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Fate decides who comes into your life.

Your heart decides who stays.


























​CHAPTER 1

EVER HEAR ABOUT the time an assassin got stuck in a closet while a sitting congressman got screwed to death by a pseudo-hooker on the other side of the door? Let me tell you, it was fucking awkward.

And totally not my fault. Not this time.

No, the blame for that little adventure lay squarely with Ahmedeen al-Shabari, a Middle Eastern terrorist who had trouble telling his red wire from his blue wire. Because if he hadn’t accidentally blown himself up one fateful day in April, I’d have been kicking around in Afghanistan, topping up my tan and trying to avoid food poisoning instead of cursing out my laptop when Daniela di Grassi walked past my office.

“What’s up?” she asked from the doorway.

“The damn E key just fell off. Who built this piece of crap?”

“Some twelve-year-old kid earning a buck an hour, probably.”

For over a decade now, Dan had been one of my best friends, my colleague, and my partner in crime. We both worked at Blackwood Security, the company I owned along with my husband and two others, but while Dan was number two in the investigations division, I headed up Special Projects, which basically meant I dealt with all the shit nobody else wanted to touch.

“He was overpaid.”

“Stop being such a bitch. What’s put you in this charming mood?”

Boredom. “I’ve been stuck here for three days. Meetings, meetings, and more meetings.”

“Well, you’re in luck. I’ve got the perfect fix.”

Her fake cheerfulness didn’t fill me with joy. “Oh?” Then I spotted the folder under her arm. “The Carmody kidnapping?”

Seven-year-old Mila Carmody had disappeared nine months ago, snatched from her bed in the middle of the night in every parent’s worst nightmare. No witnesses, no ransom demands, and no sign of the little girl despite a manhunt involving half the cops in Virginia plus the FBI. The only clue was a tiny speck of blood on the catch of Mila’s window, a speck that didn’t belong to her or anybody else in the nationwide DNA databases. 

Mila’s family had hired us three months ago to do a case review, but despite Dan’s impressive solve rate, she’d been as stumped as everybody else. Had there been a breakthrough?

Dan shook her head. “Nope. Carmody’s still keeping me awake at night, but that’s not it. Remember when Rhonda Swanson-Clements came in the other day?”

How could I forget? Two weeks ago, the wife of Paul Clements, our esteemed Representative for the seventh district of Virginia, had insisted on a last-minute, out-of-hours meeting, and when I’d offered her a coffee as I passed her waiting in reception, she’d given me a disgusted look when I told her we didn’t have half-and-half. Or at least, her nose had wrinkled. Her forehead was frozen in place by a thousand bucks’ worth of Botox.

“Yeah, I remember. She was referred over by Rhodes, Holden and Maxwell?”

The law firm we had on retainer, which also handled a number of high-profile clients. I’d noticed the connection on our case log, but I hadn’t read the details.

“Yup, by her freshly appointed divorce attorney.”

One of the golden couples of politics was splitting? I suppose I wasn’t hugely surprised, seeing as Congressman Clements was a world-class dick. And Rhonda was well-known in her own right—the heiress to a property fortune, she’d kept herself on the map by campaigning for children’s literacy and donating books to schools all over America. 

“Who dumped who?”

“She ditched him. She’s had—and I quote—enough of his foolin’ around.”

“Why now? Haven’t they been married for twenty years?”

“Twenty-five. Apparently, her new therapist’s helped her to see that there’s more to life than being a doormat.”

Everybody had a fucking therapist nowadays. You know what I saw on TV the other day? A pet counsellor. For only a hundred and twenty dollars an hour, she’d tell you how your four-legged friend felt unloved because you went out to work all day in order to pay for its session with a charlatan.

“I could have told her that for free.”

“Yeah, well, the therapist’s a guy. Young, hot in a preppy kinda way according to the picture on his website, and fifty bucks says she’s screwing him.”

“What makes you think that?”

“Whenever she mentioned his name, her eyes flicked up to the left and went all dreamy.”

Eyes to the left meant she was remembering, and Dan was good at reading people. Still, if Rhonda wanted to play cougar, that was her business, not ours.

“Where do we come in?”

“The marital fortune was mostly hers, and the prenup says Paul Clements is entitled to three million bucks for every year of marriage unless he was unfaithful.”

“And then?”

“Then he gets squat.”

“Let me guess—she wants us to find proof of his infidelity.”

“Got it in one. Except it’s proving to be harder than I thought. Clements is careful. Rhonda already hired one PI, and all he found out was that the dude liked to go for long, meaningless drives in the countryside.”

“She’s sure he’s cheating?”

“He comes home freshly showered, and he’s not a man who goes to the gym in the evening.”

That I could believe. The man had the physique of a marshmallow. “But that’s hardly conclusive.”

“She also found Viagra in his jacket pocket, and he doesn’t use it with her.”

“So, why do you need me?”

“Because the court date’s in nine days, and I haven’t found what we need. Just one picture with a woman, but when the lawyers got into a game of show-and-tell, Clements claimed she was a social-media consultant.”

“What, for his features on Pornhub?”

Dan shrugged. “I need to dig up something conclusive.”

“Catch him in the act, you mean? That’s difficult to do legally. It won’t be admissible in court.”

“I don’t think Rhonda cares about that. She wants to send it to celebgossip.com.”

Oh, what a shame.

As a rule, I didn’t like politicians of any persuasion, but in a moment of weakness, I’d dated a senator a few years ago, and he’d spent many evenings bitching about Clements when the self-centred prick torpedoed a bill to improve healthcare provisions for kids across the country. The fact that Clements’s campaign was in part funded by three insurance providers hadn’t escaped my notice.

“Couldn’t happen to a nicer guy.”

“It’s not gonna happen to anyone if I can’t find some actual evidence.”

Dammit, I hated cheating-spouse cases. The petty squabbling made me want to punch something—or rather, someone—and worse, the endless screwing around reminded me that my own dry spell was fast heading for double figures. What’s that you say? But you’re married? Well, yes, I was, but it was basically a marriage of convenience. Or at least, it had started out that way one drunken night when I tied the knot with my boss in Vegas. I didn’t even like him much at the time. It was only afterwards that I fell in love with him, which was a huge fucking mistake because he didn’t feel the same way. Every relationship I’d ever attempted had fallen apart, and since my sometimes-fuck buddy was working in Iraq or Afghanistan or some other godforsaken sandpit, I’d gone beyond frustrated and all the way to dusting cobwebs off my clitoris. At that point in time, I had more vibrators than I had guns, and I had a lot of guns. 
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