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Chapter 1

Corturo, Colombia

“Are you ready to talk?”

Abby cranked open her right eye—the left one was too swollen—and stared up at the harsh face of her captor. It was an unpleasant face, a menacing one. Pale blue eyes cold enough to freeze an ocean, hollow cheeks, a two-inch diagonal scar slicing his left cheek.

Devlin.

His thin lips curled in an angry frown. “Who are you? Who do you work for?”

She kept silent.

Gripping the whip in one hand, he crept closer, catlike. “Still determined to stay quiet?” He smirked. “That will change. A few more visits with me and you’ll reconsider.”

He raised the whip high over his head. It sliced through the air with a hiss and connected with her bare stomach. Pain jolted through her.

Block it out. They can hurt you only if you let them.

The whip slapped her thighs. Her hands were bound, tied to a rusty pipe over her head. Her feet suffered the same fate, attached to a metal peg protruding from the cold stone floor. The room smelled like sweat and blood.

Mind over matter.

He can’t hurt you.

Abby repeated the mantra in her head, hoping to convince her aching, bleeding body that the whip couldn’t hurt it. She didn’t know how much longer she could take this.

“Turn her around,” Devlin ordered the silent guard by the door. “No need to damage those breasts any further.” He leaned closer, his faint British accent becoming more pronounced as he murmured, “Are they real, luv? I’d bet they are.” He touched the bloody welt on her right breast, then pinched her nipple.

Abby spat in his face.

“Bitch.” He retaliated with a vicious backhand.

The guard approached and turned her body around without untying any of the ropes. Her wrists twisted in an unnatural way, drawing a soundless yelp of pain from her swollen lips. One wrist was definitely sprained, if not broken.

“Who are you?” Devlin whispered in her ear. His hot breath fanned across her neck in a sadistic caress.

She mumbled something under her breath.

He pulled her hair. Hard. Almost tugging it out by the roots. “What was that?”

“I said I’m your worst nightmare.”

He threw his head back and laughed. “Ah, I knew you weren’t the pussycat Blanco claimed you were. I had your number the moment you spilled your drink in his lap at the bistro.” He chuckled. “Clumsy, clumsy Erica, with her big blue eyes and fragile little body. What’s your real name, luv? C’mon, tell me. It’ll be our little secret.”

She feigned boredom. “Call me whatever you want, Devlin.”

Devlin dragged one finger along her spine. “I admit I liked you better when you were refusing to talk.”

He made a tsking noise and stepped away. A second later the whip cut into her lower back.

Dizzying pain.

“Who are you?”

Another lash.

“Who sent you?”

The whip sliced her skin.

“It’ll be better for both of us if you talk. I truly hate hurting you like this.”

She fought a wave of nausea. Her ears started to buzz. “Liar,” she said, wheezing. “You love every minute of what you’re doing to me.”

He gave a deep laugh. “Ah, but there might be some truth to that.”

Another lash. Two more. Three. Water poured down her skin. No, not water. Blood. The stench of it filled the air. Oh God, her body hurt. Ted had really worked her over this time.

No, not Ted. That was a long time ago. Wasn’t it? Her head started to spin. Nothing made sense anymore.

“I will break you,” Devlin murmured. “Sooner or later, luv, I will break you.”

She bit her lip. It bled.

He raised his fist and a second later it came crashing down on her jaw.

Then everything went black.

When she awoke, she was back in the cell. It was night. Or afternoon. Hard to tell. It was always dark in the cell. With a groan, Abby tried to sit up but failed.

Block it out. Sit up.

She tried again, this time managing to lift herself up. As she nearly keeled over, she braced her hand on the cold ground to steady herself. Bad idea. Her broken wrist objected to being put into use.

Head spinning again.

Blood drumming in her ears.

Blackness.

When she came to the second time, the faint sound of voices drifted from the end of the dark hall. They would come for her again. Soon. But she wasn’t going to talk, no matter how many beatings they forced her to endure. It would get worse. She knew it would. Soon the beatings would become rapes and the rapes would become torture. But torture would not lead to death. Oh no. Blanco wanted her alive.

She drew in a breath, hoping the oxygen might clear her foggy head. She wiggled her right foot, tilting it to make sure the flesh-colored Band-Aid was still attached to her skin. It was, and she felt the tiny metal key digging into the sole of her foot. She’d swiped the key from one of the guards when they first brought her in here. Managed to get it off the key ring and everything—the moron hadn’t even blinked. Picking pockets was just one of the many skills with which Jeremy had supplied her. She wouldn’t use the key, though. Not yet.

Not until the time was right.


Chapter 2

A black Mercedes was approaching the fence. From the porch of the compound, Kane Woodland raised his beer to his lips and took a deep swig, narrowing his eyes on the vehicle. The windows were heavily tinted, which made it next to impossible to see the driver. Whoever it was, he or she obviously knew the drill. The sleek car stopped by the intercom box.

He watched as a long, slender arm emerged from the driver’s-side window and reached for the keypad. One of Morgan’s women? Nah, the guy never brought ladies home. Always drove into town to get his jollies. The compound was off-limits to everyone save members of the team and carefully screened staff.

And since Jim Morgan knew it the second anyone so much as looked at the compound from a distance, Kane wasn’t surprised when the door behind him opened and Morgan stepped onto the porch. He was a commanding figure—six-three and all muscle, with intense blue eyes and a head of cropped dark hair. Women went wild for him. Men… Well, they usually kept their distance. Or at least the smart ones did. Morgan had Don’t fuck with me written all over him.

“Fuck,” the man muttered under his breath.

The radio poking out of Morgan’s front pocket crackled. “Sure about this, boss?” The security man’s voice was riddled with static.

Morgan radioed back. “Let her in.”

Kane turned to study the frown creasing the other man’s lips. Morgan’s jaw was stiff, his teeth visibly clenched. Not unusual, though, since the boss was always stiff and frowning. Morgan was as prickly as they came, way too sarcastic for his own good, and God only knew if he ever laughed.

When Morgan had approached Kane after he’d left the SEALs nearly eight years ago, Kane had hesitated before accepting the job the other man dangled before him. Extraction had always given him the biggest rush when he’d been with the teams, but he wasn’t sure he wanted to work for Morgan, mercenary extraordinaire, the man who never smiled. In the end, he’d decided working for the unsmiling merc was worth it, as long as he was able to continue playing G.I. Joe without being forced to adhere to the strict rules the navy loved oh so much.

Kane hated rules. The only reason he’d joined Morgan’s team was because he’d been strapped for cash at the time; he’d figured it would be a temporary gig, a few fast jobs and then he’d move on. But he’d quickly come to respect Jim Morgan. The first mission out, Morgan had saved Kane’s ass—big time. But gratitude wasn’t the sole reason he’d stuck around. Morgan had a way of inspiring loyalty in his men. Treated them like equals rather than subordinates. With Morgan, it was no uniform and no rules; sure, the man barked orders at them, but it was easy to say yes, sir when you genuinely liked and respected the guy you were yes, sir–ing.

Still, it would’ve been nice if his boss weren’t such a prickly bastard most of the time.

Right now, Morgan seemed extra prickly, his dark gaze fixed on the approaching vehicle. The guy looked… nervous? Nah, no way.

Kane arched one brow and said, “A friend of yours?”

“No.”

The two men stood in silence as the gate creaked open, allowing the car to drive into the courtyard. The Mercedes’ wheels slid over the red dirt, slowing as the vehicle pulled up next to Kane’s silver Escalade.

Morgan looked like a volcano ready to erupt. A vein throbbed in his forehead, and he kept clenching and unclenching his fists at his side. Well. This was fucking weird. In the eight years they’d worked together, Kane had never seen his boss this agitated.

Curiosity sparked in his gut. Leaning against the railing, he waited for the driver to show her face.

And damn, what a face it was.

The woman who stepped out of the Mercedes belonged in a museum, in an exhibit called “The Most Beautiful Woman in the World.”

She had the face of an angel—wide-set blue eyes, a delicate upturned nose, sensual red lips that other women would kill for. And that body. Petite and curvy, with full breasts hugged by a tight black tank and shapely legs encased in leather. Angel face and devil body. Damn, what a combo.

Next to him, Morgan didn’t seem to appreciate the view. In fact, the other man’s shoulders only stiffened again.

“Hello, Morgan,” the woman called. Oh yeah, that throaty voice definitely suited her.

She sauntered toward the porch, the heels of her black leather boots snapping against the red dirt beneath them. Her blond hair shifted in the warm afternoon breeze. Great hair, Kane noted. Fell in waves almost down to her ass.

He felt his body stirring the closer she came, until Morgan uttered one word that killed every flicker of arousal and appreciation.

“Noelle.”

Kane forced his mouth to stay closed. Noelle? Noelle? He supposed it could be a coincidence, just another woman with that terrifying name, but Morgan’s next words confirmed Kane’s suspicions.

“Here to kill me?” the boss said mockingly.

Holy shit. The queen of fucking assassins, standing on their freaking porch.

“Of course not—would I really do such a thing?” she drawled.

Morgan snorted.

“How’ve you been?” she added, her midnight blue eyes never leaving Morgan’s face.

He didn’t reply to the question, but posed one of his own. “What the hell are you doing here?”

Kane saw an indefinable glimmer flash across those fuck-me eyes. Anger? Annoyance?

Resting one delicate hand on her hip, she cocked her head thoughtfully. “Guess.”

Morgan released a sharp laugh. “Well, you say you’re not here to kill me. So…” He slanted his head in thought. “Hope it’s not to fuck me, because we both know that’s not gonna happen, baby.”

Wow. Okay. Morgan might quite possibly be the only man in the world who would dare to call the queen of assassins baby. His balls were that big, apparently.

Kane wondered if he should discreetly disappear. This conversation had personal written all over it. But he was far too fascinated to leave. Besides, he couldn’t quit staring at that dainty hand she had perched on her hip. Her fingers were long and slender, fingernails manicured and painted bloodred. Those hands were capable of killing men twice her size, or so the stories went.

Noelle—no last name, as far as he knew—was a legend. A private contractor, she sold her services to various government agencies and the occasional civilian, though rumor had it she only took out slime bags that deserved it. An assassin with a moral code, apparently. Rumor also said the women she employed were just as deadly. Kane’s contact at the CIA had called them chameleons. You didn’t see ’em until they were gunning for you, and by the time you realized the threat, you were dead.

So why the hell was she here to see Morgan?

“Sorry, baby,” she returned dryly. “You’re not my type.” She glanced around, her shrewd eyes taking in the enormous ranch-style house in front of her, the high fence surrounding the property, and the long stretch of flat, barren land in the distance. “Nice digs you’ve got here, Jim. Very… open. What happened to the place in the mountains?”

Morgan shrugged. “Too easy to be ambushed. Here, I can see an enemy coming from miles away.” He shot her a stony look.

Noelle laughed, the sound melodic and unusually warm, and then those eyes went all business. “Are you going to invite me in?”

“Are you going to tell me why you’re here?”

After a long pause, she released a sigh. “I need your help.”

Morgan laughed.

Her lips instantly tightened. “You think I enjoy asking, you son of a bitch? If there were any other option I’d take it. As it stands, I need you. So, are you going to invite me in?”

Still chuckling, Morgan took a step back and gestured to the open doorway behind them. “By all means, baby, come in. I cannot wait to hear this.”

The other men were sitting out on the back terrace when Kane drifted onto the patio. He wondered what was going on in Morgan’s study at the moment. Before disappearing with the sexy assassin, Morgan had told Kane to go outside and wait with the others. Kane shook his head, absently crossing the dusty tiles toward the table.

“Lloyd says we’ve got a visitor.” Luke Dubois spoke up as he lifted a bottle of beer to his lips. A cigarette dangled from his other hand, the smoke curling in Kane’s direction. The long-haired brown mutt lying by Luke’s feet raised his head sharply at Kane’s approach, then flopped back down, deciding that Kane was no threat. He had to wonder what the dog would do if he was a threat. Probably tear his throat out. A German shepherd and collie mix, Bear was enormous, and more skittish than an untamed horse. The mutt seemed to relax only when Luke was around.

“Oh, we sure as hell do,” Kane replied with a grin. “Though I’m not sure visitor is the right word.”

The sun was high in the sky, without a cloud in sight, and beads of sweat began to form at Kane’s temples as he sank into the chair across from Luke. Man, he was sick of this heat. He’d grown up in Michigan, and in Michigan the month of November meant bitter-cold wind and shitloads of snow. Here in Tijuana, it meant baking in a sauna all day long. He supposed he could always find a place of his own, somewhere cooler, like some of the other guys who worked for Morgan, but fuck, what kind of life would he lead? Holden was married, so he had a woman to come home to when they finished a gig. Sullivan had always preferred his lazy nomad lifestyle. And Trevor was still in mourning. The guy’s condo in Aspen gave him plenty of space to deal with his loss.

But Kane had no woman and no reason to be alone. Hell, he couldn’t stand his own company sometimes. Too many messed-up thoughts in his head, too much anger that always found a way out whenever he was alone. Here, at the compound, he had distractions. He could shoot the shit with Ethan Hayes and Luke, get drunk on fine Mexican rum, and when the anger found a way to the surface, all he had to do was head to the gym with D, where they could beat the crap out of each other.

He glanced at D, who stood by the railing, elbows resting on the sleek metal while his black eyes fixed on something in the distance.

“Pay attention, D,” he called. “You’re going to want to hear this.”

D turned his broad shoulders. The snake tattoo that circled his neck rippled as he cocked his head with interest. Out of all the men in Morgan’s service, Derek “D” Pratt was the most terrifying. Not just because he had ink all over that lean, muscular body. No, it was the eyes. Black as coal, hard as ice. He’d been with Delta for a while, then worked for a mysterious black ops agency nobody had ever heard of. Tough as nails, lethal as ever, and definitely a man you wanted by your side in a fight.

“So who is it? Feds?” Luke drawled over the rim of his beer bottle.

“CIA?” Ethan spoke up with typical boyish curiosity.

Ethan was the youngest of the team, a former marine who’d been orphaned as a teenager and tended to look at Morgan as a father figure. No matter how hard he tried, Kane couldn’t view Ethan as anything but a kid. But the kid was good at his job, and Kane knew that despite his clean-cut, preppy good looks and gratingly polite personality, Ethan always had his back in the field. Same went for Luke, their resident Cajun bad boy. Luke could drink Kane under the table, and he hooked up with more women than Kane could keep track of, but like Ethan, he was a damn good soldier. Morgan had succeeded in putting together a team that functioned like a well-oiled machine—that was for sure.

Kane shook his head. “Guess again.”

“The queen of fucking England?” D said in that gravelly rasp of his.

“Try the queen of assassins.”

There was a stunned silence.

Luke raked his fingers through his dark hair. Kane could swear the man’s hands were trembling. Look at that. Luke Dubois, smart-ass Lothario, scared speechless.

“Noelle?” Luke finally breathed, looking so impressed that Kane had to laugh.

“You’re shitting us,” D said. Those black eyes shifted uneasily. “Right?”

“Nope. She just drove up in a sexy little Mercedes.”

“Why the hell didn’t you get us?” Luke demanded.

“I was too absorbed. She and Morgan—they know each other. Fuck, I think they know each other.”

Luke laughed. “No way.”

“I’m serious, man. Sparks flying all over the place.”

Before the others could press for more details, footsteps sounded from behind. Kane received a jolt of extreme satisfaction when he heard all three men hiss out their breath. He twisted his head just as Noelle, in all her leather-clad glory and shiny yellow hair, stepped onto the patio. Morgan appeared behind her, his back ramrod straight, like someone had shoved a poker up his ass. Didn’t look happy, their boss.

The dog wasn’t happy either. At Noelle’s entrance, Bear got on all fours, pulled his lips over his teeth and snarled at the woman—maybe Luke’s constant bragging about his dog’s enemy radar wasn’t total bullshit.

The enemy in question was completely unfazed. With a scowl, Noelle jabbed a manicured finger in the dog’s direction and said, “Sit.”

Bear sat. Just like that.

Kane wasn’t sure if he was impressed or scared shitless.

“This your team?” Noelle asked in that husky, femme fatale voice as she turned away from the dog and coolly appraised the four men on the terrace.

Kane found that he couldn’t hold her gaze for long. Her blue eyes were too astute, too eerie, as if she were looking right into his damn soul. Ethan and Luke also broke eye contact after a few seconds. But not D. Oh no, D eyed her right back, his black gaze as cool and calculated as her blue one. She seemed surprised by it, and oddly approving. Nodding, she glanced to Morgan for an answer.

“Part of the team,” he said. “The others don’t live on the compound.”

“But these four do.” She studied them once more, and her pouty lips curved slightly. “I bet you boys have barrels of fun here, don’t you?”

Morgan made an irritated sound. “Sit the fuck down, Noelle. I told you, I won’t agree to do this until I hear what my men think about it.”

“So commanding, aren’t you, Jim? I see power still gets you off.”

“Just take a fucking seat.”

“Very well.” She offered a faint smile. “I’ve pushed your buttons enough today, haven’t I?” Moving with the grace of a lioness, she pulled out one of the chairs and lowered her body into it.

Morgan moved toward the table, choosing a chair as far away as possible from the blonde. “Here’s the deal. The package is being held at Luis Blanco’s compound. She”—he gestured to Noelle—“wants us to extract it.”

“Not it. Her,” Noelle cut in, steel in her voice. “God, Jim, still so fucking professional. You’re not extracting a package. You’re rescuing one of my girls.”

Morgan glared at her. “You want to run this meeting, baby? Because I warn you, my men don’t follow anyone’s orders but mine.”

She fell silent, but the frown never left her face.

“So, an extraction from Blanco’s compound,” Morgan repeated. He glanced around the table. “What do you think?”

Kane resisted a laugh. What did he think? Uh, not much to think about there, except hell, no. Luis Blanco was untouchable. Along with trafficking arms and drugs, the guy ruled the South American sex trade. The DEA hadn’t had much luck in gathering evidence against Blanco. The bureau continually came up empty-handed too. The man was too smart and too calculating to allow himself to get caught. He was as shady as they came, and the current suspicions that he was smuggling Asian minors into South America and pimping them out weren’t all that far-fetched. It would be just his style, in fact.

“What was the package doing tangling with Blanco?” Luke asked, sounding as unenthused as Kane felt.

“She was doing her job,” Noelle answered in a frosty tone. “Blanco was her target.”

“Who contracted her?” D inquired sharply.

“Let’s just say the Colombian government is growing tired of Blanco,” Noelle said vaguely. “They think he’s giving the country a bad rep. My girl went in to remedy that.”

Kane had to laugh. “She actually thought she could kill him?”

A pair of blue eyes pinned him down with a deadly glare. “What’s your name?”

He gulped. “Kane.”

“Well, Kane, not only was she perfectly capable of killing him—she had plenty of opportunities to do so. She infiltrated his organization two months ago. She gained his trust. Hell, she probably even got the bastard to fall in love with her.”

“Then why didn’t she off him?” he returned.

Noelle frowned. “I have no idea. Last time she checked in, I got the feeling she was stalling. I ordered her to do the job, and then she went off the radar. That’s why I came to you,” she added, her frown deepening as she glanced at Morgan. “The people who hired us are getting impatient, but me… Well, frankly, I’m just worried.”

“How long since the last check-in?” Ethan asked without meeting Noelle’s eyes. Not surprising. Ethan was shy enough as it was—put him next to a sexy assassin and he turned into a terrified bunny rabbit.

“Two days.” Noelle let out a heavy sigh. “I tapped a source who told me Blanco’s holding a woman in that makeshift jail of his. It’s gotta be her.”

“Some agent you’ve got there,” D rasped, leaning against the railing and stretching his long, tattooed arms.

Noelle’s head jerked toward him. “She’s the second-best assassin in the world.”

D raised one black eyebrow. “And the first?”

“Me, of course.”

Kane watched with interest as the two locked gazes, and he could have sworn he heard the air begin to crackle. The lethal glint in Noelle’s eyes rivaled the deadly glimmer in D’s. Strange, but he got the feeling they were two peas in a pod. Dressed head to toe in black; cold, expressionless faces. Sexual tension streaked between them, and still they held the gaze.

Finally Morgan cleared his throat. “The woman in the jail—you sure it’s your girl?”

Turning away from D, Noelle nodded. “Description matched Abby.”

Morgan’s blue eyes suddenly narrowed. “Wait a second—Abby Sinclair? Why the hell didn’t you mention it was her?”

Kane glanced at Luke, then D, to see if either of them knew who this Sinclair chick was, or why Morgan had reacted to her name. Both men shrugged as if to say, “Fucked if I know.”

“Would it have made a difference?” Noelle asked coolly.

“Jeremy was a friend. Of course it would’ve made a difference.”

Kane’s head was swimming with bewilderment. Abby. Jeremy. Who the hell were these people?

“Then you’ll do it?” Noelle said, relief all over her angelic face.

Morgan swore under his breath, then turned to the men. “I’m gonna be straight here. Blanco’s compound will be a bitch to get into. Getting the package out will be an even bigger bitch. This ain’t gonna be easy.”

Kane studied his boss. “You’re going to try anyway.”

Morgan nodded.

“And if we say no, you’ll still do it. Alone.”

Another nod.

Holy cow. What was going on? Morgan never took on suicide missions. And it was obvious he felt serious animosity toward the blond bombshell sitting at the table. So why was he agreeing to breach Luis Blanco’s compound? Obviously, even after eight years of working together, Kane still knew shit-all about his boss.

But he did know there was no way in hell he’d let Morgan do this alone. Suicide mission or not, Morgan wasn’t a man you said no to. He was the man you stood by until the bitter end.

“Okay, count me in,” Kane murmured.

Luke nodded, while Ethan said, “Ditto.”

Morgan glanced at D. “What about you?”

“I go where you go, boss.”

Something that resembled relief flashed across Morgan’s face. With a sigh, he got to his feet. “I’ll call the others.”

“Morgan,” Noelle said.

He stopped at the terrace door, waiting for her to continue.

She leveled him with a dark look. “What’s this going to cost me?”

Without answering, he left the terrace.

“Shit,” Noelle muttered under her breath.

Kane’s gaze drifted back to the blonde. At the moment, she didn’t look like the most lethal woman in the world. She looked worried. Almost scared.

Before he could stop himself, he met her eyes and quietly asked, “Who is Abby Sinclair?”

Noelle slowly rose from the chair, her blond hair falling down her back like a silky curtain. At first he thought she wouldn’t respond, but halfway to the door she stopped, that lithe body turning, those sexy blue eyes reaching his. “She’s one of mine,” Noelle said before stalking away.

Twelve more days.

Abby leaned against the cold stone wall of the cell, bringing her knees up so she could wrap her arms around them. Her wrist throbbed from the motion, and acid crept up her throat, threatening to gag her, choke her. She touched her chest and felt the welts, realizing the guards hadn’t put her clothes back on this time. She was naked. Her entire body hurt, a dull, constant ache that pumped in her blood and sent tremors through her muscles. It was fine. She was fine. She only had to endure it for twelve more days. Not long at all. A lifetime.

Poor Noelle. Abby bit her lip, thinking about her boss. Only two people had ever given a damn about her. Jeremy was one. Noelle was the other. The woman had recruited Abby after Jeremy’s death, taken her into her home, trained her, made her indestructible. The two women had forged a bond over the years. They’d both endured seriously shitty childhoods, and both had dragged themselves out of the gutter and given the finger to everyone who’d hurt them. But Noelle’s experiences had inspired a craving for power. There was never enough power to be had, according to the dangerous blonde.

Abby—well, she wanted revenge. That was why she’d allowed herself to be captured by Blanco, deliberately blowing her cover. She could have killed the son of a bitch a hundred times over in the past two months. It had been so very easy finagling her way into his life. She’d researched him to no end before taking the assignment. He preferred redheads, so she became one. He liked meek little pussycats, so she became one. She allowed him to woo her. She moved into this empty, sterile compound. Hadn’t fucked him, though. It had been a pleasant surprise, learning the mighty Luis Blanco couldn’t get it up. Arm candy, that’s all he wanted, and that she gave him.

She hated deep cover, but with this gig there hadn’t been a choice. Half a dozen bodyguards surrounded Blanco day and night. When he left the estate, he and his men made sure a sniper couldn’t get a clear shot, so straight-up bullet-in-the-brain had been out. His servants tasted his food before he ate it, so poison was a no-go. After she moved in, she decided a pill-induced heart attack might be the way to go, but then she’d gotten derailed.

If she came out of this alive, she was in for a long lecture from her boss. Hell, she’d probably get canned. But who cared? All it took was the memory of those girls in the bunker, those naked, bleeding, dirty girls, and the overwhelming need for revenge trumped everything else. Noelle, her job, her own freaking safety.

She was going to free those girls, even if she died trying.

Abby sat up, fighting the dizziness that came with the action. She blinked, cleared her head, and examined the cell for anything she might be able to use to defend herself. Although she could handle the beatings, the notion of sexual violation made her blood run cold. Using sex as a weapon was one thing. It was done on her terms, a tool she used when it was the only way to carry out her mission. But being sexually victimized? No fucking way. She’d been there, done that.

Blanco had told Devlin not to touch her. How sweet. He wanted to save her body for the scumbag who would purchase her at the auction.

But Devlin… Abby had seen the lust in his eyes during their last visit. And the fury, when she’d spat in his face. Rape was definitely on the bastard’s agenda. So far, even the beatings were tame, compared to what she knew he must be craving to do to her. A broken wrist and some bruises weren’t the end of the world. Devlin did enough to inflict pain, but not enough to kill or mutilate her. No, that wouldn’t go over well with the perverts who attended the auction. Twelve more days of beatings—she could handle that. But even a second of rape? Never again.

No potential weapons in the cell. She would need to rely on her own skills to overpower Devlin, a difficult task considering one wrist felt broken and her entire body ached from the whipping.

You’re stronger than you think, Abby.

Jeremy’s voice again, accompanied by a memory of the drills and exercises her adoptive father had forced her to undergo. He’d maintained that every teenage girl should know how to defend herself. As a grown woman, she knew he’d been right. Because really, who knew when you might find yourself bloody and beaten in a sociopath’s Colombian prison?

The guards returned nearly an hour later. The tall one, Rodriguez, approached the iron bars. “Did you get a nice rest?” he chortled, his accent sounding garbled in the stuffy hallway.

He unlocked the door and stepped inside. Bent down and unceremoniously hauled her up to her feet. Her head had cleared but she feigned a bout of light-headedness, lurching forward so the bulky dark-skinned man was forced to grab for her.

“Señor Devlin has a surprise for you,” the guard said. The hard glint in his dark eyes belied the pleasant smile on his lips.

There would be nothing pleasant about this next encounter. Of that she was certain.

She was taken back into the interrogation room. This time the guards didn’t tie her up. A cot was now set up in the corner of the room, boasting a mattress stained with fluids she never wanted to know about.

Rodriguez pushed her down on the mattress. It creaked as her weight hit it. The second guard stood by the open door, leering at her naked body like a lion hovering over a bloody carcass.

A moment later, Devlin stepped into the room. He wore a pair of khaki pants and a white button-down shirt, his brown hair slicked back from his face, emphasizing his harsh, angular features.

“Hello again,” he said cheerfully. “Did you miss me?”

She didn’t respond.

Anger flared in his soulless eyes. “Still not talking, are we? That’s fine. No words are required for what I have in mind.” He nodded at Rodriguez, who promptly unzipped his trousers.

Devlin must have seen the glimmer of dread in her eyes because he laughed. “Don’t be scared of Javier. He’s only going to fuck you, not kill you. And when he’s done, Sancho here will take his pleasure.” He hooked his thumb at the second guard standing by the door. “And after Sancho’s had his fun, it will be my turn.”

Devlin licked his bottom lip and swept his gaze over her bare breasts. “I have to warn you, luv, that I probably won’t be as gentle as my predecessors.”

“Touch me and I’ll rip your eyes out,” she hissed.

She made a move to sit up but Rodriguez shoved her so that she was flat on her back. He glanced at Devlin as if asking for permission, and when the other man nodded he dropped his trousers and pulled out his cock. Chuckling, he wagged it in front of her face. As a rush of rage swept through her, Abby tried to bite at the tip but the guard slapped her hard across the face with one meaty hand. Her bottom lip snagged in her teeth. Blood filled her mouth.

“Let the games begin,” she heard Devlin murmur.

Like hell they would.

She closed her eyes and waited for Rodriguez to lower his big body onto hers. His fingers dug into her sore thighs, attempting to pry her legs apart, his throbbing organ searching for her opening.

“You ready, señorita?” he muttered, his hot breath fanning against her ear.

“Yep.”

Before he could blink, her arm soared upward. The heel of her palm smashed into his face, breaking his nose, and as he grunted loudly, distracted by the pain, she wrapped her arms around his thick neck and twisted. He died instantly, his hand still on his cock. Ignoring the pain shooting through her wrist, she scissor-kicked herself onto her feet, lunging for Devlin, who looked stunned by the violence that had just transpired.

He reached for her but she delivered a well-placed kick to his balls and shoved him away. The guard at the door was drawing his gun but he was too slow. Her fist connected with his nose before he could act. Blood poured from his nostrils. She jammed her finger against his carotid artery and knocked him out cold. His eyes rolled to the back of his head as he dropped to the dirty floor like a stone, unconscious.

She was two steps from the doorway when a pair of hands encircled her neck and squeezed. She gasped, trying to kick Devlin away, but he was too strong, too enraged. “You little bitch,” he hissed at her, his fingers tightening over her skin.

Her vision grew fuzzy, her windpipe quivering as it tried to suck in the oxygen this bastard was depriving her of.

“I’m going to kill you,” he muttered angrily. He loosened his grip and she gulped in a gust of air, her brain struggling to function. “But first I’m going to fuck you. I’m going to fuck your cunt and your ass until I tear you open and you’re bleeding all over my cock.”

He dragged her by her hair and flung her back on the cot. Voices drifted into the room from the hallway. Three more guards appeared in the doorway, shouting at Devlin in Spanish.

He turned his head, just slightly, to bark out a few orders. The guards stepped back, wary, eyeing the two motionless bodies of the guards she’d taken care of.

Devlin glanced down at her, his eyes wild with fury and sexual excitement. He raised one arm over his head, then sent it smashing into her jaw. Abby grunted, spitting out blood.

“I told you I wouldn’t be gentle,” he taunted.

“And I said,” she squeezed out, “that if you touch me, I will rip your eyes out.”


Chapter 3

Either Blanco’s security was slipping, or this was a fucking trap. Kane waited in the shadows, unmoving, unblinking, focusing on the small adobe structure that stood ten yards away. Breaching Blanco’s compound had been too easy. Scary easy, seeing as Morgan had opted for a six-man team for the job rather than contacting all his men. Holden, using his techno voodoo, had disabled the electric fence and bypassed the alarm. D had snipped a nice little hole in the fence, and zero guards had stood sentry in the yard as the men crept onto the property.

Morgan had perched himself on the roof of the training facility across from the makeshift prison, rifle in his hands, eye on the scope. Luke and Ethan were back near the fence, covering the perimeter.

Kane and D had approached the jail from opposite ends, weapons drawn.

And still no guards.

Kane tightened his hold on the trigger. Fuck. He didn’t like this. The compound was far too quiet, no sounds save for the soft hiss of the wind. According to their intel, there should’ve been five guards inside the prison, two at the entrance, but the steel door was unmanned. Why the hell was that? What were the two fuckers doing, making out in the bushes?

Hanging back, he wondered how Holden was faring with the power situation. Holden McCall was a genius when it came to technology—the guy could steal a damn car using nothing but his laptop. Quiet, intense, and ever focused, Holden could always be counted on, but at the moment he was taking his sweet-ass time. Kane and D were grounded until Holden killed the lights that illuminated the yard like a Christmas tree. They’d arranged for a neat power outage, something to throw the compound into a bit of chaos.

But apparently Blanco’s men were perfectly capable of creating their own chaos.

He flinched as a primal cry rang out from the prison. A male shriek laced with pain, horror, and fury.

Kane’s balls shriveled. Lord, any man who screamed like that had either been castrated or set on fire.

A few seconds later, the steel door of the prison was flung open and a stream of guards burst out. Kane did a quick count—one, two, three. Four and five were carrying a man in their arms. He didn’t wear the navy blue uniform, so obviously a civilian. That left two guards.

Adrenaline pumping through his veins, he shot forward, nearly slamming into D. The two men stormed the jail, moving in opposite directions. Kane heard a startled male cry, a shout cut short by a sickening crack.

A familiar crack. A man’s neck being snapped, aka D taking care of business.

Moving into the musty-smelling corridor, Kane raised his assault rifle. Under the glow of the weak single bulb lighting the cell-lined hall, he caught a flash of movement. A guard was shoving a woman into one of the cells. The sound of Spanish expletives filled the air. Slamming the cell door, the guard cursed a final time, then turned. He froze when he caught sight of Kane.

Eyes flicking to the barrel pointed at him, the guard reached for the pistol holstered at his hip. He was a second too late. Kane’s bullet hit the man between the eyes.

“Nice shot,” D drawled, coming up behind him.

“She’s down here,” Kane said briskly, crossing the hall with three long strides.

He kicked the guard’s lifeless body out of the way, glanced at the cell, and halted. When his gaze fell on the motionless woman lying on the floor, the blood in his veins turned to ice.

“Oh shit,” D muttered.

As his heart thudded against his rib cage, Kane slid open the metal door and dropped to his knees. He reached for the battered woman, cursing wildly when he caught sight of all the blood.

“Fucking animals,” D rasped.

Kane met the other man’s eyes and the rage he saw in them mirrored his own. He glanced back at the woman. A redhead. Naked and bleeding and broken.

Swallowing, he lifted her into his arms and stumbled out of the cell.

“Cover us.” He barked the order at D, then sprinted for the door.

Nothing and nobody encountered them when they stepped outside. No guards, no gunshots. Whatever happened in that jail just now, it had sent all of Blanco’s men scurrying to the main house. And Holden had done his thing with the lights. The entire courtyard was bathed in darkness.

They rushed across the compound, Kane carrying the redhead, D covering them from behind. To his left, Kane caught sight of a guard sprawled in the dirt, neck twisted in an unnatural position. Dead. Morgan, as always, was efficient.

They stole across the grounds and headed for the hills at the edge of the compound. The barbed wire fence that surrounded Blanco’s entire property boasted a jagged hole. Morgan and Holden waited there, swiftly bending down to help the new arrivals through.

“Go,” Kane said to D, shifting the unconscious woman to his other shoulder.

D went first, then helped Kane pull the woman through. Finally, they were out.

They took off at a run, slicing through the trees and brush. Up ahead the brush widened into a large glade. The sound of a helicopter’s rotors filled the night.

Kane tried hard not to look at the woman as he waited for the helicopter’s descent, but he couldn’t tear his gaze from her. Shit, she was in bad shape. Really bad shape. He shifted her to one arm, reaching out with the other to brush strands of red hair from her face.

Next to him, Morgan hissed. “Jesus, Abby,” he muttered. “What did they do to you?”

Abby.

Kane stared at her, wondering who she was, what she meant to Morgan. There wasn’t time to ask any questions though. The chopper set down, and seconds later they were all inside it, the woman still cradled in Kane’s arms.

As their pilot, Sam, whisked them away from the compound, Kane was surprised to see moisture in his boss’s eyes. Morgan’s gaze was glued to the redhead, and the concern on his face was unmistakable.

“What did they do to you?” he murmured again.

Strong hands were clawing at his body, forcing him into the restraints. Devlin roared with fury as he felt the leather cuffs tighten around his wrists. “You bloody morons!” he screamed. “Let me go!”

“Stay still, Mr. Devlin,” came a soothing Middle Eastern voice. “I need to examine the wound.”

Frustration and rage seared up his spine and clamped around his throat. The doctor bent over him, his fingers prying, prodding, bringing a streak of pain that made the left side of Devlin’s face throb with agony. Every muscle in his body shrieked in outrage. “Untie me,” he roared as the doctor continued with his ungodly examination. “That bitch needs to pay for—”

“She’s gone.” A cold voice snapped from the doorway.

Devlin heard footsteps, and then Luis Blanco entered his line of vision. “Move away from him,” Blanco barked at the doctor.

Zelig Hassan stepped aside, giving Blanco an unobstructed view of his patient. Blanco visibly cringed, but quickly recovered his composure. He observed the restraints shackling Devlin’s wrists, then glanced at the doctor cowering in the corner of the room. “Are those necessary?”

Hassan nodded. “I’ve given him antibiotics intravenously to ward off infection. He has tried to escape twice already.”

“Escape!” Devlin echoed in anger. “I’m not a prisoner.” He glared at Blanco. “Release me. I have matters to take care of.”

Blanco narrowed his eyes. “The woman did this to you?”

“Do you think I would have done this to myself?” Devlin tugged violently at the restraints. “Let me out so I can slit the bitch’s throat.”

“I’m afraid that won’t be possible at the moment. Someone took the initiative to liberate her from the compound.”

“How in bloody hell did that happen?” Devlin demanded.

Blanco’s expression clouded over. “The fence was breached. Someone orchestrated a power outage and took advantage of your, uh, predicament to rescue the woman.”

Devlin swallowed down a lump of fury. The pain dimmed, becoming a dull ache as he thought of Erica’s innocent blue eyes and delicate red hair. Fucking bitch. He’d always prided himself on being extremely good at reading people. The woman’s deception brought the vicious taste of bile to his mouth. He hadn’t broken her. And now she was gone.

Devlin growled at Blanco. “Tell the bloody bastard to release me. Every second she’s out there is one we can’t afford to lose. We still don’t know who she works for.”

“You said you were confident she wasn’t government.”

“Confident, not certain. And if I’m wrong, your precious business venture is in jeopardy.”

Blanco just laughed. “Government or not, the woman can’t hurt us. She learned nothing of value while she was here.”

Cocky bastard. It still amazed Devlin how this half-brained idiot could have built such a nefarious empire. “Regardless, it’s prudent that we find her,” he snapped.

Blanco offered a humorless smile. “Don’t fret. I already have people looking for her.”

“Your people are imbeciles. I’ll find the whore.”

“When the doctor tells me it’s safe to release you, I will.” Blanco chortled. “You know, dear Devlin, it brings me a strange sense of pleasure, seeing you immobilized and chained to a bed.”

Devlin’s jaw tensed. He was about to remind Blanco of what he was capable of doing to him when he was no longer in restraints, but a hesitant knock came from the door. Devlin craned his head, squinted, and recognized Delgado, the guard who manned the security monitors. The young man’s hands shook as he approached Blanco and held out a piece of paper. “The cameras caught one of the intruders. It’s just a profile but—”

Blanco grabbed the photo and studied it. Then he dismissed Delgado and thrust the photo at Devlin. “Recognize him?”

There was a moment of silence, broken by Devlin’s harsh chuckle. “Oh yes.”

“A friend of yours?”

“Not quite.” His lips tightened. “Tell your people to call off the search. They won’t find the woman. These men don’t leave a trail.”

Blanco narrowed his eyes. “You know them?”

Devlin smirked. “Jim Morgan has her. The man in the security photo—that’s Holden McCall, a colleague of Morgan’s.”

“Jim Morgan—the mercenary? You mean to tell me that Morgan’s team of amateurs were the ones who breached my property?”

“Trust me, they’re not amateurs.”

Blanco seemed uncharacteristically flustered. With a frown, he turned to the doctor. “Release him. Mr. Devlin has a job to do.”
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