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            Prologue

            Ghana, West Africa

Twenty-Two Years Ago

         

         The sun was going down!

         And she was late again.

         There was no way Riley was going to be able to get back to the camp before her mother and father returned from the trip to the village.

         But she had to try.

         She skidded down the bank that led from the creek. Then she was deep in the jungle and heading toward the hills in the distance. The night creatures had not come out yet, but the stillness told her they were there waiting in the shadows for their turn. She had caught sight of a panther earlier this morning…This time of day always excited her, and she instinctively slowed down to let the sensations flow over her, the fear, the eagerness, the curiosity. But then she reluctantly speeded up again. She had to be more careful after that last warning from her mother. She was running at top speed through the jungle now. She jumped over another creek and could see the camp a short distance ahead. She didn’t hear any sounds of cooking or conversation, but that didn’t mean Riley would get away with disobedience. It was fully dark now, and her mother didn’t like the night creatures the way Riley did. She always insisted that her father be back at camp before the end of the day.

         Well, she could only hope that something had delayed the purchase of the artifact at the village. She ran around to her own tent that was in the rear of the encampment. She lifted up the back of the tent and rolled underneath the edge.

         A beam of light speared her face in the darkness.

         “You were told to stay in the tent, Riley,” her mother said coldly.

         Caught!

         Her mother lit the lantern on the table beside the bed and then gazed at her disapprovingly. “Not only disobedient, but you look like a filthy ragamuffin. I saw children in that village today who looked much cleaner than you.”

         “I’m not filthy. I took a bath in a creek right before I came home.” Riley was careful not to mention that the creek had run through an underground cave and ended in a ten-foot waterfall. Her mother would not have understood. “And I finished the lessons you gave me before I took a walk. I didn’t think you’d mind. You always say I should get exercise.”

         “You crept past the guard again. You know you’re not supposed to go anywhere alone. You’re eight years old. What if you got lost? Your father would blame me.”

         “I never get lost.” She sat up. “I’m like Eleni. Remember all the stories you told me about her? She never got lost and she never got tired. She was a true warrior.”

         “You’re not like Eleni,” her mother said between gritted teeth. “You’re just a disobedient child who causes me endless problems. And I’m sorry I ever told you about her.”

         “I’m not.” Riley knew she should just be quiet and not argue, but she couldn’t accept those words. She lifted her chin. “I remember every one of those stories. Maybe I’m not like her, but I try to be.”

         “You’re impossible.” Her mother shook her head. “Now clean up and then go to bed. And if you’ve lied to me and didn’t finish those lessons, you’ll hear from your father. I’ve told him that we should send you to a private school in Egypt. I shouldn’t have to handle you by myself.”

         “I didn’t lie to you. I even did an extra lesson before I left for my walk. That should please him.” She changed the subject. “Did you get the artifact?”

         “We got it,” she said curtly. “But it was hardly worth the trip. It was far too primitive and led us nowhere that we wanted to go.” She turned to leave. “I suppose he’ll want to know if you’ve had anything to eat.”

         “Berries,” Riley said quickly. “Lots of berries. I’m not hungry.”

         “Good. Then go to bed. I don’t want to hear anything else from you for the rest of the night. Your father and I have work to do.” She left the tent.

         Yes. Riley jumped to her feet and ran over to the table and hurriedly washed up and brushed her hair. Then she was in her pajamas, turning off the lamp, and crawling into her sleeping bag.

         She closed her eyes. Sleep. Forget everything her mother had said. Remember the jungle, the strange sound of the chimps high in the trees, the way her heart had pounded as she’d run down the path this morning after she’d left the encampment. Let everything else go so the dreams could come.

         Freedom. Power. Eleni.

         
            *  *  *

         

         “You got in trouble again.” Riley heard Eleni laughing even before she saw her sitting on the stool beside the arched windows of the palace. She was dressed in a white tunic; her blue eyes were lit with amusement and her golden hair was short and shimmering around that wonderful face. “Won’t you ever learn, Riley?”

         “That’s what I’m trying to do.” She didn’t care if Eleni was laughing at her. There was only humor and mischief and no hint of scorn or bitterness when Eleni came to her. “You kept bragging how fast you were, how none of the young boys of the city could beat you. But I had no one to teach me. I just had to do it on my own. I was very fast today.”

         “Not as fast as me. Probably because they don’t let you run naked as I do sometimes.” Eleni tilted her head. “But you did well, and I was proud of you.” She was suddenly chuckling again. “And I’ll be more proud if you don’t make mistakes and cause your mother to be angry with you. I’ve warned you about that. Running a race is one thing, but handling the people who can hurt you is more important.” Her smile faded. “And your mother does hurt you.”

         Riley couldn’t deny that. “Sometimes. She said she was sorry that she’d ever told me about you.” Riley frowned. “I had to tell her that—”

         “No, you didn’t,” Eleni interrupted. “Because she did tell you about me, and that means you win no matter what she thinks now. When you close your eyes, I’ll always be with you.”

         “She thinks you’re only a dream.” Riley scowled. “She laughed at me.”

         “A dream?” Eleni nodded. “She could be right. But what does it matter? I’m here and you’re here and together we’re strong enough to shape the world to suit ourselves. Would you like that?”

         “Yes.” Her eyes narrowed on Eleni’s face. “You’re different tonight. Why?”

         She shrugged. “I can’t stay the same all the time. We all change, Riley. Sometimes life changes us. I just found out that I have to choose a husband and I’m not certain that pleases me.”

         “Then don’t do it.”

         She chuckled. “But what if I miss something interesting if I don’t? I’ve never been afraid of taking a chance. You mustn’t be, either.” She leaned back on her stool. “But we won’t talk about it now. Perhaps I’ll tell you how it worked out the next time we’re together. Or perhaps not, maybe I’ll have wonderful secrets that I won’t want to share.”

         “You’ll tell me,” Riley said flatly. “How can we shape the world to suit ourselves if you keep secrets from me?”

         “True.” Eleni was grinning again. “But for now you have to tell me your secrets. Start at the beginning of your day and tell me everything. How fast did you run? Did you see any new, wonderful creatures? What about your endurance? I’ve told you that’s just as important. Share with me, Riley.” Her smile was luminous as she coaxed, “And I promise I’ll always share with you…”

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter
1

            Azerbaijan Forest

Present Day

         

         So much blood…

         And Riley couldn’t stop it. It was too late. She knew it was too late, but she kept her hand on the pressure point. Her father was gasping for breath and staring up at her in desperation. “Hurry. Get…out of…here, Riley. They were right…behind me.”

         “Hold on. Don’t give up. I’m not going to leave you.” Tears were pouring down her face and she impatiently wiped them away. “I don’t care about those bastards. I’ll hear them coming, and I’ll pick them off one by one. You’ve just got to hold on until I can stop this blood. Then I’ll get you out of here.”

         “Hold…on? I regret…I can’t…help you there.” A trickle of blood was coming from the corner of his mouth. “You never did…do anything I told you. But I can’t allow it this…time.” He looked at Dan, who was standing behind her. “Your uncle Dan is…always more…reasonable, thank God.” He stared him directly in the eye. “You’ll never get…what you want if they…get their hands on Riley. You know…that, don’t you, brother dear?”

         “I know it,” Dan said roughly. “But she might be able to get you out of here alive. I’ve seen her do harder things.”

         “You were never good…at calculating odds. I always had…the brains in the…family. That’s why I have…all those degrees.”

         “But I had all the fun. I’ve been thinking lately that wasn’t quite fair. All the more reason for me to let her try to help you.”

         “Don’t throw…that in my face now. You know…what has to be done.” His gaze shifted back to Riley. “And so do you. Don’t let them…take you. And don’t…ever let them take her.”

         “I can’t worry about that right now,” she said shakily. “It’s not too late. I think I might be able to cauterize this wound if Dan helps me.”

         “Oh, Dan is going…to help you.” He looked back at his brother. “Aren’t you? Now, Dan!”

         A blinding pain in her temple!

         Darkness!

         
            *  *  *

         

         
            Robaku, Maldara

Central Africa

Three Months Later

         

         Eve Duncan pushed back from her desk and gazed critically at the reconstruction she’d just completed. She was glad Gila was finally finished. Eve just hoped that her work would give back to the child’s mother a little of the joy and humanity she’d known before those guerrillas had broken into her daughter’s schoolroom and butchered her and her classmates. Only her mother had survived the attack on the village, and it was important that when Eve returned the reconstruction to her, she’d be able to see and remember all the love she’d known with her daughter. “What do you think, Gila?” she whispered. “Did I bring you home?”

         “Sure you did,” said a voice from the doorway behind her. “You bring them all home.”

         Eve whirled around in her chair to see Jill Cassidy leaning on the doorjamb and smiling at her. “Jill?” She jumped to her feet and ran across the space separating them. “I thought you were still in Egypt.” She gave her a hug. “When did you get in? What are you doing here?”

         “What I do, wherever I am.” She grinned. “You know me. I’m a reporter and I always have a story to tell or one to investigate. When Novak called me in Cairo and told me you’d come back to do a few more reconstructions at the request of the local government, I decided that I should hop a plane and come and see you. The last I heard was that you’d gone back to your lake cottage in Atlanta and were refusing to budge.”

         “Situations change,” Eve said. “And Joe and I decided to change with them. Michael was old enough to go to a wonderful school in Scotland that he’s crazy about. Jane and Seth Caleb have a house there and are keeping an eye on him.”

         “And Joe?” Jill’s eyes were narrowed on her face. “You’ve left out Joe. And he would never allow that to happen.”

         “Of course not,” Eve said. “Joe took a leave from his job so that he could spend more time at Scotland Yard and visiting Michael’s school, in between running over here to see me whenever he could.” She tilted her head. “So you can see we’re all accounted for and very content.”

         “Are you?” Jill slowly shook her head. “You forget I got to know you very well when we were here together trying to survive that post-civil-war madness. You wouldn’t be content unless you and your family were together. What went wrong?”

         “Nothing.” Eve looked her straight in the eyes. “Everything is going exactly the way we want it to. Back off, Jill.”

         Jill studied her for a moment and then smiled. “Never mind. I’ll find out on my own, and then I’ll fix it for you. You forgot what a good reporter I am.”

         Eve definitely had not forgotten that, she thought ruefully. Jill wouldn’t have won that Pulitzer before she was thirty if she hadn’t been super sharp. “I don’t want you to fix anything for me. All I want is to enjoy having you here, Jill.”

         “That’s what I want, too.” She shrugged. “You know me, I tend to screw things up for myself when I see something not quite…right. It’s my journalistic instinct.” Then she made a face. “But I definitely don’t want you to be wary of me. That’s not why I’m here. Let’s start over.” She strolled over to the reconstruction on the table for a closer look. “She’s absolutely wonderful. What’s her name?”

         “Gila. She was six years old when she was murdered. I just finished her today.”

         “I thought you were finished with doing the reconstructions on the village children before you left here?”

         “I did, but it was a terrible war. Those bloody mercenaries’ favorite sport was attacking the villages and killing innocent children. It didn’t end here in this village. But the government appreciated the job I did when I was here and asked if I’d come back and do several more reconstructions from a school in the northern province. I had the skulls brought to my studio here.” She gently touched Gila’s head. “She’s the last one they brought to me. I’m glad. I know it’s worthwhile, but it breaks my heart. I want it to be over.”

         “I can see how you would. But there’s no way they’re going to let you escape without a good reason. Everyone knows you’re the best forensic sculptor in the world.”

         “I have a good reason,” she said lightly. “As you’ve pointed out, I have a family that occasionally likes to have me around.”

         “And that you’ve mysteriously been avoiding.” She suddenly chuckled as she saw Eve’s pointed glance. “Okay, sorry. Let’s grab a bottle of water and walk down to the creek. I’ll tell you all about my research into the Egyptian tombs in the Valley of the Kings and Queens, and you can tell me about Joe and Michael.” She was already at the fridge across the room and pulling out two bottles of water. “My research was fascinating. But I’ll bet you had more fun than I did.”

         “No bet.” Eve took the bottle from Jill and headed for the door. “A walk will do me good. I’ve been working on Gila since dawn. I wanted to finish her.”

         “And you did a great job.” Jill was looking straight ahead. “But you’re right, all those tragic kids might be too much for you. Maybe you need a change of pace.”

         “What?” Eve turned to look at her. “Just what are you saying? That sounds suspiciously like the snow job you gave me to get me to come here and do those reconstructions a few years ago.”

         “It does, doesn’t it?” Jill asked cheerfully. “And I admit that was a snow job, but I only told you the sad story and let you choose for yourself. And in the end, I believe you found yourself agreeing that what we did was damn good for this entire country.”

         “After you brushed the snow job aside and let me see what I really had to do,” she said dryly. “It took me a while to forgive you for that.”

         “But you did forgive me, and I promised I’d never do it again.” Jill sat down on the bank of the creek and crossed her legs. “And I won’t, Eve.”

         “But there’s a reason why you suddenly hopped a plane to see me when Novak told you I was here?”

         “I had a few days before I have to fly to Paris to cover a conference.” She took another drink. “And I did want to see you. It’s been too long.”

         “But?”

         “It did seem to be a stroke of fate.” She smiled. “You were here, almost where I needed you, when I’d thought you were still in Atlanta. How could I not accept that we’d been brought together again for a purpose?”

         Eve made a rude noise. “You’ve been spending too much time in those musty tombs.”

         “Maybe.” Jill laughed. “But it sounded pretty good, didn’t it?”

         “Of course it did. You were always a great storyteller.”

         “And you just told me that Gila was your last reconstruction on this job.” She snapped her fingers. “Stroke of fate.”

         Eve chuckled. “You’re impossible.” Her smile faded as she searched Jill’s expression. “But you’re only half joking, aren’t you? What are you up to, Jill?”

         She didn’t speak for a moment. “I have a friend who is in trouble, and it’s a very complicated problem.” She paused. “And I need you to do the job that you do best.”

         “Forensic sculpting?” She tensed. “Why? You know DNA always rules. Get someone else, Jill. I have enough complications in my life right now. The last time I agreed to help you, it almost started a revolution.”

         “But it didn’t, and this isn’t the same thing. I promise. All I want you to do is listen to me and then let me introduce you to my friend.” She added coaxingly, “I’m not going to insist. But if you decided to do it, it will be something different for you, and you’ll be doing good for so many people.”

         “That’s what you said when I came here to reconstruct those twenty-seven schoolchildren.”

         “Did you regret it?”

         “You know I didn’t.”

         “Then listen to me.” She finished her water and got to her feet. “But not now. I can see you bracing to turn me down. I’ll give you until tomorrow to prepare yourself. Have dinner with me then. I’m going to dinner with Novak tonight. I’d have to talk to him about this anyway.”

         “You do?” Eve repeated warily. Besides being Jill’s lover, Jed Novak was CIA, and he practically ran everything to do with the Company and law enforcement in Maldara. “Why?”

         “I just want some advice.” Jill made a face. “And I haven’t seen him for over a month. He wasn’t able to get to Cairo as we planned. Juggling two careers can really suck in a relationship.”

         “Tell me about it,” Eve said. “Try juggling two continents.”

         “But you’ll have dinner with me tomorrow evening? You can always say no when I start my pitch.”

         “And I probably will.”

         “We’ll see.” She reached down and pulled Eve to her feet. “I’m going to offer you something absolutely unique. The least it will do is intrigue you. Think about that until we’re together again.” She was walking down the path toward where she’d parked her car. “And remember the good we managed to do when you gave in to me the last time.” She waved at Eve as she got into the driver’s seat. “Tomorrow!”

         Eve shook her head ruefully as she watched Jill drive down the village road toward the main highway. She probably wouldn’t be able to stop herself from thinking about those weeks with Jill she’d experienced a few years ago. Everything she had said was true: She couldn’t regret it. But Jill’s profession as a reporter led her into situations that were both dangerous and sometimes bizarre, not to mention tragic. She didn’t need that in her life right now. She and Joe were having enough trouble making their actions appear understated and totally normal so they wouldn’t attract undue attention.

         Which reminded her that it was almost time to call Joe now. She wasn’t looking forward to it. He wasn’t going to like the news that Jill was back in their lives again.

         
            *  *  *

         

         Jill waited until she’d reached the road to Jokan before she called Novak. “I’ve left Eve and I’m on my way to the hotel. I dropped a few teasers, but I’m holding off until tomorrow to talk to her. It doesn’t look promising.”

         “I wonder why,” he said dryly. “She’s always had excellent good sense, and you knew it was iffy.”

         “But I promised Riley I’d try to persuade Eve to at least listen to her proposition.” She added, “It might help if you volunteered to go along.”

         “I told you that I couldn’t leave Maldara right now.” He stopped a moment, then said impatiently, “Okay. Okay. I’ll try to get someone else who might fit the bill. I’ll make a few calls. There’s one person who might be interested.” He added, “But I have no intention of discussing this anymore tonight. It’s been too damn long since I saw you.”

         “That’s what I told Eve. I can’t wait. Make reservations at my hotel for dinner and give me time to change. I’ll meet you in the lobby.”

         He chuckled. “It’s a deal. I’m on my way.” He ended the call.

         Jill smiled and instinctively pressed the accelerator. Time to forget everything but Novak and what she felt for him. She’d started the ball rolling today, but life was more than ancient artifacts and centuries-old tombs and she intended to explore every bit of it tonight.

         
            *  *  *

         

         What the hell!

         Novak frowned impatiently but then fifteen minutes later he pulled his SUV over to the side of the road and reached for his phone. Okay, he’d told Jill that he wasn’t going to let her involve him with her attempt to help her friend at the moment, but he had an idea he was already involved. At any rate, he knew he wasn’t going to be able to put it out of his mind until he found a way to strike a balance that would keep Riley and Eve as safe as possible if Jill did manage to talk Eve into listening to her.

         So get it over with and make the call. Cade could sometimes be difficult, and who knew where the hell he was right now.

         He quickly placed the call to Morgan Cade and waited for him to pick up.

         “Novak?” Cade’s voice was wary as he answered. “I haven’t heard from you since Nigeria. That was three years ago. Are you still in Maldara?”

         “Yes. Where are you now?”

         “My place outside London. But I’m leaving for Morocco tomorrow.”

         “I don’t think so. I believe you’d enjoy Azerbaijan more.”

         Silence. “I have a commitment in Morocco.”

         “They’ll wait for you. Everyone always waits for you, Cade. You’re the golden boy.”

         “Bullshit.”

         “Of course you are,” he said mockingly. “One of the richest men on the planet. Congressional Medal of Honor recipient. Famous environmentalist and archaeologist. We’re all in awe of you. Tell me, who did you have to bribe to get those elephants into the UK?”

         “What do you want, Novak?” Cade asked bluntly.

         “Just thought I’d touch base. Is Jon Kirby still with you? I have such fond memories of that son of a bitch.”

         “He was only obeying my orders.” Cade repeated, “What do you want?”

         “You owe me for Nigeria.”

         “I’ll pay you when I get back from Morocco.”

         “That might not be in time. I’m not sure what’s going down there.”

         “Then you have no business trying to pull me into this.”

         “But I thought of you immediately when I was told about the magnificent artifacts just waiting for you in Azerbaijan.”

         “What artifacts?”

         “Curious? Of course you are. Jewels and vases and ancient treasures that you’d find interesting. You wouldn’t even have to locate them yourself. Your partner has already done all the initial work.”

         “Partner?”

         “I’ll explain later. I’m sure that the project will intrigue you enough so that you’ll agree it’s worth your while.”

         “I’m not intrigued yet.”

         “Then I’ll have to add the pièce de résistance.” Novak waited a moment before saying softly, “Ralph Dakar is after the artifacts, too. He’s in Azerbaijan now. You’re bound to run into him at some point in the next few weeks.”

         “Dakar?” Cade repeated. He muttered a curse. “You’re sure?”

         “I’m sure. I’ve heard you’ve been searching for him. Now are you intrigued?”

         “Talk to me,” he said harshly. “I want to know every damn thing.”

         “I don’t have time. I have an engagement. I just wanted to catch you before you took off again for parts unknown. I thought you’d need time to prepare. I’ll call you tomorrow.”

         Cade was silent. Then he said, “You’re enjoying this.”

         “A little. Those two nights in the jungle in Nigeria were hellish. You wouldn’t give up.”

         “But I got what I wanted, and now you’ll get what you want. But not if you leave me hanging like this. I’ll walk away and head for Azerbaijan on my own.” He continued brusquely, “At least you’re going to tell me about this partner you’re wishing on me. Name?”

         “Riley Smith. She has excellent credentials, and I’ve been assured she’ll be of value to you. Have Kirby check up on her. I’m hanging up now.”

         “Go ahead. That will be enough to get me started. Call me tomorrow.” Cade cut the connection.

         Mission accomplished, Novak thought grimly as he drove back onto the road. But bringing Cade into the picture might be a mistake even if he was lethal enough to handle Dakar. He’d learned just how intense he could be in Nigeria. Still, it was too late now to step back. He could imagine Cade exploding into action the minute after he’d hung up the phone…

         
            *  *  *

         

         
            Cambry House

Wildlife Harbor Sanctuary

Outside London

         

         “Cancel Morocco, Kirby,” Cade Morgan said as he strode into the library. “We’re heading for Azerbaijan tomorrow.”

         “Why the hell?” Kirby looked up from the tiger cub he was feeding. “I thought you wanted to zero in on that merchant in the bazaar. I was looking forward to it.” He gave the tiger’s throat a last affectionate rub and got to his feet. “What’s in Azerbaijan that’s worth canceling that scumbag Hamad?”

         “Dakar.”

         Kirby whirled to face him. “Shit! How do you know?”

         “Novak. He wants payment for Nigeria.”

         “I don’t blame him. It was rough as hell. But he waited long enough.”

         “I knew it was only a matter of time. He wanted to make it worth his while.” He added grimly, “And he wanted to make sure he’d have something to dangle that would bring me into line. I wonder how long he’s known Dakar was in Azerbaijan.”

         “We can eliminate Novak. I can trace Dakar for you now that we have a general direction.”

         “No, I owe him. And he dangled not only Dakar but some exceptional artifacts that the bastard is going after.” He was suddenly grinning recklessly. “There’s nothing I’d like better than taking a prize like that away from Dakar before I cut his throat.”

         “So what do you want from me?” Kirby asked.

         “I’ve changed my mind, don’t cancel Morocco. I don’t want Hamad to be able to operate one more day either. Just get Brandwick to bring in his team to go after those poachers. Then get Lewis and the crew ready and secure the sanctuary.” He made a face. “And I want a report on a woman called Riley Smith whom Novak promises me will be just the partner I need. That’s all I’ll know about her until tomorrow morning. It would help if I knew if that artifact she’s going after is worth my while. Try to get ahead of the game. See if I can buy her out or find a way to neutralize her until I can get rid of Dakar.”

         “You don’t want much,” Kirby said sourly.

         “Stop complaining. Even Novak trusts you. He told me to have you check her out.” He glanced back at the tiger at Kirby’s feet. “And I told you not to make a house pet of that tiger. He’s getting too old for that. He’s happier outside.”

         “He’s got a couple more months. He likes it in the house. He thinks this mansion just might be worthy of him,” Kirby added slyly as he was reaching for his phone. “And at least he’s not an elephant like that baby you brought back from Nairobi…”

         
            *  *  *

         

         
            Eve’s Workshop

Robaku

         

         “Jill didn’t give you even a hint what she was going to ask you to do?” Joe asked Eve impatiently after she’d finished telling him about the reporter’s visit. “You should have pinned her down.”

         “As you would have?” Eve asked. “She took me off guard. And okay, I was glad to see her again. It took me back to that time when we were fighting a common battle. I’ve always liked and respected her.”

         “When you weren’t having to make sure she didn’t cause you major trouble.”

         “I never worried about that. When she found out that I might be in danger, she always looked out for me. You saw that, Joe.”

         “Yeah,” he said grudgingly. “And I liked her, too.” He added harshly, “But I don’t like the fact she just dropped in on you at the worst possible time.”

         “It might not be the absolute worst time,” she said quietly. “I finished Gila today. My job here is over. That means I’ll have to be looking for another logical reason why I need to stay away from the U.S.”

         He muttered a low oath. “You could come here to Scotland, dammit.”

         “We discussed that and decided an occasional visit would be safe, but if I settled there with you for any length of time, it would send up a red flag. It would look like I was trying to avoid him.”

         “Well, what else are we doing? Son of a bitch!”

         “Yeah, I know. It’s killing me, too. I haven’t seen you or Michael for two months.” She leaned wearily back in her chair. “But you know as well as I do that Adam Madlock’s men have extensive dossiers on both of us. They know our past and present, and probably have psychological mock-ups that tell them which way we’ll jump. We do the wrong thing, and they’ll zero in on us.”

         He was cursing again. “Screw Madlock.”

         “I agree. Or something much worse. But we can’t do that, either. Adam Madlock has too much power. Now stop raving and let’s talk through this.”

         “We can’t talk through it. Jill didn’t give you any information we could latch on to.” Joe paused. “Sorry. I’m just afraid she’s going to spring something on you that will scare the hell out of me, and I won’t be able to do anything because I’ll be stuck here.” His voice roughened. “And I love you and miss you, and I’ve been wondering if all this is worth it.”

         “You know it is. If there’s anything in the world worth it, it’s what we’re doing. We’ve just got to stick with it. It can’t last much longer.” She drew a deep breath. “Let’s talk about something else. I haven’t had a chance to talk to Michael since I congratulated him on his soccer game a couple nights ago. How is he?”

         “Missing you, too. Doing well in his classes. Zooming on his computer with his friends back home in Atlanta. Caleb and Jane are taking him up to their house in the mountains this weekend.”

         “And how are you?”

         “Grouchy as a bear. I’ve turned into a complete workaholic.” He added thickly, “And I need you.”

         “Me, too.” She was getting teary-eyed. She had to hang up. “I’ve got to package up Gila and arrange for her to be picked up. I’ll call you tomorrow night after I talk to Jill.”

         “That’s a plan. And don’t let her talk you into anything.”

         “She promised it wouldn’t be like last time. I believe her.”

         “That’s what I’m afraid of. Good night, love.”

         Eve ended the call. She sat there a moment looking at her phone. She was tempted to call him back and tell him that she was going to be on the first flight tomorrow to Edinburgh. She could be careful. She needed her family. Surely if she stayed only a week or so, it wouldn’t start any conjecture stirring in the White House.

         She would think about it.

         But right now she had to box Gila and send her to the northern province. Because the work she did was also a deeply ingrained need that was almost a passion. That was why she had chosen to come here when she and Joe had decided it would be wise to leave their lake home. It would be the natural thing for her to go back to the profession she loved so much.

         None of Madlock’s men would question that decision.

         But would they question it if she abandoned her work now as if it had no value? Yet Joe and Michael had value, too, and she desperately wanted to be with them.

         Tomorrow, she thought wearily. Think about it tomorrow. Nothing was really pushing her one way or the other.

         Jill had just been joking when she’d called her visit to Eve a stroke of fate.

         
            *  *  *

         

         
            Cambry House

Wildlife Harbor Sanctuary

Outside London

Next Day

10:40 A.M.

         

         “You’re not going to be able to buy Riley Smith,” Kirby said as he came into the library the next morning. “I thought we might have a chance when I found out her connection with Dan Smith. He’s her uncle, and he’s been involved in everything from artifact smuggling to confidence games in both Africa and Europe for the last twenty years.” He threw down the Riley Smith dossier on the desk in front of Cade and then dropped down in a chair across from him. “He’s been picked up but never charged in half a dozen countries. Probably because he’s smart as a whip, and he was never shy about mentioning his older brother, Professor Edmund Randolph Smith, as a character reference.”

         “Was the professor getting a cut of the loot?” Cade frowned. “No, I think I’ve heard of Edmund Smith. He’s well respected as an archaeologist. Maybe he was just a dupe? Almost every family has a black sheep…”

         “Or maybe Daniel Smith was useful to his brother,” Kirby said. “I told you he was smart. At any rate, he spent a lot of time on treks with Edmund and his niece, Riley. No sign that either of them is anything but clean as the fallen snow. Though there’s a mention of Riley being tutored at one point by a witch doctor.” He made a face. “But it’s hard to be anything else since they’ve spent most of their lives in jungles and archaeological sites.”

         Cade grinned. “Oh, I don’t know. We’ve managed to raise an adequate amount of hell wherever we’ve landed.”

         “Entirely your fault,” Kirby said. “You get bored and start looking for trouble. I merely trail behind in case you need someone to call a lawyer.” He started laughing as he saw Cade’s expression. “Admit it, Morocco was going to be too dull for you.”

         “Maybe.” He picked up the photo of Riley Smith. “Exceptional. So she can’t be bought? None of her uncle’s weaknesses?”

         “I’m not saying she’s perfect. She’s been known to go after her uncle Dan when he got into trouble, and she wasn’t above using unusual means to get him out of it. But she’s been her father’s right-hand person since she was ten years old and she’s as brilliant as he was. If you don’t believe me, check the age she was invited to join Mensa. She has degrees from several online universities and has taken courses at others when they settled close enough for her to do it. Her father evidently didn’t want any other assistant. Her mother died when she was nine, but before that they’d occasionally hire a nanny from one of the villages or just leave her with the guard on duty. Edmund decided that was enough of a concession to parenthood for him.”

         “Connection to Dakar?”

         “The darkest. Edmund Smith was murdered in a forest in Azerbaijan three months ago. No one arrested in the killing.”

         “Ah, then I may not have problems getting her to agree to what should be done to the son of a bitch. That’s the kind of partnership I appreciate.”

         “Why did I think that would be your reaction when I threw together this report?”

         “It’s a very good report.” He was going down the columns. “No mention of the artifact?”

         Kirby shook his head. “Both Smith and his daughter were very confidential regarding their work. Completely secretive. I couldn’t dig up anything about it. I’ll keep trying.”

         “You might try bribing her uncle Dan,” Cade said. “He appears to be her only weakness.”

         “It may come to that. How much time do I have?”

         “Not enough right now.” He was reaching for his phone. “I’ll call Novak and get the rest of the information I need. He’ll realize I won’t try to snatch the brass ring he’s dangling until I know what’s on the other end.”

         Kirby was looking down at the dossier. “You know, she sounds like a tough kid who’s ready to take on the entire world. I think I’d like her. We’d get along just fine.”

         “You’ve already got one tiger cub. You don’t need another.”

         “Just giving an opinion. Anything else you want me to do?”

         “Not until I decide whether I’m going to be blackmailed into having a partner.” He waved his hand. “Go feed your tiger his breakfast. He’s going to miss you while you’re gone. You’re the only sucker he’s able to play around here.”

         “Bastard,” Kirby muttered.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter
​2

            Eve’s Workroom

Robaku

8:10 P.M.

         

         Eve had a dining table set up in her studio workroom when Jill came back the next evening.

         “Very nice,” Jill said as she glanced around the studio. “I brought the wine. What are you going to feed me?”

         “Stew. It’s very good. Leta sent it to me from the village. Do you remember her? She’s the grandmother of Amira, the first little boy I did a reconstruction on when I came here. One of the reasons I wanted to work from this village in Robaku is that I know most of the people here. I can always count on them to not let me starve if I get too involved in my work.”

         “And that’s an excellent reason.” Jill sat down at the table. “Last night Novak took me to a glitzy restaurant at the hotel, but I would have rather had the privacy we have here.”

         “Come on.” Eve grinned as she sat down opposite her. “I’m quite sure you made sure you had complete privacy later.”

         Jill nodded. “Naturally, I told you that it’s been a long time.” She started to eat her stew. “Which reminds me, you called Joe last night? Did he tell you to send me on my way?”

         “He definitely had reservations. However, he did mention he liked you.”

         “How kind. Since he’s always on guard about you, I guess I can’t expect more.”

         “Not when you didn’t tell me what you wanted me to do for you.” She lifted her water goblet and took a sip. “You’re lucky to get that much. I’m having the same problem.”

         “Okay. Okay.” She made a face. “You’re not eating. Can’t we wait until we finish dinner?”

         “No.” Eve leaned back in her chair. “Now, Jill. Who do you want to introduce me to?”

         “Riley. You’d like her. She’s unique, and you met her father several years ago. Riley said you got along fine, and he had tremendous respect for you. He told her that when the time came, he was going to choose you.”

         “Choose me for what?” Eve asked impatiently. “And who the hell is he?”

         “Professor Edmund Randolph Smith. He was on the board of the Natural History Museum in London for a while when he wasn’t touring the world hunting for artifacts. He met you there when you were speaking at a seminar about a forensic sculpture you did of a woman from ancient Herculaneum for a museum there.”

         Eve thought for a moment. “I do remember him. We only spoke for an hour or so. But he was very enthusiastic about the possibilities of my work, and I recall that everyone at the seminar was treating him as if he walked on water. Marvelous credentials…”

         “Yes, that’s the man.” Jill tilted her head. “Though I hoped you were more impressed.”

         “I was impressed. Smith struck me as a bit of a fanatic about his work, but then so am I.” She met Jill’s eyes. “But that was years ago, and I haven’t heard anything about him since.”

         “You’re hearing about him now. And he evidently never forgot you. According to Riley, his daughter, you’ve been a household name since that seminar. He’s been keeping track of all your projects through those years. He even sent Riley to check on your work here. She paid a visit during the time you were working here before.”

         “Riley Smith? I never heard of her, and she certainly never dropped in to see me.” She smiled. “But you know how busy both you and I were back then. It was still dangerous country after the civil war and not safe for a casual visit. Maybe she changed her mind.”

         “She didn’t change her mind. Her job wasn’t to contact you and appraise your work. She knew her father wasn’t yet ready for you. She just visited a few of the villagers who had children you’d done reconstructions on. She talked to them, saw what you’d created for them.”

         Eve frowned. “I’d have known about it. These villagers talk to one another.”

         Jill shook her head. “Riley is…unusual. She has the gift of fitting in almost anywhere. She’d choose carefully and make sure she wouldn’t be noticed. I’m a reporter and I didn’t know that she’d slipped into Maldara or what she was doing. I didn’t even meet her until I later went to Cairo and started researching those tombs in the Valley of the Kings.” She shrugged. “But then she deliberately faded into the background because she wanted her father to take center stage when he visited me at my hotel. I didn’t have even a glimmer of what she really was until later. She just sat there and smiled and only spoke when she thought she could insert something that would add ammunition to accomplish her father’s objective.”

         “And what is Professor Smith’s objective?” Eve asked. “It’s starting to sound very convoluted, and I’m beginning to be wary. Why are you here, Jill?”

         “His objective at the time was to impress me with his credentials and talk to me about his work of some thirty years. He’d been everywhere, made some amazing discoveries that were in museums in Europe and London. He succeeded. I wanted to write a feature article about him before the evening was half over. I was even trying to get his input on my research about the lost queens of Egypt.” She made a face. “He was polite, but said he hadn’t been doing much exploration and research on Egypt lately. He was going in another direction now. Then he asked me very casually about your work here in Maldara. He should have been a journalist. He squeezed me dry on everything I knew about you. And he was so genuinely admiring and complimentary that I knew I wasn’t betraying you. Then he dropped you as the subject and invited me to spend the week with him and his daughter at their house in Cairo. He was there to do some research himself at the Cairo Museum and would introduce me to people who might help me. You can bet I took him up on it, and I spent the next week wheeling and dealing with museum executives during the day and getting to know Edmund Smith and his daughter during the evening.”

         “That was his first objective?” Eve asked. “You still haven’t told me what the hell he wants me to do.”

         “I’m getting there.” She took a sip of her wine. “I just wanted you to get the background so you’d know I’m not the victim of a con game. It may sound like I’ve been played, but it wasn’t like that. I knew what they were doing, and I took as much as I gave. And I enjoyed that week and getting to know them.” She paused. “Particularly Riley Smith. I’d never met anyone like her. She’s a true wild card. I guess it would have been a miracle if she hadn’t turned out that way, considering how she grew up.”

         Eve’s brows rose. “Being brought up as the daughter of a prestigious professor of archaeology? I’m afraid I don’t see your point.”

         “Riley trailed after her father and mother all over the world, through deserts and jungles in some of the wildest places known to man. Then when her mother died when she was nine, her father decided she was independent and smart enough to still travel with him. He was sure she was getting a much better education with him than she would in a boarding school.” She shrugged. “Maybe she did. She’s certainly brilliant.” She dialed up a photo on her phone and handed it to Eve. “This is Riley. And I got the impression that, though he might have neglected her at times, she picked up some incredible talents and esoteric knowledge from the tribes and villagers they ran across. And even more from her uncle Dan, who appeared in her life about that time.” She made a face. “Daniel Smith is something of a loose cannon himself. Not at all like big brother Edmund. He was a black sheep whose talents weren’t always legal. It’s a wonder Riley managed to strike a sane balance between them.”

         Eve was looking down at the photo. Her first impression of Riley Smith was of vivid color and vitality. Shining, tousled copper curls, tan skin, wide hazel eyes, and a smile that lit her face with humor. “Well, I’ve never seen anyone who looks more alive. And from your description she sounds very unusual.” Eve suddenly chuckled. “Shades of Tarzan, or maybe that comic-book character Sheena of the Jungle. You could write a story about her. I’m surprised you haven’t yet. I can definitely see why you might find her worthy of interest.” Her smile faded. “But it’s Professor Edmund Smith who appears to be the one behind your trip here to see me. Let’s get his offer out of the way so that we can finish dinner, because I’m not likely to accept.” She looked her friend in the eye. “And I’d have had more respect for him if he’d come himself. Evidently he wasn’t shy about trying to enlist you to do it.”

         “No, he wasn’t,” Jill admitted quietly. “But he’d probably be here to do it himself if it had been possible. He wouldn’t stop at a little recruitment job when he’d been working on this project for most of his adult life.” She was silent a moment. “He died in the Azerbaijan forests near the village of Lahar three months ago.”

         “I’m sorry to hear it,” Eve said sincerely. “As I said, he was a scholar I respected. And I can see why his daughter might want to do everything she could to have his lifework completed. But you’ll have to get someone else to do it, Jill.”

         “Hold on.” She held up her hand. “I haven’t even given you my pitch yet. Why do you think I’m so determined to get you to do this? I struck out on finding any of the tombs of the lost queens of Egypt. But Edmund Smith told me he hadn’t failed in the project he devoted his life to.” She leaned forward, her expression intent. “He’d also been hunting for a lost queen, and she was even more lost than anyone could imagine. That’s why he’d been searching for decades for her tomb. This year he’d thought he’d zeroed in on the exact location, but there were difficulties that made it impossible for him to take the final steps to find her.”

         “A lost queen?” Eve repeated incredulously. “You’re telling me that Smith wanted me to go with him to Egypt to rob a royal ancient tomb and work on the reconstruction of the face of a queen from that era? Are you nuts? Do you know how carefully the Egyptian government watches for any violation like that? And to actually violate a mummy without civil authority by doing a reconstruction? They’d throw me into jail and toss away the key.”

         “Easy,” Jill said soothingly. “I’m not crazy. Though I admit I had the same reaction when Smith was telling me about it. But it actually isn’t as bad as it sounds. There are a number of elements about the situation that would make it almost legal. It would depend on how you look at it.”

         “Almost legal,” Eve repeated. “I can only think that our Professor Smith must have either drugged or hypnotized you. I don’t do anything that’s illegal. You know that, Jill.”

         “Of course I know that,” she said soberly. “I realize what a lost cause this might seem. I wouldn’t have even been persuaded to go this far if I could have thought of a way that would have been safer for you.”

         “Safer?” Eve frowned. “The safest thing I can do is to kick you out of here and forget this weird offer.”

         “Not exactly,” Jill said. “Because Professor Smith used your name constantly in his research papers. Anyone going through them would be sure you were an integral partner in Smith’s search. He’s tied you into his project whether you like it or not.”

         “I don’t like it. And I can’t believe it.” She threw up her hands in disgust. “And what difference would it make? I could just deny it and set about proving in court that I wasn’t connected. That should take—”

         “You might not have time,” Jill interrupted. “And it’s not a court of law you’re going to have to worry about.” She paused. “You mentioned that you thought that I was trying to get you to rob a tomb? Well, we had no intention of having you do that, but grave robbers are a problem that could raise their ugly heads. Not only for the treasure. Do you have any idea of the fortune that thieves could derive from either selling or exhibiting a tomb and mummy from the Bronze Age?”

         “I’ve never explored it. I wasn’t particularly interested.”

         “This particular queen could be worth millions. Even more after you do the reconstruction.”

         “Which I’m not going to do,” Eve said sharply. “Do you realize what a picture you’ve painted for me? A chance of being arrested for violating a tomb. Grave robbers…”

         “Not a great story for a decent journalist like me. Because I wanted to be honest with you.” She made a face. “But I hurried through it and left out some of the details that might make it more palatable for you. I’ll fill you in on a few of them now. One, you wouldn’t have to deal with the Egyptians and their rough tactics with people who interfere with their handling of historical artifacts. Smith’s queen was not Egyptian…though she might have visited there once. Any work you’d do would have to be in Azerbaijan. That’s where the site of the tomb is, and I guarantee that nothing about their methods compares to Egypt’s. They’re amateurs in the game. Two, it will be difficult to determine the queen’s actual ancestry, though you might find it fascinating to try. But there won’t be any nation trying to claim her before you’d have a chance to finish your work.”

         “Anything else?” Eve asked caustically.

         “Nothing that I want to tell you. I’ll leave the rest to Riley. I only volunteered to come here and give you the broad strokes and let you know that you can trust Riley.” She stopped. “One more thing. I promised her I’d let you know how Edmund Smith died. He was shot and killed in that forest in Azerbaijan. Almost certainly by a Ralph Dakar, who currently heads a gang of artifact thieves specializing in tomb raiding. There were signs he was also tortured. Riley said Dakar wanted to force him to tell them where the tomb was located.”

         Eve tried to smother the ripple of shock she felt. “All the more reason for me not to even consider this madness.”

         “In the end, that will be up to you. In a way, I almost hope you do turn Riley down. I don’t want to be responsible for you getting near Dakar.” She thought for a moment. “Smith wasn’t the first person who has been killed by those gangsters. There have been other villagers tortured and butchered by them in the past year to get information. That’s why Riley and her father asked her uncle to find a place in the hills to hide while they were searching for the tomb. But you might not be safe even if you do walk away. Dakar knows you’re the only one who was considered to do the forensic sculpting work on the queen.”

         “Which was more than I did,” Eve said bitterly. “Why should I be afraid if I just turn my back and walk away?”

         “Because Smith had constructed a package he wanted to present to the world, and you’re a special part of that very lucrative package. Though I’m sure Dakar wouldn’t want to kill you right away.”

         “How comforting. Just how dangerous is this Dakar?”

         “Very. Tomb raiding is rather a new and unique addition to his agenda. But he has contacts everywhere in North Africa and the Mediterranean. Riley thinks that’s how he heard about what they were doing in Azerbaijan. He runs a criminal organization that generally deals in thievery, poaching, smuggling, and human trafficking as well as being often hired by local politicians and other racketeers to do their dirty work in North Africa.”

         “Nasty,” Eve said grimly. “What did the local police say about Edmund Smith’s murder?”

         Jill shrugged. “Not a great deal. They went through the motions. Bribery is pretty common in most of the small towns and villages in Azerbaijan. Dakar evidently pays well. The police are content to let him do what he wants as long as he doesn’t antagonize any local big shots.” She met Eve’s eyes. “Edmund Smith was a scientist and an educator, not a big shot. So Riley is on her own. I asked Novak if the CIA could help, but I knew the answer. It’s a country close to both Turkey and Russia and there would have to be an important international reason why they should step in. Besides, Novak is swamped just handling Maldara right now. The most he said he could do was to recommend someone who might be able to help.”

         “Then give your friend Riley his name. I’m not interested.”

         “I will.” She took another sip of her wine. “But she’ll want to hear it from you. She’s worried about you. Dakar stole her father’s notes, and as I said, you’re featured prominently in them. There’s a good chance that he’ll think you know more than you do.” She hesitated. “Would you consider me staying overnight for a few days until you get resettled?”

         “No, you said this was only a quick visit. I’m not having you babysit me,” Eve said. “The villagers will take care of me. I’ll be leaving in a couple days anyway. I’ve been thinking about going to Scotland.”

         “Joe and your son.” Jill nodded. “I can understand. Though I might ask Novak to send a man to watch this place until you leave. Okay?”

         “Whatever.” She smiled. “Now will you stop trying to talk me into going to Azerbaijan and tell me what you were doing in Egypt before you became distracted by the Smith family?”

         “I might, but the professor and Riley were much more interesting.” She chuckled. “Okay, I’ll drop it for now. And yes, sure, I’ll fill you in on everything I’ve been doing for the last months. But I got pretty frustrated, coming up with zeros when I was searching for the lost queens. That’s why I found myself looking for a story that was far more fascinating.” Her eyes were twinkling. “Particularly when I found out that story was apparently looking for me, too!”

         
            *  *  *

         

         
            Jokan Hyatt

Four Hours Later

         

         Jill unlocked her hotel room and opened the door.

         Then she froze.

         Someone was there in the darkness!

         She could feel it.

         She swiftly moved to one side of the open door and reached for the gun in her handbag.

         “Don’t shoot,” Riley called out from across the room. “It’s me. Just close the damn door and I’ll turn on the light.”

         Jill drew a relieved breath and slammed the door. “You weren’t supposed to come. I told you to leave it up to me.”

         “You’re too smart to believe I’d do that.” Riley Smith turned on the lamp on the bedside table. “Did you talk to her?”

         “Of course I did.” Jill threw her handbag on the chair. “She turned you down, just as I told you she would. We’ll have to go about it another way.” She came over to where Riley was propped up on the bed. “How did you get in?”

         “I climbed up to your balcony and picked the lock on the French doors.” She swung her legs to the floor and got to her feet. “I was afraid to go through the lobby. I didn’t want anyone to know I was in Maldara.”

         “Good move. I was afraid I might be watched. Which is why I didn’t want you to come at all.”

         “Dakar already knows about Eve Duncan,” Riley said harshly. “He has to have someone watching her. Do you think I’m going to let them take her? You know she’d fight, and then she might end up dead. Did you warn her against him?”

         “Naturally. I even asked her to let me stay with her, but she turned me down. She said she’d be safe with the villagers. She was having trouble believing in the entire scenario. You have to admit it’s a bit unusual.”

         “Not when you’ve lived with it as long as I have,” Riley said wearily. “I grew up with it.”

         “Well, I checked out the grounds before I left her workroom, and everything appears to be safe enough. You should have trusted me and stayed away where you were safe. I would have called you and reported.”

         Riley shook her head. “I’ve been waiting for years to have a chance of convincing Eve Duncan to do that sculpting. I knew you wouldn’t have a chance.”

         “And you believe you would?” She shook her head. “No way.”

         “Then I would have found a way to keep her alive and not let Dakar get his hands on her. I let you persuade me that you might be able to pull it off, but I should have relied on myself.” She rubbed her neck tiredly. “It’s okay, you did your best. I wasn’t really expecting anything. Everything is different now than when my father thought we could use you as a bridge to Duncan.”

         “Obviously.” Jill wryly shook her head. “And did you think I didn’t know there might be a reason why you happened to run into me that day in Cairo? I’ve been used by experts, Riley. Usually because I’m a reporter, and media is everything these days. But I liked you and I was willing to see what you were up to.” She shrugged. “And then I became fascinated and wanted to see how the story would resolve itself. I didn’t mind being used.” She paused. “Though I didn’t expect your father to be killed. I was hoping for a much tamer story.”

         “So was I,” Riley said hoarsely. “But that’s not going to happen. It shouldn’t be a surprise. Nothing connected with Eleni was ever tame or lacking in violence and drama.” She suddenly turned and gave Jill a hug. “Thank you for trying.” She was heading for the balcony doors. “I’ll let you know if I find a way of using you again. I hope I don’t. I don’t have that many friends who are willing to step up and volunteer.”

         “Do that.” Jill followed her out to the balcony and watched admiringly as she lithely climbed down the trellis. Riley was all grace and sleek compact movement. “I haven’t stopped trying, you know. When I finish up in Paris, I’ll come back and lend a hand. In the meantime, I’ve set her up for you, if you still want to make the attempt.”

         “Maybe.” Riley reached the ground and then looked up at Jill with a reckless grin. In the moonlight her entire face was suddenly lit with the vitality and eagerness to which Jill had become accustomed. “Hell, why not?”

         She disappeared into the darkness.

         Jill shook her head as she turned to go back in the suite. There hadn’t really been any doubt that Riley would choose to make contact with Eve now that she was here. She and her father had been heading in that direction all her life. Jill just hoped that she wouldn’t be too disappointed when Eve turned her down. There was no telling what Riley would do if she grew too desperate.

         A knock on the door. It had to be Novak.

         She flew across the room and threw open the door.

         “Hi! You’ve got great timing.” Then she was in his arms and kissing him. Again. And then again. “I needed that. It’s not been a very optimistic evening.”

         Novak kissed her again. “Glad to oblige. Can we go right to bed, or do you have to unwind?”

         “Just hold me for a minute.” She nestled closer. “This is good, too.”

         “Damn right.” He put his hand on the back of her head and stroked her hair. “Eve turned you down? But you thought she would. You said you couldn’t even give her the entire picture.”

         “Riley wouldn’t let me. She was afraid it would just seem too weird and scare her away. She thought that she could explain it better. Maybe she was right. She has the passion. I’m only a good storyteller.”

         “Yes, you are.” He pushed her back and kissed her forehead. “But I’ve never noticed a lack of passion. You do very well in that department.” He added, “And you gave me all the details and it didn’t scare me off. I’m glad you have that assignment in Paris and won’t be involved, but I admit I still found it very interesting.”

         “Of course you did. It appealed to your Sherlock streak.” She looked up at him intently. “Did you change your mind?”

         He shook his head. “I’m swamped. But I found someone who might be able to help. I filled him in on all the details last night, and it didn’t scare him off, either.” He waited a moment before saying: “Morgan Cade. You’ve probably heard of him.”

         “Damn right I have,” Jill said. “Who hasn’t? The Elephant King? I didn’t even know you knew him. How did you get him on board?”

         “He owes me a favor.”

         “Doesn’t everyone?”

         “I’ve lost track. I admit I tend to encourage the process. It does help when you need to barter.” He smiled. “Cade was reluctant to redeem that favor at this time—until I told him about Riley and Eleni. That caught his attention. One of his passions is for ancient artifacts.”

         “I’ve heard he has a passion for a hell of a lot of things. Most of them involve big-time trouble. You did tell him about Dakar?”

         He nodded. “He was one of the lures I used to make Cade change his mind. I remembered that he’d had a run-in with Dakar once before. I guarantee Cade is going to relish going after him again. Though I told him he might need a crew. I caught him at his country house outside London, and he’ll be on his way to Azerbaijan right away. He told me he’d research Riley, and he was in the process of finding out everything he could about Dakar’s setup in Azerbaijan right now.”

         “Good. I don’t know how much time there is to waste.”

         “I agree. I don’t like wasted time, either.” He kissed her again and lifted her so that her legs curved around his hips as he headed for the bed. “And I don’t intend to waste one more minute…”

      



OEBPS/images/facetodiefor_hctext1p_3_online.png
A FACE
TO DIE FOR

IRIS
JOHANSEN

RRRRRRRRRRRR
ssssssssss





OEBPS/images/discover_gcp_publisher_logo.png
G

C

GRAND CENTRAL
BUBLISHING





OEBPS/images/9781538713242_cover_epub.jpg
#1 NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR

RIS

A FACE
[00IF FOR





