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If you have not read books 1 and 2, STOP!




The books in the DELIVER series are standalones

(each book is a different couple),

but they should be read in order.




DELIVER (#1) (FREE)

VANQUISH (#2)

DISCLAIM (#3)

DEVASTATE (#4)

TAKE (#5)

MANIPULATE (#6)

UNSHACKLE (#7)

DOMINATE (#8)

COMPLICATE (#9)
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For the victims of human trafficking—

You are in my heart,

In my mind.







Human trafficking is the fastest growing and second largest criminal industry in the world. It accounts for more than 32 billion dollars in illegal profits every year—more than Nike, Google, and Starbucks combined. Yet it remains an almost invisible crime.

There’s approximately 27 million slaves worldwide. Only 0.4% of the victims are identified, and the average entry age into the sex trade is 12-14 years old.

Modern day slavery isn’t made up for books and movies. It’s real, and it’s happening in every zip code.




What can you do to make the world less nightmarish?

Get the facts.

Spread awareness.

Tackle a campaign.
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With a swing of the hammer, Matias pounded a steel tent stake into the arm pinned beneath his boot. A normal man would’ve flinched at the godawful howls of pain. The man he used to be would’ve puked out his guts at the feel of tendons snapping beneath the crude impalement. But focused fury was his internal companion, a ruthless beast risen from the ruins of his former self.

Hazel eyes, identical to his own, stared up at him in pleading agony.

He swung again, burying the spike into flesh. Shredded screams fused with the damp air of the shed as metal pierced muscle and tissue, finding purchase in the dirt floor.

Four stakes secured Jhon’s arms and legs. The hooked heads protruded from bleeding holes, neutralizing any attempt to thrash free.

Matias removed the final stake from his pocket. The one that would end his brother’s life.

Luring Jhon to the abandoned farm was easy. Beyond the open doorway, thick foliage cloaked the mountainside, rippling toward a tributary of the Amazon River below. The blue haze of humidity filtered the sunlight and blanketed the atmosphere in a wet sheen.

The remote site in the Colombian jungle indulged his brother’s greed to expand cocaine production. The absence of witnesses made it an ideal place for Matias’ revenge.

With shallow breaths, Jhon blinked slowly, fighting to maintain consciousness. “Don’t do this.”

The same words Matias uttered the night he was ripped from his home. From Camila.

He was a world away from the Texan citrus grove where he spent the first eighteen years of his life. A world away from the girl he’d tried—and failed—to protect.

He pressed the stake against the hollow of Jhon’s throat, his voice an avalanche of gravel. “Why her?”

“She was—” Jhon wheezed past gritted teeth. “Something you cared about.”

“She was family!” And so much more.

Speared to the ground, legs twitching against the spikes, Jhon hardened bruised eyes. “I am your family.”

Only by blood, which stank of corroded iron and betrayal as it seeped into the soil.

Matias pushed on the stake, digging between corded sinews and breaking skin. “Where is she?”

Camila hadn’t contacted him in six weeks. The moment his phone stopped ringing, he knew.

A malicious grin cracked Jhon’s pallid face. “Sold.”

Slavery. That much he’d figured out, but it didn’t stop the torment from exploding anew and ravaging his veins with fire. “Where? Who has her?”

“She’s dead, little brother.” Jhon swallowed against the steel point, raising his chin to drive the stake deeper, taunting. “You’re chasing a ghost.”

A ghost with an invisible trail, likely smuggled to the farthest corner of the world, to be used, broken, and disposed.

The truth resounded in the empty chasm of his chest, a painful splintering quickly snuffed out by the nothingness that consumed him.

He was wasting his time with Jhon. His brother was too cunning, too loyal to the organization, utterly single-minded, and willing to die to protect the only secret Matias wanted.

So be it.

He reared back the hammer and struck the stake, slamming ten inches of steel through Jhon’s throat. The gurgling cough ended too soon. Just like all the others, his brother’s glassy-eyed silence didn’t soothe Matias’ hunger for retribution.

Jhon’s death was neither the first nor the last. In the months that followed, Matias sank deeper into the unforgiving armor of brutality. He belonged with the cartel, among the corrupted and the heartless, and used every resource available to search for her.

Obliterating men as despicable as himself provided an outlet for the rage he was unable to quiet. He understood the need to gut betrayers and decapitate adversaries, to torture for information, build stronger compounds, and effect armies. He became one of them, embracing their predatory existence and embodying a reputation that made the worst of his kind fear his name.

But it didn’t bring her back.

It didn’t bring back the citrus scent of her golden skin when she’d dozed with him in the grove. The way her shiny black hair whipped against her back as he chased her through knee-high grass. Or the spark in her brown eyes right before she launched a lime at his head. Slowly, his memories of her decayed.

Twelve months after her disappearance, she’d become a mirage in his wasteland, distorted at the edges and flickering out of reach.

He lay on his bed in the newly renovated Colombian compound, hands clasped behind his neck, eyes closed, trying to forget, if only for a few minutes. The faceless blonde between his legs helped with that, bobbing her head and working his cock to distraction.

His lower body clenched, balls aching and tightening as he strained for release. “Faster. Suck harder.”

She quickened her movements, the suction of her mouth hot and wet and—

A distinctive ring tone sounded from across the room. What the fuck?

“Did you hear that?” He jack-knifed into a sitting position and shoved her off his lap.

She dragged the back of a hand across her swollen lips.

The ringing echoed again, chiming a tune he hadn’t heard in a year, waking a phone only one person had the number to.

He vaulted off the bed. “Get out.”

With a racing pulse, he sprinted toward the dresser. Following the muffled bleeps, he dug through piles of weapons, papers, and clothes that scattered the surface. There! He grabbed it.

Unknown number.

His hand shook as he tapped the screen and accepted the call.

Dead air.

No, no, no. He missed it. Hitting the call back button, he rubbed a hand down his face. Come on, come on.

The screen flashed. Call failed.

Vicious rage tore through his body, inflaming his muscles. He spun and found the blonde taking her sweet-ass time dragging on clothes, her gaze on his softening cock. 

He grabbed a chambered .45 from the dresser, flicked off the safety, and aimed it at her head, his voice cold and lethal. “Get the fuck out.”

Eyes wide, she snatched her shirt from the floor and shut the door behind her.

He set down the gun and returned to the phone, deafening in its silence and still plugged in since the day he left it on the dresser. Call me back, goddammit.

It was illogical to hope. Camila was gone. Anyone could’ve accidentally dialed him. But wasn’t hope the reason he'd kept the number all this time?

He stared at the blank screen, willing it to come back to life.

A moment later, it lit up. Unknown Number. The cascading ring tone penetrated his chest, stabbing interior scars with excruciating precision. 

Tempering his breaths, he answered. “Who is this?”

Silence. Then a soft exhale. “It’s me.”

He stopped breathing, every cell in his body screaming in denial. His countless enemies were insidious in their efforts to destroy him. How hard would it be to procure this number and impersonate her husky voice?

He lifted his arm, zeroing in on the white pockmark on the inside of his wrist. “How old was I when I got my first scar?”

“So paranoid.” A sigh ruffled through the ear piece. “Guess that means you still work for them.”

His jaw set, his tone clipped with suspicion. “How old?”

“I was…uh, six. So you were eight?”

He gripped the edge of the dresser, his rib cage tightening. But any one of their friends or neighbors could’ve been tortured for that information.

Relaxing his grip, he sharpened his voice. “Tell me how it happened.”

“I hate your asshole games.”

Exactly how Camila would’ve responded, and the lack of warmth in the voice was perfectly her. But he couldn’t trust it. “Tell me.”

She growled in frustration. “You slipped in a stream and punctured your arm on a rock.”

That was the story they told their families, an innocent lie to protect a mangy dog. Only Camila knew the truth.

His hope crashed, burning in his stomach. “Wrong answer.”

“Seriously? We swore to take that secret to our graves.” She cleared her throat. “Rambo wasn’t a bad dog. He just didn’t appreciate you taking his bone. You deserved that bite.”

Camila. All the air evacuated his lungs as his mind spun and wrenched apart his painfully constructed acceptance of her death. Convincing himself she was gone had been a grueling effort in self-destruction, reinforced with irreparable distractions. The business, drugs, women, blood… So much fucking blood.

He couldn’t feel his legs beneath the grip of shock, his mouth dry and acidic. “You’re not dead.”

“Nope,” she said, casually. Too detached, even for her. “Did you look for me?”

Every damn day. “Are you safe?” He snagged a pair of jeans, his hands sweating as he shoved them on. “Where are you?”

“I’m safe, but listen, I just escaped a fucked up situation and need to lie low for a while.”

Escaped? Impossible. No one escaped a highly-organized human trafficking ring. Especially not a seventeen-year-old girl. Eighteen now. She’d been in captivity for a fucking year. Did they beat her? Rape her? Take her virginity?

His insides boiled with murderous wrath and overwhelming guilt. They were supposed to be each other’s firsts. She was only sixteen when the cartel came for him, and though he hadn’t seen her since that night, he’d waited for her, holding on to an impossible dream through their secret phone calls. Until she vanished.

“You haven’t asked what happened to me.” Her tone hardened. “You already know, don’t you? How?”

He couldn’t tell her, not until he was certain she couldn’t run from his answer. “I need to know where you are and how you escaped.”

“Who do you work for?” she asked.

“You know I can’t tell you, mi vida.”

“Don’t call me that.” A muffled rustle of fabric followed, conjuring an image of her pressing the phone to her chest. “Dammit, I want to trust you, but you have to give me something. Anything. What happened to the boy whose thoughts completed mine? What did they do to you?”

That boy was dead. How quickly they’d returned to their exhaustingly endless argument, one he refused to feed. “Tell me where you are.”

“Will you help me?”

“Always.”

As she rattled off directions to an isolated reservoir in Texas, he scrambled for a pen and scribbled down the details. Two hours outside of Austin.

It would take him a day to travel there from the bowels of goddamned Colombia. “I’m on my way. Just…stay put.”

“Oh, I’m not there.” Her breaths quickened, as if she were walking at a swift pace. “That’s where I left a body. I need you to get rid of it since, you know, you’re still in the business.”

His skin chilled with the ramp of his pulse. “What body?”

“The sick fuck who bought me.”

The phone’s power cord snapped from the outlet as he charged toward the shirt on the floor. “You killed him?”

“Doesn’t matter. But I’m using his phone and need to toss it like yesterday.”

Fuck! She’s going to get herself killed. And now his number would show up on phone records for rival gangs, FBI, fucking anyone to track.

He paced the room as a year’s worth of ruthless crimes caught up with him. “Who else have you called?”

A pause, filled by the rush of her breaths. “Just you.”

Relief loosened his gait. “I have to kill this number.” He gave her the number to his main phone and made her repeat it several times. “Only use burner phones, and mi vida? Don’t try to contact your parents.”

“Why the hell not?”

They were dead. Buried beneath the scorched landscape of the citrus grove.

He evened his voice. “You’ll endanger them.”

She made a despairing noise, a small thing, but it was a hint of emotion nonetheless. She was closed-off by nature, reserving her softness for the few who earned her loyalty. He’d been on the receiving end of that once, had forgotten what it felt like.

The reminder was a molten shock to his system, intensified by a combustible storm as he imagined what she’d endured in the clutches of her kidnappers.

Who had touched her? How deep were her wounds?

His hand clenched and loosened on the phone. “How many motherfuckers do I need to kill?”

“I’ll handle it. Just deal with the body. I need to go—”

“Give me a way to contact you.” So he could locate her. And reclaim her.

“I’ll be in touch.”

“Don’t you fucking hang—”

She disconnected the call. 
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Ten years later…

“Lower. That’s it. A little lower…” Camila rocked her hips beneath the scratch of whiskers. “Right there, churro.”

Churro, my ass. This underweight stick of a man reeked of sweat, stale smoke, and neglect. Or maybe it was the mattress.

Not that she expected a pleasant experience. The man between her legs worked for someone vile. Someone who didn’t deserve to live. Shame she didn’t know who that someone was. But she was here to find out.

Bony hands curled around her waist, his wet mouth slithering across the waxed mound of her pussy. Here we go.

A purr vibrated her throat, her pleasure as fake as her role tonight. But damn if she didn’t sound convincing. With her legs spread, back pressed against the mattress, and a hundred-and-fifteen pounds of athletic nudity on display, she could rob a man of all common sense.

As soon as she could seduce him into position, she’d take more than just his wits.

He shifted lower, curled his tongue inside her, and Whoa! What the— A charged warmth of bliss shot across her skin and bowed her spine.

“Mierda, yes!” She turned her neck, hiding the shock on her face.

Holy hell, he knew how to give head. She melted against the suction of his lips, clinging to the tingling rush of sensations. As far as surprises went, she could roll with this one. She might even come.

With wicked flicks of his tongue, he peered up at her, his pupils bloated in the dim light of a floor lamp. “Condom?”

He wouldn’t get that far, but he’d picked her up at the local bar under the assumption she wanted to fuck.

“Got it covered, baby.” She grabbed his brown hair and held his mouth against her pussy. “I’m almost there.”

An orgasm wasn’t in the plan, but fuck it. He did things with his tongue no warm-blooded woman could refuse. Tenacious and sinful, he licked in and out and all around, reviving the ever-present ache inside her.

His unappealing looks didn’t matter. Whenever she climaxed, it was always the same face behind her eyelids. Jet black hair. Dimpled smile. Sun-soaked complexion. Strong jaw. Strong everywhere. With eyes like ripe limes, golden in the center and ringed in deep green.

At least, that was her silly, childhood memory of Matias. The past twelve years—doing whatever unspeakable shit he did—likely marred his beauty. Time had certainly hardened his voice. Wrapped it in ice.

But she could hear his timbre in her head, sharp and incisive. Come for me, mi vida. Come now.

Heat bloomed low in her pelvis, gathering into a rhythmic pulse and tumbling her over the edge. She detonated on the stroking tongue, grinding and panting with abandon. Damn.

He raised his head and snaked a hand over her abdomen, his gaze hungry and full of intent. He could look at her however he wanted as long as his fingers continued their prowl upward.

Inching along her ribs, he teased each bone in his path toward her tit. His position was just…about…

Perfect.

She captured his arm, shifted it diagonally across her chest, and held it tightly against her. Tight enough to widen his eyes.

Strengthening her grip, she lifted her knees above his head and pinned his neck between his own shoulder and her inner thigh.

“The fuck?” He writhed and twisted, trying to jerk free.

His other hand swung toward her face, but she knocked it away and clamped her legs around his thrashing neck. Jesus, he was strong for a skinny fucker.

She yanked harder on his arm and adjusted her hips, maneuvering him into a restrained position.

Finally. Adrenaline surged through her veins, and her breaths came in short bursts.

Realization glistened in the stark white of his eyes, and he snarled like a rabid animal.

That’s right, baby. I know who you are. You’re so fucked.

He bucked his chest against the mattress, his teeth snapping too damn close to her stomach.

“I have kids.” His sunken cheeks blanched, his voice a choked rasp. “I’m a father.”

Good for him. She had a father once. And a mother and sister. Her heart twisted, the loss as raw as the day she discovered their deaths. They would never know what happened to her. Would never know she made it out of that attic of shackles and horrors. She’d escaped a fate worse than death.

The same fate this piece of shit inflicted on others.

“You should’ve thought about your kids…” She hooked her foot beneath her other knee and squeezed her legs. “Before you stole someone else’s.”

The compression of her thighs and the pulling grip on his arm crushed his bicep against his throat, strangling his ability to speak. And breathe.

Her muscles strained to defend the position as he kicked and rolled his hips. Keeping his arm pressed beneath his chin, she swatted away his attempts to punch her with his free hand. Over and over, he flung his fist toward her face, fighting for blood, for air, wild in his desperation.

No bueno.

If done effectively, the chokehold would cut off the blood flow in the arteries on both sides of the neck. It should’ve been over within seconds. Why was this motherfucker still squirming?

She tightened her legs and cocked her head, studying the waning twitches in his body. Unconsciousness would come soon. She settled in and tried to steady her heartbeat.

Months of stalking Austin’s worst criminals had led her to Larry McGregor. Mailman by day and slave trader by night, he spent his downtime hooking up with sleazy women at the local bar. Bet he regretted that vice right about now.

Her thighs tensed, burning to snap his neck. But she needed him alive.

Surveillance confirmed he held a teenage girl in an abandoned barn twenty minutes outside of Austin. Knowing her team was extracting the girl at that very moment should’ve made it easier to breathe. But there were more Larrys, more enslaved girls, the trafficking network in Austin vast and well-funded.

The only way to stop it was to cut off the head. First, she needed to know how to find that head.

Larry’s body fell limp between her legs. She waited a beat, pushing at his gaping jaw before slipping from beneath him and checking his pulse. Slow and even. Unlike her own.

From her purse on the floor, she unwrapped a maxi pad and removed the plastic cable ties she’d hidden in the cotton. How long before he woke?

Fuck, she was out of her realm here. She wanted to end him, but if she didn’t secure the information she needed, another would take his place, and another, and another. This would be her first attempt at torture. Did she have the balls to do it?

She quickly zipped his wrists to his ankles and stuffed the maxi pad in his mouth, her fingers twitching through the movements. Matias would have a body to dispose of soon enough.

Matias. Every call she made to him brought a new line of questioning. His and hers. Neither would budge in their secrecy.

A sudden chill crept over her. Just thinking about him made her feel vulnerable and…naked. She slid on her dress and heels.

She hadn’t seen him since he was eighteen, not since the day those hard-looking men led him out of the citrus grove. Over the years, he told her he was obligated to stay with them. Were they cartel? He refused to confirm her assumption, but he didn’t deny it either. What was she supposed to do? Trust him? No way in hell.

He was a thirty-year-old…what? Grave-digger? Hitman? Underling for a drug lord? Whatever his line of work, he always got rid of dead bodies for her. The first was the man who intended to buy her. Followed by six more buyers and their bodyguards for her six fellow slaves. Her last call was four years ago. To collect Van Quiso’s body.

She retrieved her phone from her purse and pulled up her contact list. A shudder raced through her as she stared at the last number dialed.

Van Quiso.

The man who kidnapped her when she was seventeen.

The man who imprisoned her for a year and trained her to be the perfect slave.

As it turned out, he hadn’t died from that gunshot wound in his shoulder.

No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t parse her feelings about that. They ran too deep, too entangled and confusing, much like everything else in her life. So she detached from it, held herself at a distance, and focused on the goal. She had a slave trader to torture and kidnapped girls to save.

She tapped his name on the screen. As the call connected, her heartbeat roared past her ears.

Van answered with silence.

“It’s done and ready for pick up.” She steeled her breath.

“On my way.” He disconnected.

She slumped on the edge of the mattress, her shoulders loosening.

Ironically, asking her kidnapper to help her take down other kidnappers wasn’t the worst call she had to make. That special pang of dread was reserved for her impending conversation with Matias.

God, she missed him. Almost as much as she feared him.

A soon-to-be dead man lay hogtied beside her, eyes closed and mouth stretched around the balled up maxi pad. She could dispose of the body herself. At the risk of getting caught and sentenced for murder.

If she involved Matias, he would shield her from the law. At the risk of him finally locating her.

Then what? Whatever connection they’d shared as children was a distant memory. She knew nothing about the man he’d become.

If his overbearing, razor-sharp tone over the phone was any indication, he hadn’t lost his protective ownership over her.

But she hadn’t spoken to him in four years. What if he’d forgotten about her? What if he was married?

Her heart punched painfully, and she reached up to rub her chest.

There had been a time when he’d gallantly stood between her and anything that threatened to harm her. If he knew she was taking dangerous risks, would he try to stop her? She was so close to finishing this. So fucking close.

And maybe she was protective of him, too. Maybe she still cared for him against her better judgment. If that were true, she couldn’t take him where she was going.

She needed to forget about him.

Except she couldn’t. In the back of her fucked up mind, she looked forward to her next kill just so she’d have a reason to hear his voice again.
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Camila paced beside the floor-to-ceiling windows in Van’s living room, her impatience burning a short fuse. She dragged a hand through her hair, fingers snagging in the shoulder-length, black strands. She needed a fucking haircut.

She needed a lot of things.

Sighing, she turned to Van. “Why won’t he fucking talk?”

After a week of interrogation, Larry McGregor was a goddamn mute. Strapped naked on a table in Van’s garage, he’d endured sleep deprivation, starvation, solitary confinement, and her endless threats of permanent disfigurement.

All he had to do was tell her who he worked for and where he was supposed to deliver the girl he’d kidnapped. Two simple answers and his suffering would end.

Van reclined on the couch and rolled a toothpick between his lips. “You need to up your game.”

“Oh, please enlighten me.” She narrowed her eyes, her voice edged with bitter resentment.

She’d spent an eternal year in Van’s shackles, learning obedience one welt at a time. At least this house didn’t have an attic. She didn’t need any more reminders of him whipping her body and picking apart her mind. He probably would have taken her virginity, too, but the man who had intended to buy her wanted that sick pleasure.

Van never managed to break her, though. What made him think he could give advice on breaking Larry McGregor?

Tossing his chewed toothpick on the coffee table, he removed a new one from his pocket. “Threaten his kids.”

As a father, Van knew all too well how effective that was. But she couldn’t do it. Even if it were a hollow threat, she refused to stoop to that level.

“No innocents.”

She’d been an innocent kid once, one of the reasons Van had captured her. Back then, he was a vicious son of a bitch. Still was. But the past four years had diluted some of his poisonous nature. Or maybe his wife had something to do with that.

Unfortunately, his wife had put a full stop on Camila’s plan to chop off Larry’s fingers.

“Amber?” she shouted toward the second-story loft, where the strange woman had vanished moments earlier.

Amber approached the railing upstairs, her brown hair cascading in curls around her model-perfect face.

How Van had been able to coerce a beauty pageant queen into marrying him was anyone’s guess. He’d kidnapped her, for fuck’s sake. Yanked her right out of her house and imprisoned her in this remote cabin, not to be sold, but to be used as his own personal sex slave.

The kicker was, he’d stopped his kidnapping and slave trading after that. Amber forgave him, and they fell in love or some shit. Their relationship smelled like an epic mindfuck, but on the surface, it seemed to be working for them.

Amber fingered her curls as if ensuring each one lay exactly right. Then she brushed the front of her sundress, erasing imaginary wrinkles.

Yeah, the woman had issues, and loving Van wasn’t the weirdest of them. She struggled with severe OCD and agoraphobia. When Van snatched her, she hadn’t been out of her house in two years.

Lowering a hand to the railing, Amber stepped down the spiral staircase, one toned leg crossing in front of the other like she was walking the runway in a fashion show. “Did you need me?”

Camila met her at the bottom step. “I’ll cover the garage floor with plastic. I promise I’ll keep the mess…not messy.”

“No. That’s—” Amber clutched her knuckles, popping each one systematically. “The blood will splatter. I’ll never get it off the concrete and—”

“Amber.” Van appeared at her side, gripping her fingers and stilling her favorite coping mechanism. “Crack your knuckles again, and I’ll tie you to the tree outside.”

“Right,” Amber said on a stiff inhale. “I’m good. We’re good.”

She stared at her husband for a long moment, each second stretching into something intimate and unspoken as her expression heated. Jesus, did she want him to tie her up? This was Van Quiso of all people, prince of sadism and non-consensual kink.

The four-inch scar that bisected his cheek was the first thing any terrified girl would notice. Followed by his obscenely oversized muscles, tousled brown hair, and the saw-blade angles of his face. There was no denying he was insanely attractive. Insane being the quintessential word here.

Amber pulled her attention away from him, shifting it across the room, eyes squinting. Hard.

Camila followed her gaze to the coffee table, returned to Amber, then back to the table. Van’s chewed toothpick lay alone on the dust-free surface. Knowing him, he probably left it there to fuck with her OCD.

“You guys,” Camila said, shaking her head, “are seriously whacked.”

Hands fisting on her hips, Amber straightened her spine. “Says the woman who wants to cut off body parts in my garage.”

Touché. Bringing Larry here had been a matter of convenience. The closest neighbor was miles away, and Van kept the property locked down like a fortress. As for his willingness to help her? Well, maybe that was his way of atoning for being a former human-trafficking asshole. Whatever helped him sleep at night.

“Fine. No blood.” Camila crossed the room and took in the heavily treed landscape beyond the wall of windows. “I need to increase the Krokodil injections.”

Created by mixing codeine with paint thinner, gasoline, and a few other nasty ingredients, the drug was more addictive than heroin. She didn’t cook it long enough to remove the toxic impurities, hoping that would speed up the side effects, such as gangrene and pneumonia. Eventually, blood vessels would burst, and the flesh around the injection point—where she deliberately missed the vein—would rot and fall off the bone in chunks.

“How do you avoid a lethal dose?” Van leaned against the windowed wall, gnawing on a toothpick.

“No idea.” She wasn’t a druggie, had never even smoked tobacco. “I’m going to check on him.”

Passing through the kitchen, she took in the polished appliances and spotless countertops. Exactly what one would expect in a house occupied by someone with OCD.

There was nothing lavish about the cabin. The fixtures, the furniture…it was all simple. Practical. Made her wonder what Van did with his wealth or if he’d even kept any money from his trafficking days.

She opened the door to the garage and found Liv and Tate bent over Larry’s nude body.

It was surreal seeing them here, willingly standing in the home Van shared with his wife. His domain.

Liv Reed was the first person he’d captured, his first slave, and the one he’d hurt the most. After he broke the rules and raped her, he got her pregnant and couldn’t sell her. Buyers wanted virgins. That had earned Van and Liv matching scars on their cheeks, courtesy of Mr. E.

Mr. E, now dead, had run the operation, raised their daughter, and controlled Van and Liv by threatening the little girl’s life.

It was impossible to look at Liv without feeling a torrential mix of nostalgia, pity, and gratitude. While Mr. E had forced Van and Liv to capture and train slaves—nine in total—Liv covertly and brilliantly killed the buyers each time she delivered a slave. She did that for years.

Tate looked up from the table, his dark blond brows pulling together as he scanned Camila from head to toe. He’d been the sixth one Van and Liv enslaved.

Imagining a strong-willed, masculine guy like Tate Vades being forced to suck Van’s cock… Camila knew it had irreparably damaged him. But he hid his demons beneath a disarming smile.

“Doing okay?” He met her gaze, a thousand more questions swirling in his crystal blue eyes.

“Muy bien.” She really wanted to know how he was holding up, but if she asked, he’d give her a similar bullshit answer. “You don’t have to be here, you know.”

When she told her team a few months ago that she’d asked Van for help with this phase of her plan, Tate had blown a gasket. But if Liv could trust Van—enough to let him be part of their daughter’s life—they could rely on him for this.

“Van doesn’t scare me.” Tate crossed his arms, the sleeves of his t-shirt straining across his biceps. “I’m not going anywhere, Camila.”

He hadn’t left her side since the day she rescued him. They lived together, worked together, his shadow always hovering like a protective brother. Except the way he watched her was more like a boyfriend. One who refused to have sex with her.

Maybe he kept her in the friend zone because of what they’d been through. Or maybe it was because of what she’d become.

“This is going to be unpleasant.” She approached the table where Larry lay motionless, his arms and legs bubbling with sores. She gave Tate a stern look, silently reminding him she was going to break another law. Murder another man. Throw away another body. “You can go before—”

“Stop.” He gripped her jaw and brought his mouth to her ear, his voice low. “I owe you my life, so just…shut the fuck up about it.”

“Fine.” She turned her head, breaking his hold.

As the first slave to be freed, she spent years helping Liv extricate Tate and the others. That included dismantling Mr. E’s operation, killing the buyers, and using her connection with Matias to dispose of the bodies.

The freed slaves could’ve gone back to their lives if they’d had families or something to return to. They didn’t, instead joining Camila in her effort to take down a new trafficking ring—the one Larry worked for.

“He’s still not talking?” She prodded at the gangrenous, pus-filled flesh on Larry’s forearm.

“No.” Liv frowned, the scar on her cheek wrinkling. “I have to leave in a couple hours.”

“You have Livana this weekend?”

“Yes.” The tightness around Liv’s mouth relaxed, replaced with the warm glow of maternal love.

Van and Liv shared joint custody with Livana’s adoptive mother. It was a strange arrangement, one they fervently protected. Which meant they kept their involvement in Camila’s illegal activities to a minimum. Had it been Van’s weekend with Livana, he wouldn’t have permitted Camila and her team of ex-slave vigilantes anywhere near his house.

Larry flicked open his eyes and thrashed his head, his rotten flesh tearing beneath the cinch straps.

To think, addicts purposefully shot themselves up with this shit. Cheap ingredients, easy to make, and a killer high? Yeah, no thanks.

She touched the abscess on his arm, and a layer of skin the width of her hand slid free and splatted on Amber’s pristine garage floor. Her stomach revolted.

“Shit.” Tate rubbed the back of his neck. “Amber’s going to have a full-on seizure when she sees that.”

Not if they cleaned—

Holy fuck, was that a bone shining through the hole in Larry’s arm? Bile simmered in the back of her throat.

“What are you doing to me?” Larry groaned, his eyes clearing.

Good, he was lucid. She turned to grab a syringe, but Liv was already there, holding it out for her.

“This,” Camila said, positioning the needle an inch from Larry’s flaccid dick, “is Krokodil. It’s been eating you from the inside out. Given the dead flesh on your arms and legs, I bet your guts don’t feel very good right now.”

“You fucking bitch.” He shifted his hips, unable to distance himself from the syringe. “Get away from me. I need a fucking doctor.”

“Sure.” She sweetened her tone. “Just tell me who you work for.”

He dropped his head back and fell still. Gaze-locked-on-the-ceiling still. Something seemed to settle over him, the tension in his body draining away. Resignation? The motherfucker better not be giving up.

“Whatever you do to me,” he said, eerily calm, “his retaliation will be tenfold. You have no idea who you’re fucking with, you stupid cunt.”

Tenfold? Maybe so. Whomever he worked for would probably go after his family.

“I’m going to put maggots on this.” She traced a finger around the rotted cavern in his arm. “Move along the whole zombie thing you’ve got going on.”

Tate grimaced, looking as nauseated as she felt. Liv somehow managed a bored expression.

“Do it.” Larry closed his eyes. “I don’t fucking care.”

Okay, forget the maggots. She jabbed the needle into the root of his dick.

His back flew off the table, the rest of him restrained by straps as he screamed and flailed.

Holding onto the syringe, she hovered her thumb over the plunger and waited for him to calm down. “When and where is the girl supposed to be dropped? Give me that, and I won’t rot off your junk.”

He shook against a full-body spasm, his eyes bulging as he stared at the needle stuck in his delicate flesh. “Ten at night.” He spat out a month, a day, and GPS coordinates.

Oh, thank fuck. It was only two days away, but she was ready, having tracked and hunted this operation for four years. Her veins sizzled with the need to finish this.

As Tate left the garage to shout the coordinates to Van, she removed the syringe.

Larry cried out in relief then glared at her with bloodshot eyes. “He’s going to kill you. You’ll beg for it before he’s done.”

She tried not to let that threat worm its way inside her, but it penetrated her resolve and formed ice in the marrow of her bones.

Shaking off the dread, she turned and found Liv drifting along the wall where dozens of dolls and mannequins hung from hooks. Van’s garage was a workshop. His little shop of glassy-eyed horrors.

She took a step toward Liv then thought better of it. “Hey, Liv? You okay?”

Liv stiffened, her hand lifting to smooth down her straight, black hair. “I used to hate these things. Part of me always will, you know?”

When Van collected slaves, he also collected freaky plastic people. Now he made dolls out of leather and gave them to homeless kids.

Still fucking creepy.

Liv relaxed her posture and strode back to the table, her graceful legs encased in black denim. Her moods were difficult to follow, switching on and off like the masks she used to wear.

“Did he tell you why he has a fascination with dolls?” Liv asked, tone silky soft.

Camila shook her head. She and Van didn’t have a let’s-share-stories kind of relationship.

Sadness etched Liv’s slender face. “Maybe he’ll tell you some day. It puts all of this”—she gestured at the wall of leather bodies—“into perspective.”

Curiosity itched beneath her skin, but Van’s doll fetish would have to wait. Liv held out another syringe, this one with a thicker needle, the tube filled with Pentobarbital stolen from a vet clinic.

As Camila reached for it, Liv pulled it back, her voice low. “Let me do this for you.”

Liv had killed slave buyers with blades, bullets, and even her bare hands. She certainly had the stomach for it. But Camila had helped with some of them. She could do this.

“Thank you.” She held out her hand. “This is nothing compared to what I have to do next.”

“What are you planning, Camila?” Liv released the syringe, her expression a cold mask.

A shiver rippled through her. That had been the tone Liv used when she held a whip, posed to strike. When Camila’s world had been confined to four windowless walls in a soundproof attic.

Deep breath. She was here because she didn’t want other girls to end up in chains, where they would learn how to beg for an orgasm, how to stroke a man’s cock, and how to relax into the bone-rattling bite of a whip.

She forced her attention on Larry, his eyes closed and breathing even. Passed out. Maybe already on his way to death.

Aiming the syringe over his heart, she slammed it down and drove hard and fast. When his eyes flashed open, she depressed the plunger and held a finger over the pulse in his throat until his eyes closed and his heart stopped.

She stood there for a moment, waiting to feel something. Like what? Killer’s remorse? Was that a thing? All she felt was purpose. It strengthened her backbone and energized her pulse.

“Got to make a call.” She headed toward the door.

Liv caught her arm and swung her back around. “What’s your next move, Camila?”

That was the tricky part. Liv, Tate, none of her team would like it.

“I’ll fill you in.” She pulled her arm from Liv’s grip. “But I have to deal with the body before it stinks up Amber’s garage.”

Liv studied her face, probing too closely, too deeply. “You’re carrying a torch, girl. The damn flames are burning in your eyes. Someday soon, it’s going to devour you.” Liv’s expression softened. “You can’t save them all.”

“I know.” But she could save a lot of them.

In the kitchen, she grabbed a new burner phone from her bag on the counter and headed toward the front door.

Van blocked her path, arms crossed over his chest. “Who do you call to deal with dead bodies?”

“An old connection.” She trusted Van more than she ever thought possible, but she didn’t trust him with this.

“What the fuck kind of connection? Liv said you did side jobs for some cartel. Are you bringing that shit to my front door?”

She might’ve mentioned something along those lines at some point. She didn’t do anything for any cartel, but it was highly probable that her connection did. “I’ll move the body off the property. They won’t come anywhere near here.”

His jaw stiffened. “The same thugs that were supposed to dispose of my body.”

“Hey, man.” She held up her hands and met his frigid gray eyes. “I’m not the one who shot you.”

His gaze turned inward. He scratched his shoulder—the old wound hidden beneath his shirt—and the corner of his mouth twitched. “Good thing Liv missed my heart.”

Was that a good thing? Maybe so. If Liv had aimed true, Van wouldn’t have lived to help them in the most valuable way possible. Financially.

“The thing I can’t figure out, though…” He narrowed his eyes. “How did you know I didn’t die? Liv says this guy, whoever you’re about to call, doesn’t have a way to contact you. If he didn’t tell you I wasn’t there…” He tipped his head to the side. “Were you watching the house?”

“No, I…” Jesus fuck, this is an awkward conversation. “I went there to clean up the blood. Except you didn’t leave any behind, and your car was gone.”

He nodded absently, seemingly absorbed in thought, so she slipped around him and opened the front door.

“Camila.”

Her breath caught. Christ, would she always flinch at the bark of Van’s voice?

Standing behind her, he squeezed her shoulder and removed his touch. “I’m sorry.”

For which part? Snatching her from her front yard? Tying her up? Spitting in her face? Shoving his cock in her mouth?

“For everything.” His footsteps retreated, leaving her shaken and off-balance.

Dammit, not the best frame of mind for the call she had to make.

It had been four years since she'd spoken to Matias. Did his promise to always help her still hold true? What if his number was disconnected?

Only one way to find out.

Her heart hammered as she stepped into the chilly darkness and dialed.
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The vibration of the phone shattered the chilly stillness in the SUV. Matias glanced at the screen, and a smirk pulled at his lips.

There had been a time when a call from an unknown number had sent his heart rate into a frenzy. But that was years ago, before he’d invested in spies, surveillance, and drone technology.

Parked on a barren road in the outskirts of rural Austin, he stretched out in the driver’s seat and met Nico’s gaze in the rear-view mirror.

“You gonna answer that, careverga?” Nico dropped his head against the backseat and closed his eyes as if he didn’t give a fuck either way.

The pompous ass had apathy down to an art. Nico could yawn through mass beheadings and play games on his phone during gunfights, but everything he did was calculated. His brutal intellect and mafia-style code of respect made him the most feared cartel capo in Colombia.

Matias knew the man behind the reputation, though. He trusted Nico, not only with his life, but with Camila’s.

“She made me wait four fucking years.” He held the vibrating phone in one hand and a wide screen tablet in the other. “I want to watch her sweat.”

Live video streamed on the tablet, transmitted from a drone that circled four-hundred feet above Van Quiso’s cabin. The quadcopter’s modified cameras, with high-powered lenses and night vision, provided a bird’s eye view of her position on the front porch while remaining outside of her range of hearing.

His phone cycled through another burst of vibrations and fell quiet.

“Well done.” Nico’s voice, while monotone to an irritating degree, held a tinge of amusement. “If she doesn’t call back, you’ll be an unbearable hijueputa.”

“She’ll call back.” Matias tapped on the image of her head, initiating the drone’s active track feature.

The small, self-flying aircraft adapted to its surroundings, using sonar detection to avoid anything in its path as it followed her movements through the yard. The aerial footage flickered between nebulous and grainy, but when he magnified the picture, he could make out the pixelated curve of a hand as it raked through her hair.

Was she thinking about him? Wondering if he was dead or alive? Probably cursing him for not answering the phone. What would she do if she knew he was parked less than a mile away, watching her?

She paced a circuit across the front lawn, activating perimeter lights that illuminated her slender frame. She stopped, kicked at something in the grass, and raised a hand to her ear.

His phone buzzed again. Unknown number.

He found Nico’s reflection in the mirror and arched a brow.

“Don’t look so smug, ese.” Nico loosened the knot on his tie. “She’ll run the other way as soon as she learns what you’ve done.”

Camila didn’t run from anything. Not even when they were kids. No, she would look him dead in the eye. Then she would kill him.

He placed the phone on the dash, set the call on speaker, and answered the way she expected. “Who is this?”

“Hey. It’s been awhile, huh?” Her voice was strong, confident, but in the video, she doubled over, a hand braced on her knee.

His insides constricted in sympathy, stirring up years of anguish. Did she resent the time and distance between them as much as he did? Not likely. If she did, she would’ve fucking called.

He seethed with the urgency to go to her, drag her into the night, and chain her to his bed.

Just like Van Quiso. Only worse. He would never let her escape.

She would seethe and snarl and fight every step of the way, and he would absorb her hatred because, in the end, it’d all be worth it.

His skin warmed despite the cool air blowing from the A/C. Adjusting the vents toward his face, he wrapped his voice in silken tones. “It’s been four years, mi vida. Where are you?”

“You first.” Her blurry image resumed pacing. “Where do you live, and who do you work for?”

He caught Nico’s glare in the mirror, those notorious eyes sharp with warning. Don’t you dare.

“Ask me something meaningful.” He flicked his attention back to the screen. “What do you really want to know?”

“Hmmm.” The drone lost her image as she stepped beneath a large oak tree. A moment later, she appeared on the other side, headed toward the sedan parked in the gravel driveway. “Are you…okay?”

His breath hung in his throat. It was an unexpected question, but one he could answer honestly. “I will be when you come to me.” Willingly.

“How would that work? Would we meet at Starbucks, smile over the rims of our tintos, and take turns asking questions that go unanswered? Or would we skip the bullshit and jump right into fucking and fighting?”

“No quiero café. I want your smiles, your fighting, and your fucking.” His cock jerked. “I want you.”

“If you wanted me, you would've found me. Unless you stayed away because…” She hummed, a husky, feminine sound. “You want me too much.”

“You think I’m protecting you from myself?”

If only he were that selfless. His hands were bound. Not in the way he intended to bind hers, because dammit, she didn’t have an excuse for avoiding him.

Outrage hardened his voice. “Why haven’t you contacted me?”

“You tell me,” she said, acid dripping from every syllable. “I don’t know what you do, what you’re involved in. I know your voice, but that’s where it ends. You’re a stranger. Would I even recognize you if I passed you on the street? For all I know, you’re an undercover cop with a wife and kids in the suburbs.”

He didn’t blame her for being paranoid. Her hellfire mission to take down a very specific kind of criminal had led her to commit felonies that were punishable by death. But did she honestly believe he would betray her?

“You don’t trust me.” He squeezed the steering wheel.

“I trust you enough to ask for help.”

“I see. And here I thought you called because you missed me.” Except he knew she’d brought an unconscious man to Van’s cabin. “You have something for me to get rid of?”

“Yep.”

“But you won’t be there when I collect it?”

Silence.

“How is that trusting me?” He watched the screen, mesmerized.

“I trust you with this.” She sat on the hood of the car and lowered her head. “To stand by your word and not leave my package where someone could stumble across it.”

The Austin PD never closed the missing person case on Camila Dias. The last thing he wanted was them to find her now and charge her with capital murder.

“Will the package be there this time?” he asked.

“Yeah. The last one”—she glanced up at Van’s house—“was a slippery sucker.”

Not that slippery. When he’d arrived to collect Van’s body, the bastard was driving away from the house, bleeding from a shoulder wound and clinging to the steering wheel like it was the only thing keeping him alive.

The situation had presented two options. Shoot her kidnapper in the head as he drove by or follow him.

Following Van had been the best decision he ever made. A few weeks later, Van had led him to Liv Reed, who unknowingly took him right to Camila’s front door.

That was four years ago. Four years of monitoring her impressive operation. He had the patience of a goddamn saint, but his intentions were far from benevolent.

He wanted her with a vehemence, but the timing was crucial. The agonizing wait was so very close to being over he could feel the adrenaline coursing through his system.

“Where am I picking up the package?” He knew she wouldn’t send him to Van’s property.

As she gave him an unfamiliar address, he mapped it on the tablet. Enclosed by farmland and dirt roads, the drop was only ten minutes away. Of course, she assumed he was out of town. Otherwise, she would’ve dumped the body before she called him.

This was the point in the conversation where she expected him to ask her shit like, What are you involved in? Who did you kill this time? What have you been doing the past four years?

He needed more from her. Something deeper, vulnerable. “Are you afraid?”

“No.”

“Ah, but you answered too quickly. Have you forgotten I know when you’re lying?”

Silence stretched, followed by her sigh. “Maybe I am.”

“Afraid?”

“Maybe. Sometimes…” She jerked her head up.

Something moved at the edge of the screen. A man came into view, approaching her with a human-size bundle rolled up in a sheet. Terrible goddamn timing.

The camera angle shifted as she slid off the car and walked toward the house. “I need to go.”

“We’re not finished.” He tensed, unable to dampen the vitriol in his voice. “Do not disconnect.”

“Slow your roll, sparkle. I’ll call you right back.” She hung up.

He slammed a fist into the dash, cracking an air vent and shooting a jolt of pain up his arm.

“Feel better?” Nico asked dryly.

“Fuck off.” He glanced at the rear-view mirror and met Nico’s eyes. “Did you get the address?”

Matias could make the call to have the body picked up, but the order carried more urgency when it came directly from the boss.

“Sí, pendejo.” Nico opened the back door and stepped out, his black suit made darker against the backdrop of the surrounding woods. Turning, he leaned back in and nodded at the tablet. “You need to put a leash on that. Fuck her ass into submission.”

Hard to argue when fantasies of destroying every hole in her body had kept him in a hyper state of arousal for over a decade.

Nico shut the door and paced away from the SUV, his profile stark against the glow of the phone at his ear.

Neither of them had time for this side trip to Austin. Not with the heroin shipment arriving in Orlando tomorrow and the operatives they were currently moving across the Chihuahuan Desert. Smuggling drugs and terrorists into the States was a lucrative business, but risky as hell, especially with federal agents sniffing around the compound in El Paso.
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