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			Author’s Note:

			Dear Reader,

			Thank you for entering my world of romance, intrigue, and mystery. I hope you’ll love Dan, Miranda, Gavin, Deb, Declan, and Mary as much as I do. 

			My novels build upon each other, so it would be helpful, though not necessary, to read them in order.
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			I dedicate this manuscript to my family. You are my inspiration in all things. I love you with all my being. Happiness is easy. 

		

	
		
			

			PROLOGUE

			June 10, 2008

			Declan and Father Murphy watched as the tiny casket was lowered into the grave. Declan had only felt this alone one other time in his life. That had been the day his mother had been memorialized. There was no body or casket then. She had been reduced to DNA. 

			He hadn’t told his family about Jess, her existence, let alone his marriage to her. She was 16. He was 17. They were too young. And he didn’t even much like her. He’d agreed to the marriage only because she was pregnant, but she seemed dead set on destroying the child. In the end, she had, but not before destroying herself. The child outlived her by 7 days and 14 hours. 

			He’d suffered those 7 days and 14 hours of hope, fear, and dread as a penance…or a glimpse into hell…he wasn’t sure which. He’d loved the tiny baby girl from the moment he’d seen her. He’d never love anyone else this deeply. 

			He sang Red is the Rose softly, mournfully as the coffin was lowered, fighting the tears.

			Declan slowly became aware of the girl standing just to the side and behind him. She was dressed in jeans and a pink tee shirt with a sparkling rainbow behind a majestic unicorn galloping across her torso. She held out a single red rose to him as he finished singing. “For your daughter,” she said softly. Clearly American. She was dressed like a child, but she had the body of a teenager. Based on that dichotomy, he’d guess she was 12 or 13, an early bloomer. Cute as a bug.

			“And how de ye know this is ma daughter?” he asked.

			“Well, the song is for a girl. If it were a boy, you’d have sung Danny Boy or something. And you’re young to be a dad, but you’re here alone. If this were a sibling, your parents would be here. But if the baby was yours, then it’s possible you’re having problems at home. It’s a guess, but it’s a good guess. I’m sorry your baby died.”

			“Thank ye. It is a good guess. Ye’re right. Ye’re a smart one, aren’t ye?” Declan said, sniffing and taking the rose.

			“I’m told I’m precocious,” she replied.

			“Aye, dat ye are,” he agreed.

			Her family called to her from across the graveyard, and she waved and ran off, leaving him alone again with Kathleen Orla and Father Murphy. Declan felt a tear run down his cheek as he tossed the rose into the grave.

		

	
		
			

			CHAPTER 1

			November 11, 2025

			Donaghmede, Dublin, Ireland

			Maggie McIntyre picked up the last of the children on her bus route at 8:10 am and was less than a kilometer from St. Francis of Assisi Primary School when the Ford Fiesta cut her off. She slammed on her brakes to avoid hitting the vehicle. A Land Rover behind her stopped, and the driver and passenger both opened their door and pointed semi-automatic weapons at her school bus. The driver of the Fiesta in front of her did the same thing. The passenger of the small hatchback had a weapon as well. But he came running at the school bus. At the door, he slammed the butt of his gun against the glass and demanded Maggie open the door. She did as he commanded.

			As a reward for her compliance, he forcibly pulled her from behind the wheel and flung her out the door on her head.

			 She struggled to a seated position in the middle of the road to watch as the two vehicles and her bus full of primary school students drove off and past the school.

			She thought she was seeing things when a man ran into the street and at the bus. In her 62 years, she’d never seen a man chase down a speeding bus on foot, let alone a hijacked one. Somehow, not only did he catch the bus, but he forced open the door, and seconds later, the man with the weapon was flung from the moving bus, and it came to a stop.

			“Did ye see dat?” she asked the man who stopped to help her up.

			******

			May 11, 2026

			Arlington, VA, USA

			Mary looked at her reflection in the mirror. She looked tired. Of course, she did. The twins had been up half the night. Randy had a fever. His sister wouldn’t sleep unless it was with him, and Mary couldn’t risk Dani catching the flu, so she had to keep them apart. Even the slightest illness could be life-threatening for her daughter. Dani had been the smaller of the two, and she’d gotten an infection shortly after birth. While she was healthy now, almost 3 years later, Mary wouldn’t risk her health for a night’s sleep.

			Unfortunately, today she was meeting her new boss. A week ago, she’d been reassigned from working as the Executive Assistant to Howard Fox, a founding partner at Fox, Goodwin, and Kane, a law firm in Arlington, VA, that specialized in international law, to a new envoy from the London law firm they were partnering with to work with the Grand Egyptian Museum on reclaiming several appropriated Egyptian artifacts from museums around the world. It was a demotion. But at least she’d held onto her job.

			Being a single working mother to twins made it difficult to fulfill her duties to Mr. Kane’s satisfaction, especially when the managing Executive Assistant, Charlene Childress, hated her. Howard fought for her, but the other two partners voted him down.

			She wished she was still in Illinois. She’d loved working for Sam Davis. He was a great boss. But she couldn’t face him now. 

			She’d slept with Mike. She hadn’t intended it to happen, but it had happened. And she’d gotten pregnant. She had no doubt that Mike would have been happy. Unfortunately, she’d taken the pregnancy test on the morning of his funeral. Watching Sam and his family that day mourn the loss of his son, she couldn’t bring herself to tell them. And then her aunt had died, and, as Mike had promised, she’d left the house in Colonial Beach to Mary. Mary had taken leave to deal with the infighting among her cousins, her aunt’s kids, over the will. It took months. Meanwhile, Mary gave birth to the twins in Virginia. She returned to Illinois only to find Sam and his family preoccupied by an attack on his daughter, Miranda, and then her engagement to Mike’s best friend, Dan Bradley. Mary’d lost her nerve and moved back to Virginia.

			She’d tried living in her house in Colonial Beach, only to discover jobs were in short supply. She’d been able to get an interview with Mr. Fox because Sam had recommended her. But it was too far for her to commute to Arlington. She’d never see her babies. So, she’d found an apartment and allowed her cousin Esmie to live in the house.

			She couldn’t send the twins to daycare today. Thank God for Max. Maxine James was her best friend. Max lived off her trust fund. She had agreed to watch the twins today so Mary wouldn’t have to take leave on her new boss’s first day...at a price. But she couldn’t rely on Max all the time. She was going to have to find a better solution…like a nanny. She just didn’t know how she’d ever afford it.

			For whatever reason, Max had started pushing for Mary to go out with Chaz Petersen again. Chaz was a twice-divorced frat boy she’d gone out with once in college. They’d gone to school together since kindergarten. Max had set them up on the blind date. Mary had told her then she’d never liked Chaz. He was a narcissist. Max had dropped it back then, but recently, she’d started pushing him as a great catch, perhaps because she was on again with her on-again-off-again college love, Rob Hanson. Mary had to agree to consider a double date to get her help this time. Blech, she thought.

			She sighed heavily and pulled her long, dark hair up in a sloppy bun. She applied some concealer under her eyes and put on some lipstick. She still looked tired, but she could manage. She slipped her blazer over her blouse and stepped into her shoes. She slung her purse over her shoulder and headed out the door. 

			******

			Declan stood patiently waiting in the line. The woman in front of him smiled pleasantly at him. “The lines are so long this time of the morning. All of this for a cup of coffee,” she giggled.

			“Aye, ‘tis inconvenient at dat, but I’m needin’ da caffeine dis mornin’. Jet lag,” he winked.

			The woman looked lovestruck. “Oh, what a lovely accent. Where are you from?”

			He smiled. Yanks were all about the accent. “Ireland. But I live in London at da present moment.”

			“Ireland? Really?” the woman gushed.

			“Aye, would ye like me to sing Danny Boy fer ye to prove it?” he smiled. She wasn’t bad looking. She had a nice figure. And she was pleasant.

			“Sherry!” came a man’s voice from the door. “What’s taking so long?”

			The woman’s face fell, and Declan took a half step back. Sherry was not available. She wasn’t so very good-looking. He had no desire to fight anyone. 

			He smoothed down his lapel on his suit jacket and looked at the wall. Sherry’s boyfriend stomped toward her.

			“I’m in line. What do you want? I have to wait my turn,” she retorted, rolling her eyes and tossing her hair. The boyfriend scowled and looked Declan up and down. Declan smiled and nodded to him.

			Somewhere near the front of the line, a child began to cry. The child’s mother pleaded for her to stop making a fuss. She wanted a cookie, but the mother told her she only had enough for what she’d ordered and that she could have a cookie when they got home.

			“You talkin’ to my girl?” the boyfriend grumbled.

			“We exchanged pleasantries,” Declan said.

			“What does that mean?” the boyfriend blustered. 

			Declan was dumbfounded. “Um, dat we said hello te each other,” he said.

			

			“What are ya? English?” the boyfriend demanded.

			“Lord, no. Irish.”

			“Do you think you’re Prince Harry or somethin’?” the boyfriend continued.

			“Again, no. Because I’m Irish,” Declan retorted with a smile that only seemed to infuriate Sherry’s boyfriend.

			From the front of the line, Declan heard a harried-looking young woman say, “Pick up for Fox, Goodwin, and Kane.” Then she handed a cookie to the child’s mother and said, “For your daughter.” His heart skipped a beat. It was an odd sensation. He wasn’t sure what to make of it.

			“Excuse me, dat’s my colleague. I’ll be leavin’ ye,” he said with a bow, thanking God for an easy escape. He wasn’t afraid of the boyfriend, but he had no desire to get into an altercation over a simple flirtation. “Pardon me, Miss. I’m Declan Mahoney from Jude Rollins, Barristers. I’m joinin’ yer firm dis mornin’. Let me get da bill and help carry it.” 

			The woman turned to look at him. He was dumbstruck again. She put Sherry to shame. She was a rare beauty with long dark brown hair, big soulful brown eyes framed in long doe-like lashes, with a pert nose, and a mouth he immediately longed to kiss. He blinked and regained his senses before smiling pleasantly and hopefully not lecherously.

			“Oh, thank you, Mr. Mahoney. Good morning. I don’t mind, really.” On second glance, she looked tired, but she was still undeniably pretty. Her dark brown hair was pulled up in a sloppy bun. He shook her hand.

			He felt like he’d been hit by lightning. “Pure feek,” he mumbled. “And yer name, Miss?” he asked cordially.

			“M...Mary Cummings. I’m your executive assistant,” she stammered.

			“Well den, Mary Cummings, I insist.” He paid for the coffees, and he was glad he did and that he’d offered to help carry them because the barista piled 34 different to-go coffees on the counter. He grabbed half. Why on earth had this woman tried to get this order by herself?

		

	
		
			

			CHAPTER 2

			Declan and Mary had no sooner exited the elevator on the floor to the offices of Fox Goodwin and Kane when a woman accosted poor Mary. 

			“Where have you been? Your new boss will be here any minute, and you’re dawdling at the coffee shop next door, flirting with strange men? Why would you bring someone up here? Do you want to be fired?” the nasty wench scolded his new assistant.

			Declan set the coffees down on the receptionist’s desk and turned to the woman. “Woah, who are ye, and why do ye think ye kin talk to her like dat?”

			“None of your business. She never should have let you come up here.”

			“Agin, who are ye? I’m Declan Mahoney. And dis is where I’m supposed to be. I’m not so certain about ye,” he said sternly.

			“I don’t care who…Declan Mahoney?” the mad woman barked.

			“Aye. And ye?” he asked with authority.

			“My apologies, Mister Mahoney. I thought you’d be…older. I’m Charlene Childress, Managing Executive Assistant. Mary has a problem getting to work on time. I was just reminding her that she needs to be punctual today,” she smiled, holding out her hand to shake his.

			He just looked at it and frowned. “Why? She’s here at ten ‘til, clearly before time, so dere’s no reason te remind her te be punctual when she already is. Now is dere? As fer her flirtin’, she was nuthin’ but polite and professional when I introduced maself, unlike ye. Ye’ve offered me yer apologies, which are surely warranted, but ye owe her a few as well, now don’t ye?” He leaned back against the desk, crossed his feet at the ankles, and crossed his arms across his chest.

			Mary snorted. It made him smile. It was true; she hadn’t flirted. But he wouldn’t have minded if she had. Mary was a cutie with a good personality, unlike this sour, wicked witch of the west. It gave him great pleasure to put Charlene Childress in her place.

			“My apologies, Mary,” she said after several long seconds under Declan’s cold gaze.

			“Thank you, Charlene. Coffee?” Mary said, smugly.

			Declan smiled again. “Now, which way to my office, Miss Cummings?” he asked, addressing Mary directly so as to cut off any chance of Charlene’s offering assistance.

			“Um, yes. Right this way, Mr. Mahoney. I’ve unpacked your boxes as per your instructions, and IT has set up your computer already, so you should be all set up for business,” she said, walking just in front of him down a cherrywood wainscoted hallway with marble-tiled flooring. Her heels clicked on the tiles, but she moved gracefully and confidently. Charlene may have assigned Mary to him as a punishment, but he was happy that she had. He liked Mary immediately, almost as fast as he’d disliked Charlene.

			At the end of the hallway, Mary pointed to a cherrywood door. “My desk is just over there,” she said, pointing around the corner to an open space filled with cubicles. “The one closest to your office. If you need me, just press the intercom. It connects to my line.”

			She smiled and clasped her hands behind her back, swaying like a child.

			“As ye walked me te my office, allow me te walk ye te yers,” he said, grinning. Uh-oh, he thought. She was really cute. Really, really cute.

			She nodded and walked toward the cubicles. It was only a few short steps. He peered into her workspace as she deposited her purse into a desk drawer and took a seat. There must have been twenty pictures of two little red-headed toddlers. No pictures of a husband, though, he noted.

			“Ye have children, do ye?” he asked, nodding at the largest picture. Children…He felt a pang of disappointment. Especially little children were his kryptonite. He liked them well enough, but he was a complete buffoon around them.

			“Oh, yes. Dani and Randy. Fraternal twins. They’re almost three.”

			“And dere dad, what does he do?” Declan asked, trying to sound casual. He died, he thought.

			“He died before they were born,” she said sadly. How had he known? He was baffled.

			“Oh, I’m so sorry, I shouldna ‘ave pried,” he replied.

			“No, it’s okay. Most people are curious,” she smiled again.

			He nodded and pointed at his office door, turned, and walked back to it, opening it and stepping inside his own workspace. He closed the door behind him. He smiled to himself. Alright then, he thought. He wouldn’t cross any lines, but he wasn’t going to let anyone hurt that girl. Something was telling him he needed to watch over her. It felt almost like a familial obligation. 

			He felt a breeze blow gently across his shoulder and looked around for the source as the air conditioning kicked on.

			He walked over to his desk and took a seat behind the massive piece of furniture. He opened the laptop and was greeted immediately with a video chat invitation. He clicked on it. “Aye, Gavin, me lad, ‘ello. How are ye? I was sorry te hear of your abuelo’s passin’,” he said to the image of his cousin on the screen.

			“I’m alright, Declan. Thanks. I’m about to board a plane to Reagan. I’ve got some business in DC tomorrow, but I have some time today if you’d like to meet for lunch.”

			“Aye, I can manage dat. Do ye need a car te pick ye up? I can get the firm to send one over fer ye?”

			Gavin grinned and laughed. “Nah, I have a car and driver arranged.”

			“Oh, dat’s right, you’re a robber baron, aren’t ye? Ye can buy lunch. I’ll get my pretty assistant te get us reservations at da best and most expensive restaurant. I’ll forward ye da details,” Declan teased.

			“Sure, but remember there are sexual harassment laws in this country. Your pretty assistant should be referred to just as your assistant,” Gavin said with a wink. “See you in a few hours.”

			Declan disconnected the video call and hit the intercom on his desk phone. “Miss Cummings, I need lunch reservations fer maself and ma American cousin today. Make it at the most expensive place ye kin; he’s payin’,” he said.

			“Um, yes sir…under your name?” Mary’s voice came back over the speaker.

			“Aye, dat’s fine. Just forward me da information, and I’ll git it te him. Thank ye. And did we git dat meetin’ set up wid Sabah at da Smithsonian?”

			“Yes, tomorrow at 2:30.”

		

	
		
			

			CHAPTER 3

			Mary spent the morning researching the items on the list of artifacts the Grand Egyptian was requesting to help prepare the brief they’d need. It was just preliminary work. She’d hand the information over to Mr. Mahoney, and he’d prepare the brief, but she was totally engrossed. It was the most interesting work she’d done in a long while.

			She started with a portion of papyrus uncovered in a labor supervisor’s tomb in Giza. It appeared to be a portion of a ledger of sorts outlining supplies required for a portion of the construction of the Great Pyramid and appeared to include a stipend for wages along with the number of laborers required to complete the project. It could be clear proof that the laborers were skilled and valued…and not slaves.

			Mary was deep into her research when Charlene dropped a stack of files on her desk. “Mr. Fox needs these briefs completed today,” she announced smugly.

			Mary looked at the stack in dismay as a masculine but elegant hand picked up the files and shoved them into Charlene’s arms. “Then, one of Mr. Fox’s assistants should git te work on dem. Miss Cummings is busy…and ma assistant,” Declan said.

			“She’s paid by this firm,” Charlene protested.

			“Perhaps ye should check the terms of my contract. I require a dedicated Executive Assistant. Dat means she works exclusively on ma project, and ye can take yer files and shove dem,” he said, stepping closer, forcing her to back up.

			“I…uh…I need her to do these. Nobody else is available.”

			“Do it yerself den. She’s not available either,” he commanded.

			Mary looked away and smiled.

			Charlene stomped off. He smiled at Mary. “Go take yer lunch now. I’m headin’ out te meet ma cousin. We have notes te go over dis afternoon fer da meetin’ tomorrow. Don’t let her give ye any extra tasks. Ye have enough work of yer own,” he said, tapping the top of the cubicle partition with his fist to accentuate his point. 

			God, he was good-looking. He stood about 5’11” tall, with dark curly hair and steel blue eyes. He was fit. He knew how to wear a suit. He had a dazzling smile. Oddly, he reminded her of someone, but she couldn’t put a finger on who. Mary swallowed hard and tried not to stare at him as he walked away. Howard Fox emerged from his office and hurried to catch up to Declan. She waited until she heard the elevator doors open and close from down the hallway before she opened her desk drawer, took out her purse, and made her way to the elevators herself.

			Mary made her way to a small café a few blocks down from the office. As she walked, she took out her phone to call Max and check on the kids. 

			Max picked up on the third ring. “Hi, Mama. How’s the new boss?” Max asked cheerfully.

			“Oh, Max, he’s amazing. He’s put Charlene in her place several times today already, and the work is really interesting. Oh, and he has this amazing accent.”

			“OMG! You like him!” Max squealed.

			“Don’t be silly. He’s my boss. But I will admit he’s not hard to look at,” Mary giggled.

			“How old is he? I pictured some old man,” Max retorted.

			“I know. Right? But no. He’s probably in his mid-thirties. He reminds me of someone. I just can’t figure out who,” she said with a smile. “Anyway, how are the kiddos? Randy feeling any better?”

			“Fever’s all gone, and he’s back to his wild man status,” Max laughed.

			“How’s Dani? Any symptoms?”

			“Not that I’ve noticed,” Max assured her.

			

			Mary pushed open the door to the café and made her way to the counter. “I’m about to grab some lunch, Max. I’ll check in again later. Thanks again for today,” she said, getting in the line behind the mailroom kid from her office.

			“No problem, Babe. I got your back. Plus, you promised to go out with Rob and me…so you’re tops in my book. Rob really wants to get Chaz a good girl to help him settle down. Enjoy your lunch.”

			Mary rolled her eyes and disconnected just as it was her turn to order. “Hi. I’ll have the chicken salad on the croissant and a cup of chicken noodle soup with a sweetened iced tea. Thank you.”

			“$18.84,” said the cashier.

			Mary handed over a twenty-dollar bill and dug out two ones, handing them over as well. “Keep the change. Thanks.”

			She turned to see Wade Hinson, a first-year attorney fresh out of law school, and Gail Jacobs, a clerical assistant, snuggled cozily down in a corner of the restaurant. They were trying to be discreet, she knew, but my God, they were failing miserably. Everyone knew. She smiled and looked the other way. Let them have their illusion. It wasn’t hurting anyone.

			She took her food and found a table near the door. No sooner had she unpacked her bag and taken a bite of her sandwich than Charlene stood over her. “Mr. Kane is displeased with your refusal to do the work I assigned you. You can expect to be written up when you get back from lunch,” she laughed mirthlessly.

			Mary sighed. “And you can expect Mr. Mahoney to dispute it. I get the impression he isn’t the kind of man you want to mess with, Charlene, but you go right ahead and try. I think he enjoys knocking you down a few pegs.”

			******

			Declan grasped his cousin’s hand. “Gavin, ma lad. Good te see ye. Ye look well.”

			“You, too, Declan,” Gavin said, standing to shake hands. “How’re Grand Da and Nan?”

			“They’re doin’ well. I hear ye got married and have a baby garl of yer own,” Declan continued, taking a seat.

			“Not just a baby girl. It turns out Shannon had a son she never bothered to tell me about. His name is Hal, and he looks just like me. He’s 7. Here. This is Hal. This is Jason, my stepson, and this is Estrella Moira,” Gavin told him, swiping through pictures on his phone. “And, mi Vida, DeBella.” The picture was of a gorgeous blonde. Gavin had never had a problem with women. He could smile, and they’d throw themselves at his feet. Declan wasn’t surprised that his wife was stunningly beautiful. 

			“Ye have a lovely family,” Declan said. Then, swiping back to the picture of Hal, he chuckled at the resemblance between Gavin and his son. “He looks just like ye at dat age. How’d ye come te find out about him?”

			Gavin sighed. “Shannon figured out about Abuelo and decided to sue me for child support. Also, there was a school bus hijacking with a bomb on the bus. We got all the kids off safely. I was working for the Fredericksburg PD at the time. Anyway, his name appeared on the roster, but he hadn’t been on the bus that day. I put it together when I saw his name…Henry James…Gibbons at that time. It’s been changed to Mahoney since then.” 

			“Really? What ‘appened wid da school bus?” Declan asked coolly.

			“The hijackers were trying to kill Hal. Back in Afghanistan, a kid got killed from back home. His parents blamed me and wanted me to experience what they had gone through. Shannon was killed. I got wounded. It was a terrible ordeal. But Hal’s safe and loved now.”

			“Dat’s…odd. Dere was a school bus hijacking on my street in Dublin in November…Dere was a bomb on da bus,” Declan mused. The two of them looked at each other in silence until the waiter appeared to take their order. Declan wondered how much Gavin really knew. He had a feeling it was more than he was letting on. He shook off the feeling. “She figured out who yer Abuelo was, hey? Gran Da escaped her scrutiny?”

			“Apparently. She never mentioned him.”

			Declan laughed. “And neither did ye,” he guffawed.

			

			The cousins had a pleasant meal. As the waiter retrieved the check, Gavin excused himself to go to the men’s room. Declan looked up to see a uniformed army officer standing over him. “Hello?” he said.

			“Declan Mahoney?” the officer asked.

			“Aye, and who are ye?”

			“Captain Gil Talbert, Sir. I was told to deliver this to you,” he said mysteriously.

			“What is it?” Declan asked, taking the manilla envelope.

			“No idea, Mr. Mahoney. I’m just a courier. All I know is that a high-ranking officer with CID sent it.”

			Declan looked at the envelope. He didn’t know any high-ranking officers in CID.

			When he looked up again, Captain Talbert was gone.

			Gavin returned and sat back down. “What’s that?” he asked, seeing the envelope.

			“No idea. Let’s see,” Declan said, smiling. He opened the envelope and pulled out a document. “Well, it appears te be a dossier on Dr. Sabah Al-Maghrabi. I have a meeting with her tomorrow.”

			“Weird. Where did it come from?” 

			“Some Army officer with CID handed it te me,” Declan mused.

			Gavin chuckled. “Are you some kind of spy, Dec?”

			“Ha. I’m a boring barrister who works with boring old artifacts,” Declan retorted.

			“Sure, ya are,” Gavin teased.

			“And ye? Not only are ye a man of business now, ye’ve inherited a treasure trove from yer wife’s uncail, I hear,” Declan said, winking. “Dat’s why yer buyin’.”

			Gavin laughed. “I swear if I’d have known he had so much money and stuff, I’d have said no when he asked me to be the executor of his will. Plus, I had no idea his way of fairly dividing his personal property was to leave it to me and let me decide what to do with it. Bob was a bit of a character. But I loved the old guy.”

		

	
		
			

			CHAPTER 4

			Sabah Al-Maghrabi was more than she seemed. Her father was Egyptian, and her mother was an ex-patriot from England. She had deep connections to the Muslim Brotherhood, her father and uncles all being members. She was engaged to the son of a Russian banking oligarch. The bank had ties to the Muslim Brotherhood through several Brotherhood member-owned businesses. The bank appeared to launder money for the Brotherhood as well. 

			Declan briefly considered removing Mary from his team but determined it was already too late for that course of action. She’d been the one to arrange the meeting. She was already known to Sabah. Plus, there was the secret Howard had revealed to him. He’d be better able to keep her safe if he kept her close.

			He drummed his fingers on his desk. He wracked his brain, but he couldn’t figure out who was helping him in CID. It didn’t surprise him that CID had an eye on this project. He’d long suspected the Brotherhood had a foothold in the Grand Egyptian Museum. It only made sense that CID would be aware of this and would want to keep an eye on it, but who would know his interest in this situation and give him a head’s up? He took out his phone and texted his one true friend, “Who do you know in CID?”

			“No one you don’t know,” came the cryptic reply.

			He looked at the framed photo of his grandparents on his desk and wondered briefly if his Grand Da knew and had a hand in this, but he was fairly certain Grand Da didn’t know he was more than a barrister. Grand Da was still prouder of Gavin than of Declan because of that Silver Star. If he had any idea of what Declan really was, Gavin wouldn’t be the favorite.

			He chuckled at his own jealousy and told himself that it wasn’t Gavin’s fault. It was just the way it was. Gavin was a good guy. He had earned that Silver Star, and he never lorded it over anyone. Declan liked Gavin. He just wished sometimes Grand Da valued him as much as he valued his American cousin. It was hard to compete with Captain America. And it all became crystal clear to him. “Son of a…” he said to the room.

			“Have you met my cousin?” he texted again.

			“No. But I know of him,” came the reply.

			His thoughts turned back to Mary when he heard the ruckus outside his office. Mr. Kane’s raised voice was bellowing, “Miss Cummings, you’ve already been given a second chance! How do you think you’re in any position to tell Mrs. Childress you won’t do the work she assigns you? Please report to HR!”

			Declan slammed his fist on the desk and stood. He flung open the door and strode out and over to the partner and Ms. Childress, who had
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