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PROLOGUE
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Frideric parked his black luxury coupe and exited the car. Waving to acquaintances in passing, he stopped by his mailbox, trashed his junk, and lamented that his time here was almost done. He’d made wonderful friends over the years, but the clock was ticking. It was time to move on. This was the longest he’d stayed in one place in twenty years. 

However, his exit wasn’t out of the blue. His friends knew relocation was imminent. He’d spent as much time abroad as he did stateside over the last several years. It was only natural that something gave. He wasn’t getting any younger, and racking up the international flight miles was wearing. The only downside was that he didn’t know where he was going. His friends accepted the vagueness. He worked in IT.

Right, information technology. If those sweet little pond sharks knew what he did when he wasn’t toasting their cut-throat professional triumphs, they’d roll over and die. Literally. He would be forced to kill them. 

As it was, this was his last job before he vanished into the ether. Fortunately, he’d arranged for a pretty young thing to move in as he moved out. What a shame he wouldn’t be around to get better acquainted. She was just his type: ethereal, bright, and deceptively naive. While long in the tooth for his tastes, he could make do in the short term.

While he lamented the loss of sensual delights, he appreciated that his luxurious abode now belonged to a neurosurgical resident thanks to her well-heeled daddy. More importantly, his neighbors had welcomed the perky twenty-something into the fold. He couldn’t ask for a better cover.

Walking into his bedroom, he changed into black slacks and a long-sleeved black shirt before carrying his travel case into the bathroom. Staring at the harshly etched contours of his striking features, he could forgive Interpol for mistaking his ethnicity. 

Laughing softly, he inserted brown contacts before blinking a few times, instantly missing the familiarity of ice-blue eyes. Laying out his supplies, he expertly applied the ebony beard to his clean-shaven face and covered his platinum waves with an equally dark wig. 

Glancing at his reflection, the transformation was shocking. Not only did he no longer look like Frideric, but he looked more Southern European than Sámi with his faintly tanned skin. His closest friends wouldn’t recognize him. 

Exiting his apartment, he crossed the rear courtyard, secure in the knowledge that he’d tampered with the security cameras from afar. If anyone bothered to check, all they would see was Anita from 214 walking her cat on that ridiculous leash. 

By the time the authorities realized they’d been had, he’d be lost in the wilds of Sápmi. Not the bustling streets of Hamburg or Ravenna or Ansó, as everyone assumed. While he’d lived in all those places, he wasn’t Deutsche, Italian, or Spanish as assumed.

Arriving at his destination, he opened the door, slipped inside, and disappeared down the hall like he belonged there. He’d oiled the hinges on his trial run, so no one knew he was here. Idiots. Both. He couldn't stride by in plain sight if they weren’t so busy guzzling three-thousand-dollar bottles of champagne while snogging on the carpet like over-sexed teenagers. Fortunately, they were, and he could.

However, he didn’t expect anything different. Neither the misses nor the lover was all that bright. If being dimwitted wasn’t criminal enough, he’d remotely disabled the security system and the door locks from his place, with none the wiser. His expertise in cybersecurity was more than a cover. 

It was Campo’s trademark. 

Heading up the stairs, he slipped into the master bedroom closet and drew his case from behind the wall of shoe boxes. No real man needed that many pairs of handmade shoes or custom suits. It must be an attorney thing. Opinion aside, the clutter made for a foolproof hiding place. 

Leaning against the wall, he pondered the events that led to this moment. Shaking his head, he couldn’t believe it had come to this. It shouldn’t have. If the little twit had played her cards right, she’d be on the Mexican Riviera enjoying a fat bank account and an underage lover. She wasn’t that bright. She’d both robbed and insulted his client instead.

Her first mistake was taking a crate of $3000-a-bottle champagne when she should have packed her stuff and left. Phil discovered the empty slots in his wine cellar when he’d gone down to get the perfect bottle of bubbly to share with his new fiancée later that day. However, he might have been able to overlook that faux pas if she’d stopped there. Her audacity was part of her charm.

However, if stealing several bottles of the cheap stuff was a forgivable offense, what she did next wasn’t. The intel he received a short time later determined her fate. Frideric wasn’t surprised when a cryptic text hit his burner phone soon after. On high alert, he never missed a beat when he received the expected go-ahead.

Only an idiot would steal so overtly and tip her hand. Make his client wonder what other tricks she had up her sleeve. He’d had her files investigated, and the response he’d received sealed the deal for everyone. It was time to tie up loose ends and eliminate a potential threat before it became a nuisance.

On the lighter side, Frideric was glad the tart didn’t know the good stuff from swill. Wasting several twenty-thousand-dollar bottles of bubbly on a has-been and her bargain basement legal eagle was a crime against fine champagne. He intended to enjoy a similar vintage when his work was done.

Screwing the silencer on his pistol, he settled in for the wait. From what he’d observed through the hidden cameras, it wouldn’t be long before the action moved from the den to the bedroom. While the snogging started when Bryan walked through the door, it always finished on his California king. Fortunately, while the walls were soundproof, the closet doors were not.

He relished delivering his client’s final gift to his unwary recipients at that pivotal moment of carnal bliss...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE

[image: ]


Ignoring the unease plaguing her all day, Cassandra Montgomery hung her silk jacket and top in the closet. Wriggling out of the matching black slacks, she contemplated her unpleasant day. While demanding clients were the norm, that wasn’t what made this day so nasty. 

It was the domino of events she’d never encountered, starting with her legal assistant being MIA when she needed her most. The day had spiraled from there. Bryan was distant; her boss was a pill, and her biggest client was petulant and bratty. If that wasn’t enough, she’d planned to leave early to finalize arguments on a major case and stayed late instead.

Snorting in frustration, Cassie decided her boss got a pass. Gavin was in the middle of a precedent-setting defense that would put anyone on edge. Her boyfriend didn’t have that excuse. Neither did her client. A diva on a good day, Candace Philmore graduated to screeching harpy before their meeting was over. She’d thought the offer was very generous. But, back to Bryan. He was preoccupied with something that had nothing to do with work. However, instead of talking, he'd verbally slammed the door in her face. That wasn’t like him.

While they weren’t madly in love, their relationship was comfortable. Both professionally and privately. They’d dated for a couple of months. Not long enough to be serious, even if Bryan was pressing for more than she was ready to give this soon. 

For one thing, she’d made that mistake with Lew. Rushed in where angels feared to tread. Look where that got her in the end—divorced and living on the West Coast when she’d lived most of her life on the East. For another, she wasn’t into casual sex, and Bryan was much too casual with his bedhopping. 

Besides, they were too busy chasing partnerships in the firm to do more than scratch an itch. Generating new business and dealing effectively with existing clients was all that mattered. While part of her wanted things to be different, the wiser part was happy with the status quo. She’d recently realized any interest on her part was fueled more by hormones than any real desire for the man. Not that Bryan wasn’t physically appealing. He was. The rest of him was lacking.

Given his recent behavior, she was glad they’d never passed torrid kisses. Fortunately, they’d been interrupted by client calls before they got to the main event. As inopportune as the ring of that cell was, clients came first. They’d made that rule on their first date. Nothing had changed since. 

Laughing softly, Cassie decided that their mindset was seriously flawed from the start, and she’d always known it. Just as she’d known she’d regret sleeping with Bryan if she did. The experience would be another mental check in the Big Mistake column. She had had enough of those already. The way things were, they could walk away with no hard feelings when their relationship ended.

Pulling her hair into a ponytail, Cassie suspected that had just happened without her realizing it. She always heard from Bryan several times a day if she didn’t see him. While it was true they were crazy busy, that wasn’t anything new. 

What was different was that he’d gone completely dark. He’d never done that before, no matter how far behind the eight ball. Now that he had, it bothered her. Something wasn’t right. The situation felt more like being ghosted than getting lost in the shuffle. 

If that was true, it wasn’t necessary or practical. They worked across from each other at the same law firm. They attended meetings together. They even shared clients occasionally. Besides, neither of them would be hurt if they called it quits. Emotions didn’t run that deep. She was confident that ending their relationship wouldn’t impact their working relationship in any way. 

Rolling her eyes at her foolishness, Cassie took a shower before donning her favorite pajamas. Huffing at her reflection, she padded downstairs to the kitchen. She looked like a kid in her fluorescent green sleep tank and tree frog shorts with her wide-eyed, freshly scrubbed face. Nothing could be further from the truth. She was a seasoned professional in her early thirties with a decade of legal experience. Grabbing a mini bottle from her wine cooler, she poured a glass of pinot noir, confident the temp was just right. Cool, but not cold. 

Taking her glass, she grabbed a plate from the dishwasher. Pulling takeout from a bag, she artfully arranged a selection of Asian appetizers across the plate. Uncapping the small cups of dipping sauces, she added them to her stash. Grabbing wooden chopsticks from the bag, she eagerly anticipated every yummy bite.  

Carrying her dinner into the den, she set her plate on the coffee table before skimming her notes from her meeting with the disgruntled Mrs. Philmore. While she didn’t blame Candy for being angry that she was being replaced by a younger woman, she wasn’t sure that countering divorce papers with a criminal complaint was in her best interest. It felt akin to throwing gasoline on a raging wildfire. 

While a thirty-million-dollar settlement and a three-million-dollar house were surprisingly generous, it wasn’t generous enough for her client. Shaking her head, Cassie felt an unexpected shiver run down her spine. This case disturbed her more every day. She didn’t know why. Maybe it was the fact that Phillip Philmore was rich, powerful, and vengeful when crossed. He’d likely be highly dangerous when cornered as well.

Thankfully, that wasn’t her problem. It was Bryan’s. She was handling the divorce. He was handling the rest. However, she hadn’t reached the point in her case where they needed to consult. There were too many facts and figures to verify before she muddied the waters with criminal claims she wasn’t sure existed in the first place. Setting the file aside, Cassandra turned her attention to the file she needed to expedite. 

Again, it was another high-profile divorce case, but not nearly as contentious. She mainly needed to ensure all her i’s were dotted and her t’s crossed regarding the division of assets and the final settlement. She couldn’t afford to make a mistake with this one. Her client’s wife had been caught in multiple infidelities over the years, yet Dan was willing to make a generous settlement for their children’s sake. That said, he had significant assets before their marriage that remained separate during their marriage, which she must protect.

While she intended to honor his wishes about equally dividing marital assets and providing generously for his boys’ future, she intended to ensure the promiscuous viper couldn’t drag Dan back into court after she plowed through her settlement. As things stood, the prenup was ironclad when it came to infidelity on either side. Jillian wasn’t likely to win a challenge considering her documented extramarital activities. 

If she had anything to say about it, the woman would never stick her fangs in her husband’s bank accounts again. Nor would she touch the kids’ trust funds. It wouldn’t be worth the cost or effort to try.

Snagging a piece of California roll draped in fresh wasabi and pickled ginger, she dipped it in soy sauce before absently lifting the morsel to her lips. Savoring the flavor while she read a document, Cassie started at the unexpected peal of her doorbell ringing.

Setting her chopsticks aside, she discarded the file she was reading before rising to her feet. That better not be Silvia Beecham from across the way giving her caretakers the slip again. If it was, she was ringing her doorbell, searching for Misty. Sadly, the beloved feline departed to the great catnip farm in the sky ten years ago at the grand old age of twenty-one. 

Unfortunately, Silvie was in the early stages of dementia and tended to forget all but her most pleasant memories. While tragic, the ninety-year-old was still spry and entertaining, but the last thing anyone needed was her wandering about the complex unsupervised after dark. Opening her door fully expecting to see a pleasantly lined face and a ready smile, Cassandra was surprised to find a male acquaintance instead.

“What are you doing here?” She opened the door to let him in. “Has something happened I should know about?”

An undercover detective she’d worked with a few times over the years, Neil wasn’t a close friend. But he wasn’t a stranger either. He was more of a familiar presence that she trusted because her boss did. Or, she always had. Now, she wasn’t sure. He looked off, standing on her doorstep, wearing a faintly feral expression.

“You could say that.” Neil watched her close the door behind him. “I’ll explain in the car. Change into something casual and comfortable, like what you’d wear to Jack’s. Oh, and pack those,” He quirked a brow at her pajamas. “And two or three changes of clothes in a tote. Don’t use a suitcase or an overnighter. Nothing that would alert your neighbors that we’re doing anything other than going for a bite and a drink. Toss your dinner. We’ll get something later.”

“Why?” Cassandra turned to look at him. “You make it sound like we aren’t coming back.”

“We aren’t.” Neil made a sound of impatience. “I was afraid of this.”

“Afraid of what?” Cassie didn’t think she was going anywhere with this man.

“That you haven’t heard.” Neil scratched his head. “The short version is your boyfriend and Candace Philmore were murdered at his place.”

“No way.” That wasn’t possible. “I saw Candy earlier this afternoon.”

“Way.” Neil corrected her. “Their deaths were the lead story on the six o’clock news, which you missed.” He anticipated her nod. “I’m not surprised since you’re prepping for court.” He glanced at the files spread across her coffee table and couch. “However, I would have given you a heads up if your phone was turned on.”

“I turned it off since I’m not on call,” Cassie admitted. “I worked late when I’d hoped to leave early. I didn’t want any more interruptions.” That made sense. “As soon as I walked through the door, I took a shower, unpacked my Chinese, and hit the files.” She didn’t know why she was explaining all of this. “But you’re right, I have court in three days, so I haven’t come up for air since.”

“Got it.” Neil nodded. “Then let me bring you up to speed.”

“Before you bring me up to speed, let’s start by clarifying the boyfriend thing. I’m assuming you mean Bryan?” She closed her eyes at his answering nod. “Boyfriend is a little strong. We weren’t that serious. We went out once or twice a week and went to company functions together. End of story. We weren’t sleeping together. I haven’t even seen him outside of work this week.”

Or last week, now that she thought about it. She hadn’t realized that until now, and that said it all. Yes, she’d been busy, but not that busy. It was clear. She just wasn’t that into Bryan. Maybe that was why she was more shocked than brokenhearted by Neil’s announcement, if it was true.

“That won’t matter when the cops come knocking.” He spoke from experience. “How things look will. From what you’ve just said, I’m guessing Bryan made sure everyone thought you were more serious than you were.” Again, he expected the answering nod. “That’s what I thought. Unfortunately, while you thought you were just killing time, Bryan had ulterior motives. It should have been no harm, no foul, since you both knew you weren’t going anywhere, but it isn’t. Not with what happened this evening.” 

Cassie nodded, although she wasn’t sure why she was nodding. While casual wasn’t how she’d felt initially, she’d arrived at that conclusion fast. Something about Bryan wasn’t keeper material. Maybe it was his drive to move up the corporate ladder by any means other than the quality of his work. That alone hinted that they weren’t a forever match. She took her profession and her clients’ needs seriously.

Or it might have been her awareness that while Bryan would like to get in her pants, sex didn’t mean the same thing to him that it meant to her. While she wasn’t looking for a serious commitment at this stage, she did expect monogamy. She’d had enough infidelity with Lew to last a lifetime.

“That’s what I thought.” Neil nodded. “Unfortunately, Bryan was setting you up. Not for what just happened, but to be his cover if the truth came out.”

“Cover for what?” Cassandra shot him a questioning look. “He didn’t need a cover.” 

“Yeah, he did.” As much as he hated the idea, it was time Cassandra knew what happened right under her nose. “Bryan and Candy were seeing each other in ways the two of you weren’t.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” It was hard to accept that Bryan would step that far out of line when his career was so important to him. Their dating wasn’t against the rules. They worked in different disciplines, and their relationship was deliberately drama-free. There was too much to lose by bringing personal issues into the office. However, dating a client while at work on their case was a fireable offense. “Not what I’m thinking.”

“Exactly what you think.” Neil cut to the chase. “They were murdered going at it in Bryan’s bed. I suspect the murder weapon is yours.” He ignored her startled gasp. “I don’t think the killer expected things to work out so perfectly. Bryan died instantly when a bullet penetrated the back of his skull. Candy was shot between the eyes while trying to wriggle free of his dead body. The remaining shots weren’t necessary. They were already dead. However, the overkill will get the cops that warrant I mentioned.”

“You’re wrong.” Cassandra removed a biometric box from a wall safe, unconvincingly hidden behind an oversized floral painting that came with the townhouse. “My pistol is right where it’s always been.” Placing her finger on the screen, she opened the lid and cast devastated eyes his way. “I was assured this couldn’t happen.”
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“It can, and it did.” Neil motioned to the box. “There’s a way around everything when you have the money to hire professionals.”

Cassie nodded, knowing someone could have easily entered her townhouse under the guise of a repairman. While upscale and gated, anyone capable of bypassing her security system, her safe, and her biometric box was equally capable of getting past security. 

The most likely culprit was someone masquerading as a cable company or A/C repairman. No one would think twice about seeing such a person. Random repairs were common. If the culprit was diligent enough to discover which repair companies the complex used, breaching her home without interference was a done deal.

“Now that you know I’m not lying, pack what you need, and let’s get out of here. The quicker the better. I meant what I said when I told you the uniforms were coming.”

Ignoring the instinctive desire to cooperate with the authorities, Cassandra nodded and headed upstairs to change. As crazy as the situation was, in the final analysis, she trusted Neil. She’d worked with him too many times over the years to doubt him now. Besides, she knew the man as well as anyone could know a deep-cover cop. While not that reassuring on the surface, she was reassured knowing he’d always come through when she needed him. 

Besides, based on what he’d said, she knew the facts didn’t look good for her. She was at the shooting range once a week. Added to that, she had a concealed weapons permit, and she owned two guns. The .38 Special CCW that was still in her purse and the missing .357 Magnum. Given what she’d just learned, none of that would matter. Nor would the officers care she’d taken gun safety classes, or that she carried due to credible death threats received working as a prosecutor early in her career.

While commendable on the surface, Neil was right. Everything she’d done to become a responsible gun owner would damn her if she were taken into custody before her innocence was proven. Bringing down a rising partner in a prestigious law firm would be a huge feather in the cap of an ambitious D.A. looking to launch into politics. 

Whether she was guilty or not, her case would be open and shut. Exactly what the person framing her counted on. Under the present circumstances, no one would try too hard to exonerate her. As much as she hated to admit it, she’d seen it happen more than once.

Grabbing a black silk tank and a ginger silk blouse, Cassandra slipped into both before sliding into black ankle slacks and tasteful black pumps. She was elegantly business casual, like a true professional should be. One who didn’t own a pair of jeans or a stretchy T-shirt.

Quickly folding her discarded pajamas, she crammed them into her leather work tote along with a pair of black pants, two tops, black flats, sneakers, and clean underwear. Walking into her bathroom, she applied a touch of makeup before she stuffed her hairbrush and toiletries into the empty gun box. While she couldn’t carry much, she wasn’t leaving home without the essentials. She was clueless about when she’d get more. Taking one last look around her bedroom, she turned the lights off and walked downstairs.

“I hope this is okay.” She held out her bag before giving a tremulous smile at Neil’s satisfied nod. “Then I’m ready when you are.”

Following him outside, Cassie wallowed in foreboding as she locked the door and dumped her garbage in the outside dumpster. Somehow, this felt like the last time she would see her cozy townhouse. The fact that Neil wore driving gloves and had purposely not touched anything inside her home smacked of finality. That thought terrified her.

“I hope you’re hungry,” Neil opened her car door. “It’s late enough that there shouldn’t be a wait for our usual table.”

Blinking owlishly, Cassandra suddenly realized her nosiest neighbor was watching their every move from her open door. Not only watching but absorbing every word they spoke. That wasn’t good under the circumstances. If Roni wasn’t bad enough, she found the blonde repairman standing by the HVAC van observing their exit with too much interest disconcerting as well. 

Wondering why, she realized his presence wasn’t right for a couple of reasons. The first was that he wasn’t their regular repairman. While Brent could be on vacation, he wasn’t. She’d learned a week ago that he was going to Hawaii in a month for his honeymoon. 

The second reason was that HVAC maintenance on the whole complex was completed a week ago, when she’d last talked to Brent. Then again, she could be letting her imagination run away with her. There were a hundred legitimate reasons for that man being in the complex that had nothing to do with her. 

“I hope you’re right.” She allowed him to fasten her seat belt and fuss over her like a lover. “I worked through lunch, so I’m starving.”

That was true. 

“Me, too.” Neil brushed his lips against hers in a way that said not necessarily for food before standing up and looking their interloper straight in the eyes. Waving at Veronica Sims, he closed the passenger door and walked around the car. 

Sliding into the driver’s seat, he glanced adoringly at Cassandra before closing the door and turning the key. Exiting his parking space, he resumed their conversation. “Keep playing along. That woman will remember every detail of our actions, right down to the license plate. We’re fortunate I have a few shady friends who don’t question my more interesting requests.”

“Like what?” She closed her eyes, feeling overwhelmed by the whole situation. “This car?”

“You could say that.” Cassandra already knew the dark tan coupe wasn’t his. 

While a motorcycle was his vehicle of choice, she’d ridden in his nondescript SUV a few weeks back when she’d been unexpectedly stranded at Jack’s. She’d ridden to a retirement bash for one of the partners with her paralegal when Shelly ran into an old friend she hadn’t seen in years. She’d had the option of hanging out much later than she wanted or ruining the happy reunion. Neil came to her rescue and dropped her off by the office to get her car. 

“Both this car and the ones we’ll use between here and where we’re going.”  

All of which were nothing memorable in any way.

“It sounds like you have our escape mapped out.” Cassandra wasn’t sure how she felt about that. “Both where and how we’re getting there.”

“Pretty much.” Neil pulled onto the interstate. “Look, you need to trust me.” He knew his request was asking a lot under the circumstances. “Going nuts trying to figure out how I pulled this together so fast isn’t helping either of us.”

Her look conveyed that it was easier said than done. 

“I’m not the bad guy here. All you need to remember is that I’m an undercover detective with more Plan B’s than you can shake a stick at. I want a fighting chance when a case goes south. I think this qualifies, and I’m using some of those fallbacks that I put in place a long time ago. That’s all there is to the little things making you doubt me. You have my word.” 

His reassurance felt like he was reading her mind.

“While I love my job, I don’t intend to die doing it. Nor do I intend to let you die or go to prison. When we get somewhere safe, I’ll answer some of your questions.” Others would remain on a need-to-know basis for a while longer. “Right now, I’m focused on getting to our first stop without getting caught. Fair enough?”

“Fair enough.” Cassandra agreed, not sure how she felt. “If I forget to tell you, thank you.”

“Don’t thank me until we’re safe.” Neil’s tone was grim. “And pray we don’t get caught. If that happens, things won’t go well for either of us. I doubt we’ll live to get our day in court.”

He doubted they’d make it to jail. It wouldn’t be the first time a rain of bullets ended a messy situation. This time, nothing would be farther from the truth. Neither he nor Cassie had a death wish. They had, however, crossed a very powerful man with powerful friends in very high places. He was pragmatic enough to know that doing that could easily diminish their life spans.

“On that note, I think I’ll just sit here quietly.” Cassandra rested her hands on her lap. “The






[image: ]






















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
- Razor S ﬁge

TORI LENNO?





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





