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    Chapter 1: Scott 
 
    
“I beg you, save my daughter.” 
 
    Standing underneath some foliage at the far end of a gravel road, I examined my surroundings as I held the letter close to my body. Of the many properties I had across the globe, this was the best for private correspondence. If someone wanted to spy on me, Mother Nature would make it more difficult to reach me than anything I could spring. 
 
    Still, there was a reason that I had this letter sent to an outpost in the UK first, then to a rural town in Washington, and then finally here.  
 
    As far as clients like this woman knew, DOM, my agency, did not exist. Not on paper, not to the world, and not to prospective clients. To people like her, we were whispers in the air, sometimes felt, but rarely actually seen or heard. 
 
    And the more that we could remain in the shadows, away from the eyes of the world, the better we could do our jobs—the better chance we had of rescuing this woman’s daughter. 
 
    I looked at the trees. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I looked down the road, careful to keep my eyes peeled for anything in my peripheral vision. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I looked back to the house, trying to spot anything out of alignment from how I usually had. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    The silent lake house in Maine, in a spot not even my associates knew of, was, for the moment, secure. Unfortunately, in this world, things were never what they seemed. I had numerous escape routes and rendezvous spots if I needed them. 
 
    I tucked the letter into my jeans pocket, just to the side of my silenced pistol, and made my way back to my home. I locked the door behind me, clicked a button to draw all the blinds, lit a fire in the back of the living room, and held the letter close enough to the flames to be disposed of with a flick of the wrist, but not so close as to catch a stray ember by mistake. 
 
    I did nothing by mistake. I hadn’t gotten this far in the world by being sloppy. If anything, age had made me more purposeful. 
 
    I reached back into my pocket, pulled out the gun and letter, and held the pistol under the letter, ensuring no delay if I required its services. 
 
    “My child, Kaylie Charleston, has been kidnapped while on vacation with her friends.” 
 
    Charleston. 
 
    Christ, it’s that family? You better have a fucking solid payment for trying to drag me into this shit. Last thing I need to do is appear on TV. 
 
    “I don’t know how it happened or why anyone would want to do this, but I don’t know who else to turn to. I was told to contact you if I needed your help.” 
 
    You don’t know why it happened? Maybe it’s because you’re all on every social media platform, flaunting your wealth and trying to get all your kids to be fucking media stars? Maybe it’s because you’re practically begging the assholes of the world to come and get theirs? 
 
    “I will pay you ten million dollars for you to rescue her.” 
 
    I tsked. It was as much indication as I would give that this woman officially had my interest. Ten million dollars had a way of making a lot of concerns go right out the fucking window. 
 
    “I have attached a photo of her. She is twenty-five years old, blonde, blue eyes, and sweet as can be. Please help me. You are my only hope, DOM.” 
 
    I looked at the photo. The girl—Katie, Kaylie, whatever her name was, it didn’t much matter—certainly looked damn fucking cute. Petite, blonde, spunky—the kind of gal who looked like she thought the world would bend to her will and give her whatever the fuck she wanted because her last name was Charleston. And given how most people treated the rich and famous, she probably had good reason to believe so. 
 
    Little brat looked like she could learn a lesson or two. What I’d do to her in the privacy of my— 
 
    Third rule, Scott. Third rule of DOM. 
 
    I pursed my lips, grimaced, and nodded. I’d rescue the brat, get her to a safe spot, collect my pay, and forget her name—if I ever bothered to remember it in the first place. 
 
    There was some concern that dealing with a person of this level of fame would get DOM exposed. That would violate rule one, which would probably lead to the violation of rule two down the line. But honestly, rescuing daughters of families with more money than they could keep in a bank was one of the easiest gigs in the business. Bust in, break some necks—or knock some assholes out, depending on who was behind it all—rescue girl, tell her to shut the hell up as you got her to safety, reunite her with someone, collect payment, disappear into the woods with a healthier bank account and into a world without internet or TV. 
 
    The Charlestons could have all the fucking TV shows they wanted. I only knew of them because Liam, an associate of mine, had once cracked a joke about which families would pay the most to rescue their daughters. I couldn’t tell you what channel their show was on. 
 
    I read the letter one last time, taking special note of Mother Charleston’s phone number at the bottom. Once I had it committed to memory, I flicked the letter into the fireplace, any evidence of our correspondence erased. I had the memory of an elephant, so I did not need a fucking letter that could compromise my existence for me to remember everything. 
 
    Damn shame I had to burn the photo, though. Girl was smoking hot. But “luckily” for me, I would get to see her in person. 
 
    Rule three, Scott. 
 
    I went down to a secret basement behind one of the bookshelves in the house, found one of the various burner phones we had, dialed Mother Charleston’s phone number without hesitation, and went through a gate that led to a small beach. No one ever came to this beach, and even if someone accidentally stumbled onto it, they’d have to go through an awful lot of shit to reach me. 
 
    “Hello? Who is this? What do you want?” 
 
    Mother Charleston answered the phone in such hysterics, I wondered if she’d spoken to Daughter Charleston’s captives just before me. 
 
    “This is Scott from DOM,” I said, my voice calm, cool, and even. “I received your letter.” 
 
    “Scott!” she said, screaming. 
 
    The screaming was not hyperbole. It seemed so over-the-top as to be scripted, almost fake. I seethed at the thought that she might be recording this for her TV show, but fortunately, I had an app that distorted my voice, and the burner phone would never trace back to me.  
 
    “Scott, oh, thank heavens, oh, thank God, I was so concerned—” 
 
    “Let me go over some ground rules before we continue,” I said. To her, my voice probably sounded like James Earl Jones. To me, it sounded normal. But to both of us, it was firmly in control. “If you are recording this, if you make mention of my services to anyone, there will be dire consequences. No one is to know of this attempt, no one is to know of this job, and no one—not your parents, not your other kids, not any other loved ones—are to know of this. As far as you are concerned, this phone call never happened.” 
 
    “I…hold on.” 
 
    I waited somewhat impatiently as I heard Mother Charleston shouting some things in the background. I supposed even reality TV stars had a limit on how much they wanted cameras in their life. It was of some small solace that she cared more about her daughter than recording the rescue. 
 
    Well, somewhat. She probably would have kept the cameras recording if I hadn’t said anything. 
 
    “I agree to everything you said, Scott,” she said. 
 
    “Good. Tell me everything that you know. Spare nothing here, but share nothing after we hang up.” 
 
    I heard Mother Charleston take a deep breath. The woman probably hadn’t had someone boss her around like this in quite some time. 
 
    That was the perks of not existing, not officially, at least. I didn’t give a flying fuck who someone was in the “real world” because I wasn’t a part of that. I could tell powerful people to fuck off and rich people to do as I said. 
 
    “Kaylie went on vacation to the Cayman Islands about two weeks ago, and obviously, she never came home,” she said. “Near the end of the vacation, her friends woke up one morning and realized she wasn’t there. At first, they said they didn’t panic because they assumed she and her boyfriend had gone off somewhere. But that didn’t sit right with me; Kaylie’s a good girl, and she wouldn’t…” 
 
    I started to tune out Mother Charleston and rolled my eyes at that notion. For as perky and hot as that young gal was? There was no fucking way she was a “good girl.” She might have given a fucking good time—one that, if not for rule three, I wouldn’t have minded enjoying—but the word that followed “good” was most certainly not “girl.” 
 
    “But then her boyfriend came down after sleeping in late and started asking where Kaylie was. They were really stupid, Scott, they didn’t call the police for a full day—” 
 
    “Stick to the facts, please,” I said. 
 
    “But—” 
 
    “Talk to your therapist on your own time. Give me the facts and nothing more.” 
 
    I was pretty sure Mother Charleston would cuss me out before the end of the call. It wouldn’t be the first time. But everyone always stuck around. 
 
    “The local police didn’t do anything, Scott. It was horrible. They kept saying she was rich and pretty; she’d probably gotten bored and gone somewhere else. We pushed them so that they started doing something of an investigation, but I didn’t have any faith they’d actually do anything. So, I…I put out a press release.” 
 
    Overtly, I displayed no reaction to this. 
 
    But inside, I wanted to knock some damn sense into this woman. The last thing you did when you found out a public figure had been kidnapped was put it on blast. That was a good way to give the captors all the leverage they needed to extract as much money as possible. 
 
    And while I didn’t think he was the one behind all this—not yet, at least—anyone worth half a mind would know full well that ransom for someone famous would fetch a hell of a lot more than ransom for some relatively unknown hot girl. And nothing quite shouted, “She’s important!” like a fucking press release. 
 
    “That same afternoon, I got a call from a robotic voice. It said they had Kaylie, and they wanted ten million for her return.” 
 
    Mother Charleston started to sob. I held the phone a few inches from my ear. This could have been his work, but there wasn’t enough to go on yet. 
 
    “When did the voice call come to you?” 
 
    “Three days ago.” 
 
    That was enough time that they could have taken her anywhere in the world. Most captors who wanted ransom and not something else—primarily to send someone into the sex trade—would not take the person far, because it would make handing off difficult. But still, it went without saying sooner was better. 
 
    “And have the police given any other update since?” 
 
    “They’re still skeptical. We haven’t heard back from the voice, so they doubt the legitimacy of the call. But I got the FBI involved.” 
 
    “And did the caller say to not get anyone else involved?” 
 
    The silence on the other end of the line was all I needed to know. On the one hand, such threats were often easily ignored—and thus, not surprisingly, disregarded accordingly. But someone who had the balls to capture a public figure of this magnitude and ask for eight figures’ worth of ransom was not someone who was to be taken lightly.  
 
    That was probably why they hadn’t said a fucking word since the end of the first call. As soon as the FBI got involved and the captors found out, they knew they could play hardball. And more hardball meant a higher ransom figure. 
 
    No wonder they fucking offered me $10 million to rescue little Kaylie. They probably feared having to pay an extra five or ten million dollars to their captors after reaching out to the FBI. And they would have been in the right to worry about it. 
 
    “Scott, you’ve got to help me,” Mother Charleston said, her sobbing reaching a nearly hysterical level. “I don’t even know if my daughter is alive anymore. You are truly my only hope. I didn’t even know you existed before someone tipped me off to reach out to you, but…oh, fuck, Scott, please!” 
 
    I let her have her moments wailing. Parents and clients like this just needed a moment to wail. 
 
    “Will you do it? Will you rescue my daughter?” 
 
    The question wasn’t hard. She might have been annoying as hell, and I could imagine her daughter being a pain in the ass, but there was a simple counterpoint. Ten million dollars went a long fucking way towards quelling a lot of concerns. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2: Kaylie 
 
    
I sat on the balcony of my Cayman Villa, sipping on a nice margarita as the sun set in the distance. It felt as if I had just spent the day tanning out on the beach, the whole time never moving more than five feet away from my boyfriend, Cameron. 
 
    But at this moment, I wasn’t thinking about what I had done that day or what I would do that evening. I wasn’t thinking at all. 
 
    Because Cameron’s thick hands rested on my scalp, giving me the most relaxing head massage I had ever had in my life. I mean, I’d paid some people to give me massages on this trip, and no one did it like my boy did.  
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I murmured as his hands gently scratched from the crown of my head all the way back, tucking my hair behind my ear. “You know how much I fucking love it when you do it like that.” 
 
    Cameron chuckled above me. He leaned forward and wrapped his arms around me, running his fingers across my arms, my chest, and down to my side. It was so evil the way he turned me on, I swore. He could start by putting his hand on my arm, as if to emphasize a point, and turn that into something sexual. 
 
    And, oh, heavens, with the way our family’s house was set up with cameras everywhere, I had to make damn sure I found one of the hidden spots when he came over, because resisting Cameron just wasn’t something I was good at. 
 
    Luckily, I wasn’t pining to be good at it. 
 
    “You think that feels good,” he said as he ran his fingers around my belly button and beneath it, just inches above my bikini bottom. “Wait till you see what happens when I get those clothes off of you.” 
 
    I was soaking wet, and it wasn’t because I’d spent time in the ocean. His hands continued to brush over my belly, and I swore I was seconds away from just twirling around, yanking his swimming trunks down, and sucking his cock off. It felt so nice not to be in front of cameras, to have my own privacy with my friends, and I was feeling pretty damn frisky. 
 
    But one of the parts of our sex life was enjoying teasing each other. Making the other wait. Seeing how long the other could hold out before finally giving in, succumbing to temptation and desire. And I was not at that point—yet. 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    “I’m sorry?” I said as Cameron pulled his hands back. “You’re going to tell me what to do?” 
 
    “Damn right,” he said. “Stand up.” 
 
    I thought about not doing that just to fuck with him. Unfortunately, he knew me well enough, and I knew him well enough to have an idea of what was about to happen. 
 
    “You’re lucky—” 
 
    I barely got the words out as he grabbed me by the ass once I got out of my patio chair. I let out a yip and tried to tell him that I was going to get back at him when we got to the bedroom, but Cameron’s ass-squeeze had the words caught in my throat. 
 
    We stumbled toward the bed through the open doors, and he shoved me on top of the white comforter. I tried to sit up and reach down for his swimming trunks, but his body came forward, his lips pressed against mine, and I found myself more enthralled by his lips and tongue than anything I could not quite reach. 
 
    He moved to my neck, biting hard. Whatever hickey I had here would heal by the time we got back, and even if it did not, I didn’t fucking care. Makeup could cover up an awful lot. He moved his hands under my bikini top, running his rough fingers over my breasts. 
 
    “Cameron…” I said, his name barely comprehensible to my own ears, let alone to him. 
 
    “You’re mine,” he said. “No one else can have you, Kaylie.” 
 
    “Show me that you deserve to have me,” I growled back. 
 
    Cameron paused, looked up at me as if to say, “You dare to question me?” and made his way down my belly and to my crotch. And… 
 
    He raised up and went to my thighs. 
 
    “Wrong spot, buddy!” I said.  
 
    He shrugged. He ran his fingers around the strings of my bikini and untied them, tossing it to the side. With my pussy exposed to the warm air, it tingled and yearned for his cock or mouth. 
 
    But did Cameron do that? Did Cameron give me what I wanted? 
 
    No, because we were evil to each other like that. We had to tease each other and make the other wait. How savagely unfair! 
 
    “Cameron!” 
 
    But the more I shouted, the more Cameron just laughed and kept dancing around me, kissing my thighs and my stomach but not the spot that would give me orgasms. Finally, I had enough. 
 
    I reached up, dug both my hands into his hair, and buried him in my pussy. 
 
    “Work!” I shouted. 
 
    He said something that sounded like, “I can’t breathe,” but I ignored him. I let up just a smidge, just so he could get his nostrils up, as his tongue darted out of his mouth and started working on my clit. I closed my eyes but never let go of his head, controlling him and making him satisfy me as he did so well. 
 
    It didn’t take long for him to get me close to orgasm. He’d already done the hard work when he’d started to massage my scalp before; that was the foreplay to this foreplay, so it wasn’t like he needed to be down there for hours on end. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…” 
 
    The world started to blur around me. My body tensed with pleasure. Everything seemed to flicker, as if on a very old TV with bad reception. I could feel the orgasm on the cusp, just a few more licks, a few more kisses, a few more… 
 
    A few more… 
 
    And then my eyes shot back open. 
 
    Cameron was gone. 
 
    So was the villa I was in. 
 
    So was the margarita that I’d had on the table. 
 
    It was all gone. It wasn’t real. 
 
    It was just a dream. 
 
    But where I found myself now was no dream, not even close to it. 
 
    Instead of on a luxurious bed in a villa that cost thousands of dollars a night to rent, I was now on a cot—I seriously had spent more comfortable nights in a sleeping bag in the middle of the woods—on a boat that I didn’t know anything about other than my room. 
 
    And what was there to say about my room? It was barren. 
 
    Quite literally. Aside from my bed, which had one very uncomfortable pillow and one very thin white sheet on a “mattress” that didn’t earn its name, there was nothing. White walls, a wooden floor, and…a white ceiling, I guess. No windows, no artwork, nothing.  
 
    I knew I was on the ocean, at least. The gentle rocking and the slight sense of disequilibrium told me as much. I also knew, unsurprisingly, that I’d been kidnapped. I only had to think of…however many nights ago it was, when I woke up, saw a man in all black standing over me, applying chloroform to my face, and then me waking up on this boat. 
 
    I’d screamed the first night, begging to be let out. No one answered. I got food twice a day, and to my surprise, it was half-decent food. I wasn’t eating steak and escargot by any stretch of the imagination, but I never went starving, either. 
 
    But I was most certainly prisoner of someone who wanted to keep me captive from the rest of the world, away from my friends and obviously my family. And said captives apparently had no interest in talking to me or even looking at me. 
 
    Which, what the hell? I mean, come on now, I could at least pass the time with some fun conversation— 
 
    The door opened.  
 
    I scooted back on my bed in surprise. I had on the pajamas I’d worn to bed a few nights ago, so I wasn’t naked, but having someone else look at me after so long without a shower or any cleanup just felt so…so vulnerable. I would have felt more confident naked in front of one of my guy friends that I did clothed but dirty right now. 
 
    An enormous man entered the room right then. He had a brown-haired mullet, a beard, and tattoos all over his arms. On his right arm, it looked like he had twin snakes hissing at each other, and on his other arm, it looked like the fangs and face of a viper about to strike. He had no weapons on him, though I thought I heard a couple of guards shuffling near the door. 
 
    “Good morning, Kaylie,” the man said. “It sounded like you were enjoying your rest.” 
 
    Oh, God. I was probably talking in my sleep, wasn’t I? 
 
    “I have no idea what you’re talking about, Tats.” 
 
    “Tats?” the man said, arching an eyebrow. 
 
    “You have more tattoos than David Beckham.” 
 
    The man chuckled, but it didn’t exactly sound like he was amused. Not that that would stop me.  
 
    “Funny, but don’t you dare ever call me that,” he said. “You can call me Snake.” 
 
    I suppose the appropriate response in this moment would have been to feel some deep-seated fear, like, “Oh, no, surely a man who goes by Snake must be terrifying and could kill or rape me.” 
 
    But instead, I just laughed. 
 
    “Snake?” I said, still laughing at him. “Let me guess, do you call your cock Python? Do you—” 
 
    “I would suggest, Kaylie,” he said with a snarl. “You drop the sass. We know you and your family can be a pain in the ass. I suggest you minimize it for your sake.” 
 
    I laughed a couple more times, sort of as a fuck you to this “Snake” man, but I didn’t push my luck. 
 
    “What am I doing here, anyway?” I said. “When can I go home?” 
 
    “You can go home when your mother pays the ransom.” 
 
    “OK, so…have you asked her? You know my family’s rich, right?” 
 
    I was probably a bad negotiator, but oh well. 
 
    “Yes, we have spoken to her. She is aware of our asking price.” 
 
    “Damn, and you still have me here? You guys fucking suck at this. What kind of kidnappers are you?” 
 
    Snake remained poised, but I could see subtle signs of cracking his veneer. The snarl. The twitch of an eyebrow. The general vibe, the sense that I was coming dangerously close to saying something that would probably carry ugly consequences for me. 
 
    “Have my mom drop the money off somewhere, you get the money, send me on my merry way, and you never have to deal with my sassy ass again.” 
 
    “I am glad you at least have some measure of self-awareness, child,” he said, which made me want to slap him. “Your mother decided to call the FBI. This could have been much easier had she not done so, but now we cannot do a monetary exchange without being traced.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry, how dare my mother love me and want to call in help—” 
 
    “She knew the fucking terms of the deal!” 
 
    Snake’s face went red. He looked like he’d literally pop a blood vessel in his rage. I shut my mouth, finally recognizing when this would go from sarcastic, harsh banter to the point where I might get hit. 
 
    And I didn’t want to get fucking hit by a man who called himself Snake and looked like had served in the special forces. 
 
    “And because she violated those terms,” Snake said, his voice slowly coming down, “we have to wait until the FBI moves on or diverts resources elsewhere.” 
 
    “And how long is that going to be?” I said, even though I was afraid of the question. 
 
    Snake smiled at me. 
 
    “Come,” he said. 
 
    I did not move. 
 
    “I will ask you this nicely once more, because I know I snapped,” he said with a hint of tension to his voice. “Come.” 
 
    I got to my feet. I wished I had something clean to wear, something nicer than my pajamas, not for anyone’s sake other than my own. But with a healthy respect for Snake’s anger more than my own hygiene, I moved forward. Snake put a firm, calloused hand on my back as he led me out of the room and down a hallway. He led me out to a deck where we could see the ocean. 
 
    And nothing else. 
 
    Had I been in the company of someone that I didn’t worry about murdering me, I might have found the scene beautiful. 
 
    “You want to know how long it will be?” Snake said, coming up and putting a hand on the small of my back once more. “It will be as long as it takes for the FBI to find us. And let me assure you, we are not so easily found, most especially since we are not having outside communication with the world.” 
 
    “How kind of you.” 
 
    “You might be saying that with sincerity when I tell you this next part,” he said. “We have enough food on hand to feed you for the next three months. Do not think of that as your final date—we can easily have more food shipped here. Rather, think of it as the fact that if you comply with us, if you do not make a fuss, we will treat you well. Be a brat, be annoying, and be a thorn in our side, and we will make sure that you wither under our watch. Understood?’ 
 
    I hated how Snake asked if I understood like a father who knew he had all the power. I hated that my mother had gotten the FBI involved when it sounded like simply paying the man would take care of everything. I hated that I was now stuck on this boat for, probably, at least three months. Sure, it was a nice boat, and sure, if I behaved, I would get fed and…well, maybe I’d get to shower. 
 
    But with my family’s resources, how the fuck had I wound up on this boat with no rescue still? 
 
    “I suppose,” I said. “It would be nice if I had a shower here, though.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Alone.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    He responded so quickly, it made me wonder if I had been ridiculous for assuming the worst of these guys. 
 
    Then again, I hadn’t walked into a bar and gotten hit on by some dudes with Cameron by my side. I’d been fucking kidnapped. 
 
    I looked out on the water, at the nothingness around us, at the lack of land anywhere. I suppose as far as kidnappings went, I had it pretty well. 
 
    But if Mom didn’t take care of this shit soon, I was going to quickly lose my food and shower privileges. 
 
    And then the truly cranky Kaylie would rear her ugly head. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3: Scott 
 
    
Rummaging through a secret room adjacent to my bedroom, I grabbed my alias package. 
 
    I packed all of my bags with all of my clothes, weapons, and any other gear that I needed. I headed to the nearby airport hangar, driving over and communicating with my pilot on the way about what I needed to do. I also called two of my henchmen, Liam and Burke, on my burner phone. 
 
    “I’m headed for the Cayman Islands; I had a job come up,” I said. “I need you two on standby in case anything comes up.” 
 
    “Understood, sir,” they both said.  
 
    Of the two of them, Liam was easily the most likely for me to call. In this business, trust mattered more than anything else, and for all the years we’d worked together, Liam was the closest person I knew to being like me. 
 
    We hung up. I got to the airport hangar, got into the plane, and sat back as it took off. In spots like these, my pilot and I seldom spoke. I counted on him to see and hear me board and to then take off—I did not need a fucking safety instruction on what to do in the case of an emergency landing. One, if I had to do that, I’d have bigger problems than surviving the crash, and two, it wouldn’t have been the first time I’d had to handle something like that. 
 
    Make no mistake about it—I took care of my men since they took care of me. But we didn’t need hugs and cuddles to do that shit. 
 
    On the way down, I reviewed the case materials. By all accounts, Kaylie had been kidnapped in the middle of the night, with no one, not even anyone at the vacation spot, any the wiser. There was no sign of burglary, no property damage, nothing—not even a window left open. The local police, sure enough, had been so befuddled by what had happened that they were convinced the partygoers were lying, probably to extract attention or media coverage. 
 
    To an extent, I got why the police acted the way they did. I had a feeling I knew who was behind this—only one person and one group had the ability to flawlessly execute a kidnapping like this, and he had such a global reach that it was all but impossible for him to pop up in the same locations with any regularity. It made familiarity with him difficult—the only thing one knew about him was he was quite unknowable. 
 
    But the man I suspected was behind Kaylie’s kidnapping was someone I was all too experienced, if not familiar in detail, with. He had deep pockets and even deeper connections. And more than that, he was fucking crazy. 
 
    He wasn’t crazy in the asylum sense, though. He was so fucking crazy because he was almost irrationally sane to be in this line of work. He did shit like this purely for the fun of it, but he never hurt his victims unless they got out of line and even referred to them as his clients. He was a fucking whack job, and the code name that he went by said it all. 
 
    Snake. 
 
    Like a fucking slithering creature in the wild that you never saw until it had sunk its jaws into you. That was the thing about it, though—Snake wasn’t “venomous,” but he sure as hell was quite good at extracting money and fear from a whole bunch of rich people. 
 
    But I knew Snake well, and I knew what to expect—as much as one could, at least. I didn’t know as much yet as I wanted to about Kaylie. 
 
    But unlike Snake, who might as well not have existed to the outside world, Kaylie was quite famous. 
 
    I found her Instagram, Twitter, and Facebook pages without much trouble, and even better, the girl seemed intent on providing social updates every couple of hours. She was literally the cliché young hot girl, having to share everything with everyone possible. 
 
    Video after video after video of her showed her on the beach, tanning, laughing, drinking, smiling, and enjoying the rays. I had to look at her from a professional perspective, but seeing a girl with her curves and her body splashing around, all wet in the water, her clothes sometimes slipping… 
 
    Rule three. Rule three. Rule fucking three. 
 
    Kaylie Charleston was going to be the fucking test of my life, and it didn’t even have anything to do with how difficult her rescue would be. Heaven help me if she gave me sass. I’d have to teach her a fucking lesson. 
 
    I knew I’d figure out how. 
 
    I started to get bored of watching the videos, which showed the same thing over and over again, before I came across one of particular interest. It showed a guy, probably having just graduated college, with her arm around her before smacking her ass—but in a very soft and almost scared way. The caption read, “OMG, Cameron!” I presumed it was a boyfriend. 
 
    Although it had nothing to do with my mission, the only thing I could think about was how much of a dud the kid was. One, he looked like he had violated so many rules by smacking that girl’s ass. He looked apologetic. I felt embarrassed for the fucking boy looking at him. 
 
    You never showed someone as hot as Kaylie Charleston that you were apologetic. God forbid, that was worse than anything short of physically harming her. You showed her who the fucking boss was. You told her to remove her clothes, get on all fours, and wait for further instructions. 
 
    But would she beg for more from me, like all the other women do? 
 
    Or would she refuse me? Would she think she knows what’s best and fight back? Would I have to show her who the real fucking boss is? 
 
    Swear to God, Scott, rule fucking three needs to get tattooed on your skull. 
 
    I shook my head. I was being a fucking bastard. She was a twenty-five-year-old reality TV star who was kidnapped by one of the most dangerous men in the world, and all I could think about was how good it would feel to dominate this little Barbie doll in bed. She might have known she was hot, she might have acted sassy and feisty, she might have been the type of gal I wanted to hear beg for mercy while I dominated her, but… 
 
    I scrolled through the remaining videos. I both had a keen eye for paying attention to little things while tuning out what almost everyone else would see—namely, a bunch of hot girls and stud guys drinking and having a good time. But so far, for mostly better, there was nothing but hot girls dancing, laughing, and screaming. 
 
    And then I saw it. 
 
    A man, far in the background, so far back as to barely be visible, taking photos of the group of girls. 
 
    He wasn’t doing it in a way that would make him look like a pervert. To people on the beach or in nearby villas, he probably just looked like another vacationer, taking shots of the trip. But I knew what bullshit smelled like, and this guy reeked of it, especially given the way he had the camera lens pointed in a different direction than his body—trying to sneak some shots in. I paused the video, took a screenshot of the image, and uploaded it to a self-developed app that would let me zoom in on a photo without losing image quality. 
 
    In the app, I zoomed in as closely as I could to the man’s hand. The position of his right hand on the camera made it a tad difficult, but I could see enough. He had a black ring on his pinkie finger, one that, though difficult to see, I knew had a coiled snake slithering around it, like a vortex of an image. 
 
    It confirmed the presence of Snake. 
 
    That fucking bastard would never leave my life. 
 
    I should have been glad that I now knew who was behind this job. But like I said, he was a fucking whack job, and he was perhaps the only person in the world that could truly cause DOM headaches if he wanted to. 
 
    Probably because he knows it better than even your agents do. 
 
    “We’ll be landing in five minutes, sir.” 
 
    It was all the advanced warning I needed. I could save the half-hour, redundant notices of landing for the commercial flights; once I knew I had five minutes, I could get everything packed and prepared. 
 
    The plane touched down in the Grand Caymans without a hitch. I remained in my seat as the plane came to a full stop, and as soon as it did, I opened the door, climbed down, and headed over to where I knew my vehicle would be waiting. And sure enough, just as I had arranged with the other DOMs, we had it all set up. 
 
    I drove with urgency but not with speed, careful not to draw attention to me. The car I had, to the outside world, looked vanilla, like something that a suburban dad still clinging to his belief that vans were stupid would have no choice but to drive. But on the inside, I had guns, I had bullet-proof coating, bullet-proof glass, and a whole assortment of short-range weapons in case someone somehow disabled my guns. 
 
    But when I got to my private compound—just one of the many that I had in DOM—I had never had to so much as honk at another driver, let alone resort to physical means. 
 
    I retreated to a bunker underneath the compound that already had an up-to-the-minute report. Snake had Kaylie on a boat about fifty miles offshore as the crow flies northeast. I would have a military boat waiting for me, the inflatable kind that Navy SEALs used to approach missions without creating much noise. There was just one thing wrong with the report. 
 
    It stated that Snake was expected to be there upon my arrival, but I knew better. Snake and I had a sixth sense for when the other was near, and we never crossed paths whenever we could avoid it. There was a sort of odd respect for each other that we didn’t want to end. 
 
    Well, better said that he didn’t want to end. He was like the fucking Joker; he got off as much from playing with me as he did actually “winning.” 
 
    But right now, I had a bratty girl I needed to rescue. Snake could wait. And I needed to teach her some lessons when I got to her. 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    Night had settled over the skies of the Grand Caymans. Up above, the stars glittered with nary any light pollution. Distant revelers could be heard, but they were so far out from me they probably wouldn’t even see me if I turned on a flashlight. 
 
    It was just another day in the Grand Caymans for most. 
 
    For me? I had on my black camo gear, my boat inflated, and a mission that I needed to execute. 
 
    I pushed the boat out about fifteen feet into the ocean, hopped on board, revved the engine, and began the slow—and I mean slow—drive out to where I suspected Snake was. 
 
    Missions like these, as much as technology had advanced, always tested my intuitive skills. No amount of tracking devices or GPS could help me find a boat in the middle of the fucking Atlantic Ocean that did not want to be found. I’d shot off from the exact spot I needed to and knew I was heading in the right direction, but being even just half a degree off from my initial launch could put me miles away. 
 
    But if I wanted shit to be easy, I would have played the lottery and prayed for victory. If I wanted this shit to be earned, this was the shit that I had to go through. 
 
    The waves splashed against my boat. The water churned with creatures beneath me that could have devoured me in a matter of seconds. Luck guided me as much as my intuition. 
 
    And all the same, I never broke a fucking sweat. It’s not what DOM agents did, and it’s certainly not what I ever considered. 
 
    Because sure enough, after a little over an hour of rough sea venturing, I could see the lights of the yacht in the distance. 
 
    It was one of Snake’s follies. He obviously could not act alone and thus had to recruit men, but the men that he recruited to his aide tended not to be the best and the brightest. When someone went for the easier option of kidnapping instead of rescuing, surprise, the quality of hired help went downhill very rapidly. 
 
    I lowered the engine to a low roar, as low as it could go, as I approached from the darkest angle possible. There were plenty of lights on the yacht, and as I got closer, I could see what looked like some sort of party going on. It wasn’t anything like the spring break party Kaylie shot video of, but even from my vantage point, men drunkenly staggered around, laughed, and clasped each other on the shoulder. 
 
    It was almost too easy. I’d have to keep my senses alert for a trap or sober men. 
 
    I pulled up to the rear of the yacht as closely as I could, grateful that Snake or whoever was overseeing the boat had killed the engines. I got within about twenty feet before I stopped, flopped over the edge, and swam to the ladder. This was probably the most difficult part, because getting out of the water and onto a boat was never something that could be done quietly. But it would be a lot stealthier than hearing an engine slowly pull up and being in a compromised position. 
 
    I broached the surface carefully. The lone guard had his back turned and was looking up at the party above, almost as if he was envious of not getting to join the others in celebration. Don’t worry—you’ll be lights out soon enough. 
 
    The man turned at the last second, but I already had my arms wrapped around his neck. It took a little bit of maneuvering, but I managed to choke him out. I hurriedly took him to the nearest pole, roped him up and gagged him, tied my boat to the yacht, and took stock. I’d probably have about five minutes before he woke up, and even if he couldn’t speak, he could make a lot of noise. 
 
    But fortunately, I was a DOM, and I had arrived at my target. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4: Kaylie 
 
    
What I wouldn’t give to have some champagne right now! 
 
    Snake had been nice enough to let me have a shower—and shockingly, true to his word, he let me do it alone—but I was still so damn bored on this boat. Aside from being let out that one time by Snake to come to the dock, it felt like I had not seen the sun in two weeks, and the only reason I knew it was night was because I could hear my captors laughing and sharing drinks. 
 
    Actually, that probably didn’t even guarantee that it was dark outside, but it sure seemed like a relatively safe bet. 
 
    I hadn’t heard from Snake in the days since, and the fact that I had not gotten so much as touched by anyone else, let alone beaten or raped, made me wonder if they’d let me out on the deck. What was I going to do, swim away? 
 
    Really, though… 
 
    It felt fucked up to say, but I almost kind of wished they had inflicted some sort of harm on me. At least then I would feel more like a victim and less like…like a forgotten toy stuffed in the way back of a closet. I would have more attention on me. 
 
    And at the risk of sounding like an attention whore, not having anyone come to me except twice a day for food sucked. I never appreciated how much of an extrovert I was until right about now. 
 
    I stood up from my bed, still in those same pajamas from who knew how long ago, and went to the door. I knocked. 
 
    No one answered. 
 
    I could still hear people laughing and giggling, a couple burping, someone even throwing up over the railing, but no one answered the door. 
 
    “Hello?” I said. 
 
    I knocked again. 
 
    “Hey! Are you assholes really going to keep me trapped in here all fucking day?”  
 
    When I got no response again, I tried to open the door. But as I expected, they had it locked so well it felt like I was trying to open a wall. There was no give, not even half an inch, let alone an opening that would let me out. 
 
    I returned back to my bed, thinking about my friends back in the Cayman Islands. I thought about Cameron, though I found myself surprised to realize I hadn’t thought about him as much as I would have expected. Maybe my feelings for him just weren’t as strong as I’d thought. He’d always been nice, but never the kind of take-charge, grab-me-by-the-ass type of guy. 
 
    Maybe that’s why I’d dreamed about him doing what he did. Because in real life, he was too courteous and too polite to just take me and take charge. 
 
    But my friends? 
 
    Oh hell, yes, I missed my friends. I missed day drinking on the beach without a worry around. I missed partying all through the night, eating the finest food possible. I missed— 
 
    The lights went out. 
 
    And when I say out, I mean out, out. I could not see anything. I was blind. 
 
    And then I heard a loud thud right above me as if someone had just literally dropped dead. 
 
    “The hell is going on?” one of the guards shouted outside. “Who killed the fucking power?” 
 
    I heard gunshots ring out. More men hit the deck. Chaos erupted outside. 
 
    I had a terrifying feeling that I was about to be killed, even if by accident. The gunfire outside was not someone drunkenly shooting rounds off. They were bullets that were meant to kill. 
 
    Fear overwhelmed me. My heartbeat elevated. My skin went cold. I crawled under the covers of my bed, feeling like a little girl that had the monsters of the night coming for her. Sure, maybe this could be a rescue mission, but it could have just as easily been someone more violent and less tolerant looking for me. 
 
    I bit my lip as the footsteps became louder, like someone was running through the ship looking for me. It wouldn’t take long before someone showed up at my door. 
 
    But then something eerie happened. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Just as quickly as the gunfire had erupted, it had ceased. 
 
    And now, only one set of footsteps were heard. 
 
    One set of footsteps that was probably coming to take me, to rape me, maybe even to murder me. 
 
    The footsteps drew closer to my door, stopping at the hallway just outside my room. It was so quiet, I swore I could hear fish or dolphins breaching the surface of the ocean outside the walls. I probably imagined most of it. 
 
    The footsteps resumed. 
 
    I still couldn’t see anything, but all the same, I felt like I could “see” the person on the other side of the wall, coming to my door, slowly realizing that this would be where I was held captive. He would open the door…he was opening the door… 
 
    A light flashed in my eyes, blinding me. Now I understood why a hard light in a building raid knocked people to the ground—all I could see were spots blotching my vision. 
 
    “We need to go.” 
 
    I heard the man—he wasn’t anyone that I’d heard on this boat yet—but I was still blinded by the light. And for that matter, I didn’t like my odds of going with someone I didn’t know when I hadn’t suffered anything worse than some loneliness in here so far. 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    His voice had a strong air to it. It wasn’t nasty, and it wasn’t brutal, but it wasn’t asking me to come, either. It was ordering me. 
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” I said. “What you did to the other guards?” 
 
    “Knocked them unconscious so that we could make our escape, you mean? No, I am not going to do that.” 
 
    Our escape? 
 
    “We are wasting time. You have three seconds to stand up before I take you myself.” 
 
    I was being kidnapped. But maybe it was benevolent? 
 
    I stood up, raising my arms to deflect the blinding light from hurting my eyes more. 
 
    “Can you turn that down some?” I said. “I feel like I’m staring right into a stage light.” 
 
    The man did not respond. 
 
    “The quiet type, huh? I suppose I can stand—” 
 
    “Your mother hired me to rescue you. Start moving faster, or I will carry you to where we need to go.” 
 
    I bit my lip. So he knew that my mother wanted to rescue me. About damn time my mother got someone out here. 
 
    Wherever “out here” was. 
 
    “I can’t see for shit,” I said, though I kept moving closer to the sound of the voice. The light from outside barely outlined the broad-shouldered man, as I could not even see his face. 
 
    “You won’t for some time,” he said. 
 
    “What does—” 
 
    But before I could say a word, he had spun me around and wrapped something tight around my eyes, somehow making the world even darker than it had been before. 
 
    “What the hell, man?” 
 
    “I can’t have you knowing where we are, nor can I have you seeing my face,” he said. “The only reason I’m talking to you is because you wouldn’t come with me in the first place.” 
 
    That gave me a bit of an idea. 
 
    “So if I refuse to come, you’ll let me—” 
 
    The man answered not with words but with a firm, calloused hand pulling on my arm, moving me as if I were a stuffed teddy bear. Another hand moved to my waist, guiding me, and, quite frankly, arousing me pretty well. The hand felt strong, firm, and sexy. Not to mention the fact that he smelled strongly like…well, first, like sea salt, but also something masculine. 
 
    I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but it smelled like some sort of familiar cologne. An expensive type, that was for sure. Whoever this guy was, he wasn’t some lowlife security guard working for Snake. 
 
    And he definitely wasn’t Snake. He seemed more poised and in control than Snake did. 
 
    Walking under the man’s spell felt like being on a roller coaster in the middle of the night, for I had no idea where I was stepping, what the elevation was, and when I’d have to go down and feel the Earth fall out from under my feet. It felt like we were moving to the back of the boat, but I couldn’t quite say for sure. 
 
    A couple of times, I felt my feet kick what felt like legs dangling to the side, but by this point, I knew better than to ask any questions. I’d wait until I was on a new boat, or preferably with the ability to see what this rescuer—or new captor—looked like. 
 
    “We’re about to go down a ladder,” he said. 
 
    His voice sounds so deep and sexy. I’m scared. 
 
    But fear has a funny way of making things exhilarating. 
 
    “I’ll go down first. Don’t you dare try and run for it.” 
 
    “I’m blindfolded. Do you really think that I’m going to run anywhere? Besides, I’m not exactly in a hurry to fall off the boat and get eaten by sharks.” 
 
    “Sharks are the least of your concern right now.” 
 
    A certain Snake probably is. 
 
    I heard him go down the ladder. I crouched forward and reached out until I felt like I had grabbed the edges of the ladder. Very carefully, almost more cautiously than anything I had done in my life, I stepped down the ladder, waiting until my feet had established contact on each rung. 
 
    “Hurry up, would you?” 
 
    “This would be a hell of a lot easier if I wasn’t blindfolded.” 
 
    A few moments of silence came. Finally, the man grabbed me by the hips and pulled me off the ladder, dropping me down on the floor. I still couldn’t see the man, but I could not lie; the way he just grabbed and carried me with the ease of a burly man hoisting a keg on his shoulder felt so exciting. 
 
    What could I say? I had a thrill for the dangerous and the risky. 
 
    “You’re blindfolded for your own safety.” 
 
    “My own safety?” I said, literally laughing out loud at that. “I’m probably inches away from falling off the boat, and this is for my safety? Show me a safety manual that says it’s for my safety to be blindfolded on a boat in the middle of the ocean!” 
 
    The man groaned. I was starting to suspect I was getting under his skin a bit. 
 
    Good. I liked being a little feisty, showing he couldn’t control me like he thought he could. 
 
    “If you see me, I’d have to kill you.” 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Well, that is for my safety then. 
 
    The man picked me up once more. 
 
    “Tuck your chin.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    But I did so without waiting for an answer, and when I felt his hands release me, I let out a scream—that stopped when I felt myself land a split-second later on something wet, something soft, something rubbery. It felt like I had landed on an inflatable tube someone might have in a swimming pool, except I’d managed to avoid falling into the middle. 
 
    A second later, I felt the part in front of me sink forward. The man had gotten onto the boat with me. I heard him doing some work. He then reached forward, dragged me to what I presumed was the front of the boat, and got behind me. A couple of seconds later, the boat revved to life, and we were flying in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean on what I hoped was a safe vessel. 
 
    I hoped. 
 
    The good news was I was finally out in the open. I was out of solitary confinement. I was no longer in the hands of Snake. I had something resembling freedom back, and if this man was to be believed, I’d just been rescued and would be back home with my mother in a matter of days. 
 
    The bad news was I had no idea if this man was to be believed. All I knew about him was that he was skilled enough to take out an entire yacht’s worth of men with guns in order to procure me, all by himself. 
 
    And if that didn’t scream “dangerous and deadly,” then not a damn thing did. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5: Scott 
 
    
That was much easier than I expected. 
 
    Much easier than it should have been, really. This isn’t right. 
 
    Snake didn’t exactly have Israeli or Russian special forces who took steroids in his back pocket, but his men weren’t stupid. They didn’t go down like a bunch of teenagers trying to pretend they were tough in the face of actual gangsters. They certainly didn’t go down as easily as they had right there. The whole thing stank of a setup—either to trap me later or so Snake could play some games with me. 
 
    Sure, it helped that all of them had had at least three or four drinks and had the awareness of a Tuesday afternoon drunk, but even then, I would have figured at least some of them would have remained sober “just in case.” Snake did not allow his captives to ever be without “just in case” watch. 
 
    There was no level of “just in case” on that boat. They had all gotten drunk—without Snake, unsurprisingly—as if there was no unlikely case. 
 
    Which led me to believe, knowing Snake, that he had more up his sleeve. And I had to be prepared. 
 
    The way Snake and I operated, we weren’t enemies, not in the sense that people usually thought of good versus bad. Snake saw me as a rival in a game, with the pieces of the game being politicians, family of famous people, and even inanimate objects of immense worth, like artwork or statues. He rarely killed, only extorted or held people for ransom. 
 
    But the minute I got involved, however much I had escalated, it was the level Snake was willing to go to. That was why I hadn’t killed any of his men; the last thing I needed was for him to come after Kaylie and me with a literal army of men hellbent on murdering me. No one better exemplified eye for an eye quite like Snake. 
 
    And besides, he’d know with one hundred percent certainty I’d been the one to rescue Kaylie. And he’d be one hundred percent pissed that I was the one who was getting the eight-figure check and not him. 
 
    I had to get her home safe. I had to win the game. 
 
    But how? 
 
    “How much longer are we going to be out here on the ocean? I’m fucking cold!” 
 
    And this brat yelling at me like this isn’t doing me any favors. I’m going to teach her a goddamn lesson, and it’s not going to be a verbal one. 
 
    “We’re out here as long as we need to be until I can get you to safety.” 
 
    I had two options, as far as I could see. I could lay low for a few days, wait for Snake to move on, and then fly her home. The risk with that, of course, was that Snake would catch us, and then I’d be back to square one.  
 
    Alternatively, I could have taken her right to the plane, but this close to his yacht being ambushed, I was sure that Snake would have some retaliatory measures set up. And while Snake generally stayed within the bounds of whatever I did, he was more capable of getting unhinged than I was. 
 
    “Are you going to tell me where you’re taking me? Or are you going to dump me in the middle of the ocean?” 
 
    God, this girl needs a lesson. Or two. Or five. Preferably all night. 
 
    “No, I cannot. But I am not going to kill you. I am here to rescue you.” 
 
    If I got her right to the airplane, then I’d need to prepare for the worst. Traps, anti-aircraft measures— 
 
    “Did my mother really hire you?” 
 
    God, if this bitch wasn’t my client, I’d be having my way with her so hard right now to shut her the fuck up. 
 
    You know, Scott, it was her mother that hired you, not her. So… 
 
    Don’t you fucking dare. Rule three. Rule three. Rule three. 
 
    “Yes, she did,” I said. “You know, the more you talk, the more difficult it will be to get you to safety.” 
 
    “That’s great. You know what else would be great? Warmth. Not wondering if I’m about to get raped. An ETA of when I’ll be home—” 
 
    “Christ, shut up,” I said. I took a breath. “I will be getting you home as soon as I can. The men I took you from are going to be furious that I snatched you up under their noses.” 
 
    “Seems like they should be more pissed that you kicked all their asses.” 
 
    I brushed off the compliment. 
 
    “We need to get you somewhere safe, out of sight and out of reach of them,” I said. “And then we can call your mom.” 
 
    “And how long will that be?” 
 
    God almighty, this girl just didn’t understand what a straight answer was, did she?  
 
    So I just shut the hell up and kept my focus on steering the boat southwest. Words wouldn’t get this little Kaylie to safety any faster. 
 
    “I’m cold,” she groaned. “It’s freezing. Seriously, the water makes me fucking shiver!” 
 
    I bit my lip. I was in control, but I was being an ass.  
 
    But I was also being realistic. As nice as it would have been to stop the boat and find something for her or give her something, there wasn’t a goddamn thing I could do. What, was I going to stop at some mirage of a gas station and get her a coat out here in the middle of the ocean? 
 
    And though I wasn’t enough of an ass to say this out loud—to say nothing of rule three—seeing her in her pajamas, with her goosebumps and rock-hard nipples visible through her shirt…well, fuck, it was nice when the client was as hot as anything you’d ever seen in your life. 
 
    I had to constantly remind myself of rule three, to the point that I was starting to wonder why I’d ever fucking implemented it. The answer was easy—nothing could get in the way of the mission, and nothing got in the way of men’s rational thinking quite like hot pussy could—but when the thought of it became more overwhelming than the actual consumption of it…well, fuck. 
 
    This little Kaylie brat was going to be the biggest test I’d ever had, and I didn’t mean of my DOM agent skills. 
 
    I meant of my dom skills. 
 
    “Hey, asshole! Are you going to kidnap me just so I could freeze to death? Or are you going to be a gentleman kidnapper and make sure I don’t die?” 
 
    “You are not going to die,” I said, though I had a strong urge to spit a little fire back at her. “Stop acting like a little princess. We’ll be there soon.” 
 
    “Forgive me for wanting my basic needs met!” she said. “I am not sure if you are familiar with Maslow’s hierarchy of needs, but being physically comfortable is pretty well near the base, and—” 
 
    “And so is safety,” I grumbled. 
 
    Nevertheless, more so she would shut the hell up than out of any kindness or chivalry, I reached back behind me, grabbed a life jacket I’d brought in case shit got really ugly, and tossed it to her. 
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    “I can’t see!” 
 
    “You’ve never worn a life jacket before? You can’t figure out what goes where?” 
 
    Kaylie groaned loudly—too loud for it to be anything other than for drama—but eventually put on the damn jacket. I didn’t want to be a dick to her, but I also didn’t want her to think we were friends. Certainly, nothing even further than that. 
 
    It was not my job to be nice. It was my job to get her to safety. I was sure Mother Charleston could afford the world’s most expensive therapists to work on little Kaylie if she had to. 
 
    “It’s so fucking cold,” she said. “Do you have anything warmer I could wear?” 
 
    God, the very thought of her changing in front of me, revealing that curvy, perky body… 
 
    I never got distracted on my missions, but I was sitting at the base of my boat with my dick so hard it would have pressed through the thickest wetsuit man had ever created. I was now at the point that once we got to shore, we were not going to go to the plane at first. 
 
    Not because of what I feared of Snake. Not because I wanted to have a moment alone with Kaylie, though I could not lie, that very thought was overpowering. 
 
    No, I needed to find one of my many Cayman lovers and just take my raw energy out on her, unleash everything I had stored up inside of me. If I couldn’t have Kaylie, I’d imagine one of the lovers as her.  
 
    Fortunately, I had a litany of options. High-end escorts, connections in local areas…I was damn fucking picky about what I liked, mostly because I was a man of routine, but in my spot, I had options. 
 
    And fucking Kaylie Charleston is exactly the kind of girl I’d want. 
 
    Just to fuck, though. Nothing more. I can’t live this life and have her. 
 
    “Hey! Asshole! Are you still talking to me?” 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “Well, you’re clearly not listening to me anymore,” she groused. “Do you have anything warmer I can wear?” 
 
    I bit my lip and sighed.  
 
    “Not here,” I said. 
 
    But when we get to the safe house, it’s going to be really dangerous for me. Real fucking dangerous. 
 
    “So what? When I get home? When I get to land? When I—” 
 
    “Shut the hell up, and maybe you’ll get a chance later.” 
 
    As it turned out, though, “later” wasn’t that much further off. The island I’d landed on was finally coming back into view. 
 
    And good thing, too. The moon had risen to the spot where it was providing a good chunk of light, and I could see her creamy white skin and her unusually plump pink lips. The longer I stared at those lips, the more I thought about them wrapped around my cock, my hands firmly grabbing her head, commanding her to move as I wanted her to. 
 
    We arrived at land. I looked back. I couldn’t see any helicopters or any boats in pursuit of us, but that only meant that they still had the element of surprise.  
 
    “Did we make it?” she said. “Is this the part where you take me and throw me onto the beach for someone to find in daylight?” 
 
    That first part is mighty tempting. If it gets her to shut the hell up, I might just do it. 
 
    Careful, Scott. You’re really playing with life and death in a dangerous manner right now. 
 
    “We are on land,” I said. “But we are far from safe. You need to come with me and stop asking questions.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    God, this girl. She’s got me so hard and so annoyed. 
 
    “Because if you’re lucky,” I said. If we’re lucky, “we’ll be to safety soon.” 
 
    And from there… 
 
    I decided I’d be good. For now. 
 
    It was all that I could really promise. And even then, I wasn’t sure with this girl’s curves and sass that I could keep this commitment for too long. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6: Kaylie 
 
    
I was pretty sure I was safe. 
 
    I was also definitely sure that I was in the hands of the world’s biggest dick. 
 
    I mean, for fuck’s sake, I’d just spent God knows how many days and nights captive on the yacht belonging to a man named Snake, wondering when the moment that I’d get punished would be, and this guy’s response was “Shut the hell up?” 
 
    If gunfire was coming down on us, I’d understand. If I could hear helicopters or jet skis roaring at us, yeah, I wasn’t stupid; I’d get down and be safe. But none of that was around. 
 
    The first thing I was going to do as soon as I saw him was slap him as hard as I fucking could, and then maybe dunk him in the nearest body of water. I wanted him to know how much the cold stung, how much I shivered, how much I wanted to throw up. 
 
    And that was being generous! I couldn’t take him back out into the Atlantic Ocean, put a blindfold on him, and drive a boat at top speed. I couldn’t punish him like he was punishing me for no good reason. 
 
    Fuck, what a dick! 
 
    But fuck, did he sure sound sexy, in control, and powerful. Maybe in a different time… 
 
    Maybe when we got to safety… 
 
    I felt his firm hand grab my arm and pull me. 
 
    “Watch your step,” he said. 
 
    “I would if I could actually watch anything!” I snapped back. 
 
    The man did not respond. I took some awkward steps forward but found sand underneath my feet shortly thereafter. I wanted to drop down and kiss the sand, so happy to be back on land. But the man was not giving me that option; his hand had never left my arm, and he was dragging me further up the beach. 
 
    “Where are we?” 
 
    “I cannot tell you that.” 
 
    I groaned. Did this guy think he was James Bond or some shit? 
 
    “Let me guess. If you tell me, you’ll have to kill me.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Wow.  
 
    He said that with the ease of someone saying yes to an appetizer. Fuck me. 
 
    “We are almost at your destination, and there, you will have your own room and bathroom.” 
 
    Well, at least I have that going for me. 
 
    “A chance to shower,” I said as if the opportunity would be akin to having an all-day buffet of whatever I wanted without fear of getting fat. 
 
    “Yes. However, you will have to stay in your room and bathroom and remain there for your own protection. The bathroom does have a shower, fresh clothes, some trail mix, food, and water. I—” 
 
    “This sounds amazing!” 
 
    “Shut up and listen!” 
 
    Was I supposed to be afraid of what had just been said? Because while the man spoke with furor, I was so giddy at the prospect of a decent space that I was still smiling. I probably looked like a huge asshole doing so, but, oh well. I could be forgiven, I figured. 
 
    “You need to stay there, and you cannot leave under any circumstances.” 
 
    “Any circumstances?” 
 
    “Do not test me, Kaylie.” 
 
    That was the first time he’d actually said my name out loud. And the way he said it—authoritatively, like he was casting a spell that made me do whatever he wanted with the utterance of my name—was so fucking hot and sexy. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I said, albeit with a hint of sarcasm in my voice. 
 
    “When we get there, I will bring you a phone to call your mother. But I will place the phone outside your door and will inform you when you can grab it. That is an order and not to be questioned.” 
 
    “Jesus, are you that afr—” 
 
    I stopped. 
 
    I heard it. 
 
    Helicopters. 
 
    And, judging by the way the man tensed and tightened his grip, I didn’t think that they were helicopters that were coming to our assistance.  
 
    “Shit, we’ve got to go,” the man said. “Don’t say a fucking word.” 
 
    Fear rose in me. I could feel my stomach tensing all over again. At least when I’d been kidnapped the last time, it had happened while I was unconscious for the most part. But this? I was getting to experience this first— 
 
    “Ow!” I said as the man yanked on my arm hard, too hard for me to be ready for it. “Take it easy, asshole.” 
 
    “Watch your mouth, or I’ll slap it shut for you.” 
 
    Boy, this guy… 
 
    I puckered my lips out and smacked them, taunting him to slap them shut for me. I wish I could have seen him, but I could practically feel him tensing like he was preparing to deliver a blow to teach me a lesson. And while I didn’t want to get hurt, there was just something about him asserting himself that would have been kind of hot. 
 
    “Come on,” he said, saying the words as if they took an enormous amount of self-control to utter. 
 
    And then, as if the helicopter had teleported, it suddenly sounded much closer to me than it had been before. And on top of that, it felt like I could hear something in the water, like jet skis or maybe smaller boats rushing toward shore, coming to get me. 
 
    “Let’s go!” 
 
    For once, I decided that talking shit back wasn’t the best move. I hurried to keep up with his arm, lest he push me over, as I felt the ground beneath me shift from sand to harder soil, like I was back on grass. We ran over some gravel before he suddenly lifted me up and plopped me on something leather, like a seat. 
 
    “Kick your leg over,” he growled. 
 
    I did so. It felt like I was sitting on a 4x4 vehicle of some kind. And then, without the sound of an engine roaring, it jolted forward. Electric, maybe? So he can’t be heard? 
 
    “I didn’t know—” 
 
    “Are you trying to get your ass captured?” the man said. “Shut the hell up and do as I say!” 
 
    “Like I can be heard over the sound of tires squealing in the Cayman jungle.” 
 
    He didn’t respond as we went over a bump that lifted me off the ground, but I knew that I was pushing my luck—both with his patience and my chances of getting rescued. I let out a yip. 
 
    “I should have put that blindfold over your mouth.” 
 
    “So you could gag me?” I said teasingly. “That could be fun.” 
 
    The man didn’t respond. And frankly, he didn’t need to. The vibrations of the vehicle, the jostling, the way he had control…the less that he said, the better. The more easily I could concentrate on the feeling this provided. 
 
    Alas, the ride was a little too bumpy for me to feel tension down below. This wasn’t a motorcycle, which Cameron had gotten me on before. But it still felt mighty pleasing and good. 
 
    “I seriously can’t believe you can make an electric vehicle work—” 
 
    “I can make anything work with my job,” he said. “Now quit talking and shut your mouth.” 
 
    This guy really is the real-life James Bond. I’ll be fucking damned. 
 
    “How much further?” 
 
    “Another vehicle ride’s worth away.” 
 
    The hell does that— 
 
    My thought ended when the presumed 4x4 abruptly stopped, jolting me forward. Only the man’s arm probably prevented me from face-planting straight on the handlebars of the vehicle. 
 
    “Move.” 
 
    I didn’t so much walk as I shuffled my feet in the direction that he pushed me in. I didn’t want to trip over some plants, kick some snake, or do something stupid that would delay me from a damn shower and being able to see. And then I bumped into something very hard and doubled over. 
 
    “Shit!” I said. 
 
    “Fuck!” he growled, leaning forward and letting go of me briefly. “You almost knocked over our fucking bike.” 
 
    “Maybe you should have told me that there’d be a fucking bike in front of me!” I snapped. 
 
    “I don’t have time for this,” he said, grabbing me by the hips—wrapping his fingers around my skin, at one spot exposed, sending all sorts of tingling through my body—and hoisting me on the bike. He sat in front of me and leaned forward. “Wrap your arms around me if you don’t want to fall off and die. And seeing as how you’re my mission priority, I’d rather you not.” 
 
    “What—” 
 
    Gunshots erupted. I bit my lip to avoid screaming and wrapped around as tightly as I could. 
 
    The moment the bike started, my heart was racing much too fast for me to focus on anything other than praying I didn’t die. My entire body felt like a slick, sweaty mess, I was on the verge of losing my breath, and I just wanted the damn bike to go faster and faster as the gunshots continued. 
 
    How the hell had they found us? Would they be able to track us through the jungle? Did Snake have some sort of tracking device on me? Or did he just know whoever had taken me that well? 
 
    What if the guy who had taken me was somehow in cahoots with Snake? What if this was all some sort of sick mind game, a test for me? I mean, maybe it would have made for interesting television if it was scripted, but this was not reality TV. This was actual fucking reality! 
 
    “Can’t you drive any faster?” I shouted, but the man either didn’t hear me or just outright ignored me, neither of which I could really fault him for with our lives in danger. 
 
    The street—if that was even what we were riding on—was bumpy. I had no choice but to cling as closely as I could to the man, holding on for dear life. I kept fearing the moment when we’d skid out, flip over, or crash… 
 
    But after a minute or so, the gunshots stopped. The man still drove the motorcycle like a fiend, but the immediate danger seemed to subside. And as my heart rate slowly came down, as I no longer felt like I was in immediate danger, I was able to spend less time worrying if I would die and more on the immediate sensations around me. 
 
    For one, the man I was holding on to was in the best shape I had ever felt. Rippling muscles, a flexed core, broad back and chest…I liked to think that Cameron was in good shape, but this man was a god. 
 
    Which reminded me, I still hadn’t thought much of Cameron in the time since I’d been kidnapped. Aside from one sex dream, which was more a dream about sexual release than it was about Cameron, he just had not popped to mind that much. Maybe we were on the rocks more than I thought. 
 
    Maybe it was time to move on from him. 
 
    But whatever sad thoughts sprung to mind about Cameron vanished as the vibration between my legs intensified, and it wasn’t helping matters that pajama bottoms weren’t exactly the thickest material. I tried not to say anything, utter anything, show in any way that there was intense tension building up between my legs, but… 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    This was going to be difficult. 
 
    “Can I take my blindfold off now?” I said, but the man still ignored me. 
 
    That was part of it, too. Not being able to see heightened my other senses. And my sense of touch…oh boy. 
 
    We took another turn, and the man twisted his arm and accelerated full-speed ahead. The sudden burst of vibration between my legs… 
 
    “Ah!” I said, trying to bite my lip before the noise got too loud. 
 
    But he’d done it. Somehow, without taking any clothes off, without intentionally seducing me, without doing anything more than rescuing my life, this man had brought me to orgasm on his bike. Oh, fuck, that felt good to have that release after only doing it in my dreams. 
 
    Oh, fuck. This was… 
 
    This was something fucking else. 
 
    “Oh, damn,” I said. 
 
    He still didn’t respond. But he had to have known. This hero of the night had to have known what had just happened to me, what he had just brought me to do. 
 
    And if he had any resemblance of a sex drive—which, come on, he was an agent of some kind, of course he fucking did—well… 
 
    We slowed down. We rolled forward, seemingly only going a few miles per hour, before we turned. Finally, here, the man killed the bike. 
 
    “Come,” he said after he hopped off. “Give me your hand.” 
 
    I did as commanded. My entire body still tingled and buzzed with the pleasant come-down that followed orgasm. He roughly pulled me to wherever we were, but I just wanted to lie down and feel the warmth of the climax envelop my body. Maybe even cuddle with this dude. 
 
    OK, maybe not that much, but it was undeniable that I had a pleasantly skewed perspective on this guy right now. 
 
    “Where are we?” I said, probably sounding like I was high. 
 
    “Somewhere safe. For now. And that’s all you need to know.” 
 
    He opened a door and led me inside. The room was air-conditioned and at a pleasant temperature. He locked the door behind me, sounding like he was going through multiple locks. I moved my hands up to take the blindfold off, but he barked, “Don’t!” and I quickly dropped them back to the side. 
 
    “Is it your goal to keep me blindfolded from now until death do I part?” I said. “Let me guess. I’m not going to be able to take this off until I forget what I look like, and then there’s going to be some big dramatic moment where I do take it off, and I’m like, oh my God, I can’t believe—” 
 
    The man firmly grabbed me by the waist and led me to the side. He did it with such force and such aggression, I really thought I’d finally cracked him. After escaping gunfire and the ocean, I guess my sass was finally the thing that got him to crack. 
 
    A door opened. He led me inside. He stepped back. 
 
    “When you hear the door shut, you can take off your blindfold,” he said. “This is your room. Get comfortable and do whatever you need to do. I’ll be back soon.” 
 
    “You’ll be back?” I said in surprise. “So I’ll finally get to see the Prince Charming that rescued me? No longer will I have to wonder which anony—” 
 
    I didn’t even get to finish my words when the door shut. I almost wondered if this was a test, like if I actually wasn’t supposed to take the blindfold off to prove my obedience. Funny, wasn’t it, how I kept wanting to remove it when we were in danger, but now that I was alone… 
 
    Ah, fuck it. 
 
    I reached up, yanked on the blindfold—the man had wrapped it around my head pretty damn well—and shoved it over my head, ruffling my hair.  
 
    I could see. 
 
    I could fucking see! 
 
    And the first thing I saw was that I actually had an honest-to-God, real comfortable bed. 
 
    The bed had purple and black sheets, throw pillows, nightstands by it…it wasn’t a luxury hotel by any means, because, once again, I still didn’t have any windows, but compared to the prison cell on the yacht, this felt like one of those high-rise luxury hotels in a vacation destination. 
 
    And on top of that, I had furniture! I had a couch, I had a clothes drawer, I had…I had… 
 
    A bathroom. 
 
    Oh, my, God. 
 
    Final-fucking-ly. 
 
    I peeked my head in. Still no windows. 
 
    But it had shampoo and conditioner and body wash already there. I was in fucking heaven! 
 
    I didn’t think my life could get any more ridiculous right now. But at least now, it was ridiculous in the good sense. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7: Scott 
 
    
What a little spitfire. 
 
    That girl is going to be the death of either rule three or me, period. I’m not sure which yet. Probably both at this rate. 
 
    I told her not to take the blindfold off until I had left in part because I knew if she laid eyes on me, for how fucking aroused I was by her and how much I wanted to fuck her, I would have no shot. Scott from DOM had never failed to adhere to his third rule before, but now…holy fuck, this little brat. 
 
    I wanted to go into that room, tie a gag around that sexy little mouth—after she sucked my cock, of course—and then take her however I wanted. 
 
    And I could not. 
 
    There were plenty of obvious reasons why. Sure, she was not technically my client, her mother was, but if Liam and my other agents used that loophole, we’d be DOMs of a very different kind, and most importantly, not the kind that got seven- and eight-figure checks to do our work. I’d already fucked up with her knowing the sound of my voice, though that was a more malleable guideline given the near impossibility of it in stress. We were not God. 
 
    If she knew what I looked like… 
 
    If she let me fuck her while she was blindfolded… 
 
    That was it. 
 
    I could not take this sexual tension anymore. I had to get fucking release. I had to… 
 
    Well, I didn’t really want anyone but Kaylie Charleston right now. And when I got picky about who I wanted, you could have put a porn star with double-D breasts naked before me and I probably would have passed. At first, at least. I’m not that fucking crazy. 
 
    But boy, she’s making me consider it. 
 
    I headed to my own private room, in disbelief at what I was about to do. I locked the door, stripped naked, and headed for the bathroom, found some lube, thought of taking Kaylie for myself, and started stroking. 
 
    I closed my eyes as I thought of putting my hand on her throat, holding her against the bed, and thrusting deep inside. God, she’d feel so fucking warm and wet. Her groans would be such a fucking turn-on, too; I bet that little brat screeched and shouted during sex. I wouldn’t want her to make noise in real life, but in my imagination, she was my wild animal to tame. 
 
    She’d try and resist, but I would never let her. I had complete control over her, something I never fucking gave up. When I got tired of missionary, I pulled out and flipped her on her stomach. I took her with ease, tightly squeezing those curvy hips, smacking that thick ass, and pounding her wet pussy.  
 
    I felt myself reach the point of no return. My breathing quickened, and the thought of coming inside Kaylie was the only thing on my mind. I’d shoot my entire load into her. She’d take all of it, the little brat. I’d make her fucking— 
 
    “Mine!” I grunted out loud as I came in the shower stall. 
 
    Holy fuck! I groaned as I shot a few more ropes of cum out onto the shower floor. And when I finished, I was left in disbelief. 
 
    I had not violated rule three.  
 
    But fuck me, I had never, ever, ever done anything like this before. I had never masturbated to the thought of a client. I had never even thought about any other client beyond the scope of a rescue.  
 
    And now, here I was, jerking myself off to the thought of being inside her, all while the mission was still ongoing and she was a mere twenty, thirty feet at most in another room. 
 
    What the fuck was going on? 
 
    I took a quick shower to clean the floor and myself after being covered in saltwater and Kaylie’s body scent, but just because I could wash away the physical signs didn’t mean I could so easily wash away the mental ones. I had to refocus myself, tell myself to do what the job called for, and get her the fuck to safety. In a week’s time, when I was in Maine…or Washington…or back here…or somewhere else in the world, with a cool extra ten million dollars, I wouldn’t even remember this brat’s name. Her body, sure. Her face, maybe. 
 
    Her name? Nah. 
 
    You know that’s some fucking wishful thinking. 
 
    I turned off the shower, put some clothes on before the temptation to walk over naked to Kaylie consumed me, and went to one of the drawers in my room. I grabbed one of the burner phones, activated the voice modulator, and called Kaylie’s mother, pulling her number from memory. It was going to be late at night for her, but I didn’t fucking care. She needed to know how her daughter was. 
 
    And I needed to talk to someone who was decidedly not particularly sexy to erase what had just happened. 
 
    “He-hello?” Mother Charleston said after just one ring. 
 
    The woman sounded frazzled as if disappointed that her daughter hadn’t just magically shown back up after she’d put the order in. I was an agent, not a fucking wizard. 
 
    “I have her,” I said. “She is safe.” 
 
    “Kaylie?” Mother Charleston said. 
 
    I didn’t say anything back. She knew. 
 
    “Oh, my God! Thank the Lord, thank heavens. Thank you, thank you.” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    “Where is she? When can I see her?” 
 
    When I first started in this field, these were the questions that sucked. You’d done your job, but not all the way. Now, I had enough experience to remain detached. 
 
    Well, that was, before that curvy little princess got in my way. 
 
    “I cannot tell you where we are for our safety,” I said. “However, she will phone you in fifteen minutes to confirm that she is healthy and fine. You will then get instructions on how to send five payments of two million dollars to five different accounts. I will text you the numbers you need. Once the accounts have received the money, I will bring her home.” 
 
    I heard a hitch on the line. This wasn’t the first time I heard the retort that was about to come. 
 
    “So you’re not going to bring her home until I pay you? So we’re back to where we started?” 
 
    “No,” I said firmly. “As I said, Kaylie will call you to ensure she is safe and well-fed. She is no longer captive. But I need to ensure I received payment. And once that happens, Kaylie will be to you within twenty-four hours.” 
 
    Mother Charleston sighed on the other end of the line. I felt some sympathy for her; I did. I just didn’t feel enough to show it to her or to change mission protocol. 
 
    “And how can I trust you?” 
 
    Another common question. Another easy answer. 
 
    “You have no choice but to at this point,” I said.  
 
    “But—” 
 
    “That’s the way it is.” 
 
    Mother Charleston had probably never been bossed around like this. Most of the people I worked with weren’t until they dealt with me. 
 
    That’s what they got for working with DOM. Deo Optimo Maximo. Not minimo.  
 
    The greatest and best god. 
 
    Maybe a little egotistical, but certainly indicative of the dominating attitudes that we used on the job. 
 
    In any case, my words seemed to have stunned Mother Charleston into silence. It was time to wrap up this phone call with the last few things I needed to say. 
 
    “Again, she will phone you in fifteen minutes. And as a reminder, if you repeat this to anyone, if there is any evidence of my presence or my mission, you will never see her again.” 
 
    Because she will be mine and mine alone. And I will do whatever the fuck I want with her, and she will like it. 
 
    “Oh, OK.” 
 
    I hung up just as it sounded like Mother Charleston had something more to say, but it didn’t much matter to me. The call was to inform her of what she needed to know, not host a town hall Q&A. I dropped the phone on the desk, grabbed a hammer from a nearby closet, and smashed the phone to bits. I found every last chip and other electronic piece I could and smashed those even further before throwing it in the garbage. 
 
    I had, as far as I was concerned, eliminated any ability to have that phone traced. 
 
    And, for a very brief moment, maybe ten or so minutes before I had to get Kaylie on the line with her mother, I had a respite. Even DOM agents needed downtime here and there. 
 
    I headed to the fridge in the main room, grabbed a Guinness, and went outside to sit on a well-covered, dark porch. The sounds of helicopters could still be heard in the far distance, and though this outpost had significant protection and was difficult to find even by my agents, I knew that getting off this damn island was going to prove nearly impossible alone. 
 
    By now, Snake and his men had probably found my plane. They would not have killed my pilot—they only escalated up to the levels I went to—but that didn’t mean they wouldn’t prevent him from flying. They would have eyes on all public exits, so it wasn’t like I could just take her to the airport or bribe someone rich at a dock. 
 
    I’d have to call in help from DOM. 
 
    I’d only sat down for maybe thirty seconds when I got right back up, went back to my room, and pulled out another burner phone. This time, I kept the hammer outside of my closet, knowing full well I’d need it soon. I dialed a number I’d had committed to memory long before I ever knew who the Charleston family was. 
 
    I was turning to my most trusted sidekick. 
 
    “Yes,” the voice on the other end of the line said, also using a voice modulator. 
 
    “Liam, I’m at Safe House Four,” I said. “I’ve got Snake on my tail, and he seems pretty hellbent on getting the package. Getting off this island alone is going to be impossible. Any ideas?” 
 
    Liam groaned on the other end of the line. Liam could be just as controlling and dominating as I was, though he tended to have a slightly warmer exterior than I did. 
 
    Slightly. He wasn’t going to be dressing up as Santa at the mall. 
 
    “Jesus Christ, it’s the middle of the fucking night, and you want me to come up with some ideas?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I heard him groaning as he rose out of what sounded like his bed. It wasn’t like he had any family or a wife to attend to. I knew he, like all of our agents, flew as a solo man. 
 
    “All right,” he said. “But you’re going to have to give me some time. Hang low for a few days and I will figure it out here.” 
 
    Hang low for a few days. A few days with Kaylie Charleston was going to be a far harder—literally—test than anything I would have done with Snake. That girl could push me in ways that no woman ever had, and I couldn’t even tell you why. It wasn’t like this was the first hot young thing I’d ever rescued. Nor was it the first woman who had ever given me sass and fire like she had. 
 
    I guess you could say it was just the combination of everything that made her so damn difficult to say no to. For once in my life, I was stumped to give a full answer, because anything more than that just felt incomplete. 
 
    “Make it faster, Liam,” I said. “Snake already knows the island I’m on. It’s only a matter of time before he canvasses the whole damn place.” 
 
    “Understood, boss, I’ll be in touch.” 
 
    With that, we hung up. I again put my phone on the furniture, smashed it to bits, stuffed it into the trash, and sighed. 
 
    Across the building, probably just bored, waiting to talk to her mom or to do something, was Kaylie Charleston. And given how much she stank, she was probably taking a shower right now. 
 
    And… 
 
    Fuck. I was getting hard again. It was as if I hadn’t even rubbed one out to the very thought of her. All of that work to try and release some sexual tension had, apparently, only increased it ten-fold. 
 
    I stepped outside, figuring if I kept my eyes on the sky and my ears to my surroundings, I’d be too focused to think about that little brat. I even grabbed my half-finished Guinness and focused on the taste of it, trying to turn my brain to anything but her. 
 
    But then I looked down at the time. It had been about twelve minutes since I’d told Mother Charleston that her daughter would be speaking to her on the phone. I was, above all else, a man of my word and a man who did things promptly. 
 
    Fuck, this was going to kill me. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8: Kaylie 
 
    
It felt so good to be naked. 
 
    As soon as I saw that I had everything I needed for a full shower, I just stripped. I didn’t even get in the shower at first. It just felt so damn liberating to not have any clothes on! 
 
    No more sweaty, gross, days-old pajamas that I had to wear. I could just let my body breathe. And oh my God, I just did a little dance in the room because I was free! 
 
    And, I could not lie, I was fucking aroused like a cat in heat. Being naked like this, and knowing that man was just a few feet away…fuck, I wish he hadn’t sounded so stern and so insistent on his stupid rules. I wish he hadn’t acted like a man who would not bend to me. Because trust me, I could make him bend to my will if I got him in here. 
 
    Although, in a way, I hoped that if that happened, he wouldn’t fold. He didn’t seem like the type to, but I liked a man who overpowered me. 
 
    But as fun as it was just standing there naked, no clothes, no nothing, I did smell. And I did still have the remains of saltwater on my body and sand on my feet. I needed to clean off and feel like a normal human being again. 
 
    I headed to the shower, turned on the water to slightly above “hot,” and stepped inside. 
 
    “Ohhhh,” I murmured as I felt the rush of hot water run down my hair, down my back, against my ass, and to the floor. I didn’t know that it was possible to feel goosebumps when it was that hot around you, but I sure damn well did. 
 
    And then I stepped back just a bit, and the water slid over my face, down my neck, over my breasts, down my stomach, past my pussy, over my legs, touching my feet… 
 
    Oh, this was better than some sex I’d had, and it wasn’t even close. Sex was always hit or miss depending on the guy. A shower after what felt like two weeks of nothing was pure bliss, ecstasy, a real haven of sorts. 
 
    And what I wouldn’t give to have that man come in here right now, press me up against the shower wall, and just fucking take me. 
 
    I was so horny. I was so aroused. I had to have some kind of release. I just fucking had to, because if I did not, I was going to violate this man’s every rule, jump his bones, and then make him regret ever rescuing me. 
 
    I leaned against one of the walls, grabbed the showerhead—which, thank fucking God, detached—and held it near my clit as my other hand worked to rub me off. 
 
    I thought about the man…which was funny, since I didn’t even know what he looked like. But I could make some pretty educated guesses. I imagined a tall, muscular man with a beard and a buzzcut up top. I imagined him in this shower, pressing up against me, his cock erect and sliding around my clit. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” I said, both in my fantasy and out loud.  
 
    The man slid his cock into me and held me in place, just as he had so firmly held me while he was rescuing me. His thick cock filled me, grinding and sliding inside of me, bringing the tension and warm gush to a head. I tried looking up at him, but the intensity was so much I could only close my eyes as it washed over me. 
 
    “Oh, fuck.” 
 
    And then, just when I thought he was going to make me come, he pulled out, spun me around, and took me from behind. His hands tightened around my hips, holding me in place. In a matter of a minute, we were coming—together. 
 
    And in real life, my pussy clenched, my body trembled, and warmth spread through me as I came. 
 
    “Oh, yes, oh, fuck,” I said as quietly as I could—which probably wasn’t that quietly to begin with. 
 
    It was too damn bad that this fantasy wasn’t realistic. He found me annoying as hell and was only talking to me because he had a job to do. But if he knew how badly I wanted him… 
 
    I had to center myself. I had to be, well, not a good girl, but I had to be focused on getting myself off this island and back to my mother. I had to remain calm and do as I was told. 
 
    I went through the normal routine of shampoo, conditioner, and body wash. I was in absolutely no rush whatsoever to finish the shower early; I took my sweet time. If the water bill got abnormally high, well, I was sure Mom was paying a pretty penny to this guy to rescue me. 
 
    It was only when I knew I was as clean as someone in a decontamination room that I ended the shower, grabbed a nearby towel, and wiped myself down. When I grabbed the towel, I smelled something…familiar. 
 
    Him.  
 
    It smells like him. 
 
    If masturbating in the shower had been meant to eliminate or at least mitigate the sexual thoughts I had about my rescuer, that were flying out the window right now as I took in the scent of this man. Oh, this was damn near impossible. First, he had a sexy and mysterious voice that loved to boss me around. And now his scent followed me everywhere I went? 
 
    I had to see what he looked like. I had to try and sneak a peek. I had to see if the man looked like I imagined he did in my sexual fantasies—or maybe even better. Maybe if I pried open the door… 
 
    I walked out to the bedroom. Though there were some new clothes I could put on, I was in no rush to put clothes on. Maybe I could sneak that peek with only some pajamas on. Maybe if— 
 
    A loud knock came at the door. I was so startled that I didn’t respond at first. 
 
    “Kaylie.” 
 
    It was him. My heart was still beating like a drum in a heavy metal song, but at least I knew I wasn’t about to be kidnapped or mugged. And sure enough, his voice still sounded sexy and commanding as fuck. 
 
    But now, my heart was pounding for a different reason. This was what I had wanted. Opportunity. Opportunity for him to come in, take my naked body, make a fantasy a reality… 
 
    “Come in,” I said in what was probably too flirtatious and playful a tone. 
 
    “Turn around first.” 
 
    Does he know I’m just standing here in a towel? Wouldn’t put it past him with all the spy stuff. 
 
    “Why would you want me to do—” 
 
    “I said turn around,” he said, not in an angry tone, but one that made it very clear he was not to be trifled with. “If you want to talk to your mother, you will turn around. I cannot have you seeing my face.” 
 
    “Ugh! You have such ridiculous rules!” 
 
    I did want to talk to my mother, I truly did. I would obey this man and do as he asked—but maybe… 
 
    Well, I had ways of teasing him and making life difficult while obeying him. 
 
    “OK, fine,” I said as I turned around. 
 
    And also dropped the towel. 
 
    “I’m serious, Kaylie,” he said. “If I come in and catch you looking at me, you will not see your mother again.” 
 
    “Christ, I get it,” I said, a little concerned with how over-the-top that threat seemed but nevertheless understanding his point. “I promise I am turned away. I will not look at you when you come in here.” 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    “Oh, Jesus, for fuck’s sake.” 
 
    I put my hands on my mouth to avoid laughing too hard. I wasn’t going to turn around, but I was dying to see how aroused the sight of my bare ass was making him. I didn’t want to sound too arrogant, but I kept myself in shape and knew how to make myself look pretty; I knew what kind of an effect I was having. 
 
    And let me tell you, just as being naked before was a turn-on when I was alone, knowing that there was my rescuer probably no more than ten feet away having the reaction that he did was making me so damn horny. My pussy was tightening at the thought of his cock trying to bulge through his pants. 
 
    And yet… 
 
    And yet, he wasn’t saying anything more. To his credit, or perhaps to his detriment, he was remaining professional. He was a man who had a mission. 
 
    And unfortunately for me, that was just making it all the hotter. Knowing that I was driving him nuts, and yet he was able to somehow stay in control, was so fucking hot. I was getting more and more tempted by the moment to turn around and see his face. 
 
    But if anyone would follow through on a threat to never let me see my family again, it was the man who had taken out an entire yacht’s worth of men and rescued me out in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean. 
 
    “I am leaving the phone on the desk behind you with international calling instructions,” he said. He spoke much more slowly and much more deliberately than usual, as if he had to exercise extreme caution with every word. And that was probably with damn good reason. “Call your mother. You have ten minutes before the phone will cut off and I will be back for it.” 
 
    So he is coming back. Maybe if he forgets to tell me not to look at him, I’ll— 
 
    “And for fuck’s sake, put some clothes on. I’m here to rescue you, not put you on display for an art class.” 
 
    I smirked. I’d already come this far. What was the worst that could happen? 
 
    “Or what?” I said with a huge smile on my face. 
 
    “Or I will shove you on the bed and make you mine.” 
 
    Holy. Fucking. Shit. 
 
    He wants this as bad as I do. And if he takes it, he’s going to be even more aggressive than I imagined him to be. 
 
    “That sounds like a promise,” I said, but the words came out weakly. I was so shocked and stunned by him—not to mention somehow even wetter; I felt like I could climax just from hearing him talk—that I could barely form complete sentences myself. 
 
    A pause came. There was a hitch in the man’s throat, like he realized he hadn’t meant to say those words. 
 
    “For fuck’s sake,” he finally said before slamming the door shut and locking it from the outside. 
 
    My legs were so weak with excitement I actually had to sit on the floor and process what had just happened. So the man did have a breaking point. And if I pushed hard enough, said breaking point was not too far off. And that breaking point involved him taking me. 
 
    I may have still been on a rescue mission of sorts, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t excited. I’d had this fantasy in my head, but now I was learning it wasn’t as much of a fantasy as it was a possibility. Oh, fuck! 
 
    But for now…I had ten minutes before I could not talk to my mother. I had to center myself, maybe put the pajamas back on so I’d get in the proper headspace, and talk to her.  
 
    That was easier said than done after everything that just happened, of course. 
 
    I walked around the room and tried to calm myself. I thought of my mother. How would she be doing? She was probably a hot mess. With any luck, for once in her life, she wouldn’t have the cameras around her. If the man had as much dominance and authority as he did over me, then he probably had gotten her to shut off the cameras. 
 
    Maybe, just maybe, that would mean she’d be real and wouldn’t feel the need to pressure me with so many things. 
 
    This thought and others like it slowly got me to the point where I was thinking less like a sex-crazed fiend and more like a young adult who just wanted to talk to her mother. I got my clothes back on, found myself more concerned about my mother than the man outside, and grabbed the phone. She picked up before the first ring had finished. 
 
    “Hello? Hello? Kaylie?” 
 
    She sounds hysterical. 
 
    “Mom! Yes, yes, it’s me, I’m OK, I’m all right.” 
 
    My mother let out a cry that turned into actual crying. I almost cried too—I hadn’t heard her sound like this in quite some time. I’d spent so much of my life dealing with her public appearance instead of her private one that this felt like a genuinely wonderful moment. 
 
    “Oh my God, Kaylie,” my mother said in a tearful voice. “I really thought I would never see you again. Oh, Kaylie, my sweet, sweet Kaylie.” 
 
    “I know, Mom, I know,” I said, my own voice starting to waver too. “But I’m OK. I’m safe and unharmed.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” she said. “You can tell me, baby. Tell me if they did anything.” 
 
    “No, I swear, Mom,” I said. 
 
    I wasn’t quite going to tell her that I was enormously turned on and attracted to this man.  
 
    “The guy who rescued me had to carry me and drag me around some, but he hasn’t harmed me. And, strangely enough, the guys that kidnapped me didn’t harm me either. Kept me locked in a room for a while—I don’t know how long—but they never touched me. I promise, Mom.” 
 
    My mother sighed. 
 
    “I was so worried I had lost you,” she said, stifling a sniffle. “I can’t lose you as well. I can’t wait to have you back here in New York.” 
 
    New York. 
 
    My warm bed. With the pink blankets, the AC set just as I want it, the overhead fan providing just enough white noise to get me to fall asleep… 
 
    I hadn’t missed home before this conversation, mostly because I hadn’t had the mental space to think about it. But now? I wanted nothing more than to get back on that plane and get back to the Big Apple. I wanted to hear the noise of subways, of taxis honking, of people milling about—freely and without feeling like a prisoner. 
 
    I wanted to go home. I wanted to be back to where Mom was two floors above me instead of what felt like two continents away. I wanted to go back to having Mom physically near me, not just on the phone. 
 
    “I know, Mom, I know,” I said. 
 
    “And Scott?” 
 
    That’s his name, huh? About time I learned it. 
 
    “Do you trust him?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, again cautious not to say too much about how I personally felt—I would not be able to stop myself if so. “He’s taking good care of me. The men who took me are after us, and it’s a little scary, but I think he knows what we’re doing.” 
 
    I had nothing substantial to prove this, but I had a feeling the man—err, Scott—was listening in on me. What kind of a spy would he be if he wasn’t listening in on me talking to my mother right now? 
 
    But I couldn’t help it. 
 
    And besides, it was kind of fun to push him and his buttons. And he hadn’t said anything about asking questions about him. 
 
    “Where did you find him?” 
 
    “I…I don’t really know,” my mom said with a sniffling laugh. “I just…he just came highly recommended from someone. I called, and he…he’s calling the shots. Do what he says, Kaylie. I’m sure you’ll come home safe.” 
 
    Of that, I had no doubt. He’d already rescued me and put me in a spot so much better than the yacht that it felt like I’d literally died and gone from hell to heaven.  
 
    “How long have we been talking?” 
 
    A brief pause came. 
 
    “About nine and a half minutes,” my mother said. 
 
    “The line’s going to cut off automatically soon,” I said. 
 
    I was surprised to feel the tears welling back up. They’d settled down for a bit, but now that I’d had my chance… 
 
    “I love you, Mom,” I said. “I promise I’m coming home and that I’ll do whatever I can.” 
 
    “I love you too, sweetie, and I’m sorry you’re in this spot. But I trust Scott to get you out of there.” 
 
    Scott. 
 
    I’ll remember that. 
 
    “Stay safe, sweetie. I’ll see you soon.” 
 
    “OK, bye—” 
 
    The line cut off before I finished my words. I was disappointed, but when I realized just how much I’d gotten to say to my mother, I didn’t feel angry. 
 
    I’d managed to get everything I needed to off my chest. My mother knew I was safe. I was in a great place. I didn’t know what Scott had planned for us—maybe he’d come barging in momentarily and tell me now that I’d made my call, it was time to move again. 
 
    But for at least a moment, I felt refreshed, rejuvenated, and hopeful. I had reason to believe I’d get out of this with no further damage. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9: Scott 
 
    
Jesus fucking H. Christ. 
 
    This girl, this little brat, was going to be the end of me. It was one thing to rescue a hot bitch like herself. It was one thing to rescue her and have to deal with her mouth. 
 
    It was an entirely different thing to have someone that hot, with that kind of mouth, taunting me with her naked body. That tight, perfectly smooth, curvy naked body. 
 
    I prided myself on being the consummate professional. I did not give in to temptation. I did not derail missions because I wanted to get my dick wet. And I most certainly did not do anything to compromise myself, whether that was sex, drugs, or corruption. 
 
    And yet, here I was, on the verge of running into that room, slamming her to the bed with my hand on her neck, devouring her, and breaking every single one of DOM’s rules. I held Liam and the other agents to the highest standard possible, and yet as a leader, I had no one to answer to. My dick wanted to say fuck it, literally—I could do whatever I wanted. 
 
    But what kind of fucking man was I if I made all of DOM follow one set of rules and I followed another? 
 
    “That sounds like a promise.” 
 
    Christ. I could picture her taunting me, but in my vision, she wasn’t just taunting me. She was shaking her ass at me. She was turning to a profile view so that I could start to get a hint, but not a full perspective, of everything. She was puckering her lips like she was begging me to come and kiss her and take her. 
 
    And then I heard a click. 
 
    The phone in the other room had ended. 
 
    Ten minutes were up. I had a reason to come in. 
 
    And let’s just say that my words were not a promise at this point. 
 
    They were, shit, they were a fucking guarantee. Because somehow, someway, Kaylie Charleston had turned me from a professional into a man who had to make a fucking personal point. 
 
    I went up to her door and raised my hand to knock. You get two minutes in there. Two minutes to make your point, and then you get the fuck out.  
 
    Because if you spend any longer in there, you’re going to break more than just a promise to stay there two minutes. 
 
    No, thirty seconds. 
 
    Just go as fast as you fucking can. 
 
    I knocked as loudly as I could. 
 
    “Kaylie Charleston!” I said, trying to sound as formal and distant as I could. “I am coming in. I need you to turn around so you do not see my face.” 
 
    I heard some shuffling in the room, like someone shifting from one spot to the other, but I did not get an actual response. I waited a few seconds. Maybe she was just upset her call had ended with her mother. 
 
    No, that did not matter. This was not the time for sorrow and empathy. Hard conversations had to be had, and quick decisions had to be made. She could have emotional talks when we were on an airplane heading back to the U.S. mainland. 
 
    “Kaylie!” I shouted again, this time knocking harder. “I am coming in. You need to turn around when I enter. Acknowledge what I just said.” 
 
    The only acknowledgment I got was a gust of wind outside. Kaylie herself said nothing, made no sound. She might as well have gone to the bathroom and locked herself in there.  
 
    I had to take a gamble, but boy, I had a feeling this was going to end badly. Knowing her, she was probably lying on the bed naked, her legs spread, and a pillow over her face so she could technically say that she couldn’t see me. 
 
    I unlocked the door, pushed it open slowly, and took a deep breath. 
 
    And… 
 
    Fuck me. 
 
    She was lying on the bed. Naked. 
 
    She at least had that bath towel pulled up over her ass, and she at least was lying on her stomach, preventing me from seeing the really good stuff, but if she so much as rolled over, I would see everything. And as little self-control as I had right now, staring at this girl’s back and the upper part of her ass, if she flipped over, I wouldn’t think about losing control. I’d just lose it, get my pants off, and get my dick off. 
 
    I couldn’t even pretend to know better. She wanted me, and she was going to torture me, push me until I gave in. It seemed that she wanted to be a DOM of her own sorts. Too bad that if she “got her way,” she’d have no idea what she was in for. 
 
    But there was a good chance I, also, wouldn’t know what I was in for, at least when it came to long-term consequences. Fuck! 
 
    “Happy my back is to you?” she said, at least keeping her eyes forward. 
 
    I snorted. God, what I would have given to see her front, those pretty blue eyes, those curves that I studied so carefully in the videos. 
 
    Hey, dipshit, stay focused. You have a mission. 
 
    “Did you talk to your mother?” 
 
    Kaylie hesitated as if she couldn’t believe I was staying on task. It was a damn good thing she had no idea how much she was pushing my boundaries. Or maybe she did, and she was playing her own games too. 
 
    It wasn’t out of the question with her. 
 
    “Yes,” she finally said, almost sounding disappointed that I was not playing her game. “When the hell are we getting out of here? I want to go home.” 
 
    I wasn’t any more of a fan of the answer that I was about to give her than I figured she would be. 
 
    “We need the tension to clear and for the airspace around the island to open up some,” I said. “Your captor is very much interested in keeping you here, and I have to wait until he assumes you’re gone.” 
 
    “And how long is that going to take?” 
 
    I took a breath. She wasn’t going to like the answer. I didn’t like the answer. But we had no choice. 
 
    “Couple of days, at least.” 
 
    “A couple of days!” 
 
    Kaylie had to jerk herself back from looking at me. Probably for the best; both of us would be in big trouble if she’d seen me. And believe it or not, I understood her frustration. I wanted her the fuck away from me, an extra ten million in my bank account, and the chance to not have Snake shooting at me. As hot as she was, there were plenty of other women I could get my rocks off to who were hot. 
 
    But right now, goddamn. 
 
    “You’re like James Bond, right?” she said, her voice starting to become emotional. “Don’t you have weapons? Can’t you just grab a gun and blaze your way out of here? You know, be a big bad hero?” 
 
    She sniffed like she had a cold, but I was pretty sure she was trying to suppress tears. 
 
    “Can’t you get me to my mother?” 
 
    It was the lowest I’d seen her since I had rescued her. And her starting to cry made me feel…well, not sorry for her, but some small amount of sympathy. It wasn’t going to change any of my plans, but I had a measure of empathy for her.  
 
    I was human, after all. I was a DOM, but I wasn’t a sociopath. 
 
    But that didn’t change the plan. 
 
    “It’s not that simple,” I said. “It doesn’t happen in real life like it does in the movies. If I do that, I’ll be dead in a matter of moments, and you’ll be captured right after. And when I’m gone, there won’t be many people who can do what I do.” 
 
    But Kaylie scoffed. 
 
    “You have to trust me.” 
 
    “Trust you?” 
 
    Apparently, I had said the worst possible thing. I might have done better telling her to shut the fuck up. 
 
    “Let’s see. I can’t even see your face; you have me locked up in a room. I have no clue who you are. And I’m supposed to trust you?” 
 
    “Jesus Christ, you think this is easy for me?” I said. 
 
    I shouldn’t have said that. But Kaylie was making me think—and start to do—a lot of things I shouldn’t. 
 
    “I’m here to rescue you and get you to safety. And yet every time I see you, you’re half-naked or hiking your towel up just barely enough to cover your ass. You had plenty of time to get dressed in here, and yet you ignored me.” 
 
    “And you liked it.” 
 
    Boy, we’re in some serious danger here. Put the kibosh on it before it gets out of control. 
 
    “You had better be careful with that mouth of yours, Kaylie,” I said. 
 
    “Why?” she said. 
 
    She turned her head to the side. I gave her the benefit of the doubt that she could not see me, but I could see enough of her lips and her eyes to know that she was turned on by this moment. And that was fucking dangerous to me. 
 
    It was like a lion seeing a potential mate in heat. 
 
    “Are you wondering…” 
 
    Oh fuck. That tone…it was sultry and seductive. 
 
    “What my mouth might feel like around you?” she said.  
 
    She laughed—almost sneeringly so—and turned her head back straight ahead. I might have been the DOM, but she knew how to play the part of provocateur quite well. It was…enticingly annoying. 
 
    “On your lips?” 
 
    She kicked her legs up. The towel started to slide off her ass. If I stared closely enough, I could see her pussy. I tried not to, but how the fuck had any man ever not stared at pussy when it was presented to him? How the fuck would any other man, in the entire world, not have taken Kaylie by now? 
 
    It would take a goddamn monk to not break. And even he would have by now. 
 
    “Around your…cock?” 
 
    I gulped. No, no, no! I had to remain dutiful and follow the rules. 
 
    “I do not do clients, Kaylie.” 
 
    There was a momentary pause where I thought that all was well. But then Kaylie started to laugh, almost giggle, like the whole thing was just one big charade that deserved all the hysterics in the world. 
 
    “What the hell is so funny, Kaylie?” 
 
    “You don’t do clients?” she said. “How often have clients tried to sleep with you?” 
 
    “That’s none of your concern.” 
 
    “Something tells me that your clients aren’t like me,” she said, an unfortunately true statement. “I know what I am, Scott.” 
 
    She knows my name? How the fuck? 
 
    “I don’t know where you got that name from, Kaylie, but—” 
 
    “My mom says a lot.” 
 
    That bitch. Goddamnit. I don’t even want to…fuck, this whole mission is a mess. 
 
    And this girl is still naked in front of me and daring me to take her. 
 
    “All right, so you know my name,” I said, “but that’s all you’re going—” 
 
    I cut myself off as she started to turn in the bed. This was going from excitingly dangerous to actually dangerous. She could not see my face…yet. But. 
 
    It was getting close. 
 
    “Why are you so afraid for me to look at you?” 
 
    “It’s essential to the mission that you do not know what I look like!” I growled.  
 
    Shit, why had I even come here in the first place? To check in on Kaylie and make sure she was doing fine after her call with her mom? It sure seemed like she was doing well. A little too well, in fact. 
 
    “Put some clothes on,” I said. “I will be outside if you need help.” 
 
    “I do need help,” she said. “I need help putting my clothes on. Won’t you be a gentleman, Scott, and help me?” 
 
    My fists clenched. I had to fight what felt like a magnetic draw to go to Kaylie. My body wanted to turn, drag itself toward her, guided by my cock, and slide in her for a landing. It took far greater strength than I would ever admit to myself to not do that. 
 
    “Put your damn clothes on, child,” I said with as much vitriol as I could. “This is not a date. This is a rescue mission. Save yourself for your boyfriend if you’re that horny.” 
 
    “That guy?” Kaylie said with a laugh. “I haven’t thought of him since the kidnapping. He’s not as handsome as you. He’s—” 
 
    I opened the door and shut it behind me, pressing my back up against it, like a man who had just barely escaped a tiger and needed to catch his breath.  
 
    This was not good. I still had to get Kaylie off the island. Even if we had moments where we’d have to elude gunfire and danger on the way, there would still be moments when it was just the two of us and we had nothing imminent. All our time in this safehouse. Time on the private jet. Time getting from the jet to a rendezvous point if that happened. 
 
    Sex didn’t need a week’s worth of time. It just needed a small window. And we had far too many of those. 
 
    “Scott!” Kaylie yelled from the room, drawing my name out like she was begging for me. “Don’t do this to me! I’ve been held captive for two weeks and my sex drive is through the roof!” 
 
    Ignore her, ignore her, ignore her. 
 
    “I masturbated in the shower thinking about you,” she said. 
 
    Fuck! She did too? She can’t know what I did. This little brat… 
 
    “I need to know you can do it as well as I think you can,” she said. “Are you man enough? Are you strong enough to—” 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I opened the door. Aggressively. I could not control— 
 
    No. 
 
    The door opened. Kaylie, wisely, still had her eyes turned away from me. Had they fallen upon me, I would have fretted enough to kill the sexual tension, and in a way, maybe it would have been for the best. 
 
    But that bare, firm ass just sat there, as if calling to me. It was a gift from the gods, and I could not ignore its offering. 
 
    “I thought your mother said you were a good girl,” I said. 
 
    I hadn’t meant it sexually. But I should have known better. Kaylie would take any pretense of sexual suggestion and use it to her advantage. 
 
    “Oh, I’m not as good as she thinks,” she said as she pushed her hips back, extending her ass into the air and at me. “I’m a very bad girl.” 
 
    I could not help myself. Fuck… 
 
    I had to make a choice. Shut the door, go back to my room, and masturbate all night in the shower until I drained my balls. Or I could just fucking take it, ignore the fact that I was violating every DOM rule in the book, and let my desire to dominate take over. No one would ever know, and Kaylie would be smart enough to keep her mouth shut. 
 
    I hoped. 
 
    “Scott,” she said, now overtly wiggling her ass and bouncing it as if I was taking her doggy style from behind. “Can you let me show you how I’m a bad girl?” 
 
    That was it. 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    I shut the door. 
 
    I was still in her room. 
 
    “Because I’m going to show you how bad of a man I am.” 
 
    I came up behind her and firmly grabbed her hips. She let out a yip of surprise. Playtime was officially fucking over. 
 
    “Don’t you fucking dare turn around.” 
 
    She had unlocked the beast within me. It was her own damn fault. The beast didn’t care about rules. The beast had no commitment. No rules. No family. No friends.  
 
    Just a desire to fuck. 
 
    No. 
 
    No! 
 
    I’d made it so far without ever violating my rules. I wasn’t going to let some catty twenty-five-year-old have her way with me. 
 
    “Because if you do, I’ll blindfold you for the rest of the trip,” I said, taking my hands off her skin—God, as good at that felt. 
 
    “What is your deal?” she said, genuinely sounding confused. 
 
    “I have three rules,” I said, folding my arms and trying to sound gruff, trying not to let my hardened dick guide me. “My agency does not exist. We have no family, no friends, and no commitments. And most of all, we do not sleep with clients.” 
 
    “So, let me get this straight. You live a lonely, loveless life? That sounds so fun.” 
 
    I’d heard that line before. It had no impact on me. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I have no intention of falling in love with he who has no face.” 
 
    OK, well, shit. Now she’s saying she wouldn’t fall for me… 
 
    “I don’t even know what you look like, Scott. You can’t possibly be that good that I fall immediately in love with you.” 
 
    Oh, don’t you fucking dare. Don’t you fucking dare tempt me like this, you evil bitch. You call into question my skills, I will show you something you have never even approached feeling. 
 
    “I might be young, but I’m not stupid.” 
 
    “Maybe, but that doesn’t mean you have any idea of what I could do,” I said. I wasn’t grabbing her hips again, but I was close enough that if I didn’t have pants on, my cock would probably be poking her ass. And then I leaned forward, just inches from her ear. “You want to find out, don’t you?” 
 
    She shuddered. She tried to find the words, but she kept stumbling over them. She hadn’t expected me to move so drastically like this, to get as close as I had to her ears. In her defense, I hadn’t even thought I’d do it. 
 
    But we were about five minutes past doing things that I thought I would ever do. 
 
    “If I am going to live with you for the next few days,” she finally said, her mouth sounding as dry as the desert, “I…Scott…” 
 
    “No,” I said. “You will not call me Scott. That is for your mother to know and you not. You will call me sir.” 
 
    “Sir?” she said, half-afraid, half-incredulous. “I don’t think so, buddy.” 
 
    “I promise you,” I said. “I am not your buddy.” 
 
    The tension was thick. My heart was racing, and I could literally feel my pulse pounding through my veins. Everything about me screamed, “Just take this little bitch, now.” Only a small part of my brain, the rational part that could never quite be vanquished, screamed no. 
 
    “If I’m not your buddy,” she said, “then why don’t you show me what you are—” 
 
    I didn’t give her a chance to say anything more. I grabbed her arms and pulled her up. Her naked back pressed against my chest. All I had to do was slide my hands up a few inches and her breasts, her stomach, her pussy would all be mine. I didn’t need to tie her up or wrap my arms around her to have complete control over her right now. She was, for all intents and purposes, pinned against my body. 
 
    I knew she felt my erect cock against her ass. Judging by all the goosebumps rising across her skin, she liked it. And I knew that I was now in my element. I was now in my spot as a DOM. 
 
    “If you want me to stop, I will,” I said. “But if you don’t say anything, I am going to have my way with you.” 
 
    She gasped for air as I spoke hot breath into her hair. I looked around the room, my whole body nearly shaking. I never got this way. But too late now. 
 
    I took off my shirt. Kaylie probably thought I was getting naked. Well, she was partially right. But not for the reasons she thought. 
 
    I wrapped the shirt around the top of her head, tied it behind her, and blindfolded her. And then I turned her around and shoved her onto the bed, looking at her naked front. 
 
    I could not wait to claim her, to make her mine. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10: Kaylie 
 
    
I was either going to get the greatest sex of my life, or I was about to be in for an enormous letdown. 
 
    Actually, no. Just the tension of the moment, the buildup of it, the arousal of it all pretty much guaranteed I was about to have the greatest sex of my life. 
 
    I’d always been something of a tease. I loved pushing people’s boundaries and seeing how far I could drag them along. But I had never had someone who pushed back and threatened to have their way with me like Scott was. I had once thought that if I ever ran into someone this dominant, it would shut me up. 
 
    Instead, it only encouraged me further. I had no idea what this man was capable of, but if my mind had begged for moderation and calm, my mouth had just kept going. It was like my body was telling my mouth what to say, not my mind. 
 
    It was the only explanation I had for why I now found myself blindfolded in a complete stranger’s home, naked, on my back with my legs spread, and feeling so aroused and wet that he could probably just breathe on my clit and I would come. 
 
    “You need to understand something right now, Kaylie,” he said. “This has never happened before, and this is against my professional standards. After we do this, we can never let this happen again. Ever. Do I make myself clear?” 
 
    With just about anyone else, I knew how the game was played. “Just this once” turned into “OK, but no more after this,” which turned into “I can’t fucking get enough of you.” 
 
    But somehow, with this Scott agent guy, I knew from his harsh and cold but even-keeled tone that he meant business. 
 
    “I get it, I get it,” I said. “It’s not like I want an engagement ring from you, buddy.” 
 
    “I am not buddy,” he said. He halted his words, and in the silence, even though I could not see anything, I swore I felt him smiling with confidence. “And I am not to be called sir anymore. You will call me Daddy.” 
 
    I had no chance to respond or have that wash over me. Because in a second, Daddy’s bare chest and jeans were pressing up against my naked body. His lips went to my neck. And I was utterly powerless to do anything about the moment. 
 
    And I was more than happy to submit right now. 
 
    He kissed slowly, moving over every inch of my body. Goosebumps erupted wherever he kissed me, from my neck to my collarbone and down to my breasts. He moved smoothly and slowly, never rushing from one spot to the next, in complete control with me. I tried to kiss him on the lips, but he never let me get near; whenever I lifted my head, he took one of his hands and held me down. He kissed me all around, but that was not to be. 
 
    After he’d had his fun kissing me on my face and breasts, he moved down to my stomach. I started to quiver with anticipation. Was this going to be it? The moment when he got to the goods? To the spot where he would actually make me come? Could he do it? Would he do it? 
 
    He kissed my belly button. He kissed an inch below. Two inches below. I was pulsing already, and he hadn’t even touched me. He brushed his fingers over my hairs… 
 
    And then his kisses went by, going to my hips, then my thighs, and down my legs. 
 
    “Oh, not fair—” 
 
    “Daddy decides when that happens.” 
 
    I gulped. I could see why he was an agent. He had complete control over everything, and I was more than willing to surrender. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    He chuckled in the way that a villain might when he got his way. 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    I shivered. If anyone could make me come with words alone, Daddy was the one to make me do it. 
 
    He went down my left leg and moved over to my right, and started getting closer and closer to my pussy. Once more, the tension swelled. Surely, this would be the moment, right? He’d practically kissed every square inch of my body up to this point! What more… 
 
    And then, right when I thought he was going to kiss me there, he forcefully flipped me on my stomach. 
 
    “Not—” 
 
    I tried to sit up. Scott pushed me right back down. 
 
    “You’re going to be punished for that,” he growled, and with that, he delivered a swift slap to my ass. 
 
    I let out a yip of surprise. My whole body tingled. My ass was numb for a second. 
 
    But when the feeling came back…it felt good. Really fucking good. Like, I was about to sit up, blindfolded or not, try and slam Scott to the bed, and sit on his face and force him to eat me out. 
 
    I knew better, of course. No matter how aroused I was, that didn’t give me superhuman strength to overpower Scott and have my way with him. But fuck! I just wanted him down there… 
 
    He did to my back what he did to the front of my body, kissing from the neck down, working his way down my back, to my ass, and down and up my legs. All the while, every spot shivered, every spot quivered, and every spot went cool and hot back and forth. I could see what he meant when he said he would take me as he wanted and that I would enjoy it—in a sense, he hadn’t even done anything explicitly sexual, and I was already begging for him to give me more. 
 
    Finally, after what felt like an hour of torture and teasing—if it was only, say, five or ten minutes—Scott flipped me back. His hands brushed over my belly, coming tantalizingly close to my pussy, but never quite touching it. 
 
    “You get one chance to back out of this,” he said. “If you say it is OK, I will not stop. It does not matter if you change your mind. So I will ask you now, Kaylie, and take a moment to think about the answer. Are you OK if this happens?” 
 
    Would I be OK? 
 
    Would it be OK if I finally came after being brought to the edge purely with words and kisses on my skin alone? 
 
    Would it be OK if this man who rescued me from long-term imprisonment and probably much worse got his reward? 
 
    Would it be OK if this beast got what he wanted? 
 
    “Yes, Scott, I—” 
 
    He moved as soon as the word “yes” escaped from my lips. He buried his head between my legs, pressed his tongue on my pussy, and made me arch my hips with a loud gasp and cry. 
 
    He went to work pleasing me. And yes, he was very fucking good. I fought the feeling of impending orgasm, not wanting it to come this quickly. No one could make me come like this; no one had ever come even close. And yet now… 
 
    Holy fuck. 
 
    I couldn’t think straight. I couldn’t think, period. I was falling for him. I was falling madly for him. 
 
    He was proving his point that yes, he was fucking good at what he did, and yes, he was making me fall in love with him. Oh, my, fucking…God! 
 
    “Scott!” I screamed as my legs tightened around him, my pussy clenched, and warmth rushed through my body as I came from his tongue in what felt like an inevitable outcome of this encounter. 
 
    Scott kept going, even as my climax started to get to the point of too much of a good thing. I tried to push him away, tried to shake him off, but he would not let go. He was, true to his word, dominant in all aspects, including when this particular encounter ended. 
 
    “Scott…” 
 
    Still, he went. Somewhere, deep in the recesses of my mind, I remembered that wasn’t what he wanted to be called. 
 
    “Daddy…” 
 
    Finally, Scott paused. Seconds passed. He gave me one more kiss on my pussy that left me shaking like Jell-O on the bed before brushing back. He let out a satisfied breath. 
 
    “Oh my God.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    “Tell me there’ll be more of that,” I said. “Daddy, please, I can’t be—” 
 
    “You knew what the terms of this were,” he said. “This would happen once. It happened once. You came. You got what you wanted. That will be the end of our sexual encounter.” 
 
    “Scott!” I said, forgetting what he wanted to be called. “I didn’t even get you off. I never felt your cock outside your pants. I have to have it.” 
 
    I reached back to try and undo the blindfold. 
 
    “I would not do that if I were you,” Scott warned. “For as good as you might feel right now, you’re going to be in a world of pain if you remove that.” 
 
    I stopped. It was tempting to ignore him and push past. But if Scott exceeded expectations with eating me out, he could certainly do so if it implied inflicting pain. I dropped my hands to my side, rubbing my body and squirming on the bed. 
 
    “Please, Daddy, take me with your cock.” 
 
    “No,” Scott said. “I have already done too much.” 
 
    I could hear him walking away. He was serious. What kind of a man teased and ate out a woman like this and never once pulled his dick out for some of his own pleasure? 
 
    It was, incredibly, one of the most powerful displays of dominance I had ever seen. He chose not to use his cock. He chose not to pleasure himself. He had that much control over everything that he could get me naked, make me come, and never once feel the overwhelming urge to get some pleasure for himself. 
 
    Holy fuck, this guy was something else. 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    “Are you going to stay?” 
 
    “Why would I do that?” 
 
    Why wouldn’t he? 
 
    “After sex?” I said. “You don’t want to hang out? If not cuddle, at least just spend time together?” 
 
    Scott chuckled. I swore there was something sad to the laugh; it certainly was not just a condescending “there, there” kind of laugh. 
 
    “If sex is bad, you think literally sleeping together would be good?” 
 
    It’s not about good or bad, it’s just… 
 
    “When the door shuts, you can take off your blindfold. Stay in here. And remember, you cannot see my face at any point.” 
 
    A couple of seconds later, the door shut. I yanked the blindfold off, hoping to see Scott standing there in surprise, perhaps even naked. If he was, I’d run over to him, get on my knees, suck him off… 
 
    But no. 
 
    I was really alone. 
 
    He was, just as he always had been, a man of his word. He would not let me see him, no matter what. 
 
    It begged the question, just what the fuck was I doing? Why was I trying so hard to get close to him when he wasn’t willing to even show me his face—when, if he had his way, I wouldn’t even know his name? Maybe it was a little bit of Stockholm Syndrome, but I’d never felt anything approaching attraction for Snake. 
 
    Scott was just…different. 
 
    Or I thought he was different, at least. I wanted to believe that he was different.  
 
    But no. That was just the fairytale dream of a woman who was desperate for some good news right now. That was just the yearning of a girl desperate to go home, hoping to have some fun along the way. 
 
    Scott was a man of his word. I meant that in the greatest sense and most tragic sense. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
   
 Chapter 11: Scott 
 
    
I woke up alone in my bed the next morning, the rising sun providing a sort of natural alarm clock. 
 
    But even though I could not feel nor see anyone by my side, I could still smell her. The scent of one Kaylie Charleston, her pussy under my tongue from the night before, her skin making contact with my bare chest and shoulders. It didn’t matter, then, that we hadn’t actually slept together. I had woken up, she had entered my mind immediately, and her presence was consuming me. 
 
    It all came rushing back. 
 
    I’d started out as slow and in control as I could. Part of it was just because I liked to dominate on my terms; I liked to go at a slow pace, knowing it would make the woman beg for more. I wanted to hear her cry for me to eat her out or fuck her, and I most certainly had. 
 
    But in Kaylie’s case, I had also started slow because I wanted to give myself the out I could have in case I needed it. I wanted to give myself every opportunity to step away if my conscience took over, if a part of me got smart and said, “Hey, dipshit, don’t fuck your clients!” 
 
    That moment never came. 
 
    And then she tried to defy me. The little bitch. I slapped her ass hard. Again, I had multiple reasons. One was to assert my control. One was to get her to stop disobeying me. 
 
    And one was the hope that I wouldn’t have really crossed any major lines, but I still would have made my point to myself all the same. That was a far more aggressive mood than just kissing someone or brushing my hand over their skin. If I did that, maybe I could pull back. 
 
    That moment never came. 
 
    And then I asked her if she was OK with it. I hoped that she would express the slightest doubt. Even if she did not explicitly say no, if she hedged, hemmed, hawed, or otherwise had doubt, I would have reason to back the fuck away and never touch her again. 
 
    That moment never came. 
 
    And so, because of that, Kaylie came. 
 
    And it was because of me. I made her come. I made her orgasm. My words, my touch, my mouth, my fucking tongue. I, Scott, founder of DOM, had violated my third rule. Only a lawyer would say I did not. 
 
    What the fuck had I done? 
 
    My dick was hard. My brain was fucked, and not in the arousing sense. I couldn’t think straight, even as my dick wanted to go straight to Kaylie’s room and take what I had desperately wanted to do last night.  
 
    No woman had ever had this kind of effect on me, and it wasn’t particularly close. Because of little Kaylie Charleston, I had broken all of my professional codes. I had done the most unprofessional thing ever. 
 
    And I still can’t stop thinking about her. What the actual fuck? 
 
    I sat up and tried to walk, hoping it would get rid of the erection and let me focus elsewhere. I didn’t dare go outside, but I knew Kaylie would probably still be asleep, so I walked around the safehouse. Although I had a marginal amount of success, I still found myself repeatedly thinking about what it would be like to fuck Kaylie at different spots in the house.  
 
    I’d fuck her here on the couch, plowing her on the different sections. I’d bend her over the kitchen counter. I’d command her to ride me while I sat in the kitchen chair. I’d press her tits against the wall and pound her there… 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    In those brief moments, when I got a hold of myself, I started to think about this from a professional perspective. Did I even charge her mother the money now? If I was going to violate the terms of working with DOM…if I took her daughter for my own… 
 
    Did I tell Liam and the other guys? Did I admit to them that I was an enormous hypocrite who had failed them in the worst way possible? Did I confess the truth? 
 
    It was funny how so many questions came to mind so easily, how all the thoughts could bubble to the top of my mind, but the answers didn’t seem to come at all. I was so used to being in control of every situation that I did not have a good answer for why I was drawing a blank right now. I didn’t like it one bit. 
 
    I needed to finish the mission. Get Kaylie to safety. Get her the hell away from me. And then I could figure it out. I went back to my room, looking out the window, hoping— 
 
    I heard her door open. 
 
    That was… 
 
    That was against the rules. She knew full well she had to remain in her room, or Daddy would punish her. 
 
    But if I went out there right now, she would see my face. And that was a worse outcome than her forgetting she had to remain in her room while looking for some breakfast food. So, instead, I stood by my door, listening. 
 
    And wouldn’t you know it, the little brat was looking around. She wasn’t looking for food. She was investigating. Snooping. Exploring things that she didn’t need to explore. She probably thought this place was like the movies, where if you moved a piece of furniture a certain amount, a safe room would open up. 
 
    I could not fucking have Kaylie wandering around this place like she owned it. 
 
    I grabbed some clothes, found a hat, pulled it as far over my face as I could, and looked for my sunglasses…which I could not find. What the fu— 
 
    They were in the bathroom.  
 
    I took a breath. I needed to get my shit together. I wouldn’t have the clarity of mind to get Kaylie out if I kept acting this way. “Come on, Scott.” 
 
    I walked to the door, paused, made sure my sunglasses were on tight and my hat was pulled low. I opened it. 
 
    The sexy little bitch had on her pajamas again. I suppose that was “better” than walking out on her naked. These days, though, I couldn’t be sure. 
 
    “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” I said. 
 
    Kaylie jumped in surprise. But then, to my own shock, she just smirked at me. Last night had made her cocky—a little too cocky. That couldn’t last. 
 
    “Well, the door was unlocked, I haven’t had any water since last night, and I was looking for some. Is that OK, Daddy?” 
 
    God, the way she said Daddy… 
 
    “Fine, but don’t you dare be this snarky with me,” I said. “And stop fucking looking at me.” 
 
    I turned away from her, even though I had multiple layers of protection. She had already seen enough, for example, to know that I had some black facial hair. With any luck, she’d forget the details, but it was bad to even have shown her this. 
 
    “So, what?” she said, apparently refusing to drop the sarcasm. “You can spank me, eat me out, make me come so hard, but I still can’t see what you look like? I can’t see the face of the man who gave me the best orgasm of my life?” 
 
    That was an ego stroke the first time a woman had said it to me. It wasn’t so much now. 
 
    “No, you cannot.” 
 
    “Why the hell not?” 
 
    God, this brat… 
 
    “If you can identify me, it’s bad for both of us. It sounds bad, and it is.” 
 
    “And what if I don’t care?” 
 
    I groaned. What did she think this was, some reality TV show? 
 
    “What if I won’t identify you?” 
 
    How cute. How cute of her to think that she knew better, that she knew she wouldn’t crack under some of the most severe, brutal interrogation methods in the world. 
 
    “And what if the CIA or the FBI has you in a holding room for forty-eight hours, interrogating you with no food or drink? You just came to me breaking the rules and bitching because you haven’t had any water for twelve hours. Trust me, if you think that’s hard, you’re in for some rude awakenings.” 
 
    Kaylie scoffed and groaned. If she was getting the picture, she was doing a hell of a job of bitching enough to make it seem like she wasn’t. 
 
    “And that’s the best-case scenario. You could just as easily get kidnapped again by an organization not related to the government, and if that happens, they can torture you because they know we fucked?” 
 
    “We didn’t even fuck!” she said with a laugh, but she didn’t find anything about this humorous. I could tell she was starting to crack. “Jesus Christ, who the hell are you? For fuck’s sake, are you supposed to be my hero, or are you someone the entire world wants?” 
 
    “Depends on who you ask.” 
 
    “I’m asking you.” 
 
    I sighed. In a lighter time, I might have enjoyed bantering with this bitch. Right now, I just found her fucking annoying. 
 
    I’m your best and your worst nightmare.” 
 
    “How reassuring.” 
 
    “You wanted an answer; you got it.” 
 
    I stole a peek back. Kaylie was looking at me with anger, but there was also a certain yearning behind those eyes, like she wanted me to say more and to show more. That was all I needed to see to put a harder stop to everything. 
 
    “I should not have done what I did last night,” I said. “It was…” 
 
    I came this close to admitting to her it gave me great pleasure and was an incredible night. I could not give that to her. 
 
    “It was something we cannot repeat. I need to think clearly and get you home safe to your mother. Seeing you naked is not going to help that. I am dealing with some fucking psychos, and your naked body is not going to help me accomplish that.” 
 
    “Or collect my mother’s money, huh?” 
 
    “Of course, I don’t do this shit for free.” 
 
    And yet, just minutes before, I’d contemplated if I needed to do this job for free for violating my standards. Little Kaylie seemed incapable of keeping her damn mouth shut for more than thirty seconds. There was absolutely no way she’d be able to keep what we did a secret of any kind. Even if I threatened her with death if she blabbed, she’d find a way to hint at it enough that her mother would pick up on it. 
 
    And then I’d have that fucking headache to deal with. 
 
    “So what percentage of the payment goes to spanking me like you did?” 
 
    “For fuck’s sake, Kaylie, stop talking like that.” 
 
    “I thought you liked doing it and talking dirty.” 
 
    She had a sly grin on her face. She probably thought we were headed for another round of sex. Fuck almighty. This girl not only got me to do things like no one else ever had, she knew how to push my buttons.  
 
    Maybe that was why she got me to do things I never did with clients. She was the only person who could push me in just the right places, make me just hot enough that I had trouble saying no to her. 
 
    “I do, usually,” I said. “And after I get you home, if you’re good enough to find me, you’ll get what you want. But right now, we have a mission to focus on.” 
 
    That didn’t mean, though, that I didn’t want to bend her over the couch, spank her, and fuck her. Every part of me wanted to tie her hands to the wall, strip her naked, and have my way with her. I wanted her, and no amount of smooth-talking about the mission was going to fix that. 
 
    “Christ, the damn mission,” Kaylie said. “It’s all you ever talk about. Mission this, mission that. Why don’t you just—” 
 
    I moved over to her and literally shushed her with my hand. I thought I had heard something and needed her to shut the hell up. And then I definitely heard it. 
 
    A helicopter. 
 
    And four-wheelers coming this way. 
 
    “I think we’ve been discovered,” I said. 
 
    “How?” she said. “I thought this was a hideout of yours.” 
 
    “I’m not the only one who has skills in hide-and-seek, Kaylie,” I said. “Fuck, and we don’t have time for a blindfold. Keep your eyes straight ahead, and don’t you dare look back.” 
 
    “But—” 
 
    “I’m done talking; you will do as I say.” 
 
    I took her by the arm, yanking her past the kitchen and to a flight of stairs that went into a basement. In the basement, I flicked on a light switch that would automatically turn off a minute after no motion and found the trap door. I opened the trap door, ordered Kaylie to get inside, and followed her, shutting the door. 
 
    “What’s going to—” 
 
    “Shh!” I shushed her. 
 
    Kaylie didn’t say a word. It was damp and dark; the only thing lighting the way were small light bulbs I had strung along this tunnel every dozen yards or so. That left enormous gaps of space in between that was pitch black, but the goal wasn’t to have a smooth running surface. It was to have just enough space to see where one needed to go, and then advance forward. 
 
    “I can’t see!” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “But what if I sprain an ankle? Then I’ll hold you up, and—” 
 
    I squeezed her arm hard. She got the message. There was fieriness one could have on a boat when a motor provided enough noise for cover and no one was hot on your trail. This was not the time for that.  
 
    We hurried through the darkness for what felt like hours. Down in the depths of the island, I couldn’t hear the madness above, but I knew by the way the helicopters and four-wheelers sounded that by now, they probably had gotten to the compound and were in the process of raiding the place. They’d find this hidden exit at some point too, but the goal was no longer to remain totally in the shadows; it was just to escape to the next shadow before they found us. 
 
    Finally, the place started to smell like the ocean. And that was the best sign yet. 
 
    “Keep moving; we’re almost there,” I said. 
 
    “Christ, I feel like I’m running track again,” Kaylie said. “You wouldn’t—” 
 
    I heard a rumble far behind us. It wasn’t close, and I didn’t worry about debris. But the rumble was very obviously from an explosion.  
 
    At this point, I had to hope that the weapons on our escape craft would be enough to cover us. Because if they had found our secret escape spot as well, Snake had won.  
 
    At the last light, I grabbed Kaylie’s arm, yanked her to the left, and went down a dark path. 
 
    “Where the hell are you taking—” 
 
    “Shh,” I said. “Don’t you know you need to stay the fuck quiet during this?” 
 
    “When have I at any point during this mission?” 
 
    God, I hate how much she’s right. 
 
    It was only a couple minutes later when I could see the distant light of the sky—but luckily, only someone who knew exactly where to look would have found us. I came to the creaky dock—not like it was a spot I visited frequently or refurbished—put Kaylie on a boat much like the one I had used to rescue her, grabbed the assault rifle, confirmed it was loaded, and drove the boat to the edge of the cavern. 
 
    “Keep your head low,” I said. “And do not fucking look up.” 
 
    Kaylie nodded. She put her head in her hands, I slung the rifle on my shoulder, and I drove out to the Atlantic Ocean. 
 
    For the moment, we were safe. There were no other vehicles in sight, and I knew my destination. I’d mapped it out before. 
 
    But when we got there, to George Town, I knew we hadn’t won yet.  
 
    If anything, the “game” hadn’t even reached halftime yet. It was still probably in the first quarter, in fact. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12: Kaylie 
 
    
I’d wanted to talk a lot. 
 
    But I could sense Scott felt nervous too. And if he was nervous, I was nervous.  
 
    Maybe nervous wasn’t the right word. Appropriately paranoid, perhaps. But either way, there definitely was a heightened sense of urgency compared to even when he had rescued me off the boat the first go-around. 
 
    And for that reason, I kept my head buried in the boat, my hands over my head, and just imagined being back in New York City. Back in my apartment, in my bed. Back to where my family was. 
 
    I wouldn’t say I’d never go on vacation ever again, but I wouldn’t act so foolishly, so spoiled anymore. I’d be more aware. I wouldn’t be ruined, but I wouldn’t be naive anymore. I’d take better care of myself. 
 
    And, as I now figured, I’d break up with Cameron. That was almost certainly going to happen without Scott making me feel like the world’s most pleasured woman before, but what he had done had just taken it to another level. 
 
    But that was a bridge that wouldn’t be crossed for some time, and even if I wanted to cross it, I had another one pop up pretty soon. The boat got on the sand. 
 
    “Come on,” Scott said. 
 
    “Are we camping on the beach?” I said. 
 
    Scott ignored me. I probably deserved that. But at least I was back on land again. 
 
    Somehow—I didn’t bother to ask how—we had another motorcycle waiting for us. I wrapped my arms around Scott’s thick torso, held on tight, and pressed my head into his back as he drove down the road. It was the safest spot that I had felt this entire trip; if my body was connected to Scott, then I knew it was unlikely anything would happen to me. 
 
    And if something did happen to me, it was probably going to feel unbelievably good. 
 
    Scott drove the motorcycle for a few minutes before he pulled off to another off-road location. He stopped in front of a one-story building that looked more like a military bunker than it did a safe house. 
 
    “Follow me,” he said. 
 
    He opened the metal door, flicked on a light, and shut the door behind me. 
 
    I was wrong. It didn’t look like a military bunker—it was a military bunker.  
 
    “Holy fuck,” Scott said, taking off his hat and sunglasses. 
 
    Wait. 
 
    He did that. 
 
    He showed me his face. 
 
    For the first time since the mission began, perhaps without even realizing what she’d done, he was showing me all of him. And he was absolutely, drop-dead, stunningly handsome. His eyes… 
 
    They locked in on mine. 
 
    He knew. If he hadn’t before, he sure did now. He knew that his gaze was revealing himself, his whole body, his appearance to me. And he didn’t seem to care. If anything, his eyes lingered on me. 
 
    And as the gaze remained, as our eyes could not pull away from each other’s exhausted bodies, my mind drifted to the previous night. It was a great orgasm, yes, but it wasn’t just that. It was so much more. It was… 
 
    Well, it wasn’t love, that was ridiculous. But it was a type of feeling I had never had for anyone else before. There wasn’t a good word to describe it. Grateful and attached kind of got at it, but the exact words eluded me. What could I say? I was better at looking wild and frisky on TikTok than I was at being literary with how I felt about someone. 
 
    He shook his head, like a dog shaking off after a shower, and ran his hands over his face. He was starting to look unraveled, maybe not ruined or falling apart, but certainly under more stress than he had probably anticipated or hoped for. 
 
    “Are you OK?” I asked. 
 
    There was no snark, no sarcasm, no fire in my voice. I just genuinely wanted to know.  
 
    But when Scott looked at me, I knew I wasn’t going to get an answer. 
 
    “Are you OK?” he said. 
 
    At least he didn’t sound angry or bitter to say it. He didn’t sound like he regretted showing me his face, and even if he did, he couldn’t undo it now. There was no “rewind” button in real life. 
 
    But he wasn’t going to tell me anything about himself for now. Not anytime soon, at least. 
 
    “I’m fine,” I said. “My ankle feels a little sore, but I didn’t sprain it.” 
 
    “Hmm,” Scott said, more to show he gave a response than to show he cared. 
 
    He rose up from the ground, walked over, and looked at my ankle. His course, tough fingers over my ankle felt like the innocent beginning of something fiery and hot. I wondered if he was thinking the same thing. 
 
    But he let it drop so fast, it almost slammed into the bed frame. 
 
    “Your ankle will survive.” 
 
    “How generous of you to say, Scotty,” I said, knowing it would probably dig at him. 
 
    I was right. Scott turned back and scowled at me. 
 
    “Just because you’ve seen my face doesn’t mean you get to stop calling me Daddy,” I said. “Remember, I’m in charge of you.” 
 
    You say that, and yet I know how you looked at me. Don’t think I don’t know that you’re unsure of how to handle this too. 
 
    “Please, like I’m some slave to do your bidding, master,” I said, rolling my eyes. 
 
    Scott snorted, and damn if he didn’t look so fucking hot doing so. I only needed to think back last night to how he could get when I put him into a tough situation. The number of contortions he went through before he finally ate my pussy was practically magical. 
 
    But he walked away and said nothing. That was annoying. It wasn’t like he was the only one fighting with what to do. It didn’t exactly make me feel good to know that I was starting to be attracted to a guy who, when it was all said and done, would probably take off and not say a word to me for the rest of my life. 
 
    “So what, you’re going back to being the boss?” I said, sitting back up on the side of the bed. “Don’t make me leverage the fact that I know you now.” 
 
    “Know me?” Scott said with a sarcastic laugh. “Kaylie, you don’t know me. You know what I look like, but I don’t want you to know me at all.” 
 
    “Why? I’d be happy to let you know more about me.” 
 
    “That’s great; anything that can help me get you off this island and back home?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “What I thought. Spoiled child.” 
 
    There was a fine line between being dominated and being cruelly mocked. Scott, perhaps without knowing it, had just crossed it. 
 
    “Just because I’m on TV doesn’t mean my life is perfect, Scott,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, I wasn’t aware that your family was only millionaires instead of billionaires.” 
 
    “Why do you think it’s been my mother that you’ve been communicating with this whole time? Haven’t you ever given any thought to where my father has been?” 
 
    Scott wisely shut his mouth. For once, I would not have been turned on by him trying to control the conversation. Quite the opposite, in fact. 
 
    “I assumed your mother was divorced,” Scott said, firmly but not aggressively, as if he was certain on the matter. He shouldn’t have been. 
 
    “No,” I said. “My father and my little sister died when I was five.” 
 
    Scott took a deep, deep breath through his nose and snorted it out slowly. I hadn’t discussed this story often, because why the hell would I? It wasn’t something that I liked talking about, and the show my mother shot was something that had explicit rules in a contract for what could and could not be discussed. Aside from making mention of the fact that she was the sole person responsible for the Charleston “empire,” this was not something that was mentioned. 
 
    “How did it happen?” he asked. 
 
    “Car accident,” I said. “There’s no dramatic story to it. Everyone thinks that because my family does reality TV, that must mean our life is full of drama twenty-four-seven. This whole bullshit aside, nothing could be further from the truth.” 
 
    “Says the girl who was on the Cayman Islands in an expensive villa.” 
 
    “And you’ve never vacationed in your life?” 
 
    Scott shut up. 
 
    “I like to think of myself as a normal girl. A fiery one who isn’t afraid to call people on their bullshit—” 
 
    “That much is for damn sure.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to follow in my mother’s footsteps. You heard her. She’s fucking crazy.” 
 
    Scott chuckled. It was the kind of laugh that suggested, though, he agreed. He was probably just wise enough to not say anything. 
 
    “I do the show because it makes Mom happy, and she’s been dealt a lot of shit in her life. But if I had my choice, if Mom wanted to cancel the show? I’d say she should have done it on the spot.” 
 
    “Makes sense,” Scott said as he went to what looked like a refrigerator, grabbed a bottle of water, and tossed it to me. “But you don’t mind being on the show? Or at least you don’t mind being famous?” 
 
    “I accept it,” I said. “It makes Mom happy, and let’s be honest, who doesn’t want to be a little famous?” 
 
    “Me, for starters,” Scott shot back. “Everyone else I may work with. The first rule of my organization is we don’t exist.” 
 
    OK, I understood some people really preferred privacy over publicity. But to be that private? To go so far underground as to not officially exist? What sort of secrecy was that? What sort of fun was that? 
 
    “You know it was your fame that got you kidnapped, right?” 
 
    “I know,” I said. “I’m kind of surprised no one else from my group got kidnapped. We have a lot of beautiful girls in my group.” 
 
    Scott took a chug of his own water bottle and shrugged. 
 
    “Snake is very precise in his targets and his actions. He’s not going to make a mistake by grabbing the wrong girl or grabbing someone he doesn’t think is going to fetch him a pretty penny. You have a famous last name, you’re attractive, and you’re rich. Other people in that party might have two of the three, or maybe even all three, but not to the degree that you do.” 
 
    That was a fair point. It wasn’t like I wanted the others captured with me. I guess it was just a bit of “why me?” Why me, considering who all else was there? 
 
    “Tell me about the boy in all your photos.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “The guy who has his arm draped around you seemingly every damn time you post to social media?” 
 
    Probably not a great sign that you said “who.” Then again, not like you were especially confident about it before. 
 
    “That’s my…boyfriend. Cameron.” 
 
    “Boyfriend,” Scott said, almost derisively. “Boyfriend.” 
 
    I hemmed on what to say next. Did I defend the guy? He was nice to me. But on the other hand, I had let Scott bring me to orgasm. And if he’d had anything less than perfect self-control, he would have fucked me on the bed. 
 
    “Serious boyfriend?” 
 
    “About eight months,” I said, grateful for having an actual question to answer. “But I wouldn’t say we were rushing down the aisle to get married.” 
 
    “Thank God for that.” 
 
    I flinched in surprise. Guys just didn’t speak that bluntly or honestly. Not even guys like Scott—I had thought. 
 
    “What, are you going to go creep on him on Facebook? Like you crept on me before this trip?” 
 
    Scott did not look in the slightest unsettled by my line of questioning. 
 
    “I don’t give a damn about the kid,” he said. The kid. You make me feel so young. “I was just curious.” 
 
    “Uh-huh,” I said. “Curious, jealous, whatever you want to call it, you—” 
 
    Scott stood up in the middle of my words, came over to me, and pressed my wrists up against the wall. His body pressed against mine, his lips inches away from me. I bit my lip as I gazed into those eyes that he was finally letting me see, and with them looking like the eyes of a lion about to score his prey, I could not help but start to feel wet all over again. 
 
    “How many times am I going to have to tell you to watch that pretty mouth of yours?” he said, his lips just inches from mine—I could have probably kissed him. “You got a sexy and hot mouth…but you let yourself go too far. Remember who’s in charge here, Kaylie.” 
 
    God, I was so turned on by this guy. Maybe this is why I said “who?” in reference to Cameron. Scott had such power, such ferocity behind him, that it was impossible not to feel attracted to him. No one else had ever displayed this level of authority and dominance before—which probably explained why I hadn’t felt attracted to many guys before. 
 
    It was so intense, in fact, that it was kind of a little frightening. He was a man in command at all times.  
 
    He was also a man who was capable of being an enormous asshole, and not the fun kind.  
 
    “Is that up for debate?” I said. 
 
    But even though I had kind of meant for my words to poke at him a little, even though I’d hoped I’d gotten him to just take me—and this time, without having to hide my eyes and without having to only do oral—he was backing away. Somehow, someway, he seemed to find the strength and wherewithal not to give in to temptation to me. 
 
    I could have lured him back in. I knew that as much as he prided himself on having self-control, I could make him break. I couldn’t say if I was the only one who made him do that, but his frustration with himself suggested it was rare. 
 
    But boy. 
 
    It was one thing to poke the bear, knowing you had some boundary that it would never cross, making it fun and relatively harmless. It was an entirely different thing when you realized that boundary had vanished, and now you risked getting hurt—or, maybe equally worse, getting involved. 
 
    “No,” Scott said. “Get some rest. We’re only safe here for a brief period of time. You’d best be served saving whatever strength you have.” 
 
    I’d had a full night’s worth of sleep the night before. I could still feel the aftereffects of my climax, even if it had been a full night and half a morning. But he was right. 
 
    I was exhausted. 
 
    I was exhausted by this journey, this escape. 
 
    I was exhausted by Scott. 
 
    And most of all, I was exhausted by myself. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
   
 Chapter 13: Scott 
 
    
I backed away because I realized what I had not done. 
 
    For all of the things I’d done to Kaylie, for all of the sexual boundaries I had crossed that I swore I wouldn’t cross, for all of the DOM rules I’d already violated, I had done one thing that I swore I would never do on a personal level. 
 
    I hadn’t kissed her. 
 
    And yet, when I was inches away from her, mostly to make a point about her place, I realized just how badly I wanted to. I wanted to suck on those tasty lips, still lusciously pink despite having been captive and hidden away for so long. I wanted to feel her attraction for me. 
 
    She had gone past just being a client I had pushed past boundaries on. Those boundaries were so far gone now that I barely even bothered to acknowledge them. No, I had a bigger problem. 
 
    I was having serious attraction to Kaylie Charleston, the girl. Not the client, but the girl. 
 
    This was not just ill-advised; it was downright dangerous. The mission depended on maintaining a clear head. It was why I didn’t let anyone sleep with clients, but the deeper idea was that my business associates would not develop deeper feelings for their clients that would get in the way. And now… 
 
    Fuck me. 
 
    I had to detach from Kaylie. But that was damn near impossible when she was everything I had ever wanted in a woman—that was, when I allowed myself to believe that I wanted just one woman. She was smart, she was beautiful, she took no shit, and she could talk back to someone like me. The latter was especially important to me, for the desire to control and dominate everything was not just an agent façade, though it certainly helped. 
 
    It was literally who I was. 
 
    Occasionally, in the past, a woman had gotten angry at me and accused me of all sorts of things, but there was nothing hot about an angry woman calling you an asshole. I didn’t have a desire to sleep with those girls, just to get rid of them.  
 
    But fucking Kaylie Charleston… 
 
    No, focus, Scott. 
 
    Mission. 
 
    The mission. Yes. Snake was still in pursuit of us. He’d somehow found the first place. The place where… 
 
    Where Kaylie and I had had our first of probably many sexual experiences. 
 
    Fuck, why was it that I wanted the one thing that I couldn’t have?  
 
    Mission, Scott! You fucking idiot! 
 
    Right, the mission. The mission where I had let Kaylie seen my face, where I’d eaten out Kaylie, where I had violated so many rules I wasn’t even sure what to do anymore. Did I tell Liam and my other agents?  
 
    I was running out of patience with myself. I walked away from Kaylie, who got on the bed and closed her eyes. I knew she wasn’t asleep, but the fact that she wasn’t running her damn mouth at me was enough of a win at the moment; I just needed her to have some distance from me.  
 
    It didn’t often happen, because by definition, joining DOM was usually a solo adventure, but we had all told each other that if we needed help, we needed to make it fucking happen. I grabbed a burner phone from a room in the bunker. I dialed Liam’s cell by memory. 
 
    And I committed to only talking to him about the mission. Namely, Snake’s role in the mission. I didn’t need to be brutally shamed for not having self-control with my mouth around Kaylie. 
 
    “This is DOM,” Liam said. 
 
    It didn’t sound like Liam. It didn’t have to. We all had voice modulators installed on our phones. Perhaps someone with a larger social circle or a family would have found it amusing or confusing, but we didn’t have either. Our friends were other agents, and even then, it was more about business than about friendship. 
 
    “Liam, it’s Scott,” I said. “I’m in George Town right now, and I got Snake hot on my trail.” 
 
    “Shit,” Liam said. “So Snake—” 
 
    “He found one of the outposts, Liam.” 
 
    Liam cursed a hell of a lot fucking louder this time than he had the previous round. 
 
    “All right, what do you need?” 
 
    “A plane and defenses out of here,” I said. “This one’s hot, Liam. I can’t afford to be waiting around. I’ll have an army of Snake and his men on me if I don’t hurry the fuck up.” 
 
    “All right,” Liam said. “Give me some time. Call me later; I’ll have a plan hashed out.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    I hung up right then, looked for a hammer, couldn’t find one, and threw the phone against the wall in frustration. Ostentatiously, I did so to destroy the evidence of our phone call and any trail leading us to this particular building. 
 
    In reality, well, unsurprisingly, I had some major frustration issues to deal with. 
 
    “You OK?” Kaylie asked. 
 
    So much for her pretending to be asleep. So much for you being able to just brush her off and ignore her. 
 
    “That obvious, huh?” 
 
    I looked back at Kaylie, now sitting up on the edge of the bed, showing no signs of having just napped. 
 
    “I don’t know a lot of people who can throw a phone against the wall and say that they’re feeling normal.” 
 
    “Not a lot of people can be in my line of work and can say they’re normal,” I said. “In fact, I’d venture to say that none of us are normal.” 
 
    Kaylie sat still, processing that information. 
 
    “Were you ever normal?” 
 
    “Why would you want to know that?”  
 
    “Call it curiosity,” she said with a gentle smirk. “Maybe for the guy that will be with me for some time, I want to know a little bit about him.” 
 
    I shrugged. I wasn’t going to tell her everything, although her knowing my face was already the most revealing secret she could have uncovered. Everything else was really just secondary, even if, in some respects, it was equally damaging. 
 
    “I mean, I went to college. I had a desk job for a bit.” 
 
    “And then you became the real-life James Bond,” she said in an overly dramatic tone. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    I think she expected me to say more, because she leaned forward like she was expecting an explanation. Naturally, I decided when I would give it to her, so I said nothing. 
 
    “What all have you been in? FBI? CIA? Some other three-letter acronym that no one has ever heard of?” 
 
    “DOM.” 
 
    I regretted saying it. I couldn’t remember if I’d already told her that I was a part of DOM or not, but even reaffirming information was bad. 
 
    But then again, so was having the hots for a client, so was showing your face to her, so was eating out her pussy. 
 
    “DOM?” 
 
    “Deo Optimo Maximo.” 
 
    Kaylie arched an eyebrow at me. 
 
    “I don’t speak Greek—” 
 
    “It’s Latin.” 
 
    “—but that sounds like the best and biggest something. Maybe the best and biggest dick?” 
 
    She narrowed her eyes at me to try and see my reaction. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Again, I did not elaborate. And this time, her desire to get me to talk more was starting to piss me off. But unlike last time, when Kaylie seemed to just accept my silence and asked a follow-up question, she seemed almost aroused by my anger. 
 
    “I bet you do.” 
 
    “That’s not going to happen.” 
 
    “Sure, just like last night isn’t going to happen.” 
 
    This little brat… 
 
    I walked over, stood over her, put my hands on her shoulders, and glared at her. Only in this spot did I realize how easily she could have sucked me off. She barely had to lean forward if my pants were off. 
 
    Thank God they were on. 
 
    “Are you trying to get me to do something?” she said with a seductive smile. “Seems to me that you are, Mr. Scott.” 
 
    I turned around and took a seat right by her. Too close to her. But I didn’t move. 
 
    “You’re reading way too much into everything,” I said. “I had a moment of weakness last night. I said I wouldn’t repeat it. And I won’t.” 
 
    And yet, you have feelings for her. 
 
    “OK, well then, tell me more about yourself, if you’re not going to say what Deo means.” 
 
    “God.” 
 
    “I know, I can be annoying,” she said. “What was your desk job?” 
 
    “One of the agencies,” I said. I felt like I could speak vaguely enough about this without revealing anything, and it would give my temper and my cock a chance to cool down. “I went to school in D.C. for a career in one of the agencies. But the thing is, people think that there’s some sort of secret program in which you become an agent and you become James Bond. Spying, though, is really quite boring for the most part.” 
 
    “Really?” Kaylie said, sounding like she did not believe me. “So far, you’ve killed a bunch of men on the boat, rescued me, taken me to two safehouses, and are in contact with someone to try and get us both off this island. Some guy named Liam.” 
 
    “I said ‘for the most part.’” 
 
    My temper was not going back down. It wasn’t Kaylie’s fault; I was frustrated with the situation as a whole. Kaylie’s questions weren’t helping, though. 
 
    “A lot of spying is just going over emails, reading transcripts and reports. It’s not nearly as glamorous as you’d think.” 
 
    “And what firm?” 
 
    I shrugged. 
 
    “Scott, come on!” 
 
    Up to this point, she’d been feisty, at times aggressive, but never quite to the point of anger. But now, with me being as coy as I needed to be, she was getting pouty, angry even. 
 
    And you know what? 
 
    When she was acting this way, it was a turn on. What would someone this flirtatious and this spunky do when she had anger pushing her as well? Could I even handle something like that? 
 
    “You’re such a fucking tease,” she said. “You’re so evil.” 
 
    “Welcome to dealing with someone like me,” I said. “There’s a reason I said what happened last night can only happen once. I—” 
 
    Kaylie lunged for me, grabbing me by the shoulders and trying to kiss me. I acted on instinct. 
 
    I rolled her off the bed, got her in a headlock, and hovered over her body. I had zero intention of hurting her—that I certainly could not hide and would cost me the ten million dollars—but whenever someone grabbed me like that without warning, my training instincts took over. It didn’t matter that the act was sexual and not malicious. Instinct did not have time to ask about intention. 
 
    But now, over her, I had her pinned to the ground. I could have done whatever I wanted with her. The sexual tension was, somehow, even thicker than it had been when I ate her out. She would see everything that happened, and I would get my own release. 
 
    I cannot. I…stop it, Scott. 
 
    “I am in charge here, not you,” I growled. Why am I saying it into her ear like this? That’s not helping anything. “I told you a thousand times already, this cannot happen. So quit trying to make it happen. Do you understand? Or do I need to sit you down like a child until you get it?” 
 
    Kaylie smiled. She wasn’t getting it. If I had to be a dick to push her away, I would. Whatever it took. 
 
    “OK, Scotty.” 
 
    “I’m serious,” I scowled. “You have pushed boundaries far too fucking hard, and if you keep it up, I’ll just stop communicating with you entirely.” 
 
    I had to cut this off hard. Being nice wasn’t working. I had to protect myself as much as I had to adhere to the rules. 
 
    “I cannot do this to you, and you cannot do this to me,” I said. “What happens when the mission is over and you’re back home? I will tell you. You will never see me again. Ever. I don’t exist on any social media accounts, and you’ll have a hell of a time trying to find me in the real world. Even if you luck out and stumble across me, it will only happen once, and then you will never see me again thereafter.” 
 
    I released my hold around Kaylie’s neck. But her eyes finally seemed to start to understand what I had pushed so hard to get across. Even if we stopped denying that we had lust for each other, we still could not cross that bridge. 
 
    “I cannot believe I crossed the line already. But there’s more to it than just my own rules if we cross it again. There’s the fallout, and—” 
 
    “Scott, come on.” 
 
    “Do not bullshit me, Kaylie. You know you have feelings for me more than you’ll admit right now.” 
 
    “I—” 
 
    “You forgot your own boyfriend’s name, for fuck’s sake,” I said. “That’s not something someone does unless they’ve found someone else. And we do not need to pretend who that someone else is.” 
 
    She knew I was right. She was just too stubborn to say so out loud. I put my hands on the ground for support and stood up. 
 
    “Get some rest. If you can’t sleep, there are a bunch of books in a room here somewhere you can read,” I said. “But we cannot be near each other. I need to focus entirely on the mission.” 
 
    But that was so much easier said than done. So far, I could at least pretend to fight it because I had not kissed Kaylie. But the instant that I did, there was no pretending, no games, no “we can’t do this.” It would all be off the table. 
 
    The only thing that would be on it would be us. 
 
    “Scott…” 
 
    But for once, Kaylie seemed to be at a loss for words. The impossible had happened. We’d run into a situation that had shut both of us up. We’d encountered a nightmare that made it so neither of us had the fire that we did before. 
 
    “Go rest or read, Kaylie,” I said. “I need to figure out what to do next.” 
 
    If Kaylie wasn’t going to do that, I was going to force her to. I turned around, went to a board room of sorts, grabbed a burner phone, and locked the door behind me.  
 
    But when I locked the door, it felt like I hadn’t just locked temptation out. 
 
    It felt like I had shut out the best chance in my life for love.  
 
    There was something that I had not told Kaylie, in part because I could barely tell it to myself. Why I had gotten into the field. 
 
    I’d done so because I was a loner by trade. In high school, and even in college, I didn’t go to parties. I didn’t go on dates. I just made my point to women, and if they were interested, we fucked. If they weren’t, I didn’t put in any more effort than I had to. The life of a loner was such that it made finding love impossible, because love took time. Love wasn’t something you found in an escort or at a store. 
 
    In some respects, looking at it through that lens, it was a small miracle I had not fallen in love with a client before. 
 
    But Kaylie truly was different. 
 
    And yet, here I was all the same, pushing her away, refusing to fall in love. 
 
    Maybe things would change. Most likely, they wouldn’t. But one thing was for damn sure. 
 
    If Kaylie got back to New York City safe, and I was not with her, I would never love again. Again? 
 
    This was my one chance at love. At a future. At happily ever after. 
 
    And my own job would not let me indulge it. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 14: Kaylie 
 
    
I couldn’t understand Scott. 
 
    Seriously, I fucking couldn’t. 
 
    One minute, he had me pinned against the wall, all but threatening to kiss me, his hot breath warming my face…and then the next, he was distant and angry, throwing his cell phone against the wall in frustration…and then the next, he had his hips and groin inches from my face, as if daring me to reach up and grab his cock—which I almost did…and then the next, he had me pinned on the ground…and the next… 
 
    I was starting to understand why I didn’t meet guys like this often in regular life; in normal situations, I had enough sanity to stay the hell away from them. 
 
    Then again, this was not real life, even if it was real. Scott probably had more pressure on him than anyone in the world. Who could blame him for his confusing, uncertain behavior? 
 
    I certainly could not. I did not want to. But all the same, I was left reeling and hurt when I tried to make sense of it all.  
 
    When I heard the click on the door to his room, locking me out, I felt like that was it. Like there was no coming back from that. I went into all his rooms until I found the pile of books, but to my chagrin, they weren’t books of interest; most of them were maps describing various locations or had coded messages in them. They weren’t the books that a retired mom would read for entertainment on a Tuesday afternoon; that much was for sure. 
 
    I tried to read one about the geography of Ecuador, but even under these circumstances, when the options for “entertainment” were this or staring at a wall, there was only so much dry writing that I could take before I just wilted and gave up. After ten minutes, that was just what I did—I closed the book, sighed, and went back to bed. 
 
    I did not need to sleep. I’d already gotten plenty of that. 
 
    But I hoped that somehow, someway, maybe if I remained on the bed with my eyes shut for as long as I could, my body would get confused and go back to sleep. I didn’t need it for the rest, but I sure needed it to pass the time and forget all of the nonsense that was going on. 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
    The door Scott had gone through unlocked. 
 
    I jolted out of bed. I had no idea how much time had passed. It could have been an hour, it could have been eight hours; it all just blurred together through an empty nothingness of time. I’d spent however long just staring at the ceiling, daydreaming about what it would be like to go home. 
 
    Scott emerged and shut the door behind him. Though looks could deceive, he did not seem as stressed as he had before. He still had a bit of an edge to him, but he also looked emotionally exhausted. 
 
    A part of me thought that if ever there was a time to take advantage of him, this was it, but believe it or not, for now, I did want to respect his wishes. 
 
    But the instant I got a chance to poke at him a little… 
 
    “I have a way out,” he said. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “I can’t tell you,” he said. You would think by now, I would have known that would be the answer. “But we leave in an hour when the night is darkest. You can do whatever you want between now and then.” 
 
    And there it was. The moment to poke. I could do whatever I wanted? I wasn’t even thinking consciously about what I was going to say or do. I just had to poke. 
 
    “Well, I am going to get naked and shower,” I said. 
 
    The grin wasn’t as sly as I usually made it. But all the same, I could see his eyes glaze over. He gave genuine thought to the idea of joining me. Maybe he wouldn’t tell me. Maybe he’d just take me from behind without telling me. 
 
    And when he didn’t say anything at first, when he didn’t deny the half-offer, that felt as good a sign as any. I stood up, started heading to the bathroom, and took my shirt off along the way. It wasn’t anything that Scott hadn’t already seen, but come on—no man in the world didn’t get turned on by a woman taking her shirt off to reveal her bra and her skin on the way to a shower. 
 
    Right outside the door to the shower, I turned around to see if Scott was looking. He had his back turned to me and his arms folded, but he wasn’t engaged in anything. The only reason he’d turned around was to avoid temptation. 
 
    But it was a sort of weak resistance. It was the kind of resistance that one put up to feign refusal, a sort of plausible deniability, but it wasn’t anything that would prevent him from taking me. 
 
    And yet, it worked enough that he did not turn around. I wasn’t aggressive enough. That was fine—for now. 
 
    I got into the bathroom, left the door half-open, stripped naked, and turned on the shower. I stepped inside, so horny and so damn aroused, hoping to feel his hands around my hips, hoping to feel him just take me as he thrust his cock deep inside me. 
 
    But then a thought came to me. 
 
    What did someone like Scott, as dominant and powerful as he was, desire the most in a woman? 
 
    It wasn’t someone who passively stood by and just hoped to be taken. 
 
    It was someone who went and got what she wanted. Scott didn’t want an easy conquest, at least not until the moment of truth. He wanted a struggle to prove his dominance; emerging victorious over someone who pushed back was far more fun than it was over someone who just fell to their back and spread their legs without surrender. 
 
    All this time, I’d poked and prodded him, but I hadn’t “shoved” him. I hadn’t forced the issue. I hadn’t acted like he had no choice in the matter, like I was going to have him and not just hope he would have me. 
 
    If I wanted to make this happen, I had to make it happen with action. Not with words. 
 
    When this realization came to me, I finished my shower in what felt like record time. If Scott asked why…no, I wasn’t going to respond. I wasn’t going to make some quip about getting ready for danger. I was just going to go right up to him, throw my arms around him, and kiss him. 
 
    I was going to kiss him, I was going to get him naked, and then I was going to fuck him. 
 
    This was inevitable to me. I didn’t care how hard he fought. I knew he liked me. I knew I liked him. It wasn’t me forcing myself on him so much as making something we both wanted happen.  
 
    As soon as my skin felt smooth and clean to the touch, I shut off the shower. I contemplated just walking out without a towel on, but it was going to be far sexier if I just walked up to him, dropped the towel, and then took him. An innate urge for sex didn’t mean there couldn’t be some brief seduction along the way. 
 
    I wrapped the towel around my body but didn’t bother to tuck it in, nor did I bother to wrap a towel around my wet hair. If anything, I think Scott would be turned on by the hair dripping forward; it didn’t need to look perfect. It just needed to look wild. 
 
    I went to the half-open door and paused. Was I sure— 
 
    Yes, I was fucking sure. There was no question about this. 
 
    I opened the door. Scott was not in the main atrium of the bunker, probably back in the safe room that he’d locked himself in. If he had locked himself in there again, well, I guess there would be a little more seduction than I had originally planned. I walked down, my wet feet smacking the ground, and came to the door. Go for it. 
 
    I tried to open the door. It opened with ease. 
 
    Scott was sitting at his desk, looking over some files. He looked up at me and did not say a word. He stared at me intensely, as if daring me to do what I’d come here to do. 
 
    So I did. 
 
    I dropped the towel, revealing my wet, clean, naked body in full to him. 
 
    “Damn,” he said. “Looks just as fucking hot as it did yesterday.” 
 
    “And not even blindfolded this time,” I said as I sauntered over to him. 
 
    “We can’t do this,” Scott said. “I don’t care if I sound like a broken record. Kaylie, we cannot do this.” 
 
    But I expected that resistance. I sat in his lap, straddling his jeans and pressing my naked hips into his groin. I could feel him bulging. If he didn’t give it to me, I might just take him in his sleep. 
 
    “Yes, we can,” I said. “I want this. You want this. We need it.” 
 
    “Listen—” 
 
    I finally shut him up with the one thing that was arguably more intimate than sex. 
 
    A kiss. 
 
    And let me tell you, when I laid that kiss on him, it was quite literally like I’d flipped a switch on in him that went from “Can’t Do This” to “I Must Do This.” He stood up out of the chair, his arms holding me against his body, and carried me to the bed, his thick cock pressing against his jeans and all barriers removed almost instantly. 
 
    And when he pressed me on the bed, he did not let me move a single fucking muscle.  
 
    “You are mine now,” he said. “I warned you that we couldn’t do this. But you crossed that line. So you’re going to do it my way. Don’t expect me to give you an inch.” 
 
    “As if I wouldn’t want it that way,” I said. 
 
    “And the first thing we’re going to make you do is shut that little mouth,” he said. “Or, better yet, wrap it around my cock.” 
 
    He swung me over on top of him, suckling on my breasts as I arched my head up, closing my eyes and letting the pleasure radiate over me. 
 
    “What are you waiting for?” he growled. “Get down there and suck me off.” 
 
    I put my hands on his chest, dug in, and had to pull myself away from his mouth on my breasts. If I didn’t, I would never move from how he felt. 
 
    I got to his belt, unbuckled him, and started working on unbuttoning his jeans. 
 
    “Already excited, huh?” 
 
    “What did I say about not talking?” 
 
    I smirked. Damn, dude really did have a dominance streak. 
 
    I got his pants off and nearly gasped at the size of his cock. Certainly bigger than anyone I had been with. Not like it was of absurd size, but it had more girth than I had anticipated. I wrapped my hands around it and gently stroked. 
 
    “Fuck,” Scott said. “Good girl. But your mouth is what I want.” 
 
    I smiled and narrowed my eyes. I slowly lowered my head, extended my tongue out, and licked from the base to the tip. Scott said…something incomprehensible. Something told me it was kind of hard for him to speak right now. 
 
    “Not bad, huh?” I said with a laugh. 
 
    Scott grabbed my head, pushed me back on his cock, and bobbed me at the pace that he wanted until I got it. And then I understood—he was serious about me using my mouth for him and not to speak. 
 
    Luckily for him, I was more than happy to go along. 
 
    My head bounced as one hand stroked in unison and the other scratched his belly. Scott’s hands grabbed my hair, but now that I had a good rhythm going, they more just rested there. 
 
    “Sexy little bitch,” he said. “Good girl.” 
 
    I hummed and moaned over his cock. The vibration of doing so made him stiffen even more. 
 
    I went at him like this as long as I could, pausing for breath only sporadically. I was determined to make him come with my mouth—he wanted me to use it to suck him off? Well, I didn’t do anything halfway. 
 
    But then, just when I thought I was getting him near the point of no return, he pulled me off of him. He scooted back, pulled me in for a passionate kiss, and then shoved me on my back. 
 
    “You’ve crossed a line,” he said. “And now that you’ve crossed this line, I’m not going to stop until I’ve come in you.” 
 
    “Oh, I—” 
 
    He didn’t let me finish, sweeping me up in another kiss. He wasted no time at all going inside me, filling me and causing me to moan into his mouth. 
 
    He controlled everything that followed. The pace, how deep he went, what he wanted and how he did it…it all operated according to Scott. Even when I moaned his name, he suffocated it with another passionate kiss. 
 
    And I fucking loved it. I’d never had anyone control me like this. Everyone else had been afraid to do things or had needed time to build up.  
 
    Not Scott. 
 
    Scott fucking took what he wanted when he wanted and how he wanted it. 
 
    There was steady pace to Scott. It started fast, it continued fast, and when he started to make sounds like he was on the verge of climax, he somehow got even faster. His cock stiffened somehow even more in me, and I wrapped my arms around his broad, muscular back, pulling him in as close as I could. 
 
    “Scott, baby…” I moaned. 
 
    “Fuck!”  
 
    That was about the only word he could say right now. He was right there. His breath was increasing tenfold. He could barely form a coherent sentence. 
 
    “Fuck, fuck, fuck…oh, fuck!” 
 
    He roared—it was almost literal—as he came. His cock quivered, unloading an enormous amount of warm seed in me. Oh, fuck, that felt incredible. As forceful as he was, his orgasms were the same—there was no small payload. He gave me everything he had. 
 
    And when he finished the last of his orgasm into me, he collapsed onto my shoulder, exhausted. Finally, I had “vanquished” the DOM. The dominant had conquered the submissive. He had gotten what he’d wanted this whole time. 
 
    And I had gotten what I had been begging for. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” he said. “Holy…fuck.” 
 
    “You can say it a third time if you want,” I said with a giggle. “I don’t mind lying here a little longer.” 
 
    “Shit,” he said, and even he laughed. “We can’t stay this way for long, though.” 
 
    “We got a few minutes, though, right?” 
 
    Scott nodded against my shoulder. I kissed him gently on the cheek, wrapped my arms around him, and closed my eyes. We were far from out of the woods—or the beach, as it were. We had to get on a plane, escape Snake, land in New York City, and get me back to my mother. And then, after that, we would have to deal with the fallout of everything we had just done. 
 
    But you know what? 
 
    That was in the future. Those were things we’d worry about when we crossed that bridge. For right now, the present was mighty fine, mighty handsome, and mighty relaxing. 
 
    “All right,” Scott finally said after a few minutes. “Time’s up.” 
 
    It felt too soon still, but I understood we had a tight timeline. We could not just sit here and cuddle all night. Other people, other agents, my loved ones depended on us following the order of events. 
 
    “Get dressed.” His dominant tone had returned. “Get ready to roll.” 
 
    “I’m ready to roll wherever you want, sir.” 
 
    “You know what I mean,” he said. “It’s time to get off this damn island and get you the hell home.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 15: Scott 
 
    
I had no time to think about what I had just done. 
 
    If I spent any amount of energy devoted toward thinking about what our hookup meant, I would be diverting resources from staying alert during our escape. And for as much as Kaylie probably thought I was James Bond, the truth was, even James Bond had moments where the odds seemed seriously stacked against him. And I was no James Bond. 
 
    I was a DOM, but I was human. And if I was human, that meant I was at risk. 
 
    I hurried to get dressed, making sure to get some lightweight bulletproof armor on. I grabbed an additional set and ran it out to Kaylie, who, damnit, still had not gotten fully dressed. She had at least gotten her underwear on, so I didn’t have to feel that strong a temptation for a round two, but fuck, couldn’t she have eliminated all the risk? 
 
    Apparently, the answer was no. 
 
    I hurried back to my room and grabbed a couple of pistols. I also added as many clips as I could to my pockets. Snake’s men would be crawling through the island, and Snake would not give up until he won or until he had absolutely no chance of winning whatsoever. And Snake knew I was the same way. 
 
    In short, now that we’d reached this point, the stakes could not have gotten any higher—and the risk could also not have risen any further. We had to get to the airport while eluding the most dangerous man I knew and all of the men that he had trained. And then we had to get her onto the plane at the airport, have Liam escort us to safety, and then get off. 
 
    And then I had to figure out what I was going to have to do with this little brat, because…fuck me, I was starting to have feelings for her. 
 
    Feelings I would suppress until we got off of this island. 
 
    “I need you to be ready now, Kaylie,” I said as I came out of the room to, thankfully, finally see her dressed.  
 
    “I am,” she said, “and I’m ready as I’ll ever be.” 
 
    “OK. Good. Do exactly what I say. And I’m not going to repeat myself on this—do not disobey me. Now is not the time to play games.” 
 
    For what seemed like the first fucking time all trip, Kaylie finally listened to me without giving me sass. Maybe fucking her had done some good. Who knew? Maybe I should fuck her more and she’ll listen to me. 
 
    I led her to a secret garage on the backside of the bunker. Inside, an electric Jeep waited for us, a vehicle that would move with as much silence as a car possibly could. I put her in the back seat, told her to keep her head low, and backed out of the garage quietly. I had to drive the fifteen minutes out casually and slowly so as not to draw attention, but not so slowly that it raised alarms. 
 
    It, like pretty much everything that my job entailed, was a balancing act. Luckily, I hadn’t founded DOM on pure look. 
 
    I drove underneath the darkness of the night sky, looking up at the stars that flooded everything I saw. Under normal circumstances, I might have even called a sight serene. I could certainly understand the appeal of vacationing there. 
 
    But I did not want serene. I didn’t want chaos, but serene always felt so fragile, like it meant I had missed something. If I engaged with an enemy, I knew there was danger and I could take care of it. Quiet meant someone was lurking and, if I was lucky, searching; if I was unlucky, waiting. Either way, I was not at an advantage. 
 
    But as fate would have it, for the entirety of the car ride, not a single other vehicle passed us. No one crossed the street and stared at us suspiciously. In fact, it almost felt like I had somehow wound up on an abandoned island, with Kaylie and me the only people in this place. 
 
    It only heightened my senses, fearing that Snake would want us to drive to the airport uninterrupted so he could plan something there. 
 
    But when we got to the gate, as far as I could see, there were no problems. There was a private jet with the Greek letters for DOM, Delta Omega Mu. The Greek words didn’t mean anything other than being a code for the whole thing. To an outsider, it probably looked like a billionaire who couldn’t move on from college. 
 
    I shut the car off and paused. I listened for any rustling in the nearby vegetation, any distant four-by-fours, any helicopters. Nothing. The waves in the far distance made more noise than anything near me. Still not safe. 
 
    I turned back to Kaylie, who dutifully remained in the back, her head tucked between her knees and her hands over the back of her skull. 
 
    “We’re almost there,” I said in a low whisper. “You stay right by my side and do everything I say. If you want to live, you will do everything I say.” 
 
    “Geez, you make it sound so dramatic,” she said. 
 
    Damnit, I thought we left this back at the bunker. Guess she can’t let go of this so easily. 
 
    “We made it this far; what’s another couple hundred feet?” 
 
    “It gets progressively harder the further you go,” I said. “The last two hundred feet are the hardest. Don’t get cocky.” 
 
    But though Kaylie listened to me, her attitude worried me. She was feeling too cocky. If shit got hairy and she panicked, that was going to be a nightmare. 
 
    But nevertheless, as I cut an opening through the fence, she kept quiet. She kept her head low. It even sounded like she was keeping her breathing in control. 
 
    “Let’s move,” I whispered.  
 
    We stepped through the gate. I held her back, scanning the place. There was an empty sky tower in the far distance, the plane, and…nothing else. I pulled out a pistol in my right hand, ready for an ambush, and motioned for Kaylie to move. 
 
    “Come on,” I said. “Almost.” 
 
    We kept our bodies low, crouching, but moved quickly. The time for stealth was virtually at an end. There was only open space between us and the plane; if Snake or any of his men could see us, trying to crawl would not work in our favor. 
 
    We had about two hundred feet to go. Two hundred feet to get Kaylie home, ten million in my bank account…and questions about what we would do going forward. 
 
    One-fifty. By now, Liam should have given us some sort of sign from the plane. The door was open, so maybe that was it, but I felt like he should have signaled somehow. 
 
    One hundred. We could sprint— 
 
    BOOM! 
 
    “Shit!” 
 
    I tackled Kaylie to the ground as the plane exploded and debris scattered everywhere. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Kaylie yelled, her voice in a panic. 
 
    I kept one hand on her, holding her down, as I scanned the place for enemies. There were none visible. But that didn’t mean there wouldn’t be any. 
 
    “Come on!” I said, pulling her up by her arm. “We need to get back to the Jeep!” 
 
    Kaylie rose, and we abandoned all subtlety and sprinted back for the fence. I kept sweeping our six, making sure no one was coming, but the plane burned with no one else nearby. 
 
    But almost certainly, Liam had to have been on that plane. And as good as we were, as impressive as our skills were, we weren’t surviving a fucking plane explosion. By most trusted DOM agent, a guy I came very close to calling a friend, was dead. 
 
    Snake had just fucking killed one of my men. 
 
    What in the actual fuck was this bullshit? Snake never, ever took it this far. Why did this girl even matter to him that much? 
 
    Shit had just gotten real. Snake had crossed a fucking line. That motherfucker was going to pay. The game was over. War had taken its place. 
 
    “Scott!” Kaylie yelled. “I’m cramping!” 
 
    “I don’t have time!” I said. “And keep your fucking voice down! Come on!” 
 
    Kaylie hobbled as quickly as she could, sounding like she was on the verge of tears. I couldn’t really say I was sorry that I wasn’t sympathetic to her physical pain. I had just lost my fucking friend! 
 
    We got through the hole in the fence. I jumped in the Jeep and had the damn thing revving before Kaylie had even jumped in. I barely had the patience to let her in before I backed out and drove down the road in a hurry. Emergency vehicles blared past us. I was sure we looked suspicious, speeding away from an explosion like that, but no emergency vehicles bothered to turn around and pull us over. 
 
    Had to love shitty enforcement like that. 
 
    The entire drive back—which took almost half the time as the last go-around, considering I did not give a fuck if I sped or not—I kept my eyes half-peeled on the rearview mirror. Surely, we were being followed, right? If so, we couldn’t go back to the bunker. We’d just have to play this game of hide-and-seek as long as we could.  
 
    But perhaps because they thought we were on the plane, no one was following us. And as I pulled into the hidden garage and shut it, I was able to breathe for a moment. I thought we were safe. 
 
    The moment of relief, though, was mostly meaningless, forgotten beneath the anger and frustration that started to boil over. Why the fuck had Snake killed one of my men? That was not part of our engagement. I had specifically avoided killing his men on his boat, knowing full well that to do so would lead to something like this. 
 
    And now, he’d done that. 
 
    To be honest, it almost felt like a mistake. Snake was a whacko and batshit crazy, but he wasn’t a sociopath. He enjoyed our terms of engagement, and I think the fact that we didn’t try and murder each other ensured that the game could go on. 
 
    But gunfire? Exploding airplanes? What in the actual fuck was all of this? 
 
    “Scott?” 
 
    I looked over to Kaylie. A few weeks ago, she was just a young girl, the daughter of a TV star trying to make her way in the world. And now, apparently, she was worth so much that Snake was willing to violate all of the unspoken rules we had for each other and wreak havoc upon everything. 
 
    If you asked me how I felt about her? There was no amount that I could say she was worth. 
 
    But right now, it was hard to feel anything other than unbridled anger at it all. At her, at the job, at her mother, at Snake, and, most of all? 
 
    At myself. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 16: Kaylie 
 
    
This is all my damn fault. 
 
    I felt like if I had just exercised an ounce of precaution, I wouldn’t have what felt like the weight of the world on my shoulders. If I hadn’t posted my location on social media, like my parents and others had always warned me about…if I hadn’t tried to make myself a big deal in the first place on social media…if I had just listened to my gut and laid low while my mother tried to become the next big TV hotshot… 
 
    No one would be dead. There would be no eight-figure payout for my head. Scott wouldn’t have to deal with all of this. I would be home safe, either with my friends or with my mother, but I would be safe. 
 
    And now… 
 
    I didn’t want to even think about all the shit I was putting everyone through. Pretty much all of the people who had my best interests at heart were suffering right now, and there wasn’t a whole lot I could do. Scott looked rattled unlike anything I’d seen from him. My mother was probably freaking out, wondering when she’d get word from Scott I was safe. My friends probably thought I was dead. 
 
    Oh, fuck. 
 
    I needed the chance to talk to my mother. I needed to let her know that I was still alive. The news of an airplane exploding on the Cayman Islands would probably make news somewhere, especially if news media back home were covering my absence—which, unfortunately, seemed like a given. 
 
    “Hey, Scott?” 
 
    But Scott wasn’t looking at me. He wasn’t even facing my general direction. He was leaning against the door to the interior of the bunker, his back to me. He was breathing heavily, probably not crying but looking utterly frazzled and damaged. 
 
    “Scott?” 
 
    He still didn’t say anything to me. 
 
    “Scott, can I talk to—” 
 
    “No, Kaylie, you fucking can’t,” he snapped.  
 
    “Scott?” 
 
    He groaned. He then turned very slowly to me, breathing deep, trying to calm himself. He didn’t seem to be succeeding in that regard.  
 
    He was, honestly, scary. And I didn’t mean in the arousing, “he’s so dangerous, it’s hot,” scary. I meant his look, his eyes, his face genuinely scared me. He looked like he was going to slap me if I did something wrong, and it wasn’t going to be the kind of slap to encourage me to do more. 
 
    “I need space,” he said. “I can’t deal with you right now. I know, I have to, I should, it’s the mission, but don’t you dare fucking bother me right now.” 
 
    He bit his lip, looking like he wanted to say more, but nothing more came out. He shook his head, cursed under his breath—though not quietly enough for me not to hear him—and opened the door to the bunker. He left it open for me, and I followed, though he did not wait for me to keep up. 
 
    I followed him at a distance, not trying to keep it a secret—it wasn’t like it was a surprise that I was here—but also trying to respect his space. He had folded his arms and I could hear him talking to himself, though I could not quite pick up on what he was saying. He went to a private room and shut the door, but it did not slam all the way shut. I went up to the open crack and peered in. 
 
    “Liam,” he said, sitting on the edge of the bed, his body facing away from me. “I told you I’d never put you in a spot where you’d get killed. I told you I’d make sure everything was lined up. But…” 
 
    He didn’t finish his words. A long, awkward silence followed, making me wonder if I had exposed myself. But Scott just sighed, put his head in his hands, and said nothing. 
 
    Scott never cried. I didn’t think he was capable of showing that much emotion. But I also had not expected him to show this level of emotion, either. It was far beyond anything I could have expected; I thought he was only capable of anger, dominance, and some stoicism. Not…not grief. 
 
    Scott wasn’t supposed to be someone that I saw as having multiple dimensions. Sure, the sex was great, but that just made him two-dimensional. He was supposed to be the stoic, blunt, straightforward rescuer, and then he became slightly more complex as a hard lover.  
 
    I did not expect this third dimension of being human. 
 
    “Time to break one out for you, Liam,” he said. 
 
    I’d gotten myself so far in my head that I’d almost forgotten entirely he was mourning the moment. I took a step back from the door as he rose from the bed. 
 
    “You always loved whiskey, my friend.” 
 
    I felt like I needed to go back to the bed and just know my place. It was like I’d stumbled into a funeral that the family had closed off to the public. Just what the hell was I even doing here? 
 
    “You know, Liam, when we first met, I thought you were the world’s biggest shithead.” 
 
    I’m learning about Scott. 
 
    About the guy I care about. 
 
    “I thought it was going to be a hell of a time working with you,” he said, his words paused only by him taking a sip of the whiskey. “And then we actually got into a real brawl. Shit, those were the fucking days, huh? But we got through it, man. We got through it. And now…” 
 
    He sighed and punched what sounded like his bed. 
 
    “Motherfucking Snake,” he said. “For all the shit we’ve evaded and survived, who would have fucking thought it would be Snake? And in a goddamn plane, trying to rescue me and her…you never even got to meet this one.” 
 
    I felt my stomach clench in nervous anticipation. 
 
    “She’s unlike the rest, Liam,” he said. “Sassy and fiery. You know how it is. Most of the clients we rescue are too hysterical to do anything. But not this one. Kaylie Charleston is her name. She’s…different.” 
 
    He chuckled. 
 
    “Not that I’d ever fucking tell you, asshole. But I’m sure somewhere, you’re looking at me, shaking your head, laughing your ass off at my inability to keep my dick in my pants when I finally came across a sexy lady like this.” 
 
    Even though I’d never seen Scott so crushed, I hadn’t felt so elated and joyful as that moment. The way I felt about Scott…was how he felt about me? 
 
    I couldn’t admit to him I’d heard him say those things, though. He’d know I was eavesdropping, and nothing killed desire faster than a lack of trust or security. I would have to find a way to elicit those words, knowing how I felt about him. 
 
    But boy. 
 
    “She’s something else, Liam,” he said. “I don’t know what the hell’s going to happen now. But fuck, man. She’s…she’s different.” 
 
    A long enough pause came that I felt like I had overstayed my welcome. Even though Scott gave no indication that he’d heard me and was setting me up, the last thing I wanted to do was risk being caught now. It almost felt like a karma thing, like I’d heard enough but anything more was seriously tempting fate. 
 
    I tip-toed back to my bed and sat down, but I was not tired. I was exhausted, sure, but that wasn’t the same as needing to sleep. I just… 
 
    Really, I just wanted to go outside. I wanted to see the stars, sip a cocktail, recline in a hammock, and not have to deal with any of this. I wanted to spot the Big and Little Dipper, I wanted to feel warm sand under my toes, I wanted to feel the cool ocean breeze…and I wanted to do it without wondering if doing so would get both me and Scott killed. 
 
    I wanted to do all of that with Scott. To feel his burly arms around me. To have him tell me what to do…to push back on him and taunt and tease him…to have him push through all of it and just take me and tell me what to do…to be under his spell… 
 
    But no. 
 
    Fucking Snake and whoever he was with would not allow that. 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed, looking around at the bunker. There wasn’t really much to see. Besides Scott’s room and my spot, there was another room that looked like a war room of sorts; I could see maps and drawings from where I sat. That was also where a lot of the books had come from. 
 
    I probably should have just stuck to myself. But if ever there was a time I was going to learn more about Scott and his…whatever he was with, this was it. And if he found me and had to punish me? Spank me? Slap me around a bit? 
 
    I mean, there were worse things to have to deal with. 
 
    I walked slowly to the door, making sure to give myself an out to the bed if Scott came out. But he never did, and I poked open the door all the way and walked inside. 
 
    “Fuck!” 
 
    Scott’s scream froze me, followed by the sound of glass shattering down the hall. Had he seen me walk in? If he’d broken a glass bottle to come and threaten me, that wasn’t some display of dominance. That was just straight danger. 
 
    But nothing followed. No footsteps. No shouting my name. No warning me that he was pissed. 
 
    If I had to guess, it sounded like Scott had gotten so drunk that he’d thrown a bottle against the wall in anger. Which, if that was the case, meant distance was the best strategy at this point. 
 
    I continued into the room and looked around. There was a map of the globe on the wall, with little pins put into too many places for me to count. They touched every continent except Antarctica and were everywhere from northern Canada to Sahara Africa.  
 
    There was a listing of codenames on the wall, ranging from “Black Eagle” to “Land Shark” to “Silent Grenade.” There was no other context, nothing that I could compare the codenames to. 
 
    And then I saw a piece of paper with handwriting on it, pinned to the wall closest to me when I entered. If Scott opened the door, I could hide behind it. Not that that would be much of a strategy, but it might be something. 
 
    I looked at the paper. It listed locations as well as call signs. 
 
    “GT 3. 131.3. Barb 2. 101.7. CI 4. 100.9.” 
 
    Cayman Islands. Didn’t Scott say something earlier about safehouse four being compromised? 
 
    I continued reading through the list. Some of the abbreviations did not make sense. But there was one I saw that did. 
 
    “Main. ME, US.” 
 
    Main. Maine, United States. 
 
    That’s where Scott’s headquarters are. Probably where he lives. 
 
    It was probably a terrible sign that I was already thinking about how that wasn’t that far of a trip from New York City. What the hell was I doing? It wasn’t like we’d had any talk about the future. How could we when the present was so perilous? 
 
    And to think, I was still in a relationship. I hadn’t technically broken up with Cameron, although in my defense, what was I supposed to do, send smoke signals to the sky to tell him that we were over? While the thought did make me smirk, that wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    I left the list behind. I’d pushed my luck here enough; I suppose that if I really got what I had wanted, I would have found a diary or journal or something, but that was expecting too much. Scott wrote things down for mission purposes, not to get his emotions out. He was a professional, not a pussy. 
 
    I walked back to the door and opened it. I walked out and— 
 
    “Kaylie.” 
 
    Shit! 
 
    I jumped and turned. Scott was leaning against the wall, a glass of whiskey in his hand. 
 
    “I thought you broke your glass?” 
 
    “I gots a few, few, a few,” he said, slurring his words. He’s hammered as hell. “Kaylie, dear, you lookin’ mighty, mighty…heh, mighty fine.” 
 
    “Scott, are you OK?” 
 
    “OK?” he said sarcastically. “My only friend in the world got blown up. How, how the…how the fuck could I feel OK?” 
 
    He tried to walk to me. He could still move, but walking was a generous interpretation for how he moved. 
 
    “But you, you sexy little bitch,” he said. “Come to papa and make Daddy happy.” 
 
    “Scott…” 
 
    He was handsome. The sex earlier was among the best I’d ever had. And I did want him. 
 
    But not like this. 
 
    Not in a literal hot mess like this. Not when he was so drunk there was a real question of if he’d throw up in the middle of sex. And it hadn’t been that long since he’d given his eulogy. The alcohol probably hadn’t kicked in fully yet. 
 
    “Call me Daddy…Kaylie!” he said with a laugh. 
 
    He pulled me in for a kiss. I took him in for it, but his mouth tasted like whiskey to a terrible, almost unbearable degree. 
 
    “OK, Scott, let’s sit down,” I said, taking his hand. “You’re going through a lot right now. Let’s just take it easy and chill, OK?” 
 
    “I…” Scott said. He didn’t look angry, but he looked confused, like he didn’t understand the value in doing such a thing. “But you and I…” 
 
    “Yes, it’s very hot,” I said, which was true—just not as much right now. 
 
    “You make me wanna fuckin’ retire, baby.” 
 
    What? 
 
    “I just wanna go home and chill,” he said. “I’m, I’m, oh, damn, I’m so over it.” 
 
    He’s just drunk. 
 
    “I just wanna fuck your pretty little pussy, have some drinks on my porch. This shit is, this shit is too—” 
 
    His feet gave out from under him as he slipped on something. And when he hit the floor, he didn’t catch himself. His face hit the floor. 
 
    “Holy shit, Scott!” 
 
    “I’m fine, I’m fine.” 
 
    But when I rolled him over, he wasn’t fine. He had a bloody nose, and his forehead was bleeding. I told him to stay where he was as I hurried over to the bathroom, grabbed whatever I could, and put some paper towels up against him. I was sure that he had medical equipment somewhere—it wouldn’t have been a bunker otherwise—but I had no idea where to turn, nor did I have any experience in applying it. 
 
    “Ah, shit,” Scott said, sounding more disappointed than in pain. “You…you a real good girl, Kaylie. Lucky me, I get to rescue your ass.” 
 
    “Shh,” I said, trying to get him to just settle in for the night. “Let’s get you to bed.” 
 
    I tried to get him to stand up, but he either refused to move or didn’t have any interest in doing so. 
 
    “Scott!” 
 
    “What?” he said as if he wasn’t doing anything. 
 
    I had to make a point. 
 
    “Take the bed,” I said. 
 
    I got him up enough to shove him on the bed. Once he was there, he just started chuckling, but he didn’t move.  
 
    “You’re good, Kaylie Charleston,” he said. “I don’t, I don’t get clients like you. Gonna be a damn shame when you’re gone. Then I’ll have to, uhh, have to face no Liam.” 
 
    I bit my lip. It was one of the most honest things I’d heard from Scott. 
 
    “Just get some rest,” I said, leaning forward and kissing him on the cheek. 
 
    I ignored the rest of his gibberish as I thought about taking a spot in his actual bed. But right now, Scott didn’t need female company, and he didn’t need me thinking I’d gone to his bed so he could take me in the morning. He just needed space. 
 
    And I just needed… 
 
    I didn’t know. Home. Less guilt. Less wondering if this was all my fault or not. 
 
    I did take a pillow and blanket from his bed, but otherwise, I slept on the floor. I wrapped myself up in his blanket, closed my eyes, and hoped like hell that whatever happened next, it wouldn’t get anyone killed. 
 
    I’d been responsible for enough tragedy already. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 17: Scott 
 
    
Oh, shit. 
 
    I feel like shit. Drank way too much. 
 
    And Liam’s dead. 
 
    It took all of five seconds upon waking up to remember why I’d drank myself into oblivion last night. It had taken no time at all to feel the pain of the hangover— 
 
    No, not all of that was a hangover. Some of it felt too acute and too precise, like how my nose felt like someone had sucker-punched it last night. Had Kaylie… 
 
    Where the fuck was… 
 
    Wait. 
 
    Why was she on the ground? 
 
    Why was I in her guest bed? 
 
    What the fuck did I do to myself last night? Jesus Christ. I never get like this. 
 
    Maybe I caused her to punch me in my drunken foolishness. 
 
    I put my hand to my nose. It wasn’t broken, but there was crusted blood there. I felt all around my face; my forehead was swollen and also had the remains of blood on it. The rest of my face felt fine, though. My hands also had some scrapes on them. 
 
    It was pretty obvious I’d tripped and fallen, making an absolute fool of myself. It was embarrassing and unbecoming of me as a professional agent. Liam was gone. I had acted a fool. 
 
    I couldn’t do anything about the past. But I sure as shit could make sure that whatever I did going forward didn’t make me act like such a fucking pussy. I had to act like a professional. 
 
    And the first thing that meant was getting myself away from the temptation that was Kaylie Charleston. 
 
    Lying on the ground, she looked so beautiful. Even though my blanket—which begged more questions—was wrapped around her from the shoulders down, her face looked so perfect. I wanted to unwrap her like a present, wake her up, and then take her. That would have made a lot of things better. 
 
    But only temporarily, and only in the moment. The second that I finished fucking her, everything would come rushing back. I could postpone having to deal with all of these issues, but I couldn’t eradicate them. No, I had to choose my job over my lust. 
 
    I walked past her quietly, heading for the war room. When I stepped inside, there was just something slightly off about the place, like something had been moved. I couldn’t pinpoint what, and I figured for how I’d been last night, I’d tried to act like I could take care of some shit but just had not. 
 
    I tried to remember the events of last night. I remember having some whiskey to remember Liam. And then I remembered how the more time that went by, the angrier I got at myself for violating all my standards. At one point, I believe, I’d gotten so upset and so angry that I threw a glass against the wall and then taken shots to try and chase away all of the pain. 
 
    Small fucking miracle that I was only moderately hungover and not so hungover that I couldn’t function. 
 
    Remember, you can’t do shit about last night. Focus on what you can do. 
 
    I thought about the situation at hand. My plane had been blown up, and if Snake had gotten to Liam and that rescue plane, there was a good chance that, at least for the moment, any other agents coming in for assistance would meet a similar fate. I could try and get Kaylie off on a boat, but that presented its own challenges of being slow. I could even get her to the airport and ask her to get off on her own if I took care of some things, but I vetoed that. I was going to deliver her to New York City myself. 
 
    I ran through various options, but there was only one that I kept coming back to, only one that made sense. I fucking hated it. I didn’t want to do it. 
 
    But the only other “option” was to continue this cat and mouse game until the cat had this mouse pinned, and I was fucking dead. 
 
    I picked up a burner phone. I called one of the numbers that I had committed to memory. And on the second ring, it picked up. 
 
    “I’m going to take the fair assumption that this is you, Scott of DOM.” 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    “Yes, Snake, it is.” 
 
    Snake laughed on the other end of the line. He knew when he had the upper hand, and he always gloated in that fact. There was nothing subtle when dealing with Snake, at least not when it came to his words; he always let you know how he felt and where he stood with you. 
 
    “How are you feeling this morning, Scott?” 
 
    “I am calling to negotiate with you, Snake,” I said. “You know how we work. This has gone too far. I didn’t kill any of your men on the boat, but now I’ve got a dead agent, a destroyed plane, and gunfire coming down on me.” 
 
    “Is that so?” he said. 
 
    There was something about his tone that suggested I had missed something, but Snake liked to play mind games. I ignored it and pressed on. 
 
    “Yes, that is so,’ I said. “You don’t care about the girl beyond the money. I don’t want this job to get anyone else killed. So let’s figure something out.” 
 
    “Hmm,” Snake said. “Strange that you say that you don’t care about the girl beyond the money, either. You have gone to an awful long extent to protect her.” 
 
    “It is my duty as an agent of DOM to protect my clients, Snake. You know that.” 
 
    Snake snickered. 
 
    “Indeed, merely an observation.” 
 
    I did not say anything more. 
 
    “What is your offer, Scott?” 
 
    I bit my lip. I hadn’t even anticipated that Snake would be willing to make a deal. 
 
    “I’ll split the ten million with you,” I said. “I get something for rescuing the girl. You get some money out of your efforts. We go home, we move on, and we do this all again.” 
 
    Snake hummed. In the split second before I’d made that offer, I’d thought about low-balling him, but in Snake’s position, my offer to split it was probably a low-ball offer. He had all of the cards in this scenario, and I did not have much room to argue. 
 
    “So five million for me, after all the resources I’ve expended to make this happen,” he said with a snicker. “I—” 
 
    “Scott!” 
 
    That voice. 
 
    Liam? 
 
    It had to be a trick. 
 
    “The fuck?” Snake shouted away from the phone. 
 
    If this was a ploy, it was an extremely well done one. Snake could be tricky, but he wasn’t so tricky as to do this. The only thing I could assume was that Liam… 
 
    He had to be alive. 
 
    “I think we need to do a little more than five million, Scott,” Snake said. “Most especially since you now know that your partner is alive.” 
 
    OK. He’s alive. But he’s captive. 
 
    “In fact, for everything that has happened, I’m going to need more than ten million.” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    “I want twenty million from you, Scott, and I want it in my hands within twenty-four hours. In return, I will return Liam to you no more harmed than he is now, and I will grant you and the girl safe passage to the States.” 
 
    Say as much as you wanted about Snake, he was a man of his word. Unfortunately, his word usually led to a lot of suffering and violence, but he was a bit of an odd one like that. A criminal with honor, if such a thing fucking existed. 
 
    “If you do not have twenty million by this time tomorrow morning, then I will have no choice but to kill Liam and hunt you two down,” he said. “And don’t even think about trying to rescue Liam. He’s under lock and key here at the airport.” 
 
    Snake would not have revealed his location to me without reason. This was what he sometimes did—made it more difficult for himself on purpose to make things more fun. To some extent, that was fine, but when people started getting killed… 
 
    “The clock is ticking, Scott.” 
 
    The phone hung up. 
 
    “Shit,” I grumbled as I wearily stood up, looking for my hammer so I could destroy the phone before it could be cracked and traced any further. 
 
    I didn’t have twenty million dollars just lying around. I didn’t even have ten million. Five million, I could figure out, but twenty fucking million dollars… 
 
    There was no way. I needed to figure out a way to save Liam. It was that or get all of us killed. 
 
    I’d probably get killed trying to rescue him anyway, but death in action was far better than death by sitting on my hands. 
 
    I leaned back in my chair. I didn’t have time to waste. The longer that I waited to make a move, the more likely Snake was to move the clock up. I couldn’t even wait for the fall of night, for I certainly hadn’t slept in so much as to put me on the other side of noon. 
 
    I checked the clock, and sure enough, it was just barely past eight. 
 
    I stood up, headed to the bathroom, and found some Tylenol and other drugs. I didn’t need to be cured of this hangover; I just needed enough headspace to think clearly. I popped the pills and headed back to my bedroom, gearing myself up. 
 
    When I was all set, I headed back over to Kaylie, still asleep on the floor. She looked so damn beautiful. 
 
    And she was also all that I had left on this mission. 
 
    Or, really, if I was being honest, at all. 
 
    I was no social creature. I did what I wanted, when I wanted, and how I wanted. Such behavior was great for getting laid, but it didn’t leave a lot of room for normal friendships. When this all ended, if all worked out, Liam and I would go back to being friendly agents, I’d go back to sleeping with women from around the world, and…that would be it. 
 
    Maybe Kaylie and I could figure something out, but it wasn’t like she was in Manhattan and I was in Queens. We were states apart, and even then, the question of distance was not an issue of physical proximity, but of lives taking us in separate directions. 
 
    And then she stirred. I tried to get up and leave. 
 
    “Scott?” 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I paused. Remember, you’re a professional now. Don’t let things fall. 
 
    “Glad to see the fall didn’t knock you out for good.” 
 
    “The fall?” 
 
    “You know, when you got really drunk and hit your head on the ground.” 
 
    Jesus. I was even more of a mess than I thought. 
 
    “And now you’re dressed up like you’re about to go on a mission? After you were a hot mess?” 
 
    I took a slow breath in. She was trying to be chipper and somewhat flirtatious. But I didn’t have time. I didn’t have fucking time for anything but Liam. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. “You will stay here. I will lock everything down. Do not leave until I return.” 
 
    Her face, at first a little concerned but still mostly relaxed, shifted suddenly. 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    She rose. At least she had clothes on, but seeing her just woken up, her hair still a frazzled mess, her body as curvy and seductive as ever…and with my headache fading… 
 
    Fuck. Just because I’d set out to keep my focus on the mission didn’t mean I wasn’t aroused. Somehow, someway, fucking Kaylie Charleston could make me forget so much with just her body. 
 
    “I need to go,” I said, speaking slowly so I said everything exactly as I wanted to say it. “I have a mission.” 
 
    “Without me?” she said. “Don’t you have to take me home?” 
 
    “What I’m doing will allow me to do that, yes. But you must remain here.” 
 
    “Scott, the least you can do is tell me what you’re going to do!” she said, sounding genuinely concerned. “I can’t have you just walking out of here like this. What happens if you get killed?” 
 
    “Then Snake will find you again and raise his price to your mother,” I said. 
 
    It wasn’t meant to scare her. It was just the reality of the situation. 
 
    “How risky is this?” 
 
    “It’s always risky,” I said. 
 
    But Kaylie was picking up on what it was that I was going to do. 
 
    “You’re going to go see Snake, aren’t you,” she said, less of a question than a realization. “You’re going to go…kill him? Talk to him? Scott, what the hell? You can’t leave me like this.” 
 
    I bit my lip. I turned around. I needed to do my fucking job. 
 
    “Take me with you. I can help somehow.” 
 
    Oh, for fuck’s sake. 
 
    “If you really think I’m going to go see the man that kidnapped you, why the hell would you want to go with me?” 
 
    “Because I can help you kill him.” 
 
    “You say that like it’s carrying an extra box of food. It’s not. You’ll just be in the way.” 
 
    “Scott!” 
 
    I shook my head. I had to go. 
 
    “I can’t lose two people I care about in one day.” 
 
    Kaylie went quiet. Even I was surprised at what I had said. But I gathered my thoughts quickly and got the hell out of there, locking the door with my handprint moments later. 
 
    I went out to the garage, grabbed an electric bike, and sped out toward the airstrip once more. 
 
    And in doing so, I really had to hope I hadn’t just condemned three people to die. Myself, obviously. 
 
    But Liam, for real this time. 
 
    And Kaylie. 
 
    You had better not fail, Scott. 
 
    No. 
 
    You have no choice. You must succeed. There is no other option. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 18: Kaylie 
 
    
“I can’t lose two people I care about in one day.” 
 
    If those words were meant to reassure me that I would be safer here in the bunker, that it was best that I not go on the mission with him, that wasn’t helping at all. It made me think that Scott may not be coming back at all. It made me think that this guy who had gone from cold rescuer to mysterious character to…to whatever he was now had spoken his final words to me. 
 
    At first, this left me distraught. I didn’t cry, but I curled up on the bed, a ball of stress, fearful of what he was doing. Shouldn’t have gotten involved. Shouldn’t have teased him. He’s unattainable, even if not in the short-term. 
 
    But there was only so long that I could feel pity for myself before I had to accept that I would have to fight my feelings. Just like Scott couldn’t lose two people he cared about, I couldn’t lose Scott and any small chance I had of escaping. 
 
    I had to plot my own escape. 
 
    So… 
 
    Where did I even begin to start? 
 
    I started in the same room that Scott had caught me in drunk, something he seemed to have no memory of this morning. I went through everything that I could, ignoring any fears that Scott would come back and figure out I had snooped around. Either I’d be gone, or he’d be alive and I’d accept whatever happened next. 
 
    There were a bunch of journals and a bunch of notes scattered about, but unfortunately, because it was all written in short-hand note format, there was nothing I could make sense of. I figured out that there were probably three main agents in DOM, but they didn’t have phone numbers attached to them. I might as well have been reading Japanese; contextually, I could figure out a few things, but not enough to act on anything. 
 
    I gave up on trying to get information from there and headed to the garage. There were motorcycles, Jeeps, 4x4s, even some scooters. I wanted to open the garage and escape. 
 
    But when I found the button that I thought was for the garage door, I froze. 
 
    Was I really going to do this? 
 
    Was I really going to try and steal a vehicle to escape? What was I going to do, beg the local authorities to take me in? Scott had made it quite clear they couldn’t protect me. I couldn’t get on a plane without running into trouble. No, I had to depend on him. 
 
    My little game of making myself think I could do it all myself was foolish. I would have to stay here. That, and in this garage, I was afraid flicking the wrong switch or pressing the wrong button would introduce some sort of unexpected chaos. 
 
    I trudged back into the bunker, shoulders slumped, head down. There was one last place I had not really explored yet, perhaps the most taboo place of all—Scott’s bedroom.  
 
    I wasn’t thinking sexually right now, though Scott was quite the thrill to think about. No, I was just thinking of simple privacy. But maybe there would be something in there; maybe Scott would have written a note about who to get in touch with at the end. 
 
    Probably not. But what did I have to lose? 
 
    I walked inside his room. I didn’t see anything. Just a drawer, a bed, and…well, that was pretty much it. No desk to put notes on. No bathroom. No apparent closet or second room. 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed and sighed. I guessed I was waiting for the long haul. 
 
    I looked to the top of the drawer when something caught my eye. It was a photo frame, unlikely to help me, but something still worth looking at, if only to satiate my curiosity. 
 
    I walked up, grabbed the photo with care, and looked at it. It showed Scott sitting in a beach chair, his back to the camera, overlooking the beaches, with some beautiful rock formations just beyond. 
 
    I actually recognized the beaches from my travels. He’d taken this photo in Portugal. 
 
    Why did he have a photo of just himself in Portugal? 
 
    He had mentioned retiring last night when he was hammered. I had thought that he was just an emotional hot mess with Liam’s situation, but maybe he was serious. Maybe… 
 
    What would it be like to be a part of it? 
 
    I snickered at the thought. But I played it out anyway. 
 
    I didn’t care about Cameron anymore. I cared for my friends. I cared for having a normal life, even with the craziness of my mom. Maybe hooking up with a guy who went on secret missions like this wasn’t exactly the way to do it, most especially since he wasn’t in New York City all the time. 
 
    But you know what else I didn’t care for? Being the daughter of a reality TV star and constantly feeling like all eyes—almost literally—were on me. Spending my life on private beaches of Portugal, with only a few unknowing, equally private tourists around me, would have felt like paradise in comparison. 
 
    Maybe I owed it to us to see if we could try and build upon this. Regardless of what happened, maybe there was something more to us than just sex. Maybe our spit balling and tormenting and daring of each other wasn’t just sexual; maybe it spoke to something deeper, something more passionate. 
 
    Or maybe I was just acting with some Stockholm Syndrome right now and needed to get home, and life would return to normal. 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    Or, hey, maybe Scott needed someone spunky in his life to give him shit. 
 
    Time would tell. And at this point, I begged it to tell me as fast as it could. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 19: Scott 
 
    
When I pulled up to the spot where I had cut a hole in the chain-link fence, I could see that not only had Snake and his men not repaired it, they had actually made it bigger as if trying to scramble multiple men through it to try and find me. 
 
    I squatted down at the edge of the hole and looked out on the empty airstrip. I could see a building on the far side, a sort of small airport office that probably functioned as a traffic control center on normal days. But even from here, I could see men outside. 
 
    Granted, the men looked like casual employees, walking around in civilian clothes. But I knew better. Snake wouldn’t have put the most dangerous or the most armed men out. He would have told them to look the part and given them body armor and guns just in case shit got hairy. A tourist would not know the difference, but I sure as hell did. 
 
    And if that was on the outside, it all but guaranteed there was shit going on inside that I, alone, could not reasonably handle without getting killed. One man against an army was not heroic; it was suicidal. 
 
    I took stock of my options. I could circle around and try and sneak in, but that wasn’t so much “sneaking in” as it was “draw attention from a different angle.” The place would almost certainly have more guards from the public side. 
 
    So I decided to do something almost stupid, something that I had a feeling could come back to bite me in the ass, but something that also would get me face-to-face with Snake and closer to Liam. 
 
    I would be obvious. 
 
    I would let myself get kidnapped on purpose, get taken in, and then figure out the rest from there.  
 
    It was leaving an awful lot up to chance. But right now, I didn’t see any other way in. I had to gamble that my odds would be better on the inside than they were right now. 
 
    But on the other hand, if I made it too obvious that I was trying to get kidnapped, Snake would see right through my ploy. So, I had to get caught, but do it in a way that made it seem like I had overlooked something critical. 
 
    I decided against going straight across the airstrip and made the long walk around. All the way around, my mind kept drifting to Kaylie back at the bunker. Poor girl was probably losing her damn mind and was bored to tears in there. 
 
    And, yeah, she was probably worried about me. 
 
    I wasn’t worried about her as long as she was smart enough to stay there. At the risk of sounding crass, she’d just survived two weeks on a boat with far less food and books; staying in my bunker would feel like the Ritz Carlton in comparison. 
 
    But I couldn’t think about her. Or at least, I couldn’t dwell on her. I had to make my move. 
 
    When I got on the main road, I sneaked past the gate with the single bar that opened, more of security theater than actual security. I sneaked through the parking lot, got to the side of the building, and went through one of the many back doors. That far back, a lone man—with, unsurprisingly, a gun on his hip—was smoking a cigarette, looking mighty bored. I reached up, put him in a chokehold, and dropped him to the ground.  
 
    Under normal circumstances, I would have hidden him somewhere, perhaps stuffed him in a locker or a cabinet. But this, I decided, would be my “mistake.” I would leave him out in the open. Someone else would come across him. And then my cover would be blown, and— 
 
    I stepped into the hallway and saw guns pointing at me from both sides. 
 
    I had succeeded, I supposed. Just not quite to the degree that I had hoped for. 
 
    And then the applause came. I felt my body tighten. And laughter came. 
 
    “Well done, Scott,” Snake said. “I suppose you wanted in-person negotiations to take place. That can be the only explanation I could have for why you would be so foolish as to come here in the middle of the day.” 
 
    “Save it, Snake,” I said. “Let’s talk.” 
 
    Snake smirked.  
 
    “In due time,” he said. “For now, I have someone you should say hello to. But I need to make sure that you don’t know how.” 
 
    It occurred to me what was going to happen about half a second before the barrel of the gun hit me in the back of the head.  
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    When I woke up, I was in an empty white room that looked it had once been an office. A compound for Snake and his militia, this was not; they’d had to have assumed control of it in the last couple of weeks or so, because I could still see indents on the carpet where desks had once stood. 
 
    “You’re a deep sleeper, you know that, right?” 
 
    Oh, shit. Liam! 
 
    “And you’re a man of mystery, being able to survive shit like that.” 
 
    Liam chuckled, but it was more of a laugh of disbelief. 
 
    “My life was never in danger, at least not when the plane blew up,” he said. “But I was worried about you and the girl.” 
 
    He nodded to the door. 
 
    “Those assholes rigged the plane with explosives. They got me shortly after I brought the plane in. They tried to get me to watch as you two got on. But I managed to escape their clutches and blew up the plane right before you got on board.” 
 
    “Jesus. So you—” 
 
    “I had no choice but to surrender, Scott,” he said. 
 
    I didn’t begrudge him that. I was more just stunned that this mission had gotten to the spot where we needed to blow up our escape vehicles to save our asses. What sort of fucking luck we had had, huh? 
 
    “And I will tell you right now, don’t even bother negotiating with the asshole.” 
 
    “I wasn’t planning on selling my soul.” 
 
    “No, I mean, this isn’t the Snake we know,” Liam said. “It’s no secret he’s never been a nice guy, but he seems more on edge. More prone. More…easily tripped up, let’s say.” 
 
    “Any idea why?” 
 
    Liam shrugged. 
 
    “You want to try and decipher madness, be my guest. He keeps talking about how he’s going to take the girl for himself, and no one’s going to stop him.” 
 
    My stomach tensed at that. I fucking hated the idea of anyone else touching Kaylie, most especially fucking Snake. The very thought of his hand laying on her… 
 
    “We gotta fucking kill him.” 
 
    “We gotta fucking escape first,” Liam said. “I don’t think they know where she is, but my guess is they won’t need long.” 
 
    I begrudgingly nodded. 
 
    “Fight another day,” I said. “And how are you proposing we escape?” 
 
    Liam shrugged. 
 
    “Good news is there’s not a lot of cameras here,” he said. “They took over this place, so not like they built it with heavy security in mind. Bad news is there’s a bunch of them, two of us, and they have weapons and we don’t.” 
 
    “So we take them out two at a time?” I said with a shrug. 
 
    “Like we always do?” 
 
    “Like we always do.” 
 
    Liam and I, at this point, had an unspoken communication for how we’d work this out. We had trained for moments like these so often, we didn’t need to discuss. 
 
    Liam fell to the ground first and started writhing like he’d just suffered a seizure and a heart attack at the same time. I called for help. I could hear the guards on the other side. 
 
    And at first, they just laughed. 
 
    But I knew that we didn’t need to convince them the first time. We just needed to convince them at some point. God bless Liam for being such a fucking great actor. He continued his writhing and I continued my cries for help until, finally, the guards seemed to think something serious was actually happening. One of them came in. 
 
    One was all we needed. The guard stood over Liam. I tackled him below the knees, Liam took his gun, and then he stood up, stepped outside, and knocked the guard out with the butt of his gun. It wasn’t the prettiest move in the game, but I knew that Snake had ordered us to live. He wouldn’t get any money out of us if we were dead, and he wasn’t going to get paid by Mother Charleston anytime soon. 
 
    “All right,” I said. Left unsaid was, “You know what to do now. Sneak around, get to the first floor, and use our stealth to get out of the building.” 
 
    The good news about it being an old office building was that it wasn’t like this was a military complex or intelligence building, with multiple floors and holding cells and all sorts of madness. This was a two-story building, and we had probably wound up in a corner office furthest from the entrance. So, yes, a bit of a hike, but not one so arduous as to demand extreme luck. 
 
    We choked out about a half-dozen guards along the way and got to the lobby when we ran into our first trouble. 
 
    And by first trouble, as it turned out, I meant our biggest trouble. 
 
    Two guards, seemingly positioned solely to be aware if anyone strange entered the lobby, stood looking inward. The instant they saw a flicker, we heard guns being cocked. We pulled back before they shot, but the time for stealth had ended. Even if we waited until they went at ease, other guards would wake up soon. 
 
    And it only took one, even one who had already lost us, to raise the alarm. 
 
    “Fuck subtlety?” I whispered. 
 
    Liam nodded. I looked back, took a breath, and turned out. 
 
    The guards had just started to lower their weapons, which was all the time I needed to get my shot off. I landed true, hitting the first guard in the head. Liam hit the second. Our fire, as it always was, was unerringly accurate. 
 
    But now we had to run. No, we had to fucking sprint. Only the entire complex now knew what was going on. 
 
    “Let’s go!” I shouted, no longer feeling the need to keep my mouth shut in this spot. 
 
    We hurried outside. I knew we couldn’t run all the way to the bunker, not without first running out of breath and second bringing the enemy right to Kaylie. I found a motorcycle, hotwired the damn thing, and had Liam hop on the back. 
 
    I rolled out of the lot just in time to turn around and see Snake watching us escape. He didn’t look flustered at all, actually; on the contrary, he almost looked like he was happy we had escaped. Snake was not such a genius as to have deliberately let us escape—the two guards at the front had said as much—but he did relish a good chase. He was a sick fuck in that way. 
 
    Escape today. Makes it all the more rewarding when I win tomorrow. 
 
    I ignored the thoughts, gunning the bike. Because we’d surprised the compound, I never saw other bikes or vehicles following us. But that didn’t mean that I ever slowed down. 
 
    In fact, when I realized how little gas this particular bike had, I panicked. I needed this damn thing to get us to the compound. I could not leave Kaylie by herself, only to eventually be discovered by Snake and his goons. That was non-negotiable, something that I could not allow to happen under any circumstances. 
 
    We got about a quarter mile away from the compound when the thing finally died. I rode it as far as I could into the vegetation before abandoning it. Liam and I hopped off and broke into a full fucking sprint as fast as we could. 
 
    You better not have left, Kaylie. 
 
    I am coming back. 
 
    And I am going to make you mine when this is all over and done. 
 
    We made it to the garage door just as the sound of distant vehicles filled my ears. I got the door open with a secret outdoor panel, and we slid under, not waiting for it to open all the way. 
 
    I shut the garage door behind me to the bunker. Gasping, out of breath, I collapsed against the wall. 
 
    We had done it. 
 
    “You all right?” Liam said, offering me a hand up. 
 
    I looked up, remembered I needed to remain calm, and nodded. I took his hand and rose. 
 
    “We can’t stay here long,” I said. “Maybe we can lay low for the evening, but we need to go before sunrise. Only a matter of time before they comb the island and find everything.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Liam said. “Thanks for saving me.” 
 
    “Don’t thank me yet.” 
 
    I opened the door and walked inside. Kaylie was sitting on the bed, but the instant that she saw me, she nearly ran to me. Only the sight of Liam—and, I noticed, his perplexed expression—stopped her in her tracks. 
 
    “Liam, this is Kaylie,” I said. “This is what this whole mission is about.” 
 
    “Pretty lady,” Liam said. 
 
    I found myself a little annoyed at that comment. Liam’s words did not indicate he was going to hit on her—unlike me, he probably could still adhere to the rules of DOM—but they still provoked some deep-seated instinct to protect Kaylie. 
 
    “Hi, Liam,” Kaylie said. “Guess you rescued this wuss, huh?” 
 
    Liam laughed. 
 
    “She’s got a little bit of spunk,” he said. “I can see why she’d be a handful.” 
 
    “Yeah, I am,” she said. 
 
    I shot her a look that told her to shut the hell up and not say anything more. I had no faith that that look would be paid attention to. 
 
    “Let’s get some rest,” I said. “Two hours. I’m setting the timer to go off in two hours, and then we leave. Kaylie, I hope you got some rest.” 
 
    She looked disappointed. I had a feeling it wasn’t because of how little sleep she’d be getting. 
 
    “Well, I can sleep on the floor,” Liam said. “Seeing as how there are two whole beds here, and both of you—” 
 
    “Scott can share a bed with me.” 
 
    An awkward silence filled the room. I didn’t even hide my scorn or contempt for Kaylie. Liam looked confused, but it almost looked like he wanted to be confused, like the alternative of confronting an uncomfortable truth would have been a bit too much. 
 
    Technically, Kaylie’s words hadn’t implied anything too awful. It was sort of a simple problem of who slept where. If I slept in the same bed with her and kept clothes on, in theory, I could have deflected any concerns. 
 
    But I knew full well Liam’s mind was already turning. He was not stupid. He hadn’t become an agent in DOM because he was an idiot. 
 
    “I will sleep on the floor,” I said. “I have suffered the least during this mission and am in the best health. Kaylie, you will sleep in the main room for protection in case this bunker gets attacked. Liam, you will take her bed. Understood?” 
 
    I spoke sharply enough that no one questioned me. 
 
    “Good,” I said. “Get some rest. It may be the last bit we get before we get back to the States.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 20: Kaylie 
 
    
When Scott asked if I understood, my silence wasn’t agreement. 
 
    It was confusion. 
 
    Why wouldn’t Scott want to share a bed with me? After all he’d been through, after the way he entered like he’d just run away from Snake, after his fear of losing me…wouldn’t he want to hold me tight? 
 
    Liam went to the main bedroom. I looked at Scott as soon as I thought he was out of earshot. 
 
    “Why wouldn’t you want to share a bed?” 
 
    Scott looked at me. The fury in his eyes only seemed to be growing. Even though I was happy to see him alive, I was a little terrified of that look. 
 
    It was handsome, sure. It was also the kind of controlling and dominant that said that he wasn’t fucking around at all. 
 
    “Do not ask me that question again, Kaylie,” he snarled. “You know why.” 
 
    I didn’t say or show anything more, but over his shoulder, I could see Liam’s head poking out. Maybe he hadn’t heard our exact words, but the disappointment on his face told me he had a pretty good idea of what was going on. 
 
    And I was so upset with myself. 
 
    If Scott had told me that we couldn’t be anything at the end of this mission, I would have understood with a minimal amount of heartache. We were two people living very separate lifestyles, and even if not, he did not live in New York City. But if I had ruined his career… 
 
    If I’d ruined something that I wasn’t even sure existed… 
 
    I turned my back to Scott and pulled the covers over my body, as if I could fall into a world where none of this happened. If I had ruined our relationship, I’d never see him again. If I had ruined his career, I’d forever see him in my dreams, but not in the good way—I’d forever feel guilty for what I had done. 
 
    I tried to make peace with it. I tried to tell myself Scott and Liam would find a way to explain everything to each other and move forward. But knowing how Scott had been with me at first and what standards he and Liam probably held each other to, it wasn’t happening. 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    After a quick nap, the day passed with nothing more than awkward silence. 
 
    Even Scott and Liam did not say much to each other. At one point, they went into the room I’d torn apart trying to look for information, but Scott didn’t say anything to me when he left. It was unbearable not being able to express how I really felt to Scott, not being able to have a real, honest conversation about everything that had happened. 
 
    I needed a chance to talk to him about this. If I couldn’t give myself peace in my head, I needed to get it through dialogue. 
 
    When Liam said he was going to take a shower, I knew that was my opportunity. Scott was in his bedroom. I waited until I heard the shower turn on, and I practically ran to Scott’s room, knocked, opened the door, and sat on the edge of the bed. 
 
    “The hell, Kaylie?” 
 
    “Don’t ‘the hell’ me, Scott,” I said. “I know I fucked up by inviting you to sleep in the same bed with me. I know that wasn’t a great look. But do you have to be a dick about it? Do you have to act like there’s nothing to it?” 
 
    Scott sat up on the bed, folded his hands on his lap, and looked at me. It was so hard to stay mad at him with a face like that—stoic, composed, and with complete certainty. 
 
    “There is something to it, of course,” he said. “I’m not going to lie to you about that. I have feelings for you.” 
 
    But right after he said that, he shook his head. 
 
    “But that’s not what’s important right now,” he said. “I need to get you home to your mother.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—” 
 
    “Kaylie, let me explain this to you,” he said. “That I rescued Liam is great. We have an additional trained member of DOM here, and that can only increase our chances of getting you home. But the problem is that even if our chances are doubled, they’re still not great.” 
 
    He stood up and started walking as he talked, perhaps half-brainstorming as he explained things to me. 
 
    “Our DOM plane is shot. We can’t bring a boat in right now, not after the plane exploded. It’s too risky. If we have to, we will. But right now, we’re only considering some of the less crazy options. Which are still fucking crazy.” 
 
    “And they are?” 
 
    “You’ll know them when you need to.” 
 
    I snorted. But it wasn’t like I had much room to argue otherwise. 
 
    “When we are off the Cayman Islands and out of Snake’s reach, we can talk as much as you want, Kaylie,” he said. “And if there’s something there, we’ll figure it out.” 
 
    If? You already said there was. 
 
    Or you’re that focused on getting us off this damn island… 
 
    “But for now, that is not on my mind in the slightest.” 
 
    He was lying. He wouldn’t have admitted there were feelings there if it was not on his mind “in the slightest.” 
 
    But what was I going to do, tell him to reconsider in the middle of this mission? 
 
    “Scott…” 
 
    “Kaylie,” he said sternly. “I need to get you home first. That’s all that matters.” 
 
    He stood over me, folding his arms. All he had to do was unfold those arms…push me on the bed…take me while Liam was still in the shower… 
 
    “You still have time to give me something before Liam comes out,” I said, a smile forming on my face. 
 
    “No, Kaylie,” he said. “I—” 
 
    Just as Scott could act with dominance, it was high time for me to give him a dose of his own medicine. I rose from the bed, threw my arms around him, and pulled him in for a kiss. 
 
    And boy, he fell right into that kiss with no hesitation. The second that I had stood up, he was suddenly in a different mindset. Yes, there was still something there. 
 
    He pushed me to the bed, continuing to kiss me. He rose up, and… 
 
    “Stop it, Kaylie,” he said. “Not now.” 
 
    He seriously looked like he was reconsidering his denial of his own desires. He looked down on me with hunger. If Liam wasn’t in the shower, he probably would have taken me right there. 
 
    Instead, he stood up, adjusted his jeans, and snorted. 
 
    “Liam will be back here shortly,” he said. “He takes showers quickly. I suggest you get ready.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    Scott chuckled. 
 
    “For getting you off this fucking island; what the hell else?” 
 
    It said something about Scott that he could get me so aroused and so heated that I would completely blank on why I’d need to get ready. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 21: Scott 
 
    
You are going to be the death of me, Kaylie, I swear. 
 
    But it’s going to be a sweet, sweet fucking death if that’s the case.  
 
    Kaylie passed me in the doorway, brushing against me as much as she could as she headed back to the bed. I was never more grateful in my life to hear Liam turning off the shower; if Kaylie teased me for just a few more seconds, I would have pinned her wherever she was and taken her once more. Bed, floor, wall, it didn’t matter; she was driving me crazy enough that it became a mission in itself to teach this girl a lesson. 
 
    But when Liam walked out in his jeans, I knew that it was time to focus. Any arousal that I had vanished on the spot, and I remembered what he and I had talked about while Kaylie rested outside. 
 
    It was time for us to bring the plan to her. 
 
    After a minute or so of changing, Liam walked out into the main area. He stood by my side, and we both towered over Kaylie, sitting on the edge of the bed. Damn girl was so fucking hot right there—she wouldn’t have even had to get on her knees to… 
 
    Focus, Scott. 
 
    “All right, we’re getting you out of here, and we’re getting you home,” Liam said. “But I have to warn you, what we’re planning on doing is going to be enormously risky.” 
 
    “I trust you two.” 
 
    “Smart answer, because you don’t have any other choice,” I said. “The current plan right now is to hijack Snake’s plane and take it back to the States.” 
 
    I waited for Kaylie’s jaw to drop in shock. But she displayed no visible surprise. That surprised me, but it also spoke to Kaylie’s audacity—or her insanity. 
 
    “The issue is that right now, the plane is on the other side of the island,” I said. “And make no mistake, Snake will have guards there. He’s probably going to escalate whatever happens between us after this. But we have to do right by you, and once we get you into the States, especially to New York, you will be much safer.” 
 
    “You’re sure?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Snake goes after girls that are easy to catch,” Liam said. “That means vacation spots with low security, like where you were. Villas and condos without guards. 
 
    “He wouldn’t try and get you in New York City unless he was desperate,” I said. “And Snake likes to play games, but as soon as he sees you’re more effort than it’s worth, he’ll let you go. He’s not going to chase you down.” 
 
    We’ll pay the price. We’ll have to deal with a more pissed-off Snake. But we can handle it. 
 
    Well, that is, if I remain in DOM after this… 
 
    “When are we going to leave? Now?” Kaylie asked, answering her own question. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “We’ll give you a weapon just in case, but you should not use it unless your life is in immediate danger,” I said. “And I don’t mean one of Snake’s goons is trying to kidnap you. I mean he has a knife raised or a gun pointed and intends to use the weapon. If you provoke Snake or his men, that will get you killed. If you use it when you would have gotten killed anyway, it may save you.” 
 
    Kaylie did not look the least bit flustered or worried about anything we said. She was in absolute control, and I was so fucking turned on by that. Nothing was less attractive than a woman who lost her cool, and even though this circumstance would have broken most people, let alone most young women, it didn’t matter. 
 
    That Kaylie was handling it all with aplomb…I had to have her. When we got on that plane, when Liam piloted it back to the States, when we had some privacy in the back… 
 
    No. 
 
    I could not think about that. 
 
    I had a mission to handle. Nothing else mattered. Not her hot little mouth, not her curvy body, not her spunk, not her wet… 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “Let’s go,” Liam said. “We’ll take two of the motorcycles out. We’ll probably be heard, but as long as we’re not spotted, they won’t send more than a single guard out to follow. And we’ll figure out quickly if we’re being followed and take care of it accordingly.” 
 
    “Sounds good,” Kaylie said. 
 
    She rose from the bed. I gave her a pistol, telling her to tuck it into her pants. I showed her how to turn the safety on and off and told her to use the gun only, again, in absolute emergencies. In truth, I didn’t think she’d have the mental awareness to turn the safety off in the heat of battle, but the odds of her misusing it were much higher than they were of her having to use it properly. 
 
    I put it in her hands, and I felt a warm glow as our hands touched for a moment. She looked into my eyes and I into hers. It felt so… 
 
    “Let’s get you home,” I said. 
 
    I forced myself away. I told her to get on the bike with Liam. I didn’t know that I would have had the self-restraint to not do something unbecoming of me if she rode on the bike with her arms clenched around my body. 
 
    But damn if that wasn’t a hard fucking decision. 
 
    I got on my bike and looked over at Liam and Kaylie. Neither of them looked especially comfortable having the other on the bike with them. Tough shit. This wasn’t the time to do what was personally preferable. 
 
    I nodded to Liam. He nodded back. We turned our bikes on, pulled out of the garage, and began the painfully long drive to the other side of the island to a private airstrip. 
 
    It wasn’t quite literally the other side of the island; our recon had suggested that Snake’s plane was near a small part of the island called East End, which, despite its name, was a few minutes west of the furthest point east. But that still meant we were on our bikes for over half an hour, a half hour that found my mind wandering through various scenarios. And my head never rushed like it did right now. 
 
    I thought about what would happen to Kaylie if she was kidnapped again. I thought about if—no, how—I would kill Snake if he interfered again. He’d had his men shoot at me, he’d tried to capture Liam, and there was so much escalation that it no longer felt like we had rules for how we fought. I had to end the threat of Snake. 
 
    Because as much as this situation with Kaylie was a nightmare, there was no telling what would happen with future girls he kidnapped. And if my thoughts for the future continued in the direction they were heading… 
 
    I pulled myself back to the present however I could. And as it turned out, in a weird way, half an hour was both longer than I expected—long enough to let my mind wander—but also short enough that the mind wandering did not last long enough for it to burn out. I had to cut myself off when I saw the distant airstrip just off the road. 
 
    I hopped off. We’d have to abandon the bikes here, but that was fine; the bikes weren’t worth much in the grand scheme of things, and they couldn’t be traced back to the bunker. And even if Snake did uncover the bunker, we tended to rotate bases and locations after every mission with Snake; one could never be too careful with him slithering around. 
 
    “There it is,” Liam said, pointing to a small private plane about a quarter mile away. 
 
    “You’re sure you can pilot it?” I asked. 
 
    “I’ll figure it out,” Liam said. 
 
    I trusted him. I just wished he’d spoken with a damn bit more confidence than that. 
 
    “The plane is on the other side of the runway, so we can sneak around to get there,” I said. “Let’s stay quiet as best we can, shall we? Kaylie, stay between Liam and me. And don’t make a fucking sound. Understood?” 
 
    She nodded and put a finger to her lips. I knew she wasn’t trying to be smart. In fact, she was obeying me quite well. Good. 
 
    We moved through the trees and vegetation as quietly as we could. We had to take out two guards at one point, but otherwise, we made it around the half-circle without much trouble. We got to within about fifty feet of the plane. 
 
    As far as I could tell, it only had one guard standing by it, who looked mighty bored. 
 
    “Take him out,” I said to Liam.  
 
    I was not going to take my eyes off of Kaylie if I could help it. 
 
    “And then we make a dash for it. Not much we can do at this point to remain quiet.” 
 
    Liam nodded. I looked to Kaylie and held her arm. 
 
    “Get ready to run as fast as you can,” I said, “and don’t you dare let go of me.” 
 
    She nodded. She looked like she wanted to kiss me, one last kiss before things got hairy. I almost— 
 
    BANG! 
 
    Liam pulled the trigger. I didn’t wait to see if Liam hit or not; I knew he did. I yanked on Kaylie, and we began sprinting— 
 
    Something held her back. She screamed. I turned around and saw…no. 
 
    Snake grabbing her. 
 
    “Liam!” I yelled. “Get the plane ready for us!” 
 
    I ran over, tackled Snake to the ground, and freed Kaylie from him. 
 
    “Get to the plane, now!” 
 
    She ran off. Snake bucked me off him and delivered a sharp kick to my ribs. 
 
    “You fucking asshole,” he growled. “How difficult are you going to make my life?” 
 
    “Kiss my ass, Snake,” I said, kicking his feet out from under him and sweeping him to the ground. 
 
    I felt so strongly about fighting him to the death. But when I turned around and saw three of his men running for Kaylie, everything changed. I delivered one hard elbow to his face, pulled out my gun, and aimed at one of the men. 
 
    The first fell. But then the other two turned their attention to me. I fired, missed, and— 
 
    One fell. 
 
    I quickly recalibrated my aim and took out the other. In a moment of brief silence, I saw Kaylie holding her gun, having fired it at the one guard I’d missed. 
 
    I’ll be damned. Girl used her weapon for me, not for her. 
 
    She’s a quick learner. 
 
    I looked back down. Snake was groaning, conscious but in no position to fight. There was no better time than now. 
 
    I pulled out my gun, pointed it at him, and pulled the trigger. 
 
    And the fucking thing jammed. 
 
    “Shit!” 
 
    I looked up. I could see more guards in the distance. We had to go. 
 
    I threw my gun at Snake’s head, hoping to stun him a little more, and turned and ran. Kaylie ran ahead of me, jumping into the plane. I also jumped into the plane as bullets began striking it. 
 
    “Punch it, Liam!” 
 
    I slammed the door shut behind me, even as gunfire continued to rain on the plane. I could hear Snake, somehow regaining strength, roaring as angrily as I had ever heard him. Kaylie was down on the ground, her hands over her head. She was safe—well, as safe as one could be in this moment. 
 
    “Liam, come on!” 
 
    “I can’t fucking make us levitate, Scott! Give me a damn second!” 
 
    The plane felt like it was turning like the Titanic. It was going far too slowly. Shit, someone could probably throw a grenade at the wheels and— 
 
    “Hang tight!” 
 
    I got to the ground just in time, but the force of the plane suddenly lurching forward still knocked me back. As I continued to roll back, something slowed me down. 
 
    No. Something—someone—held me. 
 
    Kaylie’s arm, though it hadn’t completely stopped me, held me back enough that I regained control of my body and laid on the ground. The plane was shaking, and I couldn’t see a damn thing around me. 
 
    But I turned my head to my left and saw Kaylie looking at me. She was smiling. For all of the chaos around me, the sight of my face brought her happiness. 
 
    And even if something terrible happened, she felt glad to be with me. 
 
    I squeezed her hand, smiled, and then put my head down and closed my eyes. I had done everything that I could—it was all up to Liam at this point. 
 
    I could feel the plane lift off the ground and climb in the sky, but until Liam gave us the all-clear, until I felt sure that we had evaded Snake’s goons, I wasn’t going to move a muscle. My hand still squeezed Kaylie’s, each of us providing comfort for the other.  
 
    “All clear,” Liam said. 
 
    I looked up. I almost refused to believe it. We’d only climbed for a minute or so! 
 
    But Liam was arguably more careful and certain than I was. If he had said it… 
 
    I slowly stood up, fighting the downward slope of the plane. I headed for the cockpit and took a seat in the co-pilot’s chair. 
 
    “You’re sure?” I said. 
 
    “Unless Snake has a fighter jet somewhere on the Cayman Islands, I’m sure,” Liam said. “And even then, he’ll probably decide it’s easier to hit us later. For now, we’re good. We are going home.” 
 
    Liam’s confirmation didn’t just feel like a weight was lifted off my shoulders. The burden of the entire mission was lifted off my shoulders. We had done it. 
 
    Kaylie was safe. 
 
    She was going home. 
 
    I had won. 
 
    “Oh, man,” I said, suddenly feeling so exhausted I could have slept for six years. 
 
    “Harder than expected, huh?” Liam said with a chuckle. 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “No. We’re safe.”  
 
    I stood up. 
 
    “Can you fly this plane on your own?” 
 
    “Did I need a co-pilot to get it into the air?” 
 
    I patted him on the shoulder. 
 
    “If you’ll excuse me, I’m going to go sleep until we land wherever,” I said. “I’ve had enough work for the day.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. Probably won’t get all the way to New York, but we can land somewhere in Florida and procure arrangements to get her to New York from there.” 
 
    “Roger that,” I said. 
 
    I left the cockpit and shut the door behind me. Liam would understand. I just needed some peace. 
 
    I turned my eyes to Kaylie, who had seated herself. She looked up and smiled. I wanted to… 
 
    Shit, I just wanted to sleep. 
 
    “As great as this was,” I said, “I’m going to nap. I can finally sleep easy. Let me.” 
 
    Even Kaylie understood this wasn’t a point to argue. She nodded, tossed her head back, and fell asleep herself. I went to the very back of the plane, spread my legs out, and closed my eyes. 
 
    It was a lot easier to fall asleep when you knew that you had won. 
 
    But even now, even as I drifted to sleep, one question remained. 
 
    Had I won Kaylie? 
 
    And was she someone I wanted to win, all things considered? 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 22: Kaylie 
 
    
I was safe. 
 
    Safe! 
 
    After everything that I had gone through, being kidnapped from my villa, thinking Snake would do something to me, being blindfolded and not allowed to see Scott’s face for an eternity, moving places multiple times, having sex with him, wondering if I’d ever see him again, nearly getting kidnapped again just inches from safety… 
 
    I was exhausted. 
 
    I just wanted to be back in New York City right now and curling up with… 
 
    With him. 
 
    With Scott. 
 
    I had closed my eyes to try and sleep, knowing that Scott was in no mood to talk. But so much had happened, and I had so much excitement running through me, I could not make it happen. I couldn’t fall asleep. At first, I let him just sleep. 
 
    But then, while I wasn’t going to wake him up, I knew this might be the last chance I had to say anything. So I went back, found him reclining on some chairs, and sat across from him. I’d wait for him to wake up, and if Liam said something about the plane landing, I’d wake him up then so we could talk. 
 
    For an hour, I said nothing. I just looked at Scott. I just wanted to crawl over to him, to kiss him, to start…well, I’d see what happened. I couldn’t get too crazy. 
 
    But I did nothing. He’d rescued me. He had earned whatever he wanted me to do for the next little bit. 
 
    And then he woke up. 
 
    “You moved seats,” he said half-groggily. 
 
    “I didn’t think you’d wake up so soon,” I said. “I thought an old man like you would sleep much longer.” 
 
    “Clearly, you don’t know me,” Scott scoffed, though it wasn’t with quite as much forcefulness as he’d spoken during the mission. “I’m not a man who sleeps much. I’m a man who sleeps as little as he can while still functioning.” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    Stop beating around the bush. You know what you wanted to talk about. 
 
    “So what happens now? Between us?” 
 
    Scott sighed. 
 
    “At least you’ll wake me up more than coffee,” he said. “You’ve made me do things I never fucking do on a mission. If I don’t retire, I should resign for the sake of my agency’s integrity.” 
 
    He chuckled to himself, shaking his head. 
 
    “I wouldn’t be good for you, though. Never mind if you’d be good for me or if we like each other.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    Scott sighed. 
 
    “I’m a closed-off, dominant asshole,” he said. “What you think is fun in bed isn’t fun in real life. Sure, we’d have great sex. But I’m not the person that’s going to sing you a love song while I play guitar. I’m not going to be the person that buys you flowers on Valentine’s Day and slow dances with you in the living room. I’m the guy that wakes up, fishes on the dock for a few hours, comes back, reads, exercises, watches a little TV, and then goes to bed. And that’s when I’m at home. If I’m out on missions, you won’t hear for me for weeks.” 
 
    None of that particularly surprised me. But I didn’t necessarily agree with it. 
 
    For one, Scott wasn’t as closed off as he said he was. No, I didn’t know his family or much of his backstory. But I’d seen him slowly start to show more of himself in the bunker; those encounters weren’t just physical. I didn’t expect him to go to therapy with me, nor did I expect him to write a confessional autobiography. But I didn’t need him to—I just needed him to be honest with me about us, and he was. 
 
    And for another, he underestimated how attractive that “dominant asshole” part of him was. The world needed more men who could take charge like him. I didn’t need more Camerons in my life. I needed more Scotts. 
 
    “I know, but—” 
 
    “Kaylie,” he said. “I say this with no malice, and to be honest, it hurts a little to say. But don’t hang on to me any longer. We have arranged for a flight for you from Florida to New York. It will be secure. And once you get on that plane, you’ll never see me again.” 
 
    So just like that… 
 
    “Seriously,” I said, less of a question and more of a stunned statement. 
 
    “Seriously.” 
 
    “No goodbye, no I’ll visit you, no I’ll see you again?” 
 
    Scott snorted. 
 
    “No,” he said. “It’s better this way. Break it off cold. You’ll thank me in a few weeks.” 
 
    I could feel the plane start to descend. Scott rose, came over, and kissed me on the forehead. 
 
    “Trust me.” 
 
    With that, he headed to the cockpit of the plane to help land it, leaving me alone. 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    When the plane landed, Scott nodded to me. 
 
    “Come on,” he said. 
 
    There was a hint of sadness in his voice, though maybe I was inferring too much. I rose, walked out of the plane with him, and followed him to another plane. I kept walking to the stairs up to the cockpit of the plane when I turned around. Scott was the only one walking with me. Liam had remained behind. 
 
    “Come with me,” I said. 
 
    But Scott shook his head. 
 
    “I told you, this is it,” he said. “I have an agency to take care of. You have a mother to see. I assure you this plane is safe and that your mom and friends will be waiting for you when you get home.” 
 
    That was great. But that wasn’t what I was thinking about.  
 
    I looked up at the plane. I grimaced. I looked back to Scott. I ran up to him and kissed him. 
 
    On the cheek. 
 
    He only gave me his cheek. 
 
    “I can’t,” he said. I swore his eyes were…no, that was just my imagination, maybe a little bit of the moonlight peering down. This was Scott, for better and for worse. He wasn’t going to give me a sappy goodbye. I should have known. “Be well, Kaylie.” 
 
    He nodded to me and took two steps back, folding his arms.  
 
    “Scott…” 
 
    He shook his head no. I had no choice. I had too much of my life to live to just give it all up for one guy that, as much as he had done for me, could not—would not? No, not that—be with me. 
 
    “OK,” I said. 
 
    I stepped up the stairs to the plane. I looked out the window. Scott was already heading back. A very polite woman came by to check on me, and I responded, but my mind wasn’t with my words. It was with Scott and all the memories I shared—and the knowledge that I would probably never meet anyone like him again. 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    It was just barely after sunrise when the plane landed in New York City, at JFK specifically. I had somehow fallen asleep, but I chalked that up to emotional exhaustion more than physical. I was still physically exhausted, but my mind went back to hyper-drive the second I woke back up. 
 
    I looked out the window and I saw so many people that lit up my face. My mother, my friends, some reporters…OK, maybe not everyone that I saw made me happy. I just wanted to get home. 
 
    The cockpit door opened. The flight attendant looked at me and asked if I was ready. I nodded yes and walked out. 
 
    The place broke out in an uproar of applause. I gave a short wave, but I really just wanted this to end. I just wanted to be home in silence and peace and by myself. 
 
    But then my mother broke through the crowd, embraced me so tight I thought I might choke, and whispered into my ears. 
 
    “I missed you so much, baby.” 
 
    It was genuine. There was none of the TV personality side of her that drove me crazy. She was in tears, a true mess, but they were tears of joy. I started to cry too. 
 
    I buried my head in her shoulder. Home wasn’t where my bed was or where my apartment was. Home was here, with family. 
 
    We eventually finally pulled apart, sharing a kiss on the cheek before I turned to my friends. They let out cheers and hollering as I moved forward. They all congratulated me, hugged me, and squeezed me so tight I could barely breathe. 
 
    “Oh, and there’s a surprise waiting for you in the limo,” my mother said, pointing to my ride home past the crowd. 
 
    After what felt like an hour of giving my thanks and saying hello to everyone, I finally made it to the limo and stepped inside. And there was my “surprise.” 
 
    Cameron. 
 
    “Hey, baby,” he said. 
 
    He leaned over to kiss me. I felt too awkward to completely pull away, but I didn’t give him my lips, just my left cheek. 
 
    “Kaylie? What’s wrong? Did I do something wrong?” 
 
    And there it is. The difference between you and Scott. You think you did something wrong. Scott makes sure whatever was wrong gets taken care of. 
 
    “I just…Cameron, I just got back home,” I said. “I’m tired. I just want to rest.” 
 
    “OK, sorry, sorry.” 
 
    I bit my lip and leaned back. The limo pulled away from my mother and the crowd of friends, even as they continued to cheer. It was probably for the best. I may have known Cameron was no longer the one for me, but that didn’t mean I wanted to embarrass him in front of all of our friends. 
 
    “Cameron,” I said once we got on the highway. “I just need to be honest. We’re not going to work out.” 
 
    “What?” he said, his eyes surprised. “Do you just want a break? I can give you some space. Whatever you need. I’ll do whatever you want—” 
 
    “No, see, that’s it, right there,” I said with a sigh. “I don’t want a pushover. You’re nice, but…I don’t want a guy who will do whatever I want. I want a guy that lets me do whatever I want, but has his own personality and his own life.” 
 
    I felt like I was being too harsh to the guy that had probably thought I was dead. But it wasn’t like I could somehow say something more honest at this point. I’d said everything that I needed to get the point across. 
 
    “I’m sorry, too, Cameron. I wish I’d come to this realization before everything happened. But…” 
 
    “Did they do anything to you?” 
 
    They… 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    I chose to do something with Scott. And I don’t regret it. 
 
    In fact, thinking about it right now makes me miss him more. 
 
    “Then what’s going—” 
 
    “Cameron, please,” I said. 
 
    I didn’t want a fight. I didn’t want anything. I just wanted to be alone in a truly secure location. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. “Give me a few days and I’ll talk to you. But I’m not going to be coming back.” 
 
    I actually felt sorry for Cameron. He looked so befuddled that I would get kidnapped and come back wanting to be single. And it wasn’t his fault, at least in the sense that he hadn’t done anything the past several days to end us. 
 
    But Scott kept coming to mind. 
 
    Even though I knew I’d probably never see him again, even though I knew that I’d never even find him again online…my mind still kept wondering what if. Sure, the heat of the moment had intensified a lot of feelings we’d had for each other. Sure, there was a good chance that in a week, it would be a time I’d look back on fondly but able to distance myself from. 
 
    But what if not? 
 
    What if I could not let him go? 
 
    What if I was going to fixate on him for a while? 
 
    I hated that I knew I’d have to find an answer to that question. 
 
    The limo pulled up to my place. Cameron looked like he wanted to say something. Had he gotten dumped by someone else, I might have hugged him and told him to buck up. But right now, that would only send him the wrong message. My only regret in the moment was I felt I had to be harsher than he deserved for how nice of a guy he was. 
 
    But so long as Scott was the man on my mind, no one else could be. Not even the guy I had dated before all of this. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 23: Scott 
 
    
I didn’t say a word to Liam.  
 
    We handed over the plane to federal agents, who had long had a strong interest in confiscating anything that belonged to Snake. We booked ourselves flight tickets to Maine. I ordered one of my runners to procure the $10 million from Kaylie’s mother. 
 
    I know I’d given thought to not taking the money. But I’d done the job, and I’d pulled back from doing anything too stupid. A job well done was a job well paid. 
 
    And yet, I can’t stop thinking about her. 
 
    Kaylie Charleston haunted my mind like no one else ever had. Whether waking or sleeping, whether distracted or focused, whether happy or stoic, Kaylie remained on my mind, always an instant reminder away from popping up. I figured with a good flight home and some time fishing at the Maine property, I’d forget her. 
 
    No, that wasn’t right. I wanted to figure that was the case. 
 
    I knew better. 
 
      
 
    ~~~ 
 
      
 
    I got all the way to the spot to Uber to the closest strip mall to my house—from which point I would walk—when Liam pulled me aside. 
 
    “Yeah?” I said. 
 
    “I appreciate you saving me from the mess,” he said. 
 
    “Nonsense,” I said. “I’m the one that dragged your ass into this mess. The least I could do was save you.” 
 
    “What’s the most you could do?” Liam said, cracking a smile. 
 
    Give him the agency. 
 
    It was not a joke of a thought. I’d already leaned toward retirement. $10 million, even if I gave a couple million of it to Liam as thanks for helping me out, was more than enough to retire off of. I’d still have to protect myself from Snake coming after me, but I could use a life where I wasn’t sneaking onto boats in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean, using only a Navy SEAL inflatable boat. I could get used to a place where I just fished, read, exercised, and relaxed. 
 
    Perhaps even with… 
 
    “Give me a couple days and I’ll get that answer to you,” I said. 
 
    Liam arched an eyebrow at me, but I didn’t add any further details. I wasn’t ready to commit to the idea of giving up on the agency yet…but it was certainly a direction I was leaning toward. 
 
    “All right,” Liam said. “By the way, Kaylie was a real charmer, huh? Not a lot of girls we rescue who have spunk like her.” 
 
    I chuckled. I hoped it wasn’t that obvious how I felt about her—even though, let’s be real, it absolutely was. 
 
    “She’s an unforgettable one,” I said. “All right, get your ass out of here. I’ll be in touch. And your bank account is going to be a little bigger at the end of the day.” 
 
    “I won’t say no to that,” Liam said. 
 
    We shook hands firmly, nodded to each other, and parted. I hailed an Uber, got in, put some headphones on, and tried to distance myself from… 
 
    Kaylie. 
 
    I gave up trying not to think about her. I just let myself think the most that I wanted to. 
 
    I wanted her. I wanted that curvy body, that smart mouth, that tight pussy, that fiery attitude…I couldn’t believe a man in my spot was fucking thinking this, but if ever such a thing in the world existed for me, she was the one. 
 
    Now, just because I thought that didn’t mean I believed it. I could have married many women in my life. But it was true that once I got into DOM, I never thought anyone would make me feel that way. I kept up too hard an exterior for most to pierce through it. 
 
    Guess it just took a hot, sexy lady from the Cayman Islands to change my mind. 
 
    I got to the main street, thanked the Uber driver gruffly, and got out of the car. I walked slowly, tucking my hands into my jeans pocket. Most people knew me as a local who was polite enough but, unsurprisingly, shrouded in mystery. I didn’t make friends there, and people didn’t expect me to be friends. 
 
    I got back to my hideout, found my bed, and collapsed into it. I fully anticipated just falling asleep for hours and days and weeks. 
 
    But no. 
 
    Kaylie Charleston. 
 
    Kaylie fucking Charleston. 
 
    Goddamn fucking Kaylie Charleston would not leave my mind! 
 
    I grabbed one of my laptops and pulled up her social media profiles, feeling like an awkward teenager who stalked his crushes. It was all still there, all of her photos and videos from before she got kidnapped. She was still the cheery, goofy twenty-something hot gal who liked to have fun, talk shit, and stand up to everyone around her. 
 
    What was amazing, I started to think, was how I had seen Kaylie at arguably her worst. Sleep deprived, fearing for her life, hungry, fearful of getting assaulted or raped, missing her family, unsure of when she could go home, without a shower or clean clothes…and she was still stunningly hot and fun to be around. 
 
    Well, “fun” was relative. But it was certainly an arousing thrill to be around her most of the time. 
 
    What was it going to be like if I tried to go back to her? Would we still work? Why the fuck was I even asking “if?” Of course it would—I would make it work. I just had to decide if it was worth it. 
 
    And what of DOM… 
 
    I’d violated almost every rule we had. If I stayed on, I’d have to either change the rules or reign as a hypocrite. I could die at any moment if I stuck around. Could Kaylie live with that? Could I live with knowing that Kaylie was going to have to live with that? 
 
    Could Liam handle the new role? 
 
    I bit my lip. I wanted to pretend this would take time, but the evidence was so obvious, I didn’t need any time to decide. 
 
    I picked up a burner phone. I called Liam. 
 
    “You miss me already?” 
 
    “Liam,” I said, getting right to the point. “I have a mission for you.” 
 
    “You’re serious?” he said. 
 
    “When have I ever called you for anything other than serious work?” 
 
    Liam cleared his throat on the other line. 
 
    “Now, listen to me closely. This has to do with not just the next little bit, but the future of DOM in its entirety. I trust that you understand me?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I smirked. 
 
    “Good. Here’s how it’s going to go. And it’s not what you think it is.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 24: Kaylie 
 
    
Three Days Later 
 
      
 
    I’d spent the last three days showering more than I usually did in a three-week span, and it felt so nice being clean. 
 
    I could wear whatever I wanted. I could eat wherever I wanted. I could go outside—I could go outside!—sweat, and come back and feel clean all over again. I could do anything I wanted with my body, and it was amazing. 
 
    But as much as my body felt better, my mind did not. 
 
    I still thought about Scott. 
 
    I still thought about how we had ended, with just a kiss on the cheek…and yet, that had been enough to get me to dump Cameron at my surprise “Welcome Home” party. Granted, I would have dumped him no matter what, but still.  
 
    I still thought about what had transpired. Even with my real-life James Bond having rescued me, even with me able to talk a little spunk to my mother about giving me space before I did any interviews or media coverage, I still felt sad for stretches of time. I still had flashbacks, nightmares of being trapped in that boat without any apparent hope of rescue. 
 
    Scott being here would have made things a lot better. But I understood now, hundreds of miles and dozens of hours separating us, that we would not work. He was a man no younger than his late thirties, maybe even early forties, who had an agency and a career that put him in the line of fire on the regular. I was a young girl, really, in her mid-twenties who…was not in the line of fire. 
 
    But understanding it logically did not make it any easier. 
 
    On this particular morning, I woke up in my own, warm bed—with the heat set for 76 degrees Fahrenheit, hot by normal standards but just right after my rescue—showered for what felt like an hour, and watched whatever I wanted to on TV as I prepared to enter the real world of Manhattan. 
 
    I rode the elevator down in silence. Even now, several days removed from the worst of it, being back in a place where I could choose what floor to go to, where I could choose where to walk without someone telling me I could not, whether for control or safety reasons…it hadn’t normalized yet. 
 
    I got to the lobby of my complex, nodded to the valet—who offered to get me coffee, which I declined—and walked outside. The nice thing about being in New York City was that despite it being home to some absurdly wealthy people, athletes, politicians, and other famous people, it was a place where the deluge of them made it easier to blend in. “White girl rescued” was a story, sure, but it wasn’t a story enough to get the paparazzi chasing me everywhere. 
 
    Though I did occasionally have someone asking me for a picture. That was kind of weird, but no one made it too much weirder. 
 
    I arrived at my local bagel shop, found no line, and walked inside. I went up to the counter, ordered a bacon and egg sandwich, and patiently waited. I looked around the shop—still not entirely convinced I was completely safe; I hoped that would change at some point—and wondered what I would do for the rest of the day. 
 
    For now, all I could think was to go to the gym at some point. 
 
    The cashier announced my order, I took it, I walked outside, Scott stood in front of me, and— 
 
    Wait. 
 
    “Scott?” 
 
    “I was wondering if you might recognize me.” 
 
    No way. 
 
    Right? 
 
    Scott, the man who I’d fantasized so hard about for the last three days, the man who had rescued me, the man who had saved my life…he was standing here right now? Was this a dream? Was this…was this like a lucid dream? 
 
    “What…how…are you really the Scott?” 
 
    “Remember how I got a bit of a cut on my forehead because I stumbled drunk in the bunker?” 
 
    It really was him. Holy fucking shit. 
 
    “How did you find me?” 
 
    He snorted. 
 
    “Unlike me, you are quite easy to find.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. You being here is the safest place to be in the world, arguably. In a city of, what, seven million people? You scream loudly enough, people will get the hint and get the fuck out.” 
 
    “I guess, but…was I really that easy to find?” 
 
    Scott smirked. 
 
    “I have access to other things that other people don’t. But even if I didn’t, I could probably find you. Your old social media at least pegs you in this neighborhood, if not your home.” 
 
    “And I take it you know where I live, as well?” 
 
    Scott shrugged. 
 
    “Like I said, I have access to other things people don’t. How are you?” 
 
    He said the question so casually as if he figured I knew I’d bump into him. Which…no! 
 
    “OK, first things first. What are you doing here? Don’t you still have things to do in DOM?” 
 
    Scott shook his head. 
 
    “I called Liam a couple days ago and told him I had a mission for him. He was to run DOM. I’m stepping down and retiring.” 
 
    My jaw literally dropped. There was only one reason I could think of. 
 
    “Why?” I said, even kind of already knowing an answer. 
 
    “I found a more important mission.” 
 
    He put his hand on my lower back. Goosebumps shot up all over me. I felt myself completely forgetting my hunger in favor of a very different emotion. 
 
    “Shall we go someplace more private?” he said. “I want to talk to you and tell you some things.” 
 
    I nodded, somehow at a loss for words when all I needed to say was “yes.” I led Scott back to my complex, in complete disbelief that this was actually happening. This could not be real, right? Was this really happening? Or was this somehow a setup? Was I about to return to my apartment, only to find it swarming with Snake’s goons? 
 
    But no. 
 
    When we got back, it was just as I had left it. 
 
    Except, of course, for the fact that fucking Scott was by my side. 
 
    “I retired to claim you, Kaylie,” he said. “From the moment I laid eyes on you, I knew you were different. I had to have you. And I’d do whatever it took to have you. At first, I fought the feelings. I was a DOM, and I still am, just in a different sense. But when you would not leave my damn mind for the last several days, I knew I would do whatever it took to get you. And that is why I am here.” 
 
    It all… 
 
    I agreed with it all. 
 
    Crazy? 
 
    What wasn’t crazy about my life these days? What wasn’t past normal at this point? 
 
    “You’re serious,” I said. 
 
    I still half-believed I’d wake up from a dream at any moment. 
 
    “When have I ever joked?” Scott said. “I said I would make you mine. And I have. But now it’s time to make you mine forever.” 
 
    With those words, even though I couldn’t quite “believe” them, I could drop all pretenses of trying to resist. It would take time for this to feel normal. But I didn’t need it to feel normal right now. 
 
    I just needed it to feel right—which it most certainly did. 
 
    Forgetting my bagel on the table, I went over to him, sat on his lap, threw my arms around him, and kissed him. I didn’t care any longer if this was just a dream, because if it was a dream, it was one worth playing out however I wanted. 
 
    And luckily for me, I had a pretty good feeling it was only a dream in the metaphorical sense. 
 
    I kissed him deeply and passionately, feeling the bulge in his pants swell. I had to be careful not to lean into him so much that it knocked the chair over, but that point became moot when Scott lifted me up off the chair, carried me to the bedroom, and literally threw me on the bed. 
 
    Fuck, this was so much more comfortable than sex on a tiny bed in a bunker. Not to mention a hell of a lot more romantic. 
 
    “Now you stay where you are,” Scott said, taking off his shirt to reveal his taut body. “The last time I did what I’m about to do, you were blindfolded.” 
 
    Oh, fuck, heavens, yes. 
 
    “And why don’t you do both?” I said. “Blindfold me, eat me—” 
 
    “We’ll do things as I want to,” Scott said. 
 
    He then leaned past me, yanked a covering off the pillow, and wrapped it around my head. In a matter of seconds, I could not see a thing, but I sure could feel a lot more. And I could feel myself getting wetter by the second, more and more eager to have Scott press his tongue on me. 
 
    He then yanked my clothes off in a hurry, so quickly that I almost thought he might tear them. Not that it would have mattered; we could have easily bought new clothes. And then, when he had me naked, he just let me lay there. 
 
    It was warm in the apartment, but I was still shivering with goosebumps. God, I was so fucking horny. I had to have him between my legs. I literally reached out, blindfolded, trying to grab any part of him so I could pull him down to my pussy. But all I grasped at was air. 
 
    “You’re going to lie there,” Scott said. “And think about what’s going to happen.” 
 
    You evil bastard. I love it. 
 
    “Because when I take you, it will be how I want and when I want,” he said. “You will do as I say. You will be mine. And you will be mine forever.” 
 
    You are the fucking greatest. Holy hell. 
 
    A few seconds passed. Finally, I felt his firm, calloused hands push me down, squeezing my breasts. I laid back against the bed, trying to wrap my legs around him. I found some part of him, but his face started pressing kisses down my neck, down my chest, down my stomach… 
 
    And thank fucking heavens he wasted no fucking time. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, Scott…” I breathlessly moaned. 
 
    He wasted no time getting me right to the edge. There was no teasing, no control—just a DOM, in a different way, asserting how he wanted to treat me. I tried to grab his hair, but he pushed my arms away, insisting on doing it his way. 
 
    And his way worked just fine. The first orgasm hit within minutes, spreading and pulsing through my body. My pussy clenched as warmth and pleasure coursed down to my fingers and toes. 
 
    “Yes, Scott,” I shrieked as I came. 
 
    And then he stepped back for a second, and for the briefest of moments, I thought he was done. 
 
    Well, he was done—eating me out. I felt him hover over me seconds later, and then I felt his enormous cock brushing over the outside of my clit. 
 
    “And now,” he said, “I am going to enjoy this.” 
 
    He slid in. I was still blindfolded. 
 
    It made for the best sex of my life—not “some of the best.” The best. 
 
    That I couldn’t see him just heightened my sense of touch all around, and my whole body tensed. A second orgasm came, and then a third when he had me in doggy. When he grabbed my hair and pulled me up, the towel slid off my eyes and I could see once more, but by that point, I wanted to see it all. I wanted to see his muscular, naked body bringing me to multiple orgasms. 
 
    When he finally reached his own orgasm, he’d already made me come too many times to keep count. And I was left with the same thought that I’d had when the sex began. 
 
    It was the best I’d ever had in my life. 
 
    And funnily enough, I wasn’t just talking about the sex, though that was certainly true. 
 
    I was talking about Scott. 
 
    I was talking about the feelings Scott gave me and what I felt for him. 
 
    I was talking about my outlook on the future. 
 
    “Scott, baby…” I said, petting his hair and kissing him. 
 
    He pulled his head back and looked right into my eyes. True to form, there was a ferocity and dominance to them I’d never seen before. 
 
    But somehow, just beneath that, there was a sort of tenderness to them, a sort of gentle grizzly bear look that said he’d kill to protect me but would love me all the same. 
 
    “You’re mine,” he said. “And you always will be. Don’t ever fucking doubt that.” 
 
    I smiled, pulled him in for another kiss, and hugged him tightly. 
 
    I wasn’t holding him because he’d saved my life. 
 
    I was holding him because he’d saved our future together. 
 
    And it was a bright, bright future. 
 
    

  

 
 
    Epilogue 
 
    
Six Months Later 
 
      
 
    I sat on a private beach in a lawn chair, sipping on a dark beer, admiring the ring on my finger. 
 
    Out in the water, my wife—my wife!—went out to soak in some of the cool Atlantic waters. 
 
    No one knew where we were. Not Liam. Not her mother—who, much to my amused surprise, had not only endorsed our relationship, but actually pushed for us to get married sooner. Not anyone in DOM. Certainly not Snake or any of his goons. 
 
    And that was just the way that I liked it. 
 
    For years, I had dreamed about this scenario, retiring to the beaches of Portugal. No one would ever be able to find me, and no one would ever bother me again. But I’d always envisioned such a life being a quiet one of solitude. 
 
    Until I met Kaylie Charleston. 
 
    And as she came back to me with a huge smile on my face, I found myself realizing how silly I’d been all that time. Or, perhaps better said, how silly I’d been to think that I would always prefer to be alone and to myself. That was true for the first four-plus decades of my life. 
 
    But when this little fiery spitball of spunk had come into my life, that all changed. 
 
    “Hey, lover,” she said as she came and sat down on my lap. 
 
    To think, when I’d first met this little brat, I’d done everything in my power to avoid her. I’d made her not look at me, I’d tried to keep my name a secret, and even fucking her had brought about some serious regret and disappointment. 
 
    Now? 
 
    My cock stiffened in my pants. We were on a private beach. It wouldn’t have been the first time I would have taken her there. And since this wasn’t a question of “if” but “how hard,” I also knew it wasn’t going to be the last time. 
 
    “Hey, sexy,” I said. “Enjoyed getting wet?” 
 
    “Oh, you don’t know the half of it,” she said, pulling me in for an erotic kiss. “Can you believe this is our life?” 
 
    I smiled. It was tempting to say “yes,” because when I envisioned life a certain way, it usually came to fruition. After all, what the hell was the point of retirement if you didn’t have a vision for how it would go? 
 
    But for now, I just responded the best way possible. 
 
    “There’s one thing I can believe more than anything.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “That I love you, Kaylie.” 
 
    She kissed me again. 
 
    “And I love you, Scott,” she said. “Now take—” 
 
    I didn’t give her the chance to finish. I already had her back on the sand, her clothes coming off, as we began to enjoy our retired, married selves quite well. 
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