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EVELYN

Evelyn Stevenson briskly walked through the jetway into the terminal, and almost stopped. Heathrow was no Des Moines airport. The gray walls were all bare, and there was a distinct lack of signs directing her where to go. Crowds of people were bustling here and there, everyone trying to catch their flights, like her. She had never seen so many people in one place before. Toto, she wasn’t in Iowa anymore.

Glancing around, she noticed most of the crowd was heading in one direction, so it was probably a safe bet to follow them. They probably knew better than she did. Besides, there should be signs that said where her connecting flight to Athens would be. Right?

Picking up her speed again, she began weaving in and out of the crowd. When Evelyn had booked the flight, with the help of the Iowa State University study abroad office, they had assured her the layover would be plenty long enough. However, they obviously didn’t take circling the city for half an hour before landing into account. Nor the fact walking in the airport was akin to salmon swimming upstream. 

She hitched her duffel bag up higher on her shoulder. The weight of it dragged her shoulder down, acting as an anchor, slowing her pace through the airport. It was almost enough to make her regret filling it so full of her research for her thesis. Maybe she should have kept some books in her checked bag. Did she honestly think there would be an opportunity to work on her paper before arriving to the dig site in Epidaurus? 

As she got closer to her destination, at least Evelyn hoped it was, the denser the crowd became. Despite having to dodge people coming directly at her, she seemed to be making great time, and might actually make her connecting flight. As the optimism of not being stranded in London went through her mind, someone collided headlong into her, causing them both to crash to the hard tile.

“Oi, watch where yer going, mate!” 

Evelyn looked up, trying to catch her breath after having the wind knocked out of her, and took in the woman she’d crashed into. Like herself, she had chin-length brown hair and brown eyes that were glaring at her. 

Evelyn opened her mouth to apologize, but the woman quickly stood, grabbed her duffel bag, and began running in the direction she’d been heading. 

Evelyn shook her head as the woman ran off and shrugged her shoulders before slowly pulling herself up from the ground.

She picked up her bag and began walking toward the transfer station. Shifting the bag on her shoulder, she frowned. That was odd. The bag didn’t feel the same as it had before. It was lighter. Significantly lighter. Looking at it, her frown deepened. This wasn’t her bag. It was the same brand and model, but Evelyn’s was black with purple trim. The one currently in her hand was black with blue trim.

“Fuck,” she muttered under her breath. Looking in the direction where she should go, and then in the direction the girl had rushed off with her bag, she began weighing her options. Thoughts of all those books and research currently in her bag, she hadn’t checked it onto the plane for a reason. Evelyn needed what all was in there, and if that woman realized she had the wrong bag, she’d probably turn it in to this terminal.

She glanced at her watch. No matter how hard she tried, she would miss her connecting flight, so she might as well visit the ticketing counter in this terminal after she dealt with this bag-switch situation. 

Frustrated, she headed in the opposite direction.

“Excuse me,” she asked a random person. “Do you know if there’s an information desk or a lost and found anywhere close by?”

“Yes. Keep heading in this direction, and the terminal will open up into an atrium. You’ll find a security desk there. They’ll be able to help you.”

“Thank you.” Evelyn smiled and began going to where the Good Samaritan had pointed.

Once reaching the atrium, the density of the crowds almost paralyzed her. It was so busy. She moved to a railing, bracing herself against it, and glanced down. From what she could determine, everything she needed was a level below her. Bustling with people, various types of restaurants and shops lined the perimeter of the lower level. In the center, there was a circular counter area marked ‘Information.’ That must be where she needed to go. The only downside was it was on the other side of the security line. 

She looked out toward the line for customs and bit her lip. Was it worth going through customs to get her bag back? On one hand, she really didn’t want to wait in the really long line. On the other, she really needed her bag. 

Sighing, she figured she needed to re-book her flight, anyway. It didn’t matter if she was stuck on the other side of security. Besides, it would be fun to have an extra stamp in her passport. Optimism!

After waiting through what had to be the slowest line she had ever been in, Evelyn descended on the escalator and began weaving her way through the crowds of people toward the kiosk at a brisk pace. Once the counter came into view, she began slowing down, but not before she slammed into someone coming the opposite direction. 

She gasped and held tight to the duffel bag, cursing herself for getting into the same situation twice in one trip. Maybe she should just re-book and go home. Was this all an omen? 

“Sorry,” the man she’d crashed into said with a thick British accent as he steadied her.

She looked up and was taken aback. He had to be one of the most handsome men she had ever seen. His features were very sharp, and his blue eyes stood out against his dark eyelashes. Dark hair was cut close to his scalp. He was lean, muscular, and looked like he spent his free time in the gym. She was struck speechless and couldn’t help but stare. Handsome and British. Evelyn had one weakness, and he’d slammed into her.

She opened her mouth to respond to him, but he didn’t give her a chance. He was pushing past her and moving through the airport. She watched him disappear into the crowd with slight regret. If only she had said something to him. 

Evelyn continued to make her way through the crowd toward her destination, and just as the kiosk was within striking distance, a hand tightly gripped her upper arm, stopping her. 

“Excuse me, Miss, but I think I can help you.” The man’s accent was thick. “If you’ll just come with me.”

She turned to look at the man. He was tall and, with her five-foot, three height, she had to look up to view his face as he stood at least a foot taller than her. She gasped. It was the man she had just run into. Mr. Handsome and British. Who she had immediately regretted not speaking to. Here he was, holding onto her arm, preventing her from moving. 

She involuntarily took a step back. “What the—” 

She was cut off by his large hand tightening its grip around her upper arm. She began to panic as he dragged her in the opposite direction of the kiosk.

Evelyn tried to get away, but he overpowered her. When she tried to drag her heels to stop them, he moved his arm so it wrapped around her upper body and brought his other hand up, holding onto her mouth so she couldn’t scream. She tried harder to plant her feet to slow down her abductor, but it didn’t matter. He was too strong.

Her gaze darted around, hoping someone would notice her abduction and put a stop to it, but everyone around them seemed so engrossed in their travels, no one even glanced their way. She brought her hands up in a feeble attempt to pry his away, but it, too, was fruitless. 

Just as visions of being sent into the sex slave trade began to fly through her head, they stopped moving. She narrowed her eyes in confusion before they moved again, entering a room. Her abductor closed the door behind them, trapping her. 

Her mind played different scenarios of things being done to her as full panic set in.
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PATRICK

The room was dark, smelled of antiseptics and other cleaning items. Patrick held back a sigh when he realized, in his haste to remove the girl from the airport atrium, he had put them in a cupboard full of janitorial supplies. In addition to the potent smell of chemicals wafting through the air, the room was dank and overly cooled. The girl shivered against him. Although, he wasn’t sure if it was because she was cold or if she was terrified. His decision to force her into the closet probably wasn’t the best idea he could have come up with. In fact, feeling her body close to his, and how small it was comparatively, really made him believe he hadn’t thought his actions through enough. 

The room was silent, save for the sound of their breathing—his even, hers rapid. Her chest rose and fell under his arm, increasing in speed with each breath. Patrick swallowed and decided to break the silence, put her at ease.

“You can relax.” He cringed. Smooth. “I’m not here to hurt you. I’m here to take you to safety. The solicitor’s office sent me after you called and said you were skipping town with everything you collected. I’m honestly surprised I even found you. I only had a grainy photograph to go on. And then, boom! You ran right into me. How about that?”

He frowned. Megan didn’t seem to relax, even though he’d told her who he was. Then it dawned on him. Of course, she wouldn’t be relaxed. She was being held against his body with his hand over her mouth.

“If I remove my hand, do you promise to not scream, to remain calm?”

She nodded vigorously. He removed it, and as soon as he loosened his grip, she hurried away from him. Probably about as far as she could get from him in the cramped space of the room. 

“I don’t know who you think I am, but I’m pretty sure you have the wrong girl.”

He frowned. The voice coming through the dark room was wrong. It was all wrong.

“You’re American.”

“That’s right, I am.”

“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, storming across the space with surprising ease, despite the dark. Brushing against the woman as he made his way toward the door, he groped along the smooth wall until he finally found what he needed. With a flip of his finger, the switch on the wall moved, filling the room with a fluorescent light. He squinted at the sudden brightness, but soon his eyes adjusted and he could take in the sight of the woman he’d dragged, believing she was Megan. 

Now that he’d had a full look at her, Patrick realized his mistake.

“You’re not Megan.”

“No, I’m not. Can I go now?”

“It’s uncanny. You look almost exactly like her. Same height, same hair color and length, same eye color, same build, even the same bag.”

The woman straightened. “Wait, you’re looking for a girl who looks like me and was carrying the same bag as me?”

He narrowed his eyes. “Yes, I am.”

“I saw her.”

He took a step forward, forcing her to take a step back, causing her to bump into a mop bucket. “Where?”

“On my way to switch terminals. She was running in the opposite direction, and we crashed into each other.”

“Which way did she go?”

“I’m actually not quite sure. The opposite way I was heading after I got off the plane. I tried to follow her, but I lost her in the crowd. When we collided, we accidentally switched bags. Before you grabbed me, I was about to turn this one in to security with the hope she had done the same with mine.”

He glared at the woman before moving his gaze to the bag. “That’s Megan’s bag?”

She shrugged. “If it was indeed Megan I crashed into a little while ago, then yes, it is.”

Patrick stared at the bag. “Bloody hell. What are the odds? I mean they have to be miniscule. I wonder if Colin will be satisfied with only the bag, but no Megan?” he muttered to himself. He looked up and caught the eye of the woman. She had drawn her bottom lip between her teeth as she shifted from foot to foot. 

“Um, since we can agree we have a case of mistaken identity, can I continue on my way? I really need to get going. I’ve already missed my connecting flight and really should re-book, so I can try to leave today.”

Patrick looked up as the woman shouldered the bag and made her way to the door of the cupboard. 

He moved to block the exit. “You’re not leaving with that bag.”

“What do you mean? I have to take it up to the information kiosk so I can try to get mine back.”

“Yeah, I can’t let that happen. I need that bag.” He lunged at her, trying to grab it.

She jerked back. “I don’t think so. I need my bag, and I think the only way this Megan girl will give me mine is if I give her this. So, forgive me if I don’t give some random guy in a storage closet in the airport her property.”

He glared at her. He thought this would be easy. Instead, this annoyingly attractive woman was giving him a headache as he tried to do his job. 

He frowned and shook his head. This was no time to notice the woman in front of him was beautiful, especially with her eyes lit with the fire of annoyance as they were. He was on a job. And he needed to complete this job without losing his patience on a stranger in a broom cupboard. “I’ll get your bag back when I find Megan. Right now, you can give me her bag and you can be on your way. You can even leave me your address and I’ll post your bag back to you. How does that sound?”

The woman returned his glare. “How do I know you’re really going to send me my bag? I have some important things in there. I need it.”

Patrick couldn’t help it. He laughed. “Important things? What could possibly be in there that’s so important? Your extra makeup? Your hair dryer? Don’t be so overly dramatic.”

She narrowed her eyes into slits. “You know nothing about me, so I’d appreciate it if you’d withhold your judgment.”

She was right. He didn’t know her, but he would like to. In several different ways. But now wasn’t the time. 

“C’mon. Just give me the bag and write down your address, and I’ll send you your beauty products.” He held out his hand, smirking. 

The American growled in frustration. “I’ll give you this damn bag and the address of the Institute I’ll be staying at in Greece, and you will send me my research materials. How does that sound?”

Fuck. Not only was she attractive, she was bloody smart as well? He was regretting the fact she was the wrong person. “Sure. That works.”

The woman rolled her eyes and dropped the duffel on the ground. Shrugging out of her backpack, she pulled out a notebook. After scribbling some information on a piece of paper, she replaced the notebook and backpack to their rightful places. She pushed the bag toward him with her foot and shoved the piece of paper into his hand. He smiled as he opened the paper and took in what she’d written.

“Alright, Miss Evelyn Stevenson. I’ll make sure you get your bag. Thank you for your cooperation. You may be on your way.”

Evelyn raised her eyebrows, but said nothing. Instead, she moved around him and opened the door to the cupboard. The second she took one step out, it occurred to him that maybe letting her leave was a bad idea. Perhaps the worst idea he’d had all day. Moving quicker than he thought he could, he reached out and grabbed onto her backpack, dragging her back into the cupboard before slamming the door in her face.
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EVELYN

“What the hell?” Evelyn whipped around to face her abductor.

“Change of plans, sweetheart. You’re going to have to stick with me. I’ll take you to the solicitor’s office, and we’ll find a way for you to go on your merry way after that.”

“Excuse me? I’m not going anywhere with you. I will not leave an airport with a stranger! Especially not to some ‘solicitor’s office.’ You said I could leave if I gave you the bag. I gave you the bag. Now let me go.”

The man sighed. “Look, I’d love to send you on your way right now and have you out of my hands. The last thing I want right now is to babysit some American bird. However, outside that door, somewhere in this airport, are members of the Fitzgerald family, looking for Megan, and now you. I can’t, in good faith, let you walk out there and get taken by those men because they certainly won’t be as nice as I am.”

“Wait, I’m confused. Who is the Fitzgerald family, and why would they want me?”

“The Fitzgerald family is a notorious firm—” He pinched his lips together, stopping himself. He took a deep breath before continuing. “Look, you just need to know they’re the bad guys, and they’re outside the door.”

“Firm?” she asked.

The man sighed. “Gang is what you’d call it in America. The mob, essentially.”

She shook her head. “Wait. The mob wants Megan? I really don’t understand what’s going on here.”

“Look, I don’t have time to explain. I’m a private investigator, and the solicitor I work for sent me here to collect Megan. Instead, I found you. Now, I’m guessing, the firm thinks you know what Megan knows. The only solution is for me to take you to my connection at the solicitor’s office, and we’ll figure out where to go from there.”

“No.”

“No? What do you mean, no?” He threw his hands up before clenching them into fists, bringing one up to his mouth as if stopping himself from saying more. 

“I mean no. I’m not going with you. I’m going to walk out of this room and go to ticketing to get on my flight to Athens. I have no intention of staying here any longer than necessary.”

“Didn’t you hear anything I’ve said? Those men are no good. They’re not going to let you waltz on by.”

“How do you even know they’re here for me? You just said you’re an investigator hired to pick up Megan. Maybe they’re here for you?”

She didn’t give the investigator any chance to respond. She turned on her heel, flung the door open, and walked out into the busy airport. 

She looked around and found signs showing the counters for ticketing. She started walking toward them.

Hands grabbed both of her arms, squeezing tight, halting her right where she stood. She slowly turned her head, expecting it to be the investigator stopping her from continuing on her journey, but instead, two men glared at her. 

The men were tall and wore black slacks, black shirts, and leather jackets. They were both bald, and their faces were expressionless. What made them look even more intimidating was the fact they wore sunglasses inside of the airport. 

“Miss, we need you to come with us,” one man stated.

“Well, I was just on my way to make my connecting flight...”

“We’ve been looking for you, sunshine, and you’re going to come with us now.”

The men tightened their grips on her arms and tried to drag her, but she planted her feet, attempting to stay put.

“Listen, guys, you both seem pretty reasonable. I’m not who you’re looking for. Seriously. Look, I’m not even British. So, can you just let me go on my way?”

The man on her right let go of her arm and reached under his leather jacket with his right hand. His left hand carefully pulled the jacket back from his chest, revealing his hand holding a gun.

“We can do this the easy way or the hard way. And the hard way can get really messy,” the man not holding the gun replied. “Where’s the bag?”

She couldn’t take her gaze off the gun pointed discretely at her. Her heart was pounding. “Wh-what bag?” 

“Stop being cheeky. You know exactly what bag we’re talking about. Where is it?”

“I-I-I lost it.” She didn’t know what to say. No way to know how to act in this situation. She was regretting leaving the safety of the janitorial closet and the investigator. At least he didn’t have a gun. At least she didn’t think he did. If he did, he hadn’t pointed it at her. 

“You’re being cheeky again. It looks like we’re going to have to do this the hard way.”

The man holding the gun let go of his jacket and formed his left hand into a fist. 

She tried to move away, but the other man still had an extremely tight grip on her arm. She watched in slow motion as the man’s fist came toward her. She closed her eyes, braced herself, and waited for the hit. 

However, it never made impact. She opened her eyes in time to watch him go crashing to the ground. What apparently was a trashcan fell to the floor beside him. She looked to where the man had been previously standing and there stood the PI. He’d come after her. She tried, and failed, to not swoon at the fact he was rescuing her from the bad guys.

The man holding her arm loosened his grip and made to take a step toward the investigator. However, a fist made contact with his face instead. The force of the blow caused him to let go of Evelyn’s arm completely. She moved herself out of the way as the PI landed another blow to the gang member’s face, causing him to fall to the ground next to his partner.

The man didn’t waste any time. He closed the distance between himself and Evelyn, taking hold of her hand. He had the duffel bag slung across his chest.

“Alright, time to make our great escape.” The PI tightened his grip on her hand and dragged her through the busy terminal.

He seemed to know where he was going. Glancing up, her gaze caught on a sign pointing toward baggage claim and the exit. She opened her mouth to protest, to tell him she had absolutely no intention of leaving this airport, especially with a strange man whom she’d just met, but she never had a chance. They ran right through the doorway and then, before she could even process what was going on, they were outside, the sun blinding her momentarily.

The investigator didn’t slow down. She tried to keep up as he pulled her through the parking lot, his grip tight on her hand. He led her to a No Parking zone, where a blue MINI Cooper was parked. He stopped in front of the car, opened a door, and shoved her unceremoniously inside, backpack still on her back, closing the door behind her. Before she processed what was going on, he climbed in the opposite side, threw the bag into the backseat, started the car, and peeled away from the curb.

All Evelyn could do was stare at the man sitting beside her, as Heathrow Airport faded into the distance.

The scenery outside the window quickly turned from various businesses and hotels to rolling hills and trees as they sped away from the airport. Her mind raced, trying to process the encounter at the airport, while also trying to reassure herself they were not driving on the wrong side of the road.

“I would at least put your seatbelt on,” he spoke up from beside her, without taking his gaze off the road.

She said nothing. Instead, she slipped her backpack off, settling it by her feet, and pulled the seatbelt around her. “Where are you taking me?” 

“To my contact at the solicitor’s office. I figure we need to let him know what’s going on. He’ll probably know what we should do next.”

She was quiet for a second. “I’m going to die,” she muttered, mostly to herself.

“What are you on about?”

“I’m going to die! My mother with her endless viewings of Unsolved Mysteries and all of her worries about me getting sold into sex slavery are coming true. And I’ve made the gravest error of all. I’m in a car with a stranger, heading to a second location. You’re never supposed to go to a second location. And regardless of whether you’re going to murder me or sell me, what about my luggage? Did my luggage go to Greece without me, or did it stay here? What—”

“Oh, bloody hell. Will you shut your trap for one bloody minute?” He growled. “You’re not going to die. I have no intention of killing you. Well, if you keep prattling on like you are, you may drive me to contemplate it, albeit briefly. But I’m not a killer. If you had let those other men take you to a second location, well, that would be another kettle of fish entirely. The solicitor is a lawyer. He’s not going to sell you. Everything else you don’t need to worry about at this moment, so can we just drive for a few minutes in peace?”

“Well, excuse me for being concerned about my situation. I’m not exactly used to fleeing from airports in foreign countries with strange men.”

The man barked out a laugh before quickly stifling it. He glanced over at her, his eyes bulging as he held in his mirth.

She shook her head. “Oh, fuck off. It’s not that funny.”

“I mean, it is a bit. ‘Fleeing airports with strange men.’ You make it sound very Hollywood.”

“It doesn’t feel very Hollywood to the person who it is affecting.”

“I imagine you do little fleeing in your real life. More like sitting with your nose in a book, shirking from sunlight like a vampire.”

“Fuck off. You don’t even know me. For all you know, I could run half marathons.” 

He laughed. “I’m an investigator. I’m pretty good at telling someone’s character from a glance.”

“Oh, really? And what have you deduced about my character in the five minutes you’ve known me, Sherlock?” 

The investigator glanced at her quickly before returning his gaze to the road. “Well, you’re in your early twenties, and a student at University. You prefer books to sports. You care a great deal about your appearance, judging that you’ve just flown across an ocean and you don’t look like you spent eight hours on an airplane. You carry yourself with an air of confidence, are very intelligent, and yet you can’t defend yourself or think logically when you’re presented with a crisis.” 

Her cheeks heated before she glanced at her loose-fitting jeans and the plain blue tunic she was wearing. She quickly took in her appearance in the side mirror. She looked like hell. “In what world does my current appearance give off that I haven’t been traveling for eight hours on a plane?”

“It just does.”

She took a deep breath, her face warming at the implication of his statement. “Well, you want to know what impression I get from you?”

“Not particularly.”

She ignored him. “You’re a pretentious ass who thinks he’s better than everyone else. You think you’re so important because you’re this private investigator. And I’m guessing by the way you look, your name is Nigel.”

The PI’s hands gripped and re-gripped the steering wheel as his gaze grew stormy. “Patrick. My name is Patrick. Nigel? What the fuck is that?”

“Not so great being on the other side of the judgment, is it?” She laughed and turned her attention back to the changing scenery as they approached what she deduced to be the Thames River, with the London Eye looming in the distance.
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PATRICK

Patrick said nothing for the rest of the drive. He kept his gaze on the road as he maneuvered the narrow streets of the neighborhood. He couldn’t believe how completely fucked up this case was, and one day into it. One job. He had one job. Get the girl, get the bag, bring them to the solicitor, and get paid. That was it.

Oh, if only it were that easy. Instead, he’d grabbed the wrong woman but the right bag, and now he was stuck with an American who wouldn’t stop shooting him dirty looks as he drove. When she wasn’t looking out the window, that was. He was usually pretty good at his job, considered one of the top private investigators in the city. So, it was pretty damn frustrating when he did something wrong.

He glanced over at the woman, relieved she was looking out the window. He didn’t want her to catch him looking. She seemed like a nice enough person, and his stomach turned when he thought about what he was putting her through. He ran his gaze down her body for the first time since they left the airport before moving his gaze back to the road. Fuck, she was fit. Very fit. He wouldn’t mind taking her back to the flat and—

He shook his head. He couldn’t afford to be having thoughts like that. She was a client, sort of. Plus, she probably hated him right now. Any ideas of wooing her he’d held when he first ran into her at the airport were now irrelevant.

He groaned as he pulled in front of the posh building. He sat behind the wheel for a second, gathering his patience before he needed to enter the building. 

He never enjoyed visiting here on a good day. Now he was expected to go upstairs and tell his contact, his father, Colin, he’d failed at the first assignment he was given in the case. He could just hear the derision in his voice now.

“Where are we?” Evelyn spoke from beside him, interrupting his thoughts. “I thought you said we were going to the solicitor’s office?”

Patrick rolled his eyes as he turned the car off and opened the door. “It’s Sunday.” He stepped out of the car, carrying the duffel bag.

He didn’t even pause to see if she was following. He took the stairs to the entrance two at a time. When he heard her footsteps behind him, he opened the door to the building.

“It’s Sunday? I don’t even know what that means.” She was practically jogging in order to match his steps as he walked to his destination.

“You’re a smart woman. What do you think it means?” He stopped in front of a door, raising his hand to knock.

“Has anyone ever told you how much of an ass you are?” 

“Several.” 

The door to the flat opened before either one could say anything more. 

Colin was middle-aged with hair that was grayer than brown, and stood in the doorway. “Patrick.”

“Colin.”

“Your...errand took much longer than I had expected. I expected you here thirty minutes ago.”

“I ran into some complications.”

Colin looked toward Evelyn. “Who’s that?”

“The complication.”

“I see. Why don’t the two of you come inside? We shouldn’t be discussing business in the hallway.” He stood aside, letting Patrick and Evelyn enter the flat. 

The flat was still as sparsely decorated as it had been the last time he’d visited. The living area housed only a leather couch and a coffee table. Off to the side, where one would normally keep a dining room table, sat a large wooden desk, piled high with paperwork, the screen of a computer monitor, barely visible. There was a small kitchen that was rarely used and then a full-sized bed against a wall. He wasn’t surprised.

Patrick moved immediately in the couch's direction, setting the duffel bag on the coffee table before plopping himself down. Evelyn stood near the entrance, arms folded across her chest, her gaze shifting between Colin and Patrick.

“Don’t be shy, love. Have a seat.” Patrick patted the spot next to him.

She walked over to the couch and perched as far away as she could from him.

“This isn’t Megan.” Colin pointed at Evelyn. “I specifically told you to go to the airport and stop Megan from fleeing the country.”

“Well, if you’d provided me with an actual picture of Megan, rather than one that was so blurry I could only make out vague features, I may have been able to get her. The picture showed she was short, had brown hair to her shoulders, and was carrying this duffel. Evelyn here fit that description, so I stopped her.”

Colin sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose, closing his eyes. “And why didn’t you let her go on her way once you realized your mistake?”

“Two Fitzgerald goons were waiting for her. They apparently realized she had the bag. I couldn’t let them take her.”

“I still don’t understand why she’s here. Why did you bring her here? Why is she not at Heathrow, waiting to go wherever it is she is planning on traveling?”

It was Patrick’s turn to sigh and pinch his nose in frustration. He gestured to the duffel bag on the coffee table. “She was carrying that bag. The Fitzgerald arseholes were about to fucking shoot her. What was I supposed to do? Grab the bag and let them kill her?”

“You keep gesturing to her bag. Mentioning her bag. What’s so special about her bag? We were after Megan’s bag.”

“That’s Megan’s bag!” Patrick shouted. “That bag right there. They somehow swapped them at the airport, and now she has it. I was going to keep the bag and let her on her way, but the Fitzgerald goons grabbed her not five seconds after I let her leave. And I’m not in the business of letting innocent girls get murdered, so here she is. Do you understand now, you senile old man?”

“That’s Megan’s bag?” He gestured to the bag in question. 

She sighed. “Yes, that’s Megan’s bag. She and I crashed into each other and switched bags accidentally. I wanted to turn the bag into security, hoping Megan had done the same with mine. However, this jackass grabbed and stopped me before I could. I’m pretty sure he’s the reason I was put on the radar of those goons in the first place. Now, can we please figure out what to do about getting me where I need to go? I really want to go to Greece.”

“What on earth is she talking about?”

“He dragged me out of the airport! I’m not supposed to be here. I need to have this figured out so I can get back into the airport and continue on to my program. Patrick said you’d be able to take care of everything.” 

Colin closed his eyes and massaged his temples. “You’ve made a right mess of this whole situation. When I suggested to my office we hire outside help to gather evidence against the Fitzgeralds, I assured them you and James were the right way to go. I said you were
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