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            Chapter One

         

         One year ago.

         You got laid last night, didn’t you?” Simon Tennant asked as he recognized the look on his friend’s face. He’d seen it many times before. A cross between “holy hell, I’m lucky” and “what the fuck did I just do?” “I don’t know how you do it, man.”

         Matt Stanning grinned as he fastened his seat belt. “Gotta love weddings,” he said. “They make chicks crazy.”

         “But mine? You couldn’t keep it in your pants until I was safely on my honeymoon? You better not have hit and quit one of Sadie’s friends, or I’ll never hear the end of it!” He was lying. His fiancée had a soft spot for Matt. In truth, Sadie had a soft spot for a lot of people; it was one of the things he loved about her.

         Simon took a deep breath, barely believing still that she was about to become his wife. A sense of peace was blooming in his body, almost as if he were dying and being drawn to the light. No wait—way wrong analogy. He came up empty for anything better. He checked his watch. In four hours, Sadie Walker would become Mrs. Simon Tennant, and his life would finally be complete.

         She was his anchor in the crazy world he worked in. The calm in the storm that raged through his professional life. After every mission, his only focus was getting home to her. Home. Sadie. He needed her in his life like a fire needs oxygen. He’d always thought that having a significant other would dull his desire to take the fight to the enemy, but that never happened. If anything, knowing he had her to come home to made him a better operative. Simply, his life was exponentially better with her in it. And he was about to make that permanent.

         “So who was it?” He flashed a look at Matt, whose smile faltered just a little.

         “You know, I’m not even sure she gave me her right name. Harry? Henrietta? Something like that.” Matt was frowning now.

         “She’s Sadie’s maid of honor. Her friends call her Harry,” Simon said as he shifted down to turn on the road to Sadie’s parents’ house. He was a little intimidated to be in the home of the director of the CIA. As if getting married wasn’t nerve-racking enough.

         “Funny, she told me I should call her Henrietta.”

         Matt looked so perturbed Simon couldn’t help but laugh. He was about to explain a little about her history, when he noticed the security barriers in the middle of Sadie’s driveway were up, rendering it impassable.

         “What’s going on?” Matt asked as Simon pulled on the hand brake and got out of his car.

         “No idea.” Behind him he could hear Matt getting out of the car too.

         “Excuse me,” he called to a patrolling security man in black.

         The man did a double take and looked around him as if seeking assistance. Then he placed his hand on his sidearm and approached the gate.

         “Something’s not right,” Simon said in a low voice to Matt.

         Matt stayed silent.

         “Can I help you?” the security man said in a careful voice.

         “Hi there. Can we come in?”

         “No one is allowed. Private. Come back later.” The security man was sweating.

         Simon could sense that Matt was about to explain that Simon was the groom, so he cut in. “Okay, no problem. We’ll come back this afternoon.”

         They got back into the car and Simon threw it into reverse and slowly backed down the driveway. He rolled down his window and put the radio on loudly. As soon as he did that, the security man turned and walked away. There was nothing like music to divert attention and suspicion.

         “Ukrainian?” Matt asked.

         “I’d say southern Russian. He’s not a member of the director’s security team or the family’s. Something’s wrong.”

         Simon’s Delta Force training immediately took over. He turned to Matt. “I’m going in.”

         Matt didn’t hesitate. He shrugged out of his jacket and rolled up his sleeves. “How do you want to play this?”

         “Not quite sure yet, but at least I’ve brought some toys to the party.” Simon flashed a wolfish grin.

         “Music to my ears.”

         Simon parked the car far enough up the road that it was out of sight from the house. They jumped out as Simon popped the trunk with his fob and pulled aside the floor to reveal an array of small weapons.

         “Dude, you shouldn’t have,” Matt said as if he’d been presented with the best gift ever.

         Simon wanted to laugh, but in truth, he had only one thing on his mind and he was deadly serious about it: Get to Sadie. “Take extra ammo and the silencers. We have no idea how many of them there are.”

         They took their weapons of choice. “Are you absolutely sure we’re not going to scale the wall and jump down in the middle of your mother-in-law-to-be’s garden party?” Matt said.

         It was possible. But his gut told him different. “You haven’t met Sadie’s mom. This would also be an entirely appropriate reaction to her.” He chambered a round and held Matt’s eyes. “You sure you’re okay with this?”

         Matt looked away, unconcerned. “Hey, this is what we do. Let’s go get our girls.”

         Simon nodded once and the two approached the wall around the property, smoothly scaled it, and started scoping out the grounds as they made their way to the house. Sadie was in there.

         His Sadie. If anything happened to her…

         Simon slid around the side of the wedding tent in the backyard. As he rounded the front, he found two men, guns holstered and smoking. He showed himself, just on the slim chance that they were the director’s guards. They went for their guns immediately, and he shot both of them in the forehead, barely registering the hits. He swung around instinctively to cover his back, but no one was there. He dragged the two men into the tent and closed the front flaps.

         “Delta Lima, check in,” a voice said over the walkie-talkie fastened to one of the men’s belts. Answer or not answer?

         Simon took a breath. “Da.”

         There was a long pause, and then the person at the other end clicked his SPEAK button in acknowledgment.

         The tent flap moved, and he nearly took a shot. It was Matt. He needed to get a fucking grip on his emotions is what he needed to do right now.

         “There are two on the right side of the house. One has a tablet or something that he seems to be monitoring. He’s our mark, the one we need to question,” Matt said, casting his eyes over the dead men on the ground.

         “Copy that. It’ll be my pleasure,” Simon replied. The faster they got this done, the faster he could get to her. Damn it—why didn’t we elope?

         He exited the tent first. The lawn area was still empty. He ran for the house, so they could take the two men without the exposure of a direct approach. The guards were so focused on their tablet that Simon felt they could have just ambled up and asked them the time. Still, where was the fun in that?

         He rounded the corner. “Hi there,” he said.

         About eight minutes later, they were inside the house, Simon taking the final kill-shot to end the immediate danger. “Where’s Sadie?” he asked her brother, James. James pointed to the corridor behind him and Simon didn’t hesitate. He needed eyes on her. As he approached her bedroom, she emerged, fear etched on her face.

         “Oh my God, Simon. Thank God. I didn’t know…” She dissolved into sobs that she stifled against his neck. His arms went around her. He was never letting her go. Never letting her out of his sight.

         “Simon, we need you,” James said. “My father is still in his study with two of the gunmen.”

         He looked up; Matt, James, and James’s fiancée were all locked and loaded, waiting at the top of the stairs for him. “I have to go.”

         “No—don’t leave me. Please don’t leave—” she begged, and his heart just about cracked open. But Simon had no choice. It was his duty.

         “I’ll be right back. I promise.”

         She pulled away from him, makeup running down her face. “I can’t, Simon. This…” she gestured at the dead man. “I can’t…”

         “Look at me. I’ll be right back.” He kissed her on the forehead and stalked down the corridor toward the others. He looked back as they took the stairs. She was hugging her younger sister, eyes squeezed shut, sobbing. A part of his heart fell away into darkness. Who would leave anyone suffering like that, let alone the woman he loved? But he had a duty. A duty to protect the United States from enemies, foreign and domestic. And country came first. Always.

         Didn’t it?

         Ten minutes later, all the bad guys had been disposed of, but Sadie’s brother had been shot. Simon ran from the scene to Sadie, but she was already outside staring at the dead bodies in the exact place they would have said their vows. One look in her eyes told him that they weren’t going to get married that day.

         “Sadie, please—just listen,” he said, preempting anything that was going to come out of her mouth.

         “I can’t. I’m sorry. I see now what you do every day that you’re not with me. This is what you do every time you leave me.” She pointed at the knocked-over flower arrangements and the bloodstained aisle carpet.

         “Please, I just need to explain—” An ambulance’s sirens interrupted his plea.

         Sadie’s eyes flashed with horror. “Who…?” She looked at the front door.

         Simon cursed himself. “I’m sorry; James was shot. I think he’ll be fine, though.”

         “What?” She took a deep breath and then swallowed. “I have to go see him.”

         “I know.” He could feel the distance between them already. He’d been worried about this the whole time they’d been dating. He never told her exactly what he did on a day-to-day basis. And now he’d never have to. It was here, in her family home, the dead bodies and blood that she would never be able to unsee.

         “We’ll talk. Later maybe,” she said softly.

         He reached in to kiss her good-bye, but she flinched away, shattering his heart into a million dark pieces. Suddenly he was alone, ice cold, with blood on his hands. Literally.

         In that second, he knew with absolute certainty. No matter how much they’d talk, it would end the same way.

         
            *  *  *

         

         Sadie watched the nurses and doctors flit about the ICU with a detachment that she fought against. She needed to be here for her brother. Mentally and emotionally here.

         She knew that no matter what she and Simon said, whatever they would discuss, it was over. The blood, his ability to leave her when she begged him not to, the blood. She’d known that he was in the black ops field of the army since the day she’d received her beautiful engagement ring, but now she’d seen him kill someone. Without giving his victim a second look. And then she’d gone outside and seen the blood all over the floorboards, carpet, and chairs where they’d expected to take their vows—she looked at her watch—two hours ago. There couldn’t really be a clearer sign that this was not meant to be.

         “Hey.” His voice made her jump.

         She looked up at him for a long time, not knowing what to say, where to start. Just seeing him there bought tears to her eyes. She had loved him so much. Maybe she still did, but his job was so dangerous, and so brutal, how long would it be before he was killed or something would happen that would change things for them forever? And even if it didn’t, he would always be leaving her. He already treated his job as his wife and Sadie as his mistress, and now she knew for sure what he’d always left her for: death and destruction.

         “Is he okay?” Simon asked as he sat next to her.

         She nodded, looking straight ahead at the nurses’ station, not daring to meet his eyes in case she just threw herself into his arms.

         “But we’re not, are we?” he said.

         Sadie couldn’t bring herself to nod or shake her head. Any movement would take the conversation somewhere she didn’t want it to go, couldn’t bear it to go.

         “What happened? Look at me, damn it,” he said, pain in his voice. “You can’t just cut and run on our wedding day.”

         She took a deep breath, praying her voice wouldn’t break and her chin wouldn’t quiver, and turned toward him. “You cut and run all the time. When I had the flu, when we were just about to leave to go to Samantha and Jake’s wedding, when we were supposed to take that vacation to Santa Barbara…movie dates, dinner dates. Your cell phone would chime and I knew I’d be on my own again. And I didn’t mind too much. I knew you had an important job. But…” She swallowed, trying to keep her shit together. “Now I know what you do. Every time you leave me, it was to go kill someone, walk into danger…and I can’t compete with that—I don’t even want to.”

         Simon was silent, his eyes searching hers.

         She blinked slowly and turned back around to face the nurses’ station again. The nurse who had rushed James into the operating room appeared but didn’t look at Sadie. When the nurse disappeared again, she turned back to Simon.

         He was gone.

         For a second she couldn’t breathe, and then oxygen stuttered through her lungs and heaved out once, as sobs came from her stomach, her soul. He never once hesitated to fight for his country, but he refused to fight for her. She shook, and wept, and couldn’t stop.

         Not for a long, long time.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Two

         

         Present day

         Simon Tennant did a mental double take when he saw Sadie. He wasn’t unprofessional enough to actually physically look at her again, but he ducked into a neighboring tourist shop to buy a postcard so he could take a breath and walk out and reassure himself that his brain must have been playing tricks.

         Because there was absolutely no fucking way he’d just walked past his ex-fiancée, in fucking Athens, making out with another man. One who looked to be half Simon’s age. Okay, maybe not half his age, but quite a few years younger. His fists clenched at the thought.

         He walked past them again, reading the blank back of the postcard he’d just bought. Sure, her hair was shorter and lighter, but yeah, that was Sadie. Was she on vacation? What the hell was she doing there?

         His brain struggled to get itself around the clusterfuck this whole trip had become. His assignment was supposed to be watching the Russian finance minister—keeping notes on whom the man met with and where he went. But most of Simon’s intel so far was all about the guy’s love life. He was having multiple freaking affairs and was trying to move around the city for his little rendezvous without being spotted.

         And now, complicating things even more, Sadie was here too?

         Well, okay then. She’d obviously moved on, and why shouldn’t she have? He’d been a shit fiancé. Every time he’d needed her, she’d been there for him, and the times she’d needed him, his country had needed him more. Maybe he should have fought for her—he’d spent the best part of the past year wondering if he’d let go too easily—but he’d still have been in the same position: needing to defend his country. Calling off the wedding on the actual day had been a mutual agreement.

         Okay, actually it had been her decision.

         Then why haven’t you moved on? He was concentrating on his work—that’s what he’d been doing for the past year or so. He’d been promoted once and had been taking on more and more missions for CAG—what people usually thought of as the US Army’s Delta Force.

         Normally the missions were in war zones. Maybe 80 percent of the time. But sometimes something needed to happen on foreign soil that had to be able to be disavowed if the shit hit the fan. This was one of those occasions.

         While Simon was keeping tabs on the Russian finance minister and getting the lay of the land, the rest of his team was gearing up. A four-man unit, they were virtually invincible. With the shorthand they’d developed, they barely needed to speak at all when the mission was hot. They’d worked with each other for so long that no one had to guess how the others would react to anything. It was the most comfortable he’d ever been.

         Except for when he’d been in Sadie’s bed. And heart. And…Fuck this shit. Nope. He wasn’t concerned at all what she was doing here or whom she was doing it with. She was out of his head. Out of his everything.

         Yeah, right.

         
            *  *  *

         

         When he stopped kissing her, Platon touched the front of her T-shirt with a smile. He loved her in it, which was why she’d been wearing that particular T-shirt—the one her father had banned her from wearing when she was sixteen—when she’d picked him up. Frankly, she was just happy it still fit, albeit a little tighter than it had been on her adolescent body.

         “What are you doing tonight?” she asked him after taking her first sip of cold beer.

         His eyes slid away from her. “Just meeting my friends. I should be free later if you want to get together.”

         Hmm. She smiled. “It depends how late it is…I have no idea what you do with your friends that takes so long.” She pouted gently. She knew exactly where he would be. He’d be attending a meeting at a house in the Exarcheia neighborhood. The area was widely known as a hotbed for Greek anarchists. And it was her job to keep him close.

         But Platon wasn’t a regular anarchist—at least his group wasn’t. As soon as the details of the G20 meetings had been released, along with the hotel where the dignitaries would be staying, Platon had applied for a job. The United States had picked up copies of all the new applications and profiled them. She had been part of the profiling team, working from her desk at the fake construction company she told everyone she worked at, but something had stuck out about this young man. Something had been off. The subjects he studied at school, the fairly high-paying jobs he’d had before he applied to be a security guard. It had tingled her “Spidey-sense,” which is why she had made herself interesting to him.

         She’d dug out her Hello Kitty T-shirt when Platon had spent half an hour in a Japanese manga store. She’d dyed her hair lighter when she’d seen him gravitate toward blondes. And donned glasses when she saw him do a double take at a girl in the street who wore a similar style. In short, she’d made herself perfect for him. Men were so easy.

         “Tonight…might be difficult. I think it might be late by the time I finish. Too late for you, my hardworking girl.” He smiled. “Unless you want to stay up all night and play hooky tomorrow. Is that what you call it? Hooky?” He pulled her closer to him and nuzzled her cheek.

         God, she hoped he was right and wasn’t confusing “hooky” with “hooker.” “I wish I could, but you know my boss would fire me.” She took a chance. “Stupid American.”

         She hadn’t specifically told him she wasn’t American, but she had a Canadian flag on her backpack. “He’s American?” Platon perked up a little, interest percolating in his eyes. “That explains why he works you so hard. Americans, they rely on slave labor, right? All over the world.”

         Ah. A typical anarchist talking point. She didn’t answer him but leaned in to kiss him on his mouth. He groaned lightly and held her head to him as he slowly rubbed his semi-open mouth over hers. Teasing her, she supposed. She smiled against his mouth and let him kiss her again.

         All Sadie’s attention was on Platon. “Why don’t we get together after your meeting?” She nuzzled his neck, feeling his pulse quicken beneath his skin. “Or maybe you can take me there? I want to share things with you, Platon. Don’t you want to share things with me too?” The tip of her tongue flicked his earlobe.

         His voice cracked under the suggestion. “Maybe. Maybe next time? I’ll ask.”

         “You can tell them all about me…I don’t mind,” she said. She really wanted him to tell his friends that she was in the construction industry. No industry except arms dealing had more access to explosives than the construction industry. She thought that might make them interested in her.

         “Maybe you can meet me outside this time?” His hand strayed to her thigh as he shouted something to their waiter.

         The aproned man arrived with a piece of paper and a small pencil. Platon dashed down an address, different from the one she’d followed him to before. “Meet me here at ten tonight. I’ll take you dancing after.” His voice got husky, and she wondered if he was planning regular dancing or horizontal dancing.

         She looked at her watch. “Okay, sweetie. I’ll see you in a few hours. For dancing.” She grabbed her bag, planted a kiss on the top of his head, and giggled a little as she squeezed out of their table. Her butt brushed against his arm as she slipped by him and she felt him lean into it.

         As she walked away, turning and waving like a good girlfriend would do, she wondered how long and how far she could lead him on. She had to wait until she’d been at a meeting before she could turn him into an asset. He had to have something to lose. And that would be vouching for an undercover CIA officer at a meeting—her. From what she understood, the anarchist group he was into was less like a true political group and more like a motorbike gang—lawless and for hire. She was sure Platon had been placed inside the G20 hotel to wreak some damage to the meetings and the dignitaries attending them.

         She needed to see her station chief.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Three

         

         Look, sweetheart, every CIA field officer rookie thinks they have a lead on some terrorist. Every single one. You’re all fresh off The Farm, eager to make a difference, but ninety-nine percent of the time, you’re just plain reaching.” Director Lassiter bit down on the end of an unlit cigar, then made a face and pulled some tobacco from his mouth and grunted. “If these are Cubans, I’m fucking Fidel Castro.”

         Sadie Walker took a breath and wished she wasn’t still wearing her Hello Kitty T-shirt. Nothing like a tiny pink T to confer gravitas and trustworthiness. “Sir, I’m not reaching. I’ve been talking to a man who is part of the security team at the hotel where the president will be staying, and—”

         “Ms. Walker. You’re here as a favor to your father. Don’t make me regret that. By the way, is he coming over to visit? I have a few things I want to show him.” For the first time that day he looked positively alert and eager.

         Damn him. Damn her father, and damn the CIA. “Of course, sir. I’ll be sure to ask.” Sadie quietly turned on the plush carpet and exited her boss’s office. There was no point even trying to get through to him. And half of her wondered if her father, the director of the CIA, had asked her boss to keep her in an office somewhere out of the way. She wouldn’t put it past him. He seemed supportive of her career change, but who really ever knew what he was thinking? He didn’t become the director of the CIA by being easy to read.

         Well too bad, Daddy. She’d just have to figure it out herself. Amass enough information that someone would listen to her, even if it wasn’t Director Lassiter.

         Until the previous October, she’d been an analyst at Langley, spending her days poring over documents, intercepts, and emails—trying to make links that would give field operatives around the world vital leads. But after her wedding had been rudely aborted by a gunfight at her father’s house, she’d wanted to make a big change. Bigger than a new haircut, which she opted for when she realized she and Simon were over.

         With an uncharacteristic disregard for her father’s feelings, she’d applied for and been accepted into the training program at Camp Peary, the place CIA recruits call The Farm. She wanted to understand Simon, even though they’d broken up. Wanted to understand the clandestine, black-ops side of him that she’d only seen on the day of their wedding. Wanted to see how he could love his job but still want to marry her. It had been a mystery to her. An annoying, heartbreaking mystery. CIA clandestine ops were not usually dangerous, but the job would give her a front-row seat at how the black-ops side really worked. And maybe she would end up as strong as her brother’s now wife, Beth, who had protected them all during the wedding-day assault.

         Her first assignment posttraining was Athens, what some of her fellow recruits called a “soft” assignment. Which it was, no doubt. But this was the year that Greece was hosting the G20 meetings, which meant a constant yearlong rotation of politicians, bankers, scientists, economists, all with their differing agendas, and all with their differing protesters and threats. Bombs had already gone off, people killed, and the Russians were up to something involving a “new vision for Europe”—scary in itself, she thought. A tension had pervaded the city, taking no prisoners and leaving everyone on edge.

         On edge, and reeling from the extreme heat wave that was washing through the city like a tsunami. Except, it seemed, her damned boss, who didn’t seem to care about anything other than his golf swing. But following last week’s series of bombs, an attempted murder of an American citizen, and not to mention the accidental assassination of a Russian minister by his own intelligence agency, Sadie’s gut told her something was going on in her city, and her blood pressure rose every time she caught Director Lassiter reading Golf Digest on a conference call or taking the afternoon off to “slip in a quick nine” with his golf buddies. It was like he was running a scout troop instead of an intelligence-gathering organization, and it made her madder than hell.

         When she’d been given an encrypted thumb drive by an asset the previous week, she’d given it to him, and he’d just thrown it into an in-tray on his filing cabinet, exactly where Sadie had found it five days later, with coffee requisition invoices and a reservation printout for a golfing holiday on top of it. She’d taken the drive back and he hadn’t even noticed. Anger started rising in her chest again as she thought about it. If the stupid man paid half as much attention to his work as he did to golf, acquiring cigars, and asking when her father was coming to visit, he might be a useful person to have around.

         She went back to her desk and started packing up for the day, wondering if the director was right about her and Platon. Maybe she was just being a rookie. Her job in Athens was to develop contacts in all parts of society. She’d made one. Platon. She’d forced a meet with him at a touristy bar in the Plaka area of the city, and they’d spent the evening flirting and talking about their jobs.

         Sadie, of course, had told him only about her cover job—a low-ranking executive at a multinational construction company—and he had told her about his new job as a security guard at the G20 hotel. But she was fairly certain he was involved with a local group of anarchists who had firebombed some local American companies in the city. She intended on finding out exactly what was going on with him, hopefully way before the president of the United States had feet on the ground in Greece.

         She’d followed Platon for two weeks, seeing where he went at night, whom he talked to, and on the fourteenth evening, she’d dressed exactly the same as the girls he was usually hitting on in the bars, and ensnared him. And that was how female field officers often had it easier than men.

         In the two weeks since then, she’d been available, but not too available, and interesting, but not too interesting. She thought her refusal to sleep with him was keeping him eager enough for now. She’d been trained to do that at The Farm, but it was a fine line to walk.

         A line she had no intention of crossing.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Four

         

         He remained in the shadows as Sadie let herself into her tiny apartment. He wanted a second to watch her before making his presence known.

         When Simon had let himself in, all the shutters had been closed, leaving the room much cooler than it had been outside in the afternoon sun. But as soon as he had eyes on her, he felt the temperature rising uncomfortably.

         He was about to step out of the shadows, but barely before she’d put her purse down, she’d stripped off her crazy Hello Kitty T-shirt and unzipped her denim skirt. Even if he wanted to, he couldn’t say anything. Her body looked stronger than it had the last time he’d seen her naked. Dammit. His dick twitched in reaction to the new Sadie. Her shorter hair, the way it framed her face. Her long legs and full breasts. He blinked, thinking about the days and nights they’d spent together. It felt like years ago. It felt like yesterday too. His fingers itched to touch her; his mouth watered to taste her again.

         Sadie flopped on the bed, arms and legs splayed to take advantage of the ceiling fan’s downdraft. She moaned as the air touched her skin. He watched as her nipples grew in the cool air. Goddamnit, this was obscene. He couldn’t stand here getting off. Why didn’t she stay in her freaking clothes? She stretched and…he couldn’t take any more.

         He cleared his throat, and she jumped up.

         “What the…?”

         He stepped forward with his hands showing. Force of habit. He doubted Sadie had the wherewithal to shoot him.

         “Who is…Simon? Simon? What the hell? What are you doing here…in my apartment? What?” She looked around her as if looking for something to hit him with.

         He grabbed her silky robe from the chair in the corner and handed it to her, the other hand still aloft. All her questions were valid, for sure. He didn’t know why he’d been hoping for a slightly warmer welcome. Or even a welcome at all. He knew they’d parted on…if not bad, then awkward terms.

         And he’d just witnessed her moving on with that young kid.

         “How dare you…” She struggled into her robe and tied it so tight that he was surprised she could breathe. He made the mistake of smiling at the thought. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing here? Did you”—she looked at the door—“did you break into my home? What the fuck is wrong with you?” Her eyes blazed with an intensity he’d never seen before. Especially not directed at him. “Get out. Get the fuck out.” She crossed her arms as if to punctuate the sentence.

         She was so sexy when she was pissed. “I saw you in the street but didn’t want to interrupt you…” He let the sentence trail off just enough to let her know where he’d seen her. He didn’t really know why it was important, but somehow it just was. Why the hell was he here? He started to get that itchy feeling as if he were about to be ambushed. It was an instinct that had served him well in the field. He sighed. “You’re right. I just didn’t want to blow my cover by talking to you in public. I shouldn’t have let myself in. It’s just…almost second nature to me now. I’m sorry. I’ll go.”

         He waited a second for her to protest, but she didn’t. Her eyes just narrowed infinitesimally. Even her facial expressions had changed. Before, her whole face was open to laughter, sadness, happiness—everything was written clearly on her face. But now he hesitated. He couldn’t get a read on her at all. It was like she wasn’t the Sadie he’d known. Was she in some kind of trouble? Was that why she was in Athens? But no. Remembering her snuggling up to that…that boy—nothing about that had seemed stressful to him. “Good-bye, Sadie. It was good to see you again.”

         In a second, before he’d even thought about it or considered some kind of game plan, he’d taken two strides toward her, snaked an arm around her waist, and pulled her to him. His mouth descended on hers, as she opened it to exclaim. Her hot breath and soft lips—the very smell and taste of her felt like home. Had always felt like home.

         Even from the first time he’d engineered their meeting.

         His kiss claimed her as his. Always his.

         And then as quickly as he’d gained entry, he left.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Five

         

         Sadie’s blood chilled as the door closed. She perched on the edge of her bed and dug her fingers into the sheets. Why was he here? A gnawing in the pit of her stomach made her rub her belly and wince. Why had he come? How dare he kiss her like that—as if he still had the right. How had he gotten in? She thought she knew enough to secure her home, but obviously she didn’t know as much about Simon and his skills as she’d thought.

         That wasn’t a surprise, though. Her first week of training at The Farm had told her all she needed to know about her relationship with the man she’d nearly married.

         She’d been his mark.

         She remembered the lesson well. How to establish trust. You wait for a moment where you could easily take advantage of someone, and you don’t take advantage of them. Then you wait for them to call. She’d sat in that class, chilled to the bone, knowing that she’d almost married someone who had followed this training to a T.

          

         Mumbai, 2012

         Sadie was running over her PowerPoint one last time before she presented her analysis on terrorist movements to the Asia bureau chief. It was supposed to be a whistle-stop visit—just a one-night stay—but she’d jumped at the chance of going to India. It wasn’t until she was on the plane, facing thirteen hours in coach class, that she realized she probably only had gotten the opportunity because no one else had wanted to go. Oh, the joys of being the lowest on the totem pole.

         She’d had only enough time to dump her bags at the hotel, touch up her makeup, and run through the presentation one more time before walking the two blocks to the embassy. She stopped in front of the building to root around in her bag for her ID, when the ground shook under her feet. A blast sounded a split second after, and she watched in numb horror as the windows of the building opposite the embassy blew out onto the street. There was a second of silence, punctuated only by the soft sprinkle of glass on the concrete street. Then muffled screams. Hers.

         Blood covered her hands, and pain radiated through her. She catalogued all the pain before she realized she was lying against the wall of the embassy. A man stooped over her, sliding his hands efficiently over her limbs before helping her up. She recognized him. He’d smiled at her several times on the flight from Los Angeles. She’d smiled back.

         “You’re okay. Can you stand up?” he said, gently nudging her upright. The pain seemed to fade as he smiled at her again.

         “Thank you.” Her own voice sounded thick to her ears as she struggled to her feet. She took a second to steady her legs and then looked up—way up—to meet his eyes. Even with her heels on, he was tall. He’d looked muscly on the plane, but she’d assumed every man who stood up in a plane looked big. Now she knew different. He had a little scruff, probably from traveling, and hair that was a little longer than a neat haircut. His intense blue eyes radiated concern, but all she wanted to do was run her fingers through his sandy-colored hair and see if it was as thick as it looked.
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