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Praise for Christy Reece:


‘Sizzling romance and fraught suspense fill the pages as the novel races toward its intensely riveting conclusion’ Publishers Weekly, Starred Review


‘Romantic suspense has a major new star!’ Romantic Times


‘A passionate and vivacious thrill-ride!. . . I feel like I’ve been on an epic journey after finishing it. . . Exquisite’ Joyfully Reviewed


‘A very compelling romantic suspense. The romance is sensuous, and the story moves along at an excellent pace with a lot of drama and violence. The characters are distinctly drawn, and the pages are filled with intrigue and emotional intensity’ Romance Reviews Today


‘Steamy sex scenes, intense fighting scenes, the sensation of struggling to survive, edge-of-your-seat feelings, and finding your true self make this mind-blowing book a must read story!’ Coffee Time Romance & More


‘A heart-racing tale from start to finish. . . I loved every minute of it!’ The Romance Reader’s Connection


‘[A] brilliantly plotted book. The love story, as always, is hot and emotive and balanced well with the exciting and well-crafted mystery. Her main characters are vulnerable yet strong, and even the villains are written with skillful and delicate brush strokes haunting your mind long after the book is done’ Fresh Fiction
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Last Chance Rescue.
Sexy suspense. Thrilling adventure.


Jamie Kendrick suffered at the hands of monster Stanford Reddington, but money and power protected him from justice. Now, Jamie wants payback.


Skilled LCR operative Dylan Savage lands the assignment to train the lovely Jamie, but to thwart her revenge plot at all costs. With tender ruthlessness, he pries open her most intimate secrets, until their attraction explodes into a scorching love affair which Dylan has to end.


Months later, the two meet again – at the home of Stanford Reddington. In the grip of hurt, anger, desire and danger, Jamie and Dylan will risk more than broken hearts: they’ll risking everything to stay alive.






Fabulous teachers can make
such a difference in a child’s life
and two very special
English literature teachers
made a huge difference in mine.


Thank you, Betty Howton and Professor Pace.


And to a very special teacher named Kara—you rock!








prologue


Bustarviejo, Spain


The night was silent and still. The air, thick and humid, held a feeling of expectancy—as if aware that rescue had finally arrived. Stooped behind a low brick wall, his eyes narrowed into a squint behind powerful binoculars, LCR operative Dylan Savage surveyed the perimeter of the massive property owned by Stanford Reddington.


The house in front of him held Jamie Kendrick—a young woman who’d been abducted by a maniac and then sold to Stanford Reddington. Purchased for what purpose, Dylan didn’t even want to consider. Their mission was clear: rescue. Their plan: a soft entry. Grab Jamie and get the hell out, hopefully without firing a shot.


“Everyone in place and ready?” Noah McCall asked quietly. The Last Chance Rescue leader kept his voice calm and low, his tone revealing none of the tension Dylan knew he must feel.


On missions, McCall acted as though ice ran through his veins. That was an attitude Dylan had adopted long before he’d joined LCR. Never let them see you flinch. He’d learned that lesson as a child. Staying expressionless had saved his ass more than once.


Dylan answered with a soft “Ready.”


Adrenaline surged as the three other people on the op answered in the affirmative. Any second now . . .


“Go,” McCall whispered.


Staying low, Dylan and McCall ran toward the back door that their informant, Raphael, had promised would be unlocked. Noah eased the door open . . . Dylan peered inside. Scanning the large kitchen, he briefly noted that not only did the room look like a pigsty, it stank of old food and stale alcohol. The messy space had one thing in its favor: no people.


Dylan entered first, McCall behind him. Dim light filtered from a greasy bulb over the stove revealed the remains of last night’s dinner and four dirty plates on the counter. Four here, including Jamie?


In the middle of the kitchen, the men stopped . . . waited . . . listened. On cue, a loud, thudding knock sounded at the front door. A moment of dead silence, then lights came on as someone stomped toward the door. The instant the front door opened, Dylan and McCall moved.


Guns at the ready, their steps silent, they made their way to the next room. At the entrance to the living room, McCall went in one direction, Dylan the other. Sticking his head into a small den and a bathroom, Dylan found nothing other than furniture and more evidence that slobs lived here.


One minute later, they met in the middle of the living room. The loud protestations coming from the front of the house reassured them that the home owner would be occupied for several more moments.


His black eyes glittering with cold determination, McCall mouthed silently, “Anything?”


Dylan shook his head.


Both men turned and headed up the stairway. Halting at the top of the stairs, they assessed the area. Bright lights from the first floor allowed them to see three rooms to check on this floor. McCall jerked his head at the stairs to the third floor.


With a quick nod, Dylan headed upstairs. At the top of the small landing, he stopped and listened. The only sounds were the distant mumblings of Reddington as he argued with the Spanish police. Two rooms to check here. The door to one of the rooms stood open. Easing his head in, he looked around. A storage room, filled with furniture and boxes.


Swiftly, silently, Dylan moved across the hallway, toward the closed door of the other room. His ear to the wood, he listened and heard a soft, trembling sigh.


He put his hand on the doorknob. Locked. Pulling a small tool from the belt at his waist, he inserted it into the keyhole. At the sweet sound of a click, he twisted the knob, eased the door open, and stepped inside. The room, midnight dark and deathly quiet, held the musky scent of sour sweat and felt heavy with fear, confirming what he already knew: she was here.


The softest whisper of sound put him on alert; half a second later, a small body leaped onto his back. Not wanting to hurt or frighten her further, Dylan dropped to the floor with Jamie Kendrick hanging on to his shoulders.


She ground her knee into the small of his back and spoke in a harsh, raspy voice, “Touch me and I’ll kill you.”


Admiration and compassion slammed into him. She was tough. Good. She would need to stay that way. “I’m here to rescue you, Jamie.”


With a soft, laughing sob, she said mockingly, “Yeah, my knight in shining armor.”


“I’m with Last Chance Rescue.”


After a long pause, she whispered hoarsely, “What’s that?”


“A rescue organization.”


Another long pause. Finally, a shaky, tear-filled voice asked, “Are you for real?”


“Yes.” He waited two heartbeats, giving her time to absorb the information. Then, since time was of the essence, he said, “We need to get out of here.”


Her slight weight eased off his back, and he felt her shift away from him.


Getting to his feet, Dylan took a flashlight from his utility belt and clicked it on. His heart thudded and crashed as he got his first glimpse of slender, petite Jamie Kendrick. Perched on the edge of a bed, she’d snagged a sheet to cover herself. Untamed, golden-brown hair draped over her bare shoulders. Gray-blue eyes shimmered with tears; white teeth bit at her lips as if to control their trembling. The thin sheet covering her nude body couldn’t hide her uncontrollable shaking. Despite his reassurance, she was terrified that this was a trick.


“Found her,” he whispered softly into his mic.


“Get her out,” McCall answered softly. “Reddington’s still at the door, arguing. I’ve got one bastard down, two more on the run.”


“Affirmative,” Dylan answered.


There was no time for more reassurance. They needed to get their asses out of here . . . now. He took a step toward her. “Let’s go.”


She lifted a hand to tighten the sheet around her, and he saw the handcuff dangling from her wrist. Pulling a standard key from his belt, he reached for her. Admiration grew in him as he watched her stiffen but refuse to back away. He unlocked the cuff from her bruised, raw wrist and then let her go. The last thing she probably wanted was for a man to touch her. Unfortunately, he was going to have to do more than just touch her if they were to get out of here in one piece.


With a sweep of his flashlight over the room, Dylan took another quick scan. No clothing. He pulled his black cotton T-shirt over his head and handed it to her. “Put this on.” Giving her a brief moment of privacy, he went to the door to peer out. Still quiet.


At the sound of a small, relieved sigh, he glanced over his shoulder. She was ready. Her feet were bare, and her body swayed as she tried to stand. The T-shirt swallowed her, landing just above her wobbling knees.


“It’ll be easier for both of us if you let me carry you out.” He wasn’t asking for permission, but he didn’t want to scare her by just lifting her without warning.


“I can walk.”


“You’re barefoot and weak. We need to get out of here as fast as we can.” Giving her no time to argue, Dylan reached for her and scooped her into his arms. Her body was shaking with terror, but she didn’t fight him, and that was all he needed.


He made a rapid exit from the room and strode quickly toward the stairway. As they got halfway down the stairs, the distant blast of gunfire ramped up the tension. Shit! No way was he not getting her out of here alive. Holding her tighter against his chest, he whispered, “Hang on, sweetheart.”


Lowering his head, Dylan ran like hell.



One month later
Charles de Gaulle Airport
Paris, France



“Ladies and gentlemen, flight 231 to Atlanta, Georgia, U.S.A., will begin loading in ten minutes.”


A bright, sunny smile plastered on her face, Jamie turned to her sister, McKenna. This stiff-upper-lip thing was a lot harder than she’d thought it would be. This wasn’t goodbye forever, but still . . . “I’ll see you soon again . . . I promise.”


McKenna’s face, so similar to Jamie’s, revealed the same turmoil. “You’re sure you don’t want me to go with you? It’s not too late for me to buy a ticket.”


The lump grew in Jamie’s throat at the offer. McKenna’s anxiousness was sweet but unnecessary. She wasn’t nervous or worried. After everything that had happened the last few months, she felt insulated from the trivial stuff. And she’d been given a miracle: her sister. Her biggest concern was being separated from McKenna again.


“I’ll be fine. I just want to get this behind me so I can move forward.”


“Will you have to see him?”


Funny, even the thought of seeing her ex-husband again didn’t cause the thud of dread it once had. “I don’t think so. My attorney assured me I’d just need to appear before a judge.”


“You know I’ll be there for you if you need me. Right?”


Jamie hugged McKenna again. After her rescue, they’d spent almost a month together and had gotten even closer than they’d been as kids. Having both survived their own hell, being together again made them appreciate each other so much more.


She pulled away and smiled through her tears. “You need to go see Lucas.”


At the mention of Lucas Kane, a breathtaking expression came over McKenna’s face. Never had Jamie seen anyone more in love. And just from the short amount of time Jamie had spent with Lucas, she knew he felt the same way. Other than her parents, she had never known a couple who loved each other like that.


“You promise to come back to Europe soon?”


“Cross my heart. And if not, you can always come see me.” She gripped McKenna’s hand and held tight. “We’ll never let each other go again.”


Tears sparkling in her eyes, McKenna nodded fiercely. “Never. I promise.”


“Jamie? McKenna?”


They both whirled around at the sound of the familiar masculine voice approaching them. A gasp escaped Jamie before she could stop it. She hadn’t thought she’d ever see him again, and yet here he was. Dylan.


“Hey, what are you doing here?” McKenna asked.


“I heard Jamie was headed back to the States. I’ve got some business to take care of there, so I thought I’d tag along.” His emerald gaze turned to Jamie. “That okay with you?”


It had been almost a month since she’d seen him. Dylan had been the one to carry her out of that house, the one to rescue her from hell.


Her rescue had been as dramatic as any television drama, with Dylan and the other LCR operatives swooping down in the dead of night and rescuing her from Stanford Reddington and his vile son. Jamie barely remembered the event other than Dylan’s gruff, reassuring voice, his strong arms carrying her out of the house, and him saying, “You’re safe now, Jamie” as he handed her over to the EMTs.


Then she’d been lifted into a helicopter and taken to the hospital. She’d gone from abject misery and terror to comfort and safety in a matter of seconds. And she had thought Dylan was the most wonderful of heroes.


For the first couple of days after her rescue, he’d been kind and wonderfully attentive. Then something had happened, and for the life of her, she didn’t know what. The day of her release from the hospital, Dylan had turned noticeably cooler. She’d tried to tell herself she was just imagining it, but when he’d given her a barely perceptible nod after she’d thanked him once more for her rescue, she had known it wasn’t her imagination.


Those words of thanks were the last ones she’d thought she’d ever get to say to him, and now here he was, going to the States with her.


Realizing that both McKenna and Dylan were looking at her strangely, Jamie knew a deep blush covered her fair skin as she stammered, “Yes . . . of course, that’s okay with me.”


“Ladies and gentleman, flight 231 to Atlanta is now boarding.”


As the airline personnel gave boarding instructions, Jamie forgot everything other than the knowledge that she was saying goodbye to her sister. Throwing her arms around McKenna’s neck, she whispered in her ear. “I love you, Kenna.”


Her voice thick with emotion, McKenna answered softly, “I love you, too. See you soon. Okay?”


Unable to speak for the giant lump in her throat, Jamie nodded and tightened her arms around her sister one last time . . . then made herself let go. McKenna didn’t need to see the uncertainty and dread that had suddenly swamped her. After everything she’d been through, what was there to fear?


McKenna’s eyes glittered with emotion. “Call me as soon as you land. Okay?”


She nodded again. “I will.”


She wasn’t surprised to see McKenna hug Dylan—he seemed to have an affectionate rapport with her sister. Something that was sadly missing with her.


With her carry-on gripped tightly in her hand, Jamie headed to the ticket agent. At the door, she turned back for one last glance. McKenna waved and blew a kiss. Jamie gave her the best smile she could muster and turned to walk down the narrow tunnel to the plane.


“Want me to take your bag?”


Despite the massive willpower she thought she had, tears were flooding her eyes. Not looking at Dylan, she shook her head.


“You okay?”


“Yeah, just hate saying goodbye.” She straightened her shoulders, determined to get past her weepiness. “Where are you sitting?”


“First class, row two, seat A.”


Startled, she jerked her head up. “I’m in row two, seat B. How’d you manage that?”


He shrugged as if it was nothing and stopped at the entrance to the plane, allowing her to go first. As she passed by him, his closed expression told her he wasn’t going to explain anything. Not why he’d arranged to sit with her, and probably not why he’d just shown up, out of the blue, to travel with her. Telling herself she didn’t need an explanation, Jamie settled into her seat and watched as the most handsome and infuriatingly mysterious man she’d ever known dropped into the seat next to hers.


Would nine hours of sitting beside him give her any insight? Like why he’d made the effort to travel with her but still treated her as though she’d done something to offend him?


Dylan stretched his long legs out and cursed himself once more for coming. She would’ve been fine traveling on her own. He hadn’t seen her in almost a month, and during that time, she’d obviously recovered. So why the hell was he here, like some sort of guard dog? Hell if he knew.


She looked healthy. No, not just healthy . . . she looked beautiful. When he’d rescued her from that hellhole, Jamie’s golden-brown hair had been almost to her hips. Now it was shorter, just past her shoulders, and highlighted with golden blond streaks. The bruises and swelling on her face and neck were completely gone, and her silky, fair skin glowed. Even the dark, haunted look in her eyes had vanished.


This morning, he’d been at LCR headquarters giving a review of his last op. After his meeting with McCall, he’d anticipated going back to his apartment and healing for the next few days. The job had had gotten a little dicey, resulting in a couple of bruised ribs and a deep thigh bruise. A long soak in a hot tub and about ten hours of uninterrupted sleep had been his only plan. The instant McKenna had called Noah and mentioned that Jamie was headed back to the States, alone, his plans had changed. Dylan had shot out of his chair and, on the way to the door, asked his boss to arrange a seat on the same flight. If he hadn’t been in such a hurry, he would’ve stopped to snarl at McCall’s amusement.


Had anyone asked him why he felt the need to be with her, he wouldn’t have had an answer. He’d rescued dozens of people for LCR. And while he wished them well, not once had he felt any real desire to see them again, much less accompany them home.


What was it about this woman that made him react in a way opposite to what was normal for him? Nothing could happen between them. She was going back home to live in the States. He lived in Paris.


Yeah, like that’s the only thing keeping you from pursuing something.


“What kind of business are you going back for?”


Jerked out of his dark thoughts, he shrugged. “Family stuff.”


“Where does your family live?”


He didn’t hesitate with his answer: “Florida.”


So what if “live” wasn’t exactly the right word? While he was in the United States, he figured he might as well visit his mother’s and grandmother’s graves in Florida. He could rent a car and be in Jacksonville in a matter of hours. And he’d be visiting the only family he’d ever wanted to claim.


“Are you flying out of Atlanta to Florida?”


Dylan shook his head and asked, “What about you? You headed to Louisiana?”


“Yes, I have a connecting flight to Baton Rouge about an hour after I land.”


“You going to have to see your ex?”


She grimaced. “You know about him?”


“I know that he hurt you.”


Her chin came up in a defensive gesture. “Just once. He never got the chance again.”


“Will you have to see him?”


“I don’t think so. My attorney seems to think that I can just file another complaint against him and then appear before a judge. He was only in jail for a few days . . . He deserves a longer sentence.”


“You want me to go with you?” The words were out before he could pull them back. Hell, what was it about her?


If Dylan was surprised, Jamie was apparently stunned. Her eyes widening, she blushed a crimson red and stuttered, “Oh . . . I . . . well . . . that’s so swee—” Thankfully she stopped before she got the word out. Even when he’d been a baby, “sweet” was one description that had never been attributed to Dylan. She swallowed and said, “I appreciate the offer, but I need to handle this myself.”


He shrugged. “Yeah, that’s what I figured.” He was relieved she’d said no, so why did he have this odd letdown feeling? Damn weird.


“Besides, I’d hate to take you away from your family.”


He looked away from her, to the flight attendant headed their way with the drink cart. “Yeah, they’d be disappointed.”


“How long are you going to be in the States?”


He shrugged, not really wanting to go back to that discussion. “Just a day or so.”


“Wow, you came all the way from Paris just for a day? Won’t your family—”


“You want something to drink?”


Looking startled at his abrupt question, she said, “Oh . . . yes. Hot tea. Thanks.”


Dylan gave the order, hoping that once Jamie had her drink, she’d forget what they’d been talking about. Discussing his family—or, for that matter, his life—wasn’t something he liked to spend a lot of time on.


There was an awkward silence while Jamie accepted her hot tea and Dylan chugged down his black coffee. By the time she’d sweetened her drink to her taste, his cup was empty. Though a slug of bourbon or a Scotch neat would have been his preference, coffee was the only drink he could allow himself. Maintaining his wits would keep him from uttering another dumb-ass comment. Offering to go to Louisiana with her had been stupid enough.


She took a sip of her tea, and Dylan felt his mouth twitch with a smile. Everything Jamie did was feminine and . . . what was the word . . . dainty. She even made drinking a beverage a feminine action. Where he swallowed in gulps, she sipped like a delicate sparrow.


Mentally rolling his eyes at the stupidity of his thoughts, he said, “You and McKenna enjoy your time in Paris?”


Her eyes glowing, she nodded. “It was wonderful. I’ve always wanted to visit, and Kenna knows the city so well. We did all the touristy stuff, along with lots of things people who have never been to Paris might not know about.”


“You probably had a lot of things to get caught up on.”


Her eyes dimmed for an instant, and Dylan felt like an ass. Bringing up the past meant reminding her about all the crap she’d been through. Not only had she been brutalized by the now-dead scumbag Damon Hughes, she’d been held captive by the human slime Stanford Reddington and his son. Of course, it wasn’t something she’d ever be able to forget, but his comment sure as hell hadn’t helped. This was just another reminder that he needed to stay away from her. His late wife had told him more than once that he had the tact of a water buffalo.


Thankfully, Jamie’s smile returned. “We had years to get caught up on. Our lives have been completely opposite.”


“What was it like, living with your aunt?”


Her pretty mouth twisted in a wry smile. “The best description I can come up with for Aunt Mavis is a cross between an elderly drill sergeant and Miss Manners. My aunt had an opinion on everything and felt it her duty to share that opinion with everyone.”


“Doesn’t sound like a lot of fun.”


“It wasn’t.” Slender shoulders lifted in a delicate shrug. “But I was safe and warm, had good food to eat and a place to sleep. Kenna didn’t have those things.”


“Are you going to see your sister again soon?”


She nodded. “I haven’t told her because I wanted to surprise her, but as soon as I settle things in Louisiana, I’m going back there to live.”


Dylan felt a kick to his gut. “In Paris?”


“Yes. I fell in love with the city, and being so far away from Kenna isn’t something I want to do again. Family is so important, don’t you think?”


Since everyone in his family was dead and most of them hadn’t been worth much alive, he didn’t have an answer that wouldn’t cause more questions. He settled for a vague nod and another question: “Are you going to continue teaching?”


For the first time since he’d known her, he saw a flicker of secrecy in her expression. She shrugged and took another sip of her tea. “I’m not sure yet. There’re a lot of possibilities out there.”


That was about as vague as one could get. “McCall has a lot of contacts,” Dylan said. “He could probably help.”


Yet another slight flicker, but all she said was “That’s a great idea. I’ll give him a call as soon as I get settled.”


The seat-belt sign went off, and Dylan used that as an excuse to get up and walk around. He needed a few minutes away from Jamie not only to come to terms with these damn odd feelings of protectiveness but also to deal with the news that she was moving to Europe. It’d been easy enough to stay away from her the last month. He’d been working ops, and Jamie had been recovering. What was he going to do now that they would be living in the same city? How was he going to stay away from her when he hadn’t gone a day without thinking about her since they’d met?


Hell!


Jamie took one last sip of her now tepid tea and grimaced. Aunt Mavis had been a hot-tea drinker, and it irritated her that she’d instinctively requested what her aunt would have expected her to order. Though she’d only lived with the woman for five years, her aunt had worked hard to fit a lifetime of strict lessons into that time. Aunt Mavis had been gone for several years—she had died peacefully in her sleep. Jamie couldn’t help but wonder if she’d just decided to die that day and had then done it. The woman had had that much iron-willed discipline.


“You want to get up and stretch your legs?”


Swallowing a gasp, she jerked her head to gaze at the man standing beside her. He moved so quietly, she hadn’t heard him. “Quiet” was a good description for Dylan Savage. He didn’t talk a lot, and when he moved, he barely made a sound.


She smiled her thanks. “No, I’m fine.”


As he eased into the seat beside her, she noticed a slight wince, as if he were in pain. “Are you okay?”


“Yeah, just a couple of bruises.”


“From a job?”


He nodded.


“Did I ever thank you?”


For the first time ever, Jamie saw a small smile at his lips. “Yeah, about twenty times that first day.”


“I wanted to send you something, but McKenna said that wasn’t necessary.”


He looked over at her, a slight softening in his eyes. “I don’t think anyone’s ever done that before. What were you going to send?”


“For saving my life?” She laughed, pleased that she actually found some kind of humor in referring to those dark days before her rescue. “I was torn between a fruit basket and a bottle of Scotch. McKenna said Scotch was your favorite drink.”


“You didn’t need to send anything. It’s my job.”


She ignored the sting of his comment. Of course that’s what she was to him: a job. How silly to think he’d be attracted to someone he’d rescued. “Are you married?” Oh God, had she just asked that question?


“No.”


Feeling like she’d opened a giant hole and was teetering on the edge, she added, “Me neither.”


“Yeah, I know.”


Jamie fought to control the blush she could feel spreading over her entire body. She had worked so hard to overcome her tendency to glow like a beacon when she said stupid or inappropriate things. With Dylan, all of that training and discipline vanished. And this had to be one of the stupidest comments she’d ever made. Of course he knew she wasn’t married; they’d just talked about her ex-husband. Besides, there was little the man didn’t know about her life. Whereas she knew next to nothing about his.


She looked up as Dylan stood again and pulled something from the overhead compartment. He handed her a small pillow and then, sitting back down with a pillow of his own, reclined his seat, put the pillow behind his head, and closed his eyes.


And just like that, all conversation stopped. Not that it was his responsibility to entertain her. Still, she couldn’t deny the sting. His response to her single status wasn’t exactly encouraging, even if it had been an inane statement.


Jamie looked out at the bright blue sky. Okay, so what if he had no interest in her. She had more on her mind than starting a relationship that could go nowhere. The news she’d received this morning before leaving—news she hadn’t shared with McKenna—was going to occupy all of her thoughts. Because if things progressed as they looked like they might, she was going to have to figure out how to not only hunt down and capture a fiend but also find a way to stay alive.





one


Three months later
London, England


“Do you take this man to be your husband?”


A pregnant silence filled the ancient church, as if it, along with the one hundred plus guests, waited breathlessly for the bride’s response. No one doubted what the answer would be, but still, there was excited anticipation as McKenna Sloan said, “I do” and became Lucas Kane’s wife at last.


At those words, Jamie let out a long, silent sigh of delight. Standing to the right of her sister, holding a spray of roses along with the bride’s bouquet of orchids, she could barely contain the joy that swelled within her. Seeing McKenna marry the man she adored was a dream come true. No one deserved happiness more. And Lucas was equally in love. His handsome face held an expression of tender reverence as he repeated the same vows McKenna had just recited.


While the minister continued his instructions, Jamie’s gaze shifted to the guests. It was a small group by most standards, especially for a man of Lucas’s wealth and stature, but McKenna and Lucas had wanted in attendance only those who meant something to them. For Lucas, that included a handful of friends, and for McKenna that meant as many operatives of Last Chance Rescue as could get there.


Noah McCall had the honor of walking McKenna down the aisle. Jamie knew only a few of the other operatives. She recognized the stunning face of Skylar James, a woman who’d been on the covers of numerous fashion magazines and was the wife of LCR operative Gabe Maddox.


Shifting her gaze slightly, she saw a beautiful auburn-haired woman and a man with long golden-blond hair and a scar on the left side of his face. McKenna had introduced them to her last night as Shea and Ethan Bishop. To their right sat Cole and Keeley Mathison and their adorable twin daughters, Hannah and Hailey.


In front of that group were LCR operatives Eden and Jordan Montgomery, whom she’d met this morning at breakfast. Sitting beside Eden was a little boy of about five, their newly adopted son, Paulo. On the other side of Jordan were Noah; his wife, Samara; and their son, Micah.


Sitting one row back, she recognized the blond head of Aidan Thorne. Though things had been blurry the night of her rescue, she vaguely remembered seeing him there. In a pew behind Aidan was a dark-haired, exotic-looking woman named Angela, LCR’s receptionist. According to Noah, she was the one person Last Chance Rescue could not live without.


Her attention moved back to the people standing at the front of the church with the bride and groom. Jared Livingston, Lucas’s best man, looked almost frightfully grim. Jamie had seen him several times at Lucas’s home, and each time, he’d seemed to grow more forbidding. McKenna had mentioned that his marriage had ended; she hadn’t needed to say more. The end of a marriage was like a death in many ways.


The man standing beside Jared was Conrad, Lucas’s butler. No one had questioned why the wealthy Lucas Kane had asked his butler to stand up with him on the most important day of his life. Anyone who knew Lucas knew that Conrad was much more to him than an employee. Having stayed with Lucas and McKenna since her rescue, Jamie could attest to that. The man was both amazingly efficient and wonderfully kind.


Drawing a breath, but having no other choice, she let her eyes travel at last to the one man she’d been studiously avoiding not only talking to but even acknowledging: the new bane of her life, Dylan Savage.


How could one man be so gorgeously handsome, so wonderfully heroic, so seemingly kind, but so incredibly obnoxious, rude, and, well, just generally an asshole?


When he’d shown up at the airport to travel with her to the States, she’d started to reconsider her opinion. Had thought maybe she had imagined his animosity. And though they’d shared some conversation at the beginning, it had ended quickly, with Dylan dozing for the rest of the flight. About an hour before they’d landed, he’d woken, but he had been noticeably cooler. Every question she’d asked had been met with a grunt or a one-word answer. Jamie had finally given up and sat beside him alternating between hurt and anger.


When they’d arrived in Atlanta, he had silently walked with her to her connecting gate. Thankfully, she’d had only a few minutes to spare before her flight had begun loading. Standing beside him while he kept his gaze on everyone else but her had been just another frustration. When she’d suggested, somewhat sarcastically, that she could manage to get on the plane by herself, if he wanted to be on his way, he’d turned and given her a heated look that’d almost melted her insides. Then he had looked away again and continued to ignore her until her flight was called. The second she was able to board, she’d almost run from him with a barely audible “Have a good visit with your family.”


Before she could take more than a couple of steps, he had caught her arm to pull her around to face him. Jamie had lost her breath. The intensity of those emerald-green eyes seared her. She’d waited, breathlessly, for him to say something—sure that whatever it was would be monumental and meaningful. But what had he said? Nothing magical, nothing monumental. Beautiful mouth straight-lined and unsmiling, his hold on her arm tight, he’d growled, “Stay out of trouble,” and then turned and disappeared into the crowd.


She had spent the entire flight from Atlanta to Baton Rouge coming up with one-line zingers she should have hurled back at him.


Last night, at the rehearsal dinner, was the first time she’d seen him since she’d returned to Europe. Not that he’d said anything to her. She’d gotten a hard, searching look and a nod of acknowledgment. Nothing more.


As if he knew that her eyes were on him, Dylan moved his dark head slightly and looked directly at her. Eyes, glittering like shiny jewels in his starkly handsome face, stared coolly at her. Then, as she continued to look at him, he arched one brow arrogantly. Refusing to back down at the unspoken challenge, Jamie decided to arch her own brow. Unfortunately, she had never mastered the art of a one-brow arch; she figured she looked more surprised than defiant. And, as usual, she could feel her blush deepen, which she was sure made her face glow fire red. Still, she was proud of herself for keeping her eyes glued to his.


“May I present to you Mr. and Mrs. Lucas Kane.”


Jamie jerked her attention back to the wedding proceedings, mortified that she’d been daydreaming and had missed the rest of her sister’s wedding. Appalled at her selfishness, she exploded into applause, startling everyone. Thankfully, the entire room followed suit, everyone joining in exuberantly.


McKenna gave Jamie a loving smile and a wink. Relieved that she hadn’t ruined anything, Jamie pulled herself together and followed the newly wedded couple down the aisle. Today was Lucas and McKenna’s day. Her preoccupation with a man who frustrated and irritated her beyond reason didn’t belong here.


Nor did she want to think about the phone call she’d received an hour before the wedding. Unsurprising news, but nevertheless devastating. Soon she’d go back to considering what lay ahead of her. For now, she wanted to celebrate and be thankful for what she had. The hard stuff would be here soon enough.


She was doing that thing with her mouth again. Dylan had watched Jamie during the entire ceremony. Did she know that every emotion she experienced revealed itself on her face? Did she know that when she was nervous, she nibbled on her lower lip? Did she know that it was as distracting as hell?


He stood in a corner of the small reception hall, his back to the wall. He’d congratulate the bride and groom later. For now, he wanted to watch her—the maid of honor—the loveliest creature he’d ever seen in his life.


The hell of it was, she didn’t know it. He’d never seen anyone so incredibly artless and unaware of her own appeal. She thought she had offended him somehow, and while he regretted her hurt feelings, he couldn’t change his attitude toward her. He’d much rather see disdain in her eyes than fear.


Jamie had been through hell, and though she had adjusted better than any victim of abuse he’d ever seen, she was still vulnerable. If she knew his thoughts, she’d be wary, maybe even terrified. And what good would it be for her to find out the truth anyway?


So he’d be the jerk, something he had a lot of practice with, and she’d never know that his heart thundered like a herd of stampeding rhinos when she was near or that another body part hardened at just the thought of her. These were secrets he’d take to his grave.


“We need to talk.”


Dylan turned to see Noah McCall standing beside him, the grim expression on his face not a sign of anything good. “What’s up?”


“Let’s go outside.”


With an ominous chill zipping up his spine, Dylan followed his boss out the door to an enclosed courtyard. Both men remained silent until they stopped at the other end of the small area.


“What’s wrong?”


“All charges against Reddington have been officially dropped.”


Dylan didn’t even have a curse vile enough to spew. “I thought at least a few of them were going to stick. What happened?”


“I don’t have the details yet. I’ve got a call in to the prosecutor’s office.”


“Jamie know yet?”


“Yeah, apparently she got a call earlier today.”


And she’d stood at the wedding, looking beautiful and happy, as if all was right with her world. Dylan hadn’t thought his admiration could get stronger.


“What are we going to do about it?”


“I’m going to get the details; then we’ll go from there. With what she’s told us she overheard while she was in his house, there’s got to be a way we can get inside his organization and stop the bastard.”


Dylan gazed around the peaceful serenity of the private garden. Peace was only a façade—he’d learned that painful lesson long ago. But, dammit, if anyone deserved to have that illusion, it was Jamie.


He turned back to McCall. “Whatever it takes to get to him, I want the job.”


“I figured you might. Jamie’s asked to see me tomorrow . . . I’m assuming about this.”


“Don’t bring up my name . . . okay?”


McCall paused for a second and then said, “You know, it’s not a sin to be attracted to her.”


The hard glare he gave his boss would have stopped most people from treading further into dangerous territory. Of course, Noah McCall wasn’t most people.


“At some point, you have to put the past to rest.”


“Let it go,” Dylan bit out.


Having made his point, McCall started back to the church. “I’ll let you know when I learn more.” He stopped and looked over his shoulder. “You coming?”


“In a minute.” Dylan turned his eyes back to the darkness. Put the past to rest? No, some things couldn’t be put to rest or forgotten. Like a stench that never leaves your memory or a vile taste you can never forget, some things are meant to stay with you forever.


“You’re missing all the fun.”


The soft, almost melodic voice hit his ear like a wind chime—the last voice he wanted to hear.


Without looking at her, he said, “Then why are you out here?”


“I wanted to ask you what I’ve done.”


Turning, Dylan faced her and felt his heart do that damn thudding thing again. Beautiful, delicate, with the face of an angel and a smile like sunshine.


“Done?” Dylan asked mildly.


“To offend you.”


“You’ve done nothing.”


“Then why are you so cold to me?”


Dylan raised one brow. An affect he’d practiced and perfected as a kid to show everyone he didn’t give a damn. This time he used it purely for self-defense. “I wasn’t aware I was anything. Last night was the first time I’ve seen you since you returned.”


“And when I saw you, you acted as if I’d done something I shouldn’t have.”


He shrugged. “I don’t usually see the people I rescue after it’s over.”


“I see.”


Regret hit him, and he wanted to snatch the words back. As if her importance were only relegated to being a victim. Hell, what was it about her? With anyone else, he would’ve come up with something acceptably vague. With Jamie, not only did he not know what to say, but when he finally did speak, it came out either garbled or so damn blunt, even he winced.


This time was no different. As he watched hurt shadow her face, he made the determination that he just needed to get away from her and stay away for good. He couldn’t treat her like anyone else because she wasn’t like anyone else. It was that simple.


She turned away from him. “Fine. I won’t bother you again.”


The instinctive need to offer comfort had Dylan reaching out his hand. A second later, he pulled away, allowing her to leave. What could he say? Nothing that would do a damn bit of good. She needed to get back to her safe, secure life, and he needed to return to the one he’d chosen.


Her movements swift and agitated, she almost ran to get away from him. Unable to look away, Dylan watched her silver-and-gold gown shimmer like a graceful, beautiful butterfly until she disappeared from his sight. And then, once again, he was alone.



Last Chance Rescue headquarters
Paris



Noah McCall’s black eyes were penetrating and cool as he shook his head. “We’re not in the revenge business, Jamie. You know that.”


Sitting across the massive cherry desk from him, with every muscle in her body almost spasming with tension, she carefully watched the man’s face. She’d known him for a few months and had only ever seen the compassionate side of the LCR leader. As she had explained her position, his expression had grown noticeably harder.


Unwilling for him to think her plan was so self-serving, she said, “Revenge isn’t my only reason.”


“But a large part. Correct?”


“Do I want to punish the man who purchased me like a toy for his son’s entertainment? Of course I do. But Reddington’s done and will continue to do much worse things than what he did to me. He has to be stopped.” She gave a nonchalant shrug, not feeling nonchalant in the least. “Revenge is merely a by-product. The icing on the cake.”


The black eyes narrowed and turned flinty, no doubt trying to pierce the thin veil of bravado she had going for her. Little did Noah realize that he could cut straight through her till he saw daylight and she wouldn’t change her mind. Yes, she was terrified, and yes, she knew she had a long road ahead of her, but that didn’t mean she was any less determined.


“I still haven’t talked to the prosecutor’s office,” Noah said. “And I know Lucas has got a call in to them, too. There’re still avenues that haven’t been explored. Don’t give up hope that he can’t be—”


She snorted softly. “Let’s not lie to each other, Noah. Reddington’s claim that he and his son found me in a ditch and nursed me back to health wouldn’t fly for most people. Stanford Reddington is not most people. He’s got so much power and influence in Spain, even if the charges did stick long enough to go to trial, there’s no way he’d ever be convicted.”


The grim set of Noah’s mouth told her he wanted to argue with her, but she knew he couldn’t. Despite having the police there when she’d been rescued and even though two people, one of whom was her sister, had been shot, Reddington had finagled the telling of the story so well that, on the surface, he looked like a cross between a fairy godfather and the Good Samaritan. He’d only been trying to do the right thing, and look what it’d gotten him. Poor, misunderstood bastard.


The things she’d heard while she was in that house of horrors had been amazingly detailed but, in the end, pointless for the prosecution. Her word against his. And Reddington’s held a hell of a lot more weight.


The phone call she’d received yesterday, before the wedding, had confirmed what she’d long suspected was going to happen. “We’re so sorry, Ms. Kendrick. Without actual, physical proof, there’s nothing more we can do.”


The man was not only going to get away with what he’d done to her, he was getting away with so much more—horrendous, vile things that had been going on for years. He had to be stopped. Despite the fear, the knowledge that she wasn’t trained for this, she had to be involved in bringing him to justice. There was no other option.


“I can’t be the only person LCR has rescued who’s asked to work for you.”


“Is that what you’re asking . . . to be an LCR operative?”


Was it? She didn’t know. She hadn’t thought that far ahead. “Do you ever train people to be operatives and then, if they decide it’s not for them, let them go?”


Though he didn’t smile, she saw a spark of amusement in his expression. “Working for LCR isn’t a prison sentence, Jamie. I’ve had a couple of people who chose different paths after a year or so. And several of our operatives came from successful rescues.” All amusement gone, he leaned forward. “What I do insist is that my operatives are focused solely on the well-being of others, not their own agenda. Rescuing will always be our primary reason to exist.”


“But in this case, there are people to be rescued.”


“Then we can find them, without your help.”


She raised her chin determinedly. “I want to be involved.”


“Having an operative go after their abuser or abductor is asking for trouble. Personal involvement can screw up your thinking.”


Jamie took a silent, bracing breath. Might as well go for broke. When Noah refused, which she now had no doubt he would, she could get up and leave, and go on to her second choice. “I’m giving you an opportunity, Noah.”


“What do you mean?”


“With or without your help, I’m going to get what I need to stop the man. If you want to be involved, this is your chance.”


Only by a small, subtle shift in his body could she tell that she had surprised him. “And if I don’t agree . . .?”


“LCR is my first choice, but there are other organizations and people who would be more than happy to assist me. I wanted to give you the first right of refusal.” She leaned forward and said, “What’s it going to be?”


Jamie watched coolly as McCall pondered her challenge. Hiding behind a mask had been her way of life for years, so she wasn’t worried that he could see the emotions jumping through her like popping corn in an overheated popcorn machine. Dylan Savage was one of the few people who had the ability to destroy her carefully built façade. Thankfully, he wasn’t here to challenge her.


Her ability to hide her thoughts from others was one of the biggest reasons she knew she could do this job. Being someone else would be no problem. Defending herself if something went wrong was most certainly an issue. She was just hoping that Noah would see fit to offer her a solution.


As she waited for his answer, her sister’s face came to her mind. McKenna was going to kill her. Okay, probably not kill her, but she was going to be very upset. Her sister had risked her life to save her. How was she going to react once she learned that Jamie planned to pursue the devil in his own backyard?


Noah thought she wanted to do this for revenge. No way would she deny that she wanted revenge. That would be disingenuous; plus, she was human enough to want to make sure the bastard paid. But what he’d done to her was barely a ripple in the man’s dark pool of evil.


“Tell me what you’re suggesting.” McCall’s grim voice was a reminder that she still had some major hurdles to jump before she could even get to that point.


“I have no real concerns about being able to get inside or about getting the information I need. My biggest problem is, if I’m caught, I need to know how to survive. I’ve had no training. If I had, I probably wouldn’t have been taken in the first place. I need LCR to teach me what I need to know.”


“You’re not afraid that he’ll recognize you?”


“No, he only saw me a few times, at the beginning. My face was so bruised and swollen, even I didn’t recognize myself.” Odd that she could speak of something so painful and humiliating as if it had happened to someone else. Though the memories lingered, they were covered with a determination so strong, a need so fierce, that the hurt was buried. And if she achieved her goal, she could bury it so deep with satisfaction that anything remaining would be like a bad dream.


“What about his son Lance? He saw you after you healed, didn’t he?”


She didn’t even flinch at the sound of the disgusting name. “The prosecutor told me he’s been sent to live with a distant relative in Germany. He’s going to school there and has apparently been told not to return for a long while.”


“You’ve already told me you’re untrained, so what makes you think you can get anything? What qualifications do you have to get inside and get this information?”


The truthful answer would be “None.” However, she had something that trumped experience. She had inside information that could get her into the midst of Reddington’s family. She spoke fluent Spanish and had no doubt that she could play her role well. Last, and probably the most important: she had the sheer determination to do this job. To anyone else, it might be just another mission. To Jamie, it was her life’s goal.


“My lack of experience is a plus.”


“How’s that?”


“Who would suspect someone who looks like me of coming in to spy on such a powerful, wealthy man? La Femme Nikita I’m not.”


“Maybe you should tell me exactly how you think you can get inside and how you plan to get the information.”


She wouldn’t fall for that. “Not until after my training.”


“Why?”


“Because if I tell you, you’ll pat me on my head, tell me to go back home, and then you’ll do this on your own.”


“We can do this on our own, Jamie. Never doubt that for a minute.”


“I have a way inside that no one else . . . no other operative, would.”


“Are you willing to risk your life and risk failure if this doesn’t work?”


“I won’t fail.” Brave words, but she spoke the truth.


“What about McKenna? What would you tell her?”


She lifted her chin higher. Funnily enough, she’d rather face ten Noah McCalls than have to explain her plan to her sister. McKenna wouldn’t like it, but if there was anyone who could understand why she had to do this, it was her sister.


Before she could answer him, Noah spoke again, and this time, he went straight for her heart. “She almost died saving you. Putting your life on the line like this is a hell of a way to show your appreciation.”


The barb went deep, as he’d intended. Jamie refused to let the hurt show or the sting deter her. There were a lot more painful things coming her way. “McKenna will understand.”


“Will she?”


“Yes.” She glanced down at her watch—a defense mechanism she’d learned while living and surviving with Aunt Mavis. The tactic had worked with her aunt, since if Mavis didn’t look like she was getting a rise out of Jamie, she usually shut up. Though it probably wouldn’t work with Noah, the familiarity of the habit soothed her.


“Let me think about it. I’ll get back to you.”


“No. I either have your agreement now or I’ll leave and not bother you again.”


Yes, she knew she was on shaky ground, and she felt like crap for being so hateful to the man who’d done so much for her. Noah didn’t deserve this treatment, but if she didn’t stand strong, he’d never agree to her proposition.


His stare almost melted her, that Jamie withstood it. Determination and sheer adrenaline kept her from falling to the floor in a mass of nerves.


“All right.”


Instead of her nerves making her fall to the floor, the shock of his agreement almost did. Oh sweet Lord, he was agreeing. She took a moment to steady her heartbeat, which was now rivaling a runaway freight train for speed.


“Thank you, Noah. You won’t regret it.”


He gave her a final warning: “Be very sure this is what you want, Jamie. You get into this kind of life, it changes you in ways you could never imagine.”


As she was about to reply that she was willing to take the risk, Noah added an ultimatum of his own: “Before you start training, I need an assurance from your therapist that you’re ready to go through the challenges you’re going to face.”


Once again, before she could answer, he said, “That’s not up for debate. I have to know that my operatives are mentally tough enough to handle what’s expected. You’re no different. If you can’t agree to that, then we need to scratch the entire thing.”


Jamie wasn’t going to argue. The sessions had helped. Four days a week for the last two months, she’d been in therapy. The nightmares had lessened considerably. Her therapist, Dr. Sophia Schooner, would attest to her progress. Whether she would agree that Jamie was mentally sound enough to be an LCR operative was another matter. But having convinced Noah McCall, Jamie was sure she could convince anyone of anything.


She nodded. “I’ll have Dr. Schooner get in touch with you.”


“Does McKenna have any idea what you’re planning?”


“Not yet. I didn’t want to mention it before the wedding.”


“Tell her before she and Lucas leave for their honeymoon. I’m not going to proceed further until she knows.”


As much as she dreaded that moment, Jamie agreed. She wouldn’t keep the truth from her sister.


Noah stood. “As soon as you speak with her, have her call me.”


Recognizing dismissal, Jamie got to her feet. “Thank you, Noah. I’ll make sure you won’t regret it.”


His expression not changing from its grimness, he walked her to the door. “Once we’re set with McKenna’s and your doctor’s approval, I’ll have Dylan contact you.”


The heart that had just settled into a normal rhythm went through the roof. “Dylan?”


“Yes, he’ll be your trainer.”


“But . . . I thought . . . I mean, isn’t he too busy?”


“No, he’s one of LCR’s best trainers. He’ll get you prepared.”


Noah opened the door for her, and Jamie, stunned into silence, wordlessly walked past him.


Dylan was going to be her trainer? The man who acted as if he couldn’t stand to be in the same room with her? The man she couldn’t stop thinking about?


Oh sweet heavens, what had she gotten herself into?


Noah closed his office door. Took a lot to surprise him, but Jamie had achieved that and then some. Actually, it wasn’t surprise as much as shock. No way in hell had he ever anticipated that she would ask of him what she was asking. What he’d told her was true: LCR had many operatives who’d come to them through successful rescues. But most of them had arrived with a gritty toughness. Just how tough was Jamie? He would soon see.


She not only looked a lot like her sister, McKenna, but she obviously had the same strength and determination to overcome huge obstacles. Only McKenna was a trained operative; Jamie was an elementary school teacher. Could she be trained to be an operative? Maybe. But no way could she handle the job she was proposing. And no way could he allow it.


Though he’d tried to downplay it, she was right about Reddington. He was still waiting to talk to the prosecutor, but last night’s email from her had offered little hope. Even the police chief, who’d been a supporter in the raid to rescue Jamie, had backed down and apologized to the bastard. The officer who’d been shot during the rescue was on an extended leave of absence. Convenient as hell.


Noah understood revenge. He’d felt that need himself. But if what Jamie had overheard while she was in Reddington’s house was correct, any kind of revenge or personal vendetta had to be wiped out by the sheer necessity of stopping Reddington from what he’d been getting away with for years. LCR would do whatever it took to get the evidence to put him away. That couldn’t include involving one of his victims.


He wasn’t proud of what he was about to do. Rescuing and protecting innocents had become his way of life long before he’d created Last Chance Rescue. And the phrase “It’s for your own good” never made anyone happy. With Jamie, he had no choice. After what she’d been through, it was understandable that not only would she want revenge, but she’d also want to be involved in seeing it come to fruition. Letting her sacrifice herself in the process wasn’t something he was willing to risk.


Picking up the phone, Noah punched a speed-dial number.


“Savage,” a deep male voice answered.


“Can you come to the office? I have an unusual assignment for you.”


“Be there in about an hour.”


Noah replaced the phone and released a resigned sigh tinged with sadness. No, he wasn’t proud of his plan, but damned if he would do anything else. Now, on to the hardest part of all: convincing Dylan that he was the man for the job.





two



One month later
West Virginia mountains



Booted feet propped up on the wooden rail, Dylan took a giant swallow of his first cup of coffee for the day. The steam bathed his face in warmth, then threatened to freeze as he lowered his hand.


Going to be a cold one today . . . highs in the mid-teens. A few feet of snow already blanketed the mountains. More would arrive before tomorrow morning, cocooning the cabin in for a good week, if not more. Jamie had better arrive before the big snow hit or she wouldn’t make it at all. And that would be just fine with him.


He took another gulp of coffee and reviewed the plan that he despised but had taken on because he agreed with McCall—there was no other way.


His mind went back to the day he’d entered his boss’s office and gotten the worst assignment of his life. Anxious to get back to work, he’d been feeling almost good for a change. Despite his encounter with Jamie at the wedding, he’d been all set to put that behind him. She would forget about her hurt feelings once she got back into a normal routine and would probably never think of him again—which, he’d told himself, was what he wanted.


When McCall had told him about Jamie’s intent to go after Reddington, that good feeling had crashed to the ground like a giant meteor.


He’d stared at McCall in disbelief. “Did you tell her that LCR would do this without her help?”


“She’s insistent that she’s going to do it on her own if we don’t help.”


Unable to sit still, he paced around McCall’s office. Incredulity and fury bubbled, threatening to explode. “I can’t believe you’re letting her call the shots.”


“I’m letting her think she’s calling the shots. Big difference.”


The grim tone in McCall’s voice told Dylan that the man didn’t like it any more than he did. Returning to the chair he’d jumped from moments ago, he leaned forward. “You think she has something on Reddington she hasn’t told you about?”


“Yeah, I do. Or at least information on getting inside his walls. We already know it’s going to have to be an inside job. If she’s got an inside edge, we need to know what it is.”


Dylan snorted his disgust. “The man knows what she looks like. How does she expect to fool him?”


McCall shrugged. “She made a good point that Reddington didn’t see her after she healed. Her face was so swollen from the beating she got before he purchased her, she was unrecognizable.”


“That doesn’t mean he hasn’t seen her since. Hell, for all we know, he’s got people following her, making sure she doesn’t cause him more trouble. And what about Reddington’s son? I know he saw her after she healed.”


“Lance Reddington has been sent away to live with a distant relative. I’m assuming Reddington did that to get him away in case any charges stuck.”


“And that’s for sure not going to happen?”


“Reddington’s deep pockets bought his way out.” McCall lifted a shoulder. “Jamie’s right. The only way to get to him is to obtain irrefutable evidence of his slave-trading market.”


“You got a plan to do that?”


“I’ve got three investigators working night and day. The info’s coming in at a snail’s pace, though. If we try to get inside without being assured of a good cover, we’ll fail. The man will be on the highest alert for a while, so we’re going to have to go slower than I’d like. He knows we were involved in Jamie’s rescue, and he knows our reputation for going undercover to bring monsters like him down. He won’t trust anyone new for a while.”


“What about that kid who helped us get inside Reddington’s house?”


A small smile twitched at McCall’s mouth. “Raphael just received a full scholarship to a university in the States. He won’t be available to help.”


Already knowing the answer, Dylan said, “Your doing.”


“Yeah. The kid won’t stay out of it, and I can’t let him risk his life again. We were damn lucky he didn’t get caught before. After the hell he’s been through, Raphael deserves a life free of danger. Not that he was all that happy about it, but I promised him that if he still wants to work with LCR after he graduates, he’s got a job.”
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