
        
            
                
            
        

    
	This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return it to the supplier and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. To obtain permission to excerpt portions of the text, please contact the author at lisareneejones.com/contact

	 All characters in this book are fictional and figments of the author’s imagination. www.lisareneejones.com. 

	 


 

	 

	 

	Luke’s Revenge

	Tall, Dark, and Deadly / Walker Security novel

	 

	By Lisa Renee Jones

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


Dear readers,

	 It’s finally time for the conclusion of Luke (or is it Lucifer?) and Ana’s story. I always like to guide you back into the world when we start a new book, so here is a brief recap. Ana and Luke met when Luke was discharged from the military. Luke aka Lucifer, as a nickname, is a pilot but there is more to his trade and his story. What is that story?

	Luke and Ana’s stepfather, Kurt, cross paths for the first time while seeking the same hostile target and become united against an enemy they go on to defeat. This mission represents the killer Luke has become and while he doesn’t like this part of his life, it’s his duty, a duty that slowly eats away at him. Ultimately though, it’s years later when he leaves the military, and only after yet another close friend is killed, which marks too many dead friends. As a civilian he opens a contract-for-hire business, running legit, high-paying, but often dangerous jobs overseas.

	Luke meets Kurt’s stepdaughter, Ana, who is an FBI agent, when he visits Kurt looking for men for a mission.  Kurt trains men to be assassins for the government. Kurt also raised Ana and her brother, Kasey, when their mother was murdered by one of Kurt’s enemies. Ana and Kasey lost their father when they were young to a car accident. 

	The attraction between Ana and Luke is instant, and Luke isn’t about to let Ana slip away. Not an easy task when Ana avoids men who have connections to Kurt, men training, or trained, to be government assassins. Luke, however, won’t take no for an answer. He pursues her with intensity and determination, a man who has found what he wants and will not accept anyone else. Fortunately for him, Ana falls hard for him. From there, the perfect love story between them seemed to form. 

	Luke proposes to Ana and she accepts. After this commitment is created, Luke is driven to work harder, to do more for Ana in the future. He continues to work his high-risk jobs, at least, long enough to surprise Ana by buying her the horse ranch she’d always wanted, and more. Flash forward, Ana’s stepfather, Kurt, is killed on a government assignment. The facts are few, and all of the circumstances surrounding his death felt off. Even Kurt’s right-hand man, Jake, refuses to talk about the job, claiming it’s top secret.

	Oddly, to Luke, Kurt leaves his home, and training facility, The Ranch, to Kasey, not Ana, when Kasey was a bit of a fuckup, and incapable of taking over the operation. Additionally, Kurt, a wealthy man at the time of his death, leaves Kasey no money to fund The Ranch. Even odder, Ana’s inheritance is sealed, not to be opened for years to come. 

	Another year passes and Luke has planned a couple of final, high-paying jobs, before he shut down his overseas operations. Meanwhile, Kasey is struggling to maintain The Ranch with no cash. As a favor to Ana, Luke took Kasey on one of his final big jobs. 

	It’s on this mission in Egypt while transporting a princess to safety, that Kasey chooses to run a side job, and Luke intervenes. Everything turns south from there. Kasey kills several of Luke’s men and then holds a gun to the head of the princess. A standoff ensues between Luke and Kasey and Luke can see in Kasey’s eyes that he is about to shoot. Luke is forced to kill Kasey. He’s devastated and Ana will be heartbroken.

	It gets complicated from there, as if it’s not complicated enough already. 

	When Luke goes home to tell confess all to Ana, one of the men on his team that was working with Kasey, Trevor, has already found his way to her side. Ana knows about Kasey and Trevor has a painted a dirty picture in which Luke was the dirty one, and Kasey tried to intervene. Ana is freaked out, angry and crying. She ends up shooting Luke or so he thinks. Nothing was as it seems. Ana was actually trying to save him from Trevor when the shuffle made her gun slip from her hand. When she’d tried to catch it, the weapon had gone off. 

	Now, we’re in a quandary. 

	Luke believes Ana shot him on purpose and in Ana’s grief over her brother, she does a horrible job of clearing that up.

	They break-up and Luke moves away, and soon after, is recruited by Walker Security.

	During the two years that follow, the two of them are miserable and angry without each other, but destiny ensures they find each other again. On a training event with Walker, Luke receives a call from Jake, Ana’s godfather, and Kurt’s ex-right-hand man. Jake is frantic, warning Luke “they,” whoever they are, plan to kill Ana. Jake is murdered while Luke is on the phone with him. The man on the phone challenges Luke to get to Ana before him. Luke is desperate to save Ana, the woman he still loves. He arrives to her location just before she is attacked. Despite her negative reaction to seeing him, the fire is there between them and soon Ana and Luke are on the run, in a tug of war of lust, love, anger, and even hate, while everyone around them could be an enemy. 

	Turns out, the day Kasey died, the package he was transporting disappeared. That package is important, and for reasons they don’t understand, the people he was working for have suddenly decided Ana or Luke have that package. A hitlist of everyone who was present on the mission the day Kasey died is discovered as well. One of Luke’s old employees, Parker, barely escapes a hit and joins Ana, Luke, and the Walker team to try to end this mess. Luke, with Walker Security’s help, reaches out to everyone on the list, to warn them of the danger they are in. Ultimately, Ana learns that her ex-partner, Darius, was dirty and working for the bad guys, keeping an eye on her, and searching for the package.

	When Ana meets up with Darius, he is killed in front of her, but not before he slips a phone into her jacket. The bad guys call that phone and demand the package. Luke negotiates to find it—for a price, and by a certain deadline.  

	Meanwhile, Ana discovers Darius left her more than a phone. He left her a clue which leads them to his cabin and a tape recorder with a message. Darius tells Ana, via the recording he’s left her, that her boss, Mike, is dirty, as are many influential people in the city. He also references a key and a lockbox that Ana and Luke have yet to explore at the end of Lucifer’s Touch. This locker is supposed to contain pictures and data that expose their enemies. 

	Ultimately, Kasey was working for a large organization that buys and sells priceless items that are often stolen. Darius has a list of buyers, including the one who was supposed to buy whatever Kasey was transporting. Darius seems to have known a lot of things, but what he didn’t know, was the identity of the big boss behind all of this. Perhaps he was close to finding out when he died. 

	Ana and Luke attempt to question that person but find him dead. Later they also learn that Mike, her boss, has been killed in a car accident, and they are certain his death is a murder. Seems everyone that might lead them to whoever the big boss is, ends up dead.  

	Ana and Luke decide it is time to hole up at her father’s old property, The Ranch, where they can take both a defensive and offensive position. They arrive there and nothing goes as planned. I’m going to share the last scene of Luke’s Touch with you now to bring you back into the moment… 
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Final scene of book Two

	ANA

	We bring The Ranch into view and I swear I feel it like a punch in the chest, the way I did right after Kurt died. Everything feels unsettling where Kurt comes into play. Everything I thought I knew; I no longer believe I know at all. Nothing is as it seems. Who knew just how real those words would become. Luke and I are not over, for starters. In fact, we’re engaged again. That alone is one of the wonders of the world.

	If only everything I thought I knew, but didn’t know, translated to something as wonderful as finding Luke again. 

	But it doesn’t, and outside of the Darius revelations, there are more coming. Soon. Really soon. I feel it in my bones.

	Luke drives us through the gate openings to the property which is miles and miles of land, all of which is a mock battlefield, complete with hidden tunnels, booby traps, and mind games. Kurt was always so good at mind games. He played them with me from the time I was a young girl. I know first-hand that this is a place that makes boys into men and men into warriors and in some cases, monsters. They also made a little girl who loved Barbie dolls into an FBI agent. 

	The central property, which was Kurt’s home, allows for public entry. A necessity considering the training operation this place housed. 

	“We won’t have garage access,” I tell him. 

	“I’ll pull to the rear and after we ensure the house is clear, we’ll pull into the garage out of sight.”

	I nod, that twisty feeling in my belly tightening a bit more. I hate being here today when this place should be empowering. I know it as I know my own name. Intimately, automatically, perfectly. Luke pulls us to the rear of the house, as the rental doesn’t have a connection to the garage, with plans to hide our presence by moving the vehicle later. 

	Luke’s phone rings and he answers with, “Where are you?” then glances in his rearview. 

	I turn to find another SUV headed our way. The rest of our team, I think.

	“Pull to the rear,” Luke informs them, confirming their identity.

	Once we’re parked, Luke and I head to the door. I unlock it and we step inside and my gut goes wild. I instantly know something is wrong. Or maybe this place just feels wrong to me now, because I don’t know the man who once lived here. He had secrets. I’m not sure what to think about, just how deeply they seemed to run. Luke walks toward the kitchen to clear the property. I am drawn to Kurt’s office, almost as if a magnetic field drags me in that direction. I step to the center of the double doors and my breath hitches. 

	Kurt is sitting at the desk.

	He stands up, tall, and healthy looking, his body fit, his face full, but still chiseled. Almost as if he’s been on a really good vacation. 

	“Ana,” he says. “It’s been too long.” He rounds the desk and steps in front of me, and I can see the green of his eyes, with the little orange flecks that reminded the sixteen-year-old me of the fires of hell when he was screaming training commands at me. 

	I stand there, stunned, unable to move, my feet planted on the ground as if the carpet were cement. “How are you here? What is this?”

	“What the fuck, Kurt?” Luke demands, stepping to my side. 

	I’m remotely aware of a door opening and of footsteps behind the three of us, and I want to shout for them to leave, to allow us time to process and claim the answers we deserve. That I deserve. 

	“Everything is not what it seems,” Kurt says. “It’s a lot worse, Ana.”

	“What does that mean?” I demand, my voice trembling, while Luke’s possessive, protective energy pops beside me. 

	“Start talking, Kurt,” Luke demands tightly, and it’s really not a shock when he draws on him, aiming his weapon at him, “because I haven’t decided if I should be celebrating right now or shooting you.”

	Suddenly the dynamic changes. Another person enters the picture. “Kurt, you bastard. You really need to just die already, but at least I can finally make you pay properly for your stupidity.” 

	I whirl around to find Parker holding a gun over my head, pointing it at Kurt. Adam and Savage are not here, at least not at this moment, and I don’t know why. I can barely process what is happening. Why is Parker here and they are not? I never get a chance to ask. The next thing I know I’m grabbed from behind and Kurt has a hold of me, with a gun pointed at my head. 

	He eyes Luke and issues a command. “Kill him.”

	I’m his shelter because he fears Luke will kill him. And I think he might have to. 

	My fiancé was forced to kill my brother. Now I think he might be forced to kill the only man I’ve ever really looked at as a father. 

	 


Chapter One

	Luke

	The roar of blood rushes in my ear, while the lightning burn of adrenaline shoots through my veins, a familiar call to action. I have about three seconds to process what has happened and where that leads me, but I’m in a familiar place, in a zone where I’m outside myself and the room, assessing the scene below. 

	Me holding a gun pointed at Kurt. Him holding a gun to her head, his own daughter. Parker holding a gun pointed at Kurt and shouting at him like he knows him. Kurt shouting at me to kill Parker, which means turning my gun away from Kurt, and in turn, leaving Ana exposed. 

	That requires me trusting Kurt not to kill Ana.

	Kurt, who pretended to be dead, and was not. 

	That’s a fucked up reality that I don’t have time to fully get my head around right now. What matters now is that he’s forcing my hand, making me choose to kill him or Parker, and gambling that I know him well enough to know he did what he did for a good reason. 

	He’s not wrong. 

	But I’m also not stupid. Kurt’s motivation to push me to kill Parker reads like his desire to shut Parker up before he talks too much. And the fact that I believe this to be the case, means I don’t trust Kurt at all. Decision made. 

	I slide my arm left, shoot the gun out of Parker’s hand, and then for good measure, pop another bullet into his thigh. Before Parker ever hits the ground, my weapon is retrained on Kurt. Parker begins to howl in pain, and I kick his gun away, watching Kurt, who’s still holding Ana. Making damn sure Kurt knows that he’s next if he doesn’t do what I expect and drop his weapon. 

	He has three seconds and I don’t warn him of that fact.

	He knows how this plays out. He created the three-second rule.

	One. 

	Two.

	He releases Ana, his gun lowering to his side, but he doesn’t drop it. His eyes meet mine, a pulse, a tension, and a challenge, between us. But this man knows me, and more than my skills, my willingness to kill. Therefore, my finger on the trigger, ready to squeeze, is the only answer to that challenge he needs. 

	“I kept him alive to hear what he has to say,” I say. “Give me a reason to keep you alive real damn fast.” 

	Ana steps up to him, points her gun at his head, and says, “Drop the weapon,” her voice a low, tight band, threatening to break.

	Only Kurt doesn’t comply. Abruptly and suddenly, instead of dropping his weapon, he aims beyond me, toward Parker or maybe beyond, and at the door. Which I can’t know unless I turn and I have no choice but to do just that. I step sideways, just enough to ensure we aren’t being attacked, and it’s already too late to save Parker. Kurt plants a bullet in his head. Parker is dead. Kurt sets his weapon on the ground and lifts his hands. “He was about to shoot you, son.”

	I don’t immediately accept or reject that explanation.

	I assess the potential danger. Ana’s gun remains pointed at Kurt. The doorway is clear. With those things confirmed, I eye the weapon lying next to Parker’s left hand. I don’t know if he’s ambidextrous, because apparently, I didn’t know shit about Parker, besides yes, he had another gun. That’s clear. What’s not clear is who he intended to shoot. My weapon swings back to Kurt. 

	“I’m unarmed,” Kurt declares. “If I was trying to do you dirty, I wouldn’t be. You know that about me.”

	I’m as certain of that as I am the next lotto pick numbers. I don’t really know that he’s unarmed. Parker damn sure wasn’t. And as for his “son” address, twice now, “It’s Lucifer to you,” I say, “and we both know how Lucifer feels about killing. I’ll drop you like a rock and live with the consequences of Ana’s pain later. Don’t play me, man. You wanted to shut him up.”

	His eyes light with smug amusement. “And yet we both know you’re carved inside out just thinking about killing me. Because you know it’ll kill her.” 

	I don’t argue his statement as right or wrong. I just look at him. I don’t even remind him I killed Kasey. Sometimes what’s in the eyes is what speaks a thousand words.

	His eyes narrow on my face, a tic in his jaw before he clearly sizes me up as willing to shoot because he defends his actions when Kurt never defends his actions. “I didn’t need to shut him up. I came here to tell you both everything.”

	“You could have told us everything before we went to your funeral,” Ana snaps. “And you’re not talking. You’re not saying anything besides ‘please kill me’ that I can hear right now. Because every single time you open your mouth that’s what I hear.”

	He turns to face her, but considering her gun is aimed right at him, not a tremor to her experienced grip, he smartly keeps his own hands in the air. Kurt is reaping the rewards of his own parenting, facing off with an emotionless daughter he created with his constant drills. He did the same to Kasey, only Kasey didn’t know how to be a warrior and a man. It was one or the other, and in the end, he lost his humanity. But knowing Kurt as I do, Ana’s weakness in his mind is that she never did, which is exactly why he softens his voice and says, “Ana, baby girl.”

	I also know Ana. 

	He’s miscalculated his approach and his little “baby girl” endearment is not the right thing to say.

	Her jaw clenches, her anger spiking in the air, her desire to punish him, a living, breathing creature in the room. All that saves him is Ana’s experience, maturity, and probably her badge. While there are obviously too many that do not, she cares about her duty, and it checks her actions. In truth, it checks the extreme actions Kurt taught us all that could easily have defined Ana in the wrong ways. 

	As it did Kasey.

	With her badge as a part of her core makeup, she steps outside the moment, saving her meltdown for later, and if I have my way, in my arms, when we’re alone. Unless I kill Kurt. Then I don’t know what happens, but ultimately it can’t matter. I can’t let it change what happens next because bottom line, I won’t allow her to be put in a position to kill Kurt. If he has to die, it has to be me who pulls the trigger, not her. 

	And I know Kurt.

	At any moment, he could make a move that forces her hand.

	For that reason, I move toward Ana, intending to place myself in between him and her, when the front door opens. Before I can even turn, I hear Savage murmur, “Mother of God.” I bring him and Adam into view as they both pull their weapons. “Who the hell do I need to kill?” Savage asks. “I’ll ask why later.”

	“I think Ana has that under control,” Adam replies. “The man she’s presently holding a gun on is Kurt, her stepfather, whose funeral I believe she went to, roughly three years ago.”

	Information me and a bottle of tequila gave him about a year ago somewhere in Iraq. 

	“Someone please come tie him up before I shoot him and make him dead for real, possibly enjoying it way too much for me to wear my badge. And I like my badge.” 

	Adam casts me a lazy, cool-as-a-cucumber look because he is cool as a cucumber and asks, “Any idea where I can find rope?” No wonder I like him. He’s a fucking badass.

	“Garage,” Ana supplies. “Far left wall, in the storage bin.” Her eyes remain fixated on Kurt, a blistering anger in their depths. “You claim you came here to tell us everything. Try opening your mouth and speaking words.” 

	“Everything I did was to protect you, Ana.”

	Ana gives a choked laugh that still manages to remind me of a princess at a ball, elated as a new song begins to play and inviting everyone to join in a playful dance number. Her delicate delivery of even the worst subject matter is part of what makes her a deadly package. The enemy never sees her coming, even when she’s standing in front of them. 

	“There’s that word again,” she says. “Everything. And if I believed that, I’d buy the swampland I’m sure you’d been selling while you were away. I’d also be a fool, which I am not, but I’ll humor you. What exactly was ‘everything’ in your book?”

	Kurt scowls, a rare outward sign of his waning patience with the woman he once called daughter. “Put the gun down and let’s sit down and talk.”

	“I’m not ready to put the gun down,” she replies. “I’m not sure I’ll put it down until you’re dead.”

	If he knows her, if he’s paid her one ounce of attention all her life, he understands that the coldness in her, tells a story. She’s not one to blow smoke. Ana shot me, but she never wanted me dead, but then Ana never saw me as the enemy. She does him. 

	 


Chapter Two

	Ana

	I’d say I’m living in a twisted episode of The Twilight Zone, but the room echoes with lies.

	With Kurt standing in front of me, my weapon aimed at him with the steady hand he trained me to maintain, his famous words ring in my mind: Trusting is your choice. Proving you wrong is your enemy’s decision.

	He not only made his decision, but he also has to live with it.

	I went from elated to see the man I once considered my father, to ready to kill him in all of about thirty seconds. I can’t trust him and I know this because he told me that the instant he held the gun at my head. Then he killed Parker and drove that point home. He’s not here to protect me. He’s here to protect himself and as he stands here before me, I swear to the good Lord above, he’s going to tell me the truth of what’s going on here. All of it. 

	“You sure you want to point that gun at me, Ana?” he challenges, his eyes calculating, as is his demeanor. If he was all about love and reconciliation, why is that what I read in him? No good reason, I’m certain. 

	Luke steps to my side, a silent source of support, who knows me well enough to know that I need this confrontation to be mine, just mine, at least for right now but I appreciate his presence. It’s right, in ways Kurt’s is not. 

	“I went to your funeral, Kurt,” I remind him as if that says it all, and it does. His very presence defines his death as a lie. It also sends a message. The past died with him, and that past included me. 

	“Some people might suggest you should be happy I’m alive,” he replies. 

	“Unless you tell me you’ve been held prisoner for three years and just escaped, I’m going to assume you washed your hands of me and everything in your life, and only showed back up because you need something.”

	His jaw tics. “All right. You want to do it this way, then we’ll do it this way. Here are the cold hard facts, baby girl. I had a good life. You have a good life. Kasey fucked that up. He got involved with the wrong people. He owed them money. The only way I could save him was to agree to do a job for them.”

	“Who is them?” Luke asks, echoing the question that’s in my mind. 

	Kurt continues as if Luke hasn’t spoken, “One job turned into another job and another. You would have eventually gotten pulled into it. You were their leverage. I had to work for them to protect you.”

	I grimace at the ridiculousness of that reply. “Aside from the fact that you would never, ever allow someone to intimidate you into disappearing,” I state, “what happened to working for them to protect Kasey?” 

	“Kasey stopped being my son long before he died. These people are not stupid. They knew I was going to walk away from them and him.”

	He speaks those words with the kind of icy certainty that would cool off hell and tells me more than I ever wanted to know about Kurt. Because I’d idolized the person who’d raised me, in blind and stupid ways that didn’t allow me to see the real man. 

	“Then he was never your son,” I state, a fact, not a question. “And I’m not your daughter.”

	 “You are not Kasey, Ana,” he assures me, an irritated twitch to his jaw as if I’m the one being unreasonable right now. “You know that. You’re a smart person, choosing to play dumb. You know what your brother was like.”

	He taught me to turn off the emotional switch, and never allow myself to be baited. I will not be baited now. “He was your son,” I repeat. 

	 “Don’t even go down that bullshit path with me,” he snaps. “I gave up everything for that boy, only to discover he’d happily hang me, and you, out to dry, to line his pockets. Even parents have limits.” He holds up his hands. “I get it, though. You think I’m a cold-hearted bastard.”

	My lips press together and I fix him in a stare as cold as his behavior. Sometimes silence says more than a million words, another Kurt teaching, I know all too well. This is one of those times. 

	He gives me a deadpan stare, void of emotion, but there is a calculating quality to his mood.

	Second tick by in which he seems to assess just how hard my code is to crack, before turning his efforts in another direction. He lifts his chin in Luke’s direction. “I wasn’t there the day you killed Kasey, but I know you. And I know for a fact that you tried to spare him, and did so to protect Ana. Kasey was another story. He didn’t care about saving you. He cared about getting you out of his way. Even if that meant you had to die. Tell me I’m wrong.”

	 “I find it interesting that you know that I was the one who killed him,” Luke counters. “It was never in the news. Ana made sure of it. So how did you know?” He motions toward Parker’s lifeless body. “Him?”

	“He’s one of them,” Kurt replies, “one of the men after a treasure big enough to please their boss. He saw me as that prize. He would have told them I was alive, and then they would have come for me and Ana. And probably you. Kasey—” 

	“Is dead,” I state flatly. “You are not. We need to know who these people are. Debating Kasey’s personality and decisions
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