
Cover









[image: image]


[image: image]









Copyright © 2018 Lisa Renee Jones

Cover photographs © kiuikson/Shutterstock. Cover adapted from a design by Crystal Ben

Author photograph © Teresa Lee Photography

The right of Lisa Renee Jones to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

First published in this Ebook edition in 2018

 by HEADLINE ETERNAL

An imprint of HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP

Published by arrangement with St Martin’s Press

Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.

All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library

eISBN 978 1 4722 3814 6

HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP

An Hachette UK Company 

Carmelite House

50 Victoria Embankment

London EC4Y 0DZ

www.headlineeternal.com

www.headline.co.uk

www.hachette.co.uk

   





About the Author


[image: image]


New York Times bestseller Lisa Renee Jones is the author of the highly acclaimed Inside Out series, which is now in development for a cable television show to be produced by Suzanne Todd (Alice in Wonderland). In addition, her Tall, Dark, and Deadly series and The Secret Life of Amy Bensen series both spent several months on the New York Times and USA Today lists. Since beginning her publishing career in 2007, Lisa has published more than forty books translated around the world.


Lisa loves to hear from her readers. You can reach her at www.lisareneejones.com, or find her on Facebook at www.facebook.com/AuthorLisaReneeJones and on Twitter @LisaReneeJones.









Praise for Lisa Renee Jones’s stunningly sexy romance:


‘Edgy, brilliant and all-consuming, Dirty Money is THE series of the year! Lies, danger, secrets, and a hero you will fall HARD for. A must read!’ Katy Evans, New York Times Bestselling Author


‘Lisa Renee Jones excels at creating powerful men and women who are determined to live life on their own terms, and fans will be immediately drawn to the dangerous world of Brandon Enterprises’ Romantic Times 


‘High-octane romance set above the glittering lights of Denver is enhanced by the dominance of a powerful man and the cunning sweetness of a woman who isn’t cowed or swayed by his wealth… a fascinating mystery and characters with distinct voices’ Publishers Weekly


‘Angst-y, sexy contemporary romance with big emotional and financial stakes set against the backdrop of two dynamic families. Sure to leave readers desperate for the next installment’ Kirkus Reviews 


‘Holy smokes what a ride! Lisa completely nails yet another kick ass read. I loved this book! It’s the beginning to a new series and I am already nearly begging for book two since the ending of book one was completely effed up! What a cliffhanger! … Once again I’m reeling from another Lisa book and I couldn’t be happier about it’ 

Christina Gobin, NetGalley & Goodreads


‘Amazing book could hardly put it down. I love how it jumps from character perspective so you get to see things from everyone’s point of view. Emily and Shane are great together the energy and attraction you can just feel it through the book. Completely enjoyed this read!’ Stephanie D’Amico, NetGalley & Goodreads


‘This was my first book by this author, and it definitely won’t be my last! I was hooked from the start and ready to drop everything to keep reading’ 

Belinda Scott, NetGalley & Goodreads


‘Wow!!! This story was like a chess game, clearly waiting for a checkmate move and that created a lot of suspense and the same time keeping your breath for something big to happen’ Nicole Th, NetGalley & Goodreads


‘This book is another 5 stars by Lisa Renee Jones. This book is different from the others that I have read and wow I think this is her best of all. You will fall in love with the characters of this book. I can’t to read the next book’ 

Elaine Kelly, NetGalley & Goodreads


‘This was my first Lisa Renee Jones book but it will not be my last. This book has the mob, the Feds, too many manipulative people to count, lies, deceit, intrigue and a few good people attempting to clean up the mess that is Brandon Enterprises. Jones weaves an intriguing, suspenseful story full of well-defined characters and just the right amount of really hot sex’ Vanessa Romano, NetGalley & Goodreads
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Sexy. Dark. Edgy. Part One of the sexy, thrilling three-part Poison Kisses serial.


Amanda Larke made me want her. She made me trust her. She made me love her. Then she betrayed me. 


And now, a madman brings us together again and before our battle with him is over, I will make sure that she never forgets my name: Seth Cage. The Fixer for the Brandon Family Empire, but to a covert CIA operation, I will always be The Assassin. 


And to Amanda, I will be the man who made her moan, sigh, and beg. And I will make her beg.


Are you ready to play by the hard rules of the Brandon family empire? Look for the enthralling Dirty Money series: Hard Rules, Damage Control, Bad Deeds and End Game.






Chapter One

Seth

Fuck or get fucked.

That’s how I lived my life in the CIA. That’s how I live it outside the CIA.

Right now, though, with a gorgeous redhead straddling me, her body squeezing the hell out of my cock, fuck and get fucked works pretty damn fine for me. I shudder into release while she collapses against me, our breathing the only sounds in the room, and that’s how I like it. No conversation. Fortunately, Tabitha is a barracuda of an attorney who’s all about her career, and love doesn’t work for her any more than it does me. We fuck. I leave. Which is exactly why this is over.

I roll her off of me and onto the mattress, standing up to ditch the condom in the trashcan by the bed before reaching for my pants. “You know you could stay,” she says. “We could hit repeat.”

My pants and shoes are on before she finishes uttering those lethal words that change everything. “I don’t stay,” I say, pulling my white T-shirt over my head. “That’s never going to change.” I grab my dress shirt and shrug into it, then my jacket, with my tie landing in my pocket. “You know this,” I add.

Her legs shut. “I do know, but you were in Denver for months with that boss of yours. We have a lot of fucking to make up for now that you’re back in New York.”

I don’t miss the breathless quality of her voice that tells me she’s nervous, and looking for more from me than I’ve given her. I don’t do more. I head for the door and just before I exit, I hear, “You aren’t coming back again, are you?”

“No,” I say without turning. “I’m not.” I start walking, crossing the living room, and I’m at the exit to her apartment when I hear her voice.

“You know what, Seth Cage? I see you. Beneath that blond buzzed hair and all of your expensive, perfect suits, you don’t fool me. You’re afraid of anything real and that makes me feel sorry for you.”

I don’t reply. I’ve been honest with her. I’ve promised her nothing. I exit to the hallway and keep walking, amused as I always am at someone who wants to talk about real life with me when they don’t even know the definition of real. I know real. I know betrayal. I know death. And I know blood. I don’t fuck to feel the emotions Tabitha just tried to get from me. I fuck to feel something physical that gets the real shit out of my head. And sixty seconds after she’s made it clear that she doesn’t understand this, I’m at the elevator, and getting into a car.

Minutes later, my shirt is buttoned, tucked, my tie back in place, and I’m inside my pick of the day, a white Lexus LFA, a two-hundred-thousand-dollar gift from a high-ranking foreign official after he’d called me for help on a matter involving his daughter, a ransom, and a gang of rebels.

Thirty minutes later, I arrive at the high-rise I call home, owned by my employer, Shane Brandon, of the Brandon Enterprises empire, who is now on an extended honeymoon, a big payday in his pocket, and in mine, from a recent business transaction. One that required my kind of talents, which are not for the faint of heart, or for those who believe two wrongs don’t make a right. Two wrongs can fucking make a right. My kind of right. And Shane Brandon needs my kind of right, even when he feels like it’s wrong.

I exit the car and hand the valet my keys, and the hair on the back of my neck stands on end, a warning that someone is watching me. I tip the kid parking my car, wave at Joe, the doorman, and enter the lobby, the high ceilings towering twenty feet above, but it’s not above me that has my attention. That sensation of being watched remains, and it’s in all the places around me where one of the many enemies I’ve made over the years could be lurking. I don’t play cat and mouse games unless I’m the cat. I cut right and into the nearly empty coffee shop, pass the register and turn left into the L-shaped seating area, continuing on until I’m sitting in the back corner, watching the entrance.

That’s when a familiar face appears. Jack “Bear” Woodrow, who like myself, I know to be thirty-five and recruited into the agency while in college. The difference is he’s still on the roster full time. I am not. He’s also big, as in six-foot-five. Broad, as in linebacker. Gruff, as in attitude, but somehow still refined, in a black suit, and sporting a neatly trimmed goatee. He’s also known to have battled a real-life bear—thus the nickname—and won, despite the Russian spy trying to get the damn thing to eat him. He walks toward me, sits down, and drops a folder in front of me.

“You know why I’m here.”

He’s here because at the level of CIA I was, and he is, there is no escape. You’re a life-timer, even when you exit the agency. Even three years later, as is my case. “Why can’t you do whatever the job is in that folder?” I ask.

“Dr. Franklin Ross resurfaced.”

Dr. Franklin Ross being an insane, ex-CIA agent turned spy against his country, who hates America, and has a history of violence against its people. “Where? When? With what end game?”

“Chatter indicates Texas as his location and that he’s planning an attack on American water facilities with a nerve agent. Since we’ve now found the scientist working on the project for him dead, we have to assume the worst, which would be that the process of stabilization in water is complete.”

“Or the man turned against Franklin,” I say, bypassing the next ten questions I have in order to focus on the why of the matter. “Why me on this one?”

“You studied him. You hunted him. You know him.”

“And there are another dozen active agents that fit that profile,” I say. “Some of whom had direct contact with him, which I did not.”

“He’s not the reason you’re involved. There are only four scientists intimately familiar with this nerve agent. Three are dead. Two were murdered in one of our labs. One was murdered while working for Ross, presumably by Ross. The other is a rogue agent. One of our own.”

“Rogue, why?”

“Two of the dead scientists are her parents. When they died, she disappeared, until a week ago. We located her in San Francisco.”

“Then pick her up. You don’t need me.”

“We need her to create an antidote for that agent. That means finding it first.”

“Again. Why me?”

“We need to know that she lives to help us and dies before she helps him.”

“In other words, you want someone who will kill her no matter how sweet she might seem.”

“That, and you know her.” He taps the folder. “You worked with her on a contract job three years ago, the night she disappeared.”

My blood runs cold with the certainty that I now know who we’re talking about. I pick up the folder and pull out a photo of a blonde, pretty, female, with unique turquoise-green eyes, a heart-shaped face, and full lips that I’ve been hunting for all of those three long years, right along with the agency. They just don’t know it. I don’t react. I don’t so much as move a muscle, but I not only know this bitch, I know her intimately. A detail that if known by the agency would be a problem for them. They’d think I wouldn’t kill her. They’d be wrong.

I glance up at him and slide the photo back in the envelope, sitting it back in front of him. “Amanda Skye,” I say, confirming her identity. “I’m waiting on details.”

“She’s been living in a humble little row house in San Francisco, and working as a research assistant at a high-tech company. A brilliant scientist and doctor, doing absolutely nothing with her credentials.”

“That we know of,” I amend.

“Whatever her end game, she was blending in with the crowd and it was working. We couldn’t find her.”

“But she made a mistake,” I say, stating the obvious. “What was it?”

“As we both know, time has a way of making people let down their guard.”

As I did with this woman. A mistake I will never make again.

“She must have felt safe and forgotten,” he continues. “Whatever the case, clearly the brilliant doctor and scientist couldn’t take wasting her brain another day. She took a job at the university, teaching biology. That set off one of the trigger profiles we had in place.” He doesn’t wait for any input on my part, adding, “We need you on this.”

“I’m in,” I say.

He doesn’t praise the decision. He moves on to business. “Details will be sent to you encrypted within two hours. A private jet is waiting for you at the airport. And Seth. Remember. She dies before she helps the enemy.”

I don’t agree or disagree and he doesn’t wait on either. He stands and leaves, but my mind is not on him, but on Amanda, the woman responsible for the death of a man I considered a brother. Amanda, who I fucked and then who fucked me over. Amanda, who I thought I was in love with, and who I know I’m going to kill.




Chapter Two

I’m on a private jet to San Francisco two hours after that meeting with Bear, which puts me in the air for nearly six hours, half of which I devote to sleep to be alert once I land. The other half I spend studying the encrypted material delivered to me right as I stepped onto the plane. I devour it, reading up on recent developments related to both Dr. Franklin and Amanda, as well as the death of her parents the night she disappeared three years ago. The conclusion is that she may or may not have had something to do with their demise, which essentially is no conclusion at all.

By dawn, I’m dressed in black jeans and a black T-shirt meant to help me blend in with any crowd. The black leather jacket I’m wearing conceals the shoulder holsters, where my best friends, Glock and SIG, are hanging out, along with a small, efficient blade that I consider a pal as well. I park my rental down the road from Amanda’s house and exit, scouting the area, and the exterior of her building, before returning to my car, where I sit and watch. And while I’d like to charge right in and grab her, taking another trained agent on their own turf is like walking into a trap waiting for a taker. And I’m not a taker. I’m also certain that I’m not the only one watching her. The agency will be here, and where there is the agency, there are good and bad players. And where there is information that leads us to a target, there is information that leads others there too, such as Franklin. I’m here to kill her, but not until she does her job, which means I protect her first.

By seven in the morning, she exits her front door, dressed primly in a black suit dress that hits just above her knees, those long legs I’ve had at my shoulders and around my waist, demurely on display. She’s blonde now, of course, which I already knew, and I liked her a hell of a lot better as a brunette. I don’t like blondes, but that works for me, just like killing her will later.
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