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            Chapter One

         
         The knife sliced into her skin. It cut deep, and the pain was white-hot. Ana Young locked her teeth together and stared straight
            ahead . . . straight into her brother’s horrified eyes. He was tied in the chair across from her, yanking and twisting against
            his ropes as he tried to break free.
         

         
         But he couldn’t escape. Neither could she.

         
         But she could stay silent.

         
         Asher . . . her twin wasn’t silent. He was screaming, “Let my sister go! Stop it! Stop, please! Don’t hurt her!”

         
         Asher didn’t get it. The man with the knife . . . he enjoyed hurting her.

         
         Another slice. Even deeper this time. Ana licked her lip and tasted blood. The first slice had been to her face. Only her
            attacker had paused after that.
         

         
         “Let’s save her pretty face for later.”

         
         And the knife had gone into her body, again and again. She tried to keep her eyes open. Tried to keep looking at Asher. When
            the end came, she wanted his face to be the last thing that she saw. She wanted Asher to know that she hadn’t been afraid.
            That she was strong.
         

         
         Another slice of that knife and she could feel tears sliding down her cheeks. The pain was wrecking her. Destroying the girl
            she’d been. Leaving someone else—something else in her place.
         

         
         Don’t fear the pain. Don’t tense when the knife sinks into you. Look at Asher. Look at him.

         
         “Let my sister go, you fucking bastard! You want to hurt someone? Hurt me, not Ana! Let her go!”

         
         Ana’s eyes were sagging shut. Asher’s voice was fading. It suddenly seemed so distant. Odd, since he was just a few feet away.
            They’d put them close together so Asher would be able to see every cut perfectly.
         

         
         Was she dying? Ana didn’t want to go out like this. Tied up, trapped. Some sick bastard’s toy.

         
         She didn’t want to go out like this . . .

         
         Her eyes closed.

         
         And part of her died.

         
         The good part.

         
         “Ana?” A hard hand closed over her shoulder. Ana jerked at the touch, and the dream—more like twisted memory—vanished in an
            instant. She jumped to her feet, whirling around, and Ana found her boss, Gabe Spencer, frowning at her.
         

         
         Way to make a killer impression on the big boss, Ana.

         
         She shoved back her hair, lifted her chin, and straightened her spine. Not that straightening her spine did much. When you
            were all of five feet, two inches, it was often hard to look intimidating. She wasn’t the kind of woman who wore high heels—they
            just slowed her down when she was chasing criminals—so Ana had long grown accustomed to tipping back her chin and staring
            at the world with her go-to-hell gaze.
         

         
         Only it wasn’t exactly appropriate to use that gaze on the big boss.

         
         Like it’s appropriate to be caught sleeping at the office by him.

         
         Ana cleared her throat. “Hi, Gabe. I was . . . brainstorming on the new case.” She smiled at him. The smile was one of her
            secret weapons. Slow and disarming, that smile had saved her ass more times than she could count. In her line of work, some
            people erroneously thought that looking delicate was a weakness. Not so . . . Ana used her deceptively delicate appearance
            every single chance that she had.
         

         
         But Gabe—former SEAL and now big, bad man in charge of LOST—well, he didn’t exactly look disarmed. His bright blue stare swept
            over her, and a faint furrow appeared between his brows. “Did you pull another all-nighter?”
         

         
         Maybe.

         
         “Ana . . .” He sighed out her name. “I hired you because I know you’re good. Your track record speaks for itself. You don’t have to burn yourself out because you’re trying to tear through
            the old case files at LOST in order to prove something to me.”
         

         
         Gabe was a good guy. He wasn’t chewing her ass out for the on-the-job nap. He understood exactly what she’d been doing.

         
         So Ana let her guard drop, just a bit, with him. After all, she’d known Gabe for years. They’d been friends long before she’d
            finally let him lure her into joining the LOST team. Gabe knew her secrets. Well, most of them. There were some secrets that
            even Ana’s twin brother, Asher, didn’t know.
         

         
         And I plan to keep things that way.

         
         “There are just so many of them,” Ana said, glancing over at her desk and the files that were spread out there. “All those
            people . . . still missing. All those families . . . just hoping that their kids will come home. Husbands, looking for wives.
            Mothers, looking for their daughters. Friends, looking for—” She broke off, her lips pressing together. “I just want to help
            them.”
         

         
         And that was why she’d finally given in and joined LOST.

         
         The Last Option Search Team was Gabe’s baby. Years ago, his sister had vanished, and when the local authorities hadn’t been
            able to find her, Gabe had joined the search. Unfortunately, he’d found his sister too late. He’d buried her instead of returning
            her home, and after that terrible tragedy, Gabe had made it his mission to help other families. The agents who worked at LOST
            were truly the last option for so many. People turned to LOST when their hope was gone. When the FBI and the cops and everyone
            else said the case was dead . . . LOST kept looking.
         

         
         And the agents at LOST had been showing amazing results. Hell, within the last year, they’d even stopped two serial killers.
            They’d saved victims, not just found bodies. They were making a huge difference in the world.
         

         
         And I want to be part of that difference.

         
         So maybe she’d been burning the midnight oil as she reviewed case files. One in particular kept nagging at her. Cathy Wise.
            The girl had been just thirteen when she vanished.
         

         
         And I was fourteen when I was abducted. Only Ana had gotten to go home again.
         

         
         Cathy . . . hadn’t. Not yet.

         
         “I get personally involved,” Ana confessed. “I know I should probably hold back but . . .” But I can see myself in these cases. We have to help the victims.

         
         “No.” Gabe’s voice was soft. “We need to be involved, Ana. We need to care. It motivates us to get the job done.” He inclined
            his head toward the files. “But you can’t let the job consume you. As hard as we try, there will always be other cases out
            there. Others who go missing.”
         

         
         Her stomach twisted because she knew he was right. Every day, someone new vanished. Every day, a life was destroyed.

         
         “That’s why I’m in your office now,” Gabe added. A faint smile curved his lips and his eyes glinted. “Not just because I wanted
            to interrupt your nap time.”
         

         
         Trust me, with the dream I was having . . . I’m glad you did interrupt.

         
         “We have a new case.”

         
         Ana took a quick step toward him.

         
         But Gabe lifted a hand. “Before you get too excited, this case comes with some strings.”

         
         Strings? What was that supposed to mean? She was over her probationary period at LOST. She’d been handling cases on her own
            for weeks now.
         

         
         “You’ll have a partner on this one.”

         
         Well, yes, that was standard LOST procedure. Always have someone watching your ass. That was a Gabe Spencer directive that had come down on day one.
         

         
         “He’s . . . not with LOST.”

         
         Okay, now she was curious. “Then who is he with?”

         
         “The FBI.”

         
         She tensed. A natural reaction for her. She didn’t tend to like the Feds. With her past, with the way she’d seen the Feds
            tear into people’s lives . . . I don’t exactly play nicely with them.

         
         “He’s the one who brought us the case, Ana. Come in, talk with him, and just listen to what he has to say.” Gabe paused. “And
            you should know that the agent asked to work with you, specifically.”
         

         
         Oh, hell, no. She did not like where this was going. Her inner alarms were definitely ringing. “What’s this FBI agent’s name?” The knot in her stomach
            twisted tighter even as she started a mental chant of Don’t be Cash Knox. Don’t be Cash Knox. Don’t be—

         
         “FBI Agent Cash Knox.”

         
         Of course. Because she truly did have some of the worst luck in the world.

         
         “There a problem?” Gabe asked, squinting a bit at her.

         
         Oh, jeez. Ana hoped she hadn’t flinched or made some kind of horrible, pained face when he mentioned the FBI agent’s name.
            “No, no problem at all.” She pasted a big smile on her face.
         

         
         “Agent Knox said that he’d worked with you before.”

         
         Worked with me. Had sex with me. Let’s not go over all the gory details right now.

         
         “But,” Gabe continued carefully, as he inclined his dark head toward her, “this case . . . it’s not going to be an easy one.”

         
         Fine with her. “I don’t like easy.”

         
         He nodded, looking pleased, and Ana knew she’d given the right answer. “Then come into my office,” Gabe said, “and I’ll tell
            you everything. Agent Knox is waiting for us.”
         

         
         Right. She rolled back her shoulders. “Lead the way.” While I get my shit together. Because she hadn’t seen Cash in years . . . two years and a month, to be exact. She hadn’t laid eyes on the guy since she’d
            left him sleeping after a night of great sex. She’d slipped away and hadn’t looked back.
         

         
         Because Cash is like Gabe . . . one of the “good” guys. And good guys weren’t meant for her. Ana shoved a lock of hair behind her ear, grabbed her rather beat-up jacket from the
            back of her chair, and she hurriedly followed Gabe out of her office and down the hallway.
         

         
         As they walked down that hallway, she glanced out of the bank of windows to her right. The bustling city of Atlanta was definitely
            alive and well . . . even though it was only a little after eight a.m. Gabe had been right about her all-nighter. She’d pulled
            another one because staying at home, having her demons torment her—well, it wasn’t an option she wanted. So she’d escaped
            into work.
         

         
         I thought if I couldn’t help myself, maybe I could help someone else. Someone like Cathy Wise.
         

         
         They passed Gabe’s assistant and Melody gave Ana a quick, friendly wave. Ana waved back even as her gaze darted to Gabe’s
            closed door. Cash was in there. How was she supposed to handle this?
         

         
         Act as if nothing ever happened. She could do that. Cash would be all business, and so would she. Besides, it wasn’t as if a good guy like Cash would cause
            trouble. Maybe he didn’t even remember their night together. They’d both been drinking, thanks to the big celebration. Ana
            had brought in one of the FBI’s ten most wanted, a sadistic asshole named Bernie Tate who’d enjoyed kidnapping and murdering
            women in their early twenties. He’d taken three victims by the time he was stopped.
         

         
         And I was the one who stopped him.

         
         She was still proud of that fact.

         
         Gabe opened the door to his office and held it, waiting for her to walk inside. Ana schooled her features, made sure her steps
            were slow and steady, and she marched in to face her past.
         

         
         FBI Special Agent Cash Knox was turned away from her. He stood in front of the large windows in Gabe’s office, and Cash’s
            stare was on the city below. But, as soon as she crossed the threshold into the office, his body stiffened and his head turned
            in her direction.
         

         
         Cash’s gaze met hers. She’d forgotten just how intense his green eyes were. Forgotten that his face wasn’t exactly handsome.
            Instead, it was rugged, a face with an edge that had made her think of danger the first time she’d seen him. Cash’s jaw was
            hard, square, and currently clenched. His cheekbones were high, and a faint dimple notched the middle of his chin. A line
            of stubble coated his jaw, dark stubble to match his hair. Cash kept his hair cut almost ruthlessly short—that style hadn’t
            changed in the last two years. The guy’s hair was so thick that if he let it grow, she was sure it would be something to see . . .
            sexy.
         

         
         But that wasn’t his style. An FBI agent who toed the line didn’t have too-long hair. And I’m guessing that stubble isn’t his normal style, either. It looked as if she wasn’t the only one who’d pulled an all-nighter.
         

         
         Cash stalked toward her. He had on a suit—a well-cut coat and basic black pants. She thought of that suit as FBI business
            time. His badge gleamed on his hip and when he shifted his arm, she saw the bulk of his holster.
         

         
         Gabe followed Ana into the office and shut the door behind him.

         
         “Ana Young,” Cash said, his voice as deep as she remembered. “It’s been a long time.” He offered his hand to her.

         
         And she was a professional, so she just gave him a small smile and took that hand. “Has it?” She released her hold after touching
            him for what she figured was a good-manners length of time. Maybe her fingers tingled from the contact. Maybe she just imagined
            the tingle.
         

         
         “It has,” Cash agreed, dipping his head toward her. “Two years, to be exact.”

         
         No, it’s been two years and one month. Not that either of us should know that.

         
         Cash lowered his hand back to his side. “The last time I saw you . . .” Cash began.

         
         Do not finish that sentence. The last time he’d seen her, she’d been naked. And on top of him.
         

         
         “The last time I saw you,” Cash repeated, his jaw hardening, “you’d just done the job that several dozen FBI agents hadn’t
            been able to accomplish. You’d found Bernie Tate and you’d brought him into federal custody.”
         

         
         Her eyelids flickered. “It was my job. I was a bounty hunter.” Actually, she could admit with pride that she’d been the best
            freaking bounty hunter in the whole United States. “And there was quite a reward on his head.” But the reward hadn’t mattered
            to her—it never did. She’d wanted to get that monster off the streets so that he wouldn’t hurt anyone else.
         

         
         And she had. Bernie was currently rotting in a maximum security hold in Virginia, Wingate Penitentiary. A place reputed to
            be a real hell on earth.
         

         
         “I need you to do that job again,” Cash said.

         
         Now she blinked in surprise. “Excuse me?”

         
         Gabe walked around her and headed toward his desk. “Seems there was an . . . incident late last night.” He eased into his
            chair and the leather gave a long groan beneath him. “Since you were pulling an all-nighter at the office, I’m guessing you
            missed the news.”
         

         
         Ana glanced between Gabe and Cash. “What news?”

         
         “Bernie Tate was being transferred,” Cash explained grimly. “But during that transfer, the prison van broke down. Bernie Tate
            escaped.”
         

         
         “You are kidding me.” He’d better be kidding.

         
         “I wish that were the case,” Cash told her. “Trust me, I do, but he’s gone. And I need you to find him.”

         
         “Before he kills again.” She started to pace. She did that—when she was pissed, when she was scared, when she was trying to
            figure out what the hell to do next. “I can’t believe this! The guy should have been locked away for the rest of his life!
            He shouldn’t be out! How the hell did this happen?” She thought of his victims . . .
         

         
         She still remembered them all.

         
         Brenda George, twenty-two, a nursing student who’d been stabbed twenty-two times . . . the perfect number to match her age.

         
         Kennedy Crenshaw, twenty-four, a young mother who’d still been alive when the cops found her . . . only she’d died an hour
            later, her body littered with stab wounds.
         

         
         Janice Burrell, twenty-eight, a divorcee who’d made the mistake of hooking up with Bernie at a bar. He’d stabbed her so many
            times that her blood had covered the walls of her motel room.
         

         
         “He said there were more victims,” Cash murmured. “So the FBI worked out a deal to have him moved to a different prison, provided
            the guy talked and told us where those bodies were hidden.”
         

         
         Her eyes squeezed together. “You got played. Bernie isn’t the kind of guy who hides his kills. He wanted everyone to know
            what he was doing. He was proud of his crimes.”
         

         
         “I agree,” Cash said, surprising her.

         
         Her eyes opened and locked on him.

         
         “But my boss didn’t listen to me.” The faint lines on either side of his mouth deepened. “Now we’re in a serious clusterfuck
            situation. The media is in a frenzy. We’ve got manhunts going in the area, and we need to get Bernie Tate back into custody,
            freaking yesterday.”
         

         
         Gabe tapped his fingers on the top of his desk. “I explained to the agent here that LOST doesn’t normally hunt down criminals.”
            His expression tightened as he studied Cash. “Our goal is to help the victims.”
         

         
         Cash raked a hand over his hair. “And I told your boss that if we don’t stop Bernie, there will be more victims. It’s only a matter of time.”
         

         
         Ana swiped her tongue over her top lip, feeling the old scar that raised the skin there. “Agent Knox is right. Bernie Tate
            isn’t going to just disappear quietly into the sunset. He will start hunting again, and he’ll take down as many innocent people as he can.” She strode toward the windows. “Especially since
            he’s been in prison,” Ana mused. “He’s been away from the blood for too long. He liked the blood, liked the thrill he got
            from hurting women.” She could see people walking down on the street below. Men and women, going about their normal lives.
            Having no idea . . .
         

         
         Danger is everywhere.

         
         “You caught him before, Ana,” Cash said, his voice roughening with intensity. “I think you can do it again. I got the all-clear
            from my boss to pull you in on this. The FBI wants Bernie back in custody, as quickly and as quietly as possible.” There was
            a pause. “I need you, Ana.”
         

         
         She spun around. Her gaze jerked toward him. There was something in his eyes . . .

         
         Cash exhaled on a long breath. “As I told your boss, the FBI is willing to offer certain incentives for your cooperation on
            this case.”
         

         
         “What kind of incentives?”

         
         Gabe gave a low laugh. “The ‘you scratch my back, and I’ll scratch yours’ variety.”

         
         “The FBI is promising help on future LOST cases,” Cash elaborated. “The FBI and LOST have crossed paths plenty of times, and
            sometimes that intersection has proven . . . painful.”
         

         
         That’s an understatement.

         
         “We’re offering support to LOST, we’re offering whatever damn deal it takes,” Cash added grimly. “We just need you on board
            in the hunt for Bernie.”
         

         
         “The FBI certainly seems desperate,” Gabe said.

         
         Yes, Ana had just been thinking the same thing.

         
         “Don’t have much faith in your ability to bring the guy in, huh?” Gabe asked as he cocked his head to study Cash.

         
         Anger flashed in Cash’s eyes. “Let’s cut the bullshit, shall we?”

         
         Let’s do that. She’d never had a lot of patience for bullshit.
         

         
         Cash pointed at Ana. “She’s the best tracker there is. I still don’t know how the hell she found him before, but time is of
            the essence. Bernie Tate is missing, and the FBI wants him brought back in. If Ana does the job, the FBI will owe LOST.”
         

         
         Definitely the “I’ll scratch yours” variety of favor.

         
         “What do you think, Ana?” Gabe asked, drawing her gaze once more. “You joined LOST to find the victims, not to clean up messes
            left by the FBI. So if you don’t want to take the case, you don’t have to do it.”
         

         
         Cash growled.

         
         Goose bumps rose on her arms.

         
         Gabe rose to his feet. “Ana’s choice,” he said simply. “I told you I’d give you the chance to lay out the case for her, and
            I have. What happens next is completely up to Ana.”
         

         
         Her heartbeat drummed steadily in her chest. She thought of the files on her desk. The victims that needed her help.
         

         
         And she thought of the women who could die if Bernie Tate was left to run free.

         
         “May I talk to Ana alone?” Cash asked, his voice still rough.

         
         Surprise flashed on Gabe’s face. “Don’t really know why you’d need to do that. Whatever you have to say to Ana can certainly
            be said to me, too.” Now he slid from around his desk and walked to Ana’s side. His arm brushed her shoulder. “I’ve known
            Ana for a very long time, and like I told you before, she has my utmost respect. That’s why the choice is hers. If she wants
            this case, LOST will fully support her, if not . . .”
         

         
         Cash’s gaze slid between her and Gabe. His green stare hardened. He opened his mouth to speak—

         
         “I’d like a moment with him,” Ana said quickly. Because I’m not sure what Cash may say next.

         
         Gabe’s eyes slowly slid over her face. Whatever he saw there . . . well, it had him nodding. “Getting kicked out of my own
            office, huh?” A rueful smile curved his lips. “That’s a new one.”
         

         
         She was so not winning points with him today. “Gabe . . .”

         
         His hand brushed over her shoulder. “I’ll be outside. I need to talk with my assistant, anyway. And . . . Ana . . .”

         
         “Yes?”

         
         “You make the choice.”
         

         
         He nodded toward Cash and slowly exited the room. Ana didn’t realize she’d been holding her breath, not until the door closed
            behind him.
         

         
         Then . . .

         
         She became aware of just how thick and heavy the silence was in that office. She could also feel the weight of Cash’s stare.
            She made herself look back at him.
         

         
         “You seem . . . close to your boss.”

         
         Her eyes narrowed. You’d better watch your step, Special Agent. “Gabe is a good man. He wants to help the victims out there.”
         

         
         Cash swore. “And Bernie Tate isn’t a victim.”

         
         “No, he isn’t.” Her hands twisted together. “But if Bernie isn’t brought back into custody, there will be more dead women left in his wake. We both know that’s true.”
         

         
         He stepped toward her. “Then you’re going to help me? You could have just said so—”

         
         “There are conditions.” And she hadn’t wanted to discuss these conditions in front of Gabe.

         
         “Name them.”

         
         “One . . . I want honesty from you.”

         
         His eyelids flickered. “Are you saying I’ve lied to you before?”

         
         “I’m saying that the FBI doesn’t always play by the rules. If I’m working with you, if you’re my partner on this, then I need
            to know I can trust you. I need to know that you’ll have my back.”
         

         
         “I will.” He sounded so sincere.

         
         She wanted to believe him. “I’ll need access to every bit of intel you have on Bernie, even the confidential material, so
            don’t think of holding back.”
         

         
         He nodded. “Done.”

         
         Okay, so far, so good. Time for the last condition. “You don’t mention our past.”

         
         A muscle flexed along his jaw. “Want to run that by me again?”

         
         “I don’t think I need to do that.” She lifted a brow. “I’m absolutely certain you know what I’m talking about. There will
            not be a repeat performance. If we’re hunting Bernie, that’s all we’re doing. We’ll stay professional, and the past will stay
            exactly where it belongs . . . dead and buried.”
         

         
         His gaze slid toward the closed office door. “You don’t want the boss knowing about us.”

         
         “I don’t want anyone knowing my personal business. If you have a problem with that—”
         

         
         “Easy, Ana,” he said, his voice going a bit soft when he said her name. Soft . . . raspy . . . the way he’d said it that long-ago
            night. “Despite what you think, I’ve never been the type to kiss and tell. Our past is our business, no one else’s.”
         

         
         “Good.” She gave a brisk nod. “Then it should stay that way.” Ana offered her hand to him. “I think we have a deal.”

         
         Once more, his hand closed around hers.

         
         And, dammit, his touch did make her skin tingle. She’d offered her hand to him again just so she could see and unfortunately . . .
         

         
         The attraction is still there. I touch him and my body reacts. I look at him and I need.

         
         But sometimes, Ana’s needs could become very, very dark.

         
         Cash doesn’t know about that part of me. He won’t ever know. Because this case was strictly business. And now they had a deal.
         

         
         Time to hunt a killer . . . before he took another life.

         
          

         Bernie Tate groaned as his eyes opened. He expected to see the old, sagging cot above him, his cellmate’s ass would be dragging
            low over him but . . .
         

         
         No, I’m not in that hellhole. Not anymore.

         
         His memory came rushing back to him. He’d been on that transport bus, the only prisoner. The guard had cuffed his hands but
            left his feet loose. Stupid mistake.
         

         
         Bernie had waited for the perfect opportunity. Waited for his chance at freedom . . .

         
         He smiled. That chance had come.

         
         There was no sagging cot above him. There was just the rough wood of a cabin. He could smell the scent of a fire burning somewhere
            close by, probably in the other room. His partner had sure done one real fine job of getting his ass to freedom.
         

         
         Bernie sat up and swung his legs off the narrow bed. He shot to his feet, his stomach growling to remind him that he hadn’t
            eaten since before he’d boarded that transport bus. Maybe his partner had a meal waiting in the cabin for him. Bernie smiled
            as he took a few fast steps toward the door.
         

         
         Then Bernie tripped and he slammed, face-first, into the wooden floor.

         
         “What the hell?” Bernie snarled as he shoved himself up. He was in good shape—he’d made a damn point of staying in shape.
            Trapped in that prison, all he’d been able to do was work out. Exercise had kept him sane. Exercise . . . and his plans.
         

         
         He had so many fine plans.

         
         Goal one . . . find the bitch who got me locked up. Make her pay. Make her bleed. Make her scream.

         
         But . . .

         
         Bernie grabbed for his ankle. There was some kind of shackle on him. A cuff that locked around his left ankle and trailed
            back to the narrow bed. He grabbed the chain and yanked it and the whole bed jerked toward him because the other side of that
            chain was locked around the foot of the bed.
         

         
         The door squeaked behind him. His head jerked and his body twisted as he glared at the asshole in the doorway. “Is this some
            kind of joke?” Bernie shouted. “Get this thing off me!”
         

         
         Then . . . then Bernie saw the knife. Glinting.

         
         “No joke, Bernie.” His partner stepped closer. The knife lifted. “It’s time for you to pay.”

         
         What? No, no, this wasn’t happening. He was free! He’d gotten away from that rat-hole prison. Away from the guards. He was
            free—
         

         
         The knife sliced down toward him. Bernie lifted his hands, trying to shield his face.

         
         The blade drove straight through his left hand and Bernie screamed.

         
         “See?” his partner whispered. “Payback.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
         “Your boss gave you the company jet,” Cash murmured as he sat across from Ana—in one very plush company jet. “You must have a lot of pull with him.” And, yeah, that was jealousy twisting his guts up but he couldn’t help it.
         

         
         When it came to Ana Young—Ana Break-My-Heart Young—his emotions were always raw.
         

         
         At his words, Ana stopped looking at the clouds outside of her window and her head turned toward him. When she locked her
            dark gaze on him, Cash felt that stare like a punch straight to his gut. Ana wasn’t the kind of woman that a guy forgot, though
            Cash had sure as hell tried to put their night behind him.
         

         
         Ana was different.

         
         She was the kind of woman who could wreck a man.

         
         “If you have a question about my relationship with Gabe,” Ana said, her voice clear and easy, “then ask. But don’t make snide-ass
            comments that are only going to piss me off, okay?”
         

         
         That was Ana. Straight to the point. A woman who didn’t play games. He could sure respect that. “Are you involved with him?”

         
         “Am I sleeping with my boss? No. He’s married, actually. Quite happily.” Her lips kicked up into a quick smile. “To a former
            client.”
         

         
         His gaze darted to her lips. Her lips were truly incredible—red and full. And her scar shouldn’t have been sexy. Cash hated that Ana had been hurt. Hated that she was scarred in any way. If he’d had his way, she would have
            never known a moment of pain or fear.
         

         
         Ana had a habit of lightly licking the faint line of her scar when she was in deep thought. A quick swipe of her pink tongue
            across her top lip.
         

         
         Drives me insane.

         
         Not that she knew it. Not that he’d tell her. It had been two years, for fuck’s sake. He’d moved the hell on. And even if
            Ana wasn’t sleeping with her boss, a woman like her would sure be sleeping with someone.

         
         Whoever the guy was . . . he was one lucky bastard.

         
         “What about you, Agent Knox?”

         
         His brows rose. Since when was he Agent Knox?

         
         “You involved with someone?” Her gaze dipped to his left hand. “I don’t see a ring, but that doesn’t mean anything. You certainly
            strike me as the marrying kind.”
         

         
         He flexed his fingers. “Not involved. Definitely not married.” But her words were nagging. “What do you mean about me being
            the marrying kind?”
         

         
         She waved her hand toward him. “Oh, you know.”

         
         He had no clue.

         
         “You’re the true-blue type. The white knight. So I just figured you’d have a white picket fence and an adoring family waiting
            for you by now.” Sadness flickered in her eyes, just for a moment. “I rather wanted that for you.”
         

         
         Wait, what? “Ana Young,” he said, rasping out her name. “You confuse the hell out of me.”
         

         
         Her long lashes fell, casting shadows against her cheeks.

         
         “So . . . are we going to talk about it at all?” Cash drawled, aware that his Texas accent had just slipped out. Ana had grown
            up in Texas, too, though she’d certainly never talked to him about her life. Not that they’d done a whole lot of talking when
            they’d known each other before.
         

         
         They’d met. Ignited. Burned up the sheets.

         
         Then she’d vanished.

         
         Her lashes slowly lifted. Her gaze swept over his face. “You look the same.” Her head tilted a bit as she studied him. “Though
            the stubble is new. Kind of gives you a rough edge.” She paused. “I like it.”
         

         
         Ana.

         
         “As far as talking about ‘it’ . . . I’m assuming you mean the case? Because we really don’t have anything else to talk about.”

         
         That was cold and clear. And Cash found himself smiling. “You seem the same, too.” Direct. Sexy as all hell. But . . . “Prettier,
            though. How is that possible? How do you get better with time?”
         

         
         She stared back at him. Her eyes were so dark, but he could see the gold hidden in their depths. That gold had ignited when
            he’d been inside of her and she’d been coming for him.
         

         
         Focus on the case, man!

         
         Because he wasn’t there for a walk down memory lane. He was with Ana because she truly was the best.

         
         And . . .

         
         So maybe I lied to Ana a bit. He lied to people all the time, and they had no clue. Ana had just said he was the white knight type.
         

         
         That was hilarious. He was as far from a white knight as it was possible to be. His eyes narrowed as he stared at her. Ana
            didn’t understand exactly what was happening with this case, but he did.
         

         
         After all, he’d been the one there when Bernie Tate was sentenced to life in prison. He’d heard the convicted man’s screams.
            His demands to “See the bitch who did this to me! Bring her to me! I’ll make her sorry!” Ana hadn’t been around then. She’d moved on, another
            case, another killer. So she hadn’t realized just how much hate was focused on her.
         

         
         Perhaps time should have made that hatred dim. It hadn’t. As soon as Cash had learned of Bernie’s disappearance, Cash had
            gone to Wingate Penitentiary. He’d seen Bernie’s cell, talked to the guy’s cellmate, and heard all about how Bernie still
            blamed the “beautiful lying bitch” who’d tossed him in jail.
         

         
         Bernie hadn’t forgiven and he hadn’t forgotten. Now that he was free, Cash was betting the guy would be hell-bent on his vengeance.
            And that vengeance? It would be focused on the gorgeous, ex–bounty hunter who was currently seated across from Cash.
         

         
         Bernie wanted to make Ana pay.

         
         Not happening.

         
         So, yeah, Cash had flown straight to Ana. He did want her to help him track Bernie. He hadn’t been lying when he said the woman had skills. But Cash also wanted to keep Ana
            close because . . .
         

         
         The escaped killer wanted her. If Ana and Cash didn’t find Bernie soon, then Cash had no doubt that Bernie would be finding
            them. Or rather . . . Ana.

         
         And when the killer came calling, Cash would make damn sure he was ready. Bernie wouldn’t be cutting into Ana’s soft skin
            with one of his knives. Bernie the Butcher would never claim her as a victim.
         

         
         Hell, no.

         
         “Okay, you’ve been glaring at me for a few minutes,” Ana murmured. “Something you want to share?”

         
         Cash cleared his throat. “Just thinking what I said was true. You are even more beautiful now.” That part wasn’t a lie. The
            woman was absolutely gorgeous. Heart-shaped face. That dark, thick tumble of hair that skimmed over her shoulders. Her dark
            and deep eyes . . .
         

         
         Men looked at Ana. Then they looked again—and couldn’t look away.

         
         He knew she’d used her looks to her advantage a time or twenty during her bounty hunting days. Hell, if a woman like her came
            after you . . . what man ran?
         

         
         “And I see you can be as charming as you were before.” Her smile flashed, then vanished. “Though you really don’t need to
            waste your charm on me. This is business. Just a case, and then we walk away.”
         

         
         Cash nodded. “I’m clear on the plan. Don’t worry.” He glanced at his watch. “We’ll be landing soon.” And their first stop
            would be the prison. Ana wanted to talk to Bernie’s cellmate. Cash had told her that he’d already interviewed the guy, but
            she still wanted her turn at him. And Cash had to admit to being curious because he’d love to see Ana in action. The woman
            truly was the stuff of legend.
         

         
         He’d been in a Virginia field office two years ago when she’d come strolling in, as pretty as you please, with a man in front
            of her. She’d stood in the waiting area, then delicately cleared her throat and said that she was there to collect the reward.
         

         
         Every jaw in the building had dropped when the agents got a look at Bernie. Bernie “the Butcher” Tate.

         
         One of the FBI’s ten most wanted . . . taken down by a woman who seemed to barely skim past five feet in height. Power did
            come in small packages.
         

         
         “I’ll want to talk to the guy who was driving the transport, too,” Ana said.

         
         “He doesn’t remember anything. Said the engine stopped, he got out of the bus to check under the hood, then he got hit from
            behind.”
         

         
         “And when he woke up, the prisoner was gone.” Ana shook her head. “That’s a convenient story. Have you checked to make sure
            that an extra ten or twenty grand wasn’t conveniently dropped into his bank account, too?”
         

         
         He had. “So far, the guy is clear.”

         
         “On the surface, anyone can look good. You have to dig deep to see the dark spots.” Her hands tightened on the hand rests
            on either side of her body. “Bernie obviously has a friend nearby, someone who helped him vanish.”
         

         
         Yeah, Cash knew a partner had to be involved.

         
         “Bernie has been away from his prey for too long,” Ana said, worry edging into her voice. “He’ll hunt at the first opportunity.”

         
         “How did you find Bernie before?” It was the question that had plagued him too many times. “Everyone else was looking for
            him, no one found him but you. How did you do it?”
         

         
         Her smile flashed again. “I did it the same way I’ll do it this time.”

         
         “How?”

         
         She gave a light laugh, husky, oddly sweet. “If I tell you my trade secret, what good will I be to you then?”

         
         “Plenty of good,” Cash growled back.

         
         She seemed to consider it. “Fine . . . you have me all wrong, you see.”

         
         He did?

         
         “You think it’s all about me being the hunter, stalking, finding these men—these criminals.” She shook her head. “That’s wrong.
            I’m not finding them. I’m understanding them.”
         

         
         “Like . . . profiling them?” Because he’d studied profiling plenty during his time at Quantico.

         
         “Something like that. But . . .” Her gaze skittered away from him. “I understand the prey that they want. I become that prey.”

         
         She—what?

         
         “I look at their victims. I see what the killers see. I become what I need to be in order to lure them in.”

         
         Bait.

         
         That soft laughter of hers came again. “You think I don’t understand you, too, Agent Knox?”
         

         
         He couldn’t look away from her, but Ana’s gaze wasn’t on him.

         
         “You think I don’t know why you came all the way to Atlanta in order to get me for this case?”

         
         “Ana . . .”

         
         “White knight,” she whispered. “You don’t need to protect me.”

         
         “You have me wrong.”

         
         “I don’t think so. I told you. I’m very, very good at reading people. Actually . . .” Her index finger rose to tap against
            her lip. Or rather, against the scar that slid across her top lip. “Actually, I’m very good at reading monsters.”
         

         
         He tensed. Cash knew Ana’s story. It would have been impossible to grow up in Texas and not know about what happened to Ana Young and her twin brother, Asher.
         

         
         Her finger paused a moment longer, then fell away from her lip. “I’m surprised the FBI gave you the go-ahead to use me.”

         
         Use me. Those words made him want to squirm. Guilt was riding him hard. But . . . I’m protecting her, too. I won’t let Bernie get his hands on Ana. “With a situation of this magnitude, my boss was willing to bend his normal rules.”
         

         
         “Your boss.” She still wasn’t looking at him. “Darius Vail, right? Isn’t he the executive assistant director for the Criminal,
            Cyber, Response and Services Branch?”
         

         
         “Yes, it’s Vail.”

         
         “And you’re right below him on the totem pole. The agent in charge of the Criminal Investigative Division.” Now her dark stare
            cut toward him. “You’ve certainly moved up the ranks at the Bureau quickly, haven’t you?”
         

         
         “I’m good at what I do.” Had she been keeping tabs on him? Careful, Ana, you’ll make me think you care.

         
         “I have no doubt about that.” She shrugged. “Just as I’m very good at what I do.”

         
         He held her gaze. “Then I suppose we’ll be perfect partners, won’t we?”

         
         Ana smiled at him. It was a smile that didn’t warm her dark eyes. “I guess we’ll see . . .”

         
          

         Wingate Federal Penitentiary.

         
         Ana stared up at the imposing structure. The high, stone walls . . . the barbed wire that covered the top of those walls.
            And the armed guards that she could see patrolling in the towers.
         

         
         Intimidating.

         
         “This place is supposed to be escape-proof,” Cash murmured as they climbed out of the rented SUV and started walking toward
            the gates. “It’s been open for over fifty years, and this is the first escape.”
         

         
         “Hardly the press the folks in charge would want.”

         
         “The warden is pissed,” he added.

         
         Ana shifted her attention to the gates. She could see a man in a brown suit pacing there, moving with short, angry strides.
            Guessing that’s the warden.

         
         “Of course, Warden Phelps is saying the escape didn’t happen at his facility, so he’s not responsible.”
         

         
         “A blame game isn’t going to help us find Bernie any faster.” The warden could point his fingers at the transport driver as
            long as he wanted. “Only thing that matters to me right now . . . does the warden know he’s supposed to stay out of my way?”
         

         
         Cash gave a choked laugh. “Um, no, but I’m sure he’ll be understanding that real fast.”

         
         And the warden rushed toward them. He was a tall, thin man, with red cheeks and light blue eyes. His gaze swept over Ana,
            and confusion flashed on his face, then he looked over at Cash.
         

         
         “Agent Knox.” The warden grabbed Cash’s hand. Pumped it hard. “Do you have news? Have your agents found Tate?”

         
         His agents. Right. Because Cash was in charge of a whole team of agents. Gabe had been the one to do the research on Cash and send his intel
            to Ana’s smart phone. It wasn’t as if she’d been keeping up with Cash’s rock star progress at the FBI over the last two years . . .
            But, yeah, he’d sure jumped to the top of the FBI agent hierarchy fast. His case closure rate was impressive to behold. And
            the criminals he’d taken down?
         

         
         She had to admire his work. He’d certainly made his mark in the Criminal Investigative Division.

         
         “He isn’t back into custody yet,” Cash said.

         
         The warden’s expression immediately turned crestfallen.

         
         “This is Ana Young.” Cash put his hand at the small of Ana’s back. She made herself not tense, but she still felt that odd
            current that zipped through her when he was near. “She’s working as a liaison with the FBI. Ana, this is Warden Hayden Phelps.”
         

         
         “Warden.” She gave him a brisk nod.

         
         “Ms. Young.” He said her name quickly, then looked at Cash. “I don’t understand why you’re back here. You’ve already seen
            his cell. Talked to his cellmate and—”
         

         
         “I haven’t done those things,” Ana interjected, keeping her voice smooth. “That’s why we’re here. Sometimes, a second pair of
            eyes can make all the difference.”
         

         
         The warden’s stare came back to her. And his eyes narrowed as he stared at her face. Then his blue eyes were widening—with
            recognition.
         

         
         Ana was used to that shocked stare. When she’d been a teen, she’d gotten it all the time. As soon as folks recognized her—boom.
            Hello, shock and sadness.

         
         As she’d aged, she’d stopped getting the stare quite so much. But it still happened. Certain true-crime buffs would always
            recognize her face or her name.
         

         
         Judging by the way the warden was currently staring at her, Phelps definitely recognized her. It stood to reason, though,
            that a prison warden would know plenty about true crime.
         

         
         “It’s you,” he said.

         
         Right. Me. The girl who got away. The scarred victim. The—

         
         “Are you his girlfriend?”

         
         “What?” Ana demanded, the question shocking her.

         
         “Tate.” Phelps rubbed his chin. “He had all of those sketches of you . . .” He took an aggressive step toward Cash. “Why did you bring his girlfriend to the prison?”

         
         Cash opened his mouth to reply.

         
         But Ana stepped in front of him. “Hey, warden, settle down.” She put her hands on her hips. “Let’s get a few things straight.
            First of all, I’m not anyone’s girlfriend, and I sure as hell am not involved with a piece of shit like Bernie Tate.”
         

         
         The warden blinked.

         
         “Next”—Ana’s voice sharpened—“Agent Knox clearly told you I was working as a liaison with the FBI—so that means I have clearance
            from him to be here. That clearance means you don’t get to act like a jerk when you talk to me. It means you follow orders,
            and the current order that Agent Knox and I have is for you to stop wasting our time and let us into the prison. We want to
            see Bernie’s cell and we want to talk to his cellmate.”
         

         
         The warden licked his lips. “She . . . doesn’t know?”

         
         He was about to piss her off. She was right in front of him and the guy was still talking to Cash.

         
         But then the warden spun on his heel and hurried back toward the gate. “You’ll both need to leave your weapons at the gate.”

         
         She hadn’t brought a weapon to this fun little tour. Not like it was her first prison visit. She knew the drill. Before she
            followed the warden, Ana glanced back at Cash. “There something you need to tell me before we go in?” Because the warden’s
            words . . . She . . . doesn’t know? were nagging at her.
         

         
         Cash hesitated.

         
         “Aw, Agent Knox,” she murmured. “You’ve been holding back. Hardly the way for our partnership to start.” Then she headed toward
            the gate and the warden.
         

         
         But Cash quickly caught up to her. “Tate may have . . . a fixation on you.”

         
         She walked through the screening area, making sure to lift up her arms while she was searched.

         
         Cash got a patdown near her.

         
         “A fixation, huh?” Ana asked. “So that’s how the warden recognized me.” And not because of my own past. Oddly, she was relieved. She hated for everyone to know about her private hell. Why did her soul have to be bared for the
            masses? “The guy has a picture of me in his cell?”
         

         
         The guards motioned for her to move beyond the security check. Nodding, she headed deeper into the prison. The warden was
            steps ahead of her.
         

         
         “Not just one picture,” Cash said, his voice rumbling behind her.

         
         They passed the general population area. All of the cells were locked, but the inmates rushed forward when they caught a glimpse
            of Ana. There were plenty of catcalls, plenty of shouts, plenty of fucking twisted offers.
         

         
         Ana ignored them all. Replying in any way would have just encouraged the men there, and she wasn’t in the mood for their shit.

         
         But . . . Cash moved closer to her. She could feel the heat of his body against hers. She looked back and saw that his green
            eyes were glinting with fury and his jaw was clenched tightly.
         

         
         “I could screw you so hard, baby!” one prisoner called out. “You’d be screaming for me to—”

         
         Cash stopped walking.

         
         Ana sighed. “Don’t.”

         
         But he was already turning toward the prisoner.

         
         Ana grabbed Cash’s arm. “We do not have time for this crap. He doesn’t matter. He’s just a dumbass locked in a cell. We have
            a job to do.”
         

         
         She could feel the rough tension in his body. Cash wanted to attack. Too bad, he didn’t exactly have that luxury. He was the
            FBI agent. He had to play by the rules.
         

         
         “That’s right, asshole,” the prisoner laughed. “Listen to the cunt. You listen—”

         
         Cash lunged toward the bars. The prisoner let out a yell and jerked back.

         
         A cold smile curved Cash’s lips. A smile that changed his face. He wasn’t handsome any longer. He was dangerous. Dark. Cruel?

         
         The prisoner had gone dead silent.

         
         Everyone had.

         
         “You think I can’t get your ass tossed into solitary confinement?” Cash curled his fingers around the bars. “You think I can’t
            make you wish for hell?”
         

         
         The prisoner—a too-pale redheaded man with tattoos covering his arms—gave a ragged laugh. “This is hell.”

         
         “No.” Cash shook his head. “But keep talking to her like that, and I will show you hell.”
         

         
         She grabbed his arm again. “Come on, Cash.”

         
         This time, he let her pull him away. The redhead didn’t say another word. Whispers and rumbles filled the air. But then the
            warden was leading them down a different corridor, directing them toward a separate area.
         

         
         Quieter but . . .

         
         Ana glanced to the right. There were still plenty of prisoners in this area, but these prisoners were different. Not wild
            and loud.
         

         
         Goose bumps rose on her arms when she met the cold stare of another too-pale inmate. Guess these guys don’t get out too much at all. His gaze was unblinking, and he stood just behind his bars. Watching her.

         
         He smiled and that smile chilled Ana to her core.

         
         They passed another cell. A tall man was in this cell. His arms were wrapped around his body and he was rocking back and forth
            and . . . humming. A low, ghostly hum.
         

         
         “These prisoners require more intense supervision,” the warden explained. He pointed to the humming prisoner. “That’s James
            Duman. You might’ve heard about him. James—”
         

         
         “Killed his family and stayed in the house with their remains for a week,” Cash said, cutting through the warden’s words.

         
         Yes, she did remember that story. At the time, she’d thought the guy had to be insane but James Duman had refused to offer
            an insanity plea at his trial. He’d just pled guilty, and said that he had to be locked up, tight.
         

         
         So he wouldn’t kill again.

         
         They finally reached the last cell, and when Ana looked into that cell, her breath caught in her throat. Now she understood
            just what Cash had been holding back and, yes, she could even see why the warden had asked if she was Tate’s girlfriend.
         

         
         The guy didn’t have just one picture of her on his wall.

         
         She was the whole fucking wall. Sketched pictures of her, one right after the other, littered that wall. Some of the sketches were
            of her whole face. Some were just close-ups of her eyes, of her nose. Of her mouth.
         

         
         Of the scar that sliced across her upper lip.

         
         Warden Phelps cleared his throat. “Prison psychiatrist said it was good for the inmates to . . . express themselves artistically.”

         
         Ana turned her head and stared at the warden. Just stared.

         
         His cheeks reddened even more.

         
         And soft laughter came from deep inside the cell.

         
         “Man had an obsession,” a low voice called out. “And I can see why.”

         
         Ana exhaled slowly and turned back toward that voice. She could see the speaker, a man who was lying on the bottom bunk in
            the cell. As she watched him, he slowly uncurled his body and headed toward her. He was an average-looking fellow, medium
            height, medium build. Dark brown hair, hazy green eyes. He had the kind of face that wouldn’t stand out in a person’s mind,
            probably exactly the sort of face that a criminal wanted. Easy to forget.

         
         “This is Ray Laker,” Phelps said gruffly. “He’s been Tate’s cellmate from day one.”

         
         Ray smiled at her.

         
         “Put your hands through the bars, Ray,” Phelps barked. Ray complied and the guard who’d been leading their little march through
            the prison hurriedly stepped up and cuffed Ray Laker’s hands, effectively pinning him in place next to the bars.
         

         
         “Let them in,” Phelps directed the guard. The young guard bustled forward and pulled out his key ring. A few moments later,
            the cell door creaked open. Ana walked into the cell first, making sure to take her time and not tense her body. She headed
            toward the back wall—and all of the images of herself.
         

         
         Cash marched to her side. “I . . . didn’t want to worry you on the way here.” His voice was low, probably meant just for her
            ears.
         

         
         Ana laughed. “Liar.” She glanced at him from the corner of her eye. “You were afraid if you told me about all of this . . .”
            Ana waved toward the wall. “I wouldn’t help you.” Now she turned to fully face him. “What did you think? That I’d be afraid?”
         

         
         “Yes.” Again, his voice was low.

         
         “This doesn’t scare me. It pisses me off.” Bernie had been in this cell, and he’d been staring at her image all this time?
            Her words were tough and fierce, but inside . . . deep inside . . .
         

         
         Cash stepped closer to her. “It’s okay to be afraid.”

         
         “Screw off, Agent Knox.” She turned on her heel. “And don’t keep any more secrets from me.” She stalked toward the cuffed
            man. “So your cellmate . . . he wanted to make me pay, huh?”
         

         
         It stood to reason that was the case, considering that in a few of the images . . . her eyes had been scratched out.

         
         Ray sagged against the bars, but his head turned in her direction. “You’re Ana.”

         
         She tapped her foot on the cell floor.

         
         “Had to listen to him rage about you plenty of nights. You tricked him. Lied to him. Made him think you were weak . . .” Ray
            laughed. “Got to say, it sure is a pleasure to meet you. I hated that asshole Tate. Everyone else here acted like he was the big bad, but I knew he was nothing but a piece of shit. And to
            think . . . someone as small as you took him down . . .” More laughter.
         

         
         Ana’s hands fisted at her sides. “Yes, meeting me is a pleasure. A real thrill.” Her head cocked to the side. “Know what else
            would be a thrill? If you were responsible for bringing that jerk back to jail.”
         

         
         Ray’s eyes turned to slits.

         
         She hadn’t been lying to Cash earlier. She really did understand monsters. She sized up Ray and knew exactly what he wanted.
            Power. Control. “Tate bossed your ass around the entire time you were here. Now he’s gone, and I know you don’t want him to be living the
            high life on the outside. You want him dragged back here, then tossed into solitary confinement. After this escape crap, you
            know the guards will give him hell every single day. Won’t you enjoy watching that? His hell, where you’re in charge?”
         

         
         Ray swallowed. He didn’t speak, but then again, he didn’t have to say a word. His gleaming eyes told Ana that she was right.

         
         The warden just watched them. The guard shifted nervously from foot to foot, and Cash . . . he was still by the wall of her
            images.
         

         
         “No visitors came to see Tate,” Ana said. Cash had told her that during the plane ride there. “And I’m sure the FBI is already
            going through all his mail, but what I want to know right now is . . . did Tate ever mention anyone to you? Anyone out there that he considered to be a friend?”
         

         
         Ray shook his head. “Bastard had no friends.”

         
         When you were a psychopath, it was hard to have lasting friendships. She huffed out a hard breath. “Was he excited a few days
            before the escape? Did his behavior change?”
         

         
         Ray’s gaze cut toward the warden. “Wouldn
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