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				No one writes suspense like Heather Graham! Read this brand-new romantic thriller by one of today’s most popular authors…

				There’s a pub in New York City that’s been in the Finnegan family for generations. Now Kieran and her three brothers own it. Kieran Finnegan is also, as it happens, a criminal psychologist—a fitting reaction, perhaps, to her less-than-lawful teenage past.

				Meanwhile, New York’s Diamond District has been hit by a rash of thefts. No one’s been killed—until now. FBI agent Craig Frasier is brought in to investigate; he and Kieran meet at a jewelry store in the middle of a heist. She’s there to “unsteal” a flawless stone taken by her light-fingered youngest brother as an act of vengeance. Craig’s there to stop the gang.

				But the police and FBI begin to wonder if there are two gangs of diamond thieves, the original and a copycat group of killers—who seem to think their scheme is as flawless as the stones they steal.

				Thrown together by circumstance, drawn together by attraction, Kieran and Craig are both assigned to the case. But to Kieran’s horror, there’s more and more evidence that, somehow, the pub is involved. Because everyone goes to Finnegan’s…
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				* * * * *

				Look for Heather Graham’s next novel
HAUNTED DESTINY
available soon from MIRA Books.
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				Dedicated to NYC—overcrowded, crazy,
wonderful, diverse,
filled with history, theater,
music, art, architecture
and wonders that can be seen nowhere else.

				To the resiliency of
those who live and work
in this great American city.

				And to Mr. Korbin Pozzessere,
whose parents,
Derek Pozzessere and Yevgeniya Yeretskaya,
somehow met and fell in love in this
massive sea of people! 
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				CHAPTER
ONE

				“I’M OKAY. REALLY. But I have to tell you what I did. Well, he deserved it, of course,” Julie Benton said over the phone.

				“What did you do?” Kieran Finnegan asked. So far, she’d only been half listening; Julie’s tale of woe had been going on for quite a while now.

				Kieran wiped the bar, one eye on her task, the other on the patrons in the pub.

				Thankfully, at the moment she could easily work and listen, despite the fact that the object of Julie’s venom—her almost ex, Gary Benton—was one of the few other people at Finnegan’s on Broadway, the family downtown pub, one of the oldest in the city.

				Julie giggled. “He deserved it,” she repeated.

				Kieran didn’t doubt that. She just wished she couldn’t see Gary as she was talking to Julie.

				She never minded cleaning Finnegan’s since it was practically her family home. It was a beautiful old place with finely carved wood, a range of tables and booths, and this classic bar with its array of beer taps and collection of Irish whiskeys. Photographs of the pub through the years hung behind the bar. Beyond was a comfortable dining room, equally rich in wood decor and handsome carving.

				They weren’t particularly busy at this off-hour of the day, between lunch and happy hour.

				Bobby O’Leary was at one end of the bar; although he was an alcoholic long in recovery, Finnegan’s was the center of his social life. He was still one of their favorite customers.

				She’d given Bobby his standard soda with lime, and he was reading the Times.

				Two groups of business executives on extended lunch hours remained. Three were at one table, and four—including Gary—were at another. Finnegan’s wasn’t even officially open. They closed between 3:00 p.m. and 4:30 p.m., according to the sign on the front door, but their clientele consisted mainly of friends and regulars who knew they could come in and receive service with a smile. Both tables had paid their bills and were lingering over coffee. Kieran had served them all their final refills—managing not to spill any scalding coffee on Gary—before she’d started cleaning.

				And before Julie had called. She refrained from mentioning to Julie that Gary was at the pub; frankly, she was stunned he’d come in at all. He wasn’t wanted here. But he was with Jimmy McManus—a longtime customer and entrepreneur who’d made a fortune in everything from magic mops to designer dog food and Wall Street trading. Jimmy was a great guy with a headful of white hair and a quick smile, taut and fit despite his fondness for a good Irish stout. They were joined by two men who seemed to be friends of Jimmy’s. Kieran hadn’t allowed herself to run over, grab Gary by the lapels and throw him out on the street. But until the coffee refill, she hadn’t gone near the table. Mary Kathleen, a recent recruit from the old country and the love of Kieran’s brother Declan’s life, had been working the floor. She’d waited on the table, but she’d left at three. Which meant Kieran had no choice except to take over.

				The other two at Jimmy’s table were men Kieran had seen in the pub before but didn’t really know. One was dark and one was pale. They were friendly, polite and dressed in handsome business suits, like many of the pub’s clientele, who walked down from the Wall Street banks and firms where they worked.

				They all looked richer than Gary Benton, that was for sure. Maybe he was trying to learn how to join their ranks.

				Making a point of not looking toward the table, Kieran finished the last of her cleaning and the setup for happy hour while listening to Julie. Now that part wasn’t easy, and not only because Julie and Gary were in the middle of the sad dissolution of their marriage.

				Gary had wanted the divorce. Kieran knew things sometimes just fell apart. It was always difficult and distressing, but in this case, Gary’s treatment of Julie had seemed deliberately cruel.

				Julie needed her friends, and Kieran felt she had to be there for her.

				Don’t look over at Gary. Just listen to Julie, she told herself. Yes, listen to Julie and be a good friend.

				And clean up the pub without pouring something over Gary’s head. She might not care if Gary ever came back, but she didn’t want to drive Jimmy and the others away. Finnegan’s wasn’t her full-time job, but it was her family’s business and important to them all, herself and her three brothers.

				Finnegan’s was a true Irish-American pub. Her grandfather had bought it from a cousin when he’d come to the United States after the Second World War. It had actually been owned and operated by a Finnegan since shortly after the Civil War. Not only did they have a wonderful bar selection, with excellent beers on tap and high-end call brands, they also offered good pub-style food. People came to eat and drink, but they also came to socialize, to meet up with friends. Sometimes, during off-hours like this, that meant waiting around until the current Finnegan in charge of the place—her oldest brother, Declan, these days—or another family member or server came by.

				Although it wasn’t her real job anymore, she was always happy to help out at the pub. She had a career as a criminal psychologist now. But she hadn’t been working with Doctors Fuller and Miro long enough to conduct an extended phone therapy session with Julie, even if she considered this crisis in her friend’s life as something that could lead to a serious mental health issue. Luckily, she had the day off—Dr. Miro was at a conference, and Dr. Fuller had taken a vacation day and ordered the staff—Kieran and the handsome young receptionist and assistant, Jake Johnston—to do the same thing.

				“I was calm, Kieran, I swear,” Julie said. “You need to understand that. Calm—and clever.”

				That was good, Kieran thought. Calm. Since Gary had first started his hell-bent attempt to ruin their marriage, Julie had veered from wild rages to copious tears. Kieran couldn’t blame her. Gary had gone out of his way to be hurtful. He’d brought his new girlfriend to their home, made love with her in his and Julie’s bed, and somehow the girlfriend had “accidentally” left her panties there. He’d emptied their joint bank accounts and, possibly cruelest of all, told Julie she no longer attracted him sexually. More—he claimed he found her repulsive.

				“What did you do?” Kieran pressed warily.

				“Well—” Julie giggled again “—you’ll be glad to hear I didn’t somehow get hold of a gun and shoot him.”

				“I am glad to hear that. So what did you do?”

				“What he did was worse. I went to stay with my parents and left the house to him,” Julie continued. “He says he can’t stand living with me, but apparently I’m not supposed to leave, either. He called to tell me I’d better get back to feed my damned dogs. He kept them in their crates, hadn’t let them out at all! They were starving, Kieran, and covered in their own waste.”

				Kieran glanced over at the table where Gary was seated. He’d risen with the others now; they were on their way out, which was a relief. She wouldn’t feel tempted to inflict bodily harm.

				She watched him leave. He was a good-looking man, but Kieran had never been particularly fond of him. There was something...slimy about him, in her opinion. His quick, oh-so-charming smile usually meant he was planning something devious. He sold precious stones and jewelry at a high-end store in the Diamond District, and he’d often told Julie he had to take some woman out for dinner or drinks because a big sale was in the offing.

				Slime.

				She and her brothers had tolerated him for one reason and one reason only. Because they loved Julie, their friend since childhood.

				But he’d left the dogs locked in their crates?

				“That’s horrible. You should call the police on him. Either that or move out. I’ve told you to come and stay with—”

				“The dogs and I won’t fit in your apartment,” Julie said.

				That was probably true; Kieran’s apartment on St. Marks Place was the size of a postage stamp. But she didn’t care if she, Julie and the two dogs were all crammed in there. Animal abuse was never acceptable.

				“We’d make it work,” Kieran told her. “And if he’s actually being that horrible, you need to get out of there. I really think you should call the police. There are laws against that kind of thing.”

				“Oh, I don’t want the police involved.”

				Kieran winced at that. She wasn’t fond of police intervention herself, even though her new position would soon have her working with them often enough. While her oldest brother, Declan, had become a completely respectable citizen, her other brothers—her twin, Kevin, and their baby brother, Daniel, who was a whole year younger—still had “friends” involved with various street gangs. They were trying to go straight, but it was easy to fall back into their old ways. She’d had some bad times herself during her teenage years. Like Declan, however, she’d known that things could spiral downward, so she’d gone to college, majoring in criminology and specializing in criminal psychology. In a sense she was paying for her past—and making her past pay.

				They’d never done anything too terrible. Declan had made some “deliveries” for the McNamara clan, an Irish family that had challenged the Garcia gang. But after their father’s death, he’d decided he was going to be the head of a family that would live and thrive and succeed in NYC. Kevin had hung out with the O’Malley family, really just a loose connection of thugs. High-school stuff. Danny had actually joined the Wolves, another loose-knit group proudly based on the TV show Dexter, but without the murders. They stole from those who stole from others, sweeping up their cell phones and hacking their computers in turn. He’d come the closest to being in real trouble when a rival group had caught him and some hackers at the school library and started a massive brawl.

				Kieran remembered a time when life had seemed good and normal, even though they’d lost their mother when they were young. Then their father had died almost ten years ago. Declan had been in college at the time, and he’d felt the weight of responsibility for his siblings and to family tradition. He’d gone straighter than an arrow. Kieran, who’d only gotten occasionally involved with computer hacking and a few minor thefts, quickly followed suit, graduating from high school with stellar grades. Declan had made clear to his younger brothers that he had zero tolerance for bad behavior, so they’d realized they had no one to bail them out of serious trouble and struggled to keep their noses clean. They’d been doing that, as far as she knew. The problem with Kevin and Danny was that they both believed in justice—their version of it—even when the law didn’t.

				“Kieran, are you there?”

				“Yes, yes, and I want to hear the end of the story.”

				Julie laughed softly. “It’s good. I promise you, it’s good.”

				A sense of unease began to stir in Kieran. “Julie, just tell me, what did you do?”

				“Did I mention that whoever he’s fooling around with left her thong in the bed? My bed?”

				“Yes, I know, and that’s deplorable. But what did you do?”

				“I got over the crying. I don’t want you to think I did anything crazy because I was crying hysterically or out of my mind with grief or anything.”

				At that, Kieran’s reaction went from unease to real concern. She looked up, forced herself to flash a smile to Bobby, refilled his glass and asked Julie to hang on for a minute.

				She stopped trying to do anything useful; she had to concentrate on this conversation. She headed to the end of the bar, out of earshot of everyone else, and leaned against it. “Julie, what did you do?” she asked again.

				“I was very nice, actually. His boss called the house, asking if I knew where he was. I said I didn’t. Then I went and bought doughnuts and take-out coffee, and brought them down to the store.”

				That sounded nice so far. In Gary’s business, client and coworker relationships were important, because the amounts of money clients spent and the employees’ commissions were so high that cooperation literally paid. After all, better that the proceeds were shared than never earned at all. Julie was well liked by Gary’s friends and coworkers. She was quick to assist when asked and enjoyed role-playing—pretending keen interest in a piece of jewelry when a possible buyer was studying it. In the process, she’d learned a fair bit about how to judge the quality of diamonds.

				But Julie hadn’t gone down to the store to be nice; Kieran was certain of that. “Julie, what exactly did you do after that?” she asked.

				“I handed out doughnuts. I apologized to his friends and coworkers for the fact that he hadn’t been showing up when he was supposed to, and I explained that they’d have to find whatever woman he was sleeping with to know where he was. I saw his boss last. I asked him to save one glazed doughnut with a hole in it so Gary would have a place to put his dick in case one of his new girlfriends got wise to him.”

				“That was it?” Kieran asked.

				Julie giggled. “Oh, no. I want him to really hurt.”

				“So then?”

				“Well, then they acted all awkward and said how sorry they were. I just said, well, it was over, and how much I liked all of them, but I wouldn’t be able to come in and pose as a potential customer anymore.”

				“And that was it? Right?”

				“Well...almost,” Julie said. “You have to understand, Kieran. I wasn’t stupid about this. I was calm and charming. I’m so ready for all of this to be over.”

				“And that’s good. Close the door. Start fresh.”

				“You remember, don’t you, how I didn’t even want to get married right away?”

				“Yes, I remember.”

				“I wanted to go to California and earn my master’s. Take some time. He talked me into getting married.”

				“We all make mistakes, Julie. But back to what you did...” Kieran hesitated. “So you left the shop and that was it,” she said hopefully.

				“Well...”

				“Oh, Lord. Julie, if you wanted to hurt him, you should’ve just called animal control or the police. I’m sure they would have taken action for what he did to the dogs. You might have gotten him fired just for that. In any case, he would’ve been in trouble somewhere with someone.”

				“Trust me, he’s already going to be in enough trouble,” Julie said.

				“And why is that?”

				“They’re going to find out that the Capelleti Diamond is gone. And Gary was the last one to handle it.”

				Kieran’s heart slammed against her chest. “No! You didn’t—did you? Did you steal the diamond, Julie? Tell me you didn’t. That’s grand larceny! Did you steal that diamond?”

				“No, don’t be ridiculous,” Julie said.

				“Thank God,” Kieran murmured.

				“I’m no good at stuff like that! I’d never try to steal anything. I was just setting Gary up. Making sure his boss and everyone there knew he had a reason to steal it, what with a new girlfriend and an expensive divorce.”

				“Get to the point!”

				“Well, the point is... I had your brother take the diamond for me. I admit I don’t know that many, but Daniel’s the best thief I’ve ever met—besides you, of course.”

				* * *

				Craig Frasier headed down the hall to the office of assistant director Richard Eagan and ran into Mike Dalton, who was approaching their boss’s office from the opposite direction.

				Mike grinned at Craig. “I’m baa-ack!” he said happily.

				“Glad to see it.” Craig grinned in return and couldn’t help asking, “So, how’s the ass?”

				Mike gave a nonchalant shrug. “Every part of me is doing fine. As for you, you’re just a wiseass kid,” he said.

				They’d been partners for five years, and at thirty-four, Craig hardly considered himself a kid. But he and Mike were more than partners; they were friends, as well. Although they could joke about it now, they’d been chasing a suspect in the murder of an up-and-coming politician in the Poconos when Mike was injured. He’d dodged behind cover to avoid a bullet from the Beretta the supposedly unarmed suspect had suddenly stopped to fire and caught the bullet in the left buttock as he took his dive. Craig had taken down their suspect, winging him in his right shoulder. The Beretta had gone flying, and the suspect had been arrested—in pain but alive. He’d provided information on his coconspirators in the murder, and the crime had been solved. It had been a good day for their unit, but Mike had spent several days in the hospital after that, and then a month at home on forced medical leave.

				Mike had informed Craig that it was his fine solid ass that had saved the day. An embarrassing injury, Craig had pointed out, one that had resulted in all the inevitable remarks.

				Naturally, even as they teased him, his coworkers were grateful that his injury wasn’t worse and that he would easily recover.

				“Good to have you back,” Craig said, and he meant it.

				In Mike’s absence, he’d been paired with Marty Salinger, the new nerd on the block, a by-the-book-until-the-pages-ripped kind of nerd. Craig had just about crawled out of his skin every time Marty insisted on backup when the clock was ticking or refused to make a move without direct permission.

				Craig had made it through some hard situations, situations in which going by the book was no help. He’d worked undercover in narcotics, and more than once, fast thinking had saved his life—and the lives of others.

				Marty would learn. Sometimes the book was important and gave them what they needed; sometimes, a good agent was better off making split-second decisions without it.

				But hell, Craig himself had learned from Mike. Mike had been with the agency twelve years; he had experience and resolve. At five-eleven, he was shorter than Craig by four-plus inches, but he was lean and fit and determined to stay that way. He and Craig spent hours training. They both ran, and participated in the various sports events the agency sponsored.

				They both spent long hours at the gun range, too; shooting skills had to be kept sharp when you worked in the field.

				Mike had been offered desk jobs over the years. He didn’t want them. It would happen soon enough, he’d told Craig, but he still had work to do making sure he had Craig trained properly. It wasn’t entirely meant as a joke.

				Now that memory made Craig think about Marty. One day he would probably be a good field agent; Craig just didn’t want to be the one stuck teaching him. He liked knowing that Mike had his back. He was always afraid Marty would be checking some manual to see if it was all right before he entered the fray.

				Luckily, everything had been straightforward during the weeks Mike was out recuperating. Craig and the new kid had been assigned to a gang shakedown. Intelligence had been good, and they’d made a number of arrests without a drop of blood being spilled.

				Craig had recently come off that detail, and with Mike newly returned that day from medical leave, they were being called in to see the assistant director.

				“You know what this is about?” Craig asked.

				“Not a clue. Hey, this is New York,” Mike said. “Could be anything.”

				The New York State office of the Federal Bureau of Investigation was the largest in the country, and since New York City had such a massive population, most of the agents were assigned to the city and its environs. The New York office had agents assisting with cases across the country. However, since 9/11, the delegation of duties had changed somewhat. There were now special divisions in the New York office that handled practically everything, from fraud and income-tax evasion to organized crime, gangs, kidnapping, murder, terrorism and more. The units worked together to assess a situation and strategize the best approach. After all, as people often said, Al Capone had been brought down not by a hail of gunfire but by the brilliance of an accountant.

				Within the different divisions, there was a small group of agents who’d earned a place in one of Eagan’s special task forces. Craig and Mike fell into that category, so a trip to Eagan’s office was always intriguing. They never had any idea what the assignment might be, except that it was usually in conjunction with another law enforcement agency.

				The director’s assistant indicated that they should go on in. “He’s waiting for you,” she told them.

				Craig opened the door for Mike. “After you, my friend. I’ve got to watch out for the elderly and the injured.”

				“Don’t you mean you should step aside for maturity and experience?” Mike said. “But never mind. You go first.”

				“Ah, but I don’t want the door catching you in the ass—the back, I mean—if you go in last,” Craig said.

				“Low blow!” Mike protested.

				Craig inclined his head. “Okay, we’ll call it maturity and experience.” He held the door and followed Mike in.

				Richard Eagan was looking out his window when they entered. “Take a seat,” he said, turning toward them. “File folders are in front of you.”

				Eagan was a ramrod of a man. Fifty-plus, he was as fit as a teenager—something he worked at with the same discipline he observed in the office. He was a decent man, but he hadn’t kept one of his six wives for more than a year; none of them had truly grasped his overpowering dedication to his work.

				Craig knew that because the last two had cried on his shoulder. Marleen, wife number six, had warned him, “Don’t let this happen to you, Craig. When you find the right woman, find a balance between work and life. I was all for Richard saving the world. What I didn’t realize was that he never meant to save himself.”

				He knew that Marleen had been genuinely worried about him. Too many casual relationships had lasted only until he was working around the clock again. Truth was, he had his own reasons for not pursuing a serious relationship. He’d actually begun to explain, but then he’d stopped.

				They just don’t make them like the one I lost anymore.

				He sat quickly and Mike did the same, and they picked up their folders, scanning the material.

				“Jewelry store robberies?” Mike said. “I’ve been following this on the news, but—”

				“There’s been a change,” Eagan said. “Two thefts in the past two days. And now, two dead.”

				Craig glanced at him in surprise. The NYPD had been dealing with the rash of jewelry store robberies. Every one of the five thefts that had taken place during the previous weeks had been within the five boroughs of NYC and fallen under the jurisdiction of the city police. Even with the two deaths, it still seemed to be a situation the NYPD should be handling.

				“They’re killing people now?” Mike asked. “I hadn’t seen that on the news.”

				“It hasn’t been on TV yet. I’m having a press conference with the chiefs of police and the mayor in an hour. We’ve been holding off, pending notification of next of kin. And, of course, to coordinate efforts between agencies.”

				“We’re in?” Mike asked.

				“Yeah. State lines and all, since now New Jersey’s been hit, too. Twice. Anyway, it’s all hands on deck. You two will be lead, but you won’t be the only special agents involved. Hell, every law enforcement officer in New York and the tri-state area will be alerted and working on it. The last two robberies took place right over the bridge in Jersey City. The elderly gentleman who owned one of the stores was staying late, doing his books, when he was shot and killed.”

				“You said there were two murders?” Craig asked, flipping through the folder he’d been given.

				Eagan nodded gravely. “There was a murder at the next store that was hit, too. A night manager was there, and a cleaning woman was working in the showroom. She was abducted, then murdered in the alley behind the store.”

				“What about the manager? Any idea why he was left alive? Did he see anything?” Craig asked.

				“He was in a back office. When he came out, they grabbed the woman as a human shield and dragged her away. They shot at him and missed, and apparently were in too much of a hurry to care,” Eagan said.

				“Video surveillance?” Mike asked.

				“Yes, but the thieves wore hoodies and ski masks,” Eagan said.

				“Are we sure that these thieves and the ones who hit the Diamond District are the same?” Craig asked.

				“Same MO. Breaking in after closing time, they wear gloves, so no prints. And all the security footage shows the thieves wearing the same disguises,” Eagan said.

				“But it’s not the same MO anymore,” Craig muttered.

				“What do you mean?”

				“I mean it’s changed,” Craig said. “Escalated. Five robberies with no one hurt. And now we have two dead. Seems odd to me that they’ve suddenly become violent.”

				“Maybe they got desperate for some reason,” Mike suggested. “The pressure of time or whatever.”

				Craig shrugged. “Maybe these are copycats. Copycats who kill.”

				“Could be,” Eagan said. “Get up to speed, see what you can find. And let’s hope to hell we’re not looking for two different sets of thieves. Jewel heists are one thing, but murder...”

				* * *

				“What is the matter with you?” Kieran demanded. Her voice was harsh, even though her words were almost whispered.

				She wasn’t meeting with her best friend and her miscreant youngest brother at Finnegan’s. No way could she have done that without Declan getting wind of it. Didn’t matter that he wasn’t at the bar right now. The customers, the servers, everyone—even the damned walls—seemed to have eyes and ears.

				She’d met them at a nondescript chain coffee place down the street from Finnegan’s instead.

				Daniel looked sheepishly at Kieran, turned to Julie, then back to Kieran. “Julie’s like a sister to me,” he said defensively. “And her scumbag husband deserves the worst. Kieran, he could’ve killed those poor dogs, not to mention the emotional crap he’s been putting Julie through!”

				Daniel was obviously a Finnegan. Everyone in the family had some shade of red hair. Declan’s was a medium-reddish brown, Kieran and Kevin were a darker auburn, while Daniel had the lightest coloring among them. Her uncle had once said that visiting the hospital after the twins, and later Daniel, were born seemed pointless, since he’d gone to see Declan and they’d all looked like the same baby.

				At the moment Kieran figured she really did resemble her youngest brother. Her expression was pretty much the same. She completely shared his indignation at the man who had hurt Julie in so many ways.

				But she—unlike her brother and, apparently, Julie—had acquired some common sense.

				Julie had an excuse; she was an emotional mess.

				As for Daniel...

				The diamond was still in his pocket. Kieran was aware that all three of them were now in on the theft of a flawless stone worth at least half a million dollars.

				“Let me rephrase this. What the hell were you two thinking? You’re talking grand larceny!” Kieran said.

				“But I don’t want the diamond!” Julie insisted. “I don’t intend to keep it. I just want to get him in trouble for stealing it. Or losing it, if his boss feels like giving him the benefit of the doubt.” Petite Julie, with her short blond hair and big brown eyes, looked as innocent as a newborn babe as she stared at Kieran. “You know how his store works. Each sales agent is responsible for a certain collection of diamonds and other stones. Any of the associates can show them, but the sales agent has to count and log them in at the end of the day. I just—I just wanted Gary to suffer for a while. I wanted him to sweat it out. When there’s a count, it won’t be there. He’ll be in major trouble. I couldn’t care less about the stone itself.”

				“Oh, God!” Kieran said, sitting back and crossing her arms. “There’s been a rash of jewelry store holdups. Don’t you two idiots see? You’re in the same category now.”

				“Don’t be ridiculous. I’ve never been armed,” Daniel protested. “I didn’t hold anyone up. I just pocketed the stone.”

				“It has to go back right away—as in now,” Kieran said. She scowled at her brother. “How exactly did you manage to take it?”

				He shrugged. “Well, I said I was there to see Julie’s scumbag almost ex—”

				“You said that at his place of work?” Kieran asked.

				“No, of course not,” Daniel said indignantly. “I knew he wasn’t in at the time, since he was here. At the pub, I mean. So I asked Neil Davis if I could see Gary’s stones in particular—after, of course, acting disappointed that he wasn’t there. I know Davis is the king of the lazy asses because Julie’s told me about him. He’d just want the sale, and he wouldn’t count until the end of the day. I said I’d heard Benton had some great stones that could be set in the design of my choosing and that I wanted to create the perfect ring for my fiancée. And he did the usual jeweler thing—displayed the unmounted stones on a velvet cloth on the counter. Then I told him he had a fleck of something on his chin, and when he turned to the mirror, I pocketed the stone.”

				“You’ll be on a security tape filching that diamond,” Kieran said, her heart sinking. How the hell was she going to get him out of this one?

				“Don’t be ridiculous. I made sure my back was to the camera and that my head blocked it.”

				“They’ll still come after you. They’ll go through the security tapes and see that you’re the one hiding his face. Neil can describe you, and Gary will know exactly who you are,” Kieran said. “Give it to me. I have to get that stone back before they realize it’s missing.”

				“No, Kieran. I’ll take it back there,” Julie told her.

				“Don’t be a fool. You have no finesse when it comes to doing anything dishonest,” Daniel said. “You’ll look guilty as hell, and you’ll wind up confessing, saying you did it. Gary might have you arrested, not to mention what his boss might do.”

				“I left the house, trying to give him space to screw anyone he wanted, and what did he do? He nearly killed my dogs!” Julie said, tears rising to her eyes.

				“Asshole,” Daniel muttered, placing his arm around Julie. “He doesn’t deserve you. There are good guys out there, and you’ll find one, I swear.”

				Kieran lowered her head, listening to the two of them. They just didn’t get it.

				“You idiots,” she said. “This wasn’t just juvenile—it was criminal. Yes, Gary’s behaved like the worst and most despicable jerk on earth, but, Julie, if you want to get even, get over him! Finalize the divorce and learn to live a better life on your own. And, Daniel, how could you, you dunce? You’ve stayed out of trouble for years. You’re working. You have a life and a career ahead of you. Think. You’ve risked your whole future. Both of you have to think about yourselves. Forget about Gary. Do you understand?”

				They both reddened, nodding their agreement.

				“Give me the stone,” Kieran said to her brother.

				“No, I’ll get it back where it belongs,” Daniel said.

				“No! If something goes wrong, they’ll have you on tape twice. I’ll go. And you can’t go with me, Julie. If Scumbag’s there—” She cut herself off. “If Gary is there, I can say I’ve just come to ask him to start behaving civilly. If he’s not there, I’ll...I’ll let it fall on the floor when no one’s looking, pick it up and just hand it over. What you did is serious. I mean years-in-prison serious, grand-larceny serious, you—”

				She stopped herself. She wasn’t going to call them idiots again.

				Even though they were, she’d made her point.

				Daniel very casually reached into his pocket and handed her the stone. Casual was the way to do it. She should know. They’d all been proficient at pilfering little things during those difficult early years. Gum, candy—small stuff. Now she understood that they’d been bitter and unable to handle the death of their mother, so they’d acted out.

				They’d been good at it. What wasn’t good was that they’d never been caught. They hadn’t been hauled down to juvenile court, then threatened with their father’s wrath and whatever the system could do to them.

				“I’m terrified that you don’t realize what you did. Grand larceny. You could be put away for years and years. Honestly, this is no joke. And no lie—sometimes the sentences for theft are longer than the ones for murder,” she said sternly.

				They both looked contrite, but what scared her was that they still didn’t seem to comprehend just how foolish they’d been. How dangerously foolish.

				She pointed a finger at her brother. “You promised me. No more stealing.”

				“But I wasn’t stealing it. I was just...borrowing it for a while.”

				“My company works with the police,” she retorted. “Aside from everything else, think about the position you’ve put me in.”

				“You’re a psychologist who works with a bunch of doctors,” Daniel said.

				“Who work with the police,” she finished. “You—”

				Julie broke in. “It was my fault,” she said.

				“Yes, in a way it was,” Kieran said. “And then again, no. Daniel is responsible for his own behavior. Daniel, I need you to promise me, once and for all, that you’ll never steal again.”

				“Kieran...” he murmured, glancing away. “This was an exception. I did it for—”

				“Daniel.”

				“All right, I promise.” She could tell by the way he looked at her that he knew she doubted him. “Never again. I swear it on our parents’ grave.”

				That, to her brother, was a solemn vow.

				“I wonder if they’ll even miss it,” Julie said. “The diamond, I mean.”

				“You wonder if they’ll miss it? A flawless stone worth a half a million or more?” Kieran asked incredulously.

				“Like you said, there’s been a rash of jewelry store holdups in the city.”

				“Yeah. Armed men come in and wipe out half a store. Do you think Gary’s boss and coworkers wouldn’t notice if they’d been held up by men with guns?”

				She checked her watch. She had to leave now if she was going to make it before the store closed for the day.

				“What do you want me to do now?” Daniel asked her.

				“Cover for me at the pub.”

				“I’ll help him,” Julie offered.

				“No, you won’t. You’ll go home and walk your dogs. That way Daniel can say I’m dealing with something for you and it won’t be a complete lie. Declan will understand.” She stood. “And don’t you ever—ever—put me in this position again.” She stared at them hard. “I can’t believe what I’m about to do. I’m heading off to unsteal a diamond.”

				She turned away. She had to hurry because time was against her now. Pretty soon the staff would be counting receipts and logging the day’s sales as well as inventorying the jewelry and stones they’d shown that day.

				She prayed she could keep Daniel out of jail—and not land both of them in the arms of the law.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER
TWO

				WALLY O’NEILL, a civilian tech employed by the FBI, was working with Craig and Mike, viewing the security footage from the jewelry stores. They could have looked at the videos alone, but Craig was glad they had Wally’s help. He was a whiz when it came to cameras, computers...anything digital.

				The security footage showed that all the robberies had been carried out in much the same way.

				Quickly, for one.

				Three men—or they looked like men, anyway—in dark jeans, hoodies and ski masks suddenly converged on the door and entered the store. They burst in with guns out. Not one of the recording devices allowed for sound, but Craig was certain that the first man to break in roared that no one had better set off the alarm or someone would die.

				No alarms had been set off, but in the last two robberies, people had died anyway.

				“Okay,” Mike said, “since they’re dressed alike, maybe they come from different directions or time it so each one is slightly ahead of the next guy to avoid calling attention to themselves. I mean, half the kids in America walk around wearing hoodies with their heads down and hands shoved in their pockets, but the ski masks are a real attention getter. I’m betting they don’t put those on till the last minute.”

				Mike was probably right about that, Craig thought. In New York City, with crowds everywhere and people walking in every direction, their own agendas in their heads, there would be no particular reason to notice someone dressed like that. And Jersey? Pretty much the same story.

				“They don’t split up when they leave, though,” Craig pointed out.

				“There’s gotta be a getaway car idling somewhere nearby.”

				“They committed the murders in Jersey. They’re either getting bolder—or they’re not the same crew.”

				“That again,” Mike muttered.

				“I might be right.”

				“You might be wrong.”

				“Yeah, I might be. In fact, I hope I am,” Craig said.

				Wally cleared his throat. “Uh, guys? What do you want me to do now?”

				“Roll the last two,” Craig told him.

				Wally hit a key and brought up the crime-scene photo from the alley. He quickly apologized. “Sorry, pushed the wrong button.”

				“It’s all right. We’re going to have to go over that, too,” Mike said.

				They all stared grimly at the photo. The woman was dark haired and wearing a cover-up over her clothing—her way of staying clean while she swept and dusted, Craig thought.

				She was lying on her side, almost as if she were sleeping. Except that a pool of blood billowed out from beneath her hair.

				Mike looked at his folder. “Ana Katrina Martinez, forty-seven. Small-caliber bullet fired at point-blank range right through her forehead. Cartridge not found and the bullet is still in her brain. The ME will supply it to ballistics right after the autopsy.”

				Craig felt a swell of emotion. Ana Katrina Martinez wouldn’t care what kind of bullet had killed her, and neither would her family. They would only care that her killer was caught. Even dead in a pool of blood, she had a kind face. Craig thought she had smiled frequently in life. “Why her?” he muttered angrily.

				“Because someone was a grade-A sociopath with no concern for anyone other than himself,” Mike said. “You’d have to be,” he added gruffly, “to kill someone just because she was no longer useful. Hell, they were probably still in their ski masks—she couldn’t have identified them.”

				Wally cleared his throat. “Stay with this image or roll the footage?”

				“Roll the footage,” Mike said.

				“So in the city they leave everyone alive,” Craig said. “Then they go to Jersey and leave a woman dead in an alley.”

				“And a man dead at his desk,” Mike added.

				“I can’t help but think it’s different perps.”

				“Just different states. I’ll bet you a twenty. No, I’ll go a hundred.”

				“It’s a bet I hope I lose,” Craig said.

				“What are your thoughts on the matter, Wally?” Mike asked.

				Wally looked up at them with surprise. Craig figured that his expertise was often sought, but not his opinion.

				“I’ve enhanced the footage as much as possible. If they’re copycats, they have the clothing and the ski masks down perfectly,” he said. “I don’t know—I just don’t know.”

				“Let’s watch again—then we can start with the interviews,” Mike said.

				“Whatever you want,” Wally said.

				“What about the murdered jeweler?” Craig asked.

				“You’ll see that on the footage,” Wally said.

				They didn’t see the death of Ana Katrina Martinez on the computer screen; no camera had captured that.

				They did see the death of the elderly owner of the first store. He looked up, said something and appeared to be willing to do whatever the men wanted.

				Then he was shot, and he crumpled over.

				Mike looked at the files again. “Arthur Kempler, eighty-four. He owned and managed Kempler’s Fine Jewelry for over fifty years. Never had so much as a parking ticket.”

				“They didn’t need to kill him,” Wally muttered.

				Neither Mike nor Craig disagreed with him.

				“Go back to the first robberies,” Craig told Wally.

				Wally nodded. “Right away.”

				In the earlier heists, they saw the thieves exit by way of the front door, the same way they had come in.

				Only in New Jersey had they used the rear exits, at least so far.

				“In those first five robberies—as the cameras show—they went back out into the street,” Mike said. “And they were casual about it. I figure within a few steps they had their ski masks off, and in another few steps the hoodies were gone and no one would have known they’d been wearing them at all. They didn’t hide from people—they used them. They melted in with the crowd until they got to their getaway car or the subway and left the area.”

				Craig shook his head. “Okay, let’s look at all the footage again. I’m telling you, these aren’t the same thieves.”

				“How can you be so sure?” Mike asked. “Look at the New York footage. Three of them each time. Walking in and making it all happen fast. Then New Jersey. Same outfits, same number of guys—except in the first one, the bastards shoot the owner, and in the second, one of them grabs that poor woman and drags her out the back door.”

				“No, go back—go back and look at the height differences. There—look at the first tape. Two the same height, one shorter. Now go to the first store that was hit in New Jersey. None of them are the same height,” Craig said. He looked at Wally. “Wally, sorry, run them again. Slow them down.”

				Wally obliged, and they watched the footage again.

				Mike sighed. “How the hell are you seeing that? Maybe they’re the same size—or maybe they’re not. They could be wearing different shoes, for all you know. The perspective’s so crazy there’s no way to know for sure.”

				“I just don’t think they’re the same. I think the second group are copycats. Except that they kill.”

				“What’s the likelihood of two sets of thieves with virtually identical MOs starting up at the same time?” Mike asked, exasperated.

				“Why not? Some criminal opportunist sees what the first guys are getting away with and figures he’ll give it a shot himself. Only he doesn’t give a damn about human life.”

				“Let’s watch them one more time, then start interviewing the first cops on the scene, and the staff and customers who were there,” Mike said. “Wally?”

				“Yeah, yeah, one more time,” Wally said. “And I can do comparison ratios—tell you who was and wasn’t the same height.”

				“Great. For now, freeze both of the shots I’m talking about, please,” Craig said. “Can you show them to us side by side, split screen?”

				As Wally brought up the two shots, Craig heard Mike’s phone buzzing. Mike picked it up, and Craig watched his partner’s features tighten.

				“On our way,” Mike said. “Wally, hold tight to that footage. Craig, looks like they’re at it again. We have a chance to catch them red-handed and learn the truth. Let’s go.”

				Craig stood quickly, thanking Wally again, and the two men headed out to their car.

				“Where’s it going down?” Craig demanded as they walked. “What’s going on? Did someone trigger an alarm this time?”

				“No. No alarm. People are just getting more nervous and, thankfully, more vigilant. They’re watching for men in hoodies near jewelry stores. And the thieves are right in the Diamond District this time. Sonny Burke from Atlantis Gems just called in to say he saw three men in black hoodies heading down Forty-Seventh Street. That place is a smorgasbord for diamond thieves. Damn, they’re getting bold!”

				“I’ll drive,” Craig said.

				“I’m back, Craig. I’m good. Honestly. I’ve got it.”

				“You drive like an old woman. Give me the keys.”

				Mike didn’t argue. Craig was the better driver and Mike knew it. He tossed over the keys.

				* * *

				This will all be over soon. It will be fixed. Everything will be okay, Kieran told herself.

				She had the diamond; she was appropriately dressed to shop in a jewelry store of the stature of Flawless. The store was in the Diamond District, up on Forty-Seventh, so she’d had a ways to go to get there. She would have chosen a cab with the diamond now in her keeping, but she’d been afraid of getting caught in traffic, so she’d headed for the subway.

				She’d been lucky enough to get some traveling in when her father had been alive, but she’d spent the majority of her life in New York City, even attending NYU. She’d taken the subway system all her life.

				Today she found herself looking suspiciously at everyone who boarded her subway car. She shifted and moved to a new spot at each stop. If she lost the diamond to a casual pickpocket, all her efforts to save her brother would be doomed. And with technology being what it was, she wasn’t certain that there still wasn’t some way to prove that he had taken it.

				I’m not his keeper, she thought to herself.

				But, in a way, she was. She’d been the one girl in the family. Her father had been a wonderful man, as proud of his daughter as he was of his sons—and quite ready to open a can of tuna for himself without help. But she had taken on a certain role in the house—different with Declan, of course, because he had her by two years. Like it not, she felt responsible for both her younger brothers, even though she was older than Kevin by a mere seven minutes and her baby brother by only a year.

				She’d been “the girl.” Spoiled shamelessly, according to her brothers, but...

				It seemed girls really did mature more quickly than boys, and continued doing so even as adults.

				Nope. She couldn’t go by that. After all, Julie had helped develop the idiotic and dangerous scheme.

				She arrived at her stop and made it to street level with absolutely no trouble—other than the usual rush of people. New Yorkers weren’t rude, despite their reputation, and most of the time they were actually quite pleasant and happy to help anyone who looked lost. There were just a lot of them, and it seemed that everyone was in a hurry to get where she was going. Several people said “excuse me” as they jostled past, and she said the same to several other people in turn.

				Once she reached Forty-Seventh Street, she walked along until she saw her destination, Flawless.

				She felt sad, remembering how excited they’d all been when Gary had gotten the job. He’d started working there soon after the wedding, just a little more than a year ago.

				While the shop—like many others in the Diamond District—advertised Exceptional Quality for Exceptional Prices, it was a high-end and well-respected store. It had been in the Krakowsky family for four generations; landing a job there without being a Krakowsky was no easy feat.

				But that was then, and this was now.

				In truth, she was glad that she wasn’t going to run into Gary today, given her desire to bash him over the head with something. Julie’s words had been true. She hadn’t wanted to rush into marriage; Gary had. Julie was a video game designer and loved what she did, and she’d wanted to go further in her career. She’d been all set to head to grad school in California when Gary had begged her to marry him.

				It was ironic.

				She was glad that Gary had gotten this job after the wedding. He was friendly with his coworkers, and at that moment she was glad that she didn’t know any of them.

				She heard the soft sound of the buzzer as she entered the store. The door, she knew, was connected wirelessly to a camera that counted and recorded every entrance and exit made at the store.

				There was a large showroom filled with display cases. To her left the cases held diamonds set in yellow gold, to her right were cases with diamonds set in white gold and through an archway beyond there was a small display nook for gems of various sorts set in platinum. Beyond the counter—where some of the finest pieces were displayed—were the offices and the private rooms where salesmen sat down with important clients and served champagne while discussing the merits of the best stones. She knew all this because Gary had once described the setup for them.

				She arrived just as one of the salesmen was drawing down the inside shutters that protected the window displays at night. He didn’t challenge her entrance, however, but smiled at her.

				It wasn’t quite closing time; he was just getting ready.

				“Good evening, miss,” he said to her, smiling again.

				“I’m sorry—you’re closing,” she said.

				“Mr. Krakowsky is in the platinum room with another customer—you’re fine,” he told her.

				The salesmen here dressed in designer suits and were perfect gentlemen. This one was in his early forties, she thought, with dark brown hair neatly clipped and a clean-shaven face.

				“What can I show you?” he asked her.

				“Actually, I was looking for Gary Benton,” she said. “Is he working today? He’s a friend,” she added, almost choking on the word. “And that’s why I came—he speaks so highly of the store.”

				“No, I’m sorry. At the moment it’s just me and Mr. Krakowsky. But I’ll happily show you whatever you’d like to see.”

				He was still standing too far from the display cases for her to pull off her sleight of hand.

				She smiled sweetly. “I heard you have some exceptional loose diamonds.”

				“Of course,” he told her, grinning. “We are in the Diamond District, after all.” He offered her his hand. “I’m Matt Townsend. How do you do?”

				“Kieran Finnegan,” she told him, shaking. “A pleasure.”

				“The pleasure is all mine,” he said. “Come over here, if you will.” He led the way to the counter.

				He walked around behind it as she followed him, and ducked down to open a safe beneath the counter.

				A chill swept through her. She was suddenly terrified that something would go wrong.

				It couldn’t go wrong; she had to remain calm, act normal.

				She looked casually around the shop as she waited. She glanced at the security camera, estimating her brother’s position when he had pilfered the stone.

				She looked away to avoid suspicion, then looked quickly back at the camera again. Reflected in the lens she could see someone entering the store—another late customer.

				No, not another customer.

				The man was wearing a black hoodie, which shadowed his face. And she couldn’t see his face because he was also wearing a ski mask.

				And he was pulling a gun from his pocket.

				He was followed quickly by a second man—his twin in every detail.

				Kieran felt her knees grow weak. She’d read about the recent run of jewelry store robberies, but...

				But there were dozens of stores in the Diamond District. Why had the thieves picked this store on this day?

				“Stay down,” she said softly to the salesman.

				They hadn’t killed anyone yet—had they? Even so, there was always a first time.

				And when there were guns involved, there was no sense in taking a chance.

				No diamond was worth a man’s life.

				“Stay down,” she repeated.

				But either the salesman didn’t hear her, or he heard her and had no idea what she was talking about.

				He rose, setting out a velvet cloth with several uncut diamonds. “Here you—”

				He broke off, staring. Kieran’s back was to the new arrivals, but she knew Matt Townsend had a clear view of them and the gun—guns?—that was undoubtedly pointed at him now. He stepped back, raising his hands.

				Just at that moment, a distinguished-looking older man came in from the platinum room with a young woman in a gorgeous fur coat.

				The woman saw the thieves and screamed.

				“Shut up or I shut you up!” one of the gunmen said. “You got two seconds.”

				She didn’t hear him. She was still screaming and was clearly hysterical.

				Kieran turned to see the first man pointing his gun in the screaming woman’s direction, while two others—when had the third man entered?—kept their guns trained on Matt.

				Kieran wasn’t sure what propelled her—maybe it was the stark raving fear that if he shot one person he would shoot them all—but she wasn’t about to let the terrified woman die, much less put them all in the morgue. She hurried over to the young woman and slapped her cheek, then took her face in both hands and said softly and firmly, “Stop. Stop right now. We’re going to live. We’re all going to live, all right?”

				“Smart girl,” one of the gunmen said.

				The woman had stopped screaming. The older man—Mr. Krakowsky—looked at Kieran with what she thought was gratitude in his eyes.

				“Take whatever you want,” he told the thieves. “We won’t move a muscle to stop you or set off the alarm.”

				“Good call, old man,” the second gunman said. “You,” he told Kieran. “You look bright, and you’re definitely pretty—there’s got to be a guy out there somewhere who wants you alive. And you’re obviously the type who would really like to see everyone survive here today. So if you listen carefully to my every word, we’ll all be able to sleep in our own beds tonight.”

				She wasn’t sure if being called bright and pretty by a gun-wielding thief was a compliment, but there were three men in her life who loved her very much: Declan, Kevin and Daniel.

				She clung tightly to the concept that everyone would live.

				“So, Red,” the thief continued, “scoop up those diamonds on the counter. Now. And you, guy behind the counter, get out the other diamonds down there in your safe. The really good ones. And you, Red, you make sure he does it. I want all of them.”

				“Do what he says,” Mr. Krakowsky advised.

				“And, Red, watch him, because if you lie to me, Screaming Mimi over there gets it first.”

				Matt ducked beneath the counter again. He was shaking.

				“If the alarm goes off, I shoot every one of you,” the thief promised. “I’m a crack shot. Six bullets, only four of you. No problem.”

				Townsend was far too terrified to hit the alarm. He brought out five velvet cloths filled with loose diamonds and set them on the counter.

				“Now, man behind the counter, go ahead of me. Get out your keys so you can open the back door. Old man, you and Screaming Mimi get down on the floor. Come on—move. Time is of the essence.”

				Everyone stared at him—frozen—for a split second.

				“Down,” Mr. Krakowsky said, pressing the young woman to the floor with him.

				“You,” the first gunman snapped to Kieran. “Get those stones and come with me—now.”

				Kieran stared at him. She wondered whether she could even move, she was shaking so badly. Some instinct came to her rescue. She swept up all the diamonds while the thief who had done the talking headed to the back with Matt Townsend. A second one moved to stand close to her. Even though she knew that his gun wasn’t touching her, she still thought she could feel it.

				The third remained near the door, oblivious to the camera, his gun ready.

				The thief in charge shouted from the back that the door was open. Kieran stood with the velvet-wrapped diamonds in her hands, frozen once again.

				Then the nearest gunman grabbed her arm and turned, walking backward and keeping his eyes on Krakowsky and the other customer as he pulled her down a hallway and toward the back door.

				He fired a shot as he walked; she felt the pistol’s kick shoot through her via his grip on her arm. The sound was deafening.

				She couldn’t tell if anyone had been hit or not.

				All she knew was that she was being hustled through the store and out the back door.

				The alley beside the store had once been an open-air path. It was still a pedestrian passage, but now it was flanked by new buildings—new as in maybe only fifty or so years old—and boasted sidewalk cafés at both ends.

				“Move!” the third man shouted, hurrying to catch up to them. “Someone in there must have set off the alarm. Hear the damned sirens?”

				Her captor shoved her toward the wall, and all she could do was wonder if they would or wouldn’t shoot her in the back.

				But before she hit the wall she was grabbed by the third man. “Keep her—we may need her,” he said, wrenching her around to face him. His eyes were like chips of blue ice. “If you—”

				He stopped speaking for a moment, and she saw his eyes widen. Did he know her? she wondered.

				He quickly found his tongue again. “We’re going to run, and you need to do everything I say. If you don’t, I will fucking blow a hole right through you. Got it?”

				Kieran was trying so hard not to shake that she was afraid she wouldn’t be able to move. She finally nodded.

				“Good. Now run. And don’t hold me back. Don’t trip, don’t falter, don’t stop for any reason. Your life depends on it.”

				* * *

				The moment Craig brought the car to a screeching halt, double-parking next to a silver Mercedes, he and Mike leaped out. They were already communicating via headsets, ready for whatever they might find inside.

				A half dozen uniformed NYPD cops had arrived just ahead of them and were lined up outside the door of Flawless.

				Mike produced his badge and said, “FBI. Anyone go in yet?”

				“Just got here,” one of the cops said.

				“We’ll take it easy—there could be people in there,” Mike said. “If two of you will cover me on the left, I’ll take the door. Craig, what are you thinking?”

				Craig had been studying the building and thinking about the best way in.

				Space had been at a premium in NYC for decades, if not centuries. Buildings tended to be flush against each other, but there were exceptions. In this instance, there was a café at the end of the block, with tables spilling out on a throughway that led to the back of the building. An old archway suggested another narrow alley at the back of the building that fronted the block, an alley that presumably ran between the buildings that faced one street and those that faced the next.

				“Going around—there’s bound to be a back door,” he told Mike briefly and pulled his gun.

				He didn’t wait for a go-ahead or a reply but moved as soon as he was done speaking.

				He heard Mike’s voice in his ear. “Hey, watch what you’re doing. You need backup, you say the word.”

				“I’m good, no problem yet,” he said in return.

				He moved as quickly as he could and rounded the corner. He saw that there was an actual archway on the end of the alley, space enough for some outdoor seating for a chain luncheonette.

				There were people at the tables.

				“Move!” he shouted, threading his way through them. “Move!”

				“What the fuck—” someone said.

				“We’re moving in,” Mike said over Craig’s earpiece.

				“You take care.”

				“I have backup.”

				Craig swore softly, running into a chair a man had pushed back.

				“Dickhead!” the man said.

				“Move—”

				“You dickhead!”

				“Move. FBI!” Craig roared.

				The man moved and then someone screamed and everyone got out of his way.

				Craig realized then that he was wielding his Glock.

				“What’s going on, Craig?” Mike demanded.

				“I’m running!” Craig panted.

				He tore down the pedestrian alley as fast as he could move.

				As he reached the rear of the jewelry shop he could see that the back door was open.

				He heard Mike’s voice again in his ear. “I’m inside. Two people in here, both okay. One is old man Krakowsky. He said they went out the back and they have a hostage.”

				“I’m on it,” Craig said.

				Dammit. The thieves had been there—and they were a step ahead.

				He could see people running at the other end of the alley.

				Men in black hoodies. And they weren’t alone.

				Mike had been right. They had a hostage. A woman was being dragged along with them.

				At least she wasn’t dead on the ground in the alley.

				Swearing, Craig cranked up his pace.

				As the thieves neared the street, he saw that they were heading to a van that was waiting at the end of the alley, a commonplace white van.

				The sliding door was open, the driver obviously waiting for his companions to jump in.

				One of the thieves drew the woman out of the way as they reached the sidewalk. Another brandished his gun.

				People were screaming everywhere. Some were running; others, too startled to move, stood where they were.

				Right in the way of the thieves.

				And in his mind’s eye, all Craig could picture was the video of the thieves shooting the manager. And of the dead woman lying in an alley.

				“Craig, what the hell are you doing?” Mike demanded.

				“I’m on them.”

				“You’re on them how? Wait for backup.”

				“I can’t—I’ll lose them.”

				He could hear Mike cursing.

				“Can’t talk—running!” Craig said.

				The thief holding the woman turned and saw—in the midst of the chaos—that they were being followed. He shoved her into the van and jumped in after her.

				Craig practically flew toward the street. The last of the thieves was entering the van, and the door hadn’t closed yet. He couldn’t fire, though; he could too easily hit the woman or an innocent bystander.

				He was going to need both hands, he thought, and shoved his Glock back into the holster nestled into the small of his back. Then he launched himself through the open door.

				He pitched headfirst into one of the thieves and heard a cracking sound—the guy’s head hitting the far wall.

				The driver screeched into traffic, rounding the corner onto the avenue and yelling, “What the hell...?”

				His entry had been something like a bowling ball striking the pins at the end of the lane. All three thieves went sprawling. The woman was facedown, and he was somehow entangled with her legs.

				“Craig, what the hell’s going on?” Mike demanded.

				“White van going south on Fifth,” he said.

				The thief he’d catapulted into was out cold. That left two more, plus the driver.

				He heard a cacophony of shouting in the van. And through his earpiece, he could hear Mike cursing Craig beneath his breath between giving orders to stop every white van on Fifth.

				Then Craig saw that one of the men was rising and that he had a gun. Craig reacted, rolling the woman onto her back as he struck out with his left foot. He caught the guy right in the jaw, and he stumbled back awkwardly, then fell flat on his rear.

				Craig barely missed getting whacked across the head by the third man. But he ducked in time and head butted the man in the gut.

				By then the second man was moving again. He lifted his gun and aimed at Craig’s head.

				He never got the chance to fire.

				Craig was astonished—and incredibly grateful—to see that the woman had not only moved, she’d found a tire iron and cracked the thief hard over the head with it. He went down like a brick.

				The panel door suddenly slid open. The last of the thieves hopped from the moving vehicle.

				The driver suddenly stepped on the gas. Craig looked out the windshield and realized that they’d miraculously hit a clear patch of Fifth Avenue.

				Craig knew he couldn’t have gone after the thief anyway. The woman was still in the van, and the driver was alive and well.

				Now his lead foot on the gas sent both Craig and the woman flying. He landed half on top of the unconscious man she’d hit and half on top of her.

				For a moment he got a good look at her face. Mid to late twenties, brilliant blue eyes, deep red hair, fine bone structure and porcelain skin.

				He got moving again quickly, staggering to the front, pulling the Glock out of its holster as he went, then pressing the muzzle against the driver’s head.

				“Pull over. Now.”

				“Ah, hell,” the driver muttered. He added a few colorful expletives, but, as ordered, he pulled over to the side. Craig cuffed him and then went back to cuff the other two, easing their guns out of reach as he did so, swearing inwardly. A takedown wasn’t easy when he was stooping over the whole time to avoid hitting his head on the ceiling of the van.

				The young woman was getting to her feet at that point, and he realized she was tall enough that she needed to stoop, as well. He met her eyes. They were a stunning crystal blue, almost impossible to look away from.

				“Thanks,” he told her. “You saved my life.”

				“I think you saved mine,” she said.

				“Oh, fuck you both,” the driver said. “No one saved anyone. We don’t kill people. We’re thieves. We don’t even use real guns!”

				Craig spun around toward him and then bent down to pick up the thieves’ guns.

				It was an incredibly real copy of a Smith & Wesson. And it was made out of plastic.

				He grabbed the other weapon off the floor of the van; it, too, was an excellent copy and, like the first, made of plastic.

				“Where the hell did you get these?” Craig demanded.

				The driver laughed. “Toy store,” he said. “Check that one out. It’s a water pistol.”

				“You idiot. Don’t you know that the police would shoot you, whether these were real or not?”

				“Police never should have caught us,” the driver said.

				“Am I hearing this right?” Mike demanded over the earpiece.

				Craig wasn’t sure how Mike could hear anything, frankly. By now sirens were ripping through the air and police cars were surging around them.

				He slid open the panel door, holding out a hand with his badge showing. “Lower your weapons. FBI. The situation is under control.”

				He looked back at the driver.

				The guy wasn’t wearing a ski mask or a hoodie. He looked like any other blue-collar worker in a Yankees’ beanie and a plaid flannel shirt. He was about thirty-five, Craig estimated. Brown hair, neatly trimmed beard and mustache.

				Someone’s all-around good old boy uncle, perhaps, come to the big city.

				Craig realized that he and the woman were no longer in danger—not as far as this crew went. He regretted the fact that he was now certain he had been right.

				There was a copycat group working the streets. With real guns—guns that killed.

				He’d won the bet with Mike.

				He wished that he’d lost.

				Two groups...

				And the one that killed was still out there.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER
THREE

				ALL KIERAN WANTED to do was escape, but getting away wasn’t going to be that easy.

				The police and the FBI and everyone else who had shown up where the van had stopped needed to speak with her.

				At least half of them were convinced that she needed medical attention.

				She was somewhat banged up. There weren’t seats in the van—the back had been empty except for some tools, including the tire iron she’d used on the thief when he’d had a gun trained on the FBI agent.

				Except that it hadn’t been a gun at all; it had been a water pistol. However, she didn’t feel quite so foolish, because Mr. FBI hadn’t known it was a water pistol, either.

				Why the hell did companies make such accurate children’s toys? Were they trying to help raise the next generation of crooks?

				She needed to leave. She needed to get back to the pub before Declan started worrying about her.

				But instead she was stuck sitting in the back of an ambulance, wrapped in a blanket and drinking coffee while desperately trying to convince the police and EMTs and whoever else was there that she was fine and just needed to leave.

				Finally one cop told her, “Sorry, miss, you’re not going anywhere. You’re the best witness we’ve got against these guys.”

				“But I really need to go to work.”

				She hadn’t seen the agent who had leaped into the van like a fullback since the cops had sounded and he had jumped out again. An officer had helped her out, and then others had entered the van to gather up the thieves, who were now on their way to a police station somewhere to be held for arraignment. She’d overheard the driver, a good old boy with a beard and flannel shirt, inform them that he wasn’t talking to anyone until he had a lawyer.

				She had turned over all the diamonds to the police—including the one her brother had pinched.

				She realized that she was now actively afraid of explaining to Declan what she had been doing. She had promised to work that night, and while Daniel might manage for a few hours, he wasn’t up to handling the night crowds.

				One of the EMTs came over to her. “You should really go to the hospital for a checkup, just to make sure you’re all right. Sounds like you got pretty shaken up in that van.”

				“I swear, I’m fine,” Kieran said, putting a little more pressure on the ice pack pressed to her cheek.

				“Everyone who was in there looks as if they’ve been in the ring with Ali,” the EMT said. He kept talking, but Kieran didn’t hear him. She was too busy being horrified by the reporters—with cameras—who had arrived on the scene.

				She had to get out of there.

				She slid off her perch. She’d told her story at least three times: once to a nice-looking man in his late thirties wearing a pin-striped suit, once to an officer in uniform and once to an older man with gray hair and a grim face. They’d said something about statements and the DA’s office getting hold of her. Fine. They had her information and they could call her later.

				She did not want to appear on the news.

				As she slipped around the ambulance, hoping that she could just blend into the crowd, she stopped short. The FBI agent who had literally jumped to her rescue was talking with the man in the pin-striped suit she had spoken with earlier.

				“The bosses want you to make a statement, Craig,” the man in the suit was saying. “They want you to say that the jewel thieves have been caught.”

				“Mike, they haven’t all been caught. These guys didn’t kill anybody. Don’t you understand? They were running around with toy guns!”

				“Yeah, toys now. How do we know that they weren’t packing the real thing before? That they weren’t expecting to be caught sooner rather than later and were determined not to go down for murder?”

				“Mike, why would they think—”

				“Because it’s hit the news, Craig. Two people dead—you didn’t think that they’d be able to keep a gag on it long, did you?”

				Kieran froze where she stood.

				Two people were dead?

				Killed by the same thieves who’d taken her hostage?

				She stared at the two men in shock.

				“Yeah,” her savior—Craig—said. “And I’m telling you, the killers are still out there.”

				What the hell? Did he really believe that there were more jewel thieves out there, only carrying real guns?

				“Just for a checkup,” someone said behind her.

				She turned. The earnest EMT had followed her and was still trying to convince her to go to the hospital.

				He flashed a light into her eyes, his own eyes worried as he examined her. “You need medical attention.”

				“No, I don’t,” Kieran said.

				She looked away from him and saw that FBI agent Craig—was that his first name or his last? she wondered—was standing only a few feet away, staring at her.

				She felt a moment’s panic, then remembered that he’d managed to pass the stolen diamond to the police along with the others.

				With any luck whatsoever, no one would know that it had ever been in her possession. Thank God she’d managed to give it back, even if not in the way she’d planned.

				Thank God neither she nor anyone else had been killed.

				“Miss Finnegan?” he said.

				“Yes,” she said. She hoped he couldn’t hear the note of guilt in that single syllable. And why should she feel guilty, anyway? She hadn’t stolen the diamond. She’d been trying to do the right thing—and she’d been kidnapped for her efforts.

				“I’m special agent Craig Frasier,” he said, and then he smiled, which changed his countenance entirely. He had high, strong cheekbones and a jaw that appeared to be made of stone. He was tall and dark haired with light eyes that drew her attention and seemed to home in on her like—like truth-seeking beacons.

				“I know you’ve told your story several times, but would you tell it again to me?” he asked her.

				“There’s not much to tell,” she said. “And you were there at the end, so...”

				“But I wasn’t there at the beginning. You went to the store why? Were you looking for a premade piece or a unique stone you could have set?” he asked.

				She looked at him, wondering why guilt had immediately set in. “I went to see some loose stones. A friend of mine was married—still is, technically speaking—to one of the salesmen there. She’s interested in buying one of the stones he handles, but she didn’t want to see him, so she asked me to go and look at them. It turned out he wasn’t working, but anyone can show another salesman’s stones. But before I could see them, the thieves came in.”

				“And had you ever seen any of them before?”

				She shook her head. “I still haven’t actually seen them. The ski masks, you know. But none of them sounded familiar. I’ve definitely never seen the driver before.”

				“Yeah, this is New York, after all,” he murmured.

				She couldn’t help but smile drily. “You mean we all live by the ‘don’t make eye contact’ rule?”

				“I’d like you to come in tomorrow and take a look at some pictures of the men,” he said.

				“Why? You can’t need a lineup. You caught them all red-handed.” The thief who escaped from the van had later been apprehended by one of the officers.

				“I’d still like to know if they look familiar to you in any way.”

				“I’ll come, but...”

				“I’ll send a car for you,” he said. “Around ten?”

				At ten she would be working her job at the Midtown offices of Doctors Fuller and Miro.

				And she knew for a fact that her employers—whose main work came from police consultations—would have no problem with her helping the police.

				She started to look around for her purse, which one of the officers had brought to her. She dug into it and produced a card. She remembered how pleased she had been to have a card with the prestigious names of her employers on it—along with her own.

				“You’re a psychiatrist?” he asked.

				“Psychologist,” she said. “May I go now? I have to get back to work.”

				“You see clients at night?” he asked skeptically.

				She shook her head, annoyed to find herself flushing slightly. “I’m a bartender, too. Family. I bartend for the family. I mean, the family doesn’t have a private bartender. We own a pub. Finnegan’s on Broadway. I’m still helping out there.”

				She was annoyed with herself for babbling. She didn’t know why he made her feel so off-kilter.

				Guilt!

				But she hadn’t done anything. She’d returned the “borrowed” diamond, for heaven’s sake.

				But there was something about the way he looked at her... It was his eyes, she thought, so light against the bronze of his face. She realized that he was tall and solidly built and really good-looking.

				She flushed and looked away. Sex appeal wasn’t something she should be thinking about right now.

				Especially when people had been killed in a situation like the one she had survived.

				“You should let them take you to the hospital,” he said, “and make sure you’re all right. We were flying around pretty good back there.” He smiled again, and she was shocked by what it did to his face. His pin-striped suit was rumpled and his tie was askew, so he wasn’t looking quite as ruggedly GQ as he might have, but his smile made him seem far too...attractive.

				“I’m fine. Really. I have three brothers. I’ve been through much worse,” she told him. “Really, I just want to get to the pub.”

				“I’ll get an officer to drive you,” he said.

				“It’s all right. I can hop on the subway.”

				“Not if you want to avoid the press—which I very much hope you’ll want to do,” he told her.

				“I do want to avoid them, but why do you want me to?”

				“Police should handle the press spin, that’s why,” he said. “Stay right there. I’ll get an officer to drive you.” He pocketed the card she’d given him. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

				She nodded as he turned and left, then watched as he went over to join two other men in suits who were deep in an animated discussion about something no doubt related to the events of the afternoon. His answer had been logical, but she felt as if he’d hesitated just a shade before answering her. Why?

				Suddenly her view was blocked as a uniformed NYPD officer moved to stand in front of her.

				“Miss Finnegan? I’m here to drive you home.”

				She wasn’t heading home, of course, but to the pub. She gave him the address and told him where it was. He smiled. “I love that place,” he said with a broad smile. As they drove, he told her that Finnegan’s was a favorite watering hole for him and a number of his friends—when they were off duty, of course.

				He stopped in front of the bar, and she thanked him as she got out. There was an employee entrance that led to the offices, but she knew it would be locked by now, so she walked in the front.

				To her shock—and a bit of dismay—the pub was doing a booming business. Mary Kathleen had even come back in for the evening shift. On a Monday, it shouldn’t have been so crazy, but it was.

				And the first person to spot her was Declan.

				Her older brother was handsome and charming and—in her opinion—the best host and barkeep in the world. He looked as if he’d stepped out of a movie as he worked the bar in his white shirt with rolled up sleeves and green brocade vest. But when he saw her, he folded his arms over his chest, a frown settling onto his face.

				Danny bounced out to greet her, his eyes wide with warning. But it was too late. Declan was already coming around the bar to confront her. “Are you crazy?” he asked. His tone was furious. “And look at you! You look like you were competing in the mud-wrestling championships!”

				She took a deep breath and was trying to figure out just how she was going to explain herself when he threw his arms wide and pulled her into a tight hug. “Thank God you’re all right!”

				Crushed against his chest, she felt her mind race.

				What did he know? What did he think?

				“She’s here!” Bobby O’Leary cried. “The woman of the hour!”

				“All hail our kick-ass hero!” Jimmy McManus, sitting down the bar from Bobby, lifted his beer glass.

				The darker of the two men she’d seen with McManus was there with him. Thankfully, there was no sign of Gary Benton.

				Kieran froze, then slowly emerged from Declan’s embrace. Everyone in the place was looking at her and applauding.

				“What, um, what...?” she muttered inarticulately.

				“The television—check out the television,” Danny told her, hugging her tightly for a long moment.

				Kevin, her twin, had emerged from behind the bar, too, and he also hugged her warmly, whispering, “I know you were just in the wrong place at the wrong time, but if you took chances... I came into this world with you, sis, and if you leave it before me, I won’t be able to cope.”

				“I love you, too,” she murmured, then finally got a glance at the TV. A reporter was in the middle of explaining that a brave hostage had helped the FBI take down the thieves. And she was clearly visible in the shot behind him, which showed her seated in the back of the ambulance, a blanket around her shoulders and a cup of coffee in her hand, as an EMT spoke to her. The reporter was still going on about her courage under fire.

				Except there had been no courage. There had been no choice.

				She smiled weakly, waved a hand and managed a soft thank-you, then dodged behind the bar and ran to the offices in back.

				Declan was right behind her, closing the door to the office behind them. She noticed that he’d brought a clean wet bar rag with him and looked at him questioningly.

				“You’re still wearing a fair amount of dirt. You roll in an alley or something?” he asked.

				He was watching her with his arms crossed over his chest again. Even so, she could tell that he was truly grateful to see her alive and well.

				She could also tell that he knew there was more to the story.

				“You were buying diamonds?” he asked her. “Instead of coming to work?”

				She accepted the bar rag from him, sank into the chair behind the desk and studiously scrubbed at her face. “No, and I’m sorry. I didn’t think that the bar would be this busy. I—”

				The door burst open. Danny rushed in and hurried over to her, dropping to his knees by the chair. “You’re really all right?”

				She nodded. “I’m fine.”

				“Oh, my God, when I saw...” Danny sounded sick and shaky.

				She patted his red hair gently, reassuringly.

				“Kieran, you went there to talk to Gary Benton, didn’t you?” Declan demanded.

				She went very still, looking at Danny. “Yes,” she said.

				“Kieran, we all love Julie. She’s been our friend since we were children. I don’t like Gary one bit myself, and the way he’s treating her is awful. He’s a total jerk, and we should all be looking forward to the day when Julie is finally rid of him. I should have expected... Well, he was in here this afternoon, right? You don’t need to answer. Bobby O’Leary told me he was. And then you got upset and went to tell him... Well, I don’t care what you thought you were going to tell him. It’s only by the grace of God that you’re alive and well. Kieran—let this be a lesson. Stand by Julie. Be there to listen to her, to hold her hand. Help her make the split final. But stay away from Gary Benton.”

				“You’re right,” she said, still staring warningly into Danny’s eyes. He opened his mouth as if he was going to admit the truth. She shook her head and looked up at Declan. “You’re right. It’s just that... He had the nerve to come here!”

				“And if he comes again, we have to let him in. And we won’t throw him out unless he starts causing trouble or gets in a fight or something—and there’s no spitting in his food or his drinks, either. All three of you—you and Danny and Kevin, too—are off pursuing careers, which is wonderful. But the bar is my livelihood—and it’s all our heritage and what you have to depend on, too, if life doesn’t work out for some reason. We will not discriminate against anyone, do you understand me?”

				“It’s not illegal to discriminate against assholes,” Danny said.

				Declan shook his head in aggravation. “Danny!”

				“Sorry. All right, if the jerk comes in, we won’t show him the door,” Danny said.

				“Kieran?” Declan said.

				“Hey, I served him coffee without throwing it on him—or even accidentally spilling a single drop,” she said.

				“Good. But in future, stay away from him, let someone else take his order. Please,” Declan told her.

				She nodded grudgingly.

				“Now go home, kid—you don’t need to be here. Mary Kathleen is on the floor with Danny, and I have the bar. We’re fine. Kevin’s been behind the bar with me, but as soon as things slow down I’ll send him home, since he has an audition tomorrow. So go home. And not to be rude, but I suggest you take a bath.”

				The door opened again. It was Kevin this time.

				“It’s slowed down. Maybe the crowd was just waiting to applaud Kieran and now they’ve all gone home to talk about her. I’ve got my car, so I can drive Kieran home on my way.”

				“I can get home—” Kieran began.

				“With me,” Kevin said.

				“Declan said you have an audition in the morning. You need to go straight home and get your beauty rest,” she said, smiling. “Although you’re beautiful no matter what.”

				Kevin winced. “Men aren’t beautiful!” he said.

				“Ouch,” Danny said, laughing. “He’s a manly man, you know.”

				“What about you? You have work tomorrow, too,” she reminded him. Danny was outgoing, and despite the problems he’d had in the past, he was a keen historian and the tour company he worked for loved him.

				“I’m off tomorrow,” he said. “Sundays and Tuesdays, remember? I’ll help Declan until closing,” he assured her.

				She looked away, still uncomfortable that they weren’t telling Declan and Kevin the truth but absolutely certain that she didn’t want to tell them more than what they already knew.

				“Well, in my mind, Kevin, you are beautiful!” she said, returning to a safer topic. “And you’ll be great tomorrow. Break a leg.”

				“Thanks. And I’m going to my car now, and you’re going with me,” Kevin said.

				It would be worse to argue than to go along. She said, “Okay, thanks. I could walk it if I wanted to, and I know the subway like the back of my hand, but a ride from my twin will be nice.”

				Kieran stood, hugged Danny and Declan, and then followed Kevin out of the office through the side door. He slipped an arm around her shoulders as they walked down the street.

				“That must have been scary as hell,” he told her. “How the hell you didn’t lose it, I don’t know. I don’t think I would have coped as well.”

				“Thanks—but I think you would have done everything exactly the way I did. We were brought up to do the right thing. Maybe kids remember even more when they’ve lost both parents,” she said.

				“We’re not kids,” he said quietly.

				He didn’t say anything more until the attendant had brought his car down from the garage nestled in the next block, and then it was only to thank the man and give him a tip. They were parked in front of her apartment before he finally said something else to her.

				She moved to get out of the car, but he stopped her.

				“Kieran, I don’t know what you told Declan, and I don’t intend to say another word. But I think there’s more to the story of why you were in that store. Something to do with Danny. I don’t even want you to tell me—unless there comes a point when you need to for some reason. Danny is my baby brother, too, and Julie’s also my friend. But don’t go getting yourself into trouble because the two of them have concocted some wild scheme. You’re a therapist now—talk them out of it.”

				She leaned over and hugged him tightly. “Best twin in the world,” she told him. “But I swear with my whole heart, I will not get into any trouble with those two, and I’ll make sure they don’t get into trouble, either. I’d like to believe that...”

				She hesitated.

				“That they learned something from what happened to you today?” Kevin asked her drily. “Never mind—I meant it when I said I won’t make you say anything. You always keep my confidences, so I don’t expect you to break anyone else’s trust. But if you run into a problem again, keep me in the loop.”

				“I swear,” she promised.

				He nodded and smiled, then watched until she was safely inside her building.

				Upstairs, she threw off her jacket and tossed down her bag, then headed into the bathroom to give her face a good scrubbing. When she saw herself in the mirror, she realized stronger action was called for, so she stripped and jumped into the shower.

				It wasn’t that late when she dried off, feeling like a new woman, but she didn’t want to see more of herself on the news, and she was exhausted. She lay down to sleep, but her heart kept pounding. She couldn’t deny it. She was worried.

				Hiding what she, Danny and Julie had been up to from Declan and Kevin had proved easier than she had thought it would.

				But she was dreading the next day and her time with the FBI agent with the dark hair and deep smoky voice and those light eyes that seemed to look into her with the power of an X-ray machine.

				* * *

				Craig Frasier sat in the office in the near dark, alone except for the skeleton night staff. He’d made Mike go home, knowing that he was being obsessive and not wanting to drag his partner into the pit after him.

				He simply didn’t believe that they had caught the thieves they most needed to catch: the ones who killed.

				The thieves themselves denied it, and their guns had been fake.

				But he understood the desire in law enforcement to believe a case was closed, and a lot of people simply didn’t want to accept the idea that there could be copycats out there—copycats whose MO was so perfect in every detail...except that the guns they carried were real. The prevailing belief was that there was only one set of thieves who, having established that they were willing to kill to get what they wanted, no longer felt the need to carry real guns and had switched to fakes in order to create confusion and make a case for a lighter sentence if they were caught.

				The NYPD had made the arrest. The charges would be up to the district attorney’s office. Somewhere the powers that be, whose influence went far beyond his own, were arguing about that right now.

				They wouldn’t ask his opinion.

				But that didn’t matter. What did matter was whether there were still killers out there—and he was willing to bet cash money that there were.

				He leaned back, rubbing his eyes. He thought about the way things might have ended—and how that too-attractive-for-his-own-good redhead had actually had the sense to do something other than scream and expect the world to save her.

				She’d saved his ass—or would have, had the gun been real.

				He drummed his fingers on the table, thinking about her. She hadn’t wanted any attention from the press; in fact, she had paled at the very mention of it. Strange. Most beautiful women—no, she wasn’t just beautiful; she was stunning—welcomed attention. As gorgeous as she was, she could have been hitting the stage or a runway somewhere, a tall, blue-eyed redhead with legs that stretched forever. But instead...

				He reached into his pocket for the card she had given him. Fuller and Miro. He knew the names; they and their employees were often called in as consultants. The Behavioral Science Unit of the bureau was in Virginia, and they were called in on the most puzzling or unusual cases, especially when local police asked for help. Otherwise, the New York office often looked to local talent to untangle the psychology of a captured killer or profile one who was still at large.

				Therapist. And bartender.

				Quite an intriguing combination.

				For someone who had such talents—and had saved both his ass and her own—she had acted very strangely.

				Almost as if she were...guilty herself.

				He mulled over the thought. Then, standing up, he stretched and walked to the coffee machine in the break room. He needed to go home and go to sleep, but he could use a cup to get that far. The coffee here was wretched; they kept a regular pot instead of investing in pods. But that was all right. Wretched coffee was still better than no coffee.

				He lifted the cup to his lips and realized that in the midst of the fray, she’d reminded him of someone.

				Of Caroline.

				He smiled at the thought.

				Caroline had been blessed with that same ability to think on the spot, to behave rationally and, most important, to know when to hold—and when to fight back like blue blazes.

				He hadn’t really thought about her in years now. And truthfully, she had been nothing like Kieran Finnegan. Caroline had been a petite blonde with hazel eyes and a smile as big as the world.

				He felt a dull ache and shook off the thought. He hadn’t allowed himself to get morose in years. It had all been so long ago. And yet he knew that when Caroline had died, something in him had died, too. He’d lost the ability to get close to a woman. No matter who he met, no matter how sure he was that he wanted to find something close to what they’d had somewhere along the line, he’d just never met anyone with her fire and humor, charm and...heart.

				He drained the coffee, returned to his office and turned off the computer. It was time to go home.

				And if he thought about it, he was intrigued.

				He forced his mind back to the case. Maybe she could help by watching the video surveillance of the deadly robberies and spotting something one of the men she had encountered had done that was different from what was on the tapes.

				And maybe he could find out just what she was hiding.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER
FOUR

				THE FIELD OFFICE was toward downtown on Broadway, not very far from Finnegan’s Pub, but, with traffic, Kieran knew it would be a thirty-minute trek from the Midtown offices of Doctors Fuller and Miro. She had barely gotten to work before a black sedan with a black-suited agent—wearing black-framed sunglasses—arrived to pick her up.

				She had only just slipped into her own office—a small room not much bigger than a walk-in closet, but at least it had a window—when Dr. Allison Miro came to her door. She was generally a stern-looking woman with her slim, perfectly compact body and short, crisp, iron-gray hair, but that morning she gazed at Kieran with concern and compassion.

				“Kieran, dear girl, thank the good Lord that you’re all right. When we saw the news...well, we were quite concerned. Anyway, you’re a heroine, my dear. We’re so proud of you.”

				Kieran was startled when Dr. Miro walked over to where she stood by her desk and hugged her. It was a slightly awkward hug. Kieran wasn’t expecting it, and Dr. Miro was a good half foot shorter than she was. The older woman didn’t seem to notice that Kieran rocked back slightly, startled, before hugging her back.

				“I’m fine, really, and I’m not a hero, just a survivor,” Kieran said.

				“Kieran!”

				She recognized the deep, rich, masculine tone, and she looked up to see that Dr. Fuller had joined the party. Her employers were a living representation of “the long and short of it.” Dr. Bentley Fuller was six foot three, lean and fit, and he could have starred in a “male enhancement” advertisement. He was about fifty—a ruggedly handsome fifty. She knew he maintained his health and physique by religiously adhering to the strict tennis-playing schedule he’d set for himself.

				He walked over to her, leaving Dr. Miro sandwiched between them in the cramped space.

				The two doctors were not a romantic duo, but they shared the same interests and respected one another’s work ethics. Dr. Miro was a grandmother. Dr. Fuller had a lovely—equally tennis honed and perfect—blonde wife. She was a kindergarten teacher, and, in Kieran’s opinion, very sweet. She and Bentley were as perfectly matched as a set of Barbie and Ken dolls.

				“Thank God you’re all right,” he said.

				She extricated herself from Dr. Miro’s hug and stepped back, smiling. “You two deal with some of the most hardened criminals in the NYC system. I managed—with the help of an FBI agent—to escape squirt-gun-toting thieves. Thank you so much for caring. I truly appreciate your concern.”

				“Of course, of course,” Dr. Fuller said. “And you need to go. I came to tell you that your car and escort are here.”

				“Oh, yes, sorry. I didn’t have a chance yet to ask you if I could take the time—”

				“You know how much we value our relationship with law enforcement. Take all the time you need,” Dr. Miro said.

				“Thank you. I’ll be back as soon as—” She broke off. She’d been about to say as soon as possible. She restructured her reply. “As soon as I’ve done everything I can possibly do to help.”

				But what that was, she really didn’t know.

				Dr. Fuller shooed her out of the office to where her “man in black” was waiting in reception. Jake, the receptionist, wasn’t so much as looking at the agent. He was making every effort to look busy. The agent just stood there with his expression impassive and his hands folded behind his back.

				He escorted her out, and she saw that his car was double-parked; apparently, for him, that was legal.

				He opened the door for her and she stepped in. He was polite without showing the least emotion; she felt as if she had stepped into a movie about alien pod people.

				The drive was silent, which made it feel even longer than she’d known it would be.

				When they finally arrived, she discovered that no matter who you were, you went through the security screening. As she stood in line she realized that a lot of very normal people worked in the building. Three women in line in front of her were holding their Starbucks cups and chatting as they waited to go through the metal detector; behind her, two men were arguing over the virtues of an iPhone versus an Android phone.

				Once through security, she was whisked up an elevator. The doors slid open, and she exited directly into a clean and sparse reception area where a young woman, who had apparently been waiting for her, greeted her then led her down a hall to a small office with a table that held a computer and several sheets of photos.

				“I’m Millie,” the young woman told her, shuddering slightly. “Sounds ancient, doesn’t it? Short for Millicent. I don’t know what my parents were thinking. Can I get you anything? Coffee? Tea? A soda or a bottle of water?”

				“I’m fine, thanks,” Kieran murmured.

				Just then Craig Frasier stepped through the still-open door and said, “Morning, Millie. I’d love some coffee. Miss Finnegan, won’t you join me?”

				“I’ll be right back,” Millie said cheerfully.

				“Thank you,” Kieran said, as the other woman left.

				Agent Frasier was wearing a suit very much like the one her escort had worn, though he had left off the sunglasses—inside, at least. She was struck again by the man’s rugged good looks and masculine appeal. She had seen several men down in the lobby who were tall, honed like steel and handsome. She was starting to think that it was an agency requirement. Or perhaps the job just called for people in good enough shape to jump over fences and coordinated enough to run through a traffic jam.

				Agent Frasier smiled at her. “Thank you for coming in,” he said.

				Did I have a choice? she wondered.

				“Of course,” she said. “My employers understand my need to be here—they are frequently called in to work with law enforcement. They do psychological profiling, decide whether a defendant is fit to stand trial, that sort of thing.”

				“Yes, I know,” he told her, but he didn’t elaborate on how he knew. She wondered if he’d worked with either of her bosses or if he’d run a background check on her.

				“There are three pictures in front of you,” he told her, all business. “I’d like you to look at them.”

				She nodded, sat down and glanced at the photos. They were of the thieves, and they were dressed completely in black—right down to their ski masks.

				She looked over at him. “They’re in ski masks.”

				“Yes.”

				“Okay. I’m not sure why I’m doing this. You’ve already caught the thieves who took me hostage.”

				He smiled. “Lift that top sheet. There are four mug shots underneath. Those are pictures of the men we caught last night, minus the ski masks. What I’d like you to do is take the shots from the jewelry store last night—from their security tapes—and line them up with the mug shots. Then I’d like you to compare them with some other pictures I have of a different robbery.” He hesitated and then said, “I don’t mean to lead the witness, but I don’t believe they’re the same men.”

				Millie returned just then with a tray that held a coffeepot, two cups, cream and sugar. Agent Frasier thanked her and asked Kieran how she liked her coffee. She said, “Just cream.”

				He poured her a cup, added cream and handed it to her. Then he sat opposite her and sipped his own coffee. The room grew very quiet.

				At first Kieran felt unnerved. He sat there in silence, leaving her to study the photos, but there was no way for Agent Frasier to be in a room and not be noticeable.

				She tried to give her attention to the pictures. The sooner she did what he’d asked of her, the sooner she could leave.

				To her surprise, she quickly found herself deeply involved in what she was doing. According to their mug shots, the men who had been arrested the night before were Sam Banner, Robert Stella, Lenny Wiener and Mark O’Malley. She glanced at their faces and the stats on their mug shots, and then at the security stills, comparing carefully. Finally she went through them, pointing. “Mark O’Malley was driving the van, obviously. Looking at height and build, I think Sam Banner was the one who dragged me through the store and down the alley.”

				Agent Frasier nodded. “All right. Now I want you to compare them to the men from the other robbery.”

				He got up and moved to stand behind her, then pulled another sheet of photos from the bottom of the stack. “I realize it’s difficult, but do you recognize the men from yesterday in any of these other photos? The way they stood? Something else? I can show you some video, too.”

				She was acutely aware of him behind her. The fabric of his suit, the heat of his body, the scent of his aftershave.

				“Uh, video would be great.”

				He reached over to tap the keyboard. His nails were neatly clipped. His fingers were long, and she was certain that his hands would be powerful.

				She swallowed and tried to concentrate.

				After a minute, she miraculously managed to do so. She took control of the keyboard herself, running the footage and stopping it when something struck her.

				“There,” she said, pointing. “That’s Sam Banner. You can tell by the way he’s standing and by his height.”

				“All right,” Frasier said, “what about this footage?”

				He reached over again and cued up a new video.

				“No, no, I don’t think that’s Sam Banner. They stand completely differently. Sam keeps his legs apart. He’s angled, almost as if he’s casual about what he’s doing. This man, he stands straighter, and he’s visibly tense. Watch his head move. He’s jerky. He looks—”

				“As if he’s nervous and liable to pull the trigger any second?” Craig asked.

				“Yes,” she said. “Just my opinion based on my observations, of course,” she said, swiveling her chair to look up at him.

				He smiled. “Educated opinion, though, right?”

				She shrugged. “Honestly, if you asked one of my bosses to—”

				“Your bosses weren’t in the van with me,” he said, and walked back to take his seat.

				She’d been about to stand; her work here was done.

				But the way he sat, leaning forward expectantly, his eyes probing...

				No, she wasn’t leaving yet.

				“So what were you doing at the store yesterday?” he asked.

				She immediately felt defensive, but she tried not to do any of the things that would betray her nervousness. Blinking, wetting her lips...

				“A friend works there,” she said. “I went to see if he was there. Well, all right. He’s not really a friend. He was a friend. Not anymore.”

				He looked down a moment, a slight smile curving his lips. “Care to explain?”

				She shrugged uncomfortably and looked away, but she told herself that was okay. Explaining an awkward divorce would make anyone uneasy.

				“Gary Benton was—is—married to a close friend of mine. They’re going through a very nasty divorce. I went to see him to remind him that they were adults and that...” She felt herself stiffen, but she was so angry at Gary that she couldn’t help it. “She went out of town to give him space, and he locked her dogs in a crate and didn’t feed them or let them out the whole time.”

				“She should have called animal control,” he said.

				“The logical answer, of course, but she was too upset to think straight, and—” She paused and looked away again. “She went to the store and said some pretty awful things. I went to ask him to stop being so nasty and trying to upset her. But he wasn’t there and, well, you know what happened next.”

				He seemed to believe that. “Well, thank you again for your help,” he told her. “I’ll get you back to work.”

				“Thanks,” she said.

				He rose. She kept sitting.

				He smiled at her. “I meant that literally. I’ll get you back to work.”

				“Oh! Okay, thank you.”

				She stood quickly, dismayed to feel herself blushing.

				She felt his hand at the small of her back as he politely ushered her out.

				She told Millie goodbye and passed another half dozen men and women in well-tailored suits as they left the building, walking past the line where people were still lined up, chatting as they waited to pass through security.

				She noticed an interesting group waiting their turn. They weren’t in suits and didn’t look at all like members of the FBI.

				“Who are they?” she asked.

				“A teachers’ group,” he told her.

				“Oh?”

				“They’re going to take a class in keeping schools safe.”

				“I didn’t know the FBI offered anything like that.”

				He flashed her a smile. “We’re a friendly crowd, not the enemy,” he said.

				“I wasn’t suggesting that. I just never thought of the FBI as being so...open-door,” she told him. “Practically warm and cuddly.”

				“Well, that depends on who you are and what you’re up to,” he told her.

				A car was waiting for them. Double-parked again, she noticed. Craig Frasier seated her before walking around to slide into the driver’s seat himself.

				“In a city full of very different crimes, I find this to be an especially interesting case,” he said as he drove.

				“I think it’s a terrifying case,” she said. “Men holding up jewelry stores and killing people, but making it look as if other people are the killers.”

				She realized from his expression, which had hardened as she spoke, that he was accustomed to dealing with people killing people. That had to be difficult. Then again, she had known when she took her job that she would be dealing with criminals whose behavior made her brothers’ previous escapades look like child’s play.

				“Actually, I was referring to you,” he said.

				“Me?” She prayed there was no fear—or guilt—in her voice.

				“Bartender by night, assistant crime fighter by day.”

				“I’m a psychologist, not a crime fighter.”

				“A therapist.”

				“Yes.”

				“What sort of cases have you handled?”

				She took a breath and shrugged. “I haven’t been in the role that long—I’m pretty fresh out of school. But so far I’ve spoken with a woman regarding a competency hearing. And I was asked to speak separately with a husband and wife suspected in the death of their newborn. That one was very sad.”

				“Life can be sad,” he said wearily. “And you’re a bartender on top of all that?”

				“It’s a family business,” she said. She winced. Did that make her family sound like the Mafia?

				They’d reached her office, she realized. He had the car in Park and was ready to hop out and open her door for her. Professional courtesy? Was he always like that?

				“Thank you,” she said quickly, opening her door. “I appreciate the ride back.”

				“Thanks for your help,” he told her.

				“Of course,” she said quickly as she stepped out of the car, then bent to look back in at him. “Um, goodbye.”

				“Goodbye, Miss Finnegan. And my thanks again.”

				She closed the door and hurried toward the building. When she got upstairs, she was grateful to discover that both her bosses were in consultation. She hurried to her own office and began to write up her report on the parents she had interviewed the other day. Both were heartbroken; in her opinion, neither had in any way been responsible for the death of their child. It was sad, as she’d told Agent Frasier, but infant deaths still occurred through no one’s fault. She was convinced this was just such a case.

				Eventually her bosses finished their consultation and came in to see her, quizzing her about her visit to the FBI. They both seemed pleased that she’d been consulted.

				“If you’re needed again, you just go right on over, Kieran,” Dr. Miro said.

				“We always help whenever we can,” Dr. Fuller assured her.

				She smiled weakly. “Of course.”

				They left a few minutes later, and Kieran realized she’d worked through lunch and the day was nearly done.

				* * *

				Craig spent most of the rest of the day reinterviewing everyone he could get hold of who had been at any of the robberies. The prosecutor, Julian Smith, wanted to charge the men they’d caught with the murders, and they finally got together to discuss that with him late in the afternoon. Craig, Mike and Eagan argued against bringing charges, showed him the security footage, brought up Kieran’s insistence that the tapes showed two different men and emphasized that the men in custody had been caught with toy weapons.

				Smith was a hard-ass, though. He wanted to throw everything at the defendants that he could possibly throw. On top of that, the media was already calling them murderers.

				Everyone in the city wanted the crime spree to be over.

				“They were toy guns!” Craig said, slamming the table with the flat of his hand. “Even a public defender will be able to make that case. Give us some time to work this.”

				“Toy guns this time, real ones the last,” Smith said. “You could have been killed, Agent Frasier. I’d think you’d want them locked away forever.”

				“And I’d think you would want them charged for the appropriate crimes,” Craig said.

				“Yes, well, real guns or not, there are laws—” Smith began.

				“Gentlemen, gentlemen!” Eagan protested, raising a hand. “Smith, give my men time to work this. You’re going to want all available evidence and witnesses concurring about the facts, aren’t you?”

				Smith finally left in a huff after agreeing to give them more time. “But not too much,” he’d said threateningly.

				It was nearly seven o’clock after a damned long night and day.

				Mike was heading to the hospital for a checkup. One of the perks of being FBI was that doctors bent their schedules to see you after hours. Craig offered to tag along, seeing as he had no plans for the night.

				“Hell, no,” Mike told him. “Leave me alone. Let me be grouchy and crotchety tonight, go in, go home and then hit a bottle of Scotch and my bed. You should go do something fun. Shake off this job for a few hours.”

				But when he left the building at last, Craig wasn’t ready to go home.

				And he wasn’t sure why, but he found himself heading for Finnegan’s on Broadway.

				Maybe he did know why. Kieran Finnegan intrigued him. She’d been helpful, pointing out body language he might not have noticed himself.

				But she’d also been nervous. Nervous just because she’d been in an FBI office?

				He doubted that.

				He had a feeling she was still hiding something. So what the hell was it?

				Had she somehow been in league with the thieves?

				He relived the previous night in his mind. It didn’t seem likely, though he couldn’t say it wasn’t possible.

				It certainly seemed like a coincidence that she’d even been there. She had a day job, and though he doubted she worked two jobs every day of her life, she’d been slated to work at the bar that night. He knew from the NYPD report he’d read through that she had her own apartment near St. Marks Place. Not right next to the pub, but not much of a subway trip, either. On a beautiful day and with a little time, she could even walk it easily enough.

				But if she was involved, what was his plan? Come right out and ask her what the hell she was acting so guilty about in the hope she would confess?

				She would hardly admit to being guilty, so that wouldn’t do anything except raise her suspicions and make it even harder for him to figure out what was going on.

				He would have to take a more indirect approach. Luckily for him, Finnegan’s was known for its food as well as its hospitality and selection of beers on tap.

				Couldn’t hurt to get some dinner.

				Old double wooden doors with frosted, etched glass faced Broadway, the sidewalk in front protected by a green-striped canopy overhead. Inside there were a number of booths to the right and a few more to the left, tables filling the rest of the room, and a long bar lined with taps at the rear. The place was busy with the dinner crowd and a number of cocktail-hour stragglers. He quickly saw that Kieran Finnegan was there, standing behind the bar and talking to a waitress. A tall man with dark red hair was also working behind the bar—one of her brothers, he was certain.

				He started to head that way, then chose a booth that gave him an unimpeded view of the bar instead. He watched the action for a while. Another tall man, this one with lighter red hair, was working the floor along with two young women.

				Before long one of the women headed to his table. He didn’t think that she was a Finnegan. She was petite and blonde, with lively blue eyes and a quick smile. “Hello. Welcome to Finnegan’s. What can I get you?”

				He was in an Irish pub, so he figured why not order Guinness on draft? He asked for a menu, as well.

				“Special tonight is fish-and-chips. Really good,” she told him.

				“Then forget the menu. I’ll have fish-and-chips.”

				She brought his beer quickly. He thanked her and sipped it as he continued to people watch. A group of young women seemed to be holding a baby shower. Business executives filled several of the tables. An older couple sat and ate a quiet dinner; the bar stools were mostly filled.

				When his food came, he thanked the waitress again. “So this is a family business, huh?” he asked.

				“Yup, and the Finnegans are all working tonight. That’s Danny on the floor there, Declan and Kevin behind the bar—and Kieran is back there, too.”

				“Are you related, too?” he asked her.

				She laughed. “Actually, I’m the only one—well, besides the kitchen staff—who isn’t a Finnegan or almost one. That’s Mary Kathleen O’Shaunnessy over there,” she said, pointing. “She’s Declan’s fiancée. And I,” she told him brightly, “am Debbie Buenger, an old family friend. I went to school with Kevin and Kieran—who are twins, by the way. Anyhow, enjoy the fish. Our food is great, so if you haven’t been in here before, you’re in for a treat.”

				“I don’t think I’ve been in before—and I’m pretty sure I’d remember. I have a lot of friends who love this place, though.”

				She gave him another of her charming smiles. “What’s not to love?” she asked, and moved on.

				The fish was delicious.

				At least at first glance, Finnegan’s seemed to be everything a pub was supposed to be. He couldn’t help but allow his mind to consider the possibility that there was something going on beneath the surface, though, since there had definitely been something off about Kieran Finnegan both last night and today. Were they laundering money? Raising funds for the Irish Republican Army? He doubted that. The violence seemed to have dropped substantially in Ireland since just about the time the Twin Towers had been hit.

				What, then? Was there an illegal poker game in the back?

				He’d nearly finished his meal when he paused, taking a sip of his beer, to stare at the bar again. Kieran happened to look up at just that moment and see him. She was visibly startled.

				She also looked guilty—again.

				She stared at him so long that Debbie—waiting in front of her with a tray of shot glasses—had to say something to stop her from pouring as whiskey started sloshing over the rim of the glass she was filling.

				Kieran looked away quickly, flushing, and reached a bar rag. She said something to Debbie, who smiled and replied cheerfully.

				Within a few minutes Kieran came around from behind the bar and walked over to his table.

				He liked the way she moved, almost in rhythm with the music of the Dropkick Murphys playing in the background.

				For a minute, he thought she was going to demand to know what he was doing in her bar and ask him to leave.

				But she just looked at him, puzzled and uneasy.

				“Agent Frasier,” she said after a long moment.

				“Guilty as charged.”

				“What are you doing here?” she asked.

				“Eating.”

				What did she think he was doing there? He would love to know.

				“Oh,” she said. “Well. Um, I hope you’re enjoying your dinner.”

				“I am. Very much.”

				“It’s only pub food, nothing gourmet.”

				“I love pub food,” he said blandly, curious to see where she would take their conversation. He didn’t have to wait long.

				“Are you watching me for some reason?” she asked him.

				Was he?

				She was certainly a pleasure to watch, with her long, long legs, blue eyes and fiery hair. But he doubted that saying as much would please her any more than would giving voice to his suspicions that she was keeping something from him.

				“Actually,” he heard himself say, “I wanted to talk to you again but figured I’d wait a bit. You seemed to be pretty busy when I came in, and I was hungry anyway.”

				“Being busy is a good thing for—for a business,” she said.

				He smiled. “Yes, of course. But I was wondering...” He paused, surprised that the right approach came to him so quickly. “The thing is, the prosecutor wants to charge the men from last night with murder, but I don’t think they’re the killers.”

				“Yes, I know. I spent the morning studying video footage, remember?” she said, smiling for the first time since she’d come over to his table.

				“I’d like to get you to Rikers so you can speak with the men. They were held in lockup last night, but they were arraigned on grand larceny today. The prosecutor wants to add homicide charges right away. I’d like to counter him with more than grainy video, toy guns and my own gut feeling. Would you come with me to talk to them?”

				She seemed surprised—and relieved. And still uncomfortable.

				“Um, sure.”

				He saw the taller bartender heading in their direction. One of her brothers, but which one?

				The question was quickly answered.

				“Declan Finnegan,” the man said, holding out his hand.

				There was a definite family resemblance, at least in height and coloring, Craig thought, rising to offer his hand. “I’m Craig Frasier. Special agent, FBI.”

				“Pleased to meet you, and thank you for keeping Kieran safe and sending her back to us. Your meal is on the house. The least we can do,” he added, when Craig started to protest.

				“Kieran did extremely well on her own. She’s quite competent in a tough situation,” Craig said. “And thank you, but I need a bill. We’re not allowed to accept gifts, not even a meal.”

				Her brother shot Kieran a frown, but he didn’t object. “I’d love to hear more about what happened last night. If you’ve got some time, come on up to the bar when you’ve finished your dinner.”

				“Will do,” Craig promised.

				Kieran’s face grew a full shade paler. “Great,” she said, not quite managing a smile. Then she turned and walked away.

				Her attitude made him even more certain that something was going on, whether at the pub or just with her, and he was going to find out what.

				* * *

				Things had gone from bad to really bad.

				There was Craig Frasier sitting at the bar. And there were her brothers—all three of them—chatting with him as comfortably as if they’d known him all their lives.

				Danny didn’t have the sense to realize that a federal agent might, at any moment, ask him questions he might not be prepared to answer. Honestly, her baby brother could be so oblivious.

				She forced a smile each time she passed by them, determined not to be drawn into their conversation. But she couldn’t help overhearing, and she realized after a little while that they were talking about city politics, local sports, music and theater, and the newest exhibition at the Met.

				By about eleven, the place was almost dead quiet. It was a Tuesday night, and only some regulars were hanging around along with a smattering of tourists, all nursing their last drinks before their night’s rest and the workday or the exertions of touring the city come morning. Both Debbie and Mary Kathleen had called it quits earlier; the chef and his staff were cleaning up the kitchen, and Kieran knew there was no reason for her not to join her brothers and Craig Frasier.

				Declan slipped an arm around her when she walked over, studying her with pride in his eyes.

				“We heard you kicked butt yesterday,” he said.

				She shrugged and admitted, “I wouldn’t have had the chance if Agent Frasier hadn’t burst in the way that he did.”

				“And you’re still helping with the investigation, huh?” Danny asked.

				“Um, yeah. I guess so,” she said.

				“Immeasurably,” Craig said. “She’s very observant about people.”

				“Sounds like her,” Kevin said. “She was always psychoanalyzing us as kids. She had us pretty well nailed, too.”

				“I’m sure Agent Frasier doesn’t care about my childhood, and it’s getting late,” she said, embarrassed.

				“And I have an early call,” Kevin said. “Time to go.”

				He’d gotten the job he’d auditioned for. She wasn’t exactly sure what he was doing, but it had something to do with being a singing potato chip.

				“Wanna take me home on your way?” she asked her brother.

				“I’m not going home. I’m sleeping at your apartment,” he told her. “Early call, remember? And I didn’t drive in, because I didn’t want to deal with finding parking in the city.”

				“How about I get you both home?” Agent Frasier asked. “I have a car.”

				“Oh, really, that’s okay. We can hop a train,” Kieran said.

				“Works for me—thanks,” Kevin said, ignoring her.

				“You two get going now,” Declan said. “Danny and I can close up. I have the weekly pro cleaning crew coming in tomorrow, so there’s not much for us to do tonight anyway. And thanks, Craig.”

				So she was calling the guy Agent Frasier and her brothers were on a first-name basis with the man.

				She forced a stiff smile. “Well, thanks. I’ll get my things.”

				Kieran didn’t have to make small talk. Kevin talked all the way. Apparently Craig had expressed interest in Kevin’s career, and now Kevin was telling him how grateful he was that he had the family pub to fall back on. So many actors had trouble making it in the city because they couldn’t find jobs to keep them going while they went through the arduous audition process.

				They reached St. Marks and her apartment quickly; the traffic was light that time of night. She managed to jump out of the car before anyone could offer to help her. Her brother and Frasier exchanged goodbyes, and then Frasier told her, “I’ll pick you up here tomorrow around eight thirty.”

				“I need to talk to my bosses. I know they won’t protest, but—”

				“Don’t worry. My boss will take care of that,” he told her.

				“C’mon, time for bed,” Kevin said. “Early morning for both of us.”

				Her apartment was directly above a Japanese restaurant and karaoke bar. Someone was warbling their way through “Don’t Stop Believin’,” and the sounds of laughter and conversation drifted all around them as they climbed the steps to her place. She loved her apartment, so she didn’t mind that a bit of noise seeped up every night. It was one of four units on this floor, and there were eight more on the two floors above.

				She loved her whole neighborhood, where there were still stores selling unusual items—crafts, imports—along with those carrying the usual T-shirts and souvenirs.

				“I wonder if I should pop down and try a few numbers, get some practice in,” Kevin mused, more to himself than to her. “Nah, I should get to sleep.” He paused as she used her two keys in their respective locks. “You okay?”

				“I’m fine, why?”

				“You’re so quiet. That FBI guy you’re working with seems great. You’re lucky—damned lucky—he came along.”

				“Yes, especially when I shouldn’t have been at the store at all. You’re not going to point that out?”

				“I’ll let Declan keep the paternal thing going. You know you shouldn’t have been there without me telling you. But listen, I love Julie, too, but you’ve got to draw a line. Let her cry on your shoulder, but stay the hell out of the shenanigans between her and Gary.”

				“He could have killed those dogs,” Kieran said indignantly.

				Inside now, she closed the door and double-bolted it, then headed to the living room closet. She took out the guest bedding while Kevin unfolded the sleeper-sofa. Her place was fairly small—only her bedroom, a tiny nook she used as an office, the kitchen and the living room—but it had been an incredibly lucky find. It had a private bathroom off her bedroom and a guest bathroom to the left of the kitchen, off the dining area.

				Her sleeper-sofa was the only modern piece of furniture she had. The rest consisted of odds and ends and period pieces: an art deco buffet she’d found at an estate sale, a Duncan Phyfe love seat she’d found in pieces at a bric-a-brac shop and had reupholstered, and more. Her walls were covered with framed movie posters and prints of old masterpieces.

				“Care if I keep the TV on while I fall asleep?” Kevin asked.

				“Not at all. I’m accustomed to noise,” she reminded him, smiling.

				“So what’s your beef with Craig?” he asked, surprising her.

				“I don’t have a beef with him.”

				“Then what’s your problem?” he asked.

				“I don’t have a problem.”

				“Okay then, what are you afraid of?”

				“I’m not—”

				“I’m your twin.”

				“Yeah, and you and Danny have checkered pasts,” she reminded him.

				He started to laugh. “You think a guy who chases killers for a living gives a damn about our little past transgressions? He’s looking at the bigger picture.” He sobered, turned sympathetic. “If you’re afraid working with the Feds is going to put you in danger, you should bow out of the investigation.”

				“Afraid? They caught the guys.”

				“But did they catch all of them? That’s the real question, isn’t it?”

				Yes, it was. And she was certain they hadn’t caught them all.

				She waved a hand in the air. “Kevin, stop worrying about me and get your beauty rest. You need it to be a singing chip. I love you—good night.”

				She headed into her bedroom. She was suddenly deeply tired.

				She was almost asleep when she heard Kevin’s sleepy voice. “Who is it?”

				She sat up and looked at her bedside clock. Almost one o’clock. Was he rehearsing lines?

				Hurriedly crawling out of bed, she went to her bedroom door and peered out.

				Kevin was standing by the door, puzzled.

				“What’s going on?” she asked.

				He shrugged. “Thought I heard someone at the door. Guess not. There’s no one there now, anyway,” he said. “But I could have sworn I heard someone playing with the lock.” He shrugged. “Sorry I woke you. Probably just some drunk from downstairs looking for a place to crash.”

				“Probably,” she agreed.

				She gave him a quick hug and reminded him to get his beauty sleep.

				She went back to bed. But then she began to wonder.

				Had someone been trying to get into her apartment? Not just any apartment, her apartment?

				And if so...

				Why?

				She tried to be logical. Kevin had to be right. Some drunk had just wandered up from below. It wasn’t an unheard-of occurrence, as she knew firsthand. They ran a pub, after all. Most of the time people more or less knew their limits, and when they didn’t, Declan refused to keep serving them.

				But alcohol was a moneymaker. Not every establishment was as careful as Finnegan’s.

				And yet...

				She tossed and turned, glad that her twin was in the living room and that she had not one but two serious dead bolts on her door.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER
FIVE

				THEY HEADED OVER from Queens on the three-lane Francis Buono Memorial Bridge, known unofficially as the Rikers Island Bridge.

				She’d never been to Rikers Island before, either, though her employers had been there often enough.

				“You been here before?” he asked, as if reading her mind.

				She shook her head.

				“It’s pretty amazing. Inmates may be held here pending trial. Maybe their attorneys couldn’t get them bail, or maybe they couldn’t pay it. Or they might have been sentenced to under a year. Anything longer, and they’d be in prison. Rikers is a jail.”

				She nodded, pretty sure that she’d more or less known that.

				“How many inmates?” she asked.

				“At any given time? More than thirteen thousand, but with guards and staff, including civilian employees, there may be as many as twenty thousand people on the island—even more on some days. It’s like a city unto itself.”

				“You’ve been here before, obviously.”

				He nodded. “Too often.” He glanced her way. “This whole place is a mess. You’ve got New York prosecutors, federal prosecutors, even Jersey prosecutors, working here. But we’re the ones charged with getting and presenting evidence. Any prosecutor’s success always comes down to the evidence and statements—and ideally confessions—we can give them. Of course, they’re also the ones who make the deals in spite of that evidence.”

				“Yes, I know,” she said. “I just haven’t been here before.”

				“But this is what you do, right?” he asked. “Work with criminals.”

				“So far I’ve only dealt with people who might be charged,” she said. “And usually the situation is sad. I think I told you—I talked with a couple suspected of killing their baby, but the expert physician who was brought in agreed that the child simply stopped breathing. Crib death. Not smothered, poisoned, ignored... I write a lot of reports,” she added. “Interview witnesses. It’s amazing how people can be in the same place at the same time and see completely different things.”

				“Because everything is perception,” he said. “Everything we see is filtered through the way we perceive it.”

				“And here I liked to think I went to school for something useful,” she said.

				He laughed. “I didn’t mean to suggest that you didn’t. Your help with the crime-scene footage was pretty amazing—you saw a lot that I didn’t. But that more or less proves my point.”

				“Will their attorneys be present?” she asked.

				“No, oddly enough, I think they actually want to talk. They seem to want to convince us that they might be thieves, but they’re not murderers.”

				They arrived, headed through security and then went on to the building where the suspects were being held.

				They went through another security check, where Craig turned over his gun. He seemed to know the guard who escorted them to the room where a man in jail coveralls was handcuffed to a table, waiting for them to arrive.

				Kieran realized that it was the driver, Mark O’Malley. He looked at Craig Frasier with deep distrust and eyed her suspiciously, as well. She was still surprised that he hadn’t asked that his attorney be present, then realized that while he might want to prove his point, he might not be at all certain that he really trusted them, so he would prefer to keep things somewhat off the record.

				“Ah, so it’s Black Widow and the Hulk,” he muttered, looking away and shaking his head. He hesitated and then said in a hurt tone, “You were there. You know we didn’t stash any real guns anywhere. You know that! They want our blood. Yes, we robbed people, but we never killed anyone.”

				There was a seat opposite O’Malley, and Craig Frasier indicated that she should take it. He remained standing, then took a step back.

				“What?” O’Malley asked him. “You’re antisocial?”

				“I’m just here to watch out for Miss Finnegan. She’s here to listen.”

				“Miss Finnegan?” O’Malley stared at Kieran. “You’re not with the Feds?”

				She shook her head, studying O’Malley in return. He was young—late twenties to early thirties. He wasn’t a bad-looking man. He had the air, though, of one who had come from nothing, who had scratched his way up since birth and dreamed of something better. Blue-eyed, blond-haired...in another world he could have been a California beach bum.

				“You weren’t a plant in the jewelry store?” O’Malley asked her.

				She shook her head again.

				He started to laugh. “Well, hell. Done in by a girl shopping for diamonds!”

				Except she hadn’t been a girl who’d wanted a diamond; she’d been trying to get rid of one.

				“I’m a psychologist,” she said.

				“A shrink, huh?” O’Malley asked.

				“Psychiatrists are shrinks,” she said. “I’m more like someone you...someone you talk to.”

				That brought a pained smile to his lips. “Yeah? Could have used you a few years ago. Not much to talk about now, is there? My family has pretty much disowned me, and I have a baby for a lawyer who wants me to confess to what I didn’t do... A little late for talking, I guess.”

				“Not at all. If you really didn’t kill anyone, then you shouldn’t confess to it,” Kieran told him.

				“You know what we were carrying,” he said. “But some district attorney wants to charge us with first-degree murder, though I don’t get the first-degree part at all, something to do with the laws about armed robbery. Not that it matters. I swear, we didn’t kill anyone. And I was always in the car.”

				“I’m pretty sure that, in the car or out of it, you can all be charged, since the murders occurred during the armed robbery and you were part of the robbery,” Kieran said.

				“Except we weren’t armed. And we didn’t kill anyone. Someone is imitating us.”

				Kieran didn’t agree or disagree with his words; whether he and the others could prove themselves innocent of the murders, she didn’t know. “At the moment, not many people believe that theory. You appeared to be armed, after all. Anyway, I’m not a lawyer, and I’m not here to argue the law. I’m here to talk to you, and if you didn’t kill anyone, then I’m also here to help you. I’m one of the few people open to the idea that you didn’t,” she added softly. “I suspect that there really is a copycat group out there,” she said. “Unless you were copying them?”

				He shook his head emphatically. “No, we were first, hitting stores with our toy guns and stealing, but leaving everyone alive. Our biggest fear was being shot by a guard or caught by the police, but no matter what, as you saw, we couldn’t shoot back.” He leaned forward. “I’m telling you, someone out there was hoping we’d be caught, that they’d get away with what they were doing because we’d been taken in.” He let out a deep sigh. “I’ve already written pages explaining every detail of the robberies we did plan and carry out. That child they gave me for a lawyer has them all. Someone has to prove we didn’t kill anyone.” His shoulders sank, and he glanced over to where Craig Frasier stood, legs slightly spread, arms folded across his chest, silent and unreadable. “I don’t suppose the agent over there thinks I might be telling the truth.”

				“That agent is your best hope of the truth being accepted,” she told him.

				He brightened. “You said ‘accepted.’ So that means you really do believe me?”

				“Yes, I tend toward believing you,” she said.

				“They won’t hit up another store now,” he said. “They won’t—not for a long time. Not until we’re tried and convicted for their crimes.”

				“I’m sure the authorities have ways to find them whether or not they strike again,” Kieran said. She looked over at Craig Frasier.

				He glanced at his watch. “We need to let Mr. O’Malley go now,” he told her. “Is there anything else you’d like to ask him?”

				Mark O’Malley stared at her, clearly ready to give her any information she asked for.

				“I think we’re good,” she said.

				Craig nodded toward the guard at the door. As he walked over to uncuff O’Malley and lead him away, she walked toward Craig and asked, “Are we done?”

				A smiled cracked the stone of his features. “Not by a long shot. We’ve just begun. There are three more men.”

				And so the afternoon went on. She interviewed the other three men; each time the story she heard was the same, except for the details of each man’s participation in the robbery.

				Each man swore passionately that they’d never killed. They had carried toy guns and no other weapons at any time. It was one thing to steal, another to kill. They had a certain code of honor, she realized as she spoke with them. All three men were deeply rooted in one form or another of religion, and all three had had a religious upbringing. In their minds, God forgave a man for taking from another who had too much, but he didn’t forgive the taking of a life.

				Through every session, Craig Frasier stood a few feet behind her, tall and stoic, expression unwavering, arms folded across his chest. He heard everything that was said, and she knew that he was close enough to step in if there was the least hint of trouble.

				There wasn’t. The men seemed almost baffled that anyone could think them capable of murder.

				When the day was done at last and it was time to leave, they signed out and headed back across the bridge. As they drove, Frasier asked her, “What do you think?”

				“I don’t think any of those men killed anyone. In my opinion, you do have a copycat group out there. There must be a way to prove that forensically. There must be computer programs that compare height and body characteristics. I pointed out what I saw, and if I saw it, it must be obvious via computer comparison.”

				“Yep. And I have a man on it. So far the charges against them are only for the attempted robbery. There are huge arguments going on above my pay grade. These men, as you know, claim that all their robberies were in the state of New York. The powers that be are arguing over whether they should face federal or state charges, or both. We’re executing search warrants on their homes, and we’ll see what those yield. In my gut, I know that the killers are still out there,” he told her.

				“If you’re so convinced,” Kieran said, “why do you need my opinion?”

				“Verification,” he told her. He turned and looked at her. “No matter how things go down, you’ll be called in to testify, you know.”

				“Yes, I know.”

				Kieran was uneasy, wondering why, even though he was driving, she felt as if he were watching her suspiciously, seeing how the reminder that she would have to appear in court would affect her.

				She looked out the window. She could picture the scene. She would be sworn in, agreeing under oath to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth—even though the prosecutor might well ask, Why were you in that jewelry store?

				I went to see someone I know who works there.

				Is that the truth?

				Yes.

				Allow me to remind you that you’re under oath.

				All right, all right! I was returning a diamond my brother and my best friend stole. But they didn’t really steal it. They were just borrowing it.

				And this “borrowed” diamond was in your possession?

				“Miss Finnegan?”

				“What?” She turned to look at Agent Frasier, startled.

				“We’re here,” he told her.

				“Oh! Ah, thank you.”

				They were parked in front of the offices of Fuller and Miro.

				“No, thank you. I mean it. Thank you for your help.”

				She knew she should get out of the car. That this would be the last she would see of Agent Craig Frasier, at least until the trial. And when that happened, the thieves were going to be the ones in the hot seat, not her.

				She moved to get out of the car, but she was too late. He was already out of the driver’s seat and coming around. He opened her door, and she scrambled out as quickly as she could. For a moment she was standing on the New York street just staring up at him. He was a foot away, but that was too close. The man was built like steel and seemed to tower over her, and while she wanted to run, she also wanted to reach out and touch him and find out if he was still somehow flesh and blood, despite the way he looked at that moment. His eyes were on her, and she was drawn to return his stare, as if he were somehow compelling her to. The man was almost impossibly attractive. She certainly didn’t meet people like him every day. She found herself feeling sorry about saying goodbye, despite the way he seemed to be using X-ray vision to peer into her mind. Something stirred within her, and she wished she could meet him again in the pitch-dark, could simply touch him, feel him and...

				Her fantasies moved in a very dangerous direction, as in hot, wild, wet sex, and she felt her face turning every shade of red.

				She had to get away.

				She reached out a hand to shake his. “Well, goodbye,” she said awkwardly.

				She felt the length of his fingers curling around hers and the solid strength in his hand. And he smiled.

				A smile that seemed to say that he was sure she was guilty as hell of something.

				“Goodbye, Miss Finnegan,” he said. Then he headed back around the car to the driver’s side. She watched him, knowing she should turn and head into her building.

				He paused right before he slid into the driver’s seat. “I’m sure we’ll be seeing one another again,” he told her with a wave.

				She did turn and flee then.

				She had to forget him, forget her guilt, forget the whole situation.

				And forget her totally inappropriate—and quite frankly, embarrassing—fantasies.

				* * *

				“So, how did the assessment go?” a deep, gruff and familiar voice inquired.

				Craig looked up. He had been in his office with Mike, the two of them studying the manifests of stolen property and comparing them to the items stashed by the jewel thieves, and retrieved by the police when they executed their search warrants.

				That Eagan was looking in on them—rather than summoning them—was somewhat surprising.

				“Your trip to Rikers with Miss Finnegan. Did it help you any?” Eagan asked.

				Craig nodded. “Her conversations with the suspects reinforced my belief that there’s a second gang out there—one that copycatted our guys, but with real guns and killing.”

				“You going soft on the guys you picked up?” Eagan asked him. “Because you lived? I mean, that’s a good reason, but I want to make sure that’s not the only reason.”

				“When have you known Craig to be soft?” Mike asked.

				“Hey,” Craig protested. “I told you from the get-go that it looked like two groups. I’m waiting on the guys in Tech. They’re making comparisons of the footage from the different locations. But study the footage again, sir,” he told Eagan. “Miss Finnegan pointed out a lot of differences in the way the men stood, in their body language—I’ll be happy to show you.”

				“I’ve looked at that footage so many times now that I’m all but blinded,” Eagan said. “Here’s the problem—the DA’s office isn’t on board with there being two sets of thieves. They want to go for federal prosecution and maybe even the death penalty. They want this over with, and they’re going for the big win. That’s a hell of a big bill for the Justice Department.”

				“And it’s crazy,” Craig insisted. “Look, I’d happily throw the federal book at the murderers, but only if they really are the murderers. But what’s that saying? ‘It’s better that ten guilty men go free than one innocent man is wrongly convicted’? Something like that, anyway. William Blackstone, I believe.”

				“Very big-picture of you, buddy,” Mike said. “Especially when a majority of the city is screaming for blood, afraid someone here’s going to get killed.”

				“That doesn’t make it right,” Craig said.

				“I didn’t say that it did. I’m just seeing it from the point of view of the victims’ families and playing devil’s advocate,” Mike told him.

				“Neither of you is a prosecutor,” Eagan told them. “And neither am I. If you feel strongly, get out there and prove the existence of the second gang. In the meantime, I’d like to speak with Miss Finnegan myself. After today she’s both victim and consultant.”

				Craig glanced at his watch. “I doubt she’s still at her office. It’s almost six. Only underpaid federal employees with no real lives work all hours of the day.”

				Eagan grinned. “I feel the need for a Guinness. Want to join me?”

				Craig wasn’t sure if he was eager or loath to join Eagan. The woman was going to think he was stalking her.

				Maybe not a bad thing. She was hiding something from him, and he needed to know what it was.

				“I could use a beer,” Mike said, watching Craig, a light in his eye betraying the fact that he was amused.

				“Well, there’s two of you, then,” Craig muttered.

				“She’s a lovely young woman,” Mike told Eagan.

				Craig groaned. “What the hell. It’s true that I have no life. Oh, yeah. And that I’m horribly underpaid. Let’s go get a beer.”

				* * *

				Leaving the offices of Fuller and Miro, Kieran paused on the sidewalk. She didn’t need to head to Finnegan’s tonight; Declan didn’t expect her to work all day and then all night every night of the week. And this was Wednesday night, traditionally slow. But she didn’t feel like going home, so she headed for the subway.

				The term rush hour could mean almost anything in New York City. It now extended far beyond the morning going-into-work and early evening getting-off-work hours.

				As she walked the block and a half to the subway entrance, she thought about the city. She loved her hometown. She knew that, once upon a time, there had been signs at a number of businesses that read No Irish Allowed. But now, some of the finest St. Patrick’s Day festivities in the country were right here in New York. Everyone came to the Big Apple. The Statue of Liberty was there, the very symbol of America to many. Immigrants from all over the world had met prejudice here, then become accepted as Americans here, and it was still one of the most wonderful melting pots to be found anywhere. New Yorkers had a reputation for being rude, and there was the standard joke about not making eye contact. But New Yorkers weren’t rude; they were just trying to get from point A to point B on an island that was sometimes filled with more than twenty million people.

				And, of course, when you had millions of people running around, you were bound to get a bad element now and then. Muggers, thieves, rapists and murderers. And yet, for a city the size of New York, she thought that the police did a damned good job. Crime was very much on a downward trend.

				Just outside the subway entrance, Kieran saw a woman with a map in her hand looking baffled. She paused to offer her assistance. The woman looked at Kieran warily for a moment, and then smiled with relief and admitted she was lost. Kieran was able to direct her to the A train. She thanked Kieran, then walked away with a wave and a smile. Kieran hurried down the stairs to catch her own train.

				The subway platform was filled with all kinds of people: businessmen in suits and carrying briefcases, women leaning on the uprights to change from their work heels into their “getting around” sneakers or sandals. Several women in burkas were herding a group of children and trying to keep a safe distance from the edge of the platform. She could hear the distinct Southern accent in a nearby woman’s voice as she chatted with friends about a play she had seen the night before. A group of uniformed Catholic-school students was milling nearby, talking about homework assignments.

				A foursome of high-school boys was hanging out at the edge of the platform, laughing and cutting up. At least half the people there looked bored and tired and ready to be home. It was going to be a crowded train.

				She stepped closer to the tracks. As she did, she noticed a man in a dark hoodie standing some distance away. She couldn’t see his face; his head was down and he’d pulled the hoodie low over his forehead.

				She felt oddly uneasy and wondered why; she’d passed dozens of people in hoodies on her way to the train.

				It was spring. Hoodies were perfect for spring, just enough when there was a chill in the air, not too much when the sun was warming things up.

				She forced herself to stop looking at the man and pulled out her phone. She found a group message from Kevin to her and her brothers to say that his shoot had gone great. The director had mentioned using him for a new cola ad he was shooting soon.

				She texted back that she was proud and delighted.

				When she looked up, the man in the hoodie was gone.

				She turned in the direction the train would be coming from and saw light, a sure indication that it was on its way.

				It was then that she felt someone behind her. She wasn’t sure what had alerted her, but she could tell that someone was there.

				She stepped quickly out of the way, edging between a rabbi and a teenage Goth.

				She heard a scream.

				When she turned in that direction, she saw that someone was falling.

				Onto the tracks.

				And the train was practically there.

				It was a teenage girl wearing a Catholic-school uniform. Her backpack had gone flying, and she was down on her knees.

				Kieran didn’t think. She simply reached out to help the girl. People were screaming and shouting directions, but she ignored them as the girl looked at her with grateful eyes and grabbed her hand.

				Kieran pulled hard, the train’s roar loud in her ears. The girl flew through the air, falling back on Kieran, knocking her over. Several people—who had tightly gathered first to board the train and then to help with the rescue—fell, as well.

				The train shrieked to a halt.

				Kieran heard shouts from all over.

				“Hey! What happened?”

				“Is anyone hurt?”

				“That girl was nearly killed!”

				Kieran felt as if she was being crushed beneath the weight of all the people on top of her. They were trying to disentangle themselves and get to their feet. As soon as she could move, she scrambled to do the same. As she tried to stand she realized that her skirt was hiked up around her hips. She quickly pulled it down, then accepted the hand of the rabbi, who had a look of concern and admiration on his face.

				She thanked him quickly, then looked around. There was still chaos everywhere.

				“She was pushed! That kid was pushed.”

				Someone from the transit authority had arrived. Then, as if they’d called on some kind of warp speed, police were flooding the platform.

				Kieran wanted out. She tried to back away and bumped right into an officer—tall and powerfully built and intimidating in his crisp uniform.

				“Hold on, miss. You’re the one who helped her up, aren’t you?” he asked.

				“I gave her a hand, that’s all,” Kieran said. She wanted to disappear. The situation was nerve-racking.

				“She’s a hero!” someone cried.

				“Hey, she was on the news the other night. She helped catch those jewelry thieves!” someone shouted.

				Her face flooded what must have been a brilliant shade of red.

				“Please,” Kieran said to the officer. “I have to get out of here.”

				“Sorry, but I can’t let you go till we’ve talked to you about what you saw. Hell, we have to close the station, talk to everyone who might have seen anything. People are saying a man pushed her onto the tracks just as the train was coming. Is that what happened?” he asked.

				“I don’t know. It’s rush hour,” Kieran said. “There were tons of people, jostling and pushing and... I don’t know.”

				“Did you see anyone suspicious?” he asked her.

				She started to speak, but the words froze in her throat.

				Was she obsessed with men in hoodies now? She’d seen that guy, and then he’d disappeared. And then she had been certain that...

				That he was behind her.

				And then that girl had fallen. Or been pushed.

				“This is New York. What do we consider suspicious?” she asked.

				The way the officer looked at her, it seemed that he considered her to be suspicious.

				“Anyone acting strangely? Agitated, intense...something other than tired and ready just to get on a train and get home,” the officer said.

				She couldn’t say. No, she just didn’t want to say. She was afraid that she’d become paranoid, convinced that men in hoodies were chasing her everywhere.

				Which meant, of course, that she was afraid of at least 10 percent of the people walking around the city.

				“You’re the girl from the jewelry robbery, aren’t you?” he asked. “I saw you on TV.”

				She nodded. “Yes,” she said, looking at him and deciding honesty was the best policy. “And that’s why I’m hesitant to say anything. I’m worried that I’m just being paranoid because of what happened that night. There was a man on the platform walking around in a dark hoodie with his head down. I saw him, but then I looked away for a second, and when I looked back he was gone. And then I had the feeling someone was behind me, and I was afraid it was him. So I moved away from the edge of the platform, and the next thing I knew, that girl was on the tracks. Please, may I go?”

				“Not until we’ve taken your statement.”

				She felt her phone vibrating in her pocket. She pulled it out, looked down and winced.

				It was Declan. She sighed and said, “Mind if I take this? It’s my brother. God knows, this could be on the news already, and I don’t want him worrying.”

				The officer nodded and stared at her expectantly. Apparently she wouldn’t be having this conversation in private.

				She smiled and answered.

				“Hey, kid, what’s up?” he asked her. “You don’t have to work the bar tonight. You know that, right? You probably had a long day.” She was relieved to realize he hadn’t heard anything about the subway incident.

				“I actually was on my way there, but there was an accident on the subway.”

				“You’re okay?” he asked anxiously.

				“I’m fine. A girl fell onto the tracks—” no way was she telling him the girl might have been pushed “—and I was right there, so I helped her up, and now I have to give a statement. Are you being slammed? Do I need to hurry?” she asked, looking pointedly at the officer.

				It was growing apparent to her that the old saying was right: no good deed went unpunished.

				“Craig is here with his boss, who wants to meet you. Are you sure you’re all right?”

				“Absolutely,” she told him.

				“Where are you? Maybe one of these guys can get down there and help you out,” Declan said.

				Her blood seemed to drain away. Without thinking, she said, “No, Declan, no. We can’t have them getting that cozy with us.”

				“Huh?”

				She didn’t want to explain her statement, and the perfect out suddenly occurred to her, not to mention it could keep her from being there all night.

				“Yes, send someone down.” She told him where she was, then smiled at the officer as she hung up. “The FBI is on the way,” she said sweetly.

				“I don’t care if God is on the way,” the officer said. “I need your statement.”

				She forced herself to keep smiling. The man’s badge said that he was Officer Kurtz, but she decided to try thinking of him as Officer Friendly. “I just gave you my statement,” she said.

				He pulled out a pad of paper. “I need it again. From start to finish.”

				Kieran looked around. Other people were speaking with different officers. Emergency med techs had arrived and were speaking with the girl who had fallen onto the tracks; they had her on a gurney. The crowd had thinned out. Apparently some people had already escaped the scene. Others were talking loudly and almost enthusiastically about their experience.

				Kieran took a deep breath. “I don’t know what happened. The platform was crazy crowded, but it was rush hour, so I didn’t think anything of it. I was people watching, and then I saw a man in the hoodie standing over there.” She pointed. “Like I said, I looked away, and when I looked back he was gone. I had this feeling that he’d come up behind me—I don’t know why, I just did—so I moved away between a rabbi and a woman dressed like a Goth. The next thing I knew, that girl was on the tracks and everyone was screaming. I don’t know what else to tell you. I didn’t see what happened to her, only that she was down there, so I reached for her, and the next thing I knew, I was on the floor with her and a bunch of other people on top of me.”

				He nodded, taking notes, and then said, “Your name is Kieran Finnegan, right?”

				“Yes. How do you know that?”

				“I told you. I saw you on TV. Couldn’t miss hearing about you, to tell the truth. Didn’t you notice that the press were in love with you?” He looked over her shoulder. “And speaking of those vultures, here they are. Whatever... Can you sign this for me? And put your phone number and address there, please.”

				She scribbled her name and the information he had requested, trying to look over her own shoulder at the same time.

				The media had indeed descended.

				She wasn’t sure how they’d gotten in—the police had cordoned off the entry and were letting people go as they finished speaking with them, but they weren’t allowing anyone else in—yet somehow the press had made an appearance.

				She could only imagine what the closing of this one line was doing to traffic and commuters citywide. Most people took incidents like this seriously. Still, there would be those who were sure they were only being inconvenienced because an idiotic girl had been playing around and managed to land herself on the tracks.

				But...

				She hadn’t been fooling around, just chatting with friends. And then she’d come close to being killed.

				“How am I going to get out of here?” she murmured aloud. The last thing she wanted was the press descending on her. It wasn’t that she was so humble, she realized. She just didn’t want the attention, certainly not now. And not for instinctively doing what anyone would have and reaching out a hand.

				Especially when maybe, just maybe, she was the one who was supposed to have wound up on the tracks.

				“Miss Finnegan, in all honesty, they’re here to report that sometimes, things have a happy ending. And imagine! It’s you again. The city has an angel. That’s the spin I’d give it, anyway.”

				“Trust me, I’m not an angel and I don’t want to be one. If you could—”

				“I can’t stop the press from reporting the truth,” he said.

				“No, but can you get me out of here?”

				Thankfully, she didn’t have to rely on his resources. No sooner had she handed back the signed report than she was stunned to see a group of men coming toward her.

				Danny was leading the charge, but right behind him she saw special agent Craig Frasier, the older man she’d seen with him the night of the robbery and another man, perhaps fifty—Craig’s boss?—white-haired, but lean and fit, as if he worked out with the same determination as Dr. Fuller.

				She doubted, however, that this man stayed so fit by playing tennis.

				How the hell had they gotten there so quickly?

				None of them was panting or sweating—certainly not Danny, who was unfortunately used to running hard since he’d had to do it so many times in the past, generally while running away.

				She quit questioning the situation as Danny stepped aside and the white-haired man showed his credentials to Officer Friendly, who had stepped forward, as if to stop them coming near her.

				“I hope you have all you need from this young woman,” the white-haired man said in a tone that said the response had better be yes.

				“Yes, sir. I have her signed statement,” Officer Friendly replied. “If she’s with you... We may need her again, but we know how to reach her.”

				“Excellent. It seems our timing is perfect. We’ll see the lady out. Thank you, Officer. Miss Finnegan, shall we?”

				Kieran wasn’t sure whether to be embarrassed, thrilled, smug—or more worried than ever.

				Before she knew it, she was back up at street level and suddenly aware of how the foursome had gotten there so quickly. A black sedan awaited them on the street, guarded by a beat cop.

				“Thanks, Reggie,” Craig Frasier told him, opening the rear passenger door and ushering her in.

				Danny entered from the other side, and she ended up wedged between her brother and Frasier, with the white-haired man driving.

				And as he sat next to her, those ice-chip eyes of his on her, Agent Craig Frasier murmured softly, “Miss Finnegan, you do seem to have a talent for finding danger. Just what is it about you?”

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER
SIX

				“MISS FINNEGAN, I’m sorry, but there wasn’t time for introductions in there,” the white-haired man said. “I’m assistant director Richard Eagan. I’m not sure if you two have met yet or not, but—” he nodded at the man beside him “—this is special agent Michael Dalton, Craig’s partner. I hope we didn’t drag you away against your will. I know the press were eager to talk to you. Saving the day twice in one week is news, even in New York.”

				“Proud of you, sis,” Danny said, nudging her. “You saved her from a grisly death.” He shuddered, murmuring, “Even thinking about it...”

				“Thank you,” she said. “I’m pleased to meet you—and very grateful for the rescue. I just happened to be closest to her. Anyone else would have done the same.” She was acutely aware of Craig Frasier by her side—and equally aware that he was still watching her with suspicion.

				“We heard some of what happened on the way over—news travels at the speed of light today. Or sound,” Eagan said. “Or internet...waves or whatever they are. You’re probably tired of talking about it, but what exactly did happen down there?”

				“It was a typical rush hour,” she said. “I don’t think people mean to push and shove. And most of us are wary and keep a safe distance from the edge of the platform. I think there was just a—a surge in the crowd because the train was approaching.”

				She felt Craig Frasier’s eyes on her. She was lying, of course. But after what had happened the other night, how could she say she’d seen a man in a hoodie? That he’d made her nervous, so nervous that she’d moved away into the crowd?

				And that she was afraid maybe she was the one who was supposed to have fallen on the tracks?

				She didn’t want him to think she was paranoid.

				But, she realized, given how suspicious he was of her, he was bound to read her statement to the police. Feeling as if special agent Craig Frasier could actually read her mind, she decided on a few sentences of honesty that she hoped wouldn’t sound paranoid or, worse, delusional.

				“The officer asked me if I saw anything suspicious. I told him that I saw a guy in a hoodie,” she said, “and then I looked away and he was gone when I looked back up. I don’t think he pushed the girl, though, even though people were saying someone did. I think he just made me nervous because of the other night, and it worries me. It’s spring. Lots of people wear hoodies this time of year. I didn’t see anything, so I just don’t know.”

				That was the truth. How did the man manage to make her feel so off-kilter, even when she was telling the truth?

				She couldn’t help but look Craig’s way. Yes, he was watching her assessingly.

				They pulled up in front of the pub just then, and Eagan pulled into a no-parking space, then tossed a permit of some kind onto the dash.

				They all got out, but before they could even enter the building, Declan and Kevin rushed out, followed by a half dozen of their regulars and even a couple of curious strangers.

				Kieran wanted to sink into the pavement. Once again she was hailed and cheered, grabbed and squeezed by her brothers. Mary Kathleen, with her huge green eyes and bright red hair, was right there with Declan, hugging her between them. Bobby O’Leary had actually left his seat at the bar for her, and even Jimmy—who she was pretty sure spent more time at the pub than he did working—came out to embrace her. Then again, Jimmy had made enough money so that he didn’t have to work anymore if he didn’t want to. He worked, he told her once, because he had to, or lose his mind doing nothing.

				Tonight, he was with the paler of the two men from the other day, a tall man with hair so blond it was almost white. Nordic, she thought. He hugged her, as well.

				Chef Rory O’Bannon, an Irishman from County Cork, and his two grill cooks, brothers Pedro and Javier Marcos, came out and took turns hugging her and praising her bravery. They’d all been with Finnegan’s for over five years and were like extended family. Pedro had once told her cheerfully that he and Javier were from the very south of Ireland, a nod to their Puerto Rican roots, though the brothers themselves had been born in the Bronx.

				It seemed to take an hour before all the hugging was done and she was seated in a back corner—despite her insistence that she was fine and more than capable of helping out—surrounded by Richard Eagan, Michael Dalton and, of course, Craig Frasier.

				Dalton was a nice guy who watched her with a combination of amusement, admiration and curiosity. Frasier watched her as suspiciously as ever.

				After a few minutes of casual conversation, Eagan turned serious. They were there, he told her flatly, because he’d wanted to meet her.

				“Your timing was perfect. I can’t believe you got to me so quickly,” Kieran said.

				“Craig drove, though I insisted on the siren. He’s one hell of a driver. Traffic’s always at a dead stop somewhere in this city. I’d hate to be emergency services. They must dream about traffic at night,” Eagan said.

				Does that mean you dream about vicious killers? she wondered but refrained from asking.

				Her hopes that once she’d met Eagan, the three of them would drink up and leave were quickly dashed when they started asking about the menu.

				“I’m starving,” Eagan told her. “No time for lunch today—nonstop meetings. What would you like for dinner, Miss Finnegan?”

				“Dinner?” she asked blankly.

				“A meal one eats at the end of the day,” Craig said lightly, smiling. He looked down quickly—smirking, she was certain. He was undoubtedly aware that she wanted them gone. “I’ve had the fish-and-chips,” he told Eagan. “It’s excellent. Tonight I thought I’d try their shepherd’s pie.”

				“Sounds good. Shepherd’s pie it is,” Eagan said.

				Danny was waiting tables tonight, and Kieran had been keeping an eye on him. Time and again she’d seen him point her out, beaming with pride.

				She silently cursed whatever fate had made her the one standing closest to the girl.

				Danny seemed to realize that the men were ready to eat and arrived to take their order. She didn’t feel up to eating anything and told him she would order later. The way he smiled at her made Kieran realize he’d completely forgotten that he’d stolen a diamond—or borrowed it, as he insisted—just a few days back.

				She wished she could do the same.

				In a way, it was nice that he was proud of her.

				In another way it was terrifying. How could he forget? These men were FBI!

				Danny took their order, and just as he left them, the door opened. As if just to put the icing on the bizarre cake that the night had become, Kieran saw Julie stand there for a moment looking around. Seconds later her friend saw her and raced over to the table.

				Ignoring the three men, Julie stared at her and gasped, “Are you all right? It’s all over the news, that poor girl in the subway... My God, it could have been you. Thank God you were there to save her! But are you sure you’re all right? First the other night, and now this!”

				“Julie!” Kieran snapped quickly, praying her friend wasn’t about to start spilling her guts about “the other night.” “I’m fine. These men are from the FBI. Craig Frasier, Mike Dalton and assistant director Richard Eagan.”

				Julie looked as innocent as Daniel had. Apparently the two of them still didn’t understand the gravity of what they’d done. Now she took the time to look around the table, her eyes widening. “Oh. Um, nice to meet you. I didn’t mean to be rude a minute ago. Kieran is my best friend...has been since we were kids. Anyway, I heard what happened, and I was so scared.” She stared at Kieran. “You haven’t been answering your phone.”

				“Sorry, I didn’t hear it ring. You know how loud it gets in here.”

				“That’s okay. I called Danny, and he said you were here,” Julie said, then looked suddenly embarrassed. “Sorry. I’m sure you’re talking about something official, so I...”

				She was met by a chorus of “No, not at all” from the three men, who all stood up to offer her their chairs.

				Julie took one. Not, unfortunately, special agent Craig Frasier’s chair, but Mike Dalton’s, leaving Craig between the two women.

				Kieran didn’t know whether to be relieved or worried that he now had two targets for those suspicious eyes of his.

				“Julie Benton,” Craig said, sitting again. He smiled, but to Kieran it looked like a predator’s smile. “Your husband is employed by the store where Kieran was taken hostage, isn’t that right?”

				Kieran frowned. Had she said Julie’s last name? Maybe. She didn’t remember. But if she hadn’t, then...did he know?

				Ridiculous. He probably knew everything there was to know about the store by now; he’d helped foil the robbery, after all. He undoubtedly knew the names of everyone employed there, along with their spouses, and he’d probably seen pictures of them, too.

				She tried to breathe normally.

				“Almost ex-husband, I’m happy to say,” Julie said, mincing no words. “And a wretched human being. It’s too bad that he wasn’t there when the robbers were.”

				Craig turned to Kieran. “Didn’t you say you stopped by hoping to see him?”

				“I didn’t know he wasn’t working at the time,” Kieran said.

				“Ah,” he murmured.

				“Shepherd’s pie, twice over, and a fish-and-chips,” Danny announced, swinging by and smiling at the agents as if they were old friends. “Sis, you really do need to eat. Did you decide what to order yet? Julie, my love, what can I get you?” he asked.

				“Nothing, Danny, thanks. I already ate,” Julie said.

				When Kieran shook her head and told him she wasn’t hungry, he shot her a questioning look but didn’t push it. “Well, then, I’m off. Gentlemen, another ale anyone?”

				“No, thanks, early day tomorrow,” Craig said, speaking for all of them.

				Just then Mary Kathleen called to Declan in her high, sweet brogue, “Declan! Turn up the telly, please.”

				A handsome young reporter with gel-slick hair and a plastic smile was in a hospital room with a pretty blonde girl lying in a hospital bed.

				“Ron Jacobs here, coming to you live and covering a human-interest story with a very happy ending. This is fifteen-year-old Shirley Martin, the young survivor of tonight’s incident or, as some are calling it, attack on the tracks. I hope you’re doing well, Shirley. All of New York is pulling for you tonight,” he said, moving the microphone toward her face.

				She really was a pretty girl, and the whole city really would be cheering for her, Kieran thought.

				Shirley smiled tremulously. “I’m fine. They’re just keeping me overnight as a precaution. I’m just so grateful to be alive.”

				“Of course, of course. Now, tell me, did you fall—or were you pushed?”

				“As I told the wonderful officers who helped me,” she said, “I don’t know. There’s always so much pushing and shoving on the platform, you know? I could hear the train, and the next thing I knew, I was on the tracks and a woman was reaching down to help me. I’m so lucky and so grateful she was there. Whoever she is, she’s an angel. I’d love to meet her and thank her in person.”

				“I’m happy to tell you, Shirley, that your angel is New York City’s own Kieran Finnegan. I’m sure she’s out there somewhere, maybe watching this very broadcast.” He addressed the camera. “We’d love to meet her, too, so, Kieran, if you’re out there, give us a call.”

				Shirley Martin smiled and said straight into the camera, “Please call. I plan to finish high school, then go to NYU for their performing arts program. I intend to act in film and on Broadway. Thanks to you, Miss Finnegan, I’m alive to get my shot.”

				She smiled broadly again, and Kieran had to wonder if they hadn’t practiced their “live coverage.”

				Once again, as everyone in the pub broke into whistles, toasts and applause, all Kieran wanted was to crawl under the table.

				She felt her face burn, but she forced a smile and waved.

				Then she felt Craig Frasier’s face close to hers, very close, as he whispered to her, “What’s the matter? Aren’t you enjoying your fifteen minutes of fame?”

				She turned to look at him, dismayed. And apparently he saw honesty in her face at last.

				“I’m sorry,” he said. “Really. It’s just that—well, most angels would want their moment of fame and the thanks of an entire city.”

				“Anyone would have done it,” she said almost desperately.

				“Actually, no. A lot of people would have jumped back or panicked, afraid they’d be pulled down. You need to give yourself more credit for your quick thinking and competence. But then again, I’ve seen you in action. Now, you’ve saved two people... Angel.”

				“I saved you from a water pistol,” she reminded him, and suddenly she couldn’t take it any longer. “Julie, gentlemen, if you’ll all forgive me, I really need to go home and crawl under the covers.”

				“Of course,” Julie said, looking guilty, as if she were personally responsible for Kieran’s need to escape.

				Which in a way she was, Kieran thought.

				The men stood, and Kieran couldn’t stop herself from glancing over at Craig.

				He was looking over at Kevin, who was standing by the bar, a towel in his hand. She could have sworn that the two men exchanged a look, and that her brother nodded.

				In two seconds Kevin was beside her. “You ready to head home?” he asked.

				“Yes.” She couldn’t keep a tinge of suspicion out of her voice.

				“Cool. I’m ready when you are.”

				“You coming with me again?”

				“Another shoot in the morning,” he said. “We’ll catch a cab. You’ve had a long day.”

				“I’m done eating,” Craig said. “I’ll drop the two of you, then swing back for Mike and my boss.”

				It seemed agonizingly long to Kieran, though it was only a few minutes, before they headed out to the street. Declan had to hug her, then Danny, and then half the pub again. But finally she was in the car next to Craig with Kevin behind her, headed toward St. Marks.

				“You know it will be a few days before people leave you alone, right?” Kevin asked her.

				“What do you mean?” she asked, glancing worriedly back at Kevin.

				“You’re the girl of the moment,” Kevin said. He looked out the window, as if searching for hidden paparazzi. “Reporters, bloggers, anyone looking for an audience is going to try to interview you. I guess people don’t know you’re a Finnegan’s Finnegan or the place would have been crawling with reporters.”

				Kieran leaned her head back and groaned softly.

				“Don’t worry. It will end soon,” Craig assured her. “The press is fickle. They’ve already forgotten about the other night, and they’ll move on again as soon as there’s a new sensation or a juicy scandal.”

				“Must be something going on at the karaoke bar,” Kevin said, sitting forward to peer out the windshield as they drew close to her building. “Reporters, I bet. The wolves are congregating.”

				“Great. Everyone knows where I live. How is that?” Kieran asked.

				“Easy enough information to find,” Craig said.

				“I can’t believe this,” she said, falling back on the seat and staring ahead. What if she didn’t go home? She could sleep on a sofa at the office. That would be fine.

				“What do you want to do?” Kevin asked her.

				“Back to the pub, to a hotel, my office—anywhere but here,” Kieran said.

				Craig kept driving past the clump of reporters milling on the sidewalk.

				She hoped the karaoke bar would at least get some extra business from curiosity seekers drawn by the men and women of the media with their cameras, notepads and microphones, then staying to sing.

				Craig pulled over about five minutes later, near Cooper Union and about a block off Broadway.

				“Where are we?” she asked.

				“My place. We’ll hang out here for a bit. Maybe I can get you home unnoticed in a few hours,” Craig said. “If not, I have an extra bedroom and an office with a sofa. Plenty of room.”

				“In New York City?” she asked incredulously, staring at him.

				“I bought my place right after the housing collapse about ten years ago,” he explained briefly. “Anyway, make yourselves comfortable.”

				“What about your boss and your partner?” Kieran asked.

				“I’ll give them a call.”

				“You’re going to make your boss call a cab?” She was incredulous.

				Craig shrugged that off. “We’re sworn to protect and serve. That comes first.”

				She wasn’t sure that protecting a woman from the press fell into that category, but Craig Frasier seemed completely comfortable with what he was doing.

				He found a place to park on the street, quiet except for the faint sounds of music and revelry from a horror-themed club on Broadway. While making his call, which seemed to go fine, he led them to his building door, unlocked it after quickly sifting through his keys, then led them down a hall.

				The building was beautiful, dating back to the deco era. Everything was well maintained, and crown molding and arched doorways gave it a charming look. The lone elevator appeared to be hand run, a unique, glass-enclosed vestige of the past, but Craig started up the stairs and they followed.

				His loft was incredible. It must have been several thousand square feet, with half walls separating it into rooms. The kitchen stretched into the dining area, which stretched into the living area, with the other rooms off to the side.

				At the far end of the living area, a large-screen TV hung on the wall, surrounded by shelves that were filled with books, games, CDs and DVDs in seemingly random order. That slight messiness surprised Kieran; she would have expected an FBI agent to be somewhat anal about keeping everything in order.

				The couches and sofa were old leather pieces, comfortable and inviting, and there was a fireplace to the side with another couple of chairs, then the dining area, with a simple wooden table and six chairs. The kitchen was fairly new.

				“Guest room is the first door there, my office next and then my room,” Craig told them.

				“I’m going to crash, sis,” Kevin said to her. “I have to be a bouncing ball of dryer fluff in the morning.”

				“I thought we were just staying a little while to see if the press would give up and I could go home,” Kieran protested.

				“Bouncing balls of dryer fluff need their rest,” Kevin said.

				“Don’t they also need to shower and brush their teeth?” she asked.

				“I can set an alarm for 5:00 a.m.,” Craig said. “We’ll all get up, and I’ll take you both to your place, Kieran. That should give you both plenty of time to get ready for the day. Meanwhile, make yourself at home. You’re welcome to shower here, of course, and I may even have an extra toothbrush or two in the bathroom cabinet.”

				“Kieran, it’s the best plan,” Kevin said, his tone serious. “Unless you want to give the vultures what they want, get over it.”

				“Fine,” she said with a sigh. “You want the guest room or the sofa?”

				He laughed. “You’re the girl. You get the guest room.”

				“You’re my twin, and you know I don’t care about stuff like that.”

				Kevin put his hand over his heart. “Mom might be looking down,” he said, “and she would never forgive me if I stole the guest room.” The genuine emotion behind his joking words made her feel a tremendous swell of affection for him, a measure of the strength of their sometimes difficult family bond.

				“Okay, well, good night,” she said, heading toward the door Craig had indicated. Nearly there, she paused and looked back at him. He was still regarding her with what looked very much like suspicion. “Thank you,” she said. “I really don’t think this kind of hospitality is in your job description.”

				“We serve where we can,” he said.

				He continued to stare at her, making her feel as if both sparks and chills were taking turns running through her bloodstream and into her very bones.

				Why couldn’t she have wound up sharing that getaway van with an older agent, a fatherly type, someone who didn’t...

				Didn’t do this to her.

				She smiled weakly and disappeared into the guest room.

				It was nice—neutrally nice. Smallish, with a wardrobe rather than a closet, a dresser, period seascapes on the walls and blue bedding. She set down her bag and sat on the bed, awkward and uncomfortable for a minute, but also very aware that she was exhausted from the tension and worry of the past few days.

				Just what she needed. Her miscreant brothers getting buddy-buddy with the FBI.

				She could hear Craig and Kevin discussing the contents of the shelves by the flat-screen TV. The next thing she knew, she heard the muted sounds of a video game being played. So much for Kevin getting his rest, she thought.

				Frustrated and completely confused, she made herself lie down. To her amazement, she immediately began to doze, even with the noise.

				As she felt herself fading, she realized, to her dismay, that she could sleep because she felt safe.

				Why this sudden need to feel safe? She’d lived in the city her whole life. She loved her job, the pub and having her own apartment.

				But that was before someone had tried her apartment door, before she’d felt she was being stalked by a man in a hoodie and a girl had ended up on the subway tracks moments later.

				The next thing she knew, she was waking groggily with special agent Craig Frasier knocking at the bedroom door, telling her that it was 5:00 a.m.

				* * *

				Craig went in to work early—ridiculously early—after he dropped off his guests and stopped by a diner for breakfast.

				He pulled out the reports he’d been working on, sheets and sheets of eye-witness statements and forensics from the diamond thefts. Glancing at the clock impatiently, he rose at last and headed for the tech department. To his surprise and pleasure, he found that Wally O’Neill was in his office, or rather, his cubicle.

				“Hey,” Wally said, after nearly dropping his coffee cup, startled by Craig’s appearance so early in the day. “I was looking forward to seeing you. You can tell the bosses that you were right. They were in too much of a hurry to put a bad situation behind them.”

				“Tell me more,” Craig said.

				“I’ve finished my analysis, and there are definitely two sets of jewelry thieves out there. To be fair, I’m not surprised you and Miss Finnegan were the only ones who saw the differences because they’re not obvious. The guys you caught are five-nine, five-ten, six foot even and six foot one. The guys from the Jersey tapes are six even, six-one, six-one and six-two.”

				“Great work, thanks,” Craig said. He wasn’t pleased or relieved; he wished he’d been wrong. At least he’d saved innocent men from a murder charge, but that meant the killers were still out there. “Have you sent the info up to Eagan yet?”

				“Emailed it to him...marked urgent. If he’s in, I’m sure he’s seen it.”

				“Are you analyzing the video surveillance from the subway last night?”

				“Not officially—NYPD are handling that. But Eagan managed to get it to me.”

				“May I see?”

				“Sure. And in my opinion? That kid was pushed.”

				“Show me,” Craig said. He dragged a chair from the next cubicle to join Wally at his computer.

				The footage was grainy and only caught so much.

				“I backed up pretty far before the incident,” Wally said. “I was looking for that guy in a hoodie from the Finnegan woman’s police report and several of the witness statements.”

				“And?”

				“I found twenty guys who could be him.”

				“Great,” Craig muttered.

				“Wait, wait—I’m not your go-to man for nothing,” Wally assured him. He paused the footage. “Guy in a hoodie here, guy in a hoodie there. But they look up, they look around, they look at their phones. Now...” He unfroze the frame and images went by. Then he stopped the film again. “Guy in a hoodie here. Head down all the time. Dark hoodie, either black or dark gray. Watch him—never looks up once.”

				Craig studied the man as he paced the platform, then found a place by a pillar and lounged against it.

				He was in a position where he could watch the stairs, see who was coming down. And still, it was impossible to see his face.

				“There’s Miss Finnegan,” Wally said, pointing.

				Craig looked, and there was Kieran, coming down the stairs in her work suit. She smiled and apologized to someone as they brushed shoulders, then merged into the crowd. He saw her look around and frown and then take out her phone.

				He saw the people on the platform, teens, uniformed schoolgirls, a rabbi, several Muslim women, everyone waiting, some patiently, some less so, edging forward.

				Everyone edging forward.

				Kieran looked up from her phone and appeared to be searching for someone.

				The guy in the dark hoodie had shifted. He’d joined the throng, moving in more and more closely, filtering his way between people until he was directly behind Kieran. And as if she sensed someone there, she moved away from the edge and closer to the rabbi.

				And then the girl fell.

				Had the guy in the hoodie pushed her?

				Or had he, like those around him, just surged forward?

				He saw the chaos that ensued, the girl on the tracks and Kieran—right above her—reaching out. The girl scrambled up with the aid of Kieran’s hand, almost leaping onto the platform as if her life depended on it.

				Which it did.

				After that it looked as if all the pins in a bowling alley had been struck, with people falling here, there and everywhere. They’d all been pushing to get on the train, and then some had tried to help Kieran, while others had apparently gotten caught in the crush.

				“Looks like our Miss Finnegan is a true hero,” Wally said. “What are the odds on that? The same woman who came in here to help winds up saving a life a few days later.”

				What were the odds?

				Had the man in the hoodie been aiming for Kieran Finnegan and accidentally pushed the wrong girl?

				“Thanks, Wally,” Craig said, glancing at his watch. Mike should have arrived by now. He was going to head up and have a talk with his partner and then assistant director Eagan.

				He was attracted to Kieran Finnegan, and if he had any sense, he would step out of the picture entirely. Of course, he couldn’t do that now without explaining himself.

				Besides, he was still suspicious of her.

				She was holding something back, and he needed to know what it was, needed to know if it impacted the case or not.

				Had she been in on the thefts somehow? She’d known that there were two separate groups of thieves at work. That could indicate that she was connected to one of them. On the other hand, if she was connected, would she have shared what she knew, what she saw?

				He was of two minds. The first possibility was that she knew something. And because she knew something, the killers saw her as dangerous.

				Or she was innocent, but for some reason the killers were afraid of her anyway. In that case...why?

				Either way, he was certain the woman was in danger.

				And he had to keep her safe.

				* * *

				Doctors Fuller and Miro had joined Kieran in her office.

				“We’re so proud of you,” Dr. Fuller said, brandishing his GQ smile. “So proud.”

				“The thing is, you really should grant an interview,” Dr. Miro said. “Our phone lines have been ringing off the hook.”

				Kieran winced. “People are bothering you here? At work?”

				“Yes, but the real point is that you did a good thing,” Dr. Fuller said. “Of course people want to know about it.”

				Kieran shook her head. “Please, please, I’m trying to keep a low profile and just lead my life. I can’t function like this.”

				“Don’t be silly,” Dr. Fuller said. “This is New York. Celebrities walk down the street daily, and they function just fine.”

				“You’re not at that level, so you have nothing to worry about,” Dr. Miro added. “A brief interview or two, everyone gets to feel good about their city and then the moment passes. There’s so much bad in the world. If you do an interview or two, you’ll make people feel good for a change. Trust me, it’s for the psychological good of the city.”

				“May I think about it?” Kieran asked.

				“There’s not really time for that, I’m afraid. Or not entirely. You don’t have to speak to anyone if you don’t want to, but the girl you saved—Shirley Martin—has been released from the hospital and is on her way here. We’ve arranged for limited media access, and the police are providing security,” Dr. Miro said.

				Kieran wished she’d thought to call in sick and considered claiming illness now.

				But a second later Jake rushed in. “They’re here. You really are a big deal, Kieran. Way cool.”

				Despite every instinct inside her screaming that she should run, she wound up out in the crowded reception area, where Shirley Martin—adorable, but quite clearly determined to make this a step on her path to fame and fortune—thanked her, as did a very attractive young man who was an assistant to an assistant at the mayor’s office. To Shirley’s credit, Kieran thought she was sincerely grateful, but she also played up the fact that she had almost died and seemed to think she might as well make use of the terror she had endured.

				Kieran reiterated yet again that any decent human being would have offered a hand.

				Eventually they all left, but not before she was given a huge bouquet of flowers from the attractive assistant to the assistant and a repeat of the heartfelt thanks of her city.

				Jake, Dr. Fuller and Dr. Miro beamed at her.

				“Um, do we have any real work to do today?” Kieran asked.

				“I have to be over at Rikers in an hour,” Dr. Fuller said.

				“I have a deposition,” Dr. Miro said. Then she sighed. “Come on, Kieran. Just let us bask in the knowledge that we hired you, and that makes us good judges of character.”

				“Thank you,” Kieran said. “And?”

				“And what?” Dr. Fuller asked.

				“What would you like me to do?”

				“Oh, right. You’re going to be interviewing a young woman who’s out on bail,” Dr. Miro said. “She’s coming here under police escort.”

				“What did she do?”

				“She pulled a Lorena Bobbitt,” Dr. Fuller said. “Hacked it off in the middle of the night. Husband is alive, and it’s been sewn back on. We need to know if there was abuse, or if she was just pissed off because he was sticking it somewhere else.”

				“Dr. Fuller! How professional,” Dr. Miro chastised.

				“Hey. It is what it is,” Dr. Fuller said. Then he looked at his Rolex. “She’s not due for another few hours, and you are due an extended lunch.”

				“Thank you,” she said. “I’ll just take it in my office.”

				There was no way in hell she was going out on the street right now. She was going to text Kevin, since he would be bouncing around in his commercial shoot right now and wouldn’t have his phone on him. She was going to tell him that he was picking her up at the end of the day. She wasn’t leaving this office alone.

				Great. Now she was paranoid about leaving work.

				When Jake was back in reception, the doctors had returned to their offices and she was alone at her own desk at last, she sent her text and sat back.

				Free time. She actually had free time. She could pull out the book she’d been reading, the newest in a fantasy series she loved. No, she’d lost the concentration to read.

				She just sat at her desk and wondered again if the man in the hoodie had pushed that girl last night—and if he’d intended to push her instead.

				And if so...

				Why?

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER
SEVEN

				CRAIG AND MIKE spent the day going over witness reports and video from the robberies, convinced that the killers were still out there. Biding their time.

				They were probably waiting to hear that the four men who had been caught were being charged with murder.

				Late that afternoon, Eagan had called a press conference and reported painfully that the police were still actively seeking the persons who had robbed two jewelry stores in New Jersey and murdered two people. He asked for vigilance and warned that the people they were seeking were armed and highly dangerous, but he also asked people not to panic.

				Craig was about to call it a day when Mike appeared in his office doorway.

				“You gotta see this!” Mike said.

				“What?”

				“News replay. You can pull it up on your computer. Search for ‘New York City’s superhero.’”

				Craig typed, and up popped Kieran in the ultramodern foyer of the offices of Fuller and Miro, surrounded by people and standing next to the girl she’d saved the night before. She was calm and polite but brief in her answers, all the while looking as if she wanted to be somewhere, anywhere, else. The interview, such as it was, ended, and the reporter turned to the camera. “There you have it, folks. A new motto for the city of New York. ‘Any decent human being would offer a hand.’ Words we should all live by here in the Big Apple.”

				After that Kieran got flowers, and Shirley Martin informed the reporter that she’d been asked in for several auditions and was sure she was on her way. She was clearly relishing her fifteen minutes, while Kieran was quite clearly shrinking from hers.

				“She looks miserable, doesn’t she? The good thing is her fame is about to dim. Eagan’s revelation that we haven’t caught the killers after all will take precedence.”

				“Yeah, that’s a good thing.” Craig knew he didn’t sound convincing.

				“What’s wrong?”

				“I don’t know, Mike. Did you watch the subway footage?”

				“I did. With you, remember? And, yes, we all wonder about the guy in the hoodie.”

				“But was he intending to push Kieran Finnegan?”

				“Why would he have wanted to do that?”

				“Maybe he thinks she knows something.”

				“Like what? Sure, she was there when we caught the thieves, but what would that have to do with the killers who are still out there?”

				Craig shook his head. “I don’t know.”

				“Think maybe the killers are mad because they know it’s partly down to her that we know they’re still out there? Eagan said in his press conference that our computer techs acted on a tip from a witness when they proved that the men we have in custody didn’t murder anyone. It’s pretty obvious that she’s the witness he meant. Still, I don’t see why anyone would be after her for that.”

				“I just have a hunch, you know?”

				Mike shrugged and then smiled. “A hunch? Or more?”

				“What do you mean?”

				Mike laughed. “Hey, the freakin’ air sizzles when the two of you so much as look at each other.”

				“Don’t be ridiculous,” Craig said, immediately defensive.

				“She saved your life.”

				“It was a water pistol.”

				“Might not have been.” Mike smiled. “Hey, what’s not to like? The woman’s gorgeous and smart, and she’s given the whole city a motto to live by.”

				“She’s a victim and a witness,” Craig said.

				“And you’re worried about her. Not a bad thing. And we’re investigating, though I’m not sure how we can stretch our investigation to include Finnegan’s on Broadway.”

				“There’s something, Mike. Something she’s hiding. Hell, maybe it’s something to do with that pub.”

				“You’re suspicious of her?”

				“Not suspicious, exactly,” Craig said. “There’s just...something.”

				“Then go get her, dude.” Mike looked at his watch. “Quitting time—and tomorrow’s going to be a long one.”

				In the morning they would be going back to Rikers and interviewing the four thieves again. They’d try to discern if one of them might know who had gotten wind of them, and how, and decided to imitate them, with lethal consequences.

				“Yeah,” Craig said, rising. “I’ll do that. I’ll go get her. She may need rescuing again.”

				“From evil forces.”

				“I don’t think the press likes to be referred to as an ‘evil force,’” Craig said. “But, yes, I’m going to go and rescue her from the press.”

				* * *

				In her quest to fulfill her life’s dream, Shirley Martin was thrilled with her moment of fame.

				In her quest to fulfill her life’s dream, Kieran was plagued by it.

				Officers escorted Tanya Lee Hampton to Kieran’s office exactly on time. Kieran introduced herself and welcomed the woman, ready to let her talk, but also ready to ask questions that might uncover any underlying truth Tanya was unwilling to reveal.

				Things didn’t start off well.

				Tanya was dark haired, young and pretty—and voluptuous. She eyed Kieran curiously as she sat down. “You’re her!” she said.

				“Her?”

				“The ‘Subway Savior.’”

				“Yes, I’m afraid so,” Kieran said ruefully. “Are you uncomfortable speaking with me?”

				“Hell, no—it’s exciting.” Tanya’s eyes widened. “Did you leap right down onto the tracks? Could you hear the train coming? Did you, like, throw her over your shoulder or something?”

				“I gave her my hand, just like any decent person would have done.”

				“Yeah, I guess,” Tanya said, sighing and sinking back into her chair. “I guess a decent person wouldn’t have hacked off her husband’s tallywhacker, huh?”

				“Why did you do it, Tanya?”

				Kieran was surprised when the woman’s demeanor changed. She’d been almost nonchalant, even rebellious, at first. Suddenly something was different.

				“Tanya?” she asked softly.

				Tanya just shook her head. “I couldn’t take it anymore.”

				“Take what? My report says that he was seeing other women. Do you mean you couldn’t take the fact that he cheated on you?”

				“Whatever,” Tanya said, looking away.

				“So that wasn’t it?”

				The woman winced, looking down. Then she met Kieran’s eyes again. “It was big, you know. Like...huge. He loved to brag about it.”

				“I see,” Kieran said.

				“No, no, you don’t,” Tanya said, and of course she was right.

				And then Kieran suddenly knew. “He hurt you with it, didn’t he? With sex. Did he force you?”

				Tanya looked startled. “Yeah, and I know it’s rape if a guy forces his wife. But...”

				“But?”

				“It wasn’t just that,” Tanya said, sounding as if she was barely breathing.

				“What?”

				“It was the things—the things he did with it.” Tanya was silent for a long moment, looking near tears. “The places...on me...he forced it. I couldn’t bear it anymore. I couldn’t take it. I couldn’t leave—no job and two kids. And I couldn’t—I couldn’t take the pain. I’m not stupid—I’m not well educated, but I’m not stupid. I know this makes it look like I am, but... I knew that I couldn’t do anything crazy, that they’d take me away and then my kids would be left with... But I wasn’t thinking when I did it. I just looked up after he made me bleed again, and he had a knife in the room to peel an apple he was eating in bed after and I...I just picked it up.” She fell silent again. “I never thought there would be so much blood. And he was screaming and screaming, and I...” She stopped speaking and lifted her shoulders, let them fall. “I called 911.” She shrugged again. “I hear they sewed it back on and that he’s going to live to brag another day. And I’ll go to jail for the rest of my life.”

				Kieran hesitated. She wondered why she’d chosen this work. It was so hard to see the suffering in others.

				“Tanya, what happened to you—what was happening—needs to be brought to the judge’s attention. My report is intended to help your lawyer. He or she will bring up the information about the way he was abusing you. I don’t mean to give you false hope, but—”

				“Oh, my God, no!” Tanya said, her face turning scarlet.

				“No—what?”

				“People will know! They’ll know...what he did to me.”

				Kieran was amazed that the prospect of others’ opinions could sway Tanya’s resolve to fight for herself.

				“They should know,” Kieran said. “Why would you let this happen to someone else?”

				Tanya was thoughtful. Tears sprang into her eyes. “My kids... Does that mean maybe I’d get my kids back?”

				“I’m not a lawyer. But, as a therapist, I can assure you that telling the truth is what you need to do right now, and that if anything will help you, it’s the truth.”

				As if taking Kieran completely at her word, Tanya launched into a flood of truths. By the end Kieran was surprised the woman hadn’t put the knife through her husband’s heart, though she didn’t say anything like that to Tanya. She assured her that she would write everything up and put it into the hands of her attorney.

				For once, Kieran thought after Tanya had left in the company of her police escort, her mind wasn’t on her own situation. She typed away furiously, consulting her notes frequently and occasionally replaying part of the recorded session.

				She had no idea how long she’d been working when she was startled to feel a presence behind her, though she’d never heard the door open.

				She spun around and nearly gasped when she saw who it was.

				Special agent Craig Frasier.

				* * *

				Moments after Craig arrived, Jake arrived at her door escorting Kevin and Julie.

				“Looks like we were all of the same mind,” Kevin said, looking at Craig. “You here to help my sister escape unscathed, too?”

				Craig nodded.

				“Thank you. All of you,” Kieran said. “Are there...people out there on the street, or have I been worrying for nothing?”

				“This is New York. Of course there are people on the street,” Kevin teased, but he sobered quickly. “Yeah, a few. One guy’s lounging against the building, smoking a cigarette, but I don’t think he really smokes.”

				“How do you figure that?” Julie asked.

				“He keeps coughing,” Craig said. “There’s a woman, too.”

				“Is she coughing, too?” Kieran asked him.

				“No. She’s holding a microphone and her news van is down the street,” he said. She winced, then looked at him hopefully, as if, he thought, she expected him to have an answer for her.

				And, actually, he did.

				“I tracked down the building superintendent. We can leave through the service entrance, then follow the alley out to the next street over. My car is on Park Avenue.”

				“Thank you!” Kieran leaped up and grabbed her bag and coat. Suddenly she seemed to remember that she’d been working, so she quickly shut down her computer. “Ready,” she said.

				The super was a nice guy. He had a heavy accent and had told Craig he was from the Ukraine. He was more than willing to help Kieran and kept bowing slightly toward her, making her flush and thank him over and over again.

				They left through the delivery door, and as they made their way through the alley, out to the next block and then down to Park, Kieran kept her head low. He couldn’t help but think that with her height, especially in heels or shoe lifts, her head down and covered in a hoodie, she could be a match for one of the killers they’d caught on camera.

				That was ridiculous. His heart—and the powerful sexual attraction he felt for her—fought against it.

				She seemed in a lighter mood than she’d been in the previous evening. Maybe she was hoping that tonight would pass without a hostage situation or a subway mishap. And maybe she even felt a little warmer toward him; he had, after all, helped her make her escape.

				“Where am I taking you?” he asked, once they were in the car. “Did you want to go straight home?”

				She hesitated, then said, “Finnegan’s, please. It gets busy on Thursday nights.”

				“You’re going to be in for it even if the press haven’t connected you to the bar yet,” Kevin warned her. “The city has a new motto, after all. ‘Any decent person would lend a hand.’ Funny how that’s taken precedence over the fact that you helped catch a gang of jewel thieves. Not to mention that, thanks to you, Miss Shirley Martin is now receiving offers from agents. I waited weeks to see some of those people, you know.”

				“Don’t be bitter, Kevin. She did have a few seconds there when she was certain she was going to die,” Kieran said.

				Kevin shook his head. “I’m not bitter. That’s the way the acting business works. Of course, if you decide to do another interview, you might want to make sure I’m with you so you can let the world know I’m the subway savior’s twin.”

				Craig looked at Kieran, wondering how she would take her brother’s words.

				“Will do,” she promised. She was sitting next to him in the front; Kevin was in the back. Craig saw their amused gazes meet in the rearview mirror.

				Twins. He’d heard they could sometimes read one another’s minds.

				He decided he should spend more time with Kevin. He was certain there was more going on here than he knew, and Kevin might be able to help him figure it out.

				And if he was wrong, and Kieran was on the up-and-up?

				Then Kevin might be able to offer some insights into the most fascinating woman he’d met in years.

				He hadn’t been sure whether he was going to drop her off at the bar or accompany her inside, but when he saw the open parking spot right near the pub, he considered the decision made and slipped into it.

				Kieran looked his way as he started to open his door.

				“You’re coming in?” she asked.

				“You may need a quick escape. Besides, I have a yen for fish-and-chips. And since I’m a horrible cook and your chef’s fish-and-chips are delicious...”

				“And you have such a nice kitchen, too,” she said, quickly stepping out of the car.

				Kevin grinned as he and Julie joined them on the sidewalk. “Come on in... The place will be hopping.”

				Kevin wasn’t kidding, Craig thought as the sounds of energetic conversation, along with the strains of a lively jig for violin, flute and drum, wafted out the door. He noticed that the outside menu board mentioned that Thursday nights offered Irish music from five until ten. No wonder there was a crowd.

				“Ah, by the saints and sinners, she’s arrived!” someone called as Kieran passed through the door. Craig was behind her, and he almost bumped into her when she stopped suddenly. He enjoyed the moment; the top of her head came to just beneath his chin, and the smell of her hair was pleasantly arousing.

				“Sorry,” she said, and started walking again.

				Declan rushed out from behind the bar, grinning. “Any decent person would lend a hand?” he asked her. “That’s all you have to say about what happened in the subway?”

				The song ended and the music stopped. “Ah, Declan, she’s here, eh?” called the man with the fiddle. “Ladies and gentlemen, three cheers for our own Kieran Finnegan!”

				People shouted her name, applauding.

				“Thank you,” she said loudly, ducking her head to hide her embarrassment. “Was that a jig? Don’t let me stop you.”

				The violinist grinned, picked up his instrument, and the music took flight again.

				“You’re looking lovely as always, Kieran,” Declan said. He looked past his sister to Craig. “Nice to see you again. Have you made yourself my sister’s guardian?”

				“Maybe,” Craig said with a shrug. “She’s been incredibly helpful to us, so we want to make sure she can get around easily.”

				“And he likes the food,” Julie said.

				“As any sane man would,” Declan said. “Well, I’d better get back to it.”

				“You slammed behind the bar?” Kieran asked him.

				“I’m doing all right. You sit and relax with your friends—and our layabout brother,” he added, looking at Kevin.

				“You need me?” Kevin asked.

				“No, we’re good. Danny is helping out on the floor.”

				“I’m too restless to sit,” Kieran said. “I’ll help out.” She turned to the others. “Forgive me, but I’ve got to keep busy.”

				And with that, she headed toward the bar.

				That was all right, Craig thought. Kevin and Julie were ready to sit and have a meal, so who knew what he might learn.

				“I’m so glad you’re looking out for Kieran,” Julie told him as they sat.

				He had more or less steered them toward a small booth right by the bar. He could keep an eye on Kieran, see who she interacted with, without being obvious about it.

				Meanwhile, he was curious about Julie, since it was her soon-to-be-ex husband who worked at the jewelry store where the theft had taken place. Kieran had said she’d only been there because of Julie.

				“She’s been very helpful with our case,” Craig said. “She was there that day to see your ex-husband, right?”

				“He’s been behaving like a real bastard,” Kevin said.

				It looked to Craig as if Kevin was staring at Julie distrustfully, as if he was worried what she might say.

				But Julie didn’t seem to notice. She turned to Craig and said, “He nearly killed our dogs! Well, my dogs now. I have a pair of rescue greyhounds. Benji and Sally. They’re so sweet and so beautiful, and he locked them in their crates and left them without food or water.”

				“You should have called animal control. It’s illegal to abuse animals,” Craig said.

				“I didn’t want them taken away. I just wanted them to be okay. As soon as I got back I gave them food and water, bathed them and washed out their crates. But I was still so mad.”

				“And since Kieran’s degree is in psychology,” Kevin said quickly, “she went to the store, hoping to see Gary and talk him into behaving like an adult.”

				“You can’t even imagine everything he’s done,” Julie murmured.

				Craig was afraid he was going to hear about all of it.

				He was half listening to Julie go on about how badly Gary was behaving and watching Kieran at the same time. He wondered if she’d taken her bartending expertise and used it when working on her psychology degree or if she’d used her interest in psychology as a bartender. Whichever. She was good with the customers—many of them obviously regulars—friendly and efficient without disrupting their private conversations. She spent a fair amount of time talking with an older man at the bar who seemed to be drinking nothing but soda and lime.

				But suddenly everything about her changed. She stiffened, and her smile froze.

				She appeared to be reacting to a group who’d just approached the bar, two men and a young blonde with huge breasts and a very low-cut blouse that displayed them to their best advantage.

				Silicone, he thought.

				The younger of the two men was tall, but not overly so. He had wavy dark hair and wore a well-tailored dark blue suit. His arm was draped casually around the woman’s shoulders, his hand dangling near her breasts. The older man had slicked-back silver hair and looked like an aging athlete; he was equally well dressed in a designer suit. They were talking and laughing as they waited for their turn to order.

				Suddenly the young man looked up and saw the way Kieran was looking at him. He jerked his head, as if to indicate that he was with the older man and had no choice but to be there.

				Gary. That had to be the nasty almost-ex, Gary Benton.

				His assumption was proved true when Julie looked up and let out a gasp. Kevin grasped her hand, either to comfort her or to keep her from leaping to her feet and attacking.

				Kieran stepped around from behind the bar to speak directly to the trio.

				He couldn’t hear their conversation over the music, but the older man was nodding, while the younger man had reddened and was clearly unhappy.

				The blonde woman tossed her hair back petulantly.

				“The nerve! How could he come in here?” Julie said, her voice thick with unshed tears. “And with his...bimbo!”

				“Just calm down, Julie, please,” Kevin said. “We can’t throw him out—there are laws and all—though, believe me, we’d be happy to kick him out if we could.”

				Danny, working the floor, had noticed the trio, too, and was moving in their direction.

				“You stay here with Agent Frasier, Julie,” Kevin commanded as he rose, then hurried to cut off his brother.

				“You really can’t give him a right jab to the jaw, Julie. You don’t want me to have to cart you off for assault, do you?” Craig said, trying to make her smile.

				She stared at him with sad brown eyes. “Would you really arrest me?”

				“I’m an agent, not a cop, but I’m still sworn to uphold the law,” he told her. He took her hand and held it tightly. “Look at me. Just...talk to me. Tell me, what do you do for a living?”

				“Huh? What?” Julie asked.

				He smiled. “What kind of work do you do?”

				“Oh, I’m a game designer.”

				“A game designer? That sounds exciting. What games?”

				“I, uh, work with a team. I guess our most popular game is ‘Dargon the Dragon Slayer.’”

				“One of my favorites,” he assured her.

				“You play video games?”

				“Love to play. When I can, that is.” While he’d been talking to Julie, he’d still been watching Kieran, her brothers and Gary and his friends.

				Kevin had blocked Danny before he could reach the threesome and was talking animatedly to his younger brother.

				Declan, oldest and clearly the master of the house, had just entered from the back room, rolling a keg. He stopped to watch what was going on.

				Kieran was still talking earnestly to Gary and his companions.

				And it seemed her strategy had been successful because the men were leaving. The older man was shaking his head, and now Gary looked angry as well as embarrassed. The woman tossed her hair petulantly again.

				They were on their way to the door when Gary saw Julie. For a moment he looked at her with loathing. Then he noticed Craig, and his eyes widened, his mouth tightening. He shook his head and mouthed the word “Bitch.”

				He didn’t actually say it to Julie, but it was said just loud enough for her to hear.

				Craig rose, staring him in the eyes. “Friend, that kind of language isn’t appropriate.”

				He knew he had the man by several inches, and Gary, too, seemed to realize that Craig was taller and bigger and undoubtedly tougher all around.

				The older man urged Gary Benton away, and the three of them left the pub.

				Craig saw Declan breathe a visible sigh and start rolling his keg again. Someone at the bar called out that they were getting parched. Kieran hurried back behind the bar.

				Julie’s hand trembled in Craig’s. Then, suddenly, she rose and threw her arms around him. “Thank you. Thank you so much.”

				He disentangled himself gently. “It was nothing. But you have to learn to ignore him.”

				“I know, and believe me, I’ve tried,” Julie whispered. “He just keeps sliding the knife in deeper and deeper.”

				He wished he knew what to say to that. “Try feeling sorry for him,” he suggested.

				“Sorry? For him? Why?”

				“Because he’s so messed up that he isn’t able to behave any way except badly. And because he’s clearly incredibly stupid if he left a woman as sweet and pretty as you.”

				“Thank you. It’s just scary to suddenly be alone.”

				“Julie, I know you’ve heard all this, but the right person is out there. You’ll find him. Like I said, you’re pretty and sweet, so learn to like yourself. Then you’ll know when a guy like Gary is just being a jerk.”

				He flushed suddenly, aware that Kieran was standing beside their table.

				He fought bad guys; he wasn’t a therapist. Was she going to think he was an idiot for trying to give advice?

				But she was smiling at him.

				“I keep telling her that. Maybe she’ll believe it coming from you,” she said.

				He shrugged and said, “How come no one’s been by to take our order?” He looked at Julie and whispered with a wink, “Service kind of sucks here, huh?”

				“Just part of the charm,” Kieran assured him. “Don’t worry. Rory, our chef, knows you’re here. He’s sending out something special.”

				He saw that she was smiling as she turned and headed back toward the bar. A moment later Chef Rory O’Bannon himself came out bearing three plates. His best Guinness pie, he told them. He was a big, florid man, but not overly heavy, perhaps forty-five or fifty, with a quick smile.

				“The finest you’ll have this side o’ County Cork,” he assured them. Then he frowned suddenly. “You’re not one of those vegetarians, are you, sir?” he asked Craig.

				“Not at all, and this looks delicious,” Craig assured him.

				“And you, missy,” Rory said, looking at Julie. “You’re as lovely as the dew on the Emerald Isle. Don’t be letting that damned fool steal another moment of your happiness.”

				“I won’t,” Julie promised, “and thank you.”

				Rory tipped his head and left.

				Craig assumed Kevin would be coming back. To his surprise, he glanced over to the bar and saw Kieran hand her bar towel to her twin and head back over to the table instead.

				“It’s really stew in a pastry crust,” she explained, sliding onto the seat next to Julie.

				“I’ve actually had Guinness pie before,” he assured her. “Not as good as this, I’m certain, but I have had it.”

				Julie turned to Kieran. “What did you say to him? To get him to leave, I mean.”

				“I actually appealed to Jimmy McManus, the man he came in with,” Kieran said. “I said that you were here this evening and feeling a bit down, and then I asked him nicely if they might go somewhere else for the evening.”

				“Jimmy’s a decent guy,” Julie said.

				Kieran looked across the table to Craig. “Thank you. I saw what you did.” She smiled. “All you had to do was stand up. Good show.”

				Craig shrugged, a little uncomfortable. “I just asked him not to use certain language. My mother taught me never to suffer fools. And my dad came from a very tall family of Highlanders. Height always helps.”

				“You were wonderful,” Julie breathed.

				Kieran looked down at her plate—hiding a little smile, he thought. She also seemed glad to have the attention on him rather than on her.

				“I have to say, Rory was right. This is the best Guinness pie this side of County Cork,” Craig said.

				An attractive young couple approached their table just then, apologizing for interrupting, then telling Kieran how proud of her they were.

				Thirty seconds after they left, an older woman came by, saying, “‘Any decent person would lend a hand.’ Nice, Kieran. I don’t know what this city is coming to—girls being pushed in subways, men killing people who don’t even fight back over diamonds. Diamonds! Just rocks. Wretched things. I hope they catch those bastards soon.”

				“We all hope so, Lorna,” Kieran said.

				The woman bade them good-night and left, but only after studying Craig curiously.

				“I should have introduced you,” Kieran said to him. “How rude of me. I’m sorry.”

				He shook his head. “No, I’m glad you didn’t. I’d just as soon stay anonymous. If you do introduce me to anyone, just use my name—say I’m a friend. Tell people you’re with the FBI and suddenly they’re afraid to say anything.”

				He thought he saw Kieran color a little. “Only the guilty ones,” she said.

				Julie smiled. “Hey, see the three guys over there at the far booth? Grooving to the music? They’re some of New York’s finest. This place is always filled with cops. New York has a lot of Irish cops, you know. Irish descent, at any rate.”

				“You’re Irish, too?” Craig asked her.

				“My dad,” Julie said, rolling her eyes. “I was a Jameson—no relation to the whiskey Jameson’s, I’m afraid.”

				The white-haired man who seemed to be a fixture at the bar with his soda and lime suddenly rose and came over to them. “Mind if I join you for a spell?” he asked, his brogue rich.

				“Of course not,” Kieran said. “Have you two met? Bobby O’Leary, this is my friend Craig Frasier.”

				“Frasier, eh?” Bobby said.

				“Yes, sir, how do you do?” Craig shook the man’s hand.

				“Scotsman, eh?”

				“My father’s father, yes.”

				“You’re that FBI agent.”

				“Yes,” Craig said.

				He was always in control, Kieran thought. But she saw his mouth tighten a bit and realized he wasn’t pleased that he was known to be with the FBI.

				“Saw you on the television with Kieran here. Scary thing. She’s precious to us. Glad you were there for her.”

				“Actually, sir, she saved me.”

				“From a water pistol,” Kieran said quickly.

				“Still, we had no idea we weren’t dealing with killers,” Craig said.

				“I think I was just functioning on adrenaline. Besides, I have a feeling you would have Rambo-ed your way out of the situation eventually,” she told him.

				Bobby wagged a finger at them both. “You be careful now, you hear? This is no joking matter. Those killers out there are real. Now you, sir, you’re trained for this. Kieran, you may be a hero, your face plastered all over the papers, but you take care, lass, take great care. There’s no Finnegan’s without you, you know.”

				He rose to leave them.

				“Bobby’s one of our oldest customers,” Kieran said.

				“He’s quite observant,” Craig remarked.

				“He’s been in recovery for years,” Julie added.

				“Must be hard, spending as much time in a pub as he does.”

				“Pubs aren’t just bars,” Kieran said. “Pubs are meeting places.”

				“Whoa, I wasn’t attacking the place!” Craig said, lifting a hand. “This is my new favorite hangout.”

				Her smile faded. She looked uneasy.

				Julie didn’t notice. “Rory outdid himself tonight,” she said. “This is delicious.”

				By the time they were finishing, the pretty young Irishwoman, Mary Kathleen, Declan’s red-haired fiancée, came hurrying over to them.

				“Julie, I know you’ve been wanting to move, and I have the perfect solution for you,” she said, flushing with pleasure.

				“What is it?” Julie asked.

				“My flat,” Mary Kathleen said. “I’m never there.” She glanced over at Kieran, blushing, a pretty sight given the fairness of her skin. “I’m with Declan all the time. Me toothbrush is there, you know? My place allows dogs. There’s a wee bedroom and a parlor, and a nice big kitchen. You and the pups would be gloriously happy there.”

				“Oh, I couldn’t!” Julie said.

				“You could,” Kieran told her. “It’s perfect for you. It’s right by the fire station on Reed Street, a great neighborhood, very safe.”

				“I can help you get your things in the morning, if you can take a few hours off work,” Mary Kathleen said. “In fact, you can come home with me tonight and we’ll get started packing up me things.”

				“Won’t Declan be upset you’re not going home with him tonight?” Julie asked.

				“He’ll be thrilled—he was the one who came up with this idea,” Mary Kathleen said.

				“Where are you living now?” Craig asked.

				“At the apartment Gary and I still share,” Julie said. “We avoid each other as much as we can. He ignores me and the dogs, I ignore him. We try to come and go at different times. I wanted to move in with my parents temporarily, but their building doesn’t allow dogs. I haven’t found anything else I can afford, and Gary refuses to leave.”

				“And you’re not afraid Gary will...try something?” Craig asked.

				“Oh, Gary is hateful, but he’s not violent,” Julie said. “He says things, but he’s never touched me or hurt me physically in any way.”

				That could change in a split second, Craig knew.

				“Go home with Mary Kathleen tonight,” he said. “Please.”

				“But the dogs...” Julie said.

				“We’ll go get the dogs right now,” Kieran said, rising. “I’ll borrow Declan’s car.”

				Julie paled. “What if he’s there tonight—after this?”

				“I’ll take you,” Craig said decisively as he stood.

				What the hell was he doing? He was getting far more involved than he’d intended. He’d meant to keep watch over Kieran. He hadn’t meant to become a member of the damned extended family.

				“Oh, no, we can’t ask you to do that,” Kieran protested.

				Her protest suddenly solidified his determination to help when only a moment ago he’d been wishing he’d never spoken.

				“Let’s go,” he said.

				A few minutes later he was driving down Broadway to Canal and planning to cut over to the West Village.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER
EIGHT

				IT WASN’T A long drive at all, but the whole time Craig kept wondering what the hell he was doing.

				He wasn’t a by-the-book guy in the sense that Marty was; he was by nature careful and thoughtful. He made sure he knew what he was doing, and when he chose a direction and moved forward, he always had a reason.

				This was crazy.

				He wasn’t a therapist.

				Or a bodyguard.

				And yet he had wedged himself into the middle of a nasty divorce.

				But what the hell else could he have done? As Kieran had said, any decent person would lend a hand.

				He was glad that she was along for the ride, too. He was still inexplicably on edge about her after watching the surveillance tapes from the subway.

				As he drove, he couldn’t stop keeping an eye out for people in hoodies. Unsurprisingly, there were lots of them.

				Julie’s apartment wasn’t too far over from Kieran’s place. She and Gary had the basement of a beautiful old brownstone. Craig remembered reading that the basements of the nineteenth-century row houses had originally been servants’ quarters.

				The apartment might once have been the servants’ quarters, but the servants had been given plenty of space. And Julie Benton had a flair for decoration. The walls held animation stills from her work, charming dragons and medieval fantasy sorcerers, knights in battle and more. There were collectible superhero action figures here and there, and plenty of twenty-first-century comforts. The television screen looked to be a good seventy inches; the cabinets surrounding it were filled with high-end sound equipment, controllers, remotes and more. Modernist lamps and mirrors completed the decor.

				“My place is nothing like this,” Mary Kathleen said.

				“Most of this is mine, but I’m not allowed to touch it. Everything is part of the divorce now,” Julie told her. “I don’t care about any of it, though, just my babies!”

				Her babies, of course, were the dogs, Benji and Sally. Benji was a brindle male, Sally a cream-colored female.

				Craig waited by the door while Kieran and Julie took them down the street for a walk, then accompanied them back inside so Julie could pack.

				In the end, other than dog supplies, her packing consisted of nothing but a small bag of toiletries and a change of clothing. She was clearly anxious to leave.

				Craig soon knew why. Just as they locked the door behind them and stepped onto the sidewalk, Gary came down the street.

				He was weaving slightly, as was the blonde next to him, the two of them somehow holding each other up. When they reached the house, however, and Gary saw Craig standing there, he stopped dead, forgetting his companion. “What the hell is going on here?” he demanded.

				Craig didn’t let Julie answer and he didn’t allow Gary any closer, immediately stepping between them. “Animal control,” he said drily. “We’re taking the dogs.”

				“Tell him, Gary!” the woman said. “Tell him that he’d better not have touched even one of your things.”

				Gary straightened his shoulders, but it was obvious he was no more eager to get into a fight now than he had been back at Finnegan’s.

				“You better not have touched anything,” he warned, but he didn’t make any move to back up his words.

				Julie stepped to Craig’s side and glared at his date. “And you’d better not touch anything of mine—like my bed!”

				Craig had a feeling things were about to get ugly.

				But Kieran grabbed Julie’s arm and looked at Gary. “We’re leaving, Gary. No more whining dogs to ruin your special moment.”

				“Yes, let’s go,” Mary Kathleen urged.

				“Come on, honey,” Craig said, slipping an arm around Julie’s shoulders.

				That made Gary’s jaw drop. “You’re with—with him now?”

				“Let’s go,” Craig insisted.

				He led her down the sidewalk toward his car. Gary and the blonde stepped aside, Gary still looking stunned.

				“What the hell is that?” Gary cried after him. “Your fucking harem?”

				Julie tensed as if she was about to turn and confront Gary, but Craig kept her moving and helped her into the car.

				With the dogs. Two sizable greyhounds. Sweet—but big, they sat in the backseat with Mary Kathleen and Julie, but one of them kept licking his ear. He liked dogs, but that was a little too personal.

				Eventually they reached Mary Kathleen’s place down by the Reed Street fire station.

				“You went above and beyond,” Kieran told him as they all got out of the car. “Thanks so much for getting us here and dealing with Gary. You don’t need to give up the rest of your night, though. You should go home.”

				“Are you going to stay here tonight, too?” he asked her.

				“No, but I can grab a cab.”

				He shook his head. “Not on my watch,” he said softly. “It’s late—there’s barely any traffic. Come on, I’ll see you home.”

				She hesitated, then acquiesced. Everyone said good-night and thanked Craig for his help. Even Benji and Sally seemed happy to be there, wagging their tails nonstop.

				“You were a lifesaver tonight,” Kieran told him as they drove.

				“It was nothing.”

				“Making Gary believe you’re with Julie? That will have him think twice.”

				“Frankly, I’m amazed Danny hasn’t belted the guy yet. All of you seem to be very close.”

				“Our dads were best friends,” Kieran explained. “We’ve known each other since we were born, I’m pretty sure. She’s like the other girl in the family. And,” she added, swinging around slightly to study him, “she’s not only gorgeous, she’s smart and talented.”

				“Brakes on there,” he said.

				“She’s not your type?”

				“I don’t have a type.”

				“Seriously, thank you. I’ve tried to talk Julie into getting out of that place since her marriage fell apart three months ago. I know there are smart lawyers out there, but the idiots they’ve hired have warned them that the other one will clean them out and the division of property will become a nightmare if they don’t hang in until their court date. But...”

				“But?”

				She shrugged and glanced at him, looking uncomfortable. “But I’ve seen what can happen when a marriage turns toxic. Today at work I interviewed a woman who—according to one of my colleagues—‘pulled a Bobbitt.’”

				“Ouch,” Craig murmured.

				“The guy is going to live and, of course, rip her to shreds in court. I’ve told my bosses that she suffered terribly at his hands, but claiming self-defense when she was the one wielding the knife is going to be hard.”

				“Makes me even happier I was able to help Julie get away from Gary.”

				“He’s never been violent, just cruel. But who knows what people will do? I don’t think the woman I interviewed was ever violent before she suddenly picked up a knife and whacked off her husband’s...you know. I guess there’s only so much anyone can take. Gary’s already nasty, so if he started thinking Julie was persecuting him or cramping his style... Well, let’s just say I’m glad we won’t have to find out,” Kieran said. She flashed him an awkward smile. “Funny. I’m a psychologist—I’m supposed to know so much about people, but the more I learn, the less I seem to understand. Please don’t tell my employers I said that.”

				“If you felt you knew everything, you wouldn’t be any good at your job,” he told her.

				When they reached her apartment, he once again got lucky and found parking on the street, and this time the media weren’t lurking nearby. “I’ll see you upstairs.”

				“I’m fine. I can see myself up.”

				“No. You know I can’t let you do that.”

				“Your mother taught you that you always have to walk a woman to her door?”

				He laughed. “I’m FBI. I’ve seen too much.”

				“I think I’ve seen too much, too, and in less than a week.” She frowned. “And now everyone knows that the thieves you caught the other night aren’t the killers.”

				“True.”

				“Maybe they’ll lay low.”

				“I hope so. That will give us time to see if the guys we caught can help us figure out where at least one of them met the copycats, because the killers know too much. They didn’t only study what our guys were doing—they had some kind of inside information to be able to copy them so completely.”

				Kieran shuddered lightly. “Thank God the original thieves were at the store the other day.”

				He nodded, then walked her past the entry to the karaoke club and to her door, then up to her apartment. When she opened the door, he followed her in before she could close it.

				“I’ll take a look around,” he told her.

				“I had the double bolts on,” she said.

				“Very sensible,” he assured her.

				He noted that Kieran had a number of stuffed toys and collectible models on display; she was clearly an admirer of Julie’s work. There was a family crest on one wall, along with a Celtic cross. Other walls held a combination of photos and paintings of New York, the Rockies and Ireland.

				“Nice place,” he said.

				“Thank you.”

				He wasn’t sure what happened then. He would never be sure.

				She was standing against the wall, watching him. Her hair was slightly tousled, a swath of deep fire-auburn falling across her forehead.

				“You don’t have to do this,” she said. “You can’t—you can’t watch over me every second. I mean, I appreciate what you’ve done. Julie really needed help. I don’t. I’m strong. I can manage.”

				Something in her words pushed all his buttons. He found himself directly in front of her, arms out, hands on either side of her head, almost yelling.

				And he never yelled.

				“What are you—a complete fool? You don’t need help. You’re so tough. Well, you’re an idiot. No one is safe against a determined killer.”

				“Why would anyone want to kill me?” she demanded.

				“I don’t know!” he said. “Why don’t you tell me?”

				“Tell you what? I don’t know why anyone would be after me.”

				Their eyes met and locked.

				“There’s something going on with you.”

				There was something going on with her, all right. All he wanted to do was kiss her, hold her, get closer to her....

				“Something...” she repeated.

				And then, to his astonishment, she let out a little cry—maybe self-disgust?—and moved against him. He didn’t know if he kissed her first or she kissed him, but their lips met as she pressed her hands against his chest.

				The kiss deepened and deepened, until at last he broke away. His breath came fast and strong; his voice was harsh as he said, “This is wrong on a thousand levels. You’re a witness, involved on a case I’m actively working.”

				But he didn’t move away. He still had her pinned against the wall, leaning toward her, his face a tense mask of anguish.

				* * *

				Kieran could still feel the kiss, almost as if his lips continued to touch hers. His body was close enough to hers to send his heat swirling around her like invisible steam. She could see the tension in his muscles.

				She knew all she had to do was nod. Say yes. Or say no.

				And he would move.

				She realized that on some level she had known from the first time they met, even in the middle of what might have been a deadly situation, that she wanted him. The last remaining iota of logic within her screamed that she needed to run.

				But everything else screamed that she wanted this moment, this time together, no matter what was to come. The part of her aching to touch him, to feel him touch her, argued that she could handle this. She could handle the truth and the lies...and him.

				She knew she was lying to herself, but it didn’t matter; none of it mattered. She reached out and touched his face, marveling at the planes and angles of his jaw. She met his eyes...chips of blue ice, she had once thought them. Now they were like blue fire, and when they touched her, she felt a slow burn inside, one that promised a blaze as strong and sweet as the soul could imagine.

				“Wrong,” he murmured.

				“Maybe,” she agreed.

				But she moved closer to him, slipping her arms around him, pressing her lips to his.

				For a moment he fought the urge to return the kiss.

				But only for a moment.

				And then he took over, his kiss powerful and sure, deliciously wet and deep, and she wondered if she would ever get enough of his mouth. No, she would never be sated....

				She would always want more.

				As she did now.

				Wrong, he’d said.

				It couldn’t be.

				It felt too right.

				He was still kissing her as he shed his jacket, letting it fall to the floor. Still kissing her as he tugged at his tie, tossing it aside. She applied her fingers to the buttons of his shirt just as he reached to undo them himself. Their eyes met, and they smiled, then laughed, and turned their attention to their own clothing. His shirt fell to the floor, and then he paused, reaching to the small of his back for the gun he kept there in a leather holster. She stepped back.

				“I’m not a proponent of everyone in the world running around with a gun,” he said. “But in my line of work, it’s a necessary evil.”

				She stared at him. “I was just waiting for you to put it down,” she said quietly.

				He held it awkwardly for a moment.

				“On the bedside table,” she suggested.

				“I’m staying?” he asked.

				“See me through until morning?”

				“I won’t leave you,” he said.

				“It wouldn’t be at all professional to leave me in danger,” she told him with a smile, then was immediately sorry she’d said the word, knowing he already felt it was unprofessional for him to be here.

				She turned quickly and headed toward her bedroom, letting her blouse drop to the floor as she went. A part of her was afraid he wouldn’t follow.

				But he did.

				In her room she kicked off her shoes, slipped out of her skirt and wished she’d worn stockings for once instead of panty hose. She sat on the bed so she could peel them off.

				She was startled when she found him dropped down to his knees by the bed. His eyes met hers, and he slid the panty hose slowly from her legs. She watched him, feeling her breath catch, her arousal rise. He was shirtless, and now she had time to revel in him. He was everything she’d imagined, broad in the shoulders and chest, all lean muscle, perfect in every detail. His lips dropped to her kneecap, and she trembled in surprise. He looked at her again, then pushed her back on the bed, kissed her knees and her thighs up to her bikini panties, then teased there, too, tasting her through the silk before removing them and rising to strip off the last of his own clothing.

				She shuddered wildly in his arms, certain she’d never been so aroused in her life. He kissed her lips, and she felt the pressure of his erection against her flesh. She ached to feel him inside her and wrapped her legs around him, arching to meet his thrust as he entered her. She wasn’t very experienced, didn’t fall easily into intimacy, but she was certain it would be impossible to find a better lover. He began to move, slowly at first, each movement awakening a wilder urge inside her...throughout her. In moments she felt as if there was nothing more important in the world than what was happening between them, nothing that could be more sensually explosive than the feel of him inside her.

				She felt as if she were riding a wickedly sweet roller coaster, rising to peak after peak, everything simultaneously real and surreal. She was overwhelmingly aware of the scent of him, the feel of his naked flesh, the heat that burned between them. Suddenly she climaxed more wildly than she had ever imagined possible. She felt him shudder violently, and then he held her for a long moment before he fell to the mattress beside her, arms around her still. No matter what was to come, she thought, she would never regret the night.

				They lay in silence for several minutes—probably necessary since she could barely breathe, much less speak. He pulled her close to the slick dampness of his body and smoothed her hair before he spoke again.

				“Whatever my punishment might be, I’ll accept it gladly,” he said softly.

				That roused her from the cloud of mist and magic that had surrounded her in the aftermath of their spontaneous union. She rose up on an elbow, staring at him. “I’ll never say anything,” she promised vehemently. “I’d never risk your job.”

				That drew a smile from him, and he reached up to touch her hair with something like reverence. “I don’t kiss and tell, either, Miss Finnegan.” He laughed. “And I certainly have no intention of risking the mighty wrath of the brothers Finnegan. Not that I’d ever deceive your brothers. But do you honestly think that I’ll ever be able to look at you and not feel, not remember, what just happened between us? As far as my feelings for you go, I don’t intend to deny anything, just to be careful enough so that no one decides I need to be reassigned.”

				She frowned at that. “I understand that I’ll be called as a witness when the thieves you caught that night go to jail, but the case doesn’t really involve me anymore.” She bit her lower lip. “You’re looking for the copycats now, and they don’t have anything to do with me or Finnegan’s. You’ve been great, helping me after the whole subway thing, but that’s not an FBI matter, is it?”

				He didn’t answer, and that scared her.

				“You don’t really think I’m in danger, do you?” she asked.

				Again he held silent, but only for a moment that time. “No,” he finally said.

				She didn’t feel convinced. “You only escorted me home to protect me from reporters, right?”

				“Yes, of course,” he said, pulling her back down to his side. As she lay there curled against him, he spoke again. “And no,” he said softly. “Or... I’m not sure.”

				“Craig...”

				He smiled suddenly. “You’ve finally used my first name.”

				“It finally seemed appropriate—really appropriate.”

				His smile deepened, and he said, “Let’s just say I’m suspicious by nature and leave it at that,” he said, pulling her closer.

				As much as she liked the feel of her naked flesh next to his, she pulled away. Her bedroom light was off, but she hadn’t closed the door and they were bathed in a glow from the other room. That was enough for her to see that, just as he had tried to reassure Julie earlier, he was trying to be casual now and not arouse her fears.

				“There’s something else, isn’t there?” she said.

				He let out a long breath and rolled to his side to look her in the eye. “Let me do the worrying, okay? You just be careful. I studied the video surveillance footage from the subway. I watched the guy in the hoodie you told the cop about. The footage is difficult to follow, but he does move around, just as you said. And he did end up behind you just before Shirley Martin started screaming and ended up on the tracks.”

				“Oh, my God,” Kieran breathed. “I felt that he was there, but I didn’t want to believe it. Do you think that means something? I mean, people move around on the platform all the time. Do we even know for certain that Shirley was pushed? You’ve taken the subway. People always surge forward when a train is coming.”

				“They do,” he agreed.

				* * *

				Craig tried to concentrate on her words, on the potentially life-threatening situation.

				But at this moment, he knew they were safe.

				The light from the hallway created a halo of fire around her hair, turned her flesh to porcelain and highlighted her exquisite beauty. And the way she felt against him...

				“Trust me, believe in me,” he said, and pulled her closer.

				His lips found hers. His hands slid down her porcelain flesh, but it wasn’t really like porcelain at all. It was silk; it was warm and vibrant. She touched him in return, and soon they were making love again. The problems of the world seemed far away. It was as if they had entered a time warp, moved into a different dimension and existed in their own intimately urgent universe.

				But, of course, eventually they were forced to come back to earth.

				“I just can’t live like...this. I can’t be afraid of every man in a hoodie I see.”

				He pulled her close. “Let’s worry about that tomorrow. Right now we need some rest.”

				“Did you set an alarm for five again?” she asked him.

				“Seven.”

				“A little better,” she said, curling close. He held her, staring at the ceiling. He tried to remember the last time he had lain so with a woman and felt this way, but he couldn’t.

				“Wrong,” she murmured.

				“Very wrong,” he said. “But sometimes it’s good to be wrong.”

				He saw the slight curve of her smile as she lay with her head on his chest. He kept an arm around her, feeling every little thing, the way her hair fell across his chest, the pressure of her body, the feel of her long, long legs.

				He stared at the ceiling.

				Oh, yeah, this was very wrong. And he had every intention of going on being wrong.

				He felt her relax as she finally slept.

				Eventually he drifted to sleep himself.

				* * *

				Craig’s alarm never had a chance to go off; his phone rang at 6:37 a.m.

				It was Mike.

				“They struck again, Craig. In New York this time. Vintage by Victoria, an antique place with a valuable jewelry collection, in the Diamond District. Meet me there.” Mike hesitated just a fraction of a second before speaking again. “They robbed the place, and they killed again. Vic was part of the cleaning crew. Aw, Jesus, Craig, she was just twenty-two, emigrated from Romania six months ago. Welcome to the American dream, right?”

				* * *

				Kieran finished up her notes on her interview with Tanya Lee Hampton earlier than she’d expected.

				She’d been at work since 7:30 a.m., and somehow she’d even managed to concentrate on her job.

				At first she’d had a hard time focusing, lost in her natural human sympathy for the woman who had been killed. She didn’t know the woman, of course, but her untimely death still hurt, and without the distraction of work, her thoughts now turned back in that direction.

				Any decent person would feel that pain, she thought, then laughed drily as she realized she was practically quoting her suddenly famous phrase.

				But someone out there had lost a daughter, a lover, a sister....

				She thought the killer deserved the death penalty himself and hoped that he would be tried in a jurisdiction that allowed it, though she wasn’t sure what requirements defined a death-penalty case.

				The murder must count as inhumane, right?

				Didn’t people give up any claim to humanity when they took a life?

				She gave up trying to solve that dilemma on behalf of the world, or even in her own mind, as her thoughts turned to the cataclysmal change in her own life.

				Today was Friday. She’d only known Craig Frasier since Monday. She’d slept with him last night.

				On the one hand, she’d deserved a night of incredible sensual pleasure. She barely remembered the last time she had even gone on a date. She’d been busy with school and her new job and, over the past three months or so, being a support system for Julie.

				She’d been attracted to Craig from the beginning. He was, frankly, an Adonis. She realized that her attraction to him had caused her to react self-defensively and against her own interests, as when she’d told him just how wonderful Julie was.

				She smiled to herself. He was the type of man who could have posed for the kind of calendar women hung on their walls—or hid in a drawer.

				He was courteous.

				And employed. She remembered when her dad had warned her never to date a guy who was unemployed.

				He was educated, smart, caring....

				And an FBI agent.

				One she hadn’t even known for a full week.

				What the hell had she been thinking?

				Okay, maybe she was taking things a little too seriously. After all, even if Julie spilled the information that Danny had “borrowed” a diamond and Kieran had been there putting it back, what would he do? What could he do?

				Arrest Danny?

				There was no proof of any crime; the diamond was back where it was supposed to be.

				Would he despise her?

				Was that her real fear now?

				She told herself that it wasn’t, that she was really afraid he would look into Danny’s juvenile records and discover what he—and Kevin, too—had gotten up to in their younger years.

				Face it, she was still afraid of what Danny and Kevin might do. After all, Danny hadn’t realized that stealing a diamond made him a felon, even if he had done it for what he saw as the right reason.

				She felt a little chill run through her.

				She liked Craig, really liked him. And sex with him had been amazing. She tried to convince herself that she could have it all, hot nights with Craig and her brothers’ safety from punishment for the sins of the past.

				The click of her office door reminded her that she’d come in so early because another jewelry store had been hit and another person had died.

				And that a man in a hoodie might have pushed a girl into the path of an oncoming train—and that perhaps she was the one who’d been meant to meet a grisly end on the tracks.

				Dr. Miro entered the office, smiling, and Kieran breathed a sigh of relief.

				“Kieran, hard at work as always, I see. Did you know you’re still all over the news? ‘Any decent person would lend a hand.’ Everyone’s saying it now. And of course,” she added wryly, “you really did lend that young woman a hand. The media will get to that eventually, I’m sure. Meanwhile, you’re certainly giving this office a lot of great press.”

				“I’m so glad,” Kieran murmured, wishing the media would just stop talking about her. “I’ve finished my notes on Tanya Lee Hampton. She was abused for a long time before she finally turned on her husband. I think we need to help with her defense.”

				“Then we will.” Dr. Miro sat in the visitor chair and took the file Kieran handed to her. She skimmed through it, her lips pursing, then looked over at Kieran.

				“I agree,” she said. “How is she going to look on the witness stand?”

				“Her attorney needs to thoroughly prep her. But I believe that if she lets go and reveals her emotions along with the truth, it will serve her well.”

				“Good. I’ll speak with her attorney, but you should be prepared to take the stand yourself.”

				“Happy to,” Kieran assured her.

				“On another note,” Dr. Miro said, folding her hands on her lap, “we’ve had a call from assistant director Richard Eagan of the FBI.”

				“Oh?” Kieran said, suddenly feeling guilty.

				He knew! He was calling her to tell her to keep her hands off his agent.

				She told herself that was ridiculous.

				And, of course, it was.

				“You heard about this morning?” Dr. Miro said, shaking her head. “There’s been another robbery, and another murder.”

				Kieran nodded.

				I heard about it before 7:00 a.m.

				Dr. Miro went on. “Eagan was very impressed with your work on the robbery you were caught up in, and he’d like your help again as his agents continue interviewing the men from the other night.”

				“I’ve interviewed them once already, and I said I didn’t believe that they were the killers, which has now been established,” Kieran said.

				“They’re looking for something different now.”

				“Where and when one or all of them might have come in contact with the killers,” Kieran said.

				“You are intuitive,” Dr. Miro said, sounding impressed.

				“Ah, yes, intuitive,” Kieran said, deciding not to explain that she really knew because Craig had told her so.

				“Eagan seems to think that you’re the woman for the job of interviewing them again. Apparently they were all more comfortable and talkative with you than with his agents, so he’d like you to talk to them, see if you can find the connection between them and the killers,” Dr. Miro said, patting down her short gray hair as she rose. “I wanted to let you know an agent will be arriving to escort you back to Rikers.”

				An agent?

				Craig Frasier?

				Kieran looked at her cell. He hadn’t called her. He had driven her to the office that morning, and he hadn’t left until she was inside with the door double-locked since it was too early for anyone else to be there.

				But he’d been distracted, grim. No surprise. As soon as he left her he was on his way to the scene of a crime.

				The murder of a twenty-two-year-old woman.

				These people killed without blinking, and she couldn’t help but be afraid that she was on their radar.

				After all, she’d been on the news after the robbery, and then she had been the “any decent person” to lend a hand to the girl on the tracks.

				The girl who might have been there in her place.

				She sat at her desk and began jotting down questions she might ask the thieves that afternoon.

				It suddenly seemed more imperative than ever that the killers be caught as swiftly as possible. So many lives might well be at stake.

				Including her own.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER
NINE

				AS LONG AS he had been in the field, Craig still had a tough time when it came to viewing victims of violent crime. It was hardest to bear when it was a child, when the crime had been particularly heinous or when torture had been involved—even when death had been a blessing after torture had been inflicted.

				Maria Antonescu lay in the narrow little alley behind a row of jewelry stores, faceup. She’d died with her eyes open; they seemed to mirror shock and confusion.

				Why?

				She lay on her back, knocked down by the impact of the bullet.

				Death had been quick, at least. They’d shot her straight through the heart.

				Young, so young. Pretty, a little bit round, and working as a cleaning woman to stay in the United States. They’d checked immediately to discover if any of the other stores that had been held up used the same service, but none did.

				Craig felt a momentary rage rip through him; he couldn’t begin to comprehend the callousness that allowed these men to kill people as easily as they swatted flies.

				He hunkered down by the body. Despite his feelings, it was necessary. The medical examiner was there; he’d determined time of death to have been between 11:00 p.m. and 1:00 a.m.

				“Her equipment was packed, vacuum back in the closet, along with her brooms and mops,” Craig said, looking at Mike, who’d been waiting for him at the scene and had stayed with the ME. “She was almost finished here. If she’d left five minutes earlier, she’d still be alive. The owner’s been using the same cleaning service for over twenty-five years. All diamonds are locked in the vaults at night, and all workers—his own staff and contractors like Miss Antonescu—are bonded. That’s why she was allowed to work through the night with no one else present. They’ve never had an incident before. The alarm never went off, so she must have shut down the system while she was working.”

				“Or she turned it off because she was on her way out,” Mike said.

				“Either that, or...” Craig murmured.

				“Or?”

				Craig hesitated. The dead girl was stretched out before him, that look of horror still in her eyes.

				“Or she was involved and she let them in.”

				“But how the hell did they know the combination to the safe?” Mike demanded. “She wouldn’t have known that, and the cops who were first on the scene said it hadn’t been forced.”

				Craig shook his head. “That I don’t know,” he said. “What I do know is that they dragged her out here and...” He rose to demonstrate what he thought had happened. “My guess is someone had her by the arm, forced her out the door and pushed her forward. Then someone else shot her at point-blank range. With something powerful. A .44 Magnum, I suspect.”

				“New gun. The others were killed with a .45,” Mike commented.

				“Different shooter?” Craig suggested.

				“Please tell me you don’t think we have another copycat group.”

				Craig shook his head. “No, I don’t think you’d get another group together like this—organized and cold as ice, and all willing to kill hostages who pose no threat. It’s true, I don’t want to admit the possibility. But also, logic backs me up.”

				He nodded at the medical examiner, who assured him that Maria Antonescu would be a priority case.

				“Anybody find her cell phone?” Craig called.

				Someone called out, “No cell.”

				“Let’s take a walk through the store again,” Craig said to Mike, and headed to the still-open back door.

				The display windows were still blocked by the heavy shutters that were pulled down every night, and the front doors were locked.

				The showroom was filled with glass cases. Two rooms stood off to the side, private spaces where special clients could be taken, and past them, a hall with three offices. The safe was set into the wall between two of the offices.

				In the back was the diamond cutters studio, behind that a storage area, and a small room with a few chairs, a microwave and a small refrigerator—and the door to the alley.

				Like the other stores that had been held up by the copycats, the rear exit led to a small alley that was open at both ends but was too narrow for vehicle traffic. This particular building dated from the end of the nineteenth century, but even then, no carriage would have been able to navigate the alley.

				“These thieves definitely know the layouts of the neighborhoods they hit,” Craig said to Mike.

				Detective Peter Mayo had overheard their conversation and walked over to join them. “You think?” he asked.

				Craig liked Mayo, who was with the major crimes unit. The years he had spent in the unit showed on his deeply creased face. He was nearing sixty, probably nearing retirement. Craig was going to be sad to see the day Mayo left the force.

				Mayo was a true old-style detective. He was grateful for any help received from computers and technicians, but he always said that people perpetrated crimes and people had to solve them.

				He hadn’t been sarcastic when he spoke, and now he was looking at Craig thoughtfully.

				“The original group wasn’t as careful about alleys. There weren’t any at the first two stores they hit. Each time the killers have struck, there’s been an exit onto an alley,” Craig said.

				“We’re sure we know who did which stores?” Mayo asked.

				Craig nodded. “We can see differences in height and build on the surveillance tapes.”

				“Yeah, I read that in the reports,” Mayo said. “Just wanted to make sure you agreed with it. I’ve been assigned lead on this now that the killers have hit the city, along with my new partner, Joey. Not sure you know Joey. I was working with Liz Grable, but she decided to take early retirement and live out her golden years sailing the world with her husband. Can’t blame her. Joey’s a little wet behind the ears, but he’s a good kid. Still, gotta train him before I retire myself.”

				Mike laughed. “I know the feeling.”

				“You’re just a kid yourself,” Mayo said lightly, though his face was so creased, it was hard to tell a smile from a frown.

				“So what are you seeing?” Mayo asked, returning to business.

				Craig and Mike went over their earlier conversation. Crime-scene techs were everywhere, looking for prints, for fibers—for anything. The NYPD had cordoned off the street. Neighboring business owners were out on the sidewalk, simultaneously complaining that they were losing business for the day and thanking God that it hadn’t been them.

				“This place is owned by a Harry Belvedere,” Craig said. “I’m going to have a conversation with him now.” He hesitated. “My gut says this has to be an inside job.”

				Mayo nodded. “Because the safe wasn’t hacked? Yeah, someone knew something. You take Belvedere. I’ll take Joey and start with the employees. Five of them, not counting any other cleaning crew who’ve been here recently. The dead girl...that look in her eyes. Can’t believe she was in on it, but who knows.”

				Mayo went off, leaving Mike and Craig to head into Harry Belvedere’s office.

				Craig almost wondered if you had to be a distinguished-looking older man to own a diamond store.

				Belvedere was wearing a pin-striped suit, pink shirt and gray vest. He had steel-gray hair cut short and combed back.

				He was sitting at his desk doing nothing, just staring ahead into space. The uniformed cop who had been watching over him nodded briefly to Mike and Craig, then left them alone with the owner.

				“Mr. Belvedere,” Craig said quietly.

				The man didn’t respond.

				Craig said his name again, louder this time.

				Belvedere winced and looked at him at last. He seemed pained to have been brought back from wherever his mind had taken him.

				“That girl... I only saw her once or twice. She started late, but sometimes I was still here. She had another job in the afternoon. Wanted to make enough to stay in school,” he said.

				“She knew the code for the alarm system?” Mike asked.

				Belvedere nodded. “I’ve used Clean Cut Office Services for twenty-five years. Their people are bonded.” He hesitated. “And there’s nothing out at night. The stones are all moved into the safe. I change the combination frequently.”

				“You must tell someone, write it down somewhere,” Craig said.

				Belvedere shook his head, a humorless smile curving his thin lips. “No. I have ten grandchildren. I use their birthdates. Different kid each time, no order to it.”

				“Who knows you do that?” Mike asked.

				Belvedere shook his head. “No one. Not even my kids, and they’re not local anyway. My son is career army, deployed to the Middle East, and my daughter is with the Red Cross. She’s in Haiti right now. The grandkids are scattered across the country.”

				“So if something had happened to you, no one would have been able to get into the safe?” Craig asked.

				“They would have had to contact the manufacturer,” Belvedere told them.

				That was impossible, Craig thought. Someone must have known something.

				Belvedere sighed. “That poor girl. I found her, you know,” he said softly. “I want to do whatever’s necessary. I want to help her family. I want to see that she’s buried.”

				“I’m sure that can be arranged,” Mike told him. He and Craig glanced at one another. They didn’t tell him that they suspected Maria Antonescu had let her killers in—whether accidentally when leaving or on purpose.

				“We need you to help us catch her killer,” Craig said. He handed Belvedere a piece of paper. “I think no matter how discreet you believed yourself to be, you said something somewhere that eventually led to the killers being able to figure out your code. If you could give us a list of friends you’ve talked with, of places you’ve been in the past couple of weeks, that could be very helpful.”

				Belvedere nodded and picked up a pen.

				Craig watched as the man wrote, then took a look at the list he handed over. Belvedere had attended a gala at the Kennedy Center, seen a Broadway show, dined at a dozen restaurants.

				One in particular stood out.

				Finnegan’s on Broadway.

				* * *

				Jake knocked on Kieran’s office door, calling out to her. He didn’t wait for her to respond, just popped his head in.

				“FBI’s here for you,” he said cheerfully.

				Given everything with her brother and the diamond, she couldn’t help feeling a twinge of unease, as if the FBI was there to take her in, not just talk to her.

				She rose as Jake opened the door wider, expecting Craig.

				But it wasn’t Craig.

				It was assistant director Eagan himself.

				“Assistant director,” she said. She managed a smile. “Whatever’s going on must be important to get you to leave your office.”

				“This is...” He trailed off, took a breath and said, “I’m here to take you to Rikers. I’ll keep an eye on you while you speak with our thieves.”

				“Of course,” she said, wondering why she suddenly felt as awkward as a newborn filly. “Let me just grab my jacket and my bag. Oh, and my notes.”

				“Cheerful sort,” Eagan said, after Jake sent them off with a big smile and a bright “Good luck!”

				“Sometimes too cheerful. But Jake is great. He sets people at ease.”

				Eagan had come for her in person, but he wasn’t doing the driving. A car waited for them on the street.

				* * *

				Since this was Kieran’s second time at Rikers, she knew the procedure.

				Soon they were through security and seated in the same stark visitors’ room as last time. In a few minutes, the first of the thieves, Sam Banner, was sitting across the table from her. Eagan—just as Craig had done before—stationed himself a few feet away, leaning against the wall, arms crossed over his chest, watching.

				They’d been allowed to question the men without their attorneys present because the questions didn’t involve their own charges and nothing that was said could be brought up in court.

				“Hi, Sam,” Kieran said.

				“You’re back,” he said, sprawling into the chair, looking over at Eagan, then back to her. “I thought the computer proved we weren’t murderers. Plus I heard there’s been another murder.”

				“That’s true,” Kieran said.

				“So what do you want from me? We were telling the truth. You know that.” He gave a little shudder. “Although the other inmates were afraid of us when they thought we were killers. Now... I guess we gotta get used to prison life anyway, huh? We may not be killers, but I guess we’re in for a while.”

				“I would imagine,” Kieran said. “Armed robbery.”

				“With squirt guns.”

				“The point is—”

				“Yeah, yeah, we’ve all talked with our lawyers,” Sam said.

				“Sam, here’s the thing,” she said flatly. “The killers are following what you guys did to a T. That means they know a lot about you and your MO.”

				“Yeah,” he said glumly.

				“Think about it. How could they have known? How did they know how many of you were involved? How did they know what you wore and how you operated once you were inside a store?”

				He looked at her blankly. She was pretty damned sure that he hadn’t even thought about that before.

				“Huh. I don’t know. The news reports? They showed actual footage of our robberies.”

				“Okay, let’s start here. Girlfriends, boyfriends. Any of you have one and talk about what you were doing?”

				“No. Never. That was the thing—say nothing. Not to your girl, your mother or the priest in the confessional. That was the agreement we had.”

				“Okay, let’s try another angle. Where did you meet to plan your jobs? Where did you talk about what you were up to?” she asked. “Did you meet in public? At someone’s apartment?”

				“The gym, sometimes. Franchise place downtown on Broadway. They keep the music too loud for anyone to overhear. And other places, too. Bars and restaurants. Never the same one twice. At the end of a haul, we’d pick a place to meet next.”

				“You’re sure no one breathed a word to a girlfriend, a sibling, a mom or dad, a best friend?” Kieran asked.

				“We’re all each other’s best friends,” Sam said gravely.

				“If you think of anything at all, will you ask someone to get hold of me?” she asked him.

				“Will it help me get a shorter sentence?”

				Kieran couldn’t answer that.

				Eagan spoke up. “It might. It might also be the decent thing to do, since people are dying. The victim was practically a kid, nice girl, twenty-two years old.”

				Sam nodded. “Yeah. I’ll make sure I get ahold of you,” he said huskily.

				“Sam, can you do something else for me?” Kieran asked.

				“Yes.”

				“Make a list of all the places you guys talked. Every place you can remember.”

				“Will do. Without asking for anything,” he said quietly.

				Sam Banner was taken out and Robert Stella was brought in. The questions were the same, and the answers were just the right amount of slightly different to assure Kieran that Robert Stella was just as perplexed, and that the men hadn’t planned or rehearsed what to say if they were caught. She asked him to write up the same list of places, hoping he might remember at least one Sam had forgotten.

				Next up was Lenny Wiener. Everything went the same way with him, too.

				Last in was Mark O’Malley. He looked at Kieran and shook his head. “You’re back.”

				“I am.”

				“I know that you’re the one who clocked my buddy in the van,” he told her.

				“It seemed necessary,” she said.

				“Pretty good hit.”

				“I have three brothers.”

				He grinned at that. “Irish women. They’re tough, huh?”

				“Irish-American,” she said.

				“It’s all the same. Something of the old country comes with us,” he said. “I wasn’t born there, but my mom...what a tyrant, God rest her soul.”

				Kieran smiled. “I think mine was an angel. I was just ten when she died.”

				“I’m sorry,” he said. Then he frowned, looking at her. “Finnegan? You any relation to the Finnegans that run that place down on Broadway?”

				Kieran felt a strange, creeping sensation shiver through her and tried to keep her unease out of her expression. She wasn’t sure why she felt so uneasy. The pub was well-known, so it wasn’t a crazy question, and yet...

				“Family owned,” she said.

				He nodded and looked away. “Cool place,” he said. “Real Irish bands—or at the least bands playing actual Irish music. Not everyone brings in the real thing anymore.” He looked at her and grinned.

				“So you’ve been to Finnegan’s?” she said, filled with tension.

				“Just a few times.”

				“Is it by any chance one of the places the four of you met to plan a job?”

				“No, no. We were there once, but just celebrating. I’d been before, and I brought the guys with me. Just for the music, you know?”

				Apparently even jewel thieves loved good music.

				“So where did you do your planning?” she asked him. “Tell me what you can remember, but I’m going to ask you to write down anyplace you can remember for me, too.”

				“Sure,” he said, and he looked up at Eagan. “It’d be nice if maybe that helped us at trial.”

				Eagan glared at him.

				“Whatever!” Mark said, taking the hint and shutting up. “Offhand...” He paused to think, then rattled off the names of five restaurants, three dives and two expensive places.

				It was time for the guards to take him away. When he was gone, Kieran sat silently at the table for a minute.

				“Thank you, Miss Finnegan,” Eagan said, joining her. “I think they talk to you more easily than they would ever talk to an agent.”

				She nodded.

				“You’re upset,” he said.

				She looked at him. “They’ve been to Finnegan’s.”

				He smiled and sat down across from her. “You know, most New Yorkers have been to dozens of restaurants at least once.”

				“You’re not concerned.”

				“He said that they didn’t do any of their planning there,” he reminded her.

				“But...what if they did say something? Anything? Any little thing?” She hated the thought of Finnegan’s being involved in any way. Hated to think what an investigation of the pub might turn up about her brothers.

				“Then whoever the killers are, they could have followed them out and kept an eye on them from there. But most likely they overheard them somewhere else,” Eagan said.

				“You’re just trying to make me feel better. And I know now you’ll have to investigate Finnegan’s up the wazoo,” she said softly.

				He shrugged. “We follow up on all leads,” he said.

				“Of course. And it will be good, I guess....”

				“Good to know someone is watching?” he asked.

				She nodded.

				“Don’t be ashamed of being afraid, Miss Finnegan. You’re not stupid, and only a stupid person wouldn’t be a little bit afraid. Come on. Let’s head out. I’ll drop you back at work,” Eagan said, then looked at his watch. “Nope. I won’t drop you back at work. Where would you like to go? Home, where you can lock the door and relax for the evening? I’ll make sure the cops keep an eye on your place.”

				She nodded. “Thank you. But it’s Friday night. If you wouldn’t mind taking me to the pub, I’d appreciate it.”

				“Great idea,” he said, smiling. “Friday night. Time for fish-and-chips.”

				* * *

				“Do you really think that the guys we’re looking for were all dressed up in their finest for some gala?” Craig asked Mike.

				“Who knows?” Mike said. “Belvedere suggested another half a dozen places. And we need to get on Maria Antonescu’s friends and family here in the States. Between us and the NYPD, we’re following up on every possible lead, just in case someone working at one of those places saw something.”

				Craig nodded. Mike was right. There was no way in hell the two of them could be everywhere themselves, and in fact, as soon as they finished up with their current interviews, he would be heading to Finnegan’s.

				Their first stop was incredibly hard and painful. They had to speak with Maria’s aunt, a woman who looked to be about eighty, spoke English poorly and could barely stop crying long enough to talk to them. In the end, she wasn’t any help, either. Maria was a good girl. Maria had no friends and no lover. Maria worked.

				They managed to make her feel just a little bit better, assuring her that Maria would receive a good Christian burial, thanks to Mr. Belvedere.

				Craig asked her about computer access. She didn’t have one herself, but Maria had owned what sounded like some kind of tablet, and yes, she’d had a cell phone. She took both to work with her.

				Craig and Mike looked at one another. Maria’s murderer had been smart enough to see to it that both her tablet and her cell phone disappeared.

				“Probably at the bottom of the Hudson River,” Mike commented.

				Craig thought that was about right.

				Since she had been unable to give them any additional leads, their next visit was with Sylvia Mannerly, the CEO of Clean Cut Office Services.

				Ms. Mannerly, Craig was certain, hadn’t cleaned anything herself in years.

				Her nails were perfectly manicured, her hands soft—as soft as the limp handshake she gave each man before asking them to take a seat in her spotless office.

				“I can’t tell you how devastating this loss is to all of us,” she said. “Maria was a dream employee. She was so hardworking. Her clients loved her.”

				“I believe that,” Craig said.

				“How can I help you?” Ms. Mannerly asked them, suddenly no-nonsense. She might have been devastated, but her manner said she was also a busy woman. She folded her hands on her desk and leaned toward them. “What can I do?”

				“We need a list of every place she worked in the past month, no matter how briefly,” Mike said.

				“And,” Craig added, “we need anything you can give us about her friends. Boyfriend’s name, if she had one. Anyone she might have been close to.”

				Ms. Mannerly frowned. “Maria was the victim. Why are you investigating her?”

				“We’re not suspicious of her, if that’s what you’re worried about,” Craig said evenly. “We’re just trying to find out if she saw anyone strange hanging around. Anyone who might have asked her to meet him after work.”

				“She went home after work and went to bed,” Ms. Mannerly said icily.

				“Everyone needs friends,” Mike said.

				The woman might have continued to freeze them out—perhaps afraid for what an investigation might mean to her business—but suddenly the sound of a truly anguished wail came from the foyer.

				Craig quickly stood and walked out to see what was going on, followed by Mike and Sylvia Mannerly.

				A pretty woman of about thirty and of possible Hispanic or Middle Eastern heritage had crumpled to the floor in front of the receptionist’s desk, crying.

				“Alicia, Alicia!” Sylvia Mannerly said quickly, stooping to draw the girl to her feet. “My poor dear, control yourself.”

				“It’s true? Maria is dead?” Alicia asked, looking around with tear-filled eyes.

				“Yes, I’m afraid so,” Craig said. “She was your friend?”

				Alicia nodded. “The best. A good person.”

				“I’ve told them that,” Ms. Mannerly said primly.

				“What was she like outside of work?” Craig asked gently.

				Alicia told them at length about just how good Maria had been—always happy to meet up with others at the end of their shifts, even pitching in if there was still work to be done. She loved café lattes and watching the ducks in the pond in Central Park.

				“You see?” Ms. Mannerly said. “The girl was a saint.”

				It was obvious to Craig that they weren’t going to get what they needed with Sylvia Mannerly standing there. “Ms. Mannerly,” he asked, “is there a place where we can speak quietly with Alicia—alone?”

				Miss Mannerly’s lips pursed and she stiffened. But, apparently realizing that they were FBI and she had no choice, she led them to a conference room.

				They got Alicia seated with a box of tissues and a glass of water. Mike sat next to her, and Craig perched on the table.

				With a little encouragement she started talking. They learned that she was Alicia Rodriguez, and that she’d come to New York from Puerto Rico when she was twelve. Like Maria, she was working hard to make her way through college.

				“I can see how much Maria meant to you,” Craig said, “and we’re very sorry for your loss. That’s why we need to catch the people who took her life and make sure they face judgment for what they’ve done. Maria’s not the only one they’ve killed.”

				Alicia blew her nose loudly and nodded.

				“Did Maria have a boyfriend?” Craig asked.

				She looked up at him, startled, then quickly looked down. Too late. It was obvious that Maria had been seeing someone she shouldn’t have.

				Mike glanced at Craig. “Who was he, Alicia?” he asked very softly.

				“I don’t know his name,” Alicia said, sniffling. “And I never met him. She only saw him a few times.”

				“What can you tell us about him? Where and when did she see him?”

				“She only saw him when she got off work. That’s how I know she only saw him a few times, because she’d go see him instead of meeting up with the rest of us. He plays in a band or he’s a bartender or something. He would get off work right around when she finished. They’d only meet for an hour.” Alicia shook her head. “But I know he would have loved her if they’d had more time. She was nuts about him.”

				“And you know about him because she told you about him?” Craig asked.

				Alicia nodded and almost smiled. “She said that he saw her on the subway one day and followed her. She tried to ignore him, but he was so nice that she started meeting him. Just for an hour late at night. And then she’d go home, because she couldn’t let her aunt know about him. Her aunt didn’t want her dating. She wanted her to get through school, and Maria didn’t want to disappoint her.”

				“She met him on the subway,” Craig repeated. “Between her home and the Diamond District?”

				Alicia nodded and blew her nose again.

				“Do you know anything else about him?”

				Alicia shook her head. Then she said, “I just remembered! I did see him once. From a distance. I was meeting her after she saw him because I was going home with her. We were going to the museum the next day. I met up with her at the Rose and Thistle. It’s a little place not far from her house.”

				Thank God it hadn’t been Finnegan’s. He didn’t like the idea of criminals hanging out there—so close to Kieran.

				“Can you describe him? If we set you up with a forensic artist?” Mike asked.

				“I only saw the back of his head as he was leaving. He was pretty tall. About six feet, maybe? And he had dark hair. Very dark hair.”

				“Thank you, Alicia,” Mike said.

				“Can you remember anything else Maria told you about him?”

				“Yes. He loved pubs. He told her once that he hated the whole club scene. He loved friendlier places, like pubs.”

				Mike and Craig looked at one another.

				“Did Maria ever mention a downtown place called Finnegan’s on Broadway?” Craig asked.

				Maria frowned. “I’m not sure. But if it’s a pub, he would have liked it. She said he loved the downtown area. He told her it had character. Trinity and St. Paul’s, the area they used to call Five Points. Wall Street. He was smart, she said. He loved architecture and history.”

				“But she never told you his name?” Mike asked.

				“I guess she wanted it to be a secret, something special because it was private. We called him Mystery Lover.”

				Mystery Lover. Great.

				“Let’s backtrack for a minute. When you saw him, did he turn at all? Do you remember what he was wearing?”

				“Oh, yes, of course,” she said.

				“Well?”

				“Jeans. He wore jeans. And sneakers. Jeans and sneakers.”

				“And? How about his shirt?”

				“I don’t know. I told you, I just saw him from the back. I couldn’t see his shirt. He was wearing one of those jacket things. You know, a hoodie.”

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER
TEN

				THE PUB WAS being slammed.

				Only natural, since it was a Friday night.

				Eagan sat at the bar next to Bobby O’Leary, the two of them talking away over their club sodas and lime. Soon they were both eating fish-and-chips—and still talking.

				Declan had all the screens above the bar and around the pub tuned to the news. It was impossible to miss the reports on the jewelry store holdup that morning, along with the sad fact that a young woman had been killed.

				As she headed into the storage room to replenish the bar-brand whiskey, Kieran nearly smashed right into Danny. She paused, unable for a minute to hide the worry that had been tearing at her.

				“They were in here, Danny. They were in here!”

				“What? Who?”

				“Those thieves, the ones who were caught when I was trying to put the diamond back. The FBI think the copycats—the killers—eavesdropped on them and learned about their MO by listening to them in public places. And they were here.”

				“Wait, whoa, you don’t know that the killers were in here, right?”

				“No, but...”

				“So calm down.”

				“Danny, I’m scared.”

				“You were taken hostage and nearly killed in the subway. Being scared is normal.”

				“No, it’s more than that. I’m scared for you. Danny, could anyone have heard you and Julie talking about ‘borrowing’ that diamond? Do you think—”

				“I think you’re paranoid.”

				“I’m scared. I’m scared for you and for the pub.”

				“Hey, is something wrong?” Declan asked, coming through the door and stopping dead when he saw the two of them.

				“No, just running out of whiskey out there,” Kieran said quickly.

				“I’m back here for a keg,” Danny said.

				“Thanks, both of you, for staying on top of things,” Declan said. “It’s a zoo out there tonight. Go figure, someone gets killed and the world needs to drink.” He hesitated, then added in a heartfelt tone, “Thank God, Kieran, that the thieves who grabbed you weren’t the killers.”

				“Don’t I know it,” she said, grabbing a bottle at random. Rum, she saw, not whiskey, so she put it back, grabbed a bottle of whiskey instead and quickly headed out.

				If she’d thought that would make things easier, she’d been mistaken.

				Eagan was no longer at the bar.

				That was because he had taken a seat at the booth closest to the bar, along with Mike Dalton and Craig Frasier.

				Craig did seem to have a way to home in on her. She saw him the minute she emerged from the stock room and found herself staring at him like a deer caught in headlights.

				Why was she so damned panicked?

				And also glad he was there, filled with memories, warm at just the sight of him...

				But mostly panicked.

				He smiled at her. For a moment she could think of nothing but the night they’d shared.

				And then she wondered about his smile.

				Was it a suspicious smile? Even a little grim?

				But he was sitting with Eagan. He knew where she’d spent her afternoon.

				She wondered what his day had been like, then immediately realized it must have been awful. He must be feeling like hell.

				“Kieran, girl, did you forget me?”

				She snapped back into motion, hurrying to give one of their regulars, Nathan Worth, a Scotch and soda.

				The night became a blur. Every member of the Finnegan family was working, along with Mary Kathleen and Debbie Buenger. Pedro had left the kitchen to the chef and his brother so he could bus tables, though more people were drinking than eating.

				A local Irish band began to play at 8:00 p.m.

				But even then, Kieran could overhear bits of conversation as she worked.

				A group of young women talked about a wedding, then moved on to the murder during the morning’s robbery.

				Business execs discussed stocks and then the poor girl who had been killed.

				A few people danced on the little bit of empty floor in front of the low stage. And then they, too, started talking about the robberies and the most recent murder.

				She began to think the night would never end, and, of course, it wasn’t even due to end until late, or was that early? On Fridays they stayed open until 2:00 a.m., and they were generally busy until the last moment when, according to their license with the city of New York, they were required to stop serving and usher people out.

				Even more people than usual didn’t want to go home that night.

				Some left, of course. Eagan was gone by ten. Mike called it quits around midnight.

				But Craig Frasier stayed.

				He didn’t hog the booth, though, but made his way to the bar, where he was quickly engaged in conversation. Not only with customers, either.

				He talked to Declan.

				Kevin, and even Mary Kathleen, Debbie and Pedro.

				And Danny.

				And he was still there when last call came.

				Nervous—because on the one hand she kept imagining him naked, while on the other she pictured him declaring that the pub was a den of iniquity where thieves met to plan their nefarious deeds—she forced herself to go up to him at last.

				“You’re really a trouper,” she told him. “Working all day, then staying here all night. You don’t have to do this, you know. I have brothers.”

				“I know. But I needed to be here.”

				Her hands were resting palms down on the smooth wood surface of the bar. Now he ran a finger over the back of one hand, sending a shock of sensation through her.

				“Uh, okay, thank you,” she said, her words almost a whisper. She looked around, but they were pretty much alone; everyone else was busy, customers gulping their last drinks, staff cleaning up and trying to get out and go home.

				“You’re thanking me?”

				“Yes, of course.”

				“For?”

				“Last night, this...” That sounded wrong, she thought, and tried again. “I meant thank you for caring, not for the sex. No, wait, I don’t mean that I don’t thank you for the sex. It was great. You’re great. But more than anything I appreciate the fact that you’re concerned for my welfare. But you’re working a case. You can’t be so concerned with me that you’re not...on it.”

				He smiled. “Oh, don’t worry. I’m on it.”

				That sounded ominous. Unsettling.

				“We’re closing up now,” she said softly.

				“Yes, I know, and I’m waiting.”

				She leaned forward. “To make sure I’m safe?”

				“Let me stay with you tonight,” he said, his finger playing across the back of her hand again.

				She needed to say no.

				Instead she nodded. “Yes.”

				“Good night, Kieran!”

				She turned to see that Bobby O’Leary was leaving. Leave it to Bobby. He didn’t even drink—and he was closing down the pub.

				“Night, Bobby!” she called, pulling her hand away from Craig’s touch and waving.

				Declan was heading around the bar. He seemed to accept Craig being there as perfectly natural. “Are you seeing my sister home?” he asked.

				“I’d planned to. Figured you must be worn out after a night like this.”

				“I am, but you must be worn out, too. The city is in an uproar, and you’re caught right in the middle of it,” Declan said.

				Craig smiled. “But I’ve had a relaxing evening, meeting a lot of interesting people here at the bar.”

				Mary Kathleen came up just then and sat on the stool beside Craig, sighing as she let her head fall. “Brilliant night, but, oh! I’m beyond exhausted.”

				Kieran hadn’t even had a chance to speak with her almost sister-in-law. “Did everything go well with you and Julie?”

				“Aye, the girl’s a love!” Mary Kathleen said, lifting her head and grinning. “Quiet as a mouse, she were. Slept well, then woke up and headed over to her old place for whatever she might need most. Figured we’d get a list of the heavier things, and the boys can go get them on Sunday morning, when this place is actually closed for a spell. For the moment she’s fine—happy as a lark. She’s working from home the next few days, hangin’ with the pups. And what angels they are, too. Never knew I wanted a dog till now.”

				“I’m not so sure a pub keeper and his wife have time for a dog,” Declan said.

				“No harder than babes, and I assure you, we’ll be having a few of them,” Mary Kathleen said.

				Kieran was relieved to find herself actually smiling.

				Raising his voice so his brothers, who were still busing the last of the tables, could hear, Declan called out, “Thank you—no, bless you all. Couldn’t have handled tonight without you. Now go home. Get out. I need to lock up.”

				Kevin and Danny stopped and headed to the bar, staring questioningly at Kieran and Craig.

				“You’re good—go home. Kieran has an escort,” Declan told them.

				Kieran couldn’t tell whether Danny was looking at her with a strange expression or not.

				“Well, great,” Kevin said. “I’m off. I plan to sleep late tomorrow. I’m totally wiped. And I’ll see to it that this reprobate gets home, too.” He punched Danny playfully on the shoulder.

				“Night all,” Kieran said.

				“And, you two, you need to get out of here, too,” Declan said to her, with a nod toward Craig.

				Kieran reached under the bar for her bag and jacket. With Declan making shooing motions behind her, she rounded the bar and joined Craig. He didn’t touch her as they walked to the door together and he opened it for her.

				His sedan was just down the block. They walked to it quickly, without speaking. She took a quick look over her shoulder as they went.

				“Do you think we’re being followed?” he asked her.

				“What?” she asked in turn, her brow knitting in confusion.

				“You were looking around.”

				“Just wondering who else was out this late,” she said.

				He nodded and opened the car door for her.

				As she slid inside, she wondered what the night was going to be like. He was being so silent suddenly, and she knew that she herself was tense.

				Why hadn’t she said no when he said he wanted to stay the night? Why hadn’t she protested?

				Why had she been so afraid to speak up? And exactly what was she so afraid of tonight, here with an FBI agent by her side?

				“Eagan really likes you,” he told her, pulling into the street.

				“I’m glad. He seems so...normal. I mean...for a boss.”

				He smiled at that. “He is normal, just obsessed with work.”

				“And you’re not?”

				He shrugged. “We have shifts, we’re allowed to have lives, but it does turn into an around-the-clock type of thing a lot of the time. So,” he said, changing the subject back to her, “how do you feel the interviews went? Eagan said you were upset that the thieves had been to Finnegan’s.”

				“Wouldn’t you be, if it were your family’s business?”

				“Hey,” he said, “every crook out there has dined all over town. The only difference this time is that usually management never knows about it.”

				She turned in the seat to look at him. “Did you learn anything today?”

				“It’s an ongoing investigation.”

				“Oh, so you can’t tell me?”

				He was silent.

				“Great! I’m supposed to tell you everything, and in return you get to keep me in the dark.”

				He let out a sigh. “We’re investigating a number of leads.”

				“That’s a stock line if I’ve ever heard one,” she told him.

				“But a true one.”

				He glanced at her, and for a moment she thought she saw suspicion in his eyes. A moment later his expression held nothing but concern.

				“How about we talk about this in the morning?” he suggested.

				“So you’re still staying?” she asked.

				He’d found street parking down the block from her place and was maneuvering into the space.

				“That’s up to you,” he said, expertly sliding between an old Honda and a shiny new Acura.

				“Oh, God!” she snapped. “Stop this! Do you want to stay? I actually wish I didn’t want you to stay, because you’re driving me crazy. It’s up to both of us.”

				“It’s up to you,” he said evenly, “because I know I want to stay. Obviously, if you don’t want me to, I won’t. I’ll lie awake all night—”

				“Worrying that a killer is after me?” she interrupted.

				“That,” he said with a shrug, a small smile on his lips, “and remembering what it was like when I did stay.”

				She held very still for a moment.

				Hadn’t she been bright enough at some point during the day to think that she really needed to put the brakes on their relationship?

				Relationship?

				It was Friday night. Come Monday she would have known him for a week.

				A niggling unease feathered along her spine.

				If she made it until Monday.

				She determined not to let fear influence her.

				“I’m not sure yet what the hell this thing between us is,” she said, looking forward and not at him. “But yes, I want you to stay.”

				He exited the car quickly, then hurried around and opened her door.

				He didn’t give her much room; she almost slid into his arms as she got out.

				“I’d like to think it’s a relationship,” he said. “Sexual attraction along with something more. I like, admire and respect you. In fact, I find you absolutely fascinating.” He grinned slightly. “I’d like to think of myself as sexually appealing, especially to you—and, of course, I hope you find me intriguing.”

				“I’m not sure whether I want to kiss you or deck you,” Kieran told him. She was already a little breathless; her knees didn’t seem to have much staying power. She laid a hand on his chest and asked, “Really? Can this really be a relationship? We only met on Monday.”

				He moved closer and whispered against her ear, “Yes, but don’t you think we’re getting to know one another very, very well, even if it is quickly?”

				Yes.

				She smiled and nodded, and decided that, at least for tonight, she was going to live with the uneasy feeling of an FBI agent coming too close to their daily lives.

				Relationship.

				So far, she thought, they’d tumbled together in a van and then, in an entirely different way, in a bed. Was that a relationship?

				It didn’t matter.

				“Let’s go up,” she said huskily.

				As they passed the karaoke bar, someone was warbling out a Rolling Stones number—very badly, but with a great deal of energy and happiness.

				“One day,” Craig murmured, “I’m going to have to go in there.”

				She smiled, feeling his hand at the small of her back as they climbed the stairs.

				“You enjoy karaoke?” she asked, slightly incredulous.

				“Can’t sing a note, but yeah, I love a karaoke bar. Do you know the owners?”

				“Yes, and they’re a lovely couple. He’s Chinese and she’s Japanese. A lot of their customers sing in Japanese and Chinese. Their food is very good, too.”

				“That’s got to be a date night sometime in the future,” he said.

				Date?

				Didn’t a date always follow sleeping together?

				At her door, she undid the double locks. As soon as they were inside and she’d resecured the dead bolts, she turned and found herself in his arms. As breathless and turned on as she was, she pulled away, suddenly embarrassed.

				“I—I need a shower,” she murmured. “Too much beer, whiskey and white sauce. And,” she added drily, “sweat.”

				“As you wish,” he said.

				She stripped hastily, leaving a trail of clothing for him to follow as she hurried into the shower.

				And follow he did.

				She felt his arms around her and heard him whisper in her ear, “Lots of soap, hot water, steam...”

				His voice trailed off. For a brief moment she winced, imagining what he might have said, considering the way his morning had started off.

				So much blood.

				She turned in his arms. The day had been long and difficult for both of them. And now, somehow, despite it all, they were one another’s reward for enduring, for making their way through those endless hours.

				Sharing a shower with him was wonderfully sensual.

				Steam...

				Soap...

				Slippery lather, lips and kisses and hands everywhere...

				And then laughter when she dropped the soap and they both reached to get it, clunked their heads together and staggered. She nearly fell into the exposed pipes.

				He caught her, and with one look into each other’s eyes, they mutually agreed that their shower was done.

				Which was fine.

				Because there were towels whose softness became erotically charged as they slowly dried each other while walking slowly into the bedroom, where, lips locked once again, he angled her backward until the backs of her knees hit the bed. She fell onto the mattress, and he came down atop her in a tangle of towels. They wriggled out of the towels and into one another, breathless, whispering incoherently and touching clean, hot flesh.

				Relationship...

				Could it really be?

				Or was it sex...the circumstances...the world of wonder he’d seemed to open?

				For these moments, at least...

				Sex.

				He was a practiced lover, balancing arousal and tenderness with a fire that quickly escalated into passion and urgency. She felt his lips everywhere, intimately, his hands caressing her, and the size and heft of him against her seemed to make her skin spark with something electric. She moved against him and with him, and felt the delicious waves of heat rise within her until she climaxed with such a surge that it seemed the night literally broke into stars. She lay beside him thinking that there were so many secrets between them, it ought to be impossible to feel so close, so much as if they were one, if only for those moments, and yet she did feel close, closer than she’d ever felt to anyone else.

				He held her gently in the aftermath of what had seemed so wickedly wild and urgent. But, she reminded herself, there seemed to be multiple facets to him on every level—the stoic agent who loved gaming, so strong and serious, then filled with laughter when a bar of soap fell.

				She could fall in love with a man like that....

				Oh, no, no, no.

				Like was fine right now.

				Lust was definitely in the picture.

				He rose up on an elbow to look down at her. “You’re remarkable,” he said.

				She flushed. “I’m not at all sure that’s true. But,” she added, touching his face, “I’m very happy you feel that way.”

				As if by mutual agreement, they didn’t talk about the day, about jails, criminals, victims or diamonds.

				They murmured little nothings to one another.

				They made love again. And finally, ridiculously spent physically and mentally, they fell asleep at virtually the same time.

				Once again, however, they were woken by the strident sound of Craig’s phone.

				He answered it, listened tensely and turned to her.

				“You have to go?” she said. “Not another—not another robbery and murder?”

				“We have to go,” he told her.

				There was something in his voice. Something that frightened her.

				She sat up, tension filling her. “One of my brothers?” she asked in a whisper.

				He shook his head, and relief filled her. Then he spoke, and her relief drained away.

				“No, not one of your brothers. But I think you’re going to want to come with me. It’s Bobby O’Leary.”

				Her heart seemed to stop. “He’s—” She couldn’t bring herself to say it.

				“He was attacked last night. Just the other side of the block from Finnegan’s, by the old St. Augustine’s Church. I’ll drop you at the hospital on my way.”

				* * *

				Craig met up with Mike at the crime scene.

				The police had roped off the area, and a crime-scene unit was searching it.

				People gathered around but then, realizing there wasn’t a body or anything else exciting to be seen, moved on quickly.

				The crime scene was the small remaining parcel of churchyard that belonged to St. Augustine’s of the Fields. While not as old as Trinity and St. Paul’s, St Augustine’s was, in Craig’s eyes, both beautiful and fascinating. At a time when what was now downtown was pretty much the entire city and Wall Street was the site of a real wall built to protect the original settlers, the little church of St. Augustine’s was actually in a field, thus the name.

				There were no graves left in the little yard. While a few revered priests rested in coffins inside altars inside the church, those consigned to the graveyard had long ago been moved out to a Catholic cemetery in Queens.

				The churchyard still retained some beautiful sculptures, though. There were a Madonna and Child, a huge winged angel of victory, a weeping cherub and more. A few little concrete benches sat about, making the area, inside its two-foot stone wall, a peaceful, if small, place for contemplation.

				Detective Mayo was there, standing just inside the low stone wall. Craig and Mike flashed their badges to the men in uniform guarding the area, then passed through the narrow wooden gate—though they could have stepped over the wall—and joined him.

				“I called you in on this,” Mayo told them, “because I pushed myself in on it since it happened so close to Miss Finnegan’s family pub. I know you guys don’t usually show up for a mugging. Hell, I don’t usually show up for a mugging, since sadly, as we all know, a mugging in Manhattan isn’t considered a major crime. But given that Kieran Finnegan has been unwittingly involved in two recent crimes and works at the family pub sometimes, I thought you two would be interested.”

				“Good call,” Craig said. “Not to mention Bobby O’Leary is an acquaintance—almost a friend, I guess,” he said, glancing at Mike.

				“A friend,” Mike agreed. “We spent a lot of last night talking with him.” He looked at Craig. “When did he leave?”

				“Right at closing,” Craig said. “The very tail end of the night. The streets were almost empty, a few cars and cabs on the road, some people still out, but it was quiet.”

				Thinking back, he could easily see how a mugger could have emerged from the shadows to attack Bobby.

				“My sense is this,” Mayo said. “Someone knew when the pub closed and that O’Leary tended to stay till the bitter end. Our mugger waited here, in the shadows, behind this wall. O’Leary wouldn’t have been worried about anything—probably walks this same way most nights of the week. Thing is, I doubt your usual mugger hides out in an old churchyard hoping someone will go by. I think Bobby was targeted.”

				“He’s hanging in, right?” Mike asked.

				“Tough old bird, so yeah, he’s hanging in,” Mayo said. “A crack to the head—forensics already told me he got a beating with a piece of wing broken off that angel over there—and some major bruising. The mugger might even have left him for dead. Anyway, Father Christopher—over there, on the church steps—came in about five this morning and found him. He called 911 right away.”

				Craig looked over at Father Christopher. He was a young priest, somber as he watched the action around him.

				“Kaley, what ya got?” Mayo called, addressing one of the young women in a crime-scene coverall.

				She rose from the patch of grass she’d been inspecting and headed their way.

				“I don’t know if what we’ve got helps much. We’ve found gum stuck under all the benches, not to mention on a few angels. Some candy wrappers, some beer cans...going to be hard to prove anything based on what we’re finding. I’m pretty sure the attacker wore gloves, anyway. That piece of angel wing has blood on it, but it’s going to be the victim’s. There are no prints on it at all. We already tested. If he didn’t wear gloves, he wiped it clean.”

				“Of course he did,” Mayo said, shaking his head.

				Craig looked from Kaley to the small churchyard.

				“Okay,” he said, “so Bobby O’Leary was walking down the street. The attacker, maybe even more than one, was waiting behind the wall—probably in the shade of that massive cherub over there.”

				“That’s my thought, and it looks like it, the way the grass is trampled,” Kaley said.

				“Then the mugger grabbed Bobby and dragged him over the wall,” Craig said.

				She nodded. “Yep. Scrape marks on the stone.”

				“And then the bastard bashed him,” Mike finished.

				“Exactly.” Mayo nodded grimly. “Like I said, this was a planned attack.”

				“Do you think the mugger meant to kill him?” Mike asked quietly.

				“In my opinion, yes,” Mayo said. “That broken wing was one wicked weapon. If they’d struck him just a bit differently, he would be dead. You see why I called you. And,” he added, “the kicker is, Bobby O’Leary was found with his wallet in his pocket with all his credit cards and a couple hundred in cash.”

				* * *

				Kieran hurried straight up to see Bobby. He was in the critical care unit, though, and she was stopped by a nurse before she could enter the hallway to his room.

				“Are you family?” the nurse—Emily, according to her name tag—asked.

				Kieran found herself glad that this woman was like a bulldog when it came to protecting her patients.

				“Yes,” Kieran lied quickly. They were like family, and in the circumstances that would have to be good enough. “I’m his niece.”

				She didn’t know why she’d added that; the lie she’d given would have been sufficient. Bobby really didn’t have family, and at Finnegan’s, people became family.

				“He’s in and out of consciousness and there’s a cop waiting to take a statement from him—assuming he’s ever able to give one. He’s in pretty serious shape. I’m not allowed to give details—you’ll have to talk to the doctor for those. You’re not to distress him in any way. I’ve told the cops that, too. His life comes before anything else. You understand me?”

				Kieran nodded, and Emily escorted her down the hallway.

				There was a cop seated before the door, a copy of the New York Times in his hand. He stood as they approached.

				“Vic, this is O’Leary’s niece. She may sit there and hold his hand. If she starts to bother him in any way, shoot her.” She winked.

				“I promise not to disturb him in any way.”

				“Good. I try not to shoot people in hospitals,” the cop told her. Then he winked, too.

				Bobby was almost as pale as the sheets. His head was wrapped in what looked like a white turban.

				She sat next to him, staring at the array of monitors attached to him and the IV that flowed into his veins.

				Poor Bobby.

				How the hell—why the hell—had this happened to him?

				His eyes were closed. She didn’t try to speak to him. His hand lay on the white sheet. She saw the gnarled old flesh and the spattering of liver spots. He had long fingers, calloused from a life of hard work.

				She slipped her fingers around his and held his hand with no pressure, but with what she hoped was reassuring warmth.

				She was sure he didn’t even know she was there.

				Then he squeezed her fingers.

				She looked quickly at his face. His eyes were still closed.

				But he had responded to her.

				She sat back, grateful that he was alive. She was happy just to sit there and stay with him.

				She heard a commotion in the hall and recognized Danny’s voice.

				She rose, still holding Bobby’s hand, and tried to signal the police officer. “My brother. Um, Bobby’s nephew!”

				A moment later Danny was there. “He’s—he’s hanging in?” he asked anxiously.

				She nodded.

				Danny went to Bobby’s other side and carefully took his other hand. A moment later, he looked at Kieran with relief. “He squeezed.”

				“Yeah,” she said softly.

				It wasn’t long before Declan and Mary Kathleen arrived, and then Kevin. That was okay. They were family; even Declan had come in with the lie on his lips.

				Poor Nurse Emily was having a fit. Only two people could be in the room, and that was that. And so they rotated, two of them in with Bobby, the others drinking coffee and pacing the waiting room.

				Hours went by.

				A doctor came in at last and spoke with them. Bobby had a skull fracture; the big fear was water on the brain. He and the rest of the team wanted to wait before taking further steps. They would only operate if it was Bobby’s only chance, because the operation came with serious risks.

				“What can we do?” Kieran asked.

				“If you’re the praying sort, then pray,” the doctor told them.

				“We’re Irish. We’re good at that,” Danny said. He looked over at Kieran, his expression anguished. “We’re great at praying—and guilt,” he said softly.

				She felt her stomach flip.

				Did Danny know something about what had happened to Bobby? Or, worse, about the robberies—and the murders?

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER
ELEVEN

				RICHARD EAGAN CALLED an emergency interdepartmental task force meeting that morning, laying out flatly what they knew, what might be circumstantial, what they surmised—and what every law enforcement agency in the city needed to be looking out for.

				The FBI, the US Marshals Service, city and state police, and Homeland Security were all involved.

				Craig wasn’t sure if he was glad to be appointed—with Mike—as colead on the investigation, seeing as they didn’t seem to be getting anywhere.

				Except Finnegan’s, he thought unhappily.

				And, of course, he was left to field questions such as, “What are we supposed to do? Stop and question anyone who’s wearing a hoodie?”

				After the Q and A, he wrapped up with an overview of what he did want everyone to do.

				“Watch for individuals in hoodies behaving in a suspicious manner. I want the surveillance footage from all the robberies shown at every agency, so every man and woman out there is aware of who and what to look for. We’re also posting twenty-four-hour surveillance in the Diamond District and at a rotating selection of jewelry stores across the city that carry high-end diamonds. We’re working on a theory that the killers stalked the foursome that we apprehended last Monday in order to learn and copycat their MO. We have a partially complete list of places where the original thieves met and did some of their strategizing, places where the copycats might have eavesdropped on them. We’ll have people at these locations, too, questioning staff to see if anyone noticed something that might help us, then cross-referencing that information looking for repeat customers, so to speak. We’ve already collected a massive amount of information, and you’ll all have access to those files.”

				Mike said a few words next, and then Eagan spoke again when he was done. Everyone filed out a few minutes later, leaving the three FBI agents alone in the room.

				Craig didn’t wait to consult with the others; he pulled out his phone and dialed Kieran’s number.

				She didn’t answer.

				He dialed the hospital and found that there had been no change in Bobby O’Leary’s condition.

				He realized, as he hung up, that his director and partner were staring at him. “Checking on O’Leary,” he said.

				“Could have nothing to do with any of this,” Eagan said.

				“But it does. Somehow, I know it does,” Craig said.

				“Can we really afford to work off our guts on this one?” Eagan asked.

				“Can we afford not to?” Craig asked in response, feeling a little desperate because he hadn’t reached Kieran.

				“All right, I guess I need to trust you on this. You’re a good agent, Craig. You and Mike are a crack team, which is why I put you on lead. Follow the evidence and your gut wherever they take you. Just solve this thing,” Eagan said.

				He left the conference room. Mike and Craig were left alone.

				“You really think the killers hang out at Finnegan’s?” Mike asked.

				“I think something is going on there.”

				“Think the Finnegans are involved?”

				“No!” Craig protested, knowing even as he spoke that he sounded defensive.

				They couldn’t be.

				Or rather, being honest with himself, he didn’t want them to be.

				Craig sat up suddenly. “I just thought of something.”

				Mike groaned. “Oh, God, what does that mean?”

				“We worked a lot of different units, both of us, before landing here.”

				“So?”

				“Come on.”

				“Where are we going?”

				“My place.”

				“For?”

				“A change of clothes.”

				Mike arched a brow.

				“And faces. A change of clothes—and faces.”

				* * *

				The Finnegan family was good at allotting tasks to make sure everything was covered, especially in times of crisis, Kieran thought.

				Declan, in his role as eldest, created a schedule.

				Danny had to work that day, but when he was done being a tour guide he would head back to the hospital.

				Finnegan’s opened at 11:00 a.m., but Rory, Pedro and Javier would have the kitchen going early, Debbie Buenger would open the bar and Mary Kathleen would join her to make sure opening would be covered. Declan himself would be there by eleven thirty.

				Kieran would leave the hospital in time to make it to the pub by around twelve thirty, when the lunch crowd got going, and Kevin would stay at the hospital until Danny arrived. Once Kevin got to the pub, Kieran would return to the hospital and stay as long as they let her. Moving forward, Danny would be a floater and either stay at the hospital or come to the pub, depending on which seemed more important on the day.

				At one point, as Kieran sat next to Bobby, nearly drowsing, she felt him squeeze her hand again.

				Her eyes flew open, and she saw that Bobby was looking at her. He managed a weak smile and his lips were moving.

				“Thank you,” he said, and he closed his eyes again.

				She looked across the bed at Kevin, who was staring at her.

				“Did I just hear that?” he asked.

				“Yes!” she said excitedly. “He spoke.”

				Kieran rose, easing her hand from Bobby’s, and headed into the hall, looking for a doctor. She found Nurse Emily, who told her that even momentary consciousness was a very good sign, but they had to be patient. With luck he would wake up again soon.

				As the lunch hour drew near, Kieran rose to leave. Due to her recent experience in the subway, she opted to take a cab and made it to the pub without incident.

				Saturday crowds could be a strange mix.

				The pub was closer to downtown than not, so the business crowd that flooded the pub on weekdays wasn’t around.

				Saturday nights tended to be very busy, with tourists and random locals on top of their regular patrons.

				The regulars all knew Bobby O’Leary and would understand that the Finnegan siblings had taken on the duty of watching over him.

				When Kieran came in, she saw that Declan or someone had asked Julie to help out; she was wearing an apron and carrying a tray filled with frosty ales.

				Julie saw Kieran walk in and paused with her heavy tray. “How’s Bobby? Any change?” Her tone was worried.

				“I think he’s a little better. He opened his eyes for a minute and spoke,” Kieran said.

				One of the regulars overheard her, and in seconds her words were echoing through the entire place.

				“Bobby is a fighter, that he is!” someone called out. “Three cheers for Bobby.”

				Cheers and applause filled the air.

				“This really is an amazing place,” Julie said, smiling. “In a city made up of neighborhoods, Finnegan’s just might make this area the best.”

				“I’m not about to disagree, Now, where am I needed?” Kieran asked, smiling.

				“You’re always a godsend behind the bar, you know that. But,” she said, lowering her voice, “if you and your brother don’t mind, I’d love some help here in the bar. Mr. Krakowsky is here.”

				“Krakowsky?” Kieran said blankly.

				“Gary’s boss, Simon Krakowsky.” She nodded in his direction. “I don’t think Gary would have arranged to meet him here after the last time he came in, but I’m still worried he’ll show up. And Mr. Krakowsky loves you. You saved his store, after all, running after those guys and jumping into that van.”

				“I didn’t run after anyone, much less jump into that van. I was dragged at what I thought was gunpoint,” Kieran protested.

				“Whatever, he adores you. He’s told the world about you saying ‘Any decent person would lend a hand.’ But he’s still Gary’s boss, you know? Please, I don’t mind helping at all, just please don’t make me wait on him.”

				“Where are Mary Kathleen and Debbie?”

				“Running their butts off over there,” Julie told her, nodding toward the dining room.

				The bar area held five tables, while the dining room held twenty, along with the stage.

				“Gotcha, not a problem,” Kieran said. “Just let me set my things down.”

				Declan was behind the bar, moving at the speed of light. Kieran set her jacket and bag beneath the bar, explained Julie’s request to her brother and headed to Simon Krakowsky’s table, passing several tables on the way.

				Austin and Libby Anderson were at the first—regulars. She flashed them a quick smile. She didn’t recognize the two men at the second table, both long-haired and bearded, one in classic John Lennon wire-rims, and both wearing T-shirts advertising a band called Resurgence. A guitar was propped up next to the one with the longer beard. She’d never heard of the group, but New York was overrun with up-and-coming bands—and, of course, plenty that would never make it at all.

				She reached Simon Krakowsky’s table. He was eating alone, but she could easily understand Julie’s fear that he might be joined by one of his employees, specifically Gary.

				“Mr. Krakowsky,” she said, smiling as she stood beside him. “How are you?”

				“I’m just fine, Miss Finnegan,” he said, nodding gravely. “Largely thanks to you, of course.”

				“I’m happy that you feel that way, but, really, I was a hostage and simply went into self-preservation mode.”

				“Maybe, but your quick thinking might have saved our lives.”

				“We were being held up by men with water pistols,” she reminded him.

				“I heard that on the news, but you didn’t know that as it was happening.”

				“Self-preservation,” she repeated. “But thank you. Are you dining alone today?”

				He nodded. “Felt the need to be surrounded by good people,” he said. “Even if I’m on my own. I heard about your friend being mugged. I’m so sorry. I don’t know what this world is coming to.”

				“There’s still a lot of good in the world, Mr. Krakowsky. And Bobby’s hanging on. I believe he’s going to make it.”

				“I’ll pray for him,” Mr. Krakowsky said. Then he shook his head. “Seems like just yesterday that I was in here with friends and the world felt safe.”

				“The world has never really been safe,” she said.

				“My world was safe. Humdrum, day in, day out.” He was quiet for a moment, then pointed to the bar. “I was in here with my friend Harry Belvedere. Do you know Harry?”

				“I might. I’m not sure.”

				“He owns Vintage by Victoria. He named the place after his late wife.”

				Kieran paused, frowning. “That’s the jewelry store that was just held up. And it’s where...”

				“Yes. Where that poor young girl was killed.”

				“You two were in here together?” she asked him.

				“That’s what I just said. I had a shipment of stones coming in from Africa—clean stones, by the way. I always check. I’m not a broker for any bastards making their money off blood diamonds.”

				“I believe that you run a very ethical business,” Kieran assured him. “But you were here, talking about diamonds?”

				“Harry needed some stones to restore a piece of estate jewelry. He specializes in antique jewelry. He’s devastated. That poor, poor girl.”

				“Yes,” Kieran said. She felt frozen in place.

				She’d known the thieves had been in Finnegan’s. Now it seemed that the killers might have been here, as well.

				Listening. Stalking her family’s clientele. Picking their next target.

				She was heartsick—and furious. How dare they sully Finnegan’s, where everyone was welcome, where hospitality meant everything.

				“I know. It’s horrible,” she said.

				Mr. Krakowsky nodded gravely, and then smiled, nodding to someone across the room. Kieran turned to follow his gaze. He was looking at Julie.

				“I probably shouldn’t be saying this, but... Gary is a good employee, but I have to question his intelligence. Julie is one of the loveliest women I’ve ever met. Divorce is hard, but marriages do fall apart. Still, there are ways to conduct yourself and ways not to. The man is an idiot, leaving her for some of the women I’ve seen him with recently.” He met her eyes. “I hear you asked him to leave the pub the other night.”

				“I did,” she said firmly.

				“I told him the same thing, said he needs to have the good sense to stay out of this place. He’s tight with Jimmy, though, and I guess this has been McManus’s watering hole since your dad was running it.”

				She’d been there too long, and she was starting to feel her anger at Gary growing all over again. She had to shake off the way she was feeling and do her job.

				“Look at me,” she said with forced brightness. “Standing and chatting in the middle of the lunch rush. I’d better get to work or I’ll hear about it from my brother later. What can I get you today?”

				“I’m sorry. Selfish of me to monopolize you. A stout, please—surprise me with which. And that chicken pot pie thing your chef does so well.”

				“Coming right up,” Kieran promised him. She poured and delivered his stout, then headed back behind the bar to help, since it would be some time before his food was up.

				She found herself pausing to look at the two musicians. They were scribbling on music paper, apparently working on a song. Their half-full beer glasses and empty plates sat in front of them.

				She walked over to pick up the plates. “Can I get you anything else?” she asked.

				They both looked up at her.

				“No, thank you,” said the full-bearded one, who she noticed had dark eyes versus his friend’s green ones.

				She nodded and stepped away. Something about them seemed odd. And vaguely familiar.

				Surely she would have noticed them if they’d been in before.

				Maybe she was going overboard looking for anything suspicious.

				Besides, bearded men always looked suspicious. Or creepy.

				At least they weren’t wearing hoodies.

				She put the empty plates in the bin under the bar and went back to work.

				Every time someone came in and wanted to talk about Bobby, it seemed the rest of the place wanted to drink a toast to his recovery.

				Around three thirty, Kevin came in. He assured her that Bobby was stable and his vital signs were good. A new nurse, Molly, was on duty, and she had been more forthcoming than steely-eyed Nurse Emily.

				“Did he open his eyes again?” Kieran asked her brother.

				He shook his head. “Maybe he’s waiting for you,” he said, smiling.

				“I’m going to stay there tonight,” Kieran said.

				“I figured. I’ll be there early in the morning,” he told her.

				She said goodbye to Declan and the others, then noted that Mr. Krakowsky was still there and that Jimmy McManus—minus Gary Benton, thank heavens—was at the bar.

				Kevin saw her out and safely into a cab.

				When she returned to Bobby’s room, an officer she hadn’t met yet was on duty, as well as the new nurse. The officer seemed aware that she was coming and rose to open the door to Bobby’s room for her. She thanked him as she entered.

				Danny was in a chair beside the bed, holding one of Bobby’s hands and apparently dozing. He heard her arrival, though, and blinked and yawned, then smiled at her.

				“Any news?” she asked.

				“No news is good news,” he told her. “They took him out for some scans a bit ago. One of the doctors will be back in soon.”

				She nodded and took up a seat across the bed from her brother, taking Bobby’s other hand and squeezing it lightly.

				Nothing at first.

				Then she was certain she felt a slight squeeze in return.

				“Everything okay at the pub?” Danny asked her softly.

				“Yes,” she said, then hesitated. She wanted to talk to him openly, wanted to tell him what Simon Krakowsky had told her.

				But she didn’t want to have that conversation over the body of a friend who was fighting for his life.

				“Yes, everything is fine,” she said. “I guess we should be quiet and let Bobby rest, huh?”

				“No, the doctor who came in before they took Bobby out for his scan—Dr. Huang—told me that we should talk all we want, to each other and to Bobby.”

				“Oh?”

				“Yes, he might hear us on some level, and it might help draw him back to consciousness.”

				“Oh, well...great.”

				She still didn’t want to talk about the pub, though.

				“So how was your day?” she asked him. “How was your tour group?”

				“Fantastic,” he said. “A bunch of college kids. It always seems so strange to me that people come to New York City to shop or go to Broadway shows, but they never come downtown. They don’t see Trinity and St. Paul’s. They have no clue that the Dutch settled New Amsterdam in 1609 and that the English didn’t take over the colony until 1664. They don’t know that the British held the city during much of the Revolution, or even that it was the capital for a while. They know nothing about Washington being here, about—” Danny stopped abruptly and gave her a wry smile. “Sorry. I just love this city so much.”

				Kieran grinned. “I love the city, too, Danny.”

				“Of course you do.” He sighed. “I’ll never get rich, of course. Leading tours. But I truly love it, and I hope I get to do it forever.”

				“Of course you do. And you know every little nook and cranny of it, too,” she said.

				Her own words suddenly disturbed her.

				Yes, her brother knew the city. Knew every neighborhood, every street and every alley.

				She was immediately furious with herself. Her brother was no killer.

				“Our building has been there since 1833,” she reminded him.

				He nodded. “Built as office space, a landmark back then at four floors. And a Finnegan opened the first pub there in 1845.”

				“We’re remarkable,” she said, smiling.

				She felt Bobby squeeze her hand and quickly looked down at him.

				His eyes were open, and he was looking at her again. She thought that his lips even twitched into an almost-smile.

				He spoke, his words raspy and barely a whisper on the air.

				She couldn’t make them out and looked over at Danny, a question in her eyes.

				He smiled. “He said we should keep talking.”

				Bobby’s eyes fluttered shut. She could have sworn that almost-smile was still there, though.

				“So, who are you taking where tomorrow?” she asked.

				As Danny rattled on about his plans for the next day, she half listened.

				And half worried.

				* * *

				“Everyone looks pretty normal to me,” Mike said.

				Craig lowered his head, grinning. His partner looked anything but normal himself, with his neatly trimmed beard and mustache, and green contact lenses.

				“They are normal,” Craig said. He was watching Krakowsky. The older man had stayed at his table by the bar all day, and he didn’t seem about to leave.

				Then again, he and Mike were still there, too.

				It had taken just about all his resolve not to get up and leave when Kieran did. He was afraid, he realized, of her even being on the street alone.

				Which was unreasonable, he knew.

				He and Mike had watched customers come and go—or come and stay—throughout the day, many of them people they’d seen on previous visits.

				He’d overheard snatches of Kieran’s conversation with Mr. Krakowsky, and he was more convinced than ever that both sets of thieves had been here, either to share information or pilfer it.

				As the afternoon wore on into evening, they saw many if not most of the pub’s regulars. The man who had been with Gary Benton—he heard Declan greet him as Jimmy McManus—was there with friends, luckily not including Gary. They sat where they could see one of the screens and watched a college baseball game.

				“I thought your girlfriend had us pegged there for a moment,” Mike said.

				“My what?”

				“Kieran. When she walked by, I thought she was about to ask us what the hell we thought we were doing. She would have figured it out if she hadn’t left.”

				“Maybe.”

				“What was that accent you were doing, anyway? Slavic-Hispanic?” Mike teased.

				“My best Romanian,” Craig said. Then he went still.

				“Krakowsky has company,” he said.

				“Oh?” Mike murmured, turning his head surreptitiously.

				It was Harry Belvedere.

				The two men hugged in greeting. Then Belvedere sat down, and the two talked quietly, leaning in head to head.

				“Probably commiserating,” Mike said.

				Craig nodded. “Comparing notes on being robbed?”

				“Not much to compare. Krakowsky got back his jewels and no one was hurt. Belvedere lost his best pieces, and worse, a woman was killed.”

				“The point is,” Craig said quietly, “they’re here together now, so the odds are they’ve been here together before. And I’m betting both groups of thieves have been here, too.”

				“Awfully coincidental that they were apparently all here at the same time. Think our bad guys could have been tipped off by someone near and dear to the pub?” Mike asked.

				Craig shot him an unreadable look, then started to rise.

				“We’re leaving?” Mike asked.

				“I think we’ve found out everything we can here, at least for now. And I’m more and more convinced that Maria Antonescu, intentionally or otherwise, abetted the robbery that led to her own murder. We have to ID the guy she was dating, her secret lover.”

				“And we’re going to find him by...?”

				“Actually, I think he’s here. Maybe not here right now, but I think he’s someone we’ve seen in here before. We need to change clothes and head back to Clean Cut Office Services.”

				Mike groaned. “It’s Saturday. You really think Ms. Mannerly is going to be there?”

				Craig nodded. “I do, because I’m going to call her and tell her to meet us there. Though there’s another stop I want to make first.” He signaled for their check. Julie handed it to him with a smile and not even a whiff of suspicion.

				Not bad, Craig thought, for a guy who hadn’t gone undercover in years.

				“Hey,” Mike said, just as Craig was laying down money for their bill. He nodded toward the door.

				They both stood there as assistant director Richard Eagan walked in and headed straight past them to the bar.

				Craig and Mike stared at each other in surprise, but they managed to contain their laughter until they were out on the sidewalk.

				* * *

				Toward midnight, Kieran made Danny leave.

				After all, he had a tour to lead in the morning.

				He protested at first, but she finally convinced him that she was just fine. She was in a busy hospital, and a cop was sitting right outside Bobby’s door.

				Once he was gone, she watched Bobby hopefully, looking for signs of returning consciousness. She hadn’t understood everything Dr. Huang had said, but the overall prognosis was good. There was no water building up on Bobby’s brain, and the swelling was going down.

				It was about thirty minutes after Danny left that Bobby opened his eyes, looked at Kieran and smiled.

				“Angel,” he said.

				She flushed. “Oh, Bobby. Please. You know me well enough to know I’m no angel.”

				He started to say something, but she could see it was an effort for him.

				“I don’t think you should be talking too much. I’m just so glad you’re awake. You really took a wallop on the head. Did you see who did it?” she asked anxiously.

				He winced. “A large cemetery cherub with a bat? Ah, lass, no. I was walking—sober as can be, you know that—and suddenly it felt like I was flying. Except that I was scraping stone. And there was a big man there, aye, a big man. I’m pretty sure he was dark haired, but it was a chilly night. He might have been wearing some kind of a cape. You know—like Dracula.” He was quiet for a moment. “He wasn’t alone, either. Someone said, ‘He’s a goner, and I never even got to ask him,’ and I don’t think you’d say that unless you were talking to someone else. So...did they rob me blind?”

				She shook her head. “They didn’t take anything, Bobby.”

				“They didn’t, eh?”

				She couldn’t tell whether he was surprised or not.

				As if to himself, he murmured, “What do they think I know?”

				“What are you talking about, Bobby? Who are ‘they’?”

				He shook his head. “I don’t know. But they must have been there in the pub at some point that night, and they must have been after something more valuable than my wallet. I remember old Krakowsky—you know, Gary’s boss—bragging about his new shipment of stones. There were a bunch of jewelers in there that day. They thought they were so discreet, but I sit at the bar and I hear a lot. But,” he added, “not enough, I think.”

				Kieran heard footsteps in the hall and looked up to see Craig standing outside the room with Mike, speaking with the policeman guarding the door.

				Bobby suddenly gripped her wrist in a fierce hold, shockingly strong for his condition.

				She turned to look at him. His features were tense.

				“Don’t tell them anything, not yet. You can say I’ve opened my eyes a few times. I’m not ready to talk, do you understand? I’m not ready.”

				Bobby’s grip fell away as he relaxed his features and closed his eyes.

				Seconds later special agent Craig Frasier walked in.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER
TWELVE

				CRAIG LEFT MIKE in the hall, talking to the officer there, as he entered the room. The latest report was that Bobby O’Leary had yet to reach full consciousness, though the doctors said things were going well.

				Kieran was sitting by the old man’s bed, her fingers curled around his hand where it lay on the covers. She was leaning down, resting her head on the bars of the bed, as if she had been resting. He saw that she was sitting in a chair that could fold down into a bed, and something told him that she was planning to use it, stay for the night, keep her eye on Bobby and hold his hand.

				“Anything?” he asked her softly.

				Her long dark auburn hair seemed especially vibrant tonight, falling over the white sheet. She lifted her head, and her eyes were especially blue in the harsh lighting.

				“I think he’s doing well. The doctor said there’s no sign of water building up on his brain, no swelling.” She glanced down at Bobby, and Craig thought she sounded a little uneasy when she spoke again. “He’s opened his eyes a few times, but it never lasts.”

				“Good to hear. I’ve been calling in all day, but all I got was ‘no change, stable condition.’ I’m really hoping he’s going to be able to help us out.”

				“Do you think he saw anything?” she asked. “If he was attacked from behind...”

				“He may still be able to tell us something. Even if he couldn’t see his attacker, he might have noticed something. Like the scent of soap or aftershave,” Craig said. “Or maybe he heard something, his attacker’s voice, the way he breathed...something. You never know. All we can do for now is hope.”

				“It was probably some random thing,” Kieran said. “Wrong place, wrong time.”

				“Or it might have been someone who knew he spent his days in the pub and thought he might have heard something or know something,” Craig said.

				“Do you really think so?” Kieran asked. “It seems strange that...that someone would go to such lengths to attack Bobby, of all people. I still think it was a robbery like—”

				“Nothing was taken.”

				“Maybe the mugger was interrupted. Maybe a taxi went by, or even a cop car.”

				She sounded defensive, Craig thought. And that wasn’t good.

				“Kieran, don’t you want this solved—no matter what?” he asked her.

				“Of course!”

				The door opened, and a nurse walked in. She looked Craig up and down and nodded—with approval, he hoped—and then turned to Kieran. “Honey, you want some bedding for that chair?”

				“It’s not necessary.”

				“You might as well. You need to sleep, and we have monitors all over Mr. O’Leary. If anything happens, we’ll know at the nurses’ station.”

				“In that case, thank you,” Kieran said.

				The nurse left, and Craig smiled at Kieran. “I figured you’d be staying,” he said softly.

				“Of course.”

				“Listen, we really need to talk to him, and as quickly as possible,” Craig said. “You’ll call me if he wakes up and is coherent?”

				She didn’t look at him as she nodded.

				“Well, then,” he said softly. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

				She still didn’t look up.

				Because she was lying to him. He knew it. What he didn’t know was why.

				Or just what, exactly, she was lying to him about.

				* * *

				Kieran wasn’t sure if Bobby O’Leary was still faking it at that point or if he was really out of it again.

				Whichever, he didn’t speak anymore that night.

				Molly brought sheets, a pillow and a blanket, and Kieran did her best to settle in and sleep for the night.

				Time seemed to tick by very slowly as she found herself unable to sleep. She lay there and thought about everything that had happened. She wondered what Craig knew that he wasn’t telling her.

				She worried about Daniel.

				He would never kill anyone.

				But was he involved, even unwittingly?

				When she wasn’t worrying, she was remembering the events of two nights ago.

				Thinking about Craig.

				Every time she should have backed away, she’d been incapable of doing so. She genuinely cared about him.

				Or was it pure physical attraction?

				Something in the underlying scent of his skin that sent her mind reeling and made everything else in her ache with longing?

				Angry with herself, she groaned, then tossed and turned and finally caught a few minutes’ sleep every so often, waking up every time a member of the medical staff came in.

				At seven, when she woke up for good, she was surprised to see someone peeking in the door, and it wasn’t one of her brothers or even Mary Kathleen. Julie had come.

				“Hey,” Julie whispered softly, tiptoeing in. “How are you doing? How’s Bobby doing?”

				“Well, I think,” Kieran whispered, trying to get her “bed” back into chair mode as quietly as possible. She almost managed it, but the sheets got tangled in the mechanism and she had to start over. “Sorry, Julie, just give me a minute here. There’s a chair on the other side of the bed, if you want to sit down.”

				She finally righted her chair, bundling the sheets to the side. When she turned, Julie was holding Bobby’s hand, Bobby was awake and they were both grinning at her.

				“Bobby!” Kieran said. “You’re good?”

				“Ah, why does everyone misuse that word? If I said I was, it would mean I was without sin, or maybe out there in the world doing something good for someone. Now, am I well? Yes, feeling much better, lass, especially knowing you were there beside me, watching over me during the night. Thank you.” He turned to Julie. “And you, too, of course.”

				“I just got here,” Julie said with a grin. “You have to give me some time to do some good.”

				Bobby’s smile faded slightly, but he forced it back into place. “Where are those wretched doctors? When are they going to let me out of here?”

				“Bobby! You’re in critical care, so you’re not going anywhere right now,” Kieran told him firmly.

				“They have any decent food around here?” he asked.

				“I’m not sure if you’re allowed to have food yet,” Kieran said.

				“No food? Now how will I be healing without something substantial in me belly, eh?”

				“There’s good stuff running through that IV line,” Kieran said.

				“I’ll go out and ask about breakfast,” Julie said.

				“Now that, my lass, would be doing a body some good!” he said.

				When Julie left the room, he turned to Kieran, and spoke swiftly and fiercely. “I’ll tell those coppers what happened when I walked down the street, but don’t you repeat anything else I said. I’ll call you a liar, do you understand me? You’re not to repeat anything I said.”

				“Bobby, if you know something—if someone at the pub has been threatening you or anyone else in any way—we have to tell the cops, and the FBI, too,” Kieran said.

				“If I actually knew something, don’t you think I’d say so and have the bastards locked up?” Bobby asked, staring at her very seriously. “Lass, I’m an old man, alone in some ways but not in others. Wife gone, never blessed with wee ones, and I can’t even be having me a pint o’ stout now and then, but I like living. I love my life. I think someone out there thinks I’ve heard things I shouldn’t. Thing is, I don’t know what I’ve heard. Don’t know why they didn’t shoot me, except that wouldn’t look much like a mugging now, would it? Stupid bastards forgot to steal my wallet, though.” He pointed a finger at her. “I’ll be talking to Declan. Meanwhile, don’t you be in that pub alone. Don’t any of you be in there alone.”

				He had her curious, but also frightened, really frightened.

				She couldn’t ask him anything more, though, because at that moment, Julie walked back in.

				“Liquids,” she said.

				“What?” Kieran asked blankly.

				“Bobby, they’re starting you on liquids. Clear liquids,” Julie said.

				“Liquids, eh?” Bobby said. “That’s something, I guess.”

				“The nurses are changing shifts right now, but there’s a lovely aide who’s going to come in soon with apple juice. You hold that down and you get broth, and if that goes well...Jell-O. And then maybe you get to eat.”

				“Our Sweet Lady Mother and Jesus be praised,” Bobby said. “Broth, did you say? Why, my mouth is just watering already.”

				“Behave,” Kieran told him. “You’ll drink your apple juice first and love it, and then we’ll talk about broth.”

				“Aye, Miss Finnegan,” Bobby said. “Whatever you say.”

				Julie had been standing with her hands behind her back. Now she produced a cup with a spoon in it. “I brought you ice chips,” she told him.

				They all laughed.

				“Maybe juice won’t be so bad,” he muttered, once his dry, cracked lip had been soothed.

				A new nurse came in, Jarrod, tall and fit, with a quick smile and easy manner. He was pleased to see that Bobby was doing so well. He was there to take Bobby for another scan, but he expected positive results, given how alert Bobby was.

				Bobby told the nurse about his desire for a Danish.

				“If all goes well, you can have one in a few hours. Ice chips were good?”

				“As sweet as me Sainted Mother’s tit,” Bobby said.

				Jarrod grinned, glancing at Kieran and Julie, then left, telling them that Officer Clayton was on duty outside the room and would be happy to know Bobby was doing so well.

				Bobby’s smile faded the minute the three of them were alone in the room again. “I suppose the lawmen will be here any minute with their questions. Aye, and that’s fine. I’m up to talking now.”

				No sooner had he finished speaking than the door opened. An aide was there with a plastic pitcher of ice water and a glass of apple juice. She warned Bobby to drink slowly.

				The minute she was gone, Officer Clayton walked in, a nice young guy in his early twenties, and told Bobby how happy he was to see him doing so well.

				As soon as he left, Julie said, “I guess everyone is hoping you can help catch the guys who hurt you, Bobby.”

				“Don’t you think that I’d like them caught?” Bobby asked softly.

				A technician came and rolled Bobby down for the promised scan; Julie and Kieran stayed in the room, looking worriedly at each other.

				“This is really terrifying,” Julie told Kieran.

				“Yes,” Kieran said, wondering if Julie suspected that Finnegan’s was somehow connected to the jewelry store robberies.

				Julie leaned forward. “Kieran, you be careful. You’re always coming and going at odd hours, and you never think to be afraid, no matter how late it is.”

				“I’ll be careful. We all will.”

				Julie’s eyes brightened. “Not to mention now you’ve got an FBI guy in your corner.”

				“What?”

				“Oh, Kieran, please. Maybe you two think you’re acting cool, but there’s something in the air when you’re together. Something good. Are you sleeping with him yet?” She read the truth in Kieran’s eyes. “Oh! You are sleeping with him. Don’t look as if you just ate a pack of peppers. I’m not judging.”

				Julie stopped speaking. Her eyes had wandered to the door. Kieran looked in that direction, too.

				She wished she could crawl under Bobby’s hospital bed.

				Craig was back, and Mike was with him.

				If such a thing as spontaneous combustion existed, Kieran was pretty sure it would have happened to her at that moment. She felt as if she was burning up and knew her face must be an unbecoming shade of crimson.

				Mike was one good guy, she realized. He was pretending that they hadn’t heard a thing, though she knew that both men must have heard at least the tail end of Julie’s speech.

				“Good morning, Kieran, Julie,” Mike said. “We were relieved when we heard that Bobby is doing so well.”

				“He’s out for a scan,” Julie said quickly.

				“Yes,” Craig said. “We heard from the officer outside.” His eyes turned to regard Kieran. They were frost blue, betraying nothing. “Why don’t you two go down and get some coffee, maybe even breakfast?” he suggested. “Detective Mayo is going to be joining us in a minute, and we need to talk to Bobby when he comes back.”

				Julie was instantly on her feet. “Oh, yes, coffee,” she said, a little too much enthusiasm in her voice.

				Kieran stood. “Of course,” she said.

				She had to walk past Craig. He was the epitome of an FBI agent, crisp and clean in his dark blue suit. As she got closer, she realized that he must have showered recently, because his hair was still damp. She wanted to reach out and run her hands down the fabric of his suit or trace the freshly shaved contours of his face.

				She managed to flee the room quickly, Julie at her heels.

				“I’m so, so sorry about embarrassing you that way,” Julie said.

				“It’s all right,” Kieran said.

				“I still feel terrible. And now his partner knows, too. I hope I didn’t get him in trouble.”

				“It’s all right,” Kieran repeated. “Really.”

				“But it’s true, right?” Julie said. “You are sleeping with him.”

				They were standing in front of the elevators, surrounded by both visitors and staff, and Julie wasn’t exactly whispering. Embarrassed, Kieran said, “Julie, keep it down. Please.”

				“Sorry,” Julie said, lowering her voice. “It’s just that being in the middle of a divorce, I guess I’m living vicariously through you. The way he’s built, is he like that...everywhere?”

				“Julie!” Kieran protested again as they stepped into an elevator with a half dozen other people.

				Julie grinned and made a motion that indicated she was zipping her lips.

				On the ground floor, they headed for the cafeteria. Kieran realized that she’d spent half of yesterday at Finnegan’s with a chef who worked wonders with every dish he created and she hadn’t eaten a thing. She’d been in such an emotional whirl that the thought hadn’t occurred to her.

				It shouldn’t now, with danger seemingly everywhere, but it did.

				A few minutes later—armed with eggs and toast and the largest cup of coffee available—she joined Julie in a booth. She nodded curiously at the three to-go cups of coffee sitting in the center of the table.

				“I thought the guys might want coffee when we go back upstairs,” Julie said. “But right now I want to know everything. How did it happen? And when? Do your brothers know? Was it like a fantasy? Did he drive you home, then sweep you up the stairs? Or were you at his apartment?” Julie giggled. “It wasn’t on a table in the storeroom like in The Postman Always Rings Twice, that old movie we just watched on Netflix, was it?”

				“Julie! I never said that I was sleeping with him,” Kieran protested.

				“But you are—whether you said it or not. Now that we have an in with the FBI, maybe he can arrest Gary.”

				“Julie, Gary has to do something that warrants an arrest,” Kieran said.

				“He’s done plenty to warrant an arrest,” Julie said. “Think about my poor dogs.”

				“And when he was abusing the dogs, you should have called the police,” Kieran said.

				Julie waved a hand in the air. “They wouldn’t have done anything. They’d have told me to call animal control, and animal control might have tried to take Benji and Sally away from me. I couldn’t take that chance.”

				“I’m afraid someone can’t be arrested just for being a jerk,” Kieran said.

				Julie’s hands were wrapped around her coffee cup, as if for comfort, and she was staring down at the dark surface. “No,” she agreed softly, then looked up. “But, Kieran, I like him. I like your guy. He was so nice to me at the pub the other night.” She giggled. “A harem! Gary thinks Craig has all of us. That’s too funny. He’s actually jealous, even while he’s bringing his bleached blonde bimbo into our apartment and sleeping with her in my bed.”

				“It is your bed. Get it back.”

				Julie shook her head. “I don’t want it back. Ever. I’d always think of it as filthy.” She sighed. “Look at me. I’m a horrible person, teasing you and moaning about Gary when Bobby is still in the hospital.”

				“I think Bobby is going to make it. I really do,” Kieran said. “Think we should get back up there? The guys probably prefer their coffee hot.”

				Julie nodded, and they headed out.

				* * *

				Back upstairs, they discovered the hall had become a busy place in their absence. A new and different doctor was there and entered the room as they approached. The officer on duty was alert in his chair, and Declan and Danny were leaning against the wall, waiting for their chance to see Bobby. Inside the room, Craig and Mike had been joined by an older man who appeared to wear years of trial and weariness on his face, and the three of them were talking with Bobby, who was back in his bed.

				“What a good sister,” Danny said, helping himself to one of the cups of coffee Kieran carried.

				“Nice of you,” Declan said, taking one from Julie. “And one for Officer Hunt here. Thanks.”

				Kieran looked at Julie, who shrugged.

				“I’ll head back down for more,” Julie said. “You know, for the guys in the room who are actually working,” she added lightly, then headed back toward the elevator.

				Declan turned to Kieran and said, “Bobby’s last scan came out really well. Lots of medical jargon that I didn’t understand, but the upshot is that he’s out of the danger zone. He’ll be moved to a different room this afternoon and kept another day or so, and then he can leave.”

				Officer Hunt smiled at her. “I’m not surprised you’ve stayed with your friend. ‘Any decent person would lend a hand,’ right?”

				Kieran smiled weakly. It wasn’t that it was a bad motto. She just hadn’t really wanted to be a creator of mottoes.

				Or recognized so easily by strangers.

				Especially men in hoodies.

				Bobby, she reminded herself, had not been attacked by a man in a hoodie. But even Bobby seemed to believe that he’d been attacked by someone who’d been in Finnegan’s.

				“We’re all still worried about him,” Danny explained. “Who knows whether this is over or not.”

				Kieran felt a knot forming in her stomach. So much for the eggs. She met her brothers’ eyes. “You think someone was really after Bobby? That it wasn’t a random attack?” She spoke in a normal tone, seeing as Danny had already included the officer in their conversation.

				“Who knows what happened?” Declan said.

				As he spoke, the door to Bobby’s room opened, and the doctor left. Mike and Craig joined them in the hall, followed by Detective Mayo.

				Introductions were made, and then Declan asked, “Was Bobby able to help you at all?”

				“Well, if tall, dark and wearing a vampire cape helps, yes,” Mike said.

				“There was more than one person in on the attack,” Craig said.

				“Coffee!” Julie announced, joining them and handing around the cups.

				“I’ve seen you before. You come into Finnegan’s now and then,” Declan said, addressing Mayo.

				“I do indeed,” Mayo agreed, nodding to Declan and glancing over at Craig and Mike. He shrugged. “My family hails from County Mayo, Ireland. My great-grandfather was one of the many who headed to New York in the middle of the nineteenth century during the great potato famine. Finnegan’s is like a touch of the home I never knew. And,” he added, “cops love the place.”

				“We do have plenty of cops around,” Declan agreed.

				“Well, pleasure, and I’ll be moving on,” Mayo said. “Craig, Mike—we’ll keep in touch,” he said, then headed down the hall. He paused to turn back and lift his coffee to Julie. “Thank you,” he said.

				“Pleasure,” she assured him.

				Declan looked at Craig and Mike, his expression serious. “I don’t like it,” he said. “I don’t like it one bit.” He shook his head. “It’s no secret that we really do have off-duty cops in the place all the time. You’d think people would know that and misbehave somewhere else.”

				“One would think,” Danny murmured.

				Declan looked over at his sister. “Kieran, go home. You worked all week. You were caught up in a robbery on Monday and then involved in that subway thing two days later. Last night you slept here at the hospital. Go home. Get some sleep. Julie, why don’t you go with her? I have a few free hours to hang here, and Danny can stay until tonight.”

				“Danny has to work today,” Kieran said.

				“But I can be back for tonight,” Danny said.

				“I just got here, and I had plenty of sleep last night. I can help out here or at the pub, wherever you need me,” Julie said.

				“There, you see? Everything is covered,” Declan said. “I’ll just see you home and—”

				“Declan, I know how to hail a cab. I’ve lived in New York my whole life,” Kieran reminded him.

				Declan hesitated, and Kieran realized that her brother didn’t want her leaving alone.

				Craig quickly stepped in. “Mike and I can take Kieran home, see that she’s bolted into her apartment.”

				“Thank you,” Declan said. “Now get going, sis. You need a break.”

				“Declan, I’m all right,” Kieran said.

				“No, you’re not. You look like hell, like you slept twisted in a knot.”

				“Someone needs to stay with Bobby tonight,” she said stubbornly.

				“I can sleep here,” Julie said. “I’m mostly working from home now anyway.”

				“We’ll see,” Kieran said. “I may be back. But right now I’m going to tell Bobby goodbye, if you’ll excuse me.”

				She still felt a little embarrassed around Craig and Mike, but they’d offered their help and she knew she had no choice but to accept it.

				She moved quickly past them and into Bobby’s room. Leaning down, she gave him a kiss on the cheek, and then met his eyes and whispered, “Bobby, if you know something—anything—about something going on at Finnegan’s, you have to tell the cops.”

				“If I actually knew anything, I would,” he told her. “You leaving?”

				“Not if you don’t want me to.”

				He smiled at that. “Lass, get out of here and quit fussing over me. Let me have some rest.”

				She smiled. “I’ll see you soon.”

				“That you will, lass, that you will.”

				Declan entered the room just then and greeted Bobby cheerfully.

				“You’re in responsible hands now,” Kieran told Bobby. “I’ll see you all soon.”

				Declan caught her before she could leave. For a moment he held her in a tight embrace. “Be careful,” he warned her. “Make sure your door is locked and bolted.”

				“Yes, sir,” she assured him, heading out.

				“See you all later,” Kieran said to the group gathered in the hall.

				Danny looked over at her. “Call me if you get cabin fever. And don’t leave your place without at least one of us in tow, okay?”

				“Don’t forget, I’m here, too,” Julie said.

				“Thanks,” Kieran called, leaving.

				Craig and Mike stepped up and flanked her, as if instinct allowed them to fall into protective formation instantly.

				As they waited for the elevator, she tried to appear nonchalant. Tired and nonchalant.

				She couldn’t help but wonder just how much the two men had heard of what Julie had been saying.

				Had Mike already known that his partner was sleeping with her?

				Had Craig talked about her? Said something like “Hell, yeah, nothing like an auburn-haired bartender,” with Mike replying along the lines of “Nice piece of ass, my friend, nice piece of ass.”

				No. They wouldn’t talk like that. She didn’t know why she was so certain of it, but she just was. They had class.

				Like her brothers. She’d heard them talk among themselves often enough. They could tease, they could even make the occasional off-color remark. But they weren’t...crass.

				Gary Benton, though. He was crass.

				She mentally shuddered, just thinking about the man.

				The elevator came, interrupting her thoughts, and a few minutes later the three of them headed out to the street.

				It was a perfect spring day, and their car was parked just down the street, its official decal protecting it from tickets and tow trucks.

				Craig opened the front passenger door for her, but she hesitated. “Mike, you can ride up here. I’ll just be hopping out when we get to my place.”

				“I like the backseat,” Mike said, rolling his eyes. “You’ve driven with him, right?”

				“You should drive so well, old man,” Craig teased him back.

				She didn’t want to make a scene. She just wanted to get home and retire to the comfort and tranquillity of her own bed.

				No, forget tranquillity. Her bed would only make her think about the last time she’d slept there.

				Maybe she could just nap on the couch.

				Craig drove quickly and competently. “Any new insights?” he asked her.

				Kieran immediately felt fearful at his words because now she knew Finnegan’s was involved.

				But not any member of the Finnegan family!

				“I wish,” she murmured. “What about you? Oh, yeah, you can’t tell me or you’d have to kill me.”

				“Ongoing investigation,” he said.

				“All I know right now is that I’m really tired and that I’m really, really grateful Bobby’s going to be okay.”

				Mike leaned forward, his head between Craig’s and Kieran’s. “Bobby say anything to you?”

				“Other than that the guy who attacked him seemed to be wearing a vampire cape?” Kieran asked.

				“Yes,” Mike said.

				She shook her head, feeling as if she was lying when she really wasn’t. She just wasn’t telling them everything, that was all.

				“We’re all worried,” she said honestly. “We have diamond buyers and sellers and jewelry store owners as customers.”

				“Like Mr. Krakowsky, Gary’s boss,” Craig said.

				She nodded. “Like Mr. Krakowsky,” she agreed.

				Sunday morning traffic was light. They were at her place in no time. She started to get out of the car, but Craig was there before she could set foot on the sidewalk. She looked up at him as he reached to give her a hand.

				She hesitated and then took it.

				Mike was out of the car, as well, but only to take the front seat now that she was out of it.

				“It’s broad daylight on a Sunday morning,” she said, and managed a rueful smile. “We should be at church. On Sundays Finnegan’s opens with a traditional roast at one, and we only serve a limited menu. We have a lot of good Catholics among our clientele,” she told him. “Of course, this is New York. We also have a rabbi who comes in, and pretty much every other religion, even atheists and—”

				“You’re babbling,” Craig interrupted. “Let’s get you up to your apartment.”

				Craig didn’t follow her in this time. He was all business, with his sunglasses and FBI-sanctioned suit.

				“Lock yourself in,” he said, then waited to be sure she followed his order.

				She started to, but he suddenly put a hand on the door, stopping her. “Kieran, call me. Please, call me if you think of anything at all that might be helpful.”

				“Of course.”

				“And keep your door locked and bolted.”

				“I will.”

				That time he let her close it, but she knew he was still waiting in the hall as she slid both the bolts.

				Then he was gone.

				And she was alone.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER
THIRTEEN

				SYLVIA MANNERLY WAS almost too easy to read, Craig thought.

				She was terrified that her company was going to wind up looking bad, that maybe Maria had been into something illegal, which had led to her death.

				But through Ms. Mannerly they’d found another contact—Jilly Bowen, a young woman from the Bronx who had been friends with Maria Antonescu. They hadn’t managed to reach her the night before, and today she seemed scared to be talking with the FBI, but she agreed to meet him and Mike at a coffee shop in the Diamond District.

				Jilly was young, only a girl. Maybe nineteen. She wasn’t sure what she wanted to do with her life and had started with Clean Cut Office Services right out of high school. “I have the Manning building. No diamonds to steal,” she said. “God! I can’t believe what happened to Maria. She was so nice, and she worked so hard. All she cared about was work and school. Not me. I’m stashing away my savings. I’m going to backpack through Europe before I decide on school or anything else. But Maria...she had a goal. Very little fun. Until...”

				Her voice trailed off, and she looked nervously from Mike to Craig.

				“Until?” Craig pressed gently.

				Jilly let out a sigh. “You can’t tell her aunt!”

				“We already know about her secret lover,” Mike said, smiling. “And not to worry. A young woman seeking the companionship of a young man is a pretty natural thing.”

				Jilly smiled at that. “Joe,” she said softly.

				“You know the guy’s name?” Craig asked, surprised. From the way Alicia Rodriguez had fallen apart, he’d been sure she must have been Maria’s best friend.

				But she hadn’t known the boyfriend’s name.

				Jilly nodded. “She didn’t tell me on purpose. She was on the phone with him, and she was a little upset. I heard her call him Joe and say something just wasn’t right.” She stopped speaking, and her eyes widened. “You can’t believe Maria was in on the robbery! She would never have done anything like that. You didn’t know her. She was the most ethical person I’ve ever met.”

				“We’re not casting aspersions on Maria,” Craig assured her. “Okay, so tell me, did you ever see Joe?”

				Jilly shook her head. “I’m sorry.”

				“You said she talked to Joe on the phone.”

				“Yes, her cell phone. Didn’t you find it?”

				Craig shook his head.

				“I can’t believe Miss Mannerly didn’t have a conniption fit when she didn’t get it back,” Jilly said. “We all have company phones. Cheap pay-as-you-go things. Miss Mannerly gets them for us, and we’d better answer them at all times when we’re working. She’s a jerk. Cheapest service, hardly any data, no games, no watching the latest movie trailers. I’m surprised she didn’t demand that you find it and give it back to her. Don’t get me wrong, it’s not a bad place to work. We’re paid a decent wage, and we even have insurance. But, boy, she’s a tigress when it comes to the rules.”

				“Not always a bad thing,” Mike said. “Though she does sound pretty tightfisted.”

				“She’s just careful with the company’s expenses,” Jilly said, softening a little. She shook her head. “You should have known Maria. She was wonderful. She’d help anyone in a pinch.” Tears filled her eyes. “I heard that Mr. Belvedere is going to have a funeral for her?”

				“When the body is released,” Craig said.

				“He sounds like a nice man. Maria liked working for him.” Jilly sighed. “I need to go. I work Sundays for a few hours. Is there anything else? You can call me anytime if you think of something. I’d do anything to help catch Maria’s killer.” She shivered. “I still can’t believe they just shot her that way, point-blank.”

				“Unfortunately there are a lot of terrible people in the world,” Mike said. “Thank you for your help.”

				“You’re welcome,” Jilly said. “It’s all just so scary, you know?”

				She looked nervous.

				“We can drive you to work,” Craig said.

				“You don’t have to do that. It’s only a few blocks away. And if Joe was somehow involved, it’s not like I’ve ever seen him. Oh, God! Do you think that’s possible? Maybe he got her to disarm the alarm so he could come in and wait for her, when really he was planning to...to...”

				“We’ve considered that as a possibility, yes,” Craig told her. “Come on, we’ll drop you off.”

				“No, thanks. I’d rather not be seen with the FBI. Just in case anyone’s watching, you know?” she told them.

				“As you wish,” Craig said.

				When she was gone, Mike said, “Damn. This means dealing with Mannerly again.”

				“We have to find out why she never mentioned the phone,” Craig said. He drummed his fingers on the table. “I don’t like this at all. I think Bobby O’Leary was attacked because someone thought he knew something. I’m afraid for this girl, for Alicia Rodriguez, and everyone we talk to now because our killers could think they know something, too. Mike, I think that means we’re getting close to something.”

				“Yeah. Too bad we still don’t see what it is.”

				Craig agreed with that. “Joe,” he said thoughtfully.

				“Yeah, what a great clue. A tall, dark-haired guy named Joe running around New York City,” Mike said glumly.

				“We have more than that,” Craig said.

				“We do? What’s that?”

				“A tall, dark-haired guy named Joe running around New York City—and possibly frequenting a pub called Finnegan’s on Broadway,” Craig said. “It’s only an assumption, but with Bobby being attacked and everything else that’s been going on, it’s a fair one, I would say.”

				* * *

				By three o’clock in the afternoon, Kieran felt that she was going stir-crazy.

				She’d actually managed to doze on and off for several hours and she felt rested, but also as nervous as a cat on a hot tin roof, as the saying went.

				She tried to make herself look at things logically. To utilize every bit of training she’d had since she’d decided to go into psychology.

				Not to mention calling on all her time in the field—more or less—as a bartender.

				She didn’t want to die. She liked living. She loved her brothers and wasn’t sure they would actually make it to old age without her.

				But it was also ridiculous to think that she couldn’t go down a flight of stairs to a busy street and hail a cab to go somewhere.

				She was surprised, in the midst of her argument with herself, to receive a call.

				It was Dr. Fuller, and he sounded impatient. He must have been called off the tennis court, she thought.

				“Kieran, it’s Sunday, and I’m sorry as hell to bother you,” he said.

				“It’s all right. I’m not doing anything important,” she said. “What is it?”

				“Dr. Miro actually tried to deal with this, but...it’s a woman you were doing an assessment on for us. She’s at Rikers.”

				“Oh?”

				“Tanya Lee Hampton. You know. The one who cut off her husband’s penis,” Fuller said flatly.

				“Yes? Is something wrong?” Kieran asked worriedly. Had she made a poor assessment? Had the woman knifed someone in the cafeteria?

				“She wants to see you and only you.”

				“She does?”

				“Her attorney called me. She’s very upset, and she won’t tell anyone why. Only you.”

				“All right. What do I do?”

				“Nothing. I’m sending a car for you. The driver—William Buell, he drives for us all the time—will call when he gets there. Mrs. Hampton’s attorney will be waiting for you when you arrive.”

				Reprieve! She could go out and no one could fault her for it. She was being picked up at her door and going to a place where dozens of officers would be keeping watch.

				“I’ll be ready,” she said.

				In twenty minutes she received the call from William Buell. She’d seen him before, though he’d never actually driven her.

				Along with working with the police, her bosses often worked alongside defense attorneys representing the very rich, enabling them to be very rich themselves. Buell, she was pretty sure, was Dr. Fuller’s private driver.

				He was on the sidewalk waiting for her when she came down. “Miss Finnegan, good afternoon. Lovely day for a drive. Too bad we’re going to Rikers.”

				“Not to mention we’re both working on a Sunday.”

				He laughed and let her into the car.

				He was a talkative man and entertained her with stories about his son’s Little League games as they drove.

				As Dr. Fuller had said, she was met by Tanya Lee Hampton’s public defender, Joan Terry, a dark-haired young woman with a harried expression and frizzy hair who reminded Kieran of a schnauzer. But she turned out to be highly professional and dedicated to her often thankless job.

				“I don’t know what’s going on,” she told Kieran, as they jumped through the metaphorical hoops involved in entering the facility. “She was insistent that we reach you. I kept telling her that I’m the one who’ll be defending her in court, so she has to tell me anything that can affect her case, but she begged me to get hold of you. I’ve read your report, and you will help us, won’t you?”

				“Yes, of course,” Kieran said.

				She was led to a small room similar to the one she had been in twice before, just in a different section of the jail. There was a door with a window, a table and two chairs.

				“A guard and I will be right outside,” the attorney told her.

				“I’ll be fine,” Kieran said.

				Tanya Lee Hampton was waiting for her. She didn’t say a word until the guard and her lawyer were outside the door.

				“Thank goodness you’re all right. And thank goodness you’re here,” Tanya said then.

				“Forget about me. How are you doing?”

				Tanya shrugged. “My sister is trying to come up with bail. This isn’t a great place, you know.” She leaned in closer. “Dr. Finnegan, I think you’re in danger.”

				Kieran was stunned by her words, but said by rote, “I’m not a doctor. Please, just call me Kieran.”

				“Kieran, you were great to me. You were the first person who actually listened to my side of the story. I don’t want anything to happen to you.”

				“Thank you. I don’t want anything to happen to me, either. Now tell me what you’re talking about.”

				“It’s something I overheard, and I can’t let anyone in here know about it or know that I might pass something on if I overheard it. You won’t say anything, right?”

				“I’ll keep this in confidence, yes, though I’ll have to give some explanation to your attorney,” Kieran said.

				“I’m afraid of dying here, if anyone finds out I said something,” Tanya said.

				“We won’t let that happen,” Kieran said.

				Was that the truth?

				She prayed she wasn’t lying and nodded encouragingly at Tanya.

				“Okay, I was at dinner, and I heard these other women talking, only I couldn’t see them because there was a big concrete column between us. I heard them talking about the chick in the subway, laughing because the girl who went down on the tracks is probably going to get famous and all. And then they started talking about you.”

				“By name?” Kieran asked.

				“Actually, they called you ‘the Irish broad.’”

				Kieran shrugged at that. “Okay, go on.”

				Tanya took a deep breath, then let it out slowly. “The one’s boyfriend was the one who did it! She was whining because he was supposed to get good money for it, too. But he didn’t get paid ’cause he pushed the wrong person. He was aiming for you and blew it.”

				Kieran nodded slowly, feeling chilled but not shocked. She’d sensed that the man in the hoodie had been after her.

				Thankfully, whoever wanted her dead had hired an inept assassin.

				Whoever wanted her dead...

				Yes, someone wanted her dead.

				She tried not to shrink into herself with fear.

				“Tanya, I think what happened in the subway is connected to several murders. Can you tell me anything else at all?” she asked, amazed that her voice wasn’t trembling.

				“Oh, God, I’m so sorry, but I can’t. I’m a coward. But I’ve got kids, you know? I should have moved closer and tried to hear more, but instead I waited until I knew they’d gone.”

				Great. There was no way to question every woman at Rikers. Besides, whoever it was would only stare at them blankly and lie anyway.

				Not to mention that it would put Tanya in danger.

				There was one thing she could do, she thought.

				“Tanya, I’m going to get a Good Samaritan to post your bail. I’ll do it as quickly as possible,” she promised. She hesitated, then asked, “Did you hear anything else? Anything at all?”

				Tanya was reflective, her brow knit into a frown. “Yeah, there was one more thing,” she said finally. “But I didn’t really get it.”

				“What?”

				“You work at a pub, too, right?” Tanya asked.

				“My family owns a pub, yes.”

				“That makes sense, then,” Tanya said. “Whoever she was, she said her boyfriend knew what you looked like. The people who were supposed to pay him pointed you out one night. At a pub.”

				* * *

				“I can’t even begin to understand what you don’t understand,” Ms. Mannerly said indignantly. “Why would I worry about a phone when a woman was dead?”

				“We need all the information you have on that phone,” Mike told her calmly.

				“Why? I’ve already had it turned off.”

				“Because that phone has disappeared, but if it turns up again, we’ll have something to go on,” Craig said, smiling pleasantly.

				The smile was almost real.

				He was grateful as hell that he didn’t work for the woman.

				“All right, all right, I suppose that makes sense,” she said. She pulled up a spreadsheet on her computer and rattled off the phone number, the service provider and where all her employee phones were purchased.

				They thanked her, and as soon as they left her office, Craig put through a call to Wally, their top civilian tech, and gave him all the information. “Can you get anything from that?” he asked.

				“Probably not much. I can tell you when it was last used and maybe get some call records. I’ll do my best,” Wally promised, then was quiet for a moment. “You know this is Sunday, don’t you?”

				“Yeah, I know,” Craig said. “I owe you one, Wally.” When he hung up, he looked at Mike. “We really need to find Joe.”

				Mike nodded. “We need to find out everywhere she went with Joe and anything her friends know about where he’s been, then check out every damned Joe in the place.”

				Craig nodded. “Maybe those phone records will help. I’ll tell you one thing, though.”

				Mike looked at him questioningly.

				“We go back to Finnegan’s ourselves,” Craig said.

				“We need to ask Declan for all his receipts.”

				“No, we’ll get Mayo to do that,” Craig said.

				“Why?”

				“Because we’re going back as Ian Stone and his drummer buddy, Nate Ellsworth,” Craig said.

				Mike looked at him suspiciously. “You think something at Finnegan’s isn’t what it appears, don’t you?”

				“Yes, you know that.”

				“Do you suspect one of the family?”

				“No, I don’t.”

				“Of course you don’t. Not when you’re sleeping with Kieran Finnegan,” Mike said. “You’ve got to get past that, buddy. You don’t know what’s going on there, and you need an open mind.”

				“I am past it. I never let my personal feelings interfere with the job, and you know that, Mike.” Craig was surprised that Mike hadn’t yet mentioned what they’d heard from Julie Benton.

				Mike shook his head. “You need to be careful, buddy, really careful. Now, me? I believe in her. I think you found a frickin’ pot o’ gold. She’s smart and beautiful, but you still need to watch out.”

				“Mike...”

				“Yeah, yeah, you’re a pro. I know. Listen, do we really have to wear beards again? And those flipping contacts?”

				“Yes, Mike, we do.”

				“She’s going to see through you,” Mike said.

				“Bull. I worked undercover for years. Eagan didn’t even recognize us, remember?”

				Mike laughed. “Yeah, but you’re not sleeping with Eagan.”

				* * *

				Kieran assuaged Tanya’s attorney by making up something about Tanya telling her additional and very personal details of her marriage, things the woman wasn’t comfortable talking about to anyone but her. She promised that she would put everything in a revised report.

				She managed to get out of Rikers quickly, despite the fact that Miss Terry insisted on seeing her to the gates, apologizing all the way for having brought her in on a Sunday.

				As soon as Kieran was back in the car, she asked William Buell to drive her to Finnegan’s.

				Yes, that was where someone had pointed her out to the man who had tried to kill her. But, she reasoned, no one was likely to try to kill her there—at least not during business hours.

				She went back to wondering why someone wanted her dead.

				If someone was trying to kill her, it had to be because he or she thought she knew something. The problem was, if she did know something, she had no idea what it was.

				They’d tried to kill Bobby, too, and presumably for the same reason. And given that he was pretty much a full-time barfly, it was in fact reasonable to think he might have overheard something.

				But what?

				She had to talk to Craig. This was getting serious.

				Of course, Craig already suspected something was going on at Finnegan’s. She could tell that he was suspicious of the clientele—and her family.

				Maybe even of her.

				No, he couldn’t be. He’d been with her when she’d been taken hostage. Then again, maybe he thought she’d been some kind of plant, and then the wrong set of thieves had shown up.

				Maybe he was even sleeping with her to try to find out what was going on. Maybe he even expected to hear her whisper the truth when she was asleep.

				She told herself she was being ridiculous. Even paranoid.

				All she knew for sure was that at that moment she needed to be at Finnegan’s, needed to be with her family, the people she could always count on.

				And where she was afraid someone she loved might be inadvertently involved in everything that was going on.

				Buell let her off directly in front of the door and Kieran hurried inside.

				The place was relatively quiet.

				The pub always did a traditional roast from 1:00 p.m. until closing, which was midnight on Sundays. People came in at random times all day, and when she arrived, half the tables were full. She saw Mary Kathleen right away.

				Her brother’s fiancée was in bright spirits; she knew that Bobby was doing well, so as far as she was concerned, all was right with the world.

				“Kieran! I didn’t think you were coming in today,” Mary Kathleen said. “You must be worn to a frazzle, working all day, then sleeping at the hospital. Why didn’t you go home?”

				“I needed company, I guess,” Kieran said. “And I had to talk to someone for work, and since they gave me a driver, I thought that I’d just get dropped off here.”

				“Work on a Sunday?”

				“No rest for the weary,” Kieran said lightly.

				Mary Kathleen looked at her worriedly.

				“No, no, I’m not really weary,” Kieran said quickly. “It was just something that needed to be done today.”

				“Well, Declan’s behind the bar, Kevin is doing books and Debbie and I are doing fine out here on the floor. Why don’t you get something to eat? You’re starting to look a wee bit pinched.”

				“I’ll say hi to Declan and maybe ask Rory for something, and then I’ll head back and see if Kevin wants some company,” Kieran said, smiling.

				Her brother frowned fiercely when she walked up to the bar.

				“I told you to get some rest,” he said with a scowl.

				“And I did. I just wanted company, that’s all.”

				“All right, you can help out if you want. I need you to pull all the credit card receipts from the past three weeks, and then I need you to see if any of them were paid by a man named Joe or Joseph.”

				“What?” she asked, wondering if she’d heard him correctly.

				“Detective Mayo is on his way—says they have a lead on a guy named Joe. I need you to go through our receipts and see if you can find him.”

				“They think that someone named Joe is involved in all this and has been here?”

				“That’s what I gather.”

				“If Joe were a crook, wouldn’t he pay cash?”

				“Possibly, but then again, maybe he’s a stupid crook or just thinks we’ll never get onto him.”

				“Okay,” she said, turning away from the bar.

				A married couple from the old country who had been coming in as long as Kieran could remember were seated in the first of the bar tables. The second was empty. Jimmy was sitting alone at the third. The two musicians from the day before were seated at the fourth, talking animatedly over their Sunday roast.

				“Kieran!” Jimmy called to her.

				She walked over to his table. “Hey, Jimmy.”

				“Bobby is doing well, I hear?”

				“He’s going to be fine.”

				“Ah, now, that’s a relief,” Jimmy said. He looked at his watch. “It’s so irritating when people don’t show up.”

				“Someone is a no-show, huh?”

				“Yes, but enough of my bad mood. You look quite professional today,” he said.

				“I ended up working today,” she said. “Your beer is empty. Want another? Or maybe a coffee?”

				“Irish coffee,” he said, as if he’d come up with a great idea.

				“I’ll be right back with one,” she told him.

				“That will be great. I’ll drink that, and then I’m done waiting.” His eyes widened. “Damn!”

				“Damn what?”

				“I forgot. I’ll bet that’s why he’s not here.”

				“Why who’s not here?”

				“Gary Benton. I forgot—I’m sorry. You asked him to stay away. Although, don’t you think that’s kind of silly. Sometimes marriages don’t work out. Doesn’t mean people should be banned from the best pub in town.”

				“We haven’t told Gary he can’t come in here. We’ve just asked him to have some decency and stay away when Julie—who, quite frankly, he’s treating very badly—is here, which, I admit, is often.”

				Jimmy shrugged. “He said she had a fit because he forgot to feed her dogs. That’s not exactly a hanging offense.”

				Kieran decided that it wasn’t worth trying to explain how he’d left the animals in their own filth and without food or water, much less that he’d found it amusing to leave other women’s panties in Julie’s bed.

				“I’ll get you that Irish coffee,” she told him.

				She was in the area, so she decided to check on the married couple and then the musicians after she brought Jimmy his coffee.

				“Can I get you anything?” she asked.

				“No, we’re good, thanks,” said the one with the full beard.

				There was definitely something odd about the man.

				Could he have something to do with the robberies? Or the murders?

				Was he watching her, waiting to hire another contract killer to do her in?

				She smiled. She hadn’t really heard him speak much before, but now she had an opening. “You have an interesting accent,” she told him. “Where are you from?”

				“Georgia,” he said. “The country, not the state.”

				“Well, welcome to Finnegan’s.”

				She walked away, still disturbed.

				Then she reminded herself that they ran a pub. She didn’t have to like every customer. And it was unlikely the two men were involved in any way with the robberies or her own troubles. For one thing, she’d never seen them before yesterday.

				Still...

				She was telling herself to forget them when she saw that Jimmy had left his table to speak with them. Strange, but hardly proof of anything.

				She headed back to the office, where Kevin was seated in front of the computer. He looked up at her and shook his head. “We need help.”

				“That’s what I’m here for,” she said.

				Kevin eased back in his chair. “I’m trying to get the quarterly taxes ready for the accountant,” he said. “And I just got a call. A commercial for a dating service. I get to be a real person in this one. With a hot date,” he added. “I don’t even have to audition. But I feel guilty saying yes when Declan asked me to handle this. And now we’re all looking after Bobby, too—which is a pleasure, of course.”

				Kieran smiled and sat down in the chair across from him. “It’s the curse,” she said. “Feeling that you were born guilty. The Irish-American curse, and it affects all thirty-five million of us with Irish lineage. Did you know at one time in the 1860s a quarter of the population of the city was Irish?” She grimaced. “I listen to Danny too much, huh? All that trivia rubs off.” She squared her shoulders. “Okay, how can I help?”

				“The pub does well. I know that at first, after Dad died, Declan was careful not to hire anyone because we desperately needed the income ourselves. But now...we have to hire more help. You and Danny and I all have other jobs, and I’m worn out, frankly. I don’t know about your social life, but I’m glad about this commercial, because that’s all the dating I’m going to be doing for a while.”

				She smiled. Sure, Kevin was her twin. But he was tall and smart and considerate, not to mention good-looking. He could have a dozen dates a week if he wanted to.

				“We’ll talk to Declan,” she said. “I’m sure he’d be fine with hiring a few more people.”

				Kevin laughed. “Trusting anyone outside the family is not in our big brother’s nature,” he reminded her. “Hiring even one more server is going to be torture for him.” He took a deep breath, then met her eyes, his expression serious. “I’m not sure he should be trusting family, either.”

				She stared at him. “What are you saying?”

				“Everything that’s going on,” Kevin said quietly. He lowered his head. “I pray Danny isn’t involved.”

				“Danny would never be involved in murder,” she said.

				“Not intentionally. You’re right on that.”

				“I should call Julie and check on Bobby,” Kieran said.

				“I just called. He’s in a new room, out of critical care. Julie and he are doing fine, and there’s still a cop outside his door.”

				“Good,” she murmured. Yes, good. Things were going well on that front.

				There were other problems, though, other situations that could possibly be solved. Situations that also seemed to revolve around the events occurring far too close to them and Finnegan’s.

				There was the problem of possible danger to Tanya, who had risked a great deal to speak with Kieran.

				She didn’t want Tanya to end up in a hospital like Bobby—or worse.

				She considered suggesting they could all pool their resources and put up bail for Tanya Lee Hampton. But that didn’t seem like a good idea anymore, not with so much already going on with her family and the pub and their financial concerns.

				But she knew who else might be able to help Tanya.

				“I’ll be back. I need to make a phone call,” she told Kevin.

				Outside in the hall, she looked through her phone contacts, hoping she had a number for Simon Krakowsky. To her relief, she did. She must have gotten it from Julie or Gary at some point. She was afraid it might be the store phone, but it went straight through to him.

				Now she just hoped he felt grateful enough for her help catching the thieves that he would be willing to do her a personal favor.

				She identified herself, and he immediately said how pleased he was to hear from her. She drew a deep breath and explained her call.

				“She really needs help, and I know she’ll appear at her trial and that you’ll get your money back. I’d stake my reputation on it. In fact, I am staking my reputation on it,” she told him.

				“I’ll take care of it—anonymously,” he promised her.

				“That easily?” she asked.

				“Absolutely. I owe you,” he assured her.

				“You don’t owe me,” she told him.

				“Then just think of me as a humanitarian. Either way, consider it handled.”

				She thanked him and rang off, then headed back into the office. “Day job,” she said to explain her absence.

				“I rest my earlier point,” Kevin said.

				She nodded. “Point taken. For now, I have to start looking for Joes,” she said.

				“Joes?”

				“Yep. Declan told me to go through the receipts and find anyone named Joe or Joseph.”

				“Okay. Go for it.”

				She booted up the second computer and had already found eleven possibilities when there was a knock at the door. It was Declan, escorting Detective Mayo.

				She handed Mayo the list of what she’d found already. She’d annotated it with all the information she had, adding a note if it was a regular, even about how old they were and what they did for a living, if she knew.

				“Excellent work,” Mayo said. “And I’ve brought my laptop, so if you’ll log me on, I can help.”

				Declan left them to it, and for the next hour the three of them worked in near silence, except for the occasional pertinent comment.

				When they finished, she printed out the results for Mayo, who folded them up and tucked them in his pocket.

				“Thank you,” he said. “Wish I could stay for dinner, but there are a few other places in the city I want to look in on for myself,” he said. “Do some more investigating of my own.”

				Kieran frowned. Something was definitely going on. Clearly Mayo wasn’t the one in charge of this investigation.

				Kieran walked him to the door.

				“Take care, Miss Finnegan,” he said with genuine concern. “I mean it.”

				“I will,” she promised. Then she headed back to the bar, where she saw that Jimmy was still seated with his two new friends.

				She stopped by their table. “Can I get you anything?”

				“We’re fine,” Jimmy said. “I’m just talking music with these two fine fellows.”

				“Great,” she said, leaving quickly.

				She found Kevin at the bar talking to Declan.

				They both looked up at her, and Declan said, “Kevin is going to go with you to your apartment, and then he’ll hop the subway back to his place.”

				She looked at her twin. “You’re not going to stay over?”

				He shook his head. “I have to get some things at my apartment.”

				“Then it’s senseless for you to see me home,” she said. “I can just get a cab.”

				“Not alone,” Declan told her.

				Normally she would have argued with him, would have assured him that she knew which areas were safe and which weren’t, and that she knew how to watch out for suspicious people and stay out of the shadows. After all, she was a native New Yorker.

				But things were different now that she knew someone wanted her dead. She could have told one of her brothers.

				But they would have called in the cops, not to mention the FBI, and she would have been putting Tanya in danger, besides.

				“Okay,” she said simply.

				By the time Kevin opened the pub door for her, she was worried that she might be putting her brother in danger, as well. Maybe she should say something. No. She had talked to Tanya in confidence.

				But this was her brother....

				She sensed something, and turned to see the two musicians getting up and starting toward the door.

				Following her.

				She stepped out to the sidewalk, and then something snapped in her and she spun around, nearly slamming into the musician from Georgia. Without stopping to think how crazy she sounded, she demanded, “Why are you following me?”

				“Kieran!” Kevin protested.

				But suddenly she knew. It wasn’t anything in the way he looked.

				It was his scent. The faint yet sensual scent of the aftershave he wore.

				Her eyes widened, but she managed not to blurt out his name, something in her mind warning her that it might not be safe.

				“You bastard,” she muttered.

				“Kieran!” Kevin protested again.

				A cab pulled up just then to let someone out, and she spun around, raced toward it and practically leaped inside, shaking.

				Special agent Craig Frasier had been spying on her family—on her—just waiting for one of them to give themselves away.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER
FOURTEEN

				“KIERAN, PLEASE, LET ME IN.”

				Craig stood outside her door, aggravated and yet kicking himself. She was no fool, and she’d jumped to at least part of the right conclusion the minute she’d figured out who he was.

				He didn’t know what had given him away. He’d changed his voice, and he knew his accent had been good, not to mention his disguise was worthy of the big screen.

				And yet somehow she had seen right through everything.

				When she didn’t answer he said, “Kieran, I’m going to start suspecting a lot more than you think I do if you don’t talk to me.”

				That did it. The door swung open. She stood there in her stocking feet, hair streaming around her shoulders, eyes shooting off sparks of fury.

				“I can’t believe you!” she snapped. “The whole time, you were only there to watch my family, thinking you were going to trip one of us up. What, do you think I was with the jewel thieves that night and they were all so stupid they forgot I was their partner and took me hostage? Or maybe you think Declan’s the bad guy. Yeah, Declan. He just pretends to work his ass off running the pub. He really meets with master criminals and the KGB and the IRA and you name it, ready to tear down the political infrastructure of the world.”

				“Kieran—”

				“Or how about Kevin? Screw acting. Maybe he’s really a drug dealer when he’s not figuring out the best way to rob a bank.”

				“Kieran—”

				“I know! It’s Danny. One look at him, and you just know he’s a vicious killer.”

				“Kieran, stop it!”

				He stepped forward, forcing her back into the living room, where she flew at him, ready to beat her fists against his chest. To his amazement, she seemed to deflate the minute she touched him.

				He wrapped his arms around her, but she pulled back, walking away from him.

				“You have no right to suspect my family,” she said. “I can absolutely guarantee you that my brothers would never, ever be involved in anything that hurt people.”

				“Did I say I suspected your brothers—or you—of anything?” he asked her.

				“No, but...”

				“Are you worried about what your brothers might be caught up in?”

				“No!” Kieran protested. “No!”

				“Are you worried about yourself?” he asked quietly. “Or even Julie?”

				She turned away and walked into the kitchen, taking a bottle of Jameson’s from the cabinet. She poured a liberal portion into a glass.

				He smiled. He’d never seen her drink and doubted that she did so often. Few bartenders imbibed on a regular basis, probably because they saw the effects of too much alcohol on a regular basis.

				“Were you going to offer me one?” he asked.

				“I don’t know. Aren’t you on duty? Aren’t you always on duty?”

				“No. Well, a lot of the time, yes,” he admitted. “But not now. I’ve never been on duty here, with you, Kieran,” he said quietly.

				For a moment, he thought that she believed him as something softened in her eyes.

				“Suit yourself,” she said, pushing the bottle toward him.

				He found a glass and poured himself a shot. A small one. He lifted the glass to her.

				“I swear to you, I don’t know what crazy ideas you’ve got in your head, but you’re wrong. I’m not in disguise because I’m after your family. What I believe—and with good reason—is that Finnegan’s has been used as a meeting place by both sets of thieves, the ones you helped us catch and the copycats who are still out there. I was there in disguise because some people already know me there, and who’s likely to talk about their criminal plans if they think an FBI agent might overhear?”

				She swallowed her whiskey straight, set the glass down hard and stared at him. “Why didn’t you tell me what you were doing?”

				“You might have inadvertently given me away.”

				“Really. So you think I’m an idiot?”

				“Kieran, stop right there,” he said, his voice quiet but authoritative. “I didn’t want to put you at risk, that’s all. I think you’re far more afraid than I am that someone in your family is somehow involved in this.”

				“Don’t be ridiculous. As if any member of my family would ever try to kill me,” she snapped.

				He paused for a moment, studying her. “So you think someone was trying to kill you?”

				She nodded, but then her temper flared again. “If you don’t take off that ridiculous disguise, I can’t talk to you.”

				“Fair enough.”

				He turned and headed for the bathroom, searching through his pockets for the spirit-gum remover. He looked at himself in the mirror over the sink as he methodically metamorphosed from musician to lawman. Contacts first. The wig was easy, the facial hair less so. As he worked he noticed that Kieran had poured herself another shot of whiskey and was leaning against the door frame, sipping as she watched him.

				He could tell that she was furious without even looking at her. The air vibrated with the angry heat emanating from her.

				She reached over at one point for a tuft on his chin he hadn’t reached yet. He started to thank her, then realized she wasn’t pointing it out as she ripped it off, leaving the skin underneath stinging.

				“Missed a spot,” she said as she retreated back to the doorway.

				He went after her, grabbing her shoulders. “Look, I get it. You’re angry. But I don’t think you’re mad because you think I’m after your brothers. I think you’re mad because I actually fooled you. And I’m sorry, but this is what I do, especially when people are dead and I want to bring their killers to justice. No matter what I feel about you, I swore an oath, and I owe the dead the best I have. And if you can’t deal with that, I’m sorry. Meanwhile, I fully believe that someone wants to kill you, I just don’t know why, but my best guess is that they think you know something that’s a danger to them. And maybe you do and just don’t know yourself what it is. As for your family...dammit, Kieran, if there’s a reason why you think I’m after them, a reason why you think one of them might be involved—even unintentionally—tell me now.”

				He realized he was gripping her shoulders too hard and released them.

				She stared up at him. “I have already told you—no one in my family would have anything to do with robbing anyone, much less murder.”

				She turned and walked away.

				He thought about following her, but he decided to give her some space and headed back into the bathroom to finish removing his disguise.

				That spot on his chin still smarted. He rubbed it gently. No doubt about it, she was strong.

				When he finished, he found her sitting on the living room sofa beneath a watercolor of the Brooklyn Bridge, staring into space.

				“Kieran?” he said.

				She looked up at him.

				“I can leave if you want. I’ll stay nearby, maybe out in the hall, and keep an eye on your place. But I don’t want you to feel as if I’m crowding you.”

				“Don’t be ridiculous. I would never make a government agent sit in a hallway all night,” she told him.

				He sat on the sofa, too, but not so close as to touch her.

				She didn’t look at him.

				“What aren’t you telling me?” he demanded, aggravation getting the better of him.

				She did turn to look at him then. “Did you find out anything while you were in disguise? Did you overhear something that might help?”

				He hesitated. He and Mike thought they were onto something. Jimmy had told them that he’d been bringing business associates into the pub. Men who were looking to invest, but smart enough to want to know the details of their potential investments. He’d introduced them to Krakowsky and a few of the other diamond brokers. That was exactly the kind of info both sets of thieves would have been interested in, too.

				“I think Jimmy knows the thieves. I also think he doesn’t know that he knows them,” Craig said.

				He was surprised when, instead of pressing for more information, she changed the subject.

				“So what makes you think that I’m in danger?” she asked.

				He hesitated. “I watched the video surveillance from the subway. There’s nothing in the footage that proves anything one way or the other, but the guy in the hoodie did seem to be following you.” When she didn’t say anything, he frowned and said, “Now tell me why you think someone’s after you.”

				She inhaled slowly, staring at him. “You have professional reasons why you can’t tell me certain things. Well, I have a profession, too, and I often speak with people in confidence. I have no information that would help you identify whoever’s out to get me, even if I were to break a professional confidence. All I have is something my...client overheard.”

				“Kieran, I don’t know what you think your obligation to your client is, but if you’re holding back information that could help stop or solve a crime—”

				“I’m not!” she snapped, cutting him off.

				“I wish you’d reconsider and tell me what you know.”

				“Oh, so my professional obligations aren’t as important as yours since I’m not some hotshot FBI agent? I already told you, I don’t know anything that would help solve the crime, and whether you think I’m worthy or not, I will not betray a professional confidence. You have your secrets, and I have mine.”

				“Like your brothers’ sealed juvenile records?” he asked.

				She froze. “How dare you?” she said angrily, leaping to her feet and staring down at him. “They never did anything that truly hurt anyone else. They turned the tables on a few bullies, stole candy a few times. They never used violence, much less a weapon. They were a bunch of kids who suddenly lost their mother and started acting out. My brothers are good people, Craig Frasier. And if you try to go after them, I can promise you a fight.”

				“Good people—and good thieves,” he said, smiling slowly. “Here’s the thing. I’m a government agent. I need a warrant if I want to search a place. I need to go by the letter of the law. But I sure would love to see Jimmy McManus’s phone without leaving a paper trail. Like I said, good people and good thieves.”

				“You want one of my brothers to steal Jimmy’s phone?” she asked, confusion replacing the anger that had animated her features only a moment ago.

				“I would never say that. I could never say that,” he told her.

				To his amazement, she suddenly smiled. “Piece of cake. You don’t even need my brothers for that. In fact, I’d rather not tempt them. It hasn’t always been easy, keeping them on the straight and narrow. Well, except for Declan. He’s purer than the driven snow.”

				“What are you saying?”

				“I was always the best thief in the family,” she said. “I’ll get that phone for you. Tomorrow night, if you like. I don’t think Jimmy has missed his five o’clock Guinness in a decade.”

				“It would be interesting,” he said, “if he happened to lose it and you happened to find it.”

				“Interesting is my middle name,” she said. Then she turned and headed into the bedroom.

				He stayed on the sofa, considering his options.

				A moment later she poked her head out of the bedroom doorway. “Are you coming, Agent Frasier? You’re welcome to the sofa, of course. As I said, I’d never be so rude as to leave you in the hallway, but if you’re here to watch over me...this is where I’ll be.”

				He knew he should say something, but the fact that she was naked had him too stunned to speak.

				He rose and started for the bedroom, then turned back to double-lock the front door.

				That done, he realized that he was more than a little shaky.

				She meant too much to him. And that was dangerous.

				The thought made him careful. He made a point of setting his Glock on the bedside table and folding his jacket carefully. Then his arousal got the better of him and he began to disrobe in haste.

				She was lying naked on the sheets, hair spread out on the pillow like a dark angel’s wings.

				He slid onto the mattress beside her, held her, felt the warmth of her body envelop him.

				He was in deep.

				Way too deep.

				Anger, passion, confusion, need, chemistry...they all seemed to combine that night. They made love urgently, then gently, then urgently again. In the end they lay spent and exhausted in each other’s arms, drifting in an otherworldly afterglow, wondering whether what they’d shared had simply been sex done right, or whether their feelings came from someplace deeper and more powerful than pure physical passion.

				She curled against him, and he thought about all the things he could say.

				I care about you so much...

				You’re so beautiful...

				I think I’m falling in love...

				He didn’t have time to say anything, because Kieran spoke and suddenly the magic was gone and reality was back in charge.

				“What’s up with Joe?” she asked. “Why does Detective Mayo have me looking for customers named Joe?”

				He held her more tightly, picturing Maria Antonescu dead in the alley just outside the store.

				“The dead girl from the last robbery, Maria Antonescu...she was seeing a guy named Joe. And,” he added almost unwillingly, “we think Finnegan’s is one of the places where he hung out. We’re trying to ID him. Any idea who Joe might be?”

				She shook her head. He felt her hair shift against him as she lay with her head against his shoulder.

				“I went through our credit card receipts from the past few weeks and gave everything I found to Detective Mayo. I even gave him all the information I could on the men I knew. The thing is, lots of people pay cash. Or they’re with other people and someone else picks up the bill. Even if you follow up on every Joe I found, there’s no guarantee you’re going to find the Joe you’re looking for.”

				He rubbed his chin; it still smarted. “We’ll find him,” he said with complete certainty.

				“Are you sure that girl’s boyfriend was involved?”

				He nodded. “As sure as we can be. Maria must have turned off the alarm. There was no evidence of a break-in.”

				“How do you know he gave her his real name?”

				“We don’t, but we have to follow every lead.”

				“Every lead,” she repeated. “With most of the leads leading to Finnegan’s?”

				He hesitated, about to deny it. But his gut told him it was true. Enough leads pointed to Finnegan’s that he had no choice but to assume the place was connected somehow.

				Not to mention his undercover work that day had paid off big-time.

				Joey, yeah. McManus had said he knew a Joey, and the guy seemed to be a real player. Smart man, wanted to see where his money went, wanted to understand all the ins and outs, whether they were talking stocks, gold—or diamonds. There was a distinct possibility he was Maria’s Joe.

				Craig trusted Kieran; he believed in her. He was worried about her safety. And he meant to use her talents, even the illegal ones.

				But he still couldn’t tell her everything he knew.

				“I just realized,” she said suddenly. “Mayo was there today and he didn’t recognize you, did he?”

				“Neither did Eagan when he saw us yesterday,” Craig said.

				She punched him lightly on the arm. “Don’t you ever do that to me again—ever. Because I’ll know. I’ll always know it’s you.”

				He didn’t doubt that she would. He pulled her close. “I won’t.”

				“Because you don’t want to deceive me—or because I’ll catch you anyway?”

				“Both,” he told her honestly. “Kieran, I am what I am.”

				“An agent first and always.”

				No, not really, he thought, or I wouldn’t be here.

				He pulled her closer, stroking her hair tenderly. He felt her body ease, felt her breathing grow rhythmic as she dozed.

				It took him longer to sleep. And when he did, he dreamed that something was whizzing toward him through the air. Something moving faster than sound, faster than the speed of light.

				But he was trying to catch it anyway. Catch it before it reached Kieran, who was standing directly in its path.

				He realized then that it was a bullet.

				And that no matter how fast he ran, he would never be able to stop it.

				He woke drenched in sweat, frozen for a moment as he realized that they were both safe in her bed, in her apartment. She was still sleeping soundly in his arms.

				And he knew that he had to make sure that bullet was never fired.

				* * *

				Kieran was never sure just how Craig always managed to see that things were arranged for her so easily—and apparently via telepathic communication. In this instance, she found Mike Dalton standing at her door just as it was time for her to go to work.

				“He may be younger and cuter,” Mike told her, nodding in Craig’s direction, “but I’m your man this morning.”

				He wasn’t in his usual suit; he was more casually dressed in jeans, a plaid shirt and a windbreaker.

				“My man?” she asked, looking from one man to the other.

				“I have to meet with Mayo this morning,” Craig said. “Mike will stay with you this morning, and this afternoon he’ll be spelled by another agent, Marty Salinger.”

				“Marty is kind of a pain-in-the-ass kid, but he’s a good agent,” Mike assured her.

				“I have twenty-four-hour bodyguards?” she asked.

				“Someone did try to kill you—we’re all agreed on that,” Craig said.

				“I didn’t say there was anything wrong with it,” Kieran told them, and smiled in unexpected relief. It was nice to feel protected. “In fact, I like it.”

				“Good,” Mike said enthusiastically. “In that case, Miss Finnegan, shall we?”

				“I’ll see you tonight,” Craig told her. “And you’ll know it’s me—whether it’s me or not,” he promised.

				She didn’t argue with him.

				“Could we stop by the hospital to see Bobby?” she asked Mike as they walked down the stairs.

				“Your chariot awaits, Miss Finnegan. I’m at your disposal,” he said. “No problem with getting to work late?”

				“I helped with a situation yesterday, so I’m sure they’ll comp me the time.”

				Once they were in the car, Kieran excused herself to Mike and put a call through to the office to ask Jake to explain to their employers why she was going to be late.

				Dr. Miro took the phone from Jake almost immediately. “Kieran? I gather you’ll be in late today.”

				“Yes. I hope it’s all right.”

				“You take all the time you need. I just heard from Tanya Lee Hampton’s attorney, and Tanya is out on bail, reunited with her children for the time being. You did that, didn’t you? How on earth did you manage it?”

				Kieran looked over and saw Mike’s curious eyes on her. Dr. Miro’s voice seemed to be exceptionally loud; he could probably hear her. “I, um, know some good people,” she told Dr. Miro. “Of course, if she doesn’t show for her court date, I’ll be down one friend.”

				“She’ll show. I have no doubt of it. I understand you have to redo your report?”

				Kieran winced at that. She’d hated lying to Ms. Terry, but she’d had no choice. Now she had to deal with the consequences of that lie.

				“I just need to add a few more details,” Kieran murmured.

				“Fine. You take all the time you need this morning. If you can give me that finished report by this afternoon, that will be fine,” Dr. Miro said.

				“Of course,” Kieran agreed.

				Mike was still watching her as she hung up. She glanced over at him. “A client my bosses took on pro bono. Dr. Miro is passionate about helping abused women.”

				“So why is she the one in jail?” Mike asked.

				“She, um, she cut off her husband’s penis.”

				“And she was the abused one?” Mike said, startled.

				“No, she was arrested for that. She called 911 right away. Saved his life and his penis.”

				“How...nice,” Mike said.

				“Believe me, if you knew what he’d done to her, you’d applaud what she did.”

				“I don’t know about that, but I’m sure you deal with some pretty awful stuff,” he told her.

				“So do you.”

				“Yep. But sometimes we get to make it right.” He grinned at her and nodded toward a neon ticker tape on the building they were passing. “‘Any decent person would lend a hand,’” he said.

				She groaned. “Why couldn’t I have thought of something else to say?”

				“You saved a woman’s life.”

				“Only fair, since it turns out I was the intended victim,” she said. “Trust me, I’m no hero. I just reacted without thinking.”

				Mike smiled. “Hey, courage is a strange thing. It’s stupidity, not courage, to put yourself in danger without considering the consequences. Courage, as we’ve all heard, is doing the right thing even when we’re afraid.”

				She grinned at him.

				“What?” he asked.

				“You and Craig are pretty stupid,” she teased.

				He grinned back. “Yeah, I guess,” he said. Then he studied her again. “I’m glad my boy has found you. I hope that, as stupid as he may be, he’s smart enough to keep you.”

				Kieran stared back at him, a little uncomfortable all of a sudden, but also glad that she’d earned Mike’s approval.

				“Thanks,” she said simply.

				They had reached the hospital by then, and he pulled up in front and started to get out of the car.

				“Oh, Mike, we can’t park here,” she began, then cut herself off. “I keep forgetting. You guys can park anywhere.”

				“Just about,” he told her cheerfully.

				She noticed that he stayed close to her as they walked inside, and she smiled. Stupidity, maybe. But of the nicest possible kind.

				These guys were willing to take a bullet for her.

				She prayed that it never came to that.

				* * *

				Craig went home for a change of clothes and then headed into the office. He reported in to Eagan quickly, then hurried down to Wally’s office.

				“I have something for you,” Wally said, picking up several sheets of paper. “Something, but not enough, I’m afraid. I have the numbers Maria Antonescu called and the numbers of the people who called her. She called her aunt at least once a day. She called Sylvia Mannerly twice a day. These numbers here...” He paused to point out several lines highlighted in pink. “...are her coworkers. I checked them all out. They’re legitimate, phones like hers, cheap with pay-as-you-go plans. There is one number from a different no-contract company, but the phone was purchased with cash.” He grimaced as he looked at Craig. “The phone is no longer active. It was only used to dial Maria. There’s no way to trace who owned it.”

				“Do you know where it was purchased?”

				Wally nodded. “A pharmacy in Tribeca.”

				“Let me have the address. I’ll see if I can find out anything.”

				Wally brightened. “I can hack into their system and find out which salesperson sold it.”

				“Wally,” Craig said, shaking his head, “no hacking—not from a government office, anyway. I’ll head down there and hope the manager is a good guy. Thing is, those people probably sell these phones fairly frequently. I doubt anyone will remember who he sold this particular phone to.”

				“I’m sorry,” Wally said. “Wish I could have given you more.”

				“You may have given us everything we need,” Craig said. “We’ll just have to find out.”

				Craig headed to Marty’s office before leaving. “Hey,” he said, and Marty looked up at him hopefully. Craig felt a moment’s regret for being so hard on the kid; Marty had wanted to be an agent since he was a kid and just wanted to do well. Yes, he was dedicated to doing things by the book, but most new kids were. They had to get their feet wet before they could realize they had to think on their own sometimes.

				He realized, though, that he wasn’t afraid of having Marty watch over Kieran.

				Marty would die for her.

				That was by the book.

				He didn’t believe, however, that whoever wanted her dead would hire someone to do something like shoot her in the middle of the street. That would make it too obvious that someone had been after her. The killer, Craig was pretty damned sure, didn’t want her death associated with the diamond thefts in any way. The killer believed that so far he and his cohorts were getting away with what they were doing—and the frustrating thing was that they were.

				They wouldn’t complicate that by getting caught knocking off someone who might have heard something that could threaten them. They would want her death to look random, accidental, unconnected to the case she’d gotten herself caught up in.

				“Sir, can I help you?” Marty stood up eagerly.

				“I need you to guard Kieran Finnegan later today. You wearing a vest?”

				“Not at this moment, but I can put one on if you need me to. You think someone might try to shoot Miss Finnegan?”

				“No. But I want you prepared just in case.” He ran through his plan for Marty’s afternoon.

				Marty nodded. “So after work I get her to Finnegan’s on Broadway. And then...?”

				“You hang around until Mike tells you to leave. He’ll be there by seven or so.”

				“Yes, sir,” Marty said.

				“Marty, you don’t have to ‘yes, sir’ me. We were partners, and we’re still coworkers. Just call me by my name.”

				“Yes, sir,” Marty said.

				Craig shook his head.

				“I mean Craig. Is it all right if I hang around and eat there?”

				“Sure.”

				“Great, thank you.”

				“Do you need the address?” Craig asked.

				“No, thanks. I’ve been there a few times before.”

				Hell, everyone had been there but him, Craig thought. How had he missed the place?

				He left the office and headed to Tribeca, where the pharmacy manager, John Rowe, was quick to help him. He pulled the receipt from the records on the main computer, and he was even able to tell Craig who had sold the phone because each employee had an ID number that was associated with every sale.

				The employee in question, however, wasn’t in, and Rowe was unable to reach her by phone. She was due in to work at 4:00 p.m., so in the interim Craig returned to the office to go over his notes on everything they knew—and everything they didn’t.

				He decided to return to Rikers Island, and asked Eagan to pave the way for him.

				Even with Eagan wielding his considerable power, Craig ended up standing by his car for an hour before he was let in. This time, he asked to see all four men together. That caused a further delay. They had different attorneys, and getting them all to agree to an interview was no easy task. Craig finally got them to agree by pointing out that finding the killers could only be a plus when their own clients went to trial.

				Eventually, they were all arrayed before him at a table, each prisoner with an attorney at his side.

				Sam Banner, Robert Stella, Lenny Wiener and Mark O’Malley all stared at him with matching looks of suspicion.

				“First,” Craig said earnestly, “I want to thank you sincerely for seeing me. I’m not condoning what you did—squirt-gun larceny is still larceny—but you didn’t kill anyone. If you ask me, you should all be furious that these killers imitated you so well that they were convinced that if you were caught, you’d be tried for their crimes, as well.”

				The foursome looked at one another.

				O’Malley stepped up as their spokesperson. “We’ve talked to you, we’ve talked to the cops and we’ve talked to Miss Finnegan. We would gladly tell you who the killers are, but the truth is, we don’t know.”

				“And,” Stella added angrily, “we don’t know how they knew our exact MO, either.”

				“None of you spoke to anyone else about any of this?” Craig asked.

				“I swear on my mother’s bones,” O’Malley said solemnly.

				“All right, you’ve given us a list of places where you met, but now I need more lists from you. Friends, family, even acquaintances you bump into on a regular basis. Anyone with whom something just might have slipped.”

				O’Malley’s attorney pointed out that they weren’t required to do any such thing and that it could even work against them, then recommended silence.

				Craig didn’t blame the attorney; it was the man’s job to protect his client.

				To his relief, though, O’Malley didn’t take the advice. He looked around at the others. “I say we do our best to help nail the bastards.”

				The others nodded.

				“When do you want these lists?” Wiener asked.

				“I’ll wait,” Craig said quietly, and motioned for a guard, who arranged for pens and paper. He tried not to fidget impatiently as the men worked on their lists.

				At one point he excused himself and put through a call to Mike, who was in the process of changing shifts with Marty. They arranged to meet at the pharmacy to see what they could find out about the mystery phone.

				Finally, with the four lists in his hand, Craig left Rikers. He felt a growing urgency as he wove through traffic. As he drove, he used Bluetooth to call Wally back at the office and, keeping one eye on the traffic and the other on the pages propped on the steering wheel, dictated the names, many of which were duplicates, from the lists.

				He arrived at the pharmacy a few minutes after 4:00 p.m. Mike was already there.

				“Marty all settled in?” Craig asked.

				“He is. He’s a good kid, you know, and he’s going to be a good agent. Yeah, he’s by the book. But he’ll watch over Kieran like a hawk. And since I suspect you’re interested, Bobby O’Leary is doing very well. He’s starting to chomp at the bit. He’s missing his bar stool at Finnegan’s.”

				“They’re not letting him out of the hospital for a few days, right?” Craig asked. At the hospital, with a cop on guard at all times, Bobby was far safer than he would be out on the streets.

				“Until the end of the week,” Mike told him.

				Until the end of the week.

				Some cases took months, others took years. And now all Bobby had was a few more days of relative safety.

				He didn’t voice his unease; he knew Mike was as aware as he was of the difficulty of such a short timeline.

				They were standing at the back of the store when a door between athlete’s foot medications and heating pads opened and the manager stepped out. He saw Mike and looked questioningly at Craig.

				“My partner,” Craig explained, and he introduced the two men.

				“Yes, of course. Would you like to come into the office? Bailey Headley is on her way to speak with you.”

				They had barely entered the small one-desk office cluttered with samples, from condoms in bright yellow wrappers to children’s toothpaste decorated with popular television dinosaurs, when Bailey came in. She was in her midthirties, mixed race, a pretty woman sporting a multicolored Afro.

				Craig produced his badge and thanked her for seeing them.

				Her eyes widened. “Anything I can do,” she assured him.

				“We realize we’re taking a stab in the dark here, but a little less than two months ago you sold a no-contract cell phone for cash. We’re hoping against hope that you remember who bought it, since very few people use cash these days,” Craig explained. “I know it was a while ago, but...”

				Bailey frowned, and then she gasped. “I do remember.”

				“You do?” Mike asked, stunned.

				“A complete asshole! That’s why I remember,” she said. “Plus it was the only phone I sold that day.”

				The manager, standing behind her, said, “Now, Bailey, we don’t talk about our customers that way.”

				She turned to look at him. “Not in front of them, but I’m trying to help the FBI.”

				Apparently, that made it all right, because Rowe shrugged and backed off.

				Bailey gave her attention back to the two agents.

				“Seriously, such a jerk. So demanding, making all these special requests for time and data, and all for the cheapest phone we carry. It took forever, and then not even the courtesy to say thank you. Boy, did I wish I hadn’t been behind the phone counter that day.”

				Craig glanced quickly at Mike.

				“Was he a tall, dark-haired man?” Mike asked.

				“Man?” Bailey said, surprised. “It wasn’t a man. It was a woman.”

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER
FIFTEEN

				DESPITE THE FACT that someone wanted her dead, Kieran reached the end of her workday and counted her blessings. The biggest, of course, was that she was still alive.

				On top of that, she’d been to see Bobby, and he was doing great.

				She’d managed to rewrite her report and make it seem that she had added to it when she had really only rearranged a few lines.

				Tanya Lee Hampton, according to a call from the public defender’s office, had been reunited with her children, and while the state was still going to press charges, her husband had said that he wouldn’t testify against her in court. Why such a man had suddenly decided to act in a decent manner, Kieran wasn’t sure. Apparently all he wanted now was a divorce, which Tanya was happy to give him.

				She shut down her computer, picked up her coat and purse, and joined Marty Salinger, who’d been reading magazines in the reception area. He flushed at being caught reading the newest People magazine, but she just smiled and didn’t say a word.

				Marty was a likable guy, and she was glad not to be alone. She knew that both Mike and Craig carried their weapons in waistband holsters in the small of their backs; Marty wore a vest, and his holster and gun were on his hip, visible when he rose to set down the magazine.

				“Hey,” he said. “You’re ready?”

				“I am, thank you,” she said, and couldn’t help glancing at the magazine.

				He glanced at her and then flushed again. “I love movies, and I don’t get a lot of leisure time.”

				She smiled. “Did you read about all the Hollywood remakes coming up? So ridiculous. Some of those movies shouldn’t have been done once.”

				His face brightened. “You’re so right!”

				Jake rose to say goodbye, and she got the feeling that he and Marty might have done some talking, since Jake was a movie buff, too.

				“Me first,” Marty said, stepping out into the hall ahead of her. He kept her behind him all the way to the car.

				He had a little trouble getting out of the parking space, but she pretended not to notice.

				“Sorry, I don’t get a car too often,” he told her. “In all honesty, this is only my fourth time on guard duty. I do work in the field, but the older, more experienced guys get most of the real action. I’m on my way, though. I got to partner with Craig when Mike was out recuperating.”

				He said that with the same kind of pride a contender for an Oscar might have felt.

				She smiled. “Congratulations.”

				“Mike has twenty-four years with the Bureau, and Craig has over a decade.”

				“They must like their jobs,” she said.

				“It’s not a job,” he said seriously. “It’s a way of life.”

				They reached Finnegan’s, and of course he gave her very explicit instructions on how she was to exit the car and allow him to block her as they walked in.

				She looked around.

				Declan and Kevin were behind the bar, and Danny was working the floor with Debbie and Mary Kathleen.

				Jimmy was at one of the bar tables...with Gary Benton. She stifled a groan. The other tables were full, too, and the bar itself was crowded.

				It was a typical happy hour, but on a Monday, it would thin out soon enough.

				“See anything out of place?” Marty asked.

				She shook her head.

				“Okay, good. But don’t forget, I’m still on duty,” he said gravely.

				“Okay,” she said, looking around. The only empty seats were in the dining room. “I’m going to go help out behind the bar. Want to watch me from there?” she asked, pointing to one of the tables.

				“I’d rather hang around the bar, where I’ll be close by in case I’m needed,” he said. “You have any nonalcoholic beers?”

				“Of course,” she told him, smiling, “but we also have coffee, soda and iced tea.”

				“I should look like I’m drinking,” he decided. “Nonalcoholic beer.”

				“All right.”

				Declan looked up as she walked behind the bar, then stowed her purse and jacket.

				“Who’s the kid?”

				“FBI agent,” she said.

				“Kind of young,” he said.

				“We’re not exactly old,” she reminded him.

				He grinned. “You have a point. And I’m glad he’s with you.”

				“He’s okay. Not quite Mike. Or Craig.”

				“No, I guess not,” Declan said, turning his attention back to the glasses he was washing, but she could see him grinning.

				Apparently everyone knew that something was going on between her and Craig.

				“Gary is here,” she said.

				“I know.” Declan looked up at her again. “He came and asked me if it was all right. I said since Julie was at the hospital with Bobby tonight, it was okay.”

				“He should really find somewhere else to go,” she said.

				Declan sighed. “Look, anytime Julie is here, we’ll ask him to leave. What do you want me to do? Ask Jimmy McManus to find another place to hang out, too?”

				“No, but...”

				“We’re a pub, Kieran. I know he treated her like crap, but plenty of people like him, and I don’t want to turn this place into Julie’s camp versus Gary’s. Just let it go for tonight, okay? Stay away from his table. Debbie’s been waiting on them. You don’t need to go near him.”

				“Okay,” Kieran said. “Okay. For tonight.”

				She looked over at the table and saw Gary looking straight back at her.

				Suddenly he said something to Jimmy, then rose and headed toward the door.

				He turned back to stare at her one last time, and then he left.

				She decided it was time to have a chat with Jimmy.

				And steal a phone.

				* * *

				Bailey was hugely helpful, and the more she described the customer, the more the woman sounded like someone Mike and Craig knew.

				They exchanged a look as Bailey spoke.

				Short brown hair.

				Tall.

				Perfectly manicured nails. Bailey said she’d admired the bloodred polish on the customer’s long nails until she’d begun to think the woman intended to scratch her eyes out with them.

				“Lots of women have short brown hair,” Mike said.

				“And are tall.”

				“Bailey, would you mind working with a sketch artist?” Craig asked. “Mr. Rowe, I know that Bailey just got to work, but—”

				“If she’s needed,” Rowe said, “she must go. And you’ll receive your full pay for your shift, Bailey.”

				“Thanks,” she said, sounding surprised. Then she turned back to Craig and Mike. “I’m ready to go whenever you are,” she said.

				She picked up her jacket and purse, and they headed out of the office into the store.

				Craig heard the soft whizzing sound in the air and knew exactly what it was. And why.

				Someone had seen Bailey going into the inner office with them. Someone had been watching, knowing Bailey just might remember who’d bought the phone. Someone had been keeping tabs on their investigation.

				“Down!” he shouted, just as shelves of toilet paper exploded in a ripple of white snow.

				Someone had fired a gun, a gun with a silencer.

				He covered Bailey Headley’s body with his own while he drew his Glock. Mike was up first, ducking and running down the aisle.

				“Shit!” Mike shouted.

				By then Craig was up, too, and he saw Mike heading out to the sidewalk in pursuit of the shooter. Meanwhile people were screaming, and Bailey was lying facedown on the floor, repeating over and over, “I don’t want to die, I don’t want to die, I don’t want to die!”

				“He’s gone—the shooter is gone,” Craig said quickly. “Dial 911!” he ordered Rowe, who was standing just outside the office door, shaking in shock. “Now, man. Do it! And get Bailey into the back!”

				Then Craig was on the move, chasing after Mike. Mike was dogged and fast, but Craig was grateful he was faster.

				Outside, people were already milling in fear, asking questions, looking as if they didn’t know which way to run.

				Craig got a glimpse of Mike sprinting toward the cross street and raced hard in that direction.

				He entered an alley just in time to see Mike disappear behind a delivery truck. He hopped over a box of garbage and followed.

				Mike was standing in the alley ahead of him, looking up at the various fire escapes behind the buildings. His Glock was raised, but he was looking in the wrong direction.

				Craig saw the shooter; he was on the opposite side of the alley, high on a fire escape. He had his gun trained on Mike.

				“Mike!” Craig roared.

				Mike dropped just as the shooter fired. The bullet slammed into a wall.

				“Drop it!” Craig ordered, his own gun aiming upward.

				The shooter’s gun turned toward him.

				Craig had no choice but to fire.

				The shooter catapulted down from the fire escape to land with a heavy thud on the broken pavement of the alley.

				Mike got to his feet, and they both hurried over to the body.

				The dead man had been wearing a hoodie, but the hood had fallen away as he fell, and Craig gasped.

				He knew that face.

				No time to worry about that now. He hunkered down to feel for a pulse, while Mike called in the shooting.

				No pulse. The man was dead. He’d bled out from the hole in his heart.

				It occurred to Craig suddenly that it had all gone down by the book. He regretted the fact that he’d had to kill the man.

				Because he knew him. He’d seen him before. Several times. At Finnegan’s. With Jimmy.

				It seemed obvious. He’d been at the pharmacy to kill Bailey Headley before she could give anyone a description of the woman who had purchased the phone.

				The sound of sirens filled the air.

				He hung his head. It would be hours now before he could leave. Hours before he could get to Finnegan’s.

				And he had never before felt such an urgency to be there.

				* * *

				Kieran didn’t have to wait for the news to hear about the shooting.

				Marty filled her in.

				He was proud to be on duty all night, watching over her and the pub. Although, as he was quick to assure her, he wasn’t alone.

				Detective Mayo had sent in several officers, two in uniform and two in plain clothes. The two in uniform were there to be imposing. The two in plain clothes were there for backup.

				She had to admit she was worried, though also hugely relieved that Craig and Mike were all right. But, she reminded herself, she had promised to steal a cell phone.

				Even with the place filled with cops and Marty there watching her, stealing Jimmy’s phone was, as she had promised Craig, a piece of cake.

				She sat at the table with Jimmy for a few minutes while he told her about stocks and bonds.

				She didn’t know much about either one and had no real idea what he was talking about, but she pretended to pay attention.

				His phone was sitting on the table. She was easily able to lean toward him on an elbow as if fascinated by what he had to say, and ease it off onto her lap.

				She could always say she had found it on the floor, but she doubted it was ever going to come to that. People lost phones at Finnegan’s all the time. She was pretty sure that Jimmy had left his on the bar more than once.

				But after Jimmy had left and with his phone tucked safely in her pocket, they all stopped to watch the news and suddenly it all seemed so much more immediate and terrifying than when Marty had told her about it.

				She found herself shaking with relief when the reporter on the scene emphasized that no one other than the shooter, who had died at the scene, had even been injured.

				“Live by the sword, die by the sword,” a customer at the bar murmured.

				Others echoed the sentiment. If a guy was shooting at innocent people in a pharmacy, it was probably a damned good thing that he’d gotten shot instead.

				A lot of people left after that, and it turned into a quiet night. Kieran didn’t want to leave, so she decided to take advantage of all the empty tables to start scrubbing them down with the special polish they used to protect the wood.

				She was on the third table when she found scratches that annoyed her. She tried to polish them out at first, then realized that they went too deep, that someone had written on a piece of paper and pressed down so hard that the impression had gone through to the wood.

				“Idiots,” she murmured to herself. “Would they do something like this at home? I don’t think so.”

				But just as she realized that they were going to have to sand the table to even out the surface, she paused. She’d seen Jimmy here the other night along with Gary and the two unknown men—the dark guy and the Nordic-looking guy.

				She hesitated, then headed back to the office and found paper, a pencil and a heavy jade paperweight, before returning to the table. The impression was so faint that she hoped the paperweight would give her the pressure she needed to make it readable.

				She almost crashed into Marty; she’d forgotten that he was there, watching over her.

				“Please don’t go off without telling me,” he asked her.

				“I’m sorry. I just needed something from the office.”

				“Just tell me when you’re going to disappear, okay?”

				“I’ll tell you next time, I promise.”

				Marty nodded, apparently appeased, and she hurried back to the table. She realized that he was watching her closely and tried to appear nonchalant about what she was doing.

				It was trickier than stealing a phone, but she managed to make it appear that she was trying to remove a spot, when in reality she was rubbing the paper into the indentations with the paperweight. A faint impression began to emerge on the paper, and she began to use the pencil to capture what had been written.

				She almost couldn’t believe her eyes when something legible began to appear.

				It was an address, but she couldn’t quite make it out. At first she thought it said Forty-Second Street.

				The Theater District?

				Then she realized that the number was a forty-seven. The address was on Forthy-Seventh Street near Fifth Avenue.

				The Diamond District. And to the best of her knowledge, it was a store that hadn’t been hit as yet, not by the water-gun-wielding thieves—or by the killers.

				She fumbled, reaching into her pocket for her phone. She dialed Craig, but the call went straight to voice mail.

				The same thing happened when she tried Mike’s phone.

				She knew there were at least four policemen and one FBI agent in the pub, but still...

				As she sat there, Declan came over and told her to go home. “Have your agent take you—and make sure he stays with you.”

				She looked at her brother. “Declan, this is getting too scary. What about you and Danny and Kevin? I’m beginning to be afraid for all of us.”

				Should she tell him what she’d just found?

				That could put him in danger, too.

				Or it could mean nothing. Maybe some idiot had been writing down the address of a place to buy a ring for his fiancée.

				Somehow she doubted that.

				“Don’t worry. Debbie’s already gone, and the rest of us are going home soon. Danny, Kevin, myself and Mary Kathleen, the four of us will go to my place. We’ll be a little tight, but we’ll be fine,” he assured her.

				“How long?” she murmured. “How long can we do this? How can you run a business when you’re worried all the time that something awful’s going to happen?”

				“Something has to give. And,” he reminded her, “I’m good at taking care of myself.”

				It was true, she knew. When they’d been kids, Declan had been able to win them all the toys they wanted at every street fair. Even then, he could shoot with precision. And nowadays he had both a gun permit and the gun to go with it.

				She nodded.

				He grinned. “I’d make you come, too, except I think you’re in even better hands.”

				“Marty Salinger?” she asked him, surprised.

				“The FBI,” he said, smiling.

				She knew he meant Craig. And that he assumed Craig himself would join her as soon as possible.

				So much for brothers being overprotective. All three of hers seemed to think that whatever was going on between her and Craig was fine and dandy. They liked him. Really liked him.

				What wasn’t to like?

				Still...

				She found it a little perplexing that they’d never once so much as questioned his intentions.

				“Okay,” she said. “Maybe I should go to the hospital. Julie might want to go home.”

				“No need. She’s settled in there for the night,” he told her.

				“How do you know?”

				“She called Danny.”

				“Oh,” Kieran murmured. She rose to go, but Declan took her arm to stop her.

				“Whatever that kid tells you, do it, okay? He had to go through some pretty major training to be where he is, so you listen to him, okay? Stay safe, Kieran. Please.”

				“Of course,” she said.

				She collected everything from the table, glad that Declan was too distracted to notice what she’d really been doing. She tucked the rubbing into her pocket, then found Marty and asked to go home. As they passed the table where she’d been sitting with Jimmy, she bent down and pretended to find his phone on the floor.

				“Someone will be missing that,” Marty said.

				“Yeah, but at least I know this guy. I’ll get it back to him tomorrow. He’s in almost every day.”

				Marty just nodded.

				She took a deep breath and said, “I can’t reach Craig.”

				“He’s going through a lot, I imagine. He shot a man. That’s a lot of red tape,” Marty said.

				“I really need to reach him,” she said.

				“What is it? Can you tell me?” he asked. “I’m not Craig, but I am FBI.”

				She hesitated, then told him what she’d found and how scared she was starting to feel. He nodded and pulled out his phone. The next thing she knew, she was talking to assistant director Eagan.

				Eagan thanked her and told her to go home. “I’ll send men to that address, and we’ll see if anything is going on.”

				“Better?” Marty asked her when she hung up and handed him back his phone.

				“Much.”

				“Give me a minute. I want to take a look at the street,” he said. “Stay inside. That’s a cop in the corner there. I’ll come back in for you in a minute or two.”

				She agreed, and a minute later, as promised, Marty was back. He told her to follow him, then did his best to shield her with his own body as they went to the car.

				He was equally careful when they got out in front of her apartment.

				The minute they hit the sidewalk, the karaoke club bombarded them with an Adele number sung slightly too high.

				He grinned at her. “Karaoke! I love it. What a cool place to live.”

				“Thanks.”

				He followed her into her apartment and watched as she secured both the bolts. She turned and asked him if he wanted anything.

				He shook his head. “Get some sleep,” he told her. “I promise, I’m better than a German shepherd. I’ll be on the sofa, watching the door.”

				In her room, Kieran donned her pajamas, though she knew she was never going to sleep.

				But she would lie down.

				And wait.

				* * *

				It was well past 1:00 a.m. when Craig was finally free of the red tape that came with any shooting and, pending final review, cleared of any charges, in large part because Eagan had stepped in and called on every friend he had. Luckily, there had also been a number of witnesses able to testify to the shooter’s rampant disregard for life.

				While the engines to clear Craig of the shooting had revved into gear, the dead man had been taken to the morgue. An ID and a twenty-dollar bill had been found in his wallet.

				The ID had been proved to be bogus. According to his fake driver’s license, he had been one David Thoreau.

				As it turned out, his fingerprints told another story. He was really Dean Thiessen, an out-of-work computer expert. He lived alone in Hell’s Kitchen—or Clinton, as the area was now called—and had no known family. His prints were in the system because he’d once been arrested on a robbery charge, though the case had been dismissed for lack of evidence.

				His gun was sent to the lab, where it proved to be the weapon that had killed Maria Antonescu.

				Craig hadn’t been able to call Kieran or even Marty, though Eagan had let him know that Marty had filled Kieran in, and then that she’d asked Marty to pass along an address.

				The NYPD had staked out the store, but nothing had happened.

				Was that because one of the killers was now dead himself?

				Craig had recognized the man because he’d seen him sitting in Finnegan’s, talking with Jimmy.

				Just before Eagan had arrived to give him the all clear, he’d been sitting morosely in the quiet FBI offices when Mike walked in.

				“What’s that face for?” Mike asked. “You saved my life tonight. Shouldn’t you be smiling?”

				“Someone’s dead, Mike. And I killed him.”

				“It was either him or me or you. I rather like the way it turned out.”

				“But if I’d just winged him...”

				“We shoot to kill when we’re being shot at. You know that,” Mike said.

				Craig nodded.

				“Idiot, thinking he could gun down two agents like that,” Mike said.

				Craig looked at him with surprise. “What?”

				“He came after us.”

				Craig shook his head. “No, I don’t think so. I think he came after Bailey Headley. I think he was trying to stop her from talking to us.”

				“Could be,” Mike agreed thoughtfully. “Wonder if he knew she’d already told us everything she knew?”

				“She have any protection assigned to her, do you know?” Craig asked.

				Mike nodded. “Mr. Rowe brought her here as soon as the coast was clear, and an agent escorted her home. There are teams watching her apartment 24/7. I don’t know how long we’re going to be able to watch so many people,” he said with a sigh.

				“We’re close—we’re so damned close. Do we have that sketch yet?” Craig asked Mike.

				“Yes. And we were right.”

				“Sylvia Mannerly. Who’d have thought it?” Craig asked.

				Mike nodded. “The police went out to bring her in, but she’s not at home or the office. She’s implicated in this somehow, Craig. I just wish I knew how. Whether she’s been supplying information, setting people up—or committing the crimes herself—she’s guilty somehow.”

				“And in the wind,” Craig said. “We need to put out an all-points bull—”

				“It’s been taken care of,” Mike assured him. “We’re lead on this case, but we’re not the only ones working it. Mayo has cops out scouring the city for her.”

				“So the shooter tried to save her ass,” Craig murmured.

				“You think she was actually at the robberies?” Mike asked.

				Craig shrugged. “I think it’s possible. She’s tall enough—especially if she was wearing boots with lifts. I think that the man I killed tonight was definitely one of the killers.”

				“We need to speak with Jimmy McManus, too,” Mike said. “They can’t find him, either.”

				“What?”

				“He was at the pub tonight, but he left early. Mayo sent officers to his apartment, but he’s a no-show, too.”

				Eagan poked his head into the office. “You still here, too, Mike? Go home. Both of you. You can pick this up again tomorrow. We have people watching for Sylvia Mannerly—if that’s her real name—and Jimmy. Go on, get out of here.”

				“So I’m cleared to go?” Craig asked him.

				“You’re as clean as a newborn babe. You should sleep. I can get someone else to relieve the kid and watch over Miss Finnegan.”

				Craig shook his head. “I’ll relieve Marty,” he said.

				“Yeah, I figured,” Eagan said, studying him.

				Craig tried to keep looking directly into the director’s eyes. It was a struggle. “Good night, sir,” he said.

				“Good night.”

				Craig drove straight to Kieran’s. He parked the car and hurried down the street, almost forgetting to watch out for himself. Then something stirred the hair on the back of his neck and he paused, suddenly certain someone was following him.

				He turned but didn’t see anyone, so he retraced his steps, checking out the entryways along both sides of the street. No one.

				He hurried back to Kieran’s place and headed up the stairs.

				The karaoke club was going late. How the hell did anyone sleep around here?

				He paused outside Kieran’s door then hurried back downstairs.

				Monday night, after 1:00 a.m., and the club was still crowded. He walked inside and looked around. All he saw were groups of college students, a lot of them wearing sweatshirts identifying them as NYU students.

				He headed back to the door. It wasn’t that the killer couldn’t be there and wearing a college shirt.

				It was just that he had no way of knowing who might have just slipped in and who’d been there all night.

				Back at Kieran’s place, he knocked.

				Marty opened the door just as Kieran came out of her bedroom wearing panda pajamas. Her eyes were big and blue as they settled on him questioningly, and her auburn hair tumbled around her shoulders in disarray.

				At that moment he didn’t think he’d ever seen a woman—or an outfit—that was more seductive.

				He managed to get Marty out the door quickly, promising to explain everything in the morning, and then he turned to Kieran.

				“Craig—”

				“Not now,” he told her softly. “Not now.”

				He folded her into his arms, and she seemed to understand instinctively that this was a time for action, not words.

				She kissed him hard and moved seductively against him.

				They stumbled together back into her bedroom, where they made love. And then they made love again.

				And somehow that eased all the tension from him and brought on the exhaustion.

				When he opened his eyes again it was morning and she was straddling him, smiling.

				“I have a present for you,” she said.

				He managed a sleepy grin at that.

				“I think you gave me the best present in the world last night. Are you telling me you’re ready for more?”

				“Not yet,” she said. “It’s a cell phone.”

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER
SIXTEEN

				KIERAN SHOWERED, THEN started coffee and bagels while Craig studied Jimmy McManus’s phone. He made a few calls, then joined her.

				“So I heard you found an address etched into a table,” he said. When she nodded, he shook his head. “The cops sent men to watch, but nothing happened. They’ve called the store manager to tell him to be especially vigilant. The thieves might have planned to hold it up last night, before one of their own was killed. Or maybe they got wind the police were onto them—who knows? So, does Jimmy know you have his phone?”

				She shook her head. “I doubt it. He must know by now that he lost it at the pub, though, so I figured we’d have it back there by this morning and he’d never know.”

				“Found in plain sight?” he asked her.

				“Yes, of course. It was on the floor,” she said, waving a hand in the air.

				He was thoughtful a moment. “Do you think your bosses will mind if you call in late?”

				She shook her head. “I’ll tell them I’m with the FBI. Plus I worked on a Sunday.”

				“Why did you work on a Sunday?”

				“Dr. Miro does a lot of work for battered women. She took on a case pro bono, and the woman wanted to open up more, so I went out to Rikers to see her.”

				Kieran made a point of pouring coffee as she spoke. She didn’t like lying to him. She still didn’t want to tell him about Tanya Lee Hampton and what she had heard. It was just too dangerous—not for her, but for Tanya.

				She still felt uncomfortable lying to him, though.

				As uncomfortable as hiding the fact that Danny had stolen a diamond for Julie.

				She paused, remembering that Gary had been in the bar the night before.

				She set a cup of coffee in front of him and asked, “You haven’t said anything about your night. I guess it’s all in the line of duty? You’re shot at, so you shoot back.”

				“No,” he said, looking at her steadily. “Most of the time we’re just sitting around and watching people. Or asking questions. Following leads and clues, and hoping that people will talk to us.”

				“So we’ve both been marked for death,” she murmured.

				He shook his head. “I think they were after a woman who is helping us. Anyway, the guy is dead. And I’m pretty sure you’d recognize him.”

				He went on to explain, taking care not to throw suspicion on Jimmy, since he was a friend of hers, even though the guy’s disappearing act looked like a pretty clear admission of guilt to him.

				“And you think he was one of them—one of the thieves?”

				Craig nodded. “I’m going to grab a shower before we head in and let my tech guy see that phone. Then I’ll get you to work.”

				“I’ll call the office,” she said.

				Craig showered and dressed at the speed of light. In ten minutes they were out of her apartment and on the way to his office.

				“Come on, we’re going to go see Wally,” he told her, leading the way.

				Wally worked in a room filled with cubicles, computers and mysterious high-tech devices. He stood quickly, smiling at Kieran. Craig quickly introduced the two of them.

				“Kieran found this phone on the floor at Finnegan’s last night,” Craig said, not batting an eye. “Can you pull the call records for me? And will that take long?”

				“I have the phone in my hand. No time at all,” Wally said. He kept smiling at Kieran. She smiled back. “Love Finnegan’s.”

				“Thanks.”

				“Love the motto, too. ‘Any decent person would lend a hand.’”

				“Thank you,” she said again.

				“We have to return the phone this morning,” Craig told Wally. “Whoever lost it will probably come back looking for it.”

				“No problem,” Wally assured him.

				The phone held a chip. The chip held an address book as well as a listing of every incoming and outgoing call.

				Wally gave Craig the list. “There’s a number you should note,” he said.

				“Which one?”

				Wally pointed. “That one,” he said. “I recognized it from all the paperwork coming through. It’s the number for Clean Cut Office Services.”

				* * *

				The noose seemed to be tightening around Jimmy’s neck.

				Craig got Kieran to work, where Marty met them, ready to take on the responsibility of watching her through the day.

				He doubted that anyone would be stupid enough to attack her there, but since the shooting attack in the pharmacy, nothing seemed impossible. Still, cops and attorneys were coming and going at Fuller and Miro all the time, and a lot of them carried guns and knew how to use them. It would take a pretty desperate killer to go after her there.

				Eagan had seen to it that a search warrant was already being executed on Clean Cut Office Services.

				Bailey Headley had described Sylvia Mannerly so well that the sketch artist’s rendering could have been taken with a camera.

				Just as he was about to head uptown to join Mike at the cleaning company, Craig received a call from Eagan.

				“We’ve found Jimmy McManus,” Eagan said.

				“Dead or alive?” Craig asked.

				“Alive, and about to be released from the hospital. He was the victim of an attack that left him for dead, but luckily for him, the bullet only grazed his head. There was a lot of blood, though, probably why his attacker most likely thought he was dead. It was either a real mugging or meant to look like one. His wallet was stolen, and he wore a Rolex and that’s gone, too, along with his phone, a couple of gold chains and a gold ring.”

				“How did they find him?”

				“His name popped up when we screened city hospitals and morgues.”

				“Who’s with him now?”

				“The cops are there. You know, even though he knew the guy who shot at you, we don’t have any evidence against him.”

				Craig knew that, and he knew Kieran would be happy if McManus turned out to be pure as the driven snow.

				“Are the cops bringing him into the office?” Craig asked.

				“They are. Head back here now. Leave Mike in charge of the search at the cleaning service.”

				“I’m turning around as we speak,” Craig promised.

				* * *

				Work seemed to stretch on forever. There was a meeting in which both she and Jake were thanked for being exceptional employees and helping to keep the ethical standing of the company at an extreme high.

				She met with Madison Taylor, the daughter of a wealthy industrialist, who had taken up shoplifting. As they talked, Kieran felt that, just as she’d expected, the girl had been making a play for her parents’ attention, a play that had failed because they hadn’t even bothered to come home from a European vacation when she’d been arrested. They’d simply hired a battery of attorneys and sent her to Doctors Fuller and Miro.

				As caught up as she was in matters of life and death, Kieran forgot for a moment that she was practicing therapy and yearned to smack the girl. To Dr. Miro’s credit, she’d refused to write a prescription for anxiety drugs and sent the girl straight in to see Kieran, who managed not to strangle her and instead tried to make her understand that she couldn’t control other people, only her own reaction to them.

				It was a philosophy she tried to live by herself, though not always successfully.

				The day continued to drag on. She saw a few more people, but continually found herself looking out the window and wishing she was out on the street.

				She didn’t even bother suggesting going out for lunch; she knew Marty would never have agreed to it.

				She wished that Craig would call. He didn’t. She refrained from calling him herself.

				At four thirty she gave up on getting anything else done and went out to the lobby. Today Marty was sipping coffee and reading a current-affairs magazine; she could tell by the pile on the table in front of him that he’d already gone through all the entertainment and gossip magazines.

				He looked up at her, and she said, “Hey, I’m done for the day. Want to head out when you’re done with your coffee?”

				He stood immediately. “I’m ready now.”

				“It’s okay—I’m not in any hurry,” she told him.

				As she spoke, they heard the squeal of tires from down on the street, followed by angry shouting.

				“The traffic in this city is crazy,” Marty said, shrugging.

				But the commotion coming up from the street said something more was going on.

				“What the hell—heck?” Marty murmured, then pulled his gun and headed downstairs.

				Kieran followed him.

				“You should have stayed in the office,” Marty told her, dismayed to realize that she had joined him in the elevator.

				His gun in his hand, he shoved her behind him when they reached the first floor and the doors opened. She stayed close as they headed for the street door.

				A policeman in uniform was already there, ordering people back. She could hear sirens.

				As the crowd followed the cop’s orders and moved back, she saw the body of a man lying on the sidewalk. His throat had been slit, evident from the widening circle of blood under him and the crimson stain soaking his shirt.

				Kieran gasped. “Oh, my God, I know him!” she said before she could stop herself.

				He was the dark-haired man who’d been at Finnegan’s with Jimmy.

				* * *

				McManus looked like hell, Craig had to admit.

				He was also damned lucky. The side of his head was bandaged where the bullet had scraped along his temple just two inches from his eye. He sat in the conference room looking at Craig like a very old lost lamb.

				“I didn’t know,” he said, his voice husky. “You say that David Thoreau was really Dean Thiessen? And that he tried to kill you?” He shook his head incredulously. “He and his partner—tall dark-haired guy—just sat down and started talking to me one day at Finnegan’s. They were nice guys, friendly, thought the pub was a great place, so old-school New York. We kept talking—they found out I do some investing, and they told me they were looking to put their money in something that couldn’t crash. Something that might go down, like everything does sometimes, but wouldn’t crash. Like gold. If you own gold and hold on to it, the value will always go back up, even if it slips. Or diamonds. Quality diamonds. Well, I know a lot of jewelers. A lot of them come to Finnegan’s. Years ago, before old man Finnegan died and the kids took over, a lot of the established jewelers had some kind of monthly meeting there, and a lot of jewelers from all over the city still go there. I’m an old-timer, too, and a lot of them are still my friends. I get a big buyer for them and they cut me in. I don’t really need to work, but I like to keep my hand in.”

				“So you introduced the two men to some of your jeweler friends, and then they turned around and learned everything they could from the owners and managers before robbing and killing them?” Craig said.

				Jimmy winced and seemed to fold in on himself. “And Bobby,” he said with a whisper. “It was them, right? Those guys beat up Bobby and nearly killed him, didn’t they? And now they’re after me.”

				“So,” Craig said, “how did Sylvia Mannerly fit in?”

				“Who?” Jimmy asked, looking puzzled.

				“Jimmy, your phone was found,” Craig said, but he didn’t mention how or when. “It wasn’t stolen in the mugging.”

				Jimmy shook his head. “Son of a bitch, huh? Well, at least the muggers didn’t get everything,” he said bitterly. He frowned, looking at Craig. “So you have my phone, huh?”

				“We don’t have your phone. Kieran found it on the floor in Finnegan’s. You called a woman named Sylvia Mannerly.”

				Jimmy looked completely puzzled. “No, I didn’t.”

				“Clean Cut Office Services,” Craig said.

				“Oh!” Jimmy said. “Yeah, of course I’ve called there. They clean my place.”

				“You have an office?”

				“My apartment is my office,” Jimmy said.

				“You knew that the victim at the last robbery worked for the company, and you never mentioned that to anyone?”

				“People were killed in a computer warehouse robbery last year,” Jimmy said, looking at Craig in confusion. “I own one of their computers. I didn’t go to the police.”

				“Jimmy, a man who was almost certainly involved in a series of robberies and murders is dead. Who’s to say that you weren’t involved, too, and that’s why you were also supposed to die?”

				“Sweet Jesus in heaven!” Jimmy said with horror. “Me, involved?” He was suddenly furious. “Have you checked my financials? I don’t need to steal diamonds.”

				There was a knock at the door before Craig had a chance to point out that for lots of people there was no such thing as rich enough. He excused himself and rose.

				Eagan was outside. “We’ve got another dead man,” he said.

				* * *

				There was so much confusion on the street that Kieran found herself surprisingly impressed by Marty Salinger’s ability to keep her protected while officers spilled onto the sidewalk, sirens wailed and a half dozen witnesses talked at once.

				“He was thrown out of the car.”

				“No, man, it looked like he just kind of fell out of the car.”

				“It had tinted windows.”

				“It was like they wanted him found at this exact location.” In a matter of moments, chaos became order. The scene was blocked off with crime-scene tape, and officers smoothly separated the witnesses who needed to give statements from everyone who’d been drawn by the scent of blood.

				Marty moved toward the group of witnesses, flashed his badge at the cops and explained that Kieran worked upstairs, was under his protection and had recognized the victim.

				“You know this man?” an officer asked her.

				“I don’t know him, but I’ve seen him,” she clarified. “He’s been in Finnegan’s on Broadway, the pub my family owns.” She hesitated. “He was there with the man who was killed in that shoot-out yesterday.”

				The next thing she knew, she and Marty were sitting in the back of a police car, waiting for Detective Mayo.

				“Great,” she muttered. “I couldn’t keep my mouth shut.”

				“You were honest,” Marty said, smiling approvingly.

				She leaned back, feeling a chill. The man had been thrown from a car in front of her office. The police were now looking for that car, of course, but not one of the witnesses she’d heard knew anything about the car except that it was dark and had tinted windows.

				Naturally, with a body bleeding out on the sidewalk, no one was looking at a license plate.

				He’d been dropped there as a warning to her. She was absolutely certain of it.

				So both men who had been with Jimmy McManus were dead, and something on Jimmy’s phone had been a red flag to Craig.

				“Not possible,” she murmured aloud.

				“What’s not possible?”

				“Jimmy is a really old customer,” she said. “He’s friendly, sure, always talking to strangers, but I can’t believe that he’s involved with this.”

				The car door opened, and Kieran jumped.

				It was Craig.

				Relief rushed through her. She wanted to throw herself into his arms, but she reminded herself that Marty was there and managed to control herself.

				“Get out,” Craig said. “I’m taking you home.”

				“I would have done that, but the police want to talk to her some more,” Marty said, then turned to Kieran and explained, “We work in tandem with the police. We don’t take over cases—we offer our expertise, our manpower and all the resources of our agency to—”

				“Marty, come on, get out of the car. You did the right thing, but now it’s time to get Kieran out of here. The police can talk to her later.”

				“Oh, okay,” Marty said, obviously relieved.

				As she got out of the car, Kieran couldn’t help but look toward the dead man again, though at least by now a screen had been put up to shield the body.

				“Let’s go,” Craig said.

				She could see Detective Mayo standing behind the body. He looked at the two of them and nodded.

				“We’ve got Jimmy McManus,” Craig said as he led her away. “He was attacked.”

				“Jimmy was attacked?” she asked. “Is he—”

				“He’s alive,” Craig told her. “Let’s go.”

				“Where?” she asked.

				“I told you, I’m taking you home.”

				She shook her head. “Craig, take me to Finnegan’s.”

				“Don’t be crazy. Finnegan’s is much too connected to everything that’s going on. Bobby and Jimmy have both been attacked, and two men who frequented the place are dead. You need to be in your apartment, locks double-bolted, safe and secure.”

				She looked at him and shook her head. “Craig, nothing has ever happened in Finnegan’s itself. I need to be with my brothers.”

				He pulled her away from Marty, who started to follow, then saw Craig’s look and backed off. Craig set his hands on her shoulders and looked down into her eyes. “You’re the one in the most danger,” he told her. “I’m certain of it.”

				“Right. Tell that to Bobby and Jimmy. And the dead men.”

				“Kieran, you’ve got to go to your apartment. Marty will stay and watch you.”

				“Craig, please, he can watch over me at Finnegan’s, and when you’re finished for the night, you can join us there.”

				He looked so torn that she almost relented. God knew she did want to preserve her own life.

				But her brothers were part of her life, and she knew that the three of them would be together at Finnegan’s, which meant she needed to be there with them.

				Craig saw the determination in her eyes and sighed. “Marty!” he called.

				“Yes, sir.”

				“Marty, I’m begging you, stop the ‘sir’ stuff. Finnegan’s. Follow me there. And when you get there, watch over her—like a hawk.”

				“Yes, sir!” Marty said.

				* * *

				Craig turned on the Bluetooth as he drove and didn’t care that Kieran was listening to him as he called Detective Mayo, who was still at the scene. Mayo told him that he still had cops watching over Finnegan’s—two men undercover and two in uniform.

				Craig thanked him, then called Eagan and brought him up to speed on what he was doing.

				“Just so you know, we sent Jimmy back to the hospital,” Eagan told him. “I’ve got a man watching him. I think they’re going to check him in for the night. He started getting a splitting headache. Possible concussion from the gunshot.”

				“Did you find the bullet or the casing? What was he shot with?” Craig asked.

				“They didn’t find either one at the scene. The shooter must have taken them while he was mugging Jimmy and robbing him blind.”

				Craig reached Finnegan’s and parked directly in front. “Get out on my side,” he said quietly to Kieran. “And stay in front of me.”

				She nodded, and moments later they entered the pub together.

				Music was playing through the speakers, the bar stools were full and so were most of the nearby tables. Some of the customers looked familiar, but there was no one he really knew.

				He saw the two cops in uniform at a table near the door, and a couple he pegged immediately as the undercover cops sat drinking coffee at another.

				He turned and kept his eyes on Kieran as she left him to join Declan at the bar.

				“Kieran. What are you doing here?” he asked his sister.

				Maybe Declan could talk sense into her.

				Or, knowing Kieran, maybe not.

				“I’m here to be with my family, and that’s that,” she said firmly.

				Declan looked up as Craig approached. “Damn, she reminds me of my grandmother sometimes. Sweet little thing with blue eyes and rosy cheeks—and stronger than steel. Hell on wheels once she got something into her head.”

				Obviously there was going to be no help from Declan.

				“Danny and Kevin here?” Craig asked.

				Declan nodded, indicating the floor. “Debbie’s off, and Mary Kathleen is staying with Bobby, giving Julie a break.” He looked at Craig. “I hear Jimmy McManus was attacked.”

				Craig realized Declan hadn’t heard yet about the dead man in front of his sister’s office, so he filled him in on that, too.

				Declan stared at his sister. “What on earth are you doing here? You should be sleeping in a locked room at FBI headquarters!”

				“Declan, they’re killing their own. They’re scared. Whoever’s the head of this thing is covering their tracks so they can take the money and run,” Kieran said.

				And that was a possibility, Craig had to admit.

				They might never find Sylvia Mannerly or even identify the fourth killer.

				No, he promised himself. He would be damned before he saw it go down that way.

				Marty came up behind him just then. “I’m here,” he announced. “I’ll be here until the bitter end.”

				“Nice way to put it,” Declan murmured.

				Craig turned to Kieran. “I will be back. Don’t even think about leaving until I get here. That goes for all of you,” he said to Declan.

				Declan nodded. “Whatever you say.”

				Craig wanted to take Kieran in his arms, but he couldn’t, not with things the way they were. Most of all, he just wanted to stay wherever she was and watch over her himself, but he couldn’t do that, either.

				He didn’t touch her and hardly looked at her, just nodded at the three of them, turned and left.

				He drove to the offices of Clean Cut Office Services.

				Mike was supervising a half dozen officers as they went through the place.

				“Anything?” Craig asked him.

				“It looks like our Ms. Mannerly was very careful. Everything of hers—everything personal—has been removed. The way I figure it, she was setting up her thieves with her employees—young, innocent girls, many of them recent immigrants—and getting her employees jobs at the places she intended to hit. You know the address that Kieran found on the table at the pub?” Mike asked.

				“Yeah?”

				“That store was on a list of new clients. I think it would have been hit soon, but maybe the thieves must have gotten wind that the cops were watching the place, or maybe it just wasn’t next on the list. I think Mannerly was smart. She knew the FBI was investigating, so she tried to keep ears and eyes on us.”

				“Maybe Kieran saved another life,” Craig said.

				“I heard about the dead man in front of Kieran’s office.”

				“Throat slit,” Craig said. “They’ve got an APB out on the car.” He shook his head. “Ice-cold, huh? A guy dies trying to keep Bailey Headley from describing Miss Mannerly, who just disappears nice as can be, and suddenly the guy’s buddy is murdered, too. Nice functional work family, huh? Who killed him, do you think? The unknown fourth killer or our Ms. Mannerly—who definitely isn’t Ms. Mannerly, by the way. Eagan called me on my way over. She was using a social security number belonging to a woman who died in 1980.”

				“Figures.”

				“We’re trying to find out who she really is,” Craig said.

				Mike nodded.

				“Anyone search her apartment yet?” Craig asked.

				“We would—if we knew where it was,” Mike told him.

				“She must have an address listed.”

				“She does,” Mike said, and smiled grimly. “It’s in the middle of the Hudson River.”

				Craig swore in frustration. Mike had this covered. Mayo was on the most recent body, which was on the way to the morgue. He wasn’t needed here or there.

				Mike must have read his mind. “Go,” he said. “I’ll let you know if anything new turns up. Where are you headed?”

				“The street,” Craig told him. “I want to find a bullet.”

				As he drove, he called the office to get the exact location where Jimmy had been assaulted. It turned out to be very near to where Bobby had been found.

				Very near Finnegan’s.

				Craig headed to the address. The bullet had winged Jimmy McManus on the left-hand side of the head.

				Craig worked all possible trajectories and searched the buildings one by one, running his hands over stone and concrete, paint and graffiti.

				He couldn’t find the bullet.

				Eventually he gave up and decided to head back to Finnegan’s.

				But not until he made a stop at home.

				At his place, he changed. He was all set to leave when Eagan called.

				“May mean nothing,” Eagan said once he’d finished talking.

				Or it could mean something big.

				In fact, Craig was pretty sure it did.

				Glad that he had decided to change, Craig left hurriedly and headed to Finnegan’s, careful to park his car well down the block.

				* * *

				The night seemed especially long, even for a Tuesday.

				At ten o’clock Declan ordered his younger brothers and Kieran to go home.

				Kieran, of course, refused. She was waiting for Craig.

				Danny and Kevin argued, but they finally agreed, promising that they would stay together, go straight to Declan’s place and phone when they arrived, which they did not long after they left.

				Danny would return with Declan in the morning, while Kevin had another acting job for the dating service.

				Declan shook his head at his sister. “You should have stayed home, all locked in, too.”

				“No, I would have imploded, worrying about all of you. And now I’m not going anywhere until Craig shows up.”

				“Well, we’re going to close early. We’ll lock up and wait for him.”

				He announced that they were going to close by midnight. The only people left in the place were a few regulars and the cops, so no one objected when the last call went out.

				Kieran saw the couple she’d pegged as plainclothes cops stop to speak to the uniformed officers, and then they left.

				The two in uniform stayed. “We’re here to keep an eye on you all night,” one of them assured Kieran.

				“I’m waiting for Agent Frasier to get back,” she told him.

				“Then we’ll wait until he does,” the second officer said.

				Kieran had walked their last customer to the door and was ready to lock it when someone came running toward the door from the street, calling her name.

				“Kieran, wait!”

				It was Gary Benton. He looked like hell, as if he’d been in a fight.

				As if he’d been crying.

				She backed away, so surprised by his appearance that she didn’t think to protest.

				“Gary, what the hell? We closed early tonight.”

				One of the cops came forward. “If you need us to—”

				“No, no,” Gary said. His voice dropped to a whisper. “Kieran, please, I have to talk to you. About Julie.”

				Declan had come forward by then, along with Marty.

				She lifted a hand. “It’s all right. Give me a minute. I’ll talk to Gary in the office.”

				“Wait,” one of the cops said.

				“Wait?” Gary murmured. He looked at them and lifted his arms. “Frisk me, if you think I have a weapon.”

				The cop took him at his word, then nodded at Kieran. “He’s clean.”

				Gary followed her as she led the way to the office, Declan following close behind. The cops and Marty waited at the bar, ready to leave whenever she was.

				“Care if I fool around behind the bar?” she heard Marty ask as they walked down the hall toward the office. “I did some bartending in college.”

				“Go for it, Marty,” Declan said. “Knock yourself out.” Then he joined her and Gary in the office.

				“What the hell is it, Gary?” Kieran demanded, closing the office door behind them. “Because if you’re in on these thefts, I’ll strangle you myself.”

				“I’m not, I swear,” Gary said desperately. “But I think I know who is. Those guys who were in here with Jimmy.”

				“We know that already,” she said, her tone cold and hard.

				“They’re working with someone. They talked about their investor when Jimmy and I met with them. They wanted to know all about where I was working. I think...I think they were watching all of you...maybe afraid you saw something, heard something, when you were waiting on people. And then after you helped catch those thieves, they seemed to be watching you in particular. I didn’t think that much of it at first. I mean, guys watch you all the time. Then—then there was the subway thing. Kind of fishy, I thought. But then tonight I got a call. It was a raspy voice. I don’t know if it was a man or a woman. And they seemed to think that I knew something, too! They said they had Julie, and that they’d kill her if they couldn’t talk to you.”

				“Kieran isn’t talking to anyone,” Declan said.

				“They’re going to kill Julie!” Gary said.

				“Like you care,” Kieran said. She was terrified for Julie, but she knew, too, that if she went anywhere near whoever had made that call, she would be dead herself.

				“Yes, I care, damn you!” Gary said. “Yes, I was a bastard! She’s hugely successful in her career, everyone loves her—and she loves those damned dogs. Yeah, I thought I wanted something else, some excitement, someone who was into me. But I was married to her, and whether you believe me or not, I still love her. Kieran, I’m scared. I was on my way here to talk to you when someone in a mask and a frigging cape caught up to me just outside my building. Slammed me against the wall and put a knife to my throat. Told me they had Julie, and that if anyone ever wanted to see her again, I had to get you to meet up with them.”

				“Where? When?” Kieran asked.

				“They’re going to call. They told me to get here, to find you and then they’d call.”

				They suddenly heard a loud crash from behind the bar.

				“I knew that guy wasn’t a bartender,” Declan muttered. “Stay here,” he told Gary and Kieran. Then he met his sister’s eyes. “And don’t you do anything—anything—until I’m back.”

				As soon as Declan was gone, closing the door behind him, Gary lunged across the desk.

				He was reaching for Declan’s letter opener.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER
SEVENTEEN

				CRAIG SAT ON THE sidewalk just down the street from Finnegan’s, an empty cup from a fast-food restaurant at his side.

				He had a ukulele with him that he’d gotten as a gift when working a case in Hawaii seven years ago. He couldn’t play it, of course. He only knew the practice notes that came out “my dog has fleas,” the way he’d been taught to play.

				He wasn’t sure if he was flattered or insulted that a fair amount of change, and even a few dollar bills, had been tossed into his cup.

				He continued to strum the ukulele, singing ridiculous songs and pretending to be very drunk.

				And watching.

				Always watching.

				He watched as Declan started to close the place and the customers left, and he nearly jumped to his feet when Gary went rushing past him.

				But he saw the cops at the door and forced himself to wait, still watching.

				Gary hadn’t been there five minutes before a couple walked by him, their faces hidden, the man’s by a hat pulled low over his eyes, the woman’s by her hooded cape.

				They went straight to the door of Finnegan’s, which he knew was locked at that point, but then the man took something out of his pocket.

				A key?

				Who the hell had a key to Finnegan’s except for a Finnegan?

				Craig leaped to his feet, but the couple was already inside. And the second they were in, he heard a sound he knew all too well: gunfire. Muted by a silencer.

				Craig raced inside, trying to assess the situation. The couple, both of whom were carrying guns, had taken everyone by surprise. He still couldn’t make out their faces, but he was sure he knew who they were.

				The gunmen were ordering the cops and Marty to lower their guns. Just as they started to comply, Declan came hurrying out from the back office, and both guns swung in his direction.

				Craig started to talk, slurring his words as if he were drunk. “Hey, what is this place? A pub or a movie set? Hey, lady, you look like that actress—what the hell was her name? Betty Grable? No, no... Clark Gable? Hell, no, he was a man.”

				He succeeded in confusing them, if only for a moment, and that would have to be enough.

				“Shoot the damned drunk,” the man snapped.

				Jimmy McManus. Jimmy, who had shot himself for effect, then dismissed his bodyguard and left the hospital without being discharged.

				Craig poured on the speed and crashed into the woman, taking her totally unaware. They crash-landed in a pile right in front of the bar. Her gun went flying beneath a stool.

				One down, one to go.

				A shot was fired, but Craig realized with relief that it went straight into the air.

				“Someone get that stupid drunk out of the way!” Jimmy ordered. His voice was different from his usual friendly tone, cold as ice. “Now—or I start killing people. I want Kieran. I want her out here now.”

				“McManus, you can shoot everyone in here, but I will not let you kill my sister,” Declan announced.

				“You can’t kill all of us,” Marty said boldly.

				Another shot rang out, and Marty screamed as blood oozed from his shoulder.

				“I’m a crack shot, and yes, I can kill all of you,” McManus said. “Now drag the drunk back there with the rest of you and get Kieran Finnegan out here.”

				* * *

				“Gary, you bastard,” Kieran snapped, slapping her hand down on the letter opener before Gary could reach it. “You bloody bastard.”

				He looked at her, tears streaming down his face. “I wasn’t going to use it on you. I was going to use it on myself.”

				Looking into his eyes, she believed him.

				But before she had a chance to tell him to stop being a drama queen, she heard shouting and then...gunfire? Adrenaline raced through her as she realized someone was shooting up the bar!

				She hurried out to see what was going on and froze.

				It was like something out of The Godfather crossed with the Three Stooges. A man in a fedora was standing there with a gun trained on Marty and the cops. Then he looked straight at her and she gasped.

				Jimmy McManus.

				Meanwhile Declan was trying to help some drunk off a woman in a cape.

				None of which mattered because Jimmy was staring at her with hatred, and his gun was aimed at her heart.

				“Kieran, precious Kieran, pride of the entire Finnegan family—and the stupid bitch who ruined everything,” he said.

				“Jimmy, you piece of dirt. I don’t know how I ruined everything for you, but I’m glad I did.”

				“My gun,” the woman on the floor muttered. “Where’s my gun?”

				Jimmy didn’t even seem to hear her. He was completely focused on Kieran. “You knew...you heard things—you fucked everything up.”

				“I wish I had heard things. Then you could have ended up behind bars sooner,” she told him.

				“The other guys would have been caught and blamed—even with their ridiculous squirt guns—but no. Who the hell wouldn’t think that they killed sometimes and not others, once they were caught red-handed? You went to the damned holdup. On purpose. You heard them talking—you went there to stop it and you did. You’re a little snoop, eavesdropping in here all the time. And you think you’re a superhero! Any decent person, well...no. Some people know that there are consequences for their actions!”

				* * *

				The scene had become actively surreal, Craig thought, but he was finally beginning to grasp the truth, or at least what passed for truth in the deluded mind of Jimmy McManus.

				McManus had somehow decided that Kieran, not the FBI, had stopped the robbery.

				But this wasn’t the time to tell McManus that he’d lost his mind, not when he had his gun trained on Kieran.

				“Hey, lady, you lost your gun?” Craig said, still using his best drunken slur. “I’ll help you find it.”

				He pretended that he was reaching under the stool.

				Instead, he took a calculated risk.

				He made a dive for Jimmy.

				McManus’s gun went off, and Craig hit the floor.

				* * *

				Kieran heard a loud scream, then realized that it was hers.

				But she was only paralyzed for an instant. Then she raced toward the drunk lying on top of Jimmy McManus. The impact had knocked the gun from Jimmy’s hand, but it was still within reach, and the bastard was already reaching for it.

				The woman was making a dive for it, as well, but Kieran saw that Marty Salinger and the cops had sprung into action, too.

				She slammed a foot down on Jimmy’s hand just as his fingers started to curl around the grip of the gun.

				It looked like a big gun, too, and then she realized that half of it was a silencer.

				What the hell difference did it make what kind of a gun it was? It shot bullets that killed people.

				One of the cops was already tugging on the drunk’s body, rolling him over.

				The other was wrestling Jimmy onto the floor and putting cuffs on him.

				Marty, by the book, was reading the woman her rights as he put the handcuffs on her.

				As Kieran heard the first cop call for an ambulance, she hurried over to the drunk, praying that she could do something to save the life of the man who had saved all of theirs.

				The first thing she saw was that there was no blood.

				How? He’d been shot point-blank in the chest. And then she saw that a patch of facial hair was coming off.

				“Craig!” she cried, tears springing to her eyes. “Craig, oh, my God...”

				He blinked and looked up at her.

				He was alive, but he gasped wordlessly as he tried to talk.

				“Get the vest off him. The bullet is in the vest,” Marty told her.

				She ripped at Craig’s clothing. When she got to the vest he winced.

				“Broken...” he whispered.

				“You’re alive, and there’s an ambulance on the way,” she said. She could tell she was going to cry and betray all the fear she was feeling.

				“Broken ribs,” he managed.

				“Lie still,” she said.

				“Hey!”

				Everyone went still.

				Gary had made an appearance.

				“Julie!” he said. “What about Julie?”

				Kieran didn’t even have a chance to get up. Declan walked over to Jimmy, grabbed the man by the lapels and said, “If anything has happened to Julie Benton, I don’t give a damn about the law. I’ll skin you alive. You’re lower than a rat, a roach. You’re the worst fucking piece of crap in the world.”

				McManus stared back at Declan with hatred in his eyes. “Don’t be an ass. Gary is so fucking stupid, he’ll believe anything. All I needed him to do was get in here and get Kieran on his side. We watched him flip out and waited outside until the time was right, and then we were going to take care of you and get out of here for good.” He looked over at Kieran. “She ruined a perfect plan. I wanted her dead.”

				Kieran felt a chill sweep through her. She rose and walked over to Jimmy McManus. “You used Finnegan’s. You used this place, our hospitality—you used our friendship. You made us a part of killing people. I hope to God someone knifes you to death in prison.”

				“He could get death. This might be a federal case, since it crosses state lines,” Marty pointed out.

				“I’m fine if he’s just locked away to rot slowly, thinking about the fact that I’m alive and well and enjoying my life,” Kieran said. She was shaking, and she felt sick. Jimmy had been a customer forever.

				He’d probably been using them forever, too, learning things to help him cheat and steal—and kill.

				She was glad she didn’t have a weapon, because she was afraid she would have used it, she was so angry.

				She spit on him instead.

				“Did you see that?” McManus demanded. “I want her charged with assault.”

				“You have to be kidding,” one of the cops muttered.

				“I didn’t see a thing,” the other said.

				“You know what? I didn’t see anything, either,” Marty said, and he grinned down at Craig, who smiled back at him, then started trying to get up.

				Kieran watched her spittle drip down Jimmy’s face, then went back over to Craig and knelt down beside him. An ambulance was coming.

				She would be in it with him.

				As she took his hand, she looked at the woman, who was staring angrily at McManus. “You are a moron!” she said. “If you hadn’t had such a stick up your butt about this stupid girl—”

				Marty jerked her cuffs, and she cried out.

				“Oh, sorry,” he said, not looking sorry at all.

				“Who the hell is she?” Kieran asked Craig.

				He managed to smile at her and squeeze her hand. “I believe she’s about to be an inmate at a federal prison.”

				“He did it! He killed them all!” the woman cried.

				“Bitch!” Jimmy said. “You were the one who wanted Maria dead!”

				Detective Mayo and assistant director Eagan walked in just then, followed by a pair of EMTs, and suddenly the night was alive with people and action.

				Kieran followed Craig into the ambulance, but before the doors could close, Declan put out a hand to stop them.

				“Only one escort, I’m afraid,” the EMT said.

				Assistant director Eagan stepped up and said, “I think we can make an exception.”

				The EMT, clearly faced with a power greater than his own, gave in.

				Declan climbed in and hunkered down on the floor while Kieran held Craig’s hand and the EMT checked his vitals.

				The siren blared as the ambulance raced through the late-night streets.

				* * *

				The impact of the bullet had caused three fractured ribs. Other than that, he was fine, and happy to vent his annoyance at being forced to stay in the hospital overnight.

				Kieran told him that he was a horrible patient, but really, it wasn’t so bad. Julie and Mary Kathleen and the Finnegan men all stayed at the hospital through the night, going from his room to Bobby O’Leary’s.

				Even Mike came, and Craig was glad to have him there to field questions about the case and explain what they knew about Sylvia Mannerly and Clean Cut Office Services.

				When morning came, they learned that Sylvia and Jimmy had actually met online through a dating service, of all things.

				They’d discovered how much they had in common. As in a desire to pull off enough robberies to get rich enough to retire to the tropics.

				They’d agreed on copycatting the original gang but going further and killing witnesses, because witnesses could get you caught.

				But when Kieran had become involved and that involvement had led to the original thieves being caught, Jimmy had been convinced that she knew something, that she’d overheard something and was going to get him caught, too.

				From there it had just been a short step to him deciding she had to die.

				The next day, Craig was let out of the hospital, but he was, as Mike had been, forced to take medical leave.

				And that meant he was free when Kieran asked him to go and see someone with her.

				The someone was Tanya Lee Hampton. They met her at a small duplex in the Bronx with a little playground in front. Her two toddlers were there, and they were delighted with the presents Kieran had brought them. They talked about Tanya’s legal situation, which was looking up. Her lawyer had made a deal with the district attorney’s office; she was on probation and would do community service. But Dr. Miro had also found her a job that she could do with her children. She was going to become a secret shopper, testing out restaurants and stores that that were geared toward kids and families.

				When it was time to go, Kieran and Tanya hugged tightly, and Kieran thanked her as they exchanged a speaking look.

				“What was that all about?” Craig asked her as they walked back to his car.

				She was thoughtful and then turned to him.

				“We have to accept that sometimes we’re going to have secrets. It comes with our jobs. Like the other night. I’d never even heard of Sylvia Mannerly or whoever she really is. You can’t tell me everything all the time. And in my line of work, people have to be able to talk to me and expect confidentiality.”

				He couldn’t deny the truth of what she said.

				Whatever lay between the two women, he thought, it had obviously ended well, and he would let it lie.

				He smiled at her. “You know, I have some time on my hands. Time I could use to do some traveling.”

				“And I have a job.”

				“I’ll bet you could take some time off if you wanted to.”

				She laughed, and he realized just how much he loved the way her whole face brightened and her beautiful blue eyes sparkled.

				“Special agent Frasier. We haven’t even known each other a full two weeks and you’re asking me to go off with you already?”

				“There’s this lovely place in the Poconos,” he said. “After everything you’ve been through, I bet your bosses would be happy to see you get a little rest and relaxation. ‘Any decent person would lend a hand,’ right?”

				“Or take a bullet,” she said, searching out his eyes.

				He shrugged. “I was wearing a vest.”

				“A point-blank bullet.”

				“What do you say?” he asked.

				“I don’t know, Craig. The pub is so busy. You’d think people would stay away after what happened, but it’s been crazy busy. Declan has had to hire on two more people.”

				“He would tell you to go,” he said.

				“Should we go find out?” she asked, leaning against him.

				He laughed softly, pulling her closer. “It’s funny. I’m with this lovely young woman,” he said softly, “and yet I seem to be dating an entire family.”

				She smoothed back his hair, watching him anxiously. “Do you mind?”

				He shook his head. “I’ll take a Guinness,” he told her.

				She smiled and took his hand.

				They would head to the pub, he thought, and then home.

				Where she would make very careful love to him.

				Life was good, he thought, and he pulled her closer still, then kissed her thoroughly.

				He wondered what else the future might hold.

				* * * * *
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				Haunted Destiny

				by Heather Graham

				 

				They’d started out on foot that morning—not long after the murder was reported.

				The murder that would soon bring the Big Easy to its knees, the eleventh attributed to the man the media had dubbed the “Archangel.”

				And who had now, apparently, moved into New Orleans.

				The perpetrator had already left his mark on other cities. The first two killings had taken place in Charleston, South Carolina. Two women were murdered there, their bodies found in churches; the actual crime scenes had never been discovered. That was six months ago.

				After that, there’d been a lull. At that time, the Archangel hadn’t been given his moniker yet and he hadn’t been on the nation’s radar as a serial killer.

				Some wanted to believe that the killer himself was dead, or that he’d been incarcerated on other charges, the true extent of his crimes never known.

				But those first two murders had held a strange signature—both victims displayed in churches with a saint’s medallion around their necks. And most investigators expected the killer to strike again.

				Which he did, four months later.

				The killer had come further south, taking two lives in Miami, Florida, and quickly followed by two more. just up the coast in Ft. Lauderdale.

				Then, for another four months, nothing.

				Law enforcement worked day and night, certain that he’d strike again—but not knowing where.

				He did.

				He’d travelled on to Mobile, Alabama. There, he’d killed three young women and a young man—the boyfriend, by all accounts, arriving too late to save the last Mobile victim—and not at all prepared for the homicidal knife-wielder he’d come to meet. An actor returning home after his show, he’d obviously put up a fight. The young woman had been left on church steps, the boyfriend dumped in an alley. They knew this time, however—from various cell phone calls and messages—that the couple had been attacked at the young woman’s home, a small bungalow in a wooded area of the city.

				But despite the disarray and the traces of blood in the bathtub, the killer had left behind no fingerprints, no fibers—no hint of his identity.

				The last four had died in a period of three days, all while local law and the FBI scrambled after the Archangel like ants, certain they were getting close. They’d called out the National Guard in Mobile—only for the killer to refuse to strike again.

				The one male victim had been dumped in an alley with no ceremony, while the young women’s bodies had been discovered at a church, sometimes on the outside steps, sometimes by the altar. The Archangel had left each female victim laid out as if prepared for burial, arms folded over her chest—a silver saint’s medal around her neck, almost covering the ribbon of red where he’d slit her throat.

				Jude McCoy had seen the pictures; practically every agent in every city in the country had seen the crime scene photos of the victims.

				And they’d all looked just like this young woman he gazed down at now. She lay before the altar of a church on the outskirts of the French Quarter, arms folded over her chest, a medallion of St. Luke around her throat.

				Her name was Jean Wilson. She lay there, in front of the altar, a choir robe draped over her naked body, the tell-tale blood-line around her neck—as if it were a chain for the medallion on her chest. She’d been young and beautiful with long, luxurious dark hair and coffee-colored skin.

				Seeing her, Jude McCoy felt a mixture of horror, pity, rage—and helplessness.

				He knew that no one in law enforcement was to blame. Not the bureau, Homeland Security, or any branch of the local police. There were, according to the FBI specialists and scholars at various universities, anywhere between twenty and several hundred serial killers operating in the United States at any given time. This one, however, had been making headlines and had the entire nation on edge.

				No one had known where he’d strike next.

				Before this morning, Jude and the other members of his division had already been alerted. They’d sat through lectures by the bureau’s behavioral sciences professionals. What they learned was that this killer was organized, and he was smart. He was either independently wealthy or had a job that allowed travel. He was aware of the need to wear gloves, and leave nothing behind. This killer didn’t sexually assault his victims. He also had the ability, in a short span of time, to choose and stalk his victims, and silence them quickly. They’d all been found in or near churches; murdered elsewhere, their bodies weren’t dumped there, but displayed. They hadn’t been killed in the churches; two, at least, were murdered in the victim’s own home. Under most circumstances, Jude McCoy would have remained with the police and other FBI officers on the scene, since it was apparent that the victim had been moved from the crime scene and that the killer was long gone. He would have walked the church over and over again, making note of any little detail. He would have studied the street and determined just how the killer had traveled there with the body, how he’d brought it into a locked church and displayed it—without being seen.

				But not that day.

				After the medical examiner had arrived and Jude and Jackson Crow listened to his on-site findings, Jude moved back to the steps of the two-hundred-plus year-old church to survey the sidewalk and the street.

				Not surprisingly, nothing was usual that day. Everything felt different. The murder, of course. And maybe it was because he’d been abruptly paired with a stranger. And, maybe because he’d heard things about Jackson Crow and his elite Krewe of Hunters unit. The Krewe had been formed right here in NOLA several years ago. Jude had received directions that morning. He would be on special assignment with an agent who knew the area well and had followed the trail of victims from Miami to New Orleans—Assistant Director Jackson Crow. When the body of Jean Wilson had been discovered, Crow had already been on his way in from Mobile, Alabama; he’d made an educated guess that the killer’s next strike might well be the City of New Orleans. He’d been on the case for some time, or so Jude understood, and in this situation FBI involvement, , was expected. Jackson Crow headed up a paranormal sector of the FBI—that was the rumor, anyway. They were unofficially known as the Krewe of Hunters—ghostbusters, some people said. Whether that was true or not, Jude didn’t know. He’d looked up their records out of curiosity; they did have an uncanny solve rate hovering at almost a hundred percent.

				For Jude, the change of partners was not only abrupt change, it was one he wasn’t sure he felt comfortable with. His usual partner, Gary Firestone, was at the scene as well. In fact, with all the law enforcement agencies involved, the greatest danger was that evidence might get lost because of the number of people missing around.

				But Crow seemed aware of the danger and quickly organized staff into work units. Somehow, he seemed to manage it all without incurring resentment. He was spare with words, determined, efficient in movement.

				Working with him, so far, anyway, all right; they had an easy rapport, probably since they were both focused on one thing—finding the demon responsible for such heinous deaths.

				However... Jackson Crow was Krewe of Hunters. And thinking about his own past, particularly a strange event that had haunted him since he’d been in the military, he was a little wary of Jackson Crow. He was intrigued that Crow had sought him out, yet slightly troubled because of it.

				He quashed the feeling. He didn’t have time for that kind of emotion; they were in pursuit of a killer.

				While the medical examiner worked inside the church, he and Crow had stepped outside. Uniformed police were cordoning off the area with yellow tape. A crowd of onlookers had gathered.

				“Look,” Jude said quietly to Crow.

				There was a man lurking on the outskirts of the crowd.

				Summer in New Orleans. Hotter than the devil’s own seat in hell. And the guy was dressed in a sweatshirt, holding his head down, shuffling his feet, watching. There was something odd about his manner—and his appearance. His face was almost gruesome, and his nose was huge.

				“I see him,” Crow muttered.

				The man might have been a voyeur, the kind who slowed down at the scene of a car accident.

				And yet his behavior made him typical of killers who returned to see the aftermath of their work, getting their kicks all over again by seeing the police run around, the crowd gawk—and the relatives break down in tears and denial. Jude carefully started moving toward him.

				Just then, the man looked up. Jude froze behind one of the columns. It was important, he thought, that the man not see him.

				His face was...unnatural. Not as if he was wearing a mask, but makeup. Prosthetic makeup, perhaps, giving him a larger nose, a bulbous chin, harder cheek bones. The man turned to run, as if he’d sniffed out the fact that he’d been noticed. Jude shouted to Crow and began to run in pursuit.

				Jackson Crow was already beside him.

				Running.

				They tore across Rampart Street and into the Quarter...down, all the way down to Bourbon. And there they lost him. By then, of course, there were dozens of officers around.

				“Every bar, every damn bar!” Jackson ordered. “The guy in the grey sweatshirt. Black hair.”

				It was still daytime, around three o’clock, but a summer festival was in full swing. Music of all kinds was blaring, tourists were crowding around and beads were being flung from balconies. There were hawkers on the street, and the sheer flow of people, from the slightly inebriated to the out-and-out drunk did not make for easy movement. Jude thought he saw the man head into a place called Piccolo’s. He followed.

				A four-piece band was playing a “Journey” number, and the crowd was gathered by the stage, singing along. Barmaids worked their way through the revelers.

				Police and other agents were bearing down on the bar, as well.

				Jude quickly scanned the bar and the people inside it.

				Crow was still right behind him.

				“There!” Crow called out.

				Their prey had leapt on top of the bar; a girl giggled and started toward him, ready to stuff some dollar bills in his pocket, or so it appeared. But the man jumped down from the bar, a stool crashed over and she went flying back, sending others on to the floor as she did. Chaos erupted to the refrain of “Don’t Stop Believing!”

				“Lost him!” Crow said, swearing under his breath.

				Jude was already climbing over the bar himself, past the stunned bartender, standing with his mixer in hand, and through the dingy kitchen to the side street. They were on St. Ann.

				From there, he saw the man step into the passenger seat of an old Chevy around the corner from the club—and even as Jude raced after him, the car pulled out into the street.

				“Hey!” he roared to Crow. His new partner as of the morning was already outside.

				“This way!” Crow shouted.

				They moved down St. Ann at a run until they reached a bureau sedan. The driver stepped out.

				“Assistant Director Crow,” the man began, ready to leap into action as driver.

				“We’ll take it, Hicks,” Crow said, accepting the keys and tossing them to Jude. “Drive. You know the streets better than I do.”

				Jude was surprised but pleased that Crow had the sense to realize that. And it was true. He knew the one-ways and he knew the cut-offs that happened so often when New Orleans was in festival mode.

				The man driving the Chevy should have been stopped by the sheer volume of pedestrian traffic. So far, he’d banged on his horn and plowed through. Jude hopped in the driver’s seat while Crow got into the passenger side.

				Streets were closed off; there was no way to traverse them. No siren was going to clear Bourbon of the happy drunks.

				Jude shot across to a side street, but the suspect was nowhere to be seen. Moving on instinct, he sped toward Canal, hoping to cut him off.

				“Where are you going?” Crow asked.

				“We’ll catch him on the border of the Vieux Carre,” Jude said.

				And they did.

				There they saw the Chevy surging ahead and Jude did his best to follow without running over a pedestrian. Even on Canal, people were wandering on and off the road.

				“Where’s he going? What the hell?” Crow asked, shaking his head. “And who’s driving? Are we dealing with a pair of killers?

				The man in the Chevy didn’t seem to have a destination. He was driving erratically, avoiding the dozens of cop cars now on the road.

				“Airport...train station...” Crow mused. “Hey! That was him, down Tchoupitoulas!”

				“Might be going to the ort,” Jude said, still trying to follow the Chevy. He wasn’t sure, but he thought that the driver was now maneuvering around a one-way street toward the Riverwalk area—and the massive cruise port.

				Yes.

				The car was going to the port!

				As Jude drove hard, the sirenblasting, Jackson Crow got on the radio, advising all law enforcement in the area to watch out for the car and the two men, giving a description of their suspect’s clothing and appearance.

				So many ships, so many cruise lines.

				“There! Up ahead. The Celtic American line,” Crow said. “I see the car.”

				The Chevy was in front of the entry to the Celtic American line. More chaos was breaking out as last-minute cruisers competed for positions to park or drop off passengers.

				Jude jerked the sedan off to the side of the road. Crow was out of the sedan before it was in park. Seconds later, he had the driver standing on the sidewalk beside the old Chevy.

				He looked like a man in a trance. He was fifty-five or sixty, a slightly pudgy and balding businessman who seemed completely bewildered—as if he didn’t know who he was or why he was there.

				“Who were you driving? Why didn’t you stop?” Crow demanded.

				“I’m Walter Bean, I was supposed to pick up my daughter after her shift at the Red Garter... She’s a hostess there.”

				“We need you to tell us about your passenger.”

				“I’m not even sure he was real, he showed up so fast! I don’t know... I don’t understand... Suddenly he was in the car, making me drive, telling me there was a killer after me.”

				“Where did he go just now?” Jackson asked. “Think. Where did he go?”

				Walter Bean was very red and sweating profusely. He shook his head. “I don’t know. He said to stop here. I stopped. He got out of the car. I don’t know if he...if he was a killer. I believed he would kill me. He was frantic. He said a killer was after me, and then he said he’d kill me if I didn’t drive, didn’t get him to the port. Oh, God, oh, God...”

				The man clutched his chest.

				“Heart attack!” Jude warned.

				They patted his coat for digitalis; Jude found the vial and Jackson got a pill in the man’s mouth. Other agents ran up.

				“Get him an ambulance!” Crow yelled, gesturing to a cop in uniform who rushed forward to help.

				“Let’s move,” Jude said. He could hear sirens already. Walter Bean would now receive the medical care he needed.

				Once again, he and Crow were running.

				Jackson flashed his badge as they moved through the passenger terminal. They were asking questions at a check point when Jude found himself studying a man who had boarded the ship. He’d just crossed the air bridge and Jude could see him through the window.

				No one there had seen a man who fit the description of the man they were chasing.

				But Jude did.

				He couldn’t see him clearly; there were too many people boarding at the same time.

				He turned to Jackson Crow. “He’s on the ship. It makes perfect sense. Every city where the Archangel has killed has been a port city—a port where cruise ships depart and return. Some crew members are on for nine months or more at a stint. Some hire on for two, four or six months, especially if they’re entertainers or celebrity hosts, that sort of thing. Crow, it’s what we’ve been trying to figure out! How and why the murders happen and then stop. He’s either an employee or a passenger on a ship, and I have strong feeling it’s that ship.”

				“Why do you think it’s that ship?” Jackson asked.

				“I think I just saw him. Or, at least, I saw the man we were chasing.”

				“You’re not certain?”

				“No. Not a hundred percent certain.”

				“McCoy, we don’t even know if he’s the killer! He could be some gawker jerk who’s guilty of some minor crime—and afraid of all the law enforcement. He could also be late for a sailing.”

				“If he was just late for a sailing, he would’ve had to go through the line. But he’s here on the ship. And no one runs like that because of a parking ticket. He’s guilty of something major—probably these murders—and I believe he’s on that ship.”

				Jackson Crow stared at him a moment longer; Jude didn’t blame him. They’d met less than three hours ago. Crow had Native American in his heritage, and although Jude wasn’t in any way enamored of stereotyping, Crow had the “stoic” attributed to Native Americans down pat. Jude couldn’t begin to tell what he was thinking.

				“Gut feeling,” Jude told him, determined to be honest and equally determined to be convincing. “I have one hell of a gut feeling.”

				Jackson Crow brought out his credentials and started a rapid-fire discussion with a Celtic American security guard. Within seconds, another man came down, some senior person with the cruise line.

				When they’d finished speaking, Jude and Jackson were each handed a boarding pass.

				“Ever been to Cozumel?” Jackson asked dryly.

				“Spring break, a thousand years ago.”

				Jackson shrugged. “Then you should remember it, well enough. Anyway, let’s hope the hell we’re off by then—with him in cuffs. Because if we’re not....”

				“He’ll kill again,” Jude said quietly. He looked up at the behemoth they were about to board.

				The Destiny.

				She wasn’t one of the largest ships sailing the seas by far. She was, Jude knew—thanks to the publicity at her most recent relaunch—the pride of the Celtic American line, owned by an Irish American who had come to the States as a college student and gone on to become a billionaire. The ship was old, commissioned in the late 1930s by an English lord who was hoping to give the Queen Mary a run for her money. The timing, for obvious reasons, had been bad. She wound up serving as a hospital ship during World War II, her cruising days curtailed by the devastation facing the world. Following the war, she’d gone through numerous hands until she’d been purchased and completely refurbished by Celtic American. The company specialized in historic ships, making that history part of their charm.

				No, she wasn’t one of the largest. She still carried about seven hundred crew members.

				And over twenty-four hundred passengers.

				She was, in essence, a small city.

				Jude looked at Crow, then studied the ship again.

				“What?” Crow asked.

				 “He might be feeling the heat’s on him now. And that means he just might kill again before we reach our next port.”

				* * *

				“I really think you should be playing more ballads. Old ballads,” Minnie Lawrence said, her painted red lips forming a pretty pout. “This is, after all, a piano bar.”

				Minnie had draped herself on one of the velvet lounge chairs near the piano. She was beautifully clad in a slinky blue gown with a matching headband around her short blonde hair. She managed to smile while maintaining her pout, behaving as the 1930s idol she’d once been. But she was truly sweet and very charming. Alexi could understand why she’d been so beloved in her day.

				“I believe she means old ballads,” Blake Dalton said, coming behind Minnie to lean rakishly against the chair as they both stared at Alexi Cromwell with their most beguiling smiles. “Well, what you’d call old ballads, at any rate!”

				Blake definitely had some Valentino mystery-charisma, as well.

				“I do my best,” Alexi assured the two, sorting through the book she kept for the passengers who wanted to sing. She looked up at them and sighed. “Honestly. I do. But this is the twenty-first century. And I play our passengers’ requests. That’s my job.”

				“I’m a passenger, and I’m requesting!” Minnie said.

				But you’re a dead passenger! Alexi wanted tosay.

				She refrained.

				“I do a smashing version of ‘Somewhere Over the Rainbow,’” Minnie said. “And it was in The Wizard of Oz. Surely, everyone knows that.”

				“Or ‘In the Mood’!” Blake said. “Minnie sings that very well indeed.”

				“You do way too much of that new fellow, that Billie Joel man,” Minnie said. “I just can’t fix on a key with him.”

				“Most people these days don’t consider Billie Joel to be a new fellow and I’m sorry, but I never go a night without someone wanting ‘Piano Man.’ But a number of people really enjoy older numbers and ask for them, too. How about this? I promise I’ll ‘Somewhere Over the Rainbow’ tonight. How’s that?” Alexi asked.

				Before Blake or Minnie could reply, a man came tearing through the Algiers Saloon, racing through the bar area—employees only—to leap over a neighboring sofa and continue running down the hallway of the St. Charles deck.

				He moved so swiftly that Alexi never saw his face. She had a fleeting impression of his height and appearance—and something a little ghastly. He looked as if he wearing make-up for a Shakespearean play or a classic Greek drama.

				Gray sweatshirt, blue jeans, about six feet, maybe around two hundred pounds.

				“Well, I never!” Minnie sniffed.

				“How incredibly rude,” Blake said, trembling with the indignity of it all.

				“We’ve seen plenty of rude. At least he didn’t jump over the sofa where you two are sitting!” Alexi told them, lowering her head so they couldn’t see her smile.

				Sometimes, guests sensed the pair of ghosts. She would see them shiver and look around, remind themselves that they were on a floating island with thousands of people around them. She knew it disturbed both Blake and Minnie when people walked through them. It didn’t hurt them—they simply didn’t like it. Blake once explained to her that if felt as if someone had shoved you carelessly in a crowd. It was rude, just rude. “Some staff member who’s late reporting in, maybe,” Alexi murmured. “Anyway, my friends, I’m going to my cabin while the stampede of boarding takes place. I’ll see you soon.”

				Alexi rose, scooping up her book, laptop and extra music pages. She smiled at Blake and Minnie. “I promise, we’ll start off with Judy Garland,” she assured them.

				“Lovely!” Minnie called after her.

				“Shall we stroll, darling?” she heard Blake ask Minnie.

				“We’ll find a place high atop and watch as we sail away, watch the city disappear, and the beauty of the moon upon the water,” Minnie agreed.

				Alexi smiled as she hurried on, anxious to get to the elevators and down below where the crew members had their cabins.

				She loved having Minnie and Blake on the ship. The Destiny had lost many employees to the ghosts they encountered onboard. People had reported seeing images disappear and things being moved about. Sheet music seemed to do that a lot, according to people who’d had worked on the ship. In fact, Alexi owed her position to the fact that the pianist who’d been preferred by the entertainment director had lasted only one cruise. As a result, Alexi had been hired. She was sure that the musician who’d left— disturbed by the way his sheet music constantly moved and keys played when he hadn’t touched them—would find a job that made him happy. He was a far better pianist than she was. But he hadn’t felt the same need to escape, to live this strange life of fantasy the way she had.

				Escape.

				She couldn’t escape. Her sister, her brother, her parents, her friends—everyone had told her that. Zach was dead. He’d come back from the Middle East in a box. She knew that. She’d never escape the fact that he was dead. But she could escape New Orleans, their little Irish Channel duplex, and the places they’d frequented for years.

				She realized, as she walked, that she’d been on the ship for almost a year. Well, four months on and one off, and then back on,, accepting contract after contract with the cruise line. And although she might not have the astounding talent of some piano bar hosts, she did have a way with a crowd. Perhaps equally important, she never complained about ghosts or poltergeists.

				She’d been aware of the dead as long as she could remember. Early on, her mom, —not in so many words, but by careful suggestion, had let her know the sense ran in the family.

				And it was best not to share that with others. She was pretty sure her mom didn’t actually see or hear ghosts; with her, it really was a sense. She felt when they were close, felt the happiness that had existed—and the trauma and tears.

				As Alexi walked down the hall to her cabin, she passed Clara Avery, one of the entertainer’s in the ship’s main show, Les Miserables.

				Clara was supremely talented; she was a soprano with a genuinely impressive voice.

				“Hey!” Clara said. “You were back-to-back cruises, too, huh? Did you take some time to get off the ship? Did you see your family?”

				“Yes, they came and met me for lunch near the port,” Alexi told her.

				“Good.,” Clara hesitated. “It’s been a long time, Alexi. I can’t imagine having your wedding all planned—and him not coming home. But you can’t let your family lose you, too.”

				“I know. I know that, really. I see them as often as I can. Honestly. I love my folks. I didn’t see my brother because he’s on tour and Sienna’s in Europe. On vacation. Well-deserved, I imagine.” She grinned. “My poor parents. They’re so...mathematical and scientific! And they wound up with two entertainers and only one doctor, Sienna!”

				“I’m sure they’re proud of all of you,” Clara said. She grinned. “I think my dad cried when he found out I wanted to go into theater. But, he’s happy now!”

				“And he’s a super guy. They came to the piano bar almost every night they were on the cruise—even when you couldn’t. Your mom is lovely, too.”

				“Your folks haven’t taken the cruise yet,” Clara noted.

				Alexi shrugged. No, her mother would never be on this ship. She didn’t see the dead the same way Alexi did, but she knew they were there. She worried not just because Alexi was a piano-playing hostess on a cruise ship; she worried because Alexi was on the Destiny.

				“The things that happened on that ship!” her mother had warned her. “Terrible! And not just the poor soldiers who died. There were other incidents, too!” The Destiny, like most old ships with interesting histories, had the reputation of being haunted.

				There’d been incidents aboard, yes. Such as the night in 1939 when Blake and Minnie had died, murdered in cold blood.

				But Alexi wished she could explain that none of the ghosts on the ship was malevolent in any way. She’d come across a couple of soldiers who’d died in the infirmary, Privates Jimmy Estes and Frank Marlowe, handsome young men who’d been taken far too soon, Barbara Leon, a nurse who’d died of an undiagnosed fever while tending to others, and Captain McPherson, who’d dropped dead of a heart attack at his retirement party, which had been held on the ship in 1967.

				He still loved to tell her what the current captain was doing wrong.

				All the Destiny’s ghosts were pleasant. The soldiers still believed they were convalescing, the captain was still watching over the bridge, and the nurse was still standing duty at the infirmary. They were polite and cheerful, thrilled that Alexi—and more often than not, her friends—could see them.

				Her family really didn’t need to worry about her. She accepted the fact that Zach was gone. Time didn’t heal all wounds, but it allowed memories to offer consolation, to bring smiles instead of tears. She had simply become rather dependent on living on the ship. And she did love the Destiny, including all her history and her ghosts. Alexi didn’t lie awake at night anymore, the way she had at first.

				She’d lain awake and wondered why, when the dead from so many different eras and generations found her, she’d never seen Zachary Wainwright, never had a chance to hold him and be held one last time. Never had a chance to say goodbye...

				Alexi smiled. “My mom won’t be getting on this ship and without my mom—no dad. Mom’s convinced the ship is haunted, which of course it is, and she wants nothing to do with that. She’s... I don’t know. Is very Catholic, slightly Wiccan possible? She believes that spirits can find her. Don’t get me wrong, I adore my mother. But my dad always smiles and tells me that when they were married and moved into our home in the Irish Channel, she called in a priest to bless the house and cleanse it of ghosts.”

				“She sounds like fun. And, hey, I agree with you that this ship is haunted! I try to say nice things to whatever gives me the chills as I walk by,” Clara said, shrugging. “In any event, they leave me alone.”

				“I’ll see you in a little while,” Alexi told her. “I’m going to grab some down time with a pillow.”

				“And I’m going to pop into the lounge,” Clara said. “Come with me and say hi. We have some new people in the entertainment crew.”

				Alexi didn’t particularly want to say hi to anyone at the moment; she wanted to lie down.. She’d had lunch with her parents on shore, and much as she loved them, an hour or two in their company could be exhausting.

				“Just for a sec!” Clara encouraged.

				Alexi followed her into the crew lounge.

				They didn’t separate crew down here. Entertainers and officers mingled with room stewards, even though the lounge space was small. But there was a television, a computer, lots of comfortable chairs, plenty of snacks, a refrigerator, coffee pot and a microwave.

				And, right now, the lounge was crowded, mostly with entertainers, those who didn’t play or perform as the passengers boarded. “Hey, new guys! This is Alexi Cromwell, for those who haven’t met her yet. She runs the piano bar and she loves it when we stop by.”

				“Hi, Alexi!” Ralph Martini was the first to hail her. She knew Ralph. He’d been on her first contract schedule.

				Ralph continued with, “I’m not new. I’m just saying ‘hi’ first!” Ralph was a friendly, easy-going guy. She thought he was about fifty. He had a great tenor and often did a one-man show. Balding, a little stout—and totally charming. Women on board loved him.

				“Alexi. I’m Simon Green,” a man said, rising and offering her his hand. He was tall and lean, aesthetic-looking. “In the cast, my first go at it. Just a chorus guy.”

				“No such thing as ‘just a chorus guy,’” Alexi said. “I’m sure you’re very talented. Good to meet you, and please, come by anytime.”

				Simon Green shrugged, giving her a smile. “I’m a happy guy. I’ve been on a few cruises with Celtic American. So, I’m thrilled to be on the Destiny and seeing how it all works from the other side!”

				She went on to meet Larry Hepburn, early twenties, blond beach-boy type, out of L.A., and Leanne Wilburn, from Des Moines. As they were all greeting one another, Bradley Wilcox, head of entertainment, who’d recently transferred over from the Dublin, stuck his head in.

				Alexi had met Bradley Wilcox before. He, too, had been on her first run with the ship.

				She stayed away from him as much as she could. He organized excellent shows, hired great bands for the various dining spots and bars—and was a complete jerk. He didn’t seem capable of compliments.

				“Guitar Hero Boys, you’re due on the promenade in fifteen minutes. You should be getting in place.”

				The foursome who made up the group rose and marched out. Alexi heard one mutter as he passed her. “Are you set up? Yes. Ready to go? Yes. Are you an asshole, Brad? Yes!”

				She tried not to smile. And when the band had gone by, she left, too, wishing them all well—those who were new and those who’d returned to the Destiny or had switched from other ships.

				In her cabin, Alexi sank down on the bed and closed her eyes, wishing she could sleep. She found herself thinking about Blake and Minnie.

				Their deaths had been tragic. Minnie, a star of stage and screen, had fallen in love with Blake when he’d played Romeo to her Juliet in a touring company in the thirties. The fact that she was taking the Destiny for a trans-Atlantic voyage had been huge news at the time; reporters and fans alike had booked on to the voyage.

				The fans had included a deranged former lover, convinced that if he removed Blake from the picture, he would have his Minnie back.

				Minnie had been singing an impromptu number in the piano bar. Also known as the Algiers Saloon, it was located exactly where it was now. Her previous lover, Allan Snow, had leapt to his feet after one of her numbers and declared his devotion. Minnie had claimed her eternal devotion as well—to Blake.

				So Allan Snow had pulled out a gun and shot Blake, who’d had jumped in front of Minnie to be her protector. Then he’d shot Minnie and himself.

				The ghost of Allan Snow didn’t seem to be aboard. Minnie told Alexi that she’d never seen him and she’d figured that God had been good, allowing her and Blake a different way to be together. She’d smiled and said their love was eternal.

				Alexi figured it was natural that they’d haunt the piano bar.

				She turned and hugged her pillow. Since Zach had been in the service and deployed overseas, they’d talked about the possibility of his death. She’d promised that if it happened, she’d always remember him—and she’d go on with her life, be happy.

				She wasn’t suicidal, never had been. She was willing to find a new purpose, a new role, a new way of being. Just as she’d promised. Happy was more difficult.

				What worried her now was the fact that he was slipping away. She thought about him often, with love. Sometimes she was happy now. She laughed at the antics of passengers and enjoyed meeting them. She’d even roamed various ports with friends she made aboard. She knew she shouldn’t feel guilty, and yet she did.

				She reached into the gloomy air of her cabin, as if she could touch him.

				“I just wish I could’ve said goodbye,” she murmured aloud.

				Then, she was startled out of her reflections when it seemed that something slammed against her door.

				She jumped up and hurried to open it.

				A man stood there, tall, dark-haired and...bizarre.

				He was wearing a gray sweatshirt and blue jeans and strange prosthetic makeup. The man who’d raced through the piano bar!

				He looked at her with beseeching eyes.

				“I must speak with you. I must!” he said.

				She frowned. Was he new in the entertainment department?

				There was a commotion at the aft end of the hallway, and Alexi peered in that direction.

				More men were coming along the hallway, men she’d never seen down in the entertainment area before, but they were accompanied by Nolan Perkins, one of the stewards.

				“Sir,” she began, turning back to the man who had knocked at her door.

				He was gone. She thought she saw him disappear around a corner that led to mid-ship. She looked in the other direction.

				“Hey, Alexi,” Nolan said.

				“What’s going on?” she asked.

				“I’m just showing these gentlemen the ship,” Nolan said. He lowered his voice. “They’re bigwigs with Celtic American,” he told her, then cleared his throat. “Alexi, please meet Jackson Crow and Jude McCoy.”

				“How do you do?” the first man said, smiling as he reached for her hand. He was tall, good-looking, and obviously had Native American ancestry. His dark hair and light eyes made for a striking contrast.

				“Ms. Cromwell,” said the other. He was equally tall, broad-shouldered, sandy-haired. His eyes were unusual—blue and green with flecks of brown. His features were clean-cut, his jaw hard and square. Very attractive, in a rugged, austere manner.

				He looked at her oddly.

				As if he knew her? Or thought he did?

				Both men wore tailored shirts and pants, not the usual tourist apparel. But then, they weren’t tourists. They were bigwigs with Celtic American.

				“Nice to meet you,” Alexi said.

				“Have you seen a man?” Nolan asked her.

				That made her laugh. “A man? Nolan, I’ve seen hundreds of men. It’s a cruise ship.”

				She understood exactly what he meant. And yet, for some reason, she was loath to tell him that yes, a man—a strange-looking man—had just gone by. She wondered why company VIPs were so interested in him.

				“He’s tall, bizarre make-up of some kind, sweat shirt and jeans,” Jude McCoy said.

				She lifted her shoulders. “I believe I did see him earlier,” she admitted, “running through the piano bar when the passengers were boarding.”

				She had seen that same man again, just minutes ago. And she wasn’t telling these men. Why? Instinct? Pity?

				But there’d had been something even more peculiar about him than the prosthetic make-up or whatever it was he had on his face. A sense of anguish, perhaps.

				She hesitated. She shouldn’t lie to these people. But the young man had seemed so desperate. In her heart, she felt that he’d come to her for help.

				Still...

				“Actually,” she said, “I think he was in this hallway. He ran in that direction. But where he is right now, I couldn’t say.”

				That was mostly the truth. She didn’t know where he was. He’d run.

				 “Well, thank you, Ms. Cromwell. If you should see him again, can you report him to us, please? We’re in staterooms 312 and 314,” Jackson Crow said. “It’s imperative that we find him,” he added quietly. “But I’m not at liberty to discuss the details.”

				“Of course,” she murmured.

				As they walked down the hall, she was more suspicious than ever.

				Why were company bigwigs staying down in the bowels of the ship with the crew? The larger rooms—staterooms with balconies, the suites—were on the upper decks.

				She was about to return to her cabin when Clara came running down the hallway, leaning against the wall, gasping for breath. “Alexi! Did you have the news on?”

				“The news? No, why?”

				“Thank God we’re leaving! That guy, that horrible killer!” She gasped for more breath. “The Archangel—he murdered a woman in New Orleans!”
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