. Big, big names.”

“I have at least a few hundred bucks in the bank,” I said.

“Peter Steiner wouldn’t even pick up the phone unless you were a
billionaire.”

“Damn,” I said. “I’ll make sure to buy a couple of scratch-off tickets on
the way home.”

Two comely women in lovely summer dresses came over and said hello
to Arnett. He smiled and put on some high-octane charm. They were in
their late twenties or early thirties and seemed to have walked out of an ad
for La Perla. Lots of flawless glowing skin and muscular calves. He
introduced us as he rested his hands on their slim waists.

Susan watched me trying not to watch the women. She seemed to find
this hilarious. I turned a blind eye and drank a little martini, completely
unfettered.

When the women left, I said, “You’re quite the charmer.”

“Very beautiful,” he said. “But nope. Still gay.”

Susan laughed. “Are you with someone?” she asked.



“For five years,” he said. “We share an apartment in the South End and a
cat named Perry Como.”

“Love makes the world go round,” T said.

“It sure does,” he said. He sighed and finished off the martini and then
grabbed hold of the next. He drank some more and turned to me with red-
rimmed eyes. “I guess you want to know about the incident.”

“Absolutely,” I said, having no idea which incident he meant. “That’s
why I wanted to meet you.”

“There was a woman who worked for him,” he said. “I can’t recall her
name. But she was young and very pretty. Some type of artist, I believe. In
some way or another, she accused him of trying to force himself on her.
This was maybe ten years ago. I don’t remember. I don’t remember all the
details. But there was a lot of talk. It was all a big society scandal. No one
could believe that Peter had eyes for anyone outside Poppy. They were such
a dynamic and attractive couple.”

“I know the feeling,” I said.

“You think he was charged with something?” Susan said.

Arnett nodded. I looked to Susan and shook my head. I could find no
criminal charges against Steiner in Boston.

“I think it went away as fast as it had come up,” Arnett said. “And
obviously he and Poppy made amends. I know she told a lot of people that
this woman was after Peter’s money and had made up the entire story.”

“You wouldn’t happen to know anyone who might remember this
woman’s name?” I said.

“Perhaps,” he said. “Whoever she is, I heard she left Boston. Most of her
reputation as an artist had been built on her association with Peter and
Poppy. God, what was her name? I remember them hosting a show for her
at their house. You have seen Steiner’s home, haven’t you? Or at least heard
about it?”

I shook my head.

“It used to be a school over on Comm Avenue,” Arnett said, trying to
point a finger in the direction of Commonwealth. “It’s maybe an entire city
block. Big old brownstone. I mean, there is Boston money and then there is
Boston money.”

“Super-rich,” Susan said.

“No,” Arnett said, lifting his martini to us both. “Filthy rich.”
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“ONE OF THE PERKS Of leaving Homicide and getting kicked upstairs in my
ripe old age was not having to deal with a pain in the ass like you,” Quirk
said the next morning.

“You don’t really mean that.”

“You bet I do, buddy boy,” Quirk said, refilling his mug from a pot in his
office and taking a seat back behind his desk. “This is supposed to be the
stress-free environment before they put me out to pasture.”

“Never look a gift horse in the mouth.”

“You mean the donuts?” he said. “When have you ever brought me a
dozen from Kane’s without strings attached?”

“Maybe it was just my way to let you know you are both valued and
loved.”

“Bullshit.”

“Or maybe I might have questions about a certain individual and a
certain case that looks like it may have been washed from the books.”

“Aha,” Quirk said. He raised his index finger, a substantial move,
considering his hands were bigger than a Quincy bricklayer’s.

Without a word, I reached onto his desk, plucked a lovely cinnamon-
dusted, and took a bite. Knowing police headquarters and Quirk’s office all
too well, I came armed with my own coffee from Starbucks.

“Ever heard of Peter Steiner?”

“Nope.”

“Poppy Palmer.”

“A poppy what?”

“Poppy Palmer,” I said. Saying it slow, with careful enunciation on the
alliteration.

“No, but I knew a fan dancer named Fanne Foxe.”

I smiled. “Pilgrim Theater,” I said. “In the old Combat Zone.”



“Those were the days,” Quirk said.

“Indeed.”

Quirk eyed the box of donuts and then me, and then eyed the donuts
again and the open door of his office. When the pressure became too
intense, he lifted the lid and grabbed a Boston cream. “So,” he said.
“Steiner’s peter and Poppy whosis.”

“Exactly,” I said. “So glad you’re paying attention.”

Quirk nodded. His office was as neat and immaculate as Quirk himself.
The only thing new, besides an ever-expanding arrangement of framed
grandkid pics, was a collection of bobbleheads near the window.

“Bobbleheads?” I said.

“You get one and you’re fucked,” he said. “Everyone brings me one now.
Feel free to take one on your way out.”

I finished my cinnamon donut and sipped some coffee. I pulled out a
stack of papers from my office on Peter Steiner and Poppy Palmer and
handed it to him. “T understand Steiner might have been charged with a sex
crime some years ago.”

“When?”

“Some years ago.”

“Please,” Quirk said. “Don’t be too precise with me, Spenser. I like to
really work at this stuff.”

“If so,” I said, leaning back into the office chair. “I’d like to connect with
the investigator.”

Quirk reached for his cleanly shaven square jaw. His full head of hair
showed more salt-and-pepper these days, but didn’t look all that different
from when we met decades ago.

“This the guy you were telling me about?” Quirk said. “The one who
whipped it out in front of a fifteen-year-old?”

“Bingo.”

“Jesus Christ,” Quirk said. “This guy must have money. Guys like that
always get off.”

“No pun expected or intended,” I said. “But, yes, he’s rolling in the
dough.”

“When did he assault the kid?”

“Two weeks ago.”

“But the kid won’t talk?”

“She’ll talk to me,” I said. “Not to the cops.”



“Okay,” Quirk said. “Besides being a decent guy, why should I bestow
such a magnanimous favor as the assistant superintendent of Boston Police?
Just for a fucking box of donuts?”

“Not just any donuts,” I said. “All the way from Kane’s.”

“Christ,” Quirk said. “You got me there. Let me make some calls.”

I stood, pointed at him with my thumb and forefinger, and dropped the
hammer.

On the way out, I took an extra donut with me.
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1 PICKED UP PEARL at the Navy Yard and drove back to my office before the
lunchtime traffic. Right before noon, I parked somewhere in the
neighborhood of Commonwealth and Dartmouth, slipped her into a training
harness, and took her out for a little stroll.

She was a handsome dog. Perhaps the most beautiful of all the Pearls.
Slick brown coat and intelligent eyes, a long, regal nose that immediately
found the grass along the mall. Many people offered compliments as we
walked. Lovely women stopped jogging to bend down and pet her.

I was enjoying this arrangement.

The address I had for Peter Steiner was on the north side of Comm Ave,
an elegant four-story brownstone that dominated a space usually reserved
for three homes. I read it had once been a hotel before becoming a private
school in the fifties. It was a lot of real estate for an unmarried man with no
family.

It was shady and cool under the large trees as we walked. Every so often,
I would stop and command Pearl to sit and stay. I would walk back five
paces, leash in hand, and then ask her to come. When she got to me, she got
a small treat. When she came without being called, I set her back into a sit.
We did this over and over.

I furtively glanced at Steiner’s residence. I saw no one enter the door at
the top of the stone steps or leave. The blinds in the home were half drawn,
but as a professional investigator, I knew that peeping in windows was
considered poor form.

Pearl and I crossed the street and walked around the corner of the
building. I tried to look in the windows anyway, but the afternoon sun
glared hard off the glass. Pearl sensed something, perhaps a clue, and dug
her nails into the sidewalk.



I decided to let her take the lead. Ten yards later, we found half of a
discarded bagel still in a wrapper.

I had to remove it from her mouth. No telling who’d eaten the other half
and what they might pass on to Pearl. Pearl wasn’t pleased.

We kept walking and soon found the public alley behind Steiner’s place
and decided to investigate.

On the backside, we found two cars parked outside. One was the
Mercedes I’d seen drop off Debbie Delgado. The other was a light blue
Rolls-Royce Phantom. Pearl and I noted the license tag on the Rolls. Or at
least I hoped she did. She was still a detective-in-training.

I continued past the dumpsters and the other cars, still not being able to
see inside the turreted windows facing the alley.

We continued along the alley all the way to Clarendon, heading back
over Commonwealth to the mall. Pearl sat smartly at the corner until I let
her know it was safe to cross.

She panted with the exertion as we crossed into the mall, and she
promptly relieved herself. This was a lot of work for a puppy detective.

As I was jotting the tag number of the Rolls into my phone, it began to
buzz.

“Where are you?” Mattie said.

“Teaching Pearl the finer points of investigating.”

“Can you get back to the office?”

“We are headed in that very direction.”

“Good,” Mattie said. “I found another one.”

“Another what?”

“Victim of that creep Steiner,” Mattie said. “Amelia Lynch. She’s
eighteen now but says she was fourteen when it happened.”

“He expose himself to her, too?”

“Worse than that,” Mattie said. “Much worse.”

“Sure it’s Steiner?”

“This thing happened at his house,” Mattie said. “Big place on Comm
Avenue.”

“I’m standing right in front of it.”

“She thought she was going for a modeling audition,” Mattie said. “It
was that woman, Poppy Palmer. She talked her into taking some pictures in
a bathing suit and all that kind of stuff.”



“If you found her in less than twenty-four hours,” I said, “how many you
think are out there?”

“Didn’t you say the more victims we find, the more that’ll step
forward?”

“That’s generally the rule.”

“Okay,” Mattie said. “Let’s keep looking. Let’s get this asshole.”
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WE MET AMELIA LYNCH at a Dunkin’ in Mattapan. As I considered all Dunkin’
shops in the greater Boston area satellite offices, I made myself comfortable
at a back table. We all drank coffee, but a corn muffin called to me from
behind the counter.

As Mattie settled in with Amelia, I excused myself and bought the
muffin. I split off a quarter, walked to the curb, and shared it with Pearl
waiting patiently in the car.

It was a blazing hot summer in Boston at a cool seventy degrees. My
windows were cracked to let in the morning breeze and smells of the city.

“She okay?” Mattie asked when I returned.

“She is now,” I said.

“Amelia was telling me about first meeting Poppy,” Mattie said.

“Pretty dumb,” Amelia said. “She told me I had the looks and height to
be a runway model in Paris.”

Amelia had the height, a little taller than Mattie, with long, white-blond
hair and wide-set blue eyes. Her skin was pale and her cheeks pink. She
may have been eighteen, but she appeared and acted much younger. She
spoke quietly, eyes down on the table or at her cup of coffee, dressed in
ragged jean shorts, flip-flops, and a tie-dye T-shirt featuring Snoopy and a
peace symbol.

It had been a while since I’d seen one of those.

“How did you meet Poppy?” I said.

“A girl in school told me about her,” she said. “I told my parents, and
they laughed. My dad said it sounded like a con job. My mom told me I was
decent-looking but not quite model material. She thought my nose was too
big.”

“I think you have a terrific nose,” I said. “Much better than mine.”



Amelia smiled, nervously tucking her long hair behind one ear, showing
off multiple piercings. I wasn’t sure if telling a young woman that she was
attractive was acceptable or creepy. I just didn’t want to let her mother’s
comment slide. Kids, particularly teens, took everything to heart.

“So,” Mattie said. “Amelia went anyway.”

I decided to let Mattie handle the questions. And I began to eat the corn
muffin to make myself appear useful. The woman behind the counter
continued to stock the donuts. I remembered a time when people actually
made the donuts. Now they just stocked them. They appeared each day,
brought by the donut gods.

“It was at Mr. Steiner’s house,” Amelia said, still staring into her cup. “I
was so nervous. I even went to the mall and got a manicure and a new
summer dress. I did this makeup tutorial on YouTube and everything. I had
my cousin take some pictures to make it look like I had a portfolio. This girl
that set me up said Poppy had connections at Abercrombie and Lululemon.”

“I’m old enough to remember when Abercrombie sold hunting boots and
dog collars,” T said.

Mattie rolled her eyes. I could power the lights at Fenway with the eye
rolling from Mattie Sullivan.

“Tell him about the interview,” Mattie said.

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah.”

“I don’t know.”

“Spenser’s been around,” Mattie said. “He’s heard it all. He’s seen it all.
He’s like a doctor. He needs to know everything. Every detail about what
happened at that house.”

“It’s true,” I said. “Some are even convinced my soul is nearly ninety.”

“How old are you?” Amelia said.

I told her.

“That’s not that old,” she said.

I turned to Mattie and stuck my tongue out. Amelia swallowed and
reached for her coffee. She took a long sip as if it were filled with Old
Forester instead of a double decaf latte.

“His house was like some kind of palace or museum,” Amelia said. “I
once took a field trip to the Winthrop, and it reminded me of being in there.
Only without the paintings and sculptures. Big, tall ceilings and lots of
marble. Like I told Mattie, Poppy was really nice to me. She took me



upstairs to her private office, and we talked about all the people she knew
and the places she’d gone.”

“Buttering her up,” Mattie said. “She’s as sick as he is.”

“Poppy told me she was Mr. Steiner’s business partner,” Amelia said.
“And they owned a big-time modeling agency that had offices in Boston,
New York, and Paris. I don’t know if it’s true, but I was impressed. I mean,
no one had ever talked to me like that, telling me about traveling the world
on private jets and meeting rich and famous people. She said they’d just
hosted a big party with guys who played for the Pats and that one of her
girls, she was always saying her ‘girls,” had just landed a part on one of
those CSI shows.”

“Is that when you met Steiner?” Mattie said, leaning in to the table.

“Nope,” she said. “That was the second time. The first was just Poppy.
She said my pictures showed potential but all of ’em needed to be reshot by
a pro. She said it was enough to show to Mr. Steiner and see what he
thought. He had the real eye for talent. She told me Steiner had discovered
Bridget Moynahan back in the day.”

“I doubt Bridget Moynahan needed much discovering,” I said.

Amelia took a long breath, and I noticed that her hands were shaking as
she picked up her coffee. She took a sip and closed her eyes for a moment.
When she spoke, her voice cracked a bit, and she placed her hand to her
small chest.

“It took a lot going back and forth into the city,” Amelia said. “Without
my parents finding out. I had to do my makeup on the T. Which is a real
mess. When Poppy called again, I was excited. She said she’d shown my
pictures to Mr. Steiner and he wanted to meet with me. I really thought this
was going to get me the hell out of here and on to New York or Paris. I’d
read about things happening like this. Someone powerful spotting a nobody
on the street, and the next thing you know they were making movies.”

“Happened to Thelma Todd,” I said.

“Who the fuck is Thelma Todd?” Mattie said.

“Pride of Lowell?” I said.

Nothing.

“The Ice Cream Blonde?” I said.

Still nothing.

I was attempting to leaven the situation. Mattie shook her head and
kicked me under the table. The cups of coffee jostled.



“It was pretty much the same this next time,” Amelia said, playing with
the ends of her hair. The delicate features, sharp ears, and nearly white hair
reminded me of something out of Tolkien. “We talked more about Paris and
how it was really the center of the universe. Poppy told me about fashion
week and all the girls going that year. She talked about these big fancy
parties, and that’s when she asked me if I’d like some wine.”

“And how old were you?” I said.

“Fourteen,” she said. “I didn’t know what to say. The only wine I’d ever
had was at communion. I said okay because I didn’t want to seem like I
didn’t have any class. When she came back with a bottle, that’s when I met
Mr. Steiner.”

I kept quiet. I finished the muffin, wadded up the paper, and looked over
at Mattie. Mattie was listening to every word, her entire body turned to
Amelia, watching her as intently as I imagined Susan Silverman would with
a patient. Like me, she didn’t take notes but recalled every word.

“He was so handsome,” Amelia said. “And charming. He looked like
someone who should be playing polo or yachting out on the Cape. Polo
shirt. Big silver watch. He gave me a hug and opened the wine. When we
started talking, it was like being with someone I’d known my whole life. He
asked me a ton of questions and told me how impressed he’d been with my
photos. He apologized for being late. He said he was hanging out on the set
of a Wahlberg movie that was shooting in Quincy.”

“Hope it was better than his last,” I said.

“I was so nervous I drank the wine fast,” she said. “Without asking, he
poured me another and then started to talk to Poppy like I wasn’t even
there. He kept on eyeing me and nodding, watching me like when I go with
my dad to buy a new car. He told Poppy I looked European and worried I
might be lost with all the girls from Sweden and Poland. He asked me to
stand, stood back, and looked at me some more, and said I was still an inch
too short for runway and that I wasn’t developed enough for bathing suits
and lingerie. He said most of his clients ended up doing catalog work and I
might need to develop some and maybe come back later. I don’t know why
I did it. But I tried to change his mind. I told him that I was more grown-up
than he thought. I said I had some pictures taken over the summer in a
bikini that made me look lots older.”

“Just what he wanted,” I said. “It’s called negging.”

“It’s called being a fucking asshole,” Mattie said.



“Before I knew what was happening, Mr. Steiner said maybe Poppy
could get some Polaroids of me. He said they had a small studio on the first
floor.”

I didn’t speak. And neither did Mattie. A woman in a housecoat and
slippers wandered into the Dunkin’ and asked for a dozen with powdered
sugar and a coffee regular. Amelia turned to watch the woman and then
back to the table and leaned in. “That’s how it happened.”

She didn’t speak again until the old woman paid and left.

“They had swimsuits and bras and stuff already,” she said. “They acted
like the whole thing was normal. Just something you did. She gave me a
black silk robe and told me to pick out what I liked. The room seemed legit.
It had light stands and those silvery umbrellas and a big wall set up. So, I
did like she said. I really wanted to make them happy. I wanted them to
think I was good enough right then. I didn’t want to wait.”

“Was Steiner there?”

“Not at first,” Amelia said. “He didn’t come in until later. Poppy said he
had an important business call and might not be able to make it. Poppy took
a bunch of pictures of me in a bikini and then asked me to take off my top.”

I took a long breath and let it out. I looked to Mattie. I needed to hear it.
But I very much wanted to leave and wait with Pearl outside.

Amelia started to cry. After a while, she wiped her face with a napkin
and coughed into her hand to compose herself. Mattie rested a hand on her
knee and told her it was okay.

“I was so damn stupid,” Amelia said. “So damn stupid.”

“And that’s when he touched you?” Mattie said.

Amelia looked to both of us and nodded. “Poppy excused herself, and I
was putting my robe back on,” she said. “Mr. Steiner told me I did great. He
walked up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist and kissed my
neck. Before I could cover myself up, he had one hand on my boob and
another down my bottoms. I don’t know why but I just froze. He whispered
into my ear that I was beautiful and so innocent. And I’d be famous one
day.”

“What happened next?” I said.

“What do you think?” Amelia said. “I got dressed and got the hell out of
there.”

“Did you ever tell anyone?” I said.



Amelia shook her head. Her blue eyes looked enormous and very clear.
“Not until I heard Mattie was asking around about him and Debbie
Delgado. The girl who introduced me to Poppy was the one who got Debbie
into all this. I figured maybe I could help now. Maybe do something and
make it right. I don’t freeze up so easy anymore.”

“Will you talk to the cops?” I said.

Amelia nodded. Mattie nodded back.

Now there were two.



15

TWO DAYS LATER, Boston Police Homicide Captain Lorraine Glass walked
into my office and stood in front of my desk with a decidedly unpleasant
expression.

“Quirk says you have some questions for me,” she said.

“Yes,” I said. “Why has it taken you so long to be won over by my
obvious charm and winning personality?”

“About Peter Steiner.”

“Oh,” I said. “Him.”

“Please skip the regular bullshit,” she said. “Quirk said to talk to you.
And I said I’d stop by. So here I am.”

Glass stood over me, dressed in a black pant suit with a cream top under
the jacket. I knew she had a gun, but the jacket covered it nicely. She was
average height and trim, with short brown hair and angular features. She
didn’t wear any makeup or jewelry besides a digital sport watch on her
wrist.

“May I offer you a coffee or a bottle of water?”

“Nope.”

“Hot towel,” I said. “Wine spritzer?”

“Like I said,” Glass said. “Skip the bullshit. I don’t like you, Spenser.
I’ve never liked you. I know you’re big pals with Belson and Quirk.
However the hell that happened was way before my time. I’ve worked very
hard to get to where I am. I am not, nor will I ever be, part of the boys’
club. And if I find out you’re working for some scumbag attorney who
works for Steiner, I promise you I’ll come back here and kick your balls
from here to Haverhill.”

“Haverhill is quite a long ways from the Back Bay.”

“And I got a leg to do it.”



I waved a hand in front of my client’s chairs. She took a seat, and I
closed my laptop and leaned forward onto my desk. “My balls are safe,” I
said. “I don’t work for Steiner.”

“Who do you work for?”

“I don’t need to tell you,” I said. “But in the spirit of cooperation and our
blossoming friendship, I’1l tell you I’'m working with another victim.”

“So you know about the others?”

“I know two. I also know there are others.”

Glass shook her head and leveled her eyes at me. She ran a hand over her
face and took a long breath. “Not including those first charges?”

“I found no charges against Peter Steiner or his significant other, Poppy
Palmer.”

“That’s because the charge was expunged,” she said. “You know how
that works, don’t you?”

“Money.”

“Money,” she said. “And a good attorney. And having an entire rock-
solid case deep-sixed by the goddamn DA’s office.”

“Who was the victim?”

Glass shook her head, offering the thinnest of smiles. “You know better
than that,” she said. “Victims of sexual battery are confidential.”

“So Steiner raped someone?”

“Yep.”

“And this was your case when you were on sex crimes?”

She nodded. “I hadn’t been a detective long,” Glass said. “If I had the
same case now, I could’ve done more with it. But even then, as green as |
was as an investigator, I still did good. The case was good. It was more than
enough to prosecute.”

I stood up and stretched, walked to the wall, and straightened one of my
two Vermeer prints. It was of a young woman seated at a piano, a much
older man standing beside her. I believed the man was her instructor, his
mouth hanging open in song.

“One of the vics worked for Steiner,” she said.

“One?”

“There were two.”

“One was his personal assistant.”

“That’s right,” Glass said. “What else do you know?”



“I know she was an artist,” I said. “And that Steiner had promised to be
her patron.”

“Yeah,” she said. “He’s a real philanthropist. He’s known to pull out his
johnson faster than Quick Draw McGraw.”

“Please don’t ruin Quick Draw for me.”

“Too late,” Glass said, smiling. “Already have. This thing that happened

)

“Allegedly?”

“Not even close,” she said. “This thing that happened wasn’t just Steiner.
It was Poppy Palmer, too. They’d offered the victim a place to live and
work close to Steiner’s home. Some kind of fake residency. Even had an
official name for it. One night, Steiner and Palmer come over and either get
her drunk or drug her. We’re not sure. But the things the victim recalls
about that night are so sick and twisted, I wouldn’t even wish them on you.”

“Steiner and Palmer,” I said.

“She’s the recruiter.”

“She’s procured other young women for him.”

“Do your clients want to make a case?” Glass said. “I would be thrilled
to put them in touch with detectives at Sex Crimes. That idiot DA is long
gone now. He was a drunk and a gambling addict and left the office in
shame.”

“I remember,” I said.

“Steiner’s people got to him easy,” Glass said. “Makes me want to puke.
But I sure found out fast how this goddamn town worked. I’d like to have a
second shot at this guy.”

I nodded. Glass shuffled in her seat. Her black suit jacket was slightly
open, and I could see the butt of a very large revolver. She noticed me
noticing and grinned.

“Don’t fuck with me, Spenser,” she said. “This thing with Steiner is
important. I’ve never forgotten what he did.”

“We’re on to something.”

Glass stood and smoothed down her jacket over the gun. She was a good
head shorter than me and had to look up when I stood, too. But something
about her made her feel substantial in the room. Her feet shoulder-width
apart and hands on her hips. “You better be.”

“You mentioned a second victim?” I said.



“Second vic was the woman’s younger sister,” she said. “Girl was
fifteen. Son of a bitch used the older girl to rope in the younger one. The
kid sister thought she could trust Steiner because her sister worked for him.
Neither one of them knew what the hell was going on. Steiner and Palmer
working them at the same time. I wish I could tell you more, but that’d give
you too much.”

“You want me to work for it.”

“Work for it a little more,” she said. “Find some more people to talk.
And then I can maybe reach out to the sisters and see if they want to join

up.”
“I’d like that.”
“I’m sure they would, too.”
I offered my hand. Glass looked down at it and then back at me. Her
hands remained on her hips. “Frank Belson swears you’re okay.”
“Frank is a very smart man.”
“Says you helped find Lisa when she went missing a while back.”
“True.”
“Well,” she said. “You haven’t done shit for me. I figure it’s about time

you start.”
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1 HAD DINNER WITH susAN and Hawk that night at Harvest in Harvard Square.
Since I’d just run six miles up and down the Charles with Hawk, I felt
confident to order the fried haddock with french fries and coleslaw. Susan
had the roasted beet and red endive salad with lobster bisque, and Hawk
had a dozen Island Creek oysters from Duxbury and a bottle of Iron Horse.

“Prepping for a big evening?” I said.

“Don’t need no oysters for that,” Hawk said.

“But it doesn’t hurt,” I said.

Hawk selected another oyster off the ice and slurped it from the shell.

“Like a Boy Scout,” Hawk said, turning to study a woman standing at
the bar. She had long brown hair and wore a very short blue romper. The
silky material rode up high enough to know her area code. “Always
prepared.”

The woman glanced at Hawk and smiled. Hawk said something about
needing to earn another merit badge.

“You know I’m right here,” Susan said.

“Did you hear something?” I said.

Susan gave me the side eye. “Don’t bother with the oysters tonight,
haddock boy.”

Hawk laughed. He refilled his champagne glass from a silver bucket. I
was still working on a pint, and Susan had barely touched her glass of
Riesling. She had on a purple silk camisole that showed off her lovely tan
shoulders. Her dark black hair pinned up high on top of her head.

“Haddock should be on the state flag,” I said, forking off another bite.

“Save some for the puppy,” Susan said.

“Heard you still not calling that dog Pearl,” Hawk said.

Susan finished a small spoonful of bisque. She patted her lips with her
napkin. “I advocated calling her something else,” she said. “Not to conflate



Pearl’s memory.”

“Pearl’s memory is conflated with our two Pearls and the Pearl I had as a
kid.”

“As a trained therapist,” Susan said. “I’d say you’re trying to evade
grief.”

“Maybe.”

“Maybe his ass just crazy,” Hawk said. “Only so many blows a man can
take to the head.”

I cut off a small portion to save for Pearl. I ate a few french fries,
considering the discussion. “Makes as much sense as anything,” I said.

“Reincarnation?” Susan said.

“I think I used to be a big-breasted white lady back in the day,” Hawk
said. “I think about them all the time.”

“What about a big-breasted black woman?”

“I think about them, too,” Hawk said. “And Asian. And Latina. I don’t
discriminate.”

“It’s okay to be sexist,” Susan said. “As long as you’re not bigoted?”

I drank some beer. “If Hawk and I didn’t discuss women, we wouldn’t
have anything to talk about.”

“You talk about sports and music,” Susan said.

“I turned this white boy on to Fathead Newman.”

“I already knew about Fathead Newman.”

“Bullshit,” Hawk said. “You only knew about ‘Fathead’ Newman as a
sideman to Ray Charles. Not as a solo artist.”

Susan looked to me. I turned to her and grudgingly nodded. She drank
some Riesling. I worked on the haddock. And Hawk worked on his Iron
Horse.

“This conversation on sexism and ogling women isn’t over,” Susan said.

“What if I ogle you all the way home?” I said.

“That,” she said, “is not only permitted, it is encouraged.”

Hawk shook his head and stood up. “Excuse me,” he said, heading
toward the woman at the end of the bar, champagne glass in hand.
Something he said made the woman throw back her head in laughter.

“You never told me what you found out about the woman Wayne Arnett
mentioned.”

“Had a visit from my biggest fan today,” I said. “Captain Lorraine 