
Copyright © 2020 Nikki Rose.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Names, characters, and places are products of the author’s imagination.

Front cover image and book design by Nikki Rose.

First printing edition 2020.

All rights reserved.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Forgotten Evil

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Connect with Nikki

Other Books by Nikki Rose

To my husband, whose continued support and patience

allow me to chase my dreams every day
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1

[image: image]


Ben

The smell of strong liquor stung my nose as I looked around my office. Kevin, my second hand, laid slumped over the desk with a bullet in his head. Blood splatter painted the wall.

The club-goers downstairs never heard the blast over the loud pulsing music. I tossed my passport into the top drawer of my desk and stepped back.

Police would be flooding into the club any minute. The only reason they hadn’t made it there yet was that they were tracking my cell phone, which I’d stashed in a blue minivan at the gas station after Kevin and I escaped. Once they found out that I wasn’t there, I was sure the club would be one of the next places they’d look.

I struck a match and lit the cigar in my mouth, taking a couple of quick puffs before tossing it on the stack of papers on my desk and watched as everything erupted into flames. I'd disabled the fire alarm in my office. No one would be alerted to the fire until it escaped my room and made its way into the hall.

The flames began to burn the edges of Kevin’s suit jacket. He was far from innocent. As my second, he was well aware of every evil thing I'd done. I'd always planned for him to be my fall guy if it ever came to that. My hacker friend swapped his fingerprints with mine years ago just in case. He was close enough to my build. As long as the police didn't arrive too soon, his body would be unrecognizable. With my wallet in his pocket and my signature ring on his hand, they'd conclude it was me easy enough. Especially when my friend at the coroners would lead them that way.

I wasn't always evil. No, that took years in the making. Like building up calluses on your hands until finally one day, you're tough enough to handle the pain. My father made sure I built up those calluses at a young age. After my mother left us when I was only ten years old, he was pissed. He took his anger out on me.

He claimed the beatings would make me stronger. Turn me into a man. While he beat me, he yelled about how women were nothing but lying, cheating whores. 

I shook my head, drawing myself out of my thoughts and back to the present. The flames were getting too hot, too out of control. I had to get out of there. It saddened me that I would never again see the club I had poured my heart and soul into. Even more so, that I was having to leave behind the only true friend I’d ever had.

But Damien didn't understand the darker side of me. I'd never let him see it fully. Not since we met when I was only fourteen. When I saw the way, he had looked at my dad with disgust, I knew he'd look at me the same way if he saw that side of me. I couldn't bear that from him.

I slipped my new burner phone into my pocket, grabbed my duffle bags waiting by the door, and rushed out the back entrance into the dark alley. My car waited for me. Not my usual silver sports car or the limo I usually took, but a nondescript black sedan with clean plates.

I threw my things in the backseat and climbed inside, not wasting time to buckle before pulling out onto the road.

While I was still in the city I drove carefully, not wanting to draw attention to myself. Once I hit the freeway, I was able to pick up speed, putting more distance between me and the city I’d called home my entire life. The roads were nearly empty at that time of night. I pressed down harder on the gas pedal, eager to get to my next stop. An exit strategy was always in place in the event I needed to get out fast. Part of me never thought I’d actually have to use it. I’d grown comfortable—too comfortable.

I drove for hours. My eyes drooped, becoming heavier each time I blinked. I needed to get to my first stop soon or I was going to fall asleep. I pressed down on the gas harder, counting each exit as I went.

I turned off onto the small dirt road that led to my lake house. I’d kept it in a fake name and paid an illegal family to maintain the property. I figured they would be less likely to talk to cops that came snooping around if and when that day came.

I drove around to the back of the house and popped the trunk, pulling out my two bags before covering the car with an old dirty tarp that looked like it had been out there for months, and headed inside.

I was completely exhausted, but just because I took the time to stop, didn’t mean I could rest. I tossed my bags on the couch and headed to the kitchen. I’d paid the Perez family to keep a few groceries stocked in the cabin in case I needed to come up there unexpectedly.

I pulled out a TV dinner and tossed it in the microwave before pulling a bottle of bourbon and a glass from the cabinet. I was exhausted, but I couldn’t stop just yet. There were a few things I had to take care of before I let go of the adrenaline coursing through my veins.

I poured myself two fingers of whiskey and drained the glass, letting it burn.

While my dinner finished cooking, I took my bags to the bedroom at the far end of the cabin. I shoved the bed up against the wall, flipped up the rug, and felt for the loose floorboard. It took a little effort to pry it up and although I knew no one else could have gotten to it, I let out a sigh of relief when I laid eyes on the stacks of cash, I. D’s, and guns.

I emptied out half of the contents and replaced the box, stuffing my things into my bag before putting the bedroom back together again.

The microwave beeped from the kitchen, and I left my bags in the bedroom to go eat.

It didn’t take me long to finish my meal. I hadn’t realized just how hungry I was until I’d started eating. I threw the tray in the garbage, did one last sweep through the house to make sure all of the windows and doors were locked, and got ready for bed.

Even though I was exhausted from the events of the day, I could hardly sleep that night. Every little noise roused me from my sleep, paranoid that someone had found me.
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Ben

The next morning, I woke up to the unfamiliar alarm of my burner phone. The sun peeked in through the thick blackout curtains. A part of me had hoped when I woke up, I’d find the day before nothing more than a bad dream but there I was in that same damn cabin. There was no reason to dwell on something I couldn’t change. I had a plan and I had to stick to it.

I took a cold shower to wake myself up before cooking a couple of packs of instant oatmeal. I grabbed the box of dark brown hair dye out of my bag and meticulously covered up my natural honey-toned highlights. I applied women's foundation a couple of shades too light for me and added a pair of fake glasses to complete my new look. I still dressed in an expensive suit, but it was cut completely different, hiding my muscles, and adding a good ten pounds.

I slipped on my leather gloves before wiping down every surface I might have touched, quickly erasing any sign that I’d been there—just in case.

Once the inside was clean, I grabbed my bags and headed out to the old garage. Passing my car, still hidden under the old dirty cover, I removed a similar cover from the standard model silver Honda Civic with no distinguishing marks. I reached under the car and grabbed the hide-a-key from the wheel well and unlocked the car.

I placed my bags in the trunk, keeping my new identification on me, and pulled away, heading a couple of hours farther down the highway toward the airport.

I arrived at the airport in good time and parked the car in long term parking. It wouldn’t stand out there. I had spared no expense on my fake identification and yet, doubt nearly suffocated me as I stood in line to board the plane to Miami.

I went through the metal detectors and the security guard scanned my bags that were just small enough to be carried on. I held my breath as my custom-made briefcase packed with guns and ammo passed right through.

“You’re good to go.” The guard nodded to me, and I smiled, trying to hide my anxiety.

I boarded the plane and found my aisle seat in business class next to a less than notable woman staring out of the window. While she was distracted, I did my best not to bring attention to myself as I settled in.

I pulled out my phone and kept busy checking my encrypted emails while I could. I needed to make sure everything was still going as planned.

"Do you fly often?" A sweet feminine voice pulled my attention to my right.

I glanced over to see the woman looking at me expectantly.

"Who, me?"

"Well, yeah. I mean, there's not really anyone else around." She chuckled and fidgeted in her seat.

She was attractive in a less than obvious sort of way, dressed in casual jeans and a loose tee with her hair pulled up in a messy bun. She wasn’t trying to impress anyone, ironically, that was part of what made her stand out to me. But I couldn’t afford to make friends. I needed to keep my distance.

"I fly a decent amount for business."

"Nice. This is my first time. I'm kind of nervous.” She let out a nervous breath. “I tend to talk a lot when I'm nervous."

"You don't say?"

"Yeah. So, what kind of work do you do? Oh, I'm Kate by the way."

I sighed. It was going to be a long flight. If I'd still been in the business, that girl would have been an easy target. So friendly and trusting and traveling alone. It was almost too perfect. But business was non-operational, at least until I made it out of the country.

"Logan Anderson. And I'm in sales."

Maybe if I made myself seem as boring as possible, she would drop the friendly act and we could go back to the traditional silence between strangers on a plane.

"That’s cool. I'm in tech. Or at least I want to be. I graduate in just a couple of months. I've got an interview with an amazing tech company in Miami. My mom doesn't really like the idea of me being so far from home. She says..."

I blocked her out at that point, throwing out an 'uh-huh' or 'yeah' from time to time.

"Logan?" She paused and when I glanced up at her from my phone, she was watching me.

"Huh?"

"I asked if you have a lot of family back in New York."

"Oh, nah. It's just me."

"Oh, wow. That must be hard. Not having any family. I guess that makes traveling easier though. I'm not sure if I'd like to live so far away from my mom and my brother. But the job would be a great experience."

I took a deep breath. That girl was going to be the death of me.

"Look, uh, Kate? I have some work I need to do for a little while, so..." I looked at her, silently pleading for her silence.

"Oh, yeah. Sure. No problem. I totally get it. You work. I'll just..." She made the motion like she was zipping her lips shut and looked out the window.

I finally relaxed a bit, pulling up an encrypted browser on my phone to check on my offshore accounts.

Before long, we were quietly soaring through the sky on our way to our destination. I was able to make all of my final arrangements for once I landed including purchasing my new home in Cuba. It felt a little odd buying a place I hadn’t even seen yet but I wanted a place to move into as soon as possible and my contact in Cuba assured me that it was up to my standards.

Suddenly, the plane jolted, making several passengers gasp.

"What was that?" Kate's panicked voice came from beside me.

"Just a little turbulence. It's normal."

At the second jolt, Kate yelped and grabbed hold of my arm.

"Are you sure this is normal? It doesn't feel normal."

Her grip tightened on my forearm, and she gazed up into my eyes seeking some kind of comfort and assurance. No one had ever looked at me like that before. No one had ever sought out comfort and safety from me.

Kate's hand trembled and though I hesitated, I placed my hand over hers.

"It's going to be fine. It's—"

There were another two jolts in rapid succession, and I gripped her hand tighter just as the pilot came over the intercom.

"Ladies and gentlemen, we were experiencing some turbulence but should be back to our usual smooth flight. Thank you."

"See? Like I said, it was just some turbulence."

Kate smiled up at me gratefully and gently squeezed my hand before pulling it away.

"Thank you."

"For what?"

"For making me feel safe. The first time flying and there was turbulence was pretty terrifying. But you helped me through it. So, thank you."

Huh. Helping her made me feel good. For some reason I couldn’t explain, I liked that I had been able to make her feel safe. A smile tugged at the corner of my lips. I turned my face away from hers as though looking for the attendant. I took a deep breath and forced myself to hide the smile and regain control.

The rest of my trip was pretty quiet. Kate had lost herself in the on-flight movie and was pretty quiet except for a small chuckle from time to time at something on the screen. I was relieved to have a moment to think. Since the moment I'd made my escape, I hadn't been able to slow down. I couldn't afford to relax. I had to be sharp, to stay moving, to be ever vigilant. At least until I made it to my final destination.

Before I knew it, the stewardess’s voice came over the intercom letting us know that we would be arriving in Miami shortly. All around me people shuffled to pack up their things and buckle their seatbelts to prepare for our descent.

Once we were on the ground Kate turned to me again. "It was nice to meet you, Logan. Good luck on your business trip and thanks for keeping me company on the plane."

"You too, Kate," I forced myself to be polite. Chances of her remembering me would be less if I was nice than if I was rude.

I retrieved my two bags from the overhead compartment, waiting for my turn to leave the plane. Because I had carried on my luggage, I was able to bypass the luggage return, losing Kate in the crowds.

I walked through the crowds of people, being mindful to keep my face off of security cameras the best I could without looking suspicious. I snagged an out of order sign from the cleaning cart and stuck it on the door before ducking into the men's bathroom.

I locked the door and quickly went to work. Removing my glasses, I stuffed them in my bag like I was Clark Kent ready to turn into Superman, but I was no hero. In truth, I had more in common with Lex Luther than the man of steel.

I rinsed out the temporary hair dye, washed away the pale foundation from my face and neck, and traded my business suit and dress shoes for a well-fitted pair of jeans, fitted tee-shirt that showed off my muscles, and brown leather flip flops.

I was in Miami. Buff, tan jock types were much more common than the stuffy business look. Changing looks regularly would make it more difficult for anyone to track me. If they recognized one look, the chance of them seeing the next was less likely.

I emptied the contents of my briefcase into the already full duffle bag and struggled to zip it closed before wiping my prints and ditching the case in one of the stalls. I wadded up my suit and stuffed it far down into the bathroom’s trash can. The chances of anyone digging through that would be slim.

My duffle bag was way too full, and I didn’t want to risk the zipper breaking so I headed to the gift shop. 

A guy a few years younger than me with pale blonde hair stood at the counter. “Hey, man. Is there anything I can help you find today?”

“Yeah, man.” I tried to act natural, but the new persona wasn’t me. “I’m looking for a travel bag.”

“Sure thing. We got duffels, suitcases, rollers... I got this really nice leather backpack here.” He left the register to turn to the wall behind him where a brown leather backpack with what looked like good quality stitching was hanging on a rack and took it down to show me. “It’s great for hauling your gear around while keeping your hands free.”

“That sounds perfect. Thanks.”

“Logan?” Kate’s voice called out from behind me. Shit. This girl is going to ruin everything.

I tried to ignore her, but she was persistent. “Logan Anderson? It’s Kate. From the plane,” she said as she came up beside me.

I wasn’t sure how I was going to cover for that, but I had to think fast. I turned toward her, plastering on my best confused look. “I’m sorry?”

“Logan? Your hair...you look...” She looked at me puzzled.

“I’m sorry. I’m Nick. And you are?”

She furrowed her brow and watched me skeptically before letting out a laugh. “Are we on some kind of reality show or something? Logan, I can tell it's you by your eyes.”

Shit.

The cashier cleared his throat, still holding the backpack, “so was that a yes on the bag?”

“Yeah. Oh, and throw these in too.” I grabbed a pair of sunglasses from the rack and tossed them on the counter.

“Okay, your total is Eighty-five fifty.”

I pulled out my wallet, grabbed out a hundred-dollar bill, and handed it to him.

“Do you need your receipt?”

“Nah, I’m good. Thanks.”

I hooked the sunglasses on the neck of my shirt and grabbed the backpack from the counter. I’d transfer some of my things to the new bag once I was in my car. I hoped if I just ignored Kate that she’d go away but as I turned to walk out of the shop, she followed behind me. I kept going, heading straight to the men’s room where she couldn’t follow me and without a word, I went inside.

That time the restroom wasn’t empty, so I crammed myself and my bags into one tiny stall. While I was in there, I took advantage of the time by moving some of my things from the duffle to the backpack.

I stepped out of the men’s room and looked around. I relaxed slightly when I saw that the coast was clear.

I couldn’t afford to linger around any longer, so I slipped on my sunglasses and stepped out of the airport and into the welcomed fresh air. It was warm with a pleasant breeze, but my enjoyment was short-lived as I was swallowed up by the throngs of people flooding out of the doors.

I scanned the car line, hoping to find my rental. The crowds of people shifted, and I spotted Kate in the crowd, no doubt waiting for a cab. She glanced my way, pretending she hadn’t seen me even though I registered the shift in her expression the moment our eyes met. I watched her from the side of my vision hoping she wouldn’t come over to question me further.

My car pulled up front. I glanced back at Kate one last time just as some asshole rushed past. He tried to snatch her bag from her hands, but she must have had a better grip than he’d expected. The strap he’d grabbed snapped and slipped from his hands, but the force caused Kate to fall forward. The thief had failed. The only thing he could do was to keep running to avoid being caught. Kate cried out as her hands and knees hit the concrete.

Before I knew what, I was doing, I dashed over to her and crouched down at her side.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah, just a few scrapes.”

I offered her my hand and she took it. As I helped her to her feet, she looked up into my face with gratitude, but her smile slipped as another look took its place. Recognition then fears.

“Wait. I know—you were on the news,” her voice rose.

I glanced around, a few people still watched as I helped her up.

Fuck. She’d recognized me and it was all my fault. If I had only left her alone when she fell, I’d already been in my car, heading toward freedom. But I couldn’t just leave her there to turn me in.

“You’re hurt. Here. Let me help you to the car.” I spoke loud enough for bystanders to hear me and tightened my grip on her arms as she tried to pull away.

“No, I’m not going anywhere with you. You’re—”

“I have a gun,” I hissed in her ear as I pulled her closer. “Come with me quietly and no one will get hurt. Put up a fight and I will shoot you and everyone here.”

I didn’t have my gun on me. It was still in my bag, but she didn’t know that. I just hoped that she was scared enough to not call my bluff.
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Kate

I have a gun.

His words echoed in my mind as I stood frozen outside of the airport. I stood there surrounded by people but never felt more alone. If I tried to fight to get away, he could shoot me and other people there as well.

I glanced around, weighing my odds until my gaze fell onto a sweet little girl holding her mother’s hand, looking up at the clouds and pointing out the different shapes as they waited for their ride to arrive. She couldn’t be more than four or five.

Logan or whoever he was, held me tight, forcing my stiff legs to move toward his waiting black sedan. I could have screamed and made a scene, but it was a risk I wasn’t willing to take. 

“We’ve got it from here, thanks.” He spoke so normally to the driver who was dropping off the car for him.

I cast a glance at the driver, but he just nodded before climbing out of the driver’s seat.

My heart raced in my chest, threatening to jump out through my throat but I only slightly resisted as he pushed me into the vehicle.

Logan leaned in to buckle my seatbelt and I tensed.

“You try to get out and I will shoot you.” He slammed the door shut and hurried around to the driver’s side.

I should have risked it. I should have jumped out of the car, screamed, and ran but what if he did have a gun? What if he caught me before I could get away or what if he shot me? I had to run. I had to try.

I reached for the door handle, ready to run when the driver’s door shut, and Logan hit the automatic lock button. Shit. My indecisiveness cost me an opportunity to escape. I couldn’t afford to let that happen again.

"Phone." Logan held out his hand expectantly.

"Excuse me?"

"Give me your phone. Now," he stated firmly, and I complied, pulling out my phone and putting it in his hand.

“Thank you. Now, throw your bags in the backseat along with any other belongings you have.”

His commanding tone gave no room for arguing so I did what he said and tossed my things into the backseat.

Logan tossed his duffle bag in my lap as he pulled out into traffic.

“Unzip the side pocket.”

“What?”

“The side pocket. Now,” he barked, and I jumped.

I quickly did as he said, waiting for his next order.

“Reach in and pull out one of the zip ties.”

“Zip ties? What are you—?”

“When I tell you to do something, do it. Don’t ask questions, just do it. This will go a lot smoother if you learn that now.”

I swallowed hard. Gone was the polite man from the airport. This man barked orders and expected complete obedience. I reached into the side pocket of his duffle bag and felt around until my fingers landed on the rough plastic bundle of zip ties. I pulled them out and looked at Logan nervously.

“You just need one. Put the rest back and put the bag in the backseat.”

I did as he instructed, that time, without saying a word. He looked pleased with my obedience which just made me angry.

“Good. Now, put your hands through the loop.”

“Wha—?” I started but quickly bit my tongue.

It was everything I could do to keep quiet as I grit my teeth together and glared at him all the while following his instruction. Once my hands were inside the plastic loop, Logan reached over to me. I flinched as he moved his hand, grabbing hold of the tail end of the tie and pulling until the loop fit snug against my wrists. It wasn’t enough to hurt unless I tried to move my hands.

I didn’t speak again until we pulled onto the main highway. Logan rolled down his window and tossed my phone when no cars were coming.

"What did you do that for?"

"So, we can't be traced." He spoke so casually that it irritated me even more.

“Where are we going?”

“I’m not sure yet.”

“Are you going to kill me?” The words popped out of my mouth before I’d even had the chance to weigh the risk of asking the question, I wasn’t sure I wanted to know the answer to.

“What?” He whipped his head around to face me, swerving on the road. A car horn blasted, making him correct his mistake.

I recognized him from the news. He was a wanted man. The head of a human trafficking ring. Escaped from police custody. Armed and dangerous. Bits and pieces of the news report ran through my mind. I wished I had paid closer attention to the details but how would I have known that just a few hours later, I’d be his prisoner?

He clenched his jaw and spoke stiffly. “Do you know who I am?”

I considered lying. Maybe if he thought I didn’t know who he was, he’d let me go. But considering how he’d forced me into the car, I was pretty sure he already knew the truth. I just wasn’t sure why he was asking. Words evaded me as my gaze fell to my clasped hands, so I simply nodded.

“I can’t hear a nod,” he bit out.

“Yes,” I whispered, and I could have sworn I saw him cringe.

“Who am I? Say it,” He commanded with a little more force.

“Y—you’re that guy from the news the police are looking for. The one who trafficked all those girls,” I stuttered.

“Shit. Shit-shit-shit,” he yelled and banged on the steering wheel.

I jumped and let out a yelp, practically curling up against the passenger door to try to distance myself from him as much as I could. “I’m sorry.”

My apology seemed to catch him off guard and slightly calmed him. “For what?”

“I don’t know. I’m just sorry. I’m sorry I was talking to you on the plane. I’m sorry that I wouldn’t just let things go like you told me too. I’m sorry I recognized you. Please? Please, just let me go. I won’t tell anyone. I promise.”

His jaw clenched just before he spoke. “I can’t do that.”

“So, you are going to kill me?”

“I don’t know,” He snapped. “No more questions.”

I didn’t know what to say after that. He said he couldn’t just let me go because I’d recognized him, but he didn’t know if he was going to kill me? I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what option three might be.

We drove in silence for some time as I contemplated my options. I could try to jump from the car, but I wasn’t sure I’d even want to try that going twenty miles an hour much less as we sped down the highway. Plus, what if he had child-safety locks? Trying to escape and failing would only make him angry, then he really would kill me for sure. It was best to bide my time until I had a clear getaway.

“You hungry?” His voice made me jump.

“I don’t know,” I mumbled, not wanting to talk to him.

“I’m starving
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