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      Cool, damp, salty air clung to Page's skin as she was dragged out of the town car. Her captors dragged her toward a box truck near the docks in New York. Her mind raced, the more they moved her, the harder she would be for Noah to find. Planting her feet, she wrenched her arm out of the man's grasp and ran towards the shipping containers. She didn't make it far before more men came out of the shadows. One grabbing her and hauling her towards the back of the truck. Another lifting her into it and giving her a shove. Tripping, she landed on her bound hands, pain shot from her wrists to her shoulders. The man who’d shoved her, grabbed her upper arm, hauling her to her feet and pushing her deeper into the cargo area. The very back of the compartment was separated from the front with what looked like prison bars. He opened up the door and shoved her inside. Sitting her in the corner, he removed her bindings only to cuff her to the wall of the truck. He slammed the door, the resounding rattle bouncing through her skull as the men proceeded to fill the truck with shipping boxes. Hiding any evidence that they were transporting human beings.

      The back was lit with the dim red light, allowing her to examine those around her. No one bothered to look at her. They stared blankly at the ground. Fresh panic bubbled up in her chest. They were also young. A few little boys and several teenaged girls. Some might've been in their late teens or early 20s, but she’d be surprised if any were older than that. Common sense told her she knew where they were going but still, she needed confirmation. Sliding her foot out towards her neighbors. She tapped her thigh. The girl's eyes slid from the floor to Paige. There was nothing there, no spark of life or hope. Paige had never seen such empty eyes.

      "Do you know where we’re going?"

      The girl snorted. "Does it matter?"

      "If we want to escape, it does."

      "They haven’t broken you yet." She hauled herself up by her chains to reposition her hips before letting her eyes fall back to Paige. Her gaze was not filled with empathy or kindness, but with disgust. "Once we get where we’re going, you'll understand. There is no escape. There is no getting out. And even if you do, they'll find you and they’ll bring you back. You are not free; you do not own your body anymore. You are currency. And you belong to them."
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      Noah’s fist flew again and again. Wet sticky sweet blood clung to his knuckles as he made sure no one would recognize the lawyer. He was yet another dead end in his quest to find Aguilar and with him, Paige. But this particular waste of space, liked toddlers. And Noah’s thirst for blood was not easily sated. Not anymore. He doubted killing even Aguilar himself would be enough. He gave into the monster, even as Dustin begged him not to. Nothing dulled the ache in his chest for long but every piece of shit he put down brought him a little closer to salvation. He knew Paige wouldn’t approve. Knew she’d likely turn him away from her bed and her life after this. But he needed her safe. If that meant he had to be the monster for the rest of his life, he could play that part. He could do it for her.

      He brought his arm back and someone grabbed his arm. Noah turned his head with a snarl to see Dustin’s brother, Lucas. He and his girlfriend had arrived to help shortly after Paige went missing. And while he, Luke, and Dustin took care of the leads, Tanvi, Lucas’s girlfriend, and Remi, found them new ones.

      “He’s dead,” Lucas said, his tone unfeeling. He’d fallen into this surprisingly well for a fed. Former or otherwise the Jar Head had a talent for seeking justice outside the law. And Noah appreciated his help and his calm more than anything.

      Noah looked to the lawyer. Lucas was right of course and he wondered how long he’d been beating on a dead man.

      “This isn’t working,” Dustin said from his place in the corner as he pulled out a cigarette. Lucas eyed the cancer stick. The pair had a bad addiction stemming back to childhood, but Tanvi wouldn’t kiss him tonight if he gave in to the urge. Noah thought back to Paige. He should have kissed her that morning. Should have told her how he felt.

      “Last time Aguilar was hiding out on a boat,” Lucas said out loud, going into profiler mode. They’d been over this a million times. They had people all over the city keeping an out and more actively searching for this asshole. “He’s efficient and despite being in business for the majority of his life, he’s only been to prison the one time and he got out early for good behavior. He’ll have her some place he feels safe. Somewhere he believes you can’t get to him. Whether he’s correct or not is irrelevant.”

      “We’ve been scoping out the boat docks, listening in to radio chatter, Ace has alerts set,” Dustin said, taking a long drag on the cigarette. “There has to be something we missed. Someone had to take Paige from New York to Boston, right?”

      “Aguilar has tons of men—” Noah stopped. “Son of bitch.”

      “What?” the twins asked in unison.

      “Jeremy,” Noah said. “He was a seal and he was supposed to be dead. But he was the one who charged into Aguilar’s house when we had him. When I should have killed him.”

      “How do we find a Deadman?” Lucas asked.

      “That group is called Havoc, former military special forces mostly. Guns for hire.” Dustin added.

      “So, we start with a little Havoc.” Lucas grinned.
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        * * *

      

      Paige lay on the bed unmoving and praying for the end. Her body ached in ways she didn’t even know it could. And there would be more pain awaiting her in just a few hours when the sun set. Aguilar made sure if he wasn’t up to the challenge to send her someone who was. She imagined sliding a knife into the tender flesh next to his pathetic cock and watching him bleed out, slowly. A small smile spread over her lips. When Noah found them, he’d make that a reality. Would he let her do it? Or would he be so angry he couldn’t contain himself?

      Closing her eyes, she pictured Noah in her mind. His tawny flesh, strong muscles and those intense eyes zeroing in on her every move. Felt his calloused hands sliding up her thighs and his mouth on her. He was why she had to live. If she died, he’d die too. Like he had when his wife was killed. She couldn’t do that to him.

      The door opened and her eyes shifted to the Latina eyeing her. Aguilar’s current fiancé, Cat. The bitch was as sick as her beloved. A perfect pairing. She lured young girls for Aguilar and he rewarded her by giving her free rein to torture them. And diamonds, of course.

      Cat grabbed her by her matted hair and dragged her from the bed. “You get a night off.”

      Paige latched onto Cat’s wrist trying to keep her from pulling her hair more than necessary. “A night off?”

      “Nick says you’re not broken yet so he’s giving Michael a crack at you. And when I offered to drop you off in his room, he said he’d rather you spend the night in a cell. So, to the basement we go. I can’t wait till you see your new room.”

      “What the fuck are you talking about?”

      “You’ll just have to wait and see.”

      Cat dragged her down several flights of stairs towards the back of the house, clearly servants’ stair cases, down into the cool damp basement that was more like a dungeon. Paige looked around as they moved through the corridors, there were rooms with girls laid out on the floors, cells with people wailing to be set free and then there was the corner she’d spend the night in. Tiny cells she barely fit in with a sliver of a window. It looked like moonlight pooling in but she was willing to bet it was an optical illusion to give her false hope of escape.

      “Don’t worry too much,” Cat said as she shoved Paige into the claustrophobic space. “As soon as they’re done with you, I’ll kill you.”

      Paige just stared. This entire time, Cat had been right there with Aguilar torturing her, but that sounded like a promise, one made out of sympathy.

      Paige looked around the new space she was in and tried not to panic. She sat down with her knees tucked into her chest so she couldn’t feel out small it was and closed her eyes. Focusing on her breathing. “Please hurry, Noah.”
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      Paige struggled to breath. She’d woken up in a panic unable to move or stretch. Sun shone through the tiny window, it must be daybreak or they wanted to think it was. Her whole body ached to move in a way that was impossible to ignore. Pressing her palms into the walls she focused on the cold rough stone. Telling herself she had more than enough space. Sure, she couldn’t lie down, or spread her arms out, but she was fine. This was fine. There were bars on the door so at least she could breathe. But they could hear her if she cried, so she couldn’t cry. No matter how much she hurt. No matter what they did to her. She could not cry. She refused to give them the satisfaction.

      She’d spent nights in Aguilar’s bed before this. This was nice. A reprieve even. Her stomach clenched with hunger and took her breath away. She breathed through it, the last thing she needed was to puke in here. Not to mention the burn of the stomach acid in her throat would just be more pain. Her mouth pulled down and her eyes squeezed shut as she fought back the fear and pain threatening to pour down her cheeks. Aguilar had promised to break her and so far, he’d failed. Noah would be here soon. He wouldn’t leave her. And neither would Remi, Dustin, or her father. She just had to hold out a little longer. Until they could get together, work out a plan. Maybe they needed to find her still.

      Her thoughts of Noah brought her back to his screams of anger as she was taken away and he was over powered.

      She wondered if he’d made it out alive. If Lagron knew what was good for him, he’d killed Noah right there. But these powerful men never thought they were touchable. He probably wanted to torture him. Looking out her little window she wished she could see the sky. It was likely just the hallway but she pretended it was the sky. And that Noah was looking up at it right now too. That he was working to find her.

      Footsteps pulled her from her day dream. No one visited her during the day. The door opened and Aguilar and his son, Michael stood in the hall. Michael took a step back and put a hand under his nose. Good. She thought, stay the fuck away from me pretty boy.

      “I have news for you,” Aguilar smiled. “I’ve gotten word from New York; your boyfriend is dead.”

      “Bullshit,” she said, without any venom because she was too tired. But it was in her eyes. And from the smile on Michael’s face, he could see it. “Stop wasting my time.”

      Michael laughed. “Yeah, I see what you mean.”

      She didn’t like the smile on his face. This was about to get a lot worse.

      “I promised to break you,” Aguilar said kneeling in front of her, he ran his hand up her thigh. Sliding it between her legs, she jerked her legs as far from his touch as she could, but with nowhere to go he just laughed and continued his assault. “But my son thinks he can do it faster, and well we’re on a bit of a deadline.”

      “You see,” Michael said, stepping forward. “Dad wants to show you off at the party tomorrow night.”

      “And it just won’t do, if you’re all smelly and defiant.” Aguilar said toying with her.

      “Well,” Michael interrupted, his light brown skin glistening as he thought of ways to hurt her. “Actually.”

      “We can talk about it later,” Aguilar said. Clearly afraid his son might spoil the surprise.

      “In the meantime, I have a gift for you,” Michael whispered. She frowned. What the hell was he up to?

      More footsteps sounded up the hall. Two men appeared, dragging Amy between them. She was still wearing her club dress. Paige’s heart sank. She’d been here this whole time?

      “No,” she whispered.

      “She thought she could get away from me,” Aguilar said. “Just like you.”

      “Foolish really.” Michael said.

      “But you could avoid all this,” Aguilar said. But Paige couldn’t hear him. She was desperately looking for signs of life in her friend.

      “Very well,” Michael said, pulling her attention back to them. “Throw her in there.”

      The two men tossed Amy’s limp body on top of Paige and shut the door.

      Paige scrambled to check Amy for a pulse. Pushing her to one side enough to grab her wrist, searching with her pointer and middle finger. Nothing, she tried her neck. There it was. She laughed with relief. It was faint but it was there. Pulling Amy to her chest, she whispered in her ear.

      “I’ve got you now, we’re going to get out of this.” Her voice nearly broke. She paused to collect herself. “I don’t know how yet, but we will. You just need to stay with me Aims.”

      She rocked as much as the confined space would let her, pushing Amy’s blood-soaked hair out of her face. “What have they done to you?”

      “Me?” Amy let out a weak laugh that ended in a weaker cough. “You look like shit.”

      “Shh,” Paige urged, Amy’s breathing was more of a high-pitched wheeze. “Don’t talk. You need to rest now.”

      “This isn’t your fault,” Amy croaked through wheeze’s. “We tried, but he knew. He knew what we were doing.”

      “Shhh, don’t talk now.”

      “I’m not making it out of here, Paige,” Amy said taking a ragged breath. “They injected me with something before they brought me down. I feel, strange. I’m sorry.”

      “No, no, no,” Paige begged. “You’re going to be fine. Noah will be here any minute. Please! Don’t leave me here.”

      “No,” Amy placed a cold hand on Paige’s cheek. “I need you to hear me. This isn’t your fault. But you need to survive, you need to make it right. I’ve been sold to cops Paige. The city is dirty. It won’t end without good people, like you, to end it.”

      “I will,” Paige said, tension in her face and around her nose made her feel like she’d cry but the tears never came. “I will stop it. I’ll expose everyone who’s dirty and end this.”

      Amy’s face contorts into pain as tears fall down her cheeks. Paige’s chest tightens. “I don’t want to die Paige.”

      “I know honey,” Paige pulls her as close as she can. Wishing beyond anything that she could make this better. That she could get help. But they were stuck here. Alone.

      “I miss my mom,” Amy said with a sad little laugh. “I hate my mother, you know, but I’d give anything to see her now. I’d even sit through one of her lectures—” she was cut off by a gasping cough.

      “I love you, Amy,” Paige said as she settled. Her breathing getting more and more erratic.

      “Love you,” Amy said, giving Paige a small smile before her body went limp, and her wheezing stopped completely.

      Paige shook her as much as the tiny space would allow but Amy was gone. Frustration built up in her chest.

      “No, no. Amy, please, Amy!” She screamed. Not only was she going to get out of here, she was going to kill that son of a bitch.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Paige wasn’t sure how long she was in the cell with Amy’s body. But it was long enough that her mind had gone completely numb. There was no pain, no sorrow, no anger. She was just, existing.

      When the door opened, she felt nothing. No fear, nothing. The woman who met her dead gaze though, wasn’t the least bit upset by the spectacle before her.

      “Come on,” she said, taking Paige by the wrist. Paige let the woman drag her out of the cell. Amy’s body catching on the door frame and staying inside. Paige didn’t stand or assist in anyway. “Jasper?”

      A large man approached and scooped Paige up. She was dropped in a warm bathtub, the sudsy water covering her and stinging her eyes as she lay on the bottom of the tub. She contemplated breathing in the water before her head was pulled back up above the surface. The water felt nice. That was the worst part. She didn’t want comfort, didn’t need it. Couldn’t handle it. She’d formed a nice layer of protection in the pain and discomfort. Now as the grime and semen were scrubbed from her skin, she wondered what they had planned next.

      Michael entered the room, leaning against the door. Observing her. His eyes taking in every inch of her. She couldn’t wait to kill him.

      “I hear you’re comatose,” he said.

      She stared at him. Whatever he wanted, she didn’t want to give it to him but she didn’t have the energy to play his sick games.

      “I hope not,” he said, he was pretending to look at his nails. “I want to break you in front of our guests. It won’t be any fun if you’re already broken. I want to watch your face as they take pleasure in your pain. It’s one thing to have my father grunting on top of you, I assure you it’s another to have a room full of people getting off on your public rape.”

      “Public rape?” she scoffed. A laugh bubbling up in her chest. She couldn’t help it. The sound rolled through her, getting stronger the more she thought about it. He just forced to watch one of her best friends die and then kept her locked up with her body for God only knew how long and he thought a public rape was going to affect her? Please.

      He faltered and her laughter only grew. She couldn’t stop, her stomach and her face hurt as a result.

      His eyes narrowed on her. “You think this is funny? I’m serious.”

      Her laughter only grew, she fed into it. The ridiculousness of him standing there trying to get inside her head. Not even realized he’d completely fucked her up with his stunt. He was a fucking idiot. An evil, disgusting, idiot who had no idea what he was doing. And she was going to take him down.

      Adjusting his jacket, he stalked out of the room. It took her a few more minutes but she was finally able to sober. The girl washing her hair looked at her like she was crazy.

      “It’s just, I spent last night sleeping with the rotting corpse of my only friend. Public rape seems downright pleasant in comparison.”

      The woman chuckled and Paige could feel her resolve returning. Michael wasn’t some boogie man, he was human. He was man. And she could beat him at the psychological games he was trying to wage.
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