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Synopsis

 

 

“Revenge is a dangerous thing and I plan on making sure that every person who has ever betrayed me gets what they deserve. Crosby McCall may have had his own hit list, but then again, so do I. Once everyone on his list is dead, he will be next. Every man alive will know who Van Wilkerson is… especially Axe Riley.”

 

The day will come when Van Wilkerson will finally get what he deserves. 

I will do whatever it takes to take him down.

So many senseless deaths.

I have to stop him before he gets to Kenzi, the only woman I have ever loved. 

Van Wilkerson will pay… even if it costs me everything.


Prologue

 

 

Last Chapter of Ignite

 

Van 

 

Most of the men in America are honest and can be trusted. Unfortunately, I don’t fit in either of those categories. It was for that reason that I was in my current position—hiding out—completely hidden from the rest of the world. My only connection to the outside was an unregistered computer and a burner phone—both of which were untraceable. 

 

Daylight was my enemy because I couldn’t afford to be seen by law enforcement authorities or anyone else wanting to get to me. Luckily for me, I wasn’t the only person who preferred handling business at night. I had learned over my 45 years that not all means of killing were pleasant. Some were just necessary, and I had had my fair share of them. Not only as a soldier, but also as a civilian. Thankfully, the alleys were empty at this time of night. A light rain had been falling all night and had long since turned into nothing more than a mist. It coated the streets with a thin film of moisture and kept people indoors, away from the thin fog that silently crept up from the ground and cloaked the city in darkness. 

 

I hurried along the mottled black pavement, keeping my face covered as much as possible. My objective was The Ritz, where I knew River would be asleep at this time of night. I knew he would be there because he didn’t know I was coming for him. I just couldn’t believe that he was dumb enough to stay at the same hotel where I nearly killed him. In all reality, I had no intention of shooting him. If he had only let me take Kenzi, he wouldn’t be nursing a gunshot wound to the gut.

 

Getting to River would have to wait, for tonight, I had a much bigger plan—Kenzi. Zipping my hoodie, I walked past The Ritz and headed to The Regency, which was about a five-block walk. Having a connection inside Davian Cross’s empire couldn’t have fallen into my lap at a more opportune time. I just hoped I wasn’t putting myself out there by trusting him. West McBride was a good kid—a decorated soldier. He might have held me down and caused my arrest, but he also helped me escape. Of all the men in Davian’s so-called “society,” he was the last person Davian would suspect of double-crossing him. It’s just too bad that Levi had to go snooping around and agreed to a plea deal to lessen his sentence. I really could have used him, too. I had to make sure West never found out the truth behind his death.

 

Well hidden in the entrance of a mom-and-pop shop across the street, I kept my eyes glued to the entrance of The Regency. I hoped Axe and Kenzi would show up soon. I was down to my last two cigarettes, and I hated the feeling of craving what I didn’t have. If Kenzi and Axe didn’t show up before long, I would have no choice but to leave my post to purchase a pack and risk being recognized.

 

I stared at the smoking tip of my cigarette while pondering what to do. I had been waiting for a little over an hour, and a shiver rippled down my spine. The wet and dewy air wrapped around me like a cold blanket. I stood up from my crouched position and threw my cigarette butt on the dew-covered concrete and watched the small white cylinder burn. When I looked up, the fog from the dew had gotten thicker, but it didn’t obstruct my view of The Regency’s entrance. A gray Volvo pulled up to the door, but my eye was on the vehicle that pulled up behind it. It was one of Davian Cross’s black Escalade SUVs. The driver's door opened, revealing that Axe was the driver as he exited the vehicle. I watched the valet walk toward Axe, standing near his vehicle. They stayed in conversation while Kenzi walked toward the entrance. My eyes fell to the fawning look in her eyes as she glanced over at Axe. Her eyes were cast on him as he walked toward her, displaying a sense of awe that I could never understand. I had never experienced the kind of love they seemed to share with each other. They both seemed to know something that made them oblivious to their surroundings. It was like they had their own bubble. I was so close to leaving my position to get to her. It would take only one bullet to kill her. I placed my hand over the butt of the gun holstered at my waist. 

 

A cold shiver exploded through me and crept down my spine before settling into my gut like a rock laying on soft ground, weighing me down so that I knew there could be no turning back now. That moment hurtled me forward toward my plan for revenge against Axe and Kenzi… there was no turning back. But, for now, their future would have to wait. Lighting up another cigarette, I took a couple of puffs before heading back to my hideout. If I wanted to succeed in taking out Kenzi, I had to have a plan in place—a bulletproof plan. I chuckled to myself over my sense of humor. 

 

If it weren’t for Crosby McCall, I wouldn’t have anything more than a string of kills on my record—a record to be proud of if I was still in the military or signed up for the law enforcement program, but not so much if you were a killer for hire. I could take them both out so no one would know what happened or who did it—or who wanted them dead—if anyone found their bodies. It was an interesting thought. On the other hand, taking out McCall would bring me enough money to live comfortably for years to come, which meant I wouldn’t need another job for a long time. There were enough people in his circle that wanted him dead. So why didn’t I do it? I could put to rest McCall’s agenda to eliminate everyone Davian Cross cared about and focus on my own revenge. 

 

Who was I kidding? The idea was insane. It would be like trying to attack an armored vehicle with a spear. But what would happen to the shark without its armor? Or the crawdad without its carapace? I was a small fish among sharks. Killing McCall would secure my own death. The thought of climbing into McCall’s steel belly and killing him while surrounded by his soldiers was absurd, even suicidal. He was too well protected, even in his six-by-eight jail cell. There was no way I could get to him. He had connections far beyond the four walls of his cell. It was how he took out Levi. 

 

“You’re a dead man if you ever cross me!” McCall’s voice played over and over in my head as I walked the five blocks back to my hideout. He had more power than God. Everything he demanded he got. He was a man who regularly went to bed with expensive whores. A man who had killed several people in the past and ran a profitable illegal business. A man obsessed with his youth, his fast cars, and fast women. A man who had hundreds of people on his payroll. A man whose power and influence were unquestioned and far-reaching. If I wanted to stay alive, my best bet was to follow through with McCall’s request, regardless of what that meant for me. There were only 10 more deaths I needed to add to my resumé. Once the last one fell, I was done. Who was I kidding?

 

“Fuck.” I was totally screwed.


~1~

 

 

 

 

Kenzi

 

I heard Axe turn on the water to the shower, and even though I wanted to join him, I couldn’t move. Last night was amazing and made me realize how much I loved him. Knowing that sooner rather than later I would need to get up, I threw the covers off and swung my feet over the side of the bed. I stretched my arms above my head, feeling every muscle in my body stretch as well. I should have been sore after last night, but I never felt better.

 

Naked in all my glory, I padded to the bathroom and pushed open the cracked door. Steam rose from the room; it almost appeared as if the fog had a life of its own. I stood at the threshold of the bathroom, and only a few steps separated Axe from me. He lathered his body and rinsed off under a stream of warm water, while I studied him like a painter at an art exhibit. With my hair tangled on my neck, my eyes half closed in bliss, and my arms dangling at my sides, I continued to watch him. I loved every line of his body, every suckable inch of skin on his chest and biceps. My eyes traveled downward, a smile rising on my face, knowing he was all mine. Wanting nothing more than to join him, I moved toward him. I slipped in behind him and wrapped my arms around him; he moaned and let his head fell back.

 

The soap from his body ran down his legs before it disappeared in the brass drain on the tile floor. When he turned around until his eyes met mine, I kissed his lips and pulled him close. Axe pushed me into a wall and pulled me in for one more kiss before that kiss turned into a bite at my neck. He explored my naked body with expert hands until he found his way to that special place between my legs, where he lingered for what felt like an eternity. Each brush of his finger drove me wild; each flick drove me wilder. The steam rose around us as passion replaced reason. A smile spread across my face, knowing the gorgeous man before me was all mine.

 

“I wondered how long it would take until you joined me.” A mischievous grin spread across his face.

“Because of you, I didn’t want to get out of bed. But now that I’m here, I’m glad I did. I wouldn’t miss taking a shower with you for anything.”

 

He looked at me with appreciation. “Seeing you like this, I have no intention of letting you get dressed again.” He smirked and his muscles bunched as he grabbed the shower sponge and lathered my skin with body wash—his hands wandering to my breasts, my hips, my ass. The suds covered us both. He leaned closer, and I felt his erection press against my stomach as he whispered in my ear, “This feels good, doesn't it, babe?” I was so very fucking lucky to have him and would do everything in my power to make sure nothing tore us apart. 

 

The lather running down my body did nothing to tame the desire, the lust, that poured through my body. Placing my hand on his chest, I tipped my head upward and placed my lips on his. My brimming nipples pressed against him, and I could feel his heart beating against my palm. His body was warm as I slid my hand down his chest and along his impressive six pack until my hand rested on his shaft. My lips teased his as I slowly stroked his cock. The hard shaft filled my hand, and it felt like it wanted to burst through the grip I had on it. The head was wide and moist, throbbing with the pulsing of his lifeblood.

 

Before I could lower my body, Axe took hold of the hand I’d wrapped around his shaft and lifted it above my head. “It’s my turn,” he said as he lifted my body from the floor.

 

My breath got caught in my lungs when my body met the cold tile. Axe slid one hand down my body, and he cupped my breast as he held me in place. He gently kneaded it between his fingers, and I could feel myself push my breast into his touch. I looked up to meet his gaze, finding his eyes full of need. Taking the lead, I pressed my lips to his and slipped my tongue inside. He released my hand and let it rest against the smooth surface of the cool tile wall behind me. Only heat filled the small space as he pushed himself back and thrust forward several times. I could hear his breathing pick up as he began to thrust faster. His hips rocked forward and back, forward and back, building momentum with every thrust until they sent a shudder through my body with every push. His hands tightly gripped my hips as he continued to drive himself deeper inside me. I dug my nails into his shoulder as he held me against the cool tile wall.

 

As Axe held me in place against the tile, I thought I would come undone until he slipped one hand between us and pressed it against my clit. He slid his fingers back and forth through the sensitive tissue, pinching it between two fingers. My world moved in slow motion as pleasure flooded through me and washed away all conscious thought.

 

“That’s it, baby. Come for me,” he breathed, sending me on a freefall of pure heaven.

 

I felt Axe’s body jerk deep inside me. His muscles tightened as he continued to thrust in and out of me. When his movements finally slowed, and his head fell to my shoulder, I knew he had met his release. When he raised his head and our eyes met, he was about to say something, but then stopped. He didn’t have to speak a word. I knew exactly what his thoughts were as he placed his mouth over mine. 

 

~

My mom was going to arrive at The Regency any minute, and with every second that passed I was going crazier. I wanted to be there for her when she got released, but Axe thought it would be best to wait for her at the suite. He didn’t want to take any chances that something would happen to me. I understood his concern, knowing that Van and Niles were still out there. The authorities had no information on where Van went after escaping, nor did they know who helped him. According to Davian’s friend at the Atlanta police department, every officer who came in contact with Van was being interviewed. If there was a bad seed within the department, he or she would be found. 

 

Unable to wait inside the suite any longer, I changed into my workout clothes. Davian had gone all out with the on-site gym. Every workout machine imaginable existed in the 3,000-square-foot space and I wanted to try all of them. Before heading down to the third floor where the gym was located, I tucked the key card to the suite inside the hidden pocket of my workout leggings. At the last minute, I grabbed my cell phone in case Axe called. The last thing I wanted was to miss my mom’s arrival, especially since Axe promised he would call once they left the hospital. When I opened the door to the suite, I was glad to see Marcus roaming the hall. 

 

When our eyes met, I thought it best to let him know where I was headed. “Hello, Marcus,” I said as I walked toward him.

 

“It looks like you are headed to the gym.” 

 

“I am. Are you going to come with me?” I kept my concern for safety at bay, trying not to show my insecurities.

 

“Axe doesn’t want you to go anywhere alone. So, I guess I am.” 

 

Marcus’s smile was a comfort and made me glad that he was here to protect me. Not that I was a scared little girl afraid of getting eaten by the big bad wolf, but knowing Van and Niles couldn’t get to me was comforting. 

 

As we headed down the elevator, Marcus called the hotel security to make sure there weren’t any suspicious characters inside the gym and to make sure everyone working out had a key card for entry—it was the only way to gain access. Calling the hotel security was a little over the top; even so, I was glad Marcus had.

 

Getting the all-clear from security, Marcus and I headed inside the gym. As I looked around, there were only a handful of people working out. It didn’t surprise me given the time of day. 

 

Marcus stuck close to me as I hopped onto a treadmill to do a quick warm-up. Placing my cell against the built-in charger, I turned on the treadmill and brought the incline to six. I tried to concentrate on the black strip of words along the bottom of the flat screen TV that hung high on the wall, but all I could think about was seeing my mom. She had been through so much, and all I wanted was to take care of her. Chicago and my job at Saxton, Marsh, and Peters also creeped in. With my mom’s condition, I wasn’t sure when or if I could return. When I called Burt to let him know what had happened to my mom, he was very sympathetic and told me to take as much time as I needed. I was well aware his offer didn’t mean months, which was the time it would take for my mom to heal and get back on her feet. 

 

I hated the thought of giving up my dream of working for one of the most prestigious law firms around, but I had to stop fooling myself. That dream needed to take a backseat, at least until my mom was better.

 

I pushed the speed on the treadmill to 8 MPH and broke into a full run. Guilt was building in my stomach, and I needed to do something physically punishing to set it right. My legs burned, and every breath heaved felt like I had just finished a marathon. I could feel myself slip every time my feet hit the rubber belt. Placing my hands on the bars, I tried to hold myself up instead of flying off the back of the machine. I stumbled forward and lost all balance over my feet before I could slow the speed down. But even then, I couldn’t stop myself from falling. I was going down and the pain in my legs wouldn’t compare to the pain I was going to endure. 

 

I closed my eyes and braced myself as my hands slipped off the bars of the treadmill. My body fell forward, but instead of feeling the impact of the belt, two muscular arms captured me and saved me from hitting the floor. 

 

“Kenzi, are you okay?” Marcus’s voice was laced with concern as he continued to hold on to me.

 

Never had I experienced more embarrassment than I did at that moment. My cheeks were flushed, and all I wanted was to crawl beneath a rock and hide. What the hell was I thinking? I allowed Marcus to continue holding me while I tried to regain my balance, but more than that, my self-respect. Giving Marcus an appreciative look, I stepped out of his hold. “I’m fine. Embarrassed, but fine.”

 

My embarrassment vanished when I turned to leave the gym and saw Axe standing by the door. His arms were crossed at his chest and the look of betrayal spread across his face. “What the fuck, Marcus?”
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