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      “Are you fucking kidding me?” Trey Jamison couldn’t believe how this whole situation had gone down the proverbial shit hole. A quick in and out, that was the plan, grab the hostage and move out too fast for anyone to notice until it was too late.

      Somehow, the girl in question had gone all Stockholm syndrome and was fighting Jagger tooth and nail while he tried to drag her out of the big beach house in Mexico. That meant he and Cyrus were sitting ducks since they were flanking, making sure the retrieval went smoothly.

      “Fuckers! Leave me alone. Let me go!” That shrill, teenaged voice and the sound of the girl’s foot connecting with a vase and sending it to the floor to shatter might as well have been a klaxon alarm.

      So much for all their careful planning. Siesta time meant only two guards had been active in the wing where the hostage was being kept, with one more patrolling outside. Everyone else had been asleep or in the very back of the house at the cocina, noshing on sponge cake.

      Not anymore.

      “Need cover at the front door, Kai,” Trey snapped into his headset. “We’re fixin’ to get hit with every guard in the house and I’m not feeling real fucking social.” He heard booted footsteps pounding on the Saltillo tile floors. “We’re fucked two ways from Sunday.”

      “Roger, boss.” Kai would spread careful cover fire with his long-range weapon, and Danny would swoop in to retrieve them in the helo.

      That was the new plan, damn it.

      “Nine o’clock, boss!” Cyrus shouted, and he whirled, firing off a shot before ducking hard and swerving toward Jagger and the hostage.

      “Pull in. They won’t chance shooting her.” Trey had to bank on that. This chick had been kept in high style, in a cushy room with satin fucking pajamas. She was important to someone.

      Cyrus slammed in on the other side of Jagger, and they made a break out the front door and across the compound. Bullets kicked up puffs of sand around them, but the base crack of Kai’s rifle kept all but the bravest guards inside, where they could find cover. They just needed to make it around the bend in the road, where the trees took over from the cleared land. Then they could really move to their rendezvous with Danny.

      “No! No, no, no.” The girl was still screaming, and Trey snarled at Jagger. “Can’t you tranq her?”

      “Busy,” Jagger barked, clearly out of breath. The guy was an ex-Marine machine, so she had to be fighting him hard.

      They gained the cover of the trees, and they paused so Cyrus could help Jagger, retrieving a syringe from the big guy’s backpack and plunging it into the hostage’s neck.

      It took maybe five seconds for her to pass out.

      “We’re Oscar Mike, Kai. Give us a two-minute window.” Trey took point, plunging into the dense vegetation that surrounded the villa. They’d go up the coast about a mile and push back out to open land for their pickup.

      “You got it.” He heard the shots, deliberately spaced. Kai was solid, a good man to have in a fight.

      Damned pretty, too.

      Trey grinned and gave the boys a thumbs up. He thought they might just make it without taking on injuries.

      That would probably be some sort of miracle, but Trey was a believer, so that worked for him.
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      Kai liked when the team spent their downtime together.

      Oh, he was probably the only one. He knew Jagger hated to sit still for even five seconds, and Cyrus started to look for a fight after about twelve hours of confinement, but being with the team gave him a real sense of belonging. Not only that, but sitting still was his motherfucking job. Sit and wait, then fire.

      Maybe because he usually worked alone out in the field. When they were holed up in a temporary headquarters, he got to listen to them all chatter, got to sit and clean his weapons and watch Trey Jamison out of the corner of his eye.

      The boss was a beautiful piece of work, all hard muscle and blond hair. Not bulky, no. Just tall and built like a brick shithouse. Those sharp blue eyes missed nothing, except maybe the way Kai admired the man.

      Then again, Trey was his team leader, so maybe it was best that he ignored Kai’s longing glances, huh?

      “You stroke your dick like you do that weapon?” Danny asked him. Their resident pilot was the living stereotype of an adrenaline junkie helo man. He played the drums on every available surface, and he always seemed to be moving half a second faster than everyone else.

      “You don’t really want to know what I do with my dick, do you?” Kai asked, then waggled his tongue at Danny in a lewd fashion.

      “Ew. No. Don’t tell.”

      “Then don’t ask,” Kai rejoined. They talked trash like that all the time, but Kai had a good idea that Danny knew which way Kai’s gate swung, and Danny had always been decent about it.

      “No problem.” Danny flicked at his hair and danced away. “Why are we in a holding pattern again?”

      “Trey says our last job is gonna lead to another. We just need intel.”

      “I need to go get laid,” Jagger grumbled, arms crossed over his wide chest, chin down. Kai had thought he was asleep. “We should get at least a three-day out of that little crazy thing we just rescued.”

      The girl in Mexico had been a piece of work, convinced that some Mexican drug lord was her biological father instead of just someone holding her for ransom because her real daddy was a higher up in the DEA or some shit. Maybe the house on the beach and lots of jewelry had been a good incentive for a rebellious teen. Said drug lord had promised her horses to ride, too.

      Maybe all girls really were horse crazy.

      “Y’all just need to sit tight.” Trey strode into the room, tossing a basketball at Cyrus. “Or go blow off some steam and get some exercise. But no one leaves the compound.”

      “That sucks ass.” Jagger rose, then reached over to snag the ball from Cyrus. “Come on, you. I need to kick some ass if I can’t have some.”

      “Who’s the hand-to-hand expert?” Cyrus retorted, chasing Jag out the door.

      “Yeah, I think I’ll go with them,” Danny said and wandered outside, whistling a tuneless song.

      “Not you?” Trey asked.

      “Nah.” Kai indicated his rifle. “There’s always maintenance to do. I’m the one guy you don’t want jamming on you.”

      “True enough.” Trey grabbed a clipboard off a peg hanging on the wall and started doing inventory. “Anything you need replaced?”

      “Nope.” All he wanted to do was sit and watch Trey. Beautiful bastard. Kai would take that in a heartbeat, bend over, and just let Trey fuck him senseless. Yum. “So, what’s this job look like?”

      “I don’t know yet, Kai. I mean, the lead sounds good, and the money is solid. We’re still at the waiting stage, though. Definitely a retrieval. Not Mexico. South America, maybe.”

      “Damn.” All that heat and humidity were hell on his rifles. Then again, desert jobs in the Middle East played havoc, too.

      “Sucks to be you, huh?” Trey winked, then went back to work. “I just figured there was no sense letting y’all scatter and have to hunt your asses down.”

      Kai bit back his reply about how Trey could hunt his ass anytime. Danny might be a good target for sexual jokes, but Trey was not. “I never go that far.”

      “Nope. You’re damned boring, man. Still, I like that can depend on you, bro. I appreciate it.”

      The little glow of pride he felt probably should have been humiliating. Crumbs to the good puppy. Kai had given up shame for Lent years ago, though, and he grinned with a flush of pleasure. “I like to be available.”

      “You like to shoot things. Who are you kidding?”

      “True.” He’d known when he became a sniper for the SWAT team back in the day that he had a certain amount of moral flexibility. Being able to say he was a good guy didn’t negate the fact that he shot shit for a living, and that he kinda got off on it.

      Everyone had to use their God-given talents. That was what Jag would say.

      “You’ll be the first to know once I get all the details.” Trey had no more finished speaking before his cell phone rang, buzzing away in the pocket of his cargo pants. He nodded at Kai before slipping out the door again. Trey never shared his phone calls with the guys. That was probably good, a sign of a smart leader. If you controlled the intel, you controlled the situation. That meant Trey kept the guys plausibly deniable on almost anything, and kept them from getting ahead of the plan.

      Kai checked all of the working parts one more time before he set the rifle aside. Preparedness was one thing; sliding into obsession was another and not a healthy thing at that. Trey always said you had to have confidence in your prep. Check things off the list and don’t revisit them.

      “Need a hand?” Kai asked when Trey came back inside, needing something else to do.

      “Sure. Catalog the ammo, huh? We put down some heavy fire on the last job.”

      “No shit.” The whole thing had been a clusterfuck. Still, they’d gotten out and stayed intact, including the hostage. A win all around.

      “Thanks.” Trey worked, applying the same intensity to inventory as he did to a mission. He was the rock, the one who kept the team together. The rest of them were good, but they’d be all over the map without Trey.

      “No problem. Anything important?” Kai nodded toward the cell phone pocket.

      “Nope. Just an update to tell me there’s no update.” They looked at one another and grinned.

      “Hurry up and wait,” they said together, the old military adage as familiar as breathing.

      “What do you think I ought to get the guys for supper tonight?” Trey asked. “I was thinking of getting takeout, something special to make up for being cooped up.”

      “You’re a good guy, Boss.” He grinned at Trey. “I vote for Asian.”

      “Of course you do.” Trey rolled his eyes. “We’d have to go Chinese or Thai. Sushi doesn’t deliver for shit.”

      “I know. You can owe me a trip to Ka-Prow.” Kai mostly lived in Austin, Texas when he wasn’t working, and there was this little place up in Pflugerville that did amazing sushi and bacon fried
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