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      Remy Bourne sat in his Cadillac, staring blankly ahead. The unlit road eased his mind.

      “She’s been seen,” Rat said, his eyes darting as if he could see past the car hood.

      “I heard you the first time. Keep tabs on her,” Remy replied.

      “She’s asking around for you. She’s using both names.”

      “Make sure she doesn’t find me. Spread the word that I’ve left town.”

      Rat nodded and slipped out of the car, disappearing into the night. Even if the road was lit, Remy wouldn’t have bothered to see which way Rat had gone. He had a way of becoming invisible. The small, skittish man proved useful from time to time. That was the only reason Remy kept him around. He didn’t trust Rat.

      But, then again, there were few people he did trust.

      Remy had known this day would come. He knew she’d come for him eventually. He’d kept tabs on her for the last couple of weeks, leaking false information as to his whereabouts. He didn’t want to be blindsided again. If Ava Hunt was looking for him, it meant she was up to something — and he was going to find out what it was first.

      He had a feeling he already knew. He prayed he was wrong.

      Remy started the engine and drove to his temporary residence. From what Rat said, Ava had already searched his house from top to bottom. Not one thing was left out of place, and not one thing was taken. She used the darkness as her cover and had sophisticated equipment to override his security system.

      Remy had trained her well.

      Too well.

      As he pulled into the warehouse lot, he noticed a familiar car parked in his spot. The lock on the outer fence had been cut, allowing the unwanted vehicle inside the gate. He suspected the warehouse door was unlocked as well.

      Remy parked next to the vehicle and walked the few yards to the door. He took a breath and opened it, stepping into the dim interior.

      “You’ve been MIA,” David Miller accused, stepping into a sliver of light from the high windows, mostly broken after years of abandonment.

      “Looks like I’m not anymore,” Remy replied dryly, walking past David.

      David followed behind, his footsteps loud in the cavernous space.

      On the far corner of the building, Remy opened another door and flipped on a switch, lighting a large square room. It was sparsely furnished, but it fit Remy’s current needs with a cot, an old office chair, and a table piled with gear. Video surveillance screens covered the wall.

      “I see you’re expecting company,” David said, surveying the equipment. His gray eyes scanned, taking everything in. Remy knew in just those few seconds that David had already categorized his inventory.

      Remy eyed the dark-haired man, assessing him. He wondered how much information he could give and still get David to walk away. Too much information and David would be glued to his back.

      “She’s looking for me,” he finally said.

      “I know,” David replied. “You said you’d be gone for a week or two. Mya’s now on my case because she hasn’t heard from you.”

      “Your wife is your own problem.”

      “You know how she is,” David said with an unaffected shrug. “But, I have to say I’m not sure if this is wise.”

      “It doesn’t matter either way. Ava’s searching for me.”

      David nodded. “She’ll find you.”

      “And I’ll be ready.”

      “How can I help?”

      “Go home and tell Mya that I’m fine. I just need another week or two.”

      “Remy—”

      “It’s not up for debate. I’m doing this alone.”

      “You don’t have to. When she sold you out, she sold us all out.”

      “Yes, but I’m the one who trusted her.”

      “We all did. We were a team.”

      Remy shook his head. David would never understand, and that was fine with him. The less he understood, the better.

      “Is Mya still getting sick?” Remy asked, switching the subject.

      “Not as much as before,” David answered. “She’s busy shopping for maternity clothes.”

      “Go home.”

      “Not until Rat shows.”

      Remy’s brow arched. How did David know? Remy had a bad feeling David already knew too much. “You already missed him.”

      “He’ll be back,” David said, settling into the chair as if he were a man of leisure, which, he actually was now that he’d been home, attempting to live a domesticated life.

      “You need a job,” Remy said.

      “I thought about it.”

      “And?”

      David shrugged. “I don’t know what kind of job to get. The only thing I’m qualified to do is . . . well, if it’s not government sanctioned then it’s illegal. Since I promised Mya I’d give it up, I’m not sure what to do with myself.”

      “Take care of Mya.”

      David’s fingers mindlessly played with the frayed armrest, his long, muscular legs stretched in front of him. “I can only shop so much.”

      “There are other things you can do with her.”

      David smirked. “Which is why she’s shopping for maternity clothes. There are twenty-four hours to fill every day. I’m good but not that good.”

      Remy chuckled. “Why don’t you take over for me at Tropical Rain Casino? I’ve taken off as much time as I can, and I doubt they’ll allow more. I was about to hand in my resignation.”

      “A security-guard gig?” David asked, distaste filling his voice.

      “Director of Security,” Remy corrected.

      “They’d hire me?”

      “If I gave them a recommendation, yes.”

      David scratched his jaw. “I don’t really need the money.”

      “No, but you need something to do.”

      “And you’re sure you don’t want my help?” David asked.

      The way David’s gray eyes glinted, Remy suspected he wasn’t really asking. “I don’t need help.”

      “What will you do after this is over?”

      Remy crossed his arms. Hell, he didn’t know. It didn’t seem to matter, either. Ava had ripped his life apart once. It seemed she was aiming for a repeat. “I’ll figure it out later.”

      “What will you do once you have her?”

      Remy didn’t know that either, but he wanted answers. He hadn’t seen Ava Hunt in six years. The last time they’d spoken was right before she left their hideout in Iraq.

      He’d told her he loved her.

      She’d sent them to hell.
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        * * *

      

      Remy jolted awake, sweat trickling down his face. It trailed his neck like the snakes in his dreams. The nightmares were coming back, stronger than before. The scars slashed across his body burned at the flooding memories.

      He shook his head, ridding himself of the haunting visions that replayed in his mind. The sounds were harder to clear away. They echoed as if he were still there. A spray of bullets had riddled his platoon’s hideout, killing the soldiers. They had hidden in a section of town that had already been bombed during a previous strike. No one should’ve known they were there. They’d been so careful in their planning.

      But he knew what had happened. As soon as he was shoved into a dank enemy prison cell, he had known it. It was Ava. She’d sold them out. She was the traitor.

      For months, while rodents scurried through his cell, climbing over his body, sinking their teeth into his flesh, he had hoped he was wrong. For months, bloodied from torture, shackled back into his cell day after day, he had hoped that Ava hadn’t sold him out.

      As time ticked on, he knew it was her. She was trained in search and rescue. She would’ve found him in a matter of days. She was the best.

      Remy closed his eyes, his head falling into his hands, remembering the look on David’s face when Remy had finally been rescued. Relief and fury had darted across David’s face as he picked the shackle locks that held Remy against the red-stained wall. David’s reaction was nothing compared to what Remy had felt.

      “How many survived?” Remy had asked, his voice brittle from dehydration.

      “Just me . . . and Ava,” David had answered. “I’d have been here sooner, but I woke up in a hospital two days after the attack. You were listed among the casualties.”

      Casualties.

      Such a soft word for a hard reality.

      “There’s a traitor in the ranks,” David had said.

      “Ava.”

      “She was cleared after giving her statement. It’s not her.”

      “It’s her. I guarantee it.”

      Enough!

      Remy shook the cobweb dreams from his mind and stood, ignoring the way his legs trembled. He’d be back to his old self soon. He refused to be cowed by the past.

      A glance at the clock told him he had slept long enough. It was nearly six.

      He wasn’t sure when he’d hear from Rat. The man was off the grid and refused to keep even a lousy burner phone on him. But, if there was news, Rat would find him.

      Remy checked the surveillance monitors. Nothing. He read over his notes. Same.

      Taking a gulp of cold coffee, he cringed as he swallowed. He was getting soft. Not having the comforts of home was starting to wear on him. He even missed his job at the casino. He knew David wasn’t interested in it, but Remy had come to enjoy it. His daily routine was its own form of security.

      He snorted.

      He was soft.

      Reaching over to his loaded Glock, he slid it into his waistband and slipped quietly into the warehouse. He walked the length, stretching his legs.

      A question repeated in his mind. It had been for weeks. Why was Ava searching for him now? At first, he thought she wanted to finish what she had started all those years ago and kill him. But that didn’t make sense. She could have done so before now. If that was the case, David would be a target as well. But, as far as he could tell, David wasn’t. So, that left Remy.

      A sliver of him wanted to believe she was coming to make amends. That sliver was rough and jagged. Before the thought could cement, he shoved it aside. He couldn’t forgive her, even if she was sorry.

      He had nothing in his possession that she could want. So, what was it?  Information?

      Remy didn’t have information either. He hadn’t been on the inside since that dark day.

      He slid his phone from his pocket, but then shoved it back in. He was tempted to call David and bounce ideas around. But David was safe for now. Remy wanted to keep it that way.

      It must have something to do with the raid. The entire platoon had been killed except for David, Ava, and himself. He was pretty sure they’d overlooked David as dead originally. So that left Ava and himself.

      Why did they keep him alive? Why imprison him and kill everyone else?

      Death would have been kinder.
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        * * *

      

      Ava Hunt knotted her long brown hair into a tight bun at the nape of her neck, making sure all stray hairs were tucked in. The warm fresh air prickled her sweat-dampened skin. She had been sitting in her car for hours, watching the two-story house. The only thing she’d discovered was that the pregnant woman loved to shop. In fact, she loved it so much that an entire bedroom had been converted into a closet. With a sigh, Ava picked up the binoculars again and peered through them.

      David’s wife was pretty with her blonde ringlet hair and blue eyes. If Ava had to guess, she was five months pregnant. Ava’s stomach tightened. Her hands gripped the binoculars, willing herself to stay focused. She wasn’t going to think about the past. She had to focus on the present.

      A man stepped behind the blonde, circling his arms around her, pressing her back into him. He nuzzled her neck as she laughed and tugged away.

      David Miller.

      Ava would recognize him anywhere. Six years did nothing to diminish his handsome looks. If anything, the years were good to him. She could tell he was happy.

      Leaning back, Ava tossed the binoculars onto the passenger seat. She would retreat for now. While she didn’t think David would be of any use, she knew he’d eventually lead her to Brock Remington. Brock and David had worked closely for years, and they were as tight as brothers. But David looked quite content with his wife at the moment. He wouldn’t be going anywhere for a while.

      In the meantime, she’d check out the rest of the Miller family. She’d heard Brock had worked for David’s brother for a couple of years. It was worth checking all leads.

      Ava twisted the key, starting the engine of her black sedan and pulling from the curb.

      You can’t hide forever, Brock.
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      Remy stared at the warehouse wall. His writing marked the blank space with scattered memories. The names of the dead. The mission points. His jailers. Everything that he could remember was listed on the wall. And, in the center, Ava’s name.

      As he stared at the wall, he knew he was missing something. There was a key element that he couldn’t see or name. Ava wanted something, but what?

      Remy knew he could easily solve the riddle, but that meant allowing Ava to find him. That wasn’t an option. Not right now, anyway. He refused to be blindsided by her schemes again.

      He paced the wall, replaying scene after scene in his mind. It was enough to drive him mad.

      His hand slid over his shaved head in frustration. With a defeated growl, Remy stalked to the table and grabbed his car keys. With a quick glance at the surveillance monitors, he escaped to his Cadillac.

      He needed a different car. Everyone knew he had a fondness for Cadillacs. His car would be a beacon for anyone looking for him. Right now it was just Ava, but she might not be working alone.

      Remy stilled.

      Not working alone . . .

      Ava couldn’t have been working alone in Iraq. He had always blamed her solely for the raid. After the deaths and prison, he was so enraged and bitter that his mind had begun to fray. He hadn’t been thinking clearly. But the truth of the matter was that there was no way she’d be able to coordinate a raid on her own. Her skill was in search and rescue, not in massacre. Ava was the insider, not the mastermind. Who was she helping?

      Remy had to look at the evidence again. When he had seen it all those years ago with David, he was blinded by sorrow and fury. The photos of soldiers, scattered like debris in their blood-soaked hideout, nearly pushed him over the edge.

      David had saved him again, taking him away from it all.

      Remy was going to have to ask for his help. David still had clearance. Remy had given up everything when he’d changed his identity. To the world, Brock Remington had died in an enemy prison.

      And that’s the way it would stay.

      Brock Remington was dead.

      But Remy Bourne was alive . . . and furious.
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        * * *

      

      Ava drove up the long drive to Greyson Miller’s mansion. She rolled to a stop at the gate and pressed the call button. She only had to wait moments before a woman’s pleasant voice greeted her.

      “Hello,” Ava returned the greeting. “I heard this was a bed and breakfast, and I’m interested in staying.”

      “Our grand opening will be in two weeks,” the woman replied. “We aren’t open yet. But, if you’d like, you can come up and see the place and I can give you a brochure for later.”

      “Yes, I would like that.”

      The gate rolled open.

      “I’ll meet you at the front door,” the woman said.

      “Thank you,” Ava replied. She pressed the accelerator and drove through the gate, giving a low whistle as the three-story mansion came into view. It was wide and stately, sprawled over acre after acre of prettily groomed land.

      Parking at the entrance, Ava stepped out of the car. She was about to grab her gun when the large wooden front door opened and a petite woman in her twenties appeared. Ava closed her car door, leaving her weapon behind. She wouldn’t need it.

      “Welcome to Dreamscape Inn,” the woman said. “I’m Jenna Newman.”

      Ava shook Jenna’s hand. “It’s very nice to meet you. I’m Ava. I must say, I’m already impressed with the place.”

      “Just wait until you see the inside,” Jenna said. She tucked a stray lock of hair into her auburn ponytail. “Do you have time for a tour?”

      “Yes, that would be wonderful.”

      “Excellent. I’m so excited to show you. I’ve been waiting anxiously for the grand opening. I think I’m driving everyone here crazy.”

      Ava smiled and followed Jenna into the marbled entryway. She scanned the grand staircase and vaulted ceilings, taking in the enormity of the place.

      “I have brochures in the kitchen,” Jenna said. “We can stop there last.”

      “You keep them in the kitchen?”

      “I’ve been using that as my temporary office. But I have a feeling the chef will kick me out as soon as we open. How long are you in town for?”

      “I’m not sure. Maybe a week or two.”

      “Do you come to Las Vegas often, or is this a special trip?”

      “A special trip.”

      Jenna bit her lower lip. Ava could tell she was mulling over a thought. But before Ava could inquire, a man appeared from a rear entrance. He was tall and broad-shouldered, but not nearly as broad as Brock had been . . . or still was. His beard and dirt-covered jeans did nothing to camouflage who he was. This was Greyson Miller, powerful CEO turned B and B owner, and, from the look of it, the gardener. She recognized his gray eyes right away. A Miller family trait.

      Those gray eyes curiously swept across her before resting on Jenna.

      “I didn’t mean to interrupt, but I was wondering if it was lunchtime yet?” Greyson asked Jenna, swooping down to give her a quick kiss.

      “Should be soon. You can ask Jean-Paul.”

      Greyson frowned. “I’d rather not. Just give a shout when there’s food.” He gave a courteous nod to Ava before turning to leave.

      “Wait,” Jenna said. “You need to meet our first guest.”

      Ava blinked. First guest?

      Greyson’s confused gaze flicked from Jenna to Ava and then back. “I thought we were opening in two weeks.”

      Jenna smiled brightly. “I know. And I was just thinking how wonderful it would be to have a guest stay and let us know what we need to work on before the opening. Ava is only in town for a couple of weeks. She’d be perfect.” Jenna turned to Ava. “If you don’t mind being our guinea pig, I’ll comp your stay with us.”

      Ava smiled. She’d been toying with an idea when she decided to come here. This would fall into her plan perfectly. If Brock was going to continue to evade her, then she’d make sure he knew where she was—smack dab in his territory. It would only be a matter of time before he’d find out.

      Why trudge all over Vegas when he would come to her?

      It was perfect.

      “I’d love to be your guinea pig,” Ava said. “But only if you don’t mind, Mr. Miller.”

      Ava hid her smile at Jenna and Greyson’s wide expression.

      “Have we met?” Greyson asked. “And, please, call me Greyson.”

      “No, we haven’t met, but I know David and spotted you as his brother right away.”

      “Wow, you’re good,” Jenna said before turning sheepish and pointing to Greyson. “It took me a bit longer to figure out who he was.”

      “How do you know David?” Greyson asked.

      “We were in the same platoon in Iraq.”

      Greyson’s eyes darkened.

      Had he heard the story? Ava wasn’t sure, but she knew enough to stay silent until he spoke first.

      “You were there with him?” he finally asked. “Were you okay? I had heard . . .”

      “Yes, I was there,” Ava said easily. She now understood his dark gaze. “It turns out more people survived than originally thought.”

      “Does David know?” Greyson asked.

      “I’m sure he does since Bro . . . Remy was one of the survivors.”

      “Remy? I had no idea. Does David know you’re in town?” Greyson asked. “I can call him and let him know. I’m sure he’d like to come over and visit.”

      Ava shook her head. “Don’t concern yourself. He knows I’m in town.” She knew it was only a matter of time before Greyson spoke with David. The seeds of her plan were planted. Now she just had to sit back and wait. She was in Brock’s territory, and she knew he wouldn’t allow that.

      And what a beautiful territory it was.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Did you get it?” Remy asked as soon as David locked the warehouse door behind him.

      “Yeah. It’s all here,” David said, holding out his phone. “I had to take pictures. I don’t have clearance like I used to.”

      “You don’t?”

      David shook his head, making himself comfortable in the weathered chair.

      “But you used to have access to files,” Remy said. “What changed?”

      “I don’t know, but I was able to get it anyway.”

      “How?”

      David smirked and wiggled his fingers. “Sticky fingers.”

      Remy frowned. He knew David had taken a risk to get file access. Sticky fingers had nothing to do with it. But, he wasn’t going to argue with his friend. David had the information he needed.

      Remy took the phone and flipped through dozens of photos of Mya before . . . Christ! Remy quickly shoved the phone back at David. “Find the pictures I need,” he ordered gruffly.

      David looked at the phone quizzically before cracking a smile. “Oh.”

      “Oh,” Remy repeated dryly.

      David laughed. “I have a beautiful wife and a camera. Tell me you wouldn’t do the same.”

      “I don’t mind the pictures of her. It’s the other ones I have a problem with.” Not that he wanted to see photos of her naked either. Mya was like a sister to him. Now he doubted he’d be able to look her in the eye without blushing. Not that Remy would blush. Not only did his olive skin resist blushing, but not many things embarrassed him. Mainly because he didn’t give a damn what other people thought. But Mya . . . well, Mya was different. He cared because she made him care. She made everyone care. However, he doubted that even she could work that miracle with Ava.

      “Are you saying you don’t like my pictures?” David feigned hurt. “I’m still in shape.”

      “I barely tolerate you. I sure the hell don’t want to see the rest of you.”

      David grinned while he scrolled. “Here. Start with these.” David handed over the phone only to have it thrust back into his face.

      “Don’t make me shoot you,” Remy threatened, reaching for his gun.

      David snorted. “You didn’t like that photo either?”

      Remy flexed his hand. “If I see another picture of you, I will kill you. Why the hell do you have so many naked pictures of yourself?”

      David’s mouth tugged at the corners. “You’d have to ask Mya. I’m not the one who takes them.”

      Remy groaned, sliding his hand over his head. “I don’t want to know. Just find the information I need. I don’t want to hear Mya’s complaints if I send you home with bullet holes.”

      “It’s not my fault if the woman has good taste.”

      “Find the damn information!” Remy could feel his neck vein throb as blood coursed quickly through. How he had managed not to kill David in all the years he had known him was beyond him. “Ava is breathing down my neck, and I have no idea why.”

      “You used to like that about her,” David said flippantly as he returned the phone.

      Remy grabbed the phone, glaring at David. “I don’t like anything about her.”

      David nodded absently. “Good. Remember that when we confront her.”

      “We are not confronting her. I am.”

      Remy had no doubt seeing Ava would jar him. But there was nothing that she could do or say that would make him hate her less. He would not show her mercy.

      A traitor didn’t deserve mercy.
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        * * *

      

      Ava stretched in a comfortable patio lounge chair. She gazed out at the backyard, content for the first time in ages. She knew it wouldn’t last long. But how could she feel otherwise when the sun warmed her skin and the cushions cuddled her? It had been way too long since she’d had any comfort. She’d savor it no matter how long it lasted.

      “Ava,” Jenna called from the door. “It’s time for lunch.”

      “Coming,” Ava said, swinging her legs off the chair. “It’s been two days of excellent meals. You’re spoiling me.”

      Ava thought Greyson would’ve called David by now. But it seemed the brothers didn’t keep steady contact as she had suspected. She should’ve been diligent and kept watch of David herself, but relaxing on the patio was a dose of heaven. She only moved from her spot for food and necessities. And massages.

      Jenna surprised her yesterday with a complimentary massage in the new day spa. Cocooned in a fluffy robe, Ava was led to a massage therapist who worked at her knots so intensely that Ava was a quivering lump and nearly had to call for help to rise from the massage table. It was wonderful.

      Ava followed Jenna into the kitchen, where Greyson was already filling his plate. By the way he was heaping it, he’d need an additional plate or two.

      “I see you’re hungry again,” Jenna said.

      “You work me too hard,” he replied. He then leaned down to whisper into her ear, a wicked grin splayed across on his lips.

      Jenna’s blush made Ava smile. She had pegged them as a couple right away, but after seeing them interact over the past two days, she felt the sharp pang of loneliness. Ava knew it was a road she’d walked down with open eyes, but it wasn’t of her own choosing.

      Well, maybe it was. Men had expressed interest, but she had no interest in them. Her life wasn’t her own. But that was about to change. Many things were about to change.

      “Ava?”

      Ava blinked to find both Jenna and Greyson watching her with a worried expression.

      “I’m sorry,” Ava said. “Did you say something?”

      Greyson handed her a plate. “Just wondering if you’re hungry.”

      “Yes,” Ava said, forcing a smile. “Sitting all day makes me very hungry.”

      Jenna laughed, but Greyson’s gaze was steady. He saw things. Things that were better left alone.
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      David watched Remy as he paced the warehouse, pondering the data-cluttered wall. They had spent days going over it again and again. It was all the same. Just as it had been six years ago.

      The only change was Remy.

      He didn’t even think of Remy as Brock anymore. They were two different men. Sure, they looked exactly the same—a tank on legs—but Brock had been snuffed out just as surely as if he had been killed in the raid.

      David never blamed Remy for the change. He was just glad Remy had survived at all. But gone was Remy’s humor. Gone was his smile. Gone was his purpose.

      Security director in a casino.

      And before that, his brother’s chauffeur and bodyguard.

      David scoffed. It wasn’t as if those were bad jobs, but they weren’t Remy. Just watching him stalk the warehouse like a lion confirmed David’s thoughts. Remy’s plan had always been to climb the Army ranks.

      And it wasn’t his past torments that had killed Brock. It was Ava.

      A woman killed his best friend.

      A woman who returned to kill him all over again.

      But not if David found her first.

      “I smell a rat,” David drawled, glancing over at the warehouse door.

      “How did you know I was here? I didn’t make a sound,” Rat said, slowly maneuvering around the perimeter.

      “How could I not? You smell like the sewer.”

      “I haven’t been home to shower. Your girl is putting heat on me.”

      “Ava?” Remy questioned. “Where is she?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “What do you mean? Haven’t you been tracking her?”

      Rat narrowed his small, watery eyes. “I was until she disappeared.”

      “She disappeared?” Remy questioned, irritation lacing his voice. “Where was she seen last?”

      Rat aimed his yellow smile at David. “At his house.”

      “My house?” David demanded.

      Rat nodded. “Sitting in broad daylight, watching your house.”

      “You’re lying! I would’ve noticed her.”

      Rat’s smile grew. “You were too busy with your wife to notice, but I saw. Everything.”

      David pounced on Rat, slamming him against the wall. Rat’s thin hands grappled with David’s arm.

      “Leave him alone, David,” Remy said. “You know damn well you don’t notice anything when Mya is around.”

      David let go, snarling a curse. Ava had been outside his home. He had to get Mya out of Vegas today. She wasn’t safe while Ava Hunt was prowling.

      “After Ava left David’s house, where did she go?” Remy asked.

      “I lost her,” Rat admitted, rubbing his chest from David’s assault. Rat nearly flinched at Remy’s hard stare, but then he shrugged. “I took my eyes off her for a moment and she was gone.” Rat’s grin was back, aimed again at David. “A very short moment.”

      David clenched his fists. He wanted to punch that smug smile off Rat’s face. He felt sick knowing Rat had looked in his windows, at his wife.

      And it certainly wasn’t a short moment!

      Remy rubbed his forehead. “You said she was putting heat on you. How?”

      “You’re not the only one tracking her. Someone must have spotted me and put a tail on me.”

      “That’s funny,” David said dryly. “Because you’re a rat.”

      Rat’s lips curled. “Yeah. You know what else is funny? The little birthmark on your wife’s⁠—”

      David swung, his fist plowing into Rat’s jaw, sending him hard against the wall. As he fell, his head cracked against the surface. Rat, cross-eyed from the blow, scrambled to his feet, teetering as he regained his balance.

      David lunged at him but was held back by Remy’s titan grip.

      “Leave him alone,” Remy repeated.

      David shrugged off Remy’s hand, backing away from Rat. Even though he wanted to do more damage to the vermin, he’d listen to Remy just this once.

      “Don’t make me regret this,” David warned Rat.

      “Come back when you have information,” Remy said, leading Rat to the door and locking it behind him.

      “Don’t let him get under your skin,” Remy said to David.

      “I don’t like him. I don’t trust him.”

      “And you hate that he saw Mya naked. I, unfortunately, saw her photos. Are you going to beat the crap out of me too?”

      “Like I could. And that was an accident,” David said. “I didn’t mean to show you her pictures. Just mine,” he added with a smirk, then he grew serious again. “I have to get her out of town.”

      “If you’re worried about Rat, I wouldn’t bother.”

      “Not just him. You heard what he said. If someone is tailing him, then they might wonder why he was outside my house. I don’t want Mya or the baby to get hurt. She’s been through enough.”

      Remy nodded. “Go and do what you have to. You know where I’ll be.”

      “I might be gone a day or two. Promise me you won’t make a move until I return.”

      “I don’t make promises.”

      “Promise me!”

      Remy shook his head. “You know I can’t. Go take care of Mya. I can handle Ava on my own.”

      David swore. When Ava was around, Remy didn’t think clearly. It was the same reaction David had with Mya. He couldn’t leave Remy alone. Not even for a second. Because that’s all Ava would need.

      “I’m not leaving,” David said, settling into the chair with his phone. “But I’ll see if Mya can stay with Greyson for a few days. She won’t even mind. All she talks about now is Jenna and Greyson and how adorable they are together.” He snorted.

      Remy nodded absently and continued pacing.

      “Hey,” David greeted when Greyson answered the phone. “Would you mind if Mya stayed with you for a few nights?”

      “Is everything okay?” Greyson asked, his rapid breath loud in the earpiece.

      “Please tell me you’re working in the garden.”

      “Yeah, why?”

      “Never mind. I’ll swing by soon with Mya.”

      “She’s already here.”

      “She’s there?”

      “Jenna wanted Mya’s advice on redecorating a few bedrooms.”
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