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Chapter One
“I really don’t have the patience for games, Masud. Ask anyone who knows me and they’ll tell you I can’t play a single card game for more than five minutes. I always have to leave and find something more productive to do. Like sharpening my knives.”
Kane Woodland hid his amusement as the redhead across the room lightly dragged a razor-sharp blade over her captive’s neck. The man tied to the chair flinched as if expecting the knife to draw blood, but his tormenter simply chuckled and moved her hand away.
“Sharp, huh?” She stepped in front of him and smiled pleasantly. “I have this great sharpening stone at home, had to order it online because my knife guy ran out of the kind I like. I prefer stones with finer grit, you know? Gives the blade a smoother finish.”
A smile tickled Kane’s lips as she waved the weapon in the air like she was showing the damn thing off. The silver edge winked in the single light bulb dangling from the ceiling, casting white dots over the bound man’s head. Dark, panicky eyes followed the trajectory of the knife, but the redhead didn’t go on the attack. She seemed content toying with her prey, dragging out his fear for as long as humanly possible.
There was no denying it—Kane’s wife was absolutely terrifying.
And maybe it was completely inappropriate considering where they were and what they were doing, but watching Abby interrogate their suspect had gotten his cock semi-hard. Plus, the fact that she had a ‘knife guy’ on speed dial? Just another frickin’ turn-on.
He’d known from the start that he was marrying a warrior, but seeing Abby in action never failed to impress him. And amuse him. And, messed up as it was, arouse the living daylights out of him.
“Go ahead and use your sharp knife on me,” Masud Aswad burst out in heavily accented English. His dark complexion had reddened with anger, an ugly scowl marring his thin lips. “I already told you I don’t know anything. You’re wasting your time.”
Abby squatted on the floor and rested the KA-BAR on her denim-clad thigh. “No, you’re wasting my time. We know you’re working with Nazara. We know you were involved in the abduction. And we know you were the one who delivered the ransom note to Kathy Aberdeen.” She slanted her head, yellow-brown eyes taking on a deadly glint. “What we don’t know is where you stashed the boy. Tell us now, and you can spend the rest of your life behind bars. Don’t tell us, and it’ll be in a coffin.”
Aswad stared back in defiance. “Kill me. I have nothing more to say to you.”
Abby rose with a heavy sigh. “All right, Masud, we’ll do it your way.” She glanced at Kane over her shoulder. “Do you have a coin on you, babe?”
“Of course, sweetheart.” Grinning, he reached into his pocket and fished out some loose change. “Quarter okay?”
“Perfect.” She easily caught the shiny coin he tossed her way then turned back to Masud, whose expression now flickered with bewilderment.
“What’s that for?” the man demanded.
“Standard operating procedure. My husband and I always flip a coin to see which one of us gets the honor of killing a scumbag.” Her tone grew downright cheerful. “But we have very different methods. Kane likes it fast and simple, usually a tidy bullet to the head.” She shrugged. “Boring, in my opinion.”
“Now, sweetheart, there’s nothing wrong with military efficiency,” Kane chided, sidling up beside her. He playfully tugged on a strand of her hair before addressing Aswad. “Abby, on the other hand . . . well, if I’m being honest, she suffers from a mild case of bloodlust. I’m sure you’ve already noticed how much she loves that knife. Her methods are more medieval than mine, I’m afraid. Time-consuming, too. I mean, it takes time to slice someone up into little pieces.”
No mistaking the flicker of fear in the other man’s eyes. Aswad’s skinny arms jerked as he tested his bindings for the hundredth time in the past thirty minutes. Just like before, his shoulders slumped in defeat when he realized he was indeed trapped. There’d be no escaping Kane’s tight-as-fuck knots.
“Call it?” Abby prompted.
Kane pursed his lips. “Tails never fails.”
Nodding, she flicked the coin up in the air. Three pairs of eyes followed the downward path of the quarter as it sailed back into Abby’s palm. She slapped a hand over it, glanced at Aswad, and slowly revealed the coin.
Heads.
“Crap.” Kane released a sigh. “Can I wait outside for this, sweetheart? I know it’ll take a while, and I have some e-mails to answer.”
“No problem,” she said graciously. “I’ll give you a shout when I’m ready to dump the body.”
As Aswad’s face paled, Kane leaned in and brushed a kiss over her lips. Fought not to slip his tongue in her mouth, because damn, he really, really wanted a hot make-out session right now. But they had a job to do and a little boy to find, which trumped his horny need to play tonsil hockey with his wife.
“It was nice knowing you, Masud,” Kane told the soon-to-be-dead man. “Feel free to scream as loud as you want. There’s nobody around for miles.”
A second later, he slid out the door of the rundown desert shack and emerged into the muggy night air. No lights illuminated the area, and no other houses dotted the barren landscape, just a dark expanse of endless sand. He pulled out his cell phone as he stalked toward the beat-up Jeep, dialing the boss’s number.
Jim Morgan had demanded hourly updates. Not a typical request, but given the importance and high-profile nature of the mission, Kane understood the need for constant contact.
Four days ago, the two-year-old son of Kathy Aberdeen, the American Ambassador to Egypt, had been abducted in broad daylight, a daring crime that was currently dominating every news outlet on the globe.
Tommy Aberdeen was snatched during a trip to the market with his nanny, and neither law enforcement nor special task forces had been able to uncover a single lead as to the boy’s whereabouts. They were currently negotiating with the man who’d claimed responsibility for the kidnapping and was demanding ransom for the child—Khalid Nazara, a drug dealer operating out of Cairo. Nazara wanted money, an obscene amount of it, but nobody was foolish enough to believe he’d actually return Tommy Aberdeen once he scored his cash. Which was why the unofficial assistance of Morgan’s team had been requested.
Jim Morgan’s mercenaries had a reputation for getting results. While law enforcement continued to “deal” with Nazara, Morgan’s people were diligently working behind the scenes to locate the kidnappers and extract Ambassador Aberdeen’s only child. They’d already tracked down two of Nazara’s associates and confirmed the involvement of both men, but the location of Nazara and his young hostage remained a mystery.
Hopefully, Abby was about to solve that mystery.
“Hey,” Kane said when Morgan answered. “Aswad’s still not talking, but I think that’s about to change.”
A deep chuckle sounded in his ear. “You left him alone with Abby, huh?”
“Damn right. We both know she’s capable of scaring the truth out of anyone. Hell, she scares me, and she let me marry her.” He unconsciously reached into his pocket for his cigarette pack, only to remember he’d kicked the habit. Smoke-free for almost a year, yet the urge to light up refused to leave him.
“Are you getting anywhere with Bishara?” Kane asked, referring to Nassor Bishara, the third man they’d linked to the Aberdeen abduction, and whom Morgan had gone to interrogate.
“Yeah, there was a little hitch with that,” came the rueful response. “Bishara drew on me, so I put him down.”
Kane swore under his breath. “Bishara’s dead?”
“’Fraid so. I’m on my way back to Cairo now—gonna put the pressure on Nazara’s ex-girlfriend, see if she knows where he’s holed up. You and Abby keep working on Aswad. I’ll see you at the hotel tomorrow morning, sooner if the ex gives me valuable intel.”
Kane would’ve felt better if Morgan had some backup, but this gig had been so last minute that only the three of them had been able to take it on. Morgan’s other operatives were scattered around the globe on other jobs, and he couldn’t pull them out without jeopardizing their ongoing missions.
“Roger that,” Kane said. He hung up and leaned against the rusted passenger side of the Jeep, tilting his head up at the inky sky. Not a single sound wafted out of the shack. A promising sign. If Abby had been using that deadly blade of hers, no way would Aswad be able to stay quiet.
Kane tapped his fingers on the door frame, fighting the urge to go back inside and beat the information out of Aswad himself. But he had to trust Abby to get the job done. Their first few missions together, he’d driven her nuts with his overprotective caveman attitude, gluing himself to her side to ensure that nothing happened to the woman he loved. He’d wised up fast, though. Abby Sinclair was a skilled operative, and the former assassin hadn’t appreciated him going all alpha on her.
It had taken a while, but he’d finally learned how to treat her like a teammate rather than his wife. Now, when they were in the field together, he trusted her implicitly, even if it meant waiting outside like a chump while she tortured a man for intelligence.
Luckily, he didn’t have to wait long. A mere ten minutes later, Abby strode out of the shack with a rare smile tugging on her lips.
As always, the sight of her sent a rush of heat spiraling through him. She was slender but curvy, rocking a pair of tight jeans and a wafer-thin tank top, with her copper-colored hair cascading over one shoulder. Her features were beautiful and flawless, but it was her eyes that drew him in. A deep honey-yellow, the unique color never failing to take his breath away.
He cocked a brow at her approach, noting the trace of crimson staining the serrated edge of her knife. “Is he alive?”
She nodded. “I barely nicked him before he caved like a cheap tent. But he doesn’t know where Nazara’s holding the kid.”
“You certain of that?”
“Yeah. Nazara kept Aswad and Bishara in the dark about the location, just in case they ever got captured by the police. Aswad gave me a list of safe houses Nazara has used in the past. Oh, and some names of former associates who have stashed hostages for Nazara before.”
“Good work, soldier.” Kane dipped his head and smacked a loud kiss on her lips.
Abby rolled her eyes. “Did you kiss your teammates like that when you were a SEAL?”
“Nope. You’re special.”
“What about our teammates now? Do you kiss D after he finds you a useful lead?”
“Not unless I feel like getting kicked in the balls.” Kane laughed as he envisioned the look that’d grace Derek Pratt’s menacing face if he ever tried to kiss the surly bastard. “Like I said, you’re special. Deal with it.”
He could see her lips twitching, and disappointment rippled over him when she didn’t release her laughter. After three years of marriage, Abby had become a lot quicker to laugh than when they’d first met, but that didn’t mean she’d transformed into a bubbly, easygoing woman who voiced her mirth at the drop of a hat. The cold, detached operative he’d once rescued from a Colombian prison still made frequent appearances.
Despite her aloof tendencies, he was madly in love with her and knew she felt the same way about him.
“Call our guy on the task force and tell him to pick up Aswad,” Abby said, all business again. “Unless we have the green light to eliminate him?”
“Negative. The Feds want him behind bars, not six feet under.” He reached for his phone. “Go and keep watch. I’ll arrange for the pickup.”
“Are we rendezvousing with Morgan tonight?”
Kane shook his head. “He’s chasing down Nazara’s ex, so we probably won’t see him until tomorrow morning.” His lips curved. “It’s just you and me tonight.”
She offered another nod. “Let me guess—you want us to go over Nazara’s bank statements again?”
“Nope.”
Abby must have glimpsed the heat in his eyes, because a knowing smirk lifted her lips. “It was the knife, huh?”
“Hell yeah. You know how hot I get when I see you wielding a blade.” He couldn’t resist leaning in and pressing his mouth to hers again, but he kept it brief, pulling back to clap his hands together. “All right. Go inside while I make this call. The sooner Aswad is in handcuffs, the sooner I can have you back at the hotel. Naked.”



Chapter Two
Kane Woodland was the sexiest man to ever walk the earth. Granted, Abby might have had a slight bias, seeing as how the man happened to be her husband, but . . . No, he was definitely the sexiest man ever. Hands down the sexiest.
She couldn’t take her eyes off him as he locked the door of the suite and stalked over with predatory strides. Six-plus feet and a hundred and eighty pounds of pure, masculine power advanced on her, long fingers already bunching the collar of his shirt so he could tug it over his head. His bare chest, broad and magnificent, made her breath hitch. So did the sight of the thick erection that sprang up after he’d shucked his cargo pants.
She could honestly say her husband’s naked body was her most favorite thing in the world. Followed by, of course, her knife collection, and then maybe the three chocolate labs that ran amok on their compound in Costa Rica.
But Kane, in all his naked splendor, topped the list. She’d never craved anyone the way she craved him, or felt this close to another human being before. So connected.
As the thought lingered, a tight vise of pain clamped around her throat. No, not pain. Guilt. In her former life, secrets were necessary for survival, but she and Kane had taken a vow of honesty at the start of their relationship.
She’d never broken that vow—until now.
These past two weeks she’d been keeping something important from him. Something big. And each time he gazed at her with those earnest green eyes, the guilt ate away at her just a little bit more.
“Why do you look so serious?” His husky voice drew her from her distressing thoughts.
It was difficult to answer when he was standing there naked, and even more difficult to dwell on the guilt when her own arousal levels were steadily rising, tingling between her legs and hardening her nipples.
“I was just thinking about . . . nothing.” She shook her head, distracted by the impressive erection jutting toward her.
He caught her gaze and flashed a seductive smile. “I know exactly what you’re thinking about.”
Alarm skittered up her spine. “You do?”
“Yup.” He moved closer and thrust a hand in her hair. “You’re thinking how good my dick is going to feel in your mouth.”
Abby choked out a laugh. God, she loved how dirty he was, and truth be told, his sexual frankness got her ridiculously hot. It was a shocking turn of events, considering she hadn’t enjoyed sex before she’d met Kane. The abuse she’d endured as a child, followed by years of undercover work where sex was just another weapon at her disposal, had tainted her concept of intimacy.
Until she’d met Kane, who’d taught her it was okay to be vulnerable sometimes. To trust. To feel.
“You’re right,” she said softly. “That’s totally what I was thinking.” Just like that, her mind drained of all thoughts except for ones of Kane, all emotions filtering away until only love and desire remained, drawing her to him like a magnet.
He threaded his fingers through her hair, raised an eyebrow, then gave her head a downward tug.
She didn’t hesitate sinking to her knees. The fact that Kane was buck naked and she remained fully clothed made the whole encounter all the more delicious, and even though she was kneeling in front of him, she’d never felt more powerful or feminine in her entire life.
Abby leaned in and licked the tip of his cock, enjoying the immediate groan that escaped his mouth. She glided her tongue along his shaft until he was nice and slick, then curled her fingers around him and stroked. Another husky male groan echoed in the air, this one laced with frustration.
When she peered up and glimpsed the impatience glittering in his eyes, she cast him an innocent smile. “Something wrong?”
He grumbled. “What part of ‘your mouth, my dick’ didn’t you understand, sweetheart?”
Her smile turned coy. “You’re so bossy tonight.”
“You love it.”
He was right. She did love his bossiness, and truth was, she wasn’t in the mood to tease him tonight. She’d been on edge all evening, in need of a swift, explosive release to make her forget about the brick walls they kept hitting during this mission. And just because she happened to be damn skilled at interrogating suspects didn’t mean she enjoyed doing it. Times like these, when she was required to drag out someone’s pain, she found herself longing for her old line of work. In and out—find the target, eliminate him, disappear.
But she wasn’t a contract killer anymore, and most of the time she didn’t regret leaving her former boss Noelle to come to work for Morgan.
And she certainly didn’t regret her decision to open her heart to Kane.
Which made it very easy to open her mouth to Kane.
She took him deep, sucking all the way to the base and moaning as his familiar masculine flavor infused her taste buds. She licked her way back up to the tip and swirled her tongue around his crown, then gripped his shaft as she tightened the suction of her mouth.
“Christ. My favorite fucking thing, looking down and seeing your lips wrapped around me like that.” With a husky sound of contentment, Kane stroked her hair and rocked his hips into her face.
They’d been married long enough for her to know precisely when he was getting close. She felt it now in the telltale pulses of his cock against her tongue, in the way his balls drew up tight and his hips moved faster, and she wasn’t surprised when he suddenly yanked her to her feet. Eager hands tugged at her clothing as his mouth slanted over hers in a reckless kiss.
He had her naked in five seconds flat. Two seconds after that, she was sprawled on the bed while Kane seductively slid down her body. He spread her legs apart and hummed in approval when his hungry gaze fixed on her glistening folds.
“So fucking pretty,” he murmured, sweeping his thumb over her. “I’ve been dying to do this ever since we got to Cairo.”
She’d been dying for it too, but they’d been too busy chasing down leads and doing the job that the Cairo police and international task force couldn’t seem to do on their own. After days of searching for the ambassador’s son, this was the first time she and Kane were actually alone.
She moaned when his lips closed over her clit. He suckled gently, and her hips shot off the bed, making him chuckle. “Heaven . . . you taste like heaven.” He always mumbled the same thing whenever he tasted her. “It won’t take you long at all tonight, will it?” Kane kissed his way down to her opening, his tongue darting out to dip into the moisture pooled there. “You’re so wet. Sensitive as hell,” he added, when the softest flick of his thumb on her clit made her entire body jerk.
Abby shifted restlessly on the mattress. She was a bundle of nerves, ready to explode at the slightest provocation, and luckily her husband knew just what she needed. His mouth found that sensitive bud again, licking in fervor as he slid two fingers inside her and pumped them in time to the ministrations of his tongue.
She came with a soft cry, instinctively grabbing his hair to keep his head in place, but there was hardly anything to grab onto. He was wearing his hair shorter these days, a cropped cut that made it difficult to tug on the sandy-blond strands, but the short bristles did feel nice scratching her palms as she clung to him, trying to prolong the pleasure. It wasn’t enough, though. It was never enough until he was inside her. Completing her.
He knew that too, because he wasted no time crawling up her body and positioning himself between her thighs. He kissed her, nice and slow, his tongue entering her mouth with skillful precision. Whimpering, Abby twined her arms around his neck and rubbed her breasts against the wiry hairs on his chest. He groaned in response, then reached down and cupped one breast, rolling her nipple between his thumb and forefinger.
His eyes twinkled when she gasped. “I’ve missed this,” he admitted. “Feeling you under me, hearing you gasp.”
“I’ve missed it too.” Her words sounded stilted to her ears. Not because she didn’t mean them, but because sharing her emotions still didn’t come easy for her. She loved Kane with all her heart, would go to hell and back for him, but she couldn’t erase the years she’d spent bottling up her feelings overnight.
“Put me inside you,” he said roughly.
Without a word, she slipped her hand between them and grasped his cock, guiding it into the place they both wanted it to be. He slid in, slowly, one inch at a time, pleasure darkening his gaze once he was fully inside her. Abby closed her eyes and rotated her hips, loving the way her muscles stretched to accommodate him, the way her core tingled with each full stroke.
“I spoke to Luke the other day.”
Her eyes popped open in disbelief. “Why the fuck are you talking about Luke right now?” Not that she had anything against their teammate, Luke Dubois, but did Kane really have to bring him up when he was buried inside her?
Her husband chuckled. “He asked me if sex ever gets boring after you’ve been together for a while. Seems he and Olivia are still screwing like bunnies, and he wanted to know if it’s normal.”
She had to grin. “What’d you tell him?”
He moved, ever so slightly, and her inner muscles bore down on him. They both groaned, Kane’s voice growing strained as he answered her. “I said the words boring
sex don’t apply to us.” He swiftly withdrew, then slammed back in with a deep, hard thrust that made her cry out in delight. “I said it always feels like the first time. Always.”
“I know.” Her hands drifted down to his tight buttocks, squeezing hard. “Now stop talking and start fucking.”
His laughter tickled her face. “Yes, ma’am.” He lowered his head and kissed her as he started to move in earnest.
Each hurried thrust brought her closer to the brink again. She kept her eyes open this time, fascinated by Kane’s expression, fueled by it. His green eyes were hazy and gorgeous and hid absolutely nothing. Not his emotions, not his passion.
Seeing his raw need and naked pleasure was all it took to send her toppling over the edge. The orgasm seized her muscles and surged through her veins, leaving bursts of ecstasy in its wake as it traveled through her body. Kane’s mouth stayed glued to hers when he came, and she swallowed his moan of release, stroking his back as he shuddered inside her.
“Goddamn.” Sounding blissful and sated, he eased his muscular body lower so he could rest his head on her breasts. “Jeez. Your heart is pounding like crazy against my ear. You good, sweetheart?”
She sighed happily. “I’m more than good.”
Abby wasn’t sure how long they lay in that position, but she didn’t mind it one damn bit. It was rare for her to hold him—usually he rolled them over and spooned her—but she kind of liked having her big, macho husband draped over her like this, his warm breath heating her nipple. She petted his hair, more content than she’d ever been in her life.
Eventually Kane shifted so he wasn’t crushing her, sliding even lower and nestling his blond head against her belly. She listened to his even breathing, felt him drifting off, and the joy dancing inside her slowly faded into unease. Every soldier she’d ever known always slept with one eye open, and Kane was no exception, for the most part. But when it was just the two of them, he allowed himself to fall into a deep sleep, trusting her enough to do so.
The glaring evidence of his faith in her gnawed at her now, signaling the return of that unceasing flow of guilt.
Swallowing, she gently moved his head and wiggled out of his embrace. When he rumbled with discontent, she brushed her lips over his forehead in a reassuring kiss. “I need to use the bathroom,” she whispered. “I’ll be right back.”
She left him on the bed and made a beeline for the private bath. She’d stashed her duffel there when they’d arrived, and her gaze instantly sought it out. Taking a breath, she knelt on the tiled floor and unzipped the black canvas bag. She rummaged around for her toiletry case. Unzipped that too.
A second later, she held a pink cardboard box in her hands. She stared at it. Read the exclamation-mark-riddled text.
Instant results!
Easy to use!
99% accurate!
Abby bit her lip. Shit. She couldn’t do this.
No, she didn’t want to do this.
It was so much easier to remain oblivious, to only worry about the hypothetical. She couldn’t be pregnant unless the test told her so, and if she didn’t take the test, then she could continue to live in ignorant bliss.
Gulping, she walked over to the sink and ran a small washcloth under the warm water, then cleaned herself up. They hadn’t used a condom tonight. She was on the pill, but a quick Google search had revealed that the stomach bug she’d caught six weeks ago could have decreased the effectiveness of it. She hadn’t realized she was so late until a couple weeks ago, when they’re returned from a job and she’d glanced at the calendar, shocked to discover she’d missed a period without even noticing.
But maybe stress was the culprit for her MIA period. That was a possibility, right? It didn’t mean she was knocked up.
Not the end of the word if you are. You’ll be a great mother.
Her breath hitched. God, it had been ages since she’d heard her adoptive father’s voice in her head. It had once served as her compass, her subconscious taking on Jeremy Thomas’s deep baritone whenever she was in a jam, voicing the advice she knew he’d dispense.
This time, she wasn’t sure she agreed with it.
A great mother?
How could that ever be true? She was a former assassin, a woman who’d once used her body as a weapon. And even if you could erase her past, her current line of work wasn’t exactly conducive to child rearing, either. She was a mercenary—and she liked it. She liked the missions, the danger, the adrenaline high. Isabel Roma, Abby’s closest friend, would probably quit her job in a heartbeat to have Trevor Callaghan’s kid, but Abby wasn’t Isabel. She wasn’t kind and warm and motherly.
She was ruthless and cold, without a single maternal bone in her body.
Her gaze traveled to the box she’d left on the porcelain toilet lid. After a beat, she grabbed the box and shoved it back in the duffel bag.
Not tonight. She couldn’t do it tonight.
It had taken her a long time to find a place where she felt like she truly belonged and a man she could truly connect to. She loved Kane, but she wasn’t ready for their life to change. She wasn’t ready to be a mother.
She didn’t know if she’d ever be ready.



Chapter Three
“Morning, kids. How we all doing?” Jim Morgan strode into Kane and Abby’s hotel room with a surprising amount of energy—and an honest-to-God spring in his step.
Kane couldn’t help but gape at his boss, and noticed Abby doing the same. After ten years of working for Morgan, Kane had reached several conclusions about the man: Jim Morgan was a moody bastard, he was lethal as hell, and you had better chance of winning the lottery than getting a smile out of the man.
But today he looked downright chipper. He was clad in his trademark cargo pants and white T-shirt, with a nine-millimeter Sig Sauer in one hand, a takeout coffee cup in the other, and a scarily out-of-character grin on his face.
“I’m sorry. Who are you?” At Morgan’s answering chuckle, Kane’s eyebrows soared to his forehead. “Seriously, what the hell are you so happy about?”
The other man shrugged before glancing at Abby. “I heard your former boss got in some trouble the other day. A target caught her tailing him and then shot up her car.”
A knowing glimmer entered Abby’s eyes. “Ah, now I get it. You’re tickled pink because Noelle was almost killed.”
Her remark earned them another shrug, but Kane knew his wife had hit the nail right on the head. Lord, he would kill to gain some insight about the turbulent history between Morgan and Noelle, the dangerous blonde known as the Queen of Assassins. Although Kane had seen them in the same room together on a handful of occasions, he still couldn’t figure out if they hated each other or wanted to fuck each other’s brains out. Or maybe a little bit of both.
That Morgan was this thrilled about Noelle being in danger should’ve revealed a lot, yet it did nothing to shed light on the mystery Kane had given up on solving. Whatever their past, neither Morgan nor Noelle seemed inclined to share it with their respective colleagues.
“Which means you’re probably going to kill me now,” Abby finished with a sigh.
Morgan frowned. “Why would I do that?”
Kane warily glanced at his wife, wondering what the hell she was up to. She hadn’t given him any indication this morning that she’d done something Morgan would disapprove of.
“Because I’m about to burst your happy little bubble,” she confessed to their boss. “I—”
“Don’t worry your gorgeous little head about it, Abby,” a female voice drawled from the doorway. “Jim is allergic to happiness. He would have reverted back to bleak and sulky even if you hadn’t gotten in touch with me.”
Morgan’s back snapped straight, as if someone had shoved a metal rod into it. His jaw went tighter than a drum as he glowered at the beautiful woman who strolled into the room like she owned it.
Kane gaped at the newcomer, completely thrown for a loop by her presence. As usual, Noelle wore all black, her long hair streaming down her back like a golden curtain and shimmering in the rays of sunlight peeking in through the window blinds. She truly was exquisite, and, he was ashamed to admit, even more terrifying than his wife. From what he could tell, the woman had no conscience, no qualms about snuffing out a life with whatever lethal tool she had available to her.
“Oh, and Jim?” Noelle said sweetly. “Did you ever think that maybe my target spotted me because I wanted him to?”
After a beat, Morgan cursed. “Of course you wanted it.”
She smiled. “Poor Jim. You were too busy picturing me dead that it didn’t even occur to you, huh? I thought you knew better than to underestimate me.”
“Trust me,” he muttered. “I never underestimate you, baby.” His blue eyes darkened. “What the fuck are you doing here?”
“I asked her to come,” Abby spoke up. “None of our other people are here, and we need the manpower. Noelle has also offered to tap a few of her informants and see if anyone knows where Nazara might be.”
Noelle smirked. “Feel free to thank me now. Or you can do it later, I suppose. But you will be showing me some gratitude, won’t you, Jim?”
A vein throbbed in Morgan’s forehead, conveying his precise feelings on Noelle’s unexpected presence. But Kane’s boss was also extremely shrewd and highly intelligent, and though he was a proud man, he wasn’t stupid enough to turn down assistance from someone who was an undeniable asset to the mission.
Without responding to the taunt, Morgan snapped back into business mode, gesturing to the files scattered on the tabletop. “Did you two find anything useful in the bank records?”
Kane shook his head. “No, but we did some digging into the locations Aswad gave us. A few of them look promising.” His peripheral vision caught Abby’s fingers absently tracing the edge of a photograph from one of the files. A shot of Kathy Aberdeen’s son. “What did you get from Nazara’s ex?”
“Absolutely nothing.” Morgan sounded displeased. He tucked his weapon in his waistband and took a quick sip of coffee, all without acknowledging Noelle. “Get your gear. We’ll split up and check out the potential safe houses. Kane, you’re with me today.”
The order didn’t surprise him. He had a feeling Morgan would rather scour his own skin off than spend any quality time with Noelle, but that didn’t mean Kane liked the sudden change of assignment. He and Abby had been paired up together since they’d arrived in Cairo. They worked well together, and if he were being honest, he preferred being the one to watch her back. He trusted his teammates, of course, but once he and Abby had gotten married, her safety had become his responsibility and nobody else’s.
“We’ll cover the apartment near the Citadel,” Morgan told Kane in a brisk tone. “Abby and Noelle”—he said her name as if it carried the Ebola virus—“can check out the market one.”
“Sounds like a plan.” As Kane rose from his chair, he noticed Abby’s gaze remained focused on the picture. “Abby, you with us?”
Her head jerked up. “Sorry. What was that?”
“We’re heading to Islamic Cairo. You’re with Noelle.”
She nodded, and he hid his frown. The distracted look on her face troubled him. Come to think of it, she’d seemed distracted last night too. She’d gone quiet on him after the explosive sex, but he’d been too exhausted to dwell on it.
“Are you okay?” he asked in a careful tone.
“Yeah, I’m fine.” She shoved the photographs into the file folder then stood up. “I’m going to grab my gear. I’ll meet you outside.”
She hurried off before he could say another word.
*   *   *
She’d forgotten how much she loved Cairo. The loud, busy city wasn’t everyone’s cup of tea, but Abby had always enjoyed her time there. She didn’t even mind covering herself up in the sweltering heat. Modesty was required from the women in Islamic Cairo, the walled historical section of the city, so she and Noelle had donned pants, boots, and long-sleeve shirts out of respect for the culture. The outfits did work to their advantage, though, concealing the various knives and guns hidden on their bodies.
The two women were on foot—neither of them had felt like navigating a vehicle through the maze of streets in bumper-to-bumper traffic. The safe house Aswad had mentioned was located in a rundown building in one of the poorer neighborhoods of the city, and as they headed toward it, Abby sensed her former boss’s blue-eyed gaze boring a hole into the side of her face.
“You lied to Jim,” Noelle remarked. “Why?”
She’d wondered when the other woman would broach the subject. Noelle hadn’t said a word about it when they’d left the hotel in one of the beat-up Jeeps, but Abby had felt the curiosity radiating from that petite-but-deadly body.
“Because he was already on edge,” she said tightly. “I didn’t feel like pissing him off further by admitting that you showed up without my permission.” Aggravation clamped around her throat. “I told you it didn’t need to be done in person. I asked you to dig into any property records filed under Nazara’s name—you could have done that from Paris. So now I’m going to ask you the same thing Morgan did: what the fuck are you doing here?”
The blonde offered a cryptic look, followed by an even more cryptic response. “You said a lot of things on the phone, Abby. I’m here because of the things you didn’t say.”
“What the hell is that supposed to mean?”
Rather than answer the question, Noelle cocked her head at the building up ahead. “That’s our destination. Let’s do a quick sweep.”
Swallowing her frustration, Abby nodded and let Noelle take the lead. They circled the building beforehand, running into a group of laughing, barefoot children in the alley behind it then a bearded man who tried to peddle knockoff jewelry on them.
Once they determined the area was clear, they rounded the building and ascended the rickety steps to the entrance. Somewhere up above, the smell of tobacco drifted out of an open window, mingling with the traces of car exhaust and spices already permeating the muggy air.
They walked right through the unlocked, paint-chipped front door, entering a lobby that reeked of urine, smoke, and rotting food. Abby tried not to breathe as she followed the other woman to the stairwell, keeping her hand on the small of her back in case she needed to draw her weapon.
They climbed ten flights to the top floor and emerged into a hallway that smelled even worse than the lobby. The blistering heat didn’t help, and Abby’s chest was beaded with sweat by the time they reached the door at the end of the hall.
Neither of them spoke as they withdrew their pistols. Noelle cocked her head in a silent signal. Abby responded with a nod.
Noelle reached for the doorknob.
It fell off in her hand.
Abby almost laughed at the sheer disgust that filled those ice-blue eyes, but she hid her amusement when Noelle tossed another signal her way. With another jerk of the head, Abby stepped to the side.
She adjusted the grip on her weapon as Noelle gave a silent count. Three seconds later, her old boss charged forward and kicked open the door with a loud crash. The cheap, aging wood toppled right off the hinges, causing Noelle to curse under her breath as she shot forward to grab hold of the broken door and prop it up against the wall.
This time Abby took the lead. She ventured into the tiny apartment and checked the first doorway on the right, then murmured, “Clear.”
They moved in opposite directions to conduct a sweep. Which took all of five seconds, because the apartment was the size of a shoe box.
Noelle ducked into the sole bedroom in the back, then returned to the closet-size living room, annoyance etched on her face. “Nobody’s here.” Her gaze moved to the plastic coffee table, which was piled with plates of rotted food and a couple of ashtrays overflowing with stale cigarette butts. “From the looks of it, nobody’s been here for a while.”
Abby wrinkled her nose at the clutter, but it was the stench that made her stomach roil. She couldn’t believe the other tenants hadn’t lodged a complaint yet, but then again, the whole building smelled bad, so one rank apartment probably didn’t make much of a difference.
She drifted over to the window and cranked it open, welcoming the rush of air that streamed into the room. Her stomach still felt unsettled, though, and she suddenly wondered if maybe it was . . . No. She swiftly banished the scary thought, distracting herself from the nausea by peering out the window, past the rooftops until her gaze landed on the historic Khan Khalili market. Hundreds of stalls, shops, and tables made up the marketplace, a labyrinth of narrow alleys that someone could easily get lost in—or get abducted from. Kathy Aberdeen’s son had been snatched from one of those alleys, right under the vigilant watch of his bodyguards. A somber reminder that you were never as safe as you thought you were.
Behind her, Noelle was calling Kane with a report. Technically that was Abby’s job, but the queasiness had caused her to drop the ball.
“They’re not here. Any luck on your end?” Noelle paused. “Got it. See you boys later.”
Abby turned away from the window to look at Noelle, who gave the quick shake of her head. “They struck out too. Your hubby wants us to check out the next site.”
With a nod, she headed for the door, but Noelle’s voice stopped her in her tracks.
“Are you cheating on Kane?”
Shock slammed into her. She spun around to face the other woman, her jaw falling open when she realized Noelle was dead serious. Amused, even. “What? Of course not!”
The blonde just watched her. And kept watching. Abby knew that piercing, emotionless stare scared the shit out of some people, but it had never scared her. She couldn’t quite explain it, but she understood Noelle. And she’d thought Noelle understood her.
Which was why the question left her genuinely bewildered.
“Seriously, why the hell would you say that?” she demanded.
To her surprise, Noelle slunk over to the tattered sofa and lowered her lithe body onto it. She rested her gun on her thigh and looked over with a lazy expression. “Honey, the second I heard your voice I knew something was wrong. And when I asked how your deliciously sexy husband is doing, you got real quiet. Sounded to me like you were tiring of him.” She tipped her head pensively. “Though I can’t say I blame you. You know how I feel about happily ever after—it’s a nice fairytale, at least until the evil ogre shows up and slaughters everyone in the story.”
“Trust me, I’m very familiar with your pessimism,” Abby said darkly. “But I’m not cheating on my husband.” Irritation prickled her spine. “I’m pissed and insulted you could even think that.”
“Since when do you care what I, or anyone else, think of you?” Noelle smirked in challenge. “Are you on your period or something?”
Anger bubbled over and came out as a roar. “No, I’m not on my fucking period!”
“Oh, relax, honey. Fine, you’re not screwing someone on the side. My mistake.”
Abby scowled, still floored by the accusation that had nonchalantly been tossed her way.
Noelle rose from the couch and tucked her weapon under her waistband at the small of her back. “Well, I guess I came all this way for nothing. Or maybe not—it’s been a while since I’ve had the chance to toy with Jim. Do you still want me to stick around and help out with this kidnapping thing?”
Abby nodded tersely.
“And you’re sure there’s nothing you want to talk to me about?”
The knowing glimmer in those blue eyes unnerved her, but it was the offer to talk that gave her pause. She didn’t usually confide in anyone other than Kane or Isabel, but . . . about this potential pregnancy? She was reluctant to share her fears with either of them. Isabel would be overjoyed by the prospect of a baby, and she’d encourage Abby to be happy about it too.
Kane . . . well, he would be equally thrilled. And why shouldn’t he? He came from a perfect family, raised by parents who adored him. His early life hadn’t been tainted by violence the way hers had.
But Noelle . . . the woman knew all about crappy childhoods. Hell, maybe she was the perfect person to discuss this with.
“Do you want kids?” Abby asked.
Noelle blinked at the sudden inquiry, then chuckled softly. “You’re pregnant.”
“No,” she blurted out. “I mean, maybe. I don’t know.”
Something akin to helplessness tightened her throat. Control was her middle name, and yet right now, she felt like she was freefalling without a parachute. No way of controlling where she’d land.
“I’m late,” she admitted. “But I haven’t taken the test yet.”
Noelle raised one light-blond eyebrow. “I’m assuming Mr. Sinclair doesn’t know?”
“No, I haven’t told him yet. I . . . I’m . . . scared.” Confessing that was the hardest thing she’d ever done, which was damn ironic coming from a woman who could kill at the blink of an eye.
Noelle’s reaction didn’t ease her nerves, either. The woman actually laughed, as if she found the entire situation comical.
“Abby Sinclair, scared? Oh, honey, I trained you better than that.” The mocking tone faded as Noelle pursed her lips in thought. “You’re worried you’ll screw up the kid’s life, huh?”
Surprise jolted through her. “Why, is that what you’d worry about? Screwing up your children?”
“I won’t be having any children.”
The swift, confident reply made her frown. “Why not?”
“Because no child deserves a fucked-up bitch like me for a mother.”
Abby bit her lip. “I . . .” Pain clogged her throat. “I don’t know if I can keep it.”
“There may not be anything to keep.” Her old boss offered a careless shrug. “Take the fucking test, honey.”
“I am. I mean, I will. I just . . . don’t know . . . when.” God. She was stammering, but she was too damn distressed to feel embarrassed about it.
Noelle pointed to the bathroom. “How about now?”
Abby had to roll her eyes. “You don’t just go pee and then a voice from above announces whether or not you’re knocked up. You need the damn stick.”
“You mean this one?” Noelle reached her arm around. For a second Abby thought the woman was going for the gun, but to her extreme shock, Noelle’s hand came back with a narrow cardboard box that she mockingly waved in front of Abby’s face.
The same pink box she’d stashed in her duffel.
Her mouth fell open in indignation. “You’re fucking kidding me! You went through my stuff?”
A hint of a smile graced the other woman’s lips.
“How?” Abby blurted out. “You just got here this morning.”
“Last night, actually,” Noelle said smugly. “I waltzed right into your room while you and hubby were snuggled under the covers. You disappoint me, Abby. Again, I trained you better than that. Which raises the question—what the hell kind of amateur Scooby Doo team does Jim run? In the three years he’s had you, he’s totally stripped away everything I taught you.”
Ignoring the rant, Abby snatched the pregnancy test, still furious. And mortified. And confused again.
“Why the pretense then?” she muttered. “Why ask if I’m cheating and then pretend to be surprised that I’m late when you knew the whole time what this was about?”
“You know me, I never pass up an opportunity for some good, old-fashioned deception.” Noelle grinned. “Do you need me to pull your pants down for you and offer encouragements while you pee?”
“Fuck you.”
“We don’t have all day, Abby. Get this over with already so we can get out of this hellhole.”
Despite the anger still coursing through her veins, she clenched her teeth and headed toward the small bathroom, clutching the box so tight the cardboard began to bend. She relaxed her grip, shut the door behind her, then inhaled deeply.
As she tore open the cardboard and pulled out the plastic white stick, she nearly backed out, but knowing Noelle was on the other side of the door rendered that impossible. She got the feeling the woman would hold her down and force her take the test if she didn’t do it herself.
Her heart had never pounded so fast, drumming out a frantic beat as she quickly read the test instructions. The toilet looked like it hadn’t been cleaned in years, so she grabbed handfuls of toilet paper and laid them out around the seat before reluctantly lowering herself down.
A minute later, the stick sat on the dirty counter. She busied herself by washing her hands, but time seemed to have come to a torturous standstill, and two minutes suddenly felt like eternity.
Wiping her hands on the front of her pants, she left the stick on the counter and stumbled out of the bathroom. Noelle was waiting outside the door, just as she’d expected. A questioning brow cocked up.
“Another minute left,” Abby mumbled.
God, she didn’t want to know the answer. A huge part of her wanted the test to be negative, but then she thought about Kane and what a good father he’d be, and her resolve wavered. No, Kane would be a great father. He was strong, intelligent, honorable, loving, tender . . . he possessed a million wonderful qualities that made him the perfect candidate for fatherhood.
But what did she have to offer? Would she teach their child to kill someone? To wield a knife? To shut down emotionally whenever things got too rough?
Kane brought out her softer side, but she wasn’t sure it was soft enough for a baby. She couldn’t envision herself cuddling and cooing and lavishing attention on a child. Sure, maybe her maternal instincts would kick in once the doctor put that newborn in her arms—but what if they didn’t?
“Minute’s up.” Noelle’s mocking voice broke through her terrified thoughts.
Abby’s throat closed up again, and she was embarrassed to realize she was near tears. “I can’t do it. Will you . . . can you . . . go in there and look for me?”
Noelle grumbled with impatience. “I never took you for a pussy, Sinclair.” Then she marched into the bathroom.
She was gone for all of five seconds. When she returned, her face revealed nothing. Not a single hint as to what she’d found.
Gulping, Abby met those expressionless eyes and said, “Well?”



Chapter Four
Later that evening, Morgan hung up the phone and turned to the group with a grim look. “That was Special Agent Riggs. They’ve agreed to an exchange with Nazara. Five million for the boy.”
Kane had been taking a catnap on one of the twin beds in Morgan’s suite, but at the boss’s report, he shot into a sitting position, instantly alert. “When is it?”
“Six a.m. tomorrow. At the market. Nazara wants it done in a public place, and he won’t budge on the location.”
Kane hopped off the mattress and made a beeline for the kitchenette, grabbing the pot from the cheap coffeemaker to pour himself a cup. Abby and Noelle were seated at the table, going over the list of associates Aswad had given them, but they hadn’t connected a single name to the abduction. The four of them had spent the entire day and evening visiting every potential safe house where Nazara could be stashing Tommy Aberdeen, all to no avail. They’d run out of places to check and people to talk to, and now it looked like the task force had given up on finding leads too.
Noelle sounded annoyed by the plan Morgan had outlined. “It’ll be impossible to get a perimeter set up. Too many people, too many alleys to hide in. The market is a damn maze.” She leaned back in her chair with a smug look. “Besides, we all know there won’t be an exchange. Nazara’s not stupid—he won’t bring the boy. The second he gets his cash, he’ll order one of his thugs to kill the kid.”
“I know.” Morgan’s tone was laced with displeasure, as if he hated agreeing with the woman even for a second.
The two of them had been exchanging enigmatic words and derisive barbs all evening, which had seriously grated on Kane’s nerves. A part of him wished they’d just get it over with and sleep together. There was no doubt in his mind, especially after watching their interactions today, that a good, hard fuck would do wonders for the pair.
Or at the very least, it might shut them up for a while.
“Which is why we need to find Nazara tonight, before the exchange ever takes place,” Morgan added.
Kane chugged his coffee and poured another cup, desperately needing the caffeine to jump-start his brain. “Riggs still can’t trace the calls? What the fuck are they doing over there?”
“Nazara’s smart. He only calls from payphones,” Morgan said flatly. “He stays on the line for no more than ten seconds, then moves to a different phone, delivers another piece of information, and hangs up.”
Abby joined the conversation, sounding as frustrated as they all felt as she gestured to the papers in front of her. “There are no leads here, Jim.” Along with Noelle, she was one of the rare people who ever used his given name, which always reminded Kane that they had a history. Abby’s adoptive father had been Morgan’s commanding officer in the Rangers, and Morgan had known her since she was a teenager. “Most of these people are dead or living abroad.”
“There has to be another safe house,” Morgan muttered. “A childhood home, a vacation spot. Somewhere Nazara would feel safe.” His tone became accusatory as he glanced at his nemesis. “I’m surprised your magical list of informants hasn’t produced anything yet.”
“Good intel takes time.” Her blue eyes gleamed. “But waiting positively kills you, doesn’t it? God forbid the whole world doesn’t bend over backwards to give you what you want. That silver spoon you were born with really did a number on you, huh, Jim?”
Morgan’s features hardened. “Call your fucking people again, Noelle. Get us something we can use.”
Kane saw the brief flicker of amusement in the blonde’s expression. It was clear she enjoyed the verbal sparring sessions. Morgan, on the other hand, looked like he wanted to murder her each time she opened her mouth.
But at least the man was smart enough to make use of Noelle’s limitless network of resources, even though it clearly killed him to need something from her. The female assassin had ways of producing information from thin air—she seemed to know every scumbag on the planet.
Kane finished his coffee and dropped the cracked mug in the sink. The hotel definitely wasn’t the nicest, but they’d stayed in worse. “What do you want us to do until the intel comes in?”
“Nothing we can do.” Morgan grumbled in frustration. “Grab a shower and some grub if you want. I’ll call you when we have something.” He shot Noelle an icy glare. “And you, baby, can take off now. We’ve got things covered.”
“Really? Because from where I’m sitting, it looks like you’re spinning your wheels.”
Stifling an inward groan, Kane glanced at his wife. “Ready to go?” He was desperate to leave Morgan and Noelle to their own devices. The suffocating hostility hanging in the air was beginning to choke him.
After a beat, Abby nodded and slid off the chair. Either he was imagining it, or she was actually reluctant to follow him. As if she’d rather stay in the land of veiled threats and combustible sexual tension than be alone with her husband.
He had to have imagined that.
Kane banished his misgivings as they headed back to their room. After he’d closed the door, he turned to Abby and searched her expression, but those yellow eyes revealed nothing. She was a master of hiding her thoughts and emotions, thanks to years of training, and years of emotional detachment.
“I need a shower,” she said in an absentminded tone. “I’ve been walking around in long sleeves all day.”
Kane’s breath lodged in his throat as she proceeded to strip, giving him a hell of a show. Her shirt came off first, which left her in a black bra that hugged her full breasts. Fucking hell. He loved her tits. Loved her body. Loved her.
She bent down to unzip her boots then wiggled out of her tight pants. He continued to stand there and watch, his mouth going dry when her underwear and bra hit the floor. Her naked body had successfully distracted him from voicing the questions on his mind, and she seemed to know it, because her lips quirked.
“Wanna shower with me?” she drawled.
“Sweetheart, I’m a red-blooded man and you’re naked. You don’t even need to ask.”
He shrugged out of his clothes on the way to the bathroom. Christ. His cock was already rock hard, eagerly rising up to slap his navel as he ducked into the shower stall after her.
Abby smiled when he joined her. Lukewarm water sluiced down her body, dripping off the ends of her long red hair. He watched in fascination as droplets slid over her firm ass and clung to her golden skin, absolutely floored that this beautiful, addictive creature belonged to him.
She stepped aside to give him his turn under the spray. He quickly dunked his head, then shifted around in time to see Abby working a bar of soap over her spectacular curves.
“Oh yeah, keep doing that,” he rasped.
“You sound like you’re in a porno movie.”
He smirked. “You look like you’re in a porno movie.”
Rolling her eyes, she glided the soap over her belly and toward the juncture of her thighs. Tiny white bubbles dotted her skin as she worked the soap into a lather. His gaze followed her every move, which might’ve creeped out some women, but not Abby. No, she kept her eyes locked on his as she washed herself, and then, without a word, she handed him the soap and moved back under the spray to rinse off. After he’d lathered up, he stepped in behind her, his cock nestling between her ass cheeks.
He dipped his head so he could kiss her shoulder. “I love you.”
For a second he wondered if she’d heard him over the running water, because she didn’t answer. But then her breathy voice broke through the steady rush of the spray.
“I love you too.”
Fuck, maybe it made him the biggest sap on the planet, but hearing those words leave her mouth sent his heart soaring. He’d known what he’d signed up for when he’d married her. Abby Sinclair didn’t do feelings, and she shut down whenever she felt too exposed. It had taken three years of painstaking work to chip away at her hard outer shell and reveal the soft, willing woman inside. And damn, it had been worth the effort.
Truth was, she’d changed him too. After he’d lost his college girlfriend to suicide, he’d thought he’d never fall in love again.
Until he’d met Abby.
With a husky sigh, he rested his hands on her slick hips and brought his mouth to her neck. Her head promptly tilted to the side, allowing him better access, and she moaned when his lips teased her sensitive flesh.
“I need you,” she whispered.
His brows furrowed at the desperate note in her voice. He tugged on her hair, trying to twist her around so he could see her eyes, but she leaned forward and braced both hands against the tiled wall. All but presenting her sweet ass to him.
The wicked sight hardened his cock to a whole new level, drawing a groan from his lips.
“Get inside me.” Desperation again, but her voice was also thick with emotion.
Kane fisted his cock, giving it a slow jerk before guiding it to her pussy. One thrust of the hips and he was buried inside her, a hot rush of pleasure sizzling through his body and settling in his groin. He slid out, then in again, keeping his pace nice and slow as her inner muscles rippled around him.
Her choked plea echoed in the stall. “Harder. Fuck me harder.”
Another groan broke free. “I’m trying to make it last, sweetheart.”
“I don’t want it to last. I want to come.” She thrust backward, and he swayed on his feet, the pleasure was so intense. “Please, Kane. Hard and fast.”
Like he could ever say no to that.
He gripped her hips and drove deep again, nothing lazy about the tempo anymore. Water coursed over them, streaming down their bodies as he fucked her like an animal with deep, relentless strokes. He grabbed a hunk of her hair and fisted the wet strands as his hips pistoned hard, the slapping noises of their bodies coming together mingling with his low groans and her throaty cries. There was something raw and dangerous about the encounter, and when Abby shuddered in release, he was hit by a wave of male satisfaction that summoned a low growl from his throat. He wished he could see her face, but it was enough to witness her uncontrollable shivers, knowing that he’d caused them. That he’d taken her to a place where she felt safe enough to drop her guard and let him in.
“Fuck. Coming,” he ground out, his fingers tightening over her wet hips.
Stars danced in front of his eyes as the climax ripped free. Her still-spasming pussy milked him dry, bearing down on his cock as white-hot pulses surged through him.
Breathing hard, he went still and rested his chin on her shoulder. “Goddamn, sweetheart. I can barely stay upright.”
Soft laughter wrapped around him like a warm blanket. Lord, it was the sweetest sound in the world.
“I needed that.” She sounded almost embarrassed to admit it, and this time he wasted no time turning her around.
When he glimpsed the troubled crease in her forehead, he gently smoothed it with his thumb. “What’s going on?”
Her throat bobbed as she swallowed. “I . . .”
The loud chime of his cell phone interrupted her, and his hand quickly fell from her face. “Hold that thought.”
He ducked out of the stall, reached for a towel so he could dry his hands, and picked up the phone he’d left on the sink counter in case Morgan called. When he checked the screen, he found an incoming text message, but not from the boss. Kane looped the towel around his hips as he scanned the message, then burst out laughing.
“Who’s it from?” Abby came up behind him, still naked and dripping wet.
“My mother,” he told her. “God. You’re going to get a kick out of this.”
“Yeah?” Sounding curious, she tucked a towel around her body. “What did she say?”
“She wants my advice on what to get you for your birthday. She and Dad have narrowed it down to two options.”
He wasn’t surprised when Abby’s eyes flickered with discomfort. Although she’d gone to Michigan several times with him to visit his parents, he knew his wholesome upbringing and cozy childhood home still freaked her out sometimes.
During their very first visit, he’d figured she’d act shy and quiet around his folks, but she’d surprised him by being amazingly open. She and his dad had hit it off immediately, and even though his mom was more of a June Cleaver type to Abby’s Lara Croft, the two women were very friendly.
Birthdays, however, always seemed to make her ill at ease. He knew she’d never celebrated hers before she’d married Kane, but his parents were all about birthdays. No matter how much Abby protested, they still bought her a gift every year.
“Do I even want to know what the options are?” she said in alarm.
“Well, they’re torn between a sweater, and a knife that once belonged to a Union general from the Civil War. Apparently he killed hundreds of Confederate soldiers with that knife.”
“Hey, look at that, your mother is learning,” she teased. “Either of those is way better than the make-your-own-potpourri kit she got me last year.”
Kane quickly typed out a text in reply before turning to grin at his wife. “I told her to get both. You can wear the sweater while you’re slicing someone up with the knife.”
“Good plan.” Then, as if a switch had been flicked, her amusement faded, replaced by the uneasy glimmer he’d been noticing far too often lately.
“Okay. Enough.” He narrowed his eyes. “What’s gotten into you?”
The hysterical laugh that popped out of her mouth made him frown. “I’m serious,” he insisted. “You’re distracted, edgy as hell. Something’s going on, and you’re going to tell me what it is. Right now.”
She toyed with the knot on her towel before slowly meeting his eyes. “You’re right. We need to talk about this.”
A pang of concern tugged on his gut. “Okay, then let’s talk. What’s—”
He groaned when his phone rang again. Not a text this time, but a call from Morgan. Shit. The boss had the worst timing.
Swallowing his frustration, Kane answered with a quick, “What’s up?”
“Noelle’s contact searched the property records, and Nazara’s name is listed as the coowner of a house in a little rural village just south of Beni Suef. The other owner is a woman named Eshe Salib—apparently she was a good friend of Nazara’s mother. Salib would babysit him when his mother was at work.”
“They must be pretty damn close if he cosigned her house. Do you think she’s helping him hide the kid?”
“Maybe, maybe not. It wouldn’t hurt to check it out, though. At this point, we’ve got nothing to lose.” Morgan’s tone went brisk. “We’re just waiting for Noelle’s guy to get back to us with an address. Right now we only have the name of the village. You and Abby gather your gear. I’ll call you back when we have something.”
“Recon gear or assault?”
“Both. If we stake out the house and get visual confirmation that the Aberdeen boy is there, we move in.”
“Roger that.” Kane disconnected the call and glanced at Abby. “Possible location where the kid is being held. We’re on standby until we have an address, but Morgan says to be prepared for an assault.”
Her expression promptly turned grave.
“What’s wrong?” he said instantly.
Abby didn’t answer. She shifted her feet. Fidgeted with her hands.
Kane didn’t think he’d ever seen her fidget, which only confirmed his suspicion that something was seriously wrong.
Fuck. He was kicking himself for not seeing it sooner. Hound dog that he was, he’d kept getting distracted by the sex, and now he felt like the shittiest husband on the planet for not picking up on his wife’s distress.
But he also knew better than to push her, so when she didn’t respond, he let out a sigh and said, “All right. We can talk whenever you’re ready, sweetheart.”
He headed into the bedroom and grabbed fresh clothes from his bag, proceeding to dress in a hurry. It took a moment to register that Abby had lingered in the bathroom doorway, and was still wearing her towel.
“Babe, we have to get ready,” he said firmly.
“I can’t.”
His fingers froze in the middle of pulling up his zipper. “What the hell are you talking about?”
“I can’t be part of an assault team.” A tortured look marred her face.
“Why the hell not?”
She drew a breath, and he could sense her hesitation, see her struggling for words.
And then she blurted out something he never expected to hear.
“Because I’m pregnant.”



Chapter Five
Abby braced herself for Kane’s reaction. A part of her expected him to respond in anger, yell at her for not telling him sooner, rail about the importance of the mission and how her absence might cause the whole thing to blow up in their faces.
But the anger didn’t come. His face conveyed nothing but pure shock, followed by a burst of happiness that had his eyes lighting up like a Christmas tree.
“You’re pregnant?” he echoed.
She nodded weakly. Ever since Noelle had held up the plastic stick to show her that glaring pink plus sign, she’d been battling wave after wave of panic. She’d tried not to think about it as they’d headed to the next location on the list. Pushed it right out of her mind, and Noelle hadn’t brought it up either. They’d returned to the hotel and continued to focus on business, and the shower she’d just taken with Kane had been a nice distraction too.
But she couldn’t ignore it any longer.
The test had been positive.
She was pregnant.
And the only emotion she seemed capable of feeling was . . . dread. Bone-deep dread that not even Kane’s overjoyed expression could alleviate.
The next thing she knew, her husband hurried over and threw his arms around her, his stubble-covered chin scratching her neck as he buried his face in the crook of it. “Fucking hell.” His lips brushed her ear. “Why didn’t you tell me sooner? This is the best news ever.”
Off the top of her head, she could think of at least a hundred things that would be better—at the top of that list: not being pregnant—but Kane sounded so thrilled she couldn’t bring herself to ruin the moment for him.
He knew her well, though. In the blink of an eye, he’d pulled back to assess her face. Then he frowned. “You’re not happy.” The frown deepened. “Why aren’t you happy?”
Abby swallowed. “I . . . don’t know.”
“You don’t know what?” An edge crept into his voice.
He released her and took a step back, those shrewd green eyes continuing to study her. She suddenly felt self-conscious and vulnerable wearing nothing but a towel, and her vocal cords couldn’t seem to formulate the right words. She walked over to her bag and fumbled for some clothes, then dressed quickly while her husband’s gaze bore a hole into her back.
“Talk to me, sweetheart,” he said sternly. “Tell me what’s going on inside that head of yours.”
She buttoned up her black jeans and turned with a miserable look. “I’m not sure I can do this.”
Kane went silent. A flicker of disbelief entered his eyes, and then he spoke in a calm, even voice. “When we got married, you said you were open to the idea of having kids.”
“Yes, in the future. The very distant future.” She fought to speak past the massive lump in her throat. “I don’t know if I’m ready for it now. The thought of having a baby is . . . overwhelming. We didn’t plan this.”
“I imagine it’s overwhelming whether you plan it or not.” His wry expression gave way to disappointment. “You’re really not the slightest bit excited? Because I am. I’m thirty-three, babe. I’m kinda ready to be a dad. God knows my parents ask me about it every time I talk to them.”
“I’m not having a child because your parents expect it of us!” she burst out.
“No, you’re having one because you’re pregnant,” he shot back. “You may not be ready for it, but it’s happening. We’re already in this.”
“We don’t have to be.” The words popped out before she could stop them.
It was like a thundercloud had formed over Kane’s head. His breath sucked in sharply, hands curling into fists at his sides. “Are you kidding me?”
“It’s an option,” she said quietly.
Now he staggered back as if she’d slapped him. “And to hell with what I want, right?” His bitterness hung in the air like a thick canopy. “Your body, your choice. I get it. My input means nothing, huh?”
“That’s not true,” she protested. “Your input matters. It does, Kane.”
“Yeah, it sure feels like it.” He stalked over to the bed and grabbed the shoulder holster he’d left there, his body language stiff and unresponsive.
She wanted to go to him, but he looked so hurt and so angry that she didn’t dare.
“Kane . . .” Her tone was timid. “We’re mercenaries. How can we expect to be good parents?” She paused as the truth dawned. “No, that’s not true. You’d be a good father, no matter what your line of work is. But me? You know how hard it is for me to open up to people. To love people. What if . . .” An awful thought crawled into her head, and she forced herself to voice it. “What if I don’t feel anything for our child? What if I can’t give it the kind of love and comfort it deserves?”
His breath hitched again. He glanced over with torment swimming in his eyes. “Three years of marriage, and you still doubt your ability to love.”
Abby watched helplessly as he armed himself. Strapped on the holster, snapped a knife sheath on his belt, checked the magazines of his pistols before sliding them into place. The entire time, he didn’t say a word. Didn’t even look her way.
“You said my input mattered.” He kept his back to her as he finally spoke in a gruff voice.
“It does,” she whispered.
“Fine, then here it is.” He spun around, green eyes hard with resolve. “I want this baby. I understand that our work is dangerous, and if having this kid means we have to leave the team, then so be it. And maybe it won’t be so bad, returning to civilian life. We could buy a house in the suburbs somewhere. Maybe move to Michigan so we could be near my folks. Our kid would have his grandparents living nearby—think about how great that would be.”
Kane sat at the edge of the bed, his gaze never leaving hers. “We could make this work, Abby. We can give our child a good life.”
A pang of doubt tugged at her. “You really think so?”
“I know so.” Aggravation floated across his face. “I want this baby. I think deep down you want it too, and it makes me crazy that you can consider the alternative. I never took you for a coward.”
Anger bubbled in her throat, then spilled over in a fast, hot rush. “I’m a coward now? Just because I have doubts about my ability to raise a child? I’m sorry, but I didn’t have the idyllic childhood you did. My mother was a prostitute who brought her johns home to play with me!” Nausea churned in her stomach. Although Kane was fully aware of her past, she still felt ashamed talking about it. “I was seven when one of those bastards raped me. Seven years old, Kane. That was my childhood.”
His tone softened. “And then Jeremy found you. He adopted you, showed you a different kind of life.”
She laughed without an ounce of humor. “God, Kane. I loved that man to death, but do you really think my life with Jeremy was any less screwed up? He trained me to be a warrior. He loved me, but there was no warmth in our relationship. He treated me like a soldier, and yeah, he taught me a lot and I appreciated everything he did for me, but that wasn’t a real childhood either.” She angrily shook her head. “I don’t know how to do all the stuff your mom does. Cook and bake and knit sweaters and—”
“You can learn,” he cut in.
“I’m not sure I want to,” she shot back. “Look, I might be fucked up and scarred, but I’m fine with who I am. And if we do keep this baby, I’m not about to change my entire personality.”
“I don’t expect you to.” Kane sounded as frustrated as she felt, and despite his firm denial, she suddenly realized how untrue it was.
He did want her to change.
The upsetting notion brought the sting of tears to her eyes. Kane always swore that he loved her for who she was, that he accepted her flaws, but the future he’d just described said otherwise. Moving to Michigan? Buying a house near his parents? That wasn’t what she wanted at all. She could never, ever belong in that kind of setting.
Even if they kept the baby, she would want more than the goddamn suburbs, and his inability to see that made her want to cry. The sorrow and disillusionment hit her hard, sending her stumbling toward the door.
“Where are you going?” Kane demanded from behind her.
“I need some air.” She didn’t turn around. Didn’t want him to see the tears that had welled up.
She heard him jump to his feet. “I’ll come with you.”
“No,” she said sharply, her hand going for the doorknob. “I want to be alone right now.”
“But you’re pregnant.”
Now she did whirl around. “That doesn’t make me an invalid!” She fought to control her rising temper.
A multitude of emotions streaked across his face. Frustration, anger, worry, desperation. “Abby—”
His phone rang, making both of them curse. Kane snatched the cell from the bed and answered the call. He didn’t sound the slightest bit thrilled as he muttered, “We’re on our way out.”
“Morgan?” she asked after he’d hung up.
He nodded. “We have an address. They’re waiting for us outside.”
Abby bit the inside of her cheek. “Look. Regardless of what I—we—choose to do, I still don’t think I should be in the line of fire tonight.”
“Obviously,” he said, his voice colder than she’d ever heard it.
“But you still need me.”
“Fine. We’ll position you off-site, and you can keep watch in case Nazara is there and makes a run for it.”
“You want me to be a lookout?” After all the grisly things she’d seen and done, she found it damn ironic that she’d been banished to sitting in a car.
He gave another terse nod. “If Nazara does escape, don’t engage. Just follow him.”
Two minutes later, Kane relayed the same plan to Morgan when they met him in the parking lot. Noelle was already in the backseat of the Jeep, a bored expression on her face, while the fingers of one hand lazily twined a strand of her hair.
Needless to say, the boss was more than a little puzzled by the plan and questioned it immediately.
“We need you at the farmhouse,” Morgan told Abby.
His tone invited no argument, but Kane gave one. “Well, she won’t be there,” he answered for Abby.
Morgan looked from husband to wife, a scowl forming on his lips. “What the fuck is going on?”
Abby hesitated, then let out a shaky breath, realizing there was no point in holding anything back. Morgan was their leader, and he needed to be made aware of any detail that might affect the outcome of the mission.
“I’m pregnant,” she said softly.
He blinked. “Oh.”
“Exactly,” Kane muttered.
After a moment, Morgan nodded. “All right. Abby stays out of it.”
And that was that. Not another word spoken on the matter, much to her relief. The last thing she wanted to do was discuss her personal life with Morgan, not when she and Kane weren’t even on the same damn page.
Although they had two Jeeps, all four of them piled into one vehicle on Morgan’s orders. They were headed for a private airfield on the outskirts of the city, where a chopper awaited them. It would be quicker to reach Eshe Salib’s village by air, rather than make the two-hour drive south.
Abby was grateful to sit in the back next to Noelle. With Kane in the passenger seat, she couldn’t see his face, which meant she didn’t have to glimpse his disappointment. Or anger. Or bitterness.
But she knew he was feeling all those things. She saw it in the rigid set of his shoulders, heard it in the tightness of his voice as he spoke to Morgan about the layout of Salib’s farmhouse and the surrounding area.
That was definitely the main drawback to working together. She couldn’t avoid him, couldn’t take a private moment to collect her thoughts.
She knew she’d hurt and upset him, but they’d promised to be honest with each other, and she couldn’t pretend she was ecstatic about something that scared the living daylights out of her.
But hurting Kane, seeing him in pain . . . God, it made her nauseous.
She stared out the window and forced herself to focus on what mattered right now. This mission wasn’t about her. It was about the two-year-old boy who’d been stolen from his parents.
Her pregnancy, Kane’s anger, this sudden rift that had opened up between them . . . all that would just have to wait.



Chapter Six
Kane had never been to the Egyptian countryside, and he could honestly say he preferred the rural landscape to the brown, dusty city they’d spend the past week in. In Cairo, there was barely a speck of green in sight, but here, lush greenery was in abundance. Even in the darkness, he could make out the flat fields of the neighboring farms, dotted by palm trees that seemed out of place among the crops. The air was fresher too, without smog or car exhaust to pollute it. The wind carried the scent of olives and watermelons, two of the crops grown on the farm they were currently staking out.
The short chopper ride had taken them south, following the Nile then veering west to the small village where Nazara’s mother and Eshe Salib had grown up. Like most of the other houses in the area, Salib’s mud-brick farmhouse had a flat roof and outer walls trimmed with blue plaster; Morgan had informed Kane during the trek through the fields that the Egyptians believed the color blue warded off the evil eye. Whatever that meant. And how Morgan knew that was an even bigger mystery. The boss wasn’t one to spew out trivia or be all chatty, so Kane suspected the man was trying to help keep his mind off the bomb Abby had dropped.
But it wasn’t working, because his brain had been chanting the same two syllables ever since he’d found out. Preg-nant. Preg-nant. Preg-nant. It was like a frickin’ meditation mantra, except the words didn’t bring peace or serenity. Only conflicting emotions that had tangled into a knot in his gut.
He couldn’t believe she was even considering not keeping the baby. Their baby.
Yes, they hadn’t planned it, but it was here, it was real, and she couldn’t just sweep it under the rug or get rid of the baby and expect him to forget about it.
“Kane? Status?”
Morgan’s voice barked in his ear, alerting him to the fact that he hadn’t checked in after he’d gotten into position. Hell. He really needed to concentrate on the task at hand. They were already one man short thanks to Abby’s absence. He couldn’t drop the ball when a little boy’s life was at stake.
“Staring at the front door as we speak,” he reported. “Two lights on, one small window on the left—looks like the kitchen.” He swept his field glasses to the other side of the house. “Larger window on the right—living room.” He zoomed in closer. “Visual on female tango. Late-fifties, yellow housedress, asleep in a rocking chair. No one else in the room.”
He shifted his focus to the dirt driveway, where the rusted brown Volvo they’d glimpsed from the road remained parked. Could belong to Salib. Or it could mean she had a visitor.
“Noelle?” Morgan prompted. As usual, he sounded like he’d rather be addressing a sadistic dictator than speak to the woman.
Noelle, who was stationed at the rear of the house, reported back in an indifferent tone. “One window with a light on—bathroom, I think. The glass is frosted, so I can’t see much, but there is some movement. Dark-haired figure, maybe male.”
Kane’s shoulders tensed. “Apollo?” he asked, using the code name they’d assigned their target. The comm was secure, but you couldn’t be too careful in their line of work.
“I already told you, I can’t see shit,” Noelle said irritably. She paused. “One second. I’ll try to get closer.”
Kane kept his binoculars trained on the sleeping brown-skinned woman in the rocking chair as he waited for the next report. Morgan was positioned at the side of the house, but hadn’t found anything worthwhile yet, and Abby was parked a mile down the road, ready to tail Nazara if he tried to escape in that Volvo.
At the thought of his wife, Kane’s palms grew damp. He’d always trusted her ability to handle herself, but . . . she was pregnant now. Carrying his child.
His concern promptly turned to gnawing fear. Christ, maybe he should have insisted she stay in Cairo. What if she got hurt? What if—
Noelle’s brusque words jerked him back to the task. “Shower’s on. Still can’t get a clear visual. Might be Apollo, might not.” A beat followed. “Open window on the east side.”
Morgan voiced a sharp command. “Don’t enter the house until we assess the tango situation.”
“No, really?” came Noelle’s silky taunt. “Relax, Jim. I’m just taking a peek.”
Kane waited patiently. He verified that the female target was still asleep then did a sweep of the surrounding farmland. Some lights shone from the windows in the neighboring houses, but not many. It wasn’t out of the ordinary, though, since it was past ten o’clock. Folks around these parts woke up at the crack of dawn and spent their days working hard in the fields.
“Visual on the kid,” Noelle suddenly hissed.
Kane’s fingers tightened around the binoculars. “You sure?”
“He’s in the back bedroom, sleeping on a cot. Approximately two years old, Caucasian, curly blond hair. Can’t see his face, but from what I can tell, the description matches the photos.” Another pause. “I can extract him right now, boys. Shower’s still on. They won’t even know I’m there.”
Kane didn’t doubt it. According to Abby, her former boss was a ghost, fully capable of moving in and out of places unseen.
“I’m coming to you,” Morgan snapped at Noelle. “Don’t move until I give the word. If you go in, I’ll be covering you.”
Another two minutes passed. Kane kept his eye on the woman, ready to alert the others if she so much as twitched in her sleep. According to their sources, Eshe Salib was practically family to Nazara, and she’d had a hand in raising the guy. Not exactly something to be proud of, though, considering Khalid Nazara grew up to be a drug dealer. He’d been involved in other abductions before, usually snatching a local kid for a meager ransom. Going after the ambassador’s son had been a ballsy move on his part.
Too ballsy, because there was no damn way he’d get away with it.
“Kane, be on alert. If Nazara makes a run for it, radio Abby.”
“Copy.”
Silence again, broken only by the soft whistle of the wind. The area was too quiet, and the lack of activity worried him. As a SEAL he’d gotten used to covert missions, in and out before anyone knew the team had even been there. But lately all of his assignments for Morgan seemed to end in gunfire or explosions. The memory of those last few ops was accompanied by the words Abby had said to him earlier.
We’re mercenaries.
Hell, she was right. How could they ever raise a child in such a dangerous environment? Their compound in Costa Rica seemed secure, but that’s what Kane had thought about their place in Tijuana—before it was blown to bits when a group of hired guns had ambushed it.
If they wanted their kid to live a safe, explosion-free life, they would definitely have to reassess their living situation. Maybe even leave the team.
It hadn’t occurred to him to not to keep the baby, though. And it dismayed him that his wife saw it as an option.
“The rug rat is secure.”
His head snapped up. Hell, Noelle was good. Kane checked the living room window, but Eshe Salib was still sound asleep, and not a single sound came out of the house.
“You got him?” Kane said urgently.
“Yep. Matches the picture. It’s him.”
“I’ve got you covered,” Morgan spoke up. “Get him back to Abby. Now.”
Kane couldn’t believe how smoothly the extraction had gone. Noelle had literally climbed through an open window and rescued the ambassador’s son without a single goddamn hitch.
He touched his earpiece. “What now, boss?”
“Now we apprehend Apollo. Riggs wants him alive. I bet they’ll drag out his trial for years.” After a quiet chuckle, Morgan’s tone sharpened. “We move on my count. I’ll take the back, you’ve got the front.”
“Copy.”
Kane slipped his binoculars into his pocket, palmed his nine-millimeter, and waited for the order.
*   *   *
Abby was prepared for Noelle’s arrival—Morgan had radioed to say she was on her way—but she hadn’t expected the woman to appear out of nowhere and thrust a sobbing toddler in her arms.
“Would you shut this thing up?” Noelle grumbled. “We’ve gotta go.”
Abby blinked a few times, caught off guard as the little boy in her arms clutched her neck with chubby hands and held on for dear life. His high-pitched wails reverberated in the night, his hot tears soaking the front of her tank top.
“Slide over.”
Noelle’s sharp address snapped her to action. She quickly slid into the passenger side of the truck they’d borrowed from the airfield, while Noelle hopped in the driver’s seat and yanked on the gearshift, her foot working the clutch.
“What about Kane and Morgan?” Abby demanded, nearly shouting over the toddler’s shrieks. “Shouldn’t we wait for them?”
“They’re taking care of Nazara. They’ll meet us there.”
Since they’d stashed a secondary vehicle nearby, she wasn’t concerned about Kane and Morgan finding their way back, but she did worry about the possibility of Nazara hurting one or both of them.
She swallowed her fear, reminding herself that Kane was a pro. She had to trust him to take care of himself.
She just wished she could be there to watch his back.
“Mama!”
The anguished sob drew her gaze to the toddler in her arms. After a beat of hesitation, she reached down and stroked his damp blond curls. She didn’t have much experience with crying children, but the soothing caress seemed to calm him.
“It’s okay,” she said awkwardly. “You’re okay now.”
The sound of her voice penetrated his distressed state. His sobs quieted abruptly, and then a pair of enormous blue eyes peeked up at her.
Abby’s heart squeezed when she noticed the tears clinging to his lashes and streaming down his cherub cheeks. She tightened her grip around him, breathing in his baby-powder scent. He still wore the blue T-shirt and brown shorts he’d had on when he was abducted, but he looked healthy and clean despite five days of captivity, which told her that Eshe Salib must have been taking good care of him.
“Mama,” he whispered. “Want mama.”
“You’re going home to your mommy and daddy now.” Abby gently stroked his back, then smoothed silky-soft curls off his forehead. “You’ll see them soon.” She glanced at Noelle, whose attention was focused on the road. “Everything went smoothly?”
The blonde nodded. “The bedroom window was open. I snuck in, grabbed the kid, snuck out.”
She sank her teeth into the side of her cheek. “Hopefully they won’t have any trouble with Nazara.”
Once again, the notion of Kane getting hurt burned her throat like battery acid. God, she couldn’t lose him. He was the only man she’d ever loved, the only one she’d ever opened herself up to, and she wasn’t sure she could survive losing him.
“He wants me to be a different person.” The words shuddered out before she could stop them.
Noelle slowly shifted her head. Since her pale blue eyes were veiled, the disagreement she voiced was unexpected. “Nah. Kane knows who he married.”
“Does he?” Desperation clawed up Abby’s throat. “He’s talking about leaving the team and moving to Michigan. Michigan. I can’t do that. I can’t be a soccer mom who lives in the suburbs and drives carpool and bakes cookies while I wait for my kid to come home from school. It’s not me.”
“He doesn’t want that, either.” Noelle chuckled. “He might think so now, but trust me, he’ll wise up. Kane’s a soldier, wired for action. He wouldn’t last a day in the burbs.”
“The work we do is too dangerous,” she said, fighting a burst of panic.
“Sure, it’s dangerous. People get hurt, people die. But if you want to pop out this kid, you can find ways to make it work.” Noelle shrugged. “You and Kane can alternate missions so one of you will always be home with the rug rat.”
Surprise widened Abby’s eyes. The nonchalant—and perfectly logical—suggestion was unexpected. It also made a hell of a lot more sense than Kane’s implausible idea to move to frickin’ Michigan. It hadn’t even occurred to Noelle that Abby would have to change her entire personality and cram herself into a cookie-cutter life that would never, ever suit her.
So why did her own husband think it could?
The depressing thought unleashed the flood of emotion she’d been trying to keep at bay. The tears finally spilled over, streaming down her cheeks in hot, salty waves. When a soft sob choked out of her mouth, Noelle cursed under her breath.
“Goddamn pregnancy hormones.” The blonde shook her head in dismay. “Quit crying, Sinclair. You’re upsetting the rug rat.”
Sure enough, Tommy Aberdeen had started whimpering again, and she instinctively murmured encouragements. “It’s okay, sweetie,” she said hoarsely. “Go to sleep. When you wake up, you’ll see your mama. I promise.”
As she rubbed his back, the little boy quieted down, one chubby hand sliding up to touch her face. He wrinkled his nose when he felt the wetness there, then pursed his lips, rose up on her lap, and smacked a kiss right on her cheek.
Abby’s heart cracked in two, though she wasn’t entirely sure what caused it. The sweet, simple gesture, or the pure, earnest trust shining in the boy’s eyes. Nobody had ever looked at her like that.
Nobody but Kane.
Would their child look at her like that?
Her throat closed up when she realized she hadn’t even told Kane she loved him before they’d left for this mission. What if something happened to him? What if he got hurt? Or, God forbid, what if he died thinking she was angry with him?
The radio on the center console crackled to life, putting an end to her terrified thoughts.
“Apollo secure.” Morgan’s voice.
Relief crashed into Abby’s chest in one fell swoop. She hurriedly clicked on the radio and addressed Morgan. “Any trouble?”
“Negative.” He sounded annoyed. “Except Salib won’t stop screaming. I just checked in with Riggs—he asked us to stay put until they send a team. But you two head to the airfield as scheduled.”
She faltered. “You don’t want us to wait for you?”
“Negative. Aberdeen and her people are meeting you at the airport in Cairo. She wants her kid back ASAP.”
Abby’s hand ran through Tommy Aberdeen’s hair in an involuntary motion. “Got it. We’ll see you later then.”
Once the line went dead, she chewed on the inside of her cheek again, trying to hide her distress. She was glad Kane and Morgan had restrained Nazara without any difficulty, but she knew she wouldn’t relax until she saw her husband for herself and made sure he was all right.



Chapter Seven
Two hours later, Kane and Morgan arrived in Cairo on the task force’s chopper. Khalid Nazara and Eshe Salib had been taken into custody, officially becoming law enforcement’s problem. After executing a successful extraction, Morgan’s team was no longer needed, and the two men were glad to be out of it. Both of them were dead-ass tired when they returned to the hotel at nearly one a.m.
Abby and Noelle were already back, according to Noelle’s latest report. The women hadn’t spent more than five minutes at the private airfield before Kathy Aberdeen showed up and whisked her son away. The ambassador had sobbed hysterically while thanking them for rescuing Tommy, then boarded her personal helicopter, clinging to the little boy like she was terrified someone would try to steal him from her again.
Kane wished Abby had been the one to call in. He desperately wanted to hear her voice, to wrap his arms around her and feel her familiar body against his. It absolutely killed him that they’d gone on this mission with an angry thundercloud looming over their heads. The two of them rarely ever fought. Even with Abby’s tendency to shut down emotionally, they were usually much better communicators.
Lord, he hated this powerless feeling constricting his chest. The relentless fear clawing at his throat. He couldn’t lose Abby, but that was precisely what would happen if he didn’t give her the support to make her own decision. But his heart couldn’t bear to lose the baby either. He felt trapped, damn it, and he didn’t function well in trapped mode.
Fuck, he just needed to see his wife.
But when he dove out of the Jeep in the hotel parking lot, he quickly discovered that the universe was working against him. Or, more accurately, Noelle was.
“Uh-uh, no way,” the blonde snapped when the two men entered the lobby. She’d appeared in front of them like an apparition. Stepped directly in Kane’s path, her incensed stare piercing into him like a sword.
“Get out of my way, Noelle.” He was usually far more polite in her presence, but he didn’t have any patience for her bullshit at the moment. “I have to see my wife.”
She crossed her arms, not budging. “You’re not getting anywhere near her. Not before I beat your ass.”
His lips tightened. “I’m two seconds from beating yours if you don’t move.”
“She cried on the entire drive to the airfield,” Noelle said in a cold voice. “During the chopper ride, too.”
Kane froze. “What?”
“You heard me, Woodland. Your overbearing, selfish, alpha caveman crap had her in tears. Abby Sinclair, crying like a sissy girl who dropped her lollipop in a puddle!” Noelle sounded livid, blue eyes blazing. “That is not the woman I know.”
It wasn’t the woman he knew either, and his chest felt tight and achy as Noelle continued to rip into him.
“I didn’t put up a fight about her leaving my team to shack up with you because I thought you might be good for her. I thought maybe, just maybe, she’d finally experience some semblance of happiness after years of torture and abuse.”
His throat closed up. “She is happy.”
The blonde took a menacing step forward, jabbing him in the center of the chest with her index finger. “She’s goddamn devastated, you moron. She thinks you wish she was a different person.”
Emotion clogged his chest, so painful he couldn’t draw a breath. “Get out of my way,” he mumbled.
“No.”
Just as Kane’s hands curled into fists—goddamn it, he might actually hit the woman—Morgan came up beside him and clapped a firm hand on his shoulder. “Noelle,” he said sharply. “Go. I’ll handle this.”
She narrowed her eyes. “Will you?”
Morgan nodded.
There was a beat of silence as two pairs of blue eyes, one pale as ice, the other dark as midnight, locked in a long stare that had Kane gritting his teeth impatiently. Understanding seemed to pass from one to the other. Then Noelle’s shoulders relaxed, and she gave a nod of her own.
“Fine. You deal with him. But he doesn’t see Abby until you’ve knocked some sense into him.”
“Got it covered,” Morgan said gruffly.
Satisfied, she brushed past them. “See you around, Jim.” She’d barely taken three steps when she tossed him a smirk over her shoulder. “Don’t forget to sleep with one eye open.”
“I always do, baby.” For a moment, an indefinable flicker crossed Morgan’s eyes, before he turned to Kane with a serious expression. “C’mon, join me for a smoke.”
“I quit,” he mumbled.
“Fine. Then you can watch me smoke.”
Morgan didn’t give him a chance to argue—he grasped Kane by the arm and marched him right back outside, stalking toward the wrought-iron bench near the hotel entrance.
“Sit,” Morgan ordered.
With extreme reluctance, Kane sank onto the bench and rested his clammy hands on his thighs.
Morgan loomed over him like a prison guard, reaching into his pocket for a pack of Marlboros. He lit up a cigarette, blew out a cloud of smoke, and fixed Kane with a severe look.
“She wants to terminate the pregnancy, huh?”
The blunt question brought a pang of pain to his heart. “She’s considering it.” Bitterness crept into his voice. “Leaning toward yes, from the sound of it.”
Morgan just nodded.
“What, and you’re cool with that?” Kane demanded, unable to fight the feeling of betrayal.
“It’s her choice,” the boss replied with a shrug. “And you bullying her isn’t gonna help you get what you want.”
Christ. The helplessness returned, jamming in his throat. “I want this kid, man.”
“I know.” A pause. “She probably does too. She’s just scared. You know Abby—she’s like a skittish kitten. Capable of being sweet and warm, especially once you’ve earned her trust, but if you push her, she’ll claw your eyes out.”
“I know.” He breathed out a heavy sigh. “I think I freaked her out even more when I suggested we buy a place in Michigan, near my folks.”
Morgan barked out a laugh. “Abby in the suburbs? Good luck with that. And you in the suburbs? Oh man, you’re a total dumbass if you believe either one of you would ever be happy there.”
His boss’s visible amusement gave him pause, making him picture the life he’d painted for Abby earlier. Really picture it—and when he was done, he felt like a total fool.
Lord. They’d hate that life. Abby wasn’t his mother, content to putter around the house scrapbooking and doing chores, and he wasn’t his father, happy to work a boring old nine-to-five and come home to play Scrabble with his wife in front of the fireplace. He and Abby were warriors, damn it.
“Oh fuck. I am a dumbass.” He groaned loudly.
Morgan sighed. “I
knew having a married couple on the team was a bad idea. I should’ve forbidden the marriage.”
“I would have quit if you tried.”
And that was the God-honest truth. He loved Abby Sinclair that much. So much he would’ve sacrificed his job in order to be with her. Hell, he would sacrifice anything if it meant keeping her happy and safe.
God, he needed to apologize. Needed to hold her, needed . . . he just needed her.
Kane abruptly shot to his feet. “Look, if you want to kick my ass, just get it over with. But do it fast. I need to see my wife.”
“I’ll give you a pass. This time.” Morgan’s features turned to stone. “Noelle’s not the only one who cares about Abby, you know. If I find out you made her cry again, I’ll string you up and hang you, Kane.”
He didn’t even acknowledge the threat—he was too focused on sprinting away.
Urgency lined his steps as he hurried into the hotel. He bypassed the elevator bank, a survival instinct that was fully ingrained in him thanks to his military training—avoid places where you might get trapped. It was just another reminder of who he was and the kind of life he led. The life he wanted to keep leading.
Ha. Living in the suburbs.
He really was an idiot. No wonder his wife was furious with him.
He burst into the stairwell, taking the steps two at a time as he raced upstairs. The image of Abby in tears kept flashing in his mind, bringing wave after wave of guilt. He couldn’t believe he’d made her cry. Goddamn it, maybe he deserved to be strung up.
When he entered their suite a minute later, he stopped dead in his tracks. Abby was sitting cross-legged on the bed, her gaze focused on the doorway as if she’d been waiting for him to walk through it.
Kane took one look at her red-rimmed eyes and splotchy cheeks, and his heart promptly broke. Split right in two. Splintered into a million pieces.
Choking on the lump in his throat, he took several steps forward. He wanted to say something, but not a single word came out. So instead, he simply opened his arms.
And his wife flew off the bed and right into them.
*   *   *
Abby clung to Kane’s solid chest, welcoming the strong arms that surrounded her.
“I’m sorry,” he whispered, threading his fingers through her hair as he held her close.
She pulled back to meet his eyes. Those gorgeous green depths conveyed deep shame, mingling with a cloud of unhappiness.
“Oh hell. Please don’t cry,” he said roughly. “It breaks my fucking heart to see it.”
She sniffled, embarrassed that he was witnessing this. Her adoptive father had taught her that crying was a sign of weakness, and she’d worked hard to master the ability to control her emotions.
“I’m sorry,” she murmured. “I’m being hysterical.”
“Naah, you’re just being a woman.”
She grinned through her tears. “Asshole.”
The glint of humor faded fast. “Sorry. I know it’s the wrong time for jokes.” His voice cracked slightly, and he cleared his throat before continuing. “I’m the one who needs to apologize. I reacted like an ass when you told me about the pregnancy. I was blinded by my own happiness, and I just assumed we’d keep the baby and be a perfect little family. I didn’t even stop to consider your feelings about it.”
“I know.” She went to wipe her face with the back of her hand, but Kane stopped her. He swept his callused thumbs over her cheeks, gently brushing away the tears.
“I get why you’re scared and uncertain,” he told her. “I really do. And I want to respect you and your wishes, but to me, this is a baby. And I want it.”
“I know,” she said again.
“But I would never force you to do something you’re not comfortable with.” He rubbed her bottom lip with his thumb before leaning in for a brief, tender kiss. “And I don’t want you to be something you’re not. I know you won’t be happy driving a minivan around, or knitting sweaters with my mom while I go work at my dad’s mechanic shop.”
She had to smile. “You’d hate being a mechanic.”
His deep sigh tickled her forehead. “I would. I really, really would. I’m a soldier, and I like being a soldier. If we have this baby, there’d be changes, sure, but I know we’d be able to figure something out. Maybe we can buy a place in Aspen like Luke and Liv. Take turns staying home and kicking ass.”
“That was Noelle’s suggestion,” she said with a shaky laugh.
Kane blinked. “She actually had an opinion about how we should raise our kid?”
“I know, right? It’s crazy.” Abby hesitated. “She doesn’t think you’d want me to change . . . is she right?”
Kane answered with absolute conviction. “I don’t ever want you to change. I love who you are, sweetheart. You’re strong and smart and loyal and fierce. You have so much to teach a child, and yeah, maybe you don’t show your emotions at the drop of a hat, and maybe you won’t be all gushy and lovey-dovey with our kid, but I know you’ll love him or her with all your heart and protect them until your dying breath. The same way you love and protect me.”
“You protect me too.” Her voice wobbled. “You see me. All the sides I don’t show anyone but you.”
“I know.”
He kissed her again, and suddenly she was surrounded by his familiar scent, spicy and masculine, and that familiar touch, strong and unyielding.
“I don’t know what I want to do,” she whispered against his lips.
His large hands splayed over her waist, stroking reassuring circles on the small of her back. “I won’t push you. I promise you, we’ll figure this out. We can talk through every option, every scenario. We’ll even make a pros and cons list—I know how much you love those.”
“And if I choose not to keep it?” she hedged.
“Then I’ll respect your decision.”
Worry washed over her. “You won’t resent me for the rest of our lives?”
“I could never resent you,” he said fiercely, reaching for her hand. “I love you. We vowed to always be there for each other through thick and thin, and that’s exactly what I intend to do. I can’t live without you, sweetheart.”
She smiled through the sheen of tears. “I feel exactly the same way.”
He didn’t let go of her hand as he led her back to the bed. His warm grip was like an anchor, grounding Abby to the man she loved.
She felt like a weight had been lifted off her chest. She hated fighting with Kane, hated feeling like their relationship was being threatened, because at the end of the day, Kane Woodland was the only person in the world who truly mattered to her.
“I love you,” he said thickly.
She stood on her tiptoes and brought her mouth to his. A soft brush of their lips, but it didn’t take long before the kiss grew hotter, deep and desperate. Before she knew it, they were urgently undressing, and then they were skin to skin, his hard chest crushing her breasts, his heavy erection resting against her belly.
She shivered when his hands glided down to her butt. He gave it a seductive squeeze, then shifted her slightly and angled his hips.
He was inside of her before her back even connected with the mattress.
The feeling of sweet, perfect completion summoned a sigh from Abby’s lips. God, she loved this man. Even when he was bossy, even when he was acting like a dick. Kane Woodland was hers, and she loved every single thing about him.
“So good,” he said hoarsely. “Being inside you . . . it’s the greatest feeling in the world.”
His lips found her neck, teeth grazing the sensitized flesh before his mouth traveled up her jaw and closed over hers again. He groaned when their tongues met, and she felt his cock pulsing inside her, thickening even more.
Abby hooked her legs around his waist and dug her heels in his tight buttocks, the position bringing him deeper inside her. They moved together in a lazy rhythm, his heart vibrating against her breasts, matching the erratic beating of hers.
“Love you,” she whispered.
His green eyes flooded with pleasure. “Love you too, sweetheart.”
He withdrew slowly, then drove in again. Abby saw his features grow taut, his muscles tense, like he was straining to hold back. She knew he was close, but he waited, as he always did, until she reached the same peak, and only when she cried out in pleasure did he give himself to her. They came together, kissing frantically, bodies locked as they both trembled with release.
Afterward, Kane rolled them over and held her tight, stroking her hair and caressing her back until she fell asleep in his arms.



Chapter Eight
Kane and Abby headed back to the Costa Rica the next morning. They’d ended up chartering a plane because Morgan had usurped the company jet, leaving Cairo at the crack of dawn with no warning except for a brief text message to Kane that he was heading to the Middle East to “take care of a few things.” Kane was used to the man’s secrecy, and besides, he was glad to be alone with Abby. There were still so many things left to discuss, but unfortunately, they hadn’t been able to do much talking during the long journey home.
Abby had slept for the first half of the twenty-plus hour flight, only waking up when they’d stopped in Spain to refuel. By then, Kane was the exhausted one, and he’d fallen asleep with his head on her shoulder for the second leg of the trip.
Now they were both finally awake, but the pilot had already begun the descent into San Jose, and since Kane didn’t want a rushed conversation, he’d decided to wait until they got back to their compound before bringing up the baby subject again.
As he buckled his seatbelt, he glanced over at Abby, smiling at the beautiful sight she made. Red hair tied back in a ponytail, sunglasses resting on the top of her head, and already appropriately dressed for their return home. Her denim shorts, tank top, and flip-flops made up an outfit he’d come to expect from her ever since they’d relocated the team compound to Costa Rica. It was simply too damn humid to wear anything else, which was why he was also dressed like a beach bum in his white wifebeater and navy blue board shorts.
To the crewmembers on board, Kane knew they looked like a happy young couple heading for the coast. Those two flight attendants would probably shit their pants to learn that he and Abby were hardened mercenaries, their combined kill counts and successful extractions reaching astonishing numbers.
Despite her casual getup, Abby seemed anything but relaxed. She’d been wringing her hands together and biting her lower lip ever since the pilot’s announcement that they were landing, and when he noticed her doing it again, he tried to distract her by saying, “Why do you think Morgan flew off to Pakistan?”
Her answering shrug had Kane narrowing his eyes. He suspected Abby knew a lot more than she let on when it came to the mysterious trips Morgan took between assignments, but whenever Kane pushed, all she ever said was that their boss was “looking for someone.”
“What exactly does he do on his solo trips?” Kane demanded. “I know you know.”
“He’s looking for someone.”
Lord. His wife was secretive as hell, but she didn’t normally keep him in the dark. Now he knew what everyone else felt like whenever Abby refused to offer any details about a topic.
“That’s what you always say,” Kane grumbled. “Can’t you ever give me more? Three years of marriage and you still don’t trust me?” He scowled at her in mock anger.
That earned him a crooked grin. “That’s all I know.”
“Uh-huh.”
“I’m serious,” she insisted. “Jeremy once told me that Morgan was looking for someone. I asked who, and didn’t get an answer. That is literally all I know.”
Kane was appeased. “Yeah? I just figured you were dodging all these years.”
“Nope. And shame on you for being so suspicious. I don’t keep secrets from you, Kane.”
“You sure took your sweet-ass time telling me about the pregnancy,” he pointed out, arching a brow.
Guilt flashed in her eyes. “I wasn’t planning on keeping it secret forever.”
Kane paused, wanting to keep the topic of discussion open now that it’d been raised, but he didn’t want to push her again. With a careful voice, he reached for her hand and gave it a light stroke. “We’ll need to make a doctor’s appointment when we get home. You should probably get a blood test done to . . . you know, confirm things.”
Although her shoulders tensed, she offered a quick nod.
“And I’d rather find someone in San Jose, if you’re okay with that.”
“There’s a doctor in Turtle Cove,” she protested, referring to the tiny coastal town not far from the team’s sprawling, isolated compound.
“Oh, you mean the dude who wears Hawaiian shirts and hands out Band-Aids with red and purple hearts on them?” Kane shot back. “Nuh-uh, babe. I’m not letting that hack anywhere near you.”
He didn’t care that they’d be forced to make the hour-long drive to San Jose if they chose to see a doctor there. They weren’t going to the small clinic in Turtle Cove that didn’t even have a specialized OBGYN. No way. Kane knew he was being bossy again, but Abby was the one person who mattered most to him in this world, and he wanted the best possible care for her.
A sidelong glance revealed that her expression had gone dead serious, and now it was flickering with what looked like panic.
“Hey, don’t be scared.” He squeezed her hand in reassurance. “We’ll see the doctor just to confirm the pregnancy and talk about our options. I promise I’ll be there with you every step of the way.”
That got him another nod, and another round of lip-biting.
Christ, it was all so surreal, and even more overwhelming to think that their first doctor’s visit might not be their last. They would have to come back for regular checkups as the pregnancy progressed.
If it progressed.
He swallowed, trying not to dwell on that, trying to remember the promise he’d made about being a supportive husband and not a selfish ass.
Next to him, Abby had fallen quiet. Her face now looked pale. So pale that it evoked a spark of worry, making Kane realize that he hadn’t once asked her how she was feeling. Physically, that was.
“Hey, you okay?” he said gently. “Are you feeling nauseous or anything?”
She shook her head, a twinge of confusion creeping into her voice. “Strangely enough, no.” She paused. “But shouldn’t I be throwing up all the time?”
Kane didn’t know enough about pregnancy to answer the question. Were there some women who didn’t experience morning sickness? He wasn’t sure, which only made him all the more determined to schedule a doctor’s appointment ASAP.
“We’ll have to ask the doctor,” he said, feeling a tad helpless. He was so used to having all the damn answers, and it bothered him that he couldn’t offer more assurance than that.
A shaky breath left Abby’s mouth. “I don’t deserve you.”
The abrupt declaration caught him off guard. He blinked and then recovered with a chuckle. “Sure, you do. I’m the alpha asshole in the relationship, remember? You, on the other hand, are a goddess. Which means I don’t deserve you.”
She laughed, and the sound warmed his heart. “Fine, let’s just say we deserve each other then.”
“Damn straight.”
Kane intertwined their fingers, leaning his head back as the plane’s wings dipped from the steady drop in altitude. He had a million more things to say, suggestions to voice, ideas to discuss, but he swallowed them all. He’d promised himself he wouldn’t push her about their plans for the pregnancy. Morgan was right—Abby was skittish, and the last thing he wanted was for her to pull away from him.
Whatever her ultimate decision, he had vowed to support it.
It was seven p.m. local time when they landed, nearly twenty-four hours after leaving Cairo, but the team traveled so frequently that jet lag and time differences barely affected Kane anymore. Abby, on the other hand, looked tired and ashen as they walked off the plane and into the massive hangar at the private airport outside the city.
“Is there a restroom I can use?” she suddenly blurted out, the question directed at one of the nearby mechanics working on an old Cessna.
The man responded in Spanish, gesturing to a corridor to their left.
“I’ll be right back,” Abby murmured.
She scurried off so fast that Kane’s concern levels skyrocketed.
He went after her, uncharacteristic panic churning in his gut as he waited outside the ladies room door. He hadn’t missed the fear on Abby’s face or the deep groove of worry digging into her forehead.
Something was wrong.
He was tempted to burst into the washroom and find out precisely what it was, but he forced his feet to stay rooted to the dusty linoleum floor. A minute ticked by. Then another. And another.
Unable to wait a second longer, Kane reached for the door handle just as Abby stepped out of the restroom.
The devastation in her eyes tore a hole in his heart.
“What’s wrong?” he said immediately.
Her bottom lip trembled, and she looked so stricken his pulse started racing.
“Abby,” he said firmly. “Talk to me.”
Now she was downright shaking, her expression swimming with agony as she met his eyes.
“I think I’m losing our baby.”



Chapter Nine
Abby felt like she was in a daze. A suffocating, paralyzing daze that she couldn’t seem to snap out of. She was vaguely aware of leaving the airport, Kane ushering her into their waiting Range Rover, the squeal of tires as he sped to the hospital like he was trying out for the NASCAR circuit.
Her brain was only capable of focusing on one thought. One terrifying thought.
She was losing the baby.
There was no other explanation for the bleeding, and the awful reality triggered a confusing jumble of emotions that made it impossible to think clearly.
She suddenly became aware that the car had stopped. The passenger door flew open and then Kane was tugging her out, his worried gaze fixed on her face.
“Abby . . . hey . . . sweetheart, look at me.”
His deep voice penetrated the muddled fog. She raised her head, opened her mouth, but no words came out. All she could do was shoot him a helpless look.
“It’ll be okay,” he said firmly. “Whatever happens, you’ll be okay. We’ll be okay.”
Would they? She couldn’t help feeling that she had let him down, and the crushing guilt was too much to bear. This was all her fault. She must have done something wrong to cause the bleeding. Maybe she shouldn’t have gone to Cairo. Maybe the flight was too long for someone in her condition. Maybe she’d made it happen with her fear and hesitation to embrace this child.
The merciless rush of inner accusations refused to stop. God, what if her negative response to the pregnancy had caused her body to reject the baby?
Their baby.
Hers and Kane’s.
Abby’s throat seized up. She couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t focus on anything but the overwhelming grief shivering through her in cold, pulsing waves.
“Breathe, sweetheart. Just breathe,” she heard Kane murmur.
Impossible. Her lungs had stopped working.
Abby lost touch with her surroundings again. She thought she heard Kane shouting, then threatening someone—an orderly? She couldn’t be sure. All she knew was that suddenly she blinked, and they were inside the emergency room. Kane was gone.
She searched the fluorescent-lit space in panic, relaxing when she spotted him across the room, barking orders at a woman who kept trying to shove a pen and clipboard at him. Eventually Kane took the items, blond head bent as he hurriedly scribbled away.
He was back at Abby’s side a minute later, his expression grim. “We have to wait. C’mon, let’s sit down.”
Abby was frozen in place. The large waiting area wasn’t packed, but enough people filled the rows of chairs that she felt exposed. Scared. Like they could all see exactly what was wrong with her. Like they all knew what a failure she was.
Nausea rolled through her, bringing a rush of sickness to her throat. “I . . . I can’t be in here.” She stumbled backward, swaying on her feet. “I need a washroom.”
Kane’s strong arm steadied her. His voice rang with assurance. “It’s okay, take my hand.”
She snatched his hand, gripping so hard she saw him wince, but he didn’t say a word. He simply led her toward a bright corridor, marching all the way to the end of it before halting in front of a restroom door.
“Do you want me to wait out here?”
As another uncontrollable shiver swept through her, she quickly shook her head.
Without delay, Kane pushed open the door and ushered her into the ladies room. Fortunately, it was empty, which meant that the only person who witnessed Abby bursting into tears was her husband.
In the blink of an eye he’d pulled her into his arms, holding her so tight she could barely breathe. She choked out a shaky exhale, blinking through her tears as she finally found her voice.
“This is my fault.”
He sounded shocked. “What? Of course it isn’t.” His hands moved in soothing strokes up and down her back. “You didn’t do anything wrong, sweetheart.”
As her mind continued to spin, she wiggled out of his embrace, overcome by a wave of self-loathing. “Yes, I did! I didn’t want the baby, and now I’m being punished for it!” She began to pace the tiled floor. Her flip-flops snapped with each hurried step, heart pounding like a jackhammer as she tried to make sense of everything she was feeling. “But it wasn’t true. I was wrong. I . . .”
Her throat tightened as realization dawned on her.
Oh God. She’d wanted this baby.
“You wanted the baby.” Kane spoke her thoughts, his voice thick with wonder.
Her face collapsed as she turned to look at him. “I did. I do.” She shook her head in dismay. “Maybe I have some maternal instincts in me after all.”
He walked over and cupped her cheeks. “You’re going to be a wonderful mother. I know you will.”
His impassioned conviction and perpetual faith in her spurred a fresh rush of tears. “I’m so sorry, Kane. I don’t know what I did wrong, but I’m so damn sorry.”
“Hey. Hey.” He grasped her chin to force eye contact. “You didn’t do anything wrong. We don’t even know if something’s wrong. So until we talk to the doctor, you’re not allowed to say things like that, you hear me?”
She nodded weakly. “I just—”
A sharp knock on the door interrupted them. The nurse Kane had been arguing with before appeared in the doorway, her dark eyes flickering with disapproval at finding him in the ladies room.
“Mrs. Woodland?” the nurse said to Abby. “Our staff OBGYN just finished up a delivery and she’ll be able to examine you.” The woman frowned at Kane. “Though for future purposes, Mr. Woodland, you can’t walk into the emergency room and demand to be seen by a specialist. Our emergency staff is quite proficient and—”
He cut her off. “I’m sure they are, but right now, my wife needs attention, so can we please take care of that first?”
Abby had to hide a smile as the nurse glared at Kane. He wasn’t usually so abrupt with people, but clearly he wasn’t making any friends at this hospital tonight.
“Follow me,” the nurse said stiffly.
They stepped into the hall after her, where the dark-haired woman focused on Abby again. “We’ll need to draw some blood and get a urine test from you before the doctor sees you. Your husband can come with you if you’d like.”
Abby hesitated. “No,” she murmured, turning to Kane. “I’d like to do this alone.”
Unhappiness clouded his expression. “Abby—”
“Please,” she said softly. The hurt look in his eyes killed her, but she wanted to spare him the devastation she knew would hit him once the doctor confirmed their bleak suspicions.
She wanted him to hold on to hope for as long as possible.
After a long, agonizing moment, he nodded in defeat.
“Thank you.” Abby brushed a kiss over his lips, and then followed the nurse down the hall.
*   *   *
Kane felt like tearing his hair out by the roots. He’d been sitting in the waiting room for more than an hour, stuck next to a pair of women chattering on in Spanish about what sounded like a seriously bad date. But he didn’t give a shit about that. He was going crazy there, riddled with fear and worry as he wondered what the hell was being done to his wife.
He couldn’t believe she’d banished him to the waiting room, but he’d seen the impenetrable look in her eyes when she’d asked him to stay behind, and he hadn’t wanted to argue with her in front of Nurse Ratched.
But enough was enough. Abby had been gone way too long, and each time he looked at the clock over the doorway and saw that more time had passed, his spirits sank lower and lower.
Their baby was gone.
The thought ravaged his body like a fast-acting cancer, making it difficult to breathe.
He’d really wanted this kid. He’d only known about the baby for two days, yet it had already felt real to him.
And now he only felt a sense of crushing loss.
“Mr. Woodland?”
He’d been so lost in thought he’d neglected to hear the nurse’s footsteps or notice her approach. Some soldier he was.
Gulping, he met her eyes, but her expression revealed nothing. “Your wife is waiting for you. Come with me.”
He dove to his feet, his strides impatient as he followed her to the corridor. They took the elevator up to the third floor, Kane wishing like hell that she would walk faster, but the woman took her sweet-ass time as she ushered him down another long hallway.
“She’s right in here,” the nurse said, leaning in to open a door for him.
Kane brushed past her and skidded into the room—only to stop dead in his tracks when he saw Abby.
She was lying on an examination table, wearing a blue hospital gown and a serene expression he didn’t expect. Next to the table was an ultrasound machine, but the screen was off.
Kane’s heart stopped beating. “Are you . . . is it . . .”
There was an excruciating silence.
And then Abby smiled.
“The baby is fine.”
The relief was so strong he nearly keeled over. “Oh my God. Oh fuck. Thank God.” Kane launched himself in her direction and threw his arms around her. He forced himself not to cling too tight, the kiss he dropped on her forehead gentle and brief.
“What did the doctor say? Why are you bleeding? What’s happening to the—”
He halted at the sound of footsteps. His and Abby’s heads swiveled at the door, their hands instinctively lowering to their waists, and they both grinned when they realized they’d each gone for a gun neither one had brought.
“Well. At least our kid will have vigilant bodyguards,” she quipped.
His heart leapt at her words. Their kid.
Kane couldn’t wipe the goofy grin off his face as the door swung open and a pretty woman in her forties walked in. She had dark eyes and skin the color of creamy mocha, and she wore a white coat, pink scrubs, and bright red sneakers that squeaked on the floor. Kane liked her on sight.
“Mr. Woodland, I presume? I’m Dr. Diaz, but you can call me Sylvia. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” The woman spoke perfect English, but with a Spanish accent, and she easily extended a hand toward him.
After they shook hands, Sylvia gave him a warm smile. “Your wife wanted me to go over what she and I talked about. She said you two had quite a scare.”
Understatement of the year.
Kane nodded and sank into the chair at Abby’s side. “Why is she bleeding?”
“Actually, the bleeding has stopped,” Dr. Diaz answered. “And it was very light to begin with, which is a good sign. The blood and urine tests we ran did show that your wife is pregnant, and the ultrasound confirmed it.”
His gaze strayed to the machine. “You did an ultrasound?”
“We did, and it showed that your baby is strong and healthy. We even heard the heartbeat today.” The doctor continued in a calm, reassuring tone. “It’s normal for some women to experience spotting in the first trimester.”
He swallowed. “But isn’t that a sign of miscarriage?”
“Sometimes, but it doesn’t always result in one. Your wife mentioned that the two of you had intercourse last night. Sometimes that can cause bleeding, since the cervix becomes very sensitive during pregnancy.”
Discomfort roiled in his stomach. Jeez. He felt like a teenage boy in health class again, cringing at words like cervix.
“But Abby isn’t experiencing any cramping, which is another good sign, and as I said before, the bleeding has already stopped. The ultrasound didn’t raise any red flags, so at the moment, I can tell you that the pregnancy seems to be progressing normally. If the bleeding returns, and if it’s heavier than normal and doesn’t stop in a few hours like it did now, then I’d like Abby to come in immediately. But for now, there’s no reason to keep her here.”
Another wave of relief swept through him, before his curious gaze moved back to the ultrasound machine. “Do we know if it’s a boy or a girl?”
“It’s too early for that,” the doctor replied. “If you two would like to know the sex of the baby, we can arrange for another ultrasound in the second trimester.”
“I hope it’s a boy,” Abby murmured from the bed. She glanced at Kane in distress. “What if it’s a girl and she prefers to play with dolls instead of knives?”
Dr. Diaz coughed wildly. “Pardon me?”
“Nothing,” Kane said quickly. “My wife is just joking.” He shot Abby a death stare. “We don’t have a preference. We just want a healthy baby.”
Abby spoke up again. “I forgot to ask you—what about morning sickness? I’ve been feeling queasy, but I haven’t thrown up at all.”
The doctor shrugged. “Not all women do. Consider yourself one of the lucky ones. But if the morning sickness does come, you don’t have to worry. It’s perfectly natural.” She clapped her hands with a smile. “You can get dressed now, and then we’ll schedule your next checkup.” The smile widened. “And don’t forget to show your husband the picture.”
They thanked the doctor, who waltzed out of the room on her red sneakers. Once she was gone, Kane turned to his wife with an inquisitive look. “What picture?”
Grinning, Abby gestured to the machine next to them. “It’s on top of that. Take a peek.”
Kane stood up and swiped the glossy print she’d indicated, then flipped it over and stared. The grainy, gray scale image was impossible to decipher, but he knew their baby was in there somewhere.
“I don’t see it.” He pouted.
Abby leaned close and studied the photo, then heaved out a sigh. “Honestly? I don’t either. She pointed it out to me like ten times, but I can’t see a damn thing.”
The two of them exchanged a look before bursting out in laughter.
“Don’t you dare tell our kid about this,” Kane warned her. “Far as he or she knows, we spotted his little peanut-size face instantly, and it was the most beautiful thing we’d ever seen.”
Abby’s lips twitched. “Agreed.” Her amusement, however, faded fast, replaced by a cloud of uncertainty that floated into her eyes. “I’m still scared.”
“I know.” His tone softened. “I am too, if I’m being honest.”
He saw her pulse throbbing in her throat. “Can we really do this?”
“Sweetheart, we can do anything. As long as we’re in it together. We’ll help each other through this, no matter how overwhelming it gets.” He swallowed, a dark thought creeping in. “But . . . I need to know something . . . do you want this baby, Abby? Like, really want it? Or are you only saying you do because of me?” His chest ached. “I need to know you’re not keeping it just for me.”
“That’s partly it,” she admitted. “Because I do want to make you happy. So yeah, maybe I’m only ninety-five percent sure right now, but I know that other five percent will come. I know that as scared as I am right now, you’re going to help me stop being afraid.” She shifted awkwardly. “Back in Cairo, when I was holding Tommy Aberdeen . . . I felt something, Kane. And I was good with him. I was able to give him comfort.” Her tone became fierce. “I know I’ll love this baby, and I’ll protect him or her until my dying breath.”
Emotion filled his chest. “I know you will.”
“But you have to promise to be patient with me,” she said softly.
When he saw the unshed tears clinging to her eyelashes, his heart squeezed. “Always. As long as you promise to be patient with me.”
“Always,” she echoed.
Kane tenderly brushed away her tears. “Okay, no more of these. It just makes me want to grab a gun and shoot whoever made you cry. And in this case, I think it was that super nice doctor, and I really don’t want to hurt her.”
A laugh shook out of Abby’s mouth. “Yeah, she doesn’t deserve that.”
He brought his mouth to hers in a sweet, gentle kiss, then pulled back and searched her face. “Ready to go home?”
She smiled. And then she uttered two words that told him everything he needed to know. Not just about her state of mind, but about their future.
“I’m ready.”



Want to see how it all started for Kane and Abby?






 Check out Midnight Rescue.






And if you love Morgan and Noelle, be sure to preorder their book Midnight Action, out in November!
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