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PROLOGUE
The first time Roland Chandler picked a pocket was in the summer of 1991, an unusually hot and humid three months that marked the beginning of his parents’ divorce. He was ten years old.
His father, Cliff Cozen, or “Crawly” as most people called him, was a round-cheeked, smiling man with thinning hair and a pleasant, melodic tenor that soothed even the most nervous of marks. He smelled of Brylcreem and root beer and could move like a ferret when he wanted to and like a snake when you pissed him off. Roland loved his father, but he was starting to understand that the man, however charming he might be, was not to be trusted.
“Now listen, son,” his father had said near his ear, one arm lying heavily on Roland’s shoulder. “Keenan will distract the old fart, keep him talking, and you just have to run into him, all excited, like you’re just a kid enjoying the day, and slip the wallet out of his pocket. Easy peasy.”
It would be. Even then Roland had been considered good at most things: sports, school, fighting, chess. His latest obsession was the computer that his wealthy stepfather had purchased for him. He didn’t understand why he was picking some tourist’s pocket on a hot summer day, but he knew it would please Crawly, and life was better with a happy Crawly than a pissed-off and frustrated one.
“You can do it.” His big cousin Keenan nodded, clapping a hand on Roland’s opposite shoulder. “You’re a natural.”
Keenan was the son of Crawly’s sister. She’d married a man named Shy, who ran off a few months after Keenan was born. Keenan was, for all intents and purposes, Roland’s older brother. He was tall and dark haired and good at everything, just like Roland was. The lady behind the counter at the ice cream shop gave Keenan an extra scoop of chocolate every time they went inside, never knowing that the handsome young kid was the reason her drawer was twenty dollars short some evenings. She was eventually fired, but Roland didn’t find that out until later.
Roland loved Keenan, even though he knew, deep down, that Keenan couldn’t be trusted any more than his father could.
So he picked the old man’s pocket, his first theft with his father and Keenan, but far from the last. He’d even enjoyed it—the thrill of it.
“The key is distraction,” Crawly repeated as they strolled back down the street in Watertown, holding up the Swiss Army knife that Roland’s new stepfather had given him. Crawly had lifted it from Roland’s pocket when they’d been talking earlier. “People see what they want to see, son. And the brain can be tricked as easily as a knife cuts through butter.” The Swiss Army knife in his hands seemed to disappear. Roland knew it was a trick, but he’d seen nothing but the magic.
Roland didn’t ask for the knife back. His father didn’t give things back unless he got something in return.
Later that same night, though, as he lay on the strange-smelling sheets in his father’s apartment, in the room he shared with Keenan, he felt a lump under his pillow. His searching fingers found the Swiss Army knife, all of its appendages tucked neatly away, and he knew that Keenan had stolen the knife from Crawly and given it back to Roland.
It never occurred to him to ask why.




ON FRIDAY EVENING, Detective Maura O’Halloran slammed her cell phone down on her desk, scattering a stack of papers onto the floor and knocking over the lone picture frame. Immediately, she picked up the frame and gently set it back in its usual place. It was a picture of her niece, Maddie, who would be twelve in a few months. In the photograph, she was six years old and riding a carousel, her brown curls wild around her face.
Scowling, Maura absently kissed her fingertips and touched the glass in front of the girl’s face, seeing the image, but thinking about the bastard that had murdered Maddie’s parents when she was just a baby, leaving Maura to raise her.
Where the fuck is he?
How was it possible that a known murderer, terrorist, and thief was able to move across the globe with ease? Keenan Shy wasn’t in Boston or anywhere else she’d looked. Her latest lead had been a wild-goose chase. The bastard had gone to ground—no activity for the past six months. She glanced up and saw her partner, Bert Boatman, sitting in front of his computer with his coffee mug halfway to his lips, looking in disapproval at the papers she’d knocked on the floor. Since he had the droopy face of a basset hound, the look came across as mournful sadness rather than irritation.
“No good?” he asked, nodding to her phone.
Maura looked down at the offending instrument. “No one seems to know where he is. Not Interpol. Not the FBI.”
With an embattled sigh, Bert returned his mug to his meticulously organized desk and cracked his knuckles, then straightened the cup so that the handle faced away from him. His desk was the only thing in his life that was organized and stayed the way he put it. At home he had a beautiful wife and five kids who lived in a cheerful state of chaos. It made him cling all the harder to orderliness in his work environment.
“What about Roland Chandler?” he asked. “Have you tried talking to him? Maybe he’s learned something.”
Maura nearly growled. Roland Chandler. He was the last person she wanted involved with this case. Keenan Shy was his damn cousin, so he couldn’t be trusted. Folding her arms over her chest, Maura leaned back in her ancient leather armchair—her father’s when he’d been a detective. The springs squeaked loudly every time she moved, but she’d never get rid of it. “I’ve tried, but if he knows something, he’s keeping it to himself.” Squeak. Squeak. Squeak. But maybe there is another way to get him to cooperate. The thought sprang fully formed into her mind.
“What does your dad say?”
Her father had a lot to say on the subject of Keenan Shy and Roland Chandler, none of it complimentary, but he hadn’t had any insights on how she could find Keenan. He’d given her all his personal notes from when he’d worked cases in the Waterfront district related to Roland or his father and had hinted that Roland had a juvenile record, but Maura hadn’t been able to find any evidence that one existed, much less gain access.
“He says that it wouldn’t surprise him if Keenan and Roland were working together.”
Bert frowned, his long face seeming to droop like melted wax. “You don’t believe that, do you?”
Maura shrugged. She wanted to believe it. A handful of encounters with Roland Chandler over the past ten years had convinced her that he was handsome as the devil and just as much trouble. Even if he and Keenan weren’t working together, she had no doubt that Roland would prefer to hunt Keenan alone, even though he wasn’t a cop. The man seemed to think he was a law unto himself. Billions of dollars will do that, I suppose.
“Come on, Maur,” Bert said, pressing his lips together. “Roland Chandler isn’t working with a murderer. I don’t care if they are cousins.”
“Maybe not,” she muttered, and pushed her rolling chair away from her desk, “but he has too much power and too many friends. I can’t compel him to help me.” She stood. Squeak. Squeak. Despite not being law enforcement, Roland Chandler had connections, deep connections, to both the Department of Defense and the governor. He had resources that she couldn’t even dream of having in her tiny police station in South Boston.
“So offer him something he can’t refuse. Find his weakness.”
“Yeah,” she agreed sarcastically, bending to pick up the papers she’d knocked to the floor. “Because he’s so easily persuaded.” The man was as slippery as Maddie’s ferret, and had wiggled easily out of every attempt she’d made to find out what he knew ever since last spring, when Keenan had killed several people in Faneuil Hall Marketplace and kidnapped two others: Blake Webster and Nick Cord, Roland’s close friends.
Bert’s phone rang and he answered on the first ring, his face pained. “Captain?” he said.
Something he can’t refuse . . . Bert had a point. Everyone, even the almighty Roland Chandler, had to have a weakness. The file that Maura had on Roland Chandler was on her personal laptop in a folder filled with all the scraps of information she’d been able to find on the man. Despite the volume of mentions in local papers, international news, company profiles on Accendo, and magazine interviews, there was surprisingly little that actually told her anything about him. He dated beautiful women, but never the same one more than twice. He spent Thursday evenings having drinks with his two friends and business partners at the bar near the Accendo offices, but was rarely seen in any other bars in the city. His stepfather, former representative Jack Chandler, came into the city to have lunch with Roland every few weeks and they ate at the same restaurant every time, a steak house popular with powerful men.
She’d had him followed, and he’d slipped the tail every time. She’d even tried herself, and the man had managed to lose her within ten minutes. His business partners and friends were a tight-knit group, and she couldn’t see any opening there.
She’d even interviewed his father—Cliff “Crawly” Cozen—in prison, for all the good it had done her. The man had smiled, told her she looked like a young Maureen O’Hara, and tried to convince her that she could find a treasure of gold coins in the back of an abandoned bookstore in Watertown, but he hadn’t revealed one damn thing about Keenan Shy’s location, nor had he been willing to discuss his son.
“Yes, sir,” Bert said, interrupting Maura’s train of thought. He hung up the phone with a glance at the captain’s empty office. The man had headed out at five with most of the squad. She and Bert should have left as well, but they were closing out a double homicide from a week earlier, having finally caught the asshole who’d shot the owner of a local gas station and run over an old woman as he tried to get away.
“What’s up?” Maura asked him.
Their captain had issued Maura an ultimatum two days earlier. If nothing popped on Keenan Shy this week, she was to set it aside and focus on more pressing cases. He thought she was spending too much time hunting for the man and not enough time working her regular caseload, even though she and Bert had a higher close rate than any other detectives in the district.
Bert sighed and rubbed his eyes. The man might have a face that belonged on a basset hound, but he was a great detective. “He said good work on the gas station killings and asked me to tell you that if he gets one more call from the FBI this week, he’s going to suspend you from duty.”
Fucking FBI. Couldn’t keep their damn mouths shut. “Great. That’s just great,” she muttered.
“You have called a lot this week. I’m not surprised Agent Cutter decided to rat you out.”
“If she would just call me back—”
“Why, Maur? No one has seen or heard from Shy for half a year. Wherever he is, he’s laying low for the time being.”
She couldn’t believe that no one had seen him. He was an international criminal, on watch lists for theft and terrorist activities. Several government agencies wanted him for questioning. The problem was that she was a small fish in a big pond, and Keenan Shy was a damn whale. A whale that seemed to be able to fucking disappear at will.
“He’s being protected by someone with influence—that’s the only explanation.”
“I don’t know, Maur. Seems like maybe the captain has a point and you should set this aside for the time being. I know it’s frustrating, being so close last year after eleven years of hunting the man, but right now this looks like a dead end.”
“Frustrating” wasn’t the word for it. Almost catching the man who had killed her brother and his wife, only to have him slip away, was worse than more than ten years of barely making any progress whatsoever. And now Maddie was getting old enough to really understand what had happened to her parents, to understand and to ask questions.
“Fine,” she muttered, standing up. “I’m headed out. I’ll see you tomorrow.” They worked every other Saturday, but two other detectives had requested that they switch.
He looked at her suspiciously. “What are you going to do?”
She pulled on her lavender down coat and tugged her long red hair out from the collar. “I’m going home. It’s been a long week.”
“I don’t believe you.”
He was a good detective. “’Night, Bert. Say hi to Aria and the kids.”
Bert grunted. “Just don’t do anything too crazy.”
Crazy, she thought as she stepped out of the station and into the bitter cold of a Boston January. I’m not crazy. I’m desperate. Maura shook off her thoughts as she headed down the street to the train station that would take her to Downtown Boston and then Faneuil Hall Marketplace, to a bar called the Hairy Lemon.
Pulling her phone out of her pocket, she checked the text she’d received earlier from Blake Webster, Keenan Shy’s former girlfriend, whom he’d kidnapped last year and had nearly killed.
Party tonight with Nick and everyone from Accendo. The bar where I used to work, the Hairy Lemon. Stop by?
Maura had phoned her this morning, asking if they could talk. Maura had wanted to go over the threatening letters that Keenan sent Blake every Valentine’s Day, certain there was something she was missing. Trying to talk in the middle of some kind of party wasn’t what she’d had in mind, so she’d told Blake that she would just talk to her later.
But if everyone from Accendo would be there, then so would Roland Chandler. He hadn’t taken her calls in a month—always passing her off to his cheerfully obstinate assistant, Zach.
The wind bit at her exposed nose and cheeks as she marched through the snowy sidewalks in her boots. She wasn’t exactly dressed for a party—underneath her coat she was wearing the ubiquitous slacks, blouse, and blazer combo that constituted her uniform as a detective, but she wasn’t going to let that stop her. She would find Keenan Shy, even if she had to work with Roland Chandler, even if it took her the rest of her damn life.




ROLAND CHANDLER SIPPED his scotch and stared out the windows of his Boston office at the snow that drifted lazily onto the shops in Faneuil Hall Marketplace. It had snowed a lot last year as well, when Keenan had returned to Boston. His phone buzzed in the pocket of his suit coat. He removed it and glanced at the screen.
Where are you?
Across the street at a bar called the Hairy Lemon, a party was in full swing, celebrating the completion of a video game that the Accendo developers had created for the kids at the Boston Children’s hospital. Milton and Nick—Roland’s partners and best friends—had debuted the game to the kids this afternoon.
Be right there, he texted back to Milton, knowing that if he didn’t, his friend would come back to the office to get him.
He stood looking out the window a moment longer before returning to his desk. A large flat-screen monitor showed the investigator’s report he’d requested on Detective Maura O’Halloran, complete with photo documentation.
He took another sip of scotch, enjoying the burn, and clicked the link to pull up the images again. Maura grocery-shopping with her niece. Maura working at the district station, sitting at her desk across from her partner and laughing. Maura standing at a crime scene, her face set as she listened to a witness. Maura leaving Cedar Junction, the state penitentiary where his father was incarcerated, her bright red hair flying out behind her. The expression on her face was one of acute frustration.
It was the last photo that he enlarged and left on the screen as he sat back in his large leather office chair.
You’re going to get yourself killed, he thought, staring at her delicate, pixielike face. She had big gray eyes, a small ski-jump of a nose covered in tiny golden freckles, and a wide, luscious mouth. Criminals probably thought she was about as intimidating as an extra from a Disney musical.
Which was probably why she was considered one of the best detectives in Boston—the idiots underestimated her. Her and her bulldog stubbornness. Roland knew firsthand just how persistent and tenacious the woman could be. He hadn’t been taking her calls because he didn’t have anything new to tell her—not anything that he was at liberty to share, anyway, and she bothered him . . . on multiple levels. But now, thanks to Blake’s little “receiving letters from Keenan Shy” bombshell, he needed something from her.
Toasting her picture with his glass, he finished off the scotch and set the empty glass on his desk with a clack. He gathered his full-length dark gray wool coat out of an armoire near the door and drew it on over his suit jacket, but carried his hat and scarf as he left his office.
Zach, the office admin for Roland, Milton, and Nick, still sat at his desk, his face a study in misery.
“Zach, what are you doing up here? You’re supposed to be at the party.”
The young man, who’d been paralyzed in a car accident when he was twenty, shrugged glumly. “My date canceled on me.”
Zach could be dramatic, but he was the best admin Roland had ever had. “Was this Seamus or Brian?”
Pouting, Zach waved a hand. “Neither. This was a new guy.”
“Would you like me to have him killed?” Roland slid on his gloves one at a time, keeping his voice deadpan.
Smiling a little, the kid batted his eyelashes at Roland. “So sweet of you to ask, but I’ll hold off.”
“Let me know if you change your mind.”
“I’ll do that.”
“Good,” Roland said, tapping his hat on Zach’s desk. “Now get your ass down to the party.”
Zach nodded. “Yes, sir. I’ll see you down there.”
With a nod and a whistle, Roland headed to the elevator. In his pocket, his phone buzzed insistently. Pulling it out, he saw that Milton had texted him again, telling him to hurry his ass up, and he also had a message from the private investigator who’d been following Maura O’Halloran.
MO just left the station. On the train to downtown.
Friday night and she’s headed downtown? Does she have a date? He realized that the muscles on his neck were tight and forced himself to relax. The elevator dinged, and Roland stepped into the steel cage without any detectable hesitation. He used the voice commands on his phone to reply to the PI, a man named Hoover.
Tell me where she goes.

Roland heard the noise from the party several hundred feet from the entrance to the Hairy Lemon. Bracing himself, he trotted down the street, pulled open the large oak door, and stepped inside.
Most of the Accendo crowd was gathered in the corner near the thick-paned glass windows—the usual happy hour spot, but there were pockets of his employees scattered through the room, playing pool or watching the Bruins on one of the many TVs around the place. The Hairy Lemon was an unpretentious Irish pub that had been around for decades without changing much. It had a comfortable dive quality that had recently begun attracting hipsters, much to the dismay of Kevin Hannegan, the owner.
Stripping off his jacket, hat, and gloves, Roland made for a table in the back corner, where his friends were already sitting. On the way he patted a few of the developers on the back, thanking them for their work, took a sip of a hideous craft beer someone wanted him to try, and demonstrated his pickpocketing skills by stealing someone’s iPad from the table without them seeing it happen.
He thought he had everyone convinced that he was having a grand ol’ time, but he should have known that Milton and Nick, at least, wouldn’t be fooled.
He sat down next to Milton with a sigh, apparently loud enough to be heard even over the roar of the jukebox and the shouts from the hockey fans.
“Roland, my friend, I hate to tell you this, but we’re at a party.” Milton slapped him on the back cheerfully. Milton was usually cheerful, especially when his fiancée, Regina Burke, was at his side. She smiled at Roland and rolled her eyes in Milton’s direction.
“Don’t mind Milton,” she said to Roland in her usual smooth, calm tone, sipping champagne. An enormous princess-cut pink diamond in a classic Tiffany setting sparkled on her hand as she lowered the glass. “He’s still jazzed about how much fun we had at the hospital showing the kids the game.”
“I’m glad they enjoyed it,” Roland said mildly.
“Come on, Roland, stop worrying about Keenan for one evening.” Milton nodded to the middle of the crowd of Accendo employees, where several had begun to dance in between the bar tables. Empty shot glasses littered the tables nearby, making Roland glad that he’d had Zach set up an employee car service for tonight.
“It’s a party.” Milton finished with a toast of his wineglass.
Nick, sitting with Blake across the table from Roland, gave him an understanding look. Nick was a compact, lean-muscled man of middling height and blond hair cut short and close to his head. Blake, on the other hand, was tall for a woman, especially in the kick-ass combat boots she preferred to wear, and so pretty that people stopped her in the streets, thinking she was a model. She’d been a friend to all three of them for over a decade, but she and Nick had gotten together last year. Gotten together right before they were both kidnapped and nearly killed. Luckily, they were both okay.
Damn Keenan.
“He’s frowning again,” Milton commented, shaking his head. “Listen, I know you’re worried, but we haven’t heard anything in over six months. MOMENT is ready and working better than we ever anticipated. You should be celebrating.”
Milton didn’t understand. Of course, Milton had never had to deal with Keenan the way Roland and Nick had. Keenan Shy was dangerous, very dangerous, and the fact that they hadn’t heard anything from him in months wasn’t necessarily a good thing.
Why didn’t she tell me about the letters sooner? He studied Blake, irritated that she’d chosen to share her secret with that hostile redheaded detective rather than him. Had she been ashamed? She had no reason to be. Keenan was a predator, a dangerous one, and she’d been young and basically alone in the world when she’d gotten involved with him.
The waitress, a blatantly flirtatious brunette named Cindy, strolled over and cocked a hip in his direction, a perfectly manicured hand at her waist emphasizing the curve.
“Hey, Roland, can I get you something?”
Milton snorted out loud, and then grunted. Roland would bet that Regina had elbowed him in the ribs. Cindy ignored the noise.
“Scotch, straight up.”
“Sure, anything you want.”
Blake waited until she left to say, “I feel embarrassed for her. She might as well get a T-shirt made that says, ‘Available for the right price.’ ”
Roland didn’t comment. If she hadn’t worked at his favorite bar, he would have already taken her to bed—a woman that obviously interested in his money was easy enough to please. She returned a few minutes later with his scotch and an equally friendly smile. He tipped her generously and she left, her smile slipping only slightly.
His phone buzzed; it was Hoover, the PI, texting with Maura’s destination.
Headed to a bar called the Hairy Lemon. Standing outside.
Roland took a long sip of the scotch. She’s coming to me. How convenient.
“That’s no way to treat a good scotch. He’s even more worried than I thought.”
Sending Milton a look that said, “Shut the fuck up before I hit you,” Roland leaned across the table so Blake could hear him.
“Do something for me,” Roland said.
Nick scowled and took her hand in an unnecessary gesture of support. Roland would never hurt her or put her in a situation that would endanger her life.
“Of course,” she agreed, but she looked wary. Her turquoise-blue eyes were wide, her lips unsmiling.
“Tell Detective O’Halloran to give me access to the letters.”
She winced. “I knew I shouldn’t have told you about those. Damn it, Roland, you know she doesn’t like you.”
She despises me. She distrusts me. And she wants me. It made for difficult dealings, to say the least, but his interactions with Maura O’Halloran were rarely boring.
“Besides,” she continued before he could respond, “what makes you think she’ll listen to me?”
“She’s getting desperate. She’s been hunting him for almost eleven years and her new captain is not nearly as patient as the last one.”
Blake looked amused. “And how do you know that?” She waved a hand. “Never mind. I’m sure you have a friend in her district. Or maybe you picked the captain yourself. I’m sure he knows you; everyone knows you.”
Everyone had known his father as well, for less than positive reasons. His dad had stolen, conned, or charmed his way around Boston, not limiting himself to the Watertown neighborhood he called home. Detective O’Halloran’s district was in South Boston, where Roland’s father had been arrested not once but several times, including the incident four years ago when he’d been caught running a con on the city council.
“What’s that look for?” Blake asked, her eyes softening. “If you think it’ll help, I’ll talk to her.”
Roland didn’t bother to correct her assumption that he was thinking about Maura O’Halloran. Blake might be able to help convince the stubborn redhead, she might not, but if O’Halloran thought she was going to keep Keenan’s letters out of his sight, she was delusional. Roland would get access to them, one way or another, even if it meant using her. He didn’t make a habit of using people, but in her case, he’d cheerfully make an exception.
“You’re plotting something.” Blake shook her head. “Don’t bother to deny it.”
He showed her a real smile, the one reserved for his mother and the people at this table. “Got me.”
“Uh-huh.” She smiled in return, but there was a frown line between her eyes. “Be careful, ’kay? Finding Keenan is . . . ” She hesitated. “It’s what we all want, but . . . ”
Roland knew why she hesitated. Keenan was a bomb set with an unstable timer. Finding him was only part of the problem.
“I’m always careful.”
The lie came easily and smoothly. If she hadn’t known him so well, she would have believed it.
Nick tightened his grip on her hand. “I don’t like Blake involved with anything to do with Keenan. She doesn’t need to do you any favors. I’m sure you can convince the cop to share the letters. Just use your powers of persuasion.”
They don’t work on her, Roland thought, but he didn’t say that out loud. “It’s just a small favor,” he replied to Nick, sitting back in his chair and taking another generous sip of scotch. “And not dangerous.”
Nick’s eyes narrowed at his friend. “It better not be . . . ”
Blake kissed Nick’s cheek and laughed as he drew her deeper into his arms. “So protective. Good thing I like that about you.”
He raised an eyebrow at her tone, letting himself be distracted. “What else do you like about me?”
Roland tuned out before their banter could get any more personal and trained his eye on the door. O’Halloran should be walking through it at any moment, a small tornado in a pretty package.
He waited tensely, not realizing that his friends were staring at him curiously, their eyes following the direction of his gaze.




THE FIRST THING Maura noticed as she scanned the crowd was the table full of people staring in her direction, almost as if they were expecting her. It threw her off stride a little. She’d expected to slip inside without being noticed and then sidle up to Roland after she’d had a few drinks.
She paused, unconsciously putting a hand on the duty weapon under her jacket, and searched the room with a quick glance in every direction. High tables surrounded by stools. Classic posters for Guinness and Jameson. Neon signs. A long, gleaming wooden bar with a brass rail. Casual Friday–dressed professionals and tourists mingled comfortably together while numerous TVs aired the same hockey match.
The pub smelled like beer and wood polish, a not-unpleasant combination that made her think of her father. Nothing unusual. Nothing out of the ordinary. Relaxing her grip on the butt of her gun, she turned back to the table. The dark-haired woman with Milton Shaw—Regina Burke—was looking politely in another direction. Everyone else was staring at her, including Roland Chandler. He was practically daring her to come over and talk to him, blue eyes regarding her in that long, narrow face.
He looked good, wearing a suit that had undoubtedly been custom-made for him by one of those fancy men’s tailors.
Maura deliberately looked away, running her gaze over his friend Milton. The magician. He was idly shuffling a deck of cards and cataloging her with his eyes. Blake and Nick were staring at her as well, seeming surprised, but then Blake gave her a welcoming smile.
Half standing, the blond woman waved Maura over to their table.
Weaving her way through the happy, laughing throng, she dodged several friendly invitations and an overenthusiastic toast that nearly soaked her favorite down jacket, a shiny lavender coat that Maddie had given her, and stopped when she was standing just a few feet from Roland Chandler.
“I’d like to talk to you,” she said measuredly.
With deliberate insolence, probably because of her tone, he took a sip of his drink and gestured to an empty chair nearby. “Be my guest.”
She dragged the chair over the tile, enjoying the loud squeal that the legs made, and didn’t stop until she was within an arm’s length of him. Then she removed her hat and gloves, stuffing both in the pockets of her coat, and hung it on the ladder-back support of the chair. Taking a seat, she folded her arms over her chest, and cocked her head in challenge. The rest of the group stared—Blake’s blue eyes were wide with astonishment, but after a moment, she collected herself enough to introduce Maura to Regina.
“Regina, this is Detective Maura O’Halloran. From Boston PD. She’s the one working on finding Keenan.”
“I see,” Regina said in her crisp, educated tones. “Dr. Regina Burke.” She held out a slim hand with unpolished nails.
Maura knew who she was—she’d interviewed Milton and a good many other people who worked with Roland or had been involved with the incident that had led up to Blake’s kidnapping last year, but she hadn’t felt the need to include Dr. Burke, who’d never been involved with the bastard.
Maura stood and reached across the table to shake the doctor’s hand, unsurprised that the doctor’s grip was firm and businesslike. Everything she’d read about Regina Burke indicated competence. Which was why it was surprising that she’d become involved with Milton Shaw. The man was endlessly fiddling with something or making it disappear, even when he was being interviewed by a police officer. Still, she supposed it took all kinds.
“Nice to meet you,” Maura said briskly. She hadn’t come to chat; she’d come to tackle the problem of Roland Chandler. She just wasn’t quite sure how to go about it. He was gorgeous, but she couldn’t just buy him a beer and chat him up, not with everyone staring at them.
Regina nodded her agreement.
Blake looked from Maura to Roland and back again, a small frown knitted between her brows. Without seeming to be aware of it, the woman clasped Nick Cord’s hand in a white-knuckled grip.
“Have you gotten any news?”
Maura almost, almost, said, “I wish,” but that would have been a mistake. The man had abused Blake for years, nearly killed her. To be so blasé was not only rude, it was wrong. Out of the corner of her eye, Maura could see Roland lift his drink—it looked like scotch—to his lips. He wasn’t looking at her anymore, but she sensed that he was aware of her regard. He always seemed to be aware of people’s attention, of where their eyes were moving. When she was around him, she felt like she did when she’d been a patrolwoman answering domestic calls. Wary and alert, certain that there were undercurrents of meaning that she missed.
“Or anything on Angela?” Blake continued.
Angela Wepsic was the phony name being used by an associate of Keenan Shy, a blond woman who’d helped Keenan kidnap Blake by posing as an abuse victim.
“Nothing on either of them,” Maura answered. Based on the interviews Maura had conducted with Blake after the kidnapping, she’d learned that Angela was American without a Boston accent, in her midtwenties, and seemed utterly devoted to Keenan Shy. Maura would never understand how someone could love an abuser. Her own father had completely adored her mother while she’d been alive, and vice versa. Maura wasn’t willing to settle for anything less from a relationship, though she hadn’t exactly had time for relationships over the past eleven years. Taking care of Maddie had nipped dating in the bud, as had her obsessive hunt for Keenan Shy.
Blake looked at Nick, her face worried, and he kissed her forehead in response.
“Why don’t we get some air and a coffee?” Nick suggested, pointedly staring at Milton and Regina.
“Sounds good to me,” Regina replied, placing an arm on Milton’s wrist to get his attention. He’d been about to shuffle a deck of cards, his curious gaze resting on Maura.
Milton looked at the hand on his wrist like he wasn’t sure what it was doing there, but after a moment he shrugged. He set the cards on the table.
The four of them gathered their belongings and left with casual waves to the bartender and nods to Roland and Maura.
“Well, you certainly know how to clear a room,” Roland remarked, sounding vaguely impressed.
Maura ignored the quip. “Have you heard anything?” she asked bluntly, resting her elbow on the armrest of her chair and leaning toward him. He bent forward and set his glass on the table, covering her wrist with his hand to brace himself.
His hands were warm, his fingertips callused. She nearly jerked her hand away in surprise, but managed to control herself.
“No,” he answered after a brief pause, removing his hand. “But I might have a lead.” He leaned back in his chair.
Turning toward him, Maura curled her fingers around the arm of the chair. “What kind of lead?”
He tilted his shoulders in what barely passed for a shrug and contemplated his scotch like it held the secrets of the universe.
“What do you want?” she muttered, disgusted. “This isn’t a game, you know.” Maybe her father had been right all along. Maybe he was working with Keenan.
“Could have fooled me,” he replied, eyes gently chiding.
Maura refused to feel bad. She was a detective—she was supposed to ask all the questions. Nothing obligated her to share information with a civilian.
Putting her elbows on her knees, she leaned toward him. “All right. So we’ll trade information. What do you want?”
He glanced around the room. “Wouldn’t you like to talk about it someplace more private?”
Maura eyed him narrowly. She doubted very much that anyone drinking in this pub gave a damn about their conversation, or that they would be able to hear anything above the game and the music.
“What did you have in mind?”
“I was thinking that we could go to my office. It’s quiet, and I can show you what I’ve found.”
He sounded so reasonable. So smooth. The Accendo offices were only a few blocks away, but Maura would have preferred more neutral territory. He was one of the most successful software executives in the world. If she went to his kingdom, it put all the power in his hands. There, in his offices, she would feel . . . vulnerable.
He was watching her calmly, but his eyes were knowing. Not for the first time, she wished she’d inherited her father’s imperturbability. He’d never been intimidated by anyone and certainly not by Roland Chandler or anyone like him. He’d called Roland a slick bastard, just like his father, and had warned her that he couldn’t be trusted.
She’d known that already. Trusting him wasn’t the problem. She didn’t. The problem was that she didn’t trust herself. Her body reacted too strongly to his presence. I’m in over my head.
She opened her mouth to change her mind, but the thought of going back to her desk tomorrow, knowing she’d had a chance to pick Roland’s brain and hadn’t taken it, stopped her.
“All right,” she agreed, mostly to prove to herself that she could handle herself, and him, and that she wasn’t going to let him intimidate her.
“Wonderful,” he purred, and waved a hand to get the waitress’s attention. She hurried over, all breathless, fluttery sighs and pouting lips. Maura mentally rolled her eyes even as she noted Roland’s complete lack of interest or attention. He was too aware of everything around him not to see the blatant invitation in the girl’s eyes, but he wasn’t encouraging her. Interesting. She would have thought he’d encourage fawning wherever he went.
He handed her several bills. “Keep the change, Cindy.”
“You’re so sweet, Roland,” the girl replied with a toss of her dark, curly hair. She sent Maura a disapproving glare before she stalked off.
Maura refrained from commenting, but it took some effort.
She realized that Roland had moved to stand next to her, his lean, hard body displayed to perfection by the cut of the suit. He wasn’t wearing a jacket and his white shirt was rolled up to his elbows, revealing toned forearms and elegant hands with long fingers. He smelled delicious as well, like expensive aftershave, but also like good leather and rich wool. She doubted there was anything on his body that wasn’t considered the absolute best.
He pocketed the deck of cards Milton had left on the table, then held out a hand to help her out of her seat.
Maura stared at it, at the lean fingers and the neat nails. This man wasn’t like anyone else she knew. The men she spent time with—mostly cops—were rough and fun and good for a laugh. Not one of them would get a manicure of their own volition. But for all Roland’s outward polish, she didn’t consider him soft. It wasn’t just that she knew something of his background, of the father in prison or the way he’d run wild on the streets of Watertown as a kid. There was a confidence in how he dealt with people, an assurance that said he had seen everything and could handle what came his way. He had probably never doubted himself in his life.
She shoved herself to her feet, ignoring the hand he held out to her, and found herself standing close enough that she could feel the heat of his body. She looked up at him . . . way up. She tended to forget that she was short, but not right now.
“All right. Let’s go.” She meant the words to sound brisk, but they came out husky instead.
He nodded, gesturing for her to precede him from the bar.




SHE WOULDN’T BE an easy mark, he decided, analyzing Maura as she marched ahead of him from the bar. Her gaze constantly shifted around the room, and she kept her hand close to the weapon holstered beneath her coat and jacket. She wasn’t carrying a purse, the way most women did, so he would bet that whatever else she’d brought with her, she had it on her.
What was she up to? She had made no secret of her contempt for him in spite of the fact that she found him attractive. Her eyes had dilated slightly when she’d stood next to him and her cheeks had flushed, but she didn’t act like a woman who gave in easily to her desires. Based on what he’d learned about her, gleaned from his own investigation, she’d given up having her own life when her brother had been killed, focusing on her police work and raising her niece. She’d had a brief affair with a fellow officer a few years ago, but hadn’t been romantically involved with anyone before or since.
Still, he didn’t think he was wrong about the look in her eyes.
Outside the pub, the marketplace was still packed with shoppers and tourists. A pack of young women drinking Starbucks walked by, their attention shifting to Roland. One of them smiled widely, and he heard Maura sigh heavily.
Stepping forward, Roland took Maura’s elbow. She jerked away from him. Predictable. She’d be easily distracted if he wanted to steal her wallet.
He held up his hands in a gesture for peace. “Sorry, habit.”
“I can walk,” she said fiercely. “I’m not like those long-legged coat hangers who like to hold on to you.”
She was right about one thing—she was definitely not like the other women he dated. She was fierce, prickly, independent, and argumentative. She obviously had a strict black-and-white way of looking at the world and would never understand the concessions that sometimes needed to be made for the greater good. A woman like her should be married and living with an easygoing man who’d take care of the house and the kids while she put away bad guys. So why wasn’t she married or involved with someone? There was a secret there. More than just what had happened to her brother.
Mulling over how to charm her so she would share the letters more or less willingly, he tilted his head in the direction of Accendo. “Follow me, then.”
He strolled away, taking a deep breath of air that smelled like fried oysters, bus exhaust, and snow. Roland paused on the corner, waiting for her to catch up to him.
“Are you hungry?”
“Hungry?” She looked offended. “Are you asking me to have dinner with you?”
She was trying to be so hard. He wasn’t certain why. Defense, maybe. What makes you tick, Maura O’Halloran? He shrugged nonchalantly. “I just realized that I’m hungry. I thought you might be hungry as well.”
“Oh.”
He tried to read her face, tell whether or not the idea appealed to her, but he got nothing. Interesting.
“What did you have in mind?” she ventured, and this time her voice was softer, as if she’d made a conscious effort to relax.
“There’s a pizza place near here. A friend of mine owns it. We can get something to go.”
“All right,” she agreed grudgingly.
She was beautiful, even with the scowl on her face. Delicate features, big eyes, and that glorious red hair, straight as a good lie, and shiny as the devil’s beard, as his father used to say. His father. That bastard was the reason Maura looked at him like something she’d sat in on the subway.
“Great. I don’t think Jessie is there tonight. My friend. But I know the other chefs. Pizza’s the best in town.”
“Yeah.” She shrugged. “I’m sure it’s great.”
He turned in the direction of Jessie’s pizza, which wasn’t far from the marketplace, either, and waited for her to step to his side. He looked down at her, at the dark eyebrows in that elfin face in the light of a nearby streetlamp.
“You don’t sound like you care,” he commented, and resisted the urge to caress her face. Her skin looked as delicious as vanilla ice cream. He could steal a touch, make it seem like he was brushing something from her face, but he didn’t want to put her back up any more than it was already.
“Food’s food.”
Says the cop, Roland realized. She probably got sick of eating out on the job.
They walked silently together out of the main crush of the market and across the street. Though the sidewalks were crowded, Roland didn’t have to weave his way through people the way others did. Make people know you’re there, kid. Be in your space. People are sheep. They’ll notice whether they realize it or not. His father’s voice, a smooth baritone, was a constant companion, even more than the voice of his stepfather, Representative Jack Chandler. Two fathers, endlessly in conflict, Roland’s head their perpetual game of chess.
Next to him, Maura seemed to have no trouble keeping up with his long strides, but he shortened them anyway, not wanting her to have to run. The restaurant wasn’t far, just up the street in a brick building with a window facing the street. As usual, there was a line out the door.
“Is that it?” Maura sounded incredulous. “How long did you plan on this taking?”
“Not long,” Roland replied absently. Taking his cell phone from his pocket, he used it to dial one of the other chefs. “Chris? It’s Roland Chandler.”
After a brief conversation, a tall thick man with a beaklike nose and sandy brown hair came outside drying his hands on a white towel. The diners waiting in line turned to look as he glanced around. Spying Roland, he waved a hand, almost shyly. Chris liked making pizza. He didn’t like being in front of a crowd.
“Roland. So glad you could come.” He shook Roland’s hand, who noticed that Chris’s skin felt like the dough that he tossed on a daily basis, dry with just a little give. “Jessie will be sorry she missed you.”
“Hello, Chris.”
Chris turned his attention to Maura. “Hi, I’m Chris.” He held a hand out to her, a gentle giant.
“Detective Maura O’Halloran.” She held out her hand for him to shake, which he did carefully, looking down at their joined hands.
After a brief, businesslike shake, she released him.
Roland found himself smiling ever so slightly.
“Chris, we just wanted to pick up a few pizzas to go. I’m bringing some back to the office.”
Seeming slightly relieved to break eye contact with Maura, Chris looked at Roland and nodded. “Sure, Roland, no problem. Come in and have a seat. I’ll take your order and box everything up while you have a drink.”
“Sounds good.” Roland clapped a hand on the man’s shoulder, discreetly slipping a hundred-dollar bill into the pocket of the man’s chef coat without him noticing. No one at the restaurant would accept payment from Roland or his business partners, since they had financed the business, but Roland knew that Chris had five children and a disabled uncle at home. The man deserved a little something for his work.
He and Maura followed Chris into the restaurant, which was packed as usual. The small bistro tables were filled with locals and tourists, all jammed together and enjoying the pizza, whether they were having a simple pepperoni or one of the artisan pizzas that set the restaurant apart from others of its kind.
Chris led them to a back table reserved for special guests. It was close to the chefs working behind the glass, tossing dough and arranging the toppings before sliding the pizzas into wood-fired brick ovens with large wooden paddles. The air smelled irresistibly of baking bread, tomato sauce, and melted cheese.
Next to him, Maura breathed deeply, her small breasts rising and falling beneath her blue shirt.
“What can I get you to drink?” Chris asked as they took their seats. A server appeared with menus, which he set in front of the two of them.
Roland looked at Maura expectantly.
Her lips pressed together, but after a moment she said, “I’ll have a cabernet. House is fine.”
Chris nodded and turned his attention to Roland.
“I’ll have the same,” he said, knowing that Chris would bring his finest cab rather than the house wine.
“Would you like to order now or wait for the drinks?”
“We’ll take a look at the menu,” Roland answered, though he knew what he wanted. I always know what I want, he thought idly, admiring the way the overhead spotlights made Maura’s glossy red hair shine.
“Very good,” Chris agreed and hurried off.
Maura watched him go and then seemed to study the restaurant, her eyes running over the diners in quick assessment.
“This place looks too trendy to be good.”
“It’s trendy because it is good,” he argued.
“Hmmm.”
They sat in silence for a moment while the noise from the crowd washed over and surrounded them. Roland appreciated her silence. Not many women could sit with him and not feel compelled to speak.
“I saw what you did,” she said without looking at him. He studied her profile, the delicate line of her nose, the subtle curve to her check, while through the glass behind her a chef tossed pizza dough expertly into the air. She’d set her elbow on the table, the watch on her wrist reflecting the lamp overhead.
“What’s that?” he asked.
“I saw you slip money into that chef’s pocket.”
“Ahh.” Surprised, Roland placed a hand over his own watch, checking the time absently. It was nearly seven.
“Why didn’t you just give it to him?”
Roland wasn’t in the habit of explaining himself. His best friends, who knew him well, wouldn’t require an explanation, and no one else dared ask him anything. He doubted any of the women he’d dated recently would have even noticed him slip anything to the chef.
Ignoring her question, he asked, “Tell me something. Is it only your father’s opinion that has you so antagonistic toward me, or is there something else?”
“You’re dodging the question.”
“The answer should be obvious.”
“I think you’re just trying to get me to think you’re a decent man.”
She truly did have a low opinion of him. He supposed he shouldn’t be surprised. “Of course you’re right,” he agreed easily and sat back. “Not worth the effort of changing that, I suppose.”
He picked up his menu and pretended to study it while watching her face. She was frowning again, her big gray eyes observing him. She couldn’t seem to decide whether to try and seduce him or argue with him.
“I know you want something from me,” she said. “Let’s just put our cards on the table.”
Roland felt a smile tug at one corner of his lips. A smart, direct woman with enough sneakiness in her to make her interesting. How refreshing.
“Oh, yes,” he agreed, not looking up from his menu. “I definitely want something from you.”




NOW WHAT DOES
that mean? Maura froze, uncertain. He’d admitted that he wanted something from her, but now she wasn’t entirely sure she wanted to dig any further. It would be one thing if he needed the resources of the Boston PD, but she was fairly certain that he could have whatever he wanted from the department with a single phone call. So what could he possibly want with her?
Sex?
She almost laughed out loud. He may be attracted to her, but she’d seen the women whom Roland Chandler dated and she was nothing like them. No, he thought he’d deflect her with that oblique comment. He was hoping she’d think he wanted sex and be too flustered to call him on his bullshit.
“So you’ve decided you want to sleep with me? Is that it?” She had intended to seduce him, but she hadn’t expected him to try the same tactic.
Chris chose that moment to return with their glasses of wine, nearly dropping them as he overheard her comment.
Roland looked up from his menu lazily, his eyes crinkled at the corners. “Thanks, Chris.”
Chris looked from Roland to Maura and back again before clearing his throat. “Have you decided what you’d like to order?”
Roland nodded in her direction. “Go ahead. Tell the man what you want.”
His eyes were hot, lingering on her mouth. He was trying to fluster her. Ignoring him and his hot devil eyes, Maura ordered a pizza with Italian sausage and peppers before setting her menu aside and crossing her arms over her chest.
Roland ordered several pies to go before handing both their menus to Chris. The man took off as if his chef’s hat had caught on fire.
“Well,” Maura challenged, “what’s your deal?”
“Maybe I have decided I want to sleep with you.”
“Uh-huh.” She snorted. “Try again.”
“Maybe I secretly want a feisty redhead who calls me on my bullshit.”
“Maybe you’re a manipulative asshole.”
“Maybe,” he agreed, and lifted his wine to his lips.
Tapping her fingers on her upper arm, Maura considered him. What would he do, she wondered, if I really called him on this BS? Would it be worth it to get an honest answer out of the man? Dangerous. Dangerous thoughts. She was no femme fatale. She wasn’t the type of woman to bring men to their knees and get what she wanted out of them, at least not without her gun and several hours in an interrogation room. Still, this cocky son of a bitch was her best chance at catching Keenan, and she’d be lying if she said she didn’t find him wickedly attractive.
“Okay.” The words popped out of her mouth of their own volition, escaping the bonds of common sense that should have held them firmly inside her mouth.
He paused mid-sip, his gaze meeting hers over the rim of the glass. “Okay, what?”
“Okay, let’s do it. You want to sleep with me. I want to sleep with you.”
“I thought you couldn’t stand me.”
“You’re hot,” she said with a shrug.
“It’s not your style, Maura.”
“You don’t know what I’d do. You don’t know me.”
He didn’t say anything, but those ancient eyes of his said that he did know her, all too well. Those eyes said that he knew everyone and everything and very little surprised him. They were the eyes of someone who saw to the core of people, like a cop . . . or a criminal. She struggled not to back down in the face of that look.
He chuckled suddenly. “All right. We can fuck tonight. How does that sound?”
“Great,” she said immediately, her mouth dry. Something about the way he’d said the word “fuck,” the delicious intonation he’d given it, had sent heat sliding through her body. She’d bet her badge that he knew the meaning of the word intimately, that he’d studied its every shade and nuance, and that when he fucked a woman, it was not something she ever forgot.
He was still smiling as he leaned back in his chair. “Your place or mine?”
Maura felt herself flush red—curse her Irish heritage; cops should never blush. The thought of going back to her place was just downright awkward. Her father was there, as was Maddie. She’d told them both that she’d be working tonight and probably wouldn’t get in till late, but only because she’d intended to go back to the station if her gamble at the Hairy Lemon hadn’t paid off. She hadn’t actually thought she’d agree to sleep with Roland Chandler tonight.
“Let’s go to your office. It’s closer,” she answered, attempting to keep her voice cool and unruffled. She didn’t think she fooled him. Hastily picking up her glass, she took a long sip, looking away from him to watch the chefs twirl pizza dough. She could feel his eyes on her, could smell his cologne, and the back of her neck tingled.
“Part of me does wish you were serious,” he said in a low voice.
Maura dragged her gaze back to his, met those cool blue eyes, and felt her mouth go dry. She wet her lips. “Let’s say we get there, and I change my mind. How would you convince me to stay?”
“I wouldn’t.”
“You wouldn’t?” Maura wished her voice hadn’t come out sounding quite so disappointed.
Roland’s eyes flickered. Calculating, figuring out how to play her. But what does he really want? Me in his bed? Or me in his power? Or something else entirely? Maura didn’t think she was going to get an honest response from him, no matter what he said.
“I don’t usually play games, Maura. I want you, and you want me. Simple.”
Maura snorted. Roland Chandler was the least simple person she’d ever met in her life, and she was fairly certain games were his specialty. “How about this, then? I’m telling you that I’m going to come to your place, and we’re going to take off our clothes, and we’re going to fuck. I’ll worry about whether I’m serious.”
His lips twitched. “You make it sound so appealing. Like putting together IKEA furniture or exterminating rodents.”
A chuckle escaped her before she could call it back. She didn’t want to be amused by him, damn it. She wanted to leave him slavering in a pile of worn-out sexual conquest while she maintained her distance. Sure. Because men slaver over you all the time. She wasn’t even sure what “slaver” meant, but it sounded like something a crazy perp would do when denied his prey.
She let herself look at him, at the strong jaw already deeply shadowed with stubble, the high cheekbones and the deep-set eyes. He looked like a soulful man, not the trickster she knew him to be. Still, he was beautiful. The thought of stripping naked in front of him, of having him naked in front of her, was so incredible that she almost couldn’t imagine it. Roland Chandler. Naked. She bet he looked as sculpted and perfect as a Greek god. She couldn’t see him settling for anything less.
“Marginally more appealing than assembling IKEA furniture,” she said slowly. And if I can get you to let down your guard, maybe you’ll tell me something.
“Hmmm. Marginally. I’ll have to see what I can do about that.”
Maura let out a huff of breath. He was just trying to freak her out. Well, she was going to outmanipulate Roland Chandler. He might consider her unsophisticated, but he didn’t know everything. He’d probably only had elegant restrained sex or freaky gold-digging-slut sex. Honest, sweaty sex would probably be a novelty to him. She wiped her suddenly damp palms on her thighs.
They waited in charged silence, considering each other over their drinks, until Chris returned with the pizzas.
“Here you go. I’ll tell Jessie you came by.” He set the stack of white boxes squarely between them, as if he were trying to silently separate the two of them from each other.
“Thanks, Chris,” Roland told him.
Roland was staring at her as he spoke, his fingers toying with the top of his wineglass. Maura glared back.
“Sure,” Chris said slowly, his eyes darting back and forth between them. “We’ll see you soon. Jessie should be back tomorrow . . .” he finished, his voice trailing off until the word “tomorrow” ended on a sort of sigh.
“Great.” Roland stood, lifting his wine and downing the remainder of the dark red liquid in one long swallow. His throat worked, and Maura had a sudden image of him on his knees between her legs. She felt her lips part on a gasp.
He set the wineglass down and picked up the pizza boxes. Holding them braced against his hip with one arm, he raised an eyebrow at her.
“Are you coming?”




THEY WALKED IN silence back to Accendo. The smell of the pizzas tucked under his arm and the wine they’d drunk surrounded them as they prowled together across the snow-covered streets. She was as alert as he was, her eyes probing the dark, aware of the people who surrounded them in a way that most women weren’t. She was a cop, with cop instincts, even if she looked like a teenager in her shiny purple coat.
Roland couldn’t help but glance down at the top of her head on occasion, at the part in her hair, dulled to deep brown by the yellow light of the streetlights. It had gleamed shiny red in the light of the restaurant. He wanted to see it spread over his pillows, his stomach, across his thighs. He wanted her. How far was she going to take this charade? He was curious enough to find out. He just hoped it didn’t worsen his chances of getting her to help him access Keenan’s letters.
He knew it was a ploy. He knew it, but the thought distracted him anyway. Maura O’Halloran, naked in my bed. Would the soft hair between her legs be as fiery red as the hair on her head?
“What are you thinking about?” she demanded as they walked up the short flight of stairs that led to the main entrance of his offices.
“Your hair,” he answered truthfully.
She lifted a hand to touch the shiny red mass that hung to her shoulders. “My hair? Why?”
“I want to see it spread over my pillow.”
“Oh,” she said.
“Yes, oh,” he agreed, and used his thumb to unlock the front doors to the building.
“Biometric locks? Smart,” she admitted.
Roland had installed them after a hacker working for Keenan had stolen some of the code for a new software program he’d created for the U.S. government. The hacker had gotten access to the building and installed a keylogger to grab passwords. Now the locks didn’t work after certain hours without prior authorization unless you were Roland, Nick, or Milton. Even Blake couldn’t access the building, not from lack of trust, but because he didn’t want Keenan to try and use her as a tool.
“Thanks.” He opened the door for her, balancing the pizzas on one hip.
With a graceful slide past him, even in her bulky down coat, she trailed a spicy scent that made him think of poppies and good whiskey. Such a contradiction, bright and tender-looking on the outside, dangerous underneath.
He led her to the executive elevator and punched in a code to fetch it back down to the main lobby level. Large windows let in the blue light from the night-tinted snow. They stared at each other while the elevator whirred its way down to them.
“Smells good,” she said into the cavernous room, inhaling the scent of the food deeply, her chest rising and falling. She had pert, round little breasts. He hoped that she had as many freckles on those soft globes as she did on her face. There was something magical about those tiny spots, something that made him want to steal them from her and keep them.
Idiocy. They were freckles, pure and simple. He’d certainly dated women with freckles in his lifetime.
The elevator came to a halt and the doors opened, revealing the rich wood paneling, shiny steel frame, and marble floors inlaid in gold with an elaborate scrolled “A.” He saw her eyes widen for a moment, but she kept her face under control otherwise, moving to the side and searching for a button to push.
He stepped in beside her.
“Where are the buttons?”
“Elevator, executive offices, please.” He kept his face straight, but only with effort. She looked appalled.
A purring female replied, her accent crisp and British. “Executive offices. Of course, Mr. Chandler.” The elevator began to rise smoothly.
“You’ve got to be kidding me,” she blurted out.
He chuckled; he couldn’t help himself. “It was Milton’s idea. It’s actually secure—voice verification, but Milton thought it would be fun. We installed it last month.”
“The magician,” she said, almost like she was taking mental notes. “I can see him wanting a Star Trek elevator.”
The elevator opened to the executive lobby, with floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked Faneuil Hall. Automatic glass doors separated the waiting area from the long hallway that held his office and those of Milton and Nick.
He led the way, still carrying the pizzas, and she followed silently. Yet another biometric lock let him in, and he walked to the far side, where the conference table spanned the length of the room, right next to more full-length windows. Small lights near the floor turned on automatically as they passed.
He set the pizzas on the table, along with Milton’s deck of cards from the bar, and removed his jacket. She was standing in the middle of the room, looking around curiously.
“So this is the office of the great and powerful Roland Chandler.”
Tossing his coat and jacket over the back of one of the executive leather office chairs, he said, “That’s right, Dorothy. Make yourself comfortable. Would you like something to drink? Coke? Water? Scotch?”
“Do you have wine?” Her cheeks were flushed as she stripped off her lavender jacket and scarf and tossed them onto the nearby sofa.
He wasn’t sure, but he thought that Zach stocked a decent red in Roland’s personal break room. If not, there was likely wine in Milton’s office.
“I’ll check.” Going to a hidden door in the paneling, he pressed gently, releasing the latch. The panel swung open, revealing a small kitchen and dining area complete with stainless-steel appliances. A seventeenth-century Dutch Baroque painting of a table covered with lobster, ham, and succulent fruits took up the far wall, complementing the slate countertops and sleek wood cabinets. A sizable floral arrangement in an antique Chinese vase sat in the center of the island that separated the dining area from the kitchen.
He located a decent red in the wine refrigerator and pulled down two wineglasses from a hanging rack.
He heard a muffled noise and turned to find that Maura had followed him into the kitchen. She had taken off her blazer and pants, leaving her in her blouse, which was a vibrant blue color that complemented her hair, the shirt hanging to mid-thigh. She was barefoot, her toes painted with glittery blue polish.
She has freckles on her lower thighs, where the sun probably kisses them in the summer.
“You’re staring,” she said softly, a tiny smile of satisfaction curling the corner of her lip.
“I like looking at beautiful things,” he said simply. Sometimes the truth was the most powerful seduction tool a man possessed.
She turned to look at the painting, softly lit by spotlights, the richness of color and texture so well done that the food looked good enough to eat off the wall. “I can see that. Tell me,” she said, as she pulled out a stainless-steel barstool and took a seat, “why do you have a kitchen in your office?”
Roland realized that he’d been standing frozen, the wine bottle open in his hand. Well, damn. It needed to breathe anyway, almost as much as he did.
Carefully moving the vase of flowers aside so that he could see her clearly, he set the bottle in the center of the island. He poured her a glass while she watched, her skin golden in the lamps hanging above the center island like glass teardrops.
“I have a kitchen,” he said finally, setting the glass in front of her, “because I’m here more often than anywhere else. There’s a full bathroom as well. And we often have very long meetings. It’s best to have facilities on hand.”
She took a sip of wine and gave a hum of appreciation. “Nice.” She ran a finger over the rim of the glass. “You bring women here often?”
Dangerous waters. “Not often, no.” He took a long sip of his wine, trying to decide how to handle her. She seemed inclined to take the lead, but he couldn’t quite get a read on her. Unpredictable people were much more difficult to handle.
They stared at each other for a moment, eyeing each other over their wineglasses. A fine tension was invading his muscles; his dick swelled and throbbed beneath his pants. She was so very, very lovely.
“You play poker?” Roland asked, knowing that she did.
“Why?”
He shrugged. “I thought it might be fun.” He really thought that she didn’t do this very often, didn’t sleep with men she didn’t know. If she felt empowered, in control, it might allay her fears.
She was studying him, reading him, and he had the uncomfortable feeling that she might suspect just how much he was attempting to manipulate her.
“I’m starving,” she said inexplicably, and hopped down from the stool, padding across the tile barefoot, her short but curvy legs flashing beneath the tail of her shirt.
Roland followed, carrying both his glass and the bottle of wine. It hadn’t escaped his notice that she, for all her inexperience, seemed to know exactly what she was doing.

I have no fucking clue what I’m doing, Maura thought in panic as she walked past the conference table to look out the window. She didn’t let it show, couldn’t let it show, but the hidden kitchen with a stunning work of art, the luxurious furnishings, and the gorgeous man were overwhelming her senses, making her feel bathed in richness, in decadence. She wanted to roll on the carpet, so soft and lush beneath her feet; it felt like powdery beach sand. She wanted to strip off her clothes and let him run his fingers over her, touch every corner and crevice.
And he wanted to play poker. Of course. This was a game. A give and take. She wished she knew exactly what he was playing for.
“I forgot plates,” he said from behind her. His voice had lowered to a purr, and he slid his hands into the pockets of his pants, staring at her with a heavy-lidded gaze that made her clench her legs together. His shirt was undone, and the muscles of his stomach looked like waves had carved them into rock. He set the wine bottle down on the conference table.
In answer, she walked over to him and picked up a slice of pizza, taking a huge bite. Oh myyyyyy. Her eyes closed in ecstasy. She unconsciously rubbed one foot over the other as she chewed.
He made a strange noise and her eyes flew open. He was staring at her, wineglass held at his side.
“Sure. Poker,” she murmured, licking her lips. “Let’s do that.” Maybe it would distract her from imagining what he looked like completely naked. It seemed important to think of something else so she didn’t lose her cool and attack him. Yeah, Maura O’Halloran, seductress, so turned on by a man’s bare chest that she throws herself on his lap.
She pulled out one of the enormous leather chairs and took a seat. The chairs were so big that her feet barely touched the floor. He was still standing, looking down at her, his gaze on her lap. Spreading her legs—just enough to let him know that she was aware of his regard—she raised an expectant eyebrow, picking up her pizza and taking another huge bite. Flavor exploded in her mouth: rich, herbed sauce, sausage and peppers, and a soft crust with a perfect crisp to the outside. “Damn,” she sighed. “You were right. This is good pizza.”
He bent down and took a bite out of her slice.
He chewed, and she turned her head to watch his throat work, wanting to lean to the side and take a nip of her own.
When he finished chewing, he turned to look at her. “I bet that hurt to say.”
“What?” Was that her voice? All breathy and soft? Get a grip, Maura.
“ ‘You were right.’ ”
“Oh.” Maura snorted. “Well, normally I wouldn’t stroke that massive ego of yours, but some truths can’t be denied.” She took another large bite, letting the flavors settle on her taste buds.
His eyes crinkled at the corners, amused about something, and she rolled her eyes. He was probably thinking that she could stroke something else massive instead. She would argue, but, though he undoubtedly had an excellent tailor, no amount of clever sewing could hide the erection he’d been sporting. Remembering that made her instinctively glance toward his lap. Yup, still there.
Looking up at him through her lashes, she said, “Why don’t you take off that shirt?”
“Not yet.” His eyes twinkled at her, and she was certain he had something naughty in mind.
“A quick peek, then,” she suggested.
He pulled out the chair next to hers and turned it so that he was facing her. “Be my guest,” he said, and gestured to his open shirt.
Setting her pizza back in the box, she dusted off her hands and reached for the lapels. “I might get you dirty,” she whispered.
“A man can hope,” he said with feeling, making her chuckle. She tugged open the shirt on both sides and let out a long sigh.
Maura knew that she shouldn’t be enjoying herself so much, but Roland Chandler sitting across from her in nothing but his pants was pure eye candy. Damn, but the man must work out constantly. Many of the younger cops at the precinct had excellent bodies—Matt, her last boyfriend, had been one of them—but she thought Roland might be able to take them all. It seemed strange for a businessman like him to take so much interest in working out. She didn’t think it was just to look good; he didn’t flaunt it enough for that to be the reason.
“Very nice,” she said sincerely, and released him. Letting the shirt fall closed before picking up her wine and taking a long sip. Suddenly she was thirsty as hell.
He picked up a piece of pizza and began eating, keeping his eyes on her the whole time.
Maura looked around the room while she composed herself. Could he tell that her panties were wet? She didn’t think so. Her eyes caught on a painting of what looked like a café with a pool table, yellow floors, and red walls. Everyone in the painting looked plastered or up to something. “Is that a van Gogh?”
He finished his slice in record time and produced a napkin out of nowhere. One minute—no napkin. The next minute—napkin. She pretended not to notice the magic trick, blinking at him expectantly. He produced another napkin and handed it to her.
“Thanks,” she said dryly, wiping her fingers.
Smiling, he picked up the deck of cards, which he began shuffling expertly. His hands moved faster than her eyes could follow and the cards seemed to blur into colorful washes of movement through the air.
“Yes, it is a van Gogh,” he said simply, eyeing her reaction.
She shook her head. Nope. She did not fit in with this life. Not even a little.
He held out the deck of cards. “Cut?”
She did, choosing a place in the middle for him to split the deck. He tapped the cards on the table and began flinging cards with all the flair of a back-alley hawker. Where’s the lady? Where’s the lady? Find the lady. Double your money if you can find the lady.
How much of your father do you have in you, Roland Chandler?
“You’re staring,” he told her as he returned the favor, pinning her with his bright blue gaze. He had such a serious face; he could have been a judge or a politician or something, but she doubted that anyone really ever knew what he was thinking unless he wanted them to.
“I know that technique. Staring usually makes people talk,” she said obliquely.
He let his lashes drift downward. It wasn’t fair; he had long, lustrous dark lashes that any woman would kill to have. Only a small sliver of blue showed as he murmured, “I’d be happy to talk. I can talk about anything. Where shall I start? With your mouth? I’d like to see your lips around my cock.”
Maura blinked. His mouth had taken on a devilish cast. She imagined going to her knees and unzipping the fly of his pants and doing exactly what he said, wrapping her lips around that cock and pleasuring him. He wouldn’t expect her to do it.
With a determined glare, she leaned forward and got in his space, just as she would do with any suspect. One of his dark eyebrows went up, but she ignored it, and slithered out of the chair to her knees. The rug—soft as flour—felt just as good against her knees as it had against her feet.
His hands—big hands with prominent knuckles and long fingers—tightened on the chair.
“Maura—”
“Shut up. Unless you’re going to keep telling me what I should do with my mouth.”
He didn’t say anything as she unbuckled his belt and carefully unzipped the fly of his pants, revealing the massive package that he sported. The bulbous head of his penis escaped from the opening she’d made and when she’d gotten his zipper all the way open, the impressive breadth and thickness of him became immediately apparent.
“Oh, my,” she said with a sigh, and slid a hand forward to cup his balls.
He grunted and his head hit the back of the chair.
She flicked a gaze up to his face. His eyes were blazing now, fixed on her even more fiercely, the skin around his eyes taut with arousal.
“I bet women do this to you all the time,” she said coolly. She didn’t like the idea, didn’t want to think of herself as one of many women all too willing to service the great Roland Chandler, but she wanted her mouth on his dick, wanted to feel the thick earthy weight of him against her tongue, wanted to feel herself get wet at the idea of taking him inside her. She’d always liked giving head.
“Shut up and press your face to it.”
She obeyed, pressing her face against the thick length, feeling the smooth skin covering the hardness, the pulsing veins that throbbed with every beat of his heart.
“Now slide your tongue underneath, from the bottom to the tip.”
Her mouth open, Maura slid her face down his dick, nuzzling him, before she touched the tip of her tongue to the base, pressing, teasing. His hand came to the back of her head and tightened in her hair. Only then did she flatten out her tongue and give him a solid stroking from base to tip.
The strong thighs beneath her forearms tensed, and she smiled as she lingered at the head of him, pressing openmouthed kisses to the smooth head, teasing him with subtle brushes of her tongue.
“Take it in your mouth.”
She couldn’t take all of him, not because she didn’t want to, but because he was just too big. She gripped the base of him with her hand instead and took the rest in her mouth, holding her lips over her teeth as she slid them downward over him, pressing firmly until she’d gone as far as she could. Then she slid back upward, tugging just a little and massaging the base of him with her hand.
“Again,” he demanded, but she ignored him, bending so that she could get a good view of the balls beneath the heavy shaft, weighing him in her hands. His grip on her hair hurt a little, but she kind of liked it, especially when a strangled sound escaped his control. With a little hum of excitement, she leaned forward and tugged one of his balls into her mouth with gentle suction. All the while her left hand stroked his shaft and her right . . . her right snuck between the fabric of his pants and his open fly, and teased the taut flesh between his balls and his ass, pressing against it.
“Fuck. Fuck. Fuck,” he chanted, hips rising up in the chair.
With an evil chuckle, Maura released him, removing his hand from her hair and standing over him. “Win and you can finish in my mouth.”
He was breathing hard, his cheeks flushed and his expression incredulous. For a long moment, she thought she’d judged incorrectly and that he’d be furious, but then his eyes crinkled at the corners. “You are one evil woman,” he said with admiration.
“Thank you,” Maura agreed primly, and took her seat as demurely as an eighteenth-century spinster. She picked up her hand. “So what are your stakes, handsome?”




ROLAND HAD GOTTEN more blowjobs than he could reasonably count, but he didn’t think any would be quite as memorable as this one. While she examined her cards, he carefully returned his pants back to some semblance of decency. He wasn’t entirely sure why he bothered. It would serve her right to play with his hard cock staring her in the face, but he couldn’t do it, not with her looking so sweet and innocent. Innocent, his ass.
“How about this: clothes or information?”
She thought about it. Thought about it carefully. He was glad to see that it was at least something of a dilemma for her. “Deal,” she said finally. “Winner of the hand picks. We’ll go best of five.”
He agreed. His first hand was nothing spectacular, a pair of sevens, but he could tell by her face that she didn’t have anything to speak of, and he won the first pot.
“Clothes,” he said immediately.
She removed her watch, which she set aside on the table. She dealt the second hand and won.
“Information,” she said just as quickly.
His eyes narrowed, but he answered. “I’d ask what topic, but I think I can guess. Twelve years ago, at MIT, I knew Keenan was dangerous, but I made the mistake of trusting him again. I hadn’t seen him in almost eight years.”
She listened intently, her whole body moving forward, and he cursed himself for giving her even a sliver of hope that he’d actually include her on his hunt for Keenan.
“Why not?”
“I’m sure your father would be happy to tell you, but the truth is that I was arrested, along with Keenan, only instead of jail, my stepfather made a deal with the prosecutor. I was sent abroad.” He clipped off the last sentence before he explained any further. She didn’t need to know about the “service” he’d provided to his country in return for being let out of a jail sentence.
“So that’s why you started MIT so late.”
Since she didn’t ask what he’d been arrested for, he figured she probably knew from his father’s files. He nodded. He’d been twenty-four before he’d managed to escape the clutches of the U.S. government, though no one ever really escaped, not all the way, not even him.
“And when you got back, Keenan was out of jail as well?”
“Yeah.” Roland nodded. “I thought that what had happened to get us arrested was an accident. I thought he was just as changed as I was, that going to prison had made him realize his mistakes.”
Her eyes had softened as she listened, not a reaction he’d been expecting. “He was your cousin,” she said without malice. “Your friend.”
Roland gripped the cards in his hand so tightly that they began to bend slightly. “I still should have seen what he was capable of. At that point, I should have known.” For someone who’d been trained to ferret out secrets, he’d been remarkably stupid. He’d hidden most of his experiences abroad from his friends back then. Even now, neither Nick nor Milton knew what he’d done in the years between high school and when he’d started MIT, and he intended to keep it that way.
“You think what happened to my family is your fault,” she concluded, eyes wide with realization. Somehow, she hadn’t considered that Roland Chandler would concern himself with her family. He hadn’t known them.
“Don’t forget Blake,” he confirmed wryly. “It is my fault.” Her family’s death, Blake’s near strangulation ten years ago and her kidnapping in March, and the deaths of thousands of men and women who’d been killed in terror attacks that Keenan had instigated. All his fault.
Frowning, she started to ask another question, but he looked away from her and started dealing the cards in his hands with unnecessary briskness. “And that’s more than enough information.”
She picked up her cards with a bland expression. He couldn’t quite tell what she had.
“I’ll take two,” she murmured.
He dealt the cards fairly and waited. She didn’t look pleased or displeased, but beneath the table, he heard her feet rubbing the carpet in anticipation. She had a good hand, then. He had a pair of twos. Not enough to beat her unless he happened to get another pair of twos, and that was impossible with this deck.
A few minutes later, she laid a pretty little flush down, jack high. “Your shirt, Mr. Chandler.”
He stood, pleased when her eyes fell immediately to his erection beneath the fabric of his pants. He jerked off his shirt and tossed it aside.
Maura glanced at the windows, at the lights in the building across the street. Other than the small automatic lights from the floor, the only illumination from his office was from the bright glow of the moon peeking through the clouds and its reflection on the snow. If someone were across the street, they wouldn’t see more than shadowy figures, but that might be enough to guess what they were up to. Prurient excitement filled her liquid gaze.
Smiling to himself, he took his seat again, and on the next deal, despite a full house, she lost. She removed her shirt.
Then her bra.
Only minutes later, she was sitting demurely in her panties, and he was sliding her cards across the polished surface of the table. She looked at the cards and her eyes rose to his. “I thought you agreed not to cheat.”
With his most innocent expression firmly in place, he asked, “What do you mean?”
She turned the cards around to show him. “I’m pretty sure there aren’t five aces in a deck of cards.”
Her breasts were beautiful in the soft, shadowed light coming in from overhead.
“Guess I’ll have to forfeit.” He shook his head, as if sad about the outcome, and stood, reaching for the button of his pants.
Rolling her eyes, she tossed the cards down on the table with a sigh. “I said that you could come in my mouth if you won.”
“I’m counting on you not being able to resist,” he taunted, and lowered his zipper an inch at a time, watching her eyes follow the motion.
“I never back down from a challenge,” she warned him, but her eyes were smiling.
He let his pants fall to his ankles so she could get a good look at the erection he was sporting. He never backed down from a challenge either, and she was a challenge from head to toe.

Umm . . . hello. Maura didn’t think she’d ever seen a more beautiful man in her life. He wasn’t bulky, but every line and curve spoke of training, of constant effort, of hidden strength. The rippled muscles of his stomach tugged the eye downward, the sharp cuts of muscle above his hip bones arrowing directly to the turgid erection that arched upward toward his stomach.
He stroked himself, once, solidly, and Maura felt herself grow damp again—she was going to have to throw these panties away. Shit. God, she wanted that heavy weight between her legs. She wanted him to squeeze it inside her, inch by inch, until she was full of him.
“You sure you want to do this?” He was staring between her legs, at the green fabric offering her a last bit of decorum. She squeezed her thighs together, feeling damp below her underwear, down to the middle of her thighs. She was sure. God, was she sure. Nodding curtly, she straightened her shoulders and started to walk toward him.
“No,” he said, shaking his head. “Bend facedown over the table.”
Maura gasped. She couldn’t help it. No one had ever ordered her to do something like that. A mental picture of herself, bent over the conference table next to the enormous windows, open and exposed to him, made her bite her lip. She wanted to be vulnerable like that, wanted him to take her like that. With stilted, jerky movements, she turned and braced her hands on the satiny wood, lifting just enough that her hips were at the edge, and then bending forward.
The shiny wood table was as slick as a polished gem, inlaid with obsidian and polished quartz. She was short enough that her toes dangled just shy of the floor. Keeping her legs together, she eased her hands forward, balancing with her hips, until they were level with her shoulders, allowing her to keep her breasts from being completely crushed against the cold, hard surface. She hung for a moment, then glanced back at him. He was staring, his face intense, his hand gripping his dick. Maura breathed in and out of her nose to keep from panting in anticipation.
“You are so beautiful,” he murmured, “but look away for me. I want you to just feel this.”
Maura licked her lips and turned her gaze back to the surface of the table. The obsidian inlaid into the natural grooves and knots in the wood looked like a river of black lava, flowing toward her, as hot as the blood in her veins. She didn’t hear him move, but a swirl of cool air against the overheated skin on the back of her thighs told her he was close. Her legs tensed in anticipation.
“Relax,” he murmured, and his strong, wide-palmed hands stroked from her shoulders down her back to the string of her thong. He stroked along it slowly.
The air stirred again—she thought he might be kneeling—oh, Lord help me—and then he was nuzzling her lower back, the rough surface of his five-o’clock shadow pleasantly abrasive against the sensitive skin. His fingers slid to the cheeks of her ass and tightened, squeezing and separating the cheeks of her ass. She felt his teeth scrape the top of one butt cheek and then the other. Blatantly panting now, Maura concentrated on the table, feeling like she was falling into the obsidian, drowning in a moment of pure lust.
His teeth caught her thong and tugged, pulling the scrap of fabric over the cheeks of her ass and down, his breath hot on her ass, her thighs, the back of her knees. He released the scrap of fabric at her ankles, and it hung, suspended, for one brief moment before falling away entirely. She was blushing—heat everywhere, including the cheeks of her ass.
He chuckled softly. Maura hung her head.
His hands slid up her thighs, cool compared to the heat of her blush, and he stroked her ass.
“Spread your legs for me, Maura,” he murmured, and she shivered as his dick brushed the crack between her legs, asking for her to open.
Using her palms, she lifted herself up a little higher and spread her legs as wide as she could, surrendering everything, even arching back a little.
“Yeah, baby,” he whispered, “just like that.”
His fingers probed between her legs, dipping into the abundant moisture before sliding roughly inside her. “God, you’re wet and tight.”
His voice, a low growl that dragged along her nerve endings, made her writhe against the hard wood beneath her, the smooth surface already warm against her body, as supple as honey.
He removed his fingers and gripped her left hip firmly. “Pinch your nipples,” he ordered.
Maura obeyed immediately, balancing on her right arm and using her left to brush and then pinch both of her nipples, gasping when the aching sensation between her legs increased. He reached for something—she heard cloth rustling and then the subtle sound of foil tearing.
Moments later, the head of his penis slid wetly across her opening and down to her clit, and she jerked. He moved it up and down again, wetting it thoroughly before pressing forward into her opening.
She tensed and caught herself on both arms again. She couldn’t help it. At first it felt like enormous pressure, like there was no way he could possibly fit inside her, but he used his strong fingers to stretch the skin on either side of her opening and slowly rocked, inching forward with forceful nudges that made ridiculous “Oh, oh, oh,” sounds escape her lips.
He fucked her; there was no other word for it, stuffing that massive cock into the tight grip of her pussy.
When he was all the way inside, he removed his hand and placed it next to hers on the table, his watch gleaming. Bending over her, he slid his right hand around the top of her right thigh and opened her, supporting her with his hips and thighs as he ground into her, stretching her further.
“Okay?” His voice sounded tight, as if he had something wrapped around his throat . . . or his cock, as the case may be.
Maura honestly didn’t know. She’d never felt so close to the edge of pain and pleasure. He was so big.
“Uh . . .” she managed. “I’m not sure.”
He chuckled and nipped the back of her neck. “It’ll feel good. I promise.”
And there was the devil that lived inside him, using that voice and the soft motion of his lips to make promises. Maura knew it was a mistake, giving in to the promise of pleasure, but she wanted it, wanted him.
Turning her head to the side, she bit his bicep in retaliation, and he moved, dragging out of her, almost all the way, and then squeezing himself back inside, the heavy slickness of him penetrating deeply.
“Fuck,” she moaned. Her skin had grown slick, sticking to the table, but that didn’t stop her from arching back as he withdrew again, trying to keep him inside. He grunted and thrust forward. She resisted, making him work for each inch, pleasure exploding inside her as they battled, her body pushing at him as he thrust forward and trying to keep him as he pulled away. Here was the battle of wills that existed between them. Surrender and domination, entwined in transcendent pleasure that had her forgetting everything but the steady drag of him in and out of her body, the drum of her heart in her ears, and the heat of him behind her, taking her.
He moved faster. She churned her hips, trying to keep up with the rapid motion, unaware that she’d grabbed his arm with her left hand and had dug her nails into his flesh. Pounding. Deeper. She clenched her teeth as the tension rose higher and higher, drawing her body into herself and gripping the invading length of him. With a sharp cry, she came, clamping down on him in a series of rough shudders that he rode with short, deep nudges, the muscles of his forearm tensing as he came, his hips pressing against her backside.
He seemed to slump over her for a moment, his weight heavy on her back, but he steadied himself on his arm, holding himself against her while they both caught their breath.
Maura’s temples were damp and a bead of sweat ran down her cheek to her chin. They’d gone at each other like animals, and she’d loved it. He was still inside her, nearly soft now, but Maura knew she would feel his possession for a while. Glancing to her left, she saw the marks she’d left on his arm, and was pleased to know that she’d left an impression as well.




WHAT THE HELL
was that? Roland shook his head, trying to clear it. He’d mounted her like an animal, taking her delicate body with no subtlety or grace. He’d hammered inside her like he owned her.
But she’d thrust herself back against him as well, and he was certain there were teeth marks on his arm.
With a deep breath, he slowly straightened and eased out of her, sliding wetly from her pink flesh. He removed the condom and disposed of it in a nearby trash can before returning to help her off the table. She appeared to be locked in place, her hair hanging down over her head.
“Maura,” he said, gently gripping her hip and upper body, easing her up and back on her feet.
She sighed and her head lolled back onto his shoulder as he stood with her against him, her body supported by his. The table was littered with playing cards, the condom wrapper, and a hazy outline of her body that was already fading as the heat dissipated.
“That was . . .” she murmured, and stopped.
He looked down at her, at her swollen lips—she must have bitten them—and the slumberous quality to her gray-eyed gaze.
“Insane,” he provided.
Tilting her head back farther, she nodded. “Exactly.”
“I’m not sure we accomplished anything.” He enjoyed standing with her, just holding her naked, sweat-dampened body in the cool air of his office.
Shrugging, she eased herself around and separated herself from his embrace. “Maybe. Maybe not. I know more about you and Keenan than I did before.”
Roland ignored the twinge of guilt that nagged at him. He’d told her that so she’d let her guard down, and she’d fallen for it, taken it as a sign that he was starting to trust her. Of course, he hadn’t meant to tell her quite so much, so perhaps she had a point.
“Yes,” he agreed, and she’d given her body to him. She’d let him take her.
While he stood, indecisive, she pulled her shirt on over her naked body, her head turning to the windows. “I can’t believe I did that.”
Roland couldn’t quite believe it either. He hesitated, wondering if he should just ask to see the letters, but she seemed slightly unnerved.
Walking over to the couch where she’d thrown her clothes, she yanked on her pants, her movements jerky. “I have to go. I’m on duty tomorrow morning.”
“All right,” Roland agreed. Perhaps now was not the time to start asking her for favors. “Perhaps we could meet again soon.”
She looked faintly amused, but her gaze kept returning to his naked body. “Yeah. Let’s meet again.”
He couldn’t quite nail down her tone. Matter-of-fact, cynical, with just a hint of wistfulness. She was a complicated woman. “You don’t sound like you mean that.”
She nodded, smiling wryly. “I get it. I have no illusions. You still want something from me. You should just ask for it. No point in making this out to be more than it really is.”
Roland nodded, keeping the cynicism out of his expression. He wasn’t going to argue with her, but in his experience, everyone had illusions. People clung to illusions—love, security, fame—like they would drown in too much reality without them. They clung to them in the face of solid evidence to the contrary. He never made that mistake. He protected the people around him, even protected their illusions, but he didn’t fool himself into believing any of them.
“I need the letters,” he said flatly, and watched her expression change.
After a moment, she picked up her boots and stomped her feet into them. “Blake told you about those, huh?”
“Yeah.”
She looked annoyed, her gaze focused on her boots. “They’re ugly. And they’re not going to be any help. I promise you that.”
“You don’t know that.”
She made a dismissive noise and stood, putting on her belt and gun with ease that said how often she wore them. “I’ve had those things examined by the FBI, cryptologists, and a profiler. With the exception of last year, when he kidnapped her, he’s written every year for the past eleven years. Ten letters. Nothing in them except promises to hurt her in all manner of creative ways, comments on what he’s going to do to you, to Nick, and to Milton. Threats. Empty ones so far.”
“Then there shouldn’t be any harm in letting me look at them, should there?”
She blew a frustrated breath out of her nostrils. “I don’t even know why I’m arguing. I don’t give them to you, you call up my captain and make sure you get them, right?”
“Yes,” he admitted.
She grabbed her jacket and jammed her arms into the sleeves. “Thought so.”
“I’ll give you what I have on Keenan,” he offered. “And I’ll have a word with your captain.”
“Have a word with him,” she repeated, her jacket hanging open.
Roland nodded, his arms loose and easy at his sides. He was comfortable naked, and his nakedness distracted her, put her off balance.
“You can get him to let me keep working on the case. Is that what you mean?” She tilted her head and wrapped her scarf deftly around her neck.
“That’s what I mean.”
She laughed, but not like she thought anything was particularly funny. “All right, Roland Chandler. I’ll send the scanned copies of the letters, but you have to send me everything you know about Keenan and his possible whereabouts.”
“Can’t do that.”
She went still, her eyes frosty and unpleasantly cool. “I’m sorry?”
“I’m pretty sure your computer is bugged.”
“Really?” she repeated skeptically.
He walked toward her until he was standing mere inches away, forcing her to look up at him. He ran his fingers through her hair, pulling it out from under her scarf. “Really,” he repeated firmly. “We’ll meet again. You can bring your files.” He dropped a kiss on her open mouth. “Now, I’ll call a car to take you home.”
“I can get myself home.”
“I know it.” He wasn’t going to argue with her. He was going to see that she got home.
“What about the bug in my office?”
“I can take care of it if you want,” he offered, guessing what she would say.
“No,” she said, shaking her head. “I’ll check in with IT. I’m sure they can handle it.”
Roland doubted it, but he knew that having him messing around with the computer systems would be an even bigger violation of police protocol than just sharing files with him, so he didn’t push it.
He dressed quickly while she waited, chewing on her lower lip and looking at her phone. With one call to the car service, he had the promise of a driver at Accendo within ten minutes.
“Come on,” he said. “I’ll walk you down to the car.”
“How are you getting home?” she asked testily as they left his office, the door shutting quietly behind her. “Helicopter?”
“Not tonight,” he said smoothly, ignoring the snark. “I’m staying in the city this weekend.”
She was quiet after that as they walked to the elevator, but curiosity seemed to overcome her as they stepped into its confines. “Where do you go when you don’t stay in the city?”
He looked down at her, glad of the distraction, and inhaled the sultry scent of her—sweat and pizza and perfume. “Wherever I want.”




AN INSISTENT RINGING woke Maura the next morning. She groaned, regretting the wine that she’d drunk, feeling the ache of enthusiastic sex in every fiber of her being. She swatted at her alarm clock, knocking if off the nightstand, before she realized that the noise was her cell phone, dropped on the floor with her clothes when she’d finally gotten in last night. She reached out one arm to grab it, but it stopped mid-ring. It was probably Bert. Calling to ask her what she wanted for breakfast. His wife cooked breakfast on Saturday mornings, so he snagged some for her before he left for the station every other weekend when they had to work.
She shifted the blankets aside and felt something furry and warm in her hair; she reached up to find Hannibal—Maddie’s ferret—sleeping in a ball on her head. She shifted her legs and felt another warm body—Porkchop the pug—nuzzling in the crook of her legs.
“Maddie,” she shouted, dropping her arm back down to her side. “Come get your animals.”
There was a loud bang and running feet, the old house carrying every squeak and footfall. The hinges on the door squealed as it was thrown open wide.
“That’s where they are,” Maddie exclaimed, jumping on the bed. “You left your door open.”
“Hand me my phone.” Maura pointed to the floor.
Maddie hopped back down and dug the phone out of the pocket of the blazer Maura had worn the day before. The girl checked the screen. “It says Blake Webster.”
Frowning, Maura held her hand out for the phone. Why would Blake be calling her on a Saturday morning? Something to do with Keenan? She started to call Blake back, but Maddie climbed up on the bed again. If it was about Keenan, she didn’t want her niece to overhear.
“You know they like you best,” Maddie said as she settled onto the bed.
The phone dinged. A text message from Blake. Call me when you get a chance.
“Who?” Maura shifted to give her niece more room.
“Hannibal and Porkchop.”
“They don’t like me. They know I hate them. Perverse little turds.”
Maddie giggled and laid her head on the pillow next to Maura’s. With a sigh, Maura set the phone on the nightstand and gathered her closer.
“I think I’m too old to snuggle,” Maddie informed her.
Maura nodded against the girl’s silky brown hair. “Ancient. How was skating?” Maddie had started taking ice-skating lessons with a couple of her friends this winter. It was expensive. More expensive than Maura would have imagined. She thought about Roland, about the opulence of his office. His utter pleasure in telling her that he could go wherever he wanted on the weekends. Bastard.
“I fell twice,” Maddie said with no detectable upset, bringing Maura back into the conversation.
“Congratulations?”
“But I didn’t quit.”
“Of course you didn’t.” Maura sighed. O’Hallorans never quit. “How was Grandpa?”
“He said Sally’s mom looked like a transvestite.”
“Of course he did.”
The ferret, Hannibal, chose that moment to stretch and roll backward, draping himself over Maura’s forehead.
Maddie laughed again. “I don’t care what you say. You like them.”
Rolling her eyes, Maura sat up, removing the smelly creature from her hair at the same time and handing him to Maddie. “What time is it?”
“You just looked at your phone.”
“Smart-ass.” Maura scooted her niece over and got out of bed, feeling with her feet for her slippers. Almost absently, she checked to make sure that her gun was safely locked in the biometric safe secured on her nightstand.
“Grandpa’s mad at you.”
“Is he?” He was usually irritated with her about something. Maura could hear the water running in the room on the other side of her bedroom wall. Her father had probably been up for hours. He said he couldn’t sleep. A gunshot on the job had injured his spine just before he’d been set to retire, leaving him paralyzed from the waist down. “Why’s that?”
“He said you came home late and weren’t at the office like you said you’d be.”
Damn her father and every one of the gossipy old women who worked at her station. She trusted Bert not to say anything, but any one of her father’s cronies would rat her out in a second.
“I went to visit a friend.”
“Who?”
Desperate to change the subject, Maura asked, “What have you been doing this morning?”
Maddie lifted herself up on her elbow, the ferret hanging limply in her grip. “I was looking for Hannibal and Porkchop.”
The pug, who’d been snoring contentedly, stopped abruptly and lifted his fat head at the sound of his name.
“You should have just put food in their bowls. They’d have come running. Or waddling,” she amended. What the pug did couldn’t be classified as running.
“Will you make me pancakes? Grandpa says it’s too hard in his chair.”
Maura sighed. She wanted nothing more than to hang out with her niece and make pancakes and take the ugly dog on a walk, but she had work to do. Why had Blake called? Had she heard from Keenan?
“I can’t this morning, but I’ll be home this evening and we’ll do something fun, okay?”
“Can’t,” Maddie said glumly. “Geometry homework.”
“I love geometry. Besides, you can do it tomorrow.”
“I have a history assignment to do then. And you hate geometry.”
“But I love you.”
“I know,” Maddie said, but she shook her head in a disappointed sigh.
Belting her robe, Maura tweaked the girl’s nose. “Don’t be a drama queen. Seriously. I have bad guys to catch.”
Pressing her lips together primly, Maddie picked up the pug with her free arm and scooted off the bed. “You always have bad guys to catch. Doesn’t it ever end?”
She left the room before Maura could answer, leaving the distinct perfume of preteen superiority in her wake.
“I ask myself the same question,” Maura said to the empty room and went to take a shower.

She called Blake while standing in a ridiculously long line at Dunkin’ Donuts. It felt like everyone in South Boston needed a caffeine fix this morning.
“Blake, it’s Maura.”
“Maura, good morning. It was good seeing you last night.”
Not yet. She hadn’t had coffee and the mention of last night made her think of Roland. Roland half naked. Roland behind her while he slid his dick inside her. Roland. Roland. Roland.
“You, too.” She cleared her throat. “What’s up? Has Keenan contacted you?” Maura winced slightly at the hopeful sound of her voice. Keenan had systematically worked to destroy Blake; Maura probably shouldn’t sound so excited at the idea that he might have contacted her.
“No, nothing like that. Actually, I have a favor to ask.”
“Sure.” Maura moved forward in line, mean-mugging a guy in a tracksuit who looked like he was going to horn in on her space. Dude needed to head on back to the eighties where he and his velour belonged.
“You’re not going to like this, but I told Roland about the letters.”
“Yeah, he mentioned that last night. Why?”
“I thought he should know. I’m not ashamed anymore.”
“That’s good.” Blake had no reason to be ashamed. Keenan had abused her, not the other way around.
“So, did he ask you to see them?”
Maura flashed on an image of his hands dealing the cards. Where’s the lady? Find the lady. “Yes, he did,” she answered absently. Damn, she had to get that man out of her head.
“Oh. Okay.”
“You sound surprised.” Maura took a step forward in line. “What did he tell you?”
“Nothing,” Blake said immediately. “About you two, I mean. Last night before you got there, he asked me to talk to you. Convince you to show him the letters. That’s it.”
Maura had known Blake Webster for a long time. Maura had been a uniformed officer, fresh out of the academy, when she’d found out that her brother Robert had been killed by Keenan Shy. She’d gone to Blake’s hospital room to question her about what happened, but Roland had interceded after just a few minutes, swearing at her that Blake was recovering from being nearly strangled to death and that his friend wasn’t answering any fucking questions. He’d been younger then, not quite as controlled. Over the years she’d kept in touch with Blake in the hopes that Blake could help lead Maura to Keenan, but they weren’t exactly friends. Friendly, but not friends. Still, Maura liked her, liked her resilience.
“There’s nothing going on between me and Roland,” she announced, just to make it clear. It was true—it had just been sex. Nothing more. “I need his help finding Keenan. That’s it.”
“Oh-kay,” Blake replied, her voice muffled with humor. “But I think it’s about time you two worked together. He wants to find Keenan as much as you do.”
Maura doubted it. No one wanted to find Keenan as much as she did. “Yeah, listen, I have to go, but tell me something.”
“If I can.” Blake’s voice had turned wary.
“Will he really help me? Find Keenan, I mean. Or is he just playing me?”
Blake sighed. “Honestly, Maura, I have no idea. He’s my friend, but sometimes he’s as much a mystery to me as he is to everyone else.”
Maura thought as much. “Did you tell him that the letters didn’t contain any hidden secrets?”
“I tried, but he wouldn’t listen. He says that Keenan liked to play games. He’s certain that there’s a code to his intentions in those letters somewhere.”
“He’s wrong.”
Snorting, Blake said, “Yeah, well, that’d be a first.”
“Come on,” Maura half shouted. “He’s not the god everyone seems to think he is.” A bearded man in a thick jacket turned around to look at her. She waved him back to his business.
“I don’t think he’s a god, but he has plenty of influence. He might be telling you the truth and intend to help you. He might be telling you something like the truth and intend to keep you safely on the sidelines.”
“Or he could be totally lying to me.”
“I doubt he’s totally lying. Not his style.”
“That’s just great.” Damn she needed coffee. And a chocolate doughnut with sprinkles. Maybe two.
“Well, he helps his family. Nick, Milton, me. He loves us. But last year he bugged my clothes to keep track of me in case Keenan tried something. He’s a big fan of ‘for your own good.’ ”
Maura didn’t point out that none of the people she mentioned was actually related to Roland. “Okay, thanks, Blake. Take care of yourself. I’ve gotta go,” Maura said suddenly. She was second in line and they were almost out of dark roast. She hung up without giving Blake a chance to respond. She didn’t want to talk about Roland Chandler anymore.
Still, almost without consciously choosing to do it, she scrolled through her contacts and located his number. She could text him. Tell him she’d meet him somewhere after her shift and go over the files.
“Next?”
Maura looked up, saw the open cashier, and darted forward. Roland Chandler could wait until she’d gotten some caffeine in her system. He was the kind of guy a girl wanted to meet armed with caffeine, alcohol, or a straight flush and a pair of fuck-me shoes. She’d meet him when she was damn good and ready and not a moment before. Preferably in a place where she could take her clothes off without witnesses.




“YOU HAVE THE right to remain silent.”
The cuffs snapped coldly against Roland Chandler’s wrists as Maura read him his rights. He debated whether or not to escape the bonds.
“You like that?” she purred, and he realized he was naked. She was stroking the outside of his thigh with what looked like a police baton. Now this was interesting.
“Yes,” he said, confused but pleased by the development. He thought she might be naked as well. He tried to turn and look, but she shoved him again.
“Don’t move,” she ordered, and he felt her left hand slide from his waist to his chest, frisking him slowly. “Do you have any weapons?”
He glanced down at his erection.
Her hand slid over his hip and gripped him firmly, stroking him once. Very interesting.
“Do you understand these rights?” She pulled him away from the marble wall of his building¸ an exclusive high-rise in Back Bay where he owned the penthouse, and turned him toward the street.
Suddenly a wind kicked up, sending a snow flurry against his naked body. He was standing in the street, staring at Keenan Shy.
“What the fuck are you doing?” Roland shouted, not able to believe, not quite, that Keenan had strapped Blake into a bomber’s vest lined with C-4. Why would he do that? He loved Blake. They all loved Blake.
“What the fuck does it look like, cousin?”
Roland stared at his cousin’s face, so like his own, at the long, nimble fingers that gripped Blake’s pale cheek, her eyes pleading with Roland to save her.
Roland fought to get to Blake, but he was paralyzed, he couldn’t move, and Maura O’Halloran was rushing toward Keenan, gun drawn.
“Shoot him,” he shouted to Maura, and woke himself up.
Roland opened his eyes, the sheets clenched in his hand as he desperately fought for air. He lay paralyzed, as if Keenan was standing over him, his hand on Roland’s throat.
Recognizing the dream for a lie, Roland released his grip on the sheets and closed his eyes. He imagined he was underwater, floating in the cool dark stillness, his senses muffled by the glassy wet. Maura was swimming with him—naked, her round freckled breasts floating near his face—her bush a bright and fiery red. He reached out and grasped her leg, pulling her toward him. Her skin, slick and smooth, felt right under his hand. Another lie, but a pleasant one. After a moment, he was able to let out a long breath of air.
Released from the grip of terror, he opened his eyes. He was sweating, even though his bedroom was icy in the darkness. He remained as he was for a moment, feeling the silkiness of the sheets against his skin, as silky as Maura’s skin beneath the water.
No surprise what that was about. With a curse, he tossed the covers aside and sat up, swinging his legs over the bed and putting his head in his hands. Night terrors. He’d had them for a long time, longer than he could remember, and he never knew when they would hit.
He’d gone to bed late—as usual—his mind filled with thoughts of Maura O’Halloran beneath him interspersed with fear of what Keenan might be planning.
Roland reached out blindly with his right hand and touched a thick folder filled with information about Maura and her family that sat on his nightstand. Last night, before he’d finally surrendered to sleep, he’d read through it yet again. The pictures of the bodies had been copied from the case files, the witnesses’ testimony naming Keenan as the killer.
Scrubbing his hands over his face, he stood abruptly and stalked naked to the large window of his bedroom. Throwing open the blackout curtains, he was stunned to see that the sun was shining brightly overhead. He hadn’t slept this late in years.
He sat back down on the bed and put his head in his hands, thinking about Maura. Would she meet with him as she’d promised? Show him the letters?
He had her phone number, both the one at the station and her cell, though she hadn’t given the second one to him. She’d said she would be working today, but he didn’t want to meet her surrounded by all the other detectives. He would call her captain on Monday, convince the man that she should be allowed to continue to work the case, and see if she would have dinner with him at his house. Or maybe he’d invite her and her niece out to do something. Maybe if he included the girl, Maura’d be more inclined to trust him.
He didn’t know much about kids. He ran the risk of looking like a fool, especially if she saw through the ploy. But Roland knew people well, and most mothers had trouble refusing something their children really wanted. And for all intents and purposes, Maura was a mother. He couldn’t forget that. She wasn’t like the women he was used to having in his bed.
Maura seemed like a woman who would enjoy watching the snowfall with her man by her side, a roaring fire in the fireplace, a dog resting comfortably on a bed nearby. He looked around at the empty richness of his room, at the perfection and order, and tried to imagine her sleeping in his bed, her bright hair tumbling over his pillows, her gray eyes watching him in the night. He couldn’t do it. He couldn’t fool himself as easily as he did others. He had to get the letters, and any other information she had on Keenan’s case before his cousin struck again. He was going to catch the bastard this time.
He picked up his watch off the nightstand and put it on absently. He could convince himself that using her for information was justified, even practical, but Roland only believed in illusions for other people. For himself, he could afford only the unvarnished truth. And the truth was, he deserved the condemnation he saw in her eyes when she looked at him. He accepted that, and the guilt that he was going to feel when she realized she’d been used.
He would pay the price of that guilt to catch Keenan; in fact, he would pay anything.




MAURA DUG INTO the Dunkin’ Donuts bag on the way to the station, taking a huge bite of her doughnut as she entered the building. By the time she reached the squad room, she’d eaten half of it and her coffee was mostly gone.
“Here ya go,” she said with her mouth full, dropping a greasy pink-and-white bag on the corner of Bert’s desk. The healthy egg-white-and-spinach burrito his wife had made him sat untouched on a plate on the corner of his desk. Not a good sign.
He picked it up immediately, holding it above his desk with a thumb and forefinger. “Damn it, Maura. You’re getting grease on everything.”
Ignoring him, she set her coffee down and plopped into her chair, which squeaked in protest.
“And for the love of God, take some WD-40 to that fucking thing. That sound is making me crazy.”
Maura finished chewing, wiped her hands on a napkin, and leaned forward to strip off her jacket, shoving it behind her on the chair as usual. “What crawled up your ass?”
He’d pulled a plate out from one of his desk drawers and was meticulously arranging the bacon, egg, and cheese croissant that she’d gotten for him. “Aria has me on a diet, again,” he mumbled.
Hiding her dismay, Maura quickly finished the doughnut. “Oh yeah?” Bert on a diet was like taking a bear that had been hibernating all winter and setting him in front of a pastry shop. He went a little nuts.
Maura left him alone and logged on to her computer. She started to pull up her files on Keenan and hesitated. Bugged. By whom?
“Bert, who do I call if I think someone’s bugged our system?”
“Bugged it how?”
Maura honestly didn’t know. Maybe Roland had been fucking with her. “Listening to our conversation, maybe hacking into our computers. I think the computers, but I’m not sure.”
“What gave you that idea?”
She didn’t want to tell him that she’d seen Roland Chandler, but he was her partner. “Roland Chandler.”
Bert paused with the breakfast sandwich lifted halfway to his mouth. “Roland Chandler told you that our computers were bugged.”
“Yeah, more or less.”
He put down the sandwich. “Since he’s a computer expert, I think he may have some insight, don’t you? At least he’s more expensive than our government IT department.”
“Probably,” she conceded. “But then there’s the question of why he’s poking around in our system in the first place.”
“There is that,” he agreed.
“I know. So who do I call?”
“Beats the shit out of me. We’ll have to ask the captain.”
Maura thought that the only thing stopping Roland from breaking into the BPD network was his own conscience. She doubted he would care whether or not it was illegal, so if he had hacked into the police database and files, why had he needed her? He should have found copies of the letters long ago. Unless . . . She pulled up the official police file on Keenan Shy from the database. She scanned through it quickly, flipping through the digital pages and opening files to scan the contents. The PDF copies of the letters weren’t in the file. Every year since she’d been allowed to take on the cold case despite her family connection to the crime, she’d scanned each one in herself, logging them as evidence. Someone had removed them.
Shock made her breath go. Removed them completely. Who could do that? Why would they do that unless the letters were important somehow?
Suddenly terrified that the actual paper letters were gone as well, she stood up and hurried over to the records room, knocking on the thick wooden door.
A prim, quiet voice told her to come in.
“Laura,” Maura began immediately, spotting the pale brunette in front of an industrial scanner. “Can you get me the case file for my brother’s murder?”
Laura looked at her above reading glasses that would have looked just right on a ninety-year-old woman. “I’m a little busy.”
“We’re all busy, Laura. Would you mind? It’s important.” Maura rattled off the case number, which she knew by heart.
Sniffing, her narrow face held in haughty disapproval, Laura tapped the papers in her hands three times on a nearby table before setting them aside. Slowly, so slowly that Maura wanted to shake her, she went to the tall filing cabinets where the case files were stored.
Maura waited impatiently, but knew better than to say anything else. Laura was a bitch, but no one wanted her to quit. Before her, finding anything in the paper files had been a damn nightmare.
Ten minutes later, which was five minutes longer than it should have taken, Maura signed for the fat file folder filled with eleven years’ worth of documents that had been collected on Shy. Hugging it to her chest, she carried it back to the squad room and set it down on the corner of her desk.
She heard Bert sigh. “Cap’n’s not going to like seeing that. He told you to let it go.”
Maura didn’t bother to mention Roland’s promise to get the captain off her back about her hunt for Keenan. She’d believe that when it happened. “Don’t worry about it.” She unwrapped the tie holding the large expanding file closed and started pulling out file folders.
Bert’s phone rang as she was sorting them out on her desk, breathing in the familiar scent of old paper, sweat, and sadness. She had spent so many nights—sorrowful nights, clear-eyed nights, frustrated nights—reviewing all the documents on her brother’s murder.
“Yes, Captain.” The note of resignation in Bert’s voice caught Maura’s attention. She looked at him curiously.
“Yes, sir. We’ll head over there now.” He hung up and stood, sliding his phone into the holder on his belt. “We caught one. Some kid’s been hacking into corporations all around the city.” With surprising quickness for such a large man, he removed his jacket from the back of his plain black office chair and shrugged it on over his holster.
Maura stood, tossing the papers carelessly on the desk and donning her own holster and weapon. “So? We’re homicide, what does that have to do with—”
“Kid witnessed a murder on a video camera while he was hacking into this big chemical company. He wants to make a deal.”
Nodding, Maura pulled her weapon out to check it before holstering it again. “Where’s he at?”
“The cyber-crimes guys downtown have him; they’re holding him till we can get over there and hear the kid’s story,” he said.
“They think he’s legit?” Maura grabbed her go-bag from the big drawer in her desk and dug her keys out of the small pocket in front.
“They didn’t, but then they saw the description of our John Doe. The one we found by the river last week. They think it’s the guy the kid described.”
“He know the guy’s name?” Maura asked. “Be nice to ID that one.”
“Didn’t know the name, but was able to describe the guy’s face. Apparently he also has video saved on his computer.”
“No shit?”
Bert nodded. “That’s what they said.”
Maura nodded, taking one last sip of her coffee. She’d intended to tell Bert about the missing files, but it could wait. There wasn’t much he could do anyway, beyond help her figure out the process for getting IT to check the database.
Leading the way out of the office, her bag slung over one shoulder, Maura felt her agitation over the missing photos fade into the background. She would scan them in again once she found them in the paper files, and she’d get someone who worked in IT or maybe this cyber-crimes unit to check and see if someone had hacked into the network. Someone besides Roland Chandler.




ROLAND HAD JUST finished making coffee when his phone rang. He checked the screen and was surprised to see that it was Hoover, the private investigator he had tailing Maura O’Halloran. Still, the man rarely called, preferring to text or email him with updates.
“This is Roland,” he answered, already heading down the hall from his kitchen into his bedroom. He wasn’t going to be able to enjoy a leisurely breakfast this morning. Pity. He’d been looking forward to cooking—one of the few skills he was proud to have learned from his father.
“They caught your hacker.”
Roland paused briefly before continuing on to his bedroom; he’d been expecting more information on Maura O’Halloran, but this was equally important. Ever since Keenan and some Russian mobsters had hacked Accendo’s systems a year earlier, Roland had been actively hunting hackers by posting anonymous challenges on the Darknet. So far he’d caught two Chinese operatives that he’d reported to the State Department, four bored college students, and a mailman from Nebraska.
“Understood. Call you back in a few minutes.”
Dressing quickly in jeans, a long-sleeved shirt, and a thick sweater, he grabbed his keys and headed to the private elevator that took him from his penthouse to the lobby of the building. From there he had access to a private parking garage where he kept the small collection of cars he used in the city. His house in Dover, thirty minutes south of Boston, was filled with an equally impressive collection of expensive vehicles. He enjoyed driving, enjoyed the power and freedom he felt behind the wheel. Power and freedom had been difficult enough to come by in his life that he reveled in it now.
He slid behind the wheel of a Mercedes AMG G-Class wagon and called Hoover back using the voice controls.
The man answered as Roland maneuvered the car smoothly out of the parking garage.
“The hacker: male or female?” Roland asked first.
“Male. Boy, really. A goddamn teenager. Can you believe that?”
Roland could. He’d been ten when he and Keenan had started hacking into local businesses.
“Who caught him?”
“That nerd squad at the station downtown, the one you funded for reasons I have yet to fathom. I didn’t really think it was going to pay off.”
Roland ignored the implied criticism for funding a police unit designed to hunt cyber criminals. They may never be as effective as professional hackers, but Roland thought the cops should be armed with some tools for the digital age. He’d also needed them to be responsible for this particular fish. “Who called you about it? The detectives or—”
“Nah, one of the secretaries. She’s always had a soft spot for me.”
Hoover had once been a mob snitch for the Boston police. He was officially retired from snitching, but he kept his ear to the ground as a PI. “Any idea where he is now?”
“Your cyber squad detectives are holding him downtown, but apparently they’ve called in O’Halloran’s girl—that one you’ve got me tailing. She stopped at Dunkin’ and then went into the station. She and her partner are headed over to the downtown building now.”
He’d had Hoover find out everything he could about Maura O’Halloran. What she liked to do, if she was dating anyone, what food she liked, where she went on weekends, what her niece liked to do. Roland had used the information to hack the password to her email, but she rarely used it. She also didn’t have any social media, no Facebook, no Twitter. It was like her life had frozen when Robert O’Halloran and his wife had been killed and she hadn’t picked it back up.
Roland took the turn that would take him east to Watertown, his foot pressing a little harder on the gas. “Really? Why? She’s homicide.”
“Seems the kid witnessed a murder while he was making mincemeat of your software.”
“A murder,” Roland mused thoughtfully. “They say where?”
The voice on the other end of the line grew gruff. “I didn’t ask, but you’re going to have a hard time getting to talk to the kid if O’Halloran is involved.”
“I’ll get to talk to him,” Roland said with certainty. He had no doubt about that. “Thanks, Hoover. I’ll give you a call later.”
With a grunt, the man hung up the phone.
Roland drove with careful precision to the police station downtown. He’d been there many times growing up and knew the way without engaging the navigation system. He did, however, make several other calls along the way, including a call to the captain at the downtown district to make sure that he’d be able to talk to the kid.
Last year, after Keenan had managed to hack into Accendo’s systems and steal part of the new antiterrorist security software he’d developed, a program called MOMENT, Roland had pushed for even tighter security for both Accendo’s systems and their clients. MOMENT used algorithms to analyze nonverbal body language, reading the expressions worn by people and identifying those who were about to commit some kind of mass murder, like a bombing. Combined with additional background information, the algorithms they’d created had already correctly identified two men who’d been about to detonate several pounds of C-4 in a restaurant in South Boston.
Roland had decided that rather than trying to stop any potential hackers who might be attempting to access the program, he’d set traps instead. If they were working for Keenan, then he was one step closer to finding his cousin. If they weren’t, then sometimes he recruited them to work for his company as developers. This particular hacker—@Redbreast—had been contacted by several organizations Keenan had worked for in the past, mostly terrorists, mobsters, and corrupt governments, but had never taken on any assignments for them.
Accendo’s clients hadn’t called the police because they’d actually been hacked or lost data, they’d called them because Roland had asked them to. He’d wanted to make sure he had leverage against anyone he managed to trap with the new system, just one more reason he’d decided to fund the cyber unit. But he hadn’t expected Maura O’Halloran to be involved. That was the problem with traps; sometimes you caught prey you weren’t expecting.




SOMEONE NEEDS TO
get this kid a sandwich, Maura thought with a scowl. Justin Robbins sat hunched in front of them, his collarbones clearly defined under his too-big shirt. His dark black hair was greasy and hung limply in front of his face, and there were scabs on the knuckles of both hands. The kid still managed to be handsome, though, in a teenage hooligan kind of way.
“Come on, kid.” Bert sighed. “Just tell us what you saw on the camera. We have your laptop; we’ll find the photographs you’re talking about anyway.”
With a firm shake of his head, Justin managed a small smirk that would have been convincing if his eyes weren’t wide and a little terrified. He seemed to hunch even farther in on himself, crossing his matchstick arms over his chest.
“Good luck with that. I’m not talking until I’ve gotten a deal. I’m not going to jail if I help you people.”
Clucking his tongue in fatherly disapproval, Bert shifted his bulk back in his chair. “I already told you—they’ve got you hacking into two government buildings, a bank, and now a chemical manufacturing building. Best we can do, my partner and I—”
“Is make me a deal,” Justin finished, lifting his chin defiantly.
Maura couldn’t help but like the kid, just a little. He wasn’t a whiner, and he was trying hard to be tough. Fourteen years old and they still hadn’t been able to track down his parents. She wanted to make him a deal, if only to give him a chance rather than have him thrown in jail, where he would be brutalized by bigger kids. Odds were he’d come out ten times worse than when he’d gone in.
“Listen, Justin.” Maura leaned forward and made her tone soft and unthreatening. “Why don’t we get you something to eat and we can just talk. A cheeseburger? Maybe a Coke?”
Longing crossed his face—strongly enough that Maura nearly winced in sympathy—but then he was scowling again, distrust written in every line of his face. “I watch cop shows on TV. I know that cop trick. Get me to drink a lot and then refuse to let me go to the bathroom until I talk. Well, I’m not hungry.”
Maura looked at her partner. “You heard of that trick?”
Bert shrugged. “Nope. Wouldn’t do it, either. I have kids. I’ve seen enough accidents to last me a lifetime.”
Maura turned back to Justin. “The ACLU would have our ass if we refused to give you access to a bathroom, kid. If you’re hungry, I’ll get you some food.”
“If I talk, right?” He shook his head.
Maura smacked her hand down on the table. “I’m bringing you some food and you’ll eat. After that, we’ll talk. You don’t want to tell us anything, fine, but we won’t be able to help you out here if you don’t give us something.”
He stared at her silently, not believing one damn word out of her mouth.
With a huff of irritation, Maura stood, the leather of her holster creaking. “I’ll be right back. Bert, you want anything?”
“Sure, I’ll have a cheeseburger. And fries,” he added with a guilty look at his cell phone.
“Great,” Maura muttered and opened the door to the interrogation room, ready to hunt down someone to run out for cheeseburgers and fries. Two steps from the door and she ran into the one person guaranteed to put her in a worse mood than she was already—Roland fucking Chandler. He was standing next to one of the detectives who had caught the kid hacking into the system at the DAVIENS chemical plant, dressed in a camel-colored wool coat and jeans that looked rich enough to take her out to dinner. His dark hair seemed slightly mussed for once and a faint stubble shadowed his jaw. He was beautiful. Tragically, throw-yourself-in-front-of-a-train beautiful.
The detective next to him, a skinny, sandy-haired detective with a face that looked like he’d been pulled nose-first through a funnel, was talking in a high, excited voice, hero worship evident in every line of his body. She remembered he had one of those last names that was a first name, Richard or James or something.
“He managed to get as far as the controls that run the security cameras when we were able to pinpoint his location. We had uniforms there in less than ten minutes.”
Roland didn’t take his eyes off Maura. His were blue, bright deadly blue.
The skinny detective finally realized that Roland wasn’t paying attention to him and he turned to Maura. “Well, have you gotten him to talk yet?”
Maura didn’t care for the impatient tone or the dismissive attitude. “He wants a deal on paper. No jail in exchange for telling us what he knows about the murder.”
Detective—Maybe Curtis? No, it’s Charles. Detective Charles—grimaced at her sourly. “No deal. That kid can’t be left free to hack anyone he wants.”
Maura tilted her head at Roland. “Kids making you look bad to your customers, so you’re going to have his ass thrown in jail?” She didn’t know why she was surprised. Or disappointed. He could fuck, that was for sure, but that didn’t mean he was a good person.
He raised an eyebrow. “Why do you assume it’s me?” Cool as a cucumber salad.
Because he made her uncomfortable. It was easier to find fault with him than admit, even in her own head, that she found him very, very attractive. And she was annoyed by his obvious wealth. No one should have billions of dollars, not while kids like Justin nearly wept at the idea of a cheeseburger. And because she was worried about finding the letters. They had to be in the file. They just had to.
With an irritated grimace, she turned away. “I’m getting the kid some food. We’ll talk to him some more once he’s eaten.”

Twenty minutes later, she returned—cheeseburgers in hand—only to be stopped by yet another detective. Roland Chandler was sitting with Justin in the interrogation room, while Bert and Detective Charles watched through the two-way mirror in the room next door.
“What the hell, Bert?” she snapped as she came in the observation room, slinging the bags of food onto a small table.
“Sorry, Maur, they—”
“He’s not a cop; we can’t just let him interrogate a minor.”
“He’s not interrogating him.” Pointy-faced Charles sounded a little put out, waving one bony arm toward the two in the small room through the window.
Maura looked through the glass. Roland Chandler was sitting across from Justin; all Maura could see was the back of his well-shaped head. His hair looked shiny and thick, like he had it styled by the same people who shot shampoo commercials.
In sharp contrast, Justin’s hair looked even lanker; his face was red, cheeks tracked with tears.
“What the fuck?” She turned around, determined to get the kid away from Roland and the other detectives if she could.
Bert grabbed her arm. “It’s not like—”
She shook him off, irritated that he’d allowed this to happen.
“Maura!”
She ignored him and stomped out of the room and turned immediately into the interrogation room, shoving the door open hard enough to hit the doorstop on the back wall. Both man and boy looked over at her; Justin instinctively shrinking back. Roland shifted in his seat so that he was blocking the kid, and Maura stopped abruptly, surprised at both the boy’s fear and Roland’s protective gesture.
She glanced uncertainly past Roland to Justin, meeting the kid’s eyes. “You okay?”
Justin nodded truculently. “Yeah. Why wouldn’t I be?”
Maura didn’t want to make an issue of the tear streaks, but she did want to find out what Roland Chandler had done to the kid.
“What’s going on here?” She pinned Roland with a narrow-eyed glare.
Roland Chandler smiled faintly. “Do I smell cheeseburgers?”
At Roland’s mention of the food, Justin’s head lifted and he inhaled deeply. The smell of cheeseburgers and fries seemed to be leeching from the walls. Maura watched him lick his lips and sighed. “Hang on”—she waved a hand—“I’ll get it, but then you’re going to explain what’s going on.”
Roland just watched her as if she were a small, mildly amusing circus animal.
When she opened the door to the observation room, the two detectives had already opened the bags of food and were pulling out fries. Maura snatched the bags away with a disgusted noise.
“Hey, didn’t you get—” Bert began.
Maura closed the door on her partner’s question and went back into interrogation. Justin was speaking to Roland as she walked in.
“Thanks, Roland. I promise I won’t let you down.”
Maura continued in as if she hadn’t heard the words, setting the bags of food down between the man and the boy.
“Here you go,” Maura said, and pulled a can of Coke out of her pocket. She set it down on the table in front of the boy. “Not the healthiest lunch in the world, but it’ll have to do.”
The kid eyed her warily, so she took a step back and waved a hand to indicate the bags. “Go for it before it gets cold.”
With a shrug, the boy began digging into the food, removing cartons dripping with fries and grease-stained, paper-wrapped burgers five inches thick.
Maura looked at Roland, who was watching her in return. He nodded to Justin, who was already chowing down on his first burger. “As soon as he finishes eating, he’ll tell you everything you want to know about the murder he witnessed.”
The boy paused in his chewing to nod at her.
“Really?” she asked, pulling out a chair at the end of the table and sitting down in between them. “Why is that?”
Roland shrugged. “I explained to the detectives”—he paused—“and the DA that I need talent like Justin’s. He’s going to work for me and perform community service in exchange for probation.”
Maura stared at him, waiting for further explanation.
He was silent for a moment, watching her with those enigmatic blue eyes. “He’s just a kid,” he said finally.
Maura knew that. A hungry kid. She was just surprised that Roland had noticed or cared. Likely he didn’t; probably some angle that he was working. She just couldn’t see what it might be. Still, she was glad Justin was getting a break, and that he’d agreed to tell them what he’d seen in regards to the murder.
“All right.” She looked at Justin. “You good with this?”
The boy nodded again and kept eating.
Maura shook her head. “I don’t know how you got those detectives to agree to probation. I’ve never seen anyone so proud of busting a kid,” she said snidely, looking at the two-way mirror.
Roland didn’t even glance back at the detectives. “They understood once I explained the situation.”
Maura turned to look at him again, studying his calm face and trying to determine exactly what went on beneath those cool blue eyes. He’d called the DA. No doubt he had that asshole on speed dial.
“I’m not as bad as you think,” he said softly, almost too softly for anyone, including the boy next to them, to hear. His eyelids slid to half-mast, and she noticed again that he had ridiculously long, spiky lashes.
Oh, yes you are, Maura thought with a sigh, looking at the fan of those lashes across the flat blades of his cheeks. Manipulative. Brilliant. Dangerous. Sexy as hell. Good thing he was a billionaire. Otherwise she might fall for him.




ROLAND SUPPOSED HE should have left the station. He’d done what he came to do—talk to Justin and get the kid’s agreement to work for Accendo.
Instead he stepped inside the dim observation room with the cyber detectives and breathed in the smell of cheeseburgers and Maura’s perfume. Just a hint of it had given him a hard-on that he’d had to hide with his coat.
“So, you hacked the security system at the chemical plant. What happened after that?” Maura asked Justin patiently. Very patiently. This calm, concerned person was far different from the woman who pushed her way into Blake’s hospital room eleven years ago, her freckles standing out fiercely in a pale face. At the time, Roland was too worried about what Keenan had done to Blake to let some crazed cop question her while she lay in a hospital bed. He hadn’t known at the time that Keenan had killed the crazed cop’s brother.
Her partner, Detective Bert Boatman, sat next to her, his hands folded over his ample stomach. Roland knew Boatman from Accendo’s charity work with Boston Children’s Hospital. One of his sons, Michael, had a genetic condition that required constant care and multiple surgeries.
“I was just checking it out when I saw someone else had already hacked the system.” Justin shrugged.
“How did know there was another hacker?”
Justin sniffed. “Just noticed something weird in the code. Only he hadn’t hacked directly in like I did, he’d infiltrated the code of the security itself, like a ghost—there, but not there. Genius code, man. Never seen anything like it before.”
The muscles in the back of Roland’s neck tightened, and he took a step closer to the glass. Detective Charles and his partner did the same, their body language telegraphing apprehension. Roland knew he must look tense as well. Another hacker. Genius code . . .
“What does that have to do with the murder?”
The kid shrugged his skinny shoulders. “I’m trying to tell you, lady. The hacker was directing the cameras to go out of focus. I wanted to know why, so I refocused them. I saw this blond chick shooting some tattooed guy, and then she and two others started taking stuff, some kind of metal cylinders.”
“Why didn’t you call the police?”
He gave her a “Do I look stupid?” sneer. “So I could get arrested?”
Maura looked pointedly around the room. “Like you are now?”
He sank a little deeper in his chair. “I don’t know if the other hacker knew I was there. I thought maybe he’d come after me, all right? I just tried to forget I saw anything.”
“Well, that didn’t work out too well, did it? What can you tell me about the metal cylinders?”
Justin frowned. “Yellow, maybe.”
Roland could see surprise and tension in the set of Maura’s shoulders. “You’re sure?”
“No, not really, but I think so.”
Maura turned to her partner with a significant look. Boatman nodded and stood up.
“I’ll be back in a moment,” he said to the kid.
Maura turned her attention back to Justin. “And you have a copy of that?”
“Yeah.”
The door to the observation room opened and Roland turned to look as Boatman came into the room.
“What the hell?” Boatman asked Detective Charles.
Charles held up his hands defensively. “Hey, they didn’t mention anything about missing chemicals, just that their system had been hacked and one of their scientists was missing.”
They neglected to mention it to me as well, Roland thought darkly.
Boatman looked irritated. “You better get over there and figure out exactly what and how much is missing. And why they hid it.” Boatman slammed the door as he left the room, reappearing moments later back in interrogation with Maura and the kid.
Roland could guess. Whatever had been stolen was dangerous, extremely dangerous, and they were hoping they’d either be able to locate the missing materials, or hoping they couldn’t be traced back to them. He could and would get into their system and find out, but not until he’d learned more about this hacker. He was going to have to talk to Justin in more detail, preferably today, but it didn’t seem likely that Maura or the other detectives would finish grilling Justin anytime soon. They already had the kid’s laptop, which was unfortunate, but Roland was betting there was a backup somewhere.
If he could see the code, he’d know how another hacker had broken into DAVIENS chemical plant without getting caught in Roland’s trap, a hacker who had used—as Justin described—a genius code. Only a few people could have managed it, and Keenan was one of them. He’d also been partnered with a blond woman named Angela last year when he’d kidnapped Blake and Nick, and Justin had described a blond woman as having killed the scientist. It wasn’t much, but it was possible that this was the first solid lead he’d had on Keenan in months. He just wished it hadn’t come after the bastard had apparently stolen hazardous materials.
They that dance must pay the fiddler.
His father’s voice echoed in his head, making him grimace. The old man had said that shit after every job, including the ones that had gotten him arrested. Roland had never quite understood why.
“You’re welcome to stay, Roland, if you’d like to talk to the kid again, but it may take a while.”
Roland realized that Detective Charles was speaking to him, and that it was just the two of them in the observation room—his partner must have already left to hunt down a representative from DAVIENS and question them about the missing materials.
Roland stood and put on his coat, feeling the weight settle onto his shoulders. “That’s all right. I have a few things to take care of this afternoon.” He took a step toward the door and stopped. “I also called an attorney for Justin. He should be here shortly with the paperwork documenting the terms of the boy’s release.”
“Well, we may need to hold him—”
“I’ve arranged for him to stay with a friend of mine. As soon as Detective O’Halloran is finished questioning him, a car will take him there.”
Detective Charles looked around for help, but no one appeared. After one harried swipe through his thinning hair, the detective nodded. “All right. Yeah, I’ll make sure he gets processed out quickly.”
“Thank you, Detective,” Roland said smoothly, and sent one last look through the two-way mirror at Maura’s red hair. He should probably tell her that he suspected there was a connection between this incident and Keenan Shy. He’d wait and see if she kept her promise about the letters. If she helped him, he might—stress the might—tell her what he suspected.




IT WAS LATE afternoon and Maura half expected Roland Chandler to be waiting for her when she finally finished questioning Justin, but instead she found Detective Charles standing with a short black man in a suit.
She let out a long breath and ran her hands over her arms. Disappointed?
Surely not. Relieved. She was relieved.
“This is Denton Sharps,” Charles said. “He’s the kid’s attorney.”
Maura knew Sharps—the best defense attorney in Boston. Of course. With a nod, she shook the man’s hand and knocked on the interview room door before opening it to let the man inside.
“Roland sent him,” Detective Charles explained when he saw her frowning after the attorney.
Maura nodded. “What about DAVIENS? You find out anything more from them?”
Charles shook his head. “They’re denying knowledge of any theft, so Noonan is working on a subpoena for their records.”
Maura scowled. “Can’t you just get into their system and find out what was taken?”
He scowled back. “I’d love to. You want to tell me how that’s legal?”
It wasn’t, which Maura knew very well, but she couldn’t help but think that Roland wouldn’t have to wait for a subpoena to find out what had been stolen from that chemical plant.
“We shouldn’t have to wait that long. The possibility that there could be stolen chemicals out there will be enough to have Judge Wall munching down Tums and signing anything we put in front of him.”
Maura hoped so. “What about this other hacker? Did you know anything about that?”
“No.” Charles shook his head. “Kid didn’t mention it until your interview.”
Maura started to walk off, then turned back abruptly. “Did he tell Roland about it?”
“Roland, huh? You know him?”
“Just answer the question.”
“I don’t think so.” Charles shrugged, looking slightly uncomfortable. “But Chandler was interested in your interview. He was listening in the observation room.”
Maura shook her head. Of course they’d let him stay and listen. “Let me know when you get that subpoena. In the meantime, I need someone from DAVIENS to verify that the body we found is their scientist, and see what you can figure out about this other hacker before Roland Chandler gets his hands on Justin.”
“Last I checked, you don’t outrank me, O’Halloran.”
Maura shook her head, irritated. “But it is my case.”
“How do you figure that?”
Maura wasn’t in the mood for dick measuring. She’d caught the dead body, and homicide trumped a fourteen-year-old hacker. But she wasn’t going to argue. She’d let her captain do that.
She walked off without answering, glancing down at her cell phone. Two missed calls and three texts from Maddie, and two missed calls from her father. Worried, she called Maddie back first.
“What’s wrong?”
“Nothing. I just wanted to know what time you’d be home.”
“Probably not till after dinner. I’m sorry, honey. I caught a case.”
“But I’m skating tonight. You’re supposed to come and watch. You forgot, didn’t you?” Maddie said flatly. She rarely whined, but Maura thought that her flat tone was even worse.
She closed her eyes and paced a little in the hallway. She had forgotten, and Maddie hadn’t reminded her this morning. “I didn’t forget, but this one’s a pretty big case. I’ll be late.”
“Grandpa said that I should get used to being a cop’s daughter.”
Bert—also on his phone—spotted her in the hallway and started walking toward her. Maddie held up a hand and mouthed, “One minute.”
Phone still to his ear, he raised his eyebrows and made a “Hurry up” gesture.
Maura nodded and went back to speaking to Maddie. “Your grandpa doesn’t know everything. I’m sorry I’m missing seeing you skate. I promise I’ll make it up to you.”
“Is it about my parents?”
Maura stopped pacing. “What?”
“The case you’re on. Is it about the man that killed my parents?”
Maura concentrated hard on the speckled brown tiles of the hallway. They looked almost like the flattened shells of some giant bird—ugly as shit, but staring at them helped keep her voice from wobbling when she answered her niece. Maddie didn’t ask about her parents often, but she was too smart not to be aware of the case, or that Maura had missed an opportunity to catch Keenan last spring. “No, honey. This isn’t about your parents.”
“Okay, will you bring me and my friends to the rink tomorrow to make it up to me?”
Taking a deep breath, Maura let it out on a long sigh. Twelve-year-olds. “I don’t know, baby. Probably. Let me see how this case goes this afternoon.”
“Call me tonight if you’re going to be late.”
Maura met Bert’s eyes. He was looking on in sympathy—he had kids waiting at home as well, but his expression said that she’d better get her ass off the phone.
“All right, baby. Talk to you tonight.”
“Bye,” the girl said abruptly and hung up.
“Bye,” Maura said to the empty line.
“Maddie okay?” Bert asked, already wrapping himself in his coat.
Maura nodded. “Yeah, she’s fine. I’m missing ice-skating.”
“She’ll understand. We have a positive ID on the body. Dr. Franklin Upchurch—a biochemical engineer.” He handed her his phone, which showed a profile of the doctor from the company website. “Get your coat on. We’re going over to that chemical company about missing cylinders.”
Maura studied the photo. “Biochemical engineer. Married. Why didn’t his wife report him missing?”
“She’s apparently on vacation in Saint-Tropez.”
Maura snorted. “I wish. We keep having to shovel snow off the roof.”
“Us, too,” Bert agreed. “One of these days I’m going to retire and move to Miami.”
He always said that, just as Maura always bitched and moaned about the Boston winters, but neither one of them would move, even if they were offered a fortune to do it. She didn’t know if she would ever even move out of her family house.
I bet Roland Chandler has a house on the beach, she thought for no reason in particular. He probably had six houses on the beach and enough money to never worry about snow piling up on his damn roof. But even he—with all the resources in the world—hadn’t caught Keenan Shy.
“Detective Charles mentioned that Roland was interested in the hacker that the kid mentioned. You know why?” she asked Bert as they stepped out to a cold, gray sky filled with low clouds.
Bert shrugged and drew his coat a little closer. “He’s a computer guy. Wanted to hire the kid. Maybe he wants to hire this other hacker as well.”
Maura didn’t think so. “This other hacker is clearly working with whoever killed the victim and stole the chemicals. Even if this guy is serious shit, I doubt a job offer is what Roland has in mind.”
Bert snorted. “Chandler strikes me as a man who could be real flexible if the occasion called for it.”
Maura nodded. Flexible. It was probably his middle name. But she also thought that Roland knew something he wasn’t telling them about the hacker. She might have to call and meet with him sooner rather than later.
Her heeled boots clicked on the sidewalk as she walked and a vaguely familiar man with some impressive gold chains around his neck whistled at her as he sauntered into the station.
“Looking good, Detective.”
“Get bent.”
He chuckled and continued inside the building—he was probably there to get his girlfriend out of jail. She recognized him now. He came in every few months when she drove drunk and got picked up.
“Love,” she muttered as she yanked open the driver’s-side door of the unmarked sedan she shared with Bert.
“Love you, too,” Bert said mildly, settling himself into the passenger seat and gripping the “oh shit” bar firmly.
“No, fool. I was thinking that love makes people do the stupidest things.” Maura put on her seatbelt and started the car.
Bert snorted. “Ain’t that the truth, but where are you going with this?”
Maura wasn’t sure. Glancing in the rearview to make sure no one was behind them, she answered, “I thought that Roland wanted to catch Keenan because of what he’d done to Blake, but now I’m wondering if there isn’t more to it.”
“I thought you believed he could be working with Keenan.”
Maura thought about Roland’s story, about how he’d been arrested as a kid. How he thought what had happened was his fault. He might have been playing her, but she thought there was at least some nugget of truth there.
“Not anymore.”
“So, what? It’s some kind of love triangle?”
“Maybe. I’ll talk to Roland again. If I can figure out what Keenan wants, maybe I could find him.” She drove slowly out of the parking lot, but as soon as they were clear, she took off down the street in the direction of DAVIENS chemical plant.
Bert shifted nervously in his seat. “You’ve got that look in your eye. What are you thinking?”
“Nothing,” she muttered, feeling herself flush. She was thinking about talking with Roland again, about being bent over a table while he fucked her.
“Never mind,” Bert said, shaking his head. “I don’t want to know what you’re thinking.”




ROLAND WAITED ALL day on Saturday, but Maura never called him. He knew she and Bert had gone over to the crime scene at the chemical company, but he’d expected her to at least drop him a line. He’d considered calling her himself, but decided to be patient instead, especially when Hoover texted him that Maura was at the station until 1:00 a.m. Patience, though, was not his strongest suit.
He’d made sure Justin was taken to a safe place, one he’d arranged with his security team, but he’d also made sure that he and only he had the backup information the kid had kept on the other hacker. A team of analysts whom he trusted was going through the data now, digging for something to identify the hacker and confirm Roland’s suspicion that it was Keenan.
He hadn’t mentioned those suspicions to anyone except Milton and Nick, who would’ve figured it out anyway. Had Maura realized that the hacker Justin had described could possibly be Keenan? That the cases were connected? He didn’t think so, but she would investigate the hacker. She had to, as part of the murder investigation.
Thinking about what Keenan could do with a chemical weapon had kept him up all night. He’d fallen into a doze at dawn and had only gotten out of bed because he had lunch scheduled with his stepfather and mother.
Checking his phone again, he headed down to the garage. Thirty minutes later, around a quarter to noon, he was sitting across from his parents in the posh surroundings of Brennan’s steak house in Boston, a place where the politicians and socialites came to see and be seen, its deep green walls covered in images from Boston’s past—particularly baseball photographs and signed pictures of famous Bostonians.
Roland cut his steak methodically, taking no time to notice the warm pink center or the rich, buttery sauce that poured over the sides of the sizzling beef.
“I’m really proud of you, Roland.”
Roland looked up to meet his stepfather’s gaze. Former representative Jack Chandler didn’t hand out praise lightly, especially not to Roland.
“Of course we are.” Roland’s mother, perfectly coiffed as always, laid a hand on her husband’s arm in a display of support.
“Thank you,” Roland said automatically, and waited for his stepfather to explain. One thing Jack had in common with every other politician, former or current: he liked to hear himself talk.
“Dick Chumply was bragging about that software you created, MOMENT, last week at a breakfast for that returning ambassador.” He sipped his water, his classic good looks emphasized by the timeless cut of his salt-and-pepper hair and the square jaw that had yet to soften.
“Ahh,” Roland replied, and took a large bite of his steak.
“Aren’t you proud?” his stepfather prodded.
Roland hadn’t thought about pride. He’d come up with the idea after the Boston bombing because deep down he’d always been afraid that Keenan would attempt something similar or even more horrible, on par with the Oklahoma City bombing or the terrorist attacks on the World Trade Center. Since he had yet to catch Keenan, he couldn’t take pride in the would-be mass murderers the software had helped to catch.
“I’ll be proud when I catch Keenan,” Roland said simply.
Shaking his head gravely, Jack leaned back from the table. “You have to stop holding yourself responsible for everything Keenan does in the world, Roland. It’s not your fault.”
“Are we having dinner next weekend?”
“That wasn’t even a subtle change of subject.”
“Drop it, Jack.” Roland set his utensils down on his plate.
“Stubborn. Just like your mother.”
“Hey,” his mom replied playfully, but without any real protest. She took a sip of her wine, the enormous diamond on her hand flashing in the dim light of the restaurant.
Since it was true, Roland raised his eyebrows at his stepfather in a “What are you gonna do?” expression and wiped his mouth with his napkin. He looked discreetly for their waiter, hoping to cut the lunch a little short. He was betting that Maura would be headed to the station today because of the theft at the chemical plant. He wanted to catch her.
“Have you even considered yet what I mentioned? Running for office?”
That was his stepfather’s latest kick, getting him into politics. Roland preferred to work behind the scenes, influencing where he could, trying to avoid becoming a cliché—the billionaire who rides a desk and doesn’t give two shits about anyone.
“You know that’s impossible,” he said instead. It wasn’t. Difficult, yes, but not impossible.
His stepfather set his silverware down and clasped his hands together. “Those records are sealed, and you more than served your time.”
Roland knew that Jack was probably right. He’d personally made sure that all electronic records of his juvenile crimes were gone, and the paper copies had been destroyed in a flood when a pipe had broken inside a wall at the county records room. The only people who knew that he’d been arrested were his mother and father, his stepfather, and Keenan. Blake didn’t even know. She thought he’d gone to college abroad. He had, in a way, just not by choice. Still, it hadn’t been all bad. At least the CIA had trained him well; he’d learned most of his skills from the other hackers.
Keenan had been arrested as well, but he hadn’t had a stepfather armed with a great deal of influence and money. He’d gone to juvie for a couple years, and when he came out, Blake said that it only took him a matter of weeks to take over the Watertown neighborhood where they’d grown up.
“He was so charming,” she’d explained at the time. “Even more than when he’d been a kid.”
I should have been there, Roland thought, not for the first time. He should have looked after Blake and the others.
“Jack,” his mother interrupted. “Leave him alone. If he wants to follow in your footsteps, he will.”
Roland looked at her, at the smooth skin and perfect makeup. She wasn’t quite the showpiece that she presented herself to be; anyone who’d been married to Roland’s father had to have a core of toughness to deal with all the bullshit.
“Thanks, Mom.”
She winked at him. “Sure, honey. Just make sure you bring a date to our dinner next weekend.”
“I always bring a date when we have dinner.”
His mother gave him a smile that showcased perfectly straight white teeth . . . a lot of them. “You bring women, but not dates. Bring a date. I would like some grandchildren before I die.”
Roland glanced at his stepfather, who shrugged uncomfortably and shoved some steak in his mouth.
Out of nowhere, Roland had an image of Maura O’Halloran sitting at his parents’ table, her stubborn chin lifted as she argued politics. She wouldn’t hesitate to speak her mind. The thought amused him so much that he almost considered bringing her, just to see what would happen.
“Mom, I’m pretty sure you’re going to live forever, but since when do you want grandchildren?”
She laughed prettily and fluttered her lashes. “You say the nicest things, darling. I’ve always wanted grandchildren. Call me next week and let me know who you’re bringing.”
Shuddering on the inside, Roland took another long sip of his wine. His mother was only sweet when she was plotting something, and he couldn’t see her as a doting grandmother any more than he could picture himself as a father.
“I’ll do that,” he promised, then set his napkin on his plate. He stood and signaled to the waiter, who immediately came over with the check.
“Your car is waiting by the door, sir.”
“Thank you,” Roland said, tipping him generously.
“Roland,” his stepfather protested, “we haven’t even had dessert.”
“I’ll see you soon,” Roland promised, and bent to kiss his mother’s cheek, getting a strong whiff of Balenciaga perfume.
“Where could you possibly be going in such a hurry? It’s Sunday.” She pouted but allowed the kiss.
“I need all the time I can get if I’m supposed to bring the mother of your future grandchildren to dinner by next weekend.”
She snorted, appeased, and Roland left before she could ask any more questions, stopping to take his coat from the attendant in the front of the restaurant and grab several tiny foil-wrapped candies from a silver tureen, unable to resist the bright, sparkling colors. He shrugged into his coat and shoved the candies in his pocket for later.
He put on his hat, a black fedora, but didn’t bother to tie his scarf or put on his gloves. It was only steps to the waiting car.
Another attendant opened the carved wooden door, letting in icy cold air and cool blue light, partly cloudy skies reflecting on the snow that had fallen last night and this morning. The valet had pulled his Mercedes up to the curb, and standing in front of it was none other than Detective Maura O’Halloran, her gloved hands wrapped tightly around a cup of Dunkin’ Donuts coffee, her red hair hidden beneath a dark purple beanie. She was wearing the shiny purple coat again, looking even younger than her thirty-three years.
“I’d like to talk to you,” she said firmly.
Roland stared at her, at the sight she made against the cool whites, grays, and browns of the Boston winter. She made him think of the candies in his pocket. Tiny, bright, and irresistible.
“Of course,” he agreed smoothly, distantly aware that his hands were freezing. How did she know where I’d be? “Why don’t we go to my house?”
She flushed.
“Or not,” he said with a shrug. “How about neutral ground?”
“Where exactly is neutral ground?”
He smiled.




“A BOWLING ALLEY? That’s neutral ground?”
He looked amused, standing next to a wooden bench in a vest and a shirt with the sleeves rolled to his elbows. He was impeccably groomed, as always, his dark hair with its sprinkling of gray expertly swept back away from his face, his big, shiny gold watch on his wrist.
“You don’t like bowling?”
Maura scowled at the candlepins at the end of the shiny wooden lanes. She didn’t remember the last time she’d gone bowling, but she thought it had been at her niece’s eighth birthday party. Poker was more her speed, or softball. “Seems frivolous. Besides, I didn’t peg you as a bowler.”
“Why not?” he asked, sitting down and taking off the expensive leather shoes he was wearing. He had nice feet, long and well shaped, encased in dark socks. She hadn’t noticed his feet Friday night. She waited for him to turn up his nose at the ugly white bowling shoes, but he put them on without any hesitation.
Standing, he looked down at her curiously, like she was some strange species of bird. She couldn’t read him, but holding his gaze made her feel flushed and hot. Idiocy. Looking down his long, long legs, she expected to see the bowling shoes and feel superior. It didn’t work. Even the shoes couldn’t make him look ridiculous.
Shrugging, she sat down to put on her own shoes. “No reason.”
He didn’t push. If she didn’t know better, she would have thought that he was actually interested in bowling. The alley was getting crowded, mostly younger people. The men had beards and the women weren’t wearing makeup, but they were all attractive. Students and hipsters. A crew of them in the lane next to theirs had ordered a flatbread pizza and dark beer. Friendly smells that made her relax without even realizing it.
When Roland threw a strike on his first turn, the pins knocked violently and resolutely out of formation, Maura knew that she’d been conned.
“You play professionally?” she said with a sneer as she picked up her own ball, a bright blue eight-pounder that she was fairly certain she’d gotten from the kiddie section.
“Sarcasm is unattractive in a woman,” he informed her, but his blue eyes were laughing.
“Good,” she muttered, and rolled the ball down the lane. She didn’t get a strike, but she knocked down all but two of the pins.
“Not bad,” he noted.
Maura ignored him as she waited for her ball to be returned.
“So how did you know I’d be at that restaurant?” He pitched his voice loud enough to be heard over the crashing pins and laughing crowd.
Picking up the ball, Maura cradled it against her body and walked to the line, breathing out steadily as she drew the ball back and released it down the lane. She hit one of the standing pins, but the other eluded her, wobbling but staying in place.
“You eat there every other Sunday with your parents. Even if I weren’t a detective, I probably could have figured it out.”
“I see,” he said without inflection, and took her place. “And you couldn’t have called me?”
“I could have,” she agreed.
“But what’s the fun in that?” he finished for her, looking over his shoulder and flashing her a smile before getting into position.
Damn. She didn’t want to like him so much.
He threw another strike, his tight ass and muscular thighs on display in his perfectly tailored suit pants as he threw the ball efficiently at the pins. They surrendered without much of a fight.
“Do you suck at anything?” she asked as he passed her.
He shrugged. “Relationships.”
She thought about that as she picked up her ball again. Okay, that was fair, but since she felt like everyone sucked at relationships, it was hard to see that as a true weakness.
He waited until she was finished taking her turn before he asked, “Are you going to show me the letters?”
“Well, that’s the problem,” she said tightly, watching the ball as it edged toward the gutter. Stay in the lane, damn it. It didn’t. Scowling, she didn’t meet his eyes as she waited for the ball to return.
“Problem?”
“The letters are gone,” she muttered as she hauled her ball up again. “There’s nothing there that’s going to help you find him.”
“What do you mean, gone?”
Maura rolled her ball violently down the lane, but only picked up seven pins. She hated bowling. She shook her head as she turned back. “As in not in the file. You looked in the digital records, didn’t you? Weren’t you surprised that there was no record of the letters?”
He had been, but he wasn’t about to admit that he’d hacked into the Boston Police Department’s computers.
Bent at an angle over the ball return, she saw his knuckles whiten as he lifted his ball out of the carriage. His shoulders were tense as he briskly lined up and hooked the ball toward the pins with just the right amount of spin, knocking them all down again. When he faced her again, his gaze was direct and more than a little calculating.
“And you checked the paper records?” he asked.
Maura stepped toward him until they were standing just a few inches apart, holding his gaze. “I went through every page of those files. They are gone.”
“And you didn’t keep an extra copy, maybe as a backup?”
“The PDF copies were the backup. We’re not allowed to keep case files in our personal effects anymore. I have our IT department searching the backup files on the server, but I think whoever bugged our system removed those letters. Who else but Keenan? I want to know why. I want to know how.”
He spread his hands as if to say “Look at me, I’ve got nothing,” but she shook her head. “You know something. You knew that we were bugged. With all your resources, you must have something.”
“Maura, look,” he said, and put a hand on her shoulder. Reacting out of habit, she put a hand to the gun she wore off duty, a smaller Glock than her service weapon, concealed in a special holster in front of her right hip. His eyes flickered as he caught the motion, but he didn’t step back or pull away. Interesting. What kind of training did he have, exactly?
“Don’t ‘look’ me.” She knocked his arm aside before he could distract her with his touch. “Clearly I was wrong about the letters, or Keenan wouldn’t have gone to the trouble of taking them back.” She pressed a finger into his chest, into the impossibly soft gray wool of his vest. Who wears three-piece suits to lunch on a Sunday?
Nobody. He looked good, though. Tangled-sheets-on-a-lazy-afternoon good.
He didn’t say anything, but his nostrils flared slightly, and Maura realized that she was standing even closer to him than before. He smelled delicious, like he’d bathed in a spring tended by wood nymphs.
She licked her lips. “You know him.”
“Yes, I know him. That’s why I needed the letters. Keenan likes to leave clues. Now I don’t know how I’m going to catch him before he hurts someone again.” He moved forward again, this time sliding his hands under her elbows. She fought the urge to shove him away. He was too close, too attractive.
He said it matter-of-factly, but she was shocked. Somehow she hadn’t expected Roland Chandler to admit that he was uncertain. He seemed so sure of himself. “I remember the gist of them, if that helps.”
He shook his head, clearly distracted, but his fingers drew small circles on her elbows. Even through the thin cotton of her sweater, she felt the sure, consistent motion. “I can see if I can recover the PDFs, but I doubt it, and we’d have to convince the captain to let me take a look.”
“Can’t you just call the governor?”
“I thought you didn’t approve of my using political connections to involve myself in police business.”
Since she’d told him that very thing last year, right before Keenan shot up Quincy Market and kidnapped Blake, she conceded that he might have a small point.
“In this case I’ll make an exception. What else do you need from me?”
“First,” he said slowly, stepping carefully away from her. He held up her cell phone. “You need to let me check your phone for bugging software.”
Maura felt her mouth fall open. She hadn’t felt him remove it from the back pocket of her pants. “You don’t know much about building trust.”
He ignored her, unlocking her phone with a few quick flicks of his fingers. “And you don’t know much about password security. Your niece’s birthday, really?”
Okay, so maybe that had been a little obvious. “Give me back my phone.”
“In a moment.”
She stood there, feeling helpless. Not her favorite feeling. It made her want to draw her gun and shoot him, just on principle.
“Ah.” He let a short, sharp sound of triumph. “Knew it.”
He was typing quickly, his thumbs moving rapidly over her screen. “I think I can get— Damn it.”
Moving to his side, Maura tried to see what he was doing. “What’s wrong?”
“He’s been listening to you.”
Maura felt a cold hollow start in her belly and travel up her throat. “He” could only mean Keenan. Keenan Shy had bugged her phone; he’d been eavesdropping on her conversations. He’d heard everything she said to Maddie, to her father. He knew where she went, where she lived. Her life was on that phone.
“You bastard,” he muttered, his face intense in the bluish white glow of the phone. “I need a damn keyboard.”
Since they were in a bowling alley, Maura didn’t take the request seriously. “Shouldn’t we destroy it?”
He ignored her, his grim expression focused on whatever he was doing to her phone. “Damn it,” he snarled, and gripped the phone tightly in his fist. The screen was dark. Very dark. Like the feeling she had when she thought about what she wanted to do to Keenan Shy. “He wiped it.”
“What?” Maura reached out and took the phone from Roland’s hand, twisting a little to get it out of his grip. “What do you mean?”
“I was back-hacking him. I got an IP, but it’s probably another proxy. Tripped a virus . . . total meltdown.” He ran a hand through his hair.
“Am I supposed to understand any of that?” Maura muttered, pressing the power button in vain. “Damn it, all my numbers, my pictures, everything is on this phone.”
“Come on,” he said, taking her elbow. “Let’s get out of here.”
She agreed. Suddenly the neutral ground felt dangerous as hell. “I need to call my father,” she told him as she kicked off the bowling shoes.
“Get your boots on. You can call him from my phone once we’re in the car.” He’d already shed his shoes, put on his jacket and coat, and had her down jacket in his hand.
“How do you know your phone’s not bugged?” She stomped her feet into her boots and checked her weapon for good measure.
He held up her jacket for her. She snatched it out of his hands and put it on herself. She didn’t trust him not to take something else off her person.
“I know.”
“What about your car?” she asked as he picked up both pairs of their rented shoes and stalked toward the counter to return them. She stayed at his side, though she had to practically jog to manage it.
“I check it daily, and it’s parked in a secure garage.” He paused, looking around the bowling alley like he expected sniper fire. “But it’s been on the street for half an hour.”
What does that mean? “So, what? You think Keenan did something to it?”
“Maybe,” he muttered, stopping in his tracks. “Let me call—”
A loud boom shook the building, breaking glass and sending dust falling from the ceiling overhead. She could hear screams coming from outside.
“Fuck,” she muttered, drawing her weapon and badge from the concealed pouch on her hip. “Come on,” she ordered him, and then turned to face the crowd, which was just beginning to press toward the doors. She held her badge up high. “Boston PD. Everyone stay where you are. Stay calm.”
She looked at the older woman with the tight gray curls who’d been handing out the rental shoes. “Call 911.”
“Let them know that there’s been an explosion,” Roland added. He was looking at his phone, his face set and still.
Maura turned on him. “You don’t know that.”
He turned the screen to face her. It was a text from an unknown number with a short, but perfectly clear message.
BOOM!
“Fuck,” she said again, and he nodded his agreement.




A CAR BOMB. Not Keenan’s specialty, but certainly in his wheelhouse. Roland noted the destruction of his Mercedes without surprise, but two other vehicles had been ruined as well. A pedestrian who’d been walking by at the time had been seriously hurt and was on his way to the hospital in critical condition. Two others had been hit by flying glass. He’d already called Zach, his administrative assistant, and tasked him with finding out the victims’ names and making sure that the hospital sent all bills to Roland. He’d also called Milton. He needed him to track the IP he’d found on Maura’s phone.
Maura was talking to the head of the bomb squad, her hands shoved into the pockets of her coat, her cheeks rosy with cold, as she explained the situation. Dark, thick-jacketed men and women surrounded her, their badges prominently displayed, faces serious and unreadable as they spoke into radios and directed crowds. Sirens wailed incessantly and the first news vans were already clogging the streets and alleys nearby.
Roland stayed out of the way as ordered, drawing his hat down over his eyes, but he noted the cops that he knew as well as the general pattern of the damage. He needed to get back to his office and see what progress Milton was making, and hopefully pull the security cameras from the bowling alley and surrounding businesses. He knew Maura would be able to get the feeds, but his contact at the Department of Defense could probably get it faster, especially if Keenan was involved. MOMENT should have warned of an attack; the fact that he hadn’t gotten any warning worried him.
He pulled out his phone and dialed a number. “Yeah, Shane? I need a car one block north of Murray’s Bowling Alley. There’s been an incident.” Shane was Milton’s driver, a tattooed bibliophile with a food obsession and a preternatural calm.
“No problem. I can be there in fifteen minutes. Preference?”
“The Range.” Roland didn’t want to risk his Ferrari if he could help it. “And check it first—be careful.”
“Sure. You got it.”
Roland hung up and made another call, this one to his contact at the Department of Defense. “Christie, tell me what you see.”
“It didn’t pop, Roland. Either Shy kept his face out of the cameras, or he figured out a way to circumvent the program—you said he’d stolen some code, maybe it was enough.”
Roland ignored the cold that was making his face sting and his hand numb. He needed to put on his gloves.
“What about the surveillance? Can you get it for this street and the one behind the bowling alley?”
“I can. Give me an hour.”
“I’m headed into the office. I’ll call you once I have an encrypted connection.” He ended the call and immediately accessed an app to wipe his phone completely.
He noticed Maura watching him from across the street, her eyes suspicious. He slid the phone into his pocket, thinking about her request for cooperation. She’d been trying to entice him, not blatantly—she actually seemed almost reluctant at times, but it wasn’t because she found him irresistible or wanted his money. She wanted information. He couldn’t fault her plan since he’d had exactly the same idea, but maybe he should change tactics. He could let her entice him, make her think he was falling under her spell. Then she was more likely to let her guard down.
The flat stare she sent him contradicted the thought. He raised an eyebrow and waited where he was as she grabbed an evidence technician and stomped with the woman through the snow and slush to reach him.
“We’re going to need your phone.” She held out a hand for it. “It may be a waste of time, but we’re going to see what we can find out about that text.”
He nodded. Keenan probably hadn’t sent the message himself, and it was undoubtedly fired off from a burner phone, but he understood protocol. Understood, but had no intention of actually giving Boston PD access to any of his private information. He dropped the phone into an evidence bag held by the technician.
“What, no arguing?” She managed to sound suspicious even though her teeth were chattering. Tiny snowflakes clung to her face, landed on her lush lower lip. The technician sealed the bag and walked away, but Roland caught the curious expression she trained on Maura.
Roland stepped closer and tugged a strand of red hair away from Maura’s face. “I’m cooperating,” he explained.
“Right. I forgot. We’re partners now, aren’t we?”
“There you go with the sarcasm again.”
“You’ll need to come into the station and give a statement.”
Pulling his gloves out of his pocket, he drew them on with a sigh of relief. “Of course. I’ll do that just as soon as I can. In the meantime, I’ll call the governor and have him put pressure on your captain to let me see if I can recover the letters.”
“What do you mean, just as soon as you can? Are you going somewhere?”
Roland nodded. Shane would arrive in less than five minutes, but he wouldn’t be able to get through the police barricades. Roland intended to walk to the next block over. “Shane is bringing me a car before the reporters recognize me and descend en masse.”
“Shane?”
“Milton’s driver.”
“The bald guy with the tattoos?”
He figured she must have encountered Shane at some point last year. “That’s the one.”
Maura shook herself. “What am I doing talking to you? This is nonsense. I have shit to do. You need to wait and come with me to the station.”
“I’m fairly certain I have lawyers who would disagree.”
Her mouth turned down at the corners at the mention of lawyers. He didn’t blame her for that, either. Lawyers were often the bane of her existence.
“But I’ll be in soon.”
She wanted to argue, he could see it in her face, but she didn’t. A borrowed cell phone in her hand rang, and she answered it with a sour look in his direction. “O’Halloran. No, so far we’ve got a whole lot of nothing,” she said to someone on the other end.
She picked her way back to the officers standing around the burned-out hulk of his Mercedes, a small shiny purple badass in a sea of black and gray. He fished out of his pocket one of the candies he’d taken from the restaurant earlier and untwisted the foil. He popped the small treat into his mouth and let the sharp sweet-and-sour taste burst on his tongue. That’s how Maura O’Halloran tasted. Sharp. Sweet. Addictive.




IT WAS 1:00 A.M. and they had exactly nothing. Maura didn’t see how she was going to bed that night. After the initial interviews were complete and the evidence techs finished cataloging the scene, she’d gone into the station to prepare a briefing for her captain. She had a nine o’clock meeting with him before a scheduled press conference. Reporters had already starting calling for her at the station.
“I’m going to need a new cell phone,” she muttered as she reached for it for the fifteenth time. She’d called both Maddie and her father to let them know that she’d lost her old phone and that she’d be at the station all night. Maddie had believed her. Her father had waited until the girl had gone to bed to ask Maura what had really happened. He’d seen the explosion on the news.
“It was bad, Dad, but it could have been worse. One man was killed, two others injured.”
“What were you doing there with Roland Chandler?”
“I was talking to him. He offered to share information in order to find Keenan Shy.”
Her father grunted. “Don’t trust him, Maura. I know that family. Bunch of liars and thieves at best.”
Sighing, Maura rubbed the bridge of her nose. “I know, Dad. You’ve told me all about them. But he knows Shy better than anyone else. After all this time, I think working with him is the only way I’m going to put Shy behind bars.”
He’d grumbled a little under his breath, but she knew he didn’t disagree with her. “Just don’t let him talk you into anything. He’s sneaky, Maura.”
“I can handle Roland Chandler,” she argued. “Seriously, Dad. I’m a grown woman and a detective.”
Maura hung up the phone on her desk before he could continue with any more dire warnings about her interactions with Roland Chandler.
Bert interrupted her train of thought, snapping his thick fingers in front of her face. “Maura, you want to grab some sleep on the couch in the break room? You seem kind of out of it.”
Waving his hand out of her face, she shook her head. “No, Bert, I’m good. I just need some more coffee.”
“Just put on a fresh pot.”
Maura nodded and rubbed her hands over her face. The captain was not going to buy her theory without the help of Roland Chandler. There was no evidence that Keenan Shy had committed the bombing other than the message that had been sent to Roland, and his phone had “mysteriously” been wiped. Why? Why not just turn it in? She pulled a protein bar out of her desk and ate without tasting it, not that it had much taste, anyway. Every time she thought she could trust him . . .
Not that she thought Keenan had used a phone or a number that could have been easily traced, but the message itself was telling. Right now all they knew was that someone had targeted Roland. The bomb techs were working on examining all the evidence that had been gathered, trying to identify a bomber based on the pieces that remained. It would take time, and Maura could only pray that the parts would reveal Keenan’s signature. He’d been identified as the bomb designer for several terrorist groups in the Middle East and Eastern Europe where he freelanced. But if the signatures didn’t match, she didn’t stand a chance of convincing the captain or anyone else that it was Shy, unless by some miracle they’d caught the asshole on video planting the bomb, or Roland really was capable of miracles. Had he heard from the governor? She didn’t know. And without a phone, she didn’t even have his number to call him.
“Where are we on surveillance?” she asked Bert.
“It’s coming in now. The tech guys are working on it. We should have it in a few hours.”
Maura looked at her watch. Only five minutes had passed. Nothing to do but sit and worry until then. Or call Roland and wake his ass up. The press already seemed to know that it was his car that had been destroyed, though he’d left before they’d really started asking questions.
“What about the theft at the chemical plant? The murder. We have the video from Justin’s computer yet?”
Bert looked troubled. “They’re cleaning it up, seeing if they can get a clear shot of the woman, but I did get one of the workers at the plant to identify the chemical that was stolen: it was some kind of petroleum-based solvent.”
“What’s it used for?”
“Dry cleaning, mostly.”
“Dry cleaning?”
“Yep.”
“Someone breaks into a chemical company, kills a scientist, and steals dry-cleaning fluid. That doesn’t make any damn sense. Is it dangerous?”
“It’s flammable. Possibly explosive, but it has a pretty high flash point, so it would take effort.”
“Great. Another mystery,” Maura muttered. “That’s just awesome.” She bit off another chunk of the protein bar and chewed methodically.
“Yeah. That’s why you’re a detective.”
“How much was stolen?”
“Not sure exactly. Enough to clean my suits for a year or cause a fuckload of problems. They’re also still working on identifying the woman in the video. FBI is running facial recognition software.”
“So basically there’s nothing I can do right now except wait around?”
“Go lie on the couch and get some sleep.”
“I’m not going to be able to sleep, Bert. Just forget it.”
“Then call Roland. He has connections through his security company. See if he can help.”
“I don’t have his number anymore. It was in my phone. And we have his cell phone, anyway.” For all the good it did them.
“I’m sure he has a new phone by now.”
Maura nodded. “He probably has dozens, but I don’t know the number.”
“What about Blake, could she have the number?”
“I’m not calling Blake at this hour.”
“Then you’re screwed, for now,” he said, and disappeared into the break room, presumably to grab some coffee.
“Gee, thanks,” Maura muttered, but she had an idea. She could call Accendo. Odds were that Roland wasn’t asleep. He hadn’t come into the station, so she would bet he was probably at his office. She had that number—though his assistant, Zach, usually didn’t let her speak to him directly. Worth a shot, anyway.
She looked up the number in her files and dialed with the eraser end of a pencil.
“Hi, Maura,” Roland answered on the first ring, his voice smooth and unsurprised. She could hear voices behind him.
“Good. You’re awake. Did you get a chance to talk to the governor?”
“Not yet. I got a little distracted.”
“Well, get undistracted. Are you going to be at the press conference this morning?”
“Absolutely not.” All the humor had drained out of his voice.
“Why not?”
“Keenan will expect me to be there.”
Maura thought about that. She supposed that if Keenan’s intention was to kill Roland, then showing up at the press conference was idiotic, but if he wanted to kill him, why hadn’t he waited until Roland was inside the vehicle to detonate?
“We shouldn’t talk about this on the phone,” he said abruptly. “I’ll meet you at the Diner in thirty minutes.” He hung up before she could answer.
Scowling, Maura tossed the phone into the cradle, where it jangled loudly. The Diner was a local twenty-four-hour restaurant a few blocks from her station. She usually walked there with a few other cops, but it was fucking freezing.
“Bert,” she called out.
He peeked his head around the break room door. “Yeah?”
“I’m meeting Roland at the Diner. You want me to bring you anything?”
“I’m not invited?”
Maura thought about that. She suspected that Roland might be more inclined to share information if Bert wasn’t around. Bert would also notice the attraction that she wasn’t able to hide. Not exactly something she wanted her partner to witness.
“No.”
“I’m good.” He patted his gut.
Maura checked her duty weapon, making sure it was secured in the holster on her hip along with her shield, then she slung on her coat and drew her beanie over her head. Not sexy, but her ears would stay warm.
“I’ll be back.”
Only the smell of brewing coffee answered her. Maura felt her energy level spike as she headed out of the building. She told herself she was just excited to find out what information Roland managed to dig up on the bomb, not because she thought he might touch her again.
And I’m lying to myself. A gust of icy wind hit her as she pushed open the back door to the station, where the official vehicles were parked. Awesome.




MILTON LOOKED UP from the video surveillance he was studying on his laptop. “Going somewhere?” he asked Roland.
Milton was wearing jogging pants and a long-sleeved shirt, his dark hair sticking up in several places. Open pizza boxes from their favorite restaurant and empty water bottles littered the conference table around him. Nick sat a few seats away, his area as impeccably clean as usual. He had lipstick on his cheek, however, a token from a visit from Blake. Neither Roland nor Milton had mentioned it to him.
Both men had dropped their Sunday evening plans and headed over to Accendo when Roland called, glad to help him with his search, and had been there ever since, working on tracking the IP address Roland had identified, though it turned out to be a proxy server, as he’d expected. They’d managed to get ahold of the surveillance video from around the bowling alley, but so far all they had was an image of a young man in a hoodie. It hadn’t been Keenan; Roland was certain of that much, but he had no doubt that whoever it was worked for Keenan. Milton and Nick had both started searching through international criminal databases for known associates of Keenan Shy and his aliases.
I have excellent friends, he thought, not for the first time. “I’m meeting Detective O’Halloran at the Diner. She has a press conference about the bombing this morning.”
Milton scratched his head. “I thought she hated you.”
“She’s warming up to me.”
“Huh.” Milton eyed him doubtfully. “And you’re trying to get her to like you because . . . ?”
Nick snorted. “Blake told him that O’Halloran has a collection of letters from Keenan. Of course he’s trying to get on her good side.”
Roland ignored the commentary and didn’t tell them that the letters had gone missing. His excellent friends were also annoying. He was using Maura O’Halloran, but it was for a good reason. “I’ll be back soon. Go home. Kiss your women. We’ll get a fresh start in the morning.”
Neither one of them moved from in front of their computers.
“You should invite her to the pub again on Friday,” Milton suggested.
Roland closed the office door without answering and dialed Shane’s number on his new cell phone. Normally Shane had Sunday nights off, but the man was also a friend and former military. Roland trusted him to handle any trouble that might come his way.
“Shane, it’s Roland. I need a ride down to Southie. Would you mind bringing the car around?”
“No problem,” Shane replied. Like Nick, Shane had grown up in South Boston and had the accent to prove it. He also didn’t sound the slightest bit sleepy, so Roland suspected that he’d stayed up late reading again.
“Thanks,” Roland said, and hung up the phone.
Milton stuck his head out the conference room door. “You mind bringing back some breakfast?”
“Go home.”
Milton stepped all the way out into the hallway. “How am I going to do that? You’re taking my driver.” Milton absently made the stylus in his hand appear and disappear. Roland knew how he was doing the trick, but Milton was impressively good at sleight of hand, though not better than Roland himself.
“I’ll send him back directly.”
Milton clapped a hand on Roland’s shoulder, his eyes concerned. “You’ll be careful, won’t you?”
“Keenan won’t hurt me. You know how he works.” His cousin never hurt the person he was angry with directly.
Milton nodded. “All the same.”
“I’ll be careful.”
Milton smiled. “And say hi to the detective for me.”
“Of course I won’t,” Roland replied. He looked around them at the quiet office, at the snow falling outside the glass windows in the dark. “You be careful, too. He almost killed Nick last summer. He could come after you both.”
Milton nodded. “He could, but we have security, and neither one of us is an easy target.”
An easy target. The words danced around the edge of Roland’s mind for a moment, teasing him with just the vague hint of an idea.
“There’s a security detail with Regina and Blake, correct? And on my mother and stepfather?”
“Yep,” Milton agreed, rocking back on his heels. “Everyone we could think of that Keenan might try to hurt.”
Roland nodded. He just hoped it would be enough.

Downstairs on the bottom level of the parking garage, Shane was waiting in the limo. Roland waved a hand to keep the man seated behind the wheel and opened the passenger’s-side door, settling in next to Shane.
“Nice night for a drive,” Shane said. “Where we headed?”
“The Diner.”
Shane grunted in approval and took off, his bald head gleaming in the reflected snowfall. Roland settled into the warm leather of the passenger seat, but he couldn’t make himself relax.
“Something eating you, Roland?”
Glancing at the man, Roland shrugged. Shane was more perceptive than he looked. The bald head and hulking body fooled most people into thinking that he was nothing more than a thug, but that wasn’t the case. He was highly intelligent; he simply preferred to drive and read. He kept to himself and led a solitary existence, but Roland knew that he was in love with Jessie, a former Accendo employee and owner of the best pizza restaurant in Boston. And as far as Roland knew she loved him as well, but something was keeping Shane from pursuing her.
“How’s Jessie?” Roland asked in response.
Shane grunted again, this time in irritation, and Roland nearly smiled.
“I’m worried about what Keenan will do next, who he’ll target,” Roland said.
“You’ll catch the bastard this time. Who’re you meeting at the Diner?”
“Detective Maura O’Halloran.”
Shane let out a long, low whistle, and took the turn heading south. The roads were mostly empty and still except for the snowplows. “You don’t go for the easy ones, do you?”
Shrugging, Roland replied, “Usually I do. But I need her to catch Keenan.”
Shane frowned in disapproval. “He could go after her, too, ya know? Just because she’s a cop doesn’t mean she’s a match for the likes of that bastard.”
“I’ll look after her.”
Shane didn’t look convinced. “I don’t know, boss. Seems like you’re spreading yourself a little thin.”
Roland suspected that he was right; he would have to hire more security.
Fifteen minutes later, Shane pulled up to the curb outside a tiny, triangular building on a corner in the northern part of South Boston. The old brick building had windows painted with the day’s specials and a snowman next to the entrance.
“Here we are. Call me when you’re ready.”
Roland opened the passenger door. “Damn, that’s cold. No need to wait. Milton needs to head home, and I’ve decided to attend the press conference—Maura can drive me there tomorrow morning.”
“Reporters’ll love that.”
“Indeed.”
“Take care, Roland.” Shane held up a hand on the steering wheel. “Say hi to Eloise for me.”
Roland nodded. “I will. See you later.” He closed the door to the limo and immediately shoved his hands into his pockets to keep them warm. Ice crunched beneath his feet as he headed to the entrance of the restaurant. He paused before heading inside and waved to the camera in one corner.
When he opened the glass door, he was unsurprised to find Maura standing next to a podium manned by Eloise, a short, gray-haired woman with a mannish haircut and a fondness for Hawaiian shirts and dangly earrings.
Roland removed his beanie, shaking off the loose snow, and walked toward them.
“Here he is,” Maura said to her.
“Roland?” the woman replied. “That’s who you’re waiting for?”
Maura frowned. “You know him?”
“Of course I know him.” Eloise laughed. She turned her cheek to Roland as he came near. “Give us a kiss, handsome.”
Roland dropped a kiss on her wrinkled cheek. “Tell me, Eloise, what am I holding behind my back?”
Eloise began checking her person, feeling her pockets, her wrists, and finally her ears, where one long strawberry-colored earring was missing. Eloise hooted. “I didn’t feel a thing.”
She was still grinning as Roland leaned over. “Allow me,” he said quietly, and replaced the earring as deftly as he’d taken it.
Eloise flushed and swatted him with a couple menus. “You watch out for this one, Maura. He’s a handful.”
Maura nodded. “I don’t doubt it.”
“Come on, then.” Eloise waved them toward the back. “I have a booth with your names on it.”
Roland followed the two women back to the booth in the corner and waited while Maura stripped off her coat and hung it on a hook screwed into the wooden booth. Roland did the same, then took the seat across from her.
Her face was pale, making her freckles stand out even more than usual, and there were dark circles under her eyes. He frowned. He wanted to take her somewhere warm and relaxing, like Fiji or the Caribbean.
Eloise set the menus down in front of them, but Roland didn’t open it. He already knew what he wanted.
“I’ll have the eggs Benedict and a side of bacon as usual. And coffee.”
Maura didn’t say anything for a moment, looking at him in surprise. “I’ll have the same.”
“Two eggs Benedict, two bacons, two coffees. Any toast?”
“White,” Roland said.
Maura nodded her agreement.
Eloise collected the menus and marched off to call in the orders while Maura continued to frown at him.
“What?” Roland asked finally. “I can’t like eggs Benedict?”
“How is it that you know this place?”
So that was what was bothering her. “Nick. He grew up in Southie. Not far from here. We used to come visit his friend the Professor when we were at MIT. Shane as well.”
“That’s right.” She lifted one finger, as if checking off a box on a list. “I remember that from my files. Still, I didn’t think you came back once you hit the big time.”
“What? I have money so I sit in my tower and hoard my millions, eat steak every night, and step on the little people?”
She made a considering moue. “Pretty much.”
Roland wanted to kiss the pout off her pink lips, but there were more pressing matters to attend to.
“What have you found out about this afternoon?”
“Very little, you?” she asked sweetly, her eyelashes fluttering.
“I was able to get some surveillance,” he said, and waited for the explosion. He wasn’t disappointed.
She straightened so fast, he thought she was going to bounce out of her seat. “What the fuck? Why didn’t you call me and send it over?”
“I wanted to look through it first.”
“Two coffees,” Eloise interrupted, placing two mugs of the steaming black liquid in front of them.
“Thank you,” Roland and Maura chorused. Neither one of them broke eye contact.
Clucking her tongue, Eloise turned away.
“I could have you arrested for obstruction,” Maura hissed once Eloise was out of earshot.
Roland didn’t laugh, but only because the thought of her arresting him reminded him of his dream, of himself naked and her with handcuffs.
“I was planning on sending everything over to you in the morning. It’s more than you’ll get in the next week.”
Roland could see her teeth clenching, but her need to know seemed to outweigh her need to scream at him. For the moment, anyway.
“What did you find?” she asked grudgingly.
This part was a little less satisfying. “Not much. Kid in a hoodie planted the bomb.”
“Why do you say that? A kid? Male or female?”
Male and young. Roland was certain, though he wasn’t sure he could explain clearly. All the years of practicing the craft with his father, picking pockets on Sunday afternoons while crowds milled around him, had taught him how to read people’s bodies almost as easily as he read words on a computer screen. He knew how young men moved, and this kid had been a young man.
“Impression of a young man, but no clear shot of his face, so facial recognition is out.”
“What else?”
“That’s it.”
Maura reached for several sugar packets and tore off one end, pouring the sugar into the cup. “Bullshit. You’re holding something back.”
“So tell me, Detective. What have you found out?”
Tilting her head to the side, she said, “I found out that you wiped your phone before you gave it to me. Now why would you do a thing like that?”
Roland had expected her to be upset with him for wiping his phone, but he’d been hoping she wouldn’t realize it until later, much later.
He sat back against the brown vinyl cushion of the booth and stalled, adding sugar and cream to his own coffee. “My company specializes in digital security, in hunting down hackers, in using technology to catch criminals. Surely you didn’t expect me to turn my phone over to the police.”
“You don’t trust the police? Or me?”
Roland took a sip of his coffee and shrugged. “Grow up like I did and you wouldn’t trust the police either, not entirely, and certainly not with your personal information.”
“Well, that’s just great. I don’t trust you and you don’t trust me.” She leaned forward. “So what are we doing here, Roland?”
Her eyes were so beautiful, a soft gray, luminescent like an opal, and framed with spiky lashes.
He reached across the table to grab her hand. “You could have been killed today. If we’d gotten in that car.”
Distracted, she licked her lips. “We weren’t.”
“Only because he didn’t want me dead. Didn’t want us dead.”
“There’s no use focusing on that.” Her hand fluttered in his grasp like a bird, but he didn’t let her escape.
“I like you, Maura O’Halloran. I don’t want you killed.”
She leaned closer. “I like you, too, Roland Chandler, but if you don’t tell me what you know—everything you know—I’m going to arrest you right here.”
He’d like to see her try, but he couldn’t afford the distraction.
“I think Keenan is the hacker who redirected the cameras and the blond woman is Angela Wepsic, Keenan’s partner.”
She digested that for a long minute. “We have the FBI running facial recognition, but it hasn’t come back yet. What makes you think it’s her? Or Keenan for that matter?”
“I had some friends in the government run facial rec on the woman. Her real name is Adelina Marcuceick, niece of Andre Polzen, a Russian gangster.”
Her fingers tightened around his, but her gaze was distracted, the wheels turning in her head as she considered the implications. “Known associates of Keenan Shy.”
“I have Milton and Nick searching for other known associates that match the description of the kid in the surveillance. Even if we can’t locate Keenan, maybe we can find his friends.”
She focused on him, her expression unreadable. “We?”
Roland ran the pad of his thumb over her knuckles. “Yes. We.”




MAURA KNEW WHAT he was doing. Seducing her. And she was letting him. Not just with the subtle touch on her knuckles or the dark look in his eyes. He was giving her what she wanted, what she needed: information on Keenan.
“Why the chemical company?” she asked, trying to stay focused on the conversation and not the steady hypnotic motion of his thumb. He had large thumbs and well-shaped, well-tended nails. Her own fingers were small and sturdy, nails unpolished. She’d found that she wasn’t taken as seriously as a detective when she polished them.
“My, my, what’s going on here?” Eloise interrupted, her hands full with two plates loaded with bright yellow eggs Benedict and crisp, perfect bacon.
Roland released her hand and took the plates from the older woman, setting Maura’s carefully in front of her. “I was just showing her a trick, Eloise my lovely.”
“Uh-huh. I’ve never seen you in here with Maura before, Roland Chandler, and you’re not one to date a good girl.”
The words reminded Maura that she wasn’t here with a handsome man who happened to know a lot about surveillance, government agencies, and the object of her own personal mission. She was here with a man who dated supermodels and vacationed on mega-yachts. The closest she’d come to a yacht was seeing one in a movie. She liked him, but the only reason he was with her was because of Keenan. She had to remember that. Even when she was pretending to be fooled by him, she had to remember that none of it was real. It was a pretty lie crafted by a master. She might be a good girl—God she hated that—but she was not an idiot.
She looked up from her plate and met his gaze. He was looking at her as if she wasn’t a good girl.
“A man can change his tastes,” he said to Eloise, who flat-out laughed.
“Only if someone makes him,” she said firmly. “And I don’t think Maura is foolish enough to take on changing a man—useless waste of time.”
Maura smiled. “You said it, Eloise.”
The woman plunked a jar of hot sauce down on the table. “On the other hand, it’s good to waste time every now and then, Maura. Spices up your life a little. And God knows, your life could use a little kick.”
“Thanks a lot,” Maura muttered, which made the old woman hitch up the elastic waistband of her pants and walk away.
“Could your life use some spicing up?” Roland asked, a small smile raising one corner of his mouth.
“I was nearly blown up today. I think I’m good.”
“Touché,” he agreed, and looked at his plate. He didn’t touch his silverware, though; he sipped his coffee and studied her instead.
“Are you waiting for me to start eating?” she asked incredulously. Cops didn’t wait for other cops to start eating. Shit, cops ate before someone else stole their food.
“I am.”
Maura shook her head and scooped up a forkful of English muffin and egg drenched in hollandaise. “We grew up very differently.”
“Not so different,” Roland countered. “We were both raised by our fathers for much of the time.” He picked up his own fork.
“You had your mother; mine died.”
“I know,” he said softly. “I’m sorry.”
Maura heard sincerity in his voice and saw it in the tilt of his head and the soft warmth in those cool blue eyes, but she told herself it was an illusion. He knew how to lie with every part of his body. The only way he could know about her mother was if he’d gone digging into her background. He didn’t do that because he thought she was beautiful.
“I don’t want to talk about my mom. Tell me what else you know about Keenan and why you think he targeted the chemical company.”
Reluctant amusement colored his expression. “Tenacity. Yet another thing we have in common.”
“Yeah.” She bit off a large piece of bacon. “So tell me what you know.”
“I know he’s using a piece of code that he stole from Accendo, code that helps identify people who have the potential to become mass killers, like the Oklahoma City bomber or the Boston Marathon bomber. I can only assume he targeted the chemical company for supplies.”
She stopped chewing. “Supplies. Fuck.” She didn’t want to think about what Shy or some other crazy could do with a bunch of chemicals. She focused on what he’d said about the software. “I heard something about that. Didn’t you invent some software that prevents major attacks?”
“It’s called MOMENT, a program that analyzes online activity and nonverbal communication using surveillance data to identify possible subjects. These subjects are put on watch lists. What was stolen from the chemical company?”
“Sounds like invasion of privacy.”
“You’re a cop. It’s public information. People offer up their lives freely. No one is stealing anything from them. And you’re ignoring my question.”
“Dry-cleaning fluid. Feel better? Maybe he’s thinking of starting a business and needs the start-up capital. Now, the surveillance data. Where do you get it?”
“That was part of my arrangement with the Department of Defense when we signed the contract to make the program,” he said absently, rubbing the watch on his hand.
“And Keenan has part of this program?”
“We rewrote it. The code he stole wasn’t working exactly as it should when we were hacked.”
“But he took enough to write his own, is that it?”
He toasted her with his coffee mug. “Like I said before, O’Halloran, you’re a smart woman.”
“Smart enough to know that there’s a reason you want to catch him so bad. It’s not just what he did to Blake.” She leaned forward. “You know why I want Keenan Shy behind bars. Why do you?”
For a moment, she thought he would answer, finally giving her a clue to the mystery of Roland Chandler, but, as usual, he dodged the question. “I suspect that he’s using the program’s algorithms to identify people he can use. People who can be manipulated into working for him. Killing for him.”
His voice roughened and the hand holding the fork tightened briefly. The cues were subtle, quickly masked, and honest, she decided.
So that’s it, Maura decided. He used you. And no one uses Roland Chandler.
“Why? Who?”
He set down his fork and wiped his mouth with his napkin, his eyes suddenly tired. “You’re asking the wrong questions, O’Halloran.”
“What should I be asking?” she asked softly, wondering when he’d slept last, if he ever slept, or if he was like her, waking up to dreams of Keenan Shy killing everyone she loved.
“With Keenan?”
She nodded.
“Where and how.” And he laughed. Short. Bitter. And just a little mad.

Thirty minutes later, Maura left the Diner with her arm tucked through Roland Chandler’s, ostensibly to help her keep her balance on the icy sidewalk, but the nervous flutters in her belly suggested that allowing the assistance had set her on a path of self-destruction. She’d left off her gloves and used her free hand to grip the hilt of her duty weapon, casting her eyes around the snow-covered mounds of cars and shrubs, looking for any sign that the night had been disturbed.
“Where’s your Range Rover?” she asked in the cold, quiet stillness, wondering if he knew just how handsome he looked in the stark light of the streetlamps.
“Secured at the parking garage at Accendo. Where’s your car?”
She nodded to the unmarked patrol car she’d brought from the station, parked next to the curb several feet away. “How do we know he hasn’t tampered with this one? How do we know he hasn’t had us followed?”
“He wouldn’t play the same prank twice,” he assured her, removing her arm from his so that he could draw off his gloves. “But I’ll check it.”
Prank? Jesus. Maura put a hand on his arm to stop him and withdrew her weapon, moving to grip it with both hands. “No offense, but you’re not the fucking bomb squad. I should have had uniforms watching it, watching you.” She cursed silently to herself for being so intent on getting information that she hadn’t used her fucking head.
“You give me too much credit,” he said with an amused smile, and pulled out his phone. He typed what she presumed was a quick text and after a moment his phone beeped in reply.
“All clear,” he said softly. “No one’s been near it.” He held up the phone and used it to point at a camera near the entrance of the building.
Maura wanted to ask questions, realized it was useless, and just said, “You’re sure?”
He thought about it. “Let’s look before we get in, just to be safe. The best way to fool someone is to show them that you have nothing up your sleeve.”
“You know what to look for? I thought I was giving you too much credit.”
He shrugged and put his phone in his pocket. “I was being modest.” Before she could stop him, he was headed to the car with the determined stride of a man about to fix a problem.
She followed, her duty weapon drawn, cursing the cold that turned her breath to fog and stabbed at her lungs.
“Roland, stop,” she ordered, stepping after him as quickly as she could through the snow. He ignored her—typical—and began walking around the car, looking for God knew what. Tracks, disturbances in the force, whatever.
“Roland, get back here,” she demanded, but he ignored her, walking around the perimeter of the vehicle, phone in hand.
“Are you crazy? He could blow it up from anywhere,” she said, imagining Keenan watching from some remote location, cell phone in hand, ready to call the phone strapped to a brick of C-4.
“Relax, Maura,” he said, holding up the phone again. “Signal jammer.”
Signal jammer? He was making that shit up. Maura let out a frustrated breath, but didn’t offer any more protests. Relaxing wasn’t an option while he was standing so close to the vehicle without so much as a bomb vest or a helmet.
“It’s clear,” he said.
Maura let out a breath slowly as he came back to where she was waiting, her gun drawn, looking out for anyone who might approach. Her Glock wouldn’t do much good if Keenan had brought a sniper, but even she knew that it was difficult to task a sniper at the drop of a hat.
He didn’t say anything. He was staring at her, his eyes hot enough to melt more than the snow that surrounded them.
Maura stared back.
He stepped forward, slid a hand beneath her jaw, and took her mouth in a deep, open-mouthed kiss.
Maura let herself be pulled into a tempest of sensation, her head tilting back as their tongues tangled, hot breath fogging the air around them. Their own mini-weather pattern made of breath and heat and the taste of coffee.
He shifted his hold so that he had her in a bear hug, her arms pinned between their bodies as she continued to keep her weapon ready and pointed toward the ground. He ignored the awkward hold and pulled her even closer, compressing her down coat until she could feel his hands against her skin, hard and hungry.
She hadn’t considered that Roland Chandler would kiss like this, all that cool reserve tossed aside, his tongue thrusting and tangling with hers eagerly. She wanted more.
Turning her head aside, she asked, “Are you sure there’s no bomb?”
“Yes.”
The man radiated confidence and certainty. Didn’t mean he wasn’t full of shit. “Okay.” She straightened and stepped away from him, trying to hide that she was out of breath. “Then let’s get the hell out of here.” She slid her weapon back into its holster.
“I couldn’t agree more.” He held his hand out to her; his fingers were reddened from the cold air.
She looked at it, puzzled. She was already standing. Maybe he wanted to escort her to the car? Taking his hand, she pulled him toward the unmarked sedan.
Behind her, she felt his low chuckle in her whole body. “I was asking for the car keys.”
Maura snorted and kept walking on the salt-and-ice-crusted sidewalk. Crunch. Crunch. Crunch. “You’re crazy if you think I’d let you drive, even if it wasn’t a police vehicle.”
“Like to be in charge, don’t you?”
She’d be the first to admit that her nerves were a little shot from adrenaline, lack of sleep, and the sheer challenge of being in the presence of one Roland Chandler, but she thought that his tone carried more than a hint of salacious curiosity.
“You’re about to find out,” she replied, stopping abruptly and letting him bump into the back of her. “If you want.” What am I doing?
He caught her against him, close enough that she could feel his honesty in spite of the bulky garments they were wearing. “You know I do.” His voice was a low growl in her ear.
“Good,” she said breathlessly. “Then let’s go to your place. But I have to be back at the station at seven.”
“I don’t like to rush.” His hand wandered over her hip and between her legs, rubbing her through her jeans. “But in your case I’ll make an exception.”
“Why, thank you.” Maura intended the remark to sound sarcastic, but it came out breathless and sincere instead. He chuckled and held her keys up in front of her face.
“You’re going to need these.”




SHE DROVE LIKE a maniac, Roland decided, gripping the armrest on the door. Even for a cop, her disregard for the law was impressive.
“Should I be flattered, or are you always in this big a hurry?” he asked, his voice deliberately calm and unruffled.
She snorted.
Roland realized that not one of the women he’d ever dated would make such an inelegant noise. He liked it. He liked the look of her slim fingers gripping the wheel, the nails short and unpolished. He liked her fierce concentration and bulldog stubbornness. He liked Maura O’Halloran. And he was about to sleep with her. Usually those two factors didn’t mix. He made sure they didn’t.
“You need to turn here.” He directed her down the street of his apartment building in Back Bay. He stayed there most nights when he was working, having purchased the top two floors several years ago. It was far from his only residence, but it was the most convenient.
“See that building?”
Maura knew he owned the top two floors of a tower, but she hadn’t realized that it was the glass-and-steel spire that now dominated the Back Bay landscape. “You live here?”
He ignored the incredulity in her tone. It was just an apartment. “Go past the main entrance one block and turn right. There’s a private entrance.”
“You have a private entrance?”
He decided to tease her a little, just for the fun of it. “Don’t you?” He reached out and touched a lock of fiery red hair that tumbled from beneath her cap, letting it slide between his fingers.
She rolled her eyes. “Yeah. Not quite the same.”
She pulled into the drive and came to a stop in front of a metal gate. There was a post with a small display next to the driver’s-side window. She sat back against the seat and lifted an eyebrow inquiringly.
“Identification?” a man’s voice said.
Roland leaned over, deliberately letting his upper arm brush her breasts. He heard her sharp intake of breath and smelled the smoky spice of her perfume. He wanted to catch and hold all that smooth skin against his, feel her writhing against him.
“It’s me, Grover. Buzz us in.” He gave Grover the passcode and the gate began to open.
“Why the passcode?”
“To show that I’m entering of my own free will.”
Pressing her lips together, she nodded. “One code if all is well. One if you’re under duress.”
“Right.”
“You do this all the time?”
He looked at her through lowered lids, still half leaning over her. “Yes.”
She used her forearm to push him away. “Stop with the sexy eyes. I’m driving.”
“Are you entering of your own free will, Maura O’Halloran?” he asked, leaning back against the seat with a smile.
He felt her glance at him out of the corner of her eye as she started down the ramp to his parking area. He returned the glance, memorizing the pert lines of her nose—as perfect as a Disney character, but not nearly as nice.
“Entering into what, exactly?” she asked carefully, mistrust coloring her tone.
He chuckled. God, she really did think he was a perv. A rich pervy asshat who spent his time dicking around with computers and spending money. He knew her father had told her not to trust him, but this was ridiculous.
“Nothing you can’t handle,” he said waspishly. He had something she was going to handle, all right. She’d handle it just fine. He just had to remember the real goal here. Getting her cooperation with finding Keenan. Not the hot, hot sex they were about to have.
“Just park in any of the empty spaces.” There were several guest parking spaces along with spaces for his Rolls-Royce Wraith, the Range Rover, and, sadly, his now-charred Mercedes.
“No one person needs this many vehicles. And no one needs a Rolls,” she said petulantly, pulling into an empty space near the elevator and turning off the engine.
Roland eyed her. He knew lust when he heard it, only at the moment it didn’t seem to be for him. “Would you like to sit in it?”
He made sure to put just a touch of “I dare you” into his tone. She was a good girl, but he’d bet anything that after a life spent taking care of the people she loved, a little misbehavior was in order.
Biting that soft pink lip, she nodded and walked over to the emerald-green machine until she was standing by the driver’s-side door, her fingers running along the shiny surface. Her eyes looked drugged with pleasure, like she had a man between her legs, pleasuring her, right at that very moment.
I want my mouth on her, Roland decided, watching her fondle his car. Sooner rather than later.
Walking up behind her, he slid his hands over the cheeks of her ass and squeezed gently. “I have a better idea. Tomorrow evening, if we can have a few minutes, when you leave the station, I’ll take you for a ride if you want.”
She leaned her head back over his shoulder, her eyes finding his in the dim light of the parking garage. “Tomorrow’s Monday.”
“Yeah?”
“I haven’t seen Maddie all weekend. I need to go home tomorrow.”
“Ahh.” Roland realized again that he’d never had this problem. He’d never once dated a woman with children, hadn’t ever really been around children. “Another time, then,” he said against her lips, while lower down he used his grip on her hips to press her pubic bone against the exterior of the car. “We can drive around the parking garage and have sex in the back.”
“Sounds good to me,” she agreed.
He bit her lower lip, not hard, just enough to get her attention before pulling away. He held out a hand to her. “Come on, then. Tasting you sounds good to me, and we’re running out of time.”

Maura was not surprised that he had a private entrance to the parking garage for one of the most expensive luxury apartment buildings in the city. But knowing and seeing were two different things. Maura shook her head. Unreal. And just when she’d been starting to see him as a human being.
On top of that, he owned a Rolls-Royce Wraith. Hands down one of the most beautiful damn machines she’d ever seen, a monstrous over-the-top beast of a car.
She would have hesitated at that point, but he had a strong grip on her hand.
“Detectives first,” he said when they reached the elevator door, his eyes gleaming.
“Ha-ha.” She rolled her eyes and stalked past him, uncomfortable with such luxury but not wanting to show it. She was a normal woman with few aspirations beyond catching her brother’s killer, making sure Maddie didn’t end up dancing on a pole, and doing her job the best she could. She didn’t need or want Ferraris and private elevators.
She was aware of every move they made as they stood together in the small elevator with a marble floor and high-gloss wood paneling on the walls. He pressed a button for the lobby.
A blast of heated air hit her as she left the elevator. She unzipped her coat. Underneath, she was wearing the same clothes she’d put on that morning—jeans and a sweater. Nothing sexy here, but Roland was looking at her like he wanted to feast on her while she grew increasingly uncomfortable. What the hell am I doing?
The lobby itself seemed more like that of a five-star hotel than a residential building. A common area with modern furniture surrounded an enormous fountain constantly churned by a waterfall cascading from the ceiling. A lounge area with chrome stools and a long black walnut bar took up most of the backside of the room.
“This is the owner’s lounge,” Roland explained. “The double doors on the other side of the bar lead to a retail section. There’s a grocery store, shopping, if you’re interested.”
Maura sent him a look. “Do I look like I spend a lot of time shopping?”
“As you pointed out earlier, I don’t know you.” His eyes had dropped to her mouth, heavy-lidded and full of purpose.
A heady mix of adrenaline and tiredness filled her mind and made her feel almost drunk. “Adds a nice bit of spice to it, doesn’t it?”
“Indeed,” he replied in complete seriousness. “Come on, the elevators are this way.”
He led the way this time, leaving her to follow. Since he wasn’t looking at her, she let her eyes trace his broad shoulders and the long, tapered length of him. He had a tight, taut ass, and a grace that spoke of constant and dedicated effort. She had no doubt that he worked out regularly. She’d felt the strength in his arms when he’d held her. Felt it, and known that he could overpower her if he wished.
When they reached the elevators, a neatly hirsute older gentleman with impressive muttonchops stood from a small stool and greeted Roland by name.
“How are you, Jim?” Roland replied. “Leg acting up?”
“No mor’n usual,” Jim replied, rubbing his leg as if to contradict what he said. He had a strong Boston accent. He eyed Maura boldly, thick eyebrows going up almost to his hairline.
Maura met his twinkling gaze with a direct and suspicious stare. This man was nothing like the crisp professional she would have expected for a place like this.
For a moment the old man matched her stare for stare, but then he chuckled suddenly, holding his belly. “I never thought I’d see the day. She’s a cop.”
Roland nodded. “She is indeed.”
Maura studied the old man more carefully. In her experience, the only people who recognized cops on sight were other cops or criminals. The old man had arthritis, his hands gnarled and curled, but there was an awareness to his stance that made her think of a team of pickpockets she’d witnessed once.
“Old friends?” she guessed, looking from Roland to the old man. Her father would undoubtedly recognize the elevator operator; she’d have to ask him.
“Yes,” Roland said with a nod. “Jim, this is Detective Maura O’Halloran.”
Jim stopped grinning and rubbed his chin. “O’Halloran?”
Roland nodded.
“Hmm,” the old man grunted, studying her again.
The doors of the elevator opened and Roland stepped inside. Maura followed quickly, feeling Jim’s gaze between her shoulder blades.
“ ’Night, Jim,” Roland called as the doors closed.
The elevator rose quickly—too quickly—making her stomach drop as they rocketed toward the top of the building. The back of the elevator was glass, overlooking the sparkling lights of the city, which dropped quickly beneath them as they climbed higher and higher.
Beautiful . . . and ominous. She felt rather like she was going to the lair of some dangerous beast.
The elevator doors dinged, opening not into a den of iniquity but into a black-and-white marble entryway reminiscent of the 1920s. An Art Deco chandelier dripped crystal extravagance overhead while two enormous flower arrangements erupted from Chinese vases atop matching ornately carved side tables inlaid with obsidian.
Real people did not live like this.
“Pretty,” Maura muttered, casting him a glance. The entryway of her house had been modified to accommodate her father’s wheelchair, so theirs held no furniture of any kind, and the ancient floral wallpaper was peeling and faded from the sunlight coming in through the windows on either side of the door. What would Mr. Billionaire think if he ever saw my house? Not that he will.
“My mother has a fondness for Art Deco,” he said as he strolled away from her.
Maura followed him, ignoring the nervous flutters in her belly. She was doing this, goddamn it.
“You let your mother decorate your house?” She knew he had a mother, but it was difficult to wrap her head around it. She’d sort of assumed he’d sprung, fully formed, from a crack in a glacier or something.
He chuckled, a rich, warm sound. “No one lets my mother do anything. She is a force of nature.”
Frowning, Maura followed him through a living area dominated by massive windows and a set of French doors that opened onto a balcony. Here was another stunning view of the city.
She stood still for a moment, taking it in. The living room looked like it belonged in an Italian palace, rich fabrics, antiques, and large mirrors. Shades of warm cream, gold, and soft blue dominated. The walls appeared to be a creamy Italian plaster. Still, despite the opulence, the overall effect managed to be inviting and comfortable. Tricky. Still, she felt like she should be wearing a long gown, white gloves, and diamonds. It was a heady feeling.
Baffled at her reaction, she shoved her hands in her pockets and followed in the direction Roland had gone. She wandered through an enormous archway into a kitchen that could have graced the interior of a Martha Stewart magazine. It was a pleasant combination of rustic and modern, mostly white, with fresh herbs in boxes beneath the windows. A large island held an enormous gas stove in the center, but there was still plenty of counter space for people to sit on the opposite side. So far not one room in his house had been consistently decorated. Even weirder, if someone had asked her what she thought Roland Chandler’s house would be like, she would have guessed something minimalist and modern. Cold. Expensive. Untouchable. Like the man.
She pulled her hands out of her pockets, watching him. He’d removed his coat and pushed up the sleeves of his shirt. He was watching her as he uncorked a bottle of wine, looking impossibly gorgeous against the backdrop of a Martha Stewart–perfect kitchen.
Maura met his gaze and managed to keep from shifting her feet with an effort of will.
The bottle made a soft click as he set it on the island counter to the right of the stove. The smell of wine and fresh herbs teased her nose. Countertops gleamed brilliant white. She could hear her own breath in the charged silence.
He turned away, releasing her from the power of his gaze. She exhaled slowly as he pulled two wineglasses down from a cabinet.
“It’s a little late for wine,” she ventured. She wasn’t sure why he’d decided to open the bottle. She’d been perfectly willing. And she had to leave in a few hours.
Amusement wrinkled the corners of his eyes as he folded his arms across his chest and leaned back against his countertop.
“Yeah, but you seemed a little tense,” he agreed lazily. He seemed to be daring her. Daring her.
She’d never backed out on a dare in her life. Lifting her chin, she removed her duty weapon and badge from her hip and set them on the breakfast table and then crossed the kitchen to insinuate herself between him and the center island, matching his stance and meeting him stare for stare.
“I’m not tense,” she said slowly. She leaned forward until she was standing so close she could feel the heat of his body, smell the warm male scent of him.
His eyes fell to her mouth. “My mistake.”
He didn’t move; he just watched her, his eyes amused, curious. She wanted to shake him up, make him take her seriously.
With slow, deliberate movements, she drew her shirt over her head and tossed it aside. It slid across a satiny wood floor, a sibilant whisper in the quiet room. Her bra, made of emerald-green satin strips and transparent mesh, was a recent impulsive purchase.
He didn’t straighten, nor did the amused smile leave his lips, but a muscle in his jaw tightened and Maura relaxed. She didn’t have large breasts, but they were still firm, and the bra pushed them up and together. She knew her nipples—taut in the cool air of the kitchen—were mostly visible. Turning away from him, she took one of the wineglasses off the counter and poured herself a generous amount of the chianti that he’d opened before she faced him again.
Swirling the red liquid in the glass, she eyed him over the rim. Dad would be so ashamed if he knew. The thought irritated her, and she banished it with an effort of will.
He stepped forward, surrounding her without actually touching, caging her with the frame of his body. Her head came only to his collarbone. She tilted it back so she could see his face and realized with a gasp that he’d undone her jeans, and his hands had slid down to cup the cheeks of her ass.
Gasping, she felt her hips jerk forward involuntarily against his thighs. His substantial erection pressed into her belly from beneath his pants. She knew he was big, really big. She felt heat wash over her face and chest and knew she was blushing again. Damn it.
He held her there, not moving, and after a moment Maura relaxed somewhat. Sure. Relaxed. That’s what I am. His eyes were unreadable, calm, but she could see a pulse beat in his neck.
She still held her glass of wine between them. She took another casual sip, as if his hands weren’t gripping the cheeks of her ass.
“How’s the wine?” he asked.
“It’s delicious,” she answered immediately.
“Close your eyes.”
Maura leaned back so she could see his face without getting cross-eyed. “Why?” she asked suspiciously.
He slid one hand to the crease between her buttocks, snapping her thong.
Damn. She felt her breath go. It didn’t hurt, but his fingers lingered there, sliding beneath the satin strip and venturing deeper.
She closed her eyes.
“The eyes are the brain’s fools,” she heard him say. His voice was soft, almost a whisper near her ear. She struggled to hold the wineglass steady in her hand. “Back in the days of man’s ancestors, when we were hunting on the plains, or in the jungle, our brains couldn’t process what we saw fast enough to keep us safe. So we evolved. Do you know what the brain does when you look at something?”
His lips were skimming gently over her face, from her temples to over her closed lids.
“What?” she murmured, curious, trapped in the spell he’d cast with his voice and hands.
“It guesses. Sees something and anticipates rather than processing the reality. It’s the head start, the leap that let our ancestors survive, but it’s also our Achilles’ heel. When you only trust your eyes, you make it easy for men like me to fool you.”
He shifted her upward and set her bottom on the center island to the left of the stove, bringing their hips level.
“You don’t fool me,” she argued automatically, and opened her eyes, only to realize that she still couldn’t see more than a faint brightness. He’d tied something around her eyes without her realizing it.
He chuckled. “Of course, given enough distraction, the rest of our senses can be fooled as well.”
Oh, shit.




SOMEHOW, HE HADN’T expected Maura O’Halloran to be so much fun. She was by turns bold and shy, and though she was attempting to hide how nervous she was, he could read it in her body language and in the blushes that covered her face and breasts. He bet she hated it, her body’s uncontrollable response. I wonder if she’ll hate the orgasm I’m about to give her, he thought with some relish.
He leaned back, sliding his hands out from the smooth cheeks of her bottom. With quick, efficient movements, he removed his phone from the pocket of his pants and slid it into the silverware drawer. He doubted she’d try to go through his phone, or even access it, but he didn’t want to be interrupted by texts.
Closing the drawer silently, he turned his attention back to the other project requiring examination: the slender redhead perched on his counter, her eyes covered by a linen napkin, her hand still holding her glass of wine. The bra was unexpected. She looked perfect, like a work of art, with her lightly freckled golden breasts rising from her green bra. He intended to savor the opportunity to put his mouth on that sweet, clean skin.
Easing forward until he was once again in her embrace, he removed the wineglass from her hand and set it aside, far enough that they wouldn’t accidentally knock it over, and then he put both hands on her jean-covered thighs, spreading them wider.
Her soft pink lips parted below the blindfold and he couldn’t help himself—he dipped his head and tasted her. Wine. Woman. Delicious. He didn’t push, just let his lips brush lightly over the smooth plump surface of her mouth, letting the feel and smell of her surround him. Her arms came up and slid around his shoulders, her fingers lacing tightly into the hair at the nape of his neck.
He touched her lightly with his fingers, sliding them to the outside of her thighs and then to her hips. His lips trailed to her temples, down her hairline to her jaw and behind her ear. He could feel his own body respond, his heart rate increasing, his dick growing thicker and longer in his pants, but he was determined to remain distant this time, watching carefully for her responses, learning what she liked by her sighs and her shivers and the soft movements of her body.
She gasped as he traced his index fingers from the swell of her hips in her jeans to the curve of her waist, lightly brushing his thumbs back and forth. Her stomach was flat and toned, like a kickboxer’s, and he had a brief vision of her standing in a ring in small shiny shorts and a sports bra, her face fierce with concentration as she took on her opponent. His fingers tightened reflexively in response, pulling her closer to him, close enough that her bra-covered breasts brushed his chest.
She liked that.
“Take off your shirt,” she ordered, tugging at his neck. “I want to feel you.”
He didn’t want to take his hands off her. “You do it,” he replied.
She cursed under her breath, making him smile, and released her grip on his neck with a small push. He expected her to start undoing the buttons, bust instead she gripped the sides of his open collar and tugged. Buttons ripped free and scattered throughout his kitchen, pinging on the floor.
His shirt hung open, ruined. Her hands, flat against the muscles of his chest, slid over his nipples. She paused and let her fingertips press firmly, purring in approval.
“Nice. I want to see you.”
“Later,” he muttered, and tugged the straps of her bra down her arms, trapping them against her sides.
“Take it off,” she begged.
He ignored her and bent to trace his tongue along her collarbone, pausing at a small mole, which he tasted with the tip of his tongue. She sighed, and her hands moved restlessly over his chest, her thumbs stroking circles over his nipples. He knew that meant she wanted him to touch her that way, wanted him to stroke the soft pink tips that he could see through the lace of her bra. He would get there in due time. She was too sweet to rush, too hot not to savor while he had the chance.
“Damn it.” She reached up and gripped the sides of his head, dragging it down to her taut nipples. One delicious bud popped into his mouth and he suckled fiercely, enjoying the sound of her loud cry of pleasure. “Oh, fuck yes,” she moaned.
Tightening his arms around her, he suckled a little longer and then released her breast with a soft nip in parting, the emerald material dark and wet from his mouth.
He turned his attention to her other breast, this time touching lightly with the point of his tongue and then lashing back and forth.
“Bite it,” she said softly, and her skin flushed rosy gold. He could feel the heat of her against his face. My, my, so the fierce little detective likes a little pain with her pleasure.
He bit down, gently at first and then a little harder while pinching her other nipple between his thumb and forefinger.
Her nails dug into his chest, and he grunted, his hips jerking involuntarily.
She laughed, and he could have sworn he knew what she was thinking, or taunting, as the case may be. You like a little pain as well, don’t you, Roland Chandler?
He did, but he didn’t like that she’d already learned that much about him.
With a parting kiss, he released her nipple and slid his hands down her arms to her elbows, gripping her and easing her down until she was on her back on the island in his kitchen.
She gasped as the cold marble touched her skin and arched upward, thrusting her breasts toward his face. Unable to resist, he tugged the damp fabric downward until her small, slightly rounded breasts were visible, perky and sprinkled with golden freckles, the nipples reddened from his attentions. He admired his handiwork, stroking a hand from her throat down between her breasts to the concave softness of her stomach, feeling the muscles tighten beneath his fingers.
She moaned and arched upward against his hand. Bending over, he kissed the damp surface of her skin, feeling the muscles trembling beneath his lips. He curled his fingers into the waist of her jeans and thong and tugged downward.
“Lift your hips higher,” he murmured, and traced her hip bone with his tongue. She obeyed, shifting upward, a picture of wantonness spread under the lights of his kitchen, her red hair fanned out behind her like flames. He slid one arm beneath her back to support her while he tugged her jeans and underwear down her hips and over her knees to her ankles. They caught there, on her shoes and what he guessed was an ankle holster with a small-caliber pistol.
He didn’t bother to remove them. He wanted her restrained, just a little, and at the mercy of his tongue. Lifting his head, he let his eyes follow his hands as he skimmed them over her toned calves and delicate knees. She clenched her thighs together, prompting him to slide his palms up, thumbs in the crease between her legs, tugging them apart. She was pink and glistening beneath a thatch of red curls. He licked his lips, absorbed the softness of her skin, the briny smell of her arousal, and the small whimpers that escaped from her throat.
She reached down blindly for him, catching his hair in her grip. “Enough teasing,” she demanded. “Fuck me.”
He ignored her words but did move upward, stopping at the damp curls that seemed to beg for his tongue.
“Oh, shit. Don’t—” she began, only to end on a strangled sound as he dipped his head and buried his mouth in the wet, juicy heat of her.
He was no stranger to a woman’s body. He knew how to build the sensation, starting with a delicate touch and then getting rougher. He slid one finger inside her slick, wet core, moving gently back and forth before adding another, and all the while he teased her with his tongue, lashing at her clit and then rubbing gently, steadily, occasionally suckling on her as he had her breasts. Would she like a little pain here as well?
Curious, he set his teeth on the aroused little bud and bit down just hard enough for her to know his intentions. She tensed beneath his hands, just for a moment, but then spread her legs a little wider, as wide as she could with her jeans still around her ankles, a clear invitation for him to continue. So he did, using his teeth just this side of too much, until she cried out, and then he soothed her, rubbing gently. He did it again and again, until her head was thrashing and her grip on his hair was painfully tight. He ignored the pain and lifted her higher, sent his fingers inside her deeper and faster.
“Oh, fuuuuuck,” she yelled as she came, a long drawn-out sound that seemed to come from her depths. He continued to use his fingers on her until every last ripple faded and her body relaxed back down onto his counter.
He waited a moment before straightening and then gingerly adjusted his cock inside his pants. The smell and taste of her lingered on his lips, inescapable, and he didn’t see himself calming down anytime soon.
She lay where she was for a moment, her chest rising and falling rapidly, but then she used her arms to push herself upward. With a jerk, she removed the linen napkin he’d used to blindfold her and tossed it aside, leaving her hair a tousled, tangled mess around her face.
She looked thoroughly fucked, her nipples red, her jeans around her ankles, and her eyes satisfied. He memorized the picture she made and knew he wouldn’t be able to look at her ever again without imagining her like this, sated with pleasure from his lips and hands.
Her gray eyes were puzzled as she studied him. “Why?”
With a shrug, he moved forward and helped her pull her bra back in place and then lifted her up off the counter.
“I can get down by myself,” she muttered, shoving at his hands as she reached for the waistband of her jeans. “I want to know why you did that instead of fucking me.” She zipped and fastened her pants with an irritated twitch of her fingers.
He knew better than to tell her his initial reasoning, that he thought she hadn’t had a man go down on her before, or at least not well, so he shared a different truth instead.
“I wanted dessert.”




MAURA STARED AT HIM, torn between laughing and wanting to punch him with something. She’d thought he’d just fuck her, like most guys, or at least try to get her to reciprocate. Instead he’d laid her out on the counter and given her the best orgasm of her life, and hadn’t asked for anything in return.
He looked smug, standing in front of her with his shirt hanging open, even though she could see the erection that pushed at the fly of his pants. His chest was cut with muscle, as toned and taut as a high school basketball player. Shredded, as Maddie would say. The man was gorgeous and he knew it. Right. She should be annoyed. Bastard probably thought he’d gotten the better of her.
Before she could respond appropriately to his comment—what the hell was an appropriate response to that?—he turned away and opened the refrigerator, pulling out a bottle of water.
“Want one?” He was already drinking deeply, his throat working.
“No. I think you know what I’m in the mood for,” she said with a pointed look at his crotch.
He stared for a moment, then chuckled. “I bet you’re fun to watch in the interrogation room. Do you play good cop or bad cop?”
She didn’t have a chance to respond before he said, “Bad cop” and nodded his head.
Maura shrugged. “No one ever believes Bert would really hurt them.” And she couldn’t help it. If she thought someone knew something about a case and wasn’t telling, it made her furious, and furious, whether cold or hot, made people forget that she was five feet two inches with a face like a pixie.
“Anyone can be dangerous under the right circumstances, as I’m sure you know. But yeah, Bert is one of those people who engenders instant trust. He’d be a good pickpocket,” Roland mused out loud.
“He’s too honest,” she argued, and gave him another look. Unlike you.
Roland shrugged. “Honesty is overrated.”
“Says the son of a politician and a thief,” she countered.
His face closed for a moment, hiding his expression, and she wondered whether she’d hit a nerve.
“Yeah,” he agreed, and finished off the water, setting the bottle aside. “There is that.” He picked up her hands and held them in his. “What can I do to get you to trust me?”
Maura blinked. For some reason she hadn’t expected him to be so blunt. “Nothing. Why? Why do you want me to trust you?”
Placing her hands on his chest, he slid his hands beneath her bottom and lifted her against him. She slid her arms around his neck in reflex, gasping when he massaged the muscles of her ass.
Moaning, she bit her lip and let her head fall back. He took the opportunity to set his lips on her neck, his hot breath making her wriggle against him.
“Never mind,” he murmured. “Forget I asked.”
Called back to herself, she pushed away from him, leaning back from the heat of his muscled chest. “No, tell me why you want me to trust you.”
His blue eyes were dark in the dim kitchen, too dark to clearly see the expression on his face, but she thought he looked irritated with himself, or maybe with her.
“I’m not sure,” he admitted.
Is he telling the truth? Maura wondered. Did she care? She wanted to believe him, she realized. Why else would she be entertaining the idea of trusting Roland Chandler?
“Roland, I—”
A loud buzzing and the clink of silverware broke the moment. Roland released her immediately and she reeled at the sudden loss of his touch.
He went to the island and pulled out the silverware drawer, removing his phone and checking the screen.
“Nick, this had better be good,” he growled, meeting her eyes.
Maura flushed. Now, why had he hidden his phone in the silverware drawer? He may want her to trust him, but he certainly didn’t trust her.
“Are you sure?” he asked his friend. “All right. I’ll be there in thirty minutes.”
He hung up the phone and met her gaze, his eyes wary.
“Something on Keenan?” she asked, picking up her shirt and pulling it on, already knowing the answer.
He nodded. “They think they found the kid who planted the bomb.”

She was giving him the silent treatment. Not about Keenan. Oh, no. She was all too happy to discuss Keenan and the bombing and how they were going to try and locate the kid who’d adiosed his Mercedes, but not anything else, not since she’d seen how he’d hidden his phone.
What did she expect him to do?
After he’d finished the call, they’d dressed quickly and Maura had strapped on her duty weapon.
Seeing her checking the gun, her movements brisk and efficient, reminded him of the women he’d met working with the CIA. Though he’d spent most of his time behind a computer, he interacted with plenty of women during training. He’d forgotten how much he liked them, liked their toughness. When he’d gotten out of the CIA, he’d immediately headed to MIT and forgotten about everything except starting his life again. And the women he dated now were only tough when they were filing for divorce.
With Maura, he’d miscalculated. Perhaps he’d gotten a little too used to women who expected nothing from him except presents and expensive dinners. Mentioning trust at this point had been foolish; he wasn’t sure why he’d done it.
Back in the elevator, she stood as far away from him as she could, but he could still taste her on his mouth, see her beautiful body spread out before him when he closed his eyes.
Keenan, he reminded himself. The point was to catch Keenan. He couldn’t afford to get distracted.
“I’ll meet you at the station before the press conference,” he said to her when they reached the garage, already walking toward his Rolls.
“Wait.” She caught his arm. As soon as he stopped, she released him as if her fingers were burned. “I need everything you found sent over to Bert. He’s still at the station. Including the name of the kid and anything you’ve got about his background, criminal history, and current location.”
Roland didn’t hesitate. “I’ll have Nick send it over.”
She paused, as if she didn’t quite believe him. “My captain won’t buy that this has anything to do with Keenan. We still don’t have any direct evidence tying him to the bombing or to the theft at the chemical plant.”
Roland didn’t give a shit what her captain thought, but he knew she did. “I’ll have a word with him, but it doesn’t really matter. You’ll have the surveillance of the kid. It’s not a hundred percent match, but it’s close.”
She nodded. “Yeah, I can go after the kid for the bombing, but I need my team and the assisting officers to know what they’re up against. That remote-controlled machine gun Keenan turned on the crowd at Quincy Market last year was no picnic.”
Roland stepped forward and took her hands, ignoring the keys that dug into his palm. At first she tried to pull away, but then she lifted her chin and glared at him.
Usually Roland had no problem dealing with angry women. He charmed them, he bought them something, and then they weren’t angry anymore, or at least they didn’t show it.
“I promise that I’ll either convince him or compel him.”
Her lips twitched, just a little. “No one talks like that, you know.”
Roland ran his thumb over her knuckles. “Would you rather I said, ‘Don’t worry, baby, I’ll make him listen’?”
“That’s a horrible Bogart.”
“I was going for James Cagney.”
“Don’t.” She shook her head, laughing, sending tendrils of her hair dancing over her shoulders. The faint greenish light from the garage made her pale skin take on a ghostly hue, but she was still lovely. “And I’m not your baby.”
He slid his right hand into her hair and dropped a kiss on her surprised mouth. “We’re not finished with this, Maura O’Halloran.”
“This,” she said pointedly, picking up his hand and removing it from her person, “is just fooling around.”
Roland didn’t make a habit of getting angry. In fact, the only times he’d lost his temper in the past few years were at a former employee who had mocked Zach, his administrative assistant, for being gay and for being paralyzed—the man hadn’t known what hit him as Roland frog-marched his ass out the front door—and when he found Blake, beaten up and curled into a ball in the private elevator that led to his apartment. Her then-boyfriend had discovered what it felt like when someone stronger and considerably more dangerous decided to beat the shit out of you.
So he was surprised when he felt a small, but undeniable flare of fury in the pit of his stomach. What the hell was that about?
Disturbed, he turned away.
“All right,” he agreed. “Fooling around. And the adrenaline of nearly getting blown up.” He’d learned a long time ago that the fastest way to get a woman to change her mind was to agree with her. And if you wanted a woman to come on to you, it was best to give her a little bit of a challenge.
She didn’t say anything, so he continued to the Rolls. He opened the driver’s-side door and met her eyes over the top of the low-slung vehicle.
“I know what you’re doing,” she said.
“Yeah?” He smiled at her. “Is it working?”
“No.”
“Too bad,” he said with a shrug, and slid into the supple leather seats. But it was working. Maura O’Halloran would be in his bed again before the week was out. He half smiled as he waited for her to back up and head out of the parking garage. He followed behind her and then turned toward Accendo, thinking about what he would do with her the next time he had her at his mercy.
His phone buzzed insistently, draining him of humor and reminding him that Keenan wasn’t caught yet, and he apparently had a significant supply of a flammable solvent and enough hacked code to outsmart surveillance.
“Yeah, what’s up?” he answered, putting the phone on speaker. No one with half a brain drove a Rolls one-handed.
“You on your way back to the office?” It was Nick.
“I am.”
“Press is here. Guess they figured out that it was your Mercedes that got bombed.”
“Great.” Just what he needed, the press gathered outside his offices. And he wasn’t exactly inconspicuous in the Rolls.
“I would go to Milton’s brownstone, have Shane drive you both in.”
“Any progress locating the kid?” Roland asked, ignoring the suggestion.
“Not yet.”
Roland had thought as much. “All right. Here’s what I need: Gather everything you have on the kid and send copies over to Detective Bert Boatman, Maura’s partner.”
Unlike Milton, Nick knew when to ask questions and when to shut the fuck up. “Anything else?”
“I’ll call you if I think of something.”
As soon as he heard the click of Nick hanging up the phone, Roland cursed roundly. Keenan with a chemical weapon was one of the most awful fucking scenarios he could imagine. He would call his contact at the DoD again when he got to the office, see if MOMENT had picked up any more hits, but he didn’t hold out much hope. If Keenan had stolen enough of MOMENT’s code, then he knew basically how it worked and could circumvent it.
His cousin was clever, probably the cleverest person Roland had ever met, with the exception of Roland’s own father. But Keenan had a weakness. He reveled in his own wit, considered himself smarter than anyone else, and never hesitated to take the opportunity to prove it. Roland was certain that he’d left clues as to his intentions and would bet his Ferrari that Keenan had left those clues in his letters to Blake. Roland needed to see those letters, needed to find them sooner rather than later. He had a feeling that later was going to be very bad for someone. Probably someone he loved.




MAURA DIDN’T KNOW what Roland did with himself after he dropped her off at the station around 3:00 a.m., but she took a nap on the couch in the break room at the station. When she woke up a couple hours later, she found Bert stuck at his desk with a phone glued to his ear and the captain pacing around his office, like he always did when he had to speak in front of the press. The room smelled like coffee and fresh doughnuts. Someone must have made a run to the bakery around the corner. Bert’s desk was messier than usual with folders and papers spread out over his keyboard.
Maura dropped her bag on her own desk and started looking through the flotsam in her usually tidy partner’s workspace. Her eyes caught on blurry surveillance photos of a figure in a hooded jacket and vest, bent over near the driver’s-side door of Roland’s Mercedes. She tugged them out while Bert gave her the stink eye, his attention still mostly on his phone call. Puffy, dark-circled eyes, an empty mug of coffee, and the lack of a tie were all indicators of a sleepless night. Maura was sure she didn’t look much better.
She was reading through the stuff that Accendo had sent over when he ended the call.
“You’re sure about this?” he asked, pointing one thick finger at the photo of the bomber. According to the documents she held in her hand, his identity could possibly be one Garrett Morris, a discontented teenager from a wealthy suburb of Chicago.
“Sure about what?” She was still reading through the dossier in front of her. Roland’s sources were thorough, she’d give them that.
“This is a blurry image of a kid in a hoodie. Facial rec wouldn’t even give a ten percent match that this is the same kid.”
“I’m sure that this kid is worth investigating,” Maura affirmed. “Or at least, Roland is sure, and in Keenan’s case, I trust his instincts.”
“All right, Maur, having him consult on the case is one thing—but you have to be careful accepting evidence that you’re not even sure is connected. The captain’ll have your ass if you—”
“Relax, Bert. The captain isn’t going to fuck with Roland. He has top-secret clearance and is best buds with the governor.”
Bert made a distressed noise and adjusted his position in his chair.
Maura scowled at him. “Don’t make that sound. Jesus, Bert, you’re a detective.”
He huffed, gathering up papers and shoving them in a manila file folder. With a grunt, he thwacked her in the chest with it. “Just make sure you’re convinced that this is the kid. He posted a few antisocial messages on Twitter and was caught on camera with Shy at an airport in Zurich. That doesn’t make him a bomber.”
“Doesn’t make him a Boy Scout, either,” she hissed in return. “I’ll make sure, okay?” She glanced around. Two patrolmen standing near the doughnuts were looking at them, and also one of the lab techs, a dark-haired woman named Carly.
She lowered her voice. “I’ve got to take a shower. Did they say they were close to a location on the kid that bombed Roland’s car?”
He put one elbow on the arm of his chair and leaned back. “How should I know? I sent what I knew over to your contact at Interpol; I imagine Roland’s people are doing the same thing.”
“Yeah,” Maura agreed, twitching in frustration. Tapping the folder against her opposite hand, she set it back on his desk. “But you put out a bulletin here in Boston, right? See if someone has spotted him?”
“Word’s out,” he said, nodding. “So far nothing, but it’s five a.m. on Monday, Maur. Even bad guys are asleep at this hour.”
“All right, all right,” Maura agreed. “Gimme thirty minutes, and I’ll take this over while you take a break. You’re getting bitchy.”
Grunting, he hauled himself out of his chair and picked up his coffee mug. “I’ll show you bitchy,” he muttered under his breath, and lumbered over to the coffeemaker. The patrolmen scattered.
Maura grabbed her bag and headed to the locker room.
The smell of sweat and some kind of powdery perfume greeted her as she stepped inside the old brick room; it was part of the building that had been built in the twenties and had the tiny tile floor and noisy pipes to prove it, but it appeared to be empty. Dropping her bag on the wooden bench between the lockers, she yanked off her coat and hung it on a hook. A hint of Roland’s cologne seemed to linger in the air. She pulled her shirt away from her chest and smelled herself. I smell like him, she realized. It wasn’t unpleasant. She kind of felt . . . owned. Which was totally unacceptable.
Ten minutes later, she was showered and changed, her wet hair pulled back into a bun that dripped cold water down her back. The steam from her shower hadn’t done much to raise the temperature. She could hear the clatter of a locker door being opened and the sound of feet. Shift change.
Wrapping herself quickly in a towel, she dashed from the shower area to her locker. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck,” she chanted as she dried off and hurried into her clothes. It was cold as shit inside the locker room at this hour. She didn’t think they cranked the heat until later in the morning.
Once she was dressed and her hair dried, she checked her duty weapon and badge and drew her jacket on over her shirt. Her phone was sitting on the shelf at the top of her locker. She reached for it and was surprised to see that it was unlocked. She never left her phone . . . Oh, shit. This wasn’t her phone.
Putting a hand on her gun, she backed up until her shoulder blades hit the vents in the locker and eased her weapon out of the holster. She kept her breathing shallow and in and out of her mouth as she listened intently. Water dripped in the shower and the pipes in the old building tinked and groaned a little, but she didn’t hear anyone.
“Who’s there?” she called. “If you’re in here, come out with your hands up.”
No one came forward.
Maura cautiously stepped toward the main path from the door to the showers, keeping her back to the lockers and checking the corners. Several minutes later, she was satisfied that she was currently alone in the locker room. But she clearly hadn’t been.
She kept her weapon drawn and ready as she grabbed her bag and the mystery phone. Someone had put it in her locker while she was showering. She wasn’t crazy.
Shoving open the door that led to a side hallway, she checked the corners before stepping fully into view. A kid in uniform spotted her and drew his own gun, shouting for her to drop the weapon.
“Easy, kid,” she said. “Detective O’Halloran.” She kept her gun pointed at the floor. “You see anyone leave through here?”
He shook his head no, still wary, his gun drawn. “Okay.” She straightened up and holstered her weapon, tugging her blazer to the side to show him the gold badge she had clipped to her belt.
He visibly relaxed, as if he’d been run through with an electric current that had only now shut off. “What the hell?”
“There’s an intruder in the building,” she said. “Check all the offices along this corridor,” she told him, and headed to the squad room to find Bert, only when she arrived, he was nowhere to be found and the captain was roaring at someone on the phone. Radios squawked as two uniforms hurried by, their belts and gear jangling.
Maura distinctly heard the words “shot” and “parking lot.” Shit. She grabbed the next person who rushed by, another uniform, this one vaguely familiar. “What’s going on?”
“Someone shot the officer on duty at intake and took off.” He shook her off and rushed down the hall as well, leaving her standing alone in the squad room with wet hair and a phone that didn’t belong to her. It dinged loudly, startling her so bad that she nearly dropped it.
She looked at the screen and saw that it was a text message, a picture of her in the bowling alley with Roland. It dinged again as she held it, and, with a sound like waves in her ears, she opened the next text—a photo of her after the bombing. Another—a picture of her standing in the snow outside the Diner, kissing Roland. Her hand shook as the messages continued to roll in, all pictures of her, all taken within the past two days. The last text was a video message. It showed her showering in the locker room, her silhouette visible through the white shower curtain.
“Motherfucker!” she hissed, and damn near threw the phone against the wall, but she caught herself at the last second. It was evidence. Not evidence she intended to log with the Boston Police Department, but evidence all the same.

As he pulled into the parking garage at Accendo, the Rolls growling like some enormous cat, Roland heard a text message alert on his phone, and then another, and another. Feeling like it could be nothing good, Roland swerved over and stopped the car, taking up four or five spaces. Nick’s Subaru was parked in its usual spot, so he knew that his friend hadn’t gone home as ordered. He picked up the phone—unknown number.
The first text was a picture of Blake and Nick kissing on Nick’s yacht, both of them bundled against the cold. The second showed Milton and Regina at Boston Children’s Hospital. The third showed Shane and Jessie, eating pizza together at her restaurant.
He called Nick immediately. “Nick—”
“Are you getting these messages?” Nick interrupted. “An unknown number sending photos of Blake and me?”
“I’m getting photos of everyone, even Shane and Jessie.”
Nick didn’t say anything for a second, and Roland knew that he was undoubtedly wrestling with his control. When he spoke again, his voice was tight. “Blake’s okay. I spoke with her a moment ago, and her security detail is checking the house. I’ll call and check on Milton and Regina, and Shane. He’ll probably be at Jessie’s.”
“Call Boston Children’s as well. Ask if our security team can run a check for explosives.” Roland knew that the request would be granted. Accendo and Milton, in particular, donated millions to the hospital every year.
“You think he’s planning to bomb the hospital?” Nick sounded horrified.
Roland ran a hand through his hair. How was he going to protect them all? He couldn’t keep Keenan from hurting someone he loved.
“I’m going to Maura’s station now. I’ll get extra security put on everyone and call my contact at the DoD. If Keenan is planning on blowing up anyone, we should be able to catch him or whoever’s working for him. Try and track where these texts are coming from if you can—”
“Burner phones. I can’t track shit. Already tried.”
Grimacing, Roland nodded to himself; he’d expected as much. “Any progress on finding the kid or the woman?”
“Not yet. I’ll keep you posted,” Nick said flatly, and hung up.
Roland set the phone aside and gunned the Rolls’s engine, turning around sharply and heading back down the ramp out of the parking garage. Even with the snow, at this hour and in this car, it would take him less than ten minutes to get to the South Boston police station. He just hoped ten minutes was enough time.




SEVEN AND A half minutes later, he pulled up to a visitors’ lot behind Maura’s station. It was surrounded by a chain-link fence and piles of snow that had been shoved up to the curb by the plows; the entrance was manned by a uniformed officer from the canine unit, a German shepherd at his side. News vans were gathering on the side streets, and Roland saw that several cameras were pointed in his direction.
Roland explained why he was there and the officer had let him pass, but it wasn’t even forty-five seconds after he was out of the car and striding through the lot toward the building that he was stopped by reporters.
“Is it true it was your vehicle that was destroyed yesterday afternoon, Mr. Chandler?” A microphone was thrust in his face, and an eager brunette was matching him step for step, her camera crew jogging alongside them.
“What do you know about what’s happened here at the station this morning? There’s a rumor that an officer was killed,” she continued.
Roland didn’t pause, but his heart kicked into a new gear. Maura.
The officer at the duty desk recognized him and gave him a visitor’s badge, but wouldn’t let him into the squad room until Maura or another officer came to collect him. In the meantime, the reporters who had arrived for the scheduled press conference were gathered around, peppering him with questions.
“Why do you think you were targeted?”
“Why were you meeting Detective Maura O’Halloran?”
“What is your relationship with Boston PD?”
Roland ignored the questions as long as he could, then said, “You’ll have plenty of opportunity to ask questions at the press conference later this morning.”
“But Mr. Chan—”
Roland didn’t hear the rest of the question. Maura was striding down the hall in her usual blazer and pants, her hair tied back neatly. She was pale, her freckles standing out even more against her skin, but she moved like she was ready to punch someone. Roland let out a deep sigh of relief. She stopped several feet away from the reporters, ignoring the flashing lights, and waved him forward.
“He can come back,” she said to the officer who’d stopped him. “But get the reporters under control. They need to move back to the waiting area. This is a crime scene, for God’s sake.”
Roland joined her, resisting the urge to take her arm.
“Come on,” she muttered, turning away from the melee, “shit’s crazy around here. If you weren’t who you are, your ass wouldn’t be getting back here.”
But you’re okay, he thought.
He followed her back to the squad room, which was crowded with cops, both uniformed and plainclothes. “Someone was killed? A cop?”
She nodded, gesturing to an empty chair near her desk. “Have a seat. As soon as the press conference is over—if the press conference is still on—we need to go somewhere and talk. In the meantime . . . ” She handed him a phone. “This was in my locker here at the station. I received several really interesting texts and then the phone just went dead, like my other cell.”
She wasn’t looking at him as she casually handed over the phone; her gaze seemed to be focused on a nearby discussion between her captain and several other officers.
“What happened?” Roland asked as he removed the back of the phone and pulled out the battery.
Maura turned away from listening to the conversation and sat in the chair behind her desk. They were sitting side by side, but she still wasn’t facing him directly. Instead she pulled a fat file folder closer to her and flipped it open. Roland saw that it was the file on the bomber, a surveillance photo of the kid who was a known associate of Keenan. “A cop was shot and killed by someone who came from inside the station. I think it was the same person who left me that.” She looked at the phone in his hands.
“Why are you pretending that we’re not having a conversation?” He paused what he was doing—examining her SIM card. “You didn’t tell anyone about this, did you?” He wagged the phone from side to side.
She shook her head. “There’s no proof. The phone melted down after I opened the texts.”
Roland disagreed, shaking his head. “He sent me pictures of you, too. And a video of you here at the station. In the shower. That’s proof.”
He saw her shudder, just slightly, and he wanted to punch Keenan in the face. “Yeah, that’s what I saw, but I can’t prove anything, can’t prove it was Keenan, and I already dusted the damn thing for prints, inside and out. There aren’t any but mine. If you have the video, that’s something, but you and I both know that trying to figure out where those texts came from is a fat waste of time.”
Since her SIM card was a charred mess—and so far Nick hadn’t been able to track any of the texts beyond proxy servers—he had a feeling she was correct.
“So you’re just not going to mention it? No offense, Maura, but I’m surprised that you would break protocol this way.”
“None taken,” she muttered. “Maybe you’re rubbing off on me. And I did tell the detective lieutenant about someone being in the women’s locker room. I just didn’t mention the phone. They’re reviewing the surveillance cameras from the entrance to the locker room in the captain’s office.”
“You’re not invited?”
“I made the mistake of suggesting that this was related to Keenan. Captain doesn’t have much patience for me anymore.”
Roland heard the dismay in her voice and held out a hand in commiseration, reaching for her. “I will talk to him. Now probably isn’t the best time, though.”
“No,” she agreed, avoiding his touch. “And maybe we shouldn’t look too friendly here in the station. Bad enough I was with you at the bowling alley.”
“Bad enough?” He tried not to sound offended, even though he didn’t really know why he was offended. Maybe he had just grown too used to adulation.
She waved a hand. “You know what I mean.”
Roland let it drop. It wasn’t important at the moment, but when he got her alone, she was going to get a taste of “bad enough.”
“Hey,” Bert said, holding out his hand for Roland to shake. “Good to see you again, Roland.”
“You, too, Bert. How’s Michael?” He stood and shook the man’s hand.
“He’s doing better, thank you.”
Maura, still sitting at her desk, looked back and forth between them. “I take it you two know each other?”
Boatman shrugged, scratching behind his ear. “We’ve met at the hospital a couple times during one of Shaw the Magician’s shows.”
Maura nodded. “Your friend the magician, Milton?”
Roland nodded.
She looked vaguely troubled, a frown notched between her brows. He started to ask her what was wrong when another voice interrupted their conversation.
“Roland, we weren’t expecting you quite this early.” Maura’s captain was a short, square-jawed man who strutted with his chest forward and his chin angled high. He led a small crowd of both suited detectives and uniformed officers, their expressions taut and set.
“Captain Maynard,” Roland acknowledged. “I needed to speak with Detective O’Halloran.”
The crowd turned to look at Maura. Most of them nodded respectfully, but Captain Maynard’s expression turned disgruntled. “Yes, well, I’m afraid the press conference regarding the bombing has been pushed aside in the wake of what has happened here this morning.”
“Understood,” Roland said, glancing at Maura. “Please let me know if there’s anything I can do to help.”
“I appreciate that,” the man said with a nod, already walking away out of the squad room, the crowd of officers following behind.
As soon as he was out of earshot, Maura turned on him. “I thought you were going to help me convince him that Keenan is behind this.”
Roland sat down next to her again and plucked the folder with photos of the possible bomber out of her hands. “He was too busy to listen to anything I had to say at the moment.”
Bert snorted and heaved himself into his desk chair. “He’s too busy to listen to anyone, ever.”
Roland flipped through the images of the kid who was suspected of working with Keenan. “Have you been able to contact his family? Find out if they might know where he is?”
Glancing at Bert, Maura raised an eyebrow at her partner.
Bert shifted, sighed, and said, “I spoke with his father—who was not pleased to be woken up at this hour. Apparently the kid ran away over eighteen months ago, but not until after he set off a small explosive device in the trash can outside his high school. Luckily no one was hurt. His mother wouldn’t answer the phone and his cousin Jessie wasn’t home when we called. Chicago PD is on the lookout for him as well.”
“Did his father seem concerned?”
“Not so you’d notice.”
Shaking his head, Roland flipped the folder closed and handed it back to her. “I can find out more at the office. Maura, why don’t you come with me?”
She looked taken aback. “Come with you? Why?”
Roland looked at Bert, who was studiously examining his coffee mug. “So I can get you a secure cell phone, for one, and two, so you can act on anything Milton and Nick find out about the kid.”
“I’m waiting on surveillance footage from here at the station. Someone was in the locker room with me this morning. And I can get my own phone.” She was glaring at him with her eyes narrowed.
Nodding his head in Bert’s direction, Roland said, “I’m sure Bert will call you.”
“The captain will want to oversee that footage, Maura. One of our own was killed.”
Roland shifted. He hadn’t asked Maura or Bert about the officer who had been murdered. “I’m sorry. Was it someone you knew well?”
Both detectives looked away. Maura ran her hands up and down her thighs and then clasped her hands together, as if to keep them still. “He was about to retire,” she said softly. “One of my father’s friends.”
Roland mentally winced. “Does he know?”
Shaking her head, Maura stood. “I’m sure he does. I can’t go to your office right now. Since there’s no press conference at the moment, I need to get home and check on my father and Maddie.”
“I’ll drive you,” he offered, somehow knowing that she would refuse.
She did more than just refuse; she flat-out denied him and everything about his existence, with a single cold shake of her head. “That’s the last thing I need at the moment.”
“Is it?” he said softly, his voice dangerously low. If Maura O’Halloran thought he was going to let her out of his sight after the events of this morning, she would soon learn otherwise.




MAURA WASN’T SURE how she ended up sitting in a Rolls-Royce at noon on a Monday, her fingers surreptitiously rubbing the butter-soft leather seats while Miles Davis played on a fine sound system, but somehow nothing seemed quite as bad as it had just a half hour earlier. Roland had threatened to tell her captain to take her off Keenan’s case completely if she didn’t allow him to take her home. At first she hadn’t believed him, but his face was so deadly serious that she’d given in. She’d been irritated about it, determined to shut him out completely, but now, sitting in the quietest, fastest, sexiest car on the planet, she found her anger sliding away, along with a good deal of fear. So she was shallow, sue her.
“How often do you drive this car?” she asked quietly, enjoying the way he handled the power of the V12 engine. He drove with ruthless efficiency and speed—she didn’t have to tell him once to hurry up.
He kept his eyes on the road as he replied, but a hint of amusement played around his mouth. “Often enough. It attracts too much attention in the city.”
“Yeah.” Since she was guessing it cost upward of half a million dollars¸ she imagined it would attract quite a bit of attention. Half a million. Truly, the mind boggled. “Shouldn’t you be in the office today?”
“One of the benefits of owning the company. Occasionally, you can leave without permission.”
“Why do you work at all?” If she had billions of dollars, she would . . . do exactly what I do now, she concluded in her head. She wasn’t built to do nothing. She’d go batshit crazy in a week.
“People depend on me. Employees. Milton. Nick. Wealth doesn’t always mean irresponsibility.”
“So you’re just a humanitarian at heart, huh? That’s why you drive this beast?” She rubbed the dash slowly, petting the exquisite wood grain like a lover; it was slick and soft beneath her touch.
“You’re molesting my vehicle.”
Maura hid a smile. “You know that no one drives their own Rolls. Where’s your driver? Your friend Milton has a driver.”
She stretched her legs out, suddenly realizing how tired she was. The car was huge, as wide and long as a minivan, though it only sat four people. Yawning, she leaned the seat backward.
“I didn’t buy this beast to let someone else drive it,” she heard him reply, as if from a long way off.

“Maura,” Roland murmured, shaking her shoulder. “Wake up. We’re here.”
Jerking upright with a sharply indrawn breath, Maura automatically reached for the duty weapon at her hip. He checked her motion, putting his hand over her wrist.
“It’s all right,” he said quietly, and used his gaze to direct her attention out the passenger’s-side window. Through the tinted glass, she could see her father sitting in his wheelchair in the open front door, a checkered afghan thrown over his legs. The afghan, she knew, was more to conceal the gun he was carrying than to keep him warm.
Their house was one of many tall, narrow, three-story brick houses with a short flight of stairs leading to a front stoop. Wrought-iron banisters lined each set of steps. Their neighborhood had grown trendy over the past decade, but O’Hallorans had lived in the house since the 1940s. She’d had to get special permission to add a wheelchair ramp to the back of the house.
“I’m never going to hear the end of this,” she concluded, reading her father’s expression as he stared at the massive Wraith—which was taking up most of the space by the curb in front of their house. He would know whom it belonged to as sure as he knew the weight of a loaded gun in his hands.
Roland nodded, still holding her wrist. “Come on, I’ll walk you inside.”
“Not necessary.”
He ignored her, opening the driver’s-side door and stepping out onto the snow. She watched him walk around the front of the car, admiring his profile, the sharp line of his nose, the sunglasses, and the sweep of gray at the temples of his otherwise dark hair.
Realizing that she was sitting in the car like an idiot, she opened her door quickly and threw a leg out, stepping ankle-deep into an icy puddle.
“Shit,” she muttered, and accepted the hand he held out to her. He drew her up with that crazy strength that never failed to surprise her. He shut the car door behind her and set the alarm, but Maura still scanned the street to make sure no one was paying too much attention, even though the streets were mostly empty at this time of day, while the kids were in school and their parents were at work.
Snow glistened brightly in the sunshine, sparkling where it lay undisturbed on top of trees and the eaves of roofs and looking like gray slush everywhere else.
Maura shoved her hands into the pocket of her coat and trudged toward the steps that led to her house, knowing that her father intended to embarrass her. He always embarrassed her; it was what the man did. He would be especially unhappy about this, though. Unhappy on top of grieving for his friend.
“You never listen to a damn word I say,” her father muttered as Maura and Roland began to climb the steps to her house, Maura leading the way but Roland no more than a pace behind.
“I listen,” Maura replied. “I just ignore.”
He pointed one bony finger at Roland. “He’s no good, Maura. And I don’t want him in this house.” Her father’s glasses were crooked on his face and his once black hair was completely white, though still thick and full. The eyes behind his glasses were red and soggy-looking.
Next to her, Roland removed his gloves. “Sir, I understand your opinion of me, and back then you were right, but I haven’t been that boy for a long time.”
Something in his voice made Maura glance up at him, glance up at the long lean face with the high cheekbones and the narrow, straight nose. She thought he was telling the truth. What had he done, that even now he still tried to make amends?
“You’re worse. Now you cover up your crimes with charity. Once a crook, always a crook. That’s what I say.”
Maura stamped her feet and sighed. “Dad, it’s freezing out here. Let’s go inside and you can tell me again why you think Roland is a bad guy.”
“Don’t know why you’d listen now when you never have before,” he muttered, but he wheeled himself backward and then turned around, leading the way into the house.
Maura followed him, stopping in the doorway and facing Roland. He was standing too close. Much, much too close. Her eyes were level with his chest. She felt her cheeks heat as she recalled sliding down the length of his body, kissing him, taking him deep in her mouth. Behind him, the Wraith glowed in its emerald-green glory.
“You should go,” she urged, knowing that her father wouldn’t let up. “The Rolls isn’t safe in this neighborhood.”
He bent and kissed her, taking her mouth with his lips. Before she realized what she was doing, she arched up against him, enjoying the warmth that came off that lean, hard body.
When he released her, leaving her dazed and clutching the lapels of his coat, he casually said, “You’re not safe in this neighborhood.”
She frowned, not certain exactly what he meant, but he took her hand and led her into the house, pulling the door shut behind both of them and turning the deadbolt assuredly.
“I need to talk to your father anyway.”
“Why? He hates you.”
“All the more reason. He hates Keenan as well.”
They followed her father down the hall with the fading floral wallpaper and into the kitchen, where they found him making himself a cup of coffee. He’d put the gun away, but Maura could tell by the way he was sitting that he was wary and furious. The kitchen was large and rectangular, with a sunny daisy-patterned wallpaper that had been popular in the fifties and a small window above the sink with a ruffled curtain. It was her grandmother’s kitchen. As far as Maura knew, her mother had never changed a thing.
She waited until he was finished before stepping around him and pulling down two more mugs for Roland and herself.
“I’m sorry, sir, about your friend.”
Her father stiffened in his chair, coffee mug halfway to his mouth. “You know something about that?”
Maura sighed. “He only knows what I told him, Dad. He came by the station shortly after it happened.”
“And what did you tell Roland Chandler”—he jerked a thumb in Roland’s direction—“that you couldn’t tell your own father?”
Maura met Roland’s eyes as she handed him a cup of coffee. “We think that Keenan had something to do with it. Someone was at the station today, but before they shot Tommy, they took some photographs of me and sent them to me. To threaten me, make me afraid.”
“Photographs?” her father repeated.
“Yeah. Of me and Roland. Of me by myself at the station.” She didn’t go into any details about the video of her in the shower—some things a father didn’t need to know.
Suddenly her father stretched out an arm and clamped down on her wrist. “Maddie.” His voice was urgent and afraid. “Did Shy send any pictures of Maddie?”
Setting her coffee aside, Maura put a hand over her father’s and bent down so that she was on his level. “No, not that I know of.” But the thought took hold inside her mind and made her shake. Why hadn’t she considered that Keenan might threaten Maddie? “I’ll call her school. Roland—”
“We’ll go get her,” he said immediately. “In fact, I think we should all leave here. My house outside the city is much safer.”
“I’m not going anywhere,” her father protested. “Certainly not anywhere with you.”
Maura ignored both of them and snatched the house phone off the wall, glad now that her father insisted on keeping it since she still didn’t have a cell phone. She called Maddie’s school and asked them to get her niece on the phone, her heart beating much too fast in her ears. The heavy plastic of the phone in her hand clicked under the pressure from her grip. She could hear Roland and her father, but she wasn’t paying much attention.
“I’m fine here. I can handle Shy. Bastard comes near here, and I’ll kill him,” her father growled.
Roland was shaking his head. “You know as well as I do that—” Maura didn’t hear the rest of what he said.
“Maura?” Maddie answered the phone, her young voice surprised. “Is everything okay? Grandpa?”
“Grandpa’s fine,” Maura said immediately, licking her lips. Her mouth was dry. “I was just checking on you. Are you okay?”
“Yeah,” she replied, her tone indicating that she thought Maura had lost her mind. “Why?”
“A police officer from my station was hurt today. I worried you might have heard about it and didn’t want you to think anything bad,” Maura supplied a reason as quickly as she could. It was the truth, just not all of the truth. She didn’t like to lie to Maddie, but sometimes you had to do what you could to protect the people you loved.
“Oh. No, I didn’t hear anything about that.” There was a tone in Maddie’s voice that had Maura’s parental instincts in full throttle, a hesitancy that told her Maddie wanted to tell her something, something she was unsure about, something that was bothering her.
“Okay, everything else going okay? School?”
“Yeah, school’s fine.”
“Maddie, what aren’t you telling me?”
“Nothing.”
“It’s something.”
“It’s just that someone’s been taking pictures of me. I thought that it was Billy from school. I thought that he liked me.”
Maura’s heart was beating too loud again, so loud that she had to concentrate to make herself speak, so loud that her head pounded and her eyes blurred around the edges. “What kind of pictures, honey?”
“Just pictures of me at school. Or at the bus stop.”
“Where did you see these pictures?”
“A few places. Facebook. Instagram. I was tagged. My friend Cherise showed me on her phone.”
Tagged. Like she was being hunted. Maura shook the thought away as fast as she should. “Okay. Okay, listen—I want you to stay in Principal Saunders’s office, okay? I’m going to come and get you.”
“Why?”
“I promise I’ll tell you later, okay? Just stay there. I’ll be over in ten minutes.”
“Okay.”
“Put the principal back on the phone.”
Maura explained the situation to the principal and said that she’d be over to collect Maddie right away. He promised to keep her in his office until Maura got there.
Her father and Roland were still talking when she hung up the phone on the wall, the cord twisting itself back up into its usual tangled mess. Crossing through the kitchen and into the dining room, she stood in the space between the two men. “She’s okay for now,” she interrupted. “But I need to go get her. Someone’s been taking photographs of her as well.”
Roland, who’d taken a seat at the table while he spoke with her father, stood up immediately. “Let’s go.” The key to the Rolls was already in his hand. She hadn’t even seen him take it out.
“Dad, we’ll be back. Why don’t you get some stuff put in a bag, for at least a few days.”
“I told you, Maura. I can take care—”
Leaning down, Maura kissed the top of her father’s white head. “Daddy. Please,” she whispered, a tone she barely knew she still could muster.
He grunted, shifting in the wheelchair. “All right. All right.”
“Thank you.” She looked up at Roland, at the calm blue eyes in his lean face. “Can you really keep her safe?”
Roland Chandler, the man with all the answers, met her eyes and said, “I don’t know.”




ROLAND DROVE TO his house in Dover with Maura’s father in the front seat of the Wraith and Maura and her niece in the back. The pug and the ferret sat between them in a small crate. Roland tried not to wince at the thought of animals on the good leather. He’d never had pets, never intended to have pets.
“I like this car, Maura.” Maddie was touching the leather on the back of the passenger seat. “It’s got nice seats. You should get a car like this.”
Maura snorted and met Roland’s eyes in the rearview mirror. “I wouldn’t get your hopes up, honey.”
“Okay,” the girl replied, looking out the window. “Where are we going? This is like the middle of nowhere.”
Dover was southwest of Boston, an affluent little town with large homes on rolling acres of land. Roland had purchased several homes and a few hundred acres several years ago and built his own private estate. Clichéd or not, the countryside was beautiful, and it wasn’t so far from Boston that he couldn’t get into the office easily. And he’d made sure that it was as secure as possible, even going so far as to have private security guarding the front gate and the perimeter of the main house.
“We’re going to Mr. Chandler’s house, Maddie. We’re staying there for a few days.”
“Why?”
Why indeed? Roland thought. It wasn’t the sex, though he couldn’t get that out of his head. He wanted her in his bed tonight, in the massive four-poster that he had in his bedroom at the house. Would she come to him with her father and niece sleeping nearby?
Stupid thoughts to have when Keenan was busy targeting everyone he cared about, but he couldn’t help them any more than he could help the attraction that sparked between him and Maura.
“Because there’s some stuff going on with one of my cases, and Mr. Chandler offered to help us out.”
Next to him, Maura’s father snorted, his skinny arms crossed over his chest. He’d refrained from saying anything about the car, or even touching the seats, but his eyes had traced every line and curve.
Maddie looked puzzled. “So, are you, like, dating?”
“Dating?” Maura repeated.
“Yeah. Are you and Mr. Chandler dating?”
“Call me Roland,” he offered. He didn’t know much about kids other than the ones he’d met during Milton’s magic shows at Boston Children’s, but he thought she seemed fairly typical of the breed: mouthy, self-involved, sweet, and irritating in turns.
In the rearview mirror, he watched Maura put a hand on Maddie’s arm. “Call him Mr. Chandler until further notice.”
Rolling her eyes, Maddie nodded. “Okay. God.”
When they were within a mile of the house, he called ahead to his housekeeper using the car phone. “This is Roland. I’ll be coming to the house in five minutes with three others. Could you see that lunch is laid out? Thank you, Gert.”
Since he hadn’t been expected, Roland imagined that Gert, his butler, would be rushing the other servants into setting a proper table, though he’d told the man often enough that he didn’t need linens and china at every meal.
“Who’s Gert?” the girl asked, touching all the buttons on the door panel and making him mentally wince.
“He’s my butler.”
“You mean like Alfred from Batman?”
“Exactly like that,” Roland said with a nod as he took the turn into the long, winding drive that led to the house.
“So you’re rich.”
“Maddie—” Maura’s voice was stern, but her father just laughed.
“Richer than rich,” the old man said with a sneer. “Got more money than most cities. More money than any man needs.”
They were coming in view of the house, which he’d purchased several years ago and was modeled after a fifteenth-century French château near Avignon. Made of brick and stone gathered from local quarries, it had tennis courts, two pools, an orangery and topiary garden, fifteen bedrooms, and eight bathrooms. His own private castle.
“Holy shit,” Maura muttered when the house came into view.
Wrought-iron gates blocked the main part of the drive, which rose in levels up to the front of the house.
“Holy shit, wow. Is this a real castle?” Maddie exclaimed.
Roland checked in with the security guard while Maura cracked jokes. “What, no moat? Drawbridge?” she drawled.
“I’m considering it,” he replied as the massive gate slid open, “but so far the city has declined my permit requests.”
“It looks like a castle to me,” Maddie piped in again.
Maura studied his face. “I think you’re serious.”
He didn’t answer as he pressed the gas on the Wraith, which handled like a boat as he cruised the drive that curved up the various elevations to the house.
“When we get inside, we’ll have lunch, and then Maddie can show us the pictures of her,” he suggested. “All right?”
“I don’t get why you guys are so upset,” Maddie said. “And why did you take my phone? Maura, I’m not going to miss ice-skating, am I?”
“I don’t know, honey. We’ll talk about it in a little while.”
Roland pulled to a stop at the middle of the house, in front of the large wooden double doors, which rose over fifteen feet with an arch at the top. They opened as Roland stepped out of the car, and Gert emerged with his wife, Analyn, who was pregnant with their first child. Both were bundled in coats and tall boots. Behind them, the hacker Justin Robbins stood wearing red Beats headphones, a black jacket, and purple Converse, his eyes huge as he took in the Wraith.
“Sir, good afternoon,” Gert said.
Gert was a tall man—big boned and balding on top with dark glasses and a short beard. His wife, a short Filipina woman, had dark hair that she wore in a bun at the nape of her neck. Originally from Belgium, he’d met his wife while working for a wealthy European family who’d immigrated to the Philippines. He’d worked for Roland for over five years, ever since Roland had saved his life in an alley in Jakarta.
Roland opened the trunk while Gert went to help Maura and Maddie with their bags. “Gert. We need to get the wheelchair out of the trunk for Mr. O’Halloran.”
“I’ll get it,” Justin volunteered, walking to the back of the Wraith.
“How have you been? Everyone treating you okay?” Roland asked.
“I’m good.” Justin’s head bobbed as he opened the trunk and removed the wheelchair, unfolding it before rolling it over to the passenger’s-side door to collect Maura’s father.
“You brought him here?” Maura asked quietly, watching the boy.
Roland shrugged. “I was going to have Milton’s mom look out for him, but she’s on a cruise this week. It didn’t seem safe to send him anywhere else.”
Once everyone was out of the car, Roland waved a hand in Gert’s direction. “O’Hallorans, this is my butler, Gert; his wife, Analyn, my housekeeper; and Justin Robbins, an intern at Accendo. This is Maddie, Maura, and Ryan O’Halloran—my guests for the week.”
Gert briskly shook everyone’s hand while his wife stood at the door surrounded by suitcases. “Good to meet you. Good to meet you.”
Maddie darted forward, away from the Wraith. “I thought all butlers wore suits,” she said to the tall man, but her gaze kept straying over to Justin. Roland saw Maura’s eyes narrow.
“Mr. Chandler is not as formal as most men,” Gert explained.
“I would make my butler wear a suit,” she announced, and grinned winningly.
Roland met Maura’s eyes. She was trying to keep from laughing, probably at his expression. “I don’t think it’s going to be an issue, baby.”
“God, Maura. Don’t call me baby.”
Seeming to sense trouble brewing, Gert said, “Lunch is ready in the dining room. I’ll get Satya to help me with the bags and put the car in the garage. Analyn, why don’t you show them to the dining room?”
“Okay. You come with me.” She gestured for Maddie and Maura’s father to follow her through a courtyard and into the entrance hall. Justin wandered along with them.
Roland handed the keys to Gert, aware that Maura hadn’t gone with her family into the house. She lingered near the open doors, waiting for him, her hair blowing in the wind.
“You’re freezing.” He stepped close to her, blocking the breeze with his body. She tilted her head to look up at him, her gray eyes fierce even though he could read the fatigue in them. He wanted to strip her naked and slide her into a warm bath, bring her a glass of wine, and soothe her with his lips and hands and tongue.
“We have to catch him.”
Unable to help himself, he slid a hand into her hair, brushing the bright locks away from her face. “We’ll get Maddie and your father settled and then we’ll go over everything we have again. I’ll call the office, see if they’ve found anything, and in the meantime Bert should be sending over the surveillance from the station.”
Her face tightened, but she nodded, letting him tug her forward until he was hugging her, her face pressed against his chest. It felt like victory, to have her in his arms, for her to let him comfort her.
“I need to call Bert,” she said, pulling away. “I don’t suppose you have an extra cell phone?”
With a flourish, he produced a cell from the pocket of his coat and held it up. “Secured. Encrypted. He won’t be able to hack this one.”
She was trying not to smile. He could tell. “And you just happened to have this in your pocket?”
“You’d be surprised what I have in my pockets.”
Her lashes lowered as she plucked the cell phone from his hands. “Oh, no I wouldn’t,” she murmured. “But I would like to know why my father hates you so much. Maybe you could explain it to me.” She gave him a significant look and strolled off after her family.
Roland took deep breaths of the icy air, letting it stab his lungs repeatedly. He didn’t know why the thought of telling Maura O’Halloran about his past bothered him so much, but he knew for sure that it did.




MAURA MANAGED TO locate the dining room without assistance and without anyone catching her staring open-mouthed, but it was a close call. Roland’s castle was just that—a castle. The walls were thick, made of stone, and covered in tapestries depicting scenes of medieval knights in battle. Overhead, vaulted cathedral ceilings rose to ridiculous heights and arched doorways opened to long hallways. She heard Maddie’s voice before she actually found the dining room, which had an enormous dining table that extended the length of the room. A fire crackled in an oversize stone fireplace at the far end of the room, above which a tall stained-glass window depicted a mermaid with streaming red hair, her gaze turned to look at the sunset.
“Maura—check out that window. So pretty, right? Like amazing. I didn’t know people had windows in their houses like that.” Maddie bounced up next to her, Hannibal draped over her hands.
Neither had she. Holy shit. “Don’t let that ferret loose in here, Maddie. I can’t afford the bill if he decides to nest in the chairs.”
“I won’t.”
“Where’s Porkchop?” Maura felt vaguely panicked at the idea that the dog might decide to piss on one of Roland’s expensive rugs. She was sure they cost more than her whole house, maybe her whole damn block.
“He’s outside with Analyn. She said they have a greenhouse with a grassy section for him to use so he doesn’t get cold.”
Damn dog would think he died and went to heaven. Maura wasn’t sure that she hadn’t died and gone to heaven.
The long wooden table had a deceptively rustic, farmhouse quality, but it was laid with fine china vases filled with fresh flowers—in winter. Who had enormous bouquets of roses in the middle of winter? Platters of food were laid out and waiting to be eaten. Maura saw that her father had already piled his plate with roast chicken, rolls, and salad. Justin was sitting in front of a laptop, his Beats firmly over his ears.
Maddie had a roll in one hand and a Coke in the other as she wandered around the room looking at the pictures. “Wicked amazing. You should definitely date him, Maura.”
“Enough, Maddie,” Maura said as Roland strode into the room. He’d shed his overcoat and jacket, but he was still wearing his suit pants and shirt.
“Everything okay? Is there anything you need?” he asked, his hands shoved into the pockets of his pants. His dark hair was mussed, his shirt open at the collar. He had dark circles under his eyes, but that didn’t stop him from sending her a look that scorched her very soul.
“We’re good,” Maura answered for all of them. She snagged Maddie’s arm as the girl walked by, taking the ferret away. “Maddie, why don’t you show us those pictures of you while we eat.” Roland had collected Maddie’s cell phone as soon as they’d picked her up from school and put it in some kind of box.
“Now?”
“Yes, now.”
Grunting, her father leaned forward and snagged more food from the spread in the center of table. “Damn Internet. Things weren’t bad enough. Now kids are putting their whole lives out there. Why not hand the burglar the keys to your house and say, ‘Have at it, asshole.’ ” Her father gestured with a chicken leg, his shrewd gaze focused on Roland.
Roland nodded in agreement. “It’s remarkably easy. That’s why I took your phone,” he explained, taking a seat at the long table across from Maura’s father. Maura tugged Maddie over next to him and pressed her into the seat. “I couldn’t destroy it,” he said, turning to look at her. “We need it to see what we can find. But I didn’t want anyone to be able to spy on us or track your location.”
Maddie didn’t want to meet his gaze, but Maura thought that was just because he was intimidating, with his tall, broad shoulders, piercing blue gaze, and serious tone. “Why would anyone want to track me?” she muttered, letting her hair fall like a curtain between them.
Roland met Maura’s questioning look. To tell her or not to tell her? Torn, Maura looked at her father. He, at least, would have an opinion. Right or wrong, her father always had an opinion.
Her dad shrugged and said, “It’s the man that killed your mom and dad, Maddie girl. Seems he’s interested in hurting all of us, or at least your aunt.”
Maura quickly took a seat next to Maddie and took her hand. “But I’m not going to let anything happen to you. We’re going to catch him.”
Maddie face had gone white, her eyes huge. “The man that killed my parents was taking pictures of me?”
Biting her lip, unconsciously petting Hannibal in her agitation, Maura nodded. “Yeah, sugar. We think so. That’s why we’re here. You’ll be safer here while we search for him.”
Gert came in the room carrying a laptop and a tray covered in cupcakes. “I thought that dessert might be in order.”
He set the silver tray in the center of the table and handed the laptop to Roland. “Here you are, sir.”
“Thank you, Gert,” Roland replied.
Maddie had already snatched a cupcake from the tray and was peeling away the wrapper. At least she isn’t too upset to turn down cupcakes, Maura thought absently. Justin, who’d been immersed in whatever he was studying on screen, sensed the presence of sugar and grabbed two cupcakes before diving back into his computer. Maura wanted some real food before she started eating all that sugar, but they did look delicious. Homemade yellow cupcakes with a swirl of chocolate frosting.
“I’ll bring some wine. Will there be anything else?” Gert asked, his bald head gleaming in the firelight.
“No, we’re good, Gert,” Roland said absently, already typing away on the laptop in front of him. “Maddie, are these the pictures you’re referring to?”
He turned the screen to face the girl, who had chocolate around her mouth. She nodded, her mouth full. “Thr r or,” she mumbled.
“There are more,” he interpreted, nodding, and slid the laptop in front of her.
Wincing at the chocolate that covered her niece’s fingers, Maura handed her a napkin before she could touch the keyboard.
Maddie showed them all the sites where there’d been pictures posted of her. Roland emailed everything over to Nick and Milton, who were searching for information on who had posted the photos as well as analyzing the photographs themselves.
Once Maddie thought she’d pointed out everything, Maura started asking questions. “Has anyone threatened you?”
“No.”
“What about strange men around your school or at ice-skating? Have you noticed anyone?”
“No.”
“What about boys?”
Maddie ducked her head again, peeking at Justin to see if he was listening, and Maura knew that she was hiding something. “Maddie—you better tell me.”
The girl lifted one shoulder in a shrug, her lips pouting. “I met a boy a couple weeks ago. He’s nice. Sometimes he comes to my ice-skating practice.”
Beneath her hands, Hannibal squeaked. Maura loosened her grip immediately, petting him in apology. Had Keenan recruited yet another kid to try and harm Maddie?
“The blond kid I told you to stay away from? That Garrett?” Her father was scowling at Maddie. “No good. I can tell by looking.” Now he was staring pointedly at Roland.
“Garrett?” Roland repeated. He took the laptop away and tapped several keys. When he turned the screen back to Maddie and Maura, the photographs they’d found of Garrett Morris, the kid they suspected had planted the bomb in his car, were displayed. “Is this him?”
Maddie studied the photo, her small face uncertain. “Yeah. I mean, he’s way cuter in person, but that looks like him.”
“All right,” Roland said slowly. “Maura, can you—”
Maura had already stood and handed Hannibal to her father. She took out the phone Roland had given her and called Bert. If Garrett had been following Maddie around, they needed to get a handle on his movements, figure out if anyone else was in danger, and see if they could catch him. He could have killed Maddie. Based on those pictures, he could have killed her a dozen times over. So what was the end game? Why take photos of her? Was it just to keep Maura uncertain and guessing, or was there a bigger plan?
She filled Bert in on the situation while Roland continued to ask Maddie questions. She wasn’t totally listening, but she thought he was asking about her ice-skating. He was distracting her. Maura could have kissed him for that alone.
As soon as she was off the phone, she went to her niece and hugged her from behind, kissing the top of the girl’s head.
“You okay, honey?”
“Yeah, I’m okay.” Maddie’s voice was uncertain, her hands coming up to grip Maura’s wrists. “We’re safe here, right?”
Maura sighed.
“You’ll be fine, girl,” her father said gruffly from across the table. In his lap, Hannibal contentedly ate something he’d stolen off her father’s plate. “Chandler here probably knows better than anyone how criminals think. He’ll keep you safe enough.”
Maura recognized the backhanded compliment for what it was, but Roland seemed to take her father’s comments in stride. He’d set the laptop aside and focused his attention on Maddie.
Standing, he held out a hand to the girl. “I have something I think you’d like to see. Would you come with me?”
Maddie glanced at Maura, who shrugged. With Roland, it could be anything.
“Yeah, okay,” the girl said warily, taking his hand. Curious, Maura followed them, aware that her father was behind her in his wheelchair. Justin stayed at the table with his computer.
Roland led them out of the dining room and down a long corridor that branched out in several directions. They passed by a room with an Olympic-size pool and a glass ceiling that showed the night sky. Maura had a flash of swimming in that pool with Roland, naked bodies entwined, and she sucked in a breath.
They came to a set of double doors, which Roland opened with a switch on the wall. “Go ahead.” He gestured them inside. “Take a look.”
Maura felt the cold first, a shock after the warmth of the house, and then she was looking at a full skating rink.
“Oh my God. This is so cool,” Maddie squealed, and started running down a ramp toward some benches near the ice. “Your own private ice-skating rink? OMG. I have to text my friend Sarah. She’ll go crazy.”
“No texting,” Maura said automatically, but she was equally astonished.
“Where are my bags? I brought my skates. Please, Maura?”
Maura looked back at Roland, who was still standing at the doors with her father. “Is it okay?”
“Of course,” he said smoothly. “I just sent Gert a message asking him to bring her bag down here.”
What are you up to? “Why do you have an ice-skating rink in your house? Do you skate?”
“Only on occasion.”
He was probably a damn ice-skating champion if his bowling prowess was any indicator. “Then why?”
He looked amused, his gaze steady on her face, his eyes hot, and gave her the reason he’d given her before when she’d asked about his weekend homes. “Because I can.”




LATER THAT NIGHT, Roland dove into the pool with the expertise of a longtime swimmer, staying underneath the water until he was midway down the lane before coming up to take a breath. When he did rise, he slashed through the water with punishing strength, maintaining a brutal pace that would wear him out quickly.
Not only had Milton and Nick come up empty on gaining information from the photographs that had been taken of Maddie, but there was also no sign of Keenan’s partner Angela, the kid Garrett, or the missing chemicals. Roland had sent an email to Hoover, his PI. He’d asked the man to check out all the old haunts, where he, Keenan, and Blake had grown up—not knowing what else to do. He wasn’t used to being at a loss, but he didn’t know where Keenan would strike next, which person he cared about would bear the brunt of Keenan’s anger.
He’d decided to go for a swim, and was walking down the hallway in his suit and terry robe when his phone had dinged.
You can’t protect them forever.
Roland had known it was from Keenan. He’d backtracked the number out of habit, but, once again, it was a burner phone, and apparently the call had come from a coffee shop in Denmark.
Roland swam lap after lap, putting Keenan further and further from his head with every stroke. As his father had always said, sometimes it was better to come at a mark from an angle they weren’t expecting; sometimes you had to convince yourself that you weren’t playing a game.
Maura had been on the phone with her partner for a good part of the night, discussing progress on forensics from the theft of the chemicals. The whole time she worked, her eyes strayed to her niece, as if she were checking to make sure that the girl was alive and well and in front of her.
She’d tucked Maddie and the animals into bed in the guest suite Gert had prepared for them, and then checked on her father—who had stopped constantly glaring at Roland. His cop eyes had been watching and listening during both Maura’s and Roland’s conversations. The old man was hiding something. Roland was sure of it.
A flash of red out of the corner of his eye made him pause in the center of the pool. He could hear the motion of someone entering the water. He’d let his mind wander, but was unsurprised when a certain redhead snuck her way into the pool. Maura. Jerking his head up, he planted his feet on the bottom and stood, ripping the goggles off his eyes.
Think of the devil. There she was, dressed in a red bikini that she’d probably gotten from the guest room. It fit her perfectly, showing off petite breasts with their sprinkling of freckles, the taut muscles of her stomach, and the long lean muscles of her thighs. Her hair fell loose and straight around her shoulders. He thought about how she’d looked bent over the conference table in his office, her hair gleaming in the moonlight, and suddenly his suit was even tighter than before.
She swam toward him, her hair slowly growing darker as it absorbed the water, her gray eyes serious and fixed on his face.
When she was within a few feet of him, she began to tread water. He waited, wondering what she was thinking about as she ran her eyes over his body.
“No one has a body like yours, you know,” she said in a low voice. Other than the lapping of the water against the sides of the pool, they were surrounded by a thick hush, a waiting silence of wanting, and worry, and the need to forget.
“I can’t sleep sometimes,” he admitted, “so I work out.”
She nodded, but she didn’t really seem to be listening. “I don’t want to think about him for a while. I don’t want to worry,” she continued, moving closer, until he could feel the water from the motion of her limbs. “I locked the door.”
Water glistened in the hollow between her neck and shoulder blades. He caught her hands and pulled her toward him, sliding his grip up to her elbows. Bending his head, he placed his lips on the taut muscle, tasting the chlorine but also the velvet of her skin. He let his mouth linger, softly, slowly, before biting down, just enough to massage the knot that had gathered there. She sighed and turned her head to the side, giving him full access to the lightly freckled column of her neck.
Pulling her closer, he ran his tongue up and down the smooth, wet surface of her skin, enjoying the way she shivered and moaned.
“God,” she gasped, lifting her head. “You’re like an addiction. How do you know how to touch me like that?” She wrapped her legs around his waist and looped her arms around his neck.
He let himself sink deeper into the water, until they were weightless, free to touch and explore without the boundaries of gravity, their sense of touch magnified by the friction of the water, the cool glide of it where flesh met flesh.
Off came her bikini top with a deft tug of his thief’s fingers. It floated away from them, forgotten. She moaned, and it echoed in the quiet, cavernous room. Thumbing her breasts, he kissed between them, pressing his lips into her breastbone.
“I don’t want to believe you were ever like him,” she said, sliding her hands into his hair. “How could you have ever been like him, when you’re . . . ” She trailed off, seeming at a loss for words.
He started to pull away, but she didn’t let him, gripping him by the sides of his head and dragging his mouth to hers. Their mouths met, hot tongues tangling together as they tried to sink inside each other’s skin.
She was so good. So clean and beautiful and bright. With renewed urgency, he jerked the ties to her bikini bottom, his usual dexterity forgotten in his rush to slide inside her, to make her his.
When she was naked, he removed his swimsuit and let it float away as well, standing up with his forearms beneath her taut, naked buttocks. He walked with her, making sure that his lower body rubbed against the knot of nerves at her core as he made his way to the steps in the shallow end of the pool.
“I want to fuck here,” she protested, and sucked hard at his neck. “I want you to take me while we’re floating. Weightless.”
Roland wanted to do it. He wanted to grip her hips and plow into her until they either came or drowned, but he knew it was a mistake.
“We can’t, Maura.” He squeezed her buttocks deeply, sinking his fingers deep into her flesh and jiggling a little, letting that tight ass ride in his hands. “I don’t have a condom and the water—it won’t be comfortable.”
“Fuck that,” she snarled, pinching his nipple. “I’m on the pill and water makes me horny. I like the feel of it, all slick and frictiony.” She slid her teeth over her bottom lip and made a popping noise, her eyes heavy-lidded and suggestive. Damn. He was doomed.
Sliding his hand between them, he touched her clitoris, rubbing it gently between his fingers, or as gently as he could in the water. There was no way this felt good, but she was moaning, her body arched back over his arm, her toes digging into his calves.
“You feel every inch this way, don’t you?” he murmured, sliding two fingers inside her. Slowly, ever so slowly so he didn’t hurt her, he worked them in her tight, hot sheath. Her heat burned him even beneath the water, and her eyes, dilated with pleasure, told him that she enjoyed the slightly rough tug as he slid them in and out.
“Every single inch. I want yours. I want to feel you hard and hot between my legs.”
Oddly enough, he felt like laughing. Nothing had ever felt so good as Maura O’Halloran in his arms, begging him to take her. “Quite a mouth for such a good girl,” he murmured, spreading her apart with his fingers and positioning the head of his cock at her entrance.
She yanked on his hair and dug her toes even deeper into the muscles of his legs. “I’m not a good girl.”
He slid inside an inch. “That’s good.” He dropped a frantic kiss on her jaw, her biceps, her pink lips. “God, you’re tight. Sweetheart, this might—”
“Deeper,” she demanded, using her legs to draw his hips toward her. “Now.”
He obeyed, working his way inside her with small nudges, fighting to get inside without hurting her, but God she was squeezing him, her sweet pussy closing over him even as the water closed over their heads.
He stood upright, holding on to her with one arm while he wiped the water from his face. His dick slid all the way inside her with the motion, and she shuddered against him, ignoring the dunking as she absorbed the feel of him deep inside her.
Roland tried to focus on keeping his feet planted even as he slid her slowly off his dick, but she fought him, both with her legs and with the muscles that milked him as he pulled back. “Again,” she demanded. “Back inside.”
Gritting his teeth, he slid back inside her, and this time, he went deeper, faster, until he was inside her to the hilt, his balls floating against the soft globes of her ass. She rolled her hips, using her grip on his body to grind against him and he lost it, carrying her quickly over to the side and pinning her against it. With one hand braced against the edge of the pool and the other at her hip, he rocked against her with deep, hard thrusts, the water slapping against the tile with every motion.
“Oh fuck, that feels so good,” she gasped, throwing her head back, her skin wet and slippery, her eyes closed.
He barely heard her, all his attention focused on the sight of her naked in his arms, her pert breasts thrust toward him as he buried his dick in the red hair between her legs.
“More,” she said, squeezing him. He obliged, letting himself fall into the contrast of the cool water and the heat of her body. “I’m about to come. Just a little more.”
When she came, she dug her nails into his shoulders and let out a long shaking sound, almost as if she were in pain. He pressed deep, feeling her ripple and shudder around him, and he lost control, coming in long spurts that jerked him forward.
They collapsed on each other, sinking into the water. Roland held her as they caught their breath, stroking the silky wet hair that trailed down her back. After a few minutes, the room lapsed back into quiet, only a swoosh and glug as the water entered the filters and returned. Now that he heard the quiet, Roland realized exactly how much noise they’d been making. His own throat hurt from shouting, though he didn’t remember doing it.
“You locked the door?” he asked.
She leaned back far enough to look at him, but her arms were still around his neck. “I did.”
“Smart woman. I like that about you.”
She touched his chest, laying her palms flat on the muscles bunched beneath her fingers. “Gorgeous body. I like that about you.”
“So you’re using me for my body.”
She slid her hand down between them, where his dick, slightly softer now, nestled in her curls. Measuring him with her hands, she murmured, “You don’t mind, do you?”
Roland didn’t mind at all.




MAURA LAY WITH her head on Roland’s chest and listened to his heartbeat. She had to get up in a few hours and go back to her room before her father and Maddie woke up, but something kept stopping her. Roland’s room was huge, that was to be expected, and the sheets felt softer than clouds against her naked skin. There was something he’d said earlier, about not sleeping well, that made her want to comfort him somehow. Ridiculous. But there it was.
“Why do you really have a skating rink in your house?” she murmured. He might mean that “Because I can” bullshit—how would she know how she’d act if she had billions of dollars?—but she thought he had a better reason. She was learning him now. He didn’t do anything just because he could. There was always a plan.
He sighed, playing with her hair. “Maybe I just like hockey. Believe it or not, I was a kid once.”
“You?” She lifted her head to smile at him. “I don’t believe it.”
He shoved her head back down and she laughed.
“Sometimes the local foster home program in Boston uses the house for their summer and winter retreats.”
The cynical side of Maura wanted to believe that he was telling her what she wanted to hear, making himself out to be the good guy so she’d like him, but why would he bother? She was already in his bed, already sharing information with him about Keenan. He went on before she could ask him why again.
Picking up her hand, he ran his thumb over her palm and fingers. “My dad taught me to steal when I was young. I was good at it.”
“I’ll bet. You’re good at everything.”
They were both naked, having showered and changed in his enormous bathroom before going back to bed, where he’d given her the best massage of her life and then fucked her again, turning her on her side and lifting her knee toward her chest. She smelled like almond oil and sex, a combo that she wouldn’t forget anytime soon.
He ignored her comment. “But then my mom married Jack Chandler, and suddenly there was this whole world of wrong and right, of good works and helping others. No one had ever told me that I had an obligation to other people. My dad told me just the opposite.”
“Confusing,” Maura guessed.
“Yeah. Jack can be a pompous prick, but he really does care about other people.” He lifted her fingers to his lips and kissed the tips.
“I’m surprised you didn’t just rebel. Your father is . . . charming,” she temporized, not able to come up with anything better.
“He’s a sociopath, but yes, charming. I knew by the time I was ten that my father only cared about one thing—himself—but he’s not a man who is easily refused.”
Maura thought about that, thought about how confusing it must have been for a young boy with Roland’s intelligence, caught between two very different fathers. She’d seen firsthand how very charming his real father could be. Even in prison, the man radiated confidence and control. Like his son. “I can see you now,” she teased to lighten the moment, “a serious young man in a suit trying to decide who he should follow.”
“Survival’s a funny thing,” he murmured. “Our minds lie every day, telling us one thing even as our eyes tell us something else. Most people just go on believing it, just go on even if they suspect the truth. I knew that my father was a bad man, knew that Keenan was as well, but I told myself they weren’t. I told myself that it was okay to love them.”
“You were just a kid.” She planted a kiss on his chest.
He squeezed her hand and set it down, turning onto his side and dislodging her in the process. “I knew better,” he murmured, looking at her face. No man had ever looked at her like that—she wasn’t entirely sure what it meant.
Snuggling into the pillow, she studied him, reaching up to touch his cheekbones, his rough jaw, his beautifully cut lips, and his deep-set eyes that seemed to contain a well of sadness, even when he was laughing.
“What happened?”
He turned over onto his back until he was looking up at the ceiling again and put his arms behind his head. “When I was twelve, my father had the crazy idea that there was gold hidden in this bookstore near where we lived, swore that the owners were Russian agents, so he had Keenan and me help him with a plan to steal it.”
Maura remembered the story his father had mentioned, about the bookstore in Watertown where there was hidden gold. She started to bring it up and stopped, not wanting to interrupt the flow of his story if she could help it.
“It was my job to go into the store and run reconnaissance, but it was a high-end bookstore, and there was no reason for me to be in there. Even if I was wearing a suit,” he said wryly, casting her a look.
She smiled.
After a moment, he went on. “Keenan told me he’d set up a distraction, so the store owners would leave. I told myself that the small explosive he’d had me design would, at most, scare people, maybe cause a little damage, but he set it on top of some stored chemicals at the dry cleaner two doors down. When it went off, it ignited the dry-cleaning solvent, causing an explosion and subsequent fire that killed the owner and his wife, a passerby, and a young mother named Ellen who lived in the apartment upstairs. Her daughter, Georgia, was put into foster care. She was our age. I knew her.”
Hence letting the foster program use his house, Maura thought.
“I couldn’t believe it was happening,” he said, his voice soft. “People were screaming. There was blood and glass everywhere. Keenan was just watching it, his expression fascinated.” He paused and met her eyes. “He knew what he was doing. And I helped him do it. I showed him how to make the explosive. When I looked back on it, I realized that he was always asking me things about school, about what I knew about chemistry, about engineering. He said it was an accident and I wanted to believe him, but I still told the cops what happened.”
“You studied chemistry at twelve?”
“Ten,” he said without a hint of pride.
“So he used you?”
Roland nodded. “My stepfather intervened in my arrest, and I was sent abroad for several years, to a private boarding school, and then into the CIA until I had completed my ‘service’ for my crimes. Apparently I was too intelligent to waste in prison.”
“And Keenan went to jail,” Maura finished. “That’s why he hates you?”
“Partly,” he said, nodding. “And partly because he thought he owned me. He didn’t think I’d tell on him.”
“Wow. So that’s why he’s doing all this, for revenge? Why didn’t he just kill you when you came back to Boston? He was already back in your hometown, right? Already dating Blake?”
“I expected him to try,” Roland admitted. “But when I returned, he seemed happy to see me. No threats, no recriminations. He said he hadn’t meant for the bomb to hurt anyone, that it really had been an accident. It was like he was my brother again. I’d been gone so long, alone. In strange countries.”
“You wanted to believe him.”
“Yeah,” Roland said. “And then he had Blake steal a game we’d invented and nearly killed her. She told me afterward that he was running the neighborhood like his own personal gang, gaining power and influence. I guess seeing the success I was having at MIT was too much for him.”
“Jealousy? Seems like a pretty weak motivation, especially since it’s been over a decade, and he only recently started to come at you full force.”
Roland scrubbed a hand over his face. “Yeah, well, I think I’ve figured that out as well.”
“Really?” She sat up on one elbow. “Tell me.”
He gave her a wry smile. “You know the software program I designed, the one that reads facial micro-expressions to predict whether someone is about to commit mass murder?”
Maura nodded. “Yeah. MOMENT or whatever. Stupid name, by the way.”
He nodded. “My father taught me sleight of hand, distraction, but it was Keenan who taught me how to read people. Keenan taught me how to read expressions. MOMENT was his idea, more or less.”
“His idea?”
Roland nodded. “He wanted to be able to have a program that could do what he did naturally, read people’s true feelings and emotions.”
“So you built it, only instead of using it to gain power over people, you gave it to the government to use to hunt down people like Keenan.”
He put a hand on her hip, no longer smiling. “That about sums it up,” he agreed.
“And all the rest of us are just part of your punishment, I suppose. My brother just happened to get in the way that night ten years ago. When he lost it and tried to strangle Blake?”
“I’m sorry, Maura. I never intended for you to be caught up in this.”
Shaking her head, Maura sat up, swinging her legs over the side of the bed. “You didn’t put me in this situation, Roland. Keenan did.” She looked back at him. “I lost my brother. Maddie lost her parents. I don’t care what his reasons are. I don’t care why he’s doing this. I just want to stop him. As much as you do. More than you, probably. I am not quitting, and I won’t be pushed to the side to hide out in this fortress.”
He was silent for a long moment. “Even if you’d be risking your life?”
“Yes.” Shit, she was already risking it.
“No, I mean really risking. Like, putting yourself front and center.”
He has a plan, she realized. She crawled back onto the bed until she was kneeling next to his head. “You better start talking, Roland Chandler.”




“ENGAGED? ARE YOU out of your mind?” Still bare-ass naked, Maura sat cross-legged next to him on the bed while he lay on his back, the sheet pulled up to his hips. He’d turned on the bedside lamp, bathing them in a small pool of light in his otherwise dark room. His eyes kept fixing on her breasts, which had drawn to taut points in the chilly air of his bedroom. God, she was beautiful, especially when she was dumbstruck. He didn’t think she wore that expression very often.
“I can turn up the heat,” he offered, thumbing one of her sweet little nipples. “Or turn on the fireplace.”
“That’s okay.” She leaned away and snagged a throw from the bottom of his bed.
The long line of her flank and rounded buttocks were displayed so beautifully, he couldn’t help but stroke his hand from her lower back to her butt and back again.
As she arranged the throw around herself, covering her body, he said, “Seriously, I prefer naked. I’ve got a remote for the fireplace.”
Ignoring his comment, she said, “You need to explain.”
He slid his hand beneath the throw and drew small circles on the silken skin of her inner thigh.
“Roland.” She removed his hand and placed it on her knee. “Why do you think we should get engaged? That’s crazy.”
He continued to stroke her skin slowly, but he put his other hand behind his head on the pillow. He’d known she’d react this way. It was stupid to take it personally. “Keenan has the advantage; I’ve known that for a while now. And the fact is, I can’t protect everyone I care about.”
“Okay, I’m with you so far.”
“So, if his true goal is to hurt me, then he’s going to go after the person he thinks I care about the most. Oh, he’ll target my friends, my family, my company, my employees. I have no doubt that he could hurt me a dozen different ways, but I think that if I gave him the perfect target, someone I cared about enough to be my wife, he wouldn’t be able to resist making that person the focus of his plan.”
“Won’t he be just a little bit suspicious? He’s far from stupid.”
Roland had thought this through. Keenan would be suspicious; he’d think it was a trick, but he’d also see it as a challenge.
“I know him, Maura. He’ll suspect a trap, but he won’t be able to resist sticking his head in the noose, anyway. He’ll want to prove that he can take you away from me, whether I love you or I’m just using you as bait.”
She had a strange expression on her face, almost like she was ill at the thought. He didn’t blame her; he was asking her to risk her life in a big way. He wouldn’t have even considered it, had always intended to take on Keenan alone rather than risk anyone else, but he knew her well enough now to know that she wasn’t going to stop, and she wasn’t going to be pushed to the side.
“So, what? We just announce our engagement?” She hunched in a little on herself as she said it, drawing the cashmere blanket tighter around herself.
Removing his hand from her leg, he sat up and mirrored her sitting position. “I was thinking we would go out on a date tomorrow . . .” He looked at the clock on the wall. “I mean tonight. Something flashy that will get a lot of attention. I’ll make sure the press follows us and gets plenty of pictures.”
“Okay, but—” she began, but he interrupted her.
“We’ll go out every night this week and have dinner with my parents next weekend. By then, you’ll have the ring on your finger and the press will be having a field day.”
Maura shook her head. “It’s one thing for my family to hide out here, but I have to go to work. I have cases to work on: the murder at the chemical company, the car bomber, Keenan. My station is apparently bugged. I’m a detective. I can’t just spend the week running around like a socialite—the other cops will think I’ve lost my damn mind.”
“They might,” he agreed. “But wouldn’t it be worth it if we caught Keenan?”
She chewed on her lower lip. “I still don’t see how we’re going to catch him. At best, we may just get ourselves killed instead of everyone else.”
“That’s the tricky part. But we’re just trying to draw him out, keep his attention. I know I can find him, Maura.”
Maura was shaking her head even before he finished the sentence. “He has people willing to set off bombs for him, kill for him. He could send any of them, and we’d be dead and no closer to catching Keenan.”
“I don’t think so, Maura. I know him. We’re going to be the most outrageously in love couple Boston has ever seen. An irresistible target. An easy target. And he’ll want to be there when he punishes me with your death.”
“He’ll know it’s a lie,” Maura protested. “Everyone will know it’s a lie.”
She sounded so certain. He frowned at her. “He’ll know it’s a trick, but no one else will. They’re going to want to believe it. People always want to believe in true love.”
“True love,” she repeated, her eyes wide, her mouth slack and trembling.
Roland touched the curve of her cheek and gave her his most tender expression, one that he rarely wore, but that came to him easily enough. “That’s right, my darling. True love. The billionaire and the detective fall in love as they hunt the man who killed her brother.” He straightened his expression. “See?”
She stared for a moment more, but then she closed her mouth and swallowed. “That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard.”
“So you’ll do it?”
“I’ll have to tell the truth to Bert and my family.”
“No,” Roland disagreed. “Your family, at least, needs to believe it. Their reactions are important. I won’t tell the truth to anyone but Nick and Milton. I need them to help me find Keenan. If you need to tell Bert so he’ll keep sharing information with you from the station, that’s fine as long as you think he can play the game in public.”
“Bert will be fine,” Maura insisted, “but my dad is going to be furious with me. Not to mention my captain. I’ll have to take time off, and we’re dealing with a cop killer who targeted the station. He may just fire my ass.”
“I’ll make sure you get your job back afterward.”
She shook her head and half smiled, staring at him. “This is crazy. You know that.”
“No, what’s crazy is that we’re going to have to go to see my father at some point, my real father.”
Now she looked really confused. He dropped a kiss on her cheek and then her astonished mouth, sliding his tongue along the inside of her lower lip. She made a sound of protest that faded away as he fit his mouth to hers and sent his tongue deeper. He kissed her until she was straining toward him, her hands clutched in the throw in her lap.
When he let her go, she was flushed and panting, her pupils dilated. Licking her lips, she said, “But why? What does your father have to do with this?”
“I think Keenan intends to break him out. I want to make sure that when he does, my father believes the lie as well.”
She studied him, thinking it through. He could practically see the wheels turning in her mind. “You think knowing that your father believes it will be the push Keenan needs to fall for it?”
“Partly, but I also think that my father has been helping Keenan. They’re working together.”
He knew that she’d visited his father, but he still didn’t know what the old man had said to her. She didn’t look surprised at the news that he and Keenan were working together, so he supposed it hadn’t been anything helpful.
“And you think that convincing your father you’re in love with me will somehow convince Keenan to ‘put his head in the noose,’ as you put it?”
“I think my father wants to help Keenan take everything I have or ever had.”
She frowned. “Why does he hate you so much?”
“He doesn’t hate me. He just considers me a traitor, an outsider to the cause, a son who fell for the elitist pap spouted by his stepfather. He’ll want to teach me a lesson. A different one than Keenan wants to teach, but a lesson nonetheless.”
“Nice.” Maura looked incensed. “No wonder you’re so manipulative.”
“Thank you, sweetheart,” Roland said mildly. “Wait till you meet my mother.”




STANDING IN THE ridiculously soft robe she’d found in the bathroom, her hair still wet from her shower, Maura stared at the boxes and bags neatly arranged on the bed and on hooks on the outside of the closet. They hadn’t been there an hour ago when she’d snuck in from Roland’s bed, which, probably not coincidentally, was right next door.
All the most expensive stores in Boston were represented: Saks, Barneys, Hermès, and—most frightening of all—Cartier. Swallowing, she picked up a small bag from Cartier and pulled out a long flat box. Opening it, she was stunned to see a diamond tennis bracelet. She didn’t know carats, but to her eyes, the small square diamonds all sparking neatly in a row, were enormous.
“Whoa!” Maddie exclaimed as she tore into Maura’s room wearing her striped flannel pajamas and rainbow toe socks, her brown hair in a messy braid. “What’s all this stuff?” Porkchop and Hannibal followed after her, the ferret immediately climbing on the bed to investigate.
“Nothing,” Maura said immediately, and snapped the box shut.
“Is all this for you?” Maddie’s mouth was open. Hannibal stretched upward and snagged the top of a large brown shopping bag, tugging it over and spilling the contents, which happened to be lingerie individually wrapped in tissue paper and kept closed with small gold stickers. A lacy blue negligee escaped the tissue and slithered down the bed onto the floor, where it shimmered like a lake in the sun.
Maura snatched it up before Maddie could, but the girl was already dancing from one foot to another. “You are dating him. Maura’s dating Roland, Maura’s dating Roland,” she singsonged, and then stopped abruptly, putting a hand on her hip. “Grandpa is going to be mad at you.”
Shoving the blue silk into the bag along with the rest of the tissue-wrapped parcels, Maura picked up the obnoxious ferret and handed him back to her niece.
“Here, take Hannibal and Chop and go find breakfast.”
“Oh-kay,” Maddie said, raising her eyebrows. “Where’s the kitchen?”
Maura didn’t have the faintest clue. “I have no idea. Just ask the first person you see. There are servants all over the place.”
“ ’Kay. I love you, Maura.” She hugged her around the waist.
Maura hugged her back, squeezing her tightly and kissing the part in the girl’s hair. “Go on. I’m pretty sure there’s a real chef in the kitchen. See if you can get French toast on the menu.”
“Stuffed with cream cheese?”
“It’s not IHOP, but why not?” Maura muttered, releasing her and turning back to the bed.
Maddie dashed off down the hall with the pug scrambling to keep up. “Whoo-hoo. We’re gonna be rich, Porkchop.”
Maura winced. She hadn’t considered what would happen when this crazy scheme was over. What was she going to tell Maddie and everyone else when Keenan was caught and she and Roland were no longer “dating”?
Biting her lip, Maura considered telling Roland that she didn’t need all this crap, but if she was going to be his fiancée, she would need to look the part. She opened a bag filled with shoeboxes and pulled the top one out. Jimmy Choo. Oh myyy.
They were jeweled heels with ballerina-like satin ties rising around the ankles, no doubt meant to be worn with an equally fabulous dress. She turned them one way and then another, watching them sparkle in the light. They were even her size.
“Can’t see you wearing those into the station,” her father said from her doorway.
Maura whirled, automatically hiding the shoe behind her back. “Dad, what’s up?” He had his hands on the wheels of his chair like he was about to roll away, but he was dressed and shaved, though she doubted his room was equipped with the lowered counters and sinks he had at home. She’d bet her new shoes that Roland had a barber here at the house. The man probably had a fresh shave and trim every morning.
He eyed her balefully. “So you’re sleeping with him, is that it?”
“Dad, that’s none of your business.” Maura turned back to the bed, replacing the shoe in its box.
“I thought you were trying to find your brother’s killer. Instead, you’re bedding his cousin.”
Tightening the knot on her robe, Maura straightened her shoulders. “So what if I am, Dad? I like him. If you gave him half a chance, you’d like him, too.”
“You don’t know what he’s done.”
“Actually, I do,” she said smartly, opening her suitcase and finding her jeans, a long-sleeved shirt, and wool socks. “When he was twelve years old, he was part of a robbery scheme that ended with several people dead and a building destroyed.”
“He and that cousin of his set off a bomb, Maura. I don’t care if they were kids. And you sleeping with him sets a bad example for Maddie.”
Maura set her clothes on an empty armchair near the window and faced her father. “I believe him when he says he’s been trying to make up for what happened back then, Dad. I believe him, and yes, I’m dating him. Maybe more than dating him.”
He scowled. “What does that mean?”
She put her hand on the door and began to shut it with his chair still in the way. “You’ll find out later. I’ll see you at breakfast.”
He was forced to roll his chair back or get hit by the door, and Maura made sure that she locked it this time, breathing a sigh of relief that she was alone in the room.
She set a few boxes to the side and lay down crossways on the bed, fatigue rolling over her like a wave. Something crinkled beneath her so she reached under her back and pulled out an envelope with her name scrawled in heavy, fluid cursive on the outside. Somehow she knew it was Roland’s handwriting before she even opened it.
Maura,
A seamstress will be by after breakfast to make sure everything fits correctly. I hope you’ll wear the purple dress tonight. It will look beautiful with your eyes.
Roland
Maura sighed and set the note on her chest, closing her eyes. A seamstress. Jesus.
When her phone rang on the nightstand, she sat up immediately and grabbed it. Bert.
“Bert, what’s up?”
“Captain’s pissed that you’re not here, Maur, but that was expected. I don’t know what you told him, but you mind filling me in? It’s not like you to take off with this much stuff going on.”
She’d texted Bert early this morning, letting him know that she wouldn’t be at the station, but she hadn’t explained. “You’re not going to believe this, but hear me out.”
She explained Roland’s plan.
“You’re right,” he agreed. “I don’t believe it. That’s nuts, Maura. Even if it works the way you plan, you could easily wind up dead. You’re a detective, not a spy.”
“Bert, I’m already in danger. Maddie’s in danger. My father. Everyone connected to Roland is a potential target. We’re safer here at his house, but we can’t stay trapped forever. What do we really have on Keenan? Two associates, neither of which we can find, and forensic evidence that may arrive next week if we’re lucky. The captain isn’t even aware of, or has any reason to believe in, the connection between the theft at the chemical plant and Keenan. We basically have shit while Keenan is free to roam about Boston at will.”
“We don’t even know if he’s in Boston.”
“Thanks for making my point for me,” Maura snapped, exasperated.
“All right, Maur. I’ll play along, but for the record, I think this plan is stupid and it’s going to get you killed.”
“Duly noted. Listen, I have a laptop here, email, Internet, and God knows what else. Roland says it’s all encrypted. The computers at the station are apparently bugged, so we’re going to have to clean house before you send me anything.”
“How am I supposed to do that?”
“I’m going to send you a file. Roland said that all you have to do is open it and click ‘Accept.’ ”
“That’s it, huh? Is this going to get me fired?”
“Roland says no.”
He snorted. “Well, he can afford my salary if it does. Be careful, Maura. This is a dangerous game you’re playing.”
Maura picked up the letter Roland had left her and ran her finger down the edge of the thick, cream-colored paper. “You have no idea. Talk to you later, Bert,” she promised, and hung up the phone.




“THIS,” MADDIE SAID, pausing for dramatic effect with her fork in the air, “is the best French toast I’ve ever had in my life.”
Roland, Maddie, Justin, and Maura’s father were sitting in the breakfast room, a bright, comfortable space with yet another large fireplace, an antique dining table, and tall picture windows that curved on top. The view from the window was of the attached greenhouse instead of the snow-covered hills outside the house. He’d gotten the idea from the Boston Children’s Hospital; they had a similar arrangement in the visitors’ wing.
Roland took a bite of the French toast. Excellent, but then he’d expected nothing less. “I agree.” He toasted her with his coffee.
He felt something moving up his leg and froze for a moment, then relaxed. A few moments later, Maddie’s ferret appeared in his lap. Setting down his coffee, he held out his hands for the slinky creature to smell.
“His name’s Hannibal,” Maddie informed him with a cheeky grin.
Maura’s father, who’d been broodingly silent up until this point, added, “He’ll steal the food off your plate if you’re not careful, Chandler.”
“He’s cool,” Justin threw in. For once his Beats weren’t on his ears and his laptop wasn’t open on the table. Roland didn’t know if it was the company or something more interesting that was holding the boy’s attention. He’d started the classes that Roland had arranged for him to take online and would start working at Accendo as soon as they caught Keenan. He didn’t let himself think If they caught Keenan. His plan was going to work. They were going to catch him.
“I can see that.” Roland picked up the furry creature, surprised that he was so light. “Does he bite?”
“Little late to ask,” Maura’s father muttered.
“No,” Maddie said primly. “Unless you squeeze him.”
Roland looked down at the black beads of the creature’s eyes and loosened his grip just a little. From beneath the table, a paw scratched at the leg of his jeans. Glancing down, he saw the squashed face of Maddie’s pug, staring at him with his tongue falling out the side of his mouth.
“They like you,” Maddie explained.
Maura’s father chuckled evilly.
“I’m delighted,” Roland said, at a loss for what to do with the creature in his lap or the one under the table.
Maddie’s father hooted. “I’ll bet you are. You ever had a pet in your life, Chandler?”
Roland set the ferret in his lap and proceeded to cut his French toast into small pieces, avoiding any pieces with syrup. “No, no pets, though I did build a robot once.” He handed a small bite to both the ferret and the pug and then wiped his hands on his napkin.
“That was a mistake,” Ryan O’Halloran informed him, pointing his coffee mug in Roland’s direction. “Now they’ll never leave you alone.”
Maura’s father seemed to be onto something. Now the pug had moved even closer and had rolled over on his back, exposing his belly. The ferret climbed up his shirt to his shoulder.
Maura came in then, wearing jeans and a T-shirt, her still-damp hair secured in a twist at the back of her head.
“Dad, Maddie, what the hell?” she chastised them and immediately hurried to Roland’s side, taking the ferret and nudging the pug over with her foot.
“What happened to the robot?” Justin asked, watching the interaction curiously. Roland wondered what the kid was thinking, whether he was comparing this breakfast to every other breakfast he’d had in his life.
“Sorry, Roland. Maddie, control your creatures.”
“They like him,” Maddie protested.
“I’m not certain,” Roland said to Justin. “It disappeared out of my apartment in college.”
“Oh, really? The same way they like me, huh?” Maura handed the ferret back to Maddie. “Hang on to him, especially at the table.”
“He was just saying hi.” Maddie pouted.
Roland put a hand on Maura’s arm. “It’s okay. I like them.”
She gave him a shrewd look. “Sure you like them. This place is pristine. If you wanted pets, you could probably have a menagerie in this house, but you don’t.”
Roland rubbed her arm. “Maybe I just needed to experience them firsthand. Why don’t you sit and have some coffee?”
He stood and pulled the chair out next to him, nudging her into place.
She cast a glance at her father and Maddie as if she was a little uncertain, but then she sat abruptly.
He eyed her warily. Is she going to back out of the plan? He poured her a cup of coffee. “Cream and sugar, right?”
She nodded, her lips twitching like she was amused. He didn’t know what she found funny, but he liked her smiling better than the wariness. He liked her naked best of all. There was something about having her at his breakfast table, her face clean and free of makeup, her hair smelling like shampoo from her shower, that made him want to toss her over his shoulder and carry her back to bed.
Roland sat back down next to her. “Michel will be here in a few minutes to ask what you’d like to eat.”
“Michel, huh? French?” She raised her eyebrows as she lifted her coffee cup to her lips.
Roland nodded. She gave Maddie a significant look from across the table. What was that about?
“Oh, my God,” she gasped all of the sudden.
Roland straightened, looking around for the source of her cry, but she was staring at her coffee cup. “What is this?” she asked, her expression horrified.
“It’s coffee,” he assured her. Were mornings always this crazy with the O’Hallorans?
She pointed an accusatory finger at the coffee. “This is not coffee.”
“Best damn coffee I’ve ever had,” Ryan threw in. “It almost makes me like you, Chandler.”
Roland blinked. “Thank you?”
“I can’t drink this,” Maura protested. “It’ll ruin me for regular coffee for the rest of my life.”
“Then I guess you’ll have to stay here for the rest of your life,” Roland muttered, exasperated.
She froze, blinking. Come on, Maura, this was the plan. He saw her catch herself. “Maybe I will.”
From across the table, Maddie giggled and snuck Hannibal another bite of French toast. “See,” she told him, “we’re going to be rich.”
Justin chuckled, his mouth full of French toast.
“You’re all insane,” Roland informed the O’Hallorans. “I hope you know that.”
Maura, who appeared to have recovered from her momentary hesitation, shrugged and stole a piece of bacon off his plate. “It was probably too quiet around here, anyway.”
Roland let himself entertain the idea, just for a brief moment, that this really could last forever, that dogs and smart-aleck kids and Maura at his breakfast table were a permanent addition to his life. He found himself agreeing with her. It had been too quiet and would be too quiet again when they were gone.
He could accept the quiet if it meant that Keenan was locked up and they were safe, even if he remained alone. He would have to accept it, because no matter how pleasant the lie, he knew that Maura didn’t love him and wouldn’t be sitting next to him at breakfast while kids snuck food to the dogs and her father made gruff comments. Even if she slept with him, she would never give her heart to a man like him. She was meant for a good man, one who didn’t control and manipulate, one who didn’t have a past that included the death of so many. He wasn’t a good person, and Maura deserved someone good. She deserved the best, and that would never be him.




AFTER SHE MET WITH the seamstress for several hours, Maura joined Roland in his office for the rest of the morning and part of the afternoon while Maddie went sledding with Justin, Gert, and one of the young maids, a girl from El Salvador. Maura could see them from the window as she sat in front of the laptop Roland had given her. Her father had gone to take a nap, worn out from traversing the long hallways of Roland’s home.
“You’re sure they’re safe out there?” she asked for the third time.
“Maura, the property is surrounded by security, and Gert served in the military. He might look friendly, but he is more than capable of taking care of anyone who might try to harm them. They are out of the range of sniper fire from anywhere but in this house. That’s as safe as I can make them.”
Chewing on her lower lip, Maura nodded. “Sorry, I just can’t help but worry.” Bert had sent over the surveillance from the police station, but all it showed was a kid in a hoodie, although it was clear this time that the boy was Garrett Morris.
“I know.”
“What about your software, MOMENT? Have you figured out why it didn’t pick up on this kid putting the bomb on your car?”
“Hmm. Milton has a theory about that.” Roland was mapping all the proxy servers that Keenan had used so far, trying to use some kind of computer magic to figure out where the a-hole could be hiding, just in case he didn’t take their bait.
“Oh yeah?”
“He thinks that the software didn’t note the kid as a danger because the boy knew that he wasn’t going to kill anyone with that bomb. Keenan was just trying to scare us.”
“So he didn’t show the same expressions as he would if he knew that a bunch of people were going to be killed?”
“Exactly.” Roland nodded, his attention on the screen in front of him.
Maura looked out the window again. Maddie was missing school. If she were a good mother, she’d have her come inside and work on the assignments that her principal had sent over. Maura had called and explained the situation and gotten her work for the week. If they still hadn’t caught Keenan by then, she would have to come up with a different plan.
“What about just covering his face with a mask? Wouldn’t that make it impossible for the facial recognition to read his intent?”
Roland seemed to grimace, but he nodded. “There would still be some indicators—the program looks at background data, social media patterns, certain key words—but immediate intent is what it was designed to target. So yeah, to answer your question, but that’s why the details of how it works weren’t leaked.”
Maura nodded. “But Keenan stole the code, so he knows how to get around it.”
“I believe so, yes.”
So they wouldn’t be able to count on anything to warn them of an impending attack. No, of course not, why would they be so lucky?
Restless, she rubbed her arms. Roland’s office looked mostly like the one at Accendo. It had large windows, a conference table, and an enormous desk. Seeing the table had made her think of the first time they’d had sex, of letting him take her in full view of the offices across the street.
“I was thinking about the story you told me, about what happened when you were a kid.”
He stopped typing and turned around to look at her. She’d never seen him dressed so casually before, unless you considered naked casual. His dark hair was mussed, but the soft shirt he was wearing clung to the cut muscles of his chest and concealed the perfectly flat stomach beneath. Jeans encased his legs, and his beautiful feet were covered in socks. She could almost convince herself that he was just a normal guy.
“Yes?”
“I don’t think it’s a coincidence that the chemical stolen from DAVIENS is used in dry cleaning.”
His face closed, but he nodded his agreement. “I know. It’s a message. There are dozens of more suitable chemicals for making a bomb.”
“It will still do plenty of damage if he uses it. I hope you’re right about him coming after us and not anyone else.”
He stood and walked over to her, wrapping her in his arms. “Me, too,” he said to the top of her head.
She let him hold her for several long seconds, and then she pushed him away, letting her eyes drift down his body. They might be pretending to be together, but she knew that the total of their relationship was the sum of good sex and Keenan Shy. She was going to enjoy the sex while it lasted.
“I think we need a break,” she said. “Meet me in my room in ten minutes.”




LATER THAT EVENING, Maura stood in front of the full-length mirror in her room. Maddie lay on the bed, Hannibal and Porkchop snoozing together next to her. She was supposed to be working on her geometry assignment, but she’d been watching Maura get ready instead.
“You look beautiful,” the girl told her, awe in her voice. “I didn’t know you could look like that.”
Maura hadn’t known she could look like this, either. She smoothed the dress down over her ribs, telling herself that it was stupid to be so nervous.
“Where are you going to put your gun?”
“That’s my girl.” Maura smiled. “I don’t know. I hate to carry it in my purse, but I can’t think of how I could conceal it in this dress, or get to it if I really needed it.”
Maddie picked up the small hard-case clutch from where Maddie had laid it on the bed and opened it, looking inside.
“It should fit your gun and some lipstick.”
Maura smiled at her. “All a girl needs.”
“Yeah,” Maddie agreed, nodding.
Giving the mirror one last look, Maura walked over to the bed and sat next to her niece. “I’m sorry about all this, you know. It must be hard to be away from school, your friends.”
Maddie shrugged. “It’s cool. I like it here. I do miss my friends, but it’s okay.”
“I notice you’re hanging out with Justin quite a bit.”
The girl flushed. “No. He’s just around. Don’t embarrass me or anything.”
Really concerned now, Maura ran a hand over the girl’s hair. “You know he’s a lot older, right? He hasn’t—”
Maddie brushed her hand aside. “God, Maura. No. He barely talks to me. Most of the time he just asks me about you, about how you’re like my aunt but you take care of me and stuff.”
“About me?”
“Yeah,” Maddie said sourly. “I think he likes you.” She folded her skinny arms over her chest.
Amused, Maura stood up and added her gun and badge to the purse. “Why don’t you help me with the lipstick?”
The girl bounded off the bed, all too excited to dig through the ridiculous amount of makeup that Roland had included in a package from Barneys. “Nothing too pink. It looks horrible with your hair.”
“Why, thank you,” Maura said wryly.
The girl ran over to the vanity and began opening the lipstick boxes. “But I don’t think there’s anything here that won’t look good on you.” She opened a Tom Ford matte lipstick in velvet cherry. “I like this one.”
Maura took it from her and applied it carefully, pressing her lips together in a smack.
“Well, what do you think?”
“I think that you should always wear lipstick, especially now that you’re dating Roland.”
“Oh yeah? Why’s that?”
“He’s rich and really famous and stuff. I bet he wants his girlfriend to wear lipstick all the time.”
Maura snorted. “When have I ever worn lipstick every day?”
Raising her eyebrows, Maddie shrugged. “Never. But I thought it would be different now.”
Maura pressed her forehead against her niece’s. “I know everything’s crazy and I’m dating Roland, but I’m still the same. And a woman should always wear lipstick for herself, not some man.”
“Can I try some?”
Maura looked at her niece, only twelve and wanting to wear lipstick. “Promise not to tell Grandpa?”
The girl grinned.

Snow had begun falling as they rode to the restaurant where they were meeting Roland’s friends. Maura swallowed nervously as the limo pulled up to the valet stand. “Okay, so how do we play this?”
“Don’t worry about it. Just be yourself.”
She gave him a look as she wrapped a cashmere cape around herself in preparation to leave the car. “Uh-huh. I don’t think so.”
“This is going to work.”
His cheeks were freshly shaven, the smooth planes of his face glowing in the golden light from gas lamps outside the restaurant. “Kiss me.”
With a faintly quizzical expression, he complied, bending forward to kiss her, his lips taking hers slowly, thoroughly, as if he were savoring the taste of her. Maura gripped the back of his head and kissed him in return, sliding her tongue along his, tasting him.
The door to the limo opened, letting in light and an icy blast of air.
Maura released his head and licked her lips, tasting him. “Okay,” she murmured, and landed a quick peck on his lips. “Let’s do this.”
She heard him chuckle as she stepped from the limo. The valet took her hand to help her out, and she stood, freezing while Roland stepped out of the vehicle in his suit and coat. He’d pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and was wiping lipstick off his mouth.
“Shit.” Maura raised a hand to her lips.
“Roland!” A man’s voice shouted. Maura turned to see Milton and Regina in the door of the restaurant. “Hurry up.” Nick and Blake were standing nearby, blond heads shining in the light. The four of them together looked like an advertisement for high-end vehicles.
Roland stepped up next to her and took her elbow, walking with her toward his friends.
“I need to fix—” Maura gestured to her lips.
She’d been speaking to Roland, but Blake overheard and took her arm. “Come on, Maura, Regina. Let’s powder our noses.”
“I’ve always wanted to say that,” Regina said, her voice wistful.
Blake grinned.
Maura refrained from rolling her eyes, but it was a near thing. “I’ll be right back,” she told Roland.
“Of course, sweetheart,” he replied.
She blinked at the appellation. It all just seemed so surreal, the beautiful clothes, the beautiful people, and Roland Chandler smiling down at her and calling her pet names.
“Thanks, baby,” she replied, putting her hand on his chest. Her smile might have been just a little too sweet because he laughed.
He picked up the hand on his chest and placed a kiss on her knuckles.
“Oh, you’re very welcome.”

“All right,” Milton said as soon as the women left for the restroom. “What the hell is going on?”
Roland had known that his friends would wonder what was going on as soon as he called them and asked if they would join him and Maura for dinner. He’d only explained that he had a new plan for dealing with Keenan, and that he needed their help, starting with an evening out.
Nick had protested the loudest, not wanting to put Blake in any danger, but Roland had explained that he’d had this restaurant and four others swept for explosives and listening devices, and that security was stationed both outside and inside all four restaurants. He hadn’t told them which one they were meeting at until fifteen minutes beforehand.
“I told you I’d explain later.”
“Explain now. I know you were trying to get friendly with her to get ahold of the letters, but ‘sweetheart’? ‘Baby’? You’ve never called a woman ‘sweetheart’ in your life.” Milton paused in his diatribe. “Well, other than Blake.”
Nick scowled.
“All right. The fast version is that I’m trying to get Keenan to reveal himself by presenting Maura as my fiancée. We’re hoping he’ll target her and leave everyone else alone.”
“Your what?” Milton asked.
He’d known they’d find the idea a little difficult to believe. “My fiancée.”
“You’re going to ask her to marry you just so you can catch Keenan?” Nick clarified.
“No, we’re going to pretend that we’re in love and engaged. Not actually get engaged.”
Frowning, Milton said, “I’m confused. So you bought her clothes, shoes, the whole shebang. She and her whole family are in your house. And you’re going to put a rock on her finger?”
“Tonight.” Roland nodded, taking a long sip of his scotch.
“Tonight?”
Exasperated, Roland said, “Will you stop exclaiming like a teenage girl?”
“And how would you know what— Oh, right, you’re living with a twelve-year-old.” Milton snickered, and then seemed to lose it entirely. “Roland. With a preteen. And an old man who hates him.”
“And a dog and a ferret, if that makes you happy.”
“A ferret!” Milton hooted. “I have to see this.”
Annoyed, Roland leaned back in his chair, away from Milton and his snorts of laughter.
“You have to admit, it’s kind of funny,” Nick said, much more levelly, though his eyes were laughing.
“It’s just until we catch Keenan. I’m sure that he’s going to focus his attention on Maura and me now that we’re engaged. We’re going to make ourselves as public as possible while you guys stay safe.”
“I don’t like this idea,” Milton said soberly, all his humor gone now that they were once again talking about Keenan. “Keenan is too dangerous for you to just stand in the middle of the field with a target painted on your head. And why involve Maura?”
“Maura refused to stay out of it,” Roland argued, maybe a little too strongly. He hadn’t wanted to involve Maura in the first place, didn’t want anything to happen to her, but he couldn’t see any way to keep her safe, either, not when she wouldn’t drop her hunt for Keenan.
“So what do you want us to do?” Nick interjected, holding out his hands like the referee at a prizefight.
Roland explained his plan, which included having security follow him and Maura to every event, but also getting Milton and Nick to track any messages that Keenan might send via proxy servers and to monitor surveillance and any chatter they could track down on the Darknet.
“No offense, Roland, but that’s a pretty vague plan,” Nick said, scowling.
“I’m all ears if you have a better one.” Roland spread his arms and waited, knowing that if they were able to think of a better plan, they would have shared it already.
His two best friends looked at each other and finally shrugged. “All right, we’ll trust you.” Milton leaned forward into Roland’s space. “Can we see the ring?”

Maura looked at her reflection in the mirror of the restaurant bathroom as she fixed her lipstick, avoiding meeting the eyes of the other two women, whose expressions were just a little too curious. They were both wearing bright colors as well, Blake in red and Regina in a deep blue.
“You’re beautiful,” Blake assured her, accepting the cloth handed to her by the attendant.
“Thanks,” Maura said, and swallowed. There was no reason to be nervous; she was only pretending to get engaged.
Regina stepped up to the mirror as well, patting the back of her French twist to make sure it was still secure. “I have to say, I’m pretty surprised we’re out tonight, especially with what happened at the police station. Blake, I thought Nick would have you locked up till next Christmas at the very least.”
Blake pursed her lips. “I know, it’s weird.” She narrowed her eyes at Maura. “You wouldn’t happen to know what the boys are up to, would you?”
Maura started to deny it, but both women were studying her with knowing expressions. She huffed. “Damn. I bet Nick and Milton aren’t able to keep any secrets from you two.”
Blake smiled sweetly. “They know what happens when they do.”
“You’re kind of scary,” Maura told her with a laugh. “I don’t think I knew that about you.”
Pulling out her own tube of lipstick, Blake touched up her makeup. “I’m a quick learner. With our boys, you have to stay on your toes.”
Regina agreed. “So tell us, Maura. Why exactly are we here?”

Roland had arranged for a reporter from The Globe to be in the restaurant and seated close enough to photograph the proposal, but he found himself irritated with the idea and wished that he’d made other plans.
Patting his pocket, he checked for the presence of the ring again, startled when he didn’t feel the small jeweler’s box. He had refused to show the ring to Milton, not wanting to cause a scene prior to the big event, but clearly Milton hadn’t taken no for an answer.
“You’re pretty distracted tonight,” Milton said next to him, looking at the ring. “You suck, you know. This is bigger than the one I gave Regina.”
Normally Milton wouldn’t have been able to remove the ring without Roland noticing. “It’s just for show,” he snarled. Maybe doing this in public had been a bad idea. The ring he’d chosen, a three-and-a-half-carat emerald-cut Harry Winston with two baguette side stones, sparkled in the light of the chandelier overhead.
“Yeah?” Milton looked doubtful. “I’m no expert, but I think this is the kind of ring a man gives a woman he intends to keep.”
“Speaking of women,” Nick said, nodding toward the three women as they approached the table. Milton snapped the ring box shut. A second later, Roland felt the gentle tug as the ring was deposited back in his pocket.
Maura’s hair shone like light through a glass of red wine, and her eyes, as gray as morning fog, looked even bigger than usual. She was short compared to the two other women, a small figure of creamy white skin and red hair.
“I get to be best man,” Milton informed him in a quiet voice.
“Shut up, Milton,” Roland replied, standing as the women reached the table. He pulled out Maura’s chair, while Nick and Milton did the same for Blake and Regina.
When everyone was seated, the maître d’ came to the table and discussed the chef’s creations for the evening while another waiter poured the wine that Roland had selected. Maura listened attentively, but her mind was clearly elsewhere. She was scanning the room, undoubtedly looking for possible threats—once a cop, always a cop. He would bet his Rolls she’d put her gun in the clutch she held in her lap.
His plan was to give her the ring during the dessert course, with a short speech to toast their engagement, but about halfway through dinner, Milton began talking about Keenan.
“You’re sure the hospital is protected from Keenan, right?”
Maura paused while eating a winter vegetable medley, her eyes going to Roland’s.
Roland nodded to reassure her and turned on Milton. “You made the plans yourself. You know everything we’ve done to keep the kids safe.”
“Yeah, I’m asking if you think it’s enough.”
Enough? Nothing was ever enough with Keenan. “I think that it’s all we can do.” He didn’t say that Keenan was using MOMENT to find bombers, that he had funding and protection from some of the most powerful and ruthless drug lords, gangsters, and terrorist groups out there, and that he was completely without conscience. Milton knew that already, as did everyone else at the table.
He didn’t realize that he’d clamped his free hand over his watch, or that he was scowling, until he felt Maura’s hand on his knee, comforting him.
He stared at the hand, uncertain of what the gesture meant, if it even meant anything. He was surprised to find that it helped, her hand on his leg, her support, where once she would have scorned him. He took her hand and squeezed briefly before letting it go.
“Maura and I have an announcement,” he began softly. He didn’t get up, but out of the corner of his eye, he saw the photographer from The Globe adjust the angle on his shot. Ignoring him, Roland focused on Maura instead, at the calm determination in those gray eyes.
“While we didn’t meet under the best of circumstances, and we haven’t really gotten to know each other until recently . . .”
Milton snorted.
Ignoring him, Roland continued. “And it’s an amazing thing, to get to know someone and realize that you love them, that they love you in return. It fills you up, makes you a home. I didn’t believe in love as anything but a means to an end before I met Maura, but now I know that it’s more than that.”
He drew out the ring, opening the box carefully, noting with some disbelief that his hands weren’t quite steady.
“Maura O’Halloran, will you marry me?”
Her eyes were huge in her face and she looked incredulous. Roland felt something like panic invade his muscles. What was she feeling? Was she going to cry? Maybe he should have gone over the speech with her first. Now she looked pissed. Shit, he’d overdone it.
She swallowed gamely and smiled for the benefit of the audience. “Yes, Roland Chandler. I will marry you.”
Leaning forward with her fingers splayed, she allowed him to slide the diamond on her finger.
“Nice speech,” she murmured.
“Thanks,” he replied, eyeing her askance. So why do I feel like I’m going to pay for it?




BY FRIDAY OF that week, Maura had had her fill of the spotlight that surrounded Roland. Her feet hurt from wearing heels, she was exhausted, and the next time a reporter shoved a camera in her face, she was going to arrest the bastard. And still no sign of Keenan. No threatening texts, no leads on location, nothing. Maddie was itching to go back to school and see her friends. Justin was once again burying himself in his headphones, and her father spent his time playing poker with the staff and bugging her about the status of the case.
On the way home from yet another dinner at yet another incredibly expensive restaurant, Maura leaned against Roland’s shoulder, so tired that her eyes were crossing in her head. He’d hired a driver for the week, a man named Vincent, so that he wouldn’t risk leaving the car unsupervised.
Yawning, she snuggled closer to him and closed her eyes. “I don’t see how you do this. Do reporters really follow you around like this all the time?”
He stroked her hair. “It’s much worse than usual, but it’s not surprising. We’re engaged, which I’ve never done before, and my car was blown up last week.”
She shook her head against his shoulder and leaned back, smiling drowsily. “That’s not it. They don’t care that we’re engaged as much as they care that you’re dating me—a non-fashion model—and that you’re a billionaire.”
He kissed her, his hands stroking up and down her body. “Well, it’s certainly a hardship to date you. I don’t know how I manage it, really.”
“Me, either,” she murmured, and stroked his hair, his ears, the stubble on his chin.
He stared at her, but she couldn’t quite read his expression in the dark interior of the limo. “Why don’t you sleep?” he said finally. “You look exhausted. I’ll hold you until we get home.”
They had lunch with his parents the next morning—lunch instead of dinner because his parents were planning to head out of town. Maura’s stomach, already in a knot from waiting to hear from Keenan, clenched even tighter at the idea of meeting Roland’s mother. His mother. It just made the whole thing seem all too real.
“I can’t sleep.” She sighed. “I think I can sleep and then wham, I’m awake again.” It didn’t help that she still snuck back into her room every morning. Still, she snuggled into his arms. Soon, this whole illusion would be gone. She wanted to enjoy it while it lasted.
“We can work out when we get home. Maybe that will help you relax.”
They’d been working out in his gym every morning for the past week. He liked martial arts and swimming while she preferred lifting weights and running, but he took working out to a whole new level. His body, sculpted as it was, turned her on so much that more often than not they ended up having sex before they were finished.
“You know what might help?” she suggested softly, shifting so that she was facing him in his lap and tugging at the tie around his neck. Silky and soft, it slid through her fingers as she slowly loosened the knot.
“Indeed,” he replied, placing his hands on her hips. “That would help a great deal.”
Smiling to herself, she placed a kiss in the hollow of his throat. “How much time do I have before we get to the house?”
Roland checked his watch. “Maybe forty-five minutes.”
“I can do a lot with forty-five minutes,” she purred.
“I know it,” he replied.
She started by grazing her teeth along his collarbone. “I liked what you did to me the other night,” she whispered. He’d put her on a table in his bedroom and turned out all the lights. He’d put noise-canceling headphones in her ears and played cello music while he massaged every inch of her body.
“Good,” he groaned as she flicked his nipples with her fingertips.
“Maybe I could return the favor?”
“Here?” He didn’t have massage oil, headphones, or any intention of being buck-naked in the back of a limo.
“Yes, here,” she ordered. “Turn up the radio and lie on your stomach.”
He chuckled. “I don’t think so.”
Perturbed, she gripped both sides of his shirt and ripped downward, sending buttons scattering throughout the limo. “That’s not the right answer.”
He grinned at her. He couldn’t help himself. She was the funniest damn thing. So fierce and so . . . cute. Though she’d hate it if he said that out loud.
“I liked this shirt.”
“You can buy a new one.”
Shoving his shirt aside, she ran her hands over his chest repeatedly, arching her hips and back with every downward stroke. He knew she could feel the erection beneath her, knew that she was rubbing herself over him, making herself feel good.
He gripped her hips. “Maura—”
“Shut up. The partition is up.”
He could smell her. The earthy scent of her mixed with that smoky perfume, and he slid his hand roughly between her legs, over the silky panties he’d bought for her. They were damp, so damp that he was unsurprised to find her dripping wet and slippery inside, so ready for him that he thought she’d come with a few quick strokes of his fingers. He ripped them off and tossed them aside.
“Wait for me, baby,” he ordered her, and quickly undid his fly, freeing his erection. She immediately bent and tried to take him in her mouth, briefly grazing his head before he was able to yank her back up. He didn’t think he could last if she put that hot mouth on him, not right now. Not this time.
With a groan, he lifted her with one arm and used the other to part her for his entrance, sliding the thick head of his cock into the tight grip of her pussy. Her body resisted at first, as it always did, but then she arched and shivered, forcing herself deeper onto him, and he slid all the way inside in one hard thrust.
She gasped and threw her head back, her hips pressing down fiercely, and Roland had the thought that he wouldn’t mind doing this for the rest of his life, sinking his cock into Maura O’Halloran, letting that tight little body squeeze him, while she made smart comments and put away bad guys. She liked being a detective—he couldn’t imagine her giving that up, but would she be willing to live with him as well, and with the irritation of having the press follow him around? With his other women, he’d known exactly what they wanted. With her, he wasn’t sure what she wanted beyond catching Keenan, or if she really wanted him at all.
“God, I’m going to come,” she moaned. “Just keep doing that.”
Roland kept up the slow, steady motion of his hips, sliding lusciously in and out of her wet heat, pumping inside her in short, hard thrusts while she held his head against the bodice of her dress. She was still wearing it; he’d simply shoved it up around her hips. Reaching up, he tugged the neckline down roughly and freed one breast from the confines of her bra.
Suckling strongly, he settled her more deeply on him, spreading her thighs so that her knees were braced even farther on either side of his hips and he was taking her, fucking her, marking her as his with every thrust of his cock between her legs. He wanted her to know, know that she was his.
“God. Roland. Yes.”
“Tell me you’re mine,” he ordered, holding himself still inside her.
“I’m yours,” she agreed immediately, arching toward him. “All yours.”
The words broke something in him, the binds around some savage, long-buried part that selfishly took what it wanted without thought or regret, the part of him that was his father’s son. She’d said she was his. He was going to hold her to that.
With a fierce grunt, he thrust upward while pulling down on her hips, and she screamed, arching her head, and he came as well, letting her fierce contractions milk him until they were both limp, settled against each other like survivors of a crash, holding on for dear life.
She fell asleep like that, her head on his chest, and it was all he could do to straighten her clothing without waking her. When they arrived back at the house, he wrapped her carefully in her coat and stepped out of the limo with her in his arms.
“Would you like some help, sir?” Gert offered as Roland approached the door.
Hugging her a little closer, Roland replied. “Thanks, Gert.” He stepped across the threshold. “I’ve got her.”




MAURA KNEW SOMETHING was up as soon as they reached the seafood restaurant where they were meeting Roland’s parents. Actually, she’d thought something was up since she and Roland had fucked in the limo last night, but she wasn’t sure what could be bothering him. She’d woken up alone in his bed, and he was back to being uncommunicative with her, though nothing had changed that she could tell.
She’d been on the phone with Bert that morning, and he’d said there’d been a lot of chatter at the station about what was going on with the shooting—or what was not going on—and her extended absence.
“I’m telling you, Maur, there’s talk that you’ve just given up everything for Roland and his money. I think even the captain is starting to believe it.”
“Give me a break, Bert. No one can possibly believe that.” Well, the plan was for Keenan to believe it, but she really hadn’t anticipated that her fellow officers would think her so impulsive.
“You haven’t seen yourself in the papers. You look at the man like he’s a god, Maur. No joke.”
She’d actually found the picture he was referring to, taken at a restaurant in Beacon Hill: she was smiling up at Roland as he bent to say something in her ear. If she hadn’t known better, she wouldn’t have believed that the woman in the photograph was actually her—but she’d never smiled at a man like that in her life, especially not one who was currently avoiding serious conversation.
“What is it?” she hissed as they entered a small area where his parents were already waiting.
He squeezed the hand he was holding, the one with the massive rock on it, and murmured, “I’ll tell you when we leave.”
Narrowing her eyes, she nevertheless managed a polite smile for his mother and the former representative as Roland introduced them. Roland’s mother was dark haired and slender, with a long face and strong bones, just like Roland had. Maura didn’t know why, but for some reason she’d assumed that Roland looked like his father.
“It’s so nice to meet you,” Maura said to Roland’s mother, wishing she didn’t sound like such an ass-kisser. She couldn’t help it; the woman made her think of the nuns at her Catholic school.
“Yes, you as well,” she replied. “My son’s taste has improved. I’m so glad, since it seems he’s asked you to marry him.”
Guilt made Maura’s smile slip, just a little, but Roland’s hand at her back steadied her. “Yes, well, it was a surprise to me as well.”
“Was it? Roland, how long did you say you’d been dating Maura, darling?”
Jack Chandler interrupted. “Come, Jessica, we can talk to them at the table.”
“Yes, of course,” Jessica Chandler agreed, but her steely gaze was fixed on Roland and Maura.
When she turned away to follow the waiter back to their table, Maura tugged on Roland’s arm to hold him back. “I see where you get it now,” she muttered. “Is she always that intense?”
“I’m afraid so,” he replied, looking amused. “Don’t let her intimidate you.”
Maura straightened her shoulders. “She doesn’t intimidate me.”
“Good.” He pulled out his phone again for the third time in the past ten minutes.
“And neither do you. Tell me what’s going on.” Her phone hadn’t made a peep. If it was something to do with Keenan, she should have heard from Bert.
Leaning down so he wouldn’t be overhead by anyone, he whispered, “They tried to break my father out of jail.”
Maura inhaled sharply and grabbed his tie. “Did they catch him?”
Shaking his head in frustration, he said, “No. Keenan killed two guards, but escaped. He didn’t succeed in freeing my father, though.”
“Well, that’s something,” Maura murmured, her jaw tightening. “Maybe this was a stupid idea. It doesn’t even seem like Keenan has noticed our little plan.” She waved the ring at him.
A muscle was twitching in Roland’s jaw, but his voice was still soft as he said, “That’s how I know it’s working. He’s coming up with something new.”
“Let’s tell your parents we need to meet with them another time. We need to get to the prison, talk to your father, find out what happened.”
“Not yet. Let’s eat lunch. We won’t be able to speak to my father for several hours, anyway. He’s being interviewed by just about everyone, from the FBI, to Interpol, to the Department of Corrections.”
“Are you even going to be able to get in to see him?”
He gave her an eloquent look.
“Of course you are,” Maura muttered. “But we can’t just go to lunch like nothing has happened.”
“Sure we can. That’s exactly what we’re going to do.”
So, a half hour later, Maura found herself eating an excellent halibut and wondering why she was making chitchat while Keenan was probably getting away. She’d been surreptitiously trying to check her phone, but every time she looked down, she felt the evil eye of Roland’s mother burning into her skull.
At one point, Roland and his stepfather got up to speak to one of Roland’s associates, and Maura was left alone with the woman, much to her dismay.
“I know you aren’t really going to marry my son,” Jessica began as soon as the men were out of earshot.
Maura blinked. How did she know that? “I’m sorry?”
“Don’t play dumb, dear. It doesn’t suit you.”
Snapping her mouth shut, Maura straightened in her chair. “I don’t know why you would—”
“Women like you don’t marry men like my son. Women like you marry nice boring men, have an appropriate number of children, and die of an illness, or in your case, a shootout with some crazed lunatic. My son needs a woman of refinement.”
“Maybe your son is tired of the Barbie dolls you seem to think are appropriate,” Maura snapped back. She was refined, damn it.
“So you actually think you’re good enough for my son.”
“Yes,” Maura hissed, incensed. “And I know I love him a lot more than any of those twits you call refined and I call gold-digging—”
“Maura, are you all right?” Roland asked, approaching the table warily.
Maura realized she was half standing as she verbally flayed Roland’s mother. His mother. “I’m sorry. I—”
“We’re fine, darling,” his mother interrupted. “Maura and I were just having a disagreement over how many grandchildren you’re going to give me. I have my heart set on four.”




LATER THAT AFTERNOON, as they waited in the visitors’ room at the prison, Roland realized that he hadn’t been to the prison to see his father in some time, but he remembered the dingy gray room with a single wooden table and folding chairs. Cameras occupied the corners of the room, red eyes glowing in the dimness, and Roland knew that every word they said would be processed, recorded, and examined by a dozen sets of eyes. It seemed like every agency in North America and Europe was interested in the whereabouts of Keenan Shy.
When his father finally arrived, Roland was unsurprised to see that the man was smiling, his hair slightly mussed over his bald pate. Crawly Cozen was smiling, as always.
“Roland, my son. Can’t imagine what brings you here. Miss me, did you?”
His wrists were cuffed to a short chain at his waist, which ran to a set of leg irons. He was clean-shaven, also as always, but there was a cut above his left eyebrow, and his bottom lip looked swollen.
“Hello, Father.”
His dad’s gaze, never still, ventured to Maura. He recognized her, of course. Crawly had an excellent memory for faces. “Hello again, Detective. Any luck with that problem you were having?”
Maura had no patience for the old man’s games. She set her elbows on the table and cocked her head at him. “You know where he is, don’t you?”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about. Say, have you got a cigarette? Lost my last one yesterday, during all that ruckus.”
Ruckus. Meaning the near escape. How angry was his father beneath the charm and polite words? Angry enough that he might let something slip? Roland wasn’t sure, but it was worth a shot.
“I heard about that. Sorry it didn’t work out,” Roland said with silky menace. “Seems like somebody warned the warden ahead of time.”
His father’s gaze landed on him, and the constant mask of affability slipped, just for a moment, just long enough for Roland to see that Crawly was indeed furious and he hadn’t known, up until that moment, that Roland had been the reason the escape plan had failed.
By the time he spoke, however, the man’s charm was back in full force. “I imagine I’ll breathe free air again soon enough. I try not to worry about these things,” he said to Maura, including her in the conversation.
“I’ll bet,” she said sarcastically.
Crawly leaned back on his chair legs, pressing his lips together as if considering some deep and complex equation. “So, you want to know where Keenan is? Maybe I’ll tell you.”
“Maybe you won’t,” Roland finished for him. “What’s the game, Father?”
His father spread his hands. Nothing up my sleeve. “No game. An even trade.”
Roland knew better than to even suggest such a thing. One, there was no such thing as an even trade with Crawly, and two, odds were that Crawly had already made a deal with one of the other agencies that had interviewed him since the escape yesterday.
“What do you want?” Maura asked, though she, too, sounded extremely doubtful that the man was serious. Her ring flashed in the dim light, and Roland saw Crawly’s attention sharpen on the diamond.
“Nothing much. A piece of truth, really; nothing that’ll cost you anything.”
“What kind of truth?” Roland put a restraining arm on Maura’s back, although he wasn’t sure if he was restraining her or himself. He wasn’t going to like this. He knew he wasn’t going to like it one bit.
His father grinned, revealing teeth that had lost a great deal of their pearly whiteness. “The painful kind.”
“In exchange for what?”
“Not Keenan’s location. ’Cause I don’t know that.”
“Don’t you?” Maura waved a hand to indicate the prison. “Clearly you’re communicating somehow.”
Crawly ran a tongue over his teeth. “Trust me, you want to hear what I have to tell you. I just hope it’s not too late.”
A feeling of dread, one that he was getting used to, crawled up Roland’s spine. “What truth do you want to hear, you bastard?”
Crawly made a clucking noise and leaned forward with his hands clasped together. “Watch your mouth, son. We’re in front of a lady.”
Seething, Roland waited, knowing that the sooner he stopped encouraging the old man, the sooner he would start talking. One of the fluorescent lights above their head buzzed intermittently, and there were water rings on the table. He wondered just how many times his father had freed himself from his restraints, how many times his jailers would realize that they were missing keys, wallets, cell phones. His father could not be trusted within easy reach of anyone.
“That’s a beautiful diamond you have there. Can I see it?” Crawly said to Maura.
“I don’t think so,” Roland replied for her.
Maura gave him a look but didn’t contradict him.
His father hooted. “Just what do you think I’d do with something like that in here? Ask my cellmate to marry me?”
“What ‘truth’ do you want?”
The old man stared at him for a moment, rubbing the graying stubble on his face. “What do I want? What do I want? True love, I think. Five minutes of true love with that little Chinese whore that used to work the docks.”
“That’s it.” Roland stood as if to leave, but Maura tugged him back down, giving him the “Sit down and shut up” look that he’d never gotten from a woman before in his life. He rather liked it.
“What do you mean ‘true love’?” Maura continued.
“Well, suppose I asked Roland here to make a choice between keeping you and finding Keenan. What would you choose, son? The lady or the tiger?”
Roland ignored the reference to the short story in which there was no ending, focusing instead on the hypothetical buried in the beginning of his father’s question. “Is that what you’re asking?”
“Or maybe I want to know about you, dear detective.” He made as if to lay a hand on top of Maura’s, but she pulled them away. His chains clinked against each other as he took her withdrawal in stride.
“What do you want to know about me?” She slid her hands into her lap, farther away from Crawly.
“All right. Here’s my question: Who do you love most in this world?”
At last, a real question. And directed at Maura. “Why do you want to know that?”
“Because I’m endlessly curious about people, darling, about their fears and foibles, if you will.”
“How will you know whether or not I’m lying?”
Crawly leaned back again, tapping the tips of his fingers together. “Ah, but Roland will tell you that I can read faces, bodies, eyes. That’s how you fool people, you see. You lie with your whole body, not just your words.”
“My niece,” she said, and looked at Roland. Her face remained calm, but beneath the table, she’d grabbed his thigh in a death grip.
“Even more than Roland?”
“Differently than Roland,” she said.
She loves me. Or was she just saying that to his father? Why say it at all then? Shut the fuck up and pay attention, Roland ordered himself.
“So if you were offered a choice: Your hunt for your brother’s killer or your niece’s life, which would you choose?”
Roland froze. Maddie. Had Keenan somehow gotten to Maddie without his realizing it?
Her face had paled, but she met his father’s stare head on. “I would choose my niece,” she practically snarled. “What have you done?”
“Me?” Crawly said lazily. “I haven’t done anything.”




MAURA TRIED MADDIE’S cell phone again. Nothing. Damn it.
They’d left the prison as quickly as possible, but there was red tape, security checks, debriefings. It was an hour at least before they were on their way back to Roland’s house in Dover, the Wraith speeding along the highways.
“Call Gert back. She’s probably down by the skating rink.”
“She’s not there, Maura, he’s already looked.”
“Don’t you have security cameras? Have them look and find out where she went.”
“They’re checking them now.”
His voice was calm, too calm. No doubt for her benefit. She probably sounded like she was losing it. She’d never felt quite like this, not in all the time she was working as a detective. On cases, she was able to distance herself, at least a little, from what was going on, but with her niece, it just wasn’t possible.
Roland’s phone rang again, the number of the house phone appearing on screen. Roland answered using the car’s voice commands.
“This is Roland.”
“Roland, it’s Gert. She left the property with Justin an hour ago. They went out the back gate toward the storage garage, and the camera caught them riding snowmobiles west. She was carrying ice skates.”
“I told her not to go anywhere without a security escort. Justin knows better as well.”
“Yes, sir. Well, they are both teenagers.”
Roland glanced away from the road to look at Maura. Maddie wasn’t even a teenager. She was twelve, for God’s sake. She felt hollow, like someone had reached inside and ripped out all her internal organs. “Let’s hope that’s all this is. Have the security team sweep the area. There should be GPS tracking on the snowmobiles. Get it pulled up, but in the meantime, focus on the frozen pond on the west end of the property. I don’t know how they know about it, but perhaps one of the servants mentioned it.”
“Maybe.” Gert sounded doubtful. “But why head out in the cold to a frozen pond when you have a perfectly good skating rink right here?”
“I don’t know. Keep me posted. We’ll be there as soon as we can.”
Roland ended the call and focused on the road. Maura clutched her phone in her hands and prayed, hoping that the phone would ring again and it would be Gert saying that the kids had been found, safe and sound.
But there was no such call, and when Roland pulled up to the security gate, the guard inside the small building was on his walkie-talking, speaking to someone.
“They found them, sir,” the guard said to Roland. “But you aren’t going to like it.”

Maura had never ridden on a snowmobile in her life, but she accepted the keys and helmet Roland handed her without hesitation. He showed her quickly that there was a radio inside the helmet she was wearing. Her father had followed them from the house, pumping his arms to keep up with them as they’d run to the storage shed.
“I called the police, but I don’t know anyone in Dover. Don’t know when they’ll be here or what they’ll do when they arrive.”
Roland handed her father a radio. “Here. Radio the man at the entrance to the property that the police are on their way. We’re also going to need the bomb squad, so call them back and see if they have one. If not, we’ll have to go farther afield.”
“Bomb squad,” her father repeated, his face pale.
Roland didn’t answer. Walking over to Maura, he helped her move the snowmobile over to the ramp that led away from the building.
“Follow me,” he ordered. “And when we get there, let me talk to him, okay?”
Maura nodded. She felt like if she said anything, she would lose it and run to the pond on foot.
“Get her back, Maura,” her father shouted as they started the engines. “You bring her back to us.”
Maura waved at him and gripped the handles as Roland took off in front of her in a spray of snow, his dark figure already blurring as he raced ahead. Gunning the engine, Maura followed him at a velocity that made her whole body shake.
Fifteen minutes later, they approached the lake, where Roland’s security was already gathered, one group having arrived by Jeep via a trail, and another group arriving by snowmobile. Dressed in dark-colored gear complete with flak jackets, they moved like an elite military unit, their movements coordinated and precise. She’d bet they were former military, likely SEALs, Mossad, MI5. She’d known they were on the property, but she hadn’t seen them until today.
Roland was already off his snowmobile when she pulled up, his helmet set aside, talking to the leader of his group. The man handed him a vest and an earpiece, and Roland was donning the garments as she joined their conversation.
“One kid is down by the side of the lake. Justin. Apparently, he tried to stop the girl from meeting with Garrett.”
Maura looked where the man pointed, horrified when she saw that the kid she presumed was Garrett Morris held her niece in the center of the ice, one arm around her neck while the other held something Maura couldn’t quite make out.
“Is that a gun?” she asked, amazed that her voice came out calm, steady.
“No, ma’am. Detonator.”
Maura let that bit of information settle inside her mind, but didn’t let herself feel anything. He could have been talking about the bus schedule, or a really interesting fact about the weather.
“What is he asking for?” Roland asked, lifting a pair of binoculars up to his eyes.
“He wants to talk to you,” the man said. “And the girl’s aunt. We could barely hear him above the wind, but he was pretty clear about us moving back. Wouldn’t let us get near the other kid, either. Threatened to detonate every time we tried to reason with him.”
Maura nodded. She wanted to be down there already. She wanted to see for herself that her niece was still alive and unharmed.
“Maura—” Roland began, but she cut him off.
“No, Roland. I’m going down there. You’re not going to stop me.”
He stared at her, and she knew what he was thinking, that he could force her to stay, either by incapacitating her himself or by having one of the security members do it. But it would cost him. He was too smart not to know what would happen if he pulled a stunt like that.
“All right. Hanover, get her a vest and an earpiece.”
“Yes, sir.” The man replied immediately, but he looked at her doubtfully. “The vest is going to be big, sir.”
“It’ll have to do,” Roland replied.
Maura knew what Bert would say to her right now. He’d tell her to wait for the cops to get there, SWAT, a hostage negotiator, but she also knew that the likelihood that they would arrive in time was slim, especially with the snow falling the way it was. It was even colder on the ice, where the kid held a detonator clenched in his fist.
“Why would she go with him? We told her that he’d been taking pictures of her for the man who killed her father. What was she thinking?”
“I don’t know,” Roland said, his voice level. “Maybe she thought she loved him. Maybe she thought she could change him.”
Maura heard the edge in his voice and knew that he was thinking of himself. “She’s not that stupid, but maybe she thought that she could catch him.”
He paused, thinking about that. “Like niece, like aunt.”
“Maybe,” Maura said, swallowing. “What are we going to do?”
“Take the vest and earpiece and put on some ski goggles. We’ll go talk to him. In the meantime, we have three snipers in ghillie suits preparing to take a shot.”
“A shot? On that ice? With him holding Maddie like that? I don’t think so.”
He gripped her arms and pulled her close, until their noses were almost touching. His breath frosted in the air in front of her. “Please trust me, Maura.”
Looking into those lake-blue eyes that she knew so well, Maura surrendered, giving him the trust he craved along with the love that she held for him. “All right. All right, I trust you.”
“Good,” he said, nodding behind her. “Suit up.”

Roland didn’t know what Garrett Morris could possibly want from him and Maura, but he suspected that it was nothing good. Likely Keenan had sent the boy to die and take Maura’s niece with him. He’d bet anything that in addition to the detonator the kid was holding, he was also transmitting video from somewhere on his person or in a nearby tree. The only way there was a signal way out here was if the kid had hacked into the house Wi-Fi somehow, which Roland thought unlikely, or he was using a cell signal, in which case he would be pinging the nearest cell tower.
Taking out his phone, he called Milton.
“Milton, listen, it’s an emergency. Hack into the cell tower nearest the west side of my house in Dover and track all the video transmissions that are going out. It’ll be a constant data stream.”
“Roland, what—”
“No questions, just do it,” he ordered and ended the call, then turned back to his head of security. “Hanover, I need a signal jammer in case Keenan tries to remote-detonate.”
“Already on it, boss.” He handed a small black controller over to Roland.
“I thought you had one of those on your phone,” Maura said as she stepped up beside him, dressed in a vest that was a little too big, but it covered her chest, and ski goggles that dominated her face.
“I was lying about that,” he said without apology. “Ready?”
“Yes,” she said, nodding, her lips pressed together grimly. “Let’s go.”
They walked down to the edge of the lake, snow swirling around them as the wind kicked up, gusting strongly enough that Maura stumbled. Roland caught her arm, helping her through the drifts, hoping that when they reached the dark shape that was Justin Robbins, they’d find him alive.
A few minutes later, Maura was going to her knees beside the boy, pulling off her gloves to check for a pulse.
“He’s alive,” she said into the earpiece. “But he’s bleeding from somewhere.”
“Don’t touch him,” a faint voice sounded from over the wind and snow. “Move him and I kill us both.”
Standing, Maura replaced her gloves. “We’re going to have to go out on the ice.”
Roland nodded. “It should be frozen thick enough for our weight.”
“Let’s hope so,” she murmured.
They stepped out onto the ice together and walked slowly toward where the boy was holding Maddie. It felt like forever, each slow step seeming to make the two figures in the distance retreat into a haze of shifting snow, but then they were within a few feet of the kid, and Maura could see effect the cold was having on her niece. Instead of the wide-eyed fear she expected, Maddie’s eyes looked drowsy, her nose and cheeks reddened, but there were frozen tears tracks on her face, and her lower lip quivered.
Garrett Morris wasn’t faring much better. His blond hair was crusted with snow, and his lashes seemed to be stuck together.
“Garrett,” Roland said in a soft voice that was nevertheless loud enough to be heard above the weather. “We’re here. Can you tell us what you want?”
The boy’s teeth were chattering. “I was just supposed to get you out here. So he could see your faces.”
“Keenan?”
The boy nodded. “And then I’m supposed to release this.” He waved the detonator in his hand, but the motion was stiff, jerky.
“I have a better idea,” Roland suggested. “Why don’t you give that to me, and we’ll all go back to the house where it’s warm. We’ll have some cocoa and sit by the fire.”
From the look on the kid’s face, there was nothing he wanted more than to be warm, but it was also clear that he wasn’t going to give in to that desire. Whatever sway Keenan Shy held over him, it was stronger.
“No,” he said, shaking his head. “I have to do it.”
“You don’t,” Roland told him, stepping slightly in front of her. Maura tried to get around him, but he blocked her path. He was also moving closer to the kid, talking in a quick patter that she recognized.
“He said you have to, but you don’t. You know it’s not right, just like you know that you don’t need to die. He’s made you believe something that isn’t true. It’s a trick, see? Like this?”
“Sacrifices must be made,” the kid repeated, but he looked confused by the warm tone and the motion of Roland’s hands.
Without seeing exactly how he did it, Maura was astonished to realize that a few moments later, Roland was touching the boy on his shoulder. The kid looked surprised as well, his eyes widening, but even as he moved to release the switch, it was in Roland’s hand, held securely out of reach.
Maddie began to struggle, pulling at the arm around her throat. Confused, cold, uncertain now that Roland had the switch, the boy looked around as if for help, dragging Maddie backward.
“Maddie!” Maura shouted and went after them, drawing her gun from her hip where she’d secured it earlier.
“He’s got a knife, Maura,” Maddie shouted hoarsely, and Maura saw that the boy did. He’d pulled it out from somewhere in his coat and was holding it at Maddie’s throat. His unsteady grip had already caused a small trickle of blood to start running.
He continued to move backward. “Stop,” Maura shouted. “Garrett Morris, stop and put your hands up.”
“Maura!” Maddie let out a terrified scream as she struggled to pull away, and Maura fired at the boy’s exposed chest, seeing the impact on the boy’s body before she actually heard it. He fell, still holding Maddie, and they tumbled to the ice.
Rushing over to her niece, she pulled the girl free of Garret’s body and set her aside while she kicked away the knife, then checked to see if he was still alive. He wasn’t—all the life had drained from those young eyes. Turning away, she gathered up her niece and held her close, only half listening to the girl’s sobbing apologies. “It’s okay,” she repeated, aware that Roland stood several yards away, the dead man’s switch still in his hand as snow swirled around his feet. “It’s going to be okay.”




FOUR HOURS LATER, Roland explained what had happened to a Dover police officer while Maura sat on the large sofa in the great room at Roland’s house with her arms around Maddie. The girl was wrapped in a thick blanket with a mug of cocoa in her hands. Maura’s father sat nearby, his arthritic hands wrapped together in his lap, but he occasionally reached over and patted the top of his granddaughter’s head.
Justin had been rushed to the hospital with a knife wound to his abdomen, but they thought he was going to be okay. EMTs had examined Maddie and found her cold and in shock, but otherwise in good condition, though it was possible that Maura might strangle her once everything calmed down. The girl had indeed thought that she could catch her father’s killer, and she’d enlisted Justin’s help, though he hadn’t known why she wanted to track down Garrett at the time.
“So you took the detonator from him using a magic trick?” the cop repeated, his eyebrows rising as he made notes.
Roland ignored the sarcasm, wishing he could join Maura on the couch. “Sleight of hand. I distracted him and took it from him. It wasn’t difficult. He was half frozen and scared.”
“And so you just held it until your men were able to diffuse the bomb?”
“Luckily, Maura didn’t set it off when she shot him, and my team was able to disarm it without incident. Several of them are former explosive ordnance disposal experts.”
“Yeah.” The cop tapped his pad of paper with a pencil and looked around the room. “Seems like you have quite a few former military working here for you, Mr. Chandler.” He nodded in Maura’s direction. “Cops, too.”
“She’s my fiancée,” Roland replied for the fifth time.
The man nodded. “All right. Your fiancée. How was it that she came to shoot young Mr. Morris?”
Roland knew that the man had already heard the story but was looking for corroboration, so Roland repeated the story that Maura had told, leaving out the helpless terror he’d felt when he’d seen the knife at Maddie’s throat, when Maura had raised her gun and shot the kid. Knowing her, guilt would tear her up inside unless he distracted her.
“He’s wanted for questioning regarding a car bombing in Boston,” he said after he’d explained what had happened with Maura.
When the cop finally finished asking him questions, Roland was able to leave the room briefly, long enough to make a quick phone call to Milton. He’d texted him as soon as his team disarmed the bomb, telling him to stay where he was, but that there had been an incident.
Wonder of all wonders, his friend had actually listened.
“Roland. Shit. What the hell happened? Are you guys okay?” Milton answered breathlessly.
“We’re all right. Keenan sent that kid, Garrett Morris, to my house with a bomb vest and a dead man’s switch and orders to blow up Maura’s niece while we watched. Were you able to track the video signal?”
“I did you one better, my friend. I was able to locate the address where the video was being sent—a bookstore in your old neighborhood.”
Roland felt his heartbeat pounding in his ears.
“Milton, where are you right now?”
“I’m sitting outside the store in the limo with Shane waiting for Maura’s partner to arrive. I called him when I couldn’t get ahold of you two.”
“Get back. Get away from the bookstore.”
“Why?”
“Milton, just do what I fucking say.”
“All right, all right. Shane—” Roland heard a loud boom and the line went dead.
“Milton!” he shouted. “Goddamn it.”
He tried calling back, but the phone just went straight to voicemail.
“Fuck,” he muttered. He needed to find out if Milton was okay. Maura was probably his best shot of getting through a crime scene quickly, but he’d have to get her to leave Maddie.
His phone rang as he was stalking back into the living room. Unknown number. He stopped where he was in the middle of the hallway.
“Hello.”
“Roland,” his cousin replied. “It’s been a long time.”
Keenan’s smooth baritone voice hadn’t changed, but the liquid, laughing pleasure in his tone set Roland’s teeth on edge. Milton was okay. Milton had to be okay.
“Keenan, what have you done?”
“Me?” Keenan sounded surprised. “Not a thing.”
“That’s right, you get everyone else to do your dirty work.”
“So self-righteous. How exactly are we different? We’re the same, Roland. It’s about time you admitted it.”
Roland continued down the hall. He could hear sirens behind Keenan. He was there, at the site of the explosion. If Milton was okay, if Bert, Maura’s partner could be reached, they stood a chance of catching him.
“Okay, I admit it,” Roland agreed. “Was that all you wanted? To teach me a lesson?”
“Lesson’s not over yet,” Keenan said quietly, and hung up the phone.
Hurrying now, Roland nearly ran into Maura as she came out of the living room.
“What’s going on?” She wrapped her arms around his waist. “Bert just called me. There’s been an explosion and your friend Milton said—”
Gripping her upper arms, he asked, “Is Milton okay? Has Bert talked to him?”
“Yeah, he was talking to him while we were on the phone just a second—” She stopped talking as he wrapped his arms around her and squeezed. After a moment, she hugged him back, even harder than he’d hugged her.
When she released him, she kept her head down and wiped at her eyes. “So, we need to get to Watertown, right? It’s the same bookstore that you and Keenan tried to rob when you were kids?”
“Yes,” he said, nodding. “I think Keenan’s still there, with God knows who helping him now. Angela Wepsic is still unaccounted for. Can you call Bert back? Tell him to warn everyone, including first responders?”
She nodded, already lifting the phone to her ear.
Roland turned away to have the car brought around. Maybe just showing up would bring Keenan out of hiding, though he wasn’t going to count on getting that lucky.
“Roland,” she called out, making him turn, “thank you for saving Maddie.”
Uncomfortable with the gratitude when it was his fault that she’d been in danger, he shook his head, trying to stop her from saying anything else. He didn’t deserve the look he saw in her eyes. He would never deserve it.
“You’re a good man,” she swore in a firm voice. “I’ll meet you in the front of the house in five minutes. I need to change.” She walked away.
Roland watched her go, the bright beacon of her hair shining as she strode through the hallways of his home. She was his home, he realized. The stone, the walls, the wealth that covered every surface was the illusion, and she was the center of his universe.
“Roland,” a voice said from behind him.
He turned, surprised to see Maura’s father, his face looking years older in the space of a day.
“Sir, are you all right?” He needed to get going, but if Maura’s father wasn’t feeling well, he couldn’t just leave him.
The man waved a hand, dismissing Roland’s concern. “I’m fine. I’m fine. Heard about what you did today, saving Maddie. Saving Maura, too, sounds like.”
“It’s my fault that—”
The former detective was shaking his head before Roland even finished the sentence. “You were a kid. A smart kid, but a kid nonetheless. You didn’t kill my son. And you didn’t make Shy into a monster. He is what he is.”
“Yes, sir,” Roland agreed. “But I need—”
“Here.” Her father handed him a grimy file folder wrapped with a rubber band that had been stretched beyond all elasticity, which was how Roland felt, stretched beyond his capacity for thought.
“What’s this?” Roland turned the folder in his hands and read the label on the tab. “Robert O’Halloran” and a case number.
“My own notes from the case against Shy. I’d poke my head in every now and then, see if Maura was making any progress. Made a few copies. Maura mentioned that the letters he sent that girl Blake had gone missing, thought you might like to have them back again.”
“The letters are in here?” Roland held up the file folder in one hand.
“They are indeed,” her father replied. “I’m sorry I didn’t hand them over sooner. I guess I thought that I would still get a shot at solving it, catching the man who killed my boy.”
“We will catch him, sir.”
The man nodded. “I expect you will. Take care of my girl, Chandler. She and my granddaughter are all I have left.” He rolled away before Roland could respond.




“WHAT’S THE MOST powerful force in the world, son?” Crawly had asked him, years ago, as they walked past the buskers in the street market, his father’s shoe’s shining with a fresh coat of polish.
At ten, Roland had a fairly strong grasp of physics. “Gravity?
His father barked a laugh. “No, though that’s probably the best answer I’ve ever gotten to that question.”
“What is it, then?” Roland asked, licking the ice cream cone that his father had stolen from a vendor.
“Love.”
“Love?” Roland repeated, his lip turning up. Yuck.
“That’s right, boy. Get people to love you, and you can make them do anything. It’s the greatest con you can play on a person, making them love you. Right, Keenan?”
Keenan shrugged, eyeing Roland’s ice cream.
Roland had his doubts. Love hadn’t worked out so well for his father and mother. “Don’t people see through you eventually? If you don’t love them back?”
“Well, that’s the trick, you see,” his father had replied. “If you’re going to convince someone of something, whether it’s a pencil dancing in midair or your undying devotion, you have to give a little bit of yourself up as well. You have to believe in it just enough to sell it.”
Thinking back, Roland realized that his father had never really explained the pitfalls of getting someone to love you without loving them back. Sometimes you took a step too far, and you found yourself caring far more for someone than they cared for you. He hadn’t meant to fall in love with her, it had just happened. Did she care about him the same way?
He glanced at Maura in the passenger seat. She’d been reading Keenan’s letters as they raced toward Watertown, toward the man they’d both been hunting for a good part of their lives.
“Why didn’t I notice this before?” she asked him. “Most of his comments are about you, not Blake. She was only a means of hurting you.”
“I know,” he replied. “He sees me as the person he should have been, as the one who received everything he never got in life.”
Shaking her head, Maura put her hand on his thigh. “No, Roland. These read like jealousy. Only he wasn’t jealous of you having Blake, he was jealous of Blake having you.”
“Having me?” Roland frowned. “But I agree with what you said before. No one goes to this much effort over this many years out of simple jealousy.”
“He loved you,” Maura said. “I bet he loved you like a brother. Same way you loved him.”
“What’s your point?” he muttered, trying to focus on his driving so he didn’t crash into anything and kill them both.
“The point,” you idiot, she almost added, “is that when you love someone, and they don’t love you back, some people can’t handle it. They go a little kazoo, especially if no one ever loved them before.”
“Like Keenan.”
“His mom was trash, your father used him. I bet you were the first person to ever look up to him.”
Roland nodded, considering. “He used to get me things, take things back from my father. I thought he was the smartest, coolest person I’d ever met.”
“And he might have told himself that he was just using you, but . . .” She chewed on her lips as she sorted through the letters again. “He was truly shocked that you turned him in, I think. Or that you didn’t go to jail with him.”
“It’s possible.” Roland didn’t know anything for certain anymore, except that he wanted Keenan stopped and Maura safe. Safe and in his life. He didn’t know how it had happened. She’d snuck inside him, and the bright light that lived in her had made a home in his chest. If it turned out that she didn’t love him, that all this pretending hadn’t affected her the way it had affected him, he didn’t know what he would do with himself. But more than anything, he wanted her alive and safe and happy.
“Maura, when all this is over . . . ”
“Let’s just focus on getting Keenan right now. Though I don’t think there’s any way he’s just going to be waiting for us. Bert says they haven’t located him yet, but it looks like Angela Wepsic was in the building when it blew.”
“I just want to say that no matter what happens, I’ll always be there for you,” he said simply. “Anything you need, ever, and it’s yours.”
They were close now, only a few minutes away from the bookstore. He could already see gray smoke pouring into the sky and hear the sounds of sirens.
She didn’t say anything for a full minute. “You’re an asshole, Roland Chandler,” she muttered finally, gathering up her papers and shoving them back into the folder. “Has anyone ever mentioned that to you before?”
Shocked, Roland replied, “Not in recent memory.”
“Well, you are. ‘I’ll always be there for you. Anything you need,’ ” she mocked. “Like you’re going to sit by like my damn guardian angel the way you do everyone else. I killed a kid today. I don’t have time to waste on your bullshit. If I’m going to give up the respect of all my friends and marry a billionaire, you’re damn well going to commit. And I mean fully. Kids. Dogs. Messes. And if you ever interfere with my work again, you’ll be sleeping with Porkchop.”
Light bloomed inside his chest, and a terrible gratitude for her, for all that she was, rose inside him. “Anything else?”
“Yeah.” She removed her badge as he approached the police barricade and pulled to a stop. “I want this car.”
Not bothering to wait for him, she marched up to the nearest uniform and flashed her badge, her head swiveling, probably as she looked for Bert in the melee.
Roland caught up to her before she passed through the barricade, and the two of them wove their way through piles of bricks laden with books, papers swirling wildly among the ash and smoke and snow.
“You see Bert anywhere?” she asked him.
“There he is.” Roland nodded ahead, where Bert was standing with several other Watertown police, a tall man handcuffed between them, his dark hair dusted with ash and snow.
“Is that . . . ?” Maura asked, disbelief coloring her tone.
“Keenan fucking Shy,” Roland said, stunned.
They looked at each other. “It’s a trick.” Roland was certain of it.
“So what do we do?”
“Fall for it,” he replied grimly, “until we figure out what the trick is.”




HOURS LATER, KEENAN SHY—the man she’d been chasing for her entire adult life—sat calmly across from her at the interrogation table, his long face so much like Roland’s that she had trouble looking at him directly while he was questioned. He was pale, unusually so, and his eyes were red from smoke.
Even though they let her in the interrogation room, she wasn’t allowed to do the questioning, not on this case, and not just because she’d taken a spontaneous vacation this week. No, she wasn’t allowed to question him because she was “too close” to it.
Damn right she was too close.
Roland hadn’t been allowed in the room at all. He was relegated to the squad room with Bert, who’d been tasked with keeping an eye on him.
A trick, she thought. Roland said that it has to be a trick.
“So you’re Maura O’Halloran,” Keenan said to her, ignoring the questions put to him by Captain Maynard.
“Don’t talk to her. Talk to me. Why did you blow up that bookstore?”
Keenan ignored the captain, keeping his attention on her, his voice silken and soft. “I don’t see the appeal myself, but he always did like the homely, freckled ones.”
“That’s me,” Maura taunted back, spreading her arms. “Homely, freckled, and he loves me. That must make you crazy.”
He didn’t respond, but her captain did. “O’Halloran, get out.”
She resisted for a moment, certain that if she could just talk to him a little longer, he would spill his guts. They always wanted to talk. Almost everyone who came in this room was dying to say exactly what they’d done and why.
“You must have loved him a lot,” Maura said, her gaze on him even as she stood up. “Like a brother, or maybe more. What was he? The only person who ever loved you?”
“O’Halloran. Out.”
Anger flared in Keenan’s eyes, but there was still an overconfidence there. Overconfidence and something else. “Nothing ever goes wrong for him,” he said, shaking his head. “Even you. You love him, don’t you? Even after all that he’s done.”
Maura nodded. “Yeah. I love him.”
“Good,” he said softly.
Captain Maynard blocked her view then, moving her toward the door bodily, and pushing her outside the interrogation room.
“Good,” she repeated, hurrying down the hall and back to her desk. “Good.”
Roland was sitting with Bert, reviewing everything they’d gotten off Keenan when they’d brought him in.
“Anything?” she asked, plopping into her chair, vaguely surprised when there was no characteristic squeak.
“That was fast,” Roland muttered. “I thought for sure you’d be in there at least ten minutes.”
“He had a wallet, a deck of cards, and a subway receipt in his pocket when they brought him in,” Bert reported, shoving a sheet of paper across his desk and onto hers.
Maura looked over the inventory list, frustrated. “We’re missing something. Didn’t he have a cell phone or something? He called Roland while we were still at the house.”
She rocked backward, thinking, annoyed when her chair didn’t squeak. “Bert, you WD-40’ed my chair, didn’t you?”
Bert shrugged. “If he did, he ditched it somewhere before he turned himself in. And I didn’t have time to touch your stupid chair, Maura.”
Roland shook his head. “I just don’t see why he would do that. Keenan would never deliberately surrender.”
Maura thought about that. Why would a man give up on a near lifetime of vengeance and just turn himself in? A life-changing experience? Something that made him see the pointlessness of it all?
Right.
“Maybe he’s dying,” Burt suggested. “Someone took a hit out on him, maybe.”
“Dying,” Maura repeated. If he were dying, and his best friend, the man who betrayed him, grew ever more powerful and successful as the years went by, what would he do? He had been pale and thin, now that she thought about it.
“Bert,” she said suddenly, a horrible thought occurring to her. “What was used to blow up the bookstore?”
“C-4, they believe. Won’t know for sure for a couple days.”
“Not dry-cleaning solvent.”
“I don’t think so. It was an explosion, not a fire.”
“So if he stole the solvent from the chemical company, where is it?”
Roland seemed to see where she was going, his eyes sharpening. “Bert, hand me that subway pass.”
Bert handed it over. Roland pulled out his phone.
“Nick, can you get access to Boston Metro? I need to know where a subway ticket was used last.” He read off the serial number on the back of the card to his friend and said, “Okay. Call me back when you have something.”
“He could have put those chemicals anywhere,” Maura said, running a hand through her hair. “Okay, think. What are his most likely targets?”
“Accendo,” Roland threw in.
“But you have security there all the time. And you checked recently. It’s not Accendo.”
“It’s not the children’s hospital, we have it monitored.”
“The marketplace. He hit that last year,” Bert suggested.
“Checked.” Maura leaned back and spun around. “Besides, it has to be something that would hurt Roland. I mean, just destroy him.”
“Maura,” Roland said abruptly. “There’s no way Keenan would subject himself to imprisonment again, not even if he was dying.”
Frowning, she used her foot to halt the spin in front of Roland. “So, you’re saying I’m wrong?”
His phone rang as he was about to answer. “You’re sure?” he said, standing up in alarm. “Okay, thanks.” He cut off the call.
“Maura, he last exited the subway at the South Boston station three blocks away. The chemicals are somewhere in this building.”
“But where—” She stopped herself. “The women’s locker room? When they videotaped me in the shower?”
“We have to get everyone out of here. Now.”
“Or.” She suddenly knew. “Oh shit.”
“What?”
Maura licked her lips, suddenly needing to resist the urge to stand up, sitting very gingerly in her father’s lucky chair. “Uh, would you mind looking under my chair?”
Frowning, Roland looked like he was about to drag her out of the chair bodily, but then he understood, his face paling.
Going to his knees, he looked up under her chair, his whole body freezing like a gazelle that had just spotted an enormous predator in his midst. Turning his head to the side to look her in the eye, he said, “There’s C-4 under your chair, and canisters of solvent under your desk.”
Bert groaned. “Oh, fuck.”
Nodding very slowly, Maura whispered, “Get out. Just get out and call the bomb squad.”
“I’ll get them and we’ll evacuate the building.” He hurried off while Roland stayed exactly where he was, his eyes locked on hers.
“There’s a pressure plate and a timer, love,” he said gently. “When you sat down, you armed the bomb. Getting up will set it off. So will waiting. There’s a five-minute limit. The bomb squad will never get here in time.”
Maura felt tears spring to her eyes, but she blinked them back, nodding. “Get out, then. Get out and promise me that you’ll take care of Maddie and my father.”
“I’m not leaving you.”
Gritting her teeth, Maura reached up and grabbed him by the collar. “Shut up. You are. You are. I won’t let you be stupid. You can’t stay here. Go.”
“Maura, love,” he murmured, kissing her face, her cheeks. “One of these days, you’re going to have to start trusting me.”



EPILOGUE
“Cancer.” Roland tossed a document on the table in the center of the small crowd made up of Nick and Blake, Milton and Regina, and Maura, his beautiful, brave Maura. It had been three weeks since Keenan had been arrested and Roland had disarmed the bomb under her chair. He’d told her that he was being modest when he’d said he couldn’t disarm a bomb outside the Diner, but it was one of the skills he’d picked up in the CIA.
“Are you surprised?” Maura asked, not bothering to touch the papers. She’d told him last night that she’d spent quite enough of her life on Keenan Shy and that she wasn’t going to waste any more.
Roland didn’t know what he was. Surprised that his cousin was dying? No. But it didn’t make him happy. Even after all Keenan had done.
“No.” He sat down and relaxed, putting his arm over the back of Maura’s chair.
“So,” Blake teased, obviously changing the subject away from Keenan, “we couldn’t help but notice that the ring is still on Maura’s finger.”
Roland had known this was coming. His friends all had gleeful looks on their faces. “Yeah.”
“Soooo, does that mean what we think it means? Are you two getting married?”
“It means we got married, last night, actually.”
Milton’s mouth fell open. “But that’s not fair. I was supposed to be best man.”
“I didn’t want to wait,” Roland explained, taking Maura’s hand and kissing her knuckles, making sure to taste the delicate skin between with the tip of his tongue. “I’m under orders from my mother.”
“Your mother?” Blake repeated. “She said you had to get married?”
“No,” Roland replied, smiling broadly at his friends. “She said she wanted grandchildren.”
“Uh, Roland, you don’t have to get married to give her grandchildren,” Milton pointed out.
“Bite your tongue, man. Besides, I already have a new niece, a father-in-law, an ugly dog, a ferret, and a homeless teenage hacker in my house. I felt married. Besides, all those dependents are a tax deduction.”
“I’ll say this for you,” Nick raised his glass in a toast, “when you go, you go big. Congratulations, my friends.”
Roland lifted his glass in return.
As everyone drank to their marriage, Maura leaned over and whispered in his ear. “You’re going to pay for that ‘tax deduction’ comment, you know.”
He grinned. “I’m looking forward to it.”
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