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PROLOGUE


      

      Cambridge, Massachusetts, 1978


      

      The moment Sharon Mulvaney slipped the cushioned case containing three sealed vials of purified botulinum toxins into her handbag

         and left the microbiology lab, she became a criminal.

      


      

      Before that, she’d never done anything worse than protest the administration on the lawn in front of MIT’s Dome. Drinking

         whiskey while talking trash with fervent Irish Catholic supporters in the basement of a bar in Harvard Square certainly hadn’t

         gotten her arrested. Even loving a man with deep ties to and deeper sentiments for IRA dissidents didn’t qualify as illegal,

         although the fact that he was married and almost thirty years her senior pushed the boundaries of what was kosher.

      


      

      But stealing the most toxic substance known to mankind—after isolating, purifying, and crystallizing the spores herself and knowingly handing over the whole concoction for secret delivery to Belfast—was most definitely punishable

         with some prison time.

      


      

      She wished her brush with crime thrilled her. Since it didn’t, she chose to believe she didn’t have an evil soul, just a weak

         heart.

      


      

      The bitter wind buffeted her across a winter-break-deserted campus. She pulled her scarf over her mouth and dragged her cap

         down to her brows while navigating the ice and traffic-blackened snow. Fueled equally by the fear of getting caught and the

         desire to get out of the freezing cold, she shouldered the handbag deep into her down coat, kept her head low, and marched

         toward her apartment.

      


      

      Even on a warm spring day when the only thing on her mind was grading papers as a graduate student TA, this was a long walk.

         But in a frigid New England winter, carrying enough poison to paralyze a regiment of British soldiers, knowing she was breaking

         the law and taking chances with every single thing she held dear, the trek became a brutal hike that pained every muscle in

         her body.

      


      

      By the time she crossed Binney and the student pedestrian walkway widened into Sixth, her toes tingled with the bite of cold,

         her fingers were stiffened with numbness, and every brain cell was too deadened to even scare up some rationalization for

         what she was doing.

      


      

      Anyway, she was way past rationalizing; she was in love.


      

      She turned onto her street, carefully switching the bag to her other shoulder. It wasn’t heavy physically, but metaphorically,

         the weight of her crime pressed on her heart.

      


      

      Sometimes a few have to suffer for the good of many.


      

      Had Finn said that? Knowing him, it was probably more like, Do this for me, my darling girl, and I’ll… Leave my wife for you.

      


      

      Right. Did she really believe that? She must, or she wouldn’t be taking a chance like this.


      

      She stepped gingerly around a snowdrift and headed down the stone steps to the front door of her garden-level apartment, already

         imagining what she’d wear tonight. The black dress he liked, with the big gold buckle, and some high heels. Her lover brought

         out the girl in her. And the criminal, evidently, she thought as she turned the key and pushed.

      


      

      “Did you get it?”


      

      She gasped at the voice, squinting into the living room to see Finn, a drink in one hand and his three-hundred-dollar loafers

         propped on her coffee table, jacket open, tie loose, hair tousled like he’d been running his hands through it while waiting

         for her.

      


      

      All the ice inside her just… melted.


      

      “I got it,” she said, easing the bag down to her elbow and holding it out to him. With the other hand, she yanked off the

         knit cap, fluffing hair that was probably a flat, flyaway mess. Not to mention that the down jacket made her look like the

         Michelin Man, and she didn’t have a speck of makeup on.

      


      

      He didn’t move to take the bag or, as she foolishly fantasized, rise to give her a kiss. Instead, he sat stone still, exuding

         power, control, authority, maturity, and knee-weakening sex appeal. How a fifty-three-year-old man with tiny creases at the

         corners of his eyes and a few threads of silver glinting in golden hair could make a twenty-five-year old microbiologist go

         so damn rubbery was a mystery.

      


      

      One she had no desire to solve.


      

      “And no one saw you.” It wasn’t a question. With Finn, everything was an order.


      

      She shook her head.

      


      

      He raised the amber liquid of Jameson she’d splurged on just so she’d have it in the apartment for him, cocking his head as

         eyes the color of summer skies raked over her appreciatively. “We should celebrate.”

      


      

      Despite the automatic response of her body, her brain screamed out a protest. Should they celebrate a crime?


      

      “Darling girl, you aren’t having second thoughts, are you?”


      

      Naturally, he could read whatever subtle cues her nonverbals were shouting. “It’s a little late,” she said with a soft laugh.

         “The deed, as they say, is done.”

      


      

      “I told you, no one’s going to use that stuff.” He jutted his chin toward the bag as if its contents were harmless, meaningless.

         “It’s a bargaining chip, and in Belfast these days, you just can’t get enough of those. I’m only sending that stuff over there

         to give them some power.”

      


      

      Power? She suspected there was more cash than cache involved.

      


      

      “That’s the name of the game these days,” he continued. “And they are, after all, family, however distant.”


      

      Very distant. She’d done a little digging through a friend who studied the various clans of Ireland and couldn’t really find

         a connection between the names Finn had mentioned and the MacCauley clan. In fact, that spelling of his last name didn’t even

         show up, but she knew better than to question this man. He hated to be questioned. When she did, he punished her by disappearing

         for a few days. Sometimes more.

      


      

      “I realize that,” she said, feeling as weak and ineffective as she sounded. “I thought we’d celebrate over dinner.”


      

      Then he stood, his gaze locked on her as he clunked the drink on the table. “That’s not what I had in mind. I don’t have time for dinner tonight.”

      


      

      “Plans with Anne?” The question was too sharp; she knew it instantly. Instead of facing his fierce look, she turned to take

         off her coat.

      


      

      “I have business tonight,” he replied. “So no dinner.”


      

      She tossed the coat over a chair, her back still to him.


      

      Business. That she wasn’t stupid enough to question. They pretended she didn’t know exactly what his business was, and in return, she got…

      


      

      His hands slid around her waist, possessive and strong. She got this.

      


      

      “You’re one of us now, sweet girl of mine.”


      

      One of whom? A bunch of criminals? “Truly Irish?”


      

      “Truly fearless.” He pressed his body, already hard, against her backside, nuzzling her neck with kisses, the tangy smell

         of Irish whiskey like a familiar trigger that warned her body to brace for an onslaught of Finn.

      


      

      “I’m not…” She lost the ability to speak as he reached up under her sweater and took ownership of her breasts. “Fearless.”


      

      Not for one minute was she naïve enough to think a man as powerful and important as Finn MacCauley saw fearlessness in her. But he must have seen something in her, other than her ability to get inside the microbiology lab to make and steal

         weapons of mass destruction. She had to believe that.

      


      

      He turned her to face him, instantly feasting on her mouth, sliding his hands down to her buttocks, pressing her against his

         erection.

      


      

      “Look what you do to me, darling girl.” He guided her back toward the bedroom, kissing her, pausing at the table to lift the strap of her bag. “Let’s not let these get too far out of our sight.”

      


      

      She refused to look at the purse and think that it represented her utter willingness to give him whatever he wanted. Her body.

         Her heart. Her very reputation.

      


      

      And yet, he wouldn’t give her the legitimacy she needed more than anything. Even though she could give him what Anne could

         not: a child.

      


      

      He nudged her forward, already taking off her sweater, her bra, his jacket and shirt. By the time he lowered her to the bed,

         they wore nothing but pants, and those came off quickly.

      


      

      He angled his head toward the bathroom, pushing his boxer shorts over a throbbing red hard-on. “Get your protection.”


      

      She fought the urge to shake her head. He was always so adamant about not taking chances and making her wear her diaphragm.

         Why? Because he didn’t want to be tied to her, and a baby would bind them to each other forever.

      


      

      He could never disappear if she had his baby.


      

      She swallowed and made an impulsive decision to lie, looking him right in the eye without wavering.


      

      “I already have it in.” At his slightly surprised look, she gave him a sly smile and eased her legs apart. “I knew you’d be

         waiting here when I got home, Finn.”

      


      

      He was inside her before she had a chance to change her mind, pumping and sweating and swearing until he came ferociously.

         He fell on her, spent and satisfied, while she waited for an endearment that didn’t come.

      


      

      “Listen, Sharon, if anyone, and I mean anyone, asks you about—”

      


      

      “I don’t plan to tell a soul what I did today,” she interjected.


      

      “Just when, or if, anyone asks you, you have to deny knowing me. Anyone at all, even—”

      


      

      “I do deny you, Finn.” But she wouldn’t have to if he was the father of her child. Had they just made a—


      

      A heavy pounding on the door silenced that thought, and the conversation. He rolled over and grabbed his clothes wordlessly.


      

      “Miss Mulvaney, we need to speak with you. FBI.”


      

      Finn mouthed the word “fuck” and seized his jacket, his eyes on fire as he pointed to the door. “Get out there and stall,”

         he ordered in a harsh whisper. “Don’t give me away, Sharon, or you won’t live to talk about it.”

      


      

      For a moment, she couldn’t speak. He’d kill her?


      

      “FBI! We’re coming in.”


      

      He grabbed her arm, fingers digging into her flesh, and flung her onto her feet with a shockingly strong jerk. “Go!”


      

      She stood there, naked and stunned, as he lunged for her purse. Another hard rap forced a reply from a throat thick with fear.


      

      “Just… a second,” she called, her heart thundering so loudly she could barely hear her own voice.


      

      Finn pushed her again, rougher this time, and she stumbled out of the bedroom and into the hall. “You have to cover for me,

         Sharon.” He closed the door and left her naked in the hall.

      


      

      “I’m coming,” she called at the next insistent knock, spying her down coat on the chair. She slid the cool nylon over her

         bare skin, shaking fingers working the zipper.

      


      

      “Miss Mulvaney, this is the FBI. Please open the door.”


      

      She’d been a criminal exactly one hour, and the FBI was already at her front door.


      

      You have to cover for me, Sharon.


      

      Taking a deep breath, she opened the door to find two clean-cut men who looked like they’d been sent from Hollywood to play

         FBI agents.

      


      

      “How can I help you?” she asked, blocking the entrance with her body.


      

      Two ID badges were flipped open in front of her eyes, but her head was spinning and the words and pictures just blurred, her

         ears not even registering their names.

      


      

      “We’d like to ask you some questions.”


      

      She blinked, nodded. “ ’Kay.”


      

      The taller, darker of the two men looked pointedly at her coat. “Are you on your way out, miss?”


      

      “Just got in.” From the lab. Where she’d stolen weapons of biological warfare that would be shipped to the distant cousin

         of the married man who led one of Boston’s largest organized crime syndicates—a man who just happened to be naked in her bedroom.

      


      

      “May we come in?”


      

      “No, you may not come in.”


      

      That got her double takes of surprise. Well, one of surprise. The other guy, the stocky blond, looked suspicious. He must

         be the smart one.

      


      

      “I’m sorry I can’t let you in,” she said, steadfast and stalling. “I see you have badges and all, but a woman alone can’t

         be too careful.”

      


      

      “Do you know a man named Finley MacCauley?”


      

      Blood drained from her head and landed low in a nauseous stomach. “I don’t know.” Stupid, stupid answer.


      

      Suspicious Blond Agent lifted both eyebrows. “You’ve never met a man named Finn MacCauley?”


      

      “I might have,” she said, certain they could hear the drumbeat of her heart rattling her rib cage. “Who is he?”


      

      “He’s a criminal, Ms. Mulvaney, and if you aid and abet his activities, you’ll be a criminal, too.”

      


      

      Too late for the future tense. “Do you have a picture of him?” she asked, desperate for a stall. “Maybe I’d recognize him.”


      

      “You don’t recognize the name?” the other man asked.


      

      “I… I… don’t know.”


      

      “Let us in, Miss Mulvaney.” He was definitely the bad cop, that blond one.


      

      “Why?” She directed the question to the nicer cop, but the other one answered.


      

      “Because we’ve received a tip that Finn MacCauley would be here today, and if you don’t let us in, we’re going to arrest you.”

         He took a step forward, his body enough of a weapon to force her back.

      


      

      Before she could stop them, they were inside. Balling her fists in her pockets, she watched the nasty one walk right over

         to the coffee table and pick up the drink, sniffing.

      


      

      “Jameson,” she offered before he asked. “Is that illegal?”


      

      The other agent was already striding down the hall, weapon drawn and held with two hands as he shouldered his way into her

         bedroom.

      


      

      She didn’t breathe, waiting for a shout or a shot. Seconds later, the agent emerged. He shook his head and muttered, “Nothin’.”


      

      Nothing? Where was Finn?

      


      

      She waited for the next question, but it didn’t come as they searched the tiny apartment, stuffed their guns away, and returned

         to the front door.

      


      

      “You better watch your back, miss,” the dark-haired agent said. “You’re hanging around with some pretty dangerous people.”

      


      

      She just nodded, remarkably cool considering the somersaults her stomach was doing, the blood coursing through her veins,

         and the question screaming in her brain.

      


      

      Where was Finn?


      

      They left and she remained still for a long moment, vaguely aware of the dribble of sticky moisture down her thigh, a reminder

         that minutes ago she had been making love to a man wanted by the FBI.

      


      

      “Finn?” she whispered, dragging her feet toward the bedroom, stepping in to see what the FBI agent had seen. A rumpled bed.

         Her clothes strewn on the floor. The window wide open.

      


      

      Finally, she exhaled, dropping on the bed from the weight of what had just happened. Her gaze shifted to the bureau. No surprise,

         Finn had taken her bag.

      


      

      Tears burned. Her throat closed. And a painful punch of regret hit her in the chest. God, she was a fool! A stupid, childish, trusting fool.

      


      

      And he was the worst kind of man—a user.


      

      For a long moment, she just sat there in her down coat, tears brimming but unshed. She listened to the silence of the apartment,

         inhaled the bitter fragrance of sex that hung in the room.

      


      

      And she waited.


      

      Not for Finn; he’d never be back. Not until he needed something only she could give him again. Then he’d charm her and coerce

         her and weaken her defenses and… get exactly what he wanted from her. That was Finn.

      


      

      But she could say no.


      

      So she waited for the agony in her heart to transform into something else. Visualized the change taking place deep in the

         molecular level of her soul. Harmless, healthy proteins of love gradually degrading into deadly toxins of hate.

      


      

      After all, wasn’t this her expertise? Creating poison from something as common as dirt? Love. What could be more common? Or

         dirtier?

      


      

      Minutes passed, maybe hours. Finally, she made a decision. She wasn’t sure how or when, but someday she’d find a way to use

         Finn MacCauley the way he used her, and then she’d watch him suffer.

      


      

      Until then, she damn well hoped some other molecular transformation wasn’t taking place inside her. Remembering her impetuous

         decision, she pushed off the bed, slid out of the coat, and headed into the shower to wash away the remnants of Finn. Please, God, let the hot shower water be enough to eliminate every drop of him from inside me.


      

      Because the last thing she wanted now was a baby. She had something different to live for—revenge on Finn MacCauley.


      

   

      

      
CHAPTER 1


      

      

      Present Day


      

      The halogen headlights sliced through the downpour like laser beams, turning the rain eerily white and illuminating each sudden

         turn in the nick of time. With every near miss on the twisty roads of the North Carolina woods, Devyn Sterling cursed the

         rental car company for not offering GPS, damned the weather for delaying her flight until this late at night, and wished to

         God that she had a clue which street was Oak Ridge Drive.

      


      

      And threw in one more vile curse for the impulsive nature that landed her in this situation.


      

      Arriving on the doorstep of her birth mother to shatter the woman’s life should really be done under sunny skies. But Devyn

         couldn’t wait another day. Or night. No matter the weather.

      


      

      Squinting into the downpour, she tapped the brakes at a cross street, slowing to a crawl to seize the millisecond of clarity between windshield wipes to read the street sign,

         aided by a sudden bolt of lightning.

      


      

      Yes. Oak Ridge. Thank God.

      


      

      Thunder rolled just a second or two later, but Devyn powered on, inching down the residential street, peering at the houses,

         set far apart on acre-sized lots, most of them dark for the night. As she reached the end of a cul-de-sac and neared the address

         she’d memorized, Devyn drew in a nervous breath, practicing what she would say when Dr. Sharon Greenberg opened the door.

      


      

      No matter how many times she rehearsed, the words came out wrong. Especially because Devyn doubted she could get through the

         whole story before she got the door slammed in her face.

      


      

      Still, she needed a game plan for this encounter.


      

      Her icy New England upbringing told her to be brutally blunt. Just knock on the door, open her mouth, and say, I’m the daughter you gave up in a secret adoption thirty years ago.


      

      But deep inside, because her blood wasn’t truly the chilly WASP of her Hewitt upbringing but some cocktail of hot Irish, she

         wanted to tell Dr. Greenberg the story with all the drama that had unfolded a few months earlier on the streets of Boston

         so the woman could fully appreciate the reason for Devyn’s visit.

      


      

      I hired an investigator, found out your identity—and that of my fugitive mobster father—and told my husband, who decided to

            betray me, only to get murdered by his mistress and a dirty cop who tried to frame Finn MacCauley for the crime. Uh, can I

            have some shelter from this storm?


      

      Without knowing much about Sharon Greenberg, it was hard to be sure if that tact would work any better than cool bluntness.

      


      

      She slowed at the last home, the brick ranch house bathed in the headlights of her rental car. Snapping the lights off, Devyn

         turned into the empty driveway and stared at the house. Maybe she should go for the heartfelt approach.

      


      

      I’m sorry, Dr. Greenberg. I know you don’t want to meet me, and I really planned to respect that wish, but I told my husband

            your name and I don’t know if he told anyone else before he was murdered. Just in case he did, I thought it only proper that

            I be the one to screw up your life…. And while I’m here, can we talk about why you gave me up?


      

      Don’t go there, Devyn. Not at first. The woman had every right to give up a child fathered by a legendary street thug like Finn MacCauley. She didn’t even have

         to have a baby.

      


      

      Still, Devyn thought as she looked at the darkened house, maybe… maybe they would talk about it. But first, Sharon had a right

         to know that her secret was no longer buried. And Devyn had a right to know who gave birth to her.

      


      

      Another flash of lightning illuminated the night, followed almost immediately by a quick explosion of thunder. Chills feathered

         Devyn’s skin despite the warm blasts from the dashboard. The storm was close.

      


      

      As her eyes adjusted and the rain washed the windshield, she studied the large picture window in the front, nine panes of

         glass, the blinds behind them closed tight. Water sluiced out the gutters, noisily splattering mud below.

      


      

      Proper New England upbringing pinched at her conscience. A lady would call before arriving.


      

      Okay, she could do that. Devyn picked up her cell phone and pressed the speed dial she’d foolishly programmed in while delayed

         at Logan. Back when she was still waging an internal debate, considering abandoning the plan and driving home. But rationale

         won over reason, and she’d stayed at the airport, gotten on the late plane, and… here she was.

      


      

      If she hit Send, maybe she’d wake Sharon, and then when Devyn knocked on the door, it wouldn’t be such a shock. The older

         woman would have a minute or two to prepare. That seemed fair.

      


      

      Devyn watched the words appear on the tiny screen: Calling Dr. Sharon Greenberg.

      


      

      Oh, God.


      

      The fourth ring cut off halfway and clicked into voice mail. Devyn pressed the phone to her ear, blocking out the rain beating

         on the car so she could listen and absorb the sound of her birth mother’s voice for the first time.

      


      

      “Hey, it’s Shar. I’m not able to take your call, but do what needs to be done and I’ll get back to you. Leave a message, try

         my office, text me, send a smoke signal. Peace out.”

      


      

      Devyn stabbed End and slipped the phone back into her purse, staring ahead at the shadows around the house, her heart matching

         the rhythm of the rain. Fast. Hard. Loud.

      


      

      Was she going to turn back now? Away from a woman who invited callers to send a smoke signal? Obviously Sharon had a sense

         of humor. But did that mean she had a heart?

      


      

      What she had, Devyn thought, was a right to know that somewhere, someone might know her darkest secret. That information could

         be damning to her career… or worse.

      


      

      So, really Devyn was doing her a favor.

      


      

      Holding tight to the justification that had gotten her this far, she scooped up her bag and opened the car door, soaked before

         she could jog up the three stone steps to the covered front porch. There, she intrepidly opened the screen door and rapped

         hard on the front door.

      


      

      Fifteen endless seconds passed; then she knocked again. Emboldened, disappointed, and frustrated, she pounded with the side

         of her fist, an unwanted lump forming in her throat.

      


      

      “You have to be home,” she murmured, her hand sliding down to the large brass handle. A blinding burst of lightning tore a

         gasp from her throat, making her squeeze the latch in fear and hold tight as the thunder cracked the night air.

      


      

      And the door opened.


      

      Devyn jerked her hand away the moment she realized she’d unlatched the unlocked door. The next blindingly close bolt of lightning pushed her inside, survival instinct trumping everything

         else.

      


      

      “Dr. Greenberg?” she called, still knocking on the open door. “Are you here, Dr. Greenberg?”


      

      This was so not how she wanted this meeting to unfold.


      

      Pitch-black inside, the cloying scent of candle wax and potpourri fought with the muskiness of a closed-up house.


      

      “Dr. Greenberg, are you home?”


      

      Obviously not. And Devyn, with the blood of a man who once topped the FBI’s Most Wanted list cascading through her veins,

         took another step into a house where she hadn’t been invited. Her adopted mother would keel over in disgrace. But right now, her adopted mother didn’t matter. Her real mother did.

      


      

      Two months had passed since Devyn’s husband had been murdered. Two months she’d waited for the investigation to close and

         the police to clear her to leave the Boston area. Two months she’d struggled with a question no one had ever asked and only

         Joshua Sterling could answer: Had he taken the name of Devyn’s birth mother to the grave? Two months was too much time not

         to have this conversation and deliver the potentially bad news to Dr. Greenberg.

      


      

      And have the perfect excuse to meet.


      

      All she had to say was, Your secret is no longer safe.


      

      In fact, under the circumstances, a simple note could do the job. Not as satisfying as face-to-face, but maybe this was what

         was meant to be.

      


      

      She called out again, blinking to get night vision, able to make out an entry table in the shadows where brown sticks surrounded

         by curled, dried leaves poked out of a vase.

      


      

      Either Sharon had been gone a while, or she really didn’t care about living things.


      

      And, really, wasn’t that what Devyn had traveled to North Carolina to discover?


      

      Somewhere to the left, an antique clock ticked. The soft hum of the refrigerator buzzed from a kitchen around the corner.

         Rain thumped on the shingles, but there were no other sounds.

      


      

      On her right, through French doors, Devyn could see the green light of a printer and the shape of a large desk stacked with

         papers and files. The office was the place to write and leave a note… or find a clue as to what made Dr. Sharon Greenberg

         tick.

      


      

      With a shiver of apprehension and a stab of guilt, she pushed open the door and walked to the desk, flipping on a tiny halogen

         lamp to scan the mess. There were little hills of papers, files, articles, medical journals, a leaning tower of DVDs, and

         a half dozen candles melted into various sizes and shapes.

      


      

      For a moment, she just drank in the first impression. Mom was a slob, she thought with a slight twist of a smile. An untidy,

         disorganized, hardworking scientist who… had sex with mobsters?

      


      

      Curiosity burned, along with something else Devyn couldn’t identify. Something that felt like hunger. A burn to… bond.


      

      Let it go, Devyn.

      


      

      She lifted some papers, eyeing the magazines, the arcane terminology, seeking clues to who this woman was. The investigator

         she’d paid dearly for bits of information said Dr. Greenberg was divorced, childless, and working as a researcher at the University

         of North Carolina teaching hospital.

      


      

      The tabs on a stack of file folders confirmed her life as a scientist. Retrovirology. Immunology. Serology. Pathology. Belfast.


      

      Belfast?


      

      The word was scratched in pencil, light enough that it looked like it had already been erased. Devyn tugged the file, something

         pulling at her as the manila folder slid out from under the others.

      


      

      Belfast. The city conjured up twenty-year-old newscasts of bombings, violence, deaths, Irish mobs, and…


      

      Irish mobs.


      

      Slowly, she opened the folder, her pulse kicking up after it had finally slowed. Inside, there were several pages of notes, some drawings, an e-mail. And on a “Recycle for Life”

         notepad were the words US Air Arrives 2:45 pm Belfast w/ layover Heathrow 8/29. Rtn open.


      

      August twenty-ninth was almost two weeks ago. She glanced at the papers in the file, obscure scientific drawings, several

         printouts of e-mails, a magazine article with the name Liam Baird underlined. She lifted it to read the story, but her gaze was pulled to a grainy photograph in the file behind the article.

         Taken from a distance, the image was of a girl on a bike, a backpack on her shoulders, her hair in a pony—

      


      

      “Oh my God.” The words stuck in her throat as she stared at the photo. She knew that bike, that street, that girl.


      

      It was her.


      

      Which meant Sharon knew her identity. She knew enough about Devyn to have a picture of her!


      

      Trembling, she flipped the picture over and stared at the small handwriting.


      

      Finn 617-555-6253


      

      Finn? Finn MacCauley with a Boston phone number?


      

      Lightning flashed blindingly bright with a simultaneous, deafening crack of thunder. The desk light went black, and thunder

         rolled with such intensity that the hardwood floor vibrated under Devyn’s feet.

      


      

      Had the house been hit? She stood there, the file still in one hand, as the thunder stopped, followed by the soft digital

         sound of her cell phone. Grabbing her phone, she read the caller ID.

      


      

      Dr. Sharon Greenberg.


      

      “Oh my God.” Sharon was calling her?


      

      She took a moment to breathe and think, too paralyzed to answer. Sharon must have just redialed, curious as to who had called

         her a few minutes ago.

      


      

      But she has my picture in a file on her desk.


      

      With unsteady fingers, she tapped the green button and put the phone to her ear. “Hello?”


      

      Nothing. Silence. But someone was there; she could tell.


      

      “Dr. Greenberg?” She pulled the phone away, checked the name again to be sure she hadn’t imagined it. “Hello?”


      

      No response. The house was silent around her, all electrical buzzing dead from the power outage. Devyn stood in the pitch

         blackness, holding the lifeline to her birth mother… which was just as silent. She’d lost the call.

      


      

      With a soft cry of frustration, she hit Redial. From down the hall, a digital ring cut through the silence.


      

      Sharon was in the house? The call that just came in was made… from this house?


      

      Slowly, like someone was guiding her with puppet strings, she walked around the desk, through the darkness, her arm automatically

         slipping through the shoulder bag she’d set on top of one of the piles.

      


      

      The phone stopped midring, and there was a soft click in her ear.


      

      Someone had picked up the phone. Someone in this house.


      

      “Dr. Greenberg?” she said it loudly, not to the phone but toward the hall. “Are you there?”


      

      Silence.


      

      Icy panic prickled over her skin, sending the hairs on the back of her neck straight up. She wasn’t alone.


      

      Fumbling through the dark, she found her way back to the entry hall. There, she stood still, listening, then turned back to call out to Sharon one last time, just as a hand clamped

         over her mouth and yanked her back into a solid man’s chest.

      


      

      “What are you doing here?” The man growled the words, adding so much pressure that her neck cracked.


      

      White terror flashed behind her eyes, a scream trapped in her throat.


      

      “What?” he demanded, lifting his hand enough for her to breathe and speak.


      

      “Looking… for… Shar—”


      

      “Why?”


      

      “I… I wanted to…” She tried to think of a reasonable answer. “Leave her something.”


      

      “What?”


      

      Whoever this guy was—a husband, a boyfriend, or a guard dog—he probably knew where Sharon was. She had to be calm and come

         up with a plausible story.

      


      

      “I’m her student,” she said in a controlled voice. “She needed me to give her some papers. In person.”


      

      He tightened his grip, pressing so hard across her chest she could feel her heart beat into his forearm.


      

      “Who sent you?” he ground out.


      

      “Nobody sent me. I’m a student—”


      

      “A student who broke in?” He lifted his left hand, palming the side of her head while a beefy arm pinned her. Slowly, he pushed

         her head to the side until her neck muscles strained and tendons snapped. Pain ricocheted down her arm and terror shot up

         her spine.

      


      

      “Who sent you?”


      

      “I came on my own. It’s personal.” Miraculously, her voice didn’t crack like her neck. “I have to talk to her.”


      

      He pushed her toward the door, which she just realized was open. Had she left it that way? Had he followed her in? Or had

         he been waiting?

      


      

      She dug her feet into the mat, refusing to be pushed into the screen and out into the rain. “I have to talk to her,” she said

         again, trying to squirm around to see his face, but he wouldn’t allow it.

      


      

      Had he hurt Sharon? Was her body lying bloody in the back of the house? “When you find her, give her a message.” A shove sent

         her flying against the screen door, popping it open. She twisted just enough to see a glimpse of his face, older than she

         expected, light eyes, grim mouth.

      


      

      He whipped her around and braced her again. “If she comes back here without getting her job done, she’s dead.”


      

      Devyn squirmed, finally getting her brain to work enough to try fruitlessly to jerk out of his grip. “What job?”


      

      “She knows what job. She steps into this house a failure, she’ll leave in a box. We’re watching and we’re waiting.”


      

      He shoved her outside, still holding her so tight she couldn’t turn to see him. One more push and she was out from under the

         overhang, drenched, as the screen door was slammed shut behind her.

      


      

      She spun around to get a look at him, just as an earsplitting sound sent her jumping backward, staring in disbelief at the

         hole in the screen.

      


      

      He’d backed into the shadows of the house and shot at her! Instantly, she pivoted toward the driveway, slipping on the concrete.

         Using the banister to right herself, she sailed down the stairs, taking another look over her shoulder.

      


      

      Fear vibrated through her, her heart hammering as if it would explode out of her chest. The rush of blood and rain drowned out the little cries that escaped her lips as she stabbed

         in her bag for the car keys.

      


      

      Had she left them in the house?


      

      Panic almost knocked her over, just as the keys scraped her knuckles. She whipped them out and promptly dropped them in a

         puddle.

      


      

      “Shit!” Falling to her knees, photos and papers she’d taken from Sharon’s file fluttered to the ground. The picture? Everything

         was soaked before it hit the pavement.

      


      

      One more shot exploded out into the night.


      

      Abandoning the papers except what she could scoop in one shaky grab, she snatched the keys and dragged open the car door,

         scrambling inside and tossing the remains of the file and her purse across the console. She found the ignition, turned on

         the car, and jerked it into reverse. With her full weight on the accelerator, she launched backward out of the driveway.

      


      

      She stole one last glance at the picture window, the reflection of her headlights illuminating the blinds. They parted briefly

         as her attacker watched her leave. A man who would kill Sharon Greenberg if she returned… without getting her job done. What kind of job was that? Research for UNC? In Belfast?

      


      

      She managed a quick look at the papers she’d thrown on the passenger seat; the picture was still there.


      

      A picture of Devyn taken seventeen years ago. Why would Sharon have that?


      

      A hundred answers clobbered her brain, all dizzying in their possibilities. But only one electrified her. Her birth mother

         had been keeping track of her.

      


      

      Her birth mother cared.

      


      

      Was that possible?


      

      She had to know. The burn intensified until she could taste the metallic, bitter flavor of need in her mouth. She had to know

         why Sharon had that picture. And she had to warn Sharon that her home was under surveillance and that she was in danger.

      


      

      But how?


      

      Trembling, she followed the darkened street back to the curvy Carolina roads. Finding Dr. Sharon Greenberg had just gone from

         an impulse to a mission. Belfast.

      


      

      Fortunately, she’d brought her passport.


      

   

      

      
CHAPTER 2


      

      

      The offices of the fledgling security and investigation firm sat directly above a lingerie store on Newbury Street, giving

         Marc Rossi one more reason to like his new job.

      


      

      He loitered at the window of Silk, drinking in the display of autumn gold thongs and russet front-clasp brassieres. While

         he briefly imagined the pleasure of putting them on—and taking them off—the right woman, he answered his vibrating cell phone

         without looking at caller ID.

      


      

      He knew who it was anyway.


      

      “I see you staring at the unmentionables, Marc.”


      

      Inching back, he grinned up at the bay window that protruded from the second floor and saw his cousin looking down at him

         with an amused expression on her devilish features.

      


      

      “You can mention them, Vivi. I just don’t remember my father’s offices having such excellent downstairs neighbors.”


      

      “That’s because Silk was a Chinese laundry when Uncle Jim used this suite. But I’m thinking we can add a tagline to the Guardian

         Angelinos Web site: ‘We’re just above the underwear’.”

      


      

      Marc laughed. “I like it.” He pulled open the glass door that led to a small entryway, throwing one more wistful smile at

         the lace-covered entrance to Silk before heading upstairs. Like so many buildings in Boston’s Back Bay, offices and apartments

         were stacked above high-end retailers, accessible by steep, narrow staircases or rickety elevators. “And it’ll make Christmas

         shopping so much easier for me,” he added.

      


      

      “I wear a small. Bottom and top, sadly.”


      

      He took the stairs two at a time. “I wasn’t thinking about you, little cousin.”


      

      “I’ve no doubt your shopping list is long and heavily weighted to the Silk customer,” she countered. “But no lingering in

         lingerie. We have ten minutes until your FBI buddy shows up, and I want to have our act together to meet a potential new client.”

      


      

      “Will do, boss.” He ended the call as he reached the top landing and continued down a familiar hallway to the suite of offices

         where his father had practiced law for almost twenty years before becoming a judge. But Jim Rossi had kept the lease on this

         prime Back Bay real estate and had generously offered the unoccupied offices to house the company Marc’s cousins had just

         started.

      


      

      The faint scent of cleaning solution and paint wafted into the hall, because the official move had taken place just this past

         weekend. Marc had been unable to leave his weapons shop to help, but he’d successfully trained a few managers, which left

         him free to make the leap from small-business owner back to the life he missed and loved—not the life of FBI agent that he’d once enjoyed, but that

         of consultant.

      


      

      The brother and sister team of Vivi and Zach Angelino had planned a venture that was very appealing to him. When they asked

         him to consult for the Guardian Angelinos, he went all in, and proved his enthusiasm by bringing the company its first official

         new business lead.

      


      

      He opened the door, and the smell of fresh paint grew stronger, along with the colors. The walls were deep purple and gold,

         showcasing the ultrahip reception chairs and the glass desk.

      


      

      “Good-bye, Rossi Law and hello, Guardian Angelinos,” he said with a soft laugh.


      

      “You like?” Vivi spun around from the bay window, her smile as cheery as the September sun that backlit her, her dark eyes

         glittering like the diamond stud in her nose. “Because Zach hates it.”

      


      

      Marc shook his head, chuckling. “Your brother is a killjoy.”


      

      “I am not.” Zach Angelino’s distinctive baritone rolled out from the back offices. “I let her go with the ridiculous name,

         didn’t I? Do I have to like the… the…”

      


      

      “Jewel tones?” Vivi supplied as she waved Marc toward the rest of the suite. “He’s full of it. He loves the Guardian Angelinos.

         Makes him feel so important to have the name on the door.”

      


      

      “I love the concept,” Zach corrected as they entered his office. “I still think the name is… regrettable.”

      


      

      “How’d you get the office with the better view?” Marc glanced around at his father’s former law office, the wall of windows

         overlooking the bustle of chic Back Bay.

      


      

      “I’m one minute older,” Zach said, grinning at Vivi from behind a cheap fiberboard desk placed in the very spot where James

         Rossi’s antique oak monster lived before it became a permanent resident of the family’s Sudbury basement.

      


      

      “And he got the high-end guest chairs,” Vivi said, indicating two folding director’s chairs with the Ford logo on the back.

         “They came free with the company Expedition, and I blew the furniture budget on the reception. First impressions and all.”

      


      

      Mark dropped into one of the wobbly chairs. “Don’t make excuses. You two have done an amazing job already.”


      

      Zach snorted. “We need more clients, but we’re getting there.” For the first time since he got back from Iraq, Zach seemed

         completely comfortable in his own skin—as scarred as that skin might be. It wasn’t just his role as CEO of a new company,

         either. Marc knew exactly what—or rather who—made his cousin look so content.

      


      

      “How’s Samantha?” Marc asked.


      

      Although his missing left eye was covered with a simple leather patch, Zach’s happiness was still easy to read. “One week

         into law school, and she’s killin’ it already. We’re looking for a bigger place than her apartment in Somerville.”

      


      

      “What’s that I hear?” Vivi asked, curling her lithe little frame into the other chair and cupping a hand at her ear. “Why,

         it’s the sound of bells. Wedding bells.”

      


      

      “Seriously?” Marc turned to Zach and knew instantly that this wasn’t Vivi’s usual hyperbole.


      

      Zach lifted a casual shoulder, but his smile was anything but nonchalant. Something twisted in Marc’s gut. Envy? Impossible.

         He couldn’t love his cousin more or want to head back into marriage less. “When?” he asked.

      


      

      “June, assuming this business takes off the way my sister believes it will.”

      


      

      “And that’s where you come in,” Vivi said, her hand on Marc’s arm.


      

      “Best man?”


      

      “Best consultant,” she said. “Please tell me this FBI gig is really going to happen. We need cash so badly.”


      

      “Assuming Assistant Special Agent in Charge Colton Lang shows up here in the next few minutes, I think it is. And, trust me,

         if this goes well, the bureau is always on the lookout for outside help on special projects. Colt could be your biggest client.”

      


      

      “Our biggest client,” Zach corrected, pointing at Marc. “Vivi and I need you as a regular on the payroll, Marc, not just brought

         in here and there. As long as you understand that payroll is slim for now.”

      


      

      Marc shrugged. “I know what it is, and you know how much I would rather do work in security and investigations than own a

         gun shop.”

      


      

      “You should be solving crimes and taking down bad guys, Marc,” Vivi said. “Not selling Glocks and Walthers so someone else

         can do the job.”

      


      

      Vivi and Zach, raised with the Rossi family since the two of them were orphaned at age ten in Italy and sent to the States

         to live with relatives, knew Marc as well as any of his siblings. They’d all been there for Marc when his seemingly perfect

         marriage to a seemingly perfect woman turned out to be anything but perfect, and trust had cost him the job he loved almost

         as much as he loved her. They knew how much he missed that job. But not that woman.

      


      

      “I’m here for the long haul,” he assured them. “Not for the slender paycheck.”


      

      The squeak of the front office door ended the conversation. Vivi popped up so fast she almost toppled the flimsy chair. “To

         the conference room, gentlemen. Let’s try to look official. This is a client.”

      


      

      The two men shared a look, and Zach pointed to his sister’s trademark cargo pants and tank top, a sweatshirt tied around her

         narrow waist. “We’ll follow your lead, Vice President in Charge of Investigations Angelino.”

      


      

      She flipped him the bird and disappeared to greet the guest.


      

      Zach stood but Marc didn’t, still eyeing his cousin. “You sure?” he asked simply.


      

      “There are no words for how sure I am,” he said, obviously knowing what Marc was referring to. “Just ’cause you’re jaded doesn’t

         mean the rest of the world is.”

      


      

      Marc stifled a soft hoot. “Says the guy who invented jaded.”


      

      “I’m unjaded now, thanks to Sam.”


      

      “The love of a good woman and all?” Marc rose to follow him.


      

      “You don’t need to be so bitter.”


      

      “Who’s bitter? I’m a realist.”


      

      Zach laughed. “You’ve never been a realist, Marc. You’re a perfectionist, and that’s fine in business, but as long as you’re

         looking for perfection, you’ll only be disappointed.”

      


      

      He didn’t agree, but just followed Zach into the hall.


      

      “Your marriage didn’t work out. Mine will,” Zach said confidently. “And, anyway, you picked the wrong person first time around.”


      

      “First?” Marc snorted at the optimism. “As if there’d be a second.”


      

      “A second what?” From behind them came the calm and authoritative voice of ASAC Colton Lang, which was familiar to Marc since

         they’d worked together a few times when he was still with the bureau.

      


      

      Marc ignored the question and exchanged greetings while they all moved into the conference room, where Vivi’s decorating hadn’t

         yet started. The bookshelves were still stocked with legal tomes, and the long mahogany table that seated a dozen or so still

         seemed stodgy and old school compared to the colorful ambience of the reception area.

      


      

      Short-haired, conservative, suit-and-tie man Colton Lang fit right in.


      

      “I’m here because you all did a masterful job of finding Joshua Sterling’s killers,” he said without preamble, standing at

         the head of the table, his gaze moving from one to the other. “I know you took a bullet in the process, Ms. Angelino,” he

         added to Vivi. “How are you feeling?”

      


      

      Vivi smiled proudly, her hand moving to her stomach. “I’m back on my skateboard,” she said with a laugh. “So looks like everything’s

         normal.”

      


      

      Colt covered a rare smile with a single nod. “Glad to hear it. As you know, the bureau wasn’t really involved with that case,

         but we are appreciative of your success.”

      


      

      “Maybe you should have been involved,” Zach said dryly. “Since the Boston police had a vested interest in not solving it.”


      

      Colt acknowledged the understatement with another tip of his chin. “If you hadn’t led us to the dirty cop who was working

         with Joshua Sterling’s mistress, we might have fallen for their scheme to pin the murder on Finn MacCauley. It would have

         been an easy mistake for us to make, since, as you know, he’s a fugitive who remains on the FBI’s Most Wanted list.”

      


      

      “I really hope you’re here to give us the job of finding him,” Vivi added, leaning forward with a sparkle in her eyes. “Because

         we could do that.”

      


      

      Colt held her gaze for a minute, assessing her with a fraction of surprise that made Marc suppress a smile. Vivi was constantly

         being misjudged, thanks to her funky style and choice of skateboard as a means of transportation. But being underestimated

         and sometimes dismissed as too young or too frivolous had helped Vivi crack some of the toughest stories when she was a journalist.

         As an investigator, he suspected that vibe would be her most powerful secret weapon.

      


      

      “I’m not here to ask you to find Finn MacCauley,” Colt said.


      

      “Still, we could.”


      

      He gave in to a smile. “While I admire your spirit, Ms. Angelino, I have to let you know that unearthing an ancient fugitive

         isn’t really a high priority for the bureau.”

      


      

      Marc choked. “Any man on the Most Wanted list is a high priority, Colt. Who are you kidding?”


      

      “I don’t kid. For one thing, he’s been missing for almost three decades, there’s doubts he’s still alive, and he hasn’t been

         linked to a new crime since 1983.”

      


      

      “He’s linked to enough old ones,” Marc said.


      

      “You were still in the FBI post-nine-eleven,” Colt replied. “You know what happened to our priorities. Terrorism is job number

         one, two, three, and four now. Finding a man who was involved with mobs that don’t even exist anymore, especially since more

         than a few people believe his body was buried under the Central Artery when they started the Big Dig, is not on my to-do list. Finding him is as low on the crime totem pole as stopping the sales

         of knockoff designer handbags.”

      


      

      “Then why are you here?” Marc asked.


      

      “To find his daughter.” Colt pulled out a color photo and placed it on the table, and Marc instantly recognized Devyn Hewitt

         Sterling, the widow of Joshua Sterling and, for a very brief time, a person of interest in that murder.

      


      

      “I thought she was cleared of any suspicion in her husband’s death,” Marc said.


      

      “She’s not guilty of anything,” Colt assured him.


      

      “Except being stupid.” Marc eyed the picture of the widowed socialite with striking cheekbones and sky-blue eyes. “If she

         hadn’t told her ambitious husband that her biological father was a wanted criminal, Joshua Sterling might still be alive.”

         Although she was probably better off without him.

      


      

      “I don’t think she’s stupid,” Colt said thoughtfully. “And that’s why we need somebody very smart for the job of finding her.”


      

      “What did she do?” Vivi asked.


      

      “Nothing,” Colt replied, settling into his seat. “Right now she’s traveling, in Belfast as far as we can tell, and I’d like

         you to track her down and bring that trip to an end.”

      


      

      “Why?” All three of them asked the question at the same time.


      

      Colt reacted with raised eyebrows, hesitating. “You don’t need to know that.”


      

      This time, he got three silent stares.


      

      “You really don’t,” he said firmly. “The job is simple. Find her and convince her to leave the country, preferably to come

         back to the States, but frankly that’s not important. Just get her out of Belfast without raising her suspicions about who you are or who you are working for. Just somehow get her out of there.”

      


      

      “Why don’t you just apprehend her?” Vivi asked, but Marc already knew the question was moot. It didn’t take all of his twelve

         years as an FBI agent to know they weren’t getting the whole story. And since Colton Lang had a reputation as a hardass rule

         follower, he suspected they might never get it.

      


      

      “She hasn’t committed a crime,” Colt said.


      

      Vivi looked at her brother, then Marc, clearly not ready to accept this level of information. She opened her mouth to object,

         but Colt cut off her question before it was asked.

      


      

      “Do you want the assignment or not?”


      

      She closed her mouth.


      

      Zach put a hand over hers. “Sometimes it’s going to work this way,” he said quietly. After his years in the army, Zach understood

         that missions could be carried out without everyone knowing the full reasoning behind the strategy.

      


      

      “What kind of support will we have from the bureau?” Marc asked.


      

      “None.” Colt leveled his gaze with the single-word response. “And you’ll have no contact with the bureau except for me. No

         negotiating on that.”

      


      

      Vivi blew out a breath, but Zach waved away her frustration again. “Let’s talk fees.”


      

      “When Devyn Sterling is out of Belfast, preferably out of Northern Ireland completely.”


      

      “What?” Vivi almost jumped out of her seat. “You want us to take this on contingency? An assignment that’s practically a black

         hole of information?”

      


      

      “Yes, I do,” he said. “If you are official FBI consultants, then I have to show casework, and I’m afraid we don’t have time

         for that. You need to leave immediately, tomorrow if not sooner.”

      


      

      Marc turned the photo of Devyn around to look at it, studying the coolness in her gaze, the distance in her expression. Like

         she was dead cold on the inside. Why did the FBI want this widow out of Belfast?

      


      

      He had a very strong suspicion that he was too smart to voice.


      

      “Give us an hour to discuss it,” Marc said. “And during that hour, arrange a retainer check for expenses. I’m certain you

         can do that without getting tied up in red tape.”

      


      

      Colt nodded to the concession, sliding the pertinent files toward him. “I’ll be back before noon. Please have a decision for

         me by then.” He glanced at Vivi and Zach. “I can show myself out.”

      


      

      He left and none of them said a word until the door to the reception area closed behind him.


      

      And then they all talked at the same time, Rossi-Angelino style.


      

      “Contingency!”


      

      “He’s holding back.”


      

      “We need this job.” Zach took the lead, holding up his hand. “We need this job,” he repeated to be sure he was heard over the others. “Even if it’s contingency,” he said to Vivi. “And even if

         he’s not telling us everything. We know enough to at least attempt to do what he wants. That’s the assignment and that’s what

         we’ll do.”

      


      

      “Spoken like a true Army Ranger,” Vivi said, pushing back from the table. “But not the CEO of a company.”


      

      “Hang on, Vivi,” Marc said. “Zach’s right—we don’t have to know everything, and we do need this assignment. If my gut is right, this has to do with finding Finn MacCauley, and

         there’s no way he’s going to trust an unproven operation like ours with that information.”

      


      

      She tilted her head in acknowledgment. “Then let’s get proven. Let’s find him.”


      

      Zach snorted softly. “We’re good, Vivi, but we aren’t quite equipped to go after a fugitive who’s eluded the FBI for thirty

         years. We prove ourselves by working with him, not against him, and by taking it one step at a time. Marc goes to Ireland,

         finds this woman, convinces her to leave Belfast with him.”

      


      

      “How are you going to do that?” Vivi asked.


      

      Marc grinned. “Have you met me?”


      

      She laughed but shook her head. “You are charming, but without knowing why she’s there, or what she’s doing, you’ll have to

         do some fancy footwork.”

      


      

      “I will. And Colt didn’t say I couldn’t ask her what’s going on. He just wanted me to get her out of there. Let me get some

         intelligence on her situation, create a personal relationship with her, and get her out of there. Then we’ll figure out if

         there’s more we can do. All of that is within the parameters of what he wants from this firm.”

      


      

      “I hate parameters.” Vivi stood and paced the room, her hands deep in the pockets of her cargo pants. “What if we did bring

         in Finn MacCauley?” she said.

      


      

      Zach and Marc shared a look but didn’t say anything.


      

      “You know damn well that would put the Guardian Angelinos on the map,” she said. “The national press coverage on that would

         take us right to the next level.”

      


      

      “Vivi, we haven’t even reached the first level yet,” Zach said. “Let’s just do this right and see if we can get more business from the FBI. Marc says they use outside security and investigation firms all the time.”

      


      

      “They do,” Marc agreed. “And they don’t always tell them everything about a case, so I believe this is legit and has potential.”


      

      “Boatloads of potential,” Vivi said. “You go find her and we’ll give you whatever backup support you need here, and…” She

         hesitated, locking gazes with her brother.

      


      

      “Don’t turn this into a hunt for Finn MacCauley,” Zach said. “If that’s what the client wanted, he’d have asked for it.”


      

      “So let’s overachieve,” she shot back.


      

      While the twins stared each other down, Marc grabbed the files, taking one more look at Devyn Sterling. Perfect women made

         his skin crawl… even though they were the only kind he ever wanted. “I wonder what she’s doing traveling around Belfast two

         months after her cheating husband was killed?”

      


      

      “I did some research on her when we were working on the Josh Sterling murder,” Vivi said. “You know she’s a Hewitt, right?

         The bluest blood in Boston and richer than God’s little brother.”

      


      

      “I know.” Marc studied the fine features and soft waves of warm blond hair. “Except,” he mused, “her blood isn’t really blue.

         She’s Finn MacCauley’s illegitimate daughter. Her blood is… bloody.”

      


      

      “And no one even knows who her mother is,” Zach added. “It was the big hole in the story Joshua was going to take public.”


      

      Marc nodded, closing the file. “Can you make some calls and get me the flight information?” he asked Vivi. “I’m going home

         to pack.”

      


      

      “So we are definitely taking this job?” Vivi asked.

      


      

      “Final decision is up to the CEO,” Marc replied. “Zach?”


      

      “We’ll take it exactly as the client has asked us to,” Zach said. “He’s a straight-up guy and we’re not going investigating

         behind his back. We do the job, we get paid, we get another job. We do this the conventional way, Vivi.”
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