
  
    
      Copyright © 2022 by Janet Elizabeth Henderson

      All rights reserved.

      9798201816728

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      RESET

      
        BENSON SECURITY

        BOOK 7

      

    

    
      
        JANET ELIZABETH HENDERSON

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY JANET ELIZABETH HENDERSON

          

        

      

    

    
      Romantic Suspense Books

      Reckless

      Relentless

      Rage

      Ransom

      Rich

      Run

      

      Invertary Romantic Comedy Books

      Lingerie Wars

      Goody Two Shoes

      Magenta Mine

      Calamity Jena

      Bad Boy

      Here Comes The Rainne Again

      Caught

      

      Invertary Too

      Come Fly With Me

      

      Sinclair Sisters Romantic Comedy Books

      Can’t Tie Me Down

      Can’t Stop The Feeling

      Can’t Buy Me Love

      

      And more on my website

      Janet Elizabeth Henderson

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        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

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Also by janet Elizabeth Henderson

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Present day

        Location unknown

      

      

      

      For the second time in two years, Ryan Granger woke in a strange place with no recollection of how he got there.

      “Not again,” he groaned.

      Blinking, he tried to focus his blurred vision on his surroundings. The light was low and flickering, and he spotted a candle placed on a rocky protrusion.

      Rock?

      Dirt?

      What the hell?

      He angled his head to look around him, and pain made him grit his teeth until it passed. Gingerly, he felt for signs of head trauma. The last thing he needed was another concussion. His brain was still Swiss cheese from the bullet that’d skimmed his skull.

      Skim—it was such a wimpy word. It did nothing to describe the bullet’s impact on his head or the way it’d made his brain slam against the inside of his skull. And it definitely wasn’t a word that sounded like it would cause him to spend seven months in a coma healing from the damage.

      To his relief, there were no signs of injury to his head, this time, but the side of his neck ached. There was no mistaking the circular wound his fingertips found. It was an injection site, which meant he’d been drugged.

      “Just what I need,” he muttered. “Like my brain isn’t foggy enough.”

      Fighting against the weight of his own limbs, Ryan sat up and looked around properly. There was sandy-colored dirt beneath him and hewn limestone walls around him. Hewn. Not natural. So, not a cave. A mine? Maybe?

      The walls were rough, although there’d been clear intent in the design of the chamber. A raised stone platform against one wall must have been meant for a bed. And there were nooks carved out for belongings. A miner’s accommodation? If it was, it hadn’t been used for years, which meant old mine.

      An old abandoned mine, then.

      Great…

      The air was musty. The dust coated his lungs with every breath, leaving him with a dry cotton feeling in his mouth. Instinct made him look for water, although he didn’t expect to find any. To his surprise, he spotted a large bottle in a nook high in the wall. It looked full.

      “What the hell have I fallen into?”

      The walls seemed to shift around him as he struggled to his feet. The ground undulated beneath him. If he didn’t believe his eyes, he’d think he was on a boat instead of in a cavern.

      “Damn drugs.”

      Slowly, he made his way to the water. The top of his head skimmed the stone above him, making him aware of the weight of the rock overhead. The bottle was still sealed and cool to the touch, which meant it hadn’t been there long. Someone had left it for him. Training made him to check for needle marks or tampering before he cracked it open. There was nothing obvious, and he was desperate for a drink, so he unscrewed the cap.

      Years of army experience meant he only sipped at the water, instead of draining the bottle as he wanted. Even foggy, he knew he had to ration. There was no way to tell where he was or how long he’d be there. That bottle could be the last water he saw for a while.

      Leaning against the wall, he pulled out his phone and switched it on.

      No signal.

      No surprise.

      It did tell him that it’d been ten hours since he’d walked out of the Department of Neurology after his appointment with his head doc, and that his battery was still pretty much full. He switched the phone off to conserve it and closed his eyes while he tried to remember what’d happened.

      The last thing he recalled was opening the door to a hackney cab and telling the driver to take him to Benson Security’s office in Victoria. He’d wanted to get in some last-minute practice at the gun range before taking his firearms proficiency test again. Someone had bumped into him—making Ryan apologize, for some reason—and then the world had faded. Next thing he knew, he’d woken up in a cavern.

      Fantastic…

      He’d been drugged and abducted.

      His team were never going to let him live this down.

      Assuming he managed to get back to them.

      The kidnapping made no sense. It wasn’t like he had a rich family that’d fork out a ransom for him. And he hadn’t been involved in any of Benson Security’s recent cases either. In the six months since he’d woken from a coma, he’d worked on building up his muscle mass, regaining control of his body, and trying to put together the parts of his past that he remembered. There were still gaps. Some that’d never fill. Including the month or so before he’d been shot. According to his doc, that was gone forever, which meant it was possible he’d pissed someone off enough to kidnap him, and equally possible he couldn’t remember who.

      It wasn’t like he didn’t have enemies. He’d been in the military and then he’d worked all over the world with a specialist security team. They’d taken on the South American cartels, Russian mafia, and London gangs, leaving him with a pretty long suspect list.

      Running a hand down his face, he sighed. There was no point in trying to figure out the why and who of the situation. His priority was getting out of there. He’d work out the rest later.

      Taking a couple of steps, he tested his equilibrium. Better. At least the room wasn’t moving anymore. Time to explore.

      As he reached for the candle nearest to him, a faint noise made him freeze. It sounded like a moan. Cocking his head, as though that would help him hear better, he waited.

      There it was again.

      He spun, regretting the action instantly, as the room kept spinning after he’d stopped. Closing his eyes tight against the moving walls, he fought the nausea that assailed him and strained to listen.

      Another moan.

      Louder this time.

      And it was coming from the far corner.

      Ryan’s eyes snapped open while everything within him became laser focused. Instantly the nausea disappeared, or maybe he just wasn’t aware of it anymore, as he willed his gaze to penetrate the darkness beyond the platform bed.

      Movement. Slight but definite.

      He grabbed the nearest candle stub and inched his way across the room. With each stiff step, the dim glow of the candle shifted, illuminating the hidden corner in agonizingly small increments. His breath hitched when he realized what he was seeing.

      A shoe.

      A leg.

      A skirt.

      A woman.

      “Crap!” He slapped the candle down onto the platform and bent over the crumpled form. She was breathing steadily and her pulse was strong. “Okay, okay. That’s good…”

      He let out a shaky breath as he reached for his phone, needing something brighter than candlelight to check her for injuries. The sharp white beam of the flashlight app was startling after the faint glow from the candles, but it easily illuminated the woman at his feet.

      No blood.

      No obvious injury.

      Except a telltale circular mark on her neck that told him she’d been drugged and taken, just like him. Automatically, he cataloged everything about her that he could see: average height, dark bronze hair in a tight bun at her nape, large round glasses, conservative pale blue blouse, straight navy skirt, sensible heels. And curves. The kind of curves women called fat, but men called lush.

      There was something familiar about her, but he couldn’t place where he’d seen her or how he knew her. Tearing his eyes from his mystery companion, he spotted a discarded handbag sitting beside her hip.

      As she moaned again, fighting off the effects of the drug in her system, Ryan reached for the bag. It was navy leather, good quality, and obviously expensive. A sensible work bag for a businesswoman. The interior was neat and organized, not the jumble he’d seen fall out of other women’s bags, making her wallet easy to locate.

      “Time to find out who my fellow victim is,” he muttered.

      The wallet held her driver’s license, the photo showing wide hazel eyes and full lips on a heart-shaped face. She’d obviously posed on a workday because she was buttoned-up with tied-back hair. The clothes did nothing for her. This was a woman who should have been wearing diamanté-encrusted jeans and a glitter top. Sarah Jean Davidson was a fifties’ pinup girl hiding in drab work clothes.

      Another glance at the license told him she was twenty-seven years old, an organ donor, and didn’t have any penalties for reckless driving. A gym card told him that she either worked or lived in South London, and a work ID revealed she was an actuary with Steele-Shepherd Insurance.

      “Actuary?”

      He cocked his head as he considered her. Something to do with birds, maybe? His dentist had a massive aquarium in the waiting room, so it wasn’t a stretch to think an insurance company would have an aviary. Still, the job didn’t seem to fit her.

      Ryan tossed her bag onto the floor beside her and turned his attention to Ms. Davidson. It didn’t seem right to leave her lying on the ground. And even though the platform was made from the same dusty rock, he felt it would be more respectful to put her on it. He took off his brown cord jacket, folded it to make a pillow and placed it on the platform, before turning back and bending to lift her.

      There wasn’t a lot of space in the corner, but he managed to get his arms under her. She was a soft bundle and she smelled of strawberries, which made his mouth water and his belly rumble. Straightening, he turned toward the platform again. Only to be pulled up short.

      Holding her firmly, he twisted to see what her clothes were caught on—and stilled.

      “What the hell?” he hissed.

      A wave of adrenaline flooded his system, washing away the last of the drug that’d left him foggy. Something clicked into place within him, and the calm clarity he experienced before every mission slid over him like a well-worn coat.

      His jaw clenched as he studied the problem.

      There was a manacle.

      Around her wrist.

      She was chained to the wall.

      Fury was a blade, barely sheathed, as he examined the restraint. This wasn’t something left behind by the miners who’d carved out the space. It was rust free and custom made. Recently poured concrete had been used to anchor the chain to the wall. This had been done just for them.

      Slowly, so as not to jar Sarah, he managed to place her on the stone bed and untangle the chain so her arm lay naturally at her side. The restraint around her wrist was an abomination against the pale perfection of her skin. A screaming neon sign flashing “ESCAPE NOW” to anyone who saw it.

      “This situation is totally fucked up.” His words echoed around the hollow space.

      Their kidnapper hadn’t bothered to take their belongings from them. Ryan still had his phone, wallet, and Swiss Army knife. Sarah still had her handbag full of stuff. That told him nobody expected them to use those things to get out of the cavern. Their captor had deemed their belongings useless.

      Sarah groaned loudly, and her thick, dark eyelashes fluttered.

      Ryan was at her side in an instant, trying to appear unthreatening—like that’s possible when you’re over six foot tall and built like a bruiser.

      “Hey,” he said softly. “You’re okay.”

      He started to pat her arm, in reassurance, but quickly drew back. They were strangers and he wasn’t shackled, which meant there was a good chance she’d think he was her captor.

      “Don’t get hysterical,” he told her. “Everything is going to be okay.”

      She moaned again, her head turning toward him while she blinked.

      Ryan smiled, in what he hoped was a reassuring manner but feared might come across as sociopathic. “I’m not going to harm you. We’re in this together.” Why did everything he say sound deeply creepy?

      Sarah blinked several times as her eyes began to focus. The cutest little frown furrowed her brow, right between her eyebrows, while she stared up at his face with puzzlement.

      “It’s okay,” he cooed. “Don’t be scared. I won’t hurt you. I woke up here too. I don’t know what’s going on yet, but we’re in this together.”

      She opened and shut her mouth several times, as though she wasn’t sure what to say.

      Ryan had a lot of sympathy for her confused state. “You’ve been drugged, but don’t worry, it will pass. I was drugged too. It’s natural to feel foggy when you first wake up. I’m still feeling a little dazed as well. Gimme a sec and I’ll get you some water. That’ll help.”

      He stepped away to retrieve the water, and her voice stopped him dead.

      “Ryan?” she said, sounding confused.

      He jerked back to face her. “You know me?”

      The frown deepened as she glared at him with a piercing intensity that made it clear any fog she had was gone. “Ryan? Is that really you? Are you real or am I dreaming?”

      Okay. Now they were both confused. “You aren’t dreaming, I’m real. Do we know each other?”

      “Do we know each other?” Her voice rose with every word until she was almost screeching. “Do we know each other?”

      Without warning, she swung her free arm straight at his face. Her fist connected with his nose, and he toppled to the floor. Where he lay, staring at the roughly carved ceiling as his nose bled and his thoughts spun wildly.
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      Sarah was disgusted with herself. She stared at Ryan in horror as blood trickled from his nose. How could she have lost control like that? There was no excuse for it. None. The first time she’d seen him in over a year and she turned rabid. Mortified did not go anywhere near describing how she felt.

      “Ryan.” She tried to salvage a sliver of dignity. “I shouldn’t have hit you. I’m very sorry. I don’t know what came over me.”

      “Anger?” he asked dryly.

      “That’s no excuse. I…you surprised me, and well, I wasn’t expecting to see you again after…well, last time, and here you are…” She frowned as the “here” part of the sentence began to register. “Um… exactly where are we?”

      Carefully, she swung her legs over the edge of the stone platform she found herself lying on and took in her surroundings. And what she saw made her heart race and her mouth become suddenly dry.

      She’d been in a cafe, meeting a client, and now…

      She was in a cave?

      With Ryan?

      How was she supposed to process this?

      As her hands began to tremble, she sucked in some much-needed air, only to find it musty and dry. She licked her lips as she tried to figure out what was happening. It was useless. Literally no logical explanation came to mind.

      Dread seeped into her bones, making her feel heavy and cold. She attempted to wrap her arms around herself for warmth and comfort, but her arm felt weighted and restrained. There was a thick metal cuff, fastened tightly around her wrist.

      A low scream started to build in the back of her mind as the horrors of the situation sank in.

      “Ryan?” Her voice sounded like it was coming from far away as she stared at the restraint. “What’s going on?”

      “It’s going to be okay,” he said as he got up from the floor. “Don’t panic.”

      Sarah never panicked. But then, she was never in a situation that merited panic—at least not since she’d been a child. Did wanting to scream and claw at the cuff mean she was panicked?

      “I just want to know what’s going on.” Her voice sounded tinny and tight.

      “Listen to me.” Ryan didn’t sound panicked. He sounded calm and reasonable. “We’ve been abducted. I’m not sure where we are or who’s behind this. All I know is we were drugged. I woke up a few minutes ago and my head is still foggy. You have to be feeling disoriented too, but it’s going to be okay. I’ll get us out of here.”

      Nope. That didn’t clear anything up. “I don’t understand. I was in a cafe, meeting a new client, and now…”

      “You’re shivering. Here, this will help.”

      Something wrapped around her shoulders, and warmth seeped into her. Ryan’s concerned face peered down at her. Which begged the questions, where had he been and why was he suddenly back? He was just standing there, staring at her. This huge, hunky apparition from her past, acting as though nothing had happened between them. Surely it wasn’t a coincidence that he turned up at the exact same time she ended up cuffed to the wall of a cave? Which meant…

      “Why did you bring me here?” It amazed her that she sounded so calm.

      He reeled back. “Wait a minute, you think I did this?”

      Sarah held up her restrained hand. “I don’t see one of these on you and there’s nobody else here to blame it on. The logical conclusion is that you brought me to your…dungeon.” It became harder to breathe as that scream in the back of her mind grew louder. “Why do you have a dungeon? And why am I chained to the wall? What are you going to do with me?”

      The scream in her head became too loud to contain. Sarah opened her mouth, sucked in air, and—

      A hand gently, but firmly, covered her lips.

      “Please don’t, my head is pounding and I’m pretty sure you’re only going to attract the attention of whoever dumped us here. You have to believe me, I had nothing to do with this. I’ve been abducted the same as you have.”

      If she’d been braver, she’d have chomped a chunk out of his palm. But—blood. And germs. Instead, she glared at him.

      “If that’s true, why am I the only one who’s chained up?” she demanded. It came out muffled.

      “I only got part of that. If I let go, do you promise not to scream?”

      Okay, that made her pause. A kidnapper who’d take her at her word? Either he was very dumb or just plain optimistic. It was probably the latter. The Ryan she’d known had been smart as a whip.

      Trying to appear innocent, Sarah nodded to tell him she wouldn’t scream.

      Looking relieved, Ryan removed his hand.

      Idiot.

      Sarah sucked in a deep breath, but before she could shout at the top of her lungs, the hand was back.

      “You promised,” he accused.

      She couldn’t help rolling her eyes. “Take your hand from my mouth, or I’ll bite it.”

      “I only got ‘bite’ from that.” With a sigh, Ryan removed his hand again but kept it close to her face, just in case she showed signs of screaming again. “Look, I don’t know who you are, I don’t know how we got here; all I know is we need to get out before whoever took us comes back. It’d be better if we worked together to do that, but I’m not beyond carrying you out of here kicking and screaming if I have to.”

      Her right hand tingled, itching to curl into a fist all over again. In her mind’s eye, his face turned into a giant bull’s-eye, his nose dead center. “Stop saying you don’t know me. It’s rude.”

      “I’m not being rude, I’m being honest. First time I laid eyes on you was when I found you lying in that corner.” He pointed to the spot beside the platform.

      “Are you kidding me?” Now, she was shaking from anger instead of fear. She narrowed her eyes at him. “We dated. Over a year ago. Before you ghosted me.”

      Honestly, his acting skills were superb, because she almost believed it was news to him. “I don’t remember.”

      “Seriously?” She shrugged off the jacket he’d placed over her shoulders because she was plenty warm now.

      He backed away a step. “I have amnesia. There are chunks of my past that I don’t remember.”

      “By any chance, do all the missing parts contain women you’ve dated?”

      “No!” He heaved a sigh. “I’m not playing you here, I’m telling the truth.”

      “You expect me to believe you have amnesia? That the reason you stopped calling and didn’t answer any of my messages was because you couldn’t remember me? Is this a daytime soap? Next, you’ll tell me you have a twin and I’ve confused him with you.”

      Obviously irritated, he put his hands on his hips. “I don’t have a twin. I do have amnesia.”

      “You know I’m too smart to fall for this, right? I’m an actuary. We spend years studying, collecting data, calculating the chance of random things happening, and I can tell you right now, the odds of you having amnesia are about the same as me having a lunch date with the Queen.”

      “Huh. I thought you looked after birds.” He pointed at her handbag. “I went through your wallet while you were out cold and saw your work badge.”

      Oh, this wasn’t amusing at all. “You know exactly what I do for a living. We talked about it—at length—during our many phone conversations.”

      “I keep telling you. I suffered a head injury. My memory is Swiss cheese.”

      There was a rumbling noise and, if she wasn’t mistaken, it came from his stomach. Typical. The man had a Pavlovian reaction to even the slightest mention of food.

      It was her turn to point. Which she did, straight at his stomach. “Stop thinking about cheese, we’re arguing here.”

      “How did you know what I was thinking?”

      Oh, now she was really beginning to lose her patience. “Because I know you. And you know me. Stop pretending otherwise.”

      “Listen, lady—”

      “Sarah. My name is Sarah Davidson, as you well know, Ryan McKay.”

      “McKay?” That shocked him. “My name isn’t McKay, it’s Granger. McKay is my boss Callum’s name.”

      Why was she even surprised?

      “Of course it is. Was anything about you real? I thought I was getting to know this nice, safe, stable guy who installed alarms for a living. Instead, he ghosted me, only to turn up a year later and kidnap me for his freaky dungeon.”

      Ryan stalked over to her and pushed his unruly, overgrown hair up on the right side of his head. A long, white scar appeared, running about an inch above his temple. “A bullet skimmed my head. The impact turned my skull into a pinball machine, my brain being the ball. Trust me, if your brain smashes against bone enough, you lose some normal physical function and you can kiss goodbye to a whole bunch of memories.”

      Anger rushed out of Sarah in a long, silent whoosh. That definitely hadn’t been there the last time she’d seen him. Stomach clenching, she hesitantly reached for the scar.

      A strong hand wrapped around her wrist. “No hitting.”

      “I told you. I don’t usually hit.”

      He stared at her, waiting while he held her in place.

      “I’ll be gentle,” she promised.

      As soon as he let her go, she traced the scar with trembling fingertips. An inch lower and it would have shattered his temple. An inch to the right and he would have died. Her throat tightened as she frantically blinked back tears.

      “How?” she whispered; her voice rough.

      He let his hair drop to cover the scar. “I don’t remember, although I’ve been told I was protecting a friend in a bad situation when I was shot. Took a couple to the chest too, but the head injury was the worst.”

      A memory from the weeks following their first—and last—in-person date smacked her in the face. “Did it happen in London?”

      When he nodded, she felt bile rise in her throat and forced herself to swallow it down.

      “There were news stories.” Her hand fluttered anxiously to her throat. “A security company had been attacked and blown up. Then there was a shootout in the center of London involving organized crime and a team of bodyguards. A crime lord’s daughter was kidnapped. People died and a bodyguard was critically injured…”

      No.

      It couldn’t be…

      “That was me,” he said, making her feel light-headed. “I spent seven months in a coma, and the past six months trying to build up muscle mass and regain some of the dexterity I lost while I was out of it. I’m almost back to where I was before I was shot, but the neurologist says I’ll stumble over holes in my memory for years to come.” He shuffled awkwardly. “I guess you fell through a hole.”

      This was a nightmare.

      All those times she’d cursed him for being a creep and he’d been lying in a coma.

      He could have died…

      “I watched the news and didn’t know it was about you,” she whispered, horrified she hadn’t made the connection. “You told me you fitted alarm systems.”

      “I do that too.”

      “As well as bodyguard work?” Like he’d been doing when he was shot.

      “And hostage retrieval, company espionage, covert operations—whatever is needed. At least I did before the injury. Until I’m cleared for weapons handling, driving, and physical activities, I can’t work with my team. But I’m slowly sitting the tests I need to retake. I should have been sitting my firearms proficiency today.”

      “And you really had nothing to with this?” She indicated the cavern.

      “No. I really didn’t,” he said firmly.

      There was silence for a moment as Ryan’s revelations sank in. Her heart literally ached for him and everything he’d gone through. And it ached for what they could have been if he hadn’t been shot. Mostly, she ached because she wished she’d been there beside him, helping him heal.

      “If I’d known, I would have been there for you when you were injured.”

      “I wouldn’t have noticed, so don’t beat yourself up about it.”

      “Right. Coma.” She nodded.

      “Anyway, there would have been no way to contact you to tell you what happened. My phone was destroyed in the attack. Otherwise my friends would have found your details and told you about the injury.” His beautiful eyes, although filled with understanding, showed no recognition at all when he looked at her.

      “You really don’t remember me, do you?” A deep sadness welled within her at the realization.

      He ran a hand through his hair. “I wish I did.” It sounded like he meant it. “How well did we know each other, exactly?”

      Sarah took a shaky breath. “We met on Tinder. We messaged and talked for weeks before we went on a date—we were taking things slow.”

      “That doesn’t sound like me.” He looked so bewildered that a chuckle erupted from her, surprising both of them.

      “You told me you’d made mistakes in the past and didn’t want to rush in again. We spent weeks talking about everything, being really open with each other.” Now that the last vestiges of anger had dissipated, she felt like a deflated balloon. A guilt-ridden piece of useless rubber. “At least, I thought we were. I guess that wasn’t the case if I didn’t even have your real name. It does explain why I couldn’t find you though.”

      He shifted uncomfortably. “I have a vague memory of thinking I needed a different name for dating because my dates kept ripping me off. It’s harder to clear out somebody’s bank account, or their house, if you don’t know their name and address.”

      Um, what? “Your dates stole from you?”

      “All the time. I was cursed.” He held up a hand before she could ask any more questions. “Don’t worry, it broke before I met you.”

      “You remember that but don’t remember me?”

      “I remember the night the curse broke. I was having a talk with a friend about making the effort to get to know someone before jumping into bed with them. Then…nothing. You must have been the woman I was planning on getting to know before we took the next step.”

      “We slept together on our first date, Ryan.”

      “Yeah, but it sounds like we talked a lot beforehand.”

      The man was impossible. “We obviously have a different idea of what taking it slow means. Anyway, our second date was scheduled for the following Saturday, but you texted me to tell me that you were up to your ears in work and would contact me when it was over. I never heard from you again. I tried texting and messaging, but there was no reply. When I called, your number had been disconnected. You disappeared from Tinder too. I thought…”

      “You thought I’d manipulated you into bed and then moved on to my next mark.”

      She winced. “Do I have to apologize again?”

      “No.” His smile was devastating, especially as there was no recognition in his eyes. As far as Ryan was concerned, they were meeting for the first time. “I’m sorry, Sarah. I would never have done something like that to you. I’m not that kind of guy. And, for the record, it doesn’t take me a month to get a woman into bed.” His sparkling eyes made it clear he was mocking himself. Something he’d often done. Before.

      “Got it. Big stud. Little effort. Honestly, I didn’t think you that kind of player either, but then I couldn’t think of another reason why you’d just disappear.” She gave him a wry smile. “Coma and amnesia never even entered into my thinking. I mean, statistically, they weren’t even worth considering.”

      His lip quirked. “Statistically?”

      “It’s my thing.” Pretty much her only thing. Although, she couldn’t complain. Knowing the data, and making decisions based on it, had kept her out of a lot of trouble over the years.

      “Were we close?” he asked.

      “We slept together, Ryan.”

      “Yeah, but were we close?”

      “For someone like me, that means we were close. We were…friends. We laughed and talked. We’d started reading the same books, just so we could discuss them. I felt like I really knew you.”

      “I’m sorry, Sarah,” he said softly.

      She cleared her throat. “How about we stop apologizing to each other and concentrate on getting out of here?”

      “Sounds like a plan.”

      “You know, the chances of this happening are almost as low as you having amnesia. Only about one in eighty-four thousand women are kidnapped in the UK each year, most by people they know. I don’t know the numbers for stranger abductions, but I’m going to say those are even rarer. Which means, my chances of finding a pearl in an oyster are eight times higher than the likelihood I’d get abducted.”

      “And yet here we are.” He spread his arms wide.

      “Here we are.” A shiver went down her spine as she held up her bound hand. “Do you have any idea how to remove this?”

      “I can try picking the lock.” He tugged his keys out of his pocket and removed the Swiss Army knife attached to them.

      “You can pick locks?”

      “Don’t remember. Here’s hoping muscle memory will kick in when I start.”

      “That’s funny. Very funny.”

      Gently, Ryan reached for her hand and brought it to him. His touch seared her skin, sending flashes of sense memory throughout her body. Leaving a sadness in its wake.

      “Don’t worry.” His smile was playful. “I’m almost certain I’ve done this before. Your wrist is safe with me. We’ll get you out of this cuff and then get both of us out of here.”

      “I’m scared,” she blurted her confession. Scared, confused, bewildered, anxious, stunned, shocked, horrified… Her emotions were on a huge roulette wheel and spinning wildly. Who knew where it’d stop or what she’d feel at any moment? It was out of control. And Sarah hated being out of control.

      Ryan held her gaze, as though he knew she was dizzy from the spinning and needed an anchor. “I won’t let anything happen to you.”

      “We don’t have any control here,” she felt the need to point out.

      He shrugged. “Then we take it back.”

      Oh, if only it were that simple. Already, her overactive brain was cataloging all the possible outcomes of their situation, and it wasn’t hard to come to the conclusion that most of their options were dire. Even with her limited knowledge, she could tell him that their chances of getting out unharmed were close to zero.

      “What if we can’t get out?” she said. “There wasn’t a way out for those miners trapped in Chile. Or the kids in that cave in Thailand. They all had to be rescued by someone else. At least people knew they were trapped there in the first place. Nobody knows we’re here. We don’t even know where here is. And there’s no one looking for us.”

      “Oh.” His smile was blinding. “I wouldn’t say that…”
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      “Ryan’s missing,” Joe Barone said as he barged into Callum McKay’s office.

      Callum let out an irritated growl, slammed his pen on his desk, and glared at his head of training. “When I was in the service, men knocked before they entered my office.”

      They’d also cowered outside it until they’d plucked up their courage. Something his team at Benson Security never did—even though he was one of the owning partners. Like that impressed any of them. He mentally scoffed at the thought.

      To prove his point, Joe ignored his reprimand and threw himself into one of the guest chairs, making Callum wonder if that’s where he’d gone wrong—no guest chairs, no guests.

      The chairs had to go.

      “Did you hear me?” Joe rested his ankle on his other knee, his foot wiggling in a rare show of anxiety. “Ryan didn’t turn up for his firearms proficiency exam, and he isn’t answering his phone.”

      Callum wasn’t worried. “He probably found a new cut-price buffet, and his mouth was too full to talk.” It’d happened before. More than once.

      The tall American shook his head. “It’s been hours. Even he can’t eat for that long.”

      “Fine.” Callum pinched the bridge of his nose and sighed. “Take a car and go get him. He’s probably forgotten.”

      “He wouldn’t. It’s all he’s been talking about for weeks.”

      “I give up.” Callum threw his hands in the air. “What do you want me to do? Do you want me to go find him?”

      “No, I want you to mobilize the team. Something’s wrong.”

      Okay, that made Callum sit up and pay attention. “How long has he been missing?”

      “Nobody’s seen or heard from him since his weekly checkup with the neurologist this morning.” A former US Army Ranger, Joe wasn’t prone to overreacting. To see him this worried was a serious concern.

      “You’ve talked with his grandparents?”

      They’d made the mistake of hiring Ryan’s granddad and granduncle to do some carpentry around the place when the London office first opened. The two old men hadn’t left yet. They thought it was entertaining to spend their days inventing odd jobs so they could eavesdrop on new cases or “train” with the weapons in the workout room. Right now, they were installing closets in Callum’s house, which sat at the back of the Benson Security property.

      “I felt them out—didn’t want to worry them. They haven’t heard from him either.” Joe put his foot down, sat forward, and ran a hand through the thick dark hair that was a hallmark of his Italian ancestry. “I’ve got a bad feeling…”

      “You shoulda started with that,” Callum said. Because when Joe had a bad feeling, everything usually went to hell. “Get the team together, and I’ll meet you in the conference room.”

      With a chin lift, Joe left. Leaving Callum with a knot in his stomach. It was the same tight sensation he’d endured during the months Ryan had been in a coma. Every day, he’d woken up wondering if it would be the boy’s last. Boy! Ryan was a thirty-two-year-old man and an ex-soldier with remarkable skills, hardly a boy. But deep inside, far beneath his crusty Scottish exterior, Callum couldn’t help thinking of Ryan as another son—although, he’d never admit it, if asked.

      “What have you got yourself into this time, lad?” Callum said as he rubbed his hand down his thighs.

      Even though his lower leg prosthetics rarely caused pain anymore, he’d found it hard to break the habit. Self-soothing, his physio had called it, before telling him it was common in amputees. Callum had barked at the man, making it clear he didn’t need to be comforted, by himself or anyone else. Yet, when times were particularly stressful, his legs—the part that had been torn off by an IED—ached with phantom pains.

      And Ryan missing was definitely stressful. The boy often joked that he was the least skilled of the team, but while he’d been asleep, Callum had learned the truth: Ryan was essential to it.

      Turned out, he was their heart.

      Grabbing his phone, he strode from his office and up the stairs to the conference room on the first floor of the old Victorian terrace house that was their London base. Although the team had grown in the years since their office had been established, it was only the original members who sat at the table. He scanned the faces that had become family to him—completely against his will.

      “Joe, fill them in,” Callum ordered as he took his usual position, standing at the head of the table, arms folded over one of his many gray Henleys.

      “Don’t you dare start without me,” a female voice snapped from the doorway.

      Callum growled at the sight of Rachel Ford-Talbot, who had once been an owning partner in the business, and a pain in his backside. As usual, she was dressed in some designer suit and a disapproving smirk. She held her iPhone, which would, one day, have to be surgically removed from her hand, and there was a designer handbag slung over the crook of her elbow. The bag probably cost more than Callum’s car because Rachel didn’t do cheap.

      “How did you get here so fast? Joe just told me what’s going on.” Callum viewed Rachel as the sister everyone hoped wouldn’t turn up for Christmas dinner.

      “I was already here.” Rachel pulled out a seat as her husband, Michael “Harvard” Carter, strolled into the room.

      As usual, the former CIA operative was wearing the smug smile he got around his wife. As though he’d hooked a prize-winning fish, when really, he’d caught a piranha.

      “Why were you already here?” Callum barked. “You’re CEO of a company that’s based over two hours away. You do realize you don’t work here anymore, right?”

      She scoffed. “Like I ever did. I graced this place with my presence and leadership. Something it obviously still needs.” Her cool gaze settled on Joe. “You may begin.”

      “Aye, now that her majesty has given you permission, you can fill us all in.” Callum glared at Rachel, who remained unfazed.

      Joe’s smile disappeared as he recounted what he’d already told Callum. Expressions around the room sobered, and before Joe had finished talking, Elle Roberts-Knight, their IT expert, had her laptop open with her fingers flying over the keyboard. Her serious demeanor was at odds with her blue hair and pink Minnie Mouse T-shirt. Callum couldn’t see her screen, but he’d bet she was hacking Ryan’s accounts—if she didn’t already have the passwords. Elle had a way of acquiring things she shouldn’t have.

      “Did you try calling his mum?” Megan Raast, the only other Scot in the room, asked.

      The team had become very close to Ryan’s family during his months in hospital. Especially to his younger sister, who had Downs Syndrome. Grace had pretty much become the team’s mascot during the past year. She was a good kid. One of the few people Callum didn’t mind having around.

      His family had returned to Cornwall after it was clear Ryan would be fine. And, although Cornwall wasn’t exactly a day trip from London, they still kept close tabs on Ryan and visited often. Seemed as though none of the people who loved Ryan were quite ready to get over those months he’d been in a coma.

      “Yeah,” Joe said. “I called her straight after I spoke to his grandparents. I didn’t give anything away, just told her I rang to say hi. She hasn’t spoken to him since Sunday.”

      “Girlfriends?” Dimitri, Megan’s husband—and keeper—asked.

      “He hasn’t been seeing anyone since he woke up,” Elle said as she typed. “Says he doesn’t have time for it. I think he’s still a bit freaked that his last Tinder interaction led to our Wi-Fi being hacked and the building getting bombed.” She looked up at Callum. “A thing like that can put you off romance.”

      Honestly, there was nothing to say to that, even if Callum could think of something.

      “Friends?” he said instead.

      “We’re his friends,” Elle said.

      Her husband stretched his arm across the back of her chair. Unlike his wife, David Knight was the picture of all things ordinary and unassuming. Callum pitied anyone stupid enough to fall for his act. The former CIA agent’s skills were deadly. “He hasn’t forgotten anything important in months, so chances of today’s test slipping his mind are slim.”

      “Maybe something happened at the doctor this morning that scared him?” Julia Barone was sitting in the corner of the room, partially hidden by a huge office plant that Callum kept having removed, only for it to reappear. “Has anyone spoken with his neurologist?”

      Even though Julia now managed to speak without being coerced, Callum still couldn’t get her to take a seat at the table. She liked to be able to hide if anyone started shouting. If she hadn’t been the best business manager on the planet, he’d have fired her years earlier. Although, her husband, Joe, might have taken issue with that, and he could be a scary son of a bitch when the situation warranted it.

      When no one answered her, Julia stood. “I’ll take that as a no. I’ll call her now.” She pulled out her phone as she left the room.

      “Has he been feeling sick recently? Any head pain? Migraines?” Megan tossed her long blonde hair over the shoulder of her black leather biker’s jacket.

      “Not that he’s mentioned,” Joe said.

      Everyone else shook their heads in agreement; he hadn’t shared any worries with them either.

      “He’s remarkably healthy for someone who spent months recovering from a coma,” Rachel said dryly.

      For once, he had to agree with Cruella. “A wee bit too healthy.”

      “You think he’s hiding something?” Joe asked.

      Elle was already shaking her head. “No, he wouldn’t. He’s been working so hard to get back into shape. All he can talk about is getting to rejoin the team.”

      “Have to say,” Joe leaned back in his seat. “I’ve spent a lot of time on the firing range with him, and I’m impressed. He can shoot just as well both left-handed and right, and I’ve never seen any physical issues. Not once.”

      Callum shared a look with Rachel, who was equally skeptical. They both knew how eager Ryan was to put the head injury behind him. It was a concern that he’d rush things in order to get to his goal as fast as possible. The last thing the boy needed was to relapse, purely because he was pushing himself too hard.

      Callum knew exactly how that felt. There’d been a time when he’d been so eager to get back to normality that he hadn’t properly dealt with losing his legs. He didn’t want Ryan to repeat his mistakes.

      Julia came back into the room, worry etched on her brow. “The consultant said that Ryan’s doing great. The issues that he still has are mild and may never go away, but she’s confident he’s learned to adjust and deal with them. In fact, she’s been talking about dismissing him from her clinic. She doesn’t think there’s anything else she can do for him that his physio couldn’t achieve.”

      “So, he’s as fit and healthy as he tells us all he is?” Callum asked.

      “Yes.” Julia nodded.

      Callum felt his throat tighten as a surge of relief hit him.

      “Did you ask about his mood while he was there?” Rachel asked while looking at her phone.

      “She said he was happy and excited about retaking his firearms proficiency exam. All he talked about was getting back in the field.” Julia nibbled her bottom lip. “Do you think he’s been in an accident?”

      “I can check the hospitals, just in case,” Joe said. “He wouldn’t have been driving; he hasn’t been cleared for that yet. He’s retaking his test next week.”

      Elle sucked in a breath, drawing everyone’s attention. For once, her fingers were still over her keyboard, and her face was paler than usual beneath her blue hair.

      David tugged at a luminous lock. “What is it, Blue?”

      Her eyes were impossibly wide as she glanced at David before looking up at Callum. “I can’t find him.”

      “Aye,” Callum said slowly, wondering if marriage had dimmed her intellect, “that would be because he’s missin—”

      “No, I mean, I can’t find any trace of his cell phone, or…” She shifted nervously in her seat.

      “Spit it out.” Callum felt a migraine coming on, which happened every time their resident hacker got that guilty look on her face.

      Elle batted her lashes at him as she feigned an innocence no one in their right mind would ever believe. “You know how much I worry about all of you, right?”

      Joe gave her an indulgent smile. “You’re talking about your not-so-secret clandestine hobby of tracking our phones, putting tracers on our cars, and generally snooping on us using GPS?”

      “Yeah. Kinda like that, only a bit different…” She glanced at David, who was trying not to grin as he shook his head. “I injected him with a tracking device,” she blurted.

      “What—” Callum exploded.

      “For the love of Prada,” Rachel said as she rolled her eyes. “You can’t be surprised. I’m more shocked she hasn’t tagged the rest of us.” She narrowed her eyes at Elle. “Have you?”

      “No.” There was a very loud and unsaid “not yet” hanging at the end of Elle’s reply. She held up her hands to stall any other comments. “To be fair, it was back in the beginning when he couldn’t walk down the hospital corridor without getting lost. I was worried he’d wander out of the hospital’s front door and we’d never find him again, so I tagged him.” She paused. Swallowed. Took a breath. “Twice. Just to be sure.”

      Callum could feel his blood pressure shoot up into the stratosphere. He pinched the bridge of his nose. “You realize you’ve broken about a million laws, right?”

      “I don’t think they count if it’s done out of love.”

      “Elle—” Callum started.

      “It doesn’t matter anyway because I can’t find him.” She looked like she was about to burst into tears, so he kept his reprimand for another day.

      “What do you mean?” Callum was seriously losing his patience. “The signal is blocked? Or he’s out of range?”

      “I mean, it doesn’t exist.” Elle pointed at her screen. “He’s only been gone six hours, and after I couldn’t find him in London, I increased the search radius to wherever he could travel to within that timeframe. I can’t see his signal anywhere.”

      Callum leaned forward and put his palms on the table. “Explain it to me like I’m an idiot. Is he out of range? Is the system broken? What’s going on?”

      “I can’t explain it.” She looked at David for help, and he rubbed her back. “One tracker malfunctioning, I could understand, but two? It’s as though they don’t exist anymore. They’ve completely disappeared.”

      Joe cleared his throat. “Would there still be a signal if something happened to him? Like, if he wasn’t breathing?”

      “You mean if he was dead?” Elle’s voice trembled.

      Nobody said anything.

      She took a deep breath. “That wouldn’t interfere with the signals. No matter what happened to him, I should still be able to find him on here.” She pointed at her laptop. “I don’t understand.”

      “Right.” Callum’s chest was tight, as though a band had wrapped around it. “Joe and David, go to the hospital and see if you can trace his steps from there.”

      “We might get something off
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