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The Warrior’s Assassin

Born in Sin, Book One

Nikki McCoy
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Prologue

“Shh, my little kuush’to. Your night is done.” She cradled his head in her lap, gently brushing sweaty stands of hair from his forehead.

Kita’xenteau tried to concentrate on the lilting cadence of her voice, his eyes fluttering shut in exhaustion. His entire body ached, used beyond its endurance. Bruises littered his pale skin, too long forbidden the kiss of the sun, and the dark hollows in his cheeks marked the absence of food for more days than he cared to recall.

“Why do you keep calling me that?” he asked, his voice a rasping whisper.

“Hmm?”

“Kuush’to. What does it mean?”

There was silence for such a long time, he thought she might not answer. That was okay. He had neither the energy nor wherewithal to continue his curious train of thought.

“It means you are cherished.”

Her words jolted him out of a light slumber he hadn’t realized he’d fallen into.

“I’m a slave. A half-human abomination.” The truth clung to his throat like acidic molasses, surprising him with a sharp pang of bitterness. He’d thought he had succeeded in driving all emotions from his stagnant existence. Yet, he couldn’t deny the sliver of shame that pierced his heart.

‘Don’t feel. Don’t feel’. He repeated the mantra in his head until the swell of his emotions receded to the far corners of his mind.

His caretaker and single point of respite in his gods-forsaken life dabbed his forehead with a cool cloth. “Your worth is in your blood, not your body. One day, you will escape the bonds that tie you down and find your true place in this world.”

He laughed harshly. “My only escape will be through death.”

“No, it won’t.”

She said it with such sorrow that it gave Kita’xenteau the impression that death might be a blessing compared to the path he was destined to take. He peered closer at her kind face and bright, ochre-colored eyes, wondering if she knew something she wasn’t telling him. Had she taken a peek into his future? Clairvoyance wasn’t a standard talent for a fae, as far as he knew.

Then again, Bergiese wasn’t exactly a standard fae.

“Have you seen what’s ahead of me?”

“If I said yes, would you want to know?”

He scowled at her evasion, which only made her chuckle.

“Fear not, my little one. I have seen an end to your suffering, though it won’t come quickly. You will meet a great man, a warrior among his kind, with a heart pure enough to erase your pain.”

“Let me guess, he’ll swoop in and save me from all this,” he said, sarcasm thick on his tongue.

She merely smiled indulgently. “No. You will save him.”


Chapter One

Kita shook himself to clear his head, wondering what had made him think of that night so many years ago. Normally, his repressed memories came to him in dreams. Or, rather, nightmares.

At thirteen, he’d been foolish enough to desperately believe in Bergiese’s vision despite his cynicism. Later, he had learned to see the truth behind the pretty lie. There was no savior or salvation waiting for him somewhere down the path of his life. There was only misery and pain, and he was so incredibly sick of it all that his mind had begun to slip back into the state of bleak abjection he’d carried in his youth.

The future was a yawning maw empty of anything that made life worth living. What few reasons for happiness he’d found had faded quickly, leaving him raw and desolate. He knew it was time to end everything, yet he couldn’t bring himself to put a gun to his head and pull the trigger.

Funny how a person with no pride could consider suicide to be cowardly.

He drew back into the shadows of the alleyway when the door to the abandoned hotel opened. Nicolas Gordon, Nicki as he was known on the streets, walked out followed by a shorter man wearing a trench coat. The hood of Nicki’s sweatshirt was pulled down low to hide most of his face. Not that his poor attempts at anonymity over the past week had worked in his favor. He’d been found, and he would die tonight.

The two men spoke quietly, the steam of their breath curling in the frigid night air. They began to walk rapidly in the other direction. Kita slipped from his cover and entered the building, the squealing of rusted hinges on the door the only sound.

The area was mostly deserted, although not as run down as some of the neighborhoods he had seen. This small town, like so many scattered across the country, had had the misfortune of being located near a Crown Federation military base.

During the Islandar Civil War, more than a century ago, all of the bases had been targeted and summarily disabled. Some still lay in ruins from domestic terrorist attacks while others had been taken apart from the inside and left to rot in the wake of espionage and independent financial ruin.

Overall, Okasis fared decently in comparison. Its Federation base still functioned, which was a boon to the town’s economy, such as it was—struggling and on the constant verge of collapse.

He reached within himself for his power of pyrokinesis and sparked a small flame at his fingertip. With it, he searched the rooms on the first floor for Nicki’s belongings. If the reports were true, Nicki carried on him a laptop with information potentially disastrous to the Federation. Kita had been charged with confiscating the laptop and killing him.

Pinard, his keeper in the ISBF, Internal Security Branch of the Federation, had told him in no uncertain terms not to go through the laptop himself. However, the unusually avid interest in this mission had drawn his curiosity. The order had come from General Laurs, head of security, and was highly classified.

That in itself threw up a red flag.

Why would an insignificant peon on the low rung of society’s ladder be such a high‒profile target? The Federation didn’t send its dog on assassinations anyone could pull off. It just didn’t add up, even if the man was a renegade jinn.

He found the meager belongings in the last room amid layers of decay and rat droppings. In the duffel bag was a battered laptop one would hardly expect to find classified intel on. With the decryption device he’d liberated from Pinard’s desk, he easily hacked through its security. Two documents in particular stood out to him.

What he read in them made his blood run cold. It had to be some kind of mistake or propaganda to use against the Federation.

Yet, the more he read, the faster it became obvious this wasn’t a hoax. Most of the information contained in the documents correlated with events only the ISBF knew about. Critical threats against the Federation made over the past several decades that had been swept under the rug.

Briefly, he scrunched his eyes shut. He had hoped for something to hold against Pinard, but this… This was well beyond the limits of anything he could handle on his own.

Of all the endless ways this information could be used, only one outcome was certain. Their country would be plunged into another civil war. Serving these documents up to the general would only exacerbate the situation and quicken the inevitable outcome.

“Shit,” he hissed.

Footsteps and murmuring voices told him he was no longer alone. He set the laptop aside, then stood, pulling his gun from its holster at his side. Nicki was the first to enter the room carrying a flashlight that he shined directly at Kita. His dark eyes widened, his pasty white complexion paling even further.

“Hey!”

Kita calmly pointed the barrel at Nicki’s head. “You have five seconds to start telling me what you know about King Islandar.”

“Tell me who you are first.”

Kita aimed for Nicki’s foot and pulled the trigger. If he’d had any doubts as to whether his target was a trained soldier or not, they were dispelled when Nicki let out an unmanly shriek. The flashlight hit the floor and rolled to the wall, bathing the small room in its scanty light.

“Holy shit!” the other man cried out, jumping away. This one had come prepared and pointed a late model revolver at Kita. “What the fuck, man? He wasn’t even armed!”

“Not my problem. Two seconds.”

“Okay, okay!” Nicki held up one hand, the other still grasping his injured foot. “I won’t argue with a man who has no honor.”

He had to suppress the urge to laugh. Honor got you killed on the streets. “Tell me everything you know, and don’t waste my time. My trigger finger gets real heavy under the pressure of bullshit.”

“How do I know you won’t kill me afterward?”

A casual shrug. “You don’t.”

The men glanced at each other as if weighing their options. Amusing, considering their predicament. While Kita’s below average size and youthful appearance made him look years younger than his target, in most cases it worked to his advantage. Not so much when he was going for intimidation.

To his surprise, though, both men slumped their shoulders in defeat.

“Might as well tell him, Nicki,” the other man said as he lowered his gun. “That information won’t go anywhere if we’re both dead.”

Nicki glanced at his laptop, and then met Kita’s steady gaze. “I’ll talk, but Jim has nothing to do with this.” He tipped his head in the other man’s direction. “He’s just an old friend I contacted for some cash.”

Kita nearly rolled his eyes at the subtle negotiation. “Again, not my problem. You’re my only target.”

Nicki flicked his tongue across his lips nervously. “You probably already know from looking at my laptop that I’m a member of Advent. Was. I didn’t really care about the glory of their objective. All that equal rights shit for fae and jinn. I just wanted to become a jinn and maybe make a name for myself. Hacking into the Federation’s database for them would put me on the radar faster than the nickel and dime jobs I was getting from small-time private businesses.”

Kita curled his upper lip. While he wasn’t a proponent of the domestic terrorist group, Advent, neither could he stand the humans who flocked to it out of some misguided desire for fame or revenge on their own government. “Go on.”

“I was with them for a year before they made me a jinn. Gaining their trust was a bitch. Everything I did was supervised until they figured I wasn’t a threat to them. Anyway, a couple days after I was turned, some fae named Bergiese gave me an access code to restricted files in Advent’s mainframe. She told me to use my hacking skills to dig deeper once I was in. Said I would know what I was looking for when I found it.”

Shock distilled the anger riding Kita over the situation he found himself in. Jim took his stunned reaction as an opportunity to dress his friend’s wound. He tore off a strip of cloth from his faded shirt then knelt to remove Nicki’s shoe and wrap his foot.

Kita swallowed thickly, disbelieving his own ears. “What?” he croaked.

Nicki hissed, in too much pain to notice the effect his admission had. “That’s what I said. Who knew Advent had secrets they didn’t broadcast to the world like they do with every other aspect of their group? Hell, even their black-market dealings are common knowledge.”

For a moment, confusion layered his thoughts before he regained his composure. “What did this fae look like? The one who called herself Bergiese.”

Nicki’s eyebrows shot up. “Her? Uh…pretty, I guess. Dark brown hair, orange eyes, kinda round in the middle. I’d only seen her twice, but she had this bearing like she was older than most of the fae in the group. Like, ancient. Not much of an important person in Advent’s ranking, though. It was almost as if she was being forced to obey the orders of the founders.”

The implications of this new information set his mind racing. Could it really be his childhood caretaker from well over a hundred years past? Had she survived the consequences of the war?

No. Most likely it was a fraud. A fae trying to pass herself off as Bergiese to gain the weight of due respect behind her name. The Bergiese he knew would never have aligned herself with a terrorist group using underhanded tactics to reach their goal.

Regardless, a small part of his heart leapt at the possibility that he might be wrong.

“Tell me what you found in Advent’s mainframe.”

Jim answered first, glancing up from his ministrations. “He found the goddamn fae responsible for the war, that’s what. The one who should be dead but oh, hey, the king’s back for round two!” he spat sarcastically.

“And those dickweeds in Advent are blindly throwing in their allegiance to the bastard. The fae and jinn have suffered more than us humans! I get their demand for equal rights, but that’s not going to happen under the rule of their king.”

It was true. The king had been mad to engage in a war with the humans after several millennia of peace. In the end, the fae had been driven to brink of extinction. Most of those who’d survived had either gone into hiding or joined Advent.

Nicki bowed his head. “I was one of those dickweeds. I swear, if I’d known then what I know now, I wouldn’t have joined.”

Kita grit his teeth in impatience. “And that is?”

“The king’s back, man. The short of it is he’s working with the leaders of Advent, only he’s got some insane new powers now. Apparently, he and the leaders are taking in new recruits on the side before the rest of Advent even know about them. I guess these are people who don’t meet their standards ’cause the king turns them into jinn immediately, absorbs their powers, and then kills them. He’s also transferring some of the powers to the fae leaders to make them stronger.”

With a frown, he murmured more to himself than Nicki, “That’s impossible. No fae can steal the power of a jinn.”

To turn a human into a jinn required a small sacrifice from the fae. A sliver of their essence cast into the human’s mind. Upon absorption, the essence would activate a certain area of human’s brain that had previously lain dormant. The most dominant trait possessed by the human would then combine with the fae’s essence.

Since the fae only had access to powers on the physical and elemental planes, the combination would manifest in the human as a weaker version of one of those. A fae could only enable in the creation of a jinn, not take away.

Nicki grimaced as Jim hefted him up and slung one of Nicki’s arms over his shoulders for support.

“I didn’t want to believe it either, but I had a few buddies I’d recommended to Advent who were on the king’s list. They disappeared without a trace the day after they joined. The other information I found, detailed plans of terrorist acts that supposedly had nothing to do with Advent, all correlated with records I discovered when I hacked into the Federation’s database. There’s no way Advent would have that kind of information unless they’d carried out the acts themselves.”

From his brief summary of the information on Nicki’s laptop, he had to admit the man wasn’t lying. Although formidable in their own right, Advent didn’t have the necessary resources to pull off half the jobs listed on their restricted files. At least not without the help of a mole with high security access in the Federation.

“So, uh…” Nicki began hesitantly, “you gonna kill me or what? That Bergiese lady told me to get the information to some guy named Kita’xenteau, a fae-terran. Said he’s the only one who can bring King Islandar down.”

Kita jerked sharply at the mention of his full name. Fuck! It had to be his old caretaker. No one else would be foolish enough to put their faith in him.

He scrambled to put together a new course of action. “Did you backup all the files onto a thumb drive?”

Nicki frowned. “Yeah.”

“Give it to me.”

He hastily dug out the device from his pants pocket and placed it in Kita’s outstretched hand.

As Kita turned his attention to the laptop, he asked, “What’s your power?”

The man seemed to pick up on his urgency and hurriedly said, “Something like echolocation but without the sound? I think I can sense the space between me and any other solid object. I didn’t really have time to ask about it or test it out before I ran.”

Kita continued speaking as he, once again, called forth his pyrokinesis and caused the laptop to erupt in fire so hot, it created a small pyre of blue and white flames. “Good enough. Use it to avoid anyone else who might be following you. Concentrate on the patterns of moving objects close to you. If you sense an object that continually traces your path, you’ve been made.”

He grabbed Nicki’s duffel bag and tossed it to Jim. “By my report, you’re dead already. Don’t rely on that, though. Eventually, the ISBF will discover the truth and send another assassin after you. If Advent doesn’t find you first. Now get out of here before I change my mind.”

Nicki was the first to tear his watering eyes from the flames still melting plastic and metal on the floor. “Who are you?”

He didn’t bother to answer. Chances were his target wouldn’t last the week despite his generosity. “Get lost, now!”

The two men wasted no more time on pointless questions. Alone, he rubbed his trembling hands down his face. He was screwed on a monumental level and knew it. Yet, it was the knowledge of Bergiese’s continued association with Islandar, both of whom were supposed to be dead, that terrified him most.

Despite her affection for him when he was a child, she’d still been a loyal servant of the king. No matter how much abuse he’d been subjected to under Islandar’s orders, her fealty to him had always come first. Somehow, likely through a vision, she’d known he was alive and how to find him.

Did that mean she’d told King Islandar of his current identity? Would the king even care past Kita’s position in the ISBF? To Islandar, he had never been anything more than a slave and a whipping boy.

Still, the thought of becoming Islandar’s slave again made suicide seem like a spectacular option.

He climbed out the window, then took out the thumb drive and stared at it. For a moment, the urge to crush it was nearly overwhelming. He owed the world nothing. What did he care if the humans and fae went to war again? There would be less of them afterward to continue making his life a living hell.

And countless more deaths on his hands. The irony of having a conscience with his occupation was not lost on him.

“Damn it!” he muttered, shoving the thumb drive back into his pocket. After he saved his country from another civil war, he was going to strangle Bergiese for forcing him to play the hero in a battle he couldn’t give two shits about.

*

Faint shades of dawn’s early light filtered the sky as Kita slipped in through the back entrance of his hotel. Apprehension dug deep into his chaotic thoughts and slowed his ascent to the third floor. Pinard would be waiting for him in the room. The man wouldn’t be fooled into believing the mission had somehow gone awry. Kita was too good at his job to miss a deadline by several hours.

Those hours had been spent roaming the abandoned sections of Okasis, mind working furiously to come up with a plan. Any course of action that didn’t involve harsh repercussions on his part.

For the first time since becoming the ISBF’s dog, the desire to run no matter the consequences burned brightly within him. Then it petered to cloying ash, leaving the bitter taste of impotence at the back of his throat. Running was no more an option now than it had been four years ago when the ISBF had arrested him for the attempted assassination of a US senator.

His life wasn’t the only one on the line.

In the room, Pinard was sitting at a narrow desk flanked by four heavily muscled Federation agents. It never ceased to amaze Kita how the cheap off-the-rack suits Pinard wore managed to make the stout man look like a harmless paper pusher. He might even look ten years younger were he to dye the gray at his temples to match the rest of his dull brown hair.

For a split second, he wondered whether his keeper was already aware of what he’d learned. Behind wire-framed glasses, Pinard’s shrewd brown eyes assessed him with a calculating stare. The agents stood rigid as if anticipating a fight.

“I didn’t expect a simple mission like this to take so long.” Pinard stood and straightened the lapels of his jacket. “Did you run into trouble?”

Kita allowed the tension to ease from his shoulders. Pinard wasn’t a man to play coy if he sensed something amiss.

General Laurs had been highly amused to inform Kita of what kind of man would be in charge of him when he’d assigned Pinard as his keeper. A psychopathic narcissist whose sadism knows no bounds would be too kind a description.

Kita kept his face expressionless as he stripped out of his leather jacket and threw it on the bed. “Not at all.”

“Good. Then where’s the laptop?”

He flashed a humorless grin. “There was no laptop. The guy joined Advent for the shits ’n giggles of fame and glory. When his jinn power turned out to be passive, he blamed the fae leaders and hacked into their system to dig up anything he could use against them. Most he was able to find was a handful of recent bombings your public relations specialist passed off to the public as the work of individuals to keep the hype off Advent.”

Pinard scowled. “That doesn’t make sense. He’s got to be working for somebody. I fail to see how a disgruntled jinn could be so bold as to turn an entire terrorist group led by fae against him. Someone must’ve paid him off for intel. Besides, releasing the truth would only benefit Advent. Draw the public eye back to them. Our undercover agents claimed the fae leaders were furious over the matter.”

Interesting. Pinard had no idea what was on the laptop. Maybe no one in the Federation did. So, their goal was to discover the secrets Advent was hiding, not erase them.

Kita shrugged. “He destroyed his external hard drive as soon as he saw me. Refused to say whether or not he’d backed up the intel on another device. Guess your informants didn’t do their jobs this time, huh?”

He kept a tight grip on his mask of indifference. There was no doubt Pinard would catch on to his ruse and torture him for the information eventually. Lucky for him, he was the best assassin in the ISBF. They couldn’t afford to keep him benched for more than a month. Pinard may be particularly adept at making him suffer, but knowing there was a time limit was comforting in a way.

Shaking his head, Pinard pinched the bridge of his nose. “General Laurs isn’t going to—” He snapped his mouth shut and narrowed his gaze. “There’s something you’re not telling me.”

“You’re a dick? Maybe that Federation screw up your ass is gonna choke you one day if it goes up any farther? Those four shit-for-brains have more intelligence in their balls than you have in your entire—?”

His derision came to a grinding halt as excruciating pain ripped through his body. Pinard used his elemental power to send bolts of electricity sizzling through every nerve. Sweat broke out over his skin, and he fell to one knee, gritting his teeth to keep from making a sound.

The intrusion was withdrawn with a suddenness that left him gasping. Never one to give in easily, he looked up through the loose strands of his black hair and laughed. “What’s wrong? Don’t you trust me?”

“We sent one of the best computer experts in the nation to hack into Advent’s mainframe during Nicki’s time there as a recruit. It’s highly unlikely some backwater grunt would’ve been able to penetrate their security when our expert could not. Which means someone in Advent had to have given Nicki clearance. Care to tell me who?”

Damn. He hadn’t predicted the Federation would send their own hacker to try to infiltrate Advent’s mainframe from the inside. Though in hindsight, he should’ve known. After all, it was a Federation spy that had slithered his way into Kita’s good graces and led to his capture.

This time, Pinard launched an attack with the velocity of an avalanche. It seemed like a thousand tiny shards of glass were shredding his flesh and lighting his muscles on fire. Kita felt more than heard a scream claw its way out of his throat.

Somewhere deep inside, he still managed to find humor in the situation. Pinard was a powerful jinn, yet his grasp on the diversity of torture techniques was sorely lacking. Physical pain couldn’t penetrate the vault in which Kita kept his secrets and weaknesses. He’d been dealing with it all his life. It was the mental shit he couldn’t handle.

After what seemed an eternity, Pinard withdrew his assault. Kita found himself curled into a ball on the floor, unable to move or open his eyes. His jaw was clenched so tightly, it ached almost as much as his head. Every thought he tried to form might as well have been water spilling through his numb fingers.

He could only grunt when his head was yanked back by his hair and he was forced to stare up at Pinard’s annoyance through the slits of his eyes.

“Ever the stubborn dog. I can almost appreciate your unwillingness to be tamed. General Laurs warned me this might happen, although I can’t imagine that whatever you’re hiding could be worth the punishment you’re about to receive.”

He would’ve laughed if he’d had the energy.

“What do you want to do with him?” one of the agents asked.

“Search and secure him while I have a word with the general.”

Before his head could flop back down, four sets of hands groped every inch of his body with a little too much enthusiasm. It was somewhat insulting that Pinard thought him stupid enough to keep the intel on his person.

His wrists were pulled roughly behind his back and cuffed, followed by another pair of cuffs around his ankles. The agent behind him jerked him up to his knees. It wasn’t until the man shoved his erection lewdly into the crevice of Kita’s ass that he recalled the real danger behind Pinard’s excessive use of power.

All fae—be they full-blooded, half-human known as fae-terran, or a crossbreed between a fae and a human turned jinn known as fae-jinn—possessed ethereal beauty unrivaled by any other humanoid species. Their golden skin and long, slender bodies made them appear elegant. Otherworldly. And the pigment of their irises could range over the entire color spectrum. The more vivid the hue, the stronger their powers.

As if that weren’t exotic enough to satisfy their creators, the Greek god Eros had thrown his own idiosyncrasy into the pot. The god of desire had given them the innate attribute of natural seduction.

Along with the magic contained in their auras was a kinraa. A primordial essence that induced states of maddening lust in all those around them. It created a drive in others to possess the fae that was so strong it could often lead to harm, or even death of the fae. Only through the fae’s willpower was the kinraa held in check.

Due to its profound effect, the humans had named it a geas. Essentially, an inflicted magical obligation.

Much to Pinard’s delight, he’d discovered that a strong enough jolt of electricity would disable Kita’s will power along with his motor functions.

“I’ve always wanted to meet the infamous dog General Laurs trained to heel at his feet,” the man behind Kita murmured. His hot breath wafted over the nape of Kita’s neck, making him shiver in disgust. “I guess those rumors about you were right. You really can turn a straight man gay. I wouldn’t mind giving you a good fucking. With a body and face like yours, you were made for sex.”

Kita choked down bile as the agent began dry humping him. From above, another agent grabbed a fistful of his hair and tilted his head back to a painful angle. The unadulterated hunger in that agent’s eyes told him their restraint wouldn’t hold for long if Pinard didn’t get off the phone soon and order them down.

As if on cue, Pinard ended his call and barked, “Control yourselves! You know what he is. It’s not impossible to resist his geas.”

A third agent wiped beads of sweat from his upper lip. “I know you warned us, but we’ve never seen a fae before. I didn’t think they could be this…beautiful. It’s unnatural.”

“All of you, keep your heads. He may be a lowly fae-terran with negligible powers, but that doesn’t lessen the force of his geas. Or the fact that he’s still a deadly assassin.”

That made the agent dry humping him lurch backward. Kita was almost grateful. It would take him at least an hour to recoup control over his kinraa.

Pinard opened a small, black box on the desk and busied himself with whatever was inside. “The general wants to give you a choice. Tell us the truth about your target willingly, or we’ll make you tell us through means I guarantee you won’t enjoy.”

Kita had to clear his throat several times, more shaken than he cared to admit. “Are you going to break out the whips and chains? You know how much I love it when you get dirty.”

Instead of his usual disdainful response to Kita’s taunts, Pinard merely smiled. “You’re going to get more than whips and chains if you continue to refuse cooperation.”

“Now you’re just teasing.”

Pinard finally turned so that Kita could see what was in his hands. “Perhaps I should clarify the consequences for you.”

Whatever warmth was left in his body fled when he saw Pinard lift a half-full syringe to tap out the air bubbles. The clear fluid inside was tainted with a pale red hue that quickly mixed together.

“The general seems to think regular torture tactics won’t work on you this time. That you might consider the information you’re hiding to be worth becoming a martyr for. So he’d suggested a different approach before this mission started.

“Do you recall those six months when I gave you my undivided attention so that I could strip you of your foolish pride, break you, mold you into a faithful mutt? Oh, how I loved your strength, but when you finally shattered, that…that was a thing of beauty.”

Kita began to tremble uncontrollably, his eyes never leaving the syringe.

“What was it that made you finally relent? Ah, that’s right. sintax. Or should I use the street name you gutter rats are so fond of? RMX, the ‘rape me’ drug. Your mother first introduced you to it, if I remember correctly. Combined with hydrexate to inhibit your powers, she tamed the beast in you for nearly a century. Made you into the whore you were born to be. She didn’t even have to tie you down most of the time for you to raise that little ass and beg for a pounding.”

Pinard’s face was lit up with malicious glee. “You see, I’d forgotten about that small detail until the good general pointed it out from the many reports of you I’d given him that first half year. I’m almost hoping you’ll keep refusing to cooperate. In the beginning, you gave in before I got a chance to test it. By all means, give me that opportunity now.”

Tell him. Just tell him! his mind screamed. What the hell had he been thinking? He couldn’t do this. He couldn’t…couldn’t think…

A whimper escaped his throat when Pinard knelt before him, waving the syringe in front of his face. He felt the grip on his neck from the agent behind him tighten painfully as he tried to back away.

The impulse to make a run for it was nearly irresistible. Knowing it would be a futile attempt was the only thing holding him back. He was in no condition, physically or otherwise, to overpower every man in the room.

“Poor little fae-terran reject,” Pinard cooed in a sickly sweet falsity of pity. “It’s a shame I hadn’t remembered this before you started thinking for yourself again. I could’ve had a lot more fun with you while you were under my care.”

The past tense made Kita stiffen and the burning fear ratchet several degrees higher. Was the general planning to hand him over to someone worse than Pinard? As crazy as that possibility seemed, Kita had learned early in life that there was always someone worse than the devil you knew.

“My orders are to deliver you directly to Babylon prison should you fail to comply. There, you will remain incarcerated until you’re ready to tell us what we want to know. You’ll be administered a regular dose of sintax and hydrexate. The guards there are to allow the inmates to have their fun with you in any way they like, provided it doesn’t kill you.

“I’ve got to say, I will regret not being able to watch them tear you down. None of them will be able to resist a fae with no will power to control his geas. Every inmate in that facility will try to rape you within the first twenty-four hours, and those who don’t succeed will be lining up to take their turn the next day, and the next, and… Well, you get my drift.”

The laugh he gave sent a violent shudder through Kita.

“But don’t worry. I’ll be there when you come running back to beg my forgiveness. So, what’s it going to be?”

Frantically, Kita went over the details of the situation in his head. He couldn’t afford to assume it was pure coincidence that he was sent to kill the very target who was sent to find him. Or that General Laurs was specifically interested in what was on Nicki’s laptop. Bergiese’s foresight might explain why she chose Nicki at that particular time to get the information to Kita, knowing their paths would cross.

What he didn’t know was how General Laurs knew about Nicki’s duplicity. Had one of the Federation’s undercover agents known what Nicki was about, Laurs would’ve ordered his death before fleeing from Advent was even an option. It was possible Advent had their own mole in the Federation, but that didn’t make sense either.
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