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      PROLOGUE

      
      MY ASSIGNMENT IS TO KILL THE HOSTAGES. I HAVE GROWN to like some of them over our ten days together, but my duty is clear.
         The army is gathering outside the airplane. It is time to execute the plan. We all know our places. We all go to our duties.
         I dig an extra clip out of the bag. I do not know how many rounds it will take.
      

      
      I stop at the front of the airplane, in the section that we have reserved for ourselves to pray. Then I go back through the
         curtains, and when they look at me, they know. By the way I hold the Kalashnikov or by the way I stand or by the way I look
         at them. Something tells them I am there to finish it.
      

      
      But I’ve never killed anyone before. I’ve dreamed of it. I lied about it to be part of this operation, but I have never done
         it before. I level the rifle. The first one gets down on the floor between the seats and curls into a ball. I point the barrel
         at his head and fire. The recoil jams my shoulder back. When the bullet hits, it stops him in the middle of a scream. His
         head ruptures.
      

      
      The others run like frightened beasts. They climb over the backs of the seats. They stumble and fall and step on each other,
         but there is no place for them to go. I smell the fear. They should die like men, as we all will soon.
      

      
      Outside, firing begins. At first it is like rain, a sprinkling against the outside of the airplane. But then the deluge. The first bomb goes off. The floor rises up, then drops from under me. A wave of pressure pushes me down. My ears
         hurt, and when I get to my knees, I can’t hear. One of them is coming. I find the rifle and shoot. He’s screaming, but I can’t
         hear, and he keeps coming. I shoot again, and he falls. When I try to stand, there is too much smoke. My eyes burn, but I
         can still see they are all coming. Their faces look like my son’s crayon drawings. I try to raise the rifle again, but they
         push me down and step on me as they go over.
      

      
      Another bomb goes off. The seats are on fire. The air feels greasy, like kerosene. Because I can’t hear, everything feels
         slow. I crawl up the aisle. A man with blood on his face and his arms on fire runs toward me. He bumps into something and
         falls backward. On the floor in front of me, he twists and kicks and turns and screams until he is still. I pull myself into
         one of the seats. And I wait.
      

   



      
      
      1

      
      HARVEY BALTIMORE’S HOUSE WAS DYING. ONCE STATELY, the Tudor had become an embarrassment to its Brookline neighbors. Glossy
         black paint flaked off the shutters, the pocked shingled roof covered the house like a disease, and the other half of the
         duplex, which had long been a source of good, steady income for Harvey, had been vacant and closed off for almost six months.
         The dwelling, like its owner, seemed to be declining at an accelerating pace.
      

      
      The doorbell was broken. I let myself in with my key. For someone as private as Harvey, giving me the key to his house had
         been a monumental concession, but it only made sense. He wasn’t exactly mobile anymore.
      

      
      “It’s me,” I called out while I wiped my shoes on the welcome mat in his foyer. No response, as usual, but I knew what I would
         find. If it was a good day, he would be clean-shaven, reading his newspaper by the light of the sun slanting through open
         blinds. If it was a bad day, he’d be sitting at his computer in the dark, unshaven, playing Minesweeper. Either way, he’d
         be in his wheelchair, his body ravaged by the multiple sclerosis that had been stealing function from him in excruciating increments. I hoped for a good day. There hadn’t been enough of those lately.
      

      
      “Harvey, your shutters are flaking. We need to get them—” I rounded the corner, walked into the office, and stopped.

      
      Harvey was there, all right, and it must have been a good day—a very good day—because there he sat in his wheelchair, engaged
         in a passionate kiss with the woman on his lap. At least, until I’d barreled in, at which point they tore themselves away
         from each other to stare at me.
      

      
      Too late to back out unnoticed. I was too embarrassed to go in any further. “I’m sorry … I’ll just … I didn’t …” have any
         idea what to say.
      

      
      “Oh, my.” Harvey went every shade of red and some from the orange spectrum. Despite his confinement to the chair, he managed
         to do a lot of fluttering about, mostly with his hands. He encouraged the woman off her perch. She slipped off easily, stepping
         gingerly so as not to get entangled in the workings of the wheelchair. Of the three of us, she was the only one who didn’t
         look as if she wanted to curl up into a ball and roll out of there.
      

      
      I took a step back. “I can just leave you two and, um … come back later.”

      
      “No,” Harvey stammered. “Please stay. It is I who should apologize.”

      
      “Why should we apologize?” The woman seemed more annoyed than embarrassed, as if I had just tracked mud into her clean house.
         “We didn’t do anything wrong.”
      

      
      She was petite and fragile-looking, a good thing to be if your habit is to sit on the legs of wheelchair-bound men. She was
         also vaguely familiar, though I couldn’t imagine where I might have seen her before. She wore her chestnut hair cut in a short, shaggy bob. Her tight cotton slacks stopped just above her ankles, and her high-top basketball
         shoes were tied with thick white laces. She could have passed for a twelve-year-old boy except for her eyes. I took a closer
         look at those eyes, and I knew who she was.
      

      
      “You’re Rachel.”

      
      “Do I know you?”

      
      Since Harvey couldn’t seem to find his voice, I did the honors. “I’m Alexandra Shanahan, Harvey’s business partner.”

      
      She smiled down at Harvey. “You told her about me?”

      
      I pointed to the picture on Harvey’s desk, the only personal photograph on display in the entire house and one of the few
         things she hadn’t taken when she’d walked out on him six years before, two years before I’d met him. I had caught Harvey making
         out with his ex-wife. No wonder he couldn’t find his voice, and no wonder I hadn’t recognized her right away. She didn’t look
         anything like her photo, especially with the flowing locks cut short.
      

      
      “Would you like a cup?” Rachel must have noticed me staring at the full china tea service set up on the coffee table. Harvey
         hadn’t been able to make his own tea since he’d dumped a full pot of hot Darjeeling in his lap. That meant she’d made it,
         which meant she’d been there for a while.
      

      
      “Harvey said you would be coming, so I made enough for three.”

      
      “No, thanks. I’m good.” I set the cup I’d brought from Tealuxe on the desk. Harvey’s favorite blend had gone cold anyway.

      
      Harvey cleared his throat and waded in. “Rachel has a job for us. I asked her to wait until you arrived to detail it.”

      
      
      “Both of us?”

      
      “But of course. Why would you—” He blinked at me and reached up to scratch his head, bumping his glasses in the process. “Oh,
         my, no. That was just … it has been a long time since we have seen each other, and …”
      

      
      “I’m sorry. It’s none of my business. I’m just surprised. I didn’t know you two were … together.”

      
      “Together?” Rachel laughed. “This is the first time we’ve seen each other in how long?” She reached over and straightened
         Harvey’s collar. Then she just went ahead and hoisted one petite haunch up on the armrest of his chair. “Four years?”
      

      
      “Yes,” he said. “Almost.”

      
      “We were talking and reminiscing about how much I used to enjoy giving him his back rubs, and one thing led to another—”

      
      And that was all I needed to know. “What kind of a job?”

      
      “I need someone to go to my house in Quincy and pick up a few things. Some family photos, mostly, and some jewelry. Some things
         my mother gave me.” She glanced at Harvey with a shy smile. “Some things Harvey gave me.”
      

      
      “Quincy? I thought you lived around here.”

      
      “We moved a few months ago.”

      
      “Why can’t you get that stuff yourself?”

      
      “Because I’m afraid my husband”—she glanced down at Harvey—“my soon-to-be-ex-husband will kill me.”

      
      “Did he threaten you?”

      
      She wrapped her arms around her as if a sudden draft had blown through. “The last time he beat me, he nearly killed me.”

      
      I looked for visible bruises or scars. That she didn’t have any didn’t mean she was lying, but we had done work before for
         women who had been beaten down by men they loved. The battering didn’t always leave physical evidence, but it never failed to leave some part of them shattered,
         some part they couldn’t hide. Rachel looked whole to me.
      

      
      “What did the police say?”

      
      “You know how that is.” She laughed nervously. “I have no real recourse until he kills me.”

      
      “Do you have a restraining order?”

      
      “Yes. But he has two legs and a car, and when he’s drinking, there’s nothing that’ll stop him.”

      
      “Why come to us?”

      
      “Because Harvey’s a private investigator.” She stood up, stepped behind Harvey, and settled one hand on each of his shoulders.
         “I didn’t know about his current condition. I wish someone had told me things had gotten this bad.” She glared at me as though
         I were personally responsible for his MS.
      

      
      Harvey seemed torn between basking in her attention and wanting to dive under his wheelchair. Public displays of affection
         were not his thing.
      

      
      “Rachel,” I said, “do you mind giving us a minute?”

      
      She looked down at Harvey. He found her hand, pulled it down to his lips, and kissed it. They locked eyes and held that pose
         until he nodded. I sensed the slightest bit of triumph behind her smile as she passed without looking at me. I had known the
         woman all of ten minutes, and I couldn’t stand her. Of course, I had despised the idea of her and what she had done to Harvey
         almost since I had known him.
      

      
      To Harvey, Rachel was an angel, the only woman except his mother who had ever loved him. That she had dumped him for a younger,
         prettier boy when he’d been diagnosed mattered not, because love makes you stupid. But when I looked at her picture, I had
         always seen something in her eyes that made me think she wasn’t the angel he thought her to be.
      

      
      “Please, forgive me.” Harvey was clearly embarrassed, and yet he couldn’t stop smiling. “That was—”

      
      “Look, Harvey, you’re an adult, and your business is your business.” I went over, sat on the couch, and looked across the
         tea service at him. “But isn’t she still married?”
      

      
      “Separated.”

      
      “How long?”

      
      “Eight months.”

      
      The question was, what did she want? Harvey didn’t have any money. Neither one of us did. “Do you believe—” Scratch that.
         He obviously believed her. “Has her husband been stalking her?”
      

      
      “I did not ask.”

      
      “Did you know that her husband was abusing her?”

      
      “No.”

      
      “Has she called you even once over the past four years?”

      
      “No.” He fiddled with the loose leather cushion on the arm of the wheelchair. I’d been meaning to tighten it and kept forgetting.
         “Nor have I called her.”
      

      
      “Is she planning on sticking around after we collect her stuff for her? I mean, I hate to be so skeptical, but doesn’t this
         all seem to be coming out of the blue and moving really, really fast?”
      

      
      He started to huff and puff. “You would expect what? That I would say no? That I would throw her out of my house and leave
         her to her own devices?”
      

      
      Her own devices seemed to be in fine working order to me. “If I’m not mistaken, she tried to take this house from you in the
         divorce proceedings.”
      

      
      “Are you telling me that you will not take this assignment?”

      
      
      “Is she paying us?” He stared at me as if I’d just poked him in the eye. How had I become the bad guy? “She left you, Harvey.
         She hurt you. Now she wants you to help her out of a jam with the guy she left you for. I’m only … I’m just asking that you
         be sure before you get involved with her again.”
      

      
      “She came to me because she trusts me.” His voice was quiet but firm. “I could no more turn her away than I could turn you
         away in a time of need.”
      

      
      There it was. In one deft stroke, he had revealed the essence of his relationship with each of us, stated his priorities,
         and ended the discussion. Rachel could ask him to walk over hot coals in his bare feet, and he would ask me to hold his shoes.
         I would do it because I would do anything for him. I sat back and started getting used to the idea of working for Rachel.
      

      
      “I’ll do it for you, Harvey. Not for her.”

      
      He took off his glasses, found a cloth in his saddlebag, and cleaned them with a determination that wasn’t required. He put
         the glasses back on and looked at me with a steady gaze as he folded the cloth. “Thank you.”
      

      
      I went over to the door and called Rachel back in. Harvey beamed at her. “We will be more than happy to help you with your
         problem.”
      

      
      She smiled for him, and I got a bad feeling.
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      THERE WERE TWO WAYS TO GET TO QUINCY. YOU EITHER took the red line on the T, or you sat on I-93 along with everyone else trying
         to go south through the Big Dig construction. I decided not to waste my hour in traffic, so the minute I hit the end of the
         on ramp and inched into the flow, I grabbed my cell phone and turbo-dialed Dan.
      

      
      “Majestic Airlines, Dan Fallacaro.”

      
      “Hey, what are you doing?”

      
      “I’m working, Shanahan. I don’t have time.”

      
      “Wait …”
      

      
      “What?”

      
      “You’re going to want to hear this.” I filled him in on how I’d found Harvey in a clinch with his ex-wife.

      
      “Are you shitting me? You’re talking about our Harvey, right?”

      
      I was talking about our Harvey. Dan Fallacaro was the mutual friend who had introduced us. Dan had worked for me during my
         brief but eventful tenure as the general manager for Majestic Airlines at Logan. The murky circumstances of my departure from
         that job had left me virtually unemployable in the airline business. The circumstances weren’t murky to Dan, and he had worked hard to help me
         get started in my new life as a private investigator. He knew a forensic accountant who had done some financial work for him
         in the matter of his divorce from his lunatic ex-wife. Harvey Baltimore needed a partner with fresh legs, or … just legs.
         I needed work. Dan had made the match.
      

      
      “She was macking on him?”
      

      
      “Sitting on his lap,” I said, “right there in his wheelchair.”

      
      “Woo-hoo! Harvey’s getting some. Good for him.”
      

      
      “I don’t know about that.” I was stuck behind a belching bus, so I started plotting a lane change. “But if I hadn’t interrupted
         them …”
      

      
      “I wonder if he can still do it.”

      
      “If you want to know that, you’ll have to ask him yourself.”

      
      “Is she hot? She never looked hot in that picture he’s got. She looked like a girl in my catechism class in ninth grade.”

      
      “Rachel is Jewish.”

      
      “Yeah, but with that long, wavy dark hair parted down the middle, she looked just like Katey Ellen O’Meara.”

      
      “She doesn’t look anything like that now. She looks like a tomboy.” The Volvo next to me was lagging in the pace, so I nosed
         the Durango in front of him. “She has really short hair … no makeup … basketball shoes.”
      

      
      “It’s hard to look hot in high-tops.” I heard his phone ringing, the one that wasn’t cellular, and realized I had caught him
         in a rare moment in his office. Usually, he was out walking his operation, monitoring the ticket counter, or lifting tickets
         at the gate. The labor agreement prevented him from performing the union’s work on the ramp. That didn’t keep him from telling them how to do it.
      

      
      Molly’s voice floated in from the background. “You’re late for your ten-thirty, Danny. Get your ass over to Mass-port before
         they call me again.” She hadn’t changed a bit since she’d been my assistant.
      

      
      “Tell Molly I said hi.”

      
      There was a pause. “She says to get off the goddamn phone and let me get to my meeting.”

      
      “Just start walking. That’s what cell phones are for.”

      
      His sigh was long and loud, but he didn’t hang up. I heard his footsteps echoing down the long hallway, the marked change
         as he opened the heavy door and emerged into the Majestic concourse, and then the noise of airline travel—thick and anxious
         and harried and, every now and then, joyous again. I still missed it.
      

      
      “What do you want, Shanahan?”

      
      “I want to know what you know about this woman.”

      
      “Who, Rachel? Not a fucking thing. I never understood how those two got together in the first place.”

      
      “They met when he was working on an insurance fraud case. She was his contact in accounting at the insurance company here
         in Boston. He saw her, he fell in love, and he never went back to Baltimore. After that, as far as I can tell, he devoted
         every ounce of his being to her personal and professional fulfillment. He helped her get her CPA, he helped her get a job
         with one of the big six accounting firms, they got married, and I have no idea if it was quid pro quo. Having met her, I wouldn’t
         be surprised.”
      

      
      “Did you ever see the asshole she married? He’s fifteen years younger than Harvey, he can still walk, and from the looks of
         him, he probably fucks like a bull.”
      

      
      “You met Gary?”

      
      
      “No, I saw him. It was when Harvey was working on my case. I never told you this?”

      
      “Nope.” I could feel one of Dan’s stories coming on.

      
      “I’m over there in Brookline for a meeting with Harvey. This was maybe five years ago. I drag him out to the taco place for
         lunch. I’m telling him how my ex is trying to screw me to the wall. He looks over my shoulder out the window, and I think
         he’s bitten down on a jalapeño or something. Turns out he’s looking at this cocksucker standing out on the sidewalk talking
         to some other guido. What’s his name? It started with an R, or maybe an F.”
      

      
      “Ruffielo.”

      
      “Yeah. I thought Harvey was going to cry right there in the restaurant. They live in his neighborhood, you know. He probably
         has to see him all the time. Poor guy.”
      

      
      “Not anymore.” I rolled forward about one car length before we stopped again. “They moved.”

      
      “Let me ask you something, Shanahan. What the fuck did you call me for? You already know more about these two than I do.”

      
      “Well …” That was a good question. “I don’t know. I’m sitting in traffic heading down to Quincy, and I guess I wanted to talk
         to someone about Harvey.”
      

      
      “What the fuck’s in Quincy?”

      
      “Rachel’s family photos and some jewelry. She says her husband’s abusive, she’s afraid of him, and she needs someone with
         a firearm to go down and get her stuff out of their house.”
      

      
      “What if you run into him?”

      
      “As I said, someone with a firearm. It wouldn’t be so bad, though, if I got a chance to talk to Mr. Rachel. I would feel a
         lot better if I knew he was beating her.”
      

      
      “Excuse me?”

      
      
      The traffic had spaced out a little, so I had to pay more attention to what was in front of me. “I just want to know if she’s
         lying. I don’t want her to break Harvey’s heart all over again. I mean, if she didn’t want to take care of him before, why
         would she come back now that he’s sicker? What do you think she wants?”
      

      
      “It’s none of your business, Shanahan.”

      
      “Yes, it is. If she’s lying to him—”

      
      “You’ll what? Smack her around?”

      
      “No, but—”

      
      “Jesus Christ, the guy is on his last legs.”

      
      “He’s not.” The car in front of me stopped. I hit the brakes and lurched forward against my seat belt. “With his medication
         and his therapy—”
      

      
      “He’s gonna die, Shanahan. Let him have a little fun before it’s too late. I gotta go.” Click.
      

      
      I snapped the phone shut and tossed it onto the seat next to me. Dan wasn’t a doctor. He liked making these proclamations.
         He wasn’t as close to the situation as I was. It wasn’t until I heard the horns—long, loud, and angry—that I realized the
         cars in the lanes around me were flowing smoothly. I was the only one standing still.
      

      
      Streets in Quincy were much like those in Boston—all one way the wrong way, rotaries to send you flying off in the wrong direction,
         and street signs that were either nonexistent or well concealed.
      

      
      After multiple wrong turns, U-turns, and several minutes craned over the steering wheel, squinting through the windshield,
         I found Rachel’s house. It was one in a row of tightly packed two-story boxes with painted siding, tiny yards, and concrete
         porches. Some had the side-by-side front doors that marked them as two-family homes. Some had front yards fenced with chain
         link. All had burglar bars on the windows. Rachel’s address, 134 Concord, was one of the doubles.
      

      
      Parking was no easier to find. I ended up at a meter two blocks down on the busy street that crossed Rachel’s. I got out and
         walked past gas stations, liquor stores, pizza joints, and a White Hen Pantry, the local version of 7-Eleven. It was a long
         way from the large homes and tree-shaded boulevards of Brookline.
      

      
      On the way to Rachel’s front door, out of habit, I looked closely at every parked car. I looked at all the windows in the
         facing houses. I looked for anyone or anything that didn’t belong. It was no comfort that I seemed to be the only one in that
         category.
      

      
      No one answered the door at 134 Concord, which didn’t surprise me, given how dark that side of the house was. I walked around
         to the back. All of the windows on Rachel’s side had the blinds closed. I looped back to the front door. When no one answered
         another knock, I slotted the key Rachel had given me into the lock. It wouldn’t turn.
      

      
      I pulled it out, pushed it back, and was trying again when the door at 136 swung open, and a blond teenage girl poked her
         head out. “Who are you?”
      

      
      In spite of her droopy eyelids, she managed to look nervous. She had good reason to be wary, because it wasn’t even noon,
         and she was stoned. Her pupils were pinpoints, and the fragrance of the hemp floated out from behind her. I could hear the
         sound of more like her inside, chattering and laughing, their voices loud over the sound of some kind of reggae rap music.
      

      
      “I’m not a cop,” I said.

      
      “What?”
      

      
      I looked down at the useless key in my hand. “Could I ask you some questions?”

      
      Her eyes were less droopy now. “What about?”

      
      
      “You can come out, or I’ll come in, but if you don’t close the door, the whole neighborhood’s going to get high. I’m not here
         to hassle you.”
      

      
      She glanced behind her as she stepped out, pulling the door closed behind her.

      
      “Thank you,” I said. “What’s your name?”

      
      “Kimberly.”

      
      I told her who I was and showed her my license. She didn’t seem impressed. “Do you know where the Ruffielos are?”

      
      “I had nothing to do with it. I didn’t see her. I didn’t hear her—”

      
      “Who are you talking about?”

      
      “Rachel.”

      
      “What about her?”

      
      “I went out to party, I came home, and she was gone, and all her stuff was gone, and on account of that I got grounded for
         a month. It wasn’t my job to watch her.”
      

      
      “Are you saying she moved?”

      
      “She snuck out in the middle of the night with three months’ rent due. My mom had a freaking attack when she got home and
         found out.”
      

      
      I started to feel an I-told-you-so come on, which made me feel alternately smug about Rachel and sad for Harvey. “When did
         she leave?”
      

      
      “I don’t know. Maybe a week?”

      
      “What about her husband?”

      
      “Gary?” A seductive smile crossed her face, and I got a whiff of something unseemly. “He left three days after school started.”
         Which would have been September, almost eight months ago. It was interesting that she remembered it to the day.
      

      
      I checked the address on the door. I looked at my scribbled notes. I looked at Kimberly. “That means no one lives here?”
      

      
      “It’s empty.”

      
      “Any idea where Rachel moved to?”

      
      “Don’t know. Don’t care.” She had fallen back into that state of mellow induced by the weed, and perhaps thoughts of Gary.

      
      “Why not?”

      
      “Because she was a stone-cold bitch, always pounding on the wall and yelling at me to be quiet. Before Gary left, they made
         more noise than I did.”
      

      
      “Doing what?”

      
      “Fighting. All the time.”

      
      “She told me Gary abused her,” I said. “Does that sound right?”

      
      She let out a harsh laugh, one that was much too knowing for someone her age. “The other way around, maybe. Gary’s a sweetheart.
         He was always doing for her, or trying to. She was the one always yelling at him and putting him down.” Kimberly had been
         slowly drifting toward the door. She wanted to get back to her party. “Can I—”
      

      
      “Yeah, just one more second.” I held up the key Rachel had given me. “I would like to get inside to look around. Any ideas
         on how I can do that?”
      

      
      “My mom had the locks changed.”

      
      “You’re mom’s the land—”

      
      “You can’t talk to her. You can’t.” It wasn’t up for discussion.

      
      “I won’t tell her anything. I just need—”

      
      “No, she’s working, and she doesn’t know any more than I do. But there’s—” She crossed her arms, rolled her head back, and
         went all teenager cagey. “If I give you something, will you go away and promise to leave us alone?”
      

      
      
      “Yes.”

      
      “Wait here.”

      
      She went inside, reached up next to the door, and came out with a set of keys on a ring. She held up the one marked with a
         blue rubber rim. “These are the new keys. You can go in and look around, but you have to promise—”
      

      
      “I won’t say anything.”

      
      “Just leave them inside, and don’t lock the door.”

      
      I reached for the ring and nearly had my arm severed by the force of the slamming door.

      
      It was, indeed, the blue key that unlocked the front door. I flipped on the overhead light and beheld the empty space. It
         looked like a place that had been quickly abandoned, which was to say dirty. Dust bunnies floated around the empty hardwood
         floors, and something in the musty air made me sneeze. Bent nails and long gashes marked where pictures had hung on the walls—walls
         that throbbed from the pounding beat of the party next door. Rachel might have been a bitch, but she hadn’t been wrong about
         the noise.
      

      
      A quick spin through the upstairs bedrooms turned up nothing but a couple of lonely wire coat hangers in one of the closets
         and an explanation for what was making me sneeze. There was a cat litter box in the bathroom. Also a used bar of soap in the
         shower and a bunch of balled-up tissues and used Q-tips, which might have been of interest if I were a forensic scientist
         with a lab. As it was, it pissed me off all the more to be looking at Rachel’s trash. Needless to say, there were no family
         photos or jewelry to retrieve. There was no abusive husband. There was nothing that even remotely resembled the story Rachel
         had told.
      

      
      By the time I got downstairs and found all the kitchen cabinets standing open, there was no force on earth that could have kept me from going through and slamming every one of them. Childish but necessary. The same for kicking the large
         garbage bins in the alley that turned out to be empty as well.
      

      
      I went back inside, through the house to the front room where the window looked out on the street. I split the blinds to peek
         through. There was a black sedan parked halfway down the block that hadn’t been there when I’d come in. It had two guys in
         it and was just nondescript enough to be cops. Maybe that’s what she was doing. Maybe I was supposed to be a decoy.
      

      
      The small scope I carried on my key chain was about the size of a large pocketknife. I used it to find the sedan’s license
         plate and copied the number in my notebook.
      

      
      I had to call Harvey, but first I had to think of a delicate way to explain to him that the woman he still cared about was,
         and probably always had been, a scheming bitch. I pulled out my phone, stood in the front room, and stared at it. I went and
         stood in the kitchen and stared at it some more. Then I sat on the stairs with my chin in my hand and thought some more. There
         just isn’t much to work with in an empty house when you’re trying to stall. I put the phone away. This was news better served
         up in person.
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Thrilling. Suspenseful. Dangerous . . .





