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      Just outside of Moscow

      

      “Be a dear and refresh our drinks, Milica,” Reznikov said in Russian. He held out his glass and shook it like she was the help.

      “Of course. My pleasure,” the woman responded. Her pronunciation was perfect, like she’d been speaking Russian her entire life. But Russian was only one of four languages she spoke. And her name wasn’t Milica. It was Madison Byrne.

      Anatoly Reznikov didn’t know either of those facts. To the FSB official, she was Milica Jovanovic, a former Serbian ballet dancer. They’d met in a Moscow nightclub where she’d been a shot girl. Life had not been kind to Milica after an injury ended her dance career. Those circumstances made her ripe for Reznikov’s attention. He liked the pretty, wounded bird type. He enjoyed the control it gave him. She was very good at playing the role and attracting men like him.

      The large study in Reznikov’s dacha was chilly, despite the roaring fire in the hearth. Madison only wore a thin, silvery velvet dress with a low, scooped neckline and a high slit. The velvet looked poured over her, the better to show off her former dancer’s body. Of course, she’d never been a dancer, but she was incredibly fit.

      Madison poured fresh drinks for the men. Reznikov was serving his guest the best American bourbon in his bar. Kemal Arslan had been pampered all weekend, treated like a king instead of the high-ranking Turkish military official he was. Madison had endured the burly man’s lustful gaze and casual touches because she understood her role and what Reznikov expected from his latest pet project. The Russian gave his women an extravagant lifestyle, but there was a price. She wondered how far she’d have to take this before her mission was complete.

      Arslan accepted his drink with a paternal smile and a hand on her hip, which slid around to her ass. Madison warmly smiled and accepted it, even leaned into it. Only when he traced the line between her cheeks and began pressing the velvet into it did she dance away and hand Reznikov his drink. The Russian sat her on the arm of the ornate, overstuffed burgundy couch, hand lingering on her bare leg left exposed by the dress’s high slit.

      “We’ve been dancing around this all weekend, Kemal. All you need to do is wire the money, and we can close this deal.” Reznikov could bury his brutal side and charm anyone, but he had his limits.

      “Perhaps, your company is best enjoyed for longer,” Arslan replied. His broken Russian had been grating on Madison all weekend. She fought the urge to correct him every time he spoke.

      “You’re welcome to enjoy my hospitality for as long as you like, Kemal. That doesn’t have to end when our deal is completed. Feel free to enjoy any of the pleasures I have to offer here at my dacha. But I must insist you wire the money. I have people to answer to, just as you do, my friend.”

      Reznikov’s hand slid higher on Madison’s thigh, fingertips brushing into the slit. She knew the dress was perfect for her host when she chose it. Although she felt nothing for the man—the heavy, balding Russian was the antithesis of the men she went for—the intimate touch still stirred a reaction in her. His power and entitlement were an aphrodisiac.

      “Any pleasures?” Arslan asked, eyes poring over Madison like he was planning every filthy thing he wanted to do to her. The woman shuddered.

      “Of course, my friend. And if you don’t see anything you like, I can procure other options.”

      Please procure other options, she thought. Madison had memorized Kemal Arslan’s file and knew exactly the sort of pleasures the Turkish general enjoyed. She would do what the mission required—she’d done it for Reznikov for over a month—but she was firm on one thing. That hairy bastard is not having my ass.

      “No, that is necessary,” Arslan replied, eyes locked on Madison.  He paused to correct his Russian. “No, I am pleased with what you have, Anatoly. We dispense with business, yes? Then pleasures. No stops.”

      “Excellent. If you’d just come to my desk, you may initiate the transfer on my computer. You’ve seen the weapon system outside in the truck. I’ll have the targeting system brought up from my vault, so that you may inspect it for yourself.”

      Arslan frowned, not understanding the Russian. Reznikov dumbed it down. “The software to run the system is here. I’ll bring it up.”

      “Very good,” the other man nodded.

      You’d better hurry, Damien. We’re almost out of time, she thought, and it wasn’t about the Turk violating her ass.

      Right on cue, a voice crackled in her ear. “I’m going to need more time, Maddy. Our intel was bad. The model year for Reznikov’s safe is wrong. I need to pull up the right code to crack it. You’re going to need to stretch up there.”

      Madison smiled tightly. The men in the room thought it was for them, but it was her response to Damien. She couldn’t answer him, not until she was alone. Her earpiece was nearly undetectable, rendered even more so by the waves of her flaming hair. I hope he doesn’t expect too much stretching. Not with these two. She’d done enough stretching with Reznikov. She’d been looking forward to being out of his dacha after tonight.

      “Cough if you heard me,” Damien said. His voice was like warm honey in her ear. She kind of hated how sexy his voice was. She didn’t need the distraction. Madison cleared her throat. “Good girl. Sorry to have to do this to you. Promise to make it up in Paris on our way home. You can tell me all about how you hated every second of this mission.” His low laugh annoyed her. Damien enjoyed hearing the sordid details of her missions way too much.

      If she’d been able to speak to him, Madison would have told Damien, I’m engaged. There won’t be a romantic pit stop in Paris. Things have changed. He was having trouble accepting that. She pushed that, and any other thoughts of Charles, out of her head.

      Madison pulled out the chair for Arslan and rubbed his shoulders when he was seated behind the desk. Reznikov stood behind her, roughly kneading her ass. The man was disgusting, but she couldn’t deny the thrill of being treated like a possession. She actively avoided thinking about why she liked certain parts of her work. Back when she was a confident, independent International Studies student, Madison never thought she’d let men treat her like an object, or that she could enjoy it—even in service of her country. But that was before the Agency recruited her.

      “No record of this, yes?” Arslan asked, handling the mouse like a man who’d never touched a computer before.

      “The weapon system will be untraceable, my friend. I know you do not want your plan for the Kurds to be traced back to you.”

      Reznikov slid his hand inside Madison’s dress, his fingers resting on the heated inside of her thigh. The slit gave him such easy access. Her breath hitched. The man smelled like bourbon and savory meats, but his possessiveness still did something to her. It was an asset that her body reacted that way, but she didn’t like what it said about her. She forced herself to focus on the task at hand.

      “You’ll do whatever he asks. Do you understand, sweet Milica?” Reznikov growled in her ear, his fingers seeking higher.

      “Da,” she replied breathlessly, willing her thighs to relax for the vile man. Just because he turned her on, it didn’t mean she wanted him. She was just chasing something he made her feel. It better not come to that, she thought. Hurry the fuck up, Damien.

      Reznikov watched the monitor and waited for his money to appear in the unmarked Cayman Islands account. The FSB officer was not strictly acting on behalf of Mother Russia. A security officer’s salary didn’t secure one a luxury dacha. He knew he was in the clear as long as he kept greasing the right palms. He hated being under the thumb of other men, but then he was always under someone’s thumb.

      Milica was under his thumb. Her willing Da made his cock stiffen in the expensive slacks he’d had custom-tailored in London. The pretty redhead was the best distraction he’d had in a long time. He loved the way her long, lean body responded to him, the way her flaming hair bounced when her mouth bobbed on him. She was a woman who truly needed a strong hand to guide her.

      Reznikov only wished he had more time to spend with her, but his wife also demanded attention. Still, he visited Milica at his dacha when he could. And when she was all used up? Well, he knew men who would still pay for her. That time might come sooner than he’d hoped if the rumors he’d heard about Arslan were true.

      He relished the hitch in her breath and the blush of her pale, freckled cheeks when his fingers brushed the lace edge of her panties. Milica was so pliant, so enthusiastic. And god, did she know how to use that tight body. He traced circles on her thigh, feeling the heat radiating from her sex, while Arslan completed the transaction.

      “There. Is done. Happy to finish business?” Arslan said, twisting to find Milica’s chest right in his face. The man’s eyes narrowed. Her nipples seemed to be staring at him.

      “Yes. Very good. Now we can celebrate,” Reznikov said.

      The threesome moved back to the cozy sitting area by the fire. He raised a toast to their deal, noting how Arslan watched Milica. The girl noticed it, too. For the first time since he’d known her, she seemed nervous. He’d never seen her tense before. Reznikov had enjoyed many pleasures with her, but he had not shared her yet. She must have sensed what was coming. Perhaps she needed something to calm her anxiety.

      “May I offer something to help begin our celebration?” he offered, retrieving a small steel capsule containing several pink pills from an ornate gold box on his desk.

      He poured a pill into Arslan’s hand. The Turk tossed it back and washed it down with the bourbon without question. Reznikov swallowed his. Milica hesitated.

      “What is this, Anatoly?” she asked.

      “Something to help you relax, dear.”

      She smiled. “Thank you, but I already feel good.”

      “We’re going to have a party, and I expect you to join us, Milica.”

      “I will. I look forward to celebrating your success.” She stroked his arm.

      Reznikov tightened his grip, hand locked on her hip. His annoyance at her resistance was only tempered by the knowledge that she would surely pay for it soon. It was the first time she had challenged him, and he was not pleased. All women showed their true colors eventually, in his experience. Perhaps she was not the easy party girl he’d thought. It didn’t matter. She didn’t have a choice anymore.

      “You will celebrate with us, Milica. Take your medicine.” His voice carried an edge he hadn’t had to use with her before.

      She looked like she wanted to push, but the smile was back after faltering. She popped the pill in her mouth. “Of course, Anatoly. I just didn’t want you to think I needed help to enjoy my time with you.”

      Milica’s blood-red nails raked his scalp, giving him chills. Her hungry kiss and keen tongue conveyed her desire. There’s my eager girl, he thought.

      “Let me call down and have the laptop with the targeting system brought up for your perusal, my friend. Perhaps Milica will make you comfortable while we wait.”

      “You are most gracious host, Anatoly,” the Turk said, taking her hand and leading her back to the couch.
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      “What the fuck?” Damien muttered under his breath. He watched the numbers on the screen flash through combinations like he was waiting to hit the jackpot on a slot machine.

      The small device was attached to Reznikov’s vault by the thin ribbon of a serial cable. It looked like the Blackberry any businessman would carry, but it was a specialized decoding device developed by the Agency. Damien was always impressed by the new gadgets those nerds in the DS&T came up with. Even he had to admit that a pistol and a knife weren’t enough to complete most modern missions. His earpiece was a perfect example. He had no idea how they packed the needed electronics into such a tiny device, but it worked.

      Sounds of Reznikov’s study came through the earpiece while he waited for the gizmo to unlock the Russian’s vault. He heard their target urging Arslan to complete their transaction. Damien was running out of time. The mission could not fail. Innocent lives depended on it. If the Turks got their hands on the advanced targeting system, the Kurds were screwed.

      “I’m going to need more time, Maddy. Our intel was bad. The model year for Reznikov’s safe is wrong. I need to pull up the right code to crack it. You’re going to need to stretch up there.”

      Damien understood what he was asking of her. Reznikov was hardly a prize, and Madison had already been taking one for the team for over a month. That night, stretching might mean taking more than one. He understood the Russian’s expectations as well as Madison did. I’ve got to get into this vault, he thought, squeezing the faux Blackberry tighter, as if that would make it work faster.

      Over their years as partners, Damien had witnessed a lot of Madison’s work up close, and he’d always had mixed feelings about it. In many ways, she had the harder task on many of their missions. She put her body on the line just as often as he did, just in different ways. Her country asked her to do things most conventional women would never even consider, even for the greater good. But Madison had always been up to the task. Enthusiastically so, one could say.

      Mostly rustling noises and the men speaking in Russian came through his earpiece. Damien’s Russian wasn’t nearly as good as Madison’s, but he got the gist. Arslan was wiring the money. Fuck, come on, he thought. He wasn’t only worried about whatever his partner may have to do to keep the men distracted. Once the money was wired, Reznikov would send for the laptop, and Damien would have a serious problem. He already had two dead Russian security agents at his feet. If he didn’t get in and out soon, more security would be by, and the alarm would be raised, and all hell would break loose. Come on, Maddy. Slow them down.

      More numbers clicked into place on the screen, but it was still too slow. Damien heard talk of celebrating in his ear. Madison sounded enthusiastic. She always was, and it turned him on in a way that was hard to admit. They were supposed to keep it all professional, detached, but he knew it wasn’t always like that for her, and it wasn’t for him either, especially since they had become involved.

      Part of him hated what she’d been doing with Reznikov, but there was that other part… The part that thrilled to her adventures and burned to reclaim her afterward. It was hard now that Madison wasn’t his to reclaim. She was going to marry Charles. Damien tried to cope with that, but he hadn’t been doing well.

      The faux Blackberry beeped. The vault door rumbled as tumblers clicked and locking bolts disengaged. Yes! Fucking finally! he thought. But he’d been so caught up in thinking about Madison that he’d lost focus.

      “Hey! Who are you?” a gruff voice called out in Russian.

      Damien looked up to see a burly Russian agent coming down the hallway. He was so wide, he filled the hallway. “Hey, man. It’s not what you think,” he replied in Russian with a Moscow-by-way-of-Northeast-Philly accent. “They tripped.”

      The Russian picked up speed, rushing toward Damien. In a single smooth motion, the CIA agent drew the suppressed Sig Sauer P228 from his belt and fired. The single shot emitted a quiet cough, and red mist bloomed from the Russian’s throat. Damien’s physicality was perfect, whether he was killing or in bed. That takes care of that, he thought.

      As the Russian reached for his throat and folded to the floor, he touched a remote on his belt. Blinding lights strobed, and a piercing alarm sounded. Oh fuck, he thought.
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      Madison peeled the satin away from her curves. She was athletic but didn’t believe she had a convincing ballerina’s body—even a former dancer’s. Madison was tight and toned like a ballerina, but she had curves. The men greedily watched her expose her body. Stripping was her idea. It bought time for Damien to get his shit together and hold up his end of the mission. Her hips swayed to music only she heard. In this case, it was Alicia Keys.

      Reznikov slid behind her, hand curling around to cup her breast. She whimpered when he lightly twisted her nipple. She’d tucked his drug under her tongue until she could spit it out, but enough of it had dissolved that she was feeling the effects. Madison thought it was some Ecstasy derivative, but different. Every touch radiated liquid heat through her body.

      The Russian made a lot of money shipping designer drugs to Western Europe. He had fingers in many different pies. She felt the drowsy sensitivity and racing heart of ecstasy, but none of the stifling warm blanket feeling. It was hard to get off on Ecstasy, but the way Reznikov’s drug spread heat through her body, she knew that would not be a problem.

      “You’re not going to make my friend just watch, are you, Milica? Go be friendly.” His gentle shove nearly dropped her in the fat Turk’s lap.

      The drug was making her clumsy. Madison focused. She’d been trained in how to keep a clear head when drugged. It was part of the interrogation resistance program at The Farm. But these men did not plan to interrogate her. That might have been more pleasant. Arslan’s shirt was already damp with sweat.

      Arslan had bad breath and a thick tongue, but Madison kissed him like she loved it. She kissed him the way Milica would. Milica was pliant if she was getting what she wanted. His hands were clumsy on her breasts, but the drug made it feel good anyway. Everything felt good, which could be a problem. She concentrated on a silver-framed portrait on the mantle. That was part of her training to keep a clear head. But she still gasped when his thumbs twiddled her nipples. Madison couldn’t imagine how amazing it would feel if she’d had a full dose of the drug.

      “You like that girl?” Arslan panted in his poor Russian.

      “Mmm… Feels good,” she moaned, only half-lying.

      It wasn’t just the drug that was allowing her to enjoy Arlan’s rough hands. She felt Reznikov watching her. His possessive gaze pierced her to the core, where it throbbed within her. Being watched, his power, they were a turn-on, even if the man was a zero.

      In certain situations, Madison saw enjoying her work as a bonus, but that night, she couldn’t let herself slip too far into those feelings. She couldn’t show any vulnerability to these men. They’d wield it as a weapon. She just had to let them get far enough to think they were getting what they wanted. And once Damien was in the vault, she’d find an excuse to slip away. What are you waiting for? she thought. Reznikov’s man is on his way down there.

      Arlan had a thick, but comically short cock. Madison didn’t understand why he was so eager to show it to her, but the women in his life probably had to pretend to be impressed. She plastered on a smile and widened her eyes, trying to suppress the growing buzz of arousal where he touched her. Just rubbing against the couch would turn me on right now, she reflected.

      Madison was accepting that she’d have to touch that thing when the alarm sounded. Damn it, Damien! What did you do? she thought. Despite the fresh complication, she was relieved she wouldn’t have to handle the Turk’s grubby cock after all.

      “What is that?” she asked, springing off the couch. “Is something happening?” Do I sound like a convincing, dumb Russian shot girl?

      Arslan sputtered with panic, struggling to tuck his cock away. Reznikov told him to be calm. The Russian explained, “There must be a security breach, but I’m sure it’s nothing my men can’t handle. Maybe an animal tripped a sensor outside, or one of your men wandered where he shouldn’t have.”

      “Are we safe?” Madison asked, conveying the proper amount of panic while she calculated her next move. The Russian was calm, but he still walked around to his desk and reached into a drawer for his gun. She could not let him get that in his hands. Her situation would go from bad to much worse if he did.

      “Just be calm and stay out of my way,” he replied.

      “Sorry, that’s going to be a problem.”

      Reznikov had just enough time to look confused before Madison kneed the drawer closed on his hand. He yelped and tried to pull his hand free with the gun. She pulled the drawer open and slammed it again. He cursed and backhanded her. She saw stars and tasted copper, but punched him back. He got his other hand free, minus the gun.

      “What are you doing, Milica?” he asked, holding his throbbing hand.

      “I need to go now, and I can’t let you stop me, Anatoly.”

      “What are you talking about?”

      Madison felt ridiculous fighting the man wearing nothing but a thong and clear Lucite stripper heels—he had a thing for them—but the sway of her tits distracted him. Her nudity was an asset in that moment. She punched him again.

      “Have you lost your mind, crazy bitch?” Reznikov sneered.

      Reznikov took another punch to the face, but he fired one right back, sending Madison careening into a bookshelf. The heels proved impossible to fight in, so she slipped them off, throwing one at the Russian to buy an extra second. He dodged the shoe, but it slowed his advance.

      Arslan had his pants on and joined the fight. He was surprisingly strong for such a fat man, grabbing Madison from her blind side. His fingers clawed in her hair close to the scalp, wrenching her head back before dragging her forward and tossing her toward the couch. She sprawled onto the couch, ass in the air. The drug made her clumsy. She was fighting to regain her balance when the Turk grabbed her hair again and shoved Madison face down into the cushions. The strangest thing was that even the rough pulling of her hair spiked intense pleasure through her, making her scrambled brain question resisting him.

      “Take care of problem. I have her,” Arslan directed Reznikov.

      “Leave some for me, my friend,” his host replied.

      Madison struggled for purchase on the hard, overstuffed brocade and painfully broke a nail. Blood from her nose smeared the fabric and her face. She fought to drag in even the smallest breath. The less oxygen she had, the weaker she became. She was in serious trouble.

      “When we find out who you are, I send piece back to your father. Feed the rest to dogs. But first, I enjoy, you suffer,” Arslan laughed and sounded winded.

      That was a real possibility if Madison didn’t get it together. His hand slid between her legs, and he found her wet from earlier from the effects of the designer drug. The pig mistook it for genuine desire, grunting with satisfaction. She used what she had and leaned into it with a moan, which wasn’t entirely fake. The touch made her throb.  But men like Arslan and Reznikov always underestimated women. Madison had realized long ago that her sexuality was a weapon, and it just might save her life once again.

      Madison pressed back against his fingers, and the fool loosened his grip on her hair. She sucked in a deep breath, centered herself, and shoved off the back of the couch. One of the Turk’s knees buckled when she crashed into them with her full weight, and they both tumbled to the floor, landing in a heap. Importantly, she landed on top.

      “Bitch!” Arslan cursed, grabbing for her hair once again. It was the easiest target.

      Her elbow landed in his sternum, knocking out what little breath he’d drawn with Madison on top of him. Arslan released her with a grunt. She spun, straddling him. He thought the night would go there at some point, but not like that. Everything felt like it was in slow motion, but she was still faster than the fat Turk. She bunched her fingers and struck a nerve cluster. Arslan yelped like a little girl. The second strike crushed his Adam’s apple. He clutched his throat.

      “Keep…your…fucking…hands…to…yourself…” Madison spat, striking his head back against the hardwood floor with each word. His eyes were unfocused, but she kept going. “You…do…not…fucking…own…me…”

      Crimson pooled around the Turkish general’s head when she was finished. His glassy eyes stared at her with dull surprise. She cruelly smirked, recalling all the photos in Arslan’s file, evidence of his brutality toward women.

      “Was it as good for you as it was for me?” she asked the corpse. Madison would have to answer for killing the Turkish general. That was not part of the mission. There would be diplomatic blowback, but she could live with her actions. She always did.

      Madison planted her palm on his face to push up to her feet. She swiped her hair out of her face and willed her heart to stop pounding. She had to either control the adrenaline spike or keep it going, but if it ran out, she’d be left exhausted. She needed it with Reznikov’s drug in her system.

      The gun she’d made Reznikov leave in the drawer was gone. He must have taken it with him while she was face down on the couch. “Damien, can you hear me? What’s going on?” No answer. Madison realized her earpiece had been knocked loose in the struggle. She didn’t have time to find it. After wiggling back into the tight velvet sheath, she realized it was too restrictive and tore at the slit. It gave with a rending sound, the fabric splitting much higher than she would have liked. Her ass was left hanging out, but fortunately, modesty had departed hours—weeks ago.

      Madison found a Soviet-era NR-40 in another desk drawer and took a moment to judge the knife’s feel before she ran from the study on bare feet, heading toward Reznikov’s vault.
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      Damien went to one knee, took a shooting stance, and dropped the first three guards who rounded the corner, adding to the number of bodies collecting in the hallway. He waited a beat, and when no one else came running, he pulled the heavy vault door open.

      A light came on when the heavy steel door swung open, rolling on thick wheels. The interior was the size of a well-appointed walk-in closet, two of the walls lined with steel shelves. The back wall held three paintings, which Damien was sure had been stolen or looted. He was sure the landscape was a Cezanne that had been stolen from a British museum a decade earlier. There was no time to repatriate artwork.

      Gold bars lined one shelf. Jewelry boxes another. Damien did pause to slip one of Reznikov’s Patek Philippe’s over his wrist. It was the least the Russian could give him for his trouble. Looted artifacts that belonged in a museum lined more shelves.

      Finally, he found the heavy, ruggedized laptop that surely contained the advanced targeting system. It had to be the one because it was the only laptop in the vault. He slipped the thick computer into his bag, along with several hard drives stacked beside it. No telling what useful information might be on those drives.

      Damien stepped out of the vault to find four more guards. He raised his hands and smiled. “Guys, let’s all be reasonable about this.” He spoke in English.

      “Put down the bag,” one of the guards said in Russian, gesturing with his PP-19 Vityaz.

      Damien was unsure if the guard understood him, but it didn’t matter. Actions spoke louder than words in his situation, and he moved very slowly, keeping one hand up while he slowly lowered his backpack to the floor with the other. He kept the smile plastered on. “Sorry about your friends, but they were like that when I got here.”

      “Down.” The guard gestured with his Vityaz.

      “Sure thing, buddy,” Damien continued in English. He slowly knelt on the polished concrete floor, but as he touched the polished stone floor, he swung hard with his elbow, connecting with the guard’s knee.

      The guard fell to his right, giving Damien room to duck back, putting the falling Russian between him and the other guards. He had a 50-50 shot that they wouldn’t fire anyway. But the injured man did fire, his finger tightening on the trigger as he went down. The Vityaz was deafening in the enclosed hallway, rounds chipping stone out of the wall beside the vault door.

      Damien slid on his side, drawing the P228. He took out another one of the guards before a comrade kicked the gun out of his hand. He wrapped his arms around the guard’s legs, simultaneously trying to pull the man down and use him to climb up. He was halfway to his feet when the butt of the guard’s Vityaz connected with his skull.

      Blinking the flash of pain out of his eyes, Damien kept trying to pull the man down, but the Viyaz connected again, and his thinking got fuzzy behind the fresh bloom of pain in his skull. His arms slipped from the guard’s legs, and he curled into a ball to protect himself from a vicious kick. The blows kept coming, the other three upright guards joining in. He pulled tighter, trying to protect his head and soft parts, and hoped he found an opening before they killed him. He wondered how Madison was faring upstairs.

      “Don’t kill him. I need answers,” Reznikov called out. It wasn’t a good sign for his partner if the man was downstairs at the vault.

      Damien tried to get to his feet again, only to be rewarded with a kick that jarred some teeth loose. He fell back to the floor. The guards laughed and cursed him in Russian. He clung to the remote possibility that he’d pay them all back for this.

      “I don’t know who you or your bitch partner upstairs are, but I’ll enjoy finding out,” Reznikov said from above him. “I assume you’re working with Milica. I hope Arslan leaves enough of her to question.”

      “Motherfucker,” Damien cursed, trying to lunge at the man.

      Reznikov’s pistol barked, and a round cored through his leg just above the knee. “Stay down, my American friend. Or don’t. On second thought, I probably only need one of you alive, and sweet Milica will be much more fun to interrogate.”

      Damien winced away from the barrel of Reznikov’s pistol. Even then, he was unwilling to believe it all ended huddled on the floor in the dank basement of a Russian dacha, but it was probably always destined to go that way. If he’d wanted to play it safe, he would have been riding a desk at Langley. His only real regret was failing Madison.

      Madison came tearing down the hallway, bare feet slapping the stone floor, shrieking like a banshee. She saw that Reznikov had the Makarov pointed at Damien’s head and knew surprise was her only weapon. But she still had four armed men to get past, and she’d probably be shot dead before she got ten feet. Standing and watching the Russian shoot her partner dead was not an option. She could not live with that. The shriek was a distraction. Her body was one, too. The men stared at her wild copper hair and the way she almost bounced out of the torn dress with every stride.

      The Russian combat knife she’d taken from Reznikov’s drawer was thrown hard. It was a stupid action movie move—the weapon wasn’t balanced for throwing—but another distraction could only help, and she was unlikely to get close enough to use it properly anyway, and the drug in her system made a lot of stupid things seem like good ideas. But the heavy blade arced through the air like it was guided by angels and embedded in a guard just above the collarbone.

      Going low and dodging to the right, Madison felt a barrage of bullets cut through the air above her. She crashed into another guard with her shoulder, catching him in the gut. Her momentum carried them both to the floor. They fell beside the guard who took her knife. Moving quickly blunted the physical effects of the drug. While batting away the hands of the man beneath her, she pulled the knife from the downed guard and thrust it into her new target as rapidly as she could, shredding his side.

      “Don’t you stop? Bitch!” Reznikov shouted. Who is this woman? he wondered.

      The Russian fired the Makarov at Madison, but she turned, pulling the useless guard with her, and the bullets tore into his back. Another of his hapless guards got in the way and took the shots from his pistol. Reznikov cursed. He’d put this bitch in her place yet. He’d string her up in his wine cellar and enjoy her unravelling. She’d beg for everything he did to her, even the brutal, painful parts. He’d have the truth from her—and everything else.

      When she was clear of his men, the guard’s sidearm was in her hand, pointed up at him.  Her pistol barked before he got another round out of the Makarov. Bullets tore into his chest, knocking him back. The pain came a moment later. Another round took Reznikov in the head, and a moment after the shock of it all hit, he dropped to the floor with a puppet with cut strings.

      Madison panted, pushing fully free of the dead guard. Men never got off her quickly enough when they were finished. Her torn dress was slick with blood, smearing it across the floor when she pushed up. She wiped her hand on the guard’s uniform shirt. She thought it was all Russian blood, but with the fight done, she finally felt the searing pain in her side. She hadn’t been as lucky as she’d thought coming down that hallway.

      “Fuck,” she cursed, pressing a hand to the wound. The pain bloomed, and her hand came away slick with fresh blood. She didn’t have much time to get out of the situation.

      Maidson hobbled over to where Damien lay on the floor. He looked even worse than she felt. His face was crusted with blood. His nose was crushed. His eyes were unfocused. Concussion, she thought. The bullet wound in his leg bled worse than hers.  He had less time than she did.

      “Maddy… You made it…” he weakly moaned.

      “Just in time to save your ass. Again.” She smiled.

      “I had this handled.”

      “Sure, you did. If only you were as tough as you think you are.”

      Madison unbuckled his belt and pulled it free.

      “You know I always want you, Maddy, but I don’t think we have time for that…” Damien winced when he laughed.

      She kissed his forehead. It was habit. She tasted copper. “Only ever one thing on your mind.”

      “Two things,” he insisted, thinking about how much he wanted to kill Reznikov if Madison hadn’t already finished him. She hovered above him, his lethal, battered angel. Even with the blossoming bruises and blood, she was still the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen.

      “The only thing you need to be thinking about is getting your shit together so we can get out of here,” she said, moving away.

      Damien forced himself to sit up. Everything hurt. Some of the damage felt like it might be permanent. Thinking was too difficult. The flashing lights and blaring klaxon made him want to claw his brain out.

      He focused on Madison, ruthlessly efficient, as always. She evaluated the guards, picked the best candidate, and stripped off his boots and pants. She couldn’t go outside in just that torn, bloody dress. It barely covered her perfect, tight body. He wanted her, despite the situation. He always wanted her.

      Madison’s tits bounced when she pulled up the pants, hopping to get them in place. The pants were too big, but they’d do. Her tits spilled free when she leaned forward to roll up the pants and pull on her boots.  She was almost too perfect. Damien knew it was part of why she was so good at this job. Men were so distracted that they never saw the other part coming. She scooped herself back into the dress and tucked it into the borrowed pants.

      Lifting one of the discarded Vityaz submachine guns, she checked the ammo. Satisfied, she slung it over her shoulder. She slung the backpack with the laptop, too. The mission still mattered, or it was all for nothing. Damien helped as much as he could, but Madison had to pull him to his feet, grunting with the effort.
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