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            Prologue

          

        

      

    

    
      I can’t deal with any more nouns—people, places, and things.

      After working a 12-hour shift in the ER of St. Sebastian’s Hospital, I was bone tired. My clothes were wrinkled. My hair looked like I’d been in a fight with Ronda Rousey. Untraceable stains decorated my scrubs. My feet felt like they were about to fall off.

      Not to mention the fact that I had to jump in between two nurses about to fight. Extensions were all over the place.

      I was using a week of my 30-day leave time to moonlight at the local hospital for a few nights.

      I couldn’t wait to get home to see my son, Brayden, and kiss his sweet face. At six, I felt like he needed me the most, but sometimes I had to make these sacrifices to give him the life that he deserved.

      As I approached the parking lot, I suddenly heard muffled voices, and then a loud pop.

      Were those gunshots?

      I quietly ducked for cover and kept myself hidden behind a car. My heart raced, and my fingers shook.

      Then, there was silence.

      What the hell is going on? I just want to get home to my son and a glass of red wine.

      Slowly, I peeked around to see if the coast was clear.

      About ten feet ahead of me, near my Yukon, a tall, dark figure stood. I could only see a little reflection of the guy’s face, but I did notice a unique tattoo on the right hand holding a 9mm Beretta.

      I tensed, patted my bag for my weapon, and realized it wasn’t there.

      He aimed and squeezed the trigger twice.

      Oh shit!

      The next thing I heard was the loud thud of a body hitting the ground. Quickly, a black sedan with no plates pulled up, and the tall, dark figure jumped inside.

      I pulled out my phone and ran to check on the poor victim while dialing 911.

      A man appearing to be of Latin descent lay on the pavement. His crisp white shirt was now covered in blood. His starched jeans appeared to be high-end and now covered in grime.

      The blank, shocked look on his face was staring back at me. The hole in the middle of his head was now leaking blood on the ground in the garage. Placing my phone to my face, I decided to check for a pulse for confirmation of what I already knew.

      No pulse.

      No rise and fall of his chest.

      Yep, he’s dead-dead!

      “9-1-1, what’s your emergency?” A gruff male voice on the other end answered.

      “I’m in the Employee B parking lot at St Sebastian Hospital; a man was shot at close range. Twice in the chest and once in the head.”

      “Do you need an ambulance?”

      “No… he’s dead. Just the cops and the ME are needed. I will alert hospital security.”

      After hanging up from 911, I got up and walked over to the north-facing wall. There was a silver stand with the emergency button. I pressed the blue emergency button and waited while I contemplated my wonderful day.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            No Good Deeds

          

          Lyn

        

      

    

    
      Several minutes later, security arrived on the scene and began asking questions.

      After giving my statement to what seemed like hundreds of people, they escorted me home and had a police car posted outside.

      Pulling into the two-car garage of my two-story house, I let out a long sigh. This day had not gone as I had planned. Grabbing my things, I walked to the mud room door, shredding my not-so-clean clothes in the laundry room.

      I slipped into my waiting cozy sweats, left by my housekeeper-slash-babysitter, Rita. Ever thankful for her assistance on days like this. Walking into the massive entertainment room, I found Rita asleep with the TV watching her.

      Waking Rita up, she went to warm my late-night snack before heading home to her own family. I texted Mhel, my best friend and play sister, that I was home. I told her about my day, including a small encounter with a dead body.

      I know I will have to give her more information later.

      Eating my noodles, I walked up to Brayden’s room to see my sleeping little angel. Sprawled over the bed with his covers nearly falling off, I went to tuck him and his stuffed animals in. Kissing his sweet cheeks, I was thankful to be safe at home.

      After a hot shower, I collapsed in my lonely king-sized bed. Times like this make me miss my dear husband the most. Sleep finally took over my exhausted and tense body.

      The dead man’s body and that tattoo on the killer’s hand kept showing up in my dreams.

      Around 6:00 A.M., there was loud banging at my front door.

      Who the hell is at my door?

      Trudging out of bed, I ran downstairs, preparing to curse somebody out.

      This better be about a fire, or somebody better be bleeding to death.

      I opened the door to find my bestie Mhel, looking frantic. Her normally smoothed-down ponytail was in a half-bun on top of her head. She was even wearing sweats over her PJs. This was not her normal put-together self.

      "Turn on your TV.” Mhel handed me my favorite cup of Frappuccino.

      Still waking up, I stared at her. "Good morning to you, too! What are you doing up so early? And more importantly, why are you here so early?”

      Mhel turned and looked at me as if I had grown three heads. "The shooting last night at St. Sebastian was the Mali Cartel.”

      I blinked. “What?”

      She rushed inside and turned on the TV.

      Gripping my coffee, I followed after her.

      The TV came on.

      Mhel flipped through channels and then stopped on the news.

      A blonde woman looked into the camera. “Officials believe Mali Cartel’s enforcer, Javier De la Cruz, acted in retaliation for the brutal murder of Juan Salvador-Llano last week.”

      Sitting down in my recliner, I looked on in disbelief. I stared at the TV and listened. I no longer needed my coffee to wake me up.

      I am wide awake now.

      The news person continued, “The Mali and Cruz Cartels are at war with each other. We will keep you informed with updates as there is an eyewitness to the shooting. Check our website for up-to-date reporting until our 6:00P.M. news report.”

      Tension rolled over my body. "Shit! Shit!"

      "Yeah, ‘shit’ is about right. Sooo… what happened at work last night?” Mhel inquired while quirking up an eyebrow.

      “Work? Work was uneventful.” Rolling my shoulders, I attempted to release some of the tension building up as I replayed last night’s events.

      The shit that happened afterward was a different story. The doorbell broke my thoughts about what I had witnessed last night.

      Now who is it?

      Getting up from my recliner, I went to the door to peek out the peephole.

      What the hell?

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Early Morning Visitors

          

          Caitlyn ‘Lyn’ Masino

        

      

    

    
      Peering through the small opening of the door, I caught sight of the detective from the previous night. He had a curious blend of Columbo and Dumbo in his appearance, and I couldn't help but chuckle at his fatigued demeanor.

      "Detective DuPont?” I opened the door. “What can I do for you?"

      "Mrs. Masino, I've brought Special Agents Wiesner and Maggiano with me this morning." DuPont pointed to the agents.

      Special Agent Maggiano and Wiesner gave off federal agents meet MI-5, James Bond. They are both tall, fit, and physically fit.  Both are sporting sharp, tailored suits. Definitely not off the rack. And both oozed a confident posture and composed demeanor.

      "I see...gentlemen, please come in." I gestured for them to enter. "What's the reason for this early visit?"

      Their expressions turned somber. "Well, the news accidentally revealed that we have an eyewitness," DuPont began, "and it has compromised your safety."

      "Yes, I noticed that a few minutes ago. However, they didn't mention my name or identify me as a hospital employee." I took a sip of my coffee and gave Mhel an annoyed look.

      DuPont cleared his throat. "Yes, but we⁠—”

      "The Police Department isn't sure how the news media obtained the information," Agent Weisner interrupted. "So, we don't know what else has been leaked or who else knows."

      Maggiano jumped in, "At the moment, we are taking over the investigation and implementing federal protection for you."

      I feel the hair on the back of my neck stand up as my mind race to keeping Brayden safe. I cannot believe that this is happening right now. This has to be a mistake.

      Right?

      "What?” I ran my hands through my hair. “That's not possible. I have work to attend to. My son is in the middle of soccer camp, not to mention my military duties. You can't simply uproot me and send me off to Albuquerque."

      "Albuquerque?" the four of them exclaimed in unison.

      "Yes, Albuquerque or maybe even somewhere worse, like on 'In Plain Sight'. " I let out a sigh, and a glimmer of comprehension flashed across their faces.

      “…Ma’am, this isn’t a suggestion. Nor an option. You are being placed in protective custody,” Weisner responds sternly.

      Anger begins to wash over me.

      What did he mean by ‘it’s not an option’?

      Who the hell is he to tell me that?

      I start to tell Special Agent Weisner about himself and where he can go, when Mhel cuts in.

      “Sis, this is serious. Those cartel guys are dangerous. Just hear the Agents out,” Mhel interjects with a serious tone.

      This is not how I planned to start my weekend. Not. Even. Close.

      "Mrs. Masino, it's in your and your son's best interest to leave as soon as possible.”  Agent Wiesner, with a softer tone than his partner. His eyes have a softer look than his partner too. “I've already sorted out the logistics regarding your work."

      "Alright.” I put my hands up in defeat, turned, and headed away. “I'll go upstairs and pack.”

      Mhel trailed behind me. “I will get Brayden ready.”

      I rushed upstairs with so many thoughts running through my mind.

      When will my life be normal…or what others consider normal?

      Not letting me think, Mhel followed me upstairs. “We both know those South American drug cartels aren't to be taken lightly. Remember that guy who came into the ER two months ago?"

      As I reminisced back to another long night at work, the authorities informed our trauma team that the gentleman had mistakenly spilled a drink on someone, leading to a brutal beating that nearly killed him. He was so severely injured that he looked completely different from his driver's license photo.

      I shiver a little before the tension returns to my body. Enough thinking about the dead man. It’s time to get my butt in gear.

      In a rush, I began to pack whatever I could—clothes, wedding photos, my important files, our passports, my stash of emergency funds, and my cherished Desert Eagle. I couldn't bear the thought of leaving it behind; it was the last gift my late husband gave me. Plus, it might come in handy for protecting Brayden and me if the need arose.

      Looking in the doorway, I saw my six-year-old pride and joy looking at me with his curious and sparkling gray eyes. He really is the best of Justin and me. Although, I see more of Justin in Bray. From his sparkling eyes, brownish wavy hair, and his tall stature. His mocha color is a wonderful blend of Justin and me. But his smile and curiosity are compliments of me. If he’s never too far from is soccer ball and action hero toys. This month it’s all Marvel toys. Last month it was Spider-Man.

      Who knows what next month will be… or where we will be.

      Smiling at him, I gesture for him to come to me. I pull him to me and hug him tight before planting raspberries to cheeks. Giggling, he returns raspberries to my cheek before rushing off. He’s definitely my sunshine on cloudy days. I return to packing trying not to worry about the near future.

      When I finished packing, Mhel had already prepared Brayden and he was all set to go. I embraced Mhel tightly, then turned to face the living area with a peculiar sense that this would be the final time I laid my eyes on it. 

      I look around at the living area. It’s full of some many memories. The leather sectional was a compromise between Justin and me. Bray took his first steps down here while holding onto the ottoman. Justin and I decorated our first Christmas tree here over by the bay window. Justin designed the mantel for the fireplace. Running my hands over it, I look at the pictures adorning it. Pictures of our little family.

      Pushing my tears back, I grab the picture of us the day we brought Bray home from the hospital. We seemed so happy. So… content. So, at peace! Hearing the agents clear their throats and stand up from the sofa, I knew it was time to go.

      I embraced Mhel tightly, then turned to face the living room. I see the Agents made themselves comfortable. The stand from the recliners and set their coffees down that I assume Mhel had made. Taking a bag each, they walk out my front door.

      Anxiety takes over, as my uncertainty sets in.

      Why do I feel that this will be the last time I am in this house? My first real home. My first place of happy memories.

      Dupont clears his throat. I look at him jester to the door.

      I grabbed Brayden’s hand and guided him forward.

      Brayden clutched his stuffed Captain America. "Mommie, where are we going?"

      Looking down, I see Brayden has a confused look on his face. I always give him heads up to any changes in our routine. Since Justin’s death, I do my best to keep his routine normal. And if there are any changes, I prepare him well in advance for them.

      Except mommy witnessing a murder.

      "We're going on a little trip, Sweetpea."

      "Where to?" Smiling ear to ear and showing his missing bottom tooth.

      "On an adventure, kiddo.” I let go of his hand and pointed to the couch. “And don't forget your ball."

      He rushed off to grab it.

      “Yay, let’s get this party started,” I tried to sound optimistic as I conjured up images of a desolate and undiscovered place in my mind.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Lunchtime Mechanical Bull

          

          Lyn

        

      

    

    
      After a two-and-a-half-hour drive to an unknown town, Agent Maggiano filled me in on the situation. We were supposed to stop at a secure federal facility for a debriefing by the US Marshals and spend the night there. But to my surprise, we made an unexpected lunch stop at a local bar in this small town.

      The atmosphere was like something out of a cheesy 80's movie, with girls dressed like mini Daisy Dukes—shorts, tiny tops, and cowgirl boots— serving beer and bar food. Country music blared from the speakers while the locals drowned their sorrows, oblivious to our presence.

      As we entered, I couldn't help but notice the mechanical bull in the corner.

      What a charming family establishment to have lunch in.

      Brayden pointed to the bull. His voice filled with excitement. “Mommy, can I ride the bull?”

      Looking down at him like he had lost his mind. “No!”

      Brayden looked up at me with questioning eyes.

      I softened my response, “Ummm… Sweetpea, I don’t think that’s for kiddos. It's not safe for you to be up there.” 

      Nor do I think it's hygienic for you to be up there.

      Brayden pointed to the girls riding the mechanical bull. “But why, Mommy? Those girls are up there?”

      I look at the women up there riding the bull in disbelief. “They are trained to be up there, kiddo.” I wanted to cover his eyes, but it was too late.

      Turning Brayden from the not-suitable-for-family-fun, I ushered him to our waiting booth. “Hey, kiddo, how about we get you a souvenir hat or cap gun?”

      A mischievous smile comes to his face as he shakes his head up and down in agreement. He gives one last look back at the bull while sitting in front of his food. Clearly disappointed, Brayden shrugged his shoulders and started eating his fries.

      Times like this, he reminds me so much of Justin. Able to adapt to his surroundings so quickly.

      After lunch, we continued our journey to the secure federal facility. Brayden dozed off shortly after getting back on the road. Exhaustion had started to set in with me, too.

      I pulled Brayden closer to me, trying to relax and maybe catch a nap myself. It was a peaceful ride, knowing that we were now under protective custody.

      A good two hours later, I suddenly woke up.

      I didn’t know what made me open my eyes. Maybe my sixth sense was in overdrive. But something made me look back.

      What I saw made me sit up immediately. My heart raced. And my body tensed.

      What the hell?

      Four blacked-out SUVs had pulled up behind us in formation, approaching quickly.

      Gasping, my heart began to race with worry.

      For fuck sakes, what the hell now?

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Once Upon a Road Trip

          

          Lyn

        

      

    

    
      As I took in the scene, the four blacked-out Yukon Denalis pulled up in formation, each with dark-tinted windows and no visible plates.

      Seriously, what the fuck!

      My heart pounded in my chest, the sound reverberating in my ears. All I could think was, Dear Lord, please keep Brayden safe. I steel my nerves.  

      After two tours overseas and countless assignments across the globe, is this how it ends for me?

      The SUVs closed in around us, and my only focus was on protecting Brayden. Slowly, I retrieved my Desert Eagle from my purse, my hands clutching it.

      Wiesner widened his eyes with shock, "Mrs. Masino, is that a gun?"

      "Yeah!”  Rolling my eyes at him and taking the safety off. “Did you really think I would go into this empty-handed?"

      Wiesner looked from the Desert Eagle and back at me, "You've got guts, lady," before shrugging in his seat uncontrollably.

      Confusion filled my mind as I surveyed the situation.

      Why did they surround us like this?

      Returning my attention to Brayden, I looked down, realizing he was still asleep. I instantly knew what I had to do—keep him safe. I carefully placed Brayden on the floorboard, trying to keep him out of harm's way.

      Wiesner reached under his seat as his voice grew shaky, "I don't know, it seems odd... like they might shoot at us or something,” his sudden movements catching my attention.

      Maggiano, looking at Wiesner’s hand. “We’re just ten minutes away from the facility. I will call ahead to inform them of the situation,” as Maggiano pulls his phone out.

      As I looked around, all I could see was a vast desert stretching out before me.

      The SUVs began to slow down, forcing our vehicle to do the same. Maggiano spoke quietly into the phone, pulling something out of his coat.

      God, this can’t be happening.

      All kinds of thoughts ran through my mind as I pushed Brayden further down and covered him with a blanket. With my weapon on ready, I aimed out the back window. I prepared to protect him at all costs.

      The five vehicles came to a sudden stop.

      Several imposing men emerged from the SUVs on our left and right.

      Even larger men exited the vehicles in front and behind us.

      All had their weapons aimed in our direction.

      Calming my heart rate, I aimed from one group to another, strategizing the situation.

      All the men were dressed from head to toe in black military gear. Balaklavas covered their faces, and black tactical boots covered their feet.

      “Who the fuck are these guys?”

      Really, who the fuck are these guys?

      “Dear God...” I gasped again, taking in the surreal sight before me.

      If it weren't a matter of life and death, it would almost feel like a bad dream.

      Noticing movements in our vehicle, I watched as Wiesner’s expression changed from shocked to scared.

      Turning my focus to Wiesner, another unwelcomed surprise greeted me. Maggiano pulled a Sig Sauer MK25 with a suppressor attached from underneath his seat.

      Oh, come on, what the actual fuck!

      Maggiano pointed his weapon at Wiesner. "What the heck!"

      At lightning speed, Maggiano fired two shots, hitting Wiesner once in the chest and another in the head.

      In that moment, I realized I had been betrayed.

       

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Double. Fucking. Crossed.

          

          Lyn

        

      

    

    
      Wiesner’s dead body was slumped over the steering wheel. His face stuck in a permanent shocked expression.

      Horror slammed into me as thoughts of protecting Brayden rocked my core.

      Anger raged through me. Raising my weapon, I pointed at Maggiano’s head. 

      “… double-crossing, lying ass.”

      But just as I was about to say something else, my door swung open.

      A commanding voice echoed, “Lower your weapon!”

      I turned their way, keeping my weapon pointed at Maggiano. The men all began removing their balaklavas.

      To my shock, the imposing men were handsome. Tall, drool-worthy men stood surrounding me, pointing their weapons at me. 

      A tall guy, around 6’5” and packed with muscles, took a step forward. Focusing on me, his grey eyes flashed as if he knew me. His voice softened, urging me to lower my weapon. His strong, yet gentle hand reached in and took my weapon.

      The leader pulled me out of the vehicle as he slung his weapon over his shoulder. “Trek, get the boy out this vehicle and place him in the lead vehicle. You others, grab the bags and gear. Then police up the area.”

      My heart began to race as I pulled away toward Brayden, “No, he’s my son, he stays with me.”

      Maggiano rushed off to a distant blacked-out SUV, leaving only Weisner in the vehicle we had been traveling in. He didn’t even seem to care that he was leaving a dead body behind.

      I had to think of a way to save my child and myself.

      As we walked toward the lead SUV, determination surged through me.

      It’s now or never to get us free.

      Different scenarios played in my mind on how to free us. However, taking the leader out, grabbing Brayden, and running was probably my only option.

      I checked my right.

      The leader kept my pace as we walked. He was only a few inches away in case he needed to grab me.

      Here goes.

      Fast, I kneed him in the groin.

      Grunting, he doubled over.

      I followed with a right hook, my fist slamming into his left cheek.

      Stunned, he stumbled to the side.

      Pain spread across my hand.

      I gritted my teeth through the pain and landed a jab and a right upper cross to his face.

      Spitting out blood, “The fuck is happening here?” he questioned, lying on the ground.

      Hearing his men run toward me, I quickly drew the hidden knife strapped to my leg and pressed it against the leader’s throat.  

      Before I could act, one of his men appeared behind me, wrestling the knife away.

       

      Forcefully, one of his men pulled me off the leader and led me toward the lead SUV.

      Towering over me, he stood guard.  

      So many thoughts ran through my mind, mainly getting Bray back.

      Stay calm! I will get us out of this!

      The leader slowly got up, his grey eyes filled with a mix of anger, embarrassment, and confusion.

      He stormed toward me. His voice filled with rage. "Never do that again!"

      I could feel my old self rising from the darkness inside.

      I glared, "Or what, you'll kill me?”

      “I should for that shit you just pulled,” bending over to get in my face.

      “Just do it! It takes some truly messed-up men to kill an innocent woman and child."

      Again, I tried to attack him. Laughing, he blocked me and pushed me against the SUV.

      Lowering down, he met me at eye level. Rage and something else sparked in his eyes.

      Staring back at him, I smirked before head-butting him.

      Shaking his head, “Enough!”

      Grabbing me by my ponytail with one hand, he grabbed my left arm in his other hand. Dragging me to the lead SUV in anger.

      To my shock, Brayden was awake, looking out the car window, wide-eyed and scared.

      The leader opened the back passenger door and forcefully shoved me in next to Brayden.

      As I fell onto the seat, Brayden scooched over, “Mommy, I am scared!”

      Looking up, I pulled him toward me to comfort him. “It is going to be okay, sweetpea, Mommy’s here and won’t let anything happen to you.”

      Turning to the leader, I gave him a disgusted look, “Real brave man you are, kidnapping an innocent woman and child.”

      Mumbling to himself, he turned to close my door, but not before activating the child-safety locks. Winking at me, he instructed the driver to do the same on their side.

      “Assholes!” I called out as Brayden clings tighter to me.

      Looking back at me, he proceeded to get in the vehicle. He slammed the door with such force that it seemed like the window would shatter.

      He was clearly furious, but I couldn't care less.

      Holding Brayden tighter to me, I kissed the top of his head. 

      If we are going to die, we are going down fighting, kicking, and screaming.

       

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            The Road to Nowhere

          

          Lyn

        

      

    

    
      "Hey, boss, you alright?" the muscular man with no neck and tattoos covering both of his arms that were visible now, asked. It was clear that weightlifting was his part-time job.

      "What?" the leader yelled in response. He tensed his shoulders, turning his head toward the mammoth who called him boss.

      Slightly shrugging, “You okay, boss? She hit you pretty hard for a girl." He looked like he was struggling to hold back his laughter.

      I couldn't help but snort out a laugh.

      The low growl I heard come from the boss was also funny. It was meant to intimidate me, but it made the entire situation funnier.

      Another snort of laughter escaped my mouth.

      Only louder this time.

      Poking the bear wasn’t the safest thing to do right now. But… it was fun to do.

      "Drive," he rubbed his jaw and gently patted his bruising eye that was turning bluish-purple.

      He looked up at me through the rearview mirror and narrowed his eyes.

      Keep it up, and I will punch you in the other eye!

      I decided to turn my attention away from the brooding boss for a moment.

      I was trying to focus on how to get Brayden and me out of this mess. This was not how I expected my day to go.

      Not.

      In.

      The.

      Least.

      My mind kept returning to moments in the other vehicle.

      Why does it always end in bloodshed?

      I had to refocus my mind on the present. I had a child to protect and save. Taking in some deep breaths, I looked down at the main reason to stay focused.

      We continued to ride in an uncomfortable silence, as I held Brayden close to me. To my surprise, we continued in the same direction. The same barren view of miles and miles of nothingness.

      My only distraction from the nothingness is the boss staring at me— and me staring back at him, from his vanity mirror.

      That bruise is forming nicely. I have to admit that makes me a little giddy.

      This staring contest was more like a battle of wills. It was like we were sizing each other up. I noticed that he was wearing a Kevlar vest underneath his black waffle top, the utility shirts worn underneath camouflage jackets. I saw that both the boss and the one named Marcello, wearing earwigs, allowing them to communicate with the rest of their team. Their military-grade weapons also did not go unnoticed.

      Who the fuck are these guys? 

      All kinds of thoughts run through my mind. Hired Mercs to come after me and my child was the only logical conclusion I came to.

      The cartel was ruthless enough to hire mercenaries to carry out their dirty work.

      But something felt off. Something in my gut was gnawing at me.

      What am I missing?

      Sitting there holding Bray close, I decided to run the events through my mind again and again. I was hoping to pick up something to make it make sense.

      Nothing about this makes sense!

      After about 45-minutes to an hour, I dozed off. Exhaustion had hit me pretty hard, and I hadn’t slept much last night. I was not going to dwell on it, nor on Mr. Scowling Face anymore.

      Brayden woke me up, saying he needed to go to the bathroom. Checking my watch, I realized I had dozed off for almost two hours. The reality of our situation and the feeling of dread overwhelmed me once again.

      On the bright side, this could be our way out. Or at least I could try to get Brayden to safety.

      Maybe, just maybe, this could work.

       

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Hands Off

          

          Boss

        

      

    

    
       Growling to calm myself, I stepped back from this woman. I opened the back passenger door and pushed her in. She was trying what little patience I had.

      Marcello, my second in command, glanced over at me before casting a concerned gaze at the woman and child in the back seat.

      "Drive!! Get us out of here immediately," I snapped impatiently.

      Hearing her let out a loud snort behind me, pressed my last button. I turned my full attention toward her. Growling at her, I was ready to unleash all the anger that was brewing. She, however, remained seated, defiantly staring me down and clutching her child protectively.

      I turned back in my seat before I did something I would regret. I had a lot of logistics to work out for this assignment.

      Glancing up in the mirror, I noticed she was staring daggers at me. So, I stared back. This turned into a battle of wills, a staring contest.

      "Excuse me, Mr. Kidnappers, but my son needs to use the restroom. Can we pull over, or would you rather have your fancy leather seats ruined?" Captain Masino asked, her snark clearly evident in her tone.

      Is she really going to do this the whole time?

      Aggravated by her attitude, I gestured for Marcello to stop for a restroom break. Looking back at her through the rearview mirror, I nodded. She just rolled her eyes at me. I went back to conducting updates through secure chat with my men in the other vehicles.

      Okay, so she IS going to do this the whole time. This is going to be a long assignment.

      Trek, who was driving the lead vehicle, finally pulled over at the first gas station we came across. I instructed my men to exit their vehicles and set up a perimeter around our vehicle.  Once I knew we were set, Marcello and I slowly proceeded to exit our vehicles.

      Trek was heading our way as instructed via secure chat.

      "Okay, Brayden, Trek here will take you to the restroom," I calmly stated.

      The kid looked at the man coming toward him and then back at his mom. Shaking his head, no, he clung to her before retreating behind his mother.

      Are we that scary looking?

      "I'm not letting your pedophile take him to the restroom alone. I will take him," Lyn said defiantly, narrowing her eyes at me. If looks could kill, my men and I would be dead.

      I really don’t need this right now!

      "Ma'am, you can't go inside the convenience store," one of my men replied.

      "What, are you afraid of getting caught? Just get the key, and I will take him myself," she retorted.

      I didn’t trust the way she was looking around. She was looking for ways to escape. And I was not going to let that happen.

      "Yeah, right, I don't trust you not to run," I barked out with a laugh that indicated I was not even playing this game with her.

      "Whatever, you would do the same if you were in my situation," staring at me with growing frustration. Pulling her son closer, she continued looking around the gas station’s parking lot.

      “Are you serious right now?” I questioned her, getting more frustrated by the passing minutes.

      Apparently, I missed something. She assaulted me and acted like I was the one who assaulted her and her kid. 

      I looked at her as if she were a petulant child.

      "Fine, T-Rex can wait outside," she agreed, clearly annoyed with me.

      "His name is Trek," I snapped back.

      "T-Rex, Trek...whatever. My son needs to pee," Captain Masino huffed, “so, Mr. Asshole Bossman, can we take my son to pee already?”

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Help Me, Help You

          

          Lyn

        

      

    

    
      After about a 15-minute break, we were ready to continue this painful journey to wherever the heck we were being taken. The asshole boss was leaning against the SUV, waiting for us to return with the driver, Marcello.

      Trek was leading the way back to the row of blacked-out SUVs that clearly looked out of place.

      “Four blacked out SUVs parked in formation did not stand out at all”, I mumbled to myself.

      And tall, muscular men, dressed in all black, looking like extras from Universal Soldier ©, did not seem odd in my capturers’ minds.

      Yeah, they blend in perfectly.

      As I walked Brayden back to the SUV and secured him in his seat, a semi-truck pulled up beside us. Recognizing a golden opportunity, I discreetly tried to catch the driver's attention.

      The plan was to discreetly make eye contact with the trucker.

      I gazed up at him as I passed by, making eye contact.

      I winked and smiled at him.

      He noticed me and tipped his head in greeting. I began to mouth ‘help us’ as I walked in front of the truck’s cab.

      I lingered there a little longer than I should have.

      My goal was to get his help. To assist in getting us out of this situation. Hopefully, he could call local law enforcement. Take down license plates –something, anything that would help at the moment.

      Noticing my actions, the asshole boss stepped away from the SUV. Casually, he approached me with this dark smirk on his face.

      Damn, I am busted.

      “Now, Darling, you know I don’t like you flirting with other men,” as he placed his arm around my waist. Pulling me closer, he guided me back toward the waiting SUV. A warm feeling spread across my back where his fingers were splayed.

      What the hell was that?

      I halted my stride, causing him to do the same.

      He stared back at me with an odd look.

      I had no time to question it. Fast, I took advantage of the moment. Grabbing his fingers that were wrapped around my waist, I pulled back and twisted them.

      “…what the fuck?”

      Standing there, I stared back at him. I quickly moved into a defensive stance. I was preparing myself for whatever would happen next.

      The asshole actually looked more confused than pissed off. The scowl on his chiseled face spoke to his confusion. “What was that for?”

      “You know why!”

      “If I did, I would not have asked.” Growling back at me and inching closer.

      I inched back a little.

      He matched my movements.

      “You do know why.”

      “Lady, I don’t have time for this. Why are you making this so difficult?”

      “Ha! Why would I make this easy for you all?”

      “You know what, I don’t have time for this shit!”

      Sighing in frustration, he pushed me up against the vehicle.

      “What the hell are you-”

      He pinned me against the SUV with his large, muscular body.

      I could feel the anger radiating off of him in waves, as he towered over me.

      I had nowhere else to go. I was practically becoming one with the side of the SUV. He seemed to be inching closer by the second.

      Yep, I poked the bear.

      He inched even closer to me. I could feel his breath on my forehead. My breathing started to hitch up as I stared into his bluish-gray eyes.

      We stood there, very close to one another.

      Breathing hard and staring at each other.

      My angered-laced breaths matched his frustrated breaths.

      Now what?
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