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Chapter 1




Palm Beach, Florida

Thursday, 11:28 p.m.

Samantha Jellicoe crouched between a full suit of sixteenth-century Prussian armor and a life-size terra cotta warrior from the tomb of Qin Shi Huang. Footsteps entered the dark hallway a few yards beyond her and she stilled, keeping her breathing slow and deep.

I know youre here, the deep voice said in a slightly faded British accent. You may as well give up now.

No friggin way. If he had any idea where she was, he would have found her already. Richard Addison might be a high-powered billionaire, a great white shark in the world of business, but where creeping around in the dark was concerned, he was a rank amateur.

She, on the other hand, had gone professional well before her tenth birthday. Resisting the instinct to back deeper into the shadows as he approached, she took a breath and held it. Adrenaline pumped into her system, making her want to move, make a run for it. That, though, wasnt part of the plan.

Youll never make it, Addisons voice taunted. All I have to do is stand in front of the door, and you lose.

He paused, his bare feet shifting in a slow circle about a dozen feet from where she crouched behind good old Colonel Klinks shield. If hed had a flashlight with him she would have been done for, but she knew him, knew that his pride would consider a flashlight to be cheating. Shed counted on that, and had made her plans with his large ego in mind.

Okay, have it your way, he continued. I just thought it might be less humiliating for you to give up than for me to find you.

That was probably true, but obviously his chances of finding her werent all that he claimed they were. As soon as his footsteps resumed down a side hallway she moved, springing down one flight of stairs and dashing into the first door on the left. Technically she could already have been out of the house with a million plus in merchandise, but the Matisse and the fourteenth-century Turkish tapestry werent on her list. Neither were any other of the hundred-odd other pieces of art and antiques inside the three-acre expanse of Solano Dorado.

Still working in the dark, Samantha walked to the far corner of the library and unlatched the window there. Normally the alarm would have gone off, but she knew for a fact that the whole system was down. She smiled as she slipped out the window and onto the two-inch-wide ledge running along the wall. Now this was fun.

Reaching back, she pushed the window closed again. She couldnt latch it, but unless he came in very close he would never know anyone had unlocked it. Since she also knew that the power was out for at least the next twenty minutes, she had the early October darkness working in her favor, too.

Edging sideways another six or seven feet with her back to the wall, she stopped as she came opposite one of the ubiquitous palm trees surrounding the mansion and the entire walled-in estate. This one stood about five feet in front of her, and climbed about sixty feet into the air. Okay, Sam, she muttered, drew a breath, and pushed out from the ledge.

For a second she hung in the air before she smacked into the palms trunk and wrapped her arms and legs around it. That would have hurt if she hadnt worn jeans and a long-sleeved shirt. Black, of course; not only was the dark color slimming, but it was the clothing of choice for disappearing into shadows. Sucking in another breath, she shimmied up the rough trunk until she was about four feet above the houses roof.

The roof here at the back of the house was flat and had a very nice skylight set into the ceiling of the room she needed to get into. Glancing over her shoulder to make sure she was lined up, she pushed off backward, twisting in midair to land on her hands and knees on the rooftop. Keeping her forward momentum going, she somersaulted and came up onto her feet.

Normally speed wasnt as important as stealth, but tonight she needed to get into Richard Addisons office before he tracked her down. And for an amateur, he had a pretty good nose for larceny. Of course she was a damned bloodhound, if she said so herself.

With another smile she crouched in front of the skylight and leaned over to peer into the dark office space below. Just because hed announced that he would wait for her to show up outside the door didnt mean that hed done so. The padlock hed put on the skylight stopped her for about twelve seconds, most of that taken up by the time it took her to dig the paper clip out of her pocket.

Setting the lock aside, she unlatched the skylight and carefully shoved it open, gripping the edge to lean in head first. The large room with its conference table, desk, and sitting area at one end looked empty, and her Spider-Man senses werent wigging out.

Pushing off with her feet, she flipped head over hands and landed in the middle of the room, bending her knees to cushion her landing and cut down on any sound. A small black box topped by a red bow sat on the desk, but after a glance and a quick wrestling match with her curiosity, she walked past it to the refrigerator set into the credenza and pulled out a Diet Coke. Deliberately she walked to the office door, leaned against the frame, and popped the soda tab.

A second later she heard the distinctive sound of a key sliding into a lock, and the door handle flipped down. Surprise, she said, taking a swallow of soda.

The tall, black-haired Englishman stopped just inside the doorway and glared at her. Blue eyes darkened to black in the dimness, but she didnt need light to read his expression. Annoyed. Rick Addison didnt like to be bested.

You used the skylight, didnt you? he said, making the sentence a statement rather than a question.

Yep.


I padlocked it an hour ago.

Hello, she returned, handing him the Diet Coke, thief. Remember?

Retired thief. He took a drink and gave it back to her before he continued past her to the desk. You didnt peek?

Nope. The thought never crossed my mind. Well, it had, but she hadnt given in, so that counted. I wouldnt ruin your surprise.

When he faced her again, his mouth relaxed into a slight smile. I was certain youd attempt to get around me in the gallery hall.

I went out through the library window. If Ida been a bomb, you would have been blowed up, slick.

Grabbing her by the front of the shirt, he yanked her up against him, bent his face down, and kissed her. Adrenaline flowed into arousal, and she kissed him back, pulling off her black leather gloves to tangle her bare fingers into his dark hair. A successful B and E was a lot like sex, and when she could actually combine the two, hoo baby.

You smell like palm tree, he muttered, sweeping her legs out from under her and lowering her onto the gray carpeted floor.

How do you think I got in here?

Ricks hands paused on their trek up under her shirt. You climbed up the palm tree?

Its the fastest way to go. She pulled his face down over hers again, yanking open the fly of his jeans with her free hand. She loved his body, the feel of his skin against hers. It amazed her that a guy who spent his days sitting at conference tables and computers and arguing over pieces of paper could have the body of a professional soccer player, but he did. And he knew how to use it, too.


He backed off a little again. This was supposed to be fun, Samantha. Not you climbing up a tree and jumping onto a roof thirty feet in the air.

That is fun, Brit. Quit stalling. I want my present. She shoved her hand down the front of his pants. Mm, feels like you want to give it to me, too.

With a moan he settled onto his knees, balancing as he pulled her shirt off over her head. Her bra followed, landing somewhere beside the conference table. Rick slipped out of his own shirt before he lowered his head again, flicking his tongue across her nipples while his busy hands opened her black jeans and yanked them down to her knees. Black thongs, he breathed, sliding a hand between the panties and her skin.

Surprise again, she returned, shoving his pants and boxers down past his thighs and kicking her own jeans off the rest of the way. The man had a serious thing for her underwear, thankfully only when she was in it. Shed never enjoyed shopping at Victorias Secret as much as she had since theyd met.

He kissed the base of her jaw, chuckling at her sigh. You are so easy, he murmured, slipping his fingers under the band of her thongs and stripping them off her.

What would Entertainment Tonight say if they knew you were doing it on your office floor when you have twenty bedrooms?

Slowly he pushed forward, entering her. They would say, That lucky Addison bloke, he breathed, having sex with the beautiful, gorgeous, funny, brilliant, multitalented Samantha Jellicoe.

It cant be flattery, she moaned, laughing breathlessly, because youve already got my underwear off.


Talk later, he returned, nibbling on her ear as he thrust. Sex now.

Like she was going to argue with that. Samantha lifted her hips in time with his humping, wrapping her ankles into his thighs. She loved when he was like this, too eager, too aroused to even think straight. And nothing got him hotter than a little B and E on her partwhich made the whole encouraging and supporting her retirement from the game just a little problematic.

As her brain shut down she dug her fingers into his shoulders, arching her back and squealing as she came. You feel so good when you come for me, Rick grunted, lowering his head against her neck and increasing his pace. A second later he shuddered, growling.

So do you, Brit, she managed, every bone and muscle going loose and disconnected as he relaxed on top of her. Rick sexthere was nothing like it in the world.

He rolled them so that he lay underneath and she could sprawl across his chest to listen to the hard, fast beating of his heart. For somebody like her whod spent most of her life looking over her shoulder, ready to fade into the shadows with a few seconds notice, the safety and satisfaction Rick brought her was justindescribable.

Overhead the lights blinked on, blinding after the gloom. The fax machine on the credenza beeped and whirred to life, and the computer on the desk played the first four notes of Rule Britannia to announce that it lived.

Ah, my natural habitat, Rick murmured, twining strands of her hair loosely around his fingers. The soothing sounds of technology.

With all of the antiques and your Sir Galahad rep, I still picture you more as the Henry the Eighth type. You know, before he got fat and crazy and married all those girls.

Im not certain I like the comparison even with the exceptions, he returned, his British drawl amused, but Ill live with it. So, my heart, do you know what today is?

Of course she knew. Aside from her having a nearly photographic memory, hed been hinting at it for the past two weeks. I like to hear you tell it, she said, raising up to kiss his chin. But first I think I should point out that with the lights on and the blinds open, your security patrol outside is probably

Shit, he muttered, grabbing his jeans. I thought you gave them the night off. I didnt know we were starring in Nudity at Night.

Samantha eyed him as she pulled his T-shirt over her naked body. Sure. I disable the entire estate security system, so at the same time I send away the only guys between the big bad world and you.

And me? he repeated, standing and reaching down a hand to pull her to her feet. Ill worry about me. I thought you put all these security upgrades in to protect my Matisse and the Remingtons and the

She stopped the recitation with a kiss. I know what you own, Rick, she said against his mouth. And I think Ive mentioned before that those things are not why Im here.

But they are, he returned, lifting the small black box off his desk and taking her hand. Because as I started to say before you pointed out that we were engaged in some naked performance art, today is our one-year anniversary.

Samantha grinned. Technically its in about two hours.

Still holding her hand, he led the way out of the office and up the stairs to the master bedroom suite they shared. He liked to touch her, and considering the occasion they were celebrating this evening, the contact was just as important to her. If things had gone just a little differently that night

You saved my life, he said on the tail end of her thoughts.

I was trying to rob you.

But you didnt have to tackle me right when the bomb went off, Rick countered, drawing her down onto the couch beside him in the large sitting area of the suite.

And at the time shed wondered whether saving the life of a very wealthy, very influential witness hadnt been the stupidest thing shed ever done. Even if that had turned out to be the case, though, and contrary to her father Martin Jellicoes lifelong lesson that nothing was as important as looking out for number one, she didnt think she would have regretted it. Yes, I did, she said. Now give me my present. My other present.

Snorting, he handed her the box. Pretending that she wasnt just a little bit nervous about what might be inside, Samantha pulled the end of the ribbon to untie the bow. Its not cursed or anything, is it?

Ive learned my lesson about that. Leaning over, he kissed the base of her jaw. This is voodoo priestess and witch doctor certified safe.

Smart ass. With a quick breath she pulled off the lid. And froze.

A couple of months ago hed given her a gorgeous diamond necklace and a matching pair of earrings, and with his budget and eye for beauty shed expected something equallyjaw-dropping. The best and worst case scenarios had both centered around the gift being a ring. This, though


Well? he prompted, his Caribbean-blue gaze on her face.

Its a piece of paper, she said, her breath rattling free in her lungs again. It wasnt anything sparkly, thank God.

So read it.

Setting the box aside, she slowly scanned the embossed lettering on the check-size document. You do have a flair for the unexpected, she said a moment later, her voice shaking a little. Inside she shook a lot harder. Okay. Christ. It was a ringpracticallyjust not the round kind with a diamond.

Its the best nursery in eastern Florida, he said proudly. I did some research. And theyll work with you in person, on line, by phone, however you like. They can find any plant in the world, whatever you want.

She blinked. Get with it, Sam. But this gift certificates for a hundred thousand dollars, she said. Thats a lot of plants.

You mentioned maybe wanting to do some hardscaping, too. They also contract for that. Change the pool, put in a volcano, whatever

Whatever I want, she finished.

Whatever you want. He took the fingers of her free hand and kissed them, feather-light. I told you that the pool area was yours. It needs to be redone, and you said youve never had your own garden. I know youve been doing some sketches, and I just want you to know that I meant it.

She met his gaze. So this is your subtle way of telling me to quit stalling and get to work. I have not been stalling, though. You asked me to design that whole gallery for your Devonshire estate, and it does open in two and a half months. Weve spent the last three months in England. I oversaw that gemstone exhibit for four weeks. And I have a new business, and

I know. Its a gift, Samanthanot a complaint. If you want something else, Ill

Its amazing, she interrupted, swallowing down her own nerves. Taken for itself, it was a really nice gift. He knew she liked gardens, and hed just paid for her to create the garden of her dreams. Just because a garden had roots, and roots were a whole metaphorical thing for someone who until the past year had lived most of her life on the moveeither he didnt know that, or he did. She was pretty sure, though, that he did. He wanted her putting down roots, and right there with him. But it was still a nice gift. Youre amazing. Slowly she kissed him. Thank you.

You are entirely welcome. And now, I have Godzilla, Mothra and King Ghidorah: Giant Monsters All-Out Attackwhich I have on good authority is the best of the second wave of Godzilla moviesall cued up on the DVD player, or we can go to bed and have more sex.

Samantha laughed. That was her Rick. He might scare the hell out of her, but he did know what she liked. Dont you want your present?

He nibbled on her ear, sliding one hand up under her borrowed shirt to cup her breast. You gave me your present.

Yowsa. That was not a present. That wasus.

One eyebrow lifting, he straightened. Very well, then.

Pushing her shirt back down, she stood up and went to her dressing closet. Reaching up behind the door, she freed the manila envelope shed taped there. He probably wouldnt have snooped, and so she probably hadnt needed to hide it, but some instincts died harder than others. She lived inused to live ina world where people took things from one another, and so she took extra steps to make sure that her things stayed safe. And apparently now her things included Rick and her one-year-of-knowing-you present for him.

Here, she said, handing him the envelope as she sat down beside him again.

Half his attention still clearly on her, he opened the metal tabs and tilted the contents onto his lap. Off-Road Extreme, he read, picking up the top brochure. Whats this?

Its three days in the Rockies taking four-wheel-drive vehicles through mud and water and over dirt and rocks and probably small furry animals, and then going fishing in the afternoons, she returned, leaning against his arm. Man stuff.

With man cars?

You betcha. She pulled out the ticket information. You can redeem it anytime over the next year.

This is for two, he said, eyeing her. Youre going fishing and mud flinging with me?

Samantha wrinkled her nose. Maybe she sympathized with the fish too much to ever enjoy that. The whole being tempted and deciding whether to take the bait or not. Only if my life depended on it, she said aloud. I thought you and Donner could go bond or something. But dont you dare tell him that I voluntarily included him.

All she needed was for Ricks closest friend, that Yale graduate lawyer, to find out that shed bought something for him. Shed never live it down. The Boy Scout was impossible to be around as it was.

Your secret is safe with me. Ill tell Tom I insisted that someone go with me, and throwing his name out was your last recourse to escape the trip.

I like it. She kissed him again.

He smiled. Happy anniversary, Samantha Jellicoe. So, Godzilla, or sex?

Samantha laughed. How about both?

I like that. I get to be Godzilla.

I guess that makes me Tokyo.







    

Chapter 2




Friday, 10:10 a.m.

Yes, she suggested your name, so she wouldnt have to go. Richard Addison flipped the off-roading brochure across the wide desk of Tom Donner, senior partner in the law firm of Donner, Rhodes and Chritchenson. If Samantha was finally beginning to soften toward Tom, he had no intention of ruining that phenomenon by letting the attorney know it.

Huh. Well, since youre going, I guess she wouldnt set up a death hunt thing on me, Tom commented in his deep Texas drawl. Probably not, anyway.

Come on, admit it. It looks fun.


For something cooked up by Jellicoe, it does look pretty good. Donner read through the brochure before he handed it back. I still cant believe that you twoand you, especiallyare celebrating the night you met. One of your security guards died when that bomb went off. And she was there to rob you, remember?

Richard clamped down on his abrupt annoyance. I think weve reviewed your opinion of what happened. This is about a gift she gave me.

Tom held up his hands. Fine. You know more about her than I do.

Thats right. I do.

Speaking of presents, the attorney continued, clearly doing his best to ignore the hostility Richard wasnt even trying to disguise, how did she like yours?

That was a damned good question. It went over quite well, thank you.

Clearing his throat, Tom sat back. Maybe we should just worry about filing these incorporation documents, and leave the personal stuff out.

Whats that supposed to mean?

You said quite well, he answered in a very poor imitation of a British accent. Thats how people talk about trips to the doctor, Rick. But Im not butting in. I know you dont like that. So look over the dates I set for estimated tax payments and your first profit audit. If theyre okay, we can get this filed today.

Richard shook himself. Samantha had said she liked his gift, and he had no reason to doubt that. No, she hadnt been precisely gobsmacked, but then she was unpredictable. That was one of the things he loved most about his former cat burglar. If that hadnt been the case, he would have given her jewelry, and she would have oohed and aahed, and he would have gotten a tie clip or something. His nagging worry wasnt that he was pushing her, because he knew that he was, but that he was pushing a little too hard again.

Or we can sit here and contemplate our navels, Tom continued. Youre the boss.

Oh, shut up, Richard grumbled, leaning over the incorporation documents again. After a moment, though, he closed the folder.

Its just a present, Rick. The attorney dug into his desk for a roll of Life Savers and popped one into his mouth. A really expensive one, but I dont think either one of you care much about that.

I want to buy her a ring, Tom.

Silence.

Taking a breath, Richard pushed to his feet and paced to the window. Samanthas office, Jellicoe Security, was just across the street. As far as he knew, she was over there complaining to her business partner, surrogate father, and former fence, Walter Stoney Barstone, that stupid old Rick had given her a gift certificate for plants in honor of the anniversary of their first meeting.

A ring, Tom finally repeated, his voice cracking. The ring?

An engagement ring, Richard clarified. I want to ask Samantha to marry me.

Rick, thatsI dont even know what to say.

How about, Yee haw, shes a hell of a gal, and yall are great together? Richard suggested in his best imitation of a Texas accent.

Christ, I hope I dont actually sound like that. And can you marry her? I mean, even if she says yes, does she have a birth certificate? A country of origin? You cant have her dad give her away, even if hes not dead like hes supposed to be, because the last time the two of them got together they tried to rob the Metropolitan Museum of Art.

You make her sound like a space alien. Im certain she has a birth certificate somewhere. And while I dont think I need to remind you, she also thought her father was dead until six months ago, and she worked with both the NYPD and the FBI on the Met job.

Okay, then ask her. Pop the question.

He wanted toand that was what made everything so difficult. When he wanted something, he got it. Either he bought it, or he maneuvered the opposition until it was given to him. That was how he ran his life. Samantha, though, didnt follow anyone elses rules or protocols.

The diamond necklace hed given her in June when theyd stayed at his country estate in England hadnt spooked her. In fact, she treasured it. But a necklace didnt have the same significance as a ring. And he still wasnt certain about her reaction to being offered a garden.

Hed granted her the pool garden nearly nine months ago, and she still hadnt bought a single plant for it. Yes, theyd been busy with other things, but unless he was seriously mistaken, she was stalling about the garden. And if she couldnt handle a garden, she definitely wouldnt be able to handle an engagement ring.

Im not asking your permission, he finally said. Im just telling you.

And in response, Im just saying holy crap.

Thank you for clarifying. Do you think Katie would be willing to take Samantha to lunch? he asked, putting his back to the window in order to see the largest of the framed photos Tom kept on his desk. The whole towheaded Donner familyTom; his wife, Katie; and their three children.


Probably, Tom returned. But Katies not going to turn around and tell you everything they talk about.

That would have been handy, though. Im aware of that. But Samantha doesnt seem to have any female friends, and I dont want her getting all of her advice from Walter Barstone. In fact, the only positive thing he had to say about Barstone was that he was a better father to her than Martin Jellicoe had ever been. If he hadnt been a high-level fence and Samanthas spiritual and practical advisor, Richard probably would have been more inclined to like him.

No, you dont want that, Tom agreed.

The only other female shes had conversation with is Patricia, and there is no way in hell that I want Samantha getting chummy with my ex-wife.

Are you kidding me? Those two hate each other.

Personally, Richard thought it was more complicated than that, but he wasnt going to discuss the dynamics of Samantha and Patricias apparent horrified fascination with one another. And I have no problem with their animosity, he said when he realized Donner was still looking at him.

Ill mention lunch to Katie, then, but Im not going to tell her why. You can do that.

Thank you.

Yeah, dont thank me yet. She may find out that Jellicoe really has just been using you since day one. You said

Thats enough.

No, Im getting this one out. You said she was fine, I think it was, with the nursery gift certificate. Not bowled over. That makes sense. What does a cat burglar really want with a garden?

Richard leaned his spine against the window frame. As a rule he didnt explode when he got angry; he got even. Only Samantha could push him past where he wanted to be. I am going to say this one last time, he murmured, knowing he sounded cold and not caring. I love Samantha Jellicoe. I trust her. In her way, shes the most honest person Ive ever met. If you two dont like one another, thats fine. Im not throwing her over for you and Im not throwing you over for her. The end.

From Toms expression he wanted to keep arguing. Richard waited. After fifteen or so years spent maneuvering through tough and frequently hostile negotiations and usually coming out on top, hed become something of an expert at reading people. And Tom Donner was about to concede. A nicer, less competitive man would probably have spared his friend the humiliation by changing the subject, but Rick wanted to hear it.

Okay, his friend finally said heavily. If you want her to stay around, then ask her to. I dont think Ill be the problem.

Bastard, Richard growled. He looked from the window to the paperwork on the attorneys desk. Lets go, he said, heading for the door.

Go where? Tom stood.

Golfing. He pulled open the door and stepped into the corridor.

I cant go golfing. I have two meetings this afternoon.

Cancel them. Your business is about my business, and I give you permission. In fact, I insist.

We dont have a tee time reservation.

Richard pulled out his cell phone and dialed. Robert Mayhill, please, he said when a pleasant female voice answered. Robert? Rick Addison. Is there any way you can get my friend and me on the course in about forty minutes?


Of course, Mr. Addison. Ill see to it.

Thank you. Snapping the phone closed, Richard pocketed it again. Well?

Mayhill. Mar-a-Lago?

Where else?

Tom sighed. Ill have Shelly reschedule the meetings.

Good.



No, Samantha said with a sigh, setting aside the phone message. Ill give them a call and recommend another company. Maybe DeSilva.

Her office secretary gazed at her wisely. Youve robbed Dr. and Mrs. Harkley.

She scowled. You know, Aubrey, a gentleman wouldnt accuse a lady of such things.

Aubrey Pendleton stood and went to the conference room refrigerator to fetch her a Diet Coke. Tall and stately, his blond hair just going to gray, he looked exactly like what he wasa Southern gentleman, almost antebellum. You are right, Miss Samantha, he drawled in his practically patented accent. And I do apologize. Allow me to make that phone call. Ive escorted Lydia Harkley to several social gatherings over the years, and I golf with Randall. Were good friends.

Apparently not good enough that he would inform them whod in all likelihood stolen their Mayan crystal skull six years ago. But since previous to Samanthas acquaintance with him Aubrey had worked as a walker, a professional escort for the ladies of Palm Beach, he might view his friends the same way she tended toa means to an end. Thanks. I appreciate it.

The receptionist sat down again to lean his chin on both fists. So tell me how Rick liked your present.


She grinned. It was fab. He practically started drooling.

Now didnt I tell you that men can be broken down into three components? Food, c

Cars, and sex. Yes, you did. I would like to point out, though, that you suggested drag racing. I picked the off-roading.

Yes, you did. I suppose I just have an affection for drag.

Samantha swatted him on the arm. You are so bad.

And dont you forget it.

In truth, while she remained fairly certain that Aubrey was gay, Rick said it was an act. Apparently a man who rebuilt the engine of his own 62 El Dorado had to be straight. She liked him either wayshe had from the moment theyd met. And that was why when hed just started showing up at the office, taking messages and helping her decorate and organize, shed gone along with it. Stoney cut the paychecks, so she didnt even have any idea if and what they were paying Aubrey, but everybody seemed happy with the arrangement.

Any other potential clients I can reject? she asked, gazing at the folder in front of him.

The art gallery in the Town Center at Boca Raton called. From what I could tell, all they seem to want is some sort of keyless entry system on the cheap.

She nodded. Going from cat burglar to security consulting and installation had seemed a good fit nine months ago when shed started Jellicoe Security, but she hadnt realized she would have to factor in such a huge boredom quotient. Ill stop by there this afternoon. Did they say whether they wanted keypad or thumbprint?

I dont think they have any idea at all.

Okay. She sipped her soda, while Aubrey sat across from her, his gray eyes still watching her. What? she finally prompted.

You had one other phone call.

The thing about Southern gentlemen was that they tended to use the same warm tone whether they were discussing a bazillion-dollar lottery win or the death of dear old Aunt Mabel Sue. The only clue she had was the damned twinkle in his eyes, but that could just as easily have been from Viagra or something. Are we going to play twenty questions, or are you going to tell me who called?

Dr. Joseph Viscanti.

A thrill of adrenaline rushed down her spine. Samantha stood up. And you saved that for last? You son of a

He said he would be out of his office until after one oclock, Miss Samantha. Otherwise I would never have delayed telling you about his call.

Checking the clock on the microwave, she blew out her breath. Twenty more minutes. Normally she didnt jump even for the director of the Metropolitan Museum of Art, but Joseph Viscanti had made her a unique business proposition six months ago. One that so far hadnt panned out, but if hed calledDid he give you a hint what it might be about? she asked.

He did not. And believe me, I tried to get one.

Ill give him a call, then. She shook out her shoulders. Is that it?

Twoor maybe threejob requests in a week, three months before the winter season even starts, isnt bad at all, Miss Samantha.

I know, I know. I guess I was just hoping for something more

Exciting?


Interesting.

Were you two talking about me? came from the conference room doorway, and she grinned.

Stoney. Its nearly quitting time, man. Whyd you even bother coming in?

Oh, dont you start that shit with me, honey, he rumbled, taking a bottled water out of the fridge and sitting beside her. I have spent way more time in this damn office than you have.

Considering that shed made him retire from his very lucrative career as a high-level fence, Stoney had definitely gone above and beyond the call of duty in helping her run a security business neither of them particularly liked. She patted his dark-skinned hand. I apologize. Youre the best.

Thank you. Thats all I wanted to hear. Now whats interesting?

Aubrey just gave me a message from Joseph Viscanti. Im supposed to give him a call back this afternoon.

The big man frowned. Im going to tell you one more time, baby, working for museums to recover their stolen stuff is not the way to live a long life.

Like stealing stuff is.

At least you were well paid for your services then.

You cant spend money if youre dead.

He jabbed a beefy finger into her shoulder. That is my point.

Yeah, well, its my point, too.

Theyd already debated whether it was less dangerous to take things in the first place or to try to get them back for the proper owners. She knew what worried Stoney, and the same thing bothered her; undoing a thiefs work crossed a line she wouldnt be able to uncross. She became a white hat, and thanks to her high-profile life with Rick Addison, all the black hats knew where she lived.

On the other hand, she could get her adrenaline fix without too much worry over being forced to go into hiding or getting thrown into the slam. Of course, stealing from people who bought stolen goods had its own risks. But risk excited her.

As she refocused on Stoney, he was shaking his head at her. I dont know about you, Sam, he muttered.

The reception phone rang, and Aubrey excused himself to answer it. Samantha edged closer to her former fence and current business partner. What dont you know about me?

I still get calls from brokers. If you want to do some B and E, you could fly to Paris for the weekend, nab a Monet, and make a quarter million. You think the Met is going to pay you anything like that?

Its not about the money. Its about the rush. And about doing the right thing, of course.

Of course. He shook his head. You were crazy before, and this is not an improvement.

She took a drink of soda. Sure it is.

Why? The only difference is that the cops might not get called.

You know, theres nothing that says I have to break in somewhere and steal things back. Maybe I do some research and then I call the cops.

Stoney snorted. Who do you think youre talking to? You would never call the cops if you could pull and B and E instead.

Maybe, and maybe not. But at least with me working on the side of the good guys I get to have a really cool boyfriend.

Great. Is that what it comes down to? You being as crazy as you can be and still get away with sleeping in the big house on the hill?

I am not having this conversation again. Im a millionaire all on my own, Stoney. I could afford my own house on the hill, and yeah, I could keep up my old careerexcept that sooner or later my luck would have run out, and I would have ended up in jail or dead. I had a hell of a run, but I have no intention of ending up like Martin.

Her dad had kept working too long, taken one job too many, and had ended up in prison. And until six months ago shed thoughttheyd all thoughtthat hed died there. However smug he pretended to be now, the younger version of Martin Jellicoe would never brag about making a deal with Interpol, even one he seemed to think he could manipulate.

Im just worried, honey, that now youre working with even less of a safety net. Because as long as youre with the English muffin, you cant slip away if something goes south. Youre living in houses that have names, and everybody knows your address.

The muffin is very nice, though.

I know you think so.

Samantha leaned around to kiss him on the tip of his nose. And I know you worry about what Im doing. But Im still going to call Viscanti back.

Stoney sat back, blowing out his breath. Yeah, I figured that. Tightening the cap on his bottle of water, he stood. Are you still sending Daltrey and Jaime out to pull the wiring for the Mallorey job?


She nodded. Gwyneth is throwing a charity thing next weekend, so we need to get it done before then. A charity thing that she and Rick were attending, so she needed to have the security system rewired or shed never hear the end of it.

Youre insane, Sam, Stoney grumbled, pushing to his feet. Really, really insane.

Probably. Maybe Rick thought so, too, and that was why hed given her a gift certificate for plants for their anniversary thingy. Thanks, she said aloud, following Stoney along the short corridor to her office. Ill call Gwyneth.

And sign those petty cash vouchers on your desk, he threw over his shoulder as he continued on to his own office. I dont want to get nailed by the IRS like Capone.

Christ. Petty cash vouchers, employees, anniversary plants. Joseph Viscantis call had better be interesting, or for her next trick she was going to start drinking.

Miss Samantha? her name echoed over the office intercom.

Man, she hated having her voice bounce off the walls. She leaned over the conference room phone and hit speaker. Whats up, Aubrey?

You have a call.

Viscanti?

No. Female.

He was clearly holding something back. Put it through. What the hell. Even if curiosity killed the cat, she still had a couple of lives left. Sam Jellicoe.

Aunt Sam? a young voice asked.

She scowled. Olivia? Olivia Donner, the attorneys kid, was the only girl who considered her a relation, and that was only because of her so-called Uncle Rick. Is everything okay?


No. Dad said you recover stolen treasures.

Great. Had somebody stolen the ten-year-olds bubble gum? For museums and stuff, yes.

Oh.

Samantha waited for a second, listening to the silence. Then she took a breath. Is something of yours missing?

Not mine, exactly. My class just got a really great life-size anatomical manyou know, the one where his front comes off and you can see all of his internal organs and they detach? Somebody took it last night.

Thats too bad, Samantha supplied. Did your principal call the police?

Yeah, but they dont care. And my teacher, Miss Barlow, was going to teach a unit on anatomy, and I want to be a doctor, but now well have to look at pictures or something instead of using Anatomy Man. It sucks.

Wow. Im sorry, honey. How about if I buy a new Anatomy Man for your class?

But somebody stole ours. Dad said he would buy a new one, too, and that whoever took it just has bad character, but its not right, you know?

Bad character, eh? Had Donner meant that little crack for her? Ill tell you what, Livia. Ill ask around and see what I can come up with. Okay?

No. I want you to find it for us. Ill hire you.

Great. Well discuss that.

Thanks, Aunt Sam. The anatomy unit starts Monday after next. And Anatomy Mans name is Clark. Its written across the back of his head. She giggled.

Ah. Was that Miss Barlows idea?

Yeah. She thinks he looks kind of like Supermanwhen he has his skull and his chest on and all his organs and bones in.


Miss Barlow needed a boyfriend. Ill let you know if I find out anything. Bye, sweetie.

Bye, Aunt Sam.

Well, if Joseph Viscanti didnt actually have a gig for her, at least she had Anatomy Man to find. Yes, a former thiefs life was a glamorous one.
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