
  
    [image: Dead For Life]
  


  
    
      DEAD FOR LIFE

      Dead For Good Book Five

    

    
      
        STACY CLAFLIN

        NOLON  KING

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Sterling &amp; Stone]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2021 by Sterling & Stone

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      The authors greatly appreciate you taking the time to read our work. Please consider leaving a review wherever you bought the book, or telling your friends about it, to help us spread the word.

      Thank you for supporting our work.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Chapter 35

      

      
        Chapter 36

      

    

    
      
        Want more?

      

      
        About the Authors

      

      
        Also By Nolon King

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Special Offer

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: 12]
          
        

      

      

      
        
        Sign up for the FREE newsletter and get a free copy of the King & Wright novel 12.

        Join the list and be the FIRST to get the latest news, sneak peeks at what’s coming next, and free books and short stories. Our subscribers make our careers possible, and we’ll never spam you.

        GET YOUR FREE BOOK NOW!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Knock, knock!

      Brad Morris quickly slammed the drawer and stood up straight. He couldn’t help feeling like he was doing something wrong every time he went through Kurt’s desk.

      Except that desk now belonged to Brad.

      He squared his shoulders and answered the door.

      Scott stood on the other side. His eyes widened. “Brad? What are you doing in here?”

      “Someone has to run this place now that Kurt’s locked away.” And Bancroft had managed to make it look like Brad had attempted to interfere with Kurt’s arrest, so that Ralf would have more reason to trust him. He stepped back, giving the older assassin room to come inside, then he closed the door behind them. “It’s great to see you. Have you healed enough to come back to work?”

      “I’m up for researching targets or training new assassins. We can talk later about me possibly returning to the field.” Scott took the seat Brad usually did when coming in to talk with Kurt. “You’re really running the show now?”

      It had been over a month now, but he still felt like an imposter taking over the boss’s office.

      Brad sat across from the man who’d been somewhat of a mentor when Brad first joined the business. “Ralf always runs things, whether he’s here or not.”

      “He probably checks in on you daily, I’d imagine.”

      “Not as much as I’d expect, but then again, he’s busy trying to free Kurt.”

      Scott’s expression turned serious. “Do you think this is a good time to get out of the business? A lot of people have been going down this year.”

      “Rose and Kurt both had it coming,” Brad said quickly.

      They’d both tried to take him down, both had tried to kill him. Should’ve known better than to go after one of the top assassins in the business.

      Scott leaned forward. “I have to say, I’m surprised that Ralf gave you the position.”

      It felt surreal to Brad, too.

      But it was precisely the position he needed. Now that Kurt had revealed that Ralf was the one to put the hit on his dad’s life, Brad would have the opportunity to get close enough to kill him. He’d gotten into the assassin business to eventually find and take down the man who murdered his father.

      The last thing he ever imagined was that he’d end up working for them.

      Yet here he was. Now it was only a matter of patience. Waiting for the right opportunity.

      Then he could finally avenge his father’s death.

      He turned his attention back to Scott. “If you hadn’t gotten injured, it might’ve been you. You’re not going to try to take my job, are you?”

      They both laughed.

      Scott had never had any interest in running the business. He loved the thrill of pursuit. How long he’d keep it up was up in the air. He was already in his sixties and had gotten injured on his last job.

      If Brad were in his shoes, he’d be thinking about slowing down. Focusing more on other aspects of their line of work.

      Probably why he wanted to do research and training. Aside from retirement, there weren’t other options — unless he ended up in jail or dead. That was where so many others found themselves before fifty. Sometimes much sooner.

      Brad shuffled some papers. “Are you ready to start today? Or just dropping in?”

      “I’m eager to get back to it. What do you have for me?”

      “You up for putting away stock? I haven’t had time myself, and there aren’t many I can trust with it. If you know what I mean.”

      Scott nodded. “Sensitive material.”

      “Precisely.”

      “Glad to help. I used to do some of the inventory way back before you took it over.”

      “You mean around the time dinosaurs went extinct?”

      They laughed again.

      It was good to have Scott back. Felt like a lifetime since he’d worked with someone at his level.

      “Any boxes you want me to start with?” Scott headed for the door.

      “No. If you need help with the lifting, holler. Or let one of the kids out front know.”

      “I’ll be fine.”

      Brad breathed a sigh of relief as Scott closed the door between them. He was someone Brad could trust with his life. There weren’t many left that he could say that about.

      He returned to his real job — digging up dirt on the Bergmanns. Ralf had all but disappeared after giving Brad his son’s old office and responsibilities. Now the older man’s focus was tied between the business and freeing his son.

      Kurt would never see the outside of a prison if Agent June Bancroft had her way. She’d already tied Kurt to the deaths of several overseas political leaders that had affected American politics.

      His face was all over social media.

      It was a PR nightmare. But not something Brad needed to worry about. Ralf had put others on that job.

      Brad just needed to keep the knife shop running as a cover and assign targets to the other assassins. For the time being, he didn’t have to do any kills himself now that he had Kurt’s job.

      But working for two bosses — Ralf and the agent — was like walking a tightrope made of human hair over a fiery pit of spikes.

      The agent did not want Brad to allow the killings of any political leaders or businessmen. And now Brad knew that was almost every target in the company, despite the lies he’d been fed all these years about killing criminals who’d gotten away from justice in the system.

      He returned a few phone calls, and before he knew it, his phone’s alarm went off.

      It was time to visit his daughter in the mental hospital.
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      Brad’s breath hitched as they neared Hadley’s room. It was anyone’s guess what they would see when the nurse opened the door.

      They were allowed to see her today, so that was a good sign. She’d had more good days than bad recently.

      Hopefully soon, her doctor would release her to come home to her real room, which she hadn’t seen in over a month.

      The nurse turned to him and Faye before unlocking the door. “I’m not sure what Dr. Fallow told you, but she’s resting. It’s been a busy day.”

      “What do you mean by busy?” Faye demanded.

      Brad gave her hand a gentle squeeze.

      The nurse hesitated. “She spent a good deal of time in the art center painting.”

      “Is there a problem with what she made?” Brad asked.

      “It was rather bloody. Crimson splashes all over.”

      His stomach knotted. If Hadley confessed to accidentally killing Nate, even the agent’s promise of immunity might not be enough to keep her out of prison. Word would get out, people would demand justice.

      Faye’s grip tightened on his hand. “She lost her baby in a bloody mess, and her boyfriend was murdered. What do you expect from her? Sunshine and kittens? She isn’t here because her life is perfect. Can you imagine going through that kind of grief at such a young age?”

      The nurse took a deep breath. “The picture disturbed some of the other patients.”

      “Maybe you should let Hadley paint in her own room,” Faye snapped. “Did you think of that?”

      “That isn’t a bad idea,” Brad agreed. He tried to see around the nurse into the window of his daughter’s room.

      “Certain items aren’t allowed in the patients’ rooms.” The nurse frowned. “Come inside, and if you have any questions, you should direct them to her doctor.”

      Faye’s brows furrowed. “I want to see her painting, see if it’s as bad as you make out.”

      “Take it up with Dr. Fallow.” The nurse opened the door and poked her head in. “Hadley, you have guests.”

      Brad let Faye go inside first, then he followed her in. The white room had more color than in times past. Hadley had taped several paintings above the bed. None were bloody or morbid.

      Faye let go of his hand and threw her arms around Hadley, who sat on the bed with a book.

      “I’ll make sure Dr. Fallow knows you’re here.” The nurse left, closing the door.

      Brad sat next to Hadley and put his hand on her shoulder. “How are you doing?”

      No matter how many times they visited, it was always jolting to see her with dark circles under her eyes and ratty hair. His daughter was a girl who never left the bathroom with a hair out of place or with makeup less than perfect. She was even thinner than before, and she’d never had much weight to spare.

      Hadley sighed dramatically. “They won’t let me do anything.”

      “Like what?” Faye asked.

      “Anything. All I ever do is sit in here, go to group therapy, go to counseling with Dr. Fallow, and eat. Class sometimes, but not often enough. The only interesting one is art, and they won’t let me draw what I want.”

      Brad motioned toward the paintings on the walls. “Those are nice.”

      “They’re boring.”

      Faye put her arm around Hadley. “What did you draw today?”

      Hadley wrinkled her nose. “What did Nurse Ratched tell you?”

      Brad held back a snicker. “She said some of the other patients weren’t thrilled with your artwork.”

      “What else am I supposed to draw? The instructor said to put the images from our minds onto the page. That’s what I did.”

      Faye whispered, “You haven’t told anyone about … you know?”

      They all knew.

      Hadley had killed her classmate Nate, and he and Faye helped to cover it up. And now the agent had a fall guy already arrested for the crime.

      But if Hadley confessed, people would believe her. Everyone had pointed fingers at her because of the argument she’d had with Nate shortly before his death. He’d followed her around town — stalked her — and then confronted her in a dark park, shortly after his dad had threatened her.

      She’d felt attacked. How was she supposed to react?

      “Well?” Faye asked.

      “I’m not telling anyone.”

      Brad exchanged a look with his wife. Hadley had so much pressing on her psyche — her boyfriend’s murder, the loss of the baby that she saw as her only remaining connection to him, and accidentally killing her friend. It was more than most adults would be able to handle. All it would take was a slip of the tongue to the wrong person.

      “Have you talked about the other stuff?” Faye held Hadley’s hands in her own.

      “Over and over. Talking about it doesn’t help. Being here doesn’t help. Neither do the drugs they make me take.”

      “How do they make you feel?” Brad asked. “Talkative?”

      She shook her head. “The opposite. Tired. And they make me feel less. Not that they could take away all the pain. When do I get to go home?”

      Faye wrapped her arms around Hadley. “Dr. Fallow and Dr. Trellis both think you’re better off here, getting the help you need in dealing with the grief.”

      Hadley scowled. “They just want to punish me for attacking the nurses when I first got here.”

      “They aren’t,” Brad assured her. “Everyone wants to see you make a full recovery.”

      “I could do that at home.”

      “You’re getting daily counseling here. Like you said, group and individual. That couldn’t happen at home. We only see Dr. Trellis weekly.”

      “It doesn’t help!” Tears shone in her eyes. “I can talk about losing Duke and the baby, and even about Nate’s ‘disappearance,’ but you know what? No amount of talking will bring them back. Nobody’s coming back! And to make matters worse, Ellie still hates me.”

      Faye patted her arm. “I’m sure she’s had plenty of time to cool down.”

      “No. Lucy has visited me three times. Do you think Ellie has? No, because she’s mad at me for not telling her that I was seeing Duke. She knows I’m crushed about his death, but she doesn’t care. Only that I never told her. And now she has the lead in the school play. She took my role. And not once has my ‘best friend’ asked how I am.”

      Brad grimaced. No wonder his daughter was falling apart.

      She’d lost everything important to her, except for her family. And she hadn’t asked about anyone since she was admitted.

      “Luna keeps asking about you.” Brad pulled out a paper from his jacket and unfolded it. “She drew this for you.”

      Hadley’s expression softened as she looked at the crayon-drawn picture of rainbow-colored ponies.

      Faye rested her head on Hadley’s shoulder. “Grandma and Zeke are eager to see you, too.”

      “How much do they know?”

      “Grandma and Luna never knew about the pregnancy, so we haven’t told them about the loss. Zeke knew, so we told him.”

      “He probably thinks I’m a huge loser now.”

      “No. He’s worried about you.”

      “Everyone wants you to come home soon,” Brad added.

      Hadley frowned. “Am I ever getting out of here?”

      “Do you want to?” he asked.

      Her eyes narrowed slightly. “Why wouldn’t I?”

      “You haven’t shown any progress — to us or the staff here. You really need to try.”

      “And then I can go home?”

      “It isn’t that simple,” Faye said. “But if you actually manage to make progress⁠—”

      “According to who? How am I supposed to do that? I’m here because three people are dead! One of them I never got to meet, and now I never will.”

      Brad exchanged a worried look with Faye.

      She wrapped her arm around their daughter. “We know nothing can bring any of them back, and our hearts break for you over that. But you need to try to heal, to move on.”

      “Why?”

      The question jolted Brad. “What do you mean by why?”

      “Why heal? Why move on?”

      “Because you have a life to live.”

      “With three people I care about dead and my best friend hating me?”

      “You have other friends,” Brad said. “Caley and Tyler both stopped by to ask about you.”

      Hadley wiped her eyes. “They did?”

      “Yes. They said a lot of the kids in the play are eager to see you again.”

      “Not Ellie.”

      Brad hesitated. “They didn’t mention her.”

      “I’m not going back to school. Ever.”

      “You don’t have to. You’re still enrolled in virtual school.”

      “Why does it matter?”

      Faye held Hadley’s hand and looked into her eyes. “You can still walk with your class if you graduate from virtual school in time.”

      “If I don’t want to be in class with those people, what makes you think I want to go to that ceremony?”

      Brad started to say something, but closed his mouth. It was a losing battle at this point. She was depressed and grieving, and would likely change her mind by next spring. But it would be a while before she saw clearly again.

      The door opened, and the same nurse from earlier came inside. “Time for dinner, Hadley. Say goodbye to your guests.”

      Hadley stood, showing no emotion. “Bye.”

      Faye leaped up and embraced her.

      Brad hugged her tightly, then put his arm around Faye as they watched their daughter walk away without so much as a glance back at them.

      Faye wiped her eyes. “We’ve got to get her out of this place. She isn’t lashing out anymore — we can handle her. I’ll drive her to see Dr. Trellis every day if I have to.”

      Brad kissed her cheek. “Let’s look into it. I’ll find out what our options are with insurance.”

      “And I’ll call Dr. Fallow to let him know what we’re thinking. Hadley can’t leave without his approval.”

      “She’ll be home soon,” Brad reassured her. “One way or another.”
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      Zeke threw his arms in the air, celebrating yet another win. Not only was he the last player standing, but he’d also found the treasure box in that round. His total XP was skyrocketing, and with it, the number of viewers on his gaming channel.

      He stopped the recording, ended the livestream, and turned to his best friend.

      Wynn gave him a high-five. “You’ve gotta put that up on your channel right now! That was epic, dude.”

      “Can’t put it up without editing.”

      “Who needs editing when you just had a game like that?”

      Zeke shook his head. “The videos always need editing.”

      “Well, this one isn’t going to need much. Your views are going to go through the roof after that.”

      Zeke beamed, even though he didn’t want to get his hopes up. “Yeah, but I’ve had other good games, and they don’t always do much.”

      “This one’s going viral. I can feel it in my bones.” Wynn pointed to his arm for added effect.

      “Maybe.” Zeke’s heart pounded at the thought. Viral for him at this point would be a few thousand people in the first few days. Some gamers got that as soon as they uploaded. But Zeke had only just started his channel two weeks earlier when he finally got the equipment. It had taken forever before he managed to get to the store when Mom went grocery shopping. He’d bought the gift cards with his cash and ordered everything online.

      At almost fifteen, his lifelong dream of having his own gamer channel was finally a reality. It was growing faster than expected. A viral video would really help with momentum.

      One day, he would be one of those gamers who made millions each year.

      “Are you going to start editing?” Wynn looked at him expectantly.

      Zeke’s stomach rumbled. “I need a snack.”

      “Food can wait. This video can’t.”

      “I want to do it right, and I can’t do that if I’m hungry.”

      Wynn scowled. “You’re leaving views, likes, and comments on the table.”

      “You should start your own channel. Then you’ll see it isn’t as easy as it looks.”

      “I wish.”

      “Your dad still won’t let you?” Zeke got up and headed for the door.

      “Are you kidding? He’s certain that someone will kidnap and kill me if my face shows up on a video.”

      “Maybe you should show him my channel. Or the channels of the millions of other gamers who’ve never been kidnapped or killed.”

      “He doesn’t care.” Wynn deepened his voice. “‘As long as you live under my roof …’”

      “Then make videos at your mom’s house. Or while you’re here.”

      He shook his head. “She doesn’t want to disagree with him. Says he’ll take it to court, and she’s sick of judges and lawyers and all the stress. I can’t have a channel, period.”

      “Well, when you do finally start yours, and I’m famous, I’ll tell everyone to follow you.”

      Wynn shrugged. “Let’s just start editing your video.”

      “After food.” Zeke opened the door.

      A whiff of pot roast hit his nose immediately.

      He closed the door. “Grandma already has dinner cooking. She won’t let me have a snack now.”

      Wynn pumped his fist in the air. “Time to start editing — like I said.”

      “Okay.” Zeke sat back down and opened the video editing program. “Check my channel for new comments.”

      “On it.”

      The room was so quiet, the only noises were of keyboard tapping and a clicking mouse.

      Zeke turned on Aerosmith, and the music helped his concentration.

      After a while, Wynn made a grumbling sound.

      “You okay?” Zeke didn’t pull his attention from the computer screen.

      “Looks like you got your first troll.”

      “What?” Zeke turned to him.

      Wynn pointed to his screen. “Right here. JimBob2005.”

      “Sounds like a troll.” Zeke went over to his bed, where Wynn sat with his laptop. “What’d he say?”

      “Called you a poser and said some stuff about your sister.”

      “I’ve never mentioned Hadley. Is it someone from school?” Zeke shoved him out of the way and read the comment.

      JimBob2005: Hey poser, I hear ur sister’s a killer. U one 2? Hahaha! Learn 2 play and stop dressing like a freak.

      Zeke’s heart pounded.

      He exchanged a wide-eyed stare with Wynn. “Are people still saying Hadley had something to do with Nate?”

      Wynn shrugged.

      “That one guy is in jail for kidnapping him. Hadley didn’t do anything.”

      “People are stupid,” Wynn offered. “Just delete it. Block him.”

      “But look — it has almost twenty likes! People agree with him.” Anger burned in Zeke’s chest.

      When would people ever leave his family alone?

      “Block the jerk,” Wynn said.

      “He’ll just make a new account.”

      “Then block that one, too. He’ll eventually get bored. Who cares what he says? He’s just a troll. Only wants to rattle you.”

      The troll had managed that much.

      “Gimme your password, and I’ll delete it.”

      Zeke shook his head. “I’ll do it.”

      “You know, they say once you get a troll, you’ve arrived.”

      “Whatever.” Zeke went back to his desk, opened his gamer channel account, and found JimBob’s comment. Deleted it. Blocked him.

      But it would only be a matter of time before the jerk was back.

      “Don’t let it get to you,” Wynn said. “People don’t really think she’s a killer.”

      “Some people obviously do.”

      “Where is she, by the way? I haven’t seen her in a long time.”

      “How would I know?” Zeke snapped.

      “Touché.”

      Zeke hadn’t told his best friend about Hadley being in the mental hospital. Didn’t want to, either.

      Wynn would think it was hilarious.

      He’d never hear the end of it.

      Hopefully, she’d be back home soon and her absence would be long forgotten. Zeke had managed to stay quiet about his family’s involvement in Nate’s death.

      Wynn had no clue. It was bad enough that he knew Zeke’s dad was an assassin.

      Zeke wasn’t going to blow any more of his family’s secrets.

      There were so many of them.

      He returned his attention to editing the video.

      “You done with that yet?” Wynn asked.

      “Not if I want the video to be good.” Zeke switched the music to Metallica.

      Just as the third song began, Wynn broke his concentration.

      “Dude! Look at this!”

      Zeke squeezed his eyes shut. “Not another troll.”

      “No! You won’t believe this. Look at your follower count.”

      “What about it?”

      “Just look.”

      It had jumped by more than a hundred.

      “How’s that possible?” Zeke asked.

      Bigger gamers saw those numbers all the time. Not Zeke.

      “Someone mentioned you?”

      “Maybe.”

      “You edit, I’ll look into it.”

      Zeke went back to his video, but his mind kept returning to the troll.

      Hopefully that was the last he’d hear from him.
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      Brad glanced around the office. His gaze landed on one of the framed paintings.

      Again.

      More than anything, he wanted to remove them and find out if there was a safe hiding behind one of them. But the office had to be bugged.

      Finding the cameras was not the problem — as soon as Bancroft took them offline, Ralf would know that something was hinky, and Brad would be his number one suspect, despite Bancroft’s efforts to make it look like Brad had tried to save Kurt in the official arrest report.

      Bancroft’s team had been trying to hack into the system that the cameras fed into, so they could insert some kind of loop that would make it look like the office was empty. That way they could search the office for as long as they liked without triggering any alarms.

      But Kurt and Ralf had some sort of black market, better-than-military-grade cyber defenses protecting everything. Bancroft’s hackers hadn’t been able to get in without a brute-force attack, which would have alerted Ralf.

      Brad didn’t understand any of it.

      But he’d played it safe for the last month while he waited for them to quietly crack Ralf’s protection — going through the desk, some of the books on the shelves, that type of thing. Didn’t do anything he wouldn’t in front of Ralf.

      But he needed to do more.

      It was driving him crazier by the day.

      He’d given his login info to Bancroft, and her people.

      Maybe what he needed to do was test something. But what? Something that would be big enough for Ralf to show up, but not enough to infuriate him and fire Brad.

      It was another fine line to walk.

      Knock, knock!

      Brad wanted to pull out his hair.

      Now he understood why Kurt had always been in a bad mood. People knocked constantly.

      Another reason he couldn’t start pulling apart the office.

      Brad opened the door.

      Scott stood on the other side. “Finally got through all the inventory. The knives are in place, and other stuff is in the safe with the money. Anything else I can do?”

      Brad relaxed. “You got through that quickly.”

      “Wasn’t hard. What next?”

      It was tempting to ask him to help with the office, but he didn’t trust Scott that much. Not yet, at least. Maybe he’d prove himself to be a confidante later. But for now, Brad had to assume he was loyal to the Bergmanns.

      “Are you up for training a new recruit?” Brad asked.

      Scott lifted a brow. “How extensive?”

      “I’m not sure. Ralf mentioned a new one coming in later today.”

      “That’s all he said?”

      “Hung up before I could ask more questions.”

      “Sounds like him. Yeah, send the recruit my way when he gets here. Or is it a she?”

      Brad shrugged. “New recruit. That’s all I know.”

      “Sounds like fun. I’ll check on Josh out front.” Scott headed for the floor room.

      Brad’s phone alerted him of a text.

      The agent.

      She probably wanted a progress report.

      Not much to give. As usual.

      He locked Kurt’s — his — office and headed outside to his car. That was where he spoke to the agent. Didn’t trust anywhere else other than his house.

      Bancroft answered on the first ring. “What’s the news?”

      “Nothing.”

      “No progress?”

      “That’s what I said.”

      “What’s it going to take?”

      Brad thought about it. “Any way you can find out from Kurt if his office is bugged? I want to tear the place apart looking for the information we need, but I’m not going to risk Ralf finding out.”

      “He’s out of my hands now. Got all the information out of him that I could, and now he’s in prison.”

      Brad sighed. “Do you have any equipment to detect that sort of thing?”

      “Of course I do. What kind of question is that?”

      “I need it. That’s the only way I’ll be able to go through that office — if I know there are no eyes on me.”

      “You think your boss won’t notice his equipment not recording anything?”

      “That’s not what I said. I simply need a window of time to tear through the place. If they’re hiding anything in the building, it has to be in the office. And the last places I have to look are behind the paintings and shelves.”

      She sighed. “What you need is to get closer to your boss.”

      “The man is notoriously absent. It isn’t unusual to go months without seeing the man. More than a year, even. It’s happened.”

      “Things have changed.”

      “Right. His new focus is getting his son out prison. He doesn’t have to worry about the knife shop with me here.”

      “All the more reason not to worry about him spying on you.”

      “The man has cameras on me.”

      “When do you think they were installed?” she asked.

      “What does that have to do with anything?”

      “Have they been there since Kurt was in there? Or do you think these cameras were placed after?”

      “Your point?” Brad asked.

      “Why would anyone put cameras in there when Kurt was there? He wouldn’t want them aimed at himself.”

      “He would’ve wanted them there in his absence. Or if anything went wrong when someone was in there with him — then he’d have the proof he needed. Makes perfect sense.”

      The agent paused before responding. “Even if that were the case, do you think Ralf would have access to that? Or know how to use the technology?”

      “Of course he would. Kurt worked for him. He’s the top dog.”

      “He’s also close to ninety.”

      “Seventy-five,” Brad corrected.

      “Same difference. I know his type. These guys like to do things old-school. Our technology frustrates them. He doesn’t want to take the time to learn it.”

      “He has people who won’t be put off by it.”

      “You’re not going to give up on this, are you?”

      “No.”

      “I can’t just hand over the equipment.”

      Brad drew in a deep breath. “Then bring it in yourself.”

      “You want me to come into the office?”

      “Yes.”

      “Under what pretense?” she asked.

      “Pretend to deliver a package.”

      “Or …”

      Brad grimaced.

      Her tone made it sound like he’d hate her idea.

      “What?”

      “I’ll pretend to be interviewing as a new recruit.”

      “You mean an assassin?”

      “That’s better than being a delivery driver.”

      He put her on speaker and rubbed his temples. “That’s the only way you’ll come in and look for bugs in the office?”

      “Yes. It’ll be a good show to put on for the cameras — if there are any.”

      He held back a groan.

      “What do you say?” she asked.

      “Be here in an hour.”
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