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Barat, Turkey
June 11
 
“Get out of there, Sarah,” Boyd yelled from outside the house. “That wall is going to tumble any minute.”
“Monty’s found something.” Sarah carefully moved over to the pile of rubble where the golden retriever was standing. “Be still, boy. Be very still.”
Child?
“How do I know?” Monty always hoped it would be a child. He loved kids and all these lost and hurt children nearly killed him. They nearly killed her too, Sarah thought wearily. Finding the children and the old people was always the most painful. So few survived these catastrophes. The earth trembled and the walls fell and life was snuffed out as if it had never been.
Out.
“You’re sure?”
Out.
“Okay.” She absently patted Monty’s head as she gazed at the rubble. The second story of the small house had caved in, and chances of anyone being alive beneath the wreckage were minimal. She could hear no groans or weeping. It wouldn’t be responsible of her to bring anyone else from the search and rescue team into the building. She should get out herself.
Child?
What the hell? Stop wasting time. She knew she wasn’t going to leave until she investigated more closely. She reached for a stool and tossed it aside. “Go to Boyd, Monty.”
The retriever sat down and looked at her.
“I keep telling you that you’re supposed to be a professional. That means you obey orders, dammit.”
Wait.
She tossed a cushion to one side and tugged at the easy chair. Jesus, it was heavy. “You can’t help me now.”
Wait.
“Get out of there, Sarah,” Boyd yelled. “That’s an order. It’s been four days. You know you probably won’t find anyone alive.”
“We found that man in Tegucigalpa alive after twelve days. Call Monty, will you, Boyd?”
“Monty!”
Monty didn’t move. She hadn’t thought he would, but there was always a chance. “Stupid dog.”
Wait.
“If you’re going to stay there, I’m coming in to help you,” Boyd said.
“No, I’ll be out in a minute.” Sarah glanced warily at the south wall, then tugged at the mattress until she got it to one side. “I’m just looking around.”
“I’ll give you three minutes.”
Three minutes.
She pulled frantically at the carved headboard.
Monty whined.
“Shh.” She finally heaved the headboard to one side.
And then she saw the hand.
Such a small, delicate hand, clutching a rosary . . .
“A survivor?” Boyd asked as Sarah walked out of the house. “Do we need to send in a team?”
She numbly shook her head. “Dead. A teenage girl. Two days, maybe. Don’t risk anyone’s neck. Just mark the site.” She snapped on Monty’s leash. “I’m going back to the trailer. I’ve got to get Monty out of here. You know how upset he gets. I’ll be back in a couple of hours.”
“Yeah, it’s only your dog that’s upset.” Boyd’s tone dripped sarcasm. “That’s why you’re shaking like a leaf.”
“I’m fine.”
“I don’t want to see you take a step out of that trailer until tomorrow morning. You’ve gone without sleep for thirty-six hours. You know exhausted workers are a hazard to themselves and the people they’re trying to help. You were incredibly stupid to run that risk. You’re usually smarter than that.”
“Monty was sure there was someone—” Why was she arguing? He was right. The only way to stay alive in situations like this was to stick to the rules and not act on impulse. She should have gone by the book. “I’m sorry, Boyd.”
“You should be.” He scowled. “You’re one of my best people, and I won’t have you thrown off the team because you’re thinking with your heart instead of your head. You endangered not only yourself but your dog. What would you have done if that wall had fallen and killed Monty?”
“It wouldn’t have killed Monty. I’d have thrown myself on top of him and let you dig the wall off me.” She smiled faintly. “I know who’s important around here.”
“Very funny.” He shook his head. “Except you’re not joking.”
“No.” She rubbed her eyes. “She had a rosary in her hand, Boyd. She must have grabbed it when the quake started. But it didn’t help her, did it?”
“I guess not.”
“She couldn’t have been over sixteen, and she was pregnant.”
“Shit.”
“Yeah.” She gently tugged on Monty’s leash. “We’ll be back in a little while.”
“You’re not listening. I’m in charge of this search, Sarah. I want you to rest. We’ve probably found all the live ones. I’m expecting the order to pull out tomorrow. The Russian team can finish searching for the dead.”
“All the more reason to work harder until the order comes. None of the Russians’ dogs has Monty’s nose. You know he’s incredible.”
“You’re not so bad yourself. Do you know the other members of the team are making bets on whether or not you can actually read that dog’s mind?”
“That’s pretty dumb. They’re all close to their own dogs. They know that when you live with an animal, you get to learn how to read them.”
“Not like you.”
“Why are we talking about this? The important thing is Monty is unique. He’s found survivors before when everyone had given up hope. He may find more today.”
“It’s not likely.”
She walked away.
“I mean it, Sarah.”
She glanced back over her shoulder. “And how long has it been since you slept, Boyd?”
“That’s none of your damn business.”
“Do as I say and not as I do? I’ll see you in a couple of hours.” She could hear him swearing behind her as she picked her way through the rubble toward the line of mobile homes at the bottom of the hill. Boyd Medford was a good guy, a fine team leader, and everything he said made sense. But there were times when she couldn’t be sensible. Too many dead. Too few survivors. Oh, God, too many bodies . . .
The rosary . . .
Did that poor girl have time to pray for her own life and the life of her child before she had been crushed? Probably not. Earthquakes took only a heartbeat to destroy. Maybe she should hope that death had come quickly and the girl had not suffered.
Monty pressed against her legs. Sad.
“Me too.” She opened the door of the mobile home for Monty. “It happens. Maybe next time it won’t be that way.”
Sad.
She filled up Monty’s water dish. “Drink, boy.”
Sad. He lay down in front of the metal dish.
He’d drink soon, but she’d wait for an hour or two before she tried to feed him. He was too upset to eat. He never got used to finding the dead.
Neither did she.
She sat down on the floor beside Monty and put her arms around him. “It will be okay,” she whispered. “Maybe next time we’ll find a little boy alive like we did yesterday.” Was it yesterday? The days blurred together when they were on a search. “Remember the child, Monty?”
Child.
“He’s alive because of you. That’s why we have to go on. Even if it hurts.” Jesus, it did hurt. It hurt seeing Monty this upset. It hurt remembering that girl clutching the rosary. It hurt knowing there would probably not be another person found alive.
But probably was not certainly. There was always hope as long as you kept trying.
She closed her eyes. She was tired and all her muscles ached. So what? She’d have time for a long rest later. All she needed right now was a few hours of sleep and she’d be ready to go on. “Come on, let’s take a nap.” She stretched out beside the retriever. “Then we’ll go see if we can find anyone else alive in this hell-hole.”
Monty was whining softly as he put his head on his paws.
“Shh.” She buried her face in his fur. “It’s okay.” It wasn’t okay. Death was never okay. “We’re together. We’re doing our job. We just have to get through the next few days. Then we’ll be back at the ranch.” She began stroking his head. “You’ll like that, won’t you?”
Sad.
He was hurting, but it wasn’t as bad as usual. Sometimes isolated cases were worse for him. It wasn’t that he became calloused to the massive loss of life he encountered in major disasters. It was just that they were working so constantly, the reaction was delayed. He’d be ready to go again in a few hours.
But would she?
She’d be fine. Just as she’d told Boyd. The last few days were always the worst. Hope was dimming, desperation growing, and the sadness lay in your heart and mind until you thought you couldn’t bear it.
But she always did bear it. You had to bear it because there was always a chance someone was out there waiting. Someone who would be lost if she and Monty didn’t find her.
Monty rolled over and lay on his side. Sleep.
“Yes, that’s what we should do.” Sleep, friend, and so will I. Let the memory of rosaries and unborn children fade away. Let death go. Let hope come back. “Just a little nap . . .”
Santo Camaro, Colombia
June 12
 
“How many dead?” Logan asked.
“Four.” Castleton’s lips tightened grimly. “And two men are in the local hospital in serious condition. Can we leave now? The stench of this place makes me want to throw up. I feel guilty as hell. I’m the one who hired Bassett for this job. I liked him.”
“In a minute.” Logan’s gaze wandered around the scorched ruins that had once been a state-of-the-art facility. It had been only three days, but the jungle was already reclaiming its own. Grass sprouted among the fallen timbers, vines reached toward the site in a macabre embrace from nearby trees. “Were you able to recover any of Bassett’s work?”
“No.”
Logan looked down at the dark red carnelian scarab in his hand. “And Rudzak sent this to me this morning?”
“I guess it was Rudzak. It was on my doorstep with your name on it.”
“It was Rudzak.”
Castleton’s gaze shifted from the scarab to Logan’s face. “Bassett has a wife and kid. What are you going to tell them?”
“Nothing.”
“What do you mean, nothing? You have to tell them what happened to Bassett.”
“And what am I supposed to tell them? We don’t know what happened to him. Not yet.” He turned away and headed back toward the jeep.
“Rudzak’s going to kill him,” Castleton said, following Logan.
“Maybe.”
“You know it.”
“I think he’ll try to make a deal first.”
“Ransom?”
“Possibly. He wants something, or he wouldn’t have bothered to take Bassett.”
“And you’re going to deal with that bastard? After what he did to your people?”
“I’ll deal with the devil himself if it will get me what I want.”
It was the answer Castleton expected. John Logan had not gotten to be one of the foremost economic forces in the world by avoiding confrontation. He had made billions with his computer company and other enterprises before he’d reached forty.
And he had risked the lives of several scientists to realize the gigantic rewards this project offered. Some people would say that no man with a conscience would have set up this facility when he knew what the consequences might—
“Say it.” Logan was staring at him. “Let it out.”
“You shouldn’t have done it.”
“Everyone in this facility chose to be here. I never lied to them about what they were facing. They believed it was worth it.”
“I wonder how they felt when the bullets hit them. Do you think they still thought it was worth it?”
Logan didn’t flinch. “Who the hell knows what’s important enough to die for? Do you want out, Castleton?”
Yes, he wanted out. The situation was becoming too deadly and complicated. He didn’t deal well with either, and he cursed the day he’d become involved in it. “Are you firing me?”
“No way. I need you. You know how things work down here. That’s why I hired you in the first place. But I’ll understand if you want out. I’ll pay you and let you walk away.”
“Let me?”
“I could find a way to keep you on the job,” Logan said wearily. “There’s always a way to do anything you want to do. You just have to decide how far you want to commit yourself. But you’ve done a good job for me and I’m not willing to force you to stay on. I’ll try to find someone else.”
“No one could force me to do anything I don’t want to do.”
“Have it your way.” Logan got into the jeep. “Take me back to the airport. I’ve got to get busy. Am I going to have trouble with the local police?”
“You know better than that. These hills are deep in drug country. It’s not safe to ask questions. The police just look the other way.” He smiled bitterly as he started the jeep. “Isn’t that why you built the facility here?”
“Yes.”
“And they won’t help you get Bassett away from Rudzak. He’s a dead man.”
“If he’s not dead now, I’ll get him back.”
“How? Money?”
“Whatever it takes.”
“It’s impossible. Even if you pay a ransom, Rudzak may kill him anyway. You can’t expect to—”
“I’ll get him back.” Logan’s voice suddenly vibrated with harshness. “Listen to me, Castleton. You may think I’m a son of a bitch, but I don’t shrug off my responsibilities. Those were my employees who died and I want the man who did it. And if you think I’m going to let him kill or use Bassett to get at me, you’re wrong. I’ll find him.”
“In the middle of the jungle?”
“In the middle of hell.” Logan’s voice was flint sharp. “Now you’ve been telling me how sorry you are and how guilty I should feel. Well, I don’t have time for guilt. I’ve always found it counterproductive. You do what you have to do, but don’t tell me anything’s impossible until you’ve tried and failed and tried again. I won’t buy it.”
“You don’t have to buy it. I’m not asking you to—” His gaze narrowed on Logan’s face. “You’re trying to manipulate me.”
“Am I?”
“You know damn well you are.”
“Smart man. You should have expected it. I’m just as ruthless as you think I am, and I told you I needed you.”
Castleton was silent for a moment. “Do you really think you have a chance of saving Bassett?”
“If he’s alive, I’ll bring him back. Will you help me?”
“What do you want me to do?”
“What you’ve been doing all along. Grease palms and take care of my people. By the way, I want them out of that hospital and on their way home as soon as possible. They’re too vulnerable here.”
“I was going to take care of that for you anyway.”
“And keep your ears open and your mouth shut. If I’m not in the area, Rudzak will probably contact you first.” He smiled crookedly. “Don’t worry, I’m not going to ask you to put your neck on the block. You’re much too valuable to me in other ways.”
“I’m not a coward, Logan.”
“No, but this is out of your area of expertise. I always get the right person for the right job. I assure you I wouldn’t hesitate to rope you into it if I thought it necessary.”
Castleton believed him. He had never seen Logan like this. Most of the time he kept that streak of hard ruthlessness buried beneath a layer of easy charisma. He suddenly recalled the many stories about Logan’s shady associations in the early years he had spent in Asia. Gazing at Logan now, he could believe there was more truth than fiction in those wild tales of smuggling and violent power struggles with local gangs who had tried to sell him “protection.”
“Well?”
“Okay.” Castleton moistened his lips. “I’ll stay.”
“Good.”
“But not because of anything you’ve said. I just feel guilty as hell that I was in town and not here when it happened. Maybe I could have done something, anything to prevent—”
“Don’t be an idiot. You’d have been dead too. Now, do you know of any contact Rudzak might have that we can tap?”
“The talk is there’s a dealer named Ricardo Sanchez in Bogotá who’s been acting as a go-between for the Mendez cartel and Rudzak.”
“Find him. Do anything you have to do. I want to know where Rudzak’s camp is located.”
“I’m not a thug, Logan.”
“Then would it hurt your delicate sense of ethics to hire a thug?”
“You don’t have to be sarcastic.”
“No, I don’t,” he said wearily. “If I weren’t pressed for time, I’d go to Bogotá and pressure Sanchez myself. Never mind, I have a man who can find out what I need to know.”
“I hope you succeed.”
“So do I. But even if Sanchez proves useless, I’ll still find Bassett.”
Castleton shook his head. “No one around here is going to tell you where he is or go into that jungle to look for him.”
“Then I’ll find him on my own.”
“How?”
“I know someone who might be able to help me.”
“The right person for the right job?”
“Exactly.”
“Then God help him.”
“It’s not a man.” Logan glanced back over his shoulder at the ruins. “It’s a woman.”
Logan called Margaret Wilson, his personal assistant, the minute his jet was airborne out of Santo Camaro. “Pull the file on Sarah Patrick.”
“Patrick?” Logan could visualize Margaret mentally going over the files in her head. “Oh, the dog lady. I did that research on her about six months ago, didn’t I? I thought you’d gotten what you needed from her.”
“I did. Something else has come up.”
“The same lever won’t do?”
“Maybe. But this situation has complications. I need to review the file because I’ll probably have to use everything we know about her. Not just how to make her jump when I whistle.”
“I don’t think Sarah Patrick is going to jump when anyone whistles,” Margaret said coolly. “And I’d like to be around when you pucker your lips, John. I have an idea that you got lucky the last time. Serve you right if you go around—”
“Lay off me, Margaret,” he said with a sigh. “I’m not up to defending myself right now.”
“Why not?” She paused. “Is Bassett dead?”
“No, I don’t think so. He was alive when they took him.”
“Shit.”
“I need that file, Margaret.”
“Five minutes. Do you want a fax or should I give you the information over the phone?”
“Call me back.” Logan hung up, leaned back in his chair, and closed his eyes.
Sarah Patrick.
Her image was there before him: short dark hair streaked by sunlight, high cheekbones, olive skin, and a lean, athletic body. Features more interesting than pretty and a wit as sharp as her tongue.
That sharpness had stung him innumerable times during the time in Phoenix. Sarah was not one to forgive and forget. But the sharpness had been for him only. She had become good friends with Eve Duncan and Joe Quinn after Logan pressured Sarah into working with Eve. The three were still good friends, according to Eve. She had called him last month and told him that Sarah had visited them in Atlanta and had—
His phone rang.
“Sarah Elizabeth Patrick,” Margaret said. “Twenty-eight. Half Apache Indian, half Irish. Grew up in Chicago, except the summers she spent with her father on the reservation. Mother and father both deceased. The father died when Sarah was a child, her mother five years ago. High IQ. She studied veterinary medicine at Arizona State University. Inherited a small ranch from her grandfather in the foothills of the mountains outside Phoenix at about the same time the mother died. She still lives there. Oh, you know that. You visited her ranch. She’s something of a loner but got along well with students and professors. After school, she started working with the K9 training unit of ATF. She can do anything with animals. She’s affiliated with a volunteer search and rescue group based in Tucson, and evidently ATF has given her permission to work with them on both man-made and natural disasters. She and her dog, Monty, have also been lent out to several police departments to find cadavers and also to detect explosives. Monty is something of a wonder dog.”
“I know.”
“That’s right, he found that body in Phoenix.” She hesitated. “You know, I think I’d like her, John. Those search and rescue people are pretty wonderful. When I was watching the television coverage of the Oklahoma City bombing, I wanted to give every one of those guys a medal. Or my firstborn child.”
“You don’t have a child.”
“Whatever.” She paused. “She doesn’t deserve to be pulled into this thing with Bassett.”
“Bassett didn’t deserve what happened to him either.”
“He made a commitment and a choice.”
“She can always tell me no.”
“You won’t let her. It means too much to you.”
“Then why are you trying to argue me out of it?”
“I don’t know. Yes, I do. Did I mention that Sarah Patrick was one of those rescue workers at Oklahoma City? Maybe this is my try at giving her my firstborn child.”
“She doesn’t need it. She has her dog.”
“And you’re not going to listen to me.”
“I’m listening. I wouldn’t dare do anything else.”
“Bull. I’m not asking you to give her a medal. Just give her an out.”
“Where is she now?”
“On her way home from Barat. She’s been there five days. Earthquake.”
“I’ve not been totally in my own world, Margaret. I heard about the earthquake before I left Monterey.”
“But it didn’t rock you like the news about Bassett. So what do I do? Do you want me to phone her? Set up a meeting?”
“She’d tell you to go to hell. Since I’m a true gentleman and want to spare you that indignity, I’ll take care of it myself.”
“You’re afraid I’ll bond with her and we’d gang up on you.”
“You guessed it.”
“Okay, then where can I reach you? Are you flying direct to Phoenix?”
“No, I’m going to Atlanta.”
Silence. “Eve?”
“Who else?”
“Oh.”
“I believe I have you speechless. What an accomplishment. I’ll take pity on you. No, I’m not going in sentimental pursuit of a lost love. Eve and I are friends now.”
“Heaven forbid anyone would mistake you for being sentimental. You don’t have to explain to me about—”
“No, but you’d die of curiosity and then I’d have to break in a new personal assistant. Such a bore.”
“I’m not nosy. Anyone would be curious,” she said tartly. “After all, you spent a year with her. I thought you might—”
“You can reach me in Atlanta at the Ritz Carlton in Buckhead.”
“If you’re not going directly to see Sarah Patrick, I’ll keep tabs on her.”
“That’s not necessary. I’ll see her in Atlanta.”
“No, she’s booked back to Phoenix.”
“She’ll change her plans. By the way, I’m calling Sean Galen after I hang up. If he needs funds, give him—”
“Carte blanche,” Margaret finished for him. “As usual. I thought you’d pull him into any rescue attempt. Is he to go directly to Santo Camaro?”
“No, I’m sending him to Bogotá on a fact-finding mission.”
Margaret made a distinctly skeptical sound. “Pretty words. Who’s he going to beat up?”
“Maybe no one. I just need him to find someone and ask a few questions.”
“Yeah, sure.”
“If Castleton calls, I want to hear from him immediately. He has my digital phone number, but he’s too cautious for my taste. He may try to reach me on it only in case of emergencies. But as far as I’m concerned, everything is an emergency at this point.”
“No problem.”
“Wrong. I see nothing but problems looming. I’ll keep in touch.” He hung up.
He should have known Margaret would champion Sarah Patrick. Margaret was an ardent feminist who admired tough, smart women who boldly ran their own lives and careers. She had liked Eve Duncan for that same reason. Eve was a top forensic sculptor who had overcome tremendous odds in both her personal and professional life. A very special woman . . .
He hadn’t seen her in almost six months. Had he made the transition from lover to friend as he’d told Margaret? Who knew? He had felt something for Eve he’d never felt for any other woman, and he’d tried to analyze it in these last months. Respect, pity, passion . . . Hell, maybe all those emotions had been present. She had certainly caught his imagination from the moment he had met her.
No, he wasn’t being honest. He had loved Eve. What was love but respect, pity, passion, and a hundred other emotions? Joe Quinn had said Logan didn’t love her enough and deserved to lose her. Well, he had lost her, so maybe the bastard was right. Maybe he’d never make a total commitment to a woman. Totality was for the young and the daring.
Christ, that sounded like a soap opera.
Okay, forget personal problems. Eve was going to marry Joe Quinn, a fact that he’d accepted months ago. His commitment now was to Bassett, and he had to concentrate all his efforts on bringing him back.
That’s where Sarah Patrick came in.
He could force her to help him as he’d done the last time, but he’d prefer not to do that. Was there anything else in her background he could use to manipulate her?
He had time to think about it. He should have at least a day to decide what to say to her.
It might take every minute of that time, he thought ruefully. Sarah was tough as nails and Margaret was probably right. This time when he tried to get her to jump when he whistled, there was every chance the situation would explode.
And the situation was explosive enough without Sarah. He had been uneasy ever since he had left Santo Camaro. His instincts told him that something was not as it should be, and he trusted his instincts. What the hell was bothering him?
He was filled with anger and sadness and the usual adrenaline-charged eagerness to jump into the fray— emotions that were getting in the way. So put those emotions on hold. He had to clear his head and analyze Rudzak’s opening move. Why had Rudzak taken Bassett? Ransom or revenge was the obvious answer, but Rudzak was seldom obvious.
He pulled the scarab from his pocket, the one Rudzak had sent him via Castleton. His thumb rubbed its carved surface. The scarab was from such a long time ago, a time of pain and torment and regret. . . . Rudzak had meant to send a message with it, but what did the message have to do with Bassett?
He leaned back in his chair. Think. Play the scenario out. Put everything together before you call Galen.
The shrill howl echoed eerily in the night.
Sarah stopped at the top of the hill, her breathing labored from the hard uphill run.
Another howl, more mournful than the first.
A wolf, Sarah thought. Probably one of the Mexican gray wolves that had been recently released in western Arizona. There had been stories of a few migrating to this area, much to the anger of the local ranchers. That howl had sounded very close. She stared at the crags spiking the mountain behind her.
Nothing. The night was clear and still and the wolf was probably farther away than he sounded.
Beautiful. Monty was staring at the mountain.
“You wouldn’t think so if you ran across one of those wolves, Monty. They have no manners. Ask the ranchers around here.”
Another howl echoed through the night.
Monty’s head lifted. Beautiful. Free.
Dogs were supposed to be descended from wolves, but she had never noticed any savage qualities in Monty. No animal could be more gentle or loving. Yet was he feeling some buried instinct as he listened to that wolf? The idea made her uneasy, and she dismissed it immediately. “I think it’s time we went back to the cabin. You’re getting moonstruck.” She started at a run down the path toward the cabin in the valley below.
Clean wind.
Clean air.
Firm earth.
Silence that had nothing to do with death or sorrow.
God, it was good to be home.
Good.
“You bet. Beat you to the cabin.”
She didn’t, of course. Monty had already jumped through his dog door and was lapping at the water in his dish when she threw open the front door. “You’re supposed to be tired from that job in Barat. Give me a break.”
Monty gave her a scornful look and then leisurely walked over to his rug in front of the fireplace.
“Okay, don’t give me a break. But remember who pays for the groceries.”
Monty yawned and stretched out.
The fire was welcoming and her easy chair beckoned. She would like to stretch out herself.
She reluctantly glanced at the blinking red light on her answering machine. She had ignored it when she’d arrived at the cabin two hours before and was tempted to do the same thing now.
Retrieve the messages or take a shower and then curl up in front of the fire? She knew what she wanted to do. Close the world out and go back to the routine with Monty that soothed and sustained them during these off periods. Even the telephone was an intrusion when all she needed was rest, exercise, and no more mental stress than was involved in reading a good book.
But that red light wouldn’t stop blinking. She might as well get it over with.
She crossed the room. Two messages.
She punched the button.
“Todd Madden. Welcome back, Sarah.”
Shit. She didn’t need this.
Her hands clenched into fists as she heard Madden’s smooth, faintly mocking tone. “I hear you did a magnificent job. The team earned grateful praise from the Turkish government, not to mention nice coverage by CNN. I think we may have to bring you and Monty up to Washington for a few interviews.”
“The hell you will, you asshole,” she muttered.
“I can almost see your expression. You’re so predictable. Unfortunately, Boyd’s mandatory report to ATF on you mentioned that you disobeyed orders on one occasion. He was obviously trying to protect you, but he had to do his job. Are you becoming unstable, Sarah? You know we can’t permit instability at ATF. And you know the consequences of your expulsion from ATF.” He paused. “But I’m sure you can persuade me that this was just an isolated incident. Come up to Washington for those interviews and we’ll talk about it.”
Slimy bastard.
“Call me and tell me when you’ll arrive. No more than two days, I think. We don’t want to be old news.” He hung up.
She closed her eyes as waves of rage poured through her. Damn him. Damn him.
She drew a deep breath and tried to control herself. Madden would love to know that he had upset her. He preferred cowed obedience and he didn’t like it when she refused to give it to him. He might have the upper hand, but she had let him know what she thought of him any number of times in language that was both abusive and explicit.
Screw him. There wasn’t any question she’d have to go to Washington, but she wouldn’t call him back and she’d take at least a three-day rest before she left the ranch.
She punched the button for the second message.
“It’s Eve, Sarah. We’ve finally got it. It’s confirmed. We’ll wait for you. Please come right away.” Eve hung up.
So much for rest, she thought resignedly. She would never phone Eve to ask her to wait a day or two. Eve had waited too long already. “Looks like we have another plane trip tomorrow, Monty. We have to go see Eve in Atlanta.”
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