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Chapter One

 


Peter should have never accepted the
job.

The money was too good. He’d been too
greedy. That’s how he’d ended up on the forest floor with his ears
ringing and a fucking battle going on around him. All the years
he’d spent surviving in Africa, making a name for himself as the
strong, trustworthy white man… Then he takes one measly little job
and everything falls to pieces. But he couldn’t just lie here and
go over his life.

 Laziness would
get a man killed in the jungle, either by a predator or a
local.

He forced his eyes open and groaned. Yeah,
that hurt. He shifted to his side and coughed. “Anybody still
alive?” When no one answered, he glanced around. He’d fallen down
the damn hill that was more like a cliff and conked his head on
something. He didn’t hear anything, so maybe the fight was already
over. That was a really, really bad sign.

Peter scrambled up the hill.

This was supposed to be an easy job, but
nothing was fucking easy in Africa. All he had to do was take a
crew making a documentary through old trails that may have once
held some kind of ancient tribe. The lead chick, Amena, said they
found a temple near the Nile and unearthed a bunch of artifacts. A
damn documentary! It had been three days of quiet, listening to
them record various rumors and checking out Amena’s ass. Last night
they camped along the Nile and all hell broke loose.

 He woke to
gunfire and screaming. That was the worst alarm clock ever.

Peter got to the top of the hill, peeking
over to see what had happened while he was gone. Carnage. Fuck and
more fuck. Their fire was smoking, nearly gone. It still gave a
slight glow to their campsite, making the bodies more visible. The
cameraman was on the ground, his face buried in the dirt, with
blood smeared on his shirt. The sound guy was, well, a piece of him
was near the fire. His other limbs were still attached to his body
near the tent. The narrator was on the ground, motionless but maybe
still alive. He couldn’t get a closer look yet. Where was the
fucking anthropologist, Steven, with his snobby attitude and
wire-rimmed glasses? Where was Amena? How the fuck had this
happened? He growled and pulled the gun from his belt. There were
four guys on this protection and guide detail along with booby
traps around the site. They’d managed to get through all that?
Unless someone was gunning for them. Who the fuck would have a
grudge with a documentary crew?

Something moved near the tents.

He saw a flash of black hair and red
clothes. That had to be her. She’d gone to bed in that sexy,
skintight shirt and pajama pants. Bad idea. In Africa, you go to
bed ready to wake up fighting. Peter took another look around. Were
they rebels? If it was a tribe, they might very well come back to
eat the leftovers. Yeah, they had to get the hell out of here. He
crawled along the edge of the hill to the nearest tree and used
that for cover. That’s when he saw Amena sit. Blood rolled down her
head, and she blinked furiously like she was dazed. Stay down.
Stay down! He could hear rustling in the brush ahead. They
might be returning. He gave a bird call. They’d gone over this
before leaving for this damned trek. Bird call. Bird call.

She shook her head and then finally looked
up. Those big green eyes went wide. Her chocolate skin was covered
in bits of dirt, leaves, and blood. Amena’s mouth formed an O, and
she quickly covered it with both her hands.

Good girl! Don’t you dare scream. He gave a
wave of his hand, trying to get her attention, but her gaze focused
on the massacre. With the grace of a hunting lion, he tiptoed his
way across the path and toward another tree. He watched his
footing, kept his gun held tight, and made his way toward her.

She shoved to her knees and finally saw him.
“P…”

He tackled her. It was the only thing he
could think of. Peter launched himself atop her, dropping the gun
to cover her mouth. A moment later, their bodies pressed firmly, oh
so very firmly, together. His other hand was practically on her
breast, and there was no way she didn’t feel the slight growth in
his pants. Hey, he couldn’t control the big guy.

She narrowed her eyes at him and grabbed his
wrist. With a twist, she freed her mouth.

He put his finger to his lips. When she
nodded, he picked his gun back up and peeked around the tent.
Rebels. He could see them through the trees. So, there was probably
no reason behind the attack. These fuckers just liked to stir up
trouble. Peter usually stayed well out of their territory, so what
the fuck were they doing here? Maybe expanding. It didn’t matter.
He’d made a deal to keep these people safe, and she was the last
one alive. Except for the missing anthropologist. He eased off
Amena and crawled to the nearest tree. He was happily surprised
when he saw her quietly following.

She pointed to the campsite.

No, whatever she wanted, they were
absolutely not going back that way. He grasped her hand, which made
her bare her teeth at him. Feisty. They got to their feet slowly
just as voices sounded closer. They were here. It was time to leave
like five minutes ago. He led them from tree to tree. Slow and
quiet. Easy breathing. Just a walk in the park. If she panicked and
cried out or ran, they were fucked. Peter was a damn good fighter,
but nobody could win against six guns. He picked up speed as
someone screamed.

Fuck! Someone had been alive.

Amena pulled her hand from his grip. She
pointed back and nodded.

“No,” he whispered.

“There’s someone still alive.”

An agonized scream rang out, followed by a
sharp silence. “Not anymore.” He grasped her again.

She yanked away. “I’ll follow, but if you
grab me one more time, I’m going to bite your fucking hand.”

Peter couldn’t help it, he grinned. “Maybe I
like a little biting.”

“Seriously?” She threw up her arms. “You’re
flirting? Those were my co-workers that were just murdered.”

Yeah, okay, she was right. “Let’s go.” He
didn’t touch her this time, but he made sure she trailed him. They
had to get out of the area before anyone noticed they were missing,
or else flirting would be the last of their concerns.


Chapter Two

 


They walked for nearly a mile before he
finally felt safe enough to stop and catch their breath. They used
a small cantina on his belt to drink and clean out their cuts.
Nothing was too deep, but out here even a scratch could attract
some nasty creatures.

“What happened?” Amena sat on a fallen log
and put her head in her hands. “Why did they just attack us like
that?” She glanced up. Tears rolled down her cheeks.

“Rebels.” He popped a squat. “I’m sorry
about your team.”

“You were supposed to protect us!” She
pushed at his shoulder.

He stood and frowned. “We. I wasn’t alone in
the protecting, sweetheart. I told that pompous asshole Steven we
should have stayed closer to the river.”

“The tribe is further inland.”

“So your artifact said, but it’s been a few
generations since they were seen. Now we’ve got wildlife with a lot
of teeth and rebels with fucking machine guns.” He checked his
attitude. The woman had just seen her whole team get murdered. He
needed to give her a break.

She took a deep breath. “I didn’t… I didn’t
know it was that bad here.” She sniffled. “My parents were from
Africa, but this is my first time here.” She wiped the tears. “What
do we do now? How do we get safe?”

Good. Tears wouldn’t help at all in this
situation. “We stay quiet and we keep moving. The river will be
east of here.” He glanced back to the sky at the sun’s position.
“We can loop down and around to avoid them as much as possible.
It’s going to be a bitch of a hike.”

She nodded. “I can do it.”

Peter smiled. “I never had any doubt you
could do it. I was hyping myself up.”

She snorted and more tears fell. “They
weren’t, you know. My friends. I feel so bad saying that. We’ve
done three documentaries together in the last eight months. One was
for soldiers in Afghanistan. The second was in Ireland about the
IRA, and the third was in Brazil about animal cruelty. We’ve had
gun training and survival classes. They never prepared us for a
massacre in the middle of the night in a safe zone.”

“That’s Africa for you. She doesn’t play by
anyone’s rules.” He held his hand out. When she placed her hand in
his, he pulled her into a hug.

“The fuck are you doing?” She pushed
away.

“I’m hugging you. You just lost all your
friends, and now you’re stuck in the jungle with me and a bunch of
rebels. I thought a hug would help.”

Amena rolled her eyes and then took the damn
hug.

She was not so tiny. A solid five foot seven
with muscles under her tight clothes. He made sure to keep his body
in check. This was purely for her comfort. She
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