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The story within these pages is completely fictional but the concepts of BDSM are real. If you do choose to participate in the BDSM lifestyle, please research it carefully and take all precautions to protect yourself. Fiction is based on real life but real life is not based on fiction.  
 Remember-Safe, Sane, and Consensual! 
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WHO’S WHO AND THE HISTORY OF 


TRIDENT SECURITY AND THE COVENANT

 ***While not every character is in every book, these are the ones with the most mentions throughout the series. This guide will help keep readers straight about who’s who. 
   
 Trident Security (TS) is a private investigative and military agency, co-owned by Ian and Devon Sawyer. With governmental and civilian contracts, the company got its start when the brothers and a few of their teammates from SEAL Team Four retired to the private sector. The original six-man team is referred to as the Sexy Six-Pack, as they were dubbed by Kristen Sawyer, née Anders, or the Alpha Team. Trident had since expanded and former members of the military and law enforcement have been added to the staff. The company is located on a guarded compound, which was a former import/export company cover for a drug trafficking operation in Tampa, Florida. Three warehouses on the property were converted into large apartments, the TS offices, gym, and bunkrooms. There is also an obstacle course, a Main Street shooting gallery, a helicopter pad, and more features necessary for training and missions. 
 In addition to the security business, there is a fourth warehouse that now houses an elite BDSM club, co-owned by Devon, Ian, and their cousin, Mitch Sawyer, who is the manager. A lot of time and money has gone into making The Covenant the most sought after membership in the Tampa/St. Petersburg area and beyond. Members are thoroughly vetted before being granted access to the elegant club. 
 There are currently over fifty Doms who have been appointed Dungeon Masters (DMs), and they rotate two or three shifts each throughout the month. At least four DMs are on duty at all times at various posts in the pit, playrooms, and the new garden, with an additional one roaming around. Their job is to ensure the safety of all the submissives in the club. They step in if a sub uses their safeword and the Dom in the scene doesn’t hear or heed it, and make sure the equipment used in scenes isn’t harming the subs. 
 The Covenant’s security team takes care of everything else that isn’t scene-related, and provides safety for all members and are essentially the bouncers. With the recent addition of the garden, and more private, themed rooms, the owners have expanded their self-imposed limit of 350 members. The fire marshal had approved them for 500 when the warehouse-turned-kink club first opened, but the cousins had intentionally kept that number down to maintain an elite status. Now with more room, they are increasing the membership to 500, still under the new maximum occupancy of 720. 
 Between Trident Security and The Covenant there’s plenty of romance, suspense, and steamy encounters. Come meet the Sexy Six-Pack, their friends, family, and teammates. 
   

THE SEXY SIX-PACK (ALPHA TEAM) AND THEIR SIGNIFICANT OTHERS

 
	 Ian “Boss-man” Sawyer: Devon and Nick’s brother; retired Navy SEAL; co-owner of Trident Security and The Covenant; husband/Dom of Angelina. 
	 Devon “Devil Dog” Sawyer: Ian and Nick’s brother; retired Navy SEAL; co-owner of Trident Security and The Covenant; husband/Dom of Kristen; father of John Devon “JD.” 
	 Ben “Boomer” Michaelson: retired Navy SEAL; explosives and ordnance specialist; husband/Dom of Katerina; son of Rick and Eileen. 
	 Jake “Reverend” Donovan: retired Navy SEAL; temporarily assigned to run the West Coast team; sniper; fiancé/Dom of Nick Sawyer; brother of Mike Donovan; Whip Master at The Covenant. 
	 Brody “Egghead” Evans: retired Navy SEAL; computer specialist; fiancé/Dom of Fancy. 
	 Marco “Polo” DeAngelis: retired Navy SEAL; communications specialist and back up helicopter pilot; husband/Dom of Harper; father to Mara. 
	 Nick “Junior” Sawyer: Ian and Devon’s brother; current Navy SEAL; fiancé/submissive of Jake Donovan. 
	 Kristen “Ninja-girl” Sawyer: author of romance/suspense novels; wife/submissive of Devon; mother of “JD.” 
	 Angelina “Angie/Angel” Sawyer: graphic artist; wife/submissive of Ian. 
	 Katerina “Kat” Michaelson: dog trainer for law enforcement and private agencies; wife/submissive of Boomer. 
	 Millicent “Harper” DeAngelis: lawyer; wife/submissive of Marco; mother of Mara. 
	 Francine “Fancy” Maguire: baker; fiancée/submissive of Brody. 

   

EXTENDED FAMILY, FRIENDS, AND ASSOCIATES OF THE SEXY SIX-PACK

 
	 Mitch Sawyer: Cousin of Ian, Devon, and Nick; co-owner/manager of The Covenant, Dom to Tyler Ellis and Tori Freyja. 
	 T. Carter: US spy and assassin; works for covert agency Deimos; Dom of Jordyn. 
	 Jordyn Alvarez: US spy and assassin; member of covert agency Deimos; submissive of Carter.  
	 Tyler Ellis: Stockbroker; lifestyle switch—Dom to Tori Freyja; submissive to Mitch Sawyer. 
	 Tori Freyja: K9 trainer for veterans in need of assistance/service dogs; submissive to Mitch Sawyer and Tyler Ellis. 
	 Parker Christiansen: owner of New Horizons Construction; husband/Dom of Shelby; adoptive father of Franco and Victor. 
	 Shelby Christiansen: stay-at-home mom; two-time cancer survivor; wife/submissive of Parker; adoptive mother of Franco and Victor. 
	 Curt Bannerman: retired Navy SEAL; owner of Halo Customs, a motorcycle repair and detail shop; husband of Dana; stepfather of Ryan, Taylor, Justin, and Amanda. Lives in Iowa. 
	 Dana Prichard-Bannerman: teacher; widow of retired SEAL Eric Prichard; wife of Curt Bannerman; mother of Ryan, Taylor, Justin, and Amanda. Lives in Iowa. 
	 Jenn “Baby-girl” Mullins: college student; goddaughter of Ian; “niece” of Devon, Brody, Jake, Boomer, and Marco; father was a Navy SEAL; parents murdered. 
	 Mike Donovan: owner of the Irish pub, Donovan’s; brother of Jake.  
	 Travis “Tiny” Daultry: former professional football player; head of security at The Covenant and Trident compound; occasional bodyguard for TS.  
	 Doug “Bullseye” Henderson: retired Marine; head of the Personal Protection Division of TS. 
	 Rick and Eileen Michaelson: Boomer’s parents; guardians of Alyssa Wagner. Rick is a retired Navy SEAL. 
	 Charles “Chuck” and Marie Sawyer: Ian, Devon, and Nick’s parents. Charles is a self-made real estate billionaire. Marie is a plastic surgeon involved with Project Smile. 
	 Dr. Roxanne and Kayla London: pediatrician and social worker, respectively. Domme and submissive, respectively. Mistress Roxy is a Whip Master at The Covenant. 
	 Charlotte “Mistress China” Roth: Parole officer; Domme and Whip Master at The Covenant. 
	 Grayson and Remington Mann: twins; owners of Black Diamond Records; Doms/fiancés of Abigail Turner; members of The Covenant. 
	 Abigail Turner: personal assistant at Black Diamond Records; submissive/fiancée of Gray and Remi. 
	 Chase Dixon: retired Army Ranger; owner of Blackhawk Security; associate of TS.  
	 Reggie Helm: lawyer for TS and The Covenant; Dom/husband of Colleen McKinley.  
	 Alyssa Wagner: teenager saved by Jake from an abusive father; lives with Rick and Eileen Michaelson. 
	 Carl Talbot: college professor; Dom and Whip Master at The Covenant. 

   

THE OMEGA TEAM AND THEIR SIGNIFICANT OTHERS

 
	 Cain “Shades” Foster: retired Secret Service agent. 
	 Tristan “Duracell” McCabe: retired Army Special Forces 
	 Logan “Cowboy” Reese: retired Marine Special Forces; former prisoner of war. Boyfriend/Dom of Dakota Swift 
	 Valentino “Romeo” Mancini: retired Army Special Forces; former FBI Hostage Rescue Team (HRT) member. 
	 Darius “Batman” Knight: retired Navy SEAL. 
	 Kip “Skipper” Morrison: retired Army; former LAPD SWAT sniper.  
	 Lindsey “Costello” Abbott: retired Marine; sniper. 
	 Dakota Swift: Tampa PD undercover police officer; submissive girlfriend to Logan.  

   

TRIDENT SUPPORT STAFF

 
	 Colleen McKinley Helm: office manager of TS; wife/submissive of Reggie Helm. 
	 Tempest “Babs” Van Buren: retired Air Force helicopter pilot; TS mechanic. 
	 Russell Adams: retired Navy; assistant TS mechanic. 
	 Nathan Cook: former computer specialist with the National Security Agency (NSA). 

   

MEMBERS OF LAW ENFORCEMENT

 
	 Larry Keon: Assistant Director of the FBI. 
	 Frank Stonewall: Special Agent in Charge of the Tampa FBI. 
	 Calvin Watts: Leader of the FBI HRT in Tampa. 
	 Colt Parrish: Major Case Specialist, Behavioral Analysis Unit. 

   

THE K9S OF TRIDENT

 
	 Beau: An orphaned Lab/Pit mix, rescued by Ian. Now a trained K9 who has more than earned his spot on the Alpha Team. 

 
	
SPANKY: A RESCUED BULLMASTIFF WITH A HEART OF GOLD, OWNED BY PARKER AND SHELBY. 
	
JAGGER: A RESCUED ROTTWEILER TRAINED AS AN ASSISTANCE/SERVICE ANIMAL FOR RUSSELL. 
	
FUBAR: A
BELGIAN MALINOIS WHO FAILED AGGRESSIVE GUARD DOG TRAINING. ADOPTED BY BABS. 
	
BDSM: BRAVO, DELTA, SIERRA, AND MIKE, TWO BELGIAN MALINOISES AND TWO GERMAN SHEPHERDS, THE NEW GUARD DOGS AT THE TRIDENT COMPOUND THAT IAN NAMED USING THE MILITARY COMMUNICATION’S ALPHABET. 

   
 



 CHAPTER 1




W iping down the bar, Brie Hanson wasn’t as tired as she’d felt twenty minutes ago. After the last of her patrons had stumbled out into the humid nighttime air surrounding the island of Caicos, located in the British Virgin Islands, one person had strode in. His rumbling motorcycle had announced his arrival moments before she saw him. Jase Atwood was an expat from the United States who’d decided to settle on the isle Brie had lived on since she was thirteen. He’d become a regular at Daddy-O’s, the bar/restaurant she and her sister had inherited after their father had passed away two years ago. 
 Losing the man, who’d raised his two daughters alone after his wife had passed away when Brie was eleven, had been rough, but taking over the popular tourist and locals’ hangout had been a piece of cake for her. She’d been working there for seventeen years, since she was fourteen, and knew the business inside and out. Her younger sister, Nadine, on the other hand, found the restaurant business boring and cumbersome, and was happy to let Brie run the place. They’d never be rich off the place, though. In fact, after paying the bills, employees, and health insurance premiums, the profits from the high-season months were often banked to make sure they could get through the off-season ones that sometimes operated in the red. But Brie wouldn’t give the place up for anything. Her employees tended to work for them for years and were as close as family. How many people could say they worked in a Caribbean paradise?  
 As she cleaned a few glasses in the sink, Jase locked the front door and picked up some empty beer bottles that had been left on one of the pub-style tables. Brie had sent her staff home almost an hour ago after the crowd had dwindled to a few locals. Since she lived in the apartment above the bar, she was usually the last one to leave and didn’t mind it at all. 
 Tossing the bottles in the large garbage pail at the end of the bar, Jase didn’t say a word as he put a dollar in the jukebox and made a selection. The low bass and drums of one of her favorite songs came on. The guy who updated the music in the old, record-style machine knew to never remove the album that had “Lovin’, Touchin’, Squeezin’” by Journey on it. In fact, it had been in there ever since her father had bought the run-down place all those years ago. He’d worked hard to make it one of the most popular bars for locals on the island. The fact that tourists often found the place was just icing on the cake. Her father had preferred knowing all his customers by name but had known the temporary vacationers were what made the place profitable. 
 As Steve Perry’s incredible voice floated through the speakers, Jase sauntered toward her. He moved like a panther, his lean, muscular physique rippling with every step. His light-brown hair was just long enough to be called shaggy and, combined with his day-old whiskers and mink-colored eyes, gave him a bad-boy appearance. He stood at six foot one, half a foot taller than her, and weighed about two hundred rock-hard pounds. She knew his routine of running, swimming in the ocean, and other calisthenics were what kept him in peak condition. As a gun for hire, of sorts, he needed to be. He’d told her he made his living by taking bodyguard jobs and private investigations, after she’d been nervous the first time she’d spotted the weapon he usually kept in a holster attached to the belt at his lower back. 
 Brie’s hands were still in the soapy water when he stopped behind her and brought his lips to her ear. “Hands on the bar, sweetheart. Keep them there until you’re told otherwise.” 
 The heat in his words and the promise behind them sent shivers down her spine. It wouldn’t be the first time they’d fucked in the bar; in fact, it had become a weekly occurrence as long as he wasn’t away on business. Following his orders, she tilted her head to the side as he pushed her shoulder-length, blonde hair out of the way so he could nibble on her earlobe and lick the shell. “Yes, Sir.” 
 If anyone had told her a year ago she’d be with a guy who was into BDSM, she would’ve told them they were crazy. But Jase had gotten into it before they’d met and, while he wasn’t into the underground clubs where everyone was having sex freely for all to see, he did enjoy the power exchange. He liked giving her orders, and Brie had found she enjoyed following them—neither of them were into the hard-core stuff either. They’d eased into the relationship a little over three months ago, after they’d gone a few steps into the friends-with-benefits realm. They were each attracted to the other, the sex was hot, and neither of them wanted anything more than that. It was perfect. 
 Brie gripped the edge of the bar as he dragged her black tank-top up her torso, stopping at her armpits. His hands cupped her breasts, squeezing and lifting them. “I know I’ve told you this before, Brie, but your tits are fucking gorgeous. I love unwrapping them like Christmas presents and playing with them.” 
 She’d gotten used to the way men leered at her 38Ds but she loved how Jase seemed to worship them . . . along with the rest of her curvy body. He made her feel like her size-twelve figure was the sexiest thing he’d ever seen. He even seemed to love those pesky ten pounds she never could get rid of, which added extra curves to her hips. 
 Jase peeled down the cups of her bra, exposing her nipples, then left them so they pushed her breasts up a bit more. He plucked and rolled the stiff, little peaks, drawing a moan of delight from her. She could feel his thick erection through his jeans and her denim miniskirt, as he rubbed it against the crack of her ass in time to the sultry music. Reaching over to the cooler beside them, he slid the top up and retrieved two pieces of ice. Her body shivered, anticipating what he was about to do. She cried out as the frozen cubes made contact with her sensitive nipples. “Jase!” 
 “Hmm? Problem, sweetheart?” he asked in an amused tone as her torture continued. 
 The ice had the opposite effect on the rest of her body, warming her to the point her skin flushed. “N-No, Sir.” 
 “I didn’t think so.” He dragged one piece of the melting cube down her torso and over her skirt, then back up her bare inner thigh. “Spread those legs wide for me, Brie. Let’s see how hot you are down there. And I better not find any underwear.” 
 He’d texted her earlier to say he’d be coming by at closing and to remove her underwear before he got there. Just before she’d sent the other bartender home along with two of her waitresses and a busboy, she’d run upstairs to her apartment and freshened up, tossing her thong in the laundry basket. “I think you’ll find everything as ordered, Sir.” 
 His tongue and lips worked their way from her neck, over the thin strap of her tank top, to the curve of her shoulder and upper arm, and then back again, tasting and licking. The whiskers on his chin scraped deliciously against her skin. His hand cupped her bare, waxed mound, and she almost jumped over the bar when the ice cube made contact with her clit. “Shit!” 
 “Uh-uh. Open those legs, sweetheart. Give me room to work this sweet pussy into a frenzy.” 
 And he would, too. The man was definitely talented when it came to driving her to the brink of insanity as he pleasured her over and over again. But all at his own pace. She knew from experience if she begged him to hurry up, he’d just slow down even more until he was ready to let her cum. 
 Spreading her legs wide again, she gasped then squealed as he inserted the ice into her core, followed by one finger and then another. She couldn’t help her response as her hips bucked backward against his stiff cock. He slowly fucked her with his fingers, wrapping his other hand around the front of her neck possessively and cupping her chin. He moved her head this way and that, his teeth raking over her exposed flesh. Brie went up on her tiptoes as he drove her higher and higher. Her heart rate and breathing skyrocketed. Just when she thought she was going to fly, he pulled both hands from her body, and she moaned loudly in protest. 
 “Don’t worry, sweetheart. Relief is coming.” 
 He undid his belt and fly, then she heard him open a condom wrapper. Moments later, he tugged on her waist, forcing her back two steps until she bowed even further for him. He slid her skirt up around her waist. His denim-covered thighs brushed against the backs of her bare ones as he bent his knees and lined up the tip of his cock with her soaked pussy. With one swift thrust, he was inside her, and this time when she moaned, it was in ecstasy, and he joined her with one of his own. “Damn, so fucking hot. So incredibly tight. You’ll be the death of me one of these days, woman.” 
 Clutching her hips, he set an excruciatingly slow pace. The drag of his shaft against her walls was pure heaven. He repeatedly plunged into her, going deeper each time until his pelvis was slapping against her ass. Brie was climbing again—it always amazed her how fast he could do that to her. The silenced jukebox barely registered in her mind. She had no idea how long it’d been since the song had ended. The only sounds filling the bar now were flesh hitting flesh and the combined groans and gasps of the two lovers. 
 “Ready, baby? Hold on tight.” Jase picked up the pace . . . faster . . . harder. Reaching around her hip, he found her little clit with his fingers and rubbed furiously. Brie braced herself, her palms digging into the edge of the bar. Her climax hit her like a freight train, and she exploded around him, screaming his name. Black, white, and gray spots danced before her closed eyelids, and her legs shook to the point she thought they’d give out. His fingers prolonged her orgasm, pulling every ounce of energy from her. “That’s it, baby. Damn, what you do to me should be illegal.” 
 He gave a final thrust and his body stiffened against hers as he emptied his seed into the latex barrier. Brie collapsed, her head dropping between her outstretched arms. The only things holding her up were her hands and Jase’s grip on her hips. His fingers had dug into her flesh, and she wouldn’t be surprised if she had little bruises in the morning. She wouldn’t mind, though, because the intense pleasure she’d just experienced had been well worth them—totally worth them. 
 Bending at the waist and molding his body to hers, Jase gasped for breath. The overhead fans cooled their heated skin as they both recovered from the intense pleasure they’d shared. Sliding from her body, Jase helped her stand up and kissed her bare shoulder. “One of these days, we’ve really gotta try naked sex down here.” 
 “I know.” She giggled. “But you never seem to have the patience to strip all the way.” 
 “I blame that hot body of yours.” Jase tossed the used condom and then they both straightened their clothes. Taking her hand, he tugged her toward the stairs that led to her apartment. “C’mon. I’ll help you clean up in the morning. Let’s go get properly naked because I’m not done with you yet.” 

Have mercy.




 Blinking at the morning sun slipping through the window blinds, Jase stretched the kinks out of his muscles. The aroma of fresh coffee reached his nose as he rolled over to find the other side of the bed empty. According to the bedside clock, it was a little after 9:00 a.m. It still amazed him how well he slept in Brie’s bed, but he’d rather believe it was because of the feather mattress and pillows, and not the woman who snored softly and adorably in her sleep. They’d gone into this . . . relationship—or whatever the hell it was—with a clear and concise agreement. That was one of the things he liked about the BDSM lifestyle he’d been introduced to by a friend eighteen months earlier. Negotiations and verbal or written contracts took the guesswork out of any sexual relationship. He and Brie knew just where they stood with each other. They were friends with benefits, nothing more. 
 Throwing the sheets off his naked body, he stumbled to the bathroom and made use of the toilet. After washing his hands, he searched the bedroom floor and found his shorts near the closet door. With his T-shirt nowhere in sight, he made his way out to the open floor plan of the apartment, absentmindedly running his hand over the scar from a bullet wound on the left side of his ribcage. Brie was sitting at the kitchen table, reading the news on her laptop, just like she did every morning he slept over. Her feet were up on the chair, tucked in, with her thighs against her chest. He grinned when he saw she was wearing his missing shirt and had it pulled over her knees. It was big enough on her that it was barely being stretched. He kissed her on the top of her blonde head. “Morning.” 
 Her smile was radiant as she glanced up at him. “Morning. Coffee’s all set for you. I made that Colombian mix you gave me a few weeks ago.” 
 “Excellent.” He’d gotten it straight from the local source when he’d been in the country on a case. He’d been contracted to check out a possible connection to a money laundering scheme for Ian Sawyer, his occasional boss at Trident Security in Tampa, Florida. Jase couldn’t take any cases within the continental United States, and he avoided the US Virgin Islands and Puerto Rico if possible. It was far too risky for him to be in any part of the USA. He was constantly looking over his shoulder no matter where he was, but he was less likely to run into someone who wanted to kill him on foreign soil. He took whatever jobs Sawyer and a few other security companies and black-ops agencies sent his way. Once in a while, he even took the occasional bodyguard job for businessmen going into dangerous areas of either Central or South America where there was always the threat of American, Canadian, or British kidnappings for ransom. 
 As he grabbed a clean mug from the dish rack, Brie stood and opened the refrigerator. “Are you hungry? I’ve got eggs, veggies, and cheese for omelets.” 
 Jase silently pushed away the thoughts of domestic bliss from his mind. That was for other people . . . definitely not for him. And Brie didn’t want anything other than what they already had, not that he could give her more. “Actually, I’ve got to hit the road,” he lied, taking a sip of the delicious black coffee. “I promised Jacob I’d help him with a scuba run if I was back on the island in time.” That part was true, but he didn’t have to be at the dock until 11:00 a.m. “But thanks.” 
 Instead of making herself an omelet, she pulled out a container of cubed cantaloupe and melon. When she placed it on the counter, he set his coffee mug next to it, then grabbed the hem of his shirt, pulling it up and over her head. As he’d suspected, she was naked underneath. 
 “Hey!” Brie cried in feigned protest as she was left standing in the kitchen in her birthday suit. He grinned, knowing, by now, she was comfortable enough with her body around him not to be mad or embarrassed. Outside of their little cocoon though, he knew she was always silently comparing herself to thinner women. She had delectable curves in all the right places, and yet, had no idea how many men lusted after her in the bar each night. She laughed off their advances as harmless flirting, telling them they needed glasses or had had one too many, jokingly adding that she might have to cut them off. If she only knew how most of the men, and some of the women, who visited her establishment, couldn’t keep their eyes off her ass. And the rest of her was just as gorgeous as her posterior. High, perky tits, tantalizing hips and thighs, dancing green eyes, and a beautiful, yet slightly asymmetrical smile combined to make an enticing package. 
 Tossing the shirt onto a chair, he put his hands on her waist and picked her up, setting her on the counter after pushing the mug and fruit out of the way. Her voice became husky for him. “Jase, what are you doing?” 
 He pushed her knees apart and squatted in front of her. “I decided to have breakfast after all.” 
   
 



 CHAPTER 2



A nnoyed, Jase ignored the female tourist’s flirtation, but if she touched him again, he might just toss her in the ocean to cool off. She’d been taking every opportunity to put her hands on his bare arms and chest as she spoke to him, and had even tried to run her fingers through his hair. Thankfully, the charter boat had rocked hard on a wave at that very moment, and she’d had to grab the railing with both hands to keep from falling overboard. In addition to being about twenty years older than his own thirty-five, she was with her husband, who seemed oblivious to her advances toward someone else. He was too busy bragging to his two friends about how much money he’d made in his latest stock market acquisition. Back in the day, the woman had probably been a trophy wife—maybe ten years or so younger than her husband. The bleached blonde, with surgically-enhanced tits, ass, and God-knew what else, had a body most men would be drooling over, despite her age. She had the curves to perfectly fill out the white string bikini she wore, but it did nothing for Jase, and he wished she’d just leave him alone. But he had to be polite, since the scuba dive business belonged to his good friend, who’d helped him get certified. 
 The woman took a step closer to him, her intent shining in her eyes, just as his satellite phone rang. He’d brought it instead of his cell, since they were heading toward a shipwreck a half hour west of the island and cellular service wasn’t available. “Excuse me, Mrs. Wentworth, I need to take this.” A disappointed pout appeared on her Botoxed face, but he didn’t care and moved toward the front of the boat, out of hearing range of the others onboard. Glancing at the screen before answering the call, he noted the familiar Tampa number. After pushing the connect button, he brought the phone to his ear. “Atwood.” 
 “Hey, dude, it’s Brody. How’s life in the tropics?” Brody “Egghead” Evans was a retired Navy SEAL and computer wizard who worked with his former Team Four teammates at Trident Security. Usually Evans or their other geek, Nathan Cook, were the ones who gave Jase the intel he needed for whatever case he was being contracted for. 
 “Sunny, hot, and humid. But I doubt you called to discuss the weather.” 
 “Nope. Just called to thank you for the intel this morning.” Jase had sent his detailed report via encrypted email when he’d gone back to his apartment to change before heading to the docks. “You saved me and Boomer a lot of leg work. Instead of a week or two in South America, we’ll be able to get in and out within a couple of days, tops.  
 “My fiancée thanks you for that, too. My mom and sisters are helping her plan the wedding in Texas, and she’s a little overwhelmed with all the phone calls, emails, and questions, so I’m acting as a go-between when I can. That’s what happens when you marry into a large family from the Lone Star State.” 
 Jase had never met Fancy Maguire, but he couldn’t help but notice the obvious adoration in the man’s tone whenever he spoke of the woman who’d won his heart. “Glad I could be of service.” 
 “I gave Colleen the invoice, and she’ll transfer the money into your account after lunch.” 
 He hadn’t expected any different. Trident’s office manager was extremely efficient and, unless it was the weekend, it was rare he had to wait more than a few hours to get paid. “That’s great. Thank her for me.” 
 “Will do. At first glance, I didn’t see anything that needs clarification, but I’ll take a good look through the report later this afternoon. If I have questions, phone or email?” 
 Jase checked his watery surroundings and noted which tiny, mostly uninhabited islands were nearby; they were about ten minutes away from where they’d be anchoring the boat and diving down to the wreck. “Better make it email, unless it’s after five. I’m helping a buddy out with a couple of diving tours for a few hours.” 
 “Sounds good. Devil Dog said he’s got nothing else for you at the moment, but you know that could change in a heartbeat. Have fun diving, and I’ll catch you later.” 
 “Later.” Ending the call, he stuck the phone in the pocket of his cargo shorts. He had a few more minutes before he needed to head below and pull on his dive suit for the first tour. They’d be underwater at thirty-five feet for about forty minutes before returning to the docks and taking a new group out about a half hour later for the second dive of the day. With the hour round-trip cruising time, that gave Jase and the Divemaster almost two hours in between submersions—enough to get rid of the nitrogen that had built up in their blood before going underwater again. 
 A quick check down the port side of the boat told him Mrs. Wentworth was waiting to go on the offensive again if he went back that way, so he adjusted his course to the starboard side. Halfway to the stern, he grabbed the upper rungs of the ladder leading to the bridge. Hauling himself up, he joined Jacob Moore, the captain, at the controls.  
 The gray-haired man was in his late sixties, but his sun-weathered skin added a few more years to his face. He’d been running his scuba-diving business for over three decades and swore he’d continue to his dying day—Jase believed him, too. When that happened, his great nephew, Richie Moore, who was below with the tourists, would inherit the business. At twenty-six, the kid had already been a Divemaster for two years. There was another full-time employee of Coral Tours, but he’d been sidelined with a broken leg from a recent moped accident. There were also a few per diem divers who filled in whenever they could while still working their other jobs, whatever they might be. 
 Jacob eyed him, then spoke loudly enough to be heard over the roaring engines. “How was your trip?” The boat captain was well aware of what he did for a living—to a point—although Jase had glossed over his past quite a bit. The two men had met and bonded over a few beers the first time Jase had stopped into Daddy-O’s for a drink one night about six months ago. Jacob came across as an old grouch to most people but he had a sharp eye and a keen sense for judging whether those around him were a threat or not—said it came from his days in the British Royal Marines many years ago. 
 The wind blew through his hair as he spread his legs wide to stabilize himself against the waves left over from a brief storm that’d rolled through very early that morning. “Good. In. Out. No troubles. Got what my client needed.” 
 “No troubles is best.” 
 Crossing his arms, Jase stared out at the vast, blue sea before them. Caicos, with its surrounding saltwater and other islands, was closer to heaven than any other place he’d ever been to around the globe. He would have given anything for his life to have been different. He wished he could have discovered the beautiful isle long before he had so he could have enjoyed the peacefulness he’d found there for longer than the past two years. But fate was often a cruel bitch, and she’d set her sights on him and come at him with full force for whatever reason. Some might say he was being given a second chance to have the life he’d seen others enjoying over the years, but Jase wouldn’t agree. He’d seen and experienced far too much evil in his life and was jaded against anything others might consider to be a happy-ever-after. 
 “So . . .” Jacob cleared his throat. “. . . when are you going to make an honest woman of Brie, huh? You two are good for each other.” 
 It wasn’t the first time he’d asked Jase that question. Despite the man’s curmudgeonly appearance and personality, he looked out for those he cared about. Brie’s father had been Jacob’s best friend on the island for many years, and he was like an uncle to Brie and Nadine. He’d also become a father figure of sorts to Jase, considering the younger man had never had one. His sperm donor had left his wife and two children for another woman when Jase was little, and he barely remembered the douchebag. “Neither of us want that. We’re just friends with a few fringe benefits. She’s free to date whomever she wants, when she wants. And when that time comes, I’ll find someone else too.” 
 Jacob snorted and shook his head as he adjusted their course to accommodate the water current. “Sometimes people have a damn good thing staring them in the face, but they’re too bloody blind to see it.” 
 He knew the old man meant well, however, Jase had nothing to offer Brie beyond friendship, the occasional date, and some intense orgasms. That wasn’t enough, though. She deserved more—hell, every woman did. He’d been in love only once in his life, and hadn’t been able to give his heart away even then. He’d waited too long to tell her, and she’d fallen for someone else. As for his soul, that was far too damaged to be salvaged—he’d seen and done too many ugly things in his life. Cynicism had become such a part of him he couldn’t trust anything not to blow up in his face at some point down the road. As a result, the relationships he’d had with women in the past had been short-lived. Both parties knew the score going in, and after they’d had fun, both moved on. In fact, his relationship with Brie was the longest he could ever remember having. 
 Ten minutes later, he put all that out of his mind as they anchored near the shipwreck site. Heading below, he grabbed his wetsuit to change into and did what he could to avoid the cougar who was still drooling at him like he was a piece of meat. It’s going to be a long fucking day.



 Frowning, Brie disconnected the phone call after getting the message her sister’s voicemail was full. That wasn’t anything new. Twenty-six-year-old Nadine Hanson hated listening to the recorded messages and usually ignored them. Instead, she’d return the calls and get the story from the live person. That usually resulted in no room on her voicemail until she finally got around to deleting the messages. What was new was that Brie hadn’t heard from her since Monday and it was now Friday. It was rare for them to go more than two or three days without calling each other. 
 Where Brie was a conscientious, hard worker, who efficiently ran the family business, Nadine was the complete opposite. On the few occasions she’d actually worked at the bar she’d spent more time socializing and filling her calendar with potential dates with the men she met there than actually working. She thought all she needed to do was stand there and look pretty while everyone else ran themselves ragged. She hated when Brie ordered her to get to work, so nowadays it was rare for her to even be at the bar. In fact, she was currently living on the Caribbean island of St. Lucia with a friend of hers, working at some other bar. Brie figured her sister was either sleeping with the owner or the place didn’t have a large clientele and there wasn’t much for her to do during a shift. 
 Stuffing her cell phone in the pocket of her cutoff jean shorts, Brie left the women’s room and headed back to the bar. She was working with one of her bartenders Gil Matthews inside today, while Randy and Emma were busy out back with the beach bar, fifty yards from the ocean. Two waitresses and one busboy had the interior crowd and another trio took care of the hungry clients on the patio. Daddy-O’s was nestled between the end of a row of waterfront resorts and the beginning of an area filled with residential and vacation homes of the rich and famous, so it drew a happy mix of locals and tourists. They even had the occasional movie star or other celebrity stop in for drinks and food. Thanks to a color printer in bar’s office, many of them had autographed photos Brie had been allowed to take, which graced the walls around the bar. 
 Brie’s father had chosen an excellent location for the establishment many years ago. While hurricanes were inevitable on Providenciales, the most populated of the Caicos Islands, located in the Lucayan Archipelago of the Atlantic Ocean, Daddy-O’s was situated on the northeastern shoreline. It was buffered by North Caicos and the larger, sparsely-inhabited Middle Caicos, and in the past, they’d survived direct hits to the islands with recoverable damage. Like most Caribbean bars, their motto was “It’s five o’clock somewhere,” so they opened at 9:00 a.m. on the weekends, serving breakfast with bloody Mary’s and mimosas, and 11:00 a.m. on weekdays. 
 As she checked the bar patrons’ drink statuses, the front door swung open and in strode Jase and Jacob; the former was scowling while the latter was laughing loudly. Brie glanced at the parrot-shaped clock over the bottles of booze and saw it was a little after 5:30. She hadn’t expected Jase to be back again this afternoon—he tended to skip a day or two after they’d spent the night together. It was probably his way of confirming their non-romance relationship status. 
 The men headed straight to their assigned seats at the end of the bar. Long ago, Brie’s father had roped off a seat for Jacob to have exclusive rights to any time he wanted. When the old-timer had befriended Jase last year, and the two had gotten into many lively debates on a multitude of topics, Jacob had moved the younger man’s stool into the “reserved” section next to him. 
 Unhooking the braided rope from under the bar top, Jase hung it on the wall and pulled out his stool. Whatever had happened that Jacob was still teasing him about, it was clear the younger man was pissed about it. Her curiosity piqued, Brie grabbed a bottle of Corona from the cooler, popped the top, and added a lime wedge, before selecting a bottle of a dark, locally-brewed lager for Jacob. Placing the drinks in front of the two men, she smiled. “Okay, what happened? Judging by the looks on your faces, it has to be a doozy.” 
 “Nothing,” Jase spat, his frown deepening as he settled into his seat. 
 Jacob roared with laughter, drawing the attention of people around him, and actually wiped a few tears from his eyes. “Oh, it wasn’t nothing, my boy. It was bloody awesome!” 
 “Do tell.” Brie was now dying to hear what had happened, her grin widening as Jase narrowed his eyes at her. “And make it quick.” The bar was almost full, so she couldn’t stand around and chat for long. 
 “Jase, here, caught the attention of this cradle snatcher on today’s tour. She was hitting on him big-time, even with her husband there. The bloke couldn’t care less, obviously. Jase blew her off every chance he got, so no worries there, Brie.” She didn’t respond to his comment and let him continue. “Anyway, down they all go, and she’s sticking to him like white on rice. Thirty-five feet down at the wreck, she runs her hand up his thigh and grabs his junk!”  
 Jacob was laughing so hard, his face was bright red, matching the color spreading across Jase’s cheeks. “I’m glad you find it so fucking funny, you old coot. I almost shot the regulator out of my mouth and drowned.” 
 “Damn, I wish I’d been down there to see that!” Nowadays, Jacob stayed onboard the boat most of the time, while his younger employees went below the waves with his clients. 
 Jase glared at the older man. “Laugh it up, my friend. Karma’s a real bitch, and I can’t wait ’til she bites your bloody British arse.” 
 “Ha! Karma and I are old friends, and she knows better than to fuck with the likes of me.” 
 Brie smirked at Jase as she made the sex-on-the-beach a patron had silently asked for by raising her near-empty glass. “Cradle snatcher, huh? You attract some real winners, don’t you?” 
 “Seems like it . . . present company excluded, of course.” 
 “Good answer. You boys hungry?” 
 After she served the fruity drink to her customer, she quickly took their orders and entered them into the computer system that was hooked into the kitchen. She’d grabbed her own dinner about an hour ago, when she’d had a few minutes to scarf it down. Friday nights, in the middle of the tourist season, were busy at Daddy-O’s, and they’d all be running until they closed at 10:00 p.m. In Turks and Caicos, that was actually considered late. Brie’s shift was usually with the evening staff from 3:00 p.m. until closing, while her daytime staff took care of the brunch and lunch customers. Occasionally they’d need her, or she’d go down to check on things, but she liked her quiet time so she could read, catch a movie on TV, or deal with the paperwork and inventory that went with owning a restaurant. 
 As the evening wore on, the steel drum band that played every Friday night entertained everyone sitting out on the large patio, and the music floated in through the open sliding doors. A few times, Jase had gotten up and helped out by retrieving a new case of beer and refilling the ice needed for mixed drinks. The barback, Micah, was in charge of that and a lot of other stuff and had been running his ass off all night, so he’d appreciated the assistance. Jase even cleared a few tables so people walking in the door to eat didn’t have to wait long to sit down. By the time the last customers left, Brie’s staff had everything cleaned up, and she was exhausted. She blamed it on the fact Jase had kept her up late last night, and she could rarely sleep past 8:00 a.m. on any given morning—her internal clock didn’t seem to want to let her.  
 Jase was the only one still sitting at the bar as her staff locked up on their way out. Despite wanting to head upstairs and pass out in her bed, she grabbed two Coronas from the cooler, added limes, then joined him on the other side of the bar. Taking a long pull from her bottle, she savored the taste and let her body unwind. Brie rarely drank, and never while working, but occasionally the two of them would sit like this and just talk about random stuff over a few beers. “So, what’s on your agenda for next week?” she asked him. “Local business or are you traveling again?” 
 “I actually have a few days off, so I told Jacob I’d do some more tours with him.” 
 “Good. Hopefully you’ll be free of cradle snatchers grabbing your junk,” she teased. 
 Snorting, he shook his head. “Hopefully, it’ll never happen again. I mean, seriously? It’s a fucked up thing to do on dry land to someone who obviously has no interest in you, but thirty-five feet underwater? Give me a break.” 
 “Face it, you have irresistible junk.” 
 He raised an eyebrow at her, but whatever he was about to say was interrupted by her cell phone ringing from where it sat on the bar. Wondering who was calling her so late, she picked it up and checked the screen as Jase took another swig of his Corona. Nadine.
About damn time. Brie connected the call. “Hey, sis, where’ve you been.” 
 “Brie? It’s not Nadine; it’s me, Amy.” 
 Amy Fairbanks was Nadine’s best friend and current roommate in St. Lucia. A jolt of fear shot through Brie. “Amy? What’s wrong? Where’s Nadine? Why do you have her phone?” Beside her, Jase went still and his full attention was on her. He reached over and squeezed her unoccupied hand in silent support. 
 “I don’t know.” The other woman sounded scared over the phone which increased Brie’s anxiety. “The last time I saw her was Wednesday. I—I thought we just kept missing each other, but I don’t think she’s been here since then. Her phone and purse are here, but I don’t know where she is. I was hoping she was with you somehow. Laron called and said she was fired for missing work last night.” 
 Brie’s eyes narrowed. “Laron? I thought her boss’s name was Rudy or something like that.” Pulling her hand from Jase’s and the phone from her ear, she hit the speaker button so he could hear the conversation, too. 
 “Um . . . Rudy was her old boss . . . she left there after they had a fight about him flirting with other women.” Brie had been right about Nadine sleeping with her boss.  
 “So she’s bartending at another place?” 
 “Um . . . not exactly.” 
 Jase leaned forward. He knew both Amy and Nadine from before they left Caicos a few months ago for St. Lucia. “Amy, this is Jase. You’re on speaker. What do you mean not exactly? Where’s she working?” 
 “Hi, Jase . . . um . . . a b-bar called Sandy Bottoms.” 
 “If she’s not bartending, what’s she doing? Waitressing?” Brie asked. If that was the case, it shocked her because Nadine hated waiting on tables, even if it was to help out for a little while at Daddy-O’s. 
 “Um . . .” 
 With a hint of suspicion that caught Brie’s attention, Jase ordered, “Spit it out, Amy. What kind of place is Sandy Bottoms and what job does Nadine have there?” 
 “It’s . . . um . . . a strip club. She’s . . . shit, she’s going to kill me for telling you, but she’s dancing there. Actually, we both are. I work the day shift and she’s on nights.” 
 “What?” Brie yelled into the phone. “She’s fucking stripping? I’ll kill her! And you, too, Amy! Are you two crazy?” 
 Jase held up a hand to stop her rant, and it was then that she remembered her sister was missing. Oh, God, Nadine, where are you?

 “Amy, did you contact the police to report her missing?” Jase asked. 
 “No. I called Brie first . . . I didn’t want to call them if she knew where Nadine was . . . should I call them?” 
 Brie wanted to scream, “Yes, you twit,” but Jase was taking charge and answered first. “Yes. In the meantime, we’ll be on the next available flight to St. Lucia. You call us if you find out anything before we get there.” 
 “O-Okay . . . I’m sorry, Brie.” 

Not as sorry as Nadine is going to be when I get my hands on her.


 

 



 CHAPTER 3



J ase held Brie’s hand as the small, nearly empty, twenty-seat, prop engine plane descended toward George F.L. Charles Airport in St. Lucia. Located near the northwest corner of the island, it was the smaller of the country’s two airports and rarely had larger jets or commercial flights landing there. Those flew into Hewanorra International Airport on the southern tip of the island.  
 It was just after 4:00 a.m., and neither of them had slept a wink. He could’ve caught a power nap, having gotten used to sleeping when he could on missions, but Brie was too nervous to sleep and he’d stayed awake for her. Amy had called them back after the police had come, taken a report, and left again. From what she’d told Jase, he got the impression the local law was not going to expend much time or energy on a missing stripper. Thankfully, he’d been the one to talk to Amy, so he’d been able to gloss things over a bit for Brie while she threw a few things into an overnight bag and found her passport. Since he’d ridden his motorcycle to the bar, he left it there and they’d taken Brie’s Jeep instead. As he’d driven them to his apartment, a few miles up the road, she’d called and found them a red-eye flight. It hadn’t taken him long to grab his go bag, then head to the airport. Unfortunately, he’d had to leave all his weapons behind since they were flying the puddle-jumper flight since the two islands had different laws concerning firearms, and he didn’t have time to get the approval needed. 
 Once they stopped by Amy and Nadine’s apartment to get the full story and take a look around, Jase would check them into a hotel. After that, he’d call a few contacts who might know someone on the island who could provide him with the weapons he needed, since he had no idea what they were walking into. He already felt naked without his Glock 9mm at the small of his back and his Smith & Wesson M&P Bodyguard .380 strapped to his ankle, under the leg of the cargo pants he’d changed into. Like most former and current military men, he preferred the shorts and pants with multiple pockets to carry things that could come in handy at any given time—mainly weapons. 
 The plane jolted as the wheels made contact with the runway, and then roared at the rapid deceleration when the brakes were applied. While they taxied to the terminal, Jase brought Brie’s hand to his mouth and kissed her knuckles. She’d been awfully quiet for the past half hour and her usually tanned face had paled. “Hey. We’ll find her.” 
 She bit her bottom lip as she turned from the tiny window to face him. “But in what condition? We don’t even know how long she’s been missing or where she might be. She could be dead for―”  
 “Stop, sweetheart. One step at a time. We’re not leaving here until we have the answers we need.” 
 Taking a deep breath, she nodded. “Right. No sense thinking the worst until we have more information. She could’ve run off with a guy she met; she’s done that before.” 
 He didn’t doubt it. Nadine was a bit flighty, to say the least, content not to have any major responsibilities in her life. 
 When the plane came to a full stop, a ding sounded and the seven passengers on board released their seat belts and stood, gathering their items. After a set of rolling stairs was pulled up to the cabin door, everyone disembarked and headed toward the door to the terminal. Since they hadn’t checked any luggage, only bringing carry-on bags, Jase eyed the overhead signage, then led her toward the car rental agencies. Taking advantage of Brie’s inattention as she stood a few feet away, checking her email on her phone, he used one of his false identities to rent the vehicle. Thanks to his contacts, he had several of them to choose from. 
 After talking with Amy last night, Brie had called and asked her assistant manager to run things for the next day or so until they had a chance to figure out what was going on. Thankfully, most of the staff had been with her for a long time and knew their jobs well enough so Brie could take a few days off if needed, though she rarely did.  
 A short time later, they were loaded into the nondescript, dark SUV Jase had requested, and he plugged in the address for Amy and Nadine’s apartment into the provided GPS unit. According to the route calculations, it was only fifteen minutes from the airport. Putting the vehicle in drive, Jase headed for the airport exit. The island was mostly quiet in the early moments before dawn, but in a few hours, the tourists would be out in full force as the local businesses opened their doors for the day. At least, since it was a Saturday, most cruise lines wouldn’t be in this particular port of call, as they’d either be in their home ports or on their way there. That meant far fewer Americans and other tourists in Jeeps and SUVs, or on mopeds, who forgot to stay on the left side of the road. 
 They drove in silence as the dark sky began to show hints of reds, oranges, and yellows. By the time they reached their destination, there was enough light for Jase to get a better sense of the environment, and he was far from happy with what he saw. 
 “This is it?” Brie asked in disbelief, clearly not impressed with the area her sister had been living in either. 
 “Yeah, unfortunately. What the hell were your sister and Amy thinking renting in this dump?”  
 He hadn’t expected an answer to his rhetorical question and didn’t get one. The dilapidated building was in an equally run-down part of the capital city of Castries. It was one of the lesser tourist-oriented areas on the island and was home to many lower income households. Turning off the engine, he again silently cursed the fact he’d had to leave his weapons behind in Caicos. Before unlocking the doors, he took careful inventory of the surrounding area. The only person in sight was a drunk sleeping it off in the doorway of a building half a block away on the opposite side of the street, which was in desperate need of a repaving. Reaching up, Jase turned off the overhead light so it wouldn’t come on when the doors opened; there was no point in announcing their arrival to anyone who might think they’d make good robbery targets. “Stay there until I come around.” 
 When Brie nodded, her eyes narrowed in confusion, he pulled on the handle, opened the door, and climbed out. His sharp eyes and ears took in everything. Aside from a few dogs barking somewhere in the distance, the only other sound he heard was faint calypso music coming from a block or two away. Circling the rear of the SUV, he made sure their bags weren’t visible under the retractable cover in the cargo area before approaching the passenger door and opening it for Brie. She took his proffered left hand. “And here I thought they were living in this cute cottage they’d found to rent,” she scoffed softly. “Why the hell did Nadine lie to me?” 
 “You can ask her when we find her. But first, that’s what we have to do. C’mon.” 
 Not letting go of her hand, he escorted her to the front door of the apartment building—the one with the peeling, blue paint. As he’d expected, it wasn’t locked and swung open easily when he turned the knob, squeaking loudly enough to be heard by the residents living in any of the apartments–—if they were awake. It was a three-story walk-up, and, of course, the apartment he and Brie wanted was on the third floor. The stench of urine and pot assaulted his nose, and a faint “eew” came from Brie walking in after him. Completely shutting the door behind them, so he could hear if it was opened again, Jase started for the stairs in front of Brie in case they met any unsavory characters on the way up. 
 They reached the top floor without running into anyone, and Jase knocked softly on door #9. When no one answered, he knocked again, this time a little louder. He was relieved when he heard the shuffling of feet followed by a faint, “Who is it?” At least Amy was smart enough to ask before opening the door.  
 “Amy, it’s Jase and Brie. Open up.” 
 A deadbolt being turned sounded seconds before the door swung wide. The brown-haired, hazel-eyed twenty-five-year-old looked like they’d interrupted her sleep, rubbing her eyes as they walked in and closed the door. Glancing around, Jase couldn’t believe the two young women had been living there. It was a tiny studio apartment, and it appeared they’d both been sleeping on the one pull-out couch since he didn’t see anything else that could pass as a bed. The kitchenette and small bath were so decrepit, he was expecting to see cockroaches or a mouse any second, especially with the amount of trash in the garbage can next to the ancient refrigerator. 
 Brie gaped at Amy. “You two have been living in this—this dump all this time? Are you crazy?” 
 The younger woman shrugged her shoulders as she sat atop the thin mattress on the bed. “It was all we could afford.” 
 When it appeared Brie was going to light into her sister’s childhood friend, Jase stopped her with a gentle hand on her shoulder. “Later,” he said before turning to Amy. “Where’s Nadine’s cell phone?” She pointed to a small, scratched, wooden table next to a ripped and faded upholstered chair. Snatching the phone, he shoved it in his pocket. He’d check her calls and messages later. “Start packing what you need for a few days. You’re coming with us and don’t even think of arguing with me. Take anything important, and we’ll come back for the rest when we can.” There was no way he was leaving her here; he couldn’t. He’d be too worried about her and so would Brie. Amy had been Nadine’s best friend since the fourth grade, and Brie considered her to be another kid sister. “Where’s her purse?” 
 Standing, Amy obediently began to gather her things. “Over there on the chair.” 
 Grabbing it from the back of one of two wooden chairs pushed under the table near the kitchenette, he handed it to Brie. “I’ll go through that later.” 
 He glanced around the room again, looking for anything that would give him a clue about Nadine’s disappearance, but nothing stood out—well, almost nothing. His brow furrowed as he stalked across the room to a dresser and picked up a glass object. Spinning around, he held up the offensive pot pipe. “Are you fucking kidding me? Which one of you is smoking weed?”  
 Amy’s guilty expression told him all he needed to know and his blood began to boil. Illegal drugs were something he despised for many reasons—the main one being they’d gotten his family killed. “Both of you, huh? Where is it?” 
 Fear spread across her face at his low tone, but she pointed to a shoe box next to the small TV sitting atop the dresser. Flipping the lid off, he pulled out a plastic baggie filled with the equivalent of $30 in US currency of marijuana. While Brie began yelling at Amy, Jase strode to the bathroom and emptied the bag into the toilet and flushed. He then returned to where Amy was silently packing as Brie was trying to get her anger under control. Grabbing the younger woman’s arms, he inspected them for track marks. “What else have you been doing beside that crap?” he spat. “Is that why you can’t afford any place better than this?” 
 Amy’s eyes went wide, and she pulled against his grip, her own ire rising to the surface. “Let me go, Jase! You think I’ve been shooting? I hate needles. And before you ask, I don’t do blow either—neither does Nadine. Just the occasional joint, I swear. It’s no big deal.” 
 Scowling, he released her arms and raised his voice, ignoring the male voice coming from a neighboring apartment, ordering him to “shut the fuck up.” “It is a big fucking deal! People die over that shit! I’ll have your hide if I ever catch you with drugs again. You and Nadine need fucking keepers.” Both Amy and Brie gaped at his heated ranting. Realizing he’d let his past control his emotions, he ran his fingers through his hair, and forced a level of calmness to fall across his features and mellow his tone. “Christ. Finish getting your stuff together and let’s get the hell out of here.” 
 Turning toward the door, he’d only taken a step when Brie’s hand touched his forearm. He lifted his gaze to hers, and the concern he saw there felt like a kick in the gut. 
 “Jase, are you okay?” 
 Taking a deep breath, he let it out slowly, then nodded. “Yeah. I’m fine. Drugs are just a major hot button for me.” There was a lot more to it than that, but there and then was not the time to talk about it.  
 Amy approaching with a filled duffel bag ended any further conversation on the subject, and he was grateful. Taking the bag from her, he hung it on his left shoulder, keeping his right hand free in case of trouble. Opening the door, he checked the hallway and stairwell, finding them empty. “Let’s go.” 
 Within minutes, they were back in the SUV, heading toward the Crystal Cove Resort. He’d made a reservation at their hotel while waiting for the plane earlier, and hopefully they’d be able to give him an attached room for Amy who already appeared to be asleep in the back seat. He wanted her where she’d be relatively safe until they could find Nadine and get them both back to Caicos.  
 Jase glanced at Brie and repeated her earlier question to him. “Are you okay?” 
 Nodding, she replied, “What if we don’t find her? I’m so angry right now—I mean, drugs, working as a stripper. Our parents have to be rolling over in their graves right now. I’m mad and yet terrified something’s happened to her.” 
 So was Jase, but he didn’t tell her that. She needed him to be strong and supportive right now, but if a time came when he had to give her the worst news possible, he’d help her through that too. “We’ll find her.” He wished he could add the words “I promise,” but he didn’t know if he’d have to renege on the vow at some point. 
 Pulling into the resort, he stopped at the valet and reached back to tap Amy’s knee, waking her. “We’re here. Let’s get you into a room so you can get some sleep.” He and Brie needed a few hours of shut-eye as well. It was too early in the morning to go looking for Nadine, even if Jase knew where to start. Hopefully her cell phone would give him a clue along with the grilling he was going to give Amy after they all slept for a bit. 
 It didn’t take long to check in—he used the same alias he’d rented the vehicle with—and the desk clerk was able to accommodate his request for an adjoining room. They rode an elevator to the second floor, and Jase took notice of where their rooms were in relation to both sets of stairs at either end of the hallway and the elevators. It was a habit that was ingrained in him—always know where all the escape routes were in case there was trouble. 
 Stopping outside their two rooms, he handed one of the key cards to Amy and instructed her to unlock the adjoining door. 
 She nodded, then stuck the card into the slot and pushed her door open when the light turned green. Jase followed Brie into their room with its king-sized bed, then flipped the deadbolt on the door separating the two rooms and swung it open. Amy was already waiting for him, and her pale face and sleep-filled eyes told him his interrogation would definitely have to wait a few hours. “Climb into bed and get some sleep, but keep this door unlocked.” 
 “Okay. Brie? I really am sorry. I never should’ve talked Nadine into coming here.” Tears filled her eyes and she choked back a sob. “Wh—What if something terrible happened to her? It’s all my fault.” 
 Brie stepped around Jase and pulled the younger woman into a sisterly embrace. “We’ll find her. And Nadine has a mind of her own. I’m sure she didn’t need any persuasion from you to come here. I just wish you both had told me you needed money instead of . . .” She didn’t finish her sentence. While Daddy-O’s was a popular bar in Caicos, tourism, the cost of living, and the economy fluctuated from year to year, and there wasn’t a heck of a lot of money left over each month—if any. And God-forbid they get hit dead-on by a hurricane—the recovery expenses could run into the thousands, even with insurance. Despite all that, Brie would’ve taken some money out of their emergencies-only savings if Nadine had called and told her how desperate their situation had become. 
 Brie gave Amy a final squeeze before releasing her. “Now, do what Jase said and get some sleep.” 
 Biting her bottom lip, Amy wiped her eyes. “Okay.” 
 When she turned away, Jase pulled her door shut, then closed the one in their room, keeping both unlocked. When he pivoted toward Brie, he found her pacing distractedly and moved into her path. She stopped short in front of him, and he reached up to cup her chin. “You look exhausted too, baby. Climb into bed . . . I’ll join you in a few minutes.” He hadn’t given getting a room with a single, king-sized bed a second thought. They’d slept together many times over the past few months, literally, and he had a feeling she’d sleep better if he held her close. Brie hadn’t questioned him and didn’t appear to have a problem with it. 
 “What are you going to do?” 
 He pulled out Nadine’s phone. “Check her messages and voicemails to see if I can figure out where to start looking for her. Then later, after it opens, I’m going to head over to Sandy Bottoms, take a look around, and ask a few questions.” He was also going to call a few contacts to find a dealer where he could get at least one handgun for the duration of their stay. For some reason, he had a feeling he’d need one. 
 “I’ll go with you.” 
 He shook his head before she’d finished speaking those four words. “No. You stay here with Amy. I don’t know what kind of a place it is, but a strip joint is not somewhere I want you going. I can’t do my job if I’m worried about you.” When she opened her mouth to argue with him, he cut her off. “It’s not up for discussion or a vote, Brie. You’ll stay here. I promise I’ll tell you everything I find out. This is what I do. Now get some sleep.” 
 Letting out an exasperated sigh, she must have decided this was a battle she wasn’t going to win, because she kicked off her sneakers and unsnapped her jeans before peeling them off. And just like that, Jase felt himself growing hard and had to tell his little head to chill. Apparently, his cock had gotten used to getting some action anytime Brie started undressing. Without taking off her blue T-shirt, Brie undid her bra and somehow got the straps off her shoulders before pulling it out one of the sleeves. As she tossed the white, lacy garment on top of her discarded jeans, Jase pulled back the blanket and sheets on the side of the bed she usually slept on, then covered her when she laid down. Leaning over, he kissed her forehead. “I’ll join you in a few minutes, but don’t wait for me. Close your eyes and get some sleep.” 
 When he straightened to move away from the bed, Brie reached out and grabbed his arm. “Jase? I don’t think I said ‘thank you’ yet, so . . . thank you. It means a lot that you’re here to help me. I wouldn’t know where to begin looking for her.” 
 Jase gave her a tender smile. “I’m glad I was around to help, sweetheart. Now go to sleep. That’s an order.” 
 When she closed her eyes and let her hand drop, he strode across the room, taking a seat on the loveseat by the sliding glass door to their balcony. He brought Nadine’s smart phone out of sleep mode and held down the “1” button until the screen indicated it was dialing the voicemail. “Brie,” he said softly. “What’s Nadine’s date of birth?” 
 Without opening her eyes, she responded, “September fourteenth, why?” 
 “Trying to figure out what her PIN is for her voicemail.” 
 “Oh, then put in eleven twenty-six, our parents’ anniversary.” 
 Punching in the numbers, he brought the phone to his ear in time to hear, “You have no new messages.” Frowning, he hit the “4” button and this time the recorded voice said, “You have no saved messages.” 
 “Brie, I thought you told me her voicemail box was full.” 
 Her eyes opened and found his gaze. “It was.” 
 “Well, it isn’t now.” Hitting the text message icon, he groaned when a cleared screen came up. Fuck! A check of her call history yielded the same results. Someone had erased everything. Standing, he strode to the adjoining doors and knocked on Amy’s before pushing it open. “Did you clear the voicemails and messages from Nadine’s phone, Amy?” 
 Lying in bed under the covers, she shook her head on the pillow. “No. I didn’t touch it after I called Brie. Why?” 
 “Just curious.” He closed the door again, then retrieved his own phone from the pocket of his pants and sat back down on the loveseat. On Nadine’s cell, he brought up the device’s information, then entered her phone number into a new text message on his own. He added an “ASAP” request for Egghead to do what he did best and see if he could recover the lost call history, texts, and voicemail. Pressing “Send,” he knew the geek would probably get back to him in a few hours, at the least. 
 Grabbing Nadine’s purse from where Brie had set it on the nearby coffee table, he began to shift through the contents. Nothing stood out as being a clue, but just before he was about to start putting the items back in, it struck him that one thing was missing. Her passport. Figuring Amy had it among her things or it was back in the apartment, he made a mental note to ask her about it after grabbing a few winks. It was 5:47 a.m. according to the bedside clock, and he suddenly felt exhausted. He’d had no sleep since yesterday morning when he’d awoken in Brie’s bed, and before that, he’d only had a few hours of slumber. The rest of that night, he’d been enjoying pleasuring Brie. 
 He got to his feet and kicked off his sneakers, then undressed down to his navy boxer briefs. Placing both his and Nadine’s phones on the nightstand, he climbed under the covers next to Brie, who was nearly asleep. Her back was to him, and he wrapped his arm around her waist, pulling her flush against his torso. The corners of his mouth ticked upward, and his semi-hard cock twitched as she shifted her hips, her ass pushing into his groin, before she settled down again. Her body fit perfectly against his, and, not for the first time, he wondered how long he’d have with her before she decided she wanted something more—something he couldn’t give her—and then moved on to someone who could give it to her. He hoped it wasn’t soon, because he still hadn’t had his fill of her yet. 
 



 CHAPTER 4



J ase glowered at Brie as she stood between him and their hotel room door. After a four-hour nap, she was still tired, but finding her sister trumped everything else. She crossed her arms and glared back at him. “I’m going with you,” she declared for the second time. 
 He mirrored her stance. “We discussed this already; you’re not going.” 
 “No, we didn’t discuss anything. You ordered me to stay here with Amy, and I chose not to argue with you until I had some sleep. Now that I’m awake and re-energized, I’m putting my foot down.  
 “I’m going with you, Jase. She’s my sister, and I have a right to find out what happened to her. If you go without me, I’m just going to call for a cab to take me there.” She would too, but she’d feel safer going with him—not that she’d tell him that. She knew Jase was protective by nature; it was part of what made him a good Dom. She’d researched the lifestyle a lot since he’d introduced her to it three months ago. Even though they weren’t heavily into it, he still had most of the characteristics that subs on the website she’d been frequenting lately had listed as what they looked for in a Dom. He was kind, considerate, sympathetic, respectful of others, and usually in control of his anger and actions—his lapse earlier about the drugs was the first time she’d ever seen him raise his voice to a woman. And from what she’d observed over the six months since she’d first met him, he was also honest, loyal, and had a strong code of ethics. Add all of that to his rugged good looks, and the entire package was a huge turn on. 
 Running a hand down his whisker-free face—he’d shaved in the shower—he glanced around the room, and it occurred to her he might be searching for something he could use to tie her to the bed and gag her. Unfortunately for him, there wasn’t anything that would truly work, and with Amy next door, she’d probably be free in no time. Taking a deep breath, he let it out slowly, and then pinned her with an intense stare. “You do everything I tell you to do. If I say run, you better fly. If I tell you to stay quiet and let me do the talking, then that’s what you do. I mean it, Brie. No arguments and no hesitations, understood? Don’t make me regret this, because I’ll spank your ass into next week.” 
 She knew better than to celebrate her victory. “No arguments. You’re running the show. Got it.” 
 Shaking his head in exasperation, he stepped around her, strode to the door to the hallway, and yanked it open. “Let’s go.” 
 Following him out the door, she felt her anxiety rising to the surface again. Jase’s interrogation of Amy a half hour ago had made Brie worry about her sister even more, if that was even possible. He’d almost blown his cork again when the younger woman had told him that the owner of the club, Laron Marks, had demanded they give him their passports to ensure they didn’t skip out on him without notice. Brie had been shocked Nadine and Amy had agreed to it; then again, she was pretty much in shock about everything she was learning about her sister’s life on St. Lucia. And Jase was right; once they found Nadine, they were packing up her and Amy’s things and taking the two of them back to Caicos, even if they had to drag them kicking and screaming onto the airplane.  
 They rode the elevator down alone and in silence. Brie was hoping they’d be able to find a clue to her sister’s whereabouts when they reached the strip club. Each day that passed, the chances of ever finding her dropped dramatically, and Brie didn’t think she’d survive losing her last blood relative. Their father had been an only child, and their only aunt on their mother’s side had died two years after her sister. Diane Hanson and Mary Schnell had both lost their lives to uterine cancer while in their early thirties. Because of that, Brie and Nadine had been keeping religious GYN appointments every six months, from their teenage years on, to test for it since it could be hereditary. Thankfully, it wasn’t a given that either one would get it, but early detection was best if they did. 
 The elevator came to a halt in the lobby and the doors slid open. Brie and Jase’s exit was blocked by an attractive, dark-haired man, dressed in tan, cargo shorts and a blue T-shirt, and an equally beautiful, blonde-haired woman wearing a white sundress. The couple’s laughter stopped short, and the woman’s eyes grew wide as she stared at Jase. The blood drained from her face, and her companion and Jase cursed simultaneously as her eyes fluttered shut and she began to fall. 
 Before the woman hit the floor, the man reacted quickly and scooped her up into his arms, before pushing his way into the elevator, forcing Jase and Brie to step to the back of the car. Rage filled his eyes, and Brie’s heart began to pound. Despite her fear, she couldn’t help but be concerned for the unconscious blonde. “Um . . . is she okay? Shouldn’t we get a doctor?” 
 But the man’s angry gaze was on Jase. He growled before speaking. “Are you fucking kidding me? Hit the fourth floor! What the goddamn fuck are you doing on St. Lucia?” 
 Brie hadn’t noticed Jase had paled too until he reached around the man and hit the button that would send them back up. “Me? What the hell are you doing here?” 
 “We’re on a fucking vacation, you asshole! You’re supposed to be on Caicos, almost two fucking hours from here by plane! You’re goddamn lucky as hell my hands are full, because I want to beat the ever living shit out of you right now.” 
 Her head ping-ponging between the two men, Brie struggled to figure out what was going on. The woman was still unconscious, and Brie wondered why they weren’t hurrying to find a doctor or someone to help her. When the doors opened on the fourth floor, the man carried her into the hall and took a right. Jase began to follow, but Brie grabbed his upper arm, stopping him. “Jase, what’s going on? Who are they?” 
 “My worst nightmare.” Clearly distracted, he pulled her off the elevator and followed them down the hall to the last room. “I’ll explain in a bit, but I have to take care of this.” 
 “Athos, you motherfucker,” the pissed-off man roared. “Get the room key out of my back, left pocket and open the damn door before she wakes up. And don’t even think of disappearing, because my wife will want to kick both our asses, and I’m throwing yours under the bus first.” 
 Jase retrieved the flat card, and swiped it over the digital reader. When a click sounded, he pushed the door open, holding it so the other man could enter first. As she followed everyone in, Brie realized they were in a luxury suite, four times the size of the room she and Jase had one floor down. The man carried his wife into the bedroom and laid her down on the bed. Despite his anger, he gently pushed her long, wavy hair off her face. 
 Brie stood in the bedroom doorway, confused about who these people were and what was going on. She was also trying to figure out why the other man had called Jase “Athos.” But Jase had said he’d explain in a bit, so she tried to stay out of the way. 
 The husband stood and stomped to the bathroom. He returned moments later with a wet washcloth and paused when he noticed Brie, before kneeling next to the bed and laying the cloth on his wife’s forehead. “Who’s she?” 
 Still appearing shaken, Jase crossed his arms and leaned against the room’s dresser. “A friend of mine.” 
 “She has a name,” Brie spat, her own ire rising to the surface. They didn’t have time for this. Her sister was missing and the clock was ticking. “And she doesn’t like people talking about her like she’s not in the room. Now, what the hell is going on? I really think we should call for a doctor.” 
 “Angie just fainted,” the man growled. “She’ll be fine in a few minutes.” He seemed confident of that fact, but it was clear he was worried too. 
 Jase shook his head. “Sorry. Brie, this is Ian Sawyer and his wife, Angie, who I’ve known since we were fourteen. Ian, this is Brie Hanson, a friend who needed my help.” 
 It didn’t escape Brie’s notice she’d been placed in the “friend” category, as if fucking her these last three months meant nothing to him—and, damn, that hurt. Yeah, she’d agreed to keep their relationship just physical, but somewhere along the line her emotions had gotten involved. Apparently, Jase didn’t feel the same way. 
 Toward the end of the introduction, a cell phone rang. Sawyer pulled it out of one of the pockets of his cargo shorts and stabbed the connect button after glancing at the screen. Without a preamble, he barked, “Get your ass over to my suite.” He glared at Jase. “No, you don’t have to shoot anyone . . . at least, not yet. Just get the fuck up here.” Hanging up, he tossed the phone on the nightstand. “Might as well have more asses available for her to kick before she gets to mine.” 
 Silence filled the room, and Brie shifted back and forth on her feet, her curiosity rising. Sawyer continued to pet his wife’s hair, his voice dropping low as he spoke to her. “Come on, my sweet angel. Wake up. You can kick my ass all you want, if you just wake up.” 
 A knock sounded at the door to the suite, and Ian scowled at Jase again. “Answer that, twatwaffle.” 
 Without a word, he brushed past Brie, partially closing the bedroom door behind him, and then swung open the one to the hallway, letting another couple in. The woman was about Brie’s height, with her long, ebony hair pulled up in a ponytail at her crown. She was wearing a cute, blue and white, tie-dyed sundress. The ridiculously handsome man was about six four, and his dirty blond hair, although shorter than the woman’s, was also in a ponytail, starting at the nape of his neck. Topping khaki, cargo shorts, a snug, black T-shirt displayed his sculpted physique. His startling, blue eyes grew wide when he saw Jase, then rolled upward. “Athos, are you freaking kidding me? We’re dead. We’re all fucking dead, because Angie is going to kill us, and I’m making sure she starts with you, A-man.” He pointed at Jase as he strolled further into the room. “Maybe she’ll be too tired to go after me by the time she’s done with you and Ian. Hell, maybe I should call Tampa and have the rest of the team come down for an ass-kicking. Where is she?” 
 “Who’s Athos?” Her eyes narrowing at Jase, Brie gestured to the bedroom with a lift of her chin. “He called you that, too.” 
 Jase shut the door as the newcomers studied Brie with interest. “Angie fainted when she saw me. Ian’s in the bedroom with her. This is Brie Hanson. Brie, this is Carter, and I assume this is his girlfriend Jordyn. We haven’t had the pleasure of meeting yet.” The woman nodded, but didn’t say a word. She seemed to be taking everything and everyone in and assessing the situation. Jase took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Brie . . . shit. I . . . Jase Atwood is an alias I took after I had to disappear from my former life.” 
 Her jaw dropped. “You—you lied to me?” Actually, his statement had conjured up a lot of questions in her mind, but that was the first one she blurted out. 
 “No! No. Shit.” He ran a hand through his hair. “Sit down, please, and let me explain.” 
 With an obnoxious grin, Carter sauntered over to the couch and flopped down, crossing his ankles, as he clunked his sneakered feet on the coffee table. He tapped the spot next to him. “Come here, Jordy. Let’s get comfortable while Jase tries to dig himself out of this hole. Things are about to get very entertaining, especially when Angie wakes up and starts kicking ass. Hopefully, I’m far enough down on her list of people she’s going to want to murder, but I’m sure I’ll have to eat some crow, at the very least.” 
 “Incoming!” Sawyer bellowed a second before the bedroom door flew open the rest of the way and crashed against the wall. 
 A combination of horror and fury covered Angie’s face, her pale skin flushing, as she marched over to Jase and slapped his cheek—hard. 
 “Hey!” Brie stepped forward, but stopped short when Jase held up a hand to her. 
 “It’s okay, Brie. I deserve it and a lot more.” His eyes and voice filled with regret. “Angie, honey, I’m so sorry.” 
 “Sorry? Sorry?” she screeched. “You have no fucking idea how sorry you’re going to be! How . . . why . . .” Tears rolled down her reddened cheeks, and she clutched a fist to her chest while the other hand cupped her abdomen. It was at that moment Brie realized the loose dress the woman was wearing hid the fact she was a few months pregnant. Sheer anguish spread across her pretty face. “You son of a bitch! I heard you get shot! I saw you bleeding to death! I buried you! I grieved for months and months over you!” Anger took over again, and she spun around to point at her husband. “And you! You knew, Ian! Hell, you helped him plan it, didn’t you?” She never gave him a chance to answer before turning on the third man in the room. “Carter, you asshole, you knew, too! No wonder you’re so good at what you do, because you put on a helluva convincing act! How could you bastards do this to me? How could you make me believe my best friend was dead? Get out! All of you!” 
 Sawyer stepped toward his wife, his arms outstretched, but she threw up her hands to stop him. Her voice dropped, becoming low and threatening. “Ian, I swear to God, if you so much as try to touch me, you’ll regret it. Plan on sleeping on the couch for the rest of the week—hell, the rest of the year! Now . . . Get. Out. . . . Everyone!” 
 Without waiting for them to follow her order, she stormed back into the bedroom, slamming the door behind her. Silence hung in the room as a full minute ticked by before Jordyn stood, shaking her head in evident exasperation. “That went well. Since I have no clue what’s going on, although I think I figured out enough of it, I have plausible deniability. Let me go see if I can calm her down. Thankfully, I’ve learned how to have girlie chats over the past few months. I suggest the rest of you take this conversation someplace else before Angie finds Ian’s KA-BAR and starts castrating you three. Too bad she can’t have any margaritas—I’m sure they would’ve come in handy right now. Guess we’ll have to settle for Shirley Templetons.” 

Shirley Templeton? The drink is called a Shirley Temple. Brie stared in confusion as Carter let out a low growl while his woman knocked on the bedroom door. Shaking her head, Brie forced out the ridiculous direction her mind had taken for a moment; there were too many important questions she needed answers to. That woman, Angie, thought Jase . . . or Athos . . . or whatever his name really is . . . was dead? And the other men had helped him? What the hell is going on? And had Jase been involved with Angie before he “died”? He said they were friends, but it looks like it was more than that. Whatever the hell was up with all these people didn’t change the fact that Jase and Brie still had to find her sister. 
 On his way to the suite door that exited into the hallway, the blond god swatted Jordyn’s ass, then said to no one in particular, “Let’s go have a few drinks in my suite so we can talk in private. I’m sure we’ll all need one for this conversation.” 



 T. Carter poured some Macallan Fine Oak, a $500 bottle of twenty-one-year-old, single malt scotch, into three lowball glasses filled with ice. He then handed one to Sawyer, who was leaning against the frame of the sliding glass doors, staring out at the ocean. It was clear Angie’s husband’s mind was still on his pissed-off wife. The suite they were now in was almost identical to the one they’d left a few minutes ago on the other side of the hotel. The distance between the two had probably been at the men’s request for tactical reasons. Out in the field, it was better to be spread out than having everyone bunched together forming one big target. Yes, the two couples were on a vacation, but instincts, training, and experience were never far from their minds, and one never knew when a seemingly innocent moment could turn deadly. It was the same reason those in the military and law enforcement always sat with their backs to the wall and their eyes on their surroundings and the exits of any establishment.  
 Jase absentmindedly accepted the second glass of smooth liquor, with its perfectly-aged citrus, vanilla, and coconut flavors, when it was handed to him. Keeping the last drink for himself—Brie had refused his offer of one—Carter sat on the sofa, taking a sip and savoring the taste as if he didn’t have a care in the world. But looks could be deceiving. He was one of the deadliest men Jase knew, working as a spy for Deimos, a covert, US governmental agency. Jordyn was also employed by the deep, black-ops bureau most Americans had never heard of, and it was how the two had met—Carter had trained her. Jase knew very little about what the woman did for Deimos, but he imagined she could be just as lethal as her lover, despite her petite stature. Both were probably the last people anyone would ever want to be on the wrong side of. Thankfully, Jase had known Carter for years after they’d come across each other while working undercover, infiltrating a motorcycle gang in California, each for different reasons. Working for the DEA, Jase had been trying to nail them for drug trafficking, while the spy had been following a money trail from an arms trade that had originated from a faction of ISIS followers overseas. 
 His stomach churning, Jase placed his untouched glass on a small table next to the cushioned, rattan chair he was sitting on, while watching Brie cautiously as she paced back and forth across the suite’s large living room. I’m in so much fucking trouble.
Once, just once, couldn’t things go my way? Was it really that hard for the gods of fate to smile down on me for just one moment of my miserable life?

 “Brie, please sit so I can explain,” he pleaded. “This has nothing to do with you or our relationship.” 
 Yeah, that had been the wrong thing to say. Her eyes flared in anger, but she plopped onto an unoccupied loveseat and crossed her arms. Her jaw was clenched, but she still managed to snap, “So explain.” 
 Carter chuckled and Jase glared at him. “Shut up, asshole.” While his friend continued to grin like a loon, Jase stood and paced like Brie had been doing moments earlier, choosing his words carefully. “I worked for the government in the States and a drug cartel placed a price on my head. I told you the truth when I said my mother and sister had been murdered.” He’d found himself giving her the very short, glossed-over version one night in Daddy-O’s after closing. She’d told him all about her parents, and then asked about his, while they both relaxed with a few bottles of beer. “It was while I was still in the Marines. My sister had gotten involved with drug dealers and one of the bastards thought she’d stolen some from him. In the wake of their deaths, I was offered a position with the Drug Enforcement Agency for undercover work under a new identity. I accepted the job and did it for years, trying to avenge my family’s death.  
 “Angie had been my best friend since junior high school. She was the only family I had left and the only leverage someone could use over me. I’d lived in fear someone would find out about her, so I did my best to make sure it didn’t happen. Unfortunately, that wasn’t enough. I’d gotten out of undercover assignments for over a year, but I ended up going back for one more. Because another agent had already been killed, I hired a security company to watch Angie for me—the one Ian owns. That’s how they got together.”  
 He wasn’t about to tell Brie it had almost killed him when his best friend had fallen for someone else. Jase had been in love with Angie for years, but had been too afraid to let her know—worried she’d become a target or that she didn’t feel the same way about him. In the end, she’d lost her heart to Ian, and then their long friendship had been yanked out from under him to boot. She’d almost gotten killed because of him, along with Ian’s goddaughter, Jenn Mullins. The two women had been held hostage, and Jase had “died” during the rescue. It’d been the best way to guarantee his work as an agent, putting drug cartels and gangs in jail or a cemetery, didn’t come back to harm her ever again. 
 He sat back down on the chair, his gaze meeting hers. It was hard to figure out what she was thinking so he continued. “Angie and Ian’s goddaughter were in danger because of me. A crooked agent had found out about Angie and passed on the information to the cartel I was trying to bring down. They were taken hostage and, during the rescue, I was shot.” His hand went to the old wound under his left arm. “I’d already told Ian’s team that faking my death was a strong possibility. I couldn’t guarantee Angie’s safety if I was still ‘alive.’” He used his fingers to make quotation marks. “What she said was true. She thought I’d died of my wound, when in fact it didn’t hit anything vital. Ian had given me a few fake blood packets to make it look good if I got the opportunity, so between that and the real blood . . . well, as you already know, we convinced her. Then, with Carter and Ian’s contacts, I was able to get out of the States and settle in Caicos under another new identity—it was best not to be on one of the US territorial islands. We were never one hundred percent sure all the crooked agents in the DEA had been caught up in the sweep when indictments were handed down and the arrests were made. I couldn’t risk running into someone who knew me.”  
 His eyes filled with regret. “I didn’t lie to hurt you, I swear. For all intents and purposes, I am Jase Atwood. There’s nothing left of my old life except an empty casket in a grave next to my mother’s and sister’s. I’m still the guy who likes to keep you company when you’re bartending and going for rides with you on the back of my bike. And I’m still the guy who’s going to help you find your sister.” He was also still the guy who loved having her in his bed, but that announcement wouldn’t go over well right then.  
 “What’s going on with her sister?” Ian asked, looking at the others for the first time since they’d walked into the suite. 
 Brie frowned at him. “Please stop talking like I’m not here; it’s rude.” 
 The corners of the man’s mouth ticked upward. Pushing off the door frame, he took a seat on the couch. “You’re right; it’s very rude of me. I apologize. Now, what’s going on with your sister?” 
 Before she could answer, the door to the suite opened and Jordyn strolled in. When Ian raised his eyebrow in question, the woman replied, “She decided to take a nap—after she threw all your clothes on the couch, which you’ll probably be sleeping on tonight.” 
 “Fuck,” he spat with a roll of his eyes.  
 Carter gestured for Jordyn to take a seat between him and Ian, then looked at Brie. “Tell us about your sister.” 
 She spent the next several minutes filling them in about Nadine, with Jase interjecting some information at times. When she finished, he added, “We were just on our way to the strip club to see if anyone has a clue about where she may have gone. We also have to get Amy and Nadine’s passports back from the dickhead who owns the place. He apparently demands the girls hand them over so they can’t leave without a hassle.” 
 “What a prick.” Jordyn glanced at Carter. “Want to join them and have some fun? It’s been a few weeks since I’ve kicked some chauvinistic ass.” 
 Her boyfriend grinned. “Damn, I love you.” 
 “Right back at ya, babe.” 
 Jase shook his head. “You don’t need to tag along. I don’t want to interrupt your vacation―” 
 “Too fucking late for that,” Ian interrupted with a scowl. 
 “I’ve got it covered.” 
 Ian sighed heavily. “Even though Angie is pissed as hell at the moment, she’d kill me if anything happened to you now that she knows you’re alive. We’ve got your six. I take it you flew commercial.” 
 A confused expression came over Brie’s face. “Why is that a problem?” 
 At the same time, knowing exactly what the other man was referring to, Jase answered, “Yeah. I was going to call a few contacts to see if I could find a dealer on the island.” He then replied to Brie’s question. “He’s asking if I have any weapons on me, but I couldn’t bring them on the commuter flight.” 
 Her mouth rounded into an “O” but she didn’t say anything more. 
 Ian stood. “We flew in on the company jet. I’ve got something back in my suite you can use. Let’s go see what we can find out about Nadine, then we’ll go from there. After that, I’ll start groveling to Angie—I’ll probably be doing it until my kid’s eighteen.” 
 Even though Ian employed Jase, they’d never be the best of friends—there was too much negative history between them. So Jase was under no illusion that the man was helping him out. Instead, he was doing it for Angie, and also for Brie. He hated seeing any woman in distress and would assist in locating Nadine in any way he could. It was the Dominant in him. When Jase had first met Ian, he’d already known the former Navy SEAL and his teammates were into BDSM and, like most people, he didn’t understand it. After he’d “died,” Carter had introduced him to the lifestyle and that was when he began to realize it wasn’t an excuse to abuse women. The more he learned about it, the more he appreciated the rules of “play.” He’d never be fully immersed in the lifestyle, but there were many aspects of it he did enjoy . . . especially with Brie. But one of the “rules” to gain the trust of a submissive was honesty, and he’d broken that. Originally, he’d thought she’d never find out, but since she had, he felt much guiltier than expected. Now, he just hoped she could forgive him, because the alternative hurt more than he was willing to admit, even to himself. 
   
 



 CHAPTER 5



J ase followed Brie and Ian back into the latter’s suite. After noticing all of his vacation clothes had, indeed, been dumped on the couch along with a pillow and blanket, the former SEAL growled. He then gave Jase a nasty look that probably would have had most men shaking in their boots—but Jase wasn’t most men. He’d been on Ian’s shit list before and wasn’t really worried about being there again. As long as the man was in love with Angie, Jase was safe. But that didn’t stop Ian from stating, “I’m so going to kick your ass when this is over, fucktard.” 
 Without waiting for a response—one wasn’t needed or expected—Ian let out an exasperated breath and strode over to the closed master bedroom door. When he found the knob turned easily in his hand, his shoulders relaxed a bit. At least Angie hadn’t locked him out—not that it would have stopped him from gaining entry. As he disappeared into the darkened room, closing the door behind him, Brie strolled over to the sliding balcony doors, looking out over the beach. Jase took a few steps toward her, unsure what was going through her mind. She hadn’t said a word directly to him since she’d told him to explain who he really was. 
 “Brie? I really am sorry, but honestly, the only thing I deceived you about was my name. And, like I said, I’m not Athos any more—I haven’t been in a long time and I’ll never be again. Hell, that wasn’t even my given name to begin with.” 
 She didn’t look at him as she spoke. “What is your given name?” 
 When he didn’t immediately answer her, she glanced over her shoulder at him, and he closed the distance between them a little more, but not as much as he wanted. “It’s better for everyone, especially you, that I don’t tell you. If my past ever comes back to haunt me again, your knowing anything about who I used to be could put you in danger, and that’s the last thing I’d ever want to happen.” 
 Turning back to the window, she remained silent. Jase opened his mouth to try to make her understand, but the door to the bedroom swung open, and Ian came back out. In his hands were a S&W .40 and an HK 9mm, both holstered. Glaring even more harshly than he had a few minutes ago, he handed the HK to Jase, before attaching the other gun to his belt, at his lower back. “Don’t lose it. It’s registered to me.” 
 Jase didn’t doubt the man had already hidden a KA-BAR knife somewhere on his body and probably another weapon or two. Flying into St. Lucia on the Trident Security private jet had made sneaking the weapons onto the island much easier than flying commercial. Ian was a big believer in the cliché, “It’s better to apologize after than ask permission before.” For the most part, Jase agreed with that philosophy.  
 “Let’s go, twatwaffle, so I can get back here and grovel until my wife stops giving me the silent treatment.” 
 It took a little over twenty minutes for them to pull into the lot of the dilapidated mall where Sandy Bottoms was located. The simple, white sign above the entrance had black lettering and a silhouette of a woman dancing on a strip pole. On the way over, Ian had called the Trident Security war-room and had gotten Nathan Cook, his other company geek, on the phone, digging up whatever intel he could give them about their intended target—which wasn’t much. The owner was Laron Marks, a forty-eight-year-old male Caucasian, with several arrests for assault, promoting prostitution, gambling, and theft, with no convictions. If Jase had to guess, the guy had a few public and judicial officials in his back pocket. The floor plan of the single-story club were pretty basic with only a front and rear entrance and no windows. The only other information Cook had given them was that a quick check of the computer system hooked into the club’s cable TV line hadn’t revealed any live camera feeds. If there were any, it was probably an older system hooked up to a VCR or DVD recorder. 
 In the SUV they’d rented, Jordyn and Carter drove around to the back of the building, while Jase parked his as close to the front of the strip club as possible in case they needed to make a hasty exit—which was very probable. Before climbing out of the front passenger seat, Ian shifted so he could stare directly at Brie in the back seat. “Remember, sweetheart. You do everything Jase or I say. We say run, you get back to this vehicle and take off for the hotel. We’ll be behind you shortly.” 
 “I heard you the first dozen times you told me,” she spat, tugging on the door handle and getting out. 
 Ian glared at Jase and snorted. “Serves you right, finding a strong-willed brat to top.” 
 He knew the man was actually joking since Angie was a strong-willed brat more times than not—and Ian wouldn’t have it any other way. 
 Rolling his eyes, Jase climbed out of the driver’s seat, analyzing the surrounding area as he did. There were eleven vehicles on this side of the lot, in front of the club, which was on the far right side of the mall. The two stores to the left of it were completely empty, while a convenience store and hair salon at the far end had a few more cars and Jeeps parked in front. There was a decent amount of traffic on the road running past the mall, but it shouldn’t hinder their escape route. They had no idea what resistance to their visit they were going to experience inside, but it was best to be prepared for anything.  
 After handing Brie the keys to the SUV, Ian and Jase placed her between them as they proceeded to the entrance of the club. When Jase pulled the door open, they were immediately greeted by a large, dark-skinned man wearing all black except for the numerous gold chains around his neck. Jase swallowed his snort. 
 “Twenty dollars each, two drink minimum,” the bouncer stated while ogling Brie. “No charge for the pretty lady.” 
 She stared back defiantly as her two self-appointed bodyguards put themselves between her and the man drooling over her. Jase handed over the East Caribbean currency, then took Brie’s arm and moved her in line behind Ian as he stepped into the main part of the club. Loud, fast-paced music was pulsating, making any covert conversation difficult. Ian led them to a small, round table, in a corner close to the front entrance and quickly arranged the seats so each person could see the majority of the room. The men sat Brie between them without conscious thought. On the elevated, center stage, there was a tanned redhead, wearing only a white thong and five-inch, silver stilettos, doing her thing, trying to appear as sexy as possible to earn generous tips from the mostly male crowd. Her surgically enhanced tits were well beyond a normal handful and Jase wondered how the hell she wasn’t tipping forward on her high heels. 
 About fifteen patrons, a few already drunk despite it being only a little past noon, were scattered throughout the club, sitting at either the bar or one of the tables around the room. Two other large bouncers stood sentry on either side of the stage in case one of the patrons decided they wanted an up-close-and-personal view of the dancers. Meanwhile, two female waitresses and one male bartender appeared to make up the last of the employees in attendance. Over in another corner, two men were getting lap dances from scantily-dressed women, while the bouncer on that side of the stage kept a close watch. Jase checked the ceiling and anywhere else cameras might be set up, not finding any. 
 A petite, blonde woman, dressed in a black mini-skirt, which barely covered her ass cheeks, and a push-up, black and red bustier, approached the trio of newcomers, a serving tray in her hands. “Hi. What can I get ya?” 
 “Three beers,” Ian responded, his gaze meeting hers for only a second before returning to the rest of the room. “Whatever you’ve got on tap.” It didn’t matter since they weren’t going to be drinking them. 
 Jase pulled out two more twenty dollar bills from his wallet and tossed them on the woman’s tray. A giant smile spread across her face, and she winked at him, then headed to the bar to get their drinks. When Ian tapped the table to get his attention, Jase zeroed in on where he was looking. A short man, with a pasty complexion and large beer belly, who’d been sitting at the bar smoking a cigar, stood and ambled toward a doorway that had a curtain blocking whatever was behind it. A larger man, who could be a twin of the bouncer at the front door, followed him. When the curtain was pushed to the side, Jase got a glimpse of a faintly lit hallway that probably led to the office, the dressing room, and the restrooms. Porky must be the boss, and that’s the man they wanted to have an unkind word or two with.  
 Following Ian’s lead, Jase got to his feet, but then leaned down so his mouth was next to Brie’s ear. “Stay right here. If trouble starts, run to the car and take off. We’ll meet you at the hotel.” 
 “That’s the fourteenth time one of you has said that,” she snarked, making Jase want to sit back down, haul her over his knees, and spank her pretty ass. But there’d be plenty of time for that later. 
 Shaking his head, he fell in step behind Ian, keeping an eye on all the bouncers. None appeared to be armed, but that was probably an illusion. Jase didn’t doubt the men had at least one handgun on their bodies. As they approached the curtain, Ian and Jase got lucky—some drunken asshole picked that exact moment to reach over and grab the dancer’s legs. He caused her to lose her balance on her stilettos and wind up on her ass in the middle of the stage with a thud that was heard over the music. The bouncers rushed forward and mild pandemonium ensued as the dancer started cursing up a storm and kicking out at her attacker. 
 Ian and Jase ducked behind the curtain after the latter glanced at Brie one last time to make sure she was okay. Wide-eyed, she watched the bouncers drag the now-unconscious and bleeding drunk out the front door by his legs. Jase hated leaving her there, but his only other option had been handcuffing her to the steering wheel in the SUV, which may have caused its own problems if a cop drove by. 
 Opening the first door on the right, Ian noted it was the dancers’ dressing room and shut it again. On their left were the men’s and women’s restrooms. The next two doors on their right were labeled “Storage” and “Exit,” respectively, so that meant the last closed door on the left had to be the office. Both drew their weapons from their holsters, and Ian glanced at Jase to make sure he was good. When Jase nodded, the other man softly murmured, “Knock, knock,” reared back, and kicked in the office door—nothing like making a grand entrance. 
 The room was tiny, containing a desk, three chairs, a filing cabinet, and a small, stained couch. It also reeked of pot and cigarette smoke. Both men in the office startled at the sudden invasion, and the bodyguard reached behind him, but stopped short when Jase aimed his gun right between the guy’s eyes. “Don’t do it, asshole. Hands where I can see them or you’ll never even realize you hit the ground.” When the guy slowly raised his hands, his jaw clenched tightly in irritation, Jase ordered, “Turn around and get on your knees, cross your ankles and lace your hands behind your head.”  
 The guy didn’t move like a highly trained bodyguard, but it was stupid to take any chances, since he had a good four inches and fifty pounds on Jase. After his instructions were followed, he stepped forward and retrieved the hidden, silver 9mm from the holster at the man’s lower back. A quick pat-down resulted in two knives being found as well. Jase tucked both in his waistband.  
 Ian had his own weapon trained on Porky, who wisely kept both hands on the surface of the desk he was sitting behind. The man frowned, anger with a hint of fear flaring in his eyes. “Who the fuck are you?” 
 “That’s not important. What is important is that I’m pissed.” The former SEAL took two steps toward him. “You must be Laron Marks—one of the assholes who had to go and ruin my vacation. I’m not a happy man, Laron, so you better answer my questions without making me want to blow your kneecaps off. I promise you, it won’t take much for me to reach that point.” 
 Marks eyed them in disgust. “You’re fucking with the wrong man.” 
 “That’s my line, twatwaffle.” Apparently, that was Ian’s new favorite insult. “Now, let’s start off with an easy one . . . where’s Nadine Hanson?” 
 The man scoffed. “How the hell should I know? The bitch skipped out on me.” 
 “Wrong answer.” Ian rounded the desk and used his foot to quickly spin the swivel chair so Marks was facing him, then lowered his weapon, aiming at one of the man’s knees. “She wouldn’t skip out on you, because you’re holding her passport. Now, let’s try that one more time, and if I don’t like your answer, well, then, you’ll be minus a kneecap.” 
 The man’s eyes widened in alarm, but then he smirked when the sound of a shotgun racking filled the room. Jase pivoted, swinging his gun around, so he could keep an eye on the bodyguard and whomever the newcomer was. The huge bouncer who’d been at the front entrance was now standing in the doorway, his weapon aimed at Ian. “Drop it, motherfucker.” 
 “Uh-uh-uh, big boy.” Jordyn’s voice was laced with a combination of venom and amusement. Jase couldn’t see her, but she was definitely standing behind the bouncer. “That cold metal you feel is my honey’s favorite Sig Sauer pressed against your brain stem. I doubt I have to tell you what a bullet will do to that. Now, since I don’t have my heels on today you’re a little too tall for me, so my Sig is aimed at your asshole. If I pull the trigger, you’ll lose that and your cock and balls in one shot.” 
 Ian grinned wildly, his gaze never leaving Marks. “Damn, I love your style, sweetheart.” 
 “Right back at ya, Boss-man. Smooches.” 
 “I love when she threatens dirtbags,” Carter quipped from the hallway. “Makes me horny.” 
 Jase rolled his eyes—the three were like a bad, black-ops vaudeville team. A large hand reached around and took hold of the now upright shotgun, pulling it out of the man’s grasp. It then disappeared around the corner of the doorjamb. Seconds later, the hand was back and grabbed the bouncer’s shoulder, as Carter forced him into the room. “On the floor like your buddy.” Once the man was on his knees, Carter switched places with Jordyn in the hallway where he could see anyone else coming. The petite, female spy had changed from her sundress into black, capri leggings and sneakers topped with a snug, burgundy, short-sleeved shirt. Her man was still dressed in his cargo shorts and T-shirt like Jase and Ian were. 
 Addressing Marks, Ian said, “All right, now, where were we? Oh, yeah—your kneecaps. Want to keep them and tell me where Nadine is?” 
 “I told you, I don’t know where she is.” When the retired SEAL took an overly-dramatic aim, Marks threw his hands up and pushed his feet against the floor, rolling the chair backward into the wall. His tone went from pissed to terrified as his words came tumbling out of his mouth in a rush. “Don’t! I swear I’m telling you the truth! S-She left at the end of her shift on Wednesday night and was a no-show on Thursday. When she didn’t show up again yesterday, I called her cell and fired her. I don’t know where the fuck she is. Ask anyone. I swear!” 
 It was obvious the bodyguard and bouncer weren’t going to say anything different after hearing their boss’s version, and since Marks had just pissed his pants at the threat of losing his kneecaps, there was only one more question Jase needed the answer to. “Where’s her passport? And Amy’s too.” 
 When Marks didn’t immediately answer, Jordyn huffed when she saw his gaze flicker toward the wall behind Ian. Marching to where a large, framed painting of two naked women making out hung, she tucked her gun in the holster at her lower back. “Why do men feel the need to hide their safes behind really ugly erotic paintings? I mean, seriously? Black velvet? I’d get my money back from the interior decorator if I were you. What’s the combo, asswipe? If you don’t tell me, I can easily crack it, but then you’ll probably be in a helluva lot of pain.” 
 The man rattled off three numbers, and within seconds, Jordyn had the wall safe open. Ignoring the bundles of cash inside, she pulled out a stack of passports and shuffled through them, finding the two she wanted. Sticking them in her waistband, she held up the others. “I’ll be giving these back to your dancers and waitresses on my way out. If you don’t want a visit from me in the middle of the night, with the intent to slit your throat after I cut off your dick, then you better not ask for them back. Understood?” 
 When Marks reluctantly nodded, Jordyn glanced around the office, before spotting something. “Excellent.” On top of the file cabinet was a roll of Duct tape. Grabbing it, she started with the big bouncer. “Hands together at your lower back.” 
 Within minutes, all three men were restrained at their wrists and ankles, and large pieces of silver tape had been stretched over their mouths. Jase was glad he wasn’t one of them because when the strong adhesive was peeled off, it was sure to take a fair amount of skin off their lips. 
 Closing the door the best they could since the lock was ruined, Jase and the others gathered in the hall. As they were discussing what they needed to do next, the curtain leading out to the main part of the club swung open and Brie hurried toward them. Jase scowled at her. “I thought I told you to stay out front.” 
 “You were taking too long. Listen, I―” 
 “Hang on. We’ve got to go interview the dancers and see if any of them know where Nadine might be before one of the other bouncers comes back to check on their buddies.” 
 Her eyes shot up. “What’d you do to them?” 
 “Nothing you need to worry about,” Ian answered. “They’re alive and tied up. Now let’s get going before all hell breaks loose.” 
 “But―”  
 Jase grasped her upper arm and turned her toward the doorway back out to the club. “Let’s go.” 
 She ripped her arm out of his grip and stomped her foot. “Damn it! Would you fucking listen to me? I know where Nadine might be.” Ian, Carter, Jordyn, and Jase all stopped short and stared at her. Shrugging her shoulders, she crossed her arms. “While you were all running off doing whatever, I asked our waitress if she knew where my sister might be. She said Nadine had hooked up with this guy who was going to take her to some club called Perdition.” 
 “Shit.” Everyone’s attention turned to Carter, who didn’t look happy. “Perdition is an underground lifestyle club and one we’re going to have problems with. I’ll explain later at the hotel. Let’s get the hell out of here—Jordyn and I have some calls to make before we go anywhere near the place.” 
 As Jordyn brushed past Brie, she grinned at her. “I’m starting to like you, sister. You’ve got grit.” 
 “Uh . . . thanks.”  
 Opening the door to the dressing room, Jordyn handed the passports to someone inside. “Here’s your freedom, ladies, if you want it.” 
 Without waiting for an answer, she closed the door again and rejoined Carter. They headed for the back door, while the other three made their way out to the bar. The bouncer closest to them narrowed his eyes as he watched them come out from behind the curtain. With Brie between them once more, Ian led the way to the front door and the parking lot without a moment’s hesitation. Jase had just started the SUV’s engine when the two remaining bouncers came running out. Flooring the accelerator, he peeled out of the parking lot before they got anywhere near the vehicle.  
 Once the club was out of sight, Jase stared at Brie’s reflection in the rear view mirror. “You okay?” 
 She appeared a little shaken, but nodded. “Yeah, I’m good. I can’t believe Nadine was working in that dive . . . stripping no less. Why the hell would she do that? If she needed money, she should have come to me. ” 
 Wishing he could give her the answers she was seeking, Jase drove them toward the hotel, with Jordyn and Carter following in their vehicle. About two miles before the entrance, he saw the other SUV make a right turn and wondered where they were going. As spies, the couple had connections all over the world, and Jase hoped they had the right ones to help him find Nadine. He not only liked the woman as a kid sister of sorts, but Brie had already lost both her parents—she’d be devastated if she lost her only sibling, too. And he was determined to do everything in his power to make sure that didn’t happen. He just prayed they weren’t too late.  
   
 



 CHAPTER 6



I an hoofed it down the hallway to his suite, anxious to get back to Angie and try to convince her that his deceiving her had been for her own safety as well as Jase’s. He’d been calling her best friend “Jase Atwood” for close to two years now, and no longer considered the man to be Jimmy Athos or James Andrews, his given name. Although he’d been so pissed earlier, when they’d first run into him, Ian had let the name “Athos” slip before mentally correcting himself. Apparently, Carter had made the same faux pas—which almost never happened. 
 Before the man had “died,” Ian had gotten into hot water with Angie because they’d hidden the fact her best friend had hired Ian’s company to watch over her. When she’d found out, Ian had almost lost her before he ever realized he was in love with her and couldn’t live without her. As they were working things out between them, things had gone to shit again. So much had changed since the day Ian’s world had almost fallen apart at the hands of the rogue DEA agents and gang members they’d hired to kidnap his goddaughter, while attempting to get to Angie and, ultimately, their fellow agent. He’d thought he was going to lose the best thing that had ever happened to him, but instead, she’d ended up losing someone she’d considered to be the last of her family at that point in her life. Fast forward to today, and she and Ian were starting their own family. Hopefully, it wouldn’t be a broken one. How he was going to get out of this mess when he’d sworn he’d never lie to her again was beyond him. 
 Sticking the passkey into the slot, he unlocked the door and pushed it open. His heart clenched at what he found. Angie was up from her nap and sitting on the couch. Her eyes were red and raw, while her cheeks were still wet. She was surrounded by used tissues and pillows, one clutched tightly against her chest. At the sight of him, she tried unsuccessfully to wipe the tears from her face, and that just made her cry harder. 
 Without a word, he rushed over, picked her up in his arms, relieved when she didn’t resist, and then sat in a nearby recliner with her on his lap. Her arms went around his neck as she sobbed. “I—I’m still . . . still mad . . . at you.” 
 “I know, baby. I know,” he murmured into her hair as he guided her head onto his shoulder. “I’m so sorry, Angel. We had to. It was too risky for you to know he was alive. Too risky for you and him. You know I’d do anything to keep you safe. He felt the same way.” 
 “Th—that didn’t . . . give you the . . . r-right—” A hiccup cut off whatever else she was going to say. 
 “Sh . . .” His hand cupped their child in her womb. “This here—our child, Little Bit—is the other reason I did it, Angel. Most of the cartel’s US connections, and the bad agents and cops are either dead or in jail, but there were other DEA agents suspected to be involved. And, hell, the Colombian cartel is still out there, although we don’t think they know what he looks like. The less people who know Jase is alive, the better.” 
 “Don’t call him that! H-His name is Jimmy.” 
 He reached up and grasped her chin, forcing her to look at him. His gaze and tone were terse. “Not anymore. His name is Jase Atwood, and this is the first time you’ve ever met him in your life. It’s who he is now. He’s a mercenary who has no ties to you or our child, and you can never be used against him ever again. I won’t allow it.” 
 She obviously wasn’t thrilled with any of that, but at least she didn’t argue with him further. Ian held her close again until she got her emotions under control. A good ten minutes passed before she finally pushed off his chest and got to her feet, reaching for the box of tissues on the coffee table. Wiping her eyes and nose, she asked, “Where is he?” 
 “In his hotel room with Brie.” 
 “Brie? That woman who was here earlier? Who is she?” 
 Ian stood and slid his hands into his pockets. His clothes were still piled up on the other couch, but he didn’t think it was a good time to mention it or move them back into the bedroom. “At the very least, a friend of his. I suspect there’s more to it than that but I’m not sure either of them know exactly where they stand with the other. She owns a bar in Caicos where Jase has been living, and her sister went missing in St. Lucia a few days ago. They’re here looking for her. It sounds like the sister could be in big trouble. Carter’s checking on a few things, and we’re just waiting to hear―” 
 Almost as if his words had cued it, his phone rang. He pulled it from his pocket and glanced at the screen. Carter. Punching the call button, Ian brought the phone to his ear. “Talk to me.” 
 “Meet us in our suite—we’ve got some intel. A-man and his woman are on the way up.” 
 “Copy that.” Disconnecting the call, he eyed his wife who was unconsciously rubbing her swollen belly. He couldn’t wait to see her when she was fully round with their child—a child he’d never thought he’d have. That is, until he met his beautiful angel. “Are you okay?” 
 She nodded. “I want to see him . . . talk to him.” 
 He’d expected that. “Okay. Go wash your face. Everyone is meeting in Carter and Jordyn’s room in a few minutes.” When she hesitated, he stepped forward and cupped her chin in his hands. “Angel . . . I’m sorry I hurt you by keeping this from you, but I’d do it again in a heartbeat if it meant you were no longer in danger.”  
 Taking a step back, out of his reach, she held up her hands. “Don’t, Ian. I honestly don’t know how I’m going to be able to get past this . . . this betrayal. That’s the only word I can think of right now. And even though I know you did it to protect me . . . I don’t know that I’ll ever be able to forgive you for this.” 
 Tears were welling up in her eyes again, but before they started to fall, she did an about-face and disappeared into their bedroom. His heart sinking, Ian thrust the fingers of both hands through his hair, trying to squelch the urge to go kill Jase. It wouldn’t solve his problems, but, damn, it would feel so good. 


 Jase sat across from Brie on the private suite’s large balcony, where he could see both the crystal blue ocean and what was going on in the living room to his right, behind the glass windows and doors. Jordyn and Carter were on their cell phones again, as the latter strode to the door to the hall and swung it open. Jase’s gut roiled as Angie marched in with Ian on her heels. She was still pale, making her red, swollen eyes stand out even more. Without saying a word to anyone inside, her angry gaze moved to him as she made her way across the room to the sliding door. 
 He stood as she came out onto the balcony. “Angie, I―” 
 Holding up a hand, she silently cut him off, before turning her attention to the other woman, who’d remained seated. She extended her hand. “Hello, Brie. I’m Angie Sawyer. I’m very sorry you had to witness what went on earlier. I’m usually not a raving lunatic, but having a ghost show up wasn’t something I’d been expecting.” 
 Brie shook her hand. “It’s okay. I understand . . . now that it’s been explained to me. I’m sure the pregnancy hormones didn’t help either.” 

Wait. What? Jase’s jaw dropped, and so did his gaze. Angie’s pregnant? Now that it was mentioned, he noticed the swell of her abdomen her sundress kept mostly hidden. Well, shit. 
 Angie crossing her arms brought his gaze upward to her face, where her mouth was in a full smirk he knew well. “Yes, I’m pregnant.” Her jaw tightened as she glared at him. “If it’s a boy, I was going to name him after my best friend who died two years ago—Jimmy Sawyer had a nice ring to it, but now I’m not too sure.” Yeah, that sarcasm was hard to miss. She paused. “Brie, would you mind if I spoke to Jase alone? There’re a few things I need to get off my chest.” 
 When Brie glanced at him, he nodded. “Please, give us a moment. Then we’ll get back to finding Nadine.” 
 Proving that no matter how pissed she was, she was still one of the most caring people he’d ever known, Angie added, “I’m very sorry about your sister. And despite everything else, Ian, Carter, and Jordyn will do everything they can to help you find her. I don’t think there will be much I can do, but I’ll help if I can.” 
 Her lips disappearing as she rolled them inward, Brie swallowed noticeably. “Thank you. I appreciate any help we can get.” Getting to her feet, she went inside the suite, leaving the two of them alone, closing the door behind her. 
 Angie sat in the chair the other woman had just vacated as Jase lowered himself back into his own seat. There were a million things he wanted to say but thought it was best to let Angie go first. For a few moments, she just stared at him, her gaze raking over his face as if still trying to convince herself he was real. Biting her bottom lip, she leaned back in the chair. Her voice was low and raspy, thick with emotion, when she finally spoke. “How could you do that to me? I lost both my parents and my brother. You were all I had left in the world from my childhood. Did it ever occur to you that your ‘death,’” she made quotation marks with her fingers, “would devastate me? Would rip my heart to shreds?” 
 “Angie, I―” 
 Her hand slapped the table. “Those were rhetorical questions. I had nightmares for weeks, Jimmy—Jase. God, that’s going to take a long time to get used to.” She glanced out over the ocean before returning her attention to him. “I woke up five or six times a week, yelling your name, crying and grieving for you. How Ian put up with me, I have no idea . . . harrumph. . . okay, yeah, now I do. Because the alternative was for him to tell me the truth.” 
 “Ang, I―” 
 Once more, she cut him off. “I hate you right now.” Her clenched fist gently thumped her chest. “And what’s even worse is I hate my husband, too. I don’t know how I’m ever going to be able to forgive either of you. My first child will be born in a few months and I’m . . . I’m seriously thinking about filing for a divorce. That’s how angry I am.”  
 Fat tears rolled down her cheeks, and she swallowed hard several times, trying to get her emotions under control. She was breaking his heart. Standing, he rounded the table and swiveled her chair so she was facing him as he squatted before her, his back to the windows and living room beyond. Taking her hand, he squeezed it. “Angie, please don’t put this on Ian. It was my decision—I talked him and Devon and the others into it. None of them were happy with it, but I couldn’t ruin your life any more than I’d already done. You could’ve been killed because of me. Jenn, too. I would never have been able to live with myself if that’d happened. You had a new life with a man who loved you more than anything else on this earth. I knew you’d be okay if I disappeared, and that was all that mattered. I’m sorry, baby. I don’t know what more I can say, other than don’t end your marriage over me. I’m not worth it.” 
 Wiping her wet cheeks with her free hand, she tilted her head back and blinked away the other tears that hadn’t fallen yet. Her head shook back and forth ever so slightly. Taking a deep breath, she let it out slowly. “I don’t know what I’m going to do.” Leveling her gaze once more, she glanced at something over his shoulder. “Is she your girlfriend?” 
 The change of subject caught him off guard. “Um. Not really. Honestly, I don’t know what we are. Friends with benefits, definitely. Beyond that?” He snorted. “I couldn’t give the woman I loved for almost twenty years my heart and soul, I doubt I can give them to a woman I’ve only been with a few months. We’re comfortable where we are, and when we no longer are . . .” He shrugged. “. . . we’ll move on. In the meantime, I’ll do whatever I can to find Brie’s sister and bring her home safely.” 
 “Will you disappear again?” 
 The monotone of her voice bothered him and his jaw clenched. “If I have to? Yes. You of all people know I’m damaged . . . unsalvageable. I have nothing to offer a woman. If I did, I would’ve given it all to you years ago.” 
 Her eyes narrowed, and she started to say something else, but the sound of the glass door behind him sliding open stopped her. Jase glanced back and saw Ian, who looked ready to beat the living daylights out of the man who was still holding his wife’s hand and making her cry. Releasing her, Jase stood. 
 Ian’s jaw tightened then relaxed. His gaze was on Angie, but his words were for Jase. “Carter’s got some intel we need to discuss.” 
 Before he could respond, Angie got to her feet and strolled past her husband, her chin high. Without saying a word, she disappeared into the suite. Jase glared at Ian. “Is there a reason you or the rest of the team didn’t tell me she’s pregnant?” 
 Barely controlled fury raged in the other man’s eyes—it wasn’t surprising since he was in deep shit with his wife. His voice was low and threatening. “For the same reason I kept the fact you were alive from her. Your past will never touch my wife again, and I’ll be damned if it touches our child.” When Jase started for the door, Ian stepped in front of him, blocking his path. “I know running into each other wasn’t your fault any more than it was mine, but when all this is over, I will be taking my frustrations out on your hide—just for shits and giggles.” 
 Jase snorted, and the corners of his mouth ticked upward for the first time since Angie had spotted him. “Just don’t expect me to stand there and take it.” 
 “That’ll make it all the more satisfying.” 
   
 



 CHAPTER 7



B rie stood at the fixed side of the sliding glass door, her arms crossed over her chest as she watched Jase and Angie. She couldn’t hear what either was saying but Angie had been doing most of the talking until Jase had stood up and knelt in front of her, taking her hand in his. It was clear the other woman had a lot of pent-up hurt and anger, but that didn’t stop jealousy from coursing through Brie’s body. Where it’d come from, she didn’t know, probably the same place as the hurt when Jase had introduced her as just a friend. 
 Movement out of the corner of her eye caught her attention as Ian joined her. He didn’t look any happier about how close Jase was to his wife, but he managed to slide the door open without ripping it off its tracks—a feat Brie was sure the well-built man could do. “Carter’s got some intel we need to discuss.” 
 Brie glanced over her shoulder at the other couple. She’d been so caught up in what was going on out on the balcony, she hadn’t noticed Carter and Jordyn had both finished talking on their phones. Carter gave her a devastatingly handsome smile a split second before Angie stormed inside and headed for the half bath by the entry door. Brie was sure he wasn’t hitting on her, since his girlfriend was watching, but she would bet he could charm the pants off any woman, even though it was evident his heart belonged to only one. The love in his eyes when he looked at Jordyn wasn’t hard to miss, and once again, a pang of jealousy shot through Brie. When had she begun to want what they obviously had? Someone who stared at her like she was the only woman in the world and vice versa. She’d had several boyfriends over the years, but the relationships had always felt like something to simply pass the time—and to take off the sexual edge every now and then. Nothing special. But something had changed recently and she didn’t know how or why. 
 Jase and Ian entered the living room, the former finding her gaze immediately. “Are you doing okay?” 
 She nodded. “Aside from being worried shitless about my sister, yeah, I’m fine.” There was a ton of snark in that small sentence, and she didn’t want to analyze why she was suddenly so mad at him again. Over the last few hours, she’d come to understand his reason for not telling her his real name—she hadn’t really accepted it, but she was trying to. She imagined leaving his former life behind hadn’t been an easy decision for him to make, and to protect himself and Angie, he couldn’t trust anyone, not even the woman he’d been fucking the past few months. When they’d started flirting and dancing around each other, he’d been so adamant she understand he wasn’t looking for anything long-term, and at the time, Brie had been fine with it. Her bar was her life, her employees were family as much as her sister was. Having someone to play with, so to speak, had been fun. She didn’t have to worry about the usual things that went with dating someone. There were no relationship games; everything was out in the open—well, aside from Jase’s real name. She could do as she pleased, and so could he. But since he’d told her he was going with her to St. Lucia to help her find Nadine, something had changed in Brie’s feelings for him. He hadn’t offered or volunteered to help—he’d just stated for a fact he was going to do everything he possibly could to find her sister. He’d taken charge, and she realized it had been ages since she’d leaned on a man and let him take care of her. She’d always been independent, but it was nice to sit back and let someone else make the decisions for a change. Maybe that was why she’d accepted his dominance in the bedroom, and everywhere else they’d had sex, so easily. She didn’t have to think when they played, just feel.  
 His hand on her elbow had her relaxing into his touch instead of pulling away. His concerned gaze roamed her face, as he lowered his voice so no one else could hear. “Brie, I know this is a lot to deal with all at once, but I promise we’re going to figure out what happened to Nadine and do everything we can to bring her home. After that, you and I will sit down and talk about the rest of it. If you decide you can’t deal with my past, I’ll understand, and we can end our relationship. All I ask is that you obey my orders when it comes to finding your sister. Anything I tell you to do is for your safety. Understand?” 
 Any other time that word “obey” would have ruffled her feathers, but she’d been following his sexual commands for a while now. He’d never bullied her or made her feel less than the woman she was. In fact, she felt . . . well . . . special and precious when he showed his concern for her safety and well-being. But that didn’t mean she was going to sit in a corner and let everyone else do the work to find her sister. 
 Nodding, she responded, “Yes, I understand but I want to be part of this. I want to know everything that’s going on and what happened to Nadine. No keeping anything from me or leaving me behind. Otherwise I’ll go off on my own and find her myself.” 
 His jaw tightened and his brow furrowed. He was silent for several seconds before he finally relented. “Fine, but if I tell you to duck or run, you better do it or your ass is going to suffer for it.” 
 She knew it was a lot for him to let her be involved, so she didn’t argue. “Understood.” 
 “If you two are done negotiating over there, care to join us?” Carter asked. 
 Brie hadn’t noticed everyone had taken seats at the suite’s dining table. Angie was the only one not there and was probably still in the half bath since Ian’s eyes were pinned to the closed door. Jase led Brie to the table and pulled out a chair for her, then took the seat next to her. “All right, how screwed up is this club?” 
 “Very. It’s nothing like the clubs I took you to when I introduced you to the lifestyle.”  
 Brie’s eyebrows shot up at Carter’s statement. He’s the one who got Jase into BDSM? 

 As if he’d heard her unspoken question, the man chuckled at her, causing her to blush. “Yes, little one, I’m a Dom . . . have been for a very long time. Jordyn is not only my woman, she’s also my submissive. Ian and Angie are also in the lifestyle. And yes, I already know Jase has initiated you to the wonderful world of kink. And no, he didn’t tell me that. I figured it out on my own just by observing the way you interact with each other. I’ve been in the lifestyle long enough to spot a sexual submissive a mile away—male or female—so there’s nothing to be embarrassed about. Okay?” 
 Biting her bottom lip, she nodded. When he just stared at her, clearly waiting for a verbal answer, she said, “Okay.” 
 He grinned. “Good. Now, back to Perdition. The only rule in that place is there are no rules.” 
 “Shit,” Ian murmured.  
 “Exactly. It’s not for the faint-hearted, I can tell you that. The owner of the club, Taye Chaplin, and I have butted heads more than once, but at the moment, he owes me, which, unfortunately, doesn’t mean much around these parts. We can’t just stroll in there without playing, the members get wary of anyone not participating. Also, weapons, phones, and electronic equipment of any kind are out of the question—at least nothing even remotely obvious. A very thorough search is done upon entry. Chaplin’s got many local politicians and LEOs in his pocket, so there won’t be any backup to call upon.” 
 Brie cocked her head to the side in confusion. “What’s an ‘LEO’?” 
 Carter gave her an apologetic look. “Sorry. It’s a catch-all acronym for law enforcement officers from any given agency. I sometimes forget not everyone knows what it means. Anyway, hopefully, we’ll find someone who knows Nadine or has seen her. Do you have a printed picture of her?” 
 “I have one in my wallet,” Brie said. “I’ll bring it with me.” 
 “Oh, no. You’re not going anywhere near the place, sweetheart.” Ian shook his dark-haired head, and his tone said his word was law and no arguments would be allowed. It was clear he was used to running the show. “Jase, Jordyn, Carter, and I can handle it.” 
 Anger boiled within her, but before she could answer his high-handedness, there was a low growl from across the room. “Ian, if you think I’m letting you go to an underground lifestyle club without me, where you have to play with someone else as a cover, then I’m calling CC to fly down and get me right now.” Angie had come out of the bathroom and now stood with her arms crossed, venom in her voice, and glaring. Brie wouldn’t be surprised if the woman called a lawyer as soon as she got home if her husband went to the club without her. “Either I’m going with you or you’re not going, unless you and Jimmy—Jase can figure out who’s going to be the top when you scene with each other.” 
 Eyes wide, Carter swallowed what had to have been a guffaw, and Jordyn dipped her head to hide her grin. Sighing heavily, Ian tilted his chin up and stared at the ceiling for a long moment. Brie didn’t know what the man was thinking, but she highly doubted he would take his pregnant wife anywhere near the club. Running his hand down his face in frustration, his gaze returned to Angie, before shifting to Carter. “Are you okay going in with just Jordyn and Jase? I’ll be the lookout and drive the getaway car. What fun,” he finished dryly. It was obvious the man hated to be out of the action when, most likely, he was usually neck deep in it. 
 As Carter nodded, Brie said, “And me. I’m going, too.” Her matter of fact tone dared anyone to refute her statement. “Jase will need a sub, and it’ll look better if he has someone he’s clearly familiar with.” Her gaze focused on his narrowed eyes. She knew he was about to say “no way,” so she added, “Please, Jase, she’s my sister. I’ll do whatever you tell me to while we’re there, but I’m going.” 
 A heavy silence filled the room. She held her breath. In his eyes, she could see the battle that was raging in his mind. Seconds ticked by before, finally, he gave a single nod of his head. “I must be fucking crazy, but okay.” His eyes narrowed in seriousness. “But if I tell you to run, no matter what, your ass is out the door, and Ian gets you the hell out of there.” 
 “I will. I promise.” She hesitated. “Thank you.” 
 “Just don’t make me regret it, Brie.” It didn’t take a rocket scientist to know he was already regretting it, but thankfully he didn’t renege on his agreement.  
 “I won’t.” 
 “Well, now that we have the personnel issue solved, let’s move on.” Carter eyed Jase. “A-man, you’re going to have to go shopping for fet-wear for the two of you. There’s a couple of shops on the island where you can get what you need. Leather pants and vest for you. The skimpier the better for your sub.”  
 His gaze flitted to Brie, and the bastard had the gall to waggle his brows before laughing. Jordyn smacked his bicep. “Stop being an asshole, Master Carter. Sorry, Brie. Please, ignore his teasing. Despite being a Dom and having a warped sense of humor, he’ll do everything he can to protect any female—it’s his nature. Feel free to put him in his place, though . . . outside of a D/s setting, of course.” 
 Carter grasped his submissive’s hand and brought it to his lips. “Jordyn’s right, Brie. I have my fun, but I’d never insult or hurt a woman—you can ask Angie or any of her friends.” Brie started to relax before he added, “Now, mild embarrassment and D/s punishments are a different story. Right, sweetheart?” 
 Jordyn was clearly trying to hold back an eye roll. “I’m going to pay for my snark later, aren’t I?” 
 “Yup.” 
 “Shit. At least I know the sex will be awesome afterward.” 
 He grinned at Jordyn. “Damn straight, sweetheart . . . it always is.” 


 Dressed in a black, leather vest, pants, and boots, Jase paced the hotel room he was sharing with Brie, anxiety roiling in his gut for many reasons. His concern for Brie, Angie, Nadine, and even Amy, was hitting him from all sides. At least the latter had agreed with being sequestered in the adjoining room for now, watching TV, reading, and ordering room service, all on Jase’s tab—not that he minded. Working as a mercenary and bodyguard for hire paid very, very well. And since expenses were taken care of by the client, Jase had minimal costs beyond the rent of his apartment, which was dirt cheap compared to what he’d paid in the States. 
 Jase had brought Amy up to the suite they’d all gathered in, and Carter and Ian had peppered her with questions, hoping to jiggle her brain about something she’d forgotten to tell him. Unfortunately, she hadn’t been able to fill in too many blanks before returning to her room. Once Carter had gone over the layout of the club with everyone, and all available escape routes and the security measures, he and Jordyn had taken Jase and Brie to a local fet-wear shop. 
 In addition to the club clothes they’d purchased, Carter had helped Jase put together a “toy bag.” It would look odd if he showed up at Perdition without one, and while he wished there would be weapons hidden in it, they couldn’t risk it. Instead, it was now filled with condoms, a flogger, anal plugs, a vibrator, nipple and clit clamps, and other assorted adult play items. Then, while Carter had helped him find clothes befitting a Dom, the ladies had gone to the other side of the shop where all the lingerie was located. He had no idea what Brie was currently changing into, but if it was anything like what he’d seen on the store’s mannequins, he was surely going to swallow his tongue when she emerged from the bathroom. 
 He had to be crazy letting Brie come with them, but the pleading look she’d given him, topped off with her making sense about him needing a sub he was comfortable with, had caused him to give in. He just prayed he wasn’t putting her in any danger. If something happened to her, he’d never forgive himself. Hell, that’s exactly what he’d told Angie about why he’d faked his death. But seeing her today, realizing she was pregnant . . . 
 He’d once told Angie that although he’d thought she was his soul mate, apparently, he wasn’t hers. He’d then reluctantly told her he was happy she’d fallen in love with a man who put her before anyone and everything else, because Jimmy Athos never could have. Avenging the deaths of his sister and mother at the hands of drug dealers had taken everything out of him—he’d had nothing left to offer Angie. After their conversation on the Trident jet, when he’d given his blessing to Angie and Ian’s relationship, he’d realized that after they got Ian’s goddaughter back from the kidnappers, he was never going to see Angie again. Of course, that’d been before Angie ran off on her own to surrender to the kidnappers in hopes they’d let Jenn go. The main reason he’d made that fateful decision was to keep Angie safe, but there was also a part of him that knew he had to let her get on with her life. He wouldn’t have been able to sit back and watch her marry another man.  
 Today, though, he felt something had changed. Yes, he was torn between regretting the fact she’d found out he was alive and being elated at seeing her again. But the feelings he’d expected to have—the feelings a man had when he was in love with a woman, like jealousy and lust—hadn’t been there this time. He loved Angie and always would. She’d been his best friend since they were fourteen. He’d been there for her when first her father and then mother had died, within a year of each other, when Angie had been in college. Neither of her parents had ever gotten over the loss of their only son and it had sent them both to early graves. Angie had been nine when her older brother had been killed in a freak car accident that had also taken the lives of three of his high school football teammates.  
 Years later, Angie had been there for Jase when his mother and baby sister had been murdered. A Marine, he’d been overseas in the middle of a nine-month tour of duty when his captain and lieutenant had given him the news. If Angie hadn’t been by his side from the moment he’d gotten stateside, he didn’t know what he would’ve done. It had been a good thing the killers had already been caught by the time he got home, otherwise he’d be the one in prison for first-degree murder instead of them.  
 His back was to the bathroom when he heard the latch click. Spinning around, he froze as his jaw dropped and his cock jumped in his leathers. His eyes were huge as they took in the vision before him. “Fuck. Me.”  
 His voice had been a hoarse whisper, but that was all he could manage at the moment. Brie hesitated, wringing her hands together. Uncertainty—a reaction he’d never seen on her before—was etched on her face. “Is-Is it okay?” 
 Jase stared at her incredulously. “Okay? Is it okay? Okay is not even a word in my vocabulary right now, to describe how you look. Sexy, sensual, gorgeous, exquisite, erotic . . . yeah, they all might sound good to someone else, but none of them fit for me. There’s no way to describe it other than I’m hard as a fucking rock and want nothing more than to fuck you for the next three days straight while you’re wearing that. We’d only come up for air and food before I’d take you back to bed again.” He had difficulty swallowing as his gaze went from her head to her toes and back up again. “Damn, woman, you have no idea how beautiful you are, do you? Turn around, baby, slowly.” 
 Her cheeks flamed red as she glanced down at the black corset, panties, garter belt, and sheer, thigh-high stockings, and then pivoted. She’d always been confident in her everyday life—it was one of the things he liked about her—but for some reason, she seemed shy and uncertain as she showed off her new purchases. The corset was made of two leather panels zipped together, which covered her from her breasts to just below her diaphragm, but they stopped before going under her arms. At that point, there were one-inch strips of leather, with exposed skin in between, crossing her back. There was nothing but more skin between the corset and lace garter, which sat atop the leather, bikini panties and was attached to the stockings. Four-inch, “fuck-me” heels and red lipstick completed the effect. Jase had no idea how he was going to be able to concentrate on anything tonight other than the vixen in front of him.  
 When she came back around to face him, Jase stepped toward her—he couldn’t help himself, couldn’t stop himself if his life depended on it. Cupping her jaw with his hands, he leaned down and settled his lips on hers. He didn’t care that he was smearing her lipstick. All that mattered was getting his tongue in her mouth to taste her. Her lips parted and granted him entry. Her hands clutched his waist as she swayed on her heels, and he grasped a handful of her hair, tilting her head to give himself a better angle with which to devour her. Moving forward, Jase backed her against the wall, and his other hand dropped to the swell of her breasts. The corset had pushed them in and up, as if offering them to him, and he trailed his fingertips along her skin, just above the edge of the leather. His other hand dropped to her waist and then lower to her thigh. Grasping her nylon-covered flesh, he encouraged her to bend her knee and bring her leg up to rest on his hip, spreading her open for him to settle further against her. His hard erection throbbed within the thin layer of leather restraining it as he aligned it with her mound. When he ground his length against her clit, a gasp and moan escaped her mouth, but he caught them with his own.  
 He wanted her. That was nothing new. But what was new was the feeling that being with her was so . . . so right. He didn’t know how to explain it—didn’t even know where to start trying to explain it. All he knew was how much he wanted to keep her locked up in this room, where no other man could see her in that sexy-as-sin getup. He wanted to beat his chest and claim her for himself . . . ruin her for any other man, and those feelings scared the shit out of him. But he couldn’t stop kissing her . . . couldn’t stop making her moan . . . couldn’t stop— 
 A knock sounded at the door and Jase silently cursed whomever was on the other side. But then he remembered why they were in St. Lucia in the first place and reluctantly ended the kiss, pleased to see she was panting, her lipstick smeared, and her eyes dilated with lust under her droopy lids. 
 When a fist hit the door again, it was louder, followed by Carter’s amused voice. “C’mon, A-man. You can get laid later. Let’s go.” 
 Jase growled and barked, “Shut up, asshole. We’ll be out in a minute.” His gaze roamed her face as he tried to figure out what was rushing through that pretty head of hers. Unfortunately, she must have suddenly remembered her missing sister, as she paled and the worry returned to her eyes before he could analyze her response to their kiss—a kiss that went beyond anything he’d ever shared with her before. Stepping back, he gestured to the bathroom and lowered his voice, which now sounded gravelly. “Go on and fix your makeup.” 
 Brie nodded before tearing her gaze away and doing as she was told. Adjusting his disappointed cock, Jase wondered what the hell had just happened between him and the woman he’d thought he’d one day be able to leave behind. Because whatever it was, it had just been a game changer and he had no idea what the new rules were. 
 



 CHAPTER 8



B rie’s knees shook as she exited the SUV along with Jase, Jordyn, and Carter—the men were carrying their toy bags. Perdition wasn’t a traditional club in a strip mall or business location somewhere. Instead, it was a huge residential home, probably worth over three million American dollars if she had to guess. It was on the east side of the island, about forty minutes from their hotel. The nearest house was about a half mile up the road, and the back of the property looked over the beach and ocean. If she hadn’t known it was an underground sex club, she would have thought some rich movie star lived there. With the nearly full moon, she was able to see the immaculate landscaping. There were tropical plants, flowers, and trees strategically placed amid the lush, manicured lawn, making it feel like a forbidden paradise. 
 She forced herself not to glance around to see if she could spot Ian, who’d been casing the property for the past hour from somewhere nearby. As they met at the front of the vehicle, Carter put his arm around Jordyn and tucked her into his side, but his gaze was on Brie. If anyone was observing them, they’d think the foursome was just having a friendly chat before heading into the club. “Little one, I know we’ve said this a few times, but I just need to make sure you completely understand what it’s going to be like in there. This is a place where any kink goes—even taboo stuff. It’s okay to look nervous and even be put off by some things, just try not to freak. Ian’s got his eyes on the place. If we tell you to run, you do it, and he’ll get you out of here. Do not hesitate. This is what we do, and even though we’re not carrying any obvious weapons, the three of us can handle anything that might come up, so don’t try to interfere. Just run. Perdition isn’t like most clubs we go to, so don’t think this is the norm, because it’s not. That being said, with that collar on your neck, no one should touch you. Even in places like this, ownership is respected.” 
 “Ownership? I’m not sure I like that word,” she said, fingering the collar Jase had put on her before they’d left the hotel. It was a simple, black, leather choker, but for some reason, knowing it would tell everyone in the club she belonged to him, did something to her insides. She liked it and that bothered her, because she didn’t really belong to him.

 Jordyn smiled, touching her own platinum collar with a black, onyx, heart-shaped charm padlocked to the front of it. “I didn’t like it in the beginning either, but now I understand that Carter owns me just as much as I own him. I’m his to protect, respect, and cherish—that’s what ownership means in the lifestyle.” 
 That was a better definition than the one she had in her head of slave ownership back in the 1800s or sex slaves back in the time of Roman gladiators and orgies. “Okay. I’m ready for anything . . . I think.” 
 Jase took her hand and cupped her jaw with his other one. She could tell he still wasn’t thrilled about taking her in there. “If we’re forced to do a scene, I’ll keep it simple and try not to make you too uncomfortable—although I’m sure you’ll have some embarrassment—anyone would in this setting. Just concentrate on me and trust me to keep you safe, okay?” 
 As much as she was still trying to wrap her brain around the fact that he wasn’t exactly who she thought he was, she did trust him to keep her safe. “Okay.” 
 “A few other things, Brie,” Carter added. “First, keep your eyes cast downward. Do not look directly at any Doms, other than Jase or I, unless given permission. And do not speak at all unless spoken to. Follow all of Jase’s commands as if you do it every day. If another Dom gives you an order that’s out of the ordinary, look to one of us to see if you should comply. If you’re not sure about something, follow Jordyn’s lead.” 
 “Got it. Let’s do this before I lose my nerve.” 
 Leaning forward, Jase kissed her forehead. “You’ll be fine.” 
 Jordyn stepped away from her Dom and pulled the jersey-knit dress up and over her head. “These have to stay out here.” Her outfit was even more revealing than Brie’s. The black, leather bra and tight, matching boy shorts, hugged her size six curves. The bottoms had a zipper that went from under her belly button, down between her legs, and up to just above the crack of her ass. Her five-inch stilettos could do some serious damage if she kicked someone, and Brie figured that was the point. 
 Taking off her own cover up, Brie handed it to Jase, who placed both garments on the front passenger seat before locking the vehicle. “All right, ladies and gent, let’s do it.” 
 With his submissive’s hand in his, the spy led them to the front door of the mansion. Two huge, muscular bouncers, dressed in black cargo pants and black T-shirts, stood sentry, and their eyes narrowed as the group approached. The slightly taller man on the left asked, “Who are they?” 
 Brie assumed he was talking to Carter, but she couldn’t be sure since he was eyeing the two women. She also didn’t miss the holstered gun on his hip and the coiled bullwhip hooked onto his belt on the opposite side. His partner also had a gun strapped to his side in a shoulder holster. Stopping in front of the man who’d spoken, Carter let go of Jordyn’s hand and wrapped his arm around her tiny waist. His tone was non-confrontational. “Master Alphonse, this is my sub, Jordyn, and these are friends of ours, Master Jase and his submissive, Brie.” Ah. This was the owner’s right hand man that Carter had mentioned earlier in his suite when they were going over the floor plans and security measures in the club. 
 “Master Taye didn’t put your name on tonight’s list, and he definitely didn’t know you were bringing friends. You know you’re supposed to let us know you’re coming.” 
 Carter shrugged nonchalantly. “Sorry about that—it slipped my mind since this was a last-minute vacation. I’m sure if you let Master Taye know I’m here with guests, he’ll be more than happy to accommodate us for the evening.” 
 Master Alphonse silently glared at the other Dom as if trying to make up his mind about bothering the boss. Seconds passed before he pulled a cell phone out of his pocket and made a call. When someone answered, he simply said, “Need approval at the door.” There was a pause. “Master Carter and a few friends.” Another pause, this one longer. Then without another word, he disconnected the call, put the phone back in his pocket, and crossed his arms. 
 The other guard held out his hand. “Bags.” 
 Carter and Jase handed over their duffels. Setting them on a nearby bench, the man inspected every item in them and felt around for hidden pockets.  
 Master Alphonse stared at the foursome as he waited for something. Or, rather, someone. Carter and Jase, however, began to chat about baseball of all things as if they weren’t worried about anything. Brie’s breathing and heart rate increased and her knees were shaking so badly, she was surprised no one could hear them knocking against each other. The urge to lift her gaze and look around was almost as strong as the compulsion to ask what the hell they were waiting for. But Jase squeezed the hand he was still holding, mutely reassuring her they were okay . . . at least, for the moment.  
 Brie had no idea how long they’d stood there, but it had felt like an hour when in actuality it had probably been less than five minutes. Despite Jase’s calm outward appearance, Brie could feel the tension rolling off him. Anyone looking at him would think he was just another guy hitting a nightclub with his friends. 
 And there was that damn word again—friends. Even though Carter and Ian threw out phrases like “your girlfriend” and “your woman” toward Jase, Brie wasn’t sure what she was anymore. Yes, she was his lover, but she found herself longing to be more than that. The jealousy she’d felt toward Angie earlier still remained, but she was afraid if Jase knew about it, he’d start to back off from her. He’d made it crystal clear in the beginning of their friends-with-benefits relationship they wouldn’t be going any further than that. And Brie had thought she’d be okay with having some fun with a hot guy with no commitments. Perfect, right? Except it no longer was perfect. She feared she’d done something incredibly stupid—fallen in love with Jase Atwood—or whoever he was. Damn it.

 Without warning, the front door swung open, startling her—and only her. Jase squeezed her hand again as a handsome, bald, black man, with a trimmed mustache and goatee, appeared in the doorway. He had hard, dark eyes and a grotesque scar running from his left temple to the coarse hair at the corner of his mouth. Instead of diminishing his movie-star looks, the scar actually enhanced them. Even though her gaze was somewhat downcast, Brie was able to study him with her mid-peripheral vision. She wondered what had caused his injury, but then, remembering why they were here, realized she didn’t want to know.  
 He eyed the foursome, before addressing the one man he knew among them. “Master Carter. What a surprise. Not really a pleasant one, unless you’re offering me the use of yer subs for the evening.” 
 His low, gravelly, British voice and unveiled proposition sent a chill down Brie’s spine and she dropped her gaze even further. She was surprised when Carter’s response sounded like he was turning down the other man’s request to bum a cigarette or something. “They’re not available for sharing tonight, Master Taye. I apologize for the unannounced visit, but it was a spur of the moment thing. I didn’t think you’d turn away an old friend who just wanted to show his other friends what a great club you have here on St. Lucia.” 
 Master Taye snorted. “We are not, nor have we ever been, bessies, Carter . . . however, if you and Master . . .” 
 “Jase,” Carter filled in for him. 
 “Ah. If you and Master Jase would come into my office and answer a few questions—to guarantee the safety and anonymity of my members, of course—then I might consider letting you stay for a bit. It’s been a while since we’ve had fresh entertainment in the house. I’m sure everyone would love to watch you scene with your submissives.” He took a few steps back and to the side, into the foyer, and swept his hand up in a welcome gesture. “Now then, if you’ll follow me.” 
 The only thing keeping Brie from puking and then fleeing was that Jase let go of her hand and wrapped his arm around her waist, pulling her into his side as he and Carter got their toy bags back. His comforting embrace didn’t ease her anxiety by much, but at least it gave her the courage to let him lead her into the foyer. Trying to be subtle, she glanced around, not that there was much for her to see. No one else was in sight although Brie was certain there were plenty of other people there based on the number of vehicles outside. The decor was red and black, with the latter being the predominant color, covering the floor, walls, and ceiling. Wrought iron sconces and a chandelier gave it a medieval feel, which seemed out of place in the normally paradise-like setting of St. Lucia. Sliding wooden doors blocked their view of the “dungeons” on either side of them, barely muffling the thumping music that was vibrating the foyer floor, and the screams of pain and ecstasy. A hallway leading to the back of the mansion was to the left of a staircase. From what she remembered about the floor plans, the dungeons were on this level in areas that would normally house a living room, dining room, ballroom, conservatory, library, and any other rooms found in mansions of this size. A bar was set up where the kitchen and a breakfast nook used to be. On the two floors above them were twenty “playrooms” where people could scene in private—that is, if they didn’t mind the CCTV cameras in each one.  
 When the front door shut behind them, they followed Master Taye Chaplin to an office off the center hallway. The black and red decor didn’t extend to this room. Instead, it was done in warm earth tones. Three of the walls were paneled in a rich, dark-stained wood, while the fourth, behind the large mahogany desk and a black, leather chair, was covered in floor to ceiling shelves filled with books, most with leather covers and spines. The carpet was a mossy green, which was also an accent color to the burgundies and golds in the fabrics used for the two couches, throw pillows, and a wingback chair. The only things missing were curtains since there were no windows in the inner sanctum.  
 Once they were all inside, Carter closed the door as Chaplin strode across the room. The music from the play areas was further muffled, almost to the point of not being heard at all. Brie stood in silence next to Jase, wondering what was going on and why no one was talking. Wasn’t that the whole point of them coming into the office? Their host took a set of keys from his pocket and unlocked a desk drawer. After moving some items around, he pulled out a small, black box, about the size of two decks of playing cards. He flipped a switch on it and a flashing red light came on.  
 Brie was unable to help herself. Leaning closer to Jase, she whispered, “What’s that?” 
 “Quiet, sub,” Chaplin said in a low, threatening tone, his eyes on the device he was fiddling with. “You don’t speak in my gaff unless I say so. I’m also disappointed yer Doms haven’t taught ya how to present properly.” Brie wasn’t sure what a “gaff” was, but she assumed it meant his house, club, or maybe his office. 
 Beside her, Jordyn subtly tugged on Brie’s arm, then gracefully sank to her knees, shoulder width apart. The other woman had given her some pointers about presenting, but Brie was too nervous to remember what they were. Wide-eyed, she followed Jordyn’s lead and lowered herself to the floor, resting her ass on her heels, her upturned hands on her thighs. Studying the other woman’s posture, she lowered her chin until her gaze was on the floor directly in front of her. Her heart thumped hard in her chest, and her breathing increased. As if sensing her anxiety, Jase placed his hand on her head, stroking her hair gently in reassurance.  
 Seconds passed, before Chaplin sat in the leather executive chair and laid the black box on the desk. Its light was now a steady green. The Dom leaned back and eyed his guests in suspicion. “Now that the scrambler will keep anyone from intercepting our conversation, why are you really here, Carter?” 
 The spy crossed his arms over his massive chest and smirked. “Just what I said. We were in the area and figured we’d stop in and play for a bit.” 
 Chaplin’s frown deepened. “Don’t insult me intelligence. Tell me why you’re really here or leave. I don’t have time for yer bollocks.” 
 Silence fell once more and Brie wished she knew what Carter thought he was doing. Just ask about Nadine, damn it! From what she could see out of the corner of her eye, Chaplin and Carter were in a showdown. Their gazes were locked on the other’s, not wanting to be the first one to give in. Finally, the handsome American relented and nodded. “We’re looking for a friend. Apparently, she was spending time with a Dom who frequents your establishment.” 
 “Do this mystery Dom and submissive have names?” 
 “I’m sure he does, but unfortunately we haven’t learned it yet. Her name is Nadine. All we know is they were coming here this past Wednesday night and she hasn’t been seen since.” 
 Leaning his elbow on the chair’s arm Chaplin rubbed his index finger along his whiskered chin. “Hmm. Sorry to hear that.” Brie almost snorted because it sure didn’t sound like the man was sorry but she bit her tongue. “Regretfully, I wasn’t here on Wednesday, so I can’t say fer sure if yer friend was here. Have you got a picture of her? Maybe she was here another night.” 
 Stepping toward the desk, Jase pulled out the photo of Nadine from the back pocket of his leather pants. Brie had given it to him before they’d left the hotel. It was one of her favorite pictures of her sister, taken while she’d been relaxing in one of the hammocks just off of Daddy-O’s lanai. Jase handed it to the club owner. 
 “Beautiful lass,” he murmured, the lust in his voice hard to miss. While many people had told Brie she was pretty over the years, her sister was the stunner in the family, with her long, wavy, strawberry-blonde hair, piercing blue eyes, and slender, yet curvy, size six figure. She could have any man eating out of her hands within minutes, which added to the confusion of why she’d been stripping. Nadine rarely lacked for male suitors willing to pay her tab wherever they went. She wasn’t a slut, not sleeping with a majority of them, but she did tend to use her looks to her advantage. “I assume this gorgeous, blonde submissive is her sister. They look very much alike.” 
 Brie dared a fleeting glance at the man, startled by his words. Not about her and her sister looking alike—there was a strong family resemblance between them—but at the word “gorgeous,” which had been purred even more so than the word “beautiful” when he’d been referring to Nadine. His eyes roamed her body with blatant desire that made her shiver in revulsion, but within seconds, he disappeared from her view as Jase stepped in front of her and growled at the other man. Brie’s mouth dropped. Sure, Jase had defended and protected her from drunk assholes who’d gotten out of line at Daddy-O’s before—her male employees, regular customers, and Jacob did too. But there was an aura of possessiveness rolling off him in waves right now that she’d never sensed from him before. What the hell was that about?  
 She thought back to the kiss they’d shared after she’d gotten dressed in her current club wear. It had been hotter than anything she’d ever experienced before, and that was saying a lot since Jase had a talent for sending her hormones into orbit with a single suggestive look in her direction. But now was not the time to analyze why that kiss had felt so different from the ones that had come before it. It was also not the time to be ogling his fine, tight, leather-covered ass, which was currently right in front of her face. If she leaned forward a few inches she could take a bite out it. Her mouth involuntarily watered ,and she wanted to beg him to turn around so she could see his impressive package bulging against the leather again. She’d been too nervous to fully appreciate the view earlier. 
 Even though she could no longer see Chaplin, she heard him snort and mentally kicked herself for forgetting why they were in Perdition to begin with. “Possessive bloke, isn’t he?” 
 Carter shrugged. “I don’t blame him. I’m sure if you found an incredibly beautiful submissive willing to put up with your shit, you’d be possessive too. But I doubt that will happen in this lifetime.” 
 “Bloody arse. All right then, feel free to enjoy my club while I ask my lot if anyone has seen the girl. Do not question anyone else. I don’t want my members being interrogated; it’s bad for business. I see you asking around, I’ll throw yer arses out the door. In fact, to keep you from being tempted, why don’t you entertain the masses with a scene or two?” 
 Even though it was said as a question, Brie knew it’d been an order and that the others knew it too. Shit. She’d never had sex in public before . . . well, there had been a few times when the threat of being discovered had been thrilling, but it had never actually happened. And now, she was in an illegal sex club, where there were no rules, and she and Jase were going to have to “entertain” the members with a sexual scene. Double shit.  
 



 CHAPTER 9



H olding Brie’s hand, Jase followed Carter and Jordyn out of the British prick’s office and down the center hall to where the bar was set up. Even though the club was in an altered mansion, the original footprint had been kept. But instead of appliances, cabinets, counter tops, and a sink, the “kitchen” and “dining room” had been completely remodeled. A long bar ran along the back wall of the room, and the windows had been covered with the same dark paneling that was on the walls. Stools, pub tables, and sitting areas were scattered about. Carter had insisted they be able to relax and have a drink before “entertaining” the masses, and Master Taye had relented and allowed it, telling them they’d get their information on Nadine after they scened. Jase just hoped whatever they learned was worth the embarrassment Brie was sure to experience. For what felt like the hundredth time since they’d arrived about twenty-five minutes ago, he regretted having brought her. Yes, she was submissive in the bedroom, but he’d never once thought of bringing her to a club. While many people in the lifestyle were exhibitionists, he wasn’t one of them, preferring to play behind closed doors.  
 Taking a seat in a leather, wingback chair, Carter hailed a waitress wearing nothing but black, tasseled pasties on her tits, a thong, and two gold slave bracelets that were connected by chains to rings on her middle fingers. Jase took the seat next to his friend as Jordyn and Brie knelt on large pillows at their feet. It wasn’t anything Jase hadn’t experienced before in the clubs he’d been in while training, but tonight it felt different with Brie, and he wasn’t sure why. Reaching out, he stroked her hair as her gaze darted around the room. She was nervous as hell and it showed, but most newbies were uneasy no matter what club they found themselves in. He wished she could have some of the wine Carter ordered for her and Jordyn, but none of them would be having their drinks. They would be just for show. God forbid they were spiked with something.  
 After the waitress took their orders, Jase spread his knees and pulled Brie and her pillow between them. Leaning down, he whispered in her ear, “Better?” 
 She wrapped her trembling arm around one of his calves and gave him a tentative smile. “Yes, thank you.” 
 “My pleasure, baby.” 
 There wasn’t much play going on in this area, but the sounds of whips, paddles, and screams of pain and ecstasy from the other rooms filtered in over the music. It seemed as if the speakers were set lower in the bar, probably so people could converse without shouting. Carter leaned forward so both Brie and Jase could hear him. “Little one, I should have asked this earlier, but it didn’t occur to me until just now. Will you be more comfortable if Jordyn and I scene in another area where we can’t see you and you can’t see us? Or would you prefer for us to be near each other? I’m not sure what will be easier on you, since you’ll be seeing Jordyn and I after this evening is over.” 
 Jase was surprised he hadn’t thought about that either and was glad his friend was so experienced in the lifestyle he’d asked Brie the question. She glanced up at Jase and he put his hand on the back of her head and stroked her hair again. He’d never noticed before how much he enjoyed feeling the silky strands slide through his open fingers. “It’s up to you, sweetheart. Whatever you’re most comfortable with is fine with me.”  
 She returned her attention back to Carter and Jordyn. “I—I don’t know. I think as long as I know you’re not too far away in case something goes wrong, I’d prefer not to have to be embarrassed around you after this.” 
 Carter smiled. “That’s fine. Just remember, a lot of what you’re going to see here leans toward the extreme and possibly the taboo. This is a club most Doms I know would like to tear down. You may see things that shouldn’t be happening at all. Don’t think for a minute that Jase, Jordyn, or I condone everything that goes on in here.” 
 “O-Okay.” 
 Reaching over, Jordyn took Brie’s hand and squeezed it reassuringly. “You’ll be okay, Brie. Trust me when I say the first time scening in public can be nerve wracking, especially under these circumstances, but if you trust your Dom and concentrate on only him and what he’s doing, then I guarantee you’ll be amazed that you forgot about everyone else in the room. When I first found out Master Carter was in the lifestyle, I thought it meant he enjoyed abusing women, but nothing could be farther from the truth. Unfortunately, I didn’t know that and we lost many years because I didn’t confront him about it at the time.” The look she gave her Dom was one filled with love. “Thankfully, he proved me wrong.” 
 “I sure did.” Carter smirked and brought his hand up to cup her chin. “But if you think that little speech and doe-eyed look is going to get you out of the spanking you earned earlier, think again, my love.” 
 She sighed dramatically. “It was worth a shot.” 
 Standing, the Dom held out his hand. “Come, my sweet Jordy, let’s combine business with pleasure.” 


 Brie watched the other couple wander into one of the play areas. A few shivers went up and down her spine and she cuddled closer to Jase’s leg, unsure if they were from fear of the unknown or anticipation. During their playtime, he’d taught her that anticipation heightened her arousal and resulting orgasms. He’d taught her a lot of things these past few months, but, unfortunately, one of those things wasn’t how not to fall in love with him. She was worried if he figured out she now wanted more than what they’d originally negotiated, their time together would come to an end, and Jase would move on to someone else. 
 His hand dropped to her shoulder and squeezed before he leaned down and whispered near her ear. “We’re being watched, baby. Let’s walk around for a few minutes. You can observe some scenes while I decide the best way to make our own scene comfortable for you.” 
 Jase stood, helped her to her feet, and hung his duffel on his shoulder. Tucking her close to his side, he led her into the play areas. Brie kept telling herself everything would be okay. She didn’t know these people and would likely never see them again. Having been on topless beaches before with some friends, she was okay with being half naked, but this would be something beyond than that. This would be having her defenses stripped and people seeing her at her most vulnerable, at her most intimate moments with Jase. There’d been times when someone had almost walked in on them after hours at Daddy-O’s, and knowing they could have been caught had been thrilling. But this time, there would be no “almost getting caught,” people would be front and center watching them.  
 Letting Jase’s strength and warmth bolster her, Brie took a deep breath and let him lead her around. Her heart pounded in time to the pulsating music, which was mixed with the sounds of flesh and leather striking flesh, moans of pleasure, and ear-piercing shrieks that sent chills down her spine. The place had a “house of horrors” atmosphere and she couldn’t be sure if those in pain were enjoying it or not.  
 Jase stopped her at one scene where a submissive was strapped face down on a table and hot wax was being dropped between her shoulder blades. The woman’s back, ass, arms, and legs were already covered with the hardened white wax, and she was one of the people moaning in pleasure. Not far away, a man was lying in a claw-foot bathtub, and the woman standing and straddling his hips was peeing on him. Brie almost puked at that sight and was glad when Jase pulled her in another direction.  
 His mouth found her ear. “God, I hate body fluid play.” 
 She nodded in agreement. Another scene they found was a woman restrained to a spanking bench. Brie had seen the apparatus on the BDSM website Jase had told her to investigate when they’d first started playing together. There had been times he’d given her some erotic spanks, but never like what she was watching right now. The dark-skinned woman was completely naked and her Dom was using a leather paddle to redden her ass. Instead of turning Brie off, she found herself mesmerized by the couple’s scene. The woman’s exposed pussy and inner thighs were soaked with her arousal, and with each slap of the paddle, her moans and begging sounded like she was closing in on her climax.  
 The Dom paused and placed his wide-spread hand on her tender globes, holding in the heat. “Cherì mwen, ban m 'yon koulè,” he demanded of his sub in a thick, Haitian accent. 
 The woman glanced over her shoulder. Her eyes were filled with tears and lust. “Mwen vert, Mesye.” 
 Having two employees who spoke fluent Haitian Creole working for her for several years, Brie figured out the Dom had asked for “a color” and the sub had responded that she was “green.” Brie thought the woman’s last word had meant “Sir” but she wasn’t a hundred percent sure.  
 Pulling her in front of him, Jase wrapped his arms around her waist. She melted against his solid chest and abs, while the bulge in his pants pressed into the crack of her ass. The combination of sights, sounds, smells, and the feeling of Jase’s arms enveloping her and his pelvis rubbing against her had Brie’s juices flowing, and her desire increasing ten-fold. As she watched the sub orgasm at her Dom’s command, Brie wished Jase would slide his hand down between her legs and get her off too. Maybe this wouldn’t be as bad as she thought. 
 Jase rested his chin on her shoulder as one hand closed around her breast. “Like what you see, baby? I’d bet a million dollars that when I dip my fingers down your panties I’ll find you drenched. It seems I’ve found a scene that will have the results I want from you. Let’s go find an empty bench.” 

Right now, I’d let him do anything that results in me getting off . . . within reason, of course, she thought as they passed a male submissive being caned across his ass to the point of drawing blood. Thank God Jase wasn’t into the more hard-core play.  
 When he found an empty station, Jase dropped his duffel and turned her to face him. He ran his hands up and down her arms, causing goosebumps to form and a tingling sensation to run under her skin. Leaning forward, he placed a gentle kiss on her forehead. “Just concentrate on me, what I’m doing to you, and how it makes you feel. There’s no one else here. It’s all an illusion. Understand?” 
 “Yes . . . I mean, yes, Sir.” 
 “Good girl. If you need me to stop at any point, just yell the word red.” When she nodded at him, his eyes narrowed. “Verbal answers, baby. Repeat what I said, so I know you heard me and understand what I said.” 
 “Sorry, Sir. If I need you to stop, I’ll yell the word red.” 
 Satisfied with her response, he bent over and unzipped the duffel, pulling out a black scarf. “Close your eyes. I don’t want you tempted to open them again. I want you to rely on your other senses.” When she followed his command, he stepped behind her, covered her eyes, and secured the scarf in a knot at the back of her head. “Are you green, sweetheart? Good to go?” 
 “Y-Yes, S-Sir.” She couldn’t stop the shiver that coursed through her, causing her to stutter.  
 Jase turned her again and cupped her chin. His lips brushed against hers and without conscious thought Brie’s mouth opened, inviting him in. She was disappointed when he pulled away. “Not yet, baby. Let me get a few things ready. I’m right here, not more than two feet away from you. No harm will come to you. Listen to the music. Let it flow through you.” 
 She sensed he’d stepped away, but she trusted that if she needed him, he’d be right there. Taking several deep breaths, she forced herself to use her other senses. The music was louder here than in the bar, and it vibrated through her bones. The scents of sex and citrus tickled her nose. Cool air brushed over her shoulders, probably from a nearby vent. The taste of Jase’s kiss lingered on her lips and her tongue darted out to savor it. Combined, all of that increased her anticipation of what was coming. She trusted Jase completely. Never in all the time she’d known him, especially since they’d started playing together, had he given her any reason not to trust him. Well, except for the whole thing about his real name. But what was in a name? It wasn’t what defined a person, that came from what was in their hearts and how they lived their lives. A name, like a person’s age, could be irrelevant.  
 “Okay, baby.” Jase startled her, but she immediately relaxed again as his hands curved around her shoulders and squeezed. “I wiped down the bench with disinfectant, just to make sure it was clean for you. Are you still good to go?” 
 This time she’d felt more confident in her response. “Yes, Sir.”  
 “Good. Turn around.” His hands dropped to her waist and stayed in contact with her skin as she spun around slowly until she was facing him. Part of her wished she could see his expression, but the other part was intrigued. It wasn’t as if he’d never blindfolded her during play before, but this time it felt different . . . more exciting . . . more erotic . . . more . . . well, just more. “Take three steps forward. Good girl.” He took her hands and guided them to the leather bench. “Feel this? This is the padded shelf you’re going to kneel on.” 
 He helped her climb up onto it, tapping her knees further apart. “Drape yourself over this part.” He guided her down until her chest was resting on the upper portion of the bench. Once she was properly situated, he bent over so she could hear him better. “I’m going to strap you down, Brie. While it puts you at my mercy, it also protects you. If you move while I’m in mid-swing, I may accidentally hurt you. I want you to feel pleasure/pain and not be injured.” 
 “Okay, Sir.” 
 His hands never left her as he moved around the piece of equipment. Straps went over her calves, just below her bent knees, and her lower back. Finally, two more secured her forearms in place. She sensed Jase squatting in front of her, before he cupped her chin. “Are you still green?” 
 “Nervous, but green, Sir.” 
 He tucked a few strands of her hair behind her left ear. “I’m going to pull your panties down to your knees. Remember, everything you hear is just white noise. There’s no one else in the room but you and me. It’s all smoke and mirrors. We’re actually back in your apartment. I’m going to use a leather paddle to bring out the blush on your pretty ass, but not so hard you’ll bruise. Then I’m going to send you into orbit and make you cum for me.” He paused. “Where are we, Brie?” 
 His voice was mesmerizing, low and sensual, his words, erotic. It sent her hormones and endorphins into overdrive, causing her to teeter on the edge of subspace even though they hadn’t even started playing yet. She knew what subspace was—she’d been in a mild form of it before. Having read up on the subject, she knew it was the point where submissives let their bodies rule their minds. It felt like you were floating, and all thoughts were pushed out of your mind as you got drunk on the pleasure you were receiving at the hands of your Dom. She’d never gone as far under as what was described by other subs in the BDSM chat rooms on the trusted sites Jase had told her to go on. She figured each person had their own reaction to whatever scene they were involved in. “We’re in my apartment. There’s no one else here but you and me, Sir.” 
 “That’s my girl.” His praise made her feel all warm inside, even though her body was quivering with nervous energy. God, what she wouldn’t give for his words to be true. His girl. 

 Jase stood again. His hand trailed over her arm and down her side until his finger hooked the waistband of her panties. Grasping the other side, he pulled them down so slowly it was like he was savoring every inch as it was exposed. Leaving the garment just above her knees, he caressed her thighs and backside. He warmed her up by squeezing the two orbs to bring the blood to the surface. She felt him shift and then he placed a kiss against the small of her back. His wet tongue tasted her, teased her. His hands squeezed harder, then relaxed. From where he now stood, he had to raise his voice so she could hear him over the music. “Ready, sweetheart?” 
 “Yes, Sir.” 
 When he removed his hands from her body, she immediately missed the contact; it was as if they’d been grounding her. Jase had spanked her barehanded on more than one occasion, and, bless her kinky soul, she’d loved it. It had been naughty and erotic, making her wetter and cum harder than she’d thought possible. But this was the first time he’d be using a paddle on her. Would it hurt worse than his hand? She was certain it would, even though he’d assured her he wouldn’t bruise her flesh. Did she want to say her safeword? Not at all. 

Crack!


Holy shit! She’d told him she was ready, but the impact on her left ass cheek had caught her off guard, and she couldn’t stop the yelp that escaped her. Brie’s hands tightened their grip on the edge of the arm rests. Intense pain flared, but what followed was a sensuous heat that spread out and settled in her core. 
 “Are you okay, Brie? Still green?” 
 She took several deep breaths before finding her voice to answer him. “Y—Yes, Sir. Green.” 

Crack!


Shit! Shit! Shit! That time the instrument landed on the right side of her ass cheek and when the heat came, she felt a flush of fluid from her pussy. Her body loved the pleasure/pain it was receiving and responded in kind. It also jostled everything else from her mind. No worry. No anger. No nothing but Jase and how he was making her feel. She had enough kink in her system that spanking turned her on something fierce. 

Crack! That one had been to where her ass and left thigh met. Jase’s hand flattened over the reddened flesh for a few moments, holding the carnal heat in. Brie felt her body begin to float as the endorphins took over. Another strike was followed by a fifth then a sixth. She soon lost count as the music faded and a buzzing noise replaced it in her mind. Even the pain no longer registered, only the pleasure. Tears soaked the blindfold, then began to flow down her cheeks as she released all her fears and other negative feelings. For this brief time, nothing else mattered but Jase.  
 Brie had no idea how much time had passed nor how many times the leather paddle had left its temporary mark on her skin. Her ass burned, her pussy wept, and her body screamed for release. Jase stopped the spanking and his hand went between her legs. 
 “Oh, God! Please, Jase!” She didn’t notice she’d forgotten to call him Sir, and neither did he. 
 “Cum when you can, baby.” He expertly rubbed her clit, while the fingers of his other hand plunged in and out of her sex. She’d already been on the edge of the precipice, and it wasn’t long before she screamed her release. Every muscle in her body clenched and quivered. It was as if a wave powered by a hurricane fell on top of her, rolling her over and over. Down was up; up was down. She’d had many orgasms in her life, but none of them had been like this. She gasped for air as she floated back to Earth. Jase’s fingers slowed, guiding her down. As she lay there in a satiated heap, the sounds of the club slowly became louder once again, but Brie was too cocooned in a blanket of pleasure to notice.  
 Jase pulled his hands from between her legs, and she felt him release the straps holding her in place before removing the blindfold. “Stay there, baby. Let me put some cream on your ass. I’m going to remove your panties and cover you with a blanket until you can handle pulling them on again. Your ass will be too sensitive for a bit.” 
 When he was done with the cream and taking off her panties, he placed a soft throw blanket he’d removed from his bag around her and then helped her kneel upright. After slinging the strap of the duffel over his head and across his body, he picked her up in his arms and gently carried her back to where they’d been sitting earlier by the bar. Brie was still floating among the clouds as he sat and cuddled her close. As he administered her aftercare, Brie rested her head on his shoulder, holding onto the subspace as long as she could before she had to return to reality where her worry about Nadine would come crashing over her again. 
 



 CHAPTER 10



J ordyn glared at Carter when the corners of his mouth ticked upward in a smirk. He held up the ball gag he’d just pulled from his toy bag. “Thought I didn’t notice you removed the one I’d thrown in when we were packing, didn’t you? Tsk, tsk, tsk. My naughty girl. Open wide.” 

Damn it. She’d hoped he wouldn’t miss it. Apparently, he’d discovered it gone before their visit to the fet-shop earlier. How the hell he’d purchased the new one without her seeing was a moot point. The main reason she hated wearing the damn thing was the massive amount of drool it produced—she felt like Parker Christiansen’s bullmastiff, Spanky, when he got overheated in the Tampa sun. The Dom belonged to The Covenant with his submissive wife, Shelby, and Jordyn loved their massive canine-child as much as she loved the two boys they’d adopted from her old orphanage in Argentina.  
 Carter didn’t use the ball gag on her often, only when she got really mouthy—much more mouthy than she’d been earlier. Right now, she figured he was going for a combination of punishment for snark and fitting into their current situation. Jordyn had been in many clubs with her Dom since she’d realized he wasn’t using the lifestyle as a cover to abuse women. She regretted every one of those seven years she’d spent hating his guts because she’d thought he was just like her father who’d abused her mother for years before killing her and then taking his own life, leaving Jordyn an orphan at the age of fourteen. 
 Growling, she opened her mouth and the ball was popped in. When Carter twirled his finger in the air, she dutifully turned around so he could secure the leather straps at the back of her head to keep her from spitting the damn thing out. Using her tongue, she settled the hard rubber into a comfortable position . . . or as comfortable as it was going to get. While Carter prepared for their scene, she stood at the back of the cordoned off play space, her feet shoulder width apart and her hands clasped behind her back, furtively studying the crowd. She was so glad he hadn’t taken her to a dungeon like this when he’d first introduced her to the lifestyle. He would have never been able to convince her that BDSM was beneficial to most people who practiced—safe, sane, and consensual were the important rules for everyone to follow. 
 Carter maneuvered the spanking bench he’d selected until it was set so Jordyn’s ass would be facing the wall behind him. There were several reasons for this. One, neither wanted their backs to the crowd—especially in this place—and two, a lot of this scene was going to be faked—including her orgasm. They couldn’t risk her slipping into subspace in case things went to shit and she needed to defend herself. It was something they’d done before in a club in Belgium when they’d been looking for a Russian double agent last month. After coming up empty handed that night, Carter had taken her back to the safe house they’d been staying at where they’d scened for real. And, boy, had that been an orgasm to remember! 
 Without being obvious, she kept Master Taye under observation as he strode about the room, playing up his body language as he “asked” his staff if anyone had seen the woman in the photo he showed them. Unlucky for him, Jordyn had become a bit of an expert in reading lips over the years. What he was actually telling them was they should shake their heads after looking at the photo. Each one of them did exactly as they were told. What an ass. 
 “Come here, my beautiful sub.” 
 Jordyn pivoted toward Carter and placed her hand in his extended one. He led her to the back of the bench and helped her climb on. After loosely strapping her down—so she could easily get out if needed—he squatted in front of her. “He’s telling everyone to deny seeing Nadine, isn’t he?” 
 Unable to respond verbally, she nodded her head while giving him an annoyed glare. 
 “Well, I didn’t expect anything else from the British bastard.” Her eyes narrowed at him, so he continued. “So, why are we here? Because there are plenty of other fish in the sea, my Jordy. Not for me, of course. You’re it for me. I meant in general. Are you ready to perform?” 
 She nodded again, this time rolling her eyes. 
 “Hmm. I’ll allow that this one time, since you can’t open your mouth and snark at me. Now, do a convincing job, and I’ll reward you later.” As if there had been any question she’d be convincing. 
 He stood and his bulging, leather-covered crotch was level with her eyes. Her mouth watered and she was pretty sure it wasn’t a result of the ball gag. Her Dom was well endowed and it was all hers. 
 Running his hand down her back, he moved behind her and found the rear zipper tab of her shorts. There was also one at the front, giving him the choice of which one he wanted to use. The material of the shorts separated as he pulled the tab down between her legs and up above her clit. Pushing the two halves aside, he palmed the globes of her ass and squeezed. Carter was an ass lover. Often when they were alone, relaxing for a change in front of the TV, he’d have her lay naked over his lap just so he could massage and caress her bare cheeks. He could do it for hours, and had many times over the past few months since they’d become a couple. 
 His hands left her and moments later, cool lubricant was dropped into the crack of her ass. Jordyn groaned. She knew what was coming. The son of a bitch was going to put a vibrating plug in her, and it would only be on a setting meant to tease her. Her cheeks were pulled apart and Carter used his fingers to spread the lube. Easing one into her, he prepped her for the plug. Myriad sensations coursed through her body, all pooling together at her clit and core, causing them to throb. 
 Carter’s other hand slapped down on her bare ass—first on the left side, then on the right. Jordyn forced her eyes to stay open, unable to truly allow herself to fall under his spell. When he was done spreading the lube, he removed his finger, replaced it with the plug, and then turned it on. Her hips undulated and, in her mind, she begged him for relief. No other man had ever been able to accomplish this feat—take her from zero to sixty in three point five seconds. 
 After washing his hands with an anti-bacterial wipe, Carter retrieved a bullet vibe and flipped the switch. Starting on her right inner knee, he slowly dragged it up her thigh, but lifted it from her body when he reached the junction of her legs. He then continued the act on her other thigh. A shiver went down her spine as her pussy wept with need. There were several ways a woman could climax—one was with G-spot stimulation and another with clitoral. The latter being less intense for most women, including Jordyn. Carter would use this to their advantage.  
 When he finally dragged the bullet between her soaked folds and over her clit, knowing her Dom would alert her to trouble, Jordyn finally allowed her eyelids to close. He increased and decreased the pressure, causing her to climb and drop, yet not giving her enough to send her over the edge. Her hips undulated as her body tried to override her mind and seek the release it craved. 
 While she was enjoying the teasing sensations, she made sure her body language told everyone else in the place she was under intense pleasure and falling into subspace. Her moaning around the gag got louder as her hands clutched the arm rests. She threw her head back a few times, before letting it fall forward as Carter continued to “torture” her for the sake of show. 
 Moments passed as shudders flowed through her. Squeezing her ass, Carter let her know he was going to let her cum. As he pressed the bullet harder against her clit, a mild orgasm washed over her, and Jordyn gave an Oscar-worthy performance for the crowd like she was having the mother of all climaxes. Her sex quivered as her inner walls clenched. While it was enjoyable, she wished it was only the start of things instead of the end. Her lover was extremely adept in giving her multiple orgasms, and this one was just a tease. As the last ripples of pleasure left her body, sweat coated her brow as she slumped against the bench, breathing heavily.  
 After removing the vibes and ball gag, Carter put everything into his toy bag to be cleaned later. He then zipped her shorts back up and released the straps holding her down. Wrapping her in a blanket, he lifted her into his arms, letting her rest against his massive chest. Snuggling close, Jordyn couldn’t wait until later when she knew he’d make up for the lack of intensity of her orgasm. Damn, she loved this man. 


 Carrying his woman and his toy bag, Carter spotted Jase giving Brie aftercare in a small grouping of recliners back in the bar area. He knew Jordyn wasn’t as far into subspace as she was letting everyone else believe, since he’d been watching her body’s reactions and adjusting play to make sure there was only enough to give her a buzz. Scening while undercover was the only time she was allowed to “fake it,”—not that she’d ever had to any other time they were together.  
 God, he was so happy she’d come to her senses and let him show her what the lifestyle was all about. They’d lost far too many years due to a bit of stubbornness on both their parts, but all that mattered now was she belonged to him and he belonged to her. With the life he led, he’d never thought he’d lose his heart to a woman, expecting to be a “love ’em and leave ’em” kind of guy his entire life. Granted, he’d always left them very well satisfied, but that was all in the past. He might still look at times—after all, he was a Dom who appreciated the female form in every shape and size—but there would never be another woman in his bed unless Jordyn allowed it and she was right there with him.  
 Taking a seat next to Jase and Brie, with his back to the wall, Carter settled Jordyn on his lap and pulled two bottles of water from his bag before placing it at his feet. He hadn’t wanted to take any risks with drinks at the club. This was the underworld of BDSM and he didn’t trust most of the people in the club as far as he could throw them. Cracking open one of the bottles, he handed it to Jordyn. “Drink, baby. You did good.” 
 “Thank you, Sir.” 
 He grinned at her barely-there snark as she drank from the bottle. When they got back to the resort later, he’d make sure he gave her a few G-spot orgasms to make up for tonight. She hadn’t reached the level of subspace Brie was currently experiencing. Carter knew Jase hadn’t intended for her to go under as much as she had, but he was new to the lifestyle and still learning about his sub and how to read her signals. At least she was alert enough to understand that her Dom wanted her to drink from the water bottle he held for her. 
 Glancing around the room, Carter noted a few people he knew from past visits, however, none of them would be willing to fall into Chaplin’s bad graces by giving up information. And speak of the devil, the club’s owner was strolling toward the foursome and from the look on his face, Carter knew exactly what the man was about to say. In fact, he hadn’t expected any different.  
 “Sorry. None of my lot have seen your girl.” 
 Although she was still a little fuzzy-headed, Brie opened her mouth to say something, but Jase’s hand squeezing her thigh stopped her. Carter’s blank gaze met Chaplin’s as the man stood over them. “I’m sorry to hear that. Maybe her coworker was mistaken.” 
 “Obviously the coworker was.” He handed the photo of Nadine to Jase. “Feel free to visit my club anytime, Master Jase. Just remember—no mate of Master Carter’s is a mate of mine. Night, gents. I’m sure you can find your way to the door as soon as your subs are ready.” 
 As the man sauntered away, Jase raised an eyebrow at Carter. “I take it we’ve been kicked out.” 
 “As soon as our subs are ready,” Carter responded, knowing it really wasn’t necessary. Jase had been undercover for years and Carter had seen him in action before. The man could handle his own without trouble. “Mine’s not ready yet, and I doubt yours is either.” 
 “Nope.” 
 A few minutes passed as Carter continued to evaluate every person who walked by. He'd almost given up when he saw a woman sashaying toward them. Inwardly groaning, he fought the urge to roll his eyes. Lady Cara Webb was a bit of an enigma, and he knew he was going to catch some shit from Jordyn after this encounter, but hopefully it would be worth it. Cara was well known in underworld clubs throughout North, South, and Central America, as well as the Caribbean, but what most people didn’t know was she was an information broker. A double agent of sorts with no real alliances other than to herself. If she liked you, she’d pass intel onto you—for a price. If she didn’t, well, you were shit out of luck. At five foot five, she was slender with generous curves in all the right places. Her long, light-brown hair was thick with waves that framed her heart-shaped face, while her chestnut-colored eyes danced in delight as she focused on him, while still completely aware of everything going on around them. She was a Domme with a variety of kinks, and he doubted there was much out there she hadn’t already tried when it came to BDSM. 
 Carter knew the moment Jordyn spotted the thirty-three-year-old woman who was dressed in a tight, black, leather miniskirt, a black corset, and over-the-knee, leather boots. Attached to a silver chain belt around Cara’s waist was a coiled bullwhip which hung on her right hip. In his lap, Jordyn’s muscles tensed only a fraction—enough that he sensed it, but no one else did. 
 “Well, well, well. Carter, love, it’s been ages,” the Domme crooned, her words dripping with honey. Her speech had been honed and perfected over the years until she no longer spoke with even a hint of the Atlanta, Georgia twang she’d had up into her early twenties. Now, one would be hard pressed to figure out where she’d been born and raised.  
 Stepping over to his chair, she tucked herself into the corner over his right shoulder then placed a well-manicured hand on his chest, sliding it under his vest. He wasn’t one-hundred percent sure, with the music still thumping in the other rooms, but he could have sworn Jordyn just growled. “I’ve missed you. And who’s this lovely creature? I was quite enthralled with your scene. She’s absolutely luscious.” 
 Her fingers curled ever so slightly until her nails were gently scoring his skin in short strokes, but he knew better than to remove her hand. She had something she wanted to tell him and hopefully she did it before Jordyn started swinging. Thank God his woman was a professional, because otherwise it would have already been a bloodbath. 
 “Lady Cara, this is Master Jase, his submissive, Brie, and this is my submissive, Jordyn. Lady Cara is an old acquaintance of mine.” 
 “Tsk-tsk.” Her other hand played with his ponytail, twirling it around her fingers. “I’m far from old and I thought we’d gotten well past being acquainted by now, haven’t we? Ah, little Miss Jordyn has fire in her eyes when her jealousy rears up. She must be very explosive when you’re scening for real.”  
 He should’ve known that was coming—the woman didn’t miss a trick. Sure enough, Jordyn was shooting daggers at the other woman, but one had to look really closely to realize that, as Cara was. Ignoring the fact she was playing with fire, the seductress leaned down and placed her lips on his ear, licking the shell, before whispering an address, a hefty dollar amount, and a few more words so only he could hear. On his lap, Jordyn was at a near boil, and he gently squeezed her leg. To anyone else watching, they wouldn’t think there was anything suspicious about the Domme flirting with a Dom. This was the way Cara did things on a regular basis, so it didn’t look out of place. Even Chaplin had given a cursory glance as she draped over Carter, before dismissing them from across the room. If the club owner knew exactly what Lady Cara was doing when she was in his establishment, he’d probably be livid, but the woman knew who she could and couldn’t trust and Chaplin fell in the latter group.  
 When Cara lifted her head a few inches, Carter pulled her hand from under his vest and kissed the knuckles. “Same account?” he mumbled against her skin. 
 “Of course I’ll join you and your sub next time, love,” she said as her voice returned to a normal volume, answering his question. He released her hand, and she gave his ponytail a final teasing tug. “Give me a call—I’ll be in town for a few more nights.” In other words, if he needed more intel, he should call the encrypted phone number she used. 
 “If we get a chance, I’ll do just that, Lady Cara.” 
 “Wonderful. Have a good night, gentlemen . . . ladies.”  
 With a little smirk, she sashayed away just as she’d approached. When his gaze flitted unconsciously to her shapely ass, pain shot through his inner thigh where Jordyn was pinching his tender flesh through his leathers. Subtly grabbing her hand and pulling it from between both their legs, he returned the gesture and pinched her ass. “You’ll pay for that, Jordy.” 
 “Right back at ya, Sir.” Ah, there was the snarky woman he loved so much. When he got her back to the suite, damn, were they going to have fun. 
 As much as he wanted to get the hell out of there, he waited another twenty minutes before setting Jordyn on her feet and standing. They both feigned disappointment over their supposed lack of intel. Jase followed suit with Brie after he helped her put her panties on under the cover of the blanket. Once they were back at the resort, Carter would have one of the Trident geeks track down everything they needed to know about the address Cara had given him. How she’d known who or what they were looking for didn’t surprise him anymore. The woman would’ve made a hell of an operative if she’d taken the job offer Deimos had approached her with many years ago, but Cara never liked playing by the rules. 
   
 



 CHAPTER 11



A fter changing out of their club wear, Jase and Brie joined Carter and Jordyn in their suite, along with Ian. They hadn’t discussed anything of importance during the ride back to the resort, just in case anyone had tagged the vehicle with a listening device. There had been times when Ian’s attention had been elsewhere as he’d surveilled the property surrounding the mansion from a safe distance away. Carter would check for bugs in the morning. 
 Brie had been very quiet and Jase was worried about her. The scene they’d done in the club was beyond anything they’d experienced before . . . at least together. Jase had gone through training, but the female sub he’d practiced with had also been new to the lifestyle. While they were friendly with each other, there hadn’t been that spark—that sexual attraction—between them that set things on fire. But holy hell, it had been there tonight between him and Brie, and he had no idea if she was now freaked out about it. She sure as hell hadn’t expected the tsunami-sized orgasm that’d hit her, nor had he. Yeah, he’d always made sure she was satisfied before he took his own pleasure, but tonight . . . hell, tonight had gone over and beyond anything he’d experienced before, with her or any other woman, and he was worried it had scared her. Jase had wanted to ask her about it while they’d been changing, but Brie had been in a hurry to find out what intel Carter had received from the flirtatious Domme earlier.  
 Now, in comfortable clothing, they gathered around the suite’s dining table, which had several laptop computers, a printer, and a map of St. Lucia on it—Jase had no idea where it’d all come from, but with Carter, anything was possible. It was probably the errands he and Jordyn had run after they’d learned a visit to Perdition was in order. The spy handed both Ian and Jase a lowball glass filled with scotch, while Jordyn retrieved two bottles of water from the refrigerator for her and Brie. 
 “So . . .” Brie glanced at all of them. “Did we or did we not find out anything? I was a little out of it before.” A blush stole across her cheeks as she realized why she’d been “a little out of it” and that the others knew the reason, too. Thankfully, no one said anything to embarrass her even more.  
 The last one to sit down, Carter pulled out a chair, spun it around, and straddled it. “Well, what we learned is Jordy doesn’t like Lady Cara.” 
 “There’s an understatement if I ever heard one,” Jordyn scoffed. 
 Swallowing a sip of scotch, Ian relaxed back in his chair. “Uh, do you mind filling in the poor guy who got stuck on the boring lookout detail?” 
 Carter gave everyone the lowdown on Lady Cara, then continued on about the intel she’d given him. “I’m not sure how she knew we were looking for a missing woman, maybe she overheard Chaplin talking about Nadine with his staff, but she gave me an address about twenty minutes north of the club. I trust the intel is solid.” When Jordyn gave him a glare, he shrugged. “What can I say, Cara likes me.” 
 “Well, next time you can tell her to get her paws off my man, or I will.” 
 The man grinned. “I love when you get jealous, sweetheart, but we’ll discuss that in private later.” He turned an open laptop so everyone could see a picture of the property’s topography from a Google satellite. “The address Cara gave me is another private residence on three acres on the beach, as you can see. She said we’ll find who we’re looking for there and more, so I think it’s safe to assume Nadine isn’t the only one being held there. Oh, and by the way, A-man . . .” He handed Jase a piece of paper with a bunch of numbers on it. “. . . wire ten Gs to that account by noon tomorrow for the intel.” 
 While Jase only arched a brow as he took the paper, Brie let out a loud squeak. “What? Ten—ten thousand dollars? F-For—” 
 “It’s okay, Brie,” Jase said, interrupting her sputtering. “This is the way things are done in our world. The money isn’t an issue.” 
 “Isn’t an issue? I don’t have that kind of money, Jase. Most of what I have is tied up in Daddy-O’s. Where—” 
 This time, he cut her off by grabbing her hand and squeezing. “Easy, babe. I’ve got the money covered.” What he’d never told her was that the work he did for Trident and other similar companies paid very, very well. He was employed by several high-caliber companies with wealthy clients—the United States government being one of them. 
 Her eyes grew wider, if that was even possible, and she seemed on the verge of hyperventilating. “I—I can’t let you— 
 “Brie!” He barked her name in that low, commanding “Dom” tone he’d heard others use at the few clubs he’d been in. But it was the first time he’d ever had to really use it with her outside of the bedroom. As intended, it had the same effect it’d had on the subs he’d trained with—Brie immediately quieted and focused on him. Out of the corner of his eye, he noted the two more experienced Doms giving him subtle but approving nods. Taking a deep breath, he soldiered on. “Listen to me. This is not negotiable. I have the money to cover the information and under no circumstances will I allow you to pay me back.” 
 “But—” 
 He squeezed her hand again. “No buts. This is what I do for a living. Well, part of it. Intel is exchanged back and forth in my world. Sometimes I’m paid for it and sometimes the money goes in the other direction. Carter trusts this Lady Cara, and I trust him with Nadine’s life. If Cara’s intel is as good as I suspect it is, then we have a very good chance of finding Nadine very soon. To me, getting your sister back to you is worth ten times that amount of money. Understood?” 
 There was a long pause as she digested his words, then biting her bottom lip, she nodded. Her eyes welled up with tears of relief. “Okay. Th-thank you.” 
 “You’re welcome, baby.” He brought her fingertips to his mouth and gently kissed them. “Now, let’s get back to figuring what comes next.” 
 “What comes next is a phone call to Tampa,” Ian said, “to get some boots and toys on the ground down here—I get the feeling we’re going to need them. Since you’re writing checks, you can pay for the jet fuel and ammo.” 
 He snorted. “Should’ve seen that coming.” 
 “Yup, you should have. I may be rich, but you’re no charity case—I can’t exactly write a twatwaffle off on my taxes, now can I?” 
 Rolling his eyes, Jase responded, “Can you come up with another insult beside ‘twatwaffle,’ Sawyer? It’s getting annoying.” 
 “But I love how it rolls off my tongue. Twaaaaaatwaaaafffle.” He brought his fingers to the thumbs of both hands, then made a stretching motion as he drew the word out. “See? I love it.” 
 Carter chuckled. “For once, I’m glad I earned the ‘jackass’ title with you.” 
 The other man shrugged. “If the call sign fits . . .” 
 They spent the next ten minutes rehashing what they already knew, what they speculated, and what their next steps were. When Jase glanced at Brie, he noted her eyelids were growing heavy and wasn’t surprised. It’d been a long, exhausting day between running into Ian and Angie, dealing with the latter’s freak out, then the trip to Sandy Bottoms, several powwow meetings including this one, and shopping for fet-wear. Top all that off with everything that had happened at Perdition, he was amazed she hadn’t passed out yet.  
 Standing, he tugged on her hand. “C’mon, Brie. Let’s get you to bed before you fall asleep in the chair. There’s nothing more we can do tonight.” When she stood, he tucked her into his side and it felt . . . right. “I’ll meet you in the lobby at 0800,” he added to the others. While Ian was taking care of getting his team down to the island, Carter, Jordyn, and Jase were going to see how close they could get to the property where Nadine supposedly was to scope things out. 
 After everyone said goodnight, Jase and Brie followed Ian out of the suite and down the hall, stopping at the elevators as the other man continued on. Jase hoped Angie had cooled off a bit—he really didn’t want her marriage to crumble because of him. Even though Ian and Jase would never be close, that didn’t mean they didn’t respect each other. They were both cut from the same cloth—alphas who took charge and protected those they loved, even if it was with their dying breath. With their military and undercover ops backgrounds, there was a brotherhood between them that still trumped everything else. It was one of the reasons Ian had put Jase on the Trident payroll instead of kicking him to the curb after what had happened with Angie and Jenn. 
 Within minutes, they were back behind their closed door. Brie took a quick peek into Amy’s room and found the younger woman asleep, so she shut the door again. While she did whatever she had to do in the bathroom, Jase yanked his T-shirt over his head and tossed it on a chair, followed by his sweatpants. He kept his boxer briefs on to keep from being tempted into ravishing Brie. It’d been a very long day, and he was sure she’d be asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow.  
 While waiting for her, Jase called Jacob and filled him in the best he could. The older man offered to fly down to help look for Nadine, but Jase convinced him to hold off. If they couldn’t use him, it would be a waste of airfare for him to come over. Jase told him they were hoping to have Nadine back in the next day or so and promised to call him as soon as they did. 
 After wrapping up the call, Jase tossed the phone on the nightstand and climbed in bed. Reaching over, he peeled back the covers on Brie’s side for her and fluffed the pillows the way he knew she liked them. It wasn’t long before she exited the bathroom, shut off the overhead lights, and joined him. As she got comfortable, he flipped the switch on the bedside lamp, plunging them into darkness.  
 Turning onto his side, Jase found her hip and pulled her closer to him, offering her his comfort and strength. Her breath caressed his bare chest and that was all it took for him to get hard again. But he forced himself to stay in control. As much as he wanted to take her hard and fast right now, that’s not what she needed. “Are you okay, baby?” 
 There was a long pause as he ran his hand from her thigh to her ribcage and back again. Her voice was barely above a whisper when she finally answered him. “Not really. It’s just . . . everything. What if she’s not there? What do we do then?” 
 “Then we’ll turn this island upside down until we find her. Please trust us, Brie. This is what we do . . . especially Ian and his teams.” He wanted to ask how she felt about what had happened at the club, but he decided to wait and let her talk about whatever was on her mind. If she didn’t want to talk at all, then he’d hold her as she slept.  
 A few minutes passed, but he could tell by her breathing and tense muscles that she wasn’t asleep. He was about to tell her to try and relax when she asked, “How did you and Angie meet? I know you said you were teenagers. You went to school together?” 
 “Yeah. We met the first day of ninth grade. I walked into our English class and Angie accidentally knocked her text book off her desk. I picked it up and handed it back. We’ve been friends ever since.” 
 “You never dated?” 
 He took in a deep breath and let it out. “Yeah, we sort of did. For about two or three weeks in tenth grade, but we both felt it was going to screw up our friendship. I can’t say it was like dating my sister, more like dating a cousin.” 
 “But you were in love with her, weren’t you?” 
 He should have seen that question coming. “I thought I was, but not until I ended up in the Marines. She wrote me every week when I was deployed. Email. Snail mail. Sent me care packages. I was there for her when both her parents died. Her only brother was killed in a car accident when she was nine. Suddenly, I was all she had left in the world to call family. A few years later, my mom and sister were killed, and I was in the same boat—Angie was the only family I had left. But when the shit went down with my last case, and she fell in love with Ian . . . at first, I was crushed. But while I was recovering from getting shot and starting my life over, I realized if I’d truly been in love with her, then I would have fought for her. I wouldn’t have let another man come between us. Ian and I will never be the best of friends, but we both love Angie, in different ways, and want what’s best for her. I think I’d been in love with the idea of having someone to share my life with. The problem was, I was so caught up in avenging my mom’s and sister’s deaths that I couldn’t do that. I couldn’t fall in love with someone . . . anyone . . . and I sure as hell couldn’t share my life with her. I wouldn’t have been able to give her what she needed—my heart and my soul. I lost them both so long ago, I’m not sure if I’ll ever get them back.” 
 Brie placed her hand on his chest, and the muscles there twitched. “You already got them back, Jase. You just don’t realize it. But I see it. You’re a good man. Loyal. A caring Dom. Your heart and soul are here. If they weren’t, you wouldn’t be here with me right now, doing everything you can to help me find Nadine. And I can’t thank you enough for that.” 
 Grasping her hand, he brought it to his lips and kissed the tips of her fingers. While he knew she believed her words, he didn’t. He wanted to, but he was so afraid to try to be the man she needed for the rest of her life. He’d give anything to be him, but if he failed, Brie would be the one hurt in the end. 


 Entering his suite, Ian wasn’t surprised to see his clothing still piled on one of the couches along with two pillows and a blanket. But he did have to smile. As pissed as Angie was, she’d still folded his clothes in neat stacks at some point since he’d left to stake out Perdition. Ever since she’d gotten pregnant, her nesting instincts had kicked in.  
 Shutting the door, he took in the silence. She was probably asleep since all the lights and the television were off. It was 12:30 a.m. and had been a long and exhausting day for her, both physically and emotionally. Noting the messy food cart, he was glad to see she’d eaten earlier. So someone from the resort could return it to the kitchen, he rolled it out into the hallway and left it outside the door.  
 Knowing his brother would answer if he was still awake, Ian retrieved his cell phone from his pocket and found Devon in his contacts before putting it to his ear. When the call was picked up, he asked without preamble, “Dev, who do you have available to come down my way?” 
 “Are you kidding me? You’re supposed to be on a vacation, Ian, not picking up jobs. Angie will murder you.” 
 He sat down on the couch, kicked off his sneakers, and propped his feet up on the coffee table. “Yeah, I’m already on her shit list. As of right now, I don’t think I’ll be having sex again until that kid is eighteen. You know our friend taking that really long vacation? Well, he decided to visit here at the same time as us. My wife wasn’t thrilled at the unexpected interruption.” That was a fucking understatement.  
 “Oh, shit! What the hell is he doing there?” 
 “A friend of his is in trouble, and ironically it might be connected to what Batman is working on.” Darius “Batman” Knight was a retired Navy SEAL who’d been on the same Team Four as Ian, Devon, and the other original six-man Trident team, before joining the security business with them. He was currently undercover in Argentina, infiltrating the cartel that was responsible for a large portion of the white-slavery trade in South and Central America. Lindsey “Costello” Abbott and Valentino “Romeo” Mancini were down there, too, as his backup. 
 “Damn.” 
 “Exactly. Who do you have for me?” Ian asked again. 
 “Uh . . . let’s see. I can send Polo, Reverend, Junior, Cowboy, and Skipper. Everyone else is neck deep in their assignments, but I can pull one or two more if you really need them or I can call Chase.” Chase Dixon owned Blackhawk Security, a company similar to Trident, and often supplied them with extra personnel when needed—in fact, he’d supplied some of the men who’d helped save Angie and Jenn when they’d been held hostage. 
 “No, that should do for now. I’m going to throw our friend a party, so we’ll need some favors for the guests. Have Polo go shopping for everything we’ll need.” The “party favors” would consist of weapons, ammo, explosives, communications gear, bulletproof vests, and anything else they might need. Marco “Polo” DeAngelis wouldn’t need to go far to “shop” since the Trident compound was well stocked for any mission that might come up. “Send CC down with everyone tomorrow since we don’t have a date set for the party yet.” The company’s pilot had taken the jet back to Florida after dropping Angie and Ian off at a private airport on the island, where they’d met up with Carter and Jordyn. 
 “You might want to warn Polo and Reverend they’re on Angie’s shit list, too,” he added. “No need for them to walk into an ambush.” The others were lucky. They had no idea who Athos/Atwood was. Well, Ian and Dev’s youngest brother, Nick Sawyer, aka Junior, did, but as far as he knew, the man was six feet under at a cemetery in upstate New York. But Angie was sure to ream Polo and Jake “Reverend” Donovan the moment she saw them. 
 “Will do. Shit. I gotta go—JD’s crying and Kristen’s asleep. I’ll call you in the morning for an update.” 
 “Later.” Disconnecting the call, he quickly typed out a text to Nathan to do his geek thing as soon as he got to work in the morning. While Ian didn’t think Brie Hanson wasn’t exactly as she seemed, a bar/restaurant owner who was worried about her sister, he wasn’t taking any chances. Nathan would have a complete dossier on her within an hour or two. If Ian was going to be using his team and resources, he wanted to be certain there wasn’t anything that would bite them in the ass down the road. Once he hit send on the phone, he had one more thing he needed to do, and his wife was sure to fight him on it.  
 Standing, he walked to the bedroom door. Angie hadn’t locked it earlier; she knew it was useless to try. The one time she’d attempted to lock him out of a room, it hadn’t stopped him from getting in. Easing the door open, his gaze fell on the bed where his wife was lying on her side. There was just enough moonlight coming through the blinds to see her clearly. Her eyes opened as he stepped into the room and closed the door behind him. “You’re not sleeping in here, Ian.” 
 “Try again, Angel. You’re my wife and submissive, and I’m sleeping in our bed.” He pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it on a chair by the windows. “We’ll talk about this in the morning.” 
 Angie sat up in the bed, turned on her bedside lamp, and glared at him with tired eyes—at least they were no longer swollen from her crying earlier. “No, we’re going to talk about this now. One of the main rules of our contract, collaring ceremony, and wedding had to do with being honest with each other, and you failed. You swore to me you’d never do it again after your deceit about watching me for Jimmy.” 
 He sighed as he dropped his pants and placed them on the chair as well. He wasn’t stupid enough to take off his boxer briefs—it was highly unlikely he was getting laid tonight—so he left them on and climbed onto his side of the bed. “Angel, let me ask you a question. If you did know his plan—a very last minute plan, mind you—that Jase was going to have to fake his death in order to keep both himself and you alive, would you really have been able to let him go? Would you have been able to put on an act at his wake and funeral? Would you have been able to be convincing to the FBI and DEA agents who interviewed you several times, without slipping up even once? Would you have been okay knowing he was out there somewhere, but not knowing where and not being able to contact him?” 
 Her glare dropped to where her fingers were picking at an invisible piece of lint on the blanket covering her, as she mumbled, “That’s more than one question.” 
 Ian rolled onto his side facing her and got comfortable. “Yeah, it is. That’s because this wasn’t a decision he made lightly. Either way, you’d be grieving for him, and I understand that; he was your best friend for a long time. But your knowing he was alive could’ve resulted in someone hell-bent on revenge tracking him down. It would’ve only taken one person . . . one wrong person out of all the cops and feds who spoke to you or observed you in any way, to suspect you were lying and he wasn’t really dead. And if that happened, they’d stop at nothing to find him and kill him for real, including using you, Jenn, Kristen, or even me or one of the team. You were the only person in this entire world who could be used against him, either directly or indirectly. Do you really think you would’ve been able to sit there and choose between me or any of the others or . . .” He reached out and laid his wide-spread hand on her baby bump. “. . . Little Bit being killed if you didn’t tell them where Jase was? Or letting him be killed in order to save someone else you loved? Would you really want to be put in that position to have to choose? I couldn’t let you go through that, Angel, so yes, letting you believe he was dead was the lesser of two evils. And yes, I wasn’t honest with you as our contract and vows stated I should be, however, another part of them was that I would do everything in my power to protect you, too, and that took precedent.” 
 A tense silence filled the air as Angie thought through all he’d said. Reaching over, she turned off the light and shifted further down under the covers. “Who else knows he’s alive?” 
 “Not as many people as you think. Just the Alpha team, Carter, the military surgeon who treated him, and Larry Keon.” The latter was the Assistant Director of the FBI and had helped get the paperwork and medical records necessary to fake the man’s death and set him up with a new identity. “As far as the other contract agents who were there, they think he died in surgery. So do the local cops and FBI, Boomer’s dad, the paramedics who arrived to treat him, and the pilot who flew him out of there.” Boomer’s father was also a retired SEAL and had been there to help with the rescue. It had been his bullet that’d killed the rogue DEA agent a split second after the guy had taken the shot that had hit Angie’s best friend. “Hell, even Jordyn had no idea who he was when she walked into the suite earlier. Carter never told her either. But now she knows and so do you, and you can’t tell anyone else, Angel, not even Kristen, Jenn, or any of the other women. It’s too dangerous. Nick doesn’t know but he will when he gets here with the others tomorrow.” 
 Her head whipped to the side to face him, and even in the darkened room, he could see her eyebrows were arched high. “What are you talking about? Who’s coming and why?” 
 “Nick, Jake, Polo, Cowboy, and Skipper will be down. We found out what may have happened to Nadine Hanson and we’re going to need some help.” He paused, knowing what he was about to say was going to be met with some resistance. “I want you to fly home with CC after they get here.” 
 “What? Why?” 
 Ian yawned, the long day finally catching up to him. “Because we think Brie’s sister was taken by a white-slavery ring, the one that Batman is infiltrating down in South America, and I don’t want you anywhere near them.” 
 Her eyebrows fell and narrowed at him. “I highly doubt they’re going to want a pregnant, thirty-five-year-old woman, Ian. I’m not leaving. I know I can’t do anything to help you, but at least I can be here to support Brie and Amy. They’ll need someone to talk to while you all are running off, saving Nadine and the rest of the world.” 
 Eyelids drooping, Ian wasn’t going to argue with her anymore tonight. There’d be plenty of time for that tomorrow while waiting for his team to arrive. “Not the entire world, Angel. Just my little corner of it.” 
   
 



 CHAPTER 12



N adine Hanson let out the breath she’d been holding as the door to the bedroom closed. The only time it had opened since she’d woken up from what had to have been a drug-induced sleep, Lord knows how many hours or days ago, was when food was brought in. She wasn’t sure if it was Saturday or Sunday. With the windows blacked out, the only way to tell time was by what type of meal they were given. Hell, she wasn’t even sure where she was. Neither were any of the other four young women who were being held prisoner there for some unknown reason—well, at least to them it was unknown. Every time they asked one of the armed men who brought in the food three times a day, the responses had always been, “Shut up and eat.” Or something to that effect. But since Nadine was the only one who didn’t remember waking up briefly on a boat before being drugged again, she was hoping that meant they were still on St. Lucia. Not that it made a difference since no one knew where to start looking for her. She was certain Amy would’ve notified Brie by now. Her sister was probably worried and pissed at the same time—worried because Nadine was missing, and pissed because she probably knew where the two best friends had been working.  
 When she’d gotten into a fight with Rudy and ultimately fired—Brie had warned her not to sleep with a boss at any job—Nadine had thought it would be easy to find another job. But after a month of looking, she’d been ready to swallow her pride, give up, and return to Caicos. Then one of the women who lived in the same crappy building as them, had told them she’d just gotten a job at a strip joint, and they were still hiring. She’d said it was just dancing and you got to keep your panties or thong on. Nadine and Amy had been at many topless beaches in the Caribbean, and had even taken Brie a time or two, so it was no big deal—plus, the money was supposed to be good. What they hadn’t known until it was too late, and they’d already handed over their passports, was that the owner took a sixty-five percent cut of their tips. When they demanded their passports back, they were told it was going to cost them money and not to bother going to the police since the owner was friends with a lot of government officials. They’d have to work off $5000 dollars to get out from under Laron’s control. 
 Later she’d thought something good had come from working in the club. One of the nicer looking men had flirted with her after her shift about three weeks ago. When they were done dancing, the strippers were expected to mingle with the customers. Some of the women made extra money by sleeping with them, but Nadine, Amy, and a few others refused to go that far. Thankfully, it wasn’t a requirement, although it would have helped them pay off their debt to get their passports back faster.  
 The guy had told her his name was Jack Harrison and he was a businessman. With his good looks, strong British accent, and his nice clothes, she wondered why he hung out in a strip club—he could probably have any woman he wanted—but had been afraid to insult him by asking. After that first night when they’d chatted for over an hour, he’d shown up a few more times, always toward the end of her shift. He’d buy her a drink, and they’d talk about a bunch of things. She’d found him fascinating. When he’d told her he was a Dom in the BDSM lifestyle, she’d been surprised and leery, but he’d taken the time to explain it to her. He hadn’t pushed her into going to a club with him, but, thinking back now, he’d seduced her and made her want to see what the lifestyle was all about. Accepting his offer to learn more about BDSM the other night had been the biggest mistake of her life. The last thing she remembered before waking up in this room was him ordering her a drink while she looked around in awe at the mansion that’d been converted into a BDSM club he’d taken her to. There, she’d been introduced to a suave, good-looking man named Master Taye who was supposedly the club’s owner. He’d bought her and Jack drinks at the bar. After that, she had no idea what’d happened, but knew it was because of her date, and possibly Master Taye, that she was now in this predicament. 
 After she’d woken up here, one of the guards had forced her to give him the code to access her voicemail and texts on her cell phone. It hadn’t taken her long to realize that he was going to erase all evidence of her contact with Jack so he wouldn’t be a suspect if the police investigated her disappearance. Apparently, they’d done the same thing with the other women’s phones. That explained why Jack had been pissed when she’d left her purse and phone at her apartment. She hadn’t wanted to keep track of them in the club. 
 Standing, Nadine joined the others in grabbing some food and water. At first, she’d been afraid it contained drugs to knock them out again, but the other women had told her that hadn’t been the case. They’d all been there when she’d woken up. Trying to escape had been futile they’d told her, but she hadn’t taken their word for it until she tried to open the windows and had found them made of strong, blacked-out Plexiglas and bolted shut. She also learned that there were always two armed men stationed in the hallway, guarding the door. At least there was an attached bathroom for them to use. Nadine had inspected every inch of it looking for something that would help get them out of there, but had come up empty. So there she sat on one of the folding cots, wondering what would happen to her and the four other women. It wasn’t hard to figure out they’d all been targeted because they were in their late teens or early twenties, pretty, and physically fit. And that didn’t bode well for any of them. The Caribbean was a common place for women like them to go missing without a trace. It had been for years. And it appeared Nadine and the others were about to be added to that long list. She hoped she was wrong, but the only thing she could think of was they were going to be sold to the highest bidders and end up as sex slaves for some rich, perverted, sadistic assholes. That was why they were feeding them and allowing them to wash up in the bathroom. Her stomach rolled at the thought.  
 She’d been an idiot not to call her sister and ask for help when money had gotten tight, but Brie worked hard to carry on their father’s legacy—and it wasn’t as if the profits were through the roof. There were a lot of expenses that went with running the business, so while Brie made enough to support herself, Nadine knew she didn’t have much in terms of savings. It also meant that, unless she worked some shifts, Nadine’s paycheck for being a forty-percent partner wasn’t big enough for her to live on—and it fluctuated each month with the tourist seasons. Joe Hanson had known the best thing for Daddy-O’s was to bequeath a majority of the shares to his eldest daughter if it was going to survive, since his youngest had no clue how to run the business. 
 When their mother had died, Brie had been eleven, five years older than Nadine. Two years later, Joe Hanson had let his business partner buy out his half of the mid-sized advertising firm they owned, packed up his children, and moved from Florida to Caicos. He’d had a rough time dealing with his loss while surrounded by the home his wife had decorated and all the places they used to go. Caicos had been on their bucket list—it was where the couple had wanted to retire someday—so Joe decided it would be the perfect place to start over with his two girls. Because their mother had been from England and their father from the United States, and both parents had obtained dual citizenship which their two girls had also acquired at birth, it allowed them residency on the Caribbean island. 
 While Brie fell in love with Daddy-O’s and loved working there, it’d always bored Nadine. During her teens, she wanted to hang out with her friends, flirting with boys on the beach, and having a good time, not get all hot and sweaty fetching food and drinks for other people. That mentality had followed her into her twenties. She’d rather work anywhere than in a restaurant. Bartending wasn’t as bad, and, depending on what skimpy outfit she wore, she could actually make good money. It was also a great way to meet guys. Unfortunately, she never mastered a lot of the mixed drinks, so Brie would rarely put her behind the bar. After their dad passed away, Nadine had decided to try her hand at a few other jobs, trying to find a place where she fit in and enjoyed the work, but nothing ever seemed to fill both those requirements. It was never more than a few months before she either quit or was fired. Then she would have to go back to Brie with her tail between her legs until she found a new job. When Amy had decided she wanted to move to St. Lucia, Nadine had jumped at the chance to join her.  
 A change of scenery—although still in the Caribbean—was something she’d been wanting for a while. Glancing at the windows she couldn’t see out of, Nadine wondered what scenery she was heading for after she was sold, if that’s what was going to happen. Of course, there were a few alternatives she could think of, but none of them boded well for her. Not for the first time, a tear rolled down her cheek, quickly followed by a second one on the other side of her nose. If she survived whatever was coming, Nadine swore she’d change her free-spirited ways. If I survive.



 Carrying her beach tote, Angie rode the elevator down to the second floor where Brie’s and Amy’s rooms were. Her royal-blue bathing suit was under a black cover up. She’d spent the morning arguing with Ian about him wanting to put her on the company jet and send her back to Florida. In the end, he’d relented, but she may have played the pregnancy hormones card in order for that to happen. He hated when she cried, and she’d counted on that when all else had failed. Oh, she knew he knew what she’d been doing, but that hadn’t stopped him from giving into her this time. But he’d told her, in no uncertain terms, she was to stay at the resort, surrounded by people, for her own safety. Considering it was a full service resort, there was very little need for her to leave and head into town. 
 About a half hour ago, Ian had left for the airport to meet his team. Trident’s office manager, Colleen, had found them a house to rent for the next two weeks so they’d be able to come and go without drawing much attention to themselves. They’d also be able to hide the unimaginable amount of “luggage” they were sure to be bringing with them. Meanwhile, Carter, Jordyn, and Jimmy—damn it, Jase—had gone to case the estate that was apparently being used by the bastards who were kidnapping women on St. Lucia and the surrounding islands to be sold into sex slavery. Angie couldn’t imagine what those poor women were going through. Their families had to be frantic and devastated, not knowing their loved one’s fate after they’d disappeared without a trace. She prayed Nadine and Brie Hanson wouldn’t end up going through the same thing. 
 Strolling down the hallway, she came to the room Brie and Jase were using, and knocked on the door. Since Ian had found out from Nathan that the woman was exactly who Jase thought she was—a nice woman with no skeletons in her closet except one late credit card payment four years ago—Angie was free to get to know her better without the men around. And she was very interested in the woman who had her friend tied up in knots when he didn’t even know it. And yes, she was back to considering him one of her best friends. No matter how angry she’d been yesterday, a huge part of her was happy to know he was still alive. In time, she’d get past the hurt and feelings of betrayal, but having him back would be as good as having her brother back. Sam had been killed in a car accident along with three high school football teammates their senior year. Angie had only been nine at the time, so when Jimmy Andrews and she became best friends a few years later, he’d help fill the hole in her heart.  
 “Who is it?” Brie asked from within.  
 “It’s me, Brie . . . Angie.” 
 The door swung open and the pretty woman stepped to the side and gestured for her to come in. Angie stepped forward and stopped short, seeing that Amy was also there, her eyes red and watering. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to interrupt. I’ll just—”  
 Brie closed the door again, and it was then Angie noticed she’d been crying too. “No, you didn’t interrupt. We were just talking about Nadine, and our worry and fear took over. We could use the distraction, so please stay.” 
 “Um . . . okay. I’m sort of surprised you didn’t go with Jase, Brie.” Each time she said his new name it became a little easier, but she still had to concentrate on not falling back on old habits. 
 Retrieving some tissues from the bathroom, Brie kept a few for herself and handed the rest to Amy. “I thought about it, but Jase was right when he told me I’d probably just be in the way. I don’t know the first thing about stakeouts. Besides, if I saw Nadine there, I’d want to run in and save her, and they all said that would be the worst thing I could do. It could get her killed . . . if she’s even there. So . . . I’m stuck here worrying about all of them for now.” 
 The corners of Angie’s mouth ticked upward. “Yeah, that’s the thing about loving an alpha man involved in special ops . . . the worrying every time he’s on a case never really gets easier.” 
 “I—I’m not in love with Jase!” Brie’s mouth and hands started going a mile a minute. “We—we’re just friends. I mean . . . we—” 
 Sitting on the bed, Amy rolled her now dry eyes and laughed. “Oh, please, Brie! Even I can see your feelings for him have changed over the past few months, and I’m not the most observant person in the world.” 
 “What!” 
 Angie held up a hand. “Wait a minute. This sounds like a serious girl chat is coming on. Since we’re stuck at this beautiful resort, let’s take advantage of it. It’ll keep our minds from worrying about everyone. Did you bring bathing suits? Let’s go sit by the pool. There’s a great tiki-bar, but I’ll have to settle for a virgin daiquiri.”  
 “I have my suit in my room!” Amy jumped up and ran to change. Apparently, she was tired of being cooped up, despite the fact her friend was still missing. 
 Brie shook her head, then glanced down at her tan shorts and red tank-top. “I didn’t bring one. When Amy called, we packed quickly and ran to the airport.” 
 Hooking her arm around the other woman’s elbow, Angie tugged her to the door. “Then let’s go shopping downstairs. There’s an adorable bikini in the boutique that would look awesome on you with your curves. My treat.” When the woman opened her mouth to argue, Angie added, “I insist. I’ll just put it on Ian’s American Express along with anything else I find. He deserves to pay.” 
 One way or another, Ian was definitely going to pay, but he was very lucky it wasn’t going to be with a divorce. While the thought had crossed her mind—albeit briefly—and her lips while talking with Jase, the questions Ian had posed to her last night had really made her think. Yes, she was still mad at him, but she also understood the reasoning behind his deceit. Of course, that didn’t mean she wasn’t going to make him grovel for a while. 
 After Brie asked her to wait a minute while she went to the bathroom, Angie wandered over to the windows and looked out at the beautiful paradise. Without conscious thought, she cupped her belly. Little Bit hadn’t started kicking yet, and Ian had been hoping it would be soon so he could feel his child within her. Angie’s mind flashed back to that mid-January morning when they’d found out she was pregnant.  

“Angel, please stop pacing and come here.” Ian patted his lap as he sat in an upholstered chair in the sitting area of their large bedroom.


“I’m too nervous to sit. How come you’re not nervous?”


He grinned at her as she moved back and forth across the room. “Because I’m a SEAL. Not much makes me nervous.”


“Uh-huh . . . say that again when I go into labor . . . if I’m pregnant. God! Has it been three minutes yet?”


Checking his watch, Ian shook his head. “Sixty seconds to go.”


They’d been trying for a while now, and after Angie’s period didn’t come like clockwork this month, she’d run out last night to get not one, but three pregnancy tests to take this morning. She remembered when Kristen had gotten pregnant with little JD, the home pregnancy test she’d taken had given her a false negative. It wasn’t until her appointment with her GYN a week later she’d found out it had been wrong. While Kristen had wanted to surprise Devon with the announcement, Angie had been too much of a basket case to keep what she suspected from Ian. So now they were waiting for three minutes, which felt like three years, to pass to find out if there was a reason to celebrate.


As she pivoted on the carpet to continue pacing in the other direction, she slammed into Ian’s hard, sculpted chest. Glancing up, she saw he wasn’t as calm and unaffected as he’d been trying to portray. His eyes held that fear and nervousness he pretended not to have. Her man had never thought he’d be a husband, much less a father, and Angie hoped today he could start imagining what their child would look like in a few months. 


“It’s time, Angel.” Taking her hand, he led her into the bathroom where the three pregnancy sticks she’d peed on were lined up on the counter. Placing her in front of him, he held her tightly against his chest and hips as he peered over her shoulder, and they both looked down. 


Angie stared in shock a moment before she found her voice. “Oh, my God! We’re—We’re pregnant!”


Spinning her around, Ian kissed her like he was the happiest man alive.

   
 



 CHAPTER 13



A  short time later, they were sifting through dozens of swimsuits, cover ups, shirts, shorts, and dresses, after telling Amy to meet them in the boutique when she was done getting changed. Angie found the white bikini she’d been talking about in the size twelve Brie had said she needed, and pulled it from the rack. “Here, try this on.” 
 Brie shook her head and gestured to her fuller figure. “I haven’t worn a bikini in years. Not since I put on a few extra pounds. What about this?” She held up the black colored suit she’d been looking at. 
 Angie rolled her eyes, took the garment from her, and put it back on the rack. “A shapeless tankini? Girl, you have an amazing body. I had to get pregnant to get curves like yours—I just hope I get to keep some of them. And before you protest, let me warn you to never, ever, put yourself down when Ian, Carter, and, I guess, now, Jase are around. Doms hate that crap and it’s the fastest way to earn a punishment around them. Of course, Ian and Carter wouldn’t discipline you, they’d just make sure Jase did, and even though the punishments usually suck, the aftermath tends to be a helluva lot of fun. I still can’t believe Carter got him into the lifestyle, after the hissy fit he threw when Ian introduced me to it. He didn’t say anything to me, but Ian filled me in. Now, go try this on, while I spend more of Ian’s money.” 
 Without giving her a chance to say no, the other woman shoved the bikini into Brie’s hands, turned her around, and gently pushed her toward the dressing room. Brie glanced over her shoulder. “Damn, you’re bossy.” 
 “Yup, now go.” 
 It was clear Angie wasn’t giving her a choice, so Brie decided to try it on and show her that it didn’t look right. Then she’d try on the black tankini. Stripping down in the dressing room, she left her thong underwear on and made sure there was one of those protective strips in the crotch of the bottoms before pulling them on. She then tried on the top, tightening the string at her neck to give her girls some support. It covered her ample breasts more than she’d expected, and was actually kind of cute, but she didn’t know if she had the courage to wear it out on the beach. 
 “Let me see how it looks.” 
 Hell, Angie really was bossy, but Brie found she didn’t mind. She liked the other woman . . . so far. Taking one last look in the mirror and a deep breath, Brie slid the curtain aside, making sure no one else was nearby but Angie and Amy, whose voice she’d heard while changing. Her sister’s friend was the first one to open her mouth. “Oh. Em. Gee, Brie! You’re rocking that! You have to get it—Jase will be drooling like crazy!” 
 “Absolutely,” Angie agreed. “That will definitely knock his socks off. If he’s wearing any, of course. If not, it will definitely get his engine revving.” 
 Brie still wasn’t convinced. “Are you sure? I mean, don’t you think I’d look better with something with a little more coverage? Especially on my hips?” 
 “Are you kidding?” Angie gaped then glanced around. “Hang on. Stay there. Amy, don’t let her change.” 
 “Got it!” 
 The woman hurried out into the lobby as Brie just stood there, her eyes wide in surprise and confusion. What the hell is she doing? Oh, no! Nope! Uh-uh! No freaking way! Brie tried to duck back into the dressing room, but Amy grabbed her arm and stopped her. Angie was on her way back into the shop with three hunky guys in their midtwenties, bringing them right over to where Brie was now desperately trying to disappear and praying the floor would open up and swallow her. 
 “Gentlemen, my friend here doesn’t think she looks amazing in that bikini and won’t take our word for it. If she was walking down the beach, you’d be seriously checking her out, wouldn’t you?” 

Sure, nothing like daring them to disagree with her. Brie rolled her eyes, and blushed furiously, as the three men inspected her from head to toe. 
 “Damn straight!” 
 “Hell, yeah! Whatta you doing tonight, darlin’?” 
 “You look hot, babe. Not a chance in hell would I turn away from checking you out.” 
 Angie crossed her arms and stared at Brie who felt her skin turn ten shades of pink. “Told you. You’re getting it. Thank you, gentlemen. We’ll be at the tiki-bar in a little bit. I’m married and preggo . . .” She put her hand on her belly. “. . . and Brie is sort of taken, but Amy here is single.” 
 The younger woman gave the grinning hunks a flirty, little wave of her fingers. “Yes, I am.” 
 “Then we’ll see you out there,” the tallest of the three said, before turning back to Brie with a wink. “Definitely get it, darlin’. You do look smokin’ in it. And if your boyfriend turns out to be a dud, my name’s Greg.” 
 “I’m Brandon.” 
 “And I’m Scott.” 
 Greg pushed his two friends toward the door. A teasing smile spread across his handsome face, causing two dimples to appear. “Forget about them. I’m the only one you need to remember, Brie. See you later, ladies.” 
 “Bye,” Angie and Amy crooned in unison. 
 As the men strode out of the store, with a few backward glances and winks, Brie stepped back into the dressing room. “I’m not sure if I’m going to die of embarrassment or melt from all that hunky testosterone. God knew what he was doing the day he sculpted those three, right?” 
 The other two women burst out laughing, but then Brie’s smile dropped. How the hell could she laugh and flirt when her sister was missing? As if sensing where her mind had gone, Angie closed the distance between them and took hold of her hands. “It’s okay, Brie. They’ll find her and bring her home to you. There’s nothing you can do about it right now but wait with us. So, let us help you relax and think about something else until the guys and Jordyn come back with some news, okay?” 
 Biting her bottom lip to keep from crying again, Brie inhaled deeply through her nose then let it out again. “Okay. You’re right. I have to stay positive. And I could really use the distraction so I’m getting this bikini and having a daiquiri.” 
 “Atta-girl.” 


 Lying amongst the heavy tropical foliage, Jase kept his binoculars focused on the fenced-in estate. They’d had to settle for the kind available in sports stores, so he made sure to keep a large leaf from a plant shading the lenses. Otherwise, the sun would reflect off them and alert the armed guards to his presence on the north side of the property. He was also wearing dark clothing to help him blend in with his surroundings—since that was what he wore more often than not on missions he hadn’t thought twice about packing them. 
 Jordyn and Carter were somewhere on the south side, also hidden among the thick flora, gathering as much info about the place as possible. From what Jase had counted, there were six armed guards roaming the interior and exterior of the six thousand-square foot, three-story house. That alone told him something valuable was inside—so far, their intel seemed to be on the mark.  
 The three-acre estate sat on the east end of the island, away from the main traffic areas, overlooking the beach. It was from there, Jase guessed, that the human “products” were brought in and taken away by boat. Transporting them via the airports, even the smaller ones, was too risky. Where they were taken from there depended on the size of the boats being used. They were probably smuggled into Venezuela, which was just over 220 nautical miles to the southwest of St. Lucia. A decent yacht could do that distance in about four hours, cruising at a maximum speed of fifty knots. And it was a given those bastards could afford a boat that could do that easily.  
 In the pocket of his pants, Jase’s satellite phone vibrated once. He shifted back behind the cover of a large tree, pulled out the phone, and quietly answered. “Go.” 
 Ian’s voice came over the line. “Head back to the extraction site. Cowboy and Skipper will take over the watch for the next few hours.” 
 “Copy.” After making sure he was far enough into the foliage to prevent being spotted, Jase rolled to his feet and trekked the quarter mile to where his Jeep was hidden among the dense trees. Ian and another man, dressed in full camo, stood next to his brown Jeep, and the former made the introductions. “Jase Atwood, Logan “Cowboy” Reese.” As the two men shook hands, Ian continued. “Kip Morrison is taking over the south side for Carter and Jordyn. Anything going on?” 
 Jase shook his head. “Pretty quiet—just the guards walking around with semi MP5s and small arms.” He hadn’t been thrilled to see the HK semi-automatic submachine guns they’d been carrying along with holstered sidearms. While they were legal on the island, it was very hard to receive a license and then only for private possession. In other words, they couldn’t leave the property with them. Handguns were a little easier to gain a license for, but still regulated. “Six of them patrolling, inside and out. No signs of the women or anyone other than the guards. Three SUVs in the driveway, but there could be more in the garage.” He handed Ian’s employee a crude map he’d made. “Here’s the location of the cameras and alarm sensors I could spot, but with the glare of the sun, I’m sure I missed a few.” 
 Cowboy pocketed the piece of paper and then hoisted a large deployment bag onto his back. In it, surely, was all the high-tech and military-grade equipment and weapons he’d need. “Sounds good. I’ll note any others I spot and also see if I can pick up any conversations with the amplifier.” The device looked like a small, hand-held satellite dish and could pick up sound the length of a football field away. 
 As the operative disappeared into the trees, Ian opened the passenger door to Jase’s Jeep. “Skipper’s got their ride hidden on the other side. I’ll catch a lift with you. The rest of the team will meet us at the hotel in about an hour after they finish getting settled in.” 
 Rounding the front of the vehicle, he answered, “Works for me.” 
 A half hour later, they were pulling into the resort parking lot. Jase was hot and dirty, and was looking forward to a shower . . . preferably with Brie. Climbing from the Jeep, he grabbed his knapsack and followed Ian into the lobby where they ran into Carter and Jordyn, who’d beaten them back and were heading toward the elevators. The guy was grinning at both men as they approached, and his eyes danced with amusement. “If you’re looking for your brats, they’re out by the pool . . .” He hitched his thumb over his shoulder. “. . . catching some rays and lots of attention. Have fun. We’ll meet up with you later.” His laughter rang out as he followed Jordyn into an elevator. 
 “Shit,” spat Ian. “She’ll be the death of me yet.” He turned on his heel and headed across the lobby to the doors leading out to the pool, beach, and outside bars. 
 Jase hurried after him, uncertain what was going on. Well, he got his answer when he stepped out onto the lanai and spotted Brie, Amy, and Angie lounging on chaises at the far side of the pool, with daiquiris in hand, and surrounded by three twenty-something-year-old assholes. All of them were laughing . . . laughing for Christ’s sake. And holy shit! What the hell is Brie wearing? Or not wearing, to be more precise? 

 Jase stopped short as a combination of intense lust and jealous rage assaulted him. Some blond dickhead was sitting on the foot of Brie’s chaise, while she had her knees pulled up to give him some room. A white bikini did nothing to hide her luscious, tanned body from the drooling bastard.  
 While Jase stayed frozen where he was, Ian continued to his wife’s side. Brie saw him approaching and her gaze quickly sought out Jase. Spotting him, she handed her fruity drink to her new boyfriend, jumped up, grabbed a black garment from the back of her chair, and rushed over to him, pulling on the cover-up. Concern had replaced her laughter, but that didn’t register in Jase’s mind. He was pissed those jerks, and every other man out there, had gotten to see her in that incredible bikini she was covering up in his presence.  
 “What happened? Did you see Nadine? Is she there?” 
 “Who the fuck is that?” he demanded. A part of him wanted to beat his chest, pull her hard against him, and fuck her mouth with his tongue, claiming her for all to see. Unfortunately, his green-eyed, inner monster took over.  
 Brie came to an abrupt halt in front of him, her eyes narrowing in confusion. “What?” 
 Gesturing toward where blondie was now watching them, he barked, “Him . . . who the fuck is he? You’re sitting here getting drunk and hit on while I’m out trying to find your sister?” 
 “What? No! We were just talking, Jase. Angie thought it was a good idea to come down here and take our minds off everything instead of pacing back and forth in the room waiting for you.” She brushed it off as if it were nothing, and changed the subject back to her original questions. “Did you see Nadine?” 
 “No, but don’t worry. We’ll find her. In the meantime, you can take that off and go on back to modeling for your new boyfriend,” he finished with a scowl before turning around, intent on going back to their room—alone. 
 Brie grabbed his arm and stopped him. “Are you kidding me? What the hell is wrong with you?” she hissed, clearly trying to keep her voice low. “We were just talking. And when the hell did you start getting all jealous about me talking to someone?” 
 “Jealous? You think I’m jealous?” Yeah, he was, but she didn’t need to know that. “Get real, Brie. We both know we’ve been fucking like rabbits these past few months to scratch an itch. If you’re ready to move on, go right ahead, sweetheart—I’m not going to stop you—I just would’ve preferred a little warning. There’s plenty of fish out in the sea, and even though you were a great lay, I’m sure I won’t have any problem replacing you.” The hurt that filled her eyes almost gutted him. They’d been moronic, spiteful words . . . flat out lies, in fact. But he was too angry to take them back. If she was done with him, so be it. Maybe blondie, who was now stalking over, would be able to give her what Jase couldn’t. Fuck.

 “Brie, is there a problem?” The guy was about an inch taller than him and muscular, but Jase knew he wouldn’t have any problem taking him down if the opportunity presented itself.  

Please give me a reason to kick your ass. Please, do it.

 “No, there isn’t, asshole,” Jase said with a growl before Brie could answer. “She’s all yours.” 
 The loud gasp he heard wasn’t from her, but from Angie who’d approached with Ian. The shock and disappointment he saw in her eyes was almost as bad as the hurt in Brie’s. Ian, on the other hand was just shaking his head and rolling his eyes as if he couldn’t believe how stupid Jase was being. Yeah, well fuck them all.  
 He stormed back into the lobby and bypassed the elevators. He didn’t have the patience to wait, instead, taking the stairs two at a time. Once he’d showered, he’d figure out how to get Nadine back, and then he’d walk out of Brie’s life, just like he’d walked out of Angie’s. But for some reason, it hurt worse this time. His heart was already shredding, and he couldn’t help but feel he’d just made the biggest mistake of his life, and that was saying a lot, since there had been far too many of them to count. 
 



 CHAPTER 14



H er feet felt like they were encased in cement, Brie could only gape at Jase’s retreating back. She had no idea what had gotten into him, but whatever it was it had just torn her heart to pieces. She barely heard the conversation going on behind her as she tried to pull herself together before she burst out crying in front of a bunch of strangers. As it was, her eyes were watering, threatening to spill over at any moment. 
 “Kid, I know you want to beat the living shit out of him right now,” Ian was saying to Greg. “But I’d advise against it. The problem is he’s head over heels in love with her and hasn’t figured it out for himself yet. Believe me, I know. Been there, done that, got the T-shirt.” 
 Angie snorted. “Oh, yeah, he definitely has the T-shirt. Matter of fact, he still wears it every once in a while, when he forgets what an ass he’s been in the past.” 
 The only words that penetrated Brie’s mind were “head over heels in love with her,” and she couldn’t open up her mouth to disagree with the man. There was no way Jase was in love with her. He’d told her flat out that was never going to happen before they’d first slept together—with her or any other woman. And Brie had been happy to hear that because between Daddy-O’s, her sister, and a small social life with longtime friends, she didn’t have time to devote to a full-blown relationship. However, somewhere along the line her feelings had changed, and now she was madly in love . . . with a man who would never give her his heart. 
 As Greg and Ian continued to chat, Angie stepped toward Brie and put a comforting arm around her shoulders. “I’m sorry, Brie, but don’t give up on him yet just because he picked today to be a fucking twatwaffle, as my husband likes to say. I can’t vouch for the past two years, but since we were fourteen, I’ve never seen him act so jealous over a woman, and that tells me you’re something special to him. 
 “Men are stupid animals, who have a harder time controlling their emotions than women do. They have no idea what to do with them except act like an ass. That’s why God made women strong enough to bear children, because the men would never be able to deal with it.” She grinned. “Can you imagine all that testosterone PMSing every month? They might be able to handle drug dealers, criminals, and terrorists, but make them shoot a watermelon out their dicks, and I guarantee they’d be crying their eyes out.”  
 Brie couldn’t stop the chuckle that spilled forth at that image, as Angie squeezed her shoulder. “Just don’t give up on him, but don’t let him walk all over you like that either. One of the biggest rules of the lifestyle is to be open and honest with each other. But every couple struggles at times. Ian lied to me about Jase, but I honestly believed him when he said it was because he was protecting me from the alternative. Just don’t tell him that. Yes, I was mad, but as each hour passes, my love for him is taking its rightful place in my heart again. Give Jase a little time to cool off, then negotiate a scene with him. One that requires you both to talk about what you’re feeling. Trust me, it’ll work.” 
 Brie finally found her voice again, and turned to meet Angie’s gaze. “N-Negotiate? We never did that before. Not really. I mean, we went through a list of hard and soft limits, but we never really went much further than that. I did read up on a lot of it after he told me he was into the lifestyle, but we always kept things simple. Last night at the club was the first time things had ever gotten that . . . intense.” 
 “Did you enjoy it?” 
 A blush stole across her face as she made sure no one, including Ian and Greg, could hear their conversation. “Yeah, I did. I don’t know why, but that was . . . God, I don’t even know how to describe it.” 
 “Good,” her new friend said with a wink. “Now, hold that thought. You, Amy, and I are going to grab Jordyn for some drinks, munchies, and girl talk in my suite. Jordyn and I will tell you all about the finer points of negotiating with a Dom . . . especially a jealous one. Then Jase isn’t going to know what hit him.” 
 For the first time since she’d spotted Jase glaring at her from across the pool, Brie smiled and stood taller. “If he’s lucky, it won’t be my fist.” 
 “Atta-girl. I’m liking you more every minute. He needs a kick-ass woman.” 
 “But first I want to know if they found out anything.” 
 Brie began to turn to ask Ian if there was any news on Nadine, but Angie stopped her and whispered, “Not here. Remember? Mixed company?” 
 Ah. Right. Angie had warned her earlier not to discuss the real reason she was in St. Lucia with anyone not approved by Jase or Ian. The other woman had filled her in about her husband’s security company that employed retired members of the military and law enforcement. Brie got the impression there was a lot more to the business than just installing home alarms and bodyguard work. 
 “Hey, Angie. Sorry we’re barging in on your vacation.” 
 Brie stared at the man who’d spoken as he approached from the lobby doors. Actually, she was staring at the other two men with him, as well. Holy hell! Talk about yummy, alpha males dripping in testosterone. All around them, women, young and old, were eyeing the trio who looked like they’d just walked out of a Magic Mike movie. Yet if anyone thought to look closer, they’d see something else—the same thing Brie had noticed in Jase, Ian, and Carter’s eyes—that they’d do anything and everything to save the world. They may not have crew cuts like those currently in the military, but these men had an aura about them that told Brie that if a terrorist jumped out from behind a bush right now, he’d be dead before he knew happened. And these men wouldn’t have broken a sweat either. 
 The youngest-looking one, who’d greeted Angie before kissing her on the cheek, had to be Ian’s brother because he had the same ebony hair and blue eyes topping off his fine physique. Brie estimated he was in his mid-to-late twenties and just over six feet in height. 
 “That’s all right, Nick. But you better believe I’m getting another one out of this. An uninterrupted one.” 
 The tallest man, who was around Brie’s age, stood about six foot six. His lean muscles had a fluid grace about them as he moved, and his green eyes were almost cat-like as the Caribbean sun glistened off of them. “Hey, Ang. If you’re still kicking asses, I’m throwing Polo in front of me.” 
 The other woman smirked. “Just sleep with one eye open from now on, Jake. Same goes for you, Marco. I’m still pissed at you all.” 
 Grinning, the third man stepped forward. He also had dark hair, but not as pitch black as Ian’s and his brother’s. He was shorter than Jake and taller than Nick by an inch or two, but his sculpted arms and torso, under his navy T-shirt, was just as solid as the other men’s. “As long as you wait until we’re home to extract your revenge so I can throw Egghead under the bus first.” 
 Angie rolled her eyes. “Don’t worry, Brody and Boomer are at the top of that list. They still have other stuff they never got an ass-kicking for.” She gestured to each of the men. “Brie, this is Marco DeAngelis, aka ‘Polo,’ Jake ‘Reverend’ Donovan, and his fiancé and my brother-in-law, Nick Sawyer, otherwise known as Junior. Guys, this is Brie Hanson.” 
 The three men greeted her warmly and shook her hand as Ian joined the group. Angie had already filled Brie and Amy in about the men coming from Florida to help them. But Brie couldn’t help but think about all the women around the pool, currently staring and drooling in their direction, who’d be disappointed to find out two of the hunks were gay and the other was very happily married.  
 Brie glanced over her shoulder to see Greg shrug his shoulders at her in an “oh, well” fashion before giving her a wink and then strolling back to where his friends were saying goodbye to Amy. The younger woman was pulling on her cover-up as she approached Brie and the others. Although Greg, Scott, and Brandon had taken their minds off Nadine for a short while, it was clear the worry was back in Amy’s eyes as reality hit home once more. Brie knew just how she felt. There was a rock sitting in her stomach, and she just hoped everyone helping to find her sister was as good as she thought they were. 
 As Amy joined them, introductions were done again. Then taking charge once more, Ian swept his hand in the direction of the doors leading into the back of the lobby. “Let’s head on upstairs and start breaking things down. It’s time to get this party started.” 


 Standing in the shower, Jase let the water beat down on his shoulders. His hands were flat against the tiled wall, and his head hung down between his arms. He was an ass. A flat-out jackass. What the hell had he just done? Stupid question. He knew exactly what he’d done. He’d let his jealousy and anger rule his mouth causing him to fuck up the best thing that had ever happened to him. But the vision of Brie in that sexy-as-hell bikini, with all the men in the pool area drooling over her, had his blood boiling again. After what they’d experienced last night in the club, he’d thought she was his. Hell, he’d claimed her in front of a roomful of strangers and the very next day she was sitting there flirting with a blond douchebag.  

She’s mine, damn it. “Well, she would be if you hadn’t just fucked everything up, jackass.” And, yes, he was talking aloud to himself, and what was even worse was he was starting to sound like Ian. At least he wasn’t calling himself a twatwaffle. 
 He had to fix what he’d just broken. He just hoped like hell it wasn’t beyond repair. But first things first, they had to get Nadine back. If they failed to do that, Jase didn’t think Brie would ever recover from the loss. In fact, she might hate him more than she did at this very moment.  
 Grabbing the soap, he cleaned off the last of the dirt and sweat from crawling around in the tropical woods surrounding the target property, and then rinsed off. Turning off the water, he stepped out and dried himself with one of the fluffy, white towels provided. He hadn’t expected Brie to come back to the room after the way he’d left her, but his heart still sank when he opened the bathroom door and didn’t see her sitting there, waiting to rip him a new one. Just in case, he opened the doors separating their room from Amy’s, but there was no one there either.  
 Maybe Brie was still downstairs by the pool. Of course, that thought had his jealousy rising to the surface again, but he squashed it as fast as he could. Brie had never given him a reason not to trust her. When they’d first started playing and sleeping together, they’d agreed neither would see anyone else. If one of them wanted to, then they’d end their friends-with-benefits relationship and go back to being just friends. But Jase knew now that there was no going back. “Just friends” wasn’t going to cut it with him. If he couldn’t win her back, then he was going to have to walk away completely, because there was no way he was going to be able to watch her hook up with some asshole who wouldn’t deserve her . . . who wouldn’t know how to stoke her submission and give her what she needed. 
 Jase quickly threw on a pair of khaki shorts and a T-shirt. They were meeting in Carter’s suite, but first he wanted to run down to the pool and see if Brie was still there. Somewhere along the line, he’d fallen in love with her. He knew now that what he’d felt for Angie all those years wasn’t true love. Yes, he loved her, but he’d never been in love with her. If he had been, he never would have given her up to Ian so easily. He would have stayed and fought for her. She could’ve disappeared with him. He understood that now. He’d loved her enough to let her go, but with Brie . . . damn it, he didn’t want to let her go. He needed her like the air he breathed. He’d always made sure he’d stayed away for a day or two after they’d scened or spent the night together. Looking back, he’d tried to convince himself that it was so Brie wouldn’t get too attached to him, but that hadn’t been the real reason. He’d been afraid to get too attached to her. Despite his efforts, it hadn’t worked. He’d fallen for her—hook, line, and sinker—in a way he’d never imagined he could.  
 Taking the stairs down to the lobby again, he stepped out onto the lanai, his eyes searching for the sexy, tanned blonde in that incredible bikini. Brie wasn’t anywhere he could see, but at least those three assholes she’d been hanging out with earlier were now hitting on another group of women. A quick check of the lobby, restaurant, and bar was also a crap out. Hopefully, Brie was with Angie and Amy. Maybe they were all in Carter’s suite. Back in the lobby, one of the elevators opened up and he hopped on, riding it up to the fourth floor. Moments later, he was knocking on the door to Carter and Jordyn’s suite. 
 When Carter opened the door to the suite, Jase strode in. “So, what do we—” 
 His words were cut off as a fist impacted his mouth and jaw, pain blooming hard and fast as he ended up on his ass. Ian stood over him, his eyes flashing with rage. “Get up, twatwaffle, so I can hit you again.” 
 Rolling onto his side, Jase brought a hand to his chin and wiped away the blood flowing from his split lip. He ran his tongue over his teeth to make sure they were still all there. “What the fuck, Ian?” he growled as his anger began to rise to the surface again. “Thought you weren’t going to try to kick my ass until after this was over.” 
 “Try nothing. I’m definitely kicking your ass.” The man’s hands were clenched, the muscles in his forearms bulging. “And this has nothing to do with Angie—you’ll still get an ass kicking for that later. This is about you fucking up as a Dom. Did you not learn a damn thing during your training? 
 “What half-assed clubs did you take him to, Carter?” 
 The spy was leaning against the hotel room door, his arms and ankles crossed as he stared down at Jase with a mixture of amusement and disappointment in his gaze. “You can take a Dom to a club, but you can’t tie him up and flog sense into him . . . it’s frowned upon.” 
 Jase rolled to his feet, keeping distance between him and Ian. As much as he’d love to go punch-for-punch with the bastard, now wasn’t the time. Jake, Marco, and a third man, who had to be Ian’s brother Nick were relaxing in the suite’s living area, and the latter was sitting on the couch, grinning. “I know, technically, I’m not supposed to be here when you’re having a Dom powwow, but can I make some popcorn and watch? This looks like it’s going to be fun.” 
 “Shut up, Nick,” everyone but Jase barked. 
 “Shutting up.” 
 Ian pointed an angry finger at Jase. “What the hell was that downstairs? Brie’s your submissive. You just treated her like a piece of trash, and I highly doubt that was part of your contract with her.” 
 “We don’t have a contract.” 
 “What?” The man’s eyes narrowed. “You didn’t negotiate with her? You didn’t set parameters before you started fucking her?” 
 This time it was Jase’s turn to clench his fists. His voice became low and menacing. “Watch it, Sawyer.” 
 “Watch what, twatwaffle? Watch you make a mockery of the lifestyle? Watch you walk all over that woman and throw her away because you’re fucking jealous? You were a royal asshole down there, and trust me, I know royal when I see it. Your contract may not have been written and signed, but it’s damn clear to me you negotiated the terms of your relationship with her, and that means you have a contract, verbal as it may be. So, either man the fuck up and be her Dom—the one who’s supposed to treat her like she’s the most precious thing on this Earth—or walk away. Personally, I think you should man the fuck up—Brie’s a keeper. Protect her, respect her, and claim her, because you’re in love with her as much as she’s in love with you—anyone with a fucking brain can see that. And Nick, if you say one word, you’re next in line for an ass-kicking.” 
 Jase’s gaze flitted to the youngest man in the room, who, sure enough, had opened his mouth, probably to say something to the effect that his older brother didn’t have a brain. Ian hadn’t even needed to turn around to see him to know there was a snark coming. Wisely, Nick snapped his mouth shut again, while Marco and Jake chuckled. 
 Knowing everything Ian had said—well, mostly everything—was true, Jase took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Okay. I agree. I fucked up and was an asshole—” 
 “No! No!” Ian shouted. “Damn it! You’re not supposed to agree with me so fast. Shit. I only got one punch in. Disagree with me, twatwaffle, so I can put you back on your ass again.” 
 Rolling his eyes, Jase ignored him and continued. “But you’re wrong about her being in love with me.” He didn’t deny being in love with her, although he wasn’t going to hand over his man-card by admitting it either. “She made it very clear in the beginning she didn’t want anything more than friends with benefits.” 
 “Did she?” Carter asked, pushing off the door and striding over to sit in one of the recliners. “Or did she just agree to it when you said that was all you wanted?” 
 Thinking back, Jase recalled the conversation they’d had a few months ago after she’d closed Daddy-O’s for the night, and they were the only two left sitting in the bar. They’d been dancing around each other for a number of weeks. That night, though, Brie had broken through the walls he’d erected between them, thinking she wouldn’t be able to submit to him. Although he’d only been in the lifestyle about a year at that time, and never fully immersed, he’d come to crave certain elements of BDSM and didn’t think she would be willing to dabble in it with him. He’d been wrong. 
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Fourteen weeks ago . . . 

S liding onto the barstool next to him, Brie gave Jase a saucy grin. “So . . . when are you going to kiss me and rock my world, stud?” she asked with a nonchalant air as if she were talking about the weather. 
 He choked on the swig of beer he’d just taken, spraying the bar she’d just cleaned. He then spent a good thirty seconds hacking and coughing, trying to get air back into his lungs. The whole time she’d sat there, pleased she’d caught him off guard. Wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, he reached across the bar with his other and grabbed the damp rag she’d been using earlier. When she couldn’t hold in her laughter any longer, he glared at her. “You planned that, didn’t you?” 
 “My timing’s always been spot on.” 
 “Really, now?” Damn, she was adorable. He wanted to kiss that smirk off her face so badly but, first, he had to tell her the way things were going to be. If she still wanted her world rocked after that, he’d be more than happy to oblige. He’d been craving her ever since he’d met her but for numerous reasons he hadn’t really hit on her past innocent flirting. Brie was the type of woman who deserved more than he could give her. But if she agreed to his terms, they could both have some fun while she was waiting on Mister Right. 
 “I’m all for rocking your world, Brie, but that’s all I can offer you. I don’t do long-term. If you’re looking for a friends-with-benefits thing, then I’m your man. But if you’re looking for a diamond ring, a white wedding gown, a bunch of rug rats, and forever, then I’m sorry, but that’s not for me.” 
 She paused to take a drink from her glass of wine. “Well, then, we’re good, because I don’t need all that. I’ve got far too much going on with running Daddy-O’s to deal with making a long-term relationship work. Friends with benefits is fine with me.” 

Thank God. Standing, he pushed his stool away from the bar, then spun hers so she was facing him. Grasping her around the waist, he picked her up and plopped her down on a dry portion of the bar as a squeal pierced the air. “Jase! What are you doing?” 
 He pulled her knees apart and stepped between them, savoring how she immediately relaxed them against his hips. “What am I doing? I’m about to tell you a few things about me that you don’t already know. After that, if you don’t throw me out the door, I’m going to rock your world, just like you asked.” 
 “Oh, really?” 
 “Yes, really.” He couldn’t resist placing his hands on her thighs, spreading his fingers wide to give himself access to as much of her body as possible at one time. His gaze followed as his hands moved from her knee to her hips and back again. A gasp escaped her when his thumbs got awfully close to her denim covered crotch before reversing direction. He could feel the heat of her flesh through her jeans. If she was already this hot, he’d probably combust when they were skin to skin. Lifting his gaze, he looked her in the eye—he needed to see her immediate reaction. “Do you know what a Dom and submissive are, Brie?” 
 A flash of confusion was replaced by shock and then embarrassment on her pretty face as he waited for an answer. “Um . . . like . . . um . . . kinky stuff?” 
 “You tell me. What do you think?” His hands hadn’t stilled, but now he added a little squeeze each time they reached her hips. 
 “I think I better get down and let you leave.” 
 Uh-uh. That wasn’t happening—not yet. If she completely understood the world of BDSM—of dominance and submission—and didn’t want any part of it, then he’d respect her decision and walk out the door. But first, they were going to have a chat about what she thought the lifestyle was about and what it meant to him. He knew from personal experience how much the lifestyle was misinterpreted by those not in it.  
 He dug his thumbs into her inner thighs a scant inch below her pussy. She might be verbally saying no at the moment, but all the signs of her being turned on were there. Her pupils dilated, her breathing and pulse accelerated, her hips squirmed ever so slightly, and, unless he was mistaken, her body was already making itself ready for him. The faint aroma of feminine sex tickled his nose, and he ached to bend over, put his face in her crotch, and inhale deeply.  
 “Answer my question, Brie. What do you think a Dom and submissive are?” 
 “Look, I’m not into being smacked around and whimpering at your feet.” 
 His hands stilled. “Good, me either. That’s abuse and not what BDSM is about, babe—far from it. When I was first introduced to the lifestyle I had all the same misconceptions you probably have floating around in that pretty head of yours. I didn’t think it was for me at all, but a friend asked me to give it a chance. He thought I could benefit from it and he was right. While I’m not into some of the heavier and darker kinks, there are aspects of the lifestyle that I find appealing. If I swear on my mother’s and sister’s graves I won’t hurt you in any way—in fact . . .” He removed his hands from her legs and took three steps backward. “I won’t even touch you. Not until you ask me to again. Will you let me show you what kind of play I enjoy and what a sexual relationship with me will entail?” 
 Her eyes narrowed. “I—I don’t understand. How—” 
 “I’ll show you, but first I need to know you agree to follow my commands. I need you to tell me and show me that you trust me.” Pulling a chair out from under one of the tables, he spun it around and straddled the seat. “I’m going to sit right here and, without touching you, I’m going to get you off. Do you trust me?” 
 Brie’s mouth dropped open as she stared at him. Jase fought the urge to chuckle and smirk because that wouldn’t get the response he wanted. In fact, she just might throw him out the door if he did either of those things. Instead, he let his gaze roam her body, letting her feel the heat in his silent appraisal. Her black, V-necked T-shirt gave him an enticing view of her cleavage—one he’d been enjoying all night. Her snug jeans molded to her curves, and every time she’d bent over earlier while bartending his gaze had been pinned to her luscious derriere. He’d been practically drooling. Unfortunately, so had every other horny bastard in the place tonight. None of them mattered anymore, though, because Jase was the only one here now, and if he had his way, he’d be seeing a lot more of her body very soon. That is if she gave him the go-ahead.  
 “I’m waiting, Brie. I’m a very patient man, but I asked you a question and deserve an answer. This is the last time I’ll ask. I’m not forcing you to do anything you don’t want to. If this is something you don’t want to explore with me, then we’ll continue to be platonic friends.” His gaze met hers again, and he lowered his voice to a seductive timber. “Do you trust me?” 
 Her gaze dropped to the floor, and that sign of submissiveness thrilled him. Slowly her head dipped down, once, then twice. Jase sighed. “Rule number one, sweetheart, verbalize your answers to my questions. A simple nod of your pretty head can be misinterpreted in so many ways. I need to hear you say the words.” 
 Licking her lips, she hesitated a moment before saying, “Yes, I trust you. But I’m also nervous and confused.” 
 “Nervousness is fine, in fact, it helps build up the anticipation of what comes next, making it that much better. Look at me, Brie.” When she did, he asked, “But what are you confused about?” 
 “This . . . everything. I’ve never been with someone who wanted to sit across the room from me and order me to do things . . . sexual things. I mean, are you not interested in actually having sex with me?” 
 “Ha! Oh, sweetheart, you have no idea how interested I am, but I want something beyond sex even more. I want your trust . . . your submission. I want to watch you do my bidding until you explode from an orgasm unlike any you’ve ever felt before. I want to know my words and commands give you pleasure beyond your wildest dreams. I want to see how beautiful you are when you cum so I can imagine what it will feel like when I finally get my cock into your hot pussy and you shatter around me. I want to watch your skin flush, your eyelids grow heavy, and every inch of you quiver as you take your pleasure. I want to hear you scream my name as you tumble into total ecstasy and then beg me to fill you and take you even higher. I want you to experience something you’ve never felt before.” 
 With every word he uttered, her eyes became wider. A warm blush spread across her cheeks and the skin exposed by her V-necked shirt. Her hips squirmed and he knew she was wet and wanting, and her clit throbbed with need. She swallowed hard and moistened her suddenly dry lips, sucking the bottom one in between her teeth. When she finally answered him, her voice was husky and seductive. “Well . . . um . . . since you put it that way, I guess that answers my question.” 
 “It does. If anything I say or do makes you uncomfortable, just say the word red and we’ll stop immediately. You can tell me what doesn’t feel right, and I’ll see what I can do to make it better, okay? If it still doesn’t feel right, then we’ll move on to something else.” 
 “Red . . . yeah, okay. I’m good with that.” 
 While he wanted her to call him “Sir,” he felt it was better off starting simple. If all went well, there’d be plenty of time to add new rules to the mix. “Good. Then let’s start with you slowly taking your shirt off . . . let me see that black, lacy bra I’ve been getting peeks at all night.” 
 There was a moment’s hesitation as she glanced at the front door to make sure it was locked. He knew it was since he’d done it himself after locking the back sliding doors and drawing the blinds. No one would be walking in on them. Jase’s cock twitched as Brie’s fingers grasped the hem of her shirt, and, as instructed, she dragged it up her torso ever so slowly. She probably didn’t realize she was a submissive, but he’d learned to recognize the traits of one, and Brie fit almost all of them. While she didn’t let anyone walk all over her, she wanted to please people and, boy, was she pleasing him now. 
 The tanned skin of her abdomen teased him as it was revealed inch by inch. It made his mouth water, but he stayed perfectly still, his eyes being the only part of his body moving. Yeah, well, that wasn’t entirely true since his dick was making things a bit uncomfortable in his jeans. Jase shifted to give it more room as Brie’s lace covered breasts came into view. They were fucking gorgeous. Probably a D-cup, enough to fill his hands completely, just as he liked them. His fingers itched to touch them.  
 Her face disappeared for a brief moment as she pulled the shirt over her head then dropped it on the bar. “What next?” 
 Jase’s eyes narrowed. “Rule number one, sweetheart, is you’re not to speak unless I ask you a question. When I’m ready to tell you what to do next, I will. Until then, you wait in silence. Anticipation will heighten everything you’re going to feel.” 
 Her response proved he was correct about her being a submissive. She didn’t question him or scowl, instead she bit her bottom lip, her gaze dropped to the floor in front of him, and she didn’t say another word. Jase waited for a count of twenty, then said, “Pull the cups of your bra down under your breasts and leave them there.”  
 When she did as she was told, he had to force himself to stay seated. Her dusky nipples were large and ripe, and he couldn’t wait until she offered them for him to suck and lick. But waiting was exactly what he had to do. “Play with your nipples, baby. Pluck them and roll them between your fingers. Close your eyes and imagine they’re my fingers. Good girl. Just like that.” He paused, letting a few seconds pass. “Now open your eyes and look at me while you tug on those gorgeous peaks.” 
 His gaze lifted to hers so she could see in his eyes how much she pleased him, how she had the power to drive him crazy just by following his orders. No amount of shifting could give him the relief he needed, so Jase reached down and adjusted himself, showing her exactly what she was doing to him. The corners of her mouth ticked upward, and a devilish glint flashed in her eyes. Well, the devil in him was about to turn up the heat for her. “Stop. Kick off your sandals and remove your jeans but leave your panties on.” 
 Her sandals dropped to the floor as Brie’s hands crept down her ribcage and abdomen to the snap and zipper on her pants. Jase’s gaze was focused on her hands and what they were doing. In the silence permeating the room, a “click” resounded as each tooth was slowly separated from its zipper-mate. Brie rocked from side to side, pushing the denim off her hips until she could slide them down her thighs and calves. The garment joined her sandals on the floor and was no longer what held Jase’s interest. No, the silky skin now exposed to him had his full attention. His heated gaze started at the tips of her pink-painted toes and slowly trailed up her feet to her ankles then calves, which were toned from all the running around the woman did for her business. He also knew she walked the beach a lot when she wanted to clear her mind or just take a break.  
 When his gaze reached her knees, Jase commanded, “Spread your legs for me, baby, as wide as you can comfortably go.” As if he’d said the magic words “open sesame” her thighs separated revealing her black, lacy thong. And he knew it was a thong without even seeing her ass. The woman never had panty lines unless she was completely bending over while wearing tight jeans or shorts. It was then Jase could just make out the ridge of a thong at the top of the ass crack. 
 “With your hand on top of your panties, run your fingers over your clit and pussy lips exactly how you’d want my fingers to be doing it. Close your eyes and imagine me touching you. Pleasing you. Tell me how wet my fingers are getting. Tell me what my fingers are doing to you . . . how they’re making you feel.” 
 Her eyes fluttered shut as her fingers rubbed her sex, and Brie moaned. “Mmm. So wet. I’m dripping, and your fingers are soaked. They’re making my body tingle . . . speeding up my heart rate. My head is spinning . . . I feel like I’m floating.” 
 Jase stood and spun the chair around so he could sit and stretch his legs out. “Watch me, Brie. See what you’re doing to me.” When her eyes opened again, his hand covered his denim covered hard-on and squeezed. Brie licked her lips as she stared at his hand, and Jase groaned. “This is how much I want you, baby. I’m ready to explode. You’re way over there, yet it’s not my hand I feel wrapped around me—in my mind, it’s yours. Move that scrap of lace to the side. Let me see how wet you are.” 
 When she exposed her plump labia, he groaned again. She was waxed bare and the sight almost had him cumming in his jeans. He needed skin on skin. Undoing the snap and zipper at his crotch, he pushed his jeans and boxers down and released his aching cock. His hand closed around the hard flesh, and he slowly pumped it up and down. “Slide two fingers in that sweet pussy, baby. In and out. Use your other hand to rub your clit. Remember it’s me touching you, filling you. Add a third finger when you can. You’re so tight around my cock. Hot and wet, burning me alive.” 
 Jase’s voice got thicker with every second that passed. Brie was the hottest submissive he’d played with since getting into the lifestyle. Hell, she was the hottest woman he’d ever been intimate with. He was looking forward to teaching her more about the lifestyle—what he got out of it and what he wanted her to experience with him. He had no doubt she’d want to explore further after tonight based on her expression, her body language, and the way she easily followed his commands. If they were going to have more than just this one night, which he was certain they would, he would have to educate her. Then they would negotiate the terms of their relationship and complete a limit list of the types of play she was interested in and those that were complete turnoffs for her. 
 He watched as she pleasured herself under his command. It was better than any porn he’d ever seen, not that he watched a lot of it. She was a natural submissive, but she also knew what she wanted. Jase catalogued each way she touched herself, the speed of her fingers, the amount of pressure she used, everything, so he’d know exactly how she liked it for when his fingers took over the next time. Once he mastered that, he’d show her things she’d probably never experienced before in her life, things that would have her begging for release.  
 Brie’s moaning told him she was getting close, and he thanked his lucky stars because he wasn’t far behind. “Faster, baby. I’m fucking you harder and faster. You’re about to explode around my cock. Get ready to fly with me. I’m licking those pretty nipples—can you feel it? My fingers are digging into the flesh at your hips. I want you to cum for me, Brie. Cum now!” 
 “Ahhhhhh! Oh, my God! Oh Jase!” Her body shook with the force of her orgasm. Her hips bucking hard caused her to remove the hand at her clit to grab the edge of the bar to keep from falling off. 
 Brie coming apart at his order and shouting his name was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen, and he followed her as his own climax shot through him.  
 Moments later, after they stopped panting for air, they stared at each other. The corners of Jase’s mouth ticked upward as he took in her flushed face and the satisfied look in her eyes. It made him feel ten feet tall. “So, baby . . . are you willing to explore a little more of my world with me?” 
 



 CHAPTER 16




Present . . . 

B rie paced back and forth in the living room of the house Ian’s team was renting, giving Jase the silent treatment. She was still pissed at him. He’d tried several times to apologize and take her out on the lanai to talk, but her response to him had been the same each time. “Not now.”  
 While Angie and Jordyn had given her a game plan, she was too scared to initiate it. Not of Jase, but of him walking out of her life for good. She was afraid if she confessed she was in love with him, he would end their relationship. The other two women had assured her they didn’t think that would happen—they swore Jase was in love with her—but she wasn’t one hundred percent convinced. He’d been right about one thing earlier, though, she needed to concentrate on finding Nadine and not making new friends. However, she found it hard not to—Angie was one of the sweetest women she’d ever met. And Jordyn was a bad-ass, in a good way. Brie had no doubts the petite woman could castrate Jase with one swipe of a switchblade, just as she’d offered to do. 
 While Angie and Amy sat in the living area, chatting, Jase rejoined Carter, Jordyn, Marco, and Ian in the dining room where they had a bunch of laptops, papers, maps, and weapons. They’d moved almost everything from Carter and Jordyn’s suite to the house where they didn’t have to worry about maid service or anyone else entering when they weren’t there. They were waiting for the two team members Brie hadn’t met yet—Kip Morrison and Logan Reese, Skipper and Cowboy, respectively. Jake and Nick had left a little while ago to take over the stakeout, after Reese had called Ian to let him know he had new, important intel to go over with everyone. Apparently, he’d heard things with a secret spy microphone or something. Brie was praying it was good news. 
 Out the living room window, Brie saw an SUV pull into the driveway. Moments later, two drool-worthy men, dressed in military camos, climbed out and headed for the front door. What the hell? Are being over six feet tall, sculpted to perfection, and drop-dead gorgeous requirements to work for Sawyer, or what?

 Ian stepped into the living room and introduced everyone. “Brie and Amy, this is Cowboy and Skipper.” 
 The two men nodded and said hello as Brie shook their hands. “Thank you so much for coming to help us find my sister. It means more than you could possibly know.” 
 She was surprised, and found it endearing, that both men’s cheeks reddened, and they seemed embarrassed by her gratitude. Angie smiled from where she sat. “Most of the missions Ian’s employees have been on during their time in the military are classified, so they’re not used to being thanked for doing their jobs.” 
 Skipper chuckled. “Or in my case, being on LAPD’s SWAT. I didn’t get thanked too often there either.” 
 “Well, I sure as hell ain’t going to start thanking you,” Ian added with a smirk. “That’s what I pay you for. Now get your asses in here and give us the lowdown.” 
 Angie and Amy stood and followed everyone else into the dining room where they gathered around the table. Skipper pulled a small recorder from his pocket and handed it to Ian. “You can listen to it with headphones if you want to see if I missed anything. Due to the distance from where I was to the house, it’s faint and scratchy, but what I did manage to get is confirmation there are several women being held there.” Brie gasped and the man looked directly at her. “I’m sorry, I don’t know if your sister is one of them. I didn’t hear any names or descriptions mentioned.” His gaze flickered to his boss. “What I did find out, though, is they’re expecting a boatful of girls tomorrow and, from the sound of it, they’ll add the ones being held at the house to the ones already onboard. Not sure where they’re planning on going from there. Reverend’s going to try and work his way around the perimeter and see if he can listen in on some more conversations.” 
 “So, you need to rescue Nadine and the others tonight before the boat shows up, right?” Brie asked as she glanced from one man to the next. 
 Ian sighed heavily, as if he didn’t want to say what was on his mind. He stared at her with regret and compassion. “Brie, if we stage a rescue tonight, the women already on the boat will be lost. The way these assholes work, they’ll have some sort of signal right before they come ashore. If they don’t get the correct response to that signal, they’ll take off with those women, who will probably end up being sold as sex slaves in some shit part of the world where the only way to escape being repeatedly raped, beaten, and tortured like animals is to die.” 
 “Ian! You don’t have to be so crude about it,” his wife chastised. 
 “Yeah, I do, Angel. Brie has to understand what will happen if we take action tonight. I want to save Nadine as much as anyone in this room, but if we jump the gun, other women are going to be lost forever. They’re daughters, sisters, and girlfriends, and their families will never know what happened to them.” 
 Brie swallowed hard. As much as she wanted to yell at them that she didn’t care about anyone other than her sister, she knew it wasn’t true. She wouldn’t be able to live with herself if she left other young women to that horrible fate. She looked at Jase, who was watching her intently, understanding in his eyes. His lip was split and slightly swollen. Apparently, Ian had punched him for being an asshole to her earlier. Part of her was cheering because he deserved it, while the rest of her wanted to kiss it and make it better. Damn, she was messed up in the head over him. After a moment, she turned back to Ian. “Okay. You’re right. You have to rescue as many of them as you can. So, what happens now?” 
 “We need to get a boat in case something happens and we have to chase those assholes down. Then we have to come up with a plan of attack. I just wish we had more boots on the ground. It’ll be nine of us against God knows how many. My guess, based on the guards, the number of vehicles, and experience, we’re looking at twelve to fifteen on the property, at least, and three or four on the boat, depending how big it is. It’ll be a high-end cabin cruiser—they’ll need to be able to hide the women below deck, yet still have something with enough horsepower to elude authorities. We also don’t know if they’ll have help from anyone in authority. I don’t feel like spending the rest of my vacation in a Caribbean jail cell. Anyone have any nearby contacts who can get here by midnight?” 
 Jase pulled out his cell phone. “I can get us someone to man a boat . . . he probably knows where we can get one around here too.” At Ian’s raised eyebrow, he added, “Jacob’s like an uncle to Brie and Nadine. He served in the Royal Marines, has been navigating the Caribbean waters for a few decades, and said to call if we needed help. He can be here in two or three hours. Not enough time to bring his own boat, but I know he’s got friends on most of these islands.”  
 “Call him.” When Jase nodded and stepped into the living room to make the call, Ian eyed the other men. “Anyone else?” 
 “I can make a few calls,” Carter responded. “But I can’t guarantee they’ll be answered right away. You know our system—leave a message, and we’ll get back to you when we can.” 
 “Which is a shit system, if you ask me—and even if you don’t. All right, it’s . . .” he eyed his black dive watch, “. . . sixteen hundred hours. A six hour flight from Tampa. Let me see who else Dev can scramble and throw on a plane.” When Jase came back in the room and announced Jacob would be arriving in a few hours, Ian added, “Good. Get that checkbook out again. With our jet down here, I have to call Chase Dixon and get one of his to fly everyone in.” 
 Brie’s eyes narrowed. “Who’s that?” 
 “A friend who has a company similar to mine. We contract out some of his military personnel and equipment sometimes. Let me make a few calls, and then we’ll get this surprise party planned.” 
 As mostly everyone started to figure out the best way to rescue the women, Angie went into the kitchen to put on a fresh pot of coffee while Ian got on his cell phone. Jase stepped over to Brie and cupped her cheek. Even though she was still mad at him, she couldn’t help but cuddle into his touch instead of pulling away. She needed him right now—his comfort, his reassurance that Nadine would be okay, his . . . everything. Once they had her sister back, she could concentrate on where she and Jase would go from there. His gaze was apologetic. “I know you don’t want to hear how sorry I am right now, so I’ll just say that we’re going to get Nadine back. Once we do, then I’m going to spend all my time groveling at your feet until you forgive me. Okay?” 
 She only hesitated a moment before nodding. “Okay.” 


 After several hours of planning and phone calls, Jase drove back to the resort just after sunset with Brie, Angie, and Ian. Carter was following in his SUV with Jordyn and Amy. Since all available personnel were needed for the rescue mission, it was best the women, sans Jordyn, stayed at the hotel, surrounded by plenty of people. After moving personnel around, Devon Sawyer was sending Tristan “Duracell” McCabe, Cain “Shades” Foster, Doug “Bullseye” Henderson, and two of Chase Dixon’s men. They’d be landing around midnight and would meet the rest of the team at the rented house with some more “party favors” Ian had requested. The plan was to get everyone in position in the wooded areas encompassing the mansion before sunrise. They had no idea what time the boat would be arriving to pick up the women so they had to be ready to go at a moment’s notice.  
 Jacob had already arrived and met everyone before heading out to borrow a boat with the speed needed. Jase had told the older man he’d get him a room at the resort, but Jacob declined, stating he’d crash at a friend’s place for a few hours. It hadn’t taken a genius to figure out the “friend” was of the female persuasion. At least someone was getting laid tonight. 
 Glancing in the rearview mirror, Jase took in Brie’s face. He wished he could ease her worry. She’d relaxed a little more around him again and even let him hold her hand in support while they’d discussed the best course of action for the rescue. Being new to all of this, Brie and Amy had asked numerous questions, which everyone had patiently answered. In fact, with naive eyes, they’d pointed out a few things the others had taken for granted, and it made them take a second look at everything. That’s how special ops worked—everyone tossing around ideas, putting their two cents in, and coming up with a Plan A, B, C, and D. Everything after that would be while they were flying by the seats of their pants. It had been a long time since Jase had been part of a team like that. Back in the Marines, his squad worked together every day, but then when he’d been recruited by the DEA to go undercover, most of the time his backup and handler had been too far away to do him any good if his cover was blown. He’d lived off the grid for years before realizing he’d had enough, and then spent two years on a backup and response team in Atlanta before another undercover agent had been killed in the line of duty in New Orleans. Wanting to avenge his friend’s death, Jase had gone to his handler and asked for the case. Before he’d gone back under, he’d visited Angie for two days since he didn’t know when he’d get another chance. It was during those fateful forty-eight hours he’d hired Ian Sawyer and the rest of Trident Security to watch over her. 
 Pulling into a parking space, Jase turned off the engine and climbed out. Behind him, Brie opened her door before he could do it for her, but accepted his hand as he helped her out. “Here. Take the keys. I don’t want to leave you without a vehicle. We’ll take Ian’s later.”  
 The operatives in the group were going to hit the sack for a few hours to get some much needed sleep. They’d then head out before dawn to meet up with the rest of the team at the target site. Nick and Marco would be joining Jacob on the boat. The older man was also borrowing a few toys to take along—scuba gear, harpoon guns, and Sea-Doo Seascooters, which would help the men travel distances far more quickly underwater. 
 After making sure Amy was secure in her room, Jase followed Brie into theirs. Shutting the door behind him, he was surprised when she spun around, threw her arms around his waist, and buried her head in his chest. “Hold me, please,” she begged before a sob ripped from her. 
 Running his hands up and down her back, he let her cry it out. He wasn’t stupid—her tears weren’t from him being an asshole earlier, they were all about Nadine, and that was okay with him. Making her mad was one thing, but knowing he was the reason she was crying would have ripped his heart out. He’d make it up to her when he could, but for now, he’d do what he should have been doing all along—being her Dom, and not just going through the motions as if playing a game. 
 Jase bent his knees, put his arm behind her thighs, and picked her up, carrying her over to the bed. Placing her in the middle of the mattress, he then pulled off her sneakers, and set them on the floor, followed by his own. He climbed in next to her and pulled her onto his chest. As she continued to let it all out, he brushed his lips across her forehead, murmuring words of comfort. The words “I love you” were on the tip of his tongue, but he knew she wouldn’t accept them right now. When her tears and sobs slowed, he began to show her what he couldn’t say. Cupping her chin, he tilted her head until he had full access to her face. He kissed her swollen, red eyes and licked her salted cheeks all the way down to her ripe mouth. Sliding his lips across hers, he gently but commandingly encouraged her to open for him. Taking possession of her mouth, he rolled her onto her back and settled his hips between her thighs. Grasping her wrists, he pinned them above her head with one hand while the other traveled back down her body.  
 Brie writhed beneath him, spreading her legs wider and tilting her hips upward, grinding her clit against his bulging erection. He swallowed the moan that escaped her before kissing his way down her jaw and neck. Her arms tugged against his hold, and when she clued in he wasn’t going to release her, it seemed to turn her on even more. “Jase,” she gasped. “Too—Too many clothes.” 
 He murmured his agreement against her skin. Lifting his head, he nearly drowned in the desire and need raging in her eyes. “Hold onto the headboard, baby. If you move your hands, you’ll be punished.” 
 Her eyes grew wide at his authoritative tone. He watched as she did as ordered, but it wasn’t good enough for him. Something was missing. Something they both needed right now. “When I instruct you to do something, Brie, you’re to say ‘yes, Sir.’ Understood?” There would come a day when he would earn the right to be called her Master, but he had a lot to make up to her before that happened. 
 The pulse in her throat sped up as her breath hitched. Her pretty pink tongue peeked out to moisten her lips, her eyes never leaving his. “Yes, Sir. I understand.” 
 “That’s my girl.” He brushed a few strands of her hair behind her ear. “And that’s not just a term of endearment, baby. You. Are. Mine. It may have taken a jealous kick in the ass for me to realize it, but you can be damn sure I’m never going to forget it from here on out. And neither will you.”  
 He thrust his hips forward to punctuate his last statement and her eyelids fluttered shut as she moaned. Sitting up and straddling her thighs, Jase slowly dragged her shirt up her torso, reveling in every inch of skin as it was revealed. Mine.
All mine.  
 Forcing the shirt up onto her upper arms, he left it there, restraining her with it. His fingers found the front closure of her bra, he released her breasts, letting the lacy garment fall to her sides. Her nipples were already taut and peaked, and Jase couldn’t resist bending over to lick one and then the other. Brie’s eyelids lifted just enough so she could watch him as he suckled her breast. His hands slid down and made quick work of unzipping her pants. Desperate to know how wet she was, he shoved his hand under the waistband of her panties and moaned when he found her soaked for him. Kissing his way down her abdomen, he yanked her pants and underwear off as she lifted her hips to help him. Once he had her completely naked, he grasped the backs of her thighs and pushed them toward her chest, spreading her wide for him. Lowering his head, he inhaled her scent. Sweet ambrosia. Nectar of the gods. Using his fingers to expose her pink sex, he ran his tongue up the length of it, savoring the taste. Mine. All mine. 
 Brie’s hands clenched around the spindles of the headboard, and her hips bucked once before Jase pinned them down. She was at his mercy and he was going to take full advantage of it. He licked and nibbled on the tender, wet flesh before stiffening his tongue and spearing it inside her. Every muscle in her body tightened as he fucked her relentlessly with his tongue. “Jase! Oh, please!” 
 “Not yet, baby. When I’m ready to let you cum, I will, and not a second before. Close your eyes and feel.” 
 Dropping one hand, he replaced his tongue with his fingers, going deep, but not hard or fast enough for what she wanted. Sucking on her clit, Jase drew her juices from her pussy lower to her puckered hole. He’d never taken her there—no one had, according to her. But, damn it, if she was his, then he wanted every part of her. It wouldn’t be tonight, but with proper preparation, he’d claim that part of her too one day. For now, though, a little teasing was in order.  
 Her eyes flew open as Jase pressed the tip of his finger against her forbidden entrance, and he flashed a grin at her. “Not tonight, baby, but soon this will be mine too. Relax. I won’t hurt you.” He dipped his fingers back into her vagina, gathering up more cream, before returning to her ass. Her glutes and legs tightened, and he nipped her inner thigh, causing her to yelp, but it had the desired effect. “That’s it. Relax. You will let me in.”  
 To help ease her anxiety, he returned his attention to her clit and pussy. He attacked them with his mouth, tongue, and the fingers of his free hand, distracting her. Brie’s gasping, moaning, and squirming increased as he brought her higher and higher. It wasn’t long before she was teetering on the edge of the precipice, begging for release. He fucked her with his finger, tortured her little pearl, and managed to get the tip of his pinkie into her ass. The triple assault on her most sensitive parts was taking her out of her head to where she could only feel. Nothing else mattered in their bed. Nothing but taking care of the woman he loved. “Fly for me, baby!” 

Mine. 
   
 



 CHAPTER 17



F lipping through the TV channels, Amy sighed in boredom. Brie and Angie had asked her to tag along while they ran into town to get a few things from the grocery store, but she’d opted to stay at the resort. If they’d been going to see any of the hunky guys from Ian’s team, it may have spurred her into going, but since that wasn’t the case, there she sat on her bed—alone. At least, the hotel room was a hundred and one percent better than that dump she and Nadine had been living in. Their move to St. Lucia was supposed to have been a new adventure—fun and exciting—but it turned out to be so far in the other direction, Amy had started to regret it weeks ago. Now, with Nadine missing, Amy was ruing the day the idea had ever entered her head.  
 She was a screw up. Amy knew that. Everything she ever attempted to do in life had fallen flat. She wanted what other women had—what Angie had. A hunky husband who was smart, took care of his wife, and traveled to exotic places all over the world with her. From what Angie had told Amy, the woman had her own graphic design business—making book covers, logos, signs, sketching portraits, and all sorts of things. With Ian’s successful businesses, she didn’t have to work, but continued to do so because it was so much fun. Amy wished she had a talent like that, but she was lucky if she could learn how to work a simple cash register like at the grocery store she’d worked at before she and Nadine started working at the strip club.  
 Yeah, that had been another mistake. One of many she’d made in her life. If her parents were still alive, they’d be so disappointed in her. Like her best friend’s mother, Amy’s had died of cancer a few years ago while her father had been killed in a boating accident when his daughter was five. She couldn’t remember him and only knew what he looked like from her mother’s photo album, which she’d loved to flip through growing up. If it weren’t for Nadine and Brie, Amy wouldn’t have any family at all. Her father’s family never acknowledged her—she’d been the black sheep born out of wedlock—and her mother’s family lived back in England. If she lost Nadine too, she’d certainly also lose Brie, since it was Amy’s fault they were in St. Lucia. 
 A knock startled her. Maybe Brie had forgotten her key and needed to use the adjoining doors. Rolling off the bed, she hurried to the door and pulled it open without checking to see who it was. She was surprised to see Scott from the day before, without his friends. 
 “Hey, Amy.”  
 A handsome smile spread across his face, revealing his dimples, as he eyed her from head to toe and back again. She instantly regretted throwing on only a T-shirt and lounge pants, instead of one of her cute outfits. “Hi, Scott. What are you doing here?” 
 He shrugged and blushed a little. “I—um—I was wondering if you wanted to go out . . . with me. I was thinking we could go for a ride and check out the island. I only have a few more days before our vacation is over, and we’ve only left the resort at night to go to the clubs. I’ve heard there are a lot of cool places to see. The guys didn’t want to go with me, so I figured I’d take a chance and ask you. So, what do you say?” 
 Her eyes widened a little. He wanted to go out with her? Like on a date? Well, he hadn’t exactly said a date, however, it sure sounded like one. But Jase and Ian had told her to stay at the resort in case they needed to ask her about anything. She’d answered dozens of questions already so she couldn’t imagine what else she could tell them. It wasn’t as if she could really do anything to find Nadine, and if she and Scott didn’t go too far, they could head back at a moment’s notice. Ugh. The others had no way of contacting her, though, because she’d forgotten to pay her cell phone bill again. As of an hour ago, the only thing she could do with it was dial 9-1-1 for an emergency or call her phone provider and pay to get her service turned back on. With twenty dollars in her bank account, she’d have to go to one of the payment centers tomorrow and pay in cash with what she’d earned in tips earlier in the week. Once again, she was without a job, but at least Jase had gotten her passport back. 
 “Um . . . I’d love to go, but I can’t be long. And I’d need to leave my friends your cell phone number, if you don’t mind. Mine’s dead.” She wasn’t about to tell him she’d forgotten to pay her bill, not wanting him to think she was irresponsible and immature. “They should be back soon, but they’ll worry about where I went.” 
 His grin faltered a bit, and she thought he was going to say forget it, but instead, he said, “Sure, you can leave them a note with my number, and I’ll have you back whenever you want. And if you have fun today, maybe tomorrow we can go out again.” 
 Amy’s heart beat faster at the thought. Scott seemed like a really nice guy. Yesterday, he’d told her he and his friends were here celebrating the sale of a computer program they’d developed in Scott’s small apartment in New Jersey. Some bigwigs in China had agreed to a multi-million-dollar contract to buy it and they’d be closing on the deal in a few weeks. In the meantime, the threesome had gotten a small advance on the sale and used some of it to take a week’s vacation after all their hard work. Scott had tried explaining the program to Amy, but it was all Greek to her. She knew next to nothing about computer technology—just enough to work her phone and laptop for social media.  
 Scott was also really hot looking. Usually, Nadine got the cuter date, while Amy, who had mousy-brown hair instead of blonde and was two sizes bigger than her best friend, was left with the runner up. Not that she’d ever held that against Nadine. But this time, she didn’t have to compete for a guy’s affection, and, as much as she hated saying so, it felt awesome. “Great. Let me just change really quick and leave the note. Okay?” 
 “Sure. Do you mind if I come in and wait?” 
 His dimples appeared again, as he cocked his head to the side. Damn, he was adorable. Amy hesitated only a moment before pulling the door open wider. “Sure, come on in. I’ll only be a minute.” 
 “No rush.” 
 Grabbing the pad and pen the resort placed in every room, Amy quickly wrote a note to Brie and Angie, telling them she’d be back in a little while and who she was going with. As Scott rattled off his cell number, she carefully wrote it down and then left the note on the dresser, where it would be seen if the others got back before she did. 
 While Scott walked over to the window and looked out over the beach, Amy pulled open the drawer she’d put some of her clothes in, found a cute pair of shorts and a tank top that made her shoulders, arms, and legs look good, then hurried into the bathroom to change. Less than five minutes later, with a pair of Keds on her feet, she stuffed the mostly useless cell phone, fifteen dollars, and her ID in the pockets of her shorts. As Scott held the door open for her, she strode out into the hallway, never noticing her message to the other women was no longer where she’d left it. 


 Pulling into the resort, Brie found a spot halfway across the parking lot for the SUV Jase had rented. She and Angie had bought enough food for the next two days and taken it over to the house Ian’s team was staying in. While strolling up and down the aisles at the grocery store, she’d also called Daddy-O’s to check on the business. Her staff had assured her everything was running smoothly.  
 As Brie shut off the engine, Angie yawned as she opened the passenger door. “Damn, I’m tired. But I’ll take needing naps over all the first trimester puking I was doing any day of the week.” 
 Climbing out, she chuckled at her new friend. “I think . . . no, I know, I agree with you. I hate being sick to my stomach.” 
 They met at the back of the SUV and were about to head toward the lobby when Angie’s eyes narrowed at something she saw on the far side of the parking lot. “Hey, isn’t that Amy?” 
 Brie turned and saw she was right. Amy was walking toward a few vehicles with one of the guys the women had been talking to at the pool yesterday. Greg’s friend. Raising her voice, Brie called out to get their attention. “Amy!” 
 The couple stopped and glanced over their shoulders. Amy waved while the guy looked away and clicked the key fob in his hand to unlock the doors to a nearby white van. The headlights of the vehicle blinked once. As Angie and Brie walked over to join the couple, the latter wracked her brain trying to remember the man’s name. Sean? Steve? Scott? Scott! That’s it. 

 Amy gestured toward the hotel as the two women approached. “I left you a note upstairs. We’re just going for a ride to do some sightseeing. Scott’s friends didn’t want to go, so he asked me.” 
 The hair on the back of Brie’s neck tingled in warning. Something felt off, but she didn’t know what it was. Scott smiled at her and Angie, but it seemed forced, like he didn’t want them there. Brie’s eyes narrowed slightly. She knew her sister’s best friend was a grown woman, but to go off by herself with someone she just met wasn’t wise—especially with Nadine missing. Not wanting to embarrass Amy, though, she said the first thing that came to mind. “We came back to get you. Did you forget we’re meeting Jase, Angie’s husband, and a few of their friends for dinner? They’re waiting for us.” 
 Amy knew that wasn’t true because she’d been there earlier when the plans had been laid out, and Brie hoped she got the unspoken message—Amy had to come with them. Disappointment flashed in the younger woman’s eyes, and her shoulder’s slumped. “Oh.” She turned to the man standing next to her. “I’m sorry, Scott. I did forget I had plans. Can we go tomorrow?” 
 Again, the man glanced at the white van with its tinted windows. The rear passenger door slid open and Brandon climbed out at the same time Greg exited from the driver’s seat. They were both frowning, and the warning bells in Brie’s head began to clang loudly. Movement caused her to bring her attention back to Scott, and fear coursed through her when she saw the black handgun he had pressed into Amy’s side. Beside Brie, Angie gasped when she spotted it, too. Brie was about to scream for help—they were close enough to the front of the resort for people to hear them—but Greg was faster, slapping his hand over her mouth as Brandon grabbed Angie’s upper arm and held her fast.  
 “Don’t fucking think about it,” Greg growled, his voice low and menacing. “Keep your mouths shut and get in the van.” 
 Terror filled Amy’s face as she was forced to move toward the waiting vehicle. Brandon pulled Angie in the same direction. Flashing a silver gun in front of Brie’s face, Greg took his hand from her mouth and pushed her forward. Confusion and fear raged within her, each battling to be the superior emotion. She saw the pregnant woman’s hands automatically go to her abdomen to protect her baby any way she could, and Brie found her voice, but kept it down, fearing one of them would start shooting. “Let Angie go. She’s pregnant.” 
 “Shut up!” Greg gave her another shove. “All three of you are coming. Try anything stupid and the pregnant bitch gets a bullet in the gut.” 
 Before anyone at the resort knew what was happening in the parking lot, the three women were forced into the back of the van. Brandon and Scott climbed in after them, both pointing their ugly guns at their hostages. It was a utility vehicle, without seats in the back, so they had no choice but to sit on the dirty floor. The door slid shut as Brie positioned herself between a pissed-off, but quiet Angie, a terrified Amy, and the two men. She had no idea where they were being taken and why, but it sure as hell couldn’t be good. In her mind, the one percent chance this was all a joke disappeared as Greg got into the driver’s seat, put the van in gear, and headed for the exit. Nope, definitely not good.
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A s the sun rose higher in the sky, the day’s temperature increased. It was a hot, muggy day and lying amid the tropical flora was an open invitation for all sorts of vampire-like insects to come suck your blood. It didn’t help the situation any when one was wearing heavy boots, camos, and a bulletproof vest. Jase did his best to ignore the little pests, knowing he’d be a head-to-toe itching mess over the next few days. If Ian could handle it, so could he. They lay about five feet away from each other, waiting for some sign the boat would be arriving soon.  
 “You know, twatwaffle, this is not how I expected my vacation to go. I’m adding a trip to Hawaii onto your bill to make up for it. Boomer and Kat loved the place for their honeymoon.” 
 Jase kept his voice just as low as the other man’s, as he used his binoculars to scan the west side of the house. “At this rate, I’ll be working for you for free for the next two years.” 
 “Two? Try three, at least. Team, give me a sit-rep.” 
 One by one the rest of the operatives scattered around the property checked in. Based on the round of cursing from Cain Foster, the former Secret Service agent was getting attacked by the mosquitoes as badly as Jase was. Of course, some good-natured ribbing followed, but it was cut short by Donovan. “Boss-man. Got a dark SUV pulling into the drive.” 
 Everyone shut up and waited for the update. McCabe was in the best position to see who was getting out of the vehicle when it parked near the garage. Seconds ticked by. “One hot looking female. No one else.” 
 Jake glanced at Ian. Before he had a chance to say anything though, Carter’s voice came over the air. “Fuck. It’s Cara.” 
 “What the fuck is that bitch doing here?” 
 “Not sure, Jordy, but if she needs an ass-kicking, she’s all yours.” 
 “Thanks, lover.” 
 “Just make sure she’s not on our side before you do,” Ian advised. “She did give us the address, and it doesn’t look like they were warned we were coming.” 
 “You’re ruining my fun, asswipe.” 
 There was a round of chuckles. Apparently when Jordyn was annoyed with the owner of the security firm, “asswipe” was her preferred moniker for him. At least someone put him in his place every now and then besides his wife. 
 About ten minutes later, another vehicle was announced. “Looks like the party’s getting bigger,” Donovan said. “Everyone stay on your toes.” 
 This time, McCabe reported, “Three males, all packing. Carter, is that your buddy from the other night? Looks like the photo I saw.” 
 “Yeah, that’s Chaplin. He’s mine. I’ve wanted an excuse to take that bastard down for years.” 
 “You can have him after we’ve got the women,” Ian told his friend. “Looks like the whole party’s here. Now we just need the guests of honor. Polo, any sign of them?” 
 “Negative.” 
 Jase and Ian stayed perfectly still as one of the roaming guards passed about fifteen feet in front of them. The assholes didn’t know they shouldn’t do a perimeter check the same way each time. They were too predictable, which would make the team’s job easier when it came to taking them down. There was still no sign of the women, although they’d figured out which room they were probably in. From about two miles off-shore, Nick had been able to see the middle of the rear, east side of the mansion. The way it curved inward had made it difficult to be seen from the wooded areas that thinned out as they approached the cliff overlooking the beach. He was able to zero in with binoculars and see two sets of windows on the third floor had been painted or had something black covering them. Either way, he couldn’t see in. Since those were the only darkened windows, there was a ninety-five percent chance that’s where the women were being kept. On islands like these, basements were pretty much unheard of, and there were no other structures on the property.  
 Back in Tampa, Nathan Cook had hacked into the compound’s security system. He was just waiting on Ian’s order to shut it down. Most of the team would take down the guards and work their way indoors. Chase Dixon, who’d flown down personally, and Jake were set up with sniper rifles and would disable the vehicles by flattening the tires and putting bullets into the engines. They’d also shoot any threats to the rest of the operatives or the women. Nick and DeAngelis were in charge of getting on the boat that would hopefully be arriving soon. To anyone watching, Jacob and an old Royal Marine buddy, who’d tagged along, were out there fishing. The two former Navy SEALs would covertly slip into the water and use the Sea-Doos to rapidly approach the target boat and incapacitate it along with any tangos on board. Dixon’s position, close to the beach, would enable him to cover the house and the boat in case a shot or two was needed to help out Nick and Marco.  
 On the opposite side of the mansion, Jordyn and Carter were waiting to enter through a door leading into what was labeled as a conservatory on the blueprints Cooke had located for them. The security room for the property was directly off of that and they had to assume someone was monitoring it. Meanwhile Cowboy, Skipper, and Dixon’s man, Jason Tanner, were about thirty yards to Jase’s left, closer to the beach—they’d be entering via the lanai. When the time came, the team, with the exception of the two snipers, would close in and rescue the women. If they had to kill a few assholes to do that, it was no skin off their backs. It wasn’t as if they hadn’t done it before.  
 “Hey, Boss-man, we’ve got a boat on the horizon. About three klicks out. They’re approaching with caution.” 
 The team leader responded to his younger brother, “Copy that, Junior.” 
 “Shit,” Donovan spat over Ian’s words. “What is this? Grand Central Station? We’ve got another freaking vehicle turning in. A white van.” 
 “How many fucking people do they have crashing this shindig? All right, team, let’s make sure we time this right. Reverend, let us know how many more guests we have to account for.” 
 Moments passed as they waited for the update. Finally, Donovan came over the comms again. “Fuck a duck. Boss, the shit’s about to hit the fan. Three male tangos have got Angie, Brie, and Amy.” 
 “What!” 
 As Ian started barking out low-volume curses and orders, Jase swung his binoculars to the front of the house, his heart pounding, praying he’d imagined the sniper telling him the women who meant the most to him were in danger. But his stomach sank as he focused in on those three bastards from the pool yesterday, each holding one of the women by the arm and practically dragging them toward the house. While Amy appeared terrified, with tears pouring down her cheeks, Angie and Brie looked ready to spit nails. While he knew neither woman was a shrinking violet and could handle themselves in most situations, a majority of those, if not all, didn’t include being held hostage at gunpoint. The one time Angie had been in a situation like that, it’d been Jase’s fault, and she’d been tied up when the bullets started flying. Instead of cowering, she’d managed to wriggle her way over to Ian’s goddaughter, who’d been more incapacitated and couldn’t make it to safety. Angie had covered the younger woman with her own body, willing to take a bullet for her. Thankfully, that hadn’t happened. The only ones shot that day had been Jase and a bunch of bad guys.  
 As for Brie, he’d seen her pull out the Louisville Slugger she kept behind the bar on more than one occasion and threaten a few drunken assholes with it before her bouncers managed to jump in. The woman didn’t seem to have any fear when it came to protecting others.  
 Angie stumbled, but Brie was right next to her and reached out to stabilize her before they were shoved forward again. Beside Jase, Ian growled, but kept his cool as Jase did his best to keep his. They had to. There was much more at stake now. Both of their futures were on the line. 
 Before the six reached the front door, it swung open and Jase had another surprise when a man stepped out and started yelling at the men and their hostages. “Fuck, Sawyer, that’s Felipe Gonzales, one of the lieutenants from the New Orleans cartel that got away.”  
 After his alleged death, Carter and Ian had kept him informed about who had been rounded up on both sides of the law for their involvement in the lucrative drug trade and the murder of the agent Jase had replaced. Gonzales was one of two men who’d worked under Manny Melendez, the head of the NOLA arm of the cartel, who’d been killed in a raid, and had escaped arrest and prosecution. They’d suspected he’d fled the country, and his presence here confirmed it. If Gonzales saw Jase, he would undoubtedly recognize him. And if he slipped away, the cartel would know Jase was alive and stop at nothing to find him. He’d infiltrated their ranks and been instrumental in bringing the law down on their heads, and they didn’t forgive nor forget something like that.  
 “This shit just keeps getting better and better,” Ian grumbled. “Nick, Polo, that boat cannot leave here or make any distress calls. If you can, keep one or two of the bastards alive. Understood?” 
 Jase knew exactly what Ian hadn’t said. It was unknown if anyone inside knew exactly where the boat would be bringing the women after it left here, the men on board would need to be interrogated. Since Trident was under contract with the FBI investigating the white slavery operation going on in the North, Central, and South America, along with the Caribbean, it was assumed they would be backed in detaining the men. Hopefully, it would result in severing another head of the snake serving Emmanuel Diaz, who was the current leader of the Colombian cartel, which also delved into drug and arms dealing. 
 “Copy that,” his brother answered, the tension evident in his voice. With his pregnant sister-in-law in danger, it was expected. 
 “Cookie, you there?” 
 “Waiting for the word to shut down the systems, Boss-man,” the geek chimed in from Tampa. 
 “Shades, you ready to jam the cell frequencies?” 
 “Affirm,” Foster responded. One of the toys they’d brought along would prevent any cell phone calls from being made. The landlines would be taken out of the equation too when Cook disabled the security system. Hopefully, it would be a few minutes before those inside knew something was wrong. 
 “Good. All right, twatwaffle. Cover your ugly mug and let’s get our women back.” 


 When Angie’s foot got caught on the corner of one of the pavers that created a pathway from the driveway to the front door of the huge home, she stumbled and Brie automatically reached out and grabbed her arm, preventing her from falling. The woman flashed her a grateful but grim smile. As they approached the two front steps, the door swung open and a pissed off Hispanic man stormed out. His English was perfect and sounded like he’d lived in the southern United States for a good portion of his life. “Who the fuck are these three? You were supposed to bring one more! That’s it! Don’t even fucking tell me they all know each other. One bitch disappearing can be a runaway or a worthless whore who’ll be forgotten after a month or two. But three of them? Shit! You’re idiots. If you fucked up this operation, I’ll toss your bodies to the sharks.” 
 Greg propelled Brie then Amy toward the open door. “Didn’t have a fucking choice. The other option was to shoot ʼem and dump ʼem somewhere. At least this way, you’ll make some money off them.” 
 The Hispanic glared at the women. “Not much. Too damn old. And what the fuck? Is this one knocked up? Shit!” He pushed Angie into the foyer. “Fucking puta. Put them with the rest. The boat’ll be here in a few minutes. Once we’re done, I want your asses off this island. If I decide to use you again, I’ll contact you. Until then, I don’t want to hear or see you. Got it?” 
 “As long as we get paid for the merchandise.” 
 Brie snorted as she gave Greg the middle finger. “Fuck you, asshole. We’re not ‘merchandise.’” 
 “Shut up, bitch, and get upstairs.” He gestured with his gun. “You’re expendable as long as we’ve got Amy here. We needed one more whore in her twenties or teens, and she fits the bill. I’ve got no problem shooting you if you cause problems.” 
 Angie looped her arm around Brie’s and tugged her toward the stairs with a squeeze to her wrist. Brie knew what she was silently telling her. Stay calm. Don’t do anything to set them off. The right time will come. It was easy to guess these were the same people who’d taken Nadine. And if that was the case, hopefully this was the house Jase, Ian, and the rest of them had surrounded while waiting for the right moment to strike—if that woman, Cara, had told Carter the truth. If and when that happened, Brie and the other women had to be ready to do what they could to help save themselves. Wrapping her arm around Amy’s waist, she put the younger woman in front of her. She was shaking like a leaf and would be of no help if she became hysterical, which she seemed to be on the verge of. 
 The trio climbed the stairs to the third floor, with Greg and Brandon behind them. Another cruel-looking man stood at the top, with a black assault rifle strapped across his torso. He didn’t say a word, but a curt nod of his head to the right told the women which direction they should go. Halfway down the hall, another armed man was stationed outside a door. Brie prayed Nadine was in there. If she wasn’t, God only knew where her sister was.  
 As they approached, the man unlocked the door and swung it open. Brie let Angie and Amy go first.  
 “Amy! Brie! Oh my God! What are you doing here?” 
 Nadine jumped up from the cot she’d been lying on and ran into Amy’s arms then grabbed Brie and pulled her into the embrace as well. She began to cry and blubbered to the point Brie couldn’t understand her, but it didn’t matter—Nadine was alive and in her arms.  
 She joined her sister in crying, holding her close as the door slammed shut again behind her. “Thank God you’re alive, Nadine! Oh, thank God. Are you okay? Are you hurt?” 
 “No, no, they haven’t hurt us. In fact, they seem to want us healthy. They’ve been feeding us.” 
 It was a few moments before Brie pulled back and glanced around the room as she got herself together. There will be time for a reunion later—she hoped. At that moment, they had to concentrate on getting out of there. Four other young women were scattered about, eyeing the newcomers warily as Angie inspected the blacked-out windows.  
 “There’s no way out,” one of the women told her. “We’ve tried. They’re nailed shut. Besides, we’re on the third floor. It’s not like we can jump.” 
 Angie turned back around and continued to take inventory as she rubbed her swollen belly. “Okay, then we’ll have to be ready for when they move us from this room. They said a boat is going to be here soon, which is probably how they’re planning on getting all of us off the island.” 
 “But they have guns,” said a scared-looking blonde in her late teens or early twenties. “If we try to escape, they’ll shoot us.” 
 Stepping further into the room, Brie shook her head. “I don’t think so. The only ones who are in danger of being shot are Angie and me since we’re older. The rest of you are worth big money to them, apparently. But we should have something working in our favor.” She didn’t want to announce the fact they hopefully had a group of trained mercenaries ready to swoop in, just in case they were at the wrong house. She also didn’t want to warn anyone who might be listening to them through the door or walls. 
 Brie joined Angie in inventorying the contents of the room and attached bath. Their purses had been left in the van between the two front seats where Brandon had tossed them. After coming up empty in the bathroom, Brie dropped to the floor and looked under one of the cots. Nothing. Damn it.  
 Before she had a chance to check under the other cots, the door swung open again. The two upstairs guards pointed their weapons at the women, then gestured at the hallway beyond the open door. “Let’s go,” said the one who’d been standing outside the room. “Downstairs. Your ride’s here,” he added with a smirk. 
 When no one took a step forward—they were too afraid—the other man barked, “Move! Now!” 
 As terrified as she was, Brie refused to let them see it and lifted her chin in defiance. She grabbed Nadine and Amy by their arms and got them heading toward the door. “Do what he says. It’s okay.” God, she hoped it was going to be okay. Please, Jase. Please be out there ready to save us. I love you.

 The rest of the women shuffled toward the door behind Angie, who took the lead from Nadine and Amy. Brie pulled up the rear. There were tears and sobs from some of the women as they were herded down the stairs and into a large living room where several men and one woman were waiting. More guns were visible in their hands or on their hips. The men were eyeing them lecherously or callously, but it was the lone, smirking woman who caught Brie’s attention. Oh, shit! It was the Domme from Perdition—Carol or Cara. Whatever her name was, it didn’t matter. What did matter was she’d probably given Carter a different address to throw them all off track. That meant the cavalry didn’t have this place surrounded, ready to swoop in and save the day. Brie’s heart sank. Shit. Shit. Shit. They were going to have to do something to save themselves because any other alternative was unacceptable. 
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H is jaw was clenched so tightly, Jase was surprised he hadn’t cracked any teeth yet. The “waiting for the right moment” to attack was driving him nuts. Beside him, Ian was just as livid—in addition to the man’s wife, his unborn child was in danger. Luckily they were highly trained, or this mission would have been a cluster fuck of monumental proportions if they’d run in as soon as they’d seen the hostages. It was best if they followed the rules of engagement and took the tangos by surprise. 
 Out on the water, the high-powered yacht was nearing the shore. Whoever was onboard had used binoculars to investigate the smaller boat sitting a half a mile away with two fishermen who had their lines in the water and beers in hand. The sun reflecting off the lenses had been a dead giveaway. They’d obviously not thought Jacob and his buddy were a threat as they continued past. Unable to get too close, the yacht dropped anchor on the far side of a sand bar. Meanwhile, two men descended the two dozen steps leading from the mansion to the beach below and had started to prepare a twenty-six-foot Powerquest craft. They probably intended to transport the women out in that. 
 What the idiots on the yacht hadn’t noticed were the men who’d slipped off the fishing boat prior to their arrival. Since neither Nick nor Marco would be able to communicate, Jacob had taken one of their comm units and announced, “Two SEALs in the water heading for the big fish, boys and little lady. Get ready to reel ʼem in.” 
 Under the black balaclava now covering his face, the corners of Jase’s mouth twitched upward. The old man was enjoying being part of a military-style mission again. If everyone survived this, Jase would think about seeing if he could use Jacob in other operations from time to time.  
 “Shades, Cookie, get ready to shut this party down,” Ian whispered into his mic. Also with his face covered, he was crouched down, waiting for the nearest patrolling guard to come a little closer. On the other side of the property, Carter was getting ready to do the same. “Now.” 
 “Systems down,” came the quiet confirmation from Florida. 
 “Jammer on,” added the former Secret Service agent. 
 Jase readied his MP5 assault weapon, on loan from Trident’s armory, as Ian prepared to pounce once the guard passed their hiding place. The clueless asshole never saw the camouflaged, retired SEAL rise up from the shadows and, on silent feet, rush him from behind. A well-placed KA-BAR below the left shoulder blade, between two ribs, resulted in an instant death for the man. He never had a chance to yell or fight as the blade sliced into his heart. He was dead before Ian dragged him into the foliage and dropped him like a sack of potatoes. It hadn’t been murder—those bastards had started a war. But Jase, Ian, and the others were going to end it. “Let’s go, twatwaffle.” 
 With the security cameras short circuited, two guards down—Carter had taken out the other at the same time as Ian—and the white blinds drawn on most of the windows, the coast looked clear. With any luck, they should be able to cross the grassy expanse between the treeline and the mansion without being detected. The two men readying the boat to transport the women were too busy to notice anything was wrong around the sides of the building, and if they did, Chase would snipe both before they could sound an alarm. Nick and Marco would board the yacht and put anyone onboard, who wasn’t being held hostage, out of commission.  
 Staying low and alert, Jase and Ian hightailed it to the front of the estate and flattened themselves against the stucco. Jordyn and Carter did the same coming from the other direction as the rest of the entry team approached the rear patio. Moving stealthily, they closed the distance to the front door and waited for everyone to be synchronized. When Reese said they were in position, Ian began the countdown. “Three . . . two . . . one . . . engage.” 


 The two guards, who’d escorted them downstairs, tied the women’s hands in front of them. After her wrists were bound, Brie had been so busy glaring at the Domme across the room, she hadn’t realized she knew at least one other sick bastard in the room until he stepped in front of her, blocking her view. Her stomach revolted as he caressed her cheek, and his British accent skated across her skin like a slithering snake. “Well, well, well. Look who we have here. Did you miss me, love?” 
 Knocking Master Taye’s hand away, she spat in his face, surprised she had enough saliva in her mouth to do it. His upper lip curled into a sneer as he pulled a handkerchief from his back pocket and wiped his face. He was so calm throughout the act she never saw his intended reaction until he backhanded her across her cheek. Agony bloomed as she fell to the floor from the force of the blow. There were gasps, shrieks, and yelps from the other hostages. Brie fought the automatic, pain-induced tears brimming to the surface, unwilling to give him the satisfaction of seeing her cry.  
 Reaching down, Angie and Nadine helped Brie get to her feet. Once again, she glared at the asshole who’d hit her. An ugly sneer still covered his face. “I love feisty women. Instead of sending you to a fate worse than death, I’ll take great pleasure in breaking you myself. Your sister was too damn easy. You, however, well, let’s just say I love a challenge.” He grabbed her upper arm and shoved her into one of the guards. “Take her back upstairs.” 
 “No!” Nadine cried out, fear and disbelief covered her face. She reached out to her sister, but the guard was already dragging Brie into the foyer toward the stairs. “Brie! Don’t! Let her go! Please!” 
 Digging her feet in didn’t help as the bastard almost yanked her arm out of its socket. Brie glanced back and saw Angie holding Nadine, trying to comfort her, as she begged the unsympathetic Dom not to separate them. The two front door bouncers from Perdition blocked them from following Brie. Was this the last time she’d see her younger sister? Where were they going to take her? What about Amy and Angie? What would they do with the pregnant woman and her baby? 
 The other women were herded further into the room. Brie heard one of the men order them to walk through the dining room and out to the lanai. The boat they’d been waiting for must have arrived.  
 As they approached the second-floor landing, a plan began to formulate in Brie’s mind—it was a weak plan, but right now, it was all she could come up with. Halfway up the next flight of stairs, Brie purposely stumbled and fell onto the steps. Kicking her feet out, hard, she caught the guard in the balls. He bellowed in pain as he lost his balance and began to fall backward, his arms swinging as he tried to remain standing. It was then that all hell broke loose. 
 A loud thud and the sound of splintering wood came from the front door. A heartbeat or two later, there were simultaneous blasts. A blinding light flashed up the stairwell followed by a loud boom. Brie instinctively ducked, afraid the house was exploding. Screams of terror filtered up from the first floor. Glancing down to the landing, she saw the guard who’d been escorting her lying on the floor. A combination of surprise, pain, and anger on his face, he hadn’t fallen hard or far enough to do much damage. He lifted his gun and aimed it at her as shouting filled the air. This was it. She was going to die. And she’d never told Jase she loved him. 



Come on, Ian, damn it! It would really mean a lot if you rode in on your white horse right about now. Little Bit and I need you! I’ll forgive you for everything if you just kick in the damn door and rescue us! Please!

 Even though her wrists were tied, Angie had use of her hands as she held Nadine’s. If the younger woman didn’t calm down or did something stupid, she risked being hurt by one of the men . . . or that woman dressed in black. She stood regally next to a baby grand piano with a glass of wine in her hand. There was an air of superiority about her—as if everyone in the room were beneath her—and it struck a chord with Angie. It took her a moment before she realized the woman vaguely reminded her of Mistress China, one of the Whip Masters at The Covenant. Although, under her tough exterior, the Domme had a heart of gold.  
 Earlier, Brie had been glaring across the room, her gaze fixated on the woman, but Angie hadn’t been able to figure out why. She’d been too worried about everything that was happening and was terrified for Little Bit. Not only was her life at stake, along with all these women who’d been held hostage, but so was her child. Ian’s child. The one they’d both loved more than life itself the second they’d learned she was pregnant. 
 A cell phone sitting on the bar rang, and the Hispanic man, who’d met them at the door earlier, picked it up. There was a brief exchange before he disconnected the call and began issuing orders. One of the guards pushed Amy and then two other women further into the room. “Go! That way!” He indicated for them to follow Greg and Brandon into the dining area and beyond. 
 Nadine and Angie were next. In her rising panic and the flurry of activity, Angie hadn’t notice someone else had left the room. All that swirled through her mind was her husband and unborn child. Damn it, Ian! Where the hell—

 Before she could finish the thought, the world exploded around them. 
   
 



 CHAPTER 20



R earing back, Ian kicked in the door, then quickly got out of the way for Jase to throw the flash-bang into the foyer. Both men ducked far enough outside to avoid having the bright flash of light hinder their vision and the loud boom deafen them. On the other side of the house, the same thing was done. Immediately, there was shrieking, yelling, and cursing, amid the chaos. Leading with the muzzle of his MP5, Jase rolled around the destroyed frame of the front door, his eyes searching for targets and hostages. Two men were on the floor, writhing in pain. Jase kicked one in the face, knocking him out, while Ian did the same to the other man. Gunfire exploded and they both took cover, firing their weapons in response. A flash of blonde hair in what looked like a dining area, on the other side of the room where the gunfire was coming from, caught Jase’s eye. Angie. She dove under the massive, dark, oak table, taking Nadine and Amy with her. There were other women in there, screaming and cowering. Where the hell is Brie?

 Everyone in the living room had a gun and was shooting toward the foyer. That meant they were all fair game. A bullet struck the door frame above Jase’s head, and he adjusted his aim to kill the man who’d fired it—one of those jackasses from the pool. Opposite him, Ian was doing his own damage. More gunfire came from both the rear and south sides of the house where the rest of the team had entered through two separate doors. As long as no one was shooting into the dining room, the women should, hopefully, be safe. 
 Ian zeroed in on Chaplin and pumped several shots into his body, causing him to dance unnaturally until he fell on the floor, dead. Carter would be pissed he hadn’t been the one to kill the bastard, but he’d get over it. Gonzales kept popping up with a 9mm from behind a heavy, wooden bar. Jase paused and counted to three. Sure enough, the asshole’s head appeared over the top. Pulling the trigger, Jase sent out a burst of bullets that destroyed the man’s haircut—and his skull and brains. 
 What felt like hours had, in reality, only been two or three minutes. The gunfire died down until all that was left were the fading echoes and heavy breathing. A sound behind them had both Ian and Jase spinning around, only to find it was Jordyn and Carter. Through the comm units, they heard Cowboy give the all clear for the back of the house. Chase then announced he’d sniped the two on the beach and the yacht had been secured by Nick and Marco, with two surviving tangos and five uninjured, female hostages. Jake was, sort of, the odd man out—he hadn’t needed to fire a shot. 
 After making sure all the bad guys were dead or incapacitated, the team pulled off their balaclavas. Ian ran into the dining room to find Angie and make sure she was all right. Jase was about to follow, anxious to find Brie, but stopped short when he heard her shout from behind him, “Jase!” 
 Spinning, his heart leaped into his throat as Carter and Jordyn brought their weapons up, aiming them at the two women coming down the stairs. Cara had one hand around Brie’s upper arm and in her other was a black, semi-automatic handgun, but it was aimed at the floor. 
 Brie’s eyes widened at the muzzles being pointed in their direction, and threw up her hands. “No! Don’t shoot!” 
 Beside her, Cara rolled her eyes. Her tone was droll when she asked, “Seriously? This is the thanks I get for saving the woman’s life?” 
 She huffed in annoyance as she let go of Brie’s arm. Realizing there was no threat, Carter and Jordyn lowered their weapons, although the latter didn’t seem happy about it. When Jase rushed forward, Brie ran down the stairs and into his one-armed embrace. Carter reached over and took Jase’s MP5 so he could hold her with both arms. She buried her head into his chest. 
 After a moment, he pulled away just far enough to look down at her, making sure she was uninjured. Cupping her jaw, he kissed her. “I thought I’d lost you.” 
 “You can’t get rid of me that easily. I still need to get my revenge for you acting like an ass.” 
 He couldn’t stop the grin that spread across his face as he pulled her close again. “Any time, baby. Any time.” 
 As Cara came down the stairs, Jordyn glared at her, but Carter just shook his head. “Cara. Want to tell us what the hell is going on?” 
 She dragged her nails across his chest as she passed by him on her way to the living room, causing Jordyn to growl. “Hands off, Mistress. Unless you want to lose them.” 
 The Domme glanced over her shoulder at Jordyn, then looked at Carter. “Now I see why you use a ball-gag on her.” Her eyes flit back to the other woman. “And it’s ‘Lady Cara,’ subbie. I’m nobody’s Mistress.” She sashayed into the living room and the others had no choice but to follow her as she continued.  
 Ian had his arm around Angie’s waist in the doorway of the dining room. He nodded at Jase and Carter. “No injuries to the women.” 
 Nadine spotted her sister and brushed past Ian and Angie, side-stepping a dead body with revulsion. “Brie! Are you okay?” 
 As the two women hugged, reassuring themselves the other was indeed unharmed, Carter eyed Cara. “Start explaining, because we have to clear out of here before the cops show up.” 
 So far no one had called in a report of shots fired—probably due to the distance between the estate and its closest neighbors. From back in Tampa, Cook had also hacked into the island’s emergency services and would alert them if the police were dispatched. But that didn’t mean they could lollygag. 
 Cara peered at the women in the dining room, all of whom appeared shell-shocked by what had just occurred. Jase was surprised to see her frown as she asked the nearest one, “Is this all of you?” 
 The young blonde looked over one shoulder and then the other at the women behind her, then turned back and nodded. “Yes. We’re all here.” 
 Her lips pursed. “Damn.” 
 “Cara, who are you looking for?” Carter asked with sympathy. 
 Dipping her hand under the deep V-neck of her shirt, she pulled a small photo out of her bra and handed it to him. “My younger cousin’s best friend—Melinda Stuart. It was a longshot; she’s been missing for two months from Rodney Bay. She disappeared after leaving work at one of the resorts. I’d heard rumors that Chaplin was involved in women disappearing, so I worked him, letting him know I was interested in getting my hands dirty.” She shrugged. “Well, dirtier. Unfortunately, it looks like I was too late. My intent was to find out where they take the girls from here, but in good conscience, I couldn’t let them take all of these women . . .” she cocked her head toward the huddled group, “. . . in order to save just one. I’ll have to find another way to track Melinda down. She wouldn’t be on the boat since that was coming from the islands north of here, and this was the last stop before taking them all to Venezuela. From there, I don’t know where they go. Since I knew you’d make sure none of the women ended up on the boat, I snuck up the back stairs to make sure she didn’t need any help.”  
 Cara gestured toward Brie, who responded, “And I thank you for that.” She looked at Jase and added, “She killed the guard just as he was getting ready to shoot me. Chaplin wanted to keep me for himself before you came storming in.” 
 A cold chill went down his spine as he realized how close he’d come to losing her. He’d forever be in Lady Cara’s debt for saving his woman. 
 Ian held out his hand and took the photo from Carter. He glanced at it then pulled his phone out and took a picture of it before handing it back to Cara. “We’ve been working on this case from another angle.” He wouldn’t elaborate, but did reassure her. “If we find out anything about her, I’ll make sure you’re the first to know.” 
 A grateful smile appeared on her pretty face. “I appreciate it. Now, why don’t you wipe this place clean. If you get the girls from the boat, I’ll take all of them into town and explain what they’ll tell the police. You know, how it looks like a rival cartel decided to take this one out and how the girls escaped during the fighting and they have no idea who anyone is.” 
 A few chuckles came from the men while a soft curse came from Jordyn. “Damn. I really want to hate you, and then you go and do something like that.” 
 The Domme in Cara returned as she smirked at the other woman. “Don’t worry, subbie. I’m sure I’ll do something that will have you hating me again real soon.” 


 Jase helped Brie bring out the last round of drinks for everyone sitting at a table on the lanai of Daddy-O’s. Jacob, Carter, Jordyn, and Ian each got a beer, while Angie accepted a club soda with lime. Nadine and Amy had both opted for strawberry daiquiris. They’d taken Ian’s jet back to Caicos late yesterday afternoon, and the two couples from the states were staying on the island in a nearby resort until heading home tomorrow. They were relaxing after a delicious dinner as the sun had set. Jase was actually surprised Brie had let her staff run things without her input for the evening. Usually, she was fully involved, filling in where she was needed and sometimes where she wasn’t. The staff had done a great job over the past few days, handling any problems that’d surfaced with proficiency. It made Brie realize she could take some time off every now and then to have some fun, and Jase was going to make sure she did that more often. 
 Pulling out Brie’s chair for her, Jase waited until she was sitting before taking the seat next to her. It was less than forty-eight hours since the rescue, and he hadn’t let her out of his sight since. After Cara had left with the women, everyone else worked quickly to erase any evidence of their presence. From Tampa, Cook had made sure the security recordings for the entire week had been wiped clean. The men who’d been knocked unconscious in the foyer of the mansion, the only two who’d survived, had been tied up and left there for the police to deal with since neither of them had seen anyone’s faces other than the hostages—Cara had said they were lackeys who were dumb as rocks and only there as muscle. The other two men from the boat had been turned over to an operative Carter and Jordyn worked with to be interrogated. Last Jase had heard, they were signing like canaries, but, unfortunately, most of what they’d spilled their guts about was intel Trident and the FBI were already aware of. Their best bet was still Darius “Batman” Knight from Trident’s Omega Team who’d infiltrated a faction of the cartel in Argentina. 
 Once they’d cleared out of the estate, Jake, Nick, Marco, Logan, and Kip had returned to the rented house, packed up, and were on the Blackhawk Security jet en route to Florida within two hours, along with Chase and Tanner. Ian then made an “anonymous” phone call to the police about a “disturbance” at the mansion. After disconnecting the call, he’d destroyed the burner phone.  
 While Ian, Angie, Carter, and Jordyn enjoyed a relaxing brunch at the resort, Jase and Brie had spent yesterday packing up Nadine and Amy’s measly apartment. Afterward, they all met up at the airport where the Trident jet was waiting for them. As much as Jase was hovering around Brie, she was doing the same to her sister. Nadine and Amy were temporarily staying in her apartment, while she’d slept with Jase at his last night. If he had his way, she’d be staying there permanently. The two young women had even told Brie they were willing to work at Daddy-O’s, doing whatever jobs she assigned them, until they recovered from their ordeal and gave serious thought to what they wanted to do with their lives. They’d finally realized it was time they grew up.  
 Across the table, Angie let out a little squeak, startling everyone, and her hands flew to her abdomen. Beside her, Ian straightened in his chair as his face filled with concern. “What’s wrong, Angel?” 
 Grabbing his hand, she placed it were hers had just been. “Feel it? The baby’s kicking. Oh, my God, that’s the first time I’ve really felt it like that.” 
 Staring at his hand covering her womb, Ian’s eyes grew wide, and a look of awe fell across his face as he felt his child. His grin grew broader by the second. “Damn, Little Bit’s going to be a place kicker for the Tampa Bay Buccaneers.” 
 “And what if the baby’s a girl?” Nadine piped up. 
 “Then she’ll break the gender barrier and be the first female place kicker on the Buccaneers. If I ever let her out of the house.” 
 Everyone chuckled. Jase was so happy to see Angie and Ian getting past the deceit surrounding his alleged demise. Being thrown into a life and death situation tended to have that effect on a person. Angie had confided in Jase earlier that when she’d realized how close they’d both come to losing each other, it’d made forgiving her husband that much easier. Her heart had also found a way to forgive her best friend, but she warned him if he ever did something that “incredibly stupid and insensitive again,” she’d be first in line to make his death a reality. Apparently “Jimmy” was back on the list of potential baby names, too. 
 Jase was also happy to have Angie back in his life again, although their communication from here on would be limited to secure phone calls and visits that weren’t on US soil. He still couldn’t risk running into anyone from the DEA who knew him. He’d really missed his best friend even though they’d often gone months without talking to each other when he’d been undercover. With Gonzales, the last known fugitive from the New Orleans arm of the cartel, dead, he also didn’t need to worry about his cover on Caicos being blown, which meant he was free to stay here— with Brie. 
 The group sat there for another half hour before the impromptu party broke up. Amy and Nadine had shooed Jase and Brie out the door with the others, telling them they’d help the staff clean up at closing. In the parking lot, Brie gave everyone a hug, thanking them for the umpteenth time for their help, and inviting them back to Daddy-O’s in the morning for breakfast before they headed to the airport. Jase kissed Angie and Jordyn on the cheek before shaking hands with the men.  
 Ian slapped his back. “Don’t forget—for the next three years, you’re working for free and paying for Hawaii. I should also warn you I plan on finding the crappiest missions for you, too. Preferably filled with mosquitoes and other creepy-crawlers.” 
 “Ian . . .” his wife said with an eye roll. 
 Knowing the man was kidding, Jase shook his head. Laughing, Brie smiled at Angie. “Is he always this sarcastic?” 
 Angie nodded as Ian wrapped his arms around her waist from behind, his hands covering her abdomen. He smirked at Brie. “What? Sarcasm is my way of hugging people. That way I don’t have to get all touchy-feely with anyone other than my beautiful wife. Neither of us share.” 
 While the others drove away, Jase handed Brie her helmet from the back of his motorcycle, before putting on his own. He straddled the chrome beast, one of his few indulgences on the island, and reveled in the feel of his woman’s body against his as she settled on the seat behind him. His cock was already twitching, and he knew as soon as he got her alone in his apartment he’d be all over her. 
 A few hours later, she stirred as he settled between her thighs and began to eat the sweetest pussy he’d ever known. Before she was fully awake, she widened her legs for him and moaned, her hand automatically going to his head and grasping his hair. This time, he allowed her to have some control as she held him in place. She writhed underneath his ministrations as he brought her to a screaming climax for the third time that night.  
 Crawling up her body, he quickly donned a condom and entered her. Thrusting deep, he stilled. His gaze found hers and he poured his heart out. “I love you, baby. More than anything or anyone I’ve ever known. I don’t want to live without you. I can’t live without you. I may have been slow to figure that all out, but now that I have, I’m yours for keeps if you’ll have me. I want to be your lover, your best friend, your Dom, and your husband.”  
 Surprise flashed in her eyes and she opened her mouth to speak, but he cut her off. “Wait. Don’t say anything yet. I’ll have to take care of some things to try to ensure my past never becomes a threat to you—Ian and Carter are going to help me with that. But no matter what happens, you have to understand there will always be a sliver of chance it will come back to haunt me. Just know that if it does happen, I’ll throw myself in front of a bullet for you. I know it’s a lot to ask of you—you’d be crazy to accept—but will you marry me? Life with me won’t always be a bed of roses—I’ll probably still act like a jealous ass every once in a while—but I promise to love you with all my heart until the day I die.” 
 When he finally stopped talking, Brie stared at him in silence for a few moments. His heart pounded in his chest, afraid she was about to rip it out and throw it on the ground. Her hand lifted and she played with the silver St. Michael pendant he wore on a chain. The saint was the protector of those in law enforcement. He’d never been able to wear a medal like it until he’d left the LEO community—it would’ve been a dead giveaway he was an undercover narc. 
 Brie’s gaze lifted to his once more. “Are you done?” 
 He gave her a curt and cautious nod. 
 “Good. I love you, too. And I don’t care about your past. All I know is you’re a good and decent man who is loyal to a fault. I can’t live without you either, and I don’t want to. Yes, I’ll marry you, on one condition.” 
 His heart soared as the corners of his mouth ticked upward. “And what’s that?” 
 She clenched around his cock. “That you move and fuck me ʼtil dawn.” 
 “My pleasure, baby.” 
   
 



 EPILOGUE



“I  love you, too, Angel.” Ian hung up the phone and leaned back in his office chair, happy his marriage was intact and back on a positive footing once again. It’d been four weeks since they’d returned to Florida and a little over a week since Brody and Fancy’s wedding. While Angie had forgiven him for his deceit concerning her best friend’s alleged death, he was certain she’d be using that marker to get out of trouble with him quite often in the future, and didn’t really care. As long as she was in his bed every night, he’d put up with it . . . to a point. He was, after all, a Dom. 
 Since Angie, Jenn, and Kristen, were at the salon getting manicures, pedicures, and God knew what else, Ian was on his own for lunch. His brothers and operatives were scattered about on assignments or meetings, and aside from the company’s support staff, Colleen, Nathan, Babs, Russell, and the new billing and accounting clerk, Shila Kincaid, there was no one else in the building. Well, except for some of the K9 crew, which seemed to be slowly increasing in numbers. Ian’s trained guard dog, Beau, now had a few furry friends to play with when he wasn’t working. Babs, Trident’s helicopter pilot and fleet mechanic, had adopted a K9-training failure, a Belgian Malinois named FUBAR. Meanwhile, their assistant mechanic, Russell, brought his veteran service dog, Jagger, to work every day. In addition to those, there were four more dogs, two Malinoises and two German shepherds, currently in training, that had been dubbed BDSM—Bravo, Delta, Sierra, and Mike. Ian hadn’t been able to resist giving them those names using the military’s communication alphabet. They were paired up with the armed guards who now patrolled the growing compound and club. 
 Standing, Ian left his office suite just as Colleen answered a phone call at the reception desk, using a hands-free headset. “Trident Security, how may I help . . . oh, hi, Shelby. What’s . . . what? Oh, my God! Hang on, let me pull up the news on my computer.” She began typing away on her keyboard and gave her boss a quick glance. “Ian, Shelby said it’s all over the internet that Summer Hayes was in a car accident in California.” 
 “Shit. How bad?” Summer was an internationally-known country singer who was a submissive member of The Covenant. Her producers, Remi and Grayson Mann of Black Diamond Records in Tampa, were also Doms at the club, along with their submissive fiancée, Abigail Turner, who’d become good friends with Summer—as had Colleen, Angie, Kristen, Shelby, and the other women associated with Trident and The Covenant. When the singer was in Florida, the company’s Personal Protection Division handled any security details that came up for her and had also recently upgraded the alarm system in the house she’d purchase in nearby Indian Shores. 
 “Oh, here it is! I got it, Shelby. I’ll let you know if I hear anything new . . . ’kay . . . bye.” 
 Stepping behind Colleen’s chair, Ian read the CNN news article over her shoulder and cursed. Initial reports said the petite crooner was in serious condition after she’d lost control of her SUV on a shoreline road, just outside of Los Angeles, and rolled over a few times. The CHP—California Highway Patrol—was investigating the one-car accident, and Summer had been airlifted to Cedars-Sinai Hospital with leg and head injuries. That was the only information the news channel had managed to get their hands on, but it was a sure bet they were scrambling for more. 
 “Shit,” Ian repeated. “Get Abigail, Remi, or Gray on the phone as soon as you can—I’m sure they’ll be flying out there. Find out if they want our West Coast team at the hospital to help with security. They can be there from San Diego within two hours. And let me know if there’s any update on her condition.” 
 “Got it. I hope Summer’s okay. She’s such a sweetheart.” Before Colleen could start dialing the private number for the heads of the record company, another line rang, and she stabbed the corresponding button for it. “Trident Security, how may—” There was a pause. “Oh, yes, Amar, Ian’s right here. Just a moment, please.”  
 She picked up the cordless phone, handed it to her boss, and hit another button to transfer the call off her own headset. Ian hadn’t been expecting to hear from Mousaf Amar, the head of the royal security detail for the tiny, North African nation of Timasur, for another few weeks. King Rajeemh and his family had a vacation home—or mansion as it were—on Clearwater Beach, and Trident assisted Amar’s team whenever any of the royals were in town. In fact, Princess Tahira had originally planned to be in Florida this week with a few friends and her cousin, but they’d canceled, deciding on a Caribbean cruise instead.  
 Putting the handset to his ear, Ian greeted the man, as his empty stomach growled loudly enough to make Colleen smile. “Amar, my friend. What’s up?” 
 “How fast can you get a team to Jamaica? Princess Tahira’s been kidnapped!” 

Shit.  



Keep reading for the short story, Fancy Meeting You Here.
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FANCY MEETING YOU HERE

 A Bonus Short Story 



Wednesday…

E xiting the private jet’s lavatory, Brody Evans ducked into the kitchen area and grabbed two bottled waters from the refrigerator before returning to the couch his fiancée was sitting on. He plucked the notepad and pen from her hands and replaced them with one of the bottles. “Drink up, Ms. Fancy Maguire, soon to be Mrs. Fancy Evans, and stop worrying about all the little details. Everything’s going to be just fine.” 
 She snorted as she opened the bottle. “Says the man who only needs to make sure his Navy whites are pressed and his shoes are shined.” 
 Plopping down next to her, he tossed the pen and pad into her over-sized purse sitting on the floor by her feet. “I resent that remark. I’ve got a lot of things to do, mainly making my beautiful fiancée relaxed and happy before making her my wife in three days.” 
 They were on their way to Dallas in the Trident Security jet, with CC Chapman in the pilot’s seat. The other occupants included bridesmaids Katerina Michaelson and Harper DeAngelis, whose husbands would be joining them on Friday, the day before the wedding. Kat was reclining in one of the plush, leather chairs, while Harper sat at a table, typing a court brief on her laptop. Brody’s niece, Jenn Mullins, and Boomer Michaelson’s teenage foster sister, Alyssa Wagner, were entertaining Mara, Harper and Marco’s toddler, with cartoons on the TV and some toys.  
 The rest of the gang from Trident—Ian and Angie Sawyer, Devon and Kristen Sawyer, Jake Donovan, Nick Sawyer, Marco, and Boomer—would be arriving on Friday along with some friends from The Covenant—Mitch Sawyer, Tyler Ellis, and Tori Freyja, Tiny Daultry, and Roxy and Kayla London. Brody and Fancy’s next-door neighbors, whose twin five-year-old daughters were going to be flower girls, and her employees from her bakery would be coming as well. Chase Dixon from Blackhawk Security was also attending the wedding and offered to fly everyone west so Fancy and Brody could take this jet today. Meanwhile, a few friends from SEAL Team Four, including Curt Bannerman and his wife Dana, Pete Archer, Steve Romanelli, Neil Radovsky, and others would be flying in from all over the United States. Finally, the Sawyer brothers’ parents, Chuck and Marie, US spies, T. Carter and Jordyn Alvarez, and Boomer’s folks, Rick and Eileen, were arriving on Friday too. The TS Omega Team would be running Trident while the Alpha Team was in Texas for a few days. 
 At the Evans family ranch on the outskirts of Dallas people had been busy. Since Fancy’s family was scattered around the US, Brody and Fancy had decided to have the wedding in Texas where his large family all lived. Every October, his parents threw a huge, old-fashioned hoe-down that their extended family and friends all looked forward to. So many people attended that, as the family had grown, they’d made it a tradition to wear color-coordinated name tags so any newcomers could easily learn who was who, who they were married to, and whose kids were theirs, among other details. It had helped Fancy tremendously when she’d attended her first one a few months ago. Since the family prepared for and ran the annual event with such efficiency, it had been easy for them to organize the backyard wedding—they’d done it before for two of his three sisters and one of his two brothers. Tents, a dance floor, the stage for the band, and catering had all been arranged. Fancy had spent many hours on Skype with her Aunt Denise in Cleveland, and Brody’s mom, sisters, and sisters-in-law, planning and coordinating. They’d found a bridal shop in both Tampa and Dallas that stocked the same designers and were able to pick out a dress that all the bridesmaids could order and be fitted for without a hassle. Then there was selecting the right flowers, table linens, band, photographer, videographer, and the Lord knew what else. Brody’s mom, Elise, had arranged for Fancy’s employees to use the kitchen of a local bakery after hours Friday evening to put together and decorate the individualized cake pieces they were baking on Thursday.  
 Now that he thought about it, Brody realized he hadn’t done a tenth of what Fancy and the other women had for the wedding. Oh, he’d helped pick out colors and a few other things, but he knew they’d done so much more. And knowing his family, he was certain it would be an event to remember, even if he hadn’t been marrying the woman who’d won his heart. 
 Picking up her hand, he kissed her knuckles before eyeing the oval diamond surrounded by ruby baguettes set in white gold on her ring finger. It matched the formal collar she was wearing that told the BDSM world she was spoken for. Her wedding band was also white gold, just as his was. They were in his nearby computer bag where he knew he wouldn’t misplace the small boxes. He’d give them to Marco, his best man, right before the ceremony. 
 Brody’s fiancee was an incredibly beautiful woman, and he was lucky enough to have won her heart. Luscious and generous curves, ivory skin with a smattering of freckles on her face, shoulders, and chest, gorgeous and full auburn hair, and green eyes he could get lost in for hours all combined to make most men take an appreciative look. And she was all his—every delicious inch of her. 
 Fancy smiled at him then reached for her pad and pen. When she sat back up, he noticed she was a little pale and took them from her again. “You’re pushing yourself too hard, sweetness. Everything is going to go like clockwork knowing my family. Why don’t you lie down and take a nap for a bit? We have just over an hour before we land.” 
 “But—” 
 He cut her off. “No buts. Lie down and relax—that’s an order. There will be plenty of time to go through your checklist when we get to the ranch. Don’t make me spank you.” His threat was said in a low, soft tone so Jenn and Alyssa didn’t overhear. While they were fully aware of the BDSM club, The Covenant, that was located in the Trident Security compound, they’d never been in it and didn’t need to know what went on behind the closed doors. Alyssa was still a teenager and twenty-two-year-old Jenn didn’t want to imagine her surrogate uncles and godfather, Ian, having sex, as she’d told them on numerous occasions. Brody didn’t care if Harper or Kat heard him, though, since they were in the lifestyle and knew as well as Fancy did that a spanking could be for a punishment, pleasure, or stress release. 
 Grabbing a nearby throw pillow, he placed it on his lap and patted it. Sighing, Fancy swung her feet up onto the couch and laid her head on the pillow. “Fine. But when we get to the ranch, I’m sure I’ll be running around like a chicken without a head, even with your sisters and mom helping.” 
 Brody ran his fingers up and down her bare arm. “Which is all the more reason for you to sleep now. I don’t want you so stressed out that you can’t enjoy the wedding . . . and the wedding night,” he added with a grin. 


 Fancy climbed out of the SUV Brody had rented at the airport, as Harper parked the one she’d gotten next to it. They’d needed all the space they could get to transport everyone, the luggage, and the bridal party’s dresses. It was a beautiful afternoon at Paradise Pastures, the Quarter Horse breeding ranch on 200 acres of land that the Evans family owned. In addition to the normal bustling activity on the property, there were vans and people prepping the large area behind the main house where the wedding reception would take place. 
 The ceremony itself was being held in the one of the ranch’s many meadows. It’d been kept clean of the animals for the past six weeks according to Brody’s father, Gerard, so no one would be stepping on poop. He’d been seeding and watering the fenced-in area so the grass would be nice and plush. A trellis was being set up and decorated with flowers to serve as the dais where the family’s priest, Father Cartwright, would marry the couple. Instead of chairs, bales of hay, covered with soft throw blankets, would be the seats for the guests who’d been encouraged to wear comfortable, western clothing and cowboy boots. Brody would be in his Navy whites for the ceremony before changing into a new pair of jeans and a button-down shirt. As for Fancy’s dress, it had a simple, country flair to it and she’d be able to wear it all day in comfort.  
 This would be so different from Fancy’s formal wedding to her first husband, who’d been killed in a car accident several years ago, with a huge ball gown at a catering hall. But it was perfect for Brody and the woman Fancy had become since meeting him. He’d been the final piece of the puzzle she’d needed to pull her from her grief back into the land of the living, and she loved him with all her heart. 
 Leaving the luggage in the vehicles for now, she and Brody took out the boxes of pastries they’d brought, then led the way to the front door. Although all of the Alpha Team had been to the ranch on many occasions, most of their women hadn’t been there before. Harper was pointing out all the animals in the pens and pastures to the east of the main house to Mara who was clapping and babbling with delight. Jenn was telling Alyssa and Kat all she knew about the ranch, having visited several times with her uncles and deceased parents. 
 Before they reached the door, it swung open and Brody’s mom and sister Doreen came out with open arms, hugging everyone they already knew and introducing themselves to the newcomers. Elise gave Fancy an extra-long hug—she’d loved her future daughter-in-law from the moment she’d met her, knowing she was the perfect mate for her son. “I’m so glad you’re finally here! I hope you love how we set everything up.” 
 “I’m sure I will, Elise. We can’t thank you enough for all the work you’ve put into the wedding.” 
 “Oh, it was my pleasure.” She released Fancy and gave her a stern look. “Now, remember what I told you. If there’s something you don’t like or aren’t happy about, I want you to tell me so we can change it. It’s your wedding and you deserve to have it exactly as you want it. I promise I won’t be insulted.” 
 “I’m sure everything is perfect. The only thing that would make it not perfect is if Brody doesn’t show up.” 
 The women all laughed as Brody gave her a loving swat on the butt. “Like that would ever happen. You, sweetness, are not going to be the one who got away.” 
 As everyone followed Brody into the house, they chatted with each other like a bunch of hens. There were at least three different conversations going on at the same time, and Fancy found herself trying to follow them all. After dropping the bakery boxes onto the large island in the kitchen, Brody grabbed Fancy’s hand and brought her out the backdoor with the rest of the women on their heels. The massive tents were being set up, and there were stacks of chairs and round folding tables waiting to be placed under them. The area had been spruced up for the occasion and Fancy noted a few new trees and flowering shrubs had been added since last October. 
 Brody’s dad was explaining to the men from the party-supply company where he wanted each tent erected, but glanced up when the small crowd on the back porch caught his attention. His eyes lit up, and with a few final words to the workers, he strode across the expanse. Brody met Gerard at the bottom of the steps and gave him a hug and some back slaps, which were returned in kind. The older man then climbed the stairs, pulled Fancy into a warm embrace, and kissed her cheek. “Hey, beautiful! It’s great to see you. How was the flight?” 
 “Great. I think the Trident jet has ruined me for commercial flights though.” 
 “I have no doubt,” he responded with a chuckle. Letting her go, he grinned at Mara in her mother’s arms. “Hey there, sweet pea. You’re getting big. Remember me?” The little girl clearly did as she reached out, wanting him to hold her, which he did. She’d been fascinated with Gerard for some reason when he, Elise, and Brody’s eldest brother, Brett, had flown down to Tampa when Fancy’s former brother-in-law had tried to kill Brody during an insane, jealous rage. Corey Maguire had developed a sick obsession with her and had caused the car accident that’d killed his brother and put Fancy into a coma. He’d gone out of control after Fancy had started dating Brody, and had kidnapped his perceived rival and tried to torture him to death—coming very close to succeeding. He’d then been shot and killed during Brody’s rescue. 
 “Fancy, come here.” Brody gestured to where he was standing at the fence to the meadow where they’d be saying their vows in a few days. The trellis had already been set in place, but was currently bare. The florist would be putting the fresh flowers on it early Saturday morning while the ranch hands arranged the bales of hay for the makeshift pews. 
 Descending the steps, she joined her fiancé with a smile on her face. “What?” 
 He pulled her in front of him, facing the trellis, her back to his chest, and wrapped his arms around her waist. She felt him exhale softly against her ear. “That’s where I’m going to be standing, waiting for you to meet me so we can become husband and wife. I love you, sweetness, and I plan on telling and showing you that every day for the rest of my life.” 


 The next day, while Fancy was out with his sisters, Kat, Harper, Jenn, and Alyssa, running errands and picking up the last of the bridesmaids’ dresses, Brody had gotten together with his brothers, Brett and Brian, to take care of a list of things to do that their father had given him. Gerard and Elise were happily babysitting Mara and a few of their youngest grandchildren who weren’t in school yet. Brody’s siblings had all taken a few days off work to help get everything ready for the wedding—it was what they did for each other. They were such a close-knit family, willing to drop everything and come running when one of them needed the others. He wished Fancy’s family was as close, for her sake, but his family was more than willing to make up for what she was lacking in that area.  
 Fancy’s parents had never married and had separated when she was little. Her father had then relocated to California where he’d married another woman and started a new family. After that, Fancy’s contact with her father had been mostly via phone and emails over the years, with a few, rare visits when his business brought him east. Unfortunately, his wife had resented Fancy and refused to acknowledge her husband’s eldest daughter. As a result, Fancy had never met her teenage half-sisters. But that was going to change on Friday. After discussing it with Fancy’s Aunt Denise, Brody had contacted her father, had a heart-to-heart talk with the older man, and managed to convince him it was not too late to be a part of his daughter’s life. It wasn’t the first time he’d talked to the man. Brody had called him months earlier to ask permission to marry his daughter, holding onto the traditions and values he’d grown up with. His words must have struck a chord because Glenn Robertson had accepted the invitation Fancy had extended with little hope that it would be acknowledged. She’d been shocked and elated to learn he’d be attending the wedding with his middle daughter, seventeen-year-old Natalie, who’d always wanted to meet Fancy. The youngest sister, Nicole, however, was siding with her mother and refusing to come. But that was all right. Two out of three was better than none. 
 Brody had also called his future mother-in-law and Fancy’s Aunt Denise. The latter was extremely close to her niece, and he’d known it would please them both for her to be included. As for Fancy’s mother, Diane Bayles-Wilford, well, she was coming with her third husband. The woman had done her best for Fancy and her brother, Richard Bayles, but working two jobs as they were growing up meant she’d relied on her sister, Denise Bayles, to help raise them. As a result, the siblings usually went to their aunt for advice or help, rather than their own mother, who never really learned how to cope with their everyday problems or, God forbid, a life-altering crisis. Richard also didn’t know or care to know how to be there for his family, either. In fact, he’d declined to fly from Hawaii to Texas for his sister’s wedding, citing he was too busy with work to attend. 
 Paying the dry cleaner for his father’s dress shirt and pants for the ceremony, Brody grabbed the plastic covered clothing and headed to the parking lot where Brett and Brian were waiting for him in the latter’s red pickup truck. He climbed into the rear bench seat and placed the hangers on the hook above the opposite door. “What next?” 
 Brian put the vehicle in drive and steered toward the exit. “We’ve got to get the citronella oil for the torches. Dad said we were running low from the last party.” When the sun went down on Saturday, thousands of tiny, white Christmas tree lights and dozens of glass-enclosed torches would illuminate the festivities. 
 While his brother drove, Brody sat back in his seat and glanced around North Dallas where he’d grown up. He liked seeing his old haunts and always had a sense of sadness when he discovered one of them had been sold and renamed or torn down. As they passed his former high school, Brody’s cell phone rang. Pulling it from his pocket, he glanced at the screen. Harper. He connected the call. “Hey, Harper, what’s up? Don’t tell me there’s a problem with the bridesmaids’ dresses.” 
 “Uh, no.” Those two words were spoken with tone of worry and distraction which immediately had him gripping the phone tighter as he listened. “Brody, Fancy passed out at the dress shop. All of a sudden, she got pale and slid to the floor. The paramedics are loading her into the ambulance now. You have to meet us at Medical City Hospital.” 
 “What? Is she okay?” Both brothers spun their heads toward him at his panicked voice. 
 “I don’t know, Brody. By the time the medics got here, she was conscious but disoriented. They think she might be dehydrated. I don’t know. We’re getting ready to follow the ambulance. Kat’s in there with her. Meet us at the ER.” 
 “We’re on our way.” He hung up and looked at Brian. “Medical City ER, get there fast. Fancy fainted or something and they’re transporting her by ambulance.” 
 “Is she okay?” 
 “I don’t know, damn it, just get us there.” He hadn’t meant to bark, but his stomach clenched in fear. Try as he might to reassure himself it was a simple case of dehydration and stress, he was terrified something was seriously wrong. 
 Holding on to the “oh shit” handle above his head as Brian broke a few speed limits and traffic laws on the way, Brody prayed like never before. It felt like the trip took hours, when in reality they pulled into the hospital’s emergency room parking lot in under fifteen minutes. Brian had barely parked when Brody yanked the door handle and jumped out, running toward the entrance. The automatic doors flew open when he stepped on the black mat in front of them, and he hurried inside with his brothers on his heels. He immediately spotted the women huddled together in a corner of the waiting room. 
 Harper was the first one to notice him as he rushed over. She held up her hands. “Calm down. She’s okay. They started an IV of fluids in the ambulance and she’s making more sense now. Kat’s still back there with her. They’re running some tests, but it looks like it’s just stress and dehydration.” 
 His sister Deanna put a hand on his shoulder. “I think it’s the same thing that happened when Nana was dehydrated and her sodium levels got so low it made her all loopy.” Brody had almost forgotten about that. His grandmother had been in the hospital for a few days last year and hallucinating until they’d gotten the sodium levels back up. Deanna pointed to a nearby wooden door. “Why don’t you go back and talk to the doctor?” 
 Moments later, he peeked around the curtain to the cubicle he’d been directed to by one of the nurses. Fancy was lying on a gurney, her red hair a sharp contrast to her pale skin and the white sheets. Her eyes were closed, but an EKG monitor was beeping with a steady rhythm. She wore an oxygen cannula in her nose and an IV had been started in her left arm. Kat stood up from the bedside chair she’d been sitting in, gave Brody a hug, and whispered. “She’s resting. The doctor will be back in a bit; he’s just waiting for the blood results, but thinks her sodium was too low.” 
 “Yeah, that’s what Deanna said. Has she woken up?” 
 At the sound of his voice, Fancy’s eyelids blinked open. “Hi. I’m awake. Sorry about this.” 
 Seeing she was no longer needed, Kat left the two of them alone, heading for the waiting room. Brody grasped Fancy’s hand as he sat on the chair, relief seeping into his veins. “Nothing to be sorry about, sweetness. I’m just glad you’re okay. How do you feel?” 
 “Tired. Confused, but that’s going away.” 
 “That’s good.” He gently brushed the hair on her forehead to the side. “Why don’t you close your eyes and rest until the doctor comes back?” 
 “’Kay.” 
 Brody stayed by her side as she slept, ignoring everything else going on outside the cubicle. The only thing that mattered right now was his woman. He was kicking himself for not noticing the toll the stress of planning their wedding had taken on her. But that stopped now. Until she woke up on Saturday morning, put on her wedding dress, and walked down the aisle to meet him, she wasn’t going to be allowed to lift a finger or stress over anything. He was certain their family and friends would have no problem finishing all the little details that needed to be taken care of. As of now, Fancy was on bed rest.  
 He wasn’t sure how long it was until the curtain was pulled open enough for a gray-haired man dressed in scrubs to enter and yank it shut again. With a clipboard in his left hand, he extended his right. “I’m Dr. Erikson.” 
 Standing and shaking the man’s hand, he responded, “Hi, I’m Fancy’s fiancé, Brody Evans.” 
 “I understand the wedding is this Saturday. Congratulations.” 
 “Yeah, it is. Thanks.” 
 Fancy’s eyes fluttered open and focused on the newcomer. “Hi, Doctor.” 
 “How’re you feeling?” He smiled as he leaned against the bed railing. 
 “Better. Just tired.” 
 “Well, that’s perfectly understandable. You’ve got a lot going on, and I have a feeling I’m going to add to it.” Brody and Fancy narrowed their eyes in confusion as the man’s smile grew bigger. “Since you didn’t tell me earlier, I’m going to assume you didn’t know you’re pregnant.” 
 Brody’s jaw dropped as fast as his stomach did. His knees went weak, and he couldn’t stop himself from plopping down in the chair. While they hadn’t exactly been trying to get pregnant, they’d gotten rid of the condoms the night they’d gotten engaged months ago. Fancy had gotten pregnant with her first husband, but had lost the baby in the car accident that’d killed Patrick Maguire. Her GYN had been hopeful and nearly certain Fancy was still able to have children, but there’d always been a sliver of doubt in his fiancée’s mind. Well, the question of whether she could or couldn’t was now answered. Holy shit. I’m going to be a father!

 Dumbfounded, his gaze met Fancy’s and he found her just as stunned, but then concern appeared on her face. “Doctor, is the—the baby okay? I—” 
 The man held up a hand, cutting her off. “The rest of your blood levels are good. The sodium is low, as I expected it to be, but not critical. With the IV, it should be back to normal in a little while. Do you have any idea how far along you might be? When was your last period?” 
 Her head rocked back and forth on the pillow. “I-I don’t know; I’d have to check the calendar I keep in my purse. I think Harper has it in the waiting room. My period’s always been irregular, and every once in a while, I skip a month, but never more than that.” 
 “Okay. So, four to six weeks, approximately?” 
 Fancy thought for a moment and said, “No, I’d say six to eight.” 
 “Even better. I’m going to send you for an ultrasound to confirm everything is fine, which I’m pretty sure it is. Then we’ll have a better idea of how far along you are. Once that’s done, and you’re rehydrated, I’ll release you on one condition—take care of yourself and don’t stress too much over the wedding. It’s supposed to be one of the best days of your life, so enjoy it.” 
 Brody stood and shook the man’s hand again. “Don’t worry, Doc. I’ll make sure she relaxes, even if we have to elope.” 
 Grinning, Fancy swatted his arm. “Don’t say that. We’ll have over two hundred people mad at us.” 
 “I don’t care, sweetness. Let them be mad. You and . . . and our . . . holy shit.” He shook his head in disbelief. “You and our baby are all that matters.” 
 The doctor slapped his shoulder on the way out. “Congratulations. Let me go order the ultrasound.” 
 Turning back to Fancy, Brody just stared at her. She cocked her head to the side. “Are you happy? I mean, we didn’t expect this.” 
 “Happy? I’m freaking ecstatic. And I’m trying not to faint, ʼcause there’s not enough room on the cot for both of us.” A salacious smile spread across his face. “Well, unless one of us is on top.” Leaning down, he brushed his lips across hers. “I love you, Fancy-girl. You’ve made me the happiest man on Earth. And after we seal the deal on Saturday, we’ll start picking out baby names, okay?” 


 Stepping down from the back porch of the main house, Fancy followed her seven bridesmaids, two junior bridesmaids, and two flower girls to the gate leading into the pasture. Violin music floated through the air as the wedding guests all turned to watch the group approach. Everything was perfect. Their families and friends had worked hard to make sure everything was just right for their special day. Brody hadn’t let her lift a finger since she’d been released from the hospital, telling everyone it was doctor’s orders. After their initial shock at her pregnancy, the expecting couple had decided to wait until the reception to announce it to everyone. It’d been hard not to give it away over the past two days. 
 If anyone had told Fancy three years ago that she’d one day overcome her grief about losing Patrick and their baby, she wouldn’t have agreed. But time and a special man, who was about to give her his last name, had brought her back to the land of the living. Brody had never made her feel as if her first husband had never existed. In fact, he’d always encouraged her to talk about Patrick and their life together. Most men she knew wouldn’t have been confident enough in themselves to accept that a part of her heart would always belong to the deceased man, but not Brody Evans. Her fiancé had told her he was grateful for every day she’d had with Patrick since it had molded her into the woman he’d fallen in love with.  
 Stopping at the gate, she waited while her Aunt Denise made sure there was a certain amount of spacing between the attendants as they walked down the aisle. Fancy forced herself not to peek around everyone to see Brody. She wanted to wait until she had an unobstructed view of him. Instead, she glanced around at the guests sitting on the rows of hay bales. So many members of his and her families, their individual friends, mutual friends, and co-workers would bear witness to their nuptials. Some of those who couldn’t attend had Skyped in their best wishes over the past two days, including the Omega Team, TS West Team, Bea “Mic” Michaels and her team in Scotland, and Jase Atwood and his girlfriend Brie in the Caribbean. Meanwhile, Assistant Director of the FBI Larry Keon, King Rajeemh and Queen Azhar of Timasur, along with Princess Tahira and Prince Raj, and several others had phoned to wish the couple well. 
 She’d been thrilled to see her father when he’d arrived yesterday. There had been lots of hugging and tears, with repeated apologies from him for not being a major part of her life before now. He promised that was going to change, but Fancy knew it was going to be a struggle for both of them after so much lost time. Her half-sister Natalie had been shy at first, but she’d quickly warmed up thanks to Jenn, Alyssa, and Brody’s teenage nieces and nephews. She was even talking about applying to colleges in Florida so she and Fancy could get to know each other better.  
 In front of Fancy, Harper, the matron of honor, was starting her walk up the aisle. Stepping over, Aunt Denise had tears in her eyes as she said, “You look gorgeous, Fancy. Brody’s a lucky man.” 
 And Fancy was the lucky woman he’d fallen in love with. When the music changed to the wedding march, her aunt moved away and Fancy’s gaze went to her very-soon-to-be husband. He looked mouthwatering in his Navy whites standing in front of the flower-covered trellis with his groomsmen lined up next to him. He grinned as he stared lovingly and possessively at her, making her feel like the most beautiful woman on Earth. The ivory, tulle and lace dress she’d chosen had a country flair to it, and her ivory, vintage-style boots complemented it. A friend of Elise’s had come earlier to style Fancy’s hair into a romantic updo, with bits of baby’s breath, to complete the look and show off her white gold collar with its diamond and ruby baguettes. While many people in attendance didn’t understand its significance, those who did knew it meant she’d belonged to Brody long before they’d gotten to this point when they’d make it legal. Today was just the proverbial icing on the cake. 
 Taking a deep breath, she put one foot in front of the other and slowly approached her future—one that included the little life growing inside her. Through her gaze, Fancy let Brody see all the love in her heart and felt his in return. When she reached the end of the aisle, he stepped forward, took her hand, and kissed her knuckles, his eyes never leaving hers. “Hey there, sweetness. Fancy meeting you here. You wouldn’t happen to be here to marry me, would you?” 
 Her smile spread, and she gave him a coy look. “Maybe. You might want to hurry, though, before I change my mind.” 
 “Well, then, let’s seal the deal and get this show on the road.” 
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