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Chapter 1

Popsy Power

Lady Gaga poured through powerful stereo speakers and a pounding bass

beat pulsed through Popsy. She had no idea where the car’s sound system

was located. Nor did she care. All she knew was that the weather was

absolutely perfect to test-drive a shiny new red Ferrari. The car dealer had

already put the roof down and volume up, so all she had to do was turn the

key in the ignition, put her sunglasses on, and roar off the dealer’s

forecourt.

Driving through the leafy suburbs of Wellesley made Popsy smile. What

could be lovelier than this, she wondered, except perhaps owning this

spanking new Ferrari?

She fell in love with the car right away. The power under her was

palpable. Normally she wasn’t aggressive on the road, but the urge to put

her foot to the floor was immense. She adored the sound of the engine’s

growl. It was like a wild animal—harnessed.

Even slowing down at traffic signals was fun. Because when Popsy

stopped at the lights outside Whole Foods with the music blaring, she saw

the jealous glances she was receiving. Some people were surreptitious, but

most openly gawked. It was really quite gratifying.

She witnessed a very pretty blonde thumping her boyfriend when she

caught him overtly ogling Popsy. She laughed. Yes, she definitely felt

sexier in this car than in her own slightly more conservative Mercedes.
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Popsy would never have considered herself a red sports car kind of gal, but



that was before she had actually tried it.

“What the heck,” she said as she caught sight of her reflection in the wing

mirror. “After all, it is my birthday.”

An hour later, when she got back to the showroom, her husband Peter was

waiting for her. He’d insisted she test-drive it on the actual day of her

birthday. But even Peter, with his contacts, couldn’t have organized the

incredible weather. He was also the one who said she must test-drive it

alone.

“You won’t get the same sort of thrill with somebody else in the car. You

need to be by yourself, with the wind in your hair and the music loud,” he’d

said, and as usual, he’d been right.

Popsy had come to realize a long time ago that Peter was right about most

things. He was a formidable man, still very handsome and thankfully a very

wealthy one, too, because she was fairly sure that this year’s birthday

present wasn’t going to come cheap.

“Well?” he asked, his expression saying he already knew the answer.

“I love it!”

Peter grinned. “Didn’t I tell you, doll?”

“Don’t you think we’re going to look a bit ridiculous, you know, with

both of us driving Ferraris?” She reluctantly cut the engine, but Peter shook

his head.

“I’m planning to change mine soon.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Ferraris are becoming way too ordinary. Everybody’s

driving them these days.” He smirked at the car rep who tried to look like

he wasn’t listening. But of course he was.

Popsy got out of the car, handed the dealer the keys, and came over to her

husband. She snaked her arms in under his jacket and pulled him close.



“You know, you really spoil me. And I love you for it. Now tell me,” she

kissed his earlobe, “how expensive is this particular love token?”

“You don’t want to know,” he said, his voice getting deeper. Popsy knew

she could still work her magic on him anytime, anywhere. He pushed her

back a little to avoid getting too aroused.

“$200,000? $300,000?” She took his hands.

“Split the difference,” he said and Popsy let go of him in shock.

She’d been picking random figures out of the air for fun. Her real

estimate was closer to $80,000. “Two-hundred-fifty grand? For a car?”

Peter smiled winningly. “Yep, now double it.”
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“For yours and mine?”

“No. For yours and yours. That little baby,” he said, openly admiring the

Ferrari as it was gently maneuvered right up to the window of the

showroom, “is $500,000. It’s a special edition, doll. But then again, so are

you.”

“Yes, but Peter, that’s too much money to spend on a car.”

He ran his finger along her lips. “Hey, hey, hey . . . you’re worth every

cent.”

“I’m glad you think so,” she said without much conviction.

“You know, it’s less expensive than your hair bills.” He laughed at her

sudden self-doubt.

“Now just wait a minute. I’ve spent nowhere near half a million on my

hair.” She put her hand to her head protectively. He used to tell her she

looked like Goldie Hawn, but recently her best friend, Sandra, said she was

more Kim Cattrall. Popsy was blessed with large dark brown eyes, fair hair,

and a curvy, sassy figure. It took a lot of maintenance to keep it as blond as



she did, but she wasn’t going to revert to boring light brown at this stage in

her life.

“I’m not complaining.” He laughed. “You know I love your look.” He

winked at her and stroked her hair. “In fact, I think it’s perfect for a Ferrari

driving girl, but yes, the bills I’ve seen coming through have been pretty

impressive. $2,000 to get your hair done?”

“Oh, that. Um, Ricardo was trying out a new state of the art treatment. It

was rather expensive.”

“What was he doing? Putting actual liquid gold through your hair?”

“Yes. It’s a new product that claims to have tiny nuggets of real gold.”

She swung her head around to give him the full view of her recently done

hair.

“More like nuggets of bullshit if you ask me.”

“Peter . . .” She pretended to look horrified, but this was typical of him.

He was a ruthless businessman and liked to win. He didn’t like the feeling

that somebody was overcharging him. But for the benefit of her beautiful

hair, and her happiness, he pretended to look sheepish—which of course he

wasn’t—and replied, “Sorry, doll. You look great. Honest.”

“But the car . . . It really does seem so expensive. What if I crash it?”

“It’s insured,” he said, putting his hands on her shoulders. “Now I have to

go and sort out some paperwork. Nothing for you to worry your pretty little

golden head about. What are your plans for today?

“I have a ladies’ charity lunch. It will probably take up most of the
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afternoon, and then you and I are going out this evening. Is that still good

for you?”

“Absolutely, I can think of nowhere I’d rather be tonight.” He looked at



her warmly.

After all these years, they still had a terrific relationship. Popsy kissed

him again. “Thank you for the most amazing birthday present I think I have

ever had.”

“You’re worth every last cent and the same again,” he said. “Go and

enjoy your ladies’ lunch.”

“What are you doing for the rest of the day?”

“I have a meeting at the bank.” He pretended to yawn. “Boring but

necessary.”

“Why don’t you tell them to get lost and we can spend the day together?”

“Believe me, doll, there’s nothing I would like more, but I have to keep

them sweet.”

Popsy thought she caught an edge in his voice, and she was all too aware

how tough the economy had been for the last few years. Thankfully, Peter’s

business group had not been hurt too much by the global downturn.

“Everything okay? Nothing to worry about, I mean?”

“No chance.” He laughed. “They love me. I’m the only guy in the city

still capable of paying them what I owe.”

“Yes, but they would never call in their loans suddenly or anything?”

Peter looked completely self-assured. “Absolutely not. That would be

suicide for them. They could never do that. Relax. This is just a regular

meeting. It’s only lunch.”

Half an hour later, Popsy Power was in her favorite flower shop. The sweet

smell of the tiger lilies hit her first, and then as she meandered around

admiring the colors and foliage, she picked up the richer smell of roses and

the subtler scent of the freesias.

“Well, hello there, Mrs. Power,” Karen said from behind the counter.

She smiled when the woman’s face brightened. “It’s a ladies’ lunch today,



Karen,” Popsy said. “What with Halloween just around the corner, I’d like

to bring the hostess something with a lot of orange in it. Could you do me

up a center table arrangement, please?”

“You got it,” Karen said. “I have some great Chinese lanterns.” She

pulled out the incredibly delicate stems with large bulbous orange seed

heads. “If I pair them up with orange daisies and black grass, you’ll have a
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real Halloween theme going. I also have these,” she said as she pulled out a

miniature witch on a stick and added it to the foliage.

“Perfect.”

On her way home, Popsy mentally ticked off her to-do list. Her birthday

was shaping up to be very nice. Already, she’d had her hair and nails done,

taken her new car for a test-drive, and picked up the dry cleaning. All she

needed to do now was remind Matilda to do the silver and perhaps get a

start on setting the table.

Today’s lunch would be fun, but her dinner party on Saturday night was

what occupied most of her thoughts. Peter’s business partner, Jack

Hoffman, would be there with his wife, Sandra. They were easy to

entertain, being Popsy and Peter’s best friends, but she was also having

some European investors and their wives whom she’d never met before.

She was used to corporate lunches and black-tie dos because Peter kept a

high profile in the business world. And while she didn’t particularly like the

public lifestyle, she loved the lavish clothing budget and the jewelry he’d

bought her over the last twenty-nine years. Peter reasoned that she had to

look magnificent all the time if he was to look successful, and she wasn’t

going to argue with that. But she did find the whole public image thing a

little wearing after all these years.



Even on vacations, Peter worked. She had often, at his request, thrown

big parties in their Florida home—but that was the life of a successful

businessman and it was hardly going to change now.

Almost thirty years married, she thought. Wow. That was another big date

looming on her calendar.

She and Peter would be celebrating their anniversary on December

twenty-sixth. How fast those years had gone by. She’d only been twenty

when they’d tied the knot. She’d felt so grown-up back then, but looking

back, she realized that they’d been little more than babies. She remembered

her parents expressing concern about their ages at the time, but she

wouldn’t listen.

Popsy’s parents had been wealthy, and she’d received a private education

just outside Wicklow in Ireland, where she grew up. Her friends teased her

that she still had the accent. She didn’t believe it, but her daughters did

sometimes come out with an Irish expression or hint of an accent, having

lived with her influence for so long. As it happened, that wasn’t a problem

since the Bostonians loved the Irish more than the Irish liked themselves.
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She’d met Peter while doing a sabbatical year at Boston College, and

he’d pursued her hard. While he hadn’t been very rich when they got

married, it was pretty clear that he was on his way, and she’d never looked

back.

She was fifty today with two terrific daughters to show for it and still so

happy. How lucky was she?

She turned the car into the driveway of her house on Cliff Road and saw

the front door open. The jet-black paint of the door momentarily shined in

the sunlight as it swung closed again. Popsy watched her firstborn come



down the steps. In Rosie’s arms was her own firstborn, five-year-old

Natasha.

Popsy left the shopping and her purse in her car and quickly ran over to

hug them. “Rosie, I wasn’t expecting you! If I’d known, I would have been

here.”

“I just popped in for a minute.” Her daughter smiled. “We wanted to wish

you a happy birthday.”

“Oh, thank you.” Popsy beamed. “And how’s my favorite

granddaughter?” Her smile brightened as she turned her attention to the

youngster.

“Mom, what are you going to do when Lily has a kid? She might have a

girl.”

Popsy raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow. “Oh, is there something I

don’t know?”

Rosie laughed. “No, no, it’s just that the chances are—at some point in

the future—you’re going to have another granddaughter and Natasha,

here,” she hugged her daughter tight, “will wonder why you’ve stopped

calling her your favorite.”

Popsy waved her hand in a sweeping gesture. “They will all be my

favorites. It’s a grandmother’s privilege.”

“The most glamorous grandmother in New England, I think, and happy

birthday. So tell me, are you going somewhere special today? You look

terrific.”

Popsy smiled gratefully. “Thank you, pet. Today is a ladies’ lunch out in

Marlborough, nothing too serious. Just a friendly natter. What about you?

Any plans?”

“No. Today it’s just me and Natasha. I think we might go to Boston to see

if we can find a nice winter coat for her—or me.” She smirked with a hint



of devilment in her eyes.

The expression reminded Popsy of Peter. Rosie took after her father, and
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Lily looked like her. Popsy knew that Rosie thought her sister was the

beauty in the family, but it wasn’t true. Rosie was very pretty, too, just in a

different way. She had Peter’s square face and hazel eyes. It was more a

handsome look, but nonetheless striking. Rosie’s figure was a little fuller,

too, but she’d had a baby and she certainly wasn’t fat. It was just that Lily

and her mother were particularly slight. Lily also had her mother’s platinum

hair, but she’d told Rosie a million times that it was more to do with good

hairdressers than good genes.

“You’re still good for lunch on Sunday? That will be my family birthday

party.”

Rosie nodded. “But we brought your present today. I left it inside with

Matilda.”

“Oh, you shouldn’t have, honey. And Marcus?” Popsy asked about

Rosie’s husband. She wasn’t certain whether it was her imagination or not,

but she thought she saw Rosie hesitate for a split-second. “Everything

okay?” Popsy instinctively reached out and rubbed her daughter’s arm, but

soon Rosie was in full control of her emotions again.

She pasted a broad smile on her face. “Yes, he’s fine. We’re fine. We’ll all

be here on Sunday.” Rosie buried her nose into her daughter’s neck and

inhaled her little girl smell like perfume.

Popsy knew that her daughter and son-in-law had a tumultuous and

passionate relationship. In fact, the fights they’d had when they were still in

the dating stage convinced Popsy that they would never last. But then

Natasha came into their lives and changed everything. Popsy assured both



of them, but especially her daughter, that she didn’t have to get married, but

by then they were starry-eyed with each other and their beautiful daughter.

Who could blame them? Popsy thought Natasha had settled them down

somewhat, but judging from Rosie’s behavior, there must be some new

trouble at home.

“Look, would you like to come in for a cup of coffee and a chat, just

while I’m getting changed?”

“No, really. It’s all good. Like I told you, we’re heading into town to

spend Daddy’s money.” She took a few steps back. “We’ll see you Sunday,

but everything is fine—honest.” Another slightly forced smile.

Popsy was fairly certain her daughter was lying, but she didn’t have time

to push the issue. The truth was, Rosie was regularly in need of her

mother’s attention, but she decided tough love would have to suffice this

time around. “All right, pet. Well, come over a little earlier than your sister

on Sunday so we can have some one-on-one.” She winked.
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Rosie nodded and half-grinned. “Perfect. Enjoy your party in

Marlborough.”

“It’s only lunch.” Popsy shrugged. That was the phrase Peter had used

with her only a couple of hours before. Funny how it came to mind, she

thought. “I don’t expect anything too wild to happen,” she said as she

mounted the steps to her perfect New England house and her perfect

suburban life.

 


