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      A gentle morning breeze blew off the beach and played with the balcony door. The door swayed back and forth until a heavy gust knocked it against the table behind it. An empty tequila bottle flopped to the floor and rolled until it came to rest against the lace of a bright pink bra. The hotel room floor was littered with an almost countless number of empty bottles and piles of scattered clothes.

      The giggles from the two girls in the huge walk-in shower were muffled by the water crashing down on the decorative stone floor. Dryce peeked his head up from under the sheets in the middle of the extra large custom bed. Squinting from the sunlight flooding the room, he glanced around.

      The grand double doors of the suite flung open and Erik’s easily recognizable footsteps thudded across the floor. Dryce’s head flopped back down on the pillow, covering his face with the sheets as Erik approached the bed.

      “Good morning, sir,” Erik’s chipper voice sang out as he placed a bottle of water on the nightstand. “How’s your head feeling this morning?”

      “Hey, Tank,” Dryce mumbled from under the sheets. “I’ve got a flipping headache from hell. Can you close that fuckin’ door and get this sunlight outta here?”

      Erik slid his hand into the inside breast pocket of his suit, digging around for the pill bottle. “Here you go, sir. Sit up please.”

      “Tank, I told you before to knock it off with that ‘sir’ shit.” Flinging the sheet off his face and leaning up on his elbows, he asked, “How long have you been with me?”

      “I… I think it's been about four years now, and some change,” Erik’s deep bass voice echoed in Dryce’s ears, exaggerating the ‘four’ years. “Yeah, I think it was about four, almost five, years ago Austin hired me on.” Nodding his head up and down, Erik kicked aside the littered bottles of liquor and panties to clear a path to the balcony door, closed it and pulled the draw string shutting the blinds. A mostly muffled ‘thank you’ came from somewhere in the middle of the bed.

      More laughter came from the bathroom. Erik sidestepped to the edge of the bed and gazed into the en suite. In the reflection of the mirror, Erik was able to see the blonde’s body covered in soap.  Her breasts were pressed against the glass wall, her palms flat on the glass at about shoulder height. The redhead caressed the blonde’s body from behind. One hand moving in circles across the blonde's stomach as it dipped lower and lower while the redhead’s other hand rubbed the soap into her breasts. The redhead started to nibble the blonde’s ear, eliciting a moan.

      “Good god, sir. How the hell do you do it?” Erik loudly whispered as he made every attempt to maintain his professionalism and not lick his lips as he watched from across the bedroom. In another time and place, Erik would have considered interrupting the girls in the shower so he could join them, but he had a job to do.

      “Do what?” Dryce asked nonchalantly as he swallowed the hangover pills, shooting a wink in Erik’s direction.

      Shaking his head, snapping himself out of it, Erik remembered what he was really there for. “Oh sir, I almost forgot. It’s about time for us to leave. We’ve got a take off in less than hour.”

      “Wait, why? Where am I going now?” Dryce asked as he laid his head back down and threw his arm over his eyes.

      “Your father called and has insisted that you attend the grand opening ceremony of the new lock back home.”

      Dryce glanced over at Tank and saw him still watching the girls in the shower. Leaning forward, Dryce looked into the bathroom and caught the opening act of the makeout scene between the redhead and the blonde he’d partied with last night. Chuckling, he asked, “Are you sure you don’t want to just go in there and shower with them, Tank? I don’t mind sharing. They’re both lots of fun.”

      Straightening his back and turning away from the girls, Erik cleared his throat and walked over to the closet. “No, sir, I would not. Mr. Ngo received the call this morning and I am here to get your ass moving.”

      Dryce let out a long drawn out sigh and shook his head side to side. “Why are you always so damn proper?”

      “Sorry, sir… I mean,” Erik started to say.

      “Just drop it.” Dryce flung the sheets and blanket back and rolled off the bed.

      Erik pulled a suit out of the closet and laid it on the corner of the bed.

      “Why am I wearing that? You know I don’t like to wear that shit when I’m flying,”  Dryce said in an annoyed tone as he looked down at what Erik had picked out.

      “There is all kinds of press and paparazzi downstairs,” Erik said, picking out a tie to add to the pile of clothes for Dryce.

      Another deep breath in through his nose and sighing long and annoyed, Dryce mumbled,  “Why can’t we just go out through the back or the loading docks like we normally do?”

      “Austin… Mr. Ngo wanted to go out the front. Plus, the hotel’s got some kind of deliveries today.”  Erik tossed the tie on the top of the suit.

      Giggles and laughter echoed out of the bathroom. “Your Highness, come join us,” came from one of the girls as the other one giggled.

      Dryce wiggled his eyebrows at Erik and asked, “Are you SURE you don’t want to just blow off Austin and join the girls in the shower?”

      “No, sir, I do not,” Erik said forcefully.

      “Well, that’s no fun, Tank. And, believe me, those girls are a lot of fun,” Dryce teased.

      “And… what would you like to do about them?” Erik nodded towards the bathroom, keeping his voice professional.

      With both hands rubbing his face, “Ugh, fine. Hell, I don’t know. I guess, make sure they sign the NDA shit and pay them. Or whatever else it is Austin normally does,” Dryce said, finally realizing he wouldn’t be able to convince Tank to blow off the ceremony.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Dryce and Erik stood by the main door of the suite. While Erik adjusted Dryce’s tie around his neck, they could hear Austin in the hallway. “Look, when the prince comes out, you guys are going to be walking directly behind him. Assholes to belly buttons when we get downstairs. You got it?”

      Erik finished with the tie and stood there holding the door handle. “You about ready now, sir?”

      Rolling his eyes, “There you go with that ‘sir’ shit again. C’mon man, your military days are over. Loosen the fuck up and get that stick out of your ass,” Dryce said as he nodded his head indicating he was ready to leave.

      When Erik opened the door to the room the hotel security snapped to attention. Austin turned around and smiled, pleased to see that Erik had gotten him in a suit.

      Dryce looked up at Erik as he passed Erik standing in the doorway. “How the hell did you even get that damn big?”

      “I’m just a good ol’ home grown, corn fed country boy. Born and raised in the sticks of misery,” Erik said as he grinned, letting out a subtle laugh.

      “Misery?” Dryce squinted not understanding the reference.

      “Missouri, sir.” Erik leaned down slightly and whispered, “I’m here in front of Mr. Ngo, and he’ll have my ass if I don’t use the ‘sir.’”

      Dryce walked up to Austin as he stood in front of the elevator. “Good morning, you old shit.”

      Austin narrowed his eyes at Dryce slightly before bowing. “Good morning, Your Highness. How are you feeling today?”

      “I’ve got a level ten on the hangover scale and there is a rhythmic drum beat playing in my head,” Dryce answered, stepping into the elevator.

      “So, you feel the same as usual mornings then, huh?” Austin snickered. “Finally getting too old for the party life?”

      “Never too old for that. I’ll never give it up. I’ll die partying,” Dryce boasted.

      “Someday you’ll grow out of it. You won’t always be the pretentious little shit you are now,” Austin said.

      Dryce used his thumb to point at Austin. “You see…” looking up at Erik, “that’s how you can start talking to me. I’m a big boy now. I can take it.”

      “No no no… it doesn’t work like that,” Austin chimed in looking at Erik’s reflection in the elevator doors. “Mr. Keegan works for me, and I work for your father. Therefore, I can talk to you anyway I want to but Mr. Keegan may not.” Turning his eyes back to Dryce, “And for the record, Your Highness, you’re not all that big.”

      Dryce, gazing at Austin through the reflection of the elevator doors, smiled. “Those girls from last night thought I was more than big enough.”

      “Cute, did you come up with that all by yourself? Or, did you overhear that somewhere  and were just waiting for the perfect moment to spit that one out?” Austin smiled back through the reflection.

      Feeling their descent slowing down, Austin glanced up at the floor number lights.  “Alright, enough playing around.” His attention turned to the hotel security. “Remember what I told you… Prince Khan isn’t a fuckin’ movie actor, he’s not Brad fuckin’ Pitt. He’s a prince and we’re not going to fuck this up… right?”
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      Before getting out of the limo, Austin sent Erik to prep the plane for takeoff and run through the final checks. Dryce sat there looking out the window at the swamps across the runway of the airport.

      “Dryce, I need to talk to you.” Austin tapped his knee with the back of his knuckles.

      “Why are there so many swamps around here?” Dryce asked, still staring out the window.

      “Those… those are the everglades. We’re in Florida, not Louisiana.” Austin tapped his knee again. “Hey, for real, look at me. All kidding aside, if you’re going to keep up with this playboy attitude, I’m going to need to hire someone else.”

      Dryce wasn’t really interested in or concerned about the conversation and looked back out the window.

      “I’m serious here. What are you doing? What are you trying to prove here?” Austin started to sound like an old stereotypical queen mother.

      “What? What does it matter? I’m never going to take my father’s chair. That job’s for my brother.” Dryce turned back around, his eyes fixated on Austin’s knot on his tie, unable to make eye contact.

      “This is about that girl isn’t it?” Austin asked gently.

      Fire erupted in Dryce’s eyes as he looked straight at Austin before declaring, “This has NOTHING to do with her!”

      Attempting to reign in Dryce’s temper before something drastic happened, Austin apologized, “Forgive me, Your Highness. I spoke out of turn.”

      Dryce sat back in the limo’s seat, saying with a sigh, “There is nothing for me at home. I haven’t been back in years so I don’t even know why I’m forced to go home now.”

      “Really? Your home country controls one hundred percent of all the imports and exports to and from China and Japan. This is the grand opening and dedication of the new bigger lock system. Which happens to now be the biggest lock system on planet earth, and it belongs to you and your family. But you can’t see why you need to be here?” Austin’s lecture continued. “With this new lock, it's going to make the Panama Canal look like a backyard stream. Your family’s wealth is going to quadruple over the next two years, further keeping you in the lifestyle you’re so comfortable living in.”

      Dryce smiled and looked back out the window to see if Erik was ready for them. “It’s funny, isn’t it?”

      Shaking his head, “What… what’s funny?” Austin sighed.

      “Canal… if you take the ‘c’ out, it spells ‘anal.’ Father’s lucky I’m not going to be the one that takes over. I think I would have to make some changes to what we call things in our country,” Dryce jokingly said trying to change the subject. Austin had overstepped when he’d mentioned that lying bitch Sofia so now Dryce had to hide his pain the only way he knew how, by being a major smart ass.

      “Good Fuck, Dryce… when are you actually going to grow up? I really had higher hopes for you once you turned twenty-three. I had hoped you might turn into a man at some point, instead of being the same snot nosed punk you’ve been since puberty,” Austin said under his breath.

      Erik stuck his head out of the plane door and waved them in. Just like he’d rehearsed many times before, Erik rushed down the boarding steps and un-holstered his side arm, holding it at the ready and scanning the area.

      Austin opened the limo door and stood there looking around. Erik’s eyes faced west, Austin looked east. With his hand down by his side, Austin motioned to Dryce letting him know it was time to move onto the plane.

      Dryce walked quickly to the plane with Austin right by his side. “Don’t you think this is all overkill?”

      “I think if something were to happen to you, or if you were to get kidnapped, the world’s economy would be immensely affected. I also think that should be something you are concerned with as well,” Austin said rushing him inside the plane. “And considering certain past situations, no, I don’t think this is all overkill.”

      Dryce rolled his eyes and hopped up the few steps into the private plane.

      Erik closed the door of the plane, locked it down and swiftly gave the thumbs up to the pilot as he re-holstered his side arm.

      “Erik, you’re American… what’s there to do in Louisiana?” Dryce asked, taking his seat on one of the couches.

      “Ummm, well, I think you would like Mardi Gras in New Orleans, sir. It’s definitely right up your alley. Tons of great music playing at all the bars. Everyone’s drinking and dancing on the streets. Girls constantly flashing their tits everywhere you look…”  Erik twitched his eyebrows up and down with smiled.

      “Enough. There is no way your over-privileged ass is going to Mardi Gras. That would be a protection nightmare,” Austin took over and shouted out.

      “You are such a buzzkill, flipping dream crusher. You know that?” Dryce said, flopping his feet up on the coffee table in front of him.

      “Hmmm, you know what’s a real dream crusher? Try dreaming when you’re dead in some hillbilly’s basement,” Austin said taking one of the seats across from him.

      “You’re also a mood killer. We were just having fun,” Dryce said, sliding a smile and a head nod over to Erik.

      “Back to what we were talking about in the limo. Are you going to be keeping this playboy shit up much longer? I’m serious. If so, I need to hire some more guards for you,” Austin repeated.

      “Getting too old for the job now, Austin?” Dryce teased.

      “No, but how you act is starting to require more personnel around you to keep you out of trouble,” Austin pointed out. “If you’re going to continue to…”

      “Yeah yeah… YES go, Ngo. Hire away, I don’t care,” Dryce quipped as he rolled his eyes.

      Erik looked over, “Hey, we’re going to have to wait until next year anyway. Mardi Gras takes place in like February, I think.”

      Dryce nodded his head and smiled, giving him a devilish ‘anything to make Austin’s job harder’ look. “Good, gives me time to plan a massive party.”

      After a couple of hours of silence between them, Austin closed his computer and put his phone down on top of it. He leaned his chair back and closed his eyes. Dryce gazed out the window then called out to the pilot.

      “Where are we now?” Dryce yelled.

      “We’re currently flying over the southeast coast line of the Persian Gulf, sir,”  the pilot answered, turning his head slightly.

      “Where…” Dryce started to ask.

      Without opening his eyes, his head still leaned back, Austin tilted his head to the side in Dryce’s direction. “We’re over Dubai.”

      “Fuck yes! I love Dubai… pilot, when we land at home, get ready to come back to Dubai after the ceremony,” Dryce perked up.

      “Yes, sir. I’ll make it happen,” the pilot nodded.

      Austin cracked one eye open and glanced at the time on his phone. “What’s our ETA?”  he shouted up to the pilot.

      “We’re looking at roughly two more hours, sir,” he said, sliding his headphone off to the side.

      “Let’s kick it up a notch. We’re actually a bit behind schedule,” Austin said as he closed his eyes again.

      “Yes, sir. I’ll have to raise our altitude and then I can speed us up,” the pilot said.

      “Mr. Keegan,” Austin called out.

      “Yes?” Erik replied.

      “Are we ready for when we land?”

      “Yes, sir. The motor pool is already in place as we speak.” Erik took his earbuds out and leaned over to Austin. “Oh, and that file you asked me for. It’s also ready for you and waiting in the limo. My contact in the states sent it over last night.”
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      The plane landed at the airport and taxied to the far end of the complex, to a large hanger containing armed guards inside as well as walking around the perimeter. As the plane approached, the hanger doors began to open. The armed guards surrounded the plane and walked inside. The men stopped at the doors and stood at the threshold, turned around and faced outward until the doors fully closed behind the plane. Erik jumped up to unlock the door as Austin began packing his computer away in his briefcase.

      “Home sweet home.” Austin looked over at Dryce. “Your father is going to be happy to see you. Fix your tie, we’re heading straight over to the ceremony.”

      Dryce looked up towards the cockpit and nodded. “Remember, let’s get ready for Dubai as soon as this is over.”

      The pilot nodded, “Right away, sir. I’ll have her ready as soon as possible.”

      “What’s with you and Dubai?” Austin asked as they walked off the plane.

      “What do you mean? Dubai is fantastic. That’s where I tasted my first piece of pussy.”  Dryce smiled. The gears in his head could be seen spinning even from behind him.

      “Do you even know what to really do with pussy?” Austin teased. “Or is that something I need to teach you as well?”

      “Even though you’ve been with me my entire life… there are some things I’ve learned without your help.” Dryce tilted his head back, looking up into the sky.

      “Will you just get your ass in the car.” Austin gently nudged him with his elbow as they walked several steps away from the plane.”We’re already late and your father is expecting you to be on your best behavior.”

      Erik stood at the limo door holding it open with one hand while he held his side arm down at his side in the ready. “You about ready to get your picture taken, kiddo?”

      Dryce shook his head as he walked up and patted Erik in the stomach. Pulling his hand back, as if he’d hurt it, he joked, “What the fuck, Tank… hitting your stomach is like hitting a brick wall.” Dryce winked, getting in the limo and sliding all the way to the front, sprawling out across the bench style seats.

      Erik looked at Austin, “Your file is in the center console, sir.”

      “Thanks.” Austin slid in, all the way across to the passenger side of the limo.

      Erik looked around one last time, holstered his sidearm and twirled his finger in the air, indicating to the rest of the motorpool it was time to roll out. He plopped himself down in the seat next to the driver’s side door of the limo and slammed the door.

      “You know, you don’t have to slam the doors anymore. This isn’t your old 1970’s Ford pickup from down on the farm,” Dryce jokingly smiled.

      “Sorry, old habit. Plus, with all this armor in these vehicles, it adds some weight to ‘em,”  Erik winked.

      “Speaking of… just how flippin’ big are you anyway?” Dryce asked.

      “Hmmm, last time I checked, I think I’m around three to three hundred and fifteen pounds.  I guess its ok, I mean, I’m like seven-foot-five-inches tall.” Erik tugged on his suit jacket showing pride in his size.

      “And that right there, that’s why I call you Tank.” Dryce looked over at Austin and watched him pull the center console down and pulled out a file folder. “Whatcha got there? What’s that?” Dryce asked, craning his neck to see what was written on the file.

      Austin quickly glanced up to see who he was talking too. “Hmmm?  This…this is your potentially new protection.” Adjusting himself in the seat, he pulled the bottom of his suit jacket out from under his ass. “This guy comes highly recommended by your buddy over here… your ‘Tank’ as you like to call him. I just have to make sure he’s a good fit for the team before we hire him.”

      A loud chuckle slipped out of Erik before he turned his focus out the window, always staying alert. “Ha… yeah, Yally is going to really surprise you, gentleman. That file doesn’t really show half the shit he’s done. There’s a lot about Yally that you’ll never read in any file. And Mr. Ngo, Yally fits in anywhere. That’s his job.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Pulling up to the ceremony, Dryce let out a long sigh. The motorpool slowly crept through the crowd. Erik pulled his wrist up to his mouth, pushing the mic button with his middle finger.

      “Bravo team, check the large group with backpacks… northwest corner,” Erik whispered into his wrist.

      Closing the file folder, Austin tucked it in the side pocket of his briefcase then fluffed his suit jacket. “Dryce, you stick to Mr. Keegan’s back until we make to the top of the stage. I’ll be right behind you.”

      “Yeah, I got it.” Dryce shrugged his shoulders. “This isn’t my first rodeo.”

      The limo stopped and there was a small crowd of women hovering over the carpeted walkway to the stage. “They’re all here to see the young eligible prince here… all of these fucking tramps, I tell ya,” Erik snickered. “I’d rather fight a raging bull driving a Mac truck than deal with two horny girls after this kid’s balls.”

      “Just be careful not to run them over too much, Keegan. There are reporters here today,”  Austin said.

      “Ya ready, kiddo?” Erik asked, tapping Dryce’s knee. “Here we go.”

      Erik opened the door and had to immediately extend his arm, blocking the area to allow for Dryce to get out behind him. The open door, Erik’s body and the back side of the limo created a triangle area for Dryce to get out and to his feet. Austin stuck behind Dryce with only one foot out.

      Austin tapped Erik on the side twice, using the nonverbal signal to move. Erik, without hesitation, mowed through the girls, making a path directly to the stage.

      At the top of the stage, Dryce embraced his mother. “Hello, Mother.” Leaning down he kissed her on her cheek.

      “Oh Dryce, don’t kiss me. Lord only knows where that mouth has been since I saw you last.” His mother playfully pushed him away and smacked him on the chest before she took his face in her petite hands and observed, “You’re such a handsome boy with your beautiful dark eyes. And that smile of yours. Why don’t you have a wife yet?”

      Looking up, Dryce noticed his father. “Dad, congratulations on today. This is a big day huh?”  Reaching over his mother, he extended his hand.

      “Have you been keeping out of trouble? You’re not giving Mr. Ngo a hard time are you?” Dryce’s father, the King, asked.

      “No, of course not, he’s been doing just fine.” Austin interrupted as he approached and shook the King’s hand. “How are you, Your Majesty?”

      “Ha, I think this country would be doing a lot better if my son here didn’t go around the world gallivanting and sowing his seed,” the King laughed.

      “Gallivanting? C’mon Dad, I’m doing nothing of the sort. I wrap it up and, besides, I like to think of it more like a charity fund,” Dryce said.

      “Charity fund? Just how do you figure?” the King asked.

      “All those girls I’ve been putting through college. I like to think that I’m educating the world.” Dryce waved to a waiter for a glass of champagne. “Just one little hottie at a time,” he said under his breath.

      “You are incorrigible you know that?”

      With a slight smile, Dryce looked out into the crowd as he brought the champagne flute to his lips. A woman stood in the middle of the crowd and immediately caught Dryce’s attention. She was sexy. Beautiful in a way that he’d never seen before. He wanted to know her immediately. The way she stood there looking at him , just barely. Her focus seemed to be on everyone else in the crowd and not so much on Dryce and the family. Her apparent disinterest in him only peaked his interest more.

      For a brief moment, their gazes locked and Dryce was captivated. Looking away first, Dryce leaned back to Erik, “Tank, do you know who that sexy ass reporter is?”

      Erik looked around. “What reporter?”

      Dryce looked back at the crowd and pointed, “The one right there.” But Dryce couldn’t find her anymore. “Oh, um. Well she was right there.” Dryce scanned the crowd again looking for the beautiful brunette, almost desperate for another glimpse of her. “I think she stole my heart,” he whispered under his breath.
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      Once the ceremony ended, Dryce was eager to get back on the plane and head for Dubai.  As the plane took off, Dryce picked up his phone and called his friend.

      “Hey buddy, what’s up?” Dryce chattered into the phone. “Yeah, man… I’m heading your way now.”

      Dryce smiled and laughed into the phone, bobbing his head up and down. “Yeah yeah, I love street races. You know I do. Is there anything else going on tonight?”

      Dryce continued to chat on the phone, laughing here and there. Erik took his own cell phone out of his pocket and started to text.

      Heaving a deep sigh and briefly closing his eyes, Austin looked over at Erik. “You know what this means, right?”

      “I’m on it boss. Got it covered. I’m texting the mechanic now.” Erik flashed his phone screen to Austin.

      “You remember last year in Dubai? The last time he attended those damn street races?” Austin asked.

      “You mean the time we had to haul ass and do damage control when his highness and his friend got caught providing alcohol to all those underage girls? Yeah, I remember that. There will not be a repeat of that,” Erik promised.

      “Exactly! Do not let that boy out of your sight.” Austin leaned forward, his elbows landing on his knees, and started to rub his temples. “I’m getting too old to keep cleaning up after him like that.”

      “Don’t worry, sir. Nothing like that is going to happen again.” Erik finished up the text and put his phone away. After a short pause, Erik looked back over at Austin. “Wait, are you not going to be with us for this party or whatever?”

      “You know the prince… the second we land in Dubai he’s going to want to head over to meet up with that bad influence friend of his. You shadow him. I’m going to try again to contact Yally,” Austin said, still rubbing his temples.

      Dryce hung his phone up and tossed it on the couch. “Hey Erik.”

      “Already got it. I just got done texting with the mechanic and we’ll have your car at the airport waiting for ya, sir.” Erik winked.

      “Tank… my man! You are the man.” Dryce smiled. “Tompika is throwing a massive party at his place tonight. This is going to be epic!”

      “Look, you can go. Of course, you can because you wouldn't listen to me even if I told you that you couldn’t go. But I don’t want you actually participating in any races. Your father already doesn’t like you having that thing as it is and he’d have my ass if you raced.” Austin tilted his head up looking at Dryce. “That car is too fast, and you’re not that experienced behind the wheel. No racing, under any circumstances.”

      “Relax, Austin. There aren’t any races going on tonight, that’s tomorrow. Tonight there is just a party at Tom’s garage,” Dryce explained.

      “Good. No races tonight,” Austin said with a roll of his eyes.

      “Besides, maybe I would have more experience if I wasn’t chauffeured all over God’s creation. If I got more practice behind the wheel then it wouldn’t be such a big deal if I wanted to race once or twice,” Dryce said swinging his legs up onto the couch.

      “You name me one of your rich prince friends who drives around by themselves? If you can name even one, then I’d consider letting you get behind the wheel.” Knowing Dryce wouldn’t be able to name anyone, Austin leaned his head back down into his hands, hiding a smug smile.

      Erik stood up and walked in front Dryce attempting to defuse the powderkeg that was about to go off. “Hey, I got an idea. Your car is going to be at the airport, right? What if we open her up on the runway? I can show you a few things on how to actually handle ol’ girl.” Erik patted him on the the shoulder and winked. “You never know… you might even learn a few things on handling a real girl out there.”

      Erik turned around and tapped Austin,“Whatcha think, boss? The airport is long and flat out by the hanger, not much for him to run into. And if he does run off the tarmac, it’s all loose dirt. He’ll be safe.”

      Austin waved his hand. “Sure, yeah yeah… that sounds fine.”

      Dryce nodded his head and smiled. Getting excited, he laid down and put on a set of headphones. Laying there, he bobbed his head around listening to his music.

      Still with his head in his hands, Austin peeked through his fingers at Dryce. The faint thumping sound of the bass from the headphones was muffled by his ears. Dryce’s eyes were closed and his head bounced around on the arm rest of the couch as he hummed the tune out loud. Austin knew he couldn’t hear a word.

      “Erik, join me over here for a second,” Austin whispered and tapped the seat next to him.

      Erik turned around and took the seat next to him. “What’s up boss? What’s going on?  You seem a bit off today. Is it all the traveling and flying?”

      “It’s not that. Look, I need to tell you something.” Concerned eyes gazed up at Erik.

      “I’m listening.” Erik leaned in closer. He could tell something important was up.

      “I received some intel that there’s talk about a possible kidnapping attempt on Dryce,” Austin began to explain as Erik’s eyes widened.

      “What?” Erik said loudly and surprised.

      “Shhh… keep it down.” Austin motioned with his hand for him to bring his volume down. “This isn’t the first time I’ve dealt with this.”

      “I know this isn’t. When did you find out?” Erik questioned.

      “About mid last week or so,” Austin quickly answered.

      “And you’re just now telling me about this?” Erik sat up straight.

      “Calm down, calm down. This is why I said we need to hire on someone new. Someone that hasn’t been seen by the press and whatnot. Someone we can trust,” Austin continued to explain.

      Erik leaned back in, nodding his head. His adrenaline was pumping, his nerves on high alert now.

      “Tell me what you know about this Yally?” Austin pulled the file folder out of his briefcase.

      “I… Hell, to tell you the truth boss, I only really know him by reputation only. I’ve never actually met him.” Erik’s eyes looked, up and to the left, like he was searching for answers somewhere in his brain housing group. “He’s got like three or four purple hearts.” He shook his head side to side. “Something like four silver stars and two silver crosses. Got out of the military around the same time I did, I think.”

      “Yeah, I got all that. I read it for myself,” Austin said, staring down at the file. “I need more. What branch of service was he in? That little tidbit wasn’t in here.”

      “Ya know, I don’t think I even know. From some of the stories I’ve heard, he was a Marine… maybe he was a Seal. All I know is that most of the shit that guy did, you’ll never see in any file or any report. He was the master at cover and concealment.” Erik smiled. “We used to joke around about some random person standing in the crowd like it was, in fact, Yally… because you just never knew. Yally could be three inches from you, or three miles. One thing is for sure… we knew the time to be scared wasn’t when he was standing right in front of you; it was when you didn’t know where he was. He was, and is, a ghost, sir.”

      “That’s good,” Austin said, his voice sounding impressed. “That’s really good. I think this is exactly what we need. Someone no one knows and can’t be on the lookout for.”

      “Oh, I can tell you this as well. The boy can shoot. He took that phrase ‘one shot, one kill’ to the absolute extreme. There’s even a story of him getting three kills with only one shot, and he holds the title for the longest shot in history. Now, don’t quote me on this, but I think it was like over four miles away, on a cold bore barrel as well, myth has it,” Erik explained.

      “What’s that even mean? Cold bore…” Austin looked up at him.

      “Well, you know bullets travel differently when the barrel of the rifle is warmed up as opposed to cold. The more rounds you put through ‘em, the more and more accurate it becomes. Yally is dead accurate with only one shot.”

      Austin nodded, “What else do you know about him?”

      “That’s about it. Like I said, he’s a ghost.  He’s the Casper that will fuck some shit up if you pay him enough.” Erik shrugged.

      Austin went back to reading through the file and Erik leaned back in the seat. After a long silent pause, Erik looked over. “Hey, do we know when this shit is supposed to go down?” he asked.

      “No, not really… the good thing about it though,” Austin looked over at Dryce still rocking out to the music, “is him.” Austin turned his head back to Erik. “That boy never stays in one place long enough anymore for anyone to plan anything. You never know what city or country he’s going to party in from one day to the next.”

      “Ain’t that the truth,” Erik said, leaning his head back.
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      Almost two hours later the plane touched down and started to taxi toward the private hanger. Dryce looked out the window and immediately spotted his car.

      “Tank… there she is,” he pointed out the window, “my ‘97 Toyota Supra. I haven’t seen this baby in about a year or so.”

      “Wow, really?” Erik got up and looked out the window next to Dryce. “A Toyota, huh?”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?” Dryce’s smile tuned into a smirk.

      “You just don’t strike me as a Toyota kind of guy. Here I thought you would have some kind of Lamborghini or some shit,” Erik jokingly said.

      “Whaaat? C’mon man.” Dryce tried to shove him away but only pushed himself back. “That Supra there’s got forged pistons, a stage five turbo, an intercooler system from hell and an exhaust system that’ll give your mom an orgasm. That bad boy there’s got over nine hundred ponies under the hood.”

      “Please don’t ever put the image of my mother like that in my head again,” Erik grinned at him, “or I’ll put a worse one in yours. Besides, I actually know a little something about that car of yours.”

      “Yeah?” Dryce still grinning ear to ear.

      “Yeah, I once knew someone that was all kinds of into that car like you would not believe.” Erik spoke softly as if he was attempting to hold in a painful memory.

      Austin stood up, packing his files and equipment. “I tell ya what, Your Highness. We’re about to arrive and park this plane. Why don’t you go warm up your car; I want to go over a few things with Mr. Keegan for a second.”

      As the plane came to a halt, Erik opened the door. Sticking his head out to look for the guards standing around, he twirled his finger around and gave the nonverbal sign to watch Dryce.

      Dryce ran off the plane like a kid at Christmas while Erik and Austin followed slowly down the steps.

      “That boy will never grow up,” Austin muttered to himself out loud. “Keegan, stick on him today… I just got an email from Yally. He’s going to be meeting me here tonight. I’ll rendezvous back with you at the hotel.” Austin made his way towards the limo.

      Erik saluted and walked to Dryce. “Ya ready, kid? Get in the passenger seat. Let me show you some shit.”

      “Tank… you’re gonna show me?” Dryce chuckled. “I got this, I know this car inside and out. Doubt there is anything you can show me that I don’t already know.”

      “Oh yeah,” Erik took the driver’s seat. “I bet I know a few things you don’t.”

      “Like what? I built this car for maximum power and speed,” Dryce said, his cockiness in full swing. “I’m sure I know things that you don’t.”

      “Oh yeah, have you ever made a woman cum twice?” Erik said with a sly look in his eye and revved the engine twice, slamming the shifter into first gear.

      Before Dryce could come up with a snappy answer, Erik popped the clutch and peeled out, leaving tire marks down the runway in front of the hanger before switching into second.

      Austin shook his head and rolled his eyes as he got in the limo. Closing the door, the driver asked, “Where to, sir?”

      “First to the hotel,” Austin looked forward. “But once we get there we’re not going to be long so don’t bother parking.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Dryce and Erik had their fun tearing up the tarmac at the private airport. Dryce took over the driver’s seat while Erik showed him the difference between short shifting and double clutching. Dryce tore out of the airport and started heading downtown to his friend’s garage. He had to admit, Erik did know a few things.

      “Tank, man… you’re going to love this town. The women here…they are second to none.” He looked back and forth, from the road to Erik and back again. “I wish you hadn’t shut down the party last time we were here though. It would have been a party for the record books with those girls.”

      “You do remember they were underage and that the cops had been called, right? Your royal ass would have ended up in jail had we not saved it,” Erik pointed out.

      Dryce rolled his eyes and sped up even more.

      “Hey there, playboy. Just focus on the road and slow it down a bit, huh. Don’t want to get us pulled over before we make it to the party.” Erik gripped the dashboard in front of him. “And… from what I recall, that wasn’t the first time you got into some major trouble here in Dubai.”

      “What? Oh, yeah… Mr. Ngo hired you on after that fight he got into.” Dryce squinted his eyes as his memory flashed back to that night.

      “You know, I never did get the actual complete story of what happened back then,” Erik remarked.

      A wretched look came over Dryce’s face. “It… it was kinda my fault.”

      Erik looked over at him. He watched Dryce’s body language as he slouched down in the seat.

      “I was actually at one of these street races… party things. It was more like a gathering of cool ass cars. I had just picked this car up off of my friend,” Dryce started to explain.

      “The one we’re going to meet now?” Erik asked, still gauging Dryce’s demeanor.

      “Yeah, I took this car out that night. And I met up with a girl I’d been messing around with. I’d met her at a different party a few months prior. She and I left the party together and, well, things got out of hand. Someone had a gun and Mr. Ngo, well, Mr. Ngo, he did his job.” Dryce’s face became blank as he stared down the road.

      “So, after that, Mr. Ngo felt like he needed more help? That’s why I’m here now,” Erik said softly.

      “Yeah, I guess so. I kinda found out later on that the girl I’d been messing around with for months, Sofia, was actually a ruse to try to get to me. They were going to ask my father for a whole bunch of money to set me free or some shit like that. Everything had been a massive set up. Thankfully, Austin had followed us. But, because Austin was by himself and there was a lot of them. Well…” Dryce continued. “Austin, kicked the shit out of most of them. But, they just kept coming and coming. So he killed one of them. I guess to prove a point to the rest and put a stop to everything.”

      Erik kept his eyes on Dryce as he drove on. Just as he was about to ask Dryce what else had happened, Dryce spoke again.

      “My dad had a field day. Absolutely laid into me about everything. Told me I should have known better. Straight up bitched at me for being so careless, like I was supposed to know that I was being played. He went off on Austin, too. Even though Austin did his job, my dad was furious with him,” Dryce admitted.

      Erik waited when Dryce went silent again. The silence in the car was deafening until Erik broke it. “Is that why you are the way you are?”

      “Yeah, I guess. It really fucked with me. I mean, I was seconds from death. The guy Austin shot had a handful of my hair and had a knife pressed to my throat. Hell, I kept thinking ‘I’m dead already.’ Austin had just knocked out another one of the guys but they kept coming. He turned and saw that asshole behind me and he pulled his gun. He warned the guy to let me go but he just laughed at Austin. Next thing I know, the guy let go of my hair and the knife fell away from my throat as the guy dropped. Austin had shot him. I felt the gust of air from the bullet as it shot past my cheek and hit the guy in the face. I looked down at the guy and half his face was missing. It was then that I realized it was all over me,” Dryce recalled quietly.

      Erik waited.

      “After Dad chewed my ass, I just decided I was going to live my life my way. If I was going to die at any time, I wanted to have my fun. Hell, I had only been nineteen and was seconds away from death once already, so why not live it up,” Dryce finished.

      “Hey, I get it. Was a majorly fucked up situation. You’re still blaming yourself and trying to bury your guilt. Mr. Ngo is a great guy. He’s been with you your entire life, and it’s his job to protect you. But it’s more than just a job to him,” Erik tried to ease the tension. “I’ll tell ya what kiddo… Mr. Ngo scares the shit out of even me. Yeah, he’s not as big as me. But he’d fuck someone up if he had too. And he’d give his life to protect you.”

      “I know. But it was my horny nineteen year old mind that hadn’t seen what was happening. I had walked away from Austin that night and he didn’t know where I was at first. So yeah, you’re here because if he had some help that night, you guys would have been able to handle it and get me out of there safely. No one would have had to die that night.” Dryce glanced over at him.

      “You’ve grown up and hopefully know better now. Don’t leave my sight and no one else will have to die,” Erik said then.

      “I’m not stupid enough to go off without telling you where I’m going. But I never figured you’d be the kind of guy who would want to watch me,” Dryce said with a smirk.

      “You know that’s not what I meant, you little shit,” Erik replied.

      “You’re learning, Tank. You’ve finally dropped the ‘sir’ bullshit,” Dryce joked. The previous somber tension in the car gone.

      Dryce pulled up to an older looking building and cut the engine. The sliding garage doors were open and, because of the angle of the sun, it was dark inside. Erik looked around scouting the area. Dryce stepped out of the car and walked around to the passenger side while Erik unhinged his own door.

      Dryce walked up the to doorway and yelled in, “Yo… where are ya, fuckhead?” He turned back to Erik.

      The silhouette of a guy rus  hed out, bear hugging Dryce from behind, picking him up.

      Without hesitation Erik bounded away from the car, grabbed the guy by the back of his neck, picked him up and slammed him on the ground face down. All in one swift move Erik’s sidearm was un-holstered and pointed at the back of the man’s head. Erik dropped his knee into the guy’s back and started looking around for anymore attackers.

      “How many more do you have with you?” Erik asked forcefully as he examined the area.

      “Whoa! Whoa! Whoa! Holy shit! Hold up Tank! Tank, this is my friend. This is Tompika,” Dryce leaped over grabbing ahold of Erik’s arm. “Tompika has royal blood as well. Let him up.”

      Instantly, Erik stood up, holstering his hand cannon, and picked Tompika from the ground. “Your Highness, my deepest apologies,” Erik said, embarrassed. “I didn’t recognize you. Please forgive me.”

      “My God, man.” Tom looked up at Erik, astonished by his size never having seen him up close before now. “Dryce… where the fuck did you find this guy?" he said rubbing the back of his neck.

      Dryce smiled and bounced his attention between the both of them. “Tank, you don’t need to call this lame fucker ‘Highness.’ He’s got so many siblings he’ll never make it up the ranks in his family.” He patted Tompika’s chest, “And besides. Who the hell wants to rule the desert?” Dryce laughed.

      “Hey, fucker. That desert is fueling that sexy ass car of yours.” He turned to Erik. “And please, just call me Tom.”

      “Ahh, such a long time… how have you been?” Dryce said giving Tom a hug.

      “Oh good, good. Just out here living the dream,” Tom replied. “Oh… check this out.” Tom pushed the both of them in the garage.

      As the trio entered Tom’s garage, the darkness faded and their eyes adjusted from the sun to the fluorescent lights inside.

      Dryce’s eyes opened wide. “Is that what I think it is? Is that a Skyline?” he breathed, awe dripping from every word.

      “It sure is. You took my Supra so I had to upgrade. She’s a 1998 Skyline R34.” Tom smiled.

      Erik shook his head, walking along behind them still scanning around. “Who’da thunk it.  Two freakin’ princes with money galore, love those little rice burners. And… y’all are a bunch of gearheads to boot.”

      Dryce hopped up on the car lift and stuck his head in the car window. “Tank, you just don’t get it. These sexy machines are just like women, but better in so many ways. They’ll never get mad or jealous if you ride another car. They’ll never cheat on you. And they’ll never ever get pissed off if you trade them in for a newer model.”

      Tom laughed. “Ahh yes, but they’ll also take all of your money if you don’t take care of them. And if you don’t treat them juuuust right… they’ll leave your ass stranded in the middle of nowhere.” Tom pointed up at Dryce. “Speaking of ladies… bro, there are going to be some fuckin’ hot ones here tonight. You’re definitely going to get laid.”

      “Oh thank god… I had a ceremony thing with my parents this morning, and now I could totally use a good blow job,” Dryce said hopping down off the lift.

      Tom reached back and rubbed the back of his neck once again. “Maybe we can get your big friend over here one too.”
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      Austin returned to the limo after arranging the accomodations with the hotel and picked up his phone to text Erik the suite information. The little blue light at the top of his phone flashed on and off.

      It was an email from Yally.

      [Mr. Ngo, my flight will be landing at approximately 17:55 your local time. I’m eager for the opportunity to work with you.]

      Closing his email, he took note of the time. “Driver, we’ve got less than thirty minutes to get to the airport.” Austin slid his phone away in his jacket pocket. “The international terminals, please.”

      With almost a sigh of relief, Austin started to think to himself. I really hope this guy is all that his file makes him out to be. At this point I just really hope he’s half of what his file says and he takes the job. Prince Khan isn’t a teenager anymore and he’s grown out of amusement parks. It's getting harder and harder everyday to keep that boy out of trouble. I really wish he would just settle down and meet someone. We really need this guy to take this job.

      “Excuse me sir, what airline are we looking for?” the driver asked looking back through the rear view mirror.

      “Umm, you know… I don’t actually know. The flight is coming in from America and it arrives at 5:55,” Austin said.

      “Yes, sir. I’ll call and get the information,” the driver replied.

      Pulling up in front of the terminal, Austin got out of the limo and quickly glanced at his phone for the time as he walked inside.

      Standing at the bottom of the escalators he looked for Mr. Yally to arrive. Fuck, I have no idea what he looks like.

      A tall slender gentleman appeared at the top of the escalator carrying an old military style backpack. As he got on the escalator he glanced around. Noticing Austin standing there he did a head nod. As the man exited the escalator, Austin slowly started to step towards him when a young girl yelled out from behind him. “Daddy!” she screamed, running up to him.

      Austin shook his head. Too good to be true, he thought.

      A somewhat attractive woman walked past him and out the sliding doors. But since Austin was so wrapped up in trying to identify Yally he hadn’t spared the woman more than a quick glance.

      The traffic of passengers began to thin out. Austin turned his head to both sides and became aware of the fact that there he was now standing alone in the middle of the terminal. With his phone still in his hand, he raised it up to double check the time. I must have missed him. Or, did he get the time mixed up? he pondered.

      Shrugging it off, he turned around and walked back to the limo, resigned to the fact that he would email Yally back once he was inside. Unbuttoning his suit jacket, he opened the door and dashed in, fluffing his jacket out before sitting down in the limo .

      As he looked toward the driver, about to instruct him to head back to the hotel, he noticed he was not alone. A woman sat on the bench seat adjacent to him.

      “Can I help you?” Austin inquired as he slowly made his way for his sidearm.

      “Mr. Ngo, my name is Yally. You’ve been expecting me,” she said.

      Cocking his head to the side, and trying to mask his surprise, Austin said, “Ahh, yes… Ms. Yally, nice to meet you. I was waiting for you. But you must have slipped by me without my seeing you.”

      “I prefer to be as invisible as possible,” Yally said.

      She sat there with her legs crossed and her hands on her knee. Her highlighted dark brown hair was up in a bun, using what looked like two chop sticks to hold it in place.  She wore a full business style pants suit, black on black, and heels. Nothing about her really stood out. She had the potential to be very attractive, but she was playing a role; business casual and conservative. And she couldn’t have weighed more than a buck ten. No wonder Austin hadn’t paid her much attention in the terminal.

      “To the hotel please,” Austin shouted out to the driver as he closed the window that separated them, segregating them for their impending conversation.

      With another glance at her, he was shocked that the file he had been reading was about a woman. “I’m very sorry, as I read through your file…” Austin started to speak.

      “You thought I was man,” Yally interrupted. “I know, well I figured. I get that a lot. Not many people would assume that a woman was capable of all the things I am.”

      “My apologies. So tell me about yourself?” Austin was getting right to business.

      “Why don’t you tell me what you need me for?” Yally replied simply.

      “Uh, I don’t really know what I can use you for if I don’t know what you can do,” Austin said snarkily.

      “You read my file, you know what I can do.” Yally turned her head and looked out the window.

      “To be honest with you. Some of this stuff is a little hard to believe, especially now knowing you’re a woman. I don’t know if half of the stuff in this file is true or not.” Austin smiled.

      “Mr. Ngo… I can assure that that file you have there in your hand, based on the thickness of it, isn’t even half of what is true.” Yally turned her head back to him, locking eyes. “So, again, why don’t you tell me what your issues are, and I’ll tell you what I can do.”

      Shaking his head up and down. Austin blinked, releasing her lock she had on him. “Okay, what all do you know already?” Austin asked.

      Yally rolled her eyes, took in a deep breath through her nose and sighed out of her mouth. “I know that roughly five years ago, you sir, got into a brawl turned street fight on the streets of this city. You ended up killing someone. Am I correct?” Her eyebrows twitched upward.

      Austin nodded slightly indicating the answer was ‘yes.’

      Yally continued, “It was over a kidnapping attempt if my research serves me. Shortly after, you hired a colleague of mine, Mr. Keegan.”

      “Colleague?  Mr. Keegan told me that he’s never actually met you. He only knew you by reputation,” Austin spit out.

      “We’ve never been formally introduced, but I’ve been in the same room as him a few times before.  He’s former military… Marine if I remember right.” Yally paused briefly before continuing, “Then, last year, you and Mr. Keegan had to work some magic to keep the prince from being arrested for providing alcohol to a bunch of underage girls and off the radar of the local police when a party was broken up after yet another street race he attended. Now the Khan royal family just opened the new lock system in southeast Asia which will revolutionize the entire world’s trade and economy. So, here’s what I think. Only because I’ve been on a damn airplane for hours, and I have no time for continued games. Prince Khan has either been kidnapped and you want me to get him back, or you’ve received intel that he’s going to be and you want me to help you stop that from happening,” Yally said seriously.

      “Well then, you’ve just about got it.” Austin stretched his arms out across the back seat.  “You’re right, that it hasn’t happened yet. And I don’t want it to happen at all.” He squinted his eyes and leaned his head forward, looking at her deeply. “Five years ago, I didn’t know. No one knew. I thought it was just another street brawl that started because he was talking to the wrong girl.”

      Tilting her head off to the side she looked back at him sideways. “You’re one hell of a brawler for your age. From what I understand you took on, what? Ten… fifteen guys.”

      Austin adjusted himself in the seat, growing increasingly uncomfortable with her scrutiny. “Look, I did what I had to do. I was by myself and there was no other way for me to get Prince Khan out of there with no additional help. The fight wasn’t going to end. So, I ended it. I did what I had to do then and I would do it again if I had to. Anything to keep the prince safe,” Austin said, becoming defensive.

      “Hey, you’re not going to get any arguments from me. They’re actually lucky that I wasn’t there… I’d have killed them all. You just killed one.” Yally smirked.

      “That was one too many,” he replied, sorrow tingeing the edge of his voice.

      “Maybe,” she nodded her head up and down. “Maybe you’re right.” She uncrossed her legs and sat up. Leaning forward toward him, she continued. “You sacrificed that one life to end the fight that night, right?”

      “What’s your point?” Austin said, still in a defensive tone.

      “Maybe, just maybe if you ended all of them that night, we wouldn’t be here today having this conversation.” She leaned back mimicking his posture. “But, not to worry, I’m not here to tell you how to do your job. What you could have, should have… that’s all in the past and there isn’t shit we can do about it now, right?” Dropping her arms down to her side, she sat up straight. “What I can tell you, though, is that I can help you. I’ve outlined my prices in our previous correspondence. But I’m not here as a babysitter for some spoiled little brat. That is for you and Mr. Keegan to continue doing what you two do. I provide added, inconspicuous, protection.”

      Yally, using her middle finger knuckle, knocked on the glass window to the driver. As the window rolled half way down, she barked an order for the driver to pull over.

      “Why are we pulling over?” Austin questioned.

      “Because I’m getting out.” Yally started to scooch toward the passenger side door.

      “Here? We’re literally in the middle of the desert. There’s another twenty miles or so to the hotel,” Austin tried to explain.

      “I am well aware of where we are, Mr. Ngo. My car has been following us ever since we left the airport,” she said, grabbing ahold of the door handle. “After this, you won't see me again unless I need you to. Trust me. You’re going to know that I’m around, and that I’m watching. If anything happens, I will be right there to handle it.” Just as she opened the door and started to get out, she hesitated and sat back down. “Oh, where is he now?”

      “Prince Khan and Mr. Keegan are going to be at party thrown by Prince Tompika tonight and I have been told there is a race or something tomorrow night,” Austin said.

      “Another street race huh? Kinda sounds familiar.” Yally exited the limo and slammed the door, walking back toward oncoming traffic.

      Austin sighed deeply. What the fuck just happened? Did I interview her? Or did I just get interviewed?
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      So when are all these hotties supposed to get here?” Dryce asked. “I’m going stir crazy.” He was starting to pace around Tom’s garage apartment.

      “Dude, relax. I told everyone to come over around ten. Look at the expensive watch on your dainty little wrist. It’s only a little after nine,” Tom pointed out. “You’ll be knee deep in girls soon enough.”

      Dryce emitted what could have only been described as a growl and walked down the stairs into the garage to pour himself a drink.

      “If you’re going to make me wait longer then I’m pouring myself a fuckin’ drink,” he called up to Tom.

      “Knock yourself out,” Tom called back to him.

      Dryce poured himself a healthy glass of vodka and dropped a slice of lime into the iced liquid. Draining half the drink in one swallow, Dryce looked around for Tank and noticed him off to the side on his phone. Refilling his own glass, and pouring a drink for Tank, Dryce walked towards the behemoth in the corner.

      “Have a drink, Tank,” Dryce said as he held out the glass to Tank.

      “You know damn well that I can’t drink tonight. I’m on duty,” Tank replied.

      Dryce shook his head and downed the glass of vodka he’d offered to Tank before taking another sip of his own.

      “Take it easy there, kid. Don’t want to get too trashed before all these skanks show up,” Tank pointed out.

      Dryce rolled his eyes and walked back over to the makeshift bar he and Tom had set up earlier.

      “Where the fuck is everyone?” he yelled up to Tom again.

      “Oh, they’re on their way,” Tom yelled back. “You act like you haven’t been laid in years. I bet your ass woke up with like three chicks in your bed with you.”

      Mumbling, Dryce answered, “It was only two and they were in the shower when I woke up.”

      “What? What was that?” Tom still teasing.

      “Nothing,” Dryce called, getting even more impatient.

      “Have another drink,” Tom said while walking down the stairs.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Erik was leaned against the Supra checking his phone to touch base with Austin to let him know they were at the party but that nothing was going on yet.

      “Tank…” Dryce playfully yelled over. “You ready for this? Dude, it’s going to be off the fucking chain. The girls at these parties are insane and down for anything.” Dryce danced his way around the cars. “Shit, Tank… you might even get some action tonight.”

      “Your idea of action and mine are two way, way different things. And no, I do not want my kind of action tonight,” Erik responded.

      Erik’s phone began to buzz in his pocket. He reached in and pulled it out. It was a text from Austin.

      [I just met with Yally. I think, I think she took the job. But I have no idea what the fuck just happened. Austin]

      Erik cocked his head slightly as confusion furrowed his brow. Not sure what the message meant, he clicked the reply button.

      [Mr. Ngo, did he say no? What all happened? What all was said?]

      Erik kept his phone in his hand, waiting for the response from Austin.

      Moments later Erik’s hand buzzed again. Austin had replied.

      [First of all, he is actually a she. And ‘Ms.’ Yally didn’t say no. She didn’t exactly say yes either though. As a matter a fact, she jumped out of the car in the middle of the street.]

      Erik’s heart skipped a beat. A shit eating grin rushed across his face as he started typing back to him.

      [He’s a she? And she didn’t say no, so I think it's safe to say ‘she’s’ in.]

      Erik slipped his phone back into his pocket. He couldn’t help but feel a slight chub in his pants, knowing everything in Yally’s file had been about a woman. Damn, if that wasn’t super fucking hot.

      Erik looked up just in time to see the first flood of barely dressed girls walk into the garage. He took a deep breath and mentally prepared himself for what he could only guess would be a long night. Hopefully the party wouldn’t get too out of control. After everything Austin had told him about the chatter surrounding Dryce, Erik was ready for anything.
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      A couple of hours later, Erik walked the outskirts of the party again, his focus always on Dryce as he watched everyone milling around. With the amount of alcohol these people consumed, it was any wonder they could still walk around and function. The bass from the giant speakers scattered around the garage rattled the numerous empty bottles that were strewn all over the floor.

      Off in one corner was a game that appeared to be a cross between spin the bottle and strip something or another. Most of the girls over there were down to just barely there thongs and the guys were in boxers. Erik shook his head and continued his observation.

      Dryce, as usual, was surrounded by a group of girls all trying to be one of the ones on his arms. Tom was nearby shaking his head at the blatant desperation of a few of them. Erik couldn’t help but shake his head too. The amount of women after Dryce’s dick was enough to make a prostitute blush.

      Erik circled close to Dryce and tapped his shoulder slightly. “Everything good over here?” he asked quietly.

      Dryce turned to face Erik and slurred slightly, “Things are great over here, Tank. Join us. I told you I’d share some of these hotties with you.”

      “No thanks,” Erik said, turning to walk away, much to the dismay of a few of the girls in Dryce’s entourage.

      “You’re missing out,” Dryce called after him before turning his attention back to the ladies in front of him.

      Erik couldn’t help but chuckle to himself as he shook his head. Completing another circuit of the garage, he positioned himself just inside the door where he could keep an eye on Dryce and see who was going in and out.

      Just as his phone vibrated in his pocket, Erik caught sight of a reporter with a camera walking into the garage. Totally out of place, the guy looked around for someone and zeroed in on Dryce. Like a dog with a bone, the reporter stalked over to Dryce with his camera plastered to his face. Erik raced over to intercept the intruder when suddenly the camera was knocked to the ground.

      When Erik reached the prince, he looked over to see the reporter clutching his side as he bent over to retrieve the pieces of his camera. Looking around quickly, Erik caught a glimpse of a petite brunette rounding the bracket of the open garage door. Losing sight of the mystery girl, he focused back on his detail.

      “Your highness, stay here and do NOT move. I need to escort that reporter out of the garage, quietly,” Erik whispered into Dryce’s ear.

      Dryce nodded and followed Erik’s line of sight until he noticed the commotion. Silently, Erik slipped away from Dryce and came up behind the reporter.

      “Here, let me get that for you,” Erik said, grabbing the reporter’s free wrist.

      “I’m allowed to be here,” came the weak objection.

      “No, you weren’t invited and you are now being told to leave.”

      “Give me back my camera,” the reporter begged.

      “Oh, this?” Erik asked as he ‘accidentally’ dropped it, breaking it further.

      “You son of a bitch,” the reporter spat.

      Wrenching the man’s wrist further behind his back, Erik purposely stomped on the remaining pieces of the camera as he escorted the reporter out the door. At the door, Erik increased the pressure he applied to the weaker man’s wrist, making the reporter yelp and try to twist free.

      “Do not let me catch you back here, or you’ll bring hell down on your head,” Erik promised threateningly.

      Another quick jerk had the reporter vigorously shaking his head in the affirmative.

      “I need you to verbally tell me that you understand,” Erik pushed.

      “I understand,” the reporter squeaked out. As soon as Erik released his wrist the reporter scampered away and disappeared into the night.

      Erik walked back over to where the pieces of the reporter’s broken camera were still scattered on the floor. Pocketing the various pieces, Erik looked over to where he’d left Dryce. Catching the prince’s attention, Erik nodded once then indicated he’d be back in his position near the front. Dryce nodded back then turned his attention back to the story Tom was telling the gaggle of girls surrounding them. Laughter from what Erik could only guess was a lame joke reached his ears.

      Remembering his vibrating phone from moments ago, Erik pulled his phone from the pocket of his suit coat and illuminated the screen. It was Austin wanting an update on what was going on. Choosing his words carefully, Erik filled Austin in on what had just happened with the reporter.

      [Had a slight instance with a reporter that snuck in. But it was handled. Camera broken and reporter escorted out.]

      Erik held his breath while he waited for Austin to reply. Thankfully, the reply was almost instant.

      [Do I need to be present?]

      Erik internally debated before replying.

      [No, the situation is squashed and the prince is fine. In his element. There is no need for you to be here, sir.]

      [Keep me informed.]

      [Will do.]

      Erik was glad Austin hadn’t pushed the issue.

      Slipping his phone back into his pocket, Erik looked up in time to see Dryce walking up the stairs into Tom’s apartment with three girls in tow.

      Just before he ducked into the apartment, Dryce looked out and caught Erik’s eye. With a nod from Erik, Dryce turned to step into the apartment when he caught a glimpse of a familiar face off in the corner; he just couldn’t place from where.
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      Dryce rolled over and ended up face first in a naked pair of breasts. Pulling back, he somewhat recognized one of the three girls he’d brought up to the apartment in the wee hours of the morning. Attempting to shift so he could get off Tom’s spare bed, Dryce felt the weight of the other two girls across his legs. Looking down at his legs, Dryce noticed the other two girls were wrapped up in each other and in the sheets.

      Carefully trying to extricate himself from the extra bodies, Dryce tumbled off the bed and landed on his bare ass. He couldn’t help but laugh at himself. Getting to his feet, Dryce located his pants and pulled them on before padding barefoot to the door. Pulling it open, he came face to face with Erik’s smiling face.

      “Well, good afternoon sleepyhead. Finally awake I see,” Erik singsonged.

      Dryce flipped him off on his way to the kitchen for coffee. Erik laughed as he went back to reading the newspaper he’d found on the coffee table.

      “You’re too fucking cheerful in the morning, Tank,” Dryce called over his shoulder.

      “It’s not morning anymore,” Erik shouted.

      “You’re impossible,” Dryce muttered as he poured the biggest mug of coffee he could find. Leaning against the counter, Dryce sipped his coffee and waited until the caffeine pumped life back into his tired body.

      “Head’s up,” Erik said as he stepped into the kitchen, tossing a bottle at Dryce.

      Barely getting the mug down before the pill bottle reached him, Dryce haphazardly caught the magic pills Erik always had on him.

      “You’re forgiven,” Dryce said as he palmed two pills. Tossing the pills to the back of his throat he washed them down with coffee.

      “I asked Mr. Ngo to send the driver to drop off some things for you so you could feel a little more human today, without having to go back to the hotel,” Erik said, indicating the bag in the hallway.

      “How do you do it, Tank?” Dryce said, finishing his first cup of coffee and pouring another.

      “Do what? Anticipate what you need to function?” Erik asked.

      “Yeah,” Dryce said.

      “Four years of watching over you, I learned a thing or two about how you operate,” Erik explained.

      With a coffee cup salute, Dryce walked down the hall to grab the bag the limo driver had dropped off and disappeared into the bathroom. About to close the door, Dryce popped hi head back into the hall and called out, “Do something about them will you please?”

      Erik rolled his eyes and took a deep breath before walking down the hall, past the bathroom, to the room Dryce had spent the night in with the most recent batch of girls. Seeing the three naked girls on the bed, Erik cleared his throat loudly before delivering the bad news and offering to call them each a cab.

      [image: ]
* * *

      The rest of the day passed quickly with Dryce and Tom playing around with the cars in Tom’s garage.

      Erik approached the princes while they had their heads buried under the hood of the Supra. “Why do y’all put all that crap all over an already beautiful car?”

      “What do you mean?” Dryce inquired peeking his head out from underneath the hood.

      Erik heavy handed patted the top of the raised up hood. “Like this, what’s the purpose of the carbon fiber hood?” Cocking his head toward the rear of the car, “And that, that big ass muffler making all that loud ass noise.”

      “Oh my god!” Tom shouted out, “just like talking to my dad over here.”

      Laughter erupted from Dryce. “It’s like this Tank. Take a girl…”

      “I prefer woman,” Erik intruded in.

      “Ok then, a woman,” Dryce continued. “She’s already a beautiful thing. No matter the make or model. Some are bigger than others, and some are faster. Yet, still beautiful. Slap a bit of makeup on them and they can become stunningly gorgeous.”

      “Aw yes, but not too much makeup or they become busted,” Tom chimed in.

      Dryce stood up stretching his back, wiping his hands off with a shop rag. “What? The hood? It reduces the weight and plus it looks awesome as well. Think of it like a push up bra. As for the exhaust, kinda the same thing. It’s lighter, stronger, bigger pipes, and it allows the engine to breathe. It helps add more O2 for a hotter burn of the fuel. Think of that like a girl that can deepthroat you for an hour straight, and the engine is your dick.”

      Erik grinned and nodded at Tom. “And what about you? What’s so great about your car?”

      “What do you mean what’s so great about my car?” Tom canked his head to the side, “my car is Nissan Skyline R34 GTR, bro.”

      Erik just stood there shaking his head side to side, waiting for the answer to his not rhetorical question.

      “The Supra and Skyline have been the biggest competitors for years now. Both are insanely customizable and has an enormous amount of aftermarket parts. Both of them have a straight six engine, for the Supra its the 2JZ and the Skyline has the RB26, both twin turbo,” Tom explained.

      “So which one’s better?” Tank shrugged.

      “Which one’s better?” Tom laughed nudging Dryce with his elbow.

      Mirroring Tom’s laugh, “Which do you prefer? A redhead or a blonde?

      [image: ]
* * *

      As the sunlight started to fade outside, Tom threw his rag down on the top of the toolbox and looked over at Dryce.

      “Let’s go, pretty boy. Time to get washed up and head over to tonight’s race,” Tom called over to Dryce.

      “Works for me,” he replied. “Erik, time to get ready to party.”

      Erik rolled his eyes and pulled out his phone to update Mr. Ngo.
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      The exhaust sound vibrated Erik’s knees as Tom’s Skyline started and the engine revved. Being an American muscle fan himself, even he got a bit excited. But he had to put all that aside right now. He was there to protect Dryce and there was no way Erik wanted to be on Austin’s bad side, though a small part of him hoped for some action and excitement tonight. The last four years had been somewhat boring compared to what he’d done just before having to leave the

      states and come watch over Dryce.

      While driving to the gathering spot, Erik looked over at Dryce.

      “Hey kiddo. Check this out. I’m not a fan of having to kill anyone anymore. You know, like Mr. Ngo did. So, tonight can you do me a solid? Stick to the rules… you know what they are. Just keep me in sight. So if you can see me, I can see you. Please.”  Erik’s tone became the most serious Dryce had ever heard.

      “No… you got it man. I promise. But, I’m still gonna mack on some honeys,” Dryce said playfully. “So don’t stay too close, unless you plan on joining in.” Dryce winked at Erik mischievously.

      “And as you should, Your Highness,” Erik replied with a smile, bringing the mood back. “But I don’t particularly play well with others when it comes to sharing.”

      Dryce, following Tom’s Skyline, pulled in at what appeared to be a multi-level parking garage at a shopping mall. On the ground level cars were lined up, blasting music. The trunks were open and each car’s trunk seemed to be completely lined with speakers from left to right. The rear view mirror on the Supra rattled and shook as Dryce drove down the line of cars. Women  walked up and down line of cars in their mini skirts, energetically bouncing along with the bass of the techno music. Every one of the girls wore only a bikini top and there was a set of cleavage for every tire in the place.

      Tom and Dryce crept on through to the upper levels. A few levels up was where the American cars were staged.

      “Ahhh, ya see… home sweet home. This is my love right here.” Erik nudged Dryce with the back side of his wrist.

      Dryce laughed and shook his head. “You do know, that due to the sheer weight and the difference in the cams… there is no amount of money that you could put into any of these cars that would make it compete with my ride,” he said.

      “Don’t blame the car. Blame the driver, kiddo.” Erik continued to look around, watching for anything out of place and stealing glances at each of the cars as they passed.

      As Erik gawked at the line of Ford mustangs, almost lined up in order by year, he noticed a guy standing off in the corner. The man did a triple take at the sight of Dryce and franticly dug around in his pocket for his phone. Dryce turned the corner heading up to the next level of the garage and Erik kept that guy in sight for as long as he could. The phone went to the strange man’s ear while he stared directly at Dryce. With one last look at him, Erik noted the man’s bizarre clothes. Fuckin’ skinny ass tool wearing a red and black plaid long sleeve shirt in the fuckin’ desert. That should be easy to spot.

      Dryce tapped Erik in the chest with the back of his knuckles, “Hey hey… this is our level here. Every car up here is worth over a mil.”

      “A million dollars?” Erik said, twitching his eyebrows.

      “Yeah… and you remember what I was saying about cars being like women? Just wait until you see these chicks,” Dryce said as he cracked a devilish smile.

      “Yeah, well remember what I said about sticking close to me,” Erik said.

      Tom pulled ahead to the middle of the platform and angled the Skyline to the right. Dryce followed, pulling the Supra up next to him angling his car to the left.  The front of the cars nearly touching. With the Skyline being a right hand drive, and the Supra a left, Tom and Dryce got out of the cars facing each other.

      In no time at all, girls lined up and began to surround Dryce and Tom. Erik got out and walked to trunk of the Supra and leaned over, his eyes more observant than ever.

      Dryce was quick to fill his arms with two girls on each side. “Ladies, ladies…” was all Erik could make out over the noise of the crowd.

      Dryce leaned over to one of the girls milling around him in the bunch. She was a bit taller than he, and her huge tits were stuffed into what seemed like dental floss bikini top. Dryce’s eyes and head nodded towards Erik as she turned around and checked him out. Dryce slapped her ass and propelled her over to him.

      Erik shook his head ‘no’ at him, while Dryce nodded his head back ‘yes’. The grin on Dryce’s face showed that this was him. He was in his element. The music, the cars, the half-to-mostly-naked girls. Every kid there was dressed like Dryce. The top two buttons on his fifty-thousand-dollar shirt were undone. The hundred thousand dollar suits, the ten pounds of gold wrapped around his body. This is where he was happy and Erik knew it.

      “I was told to call you Tank,” she giggled as she stood there in front of Erik, flaunting her tits at him. “I’ve never rode a tank before…you think we can change that tonight… Tank?” she said licking her lips suggestively.

      Almost flattered and yet embarrassed, Erik smiled. About to reply to her, he caught a glimpse of red and black flannel in his peripheral walking out of the stairwell. With his face toward hers, he focused in on the flannel with only his eyes. Oblivious to being ignored, the bimbo tried to cuddle up to Erik as he tried to walk around her. Moving her to the other side so he was now in between her and Dryce, Erik scanned the crowd of people again. The flannel shirt had vanished. A petite brown haired girl with pigtails walked out of the stairwell.

      Erik looked around again then looked back at Dryce. He was still there surrounded by even more girls, smiling and trying to run through a conversation with Tom. Across the platform, Erik spotted the brunette again. She had high pigtails over her ears, wearing a white button down shirt tied in a knot just under her pushed up boobs. She was wearing by far the longest skirt at this gathering thus far. Erik watched her walking away towards another group. She turned and their eyes met over the sea of people. She winked at him before mixing in with the mass of bodies..

      Is that? Erik was unsure if he said that out loud or in his own head. He blinked and looked over again. The pig tails were gone. Erik surveyed the platform, scanning group by group off in the distance.

      Over the loud music, another girl stood in the doorway to the stairs and screamed. “Help.  Oh my God!” she squealed over and over.

      Tom and Dryce started to rush over but Erik extended his arm, holding Dryce back and keeping him guarded behind his arm. Tom poked his head into the stairwell and looked back, looking directly at Erik and Dryce. He waving his hand at Erik to come over.

      “Tank… come look at this,” Tom shouted.

      “Stay tight next to me,” Erik muttered over his shoulder at Dryce.

      Slowly walking towards the commotion, pushing through the masses and scanning the area for anything suspicious, Erik shoved onlookers out of the way. Before poking his head in, he looked around again, searching for the pigtails. Planting his size seventeen shoe on the door to brace it open, Erik reached back and grabbed ahold of Dryce’s arm.

      He peeked in. It was the flannel kid. His body lay face down on the landing while his head was face up in a completely unnatural way. His left hand, also face up, was still cupped like he had been holding a phone, but there wasn’t one.

      Turning back around, still holding on to Dryce, Erik pulled him back to the Supra.

      “Get in the car. I’m driving,” Erik ordered.

      He opened the door for Dryce, and forced him in quickly. Erik jogged around the car to the driver’s side. Before getting in himself, he looked up and called out to Tom, “You need to get out of here. Now!”

      Not trying to argue with a guy that damn big, Tom nodded his head up and down in agreement and jumped in the Skyline.
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      With Dryce safely locked in the car, Erik sped out of the parking garage. Reaching in his pocket for his cell phone, he tossed it over to Dryce. “Call Mr. Ngo. Now.”

      Trying to follow Erik’s direction while being bounced around in the passenger seat, Dryce fumbled around with the phone. “Got it. It’s ringing.” Dryce clicked the speaker phone button.

      “Go for Ngo,” Austin answered.

      “Austin… it’s a no go. We’ve got some shit,” Erik franticly shouted while trying to navigate through the city towards the hotel.

      “Is the Prince okay?” Austin asked.

      “I’m fine, I’m right here,” Dryce was quick to answer.

      “What’s going on?” Austin tried to get a grasp of what was happening.

      “There was a murder. Some guy got offed in the stairwell. I didn’t see what happened. I didn’t think it was a good scene for Dryce to be at once the cops and everyone showed up. So, I got him out of there as soon as I could before we got stuck in the garage,” Erik shouted into the phone. Glancing back in the rear view mirror, he noticed a set of headlights coming up on him fast. “And, I think we’ve got a tail.”

      Dryce looked back too, “No no… it’s just Tom.”

      Erik looked at him quickly then back at the road. “How do you know? It can’t be—we left him way behind.”

      “Tank… those are the headlights of a Skyline R34. I could tell what those look like from a mile away. Plus, that car is actually way faster than this one.”

      Austin shouted, his voice frenzied, “Erik, get the Prince here now!”

      “We’re on the way and we’re coming in hot,” Erik barked, swerving around traffic.

      “I’m on the way down to the loading docks of the hotel. I’ll meet you there.” Austin was back to his refined self as he hung up the phone, though his tone left no room for argument. Everyone knew what could be at stake.

      Roughly twenty minutes later, having backtracked and made extra turns to avoid being followed, Erik power slid around the corner leading to the hotel’s loading docks. The muffler from the Supra backfired as he skidded to a halt. Dryce slowly opened the passenger door while Austin and three armed security guards from the hotel staff quickly surrounded him.

      “Where’s Tompika?” Austin directed his question over the roof of the car at Erik.

      Standing there with his right foot still in the car, Erik turned. “We lost him somewhere in the traffic.”

      Austin nodded and directed Dryce and the guards inside as he followed behind. Erik cautiously brought up the rear.

      Back in the hotel suite, Erik locked the door behind Austin and Dryce. Hotel security stayed positioned outside in the hallway, explicit instructions not to let anyone near the suite doors.

      “Ok, now tell me everything that happened,” Austin said taking a breath.

      Shrugging his shoulders, Dryce looked back and forth between Austin and Erik. “I don’t know; I was just following Tank’s direction.”

      Taken aback, Austin cocked an eyebrow at Dryce. “You followed direction? Without a fight?”

      “Yeah, look I know what you did the last time, and I know why. I also know what it did to you, and I don’t want you and Tank having to go through that again shit because of me.” Dryce slowly made his way over to the couch. “I’m not an idiot. I heard that girl yelling and I saw the look on Tom’s and Tank’s faces after they looked in the stairs. I get it now. Something was going on. You guys are putting your lives on the line for me and the least I could do was not get you guys killed. Not for me.” Dryce crouched down, sitting on the edge of the couch’s armrest, looking completely dejected.

      Erik took a few steps toward him. “C’mon, don’t think of it like that. Just remember this: no one is forcing me to do this job. I’m here because I actually want to be here.” Erik sealed his statement with a nod.

      Austin reached out placing his hand on Dryce’s shoulder. Looking at Erik, he said,“So, again tell me what exactly happened?”

      Erik turned, his face puzzled like he was trying to figure it out himself. “Hey, what does Yally actually look like?”

      Austin continued to talk over Erik. “Did you? Were you the one that killed that guy? Am I going to need to get PR involved?”

      “What?  No, I…” Erik started to think back. “Alright, when we were driving on one of the lower levels there was guy in a flannel that stood out to me.”

      “How? Why did he stand out to you?” Austin’s tone softened.

      “Well, for one, he was wearing a long sleeve flannel shirt in the desert. Then he did this double take when he noticed Dryce.” Erik’s head tilted in Dryce’s direction. “He seemed sketchy, franticly reaching for his phone and practically yelling into it when it was answered on the other end. He kept gesturing in the direction we’d gone . Whoever he was talking to, I was sure it was about the Prince.”

      Austin stood there listening, nodding his head as he understood the details.

      “I tried to keep a look out for him. When we got to the top of the parking lot, I… I could have sworn I saw him.” Erik blinked a couple of times. “Then, when I looked back to confirm, all I saw was a girl leaving the area where I thought I saw the flannel guy.”

      “Then what?” Austin asked, wanting him to continue.

      “Then… I don’t know. I watched the pigtails until they disappeared. Then a few seconds later, at most, some other chick started screaming her head off over by the door to the stairs. I went to look to see what it was all about and, there on the landing of the stairwell, was the flannel guy. Dead. Broken neck.”

      Shrugging it off, Austin took over, “Oh, that could have been anything. He could have fallen on his own.”

      “No, sir. No one’s head turns that far around without some assistance,” Erik said matter-of-factly. “Just from falling down… what like only five or six steps.”

      “It was like that, huh?” Austin said squinting.

      “His phone was missing as well.” Erik slightly shook his head. “I don’t know; it could have fallen the down the stairwell. I didn’t stop to look for it but I would venture that whoever killed him took the phone.”

      A loud bang on the main suite door interrupted the conversation. The knocking continued, sounding like someone was trying to kick the door down. Without hesitation, Austin and Erik both drew their weapons as loud voices filtered through the suite doors. Erik stealthily walked towards the door on the right, holding the .45 caliber in his left hand. Austin positioned himself on the left side with his gun pointed at the middle of the door. Erik looked at the door, irritated that there wasn’t a peep hole, crossed his right hand over his body and quietly grabbed the door handle.

      Austin nodded ready. Erik swiftly opened the door just enough for him to see out and, with his body standing in the way, no one was going to be able to see in.

      “Tank… Sup man?” Tom stood in the hallway with an entourage of women. “You gonna let us in or what?”

      Austin recognized the voice and holstered his weapon, while Erik looked back behind the door at him, shaking his head no, placing his sidearm away as well.

      Dryce jumped up from the arm of the couch and made his way to the foyer. “Guys, last time I promise.”

      Austin whispered and pointed at the door furiously, “Did you call him?”

      “No.” Dryce shook his head and shrugged his shoulders.

      Austin gave Dryce a hard and pointed look and then nodded to Erik, indicating to go ahead and let them in.

      Erik opened the door and lifted his arms as he stood in the doorway letting everyone know that they were about to get frisked before entering.

      “Damn bro. I tried to keep up with ya but you got some mad skills behind the wheel,” Tom said while getting patted down by Erik.

      Dryce greeted Tom at the door and said over Erik’s shoulder, “Hey man. How did you know where I was?”

      Tom smirked, “Really bro, c’mon… Look,” Tom turned and pointed back out in the hallway at all the girls, “I brought ya some fun.” He turned back around and walked past Erik, looking around for the bar. “Where’s the booze man?”

      [image: ]
* * *

      The party seemed to never end. Crowds of girls swarmed the entire suite. The music muffled conversations and Erik shifted around from group to group. Austin stood off to the side in a corner for the best vantage point to oversee as much as possible.

      “Hey baby, you wanna come hang out with us?” a girl said walking up to Austin, blowing a kiss and squeezing her tits.

      In the corner of his eye, Yally appeared. Or so he thought. When he turned to look again, she was gone. Austin turned to his side, waving his head back and forth attempting to get another peek of her.

      From across the room Erik looked up. Bringing his wrist to his mouth, he called Austin over the radio whispering, “I think I recognize that girl from the parking deck. And she may have been at Prince Tompika’s party too, but I can’t say for sure on that.”

      Pushing his earpiece deeper in his ear trying to help drown out the music and the rest of the noise Austin replied into his mic, “I think I just saw Yally.”

      “So, that is her,”  Erik said back.

      “Where is she?” Austin asked, scanning the room.

      “I don’t know. I lost her. I thought I saw her and when I looked back up, she was gone,” Erik was ashamed to say.

      “Fuck, that girl is good,” Austin huffed.

      “I’m actually beginning to believe all those wild stories about Yally are true,” Erik guffawed.
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      The next morning, Dryce awoke to the muffled sound of a conversation taking place in the great room of the suite. He recognized the rumble of Erik’s deep voice, and could discern two other voices out there as well, but was unable to hear exactly what was being said. Wiping the sleep out of his eyes with his left hand, he glanced around the disheveled room. His right arm was numb. Slowly moving his groggy head to look down, Dryce noticed a woman’s head resting in the pocket of his shoulder. Her enormous breast was draped over him and she had her legs tangled with his.

      He maneuvered and wiggled his way out from under her successfully without waking her. Dryce sat there on the edge of the bed rubbing his face when he noticed the sound of the shower running. Through his fingers he looked up to see another woman in the shower. Her ass smashed against the glass every time she bent over washing her legs.

      Dryce stood up and began walking towards the closet for a robe, tripping over a pair of panties that he accidently stepped into. Kicking the lace off his foot he continued to the closet and opened the door. Before tossing the robe over his naked body, he paused, admiring himself in the mirror. God, I love being twenty-three… I don’t even have to workout and damn I look good, he thought to himself. Plus the added benefit of double or triple the cardio after every party.

      Stepping over empty bottles, Dryce started for the bedroom door. Cracking the door a bit before stepping out, he wiped his face again. Then he looked out and saw her.  Who is that? Good Lord, she is stunning. Dryce’s eyes widened. She was the reporter from the lock ceremony. Well, he had thought she was a reporter but now, with her standing in his suite’s great room, Dryce wasn’t sure. But he was sure about the fact that she had been there.

      Yally stood in front of both Austin and Erik, the trio deep in conversation. The black pumps she wore pushed her calf muscles tight and firm. Her thighs were like pieces of art. The pencil skirt hugged her curves more beautiful than any painting in history. Her core was slender, which only extenuated her breasts even more. Her hair flowed over her shoulders and back like a tropical rainforest waterfall. Even though he was only able to see her from the side profile, he knew her mouth could form the most elegant smile he’d ever seen.

      Stumbling back behind the door, Dryce was baffled. Fuck me twice on Sunday. Who the fuck is this girl? Why in the hell am I feeling like this? I’m not shy around women, he thought, smacking himself in the face.

      She was talking fast and directly to Austin while Erik stood there listening.

      “I gathered what information I could from the cell phone I acquired last night at the parking garage. We’re actually looking for a smaller faction who mostly deal in arms trading. No one I can’t handle and haven’t in the past. They’re actually nobodies. We should be good and your Prince is as safe as a baby in the cradle,” she said.

      Erik grinned and tapped Austin in the arm. “See, I told ya she took the cell phone.”

      Shaking off the odd feeling, Dryce opened the door and walked out. “Good morning,” Dryce said with a fake yawn, playing it off like he had just woke up and didn’t hear anything.

      “Good morning, Your Highness,” Austin said.

      “Hey, good morning there, kiddo,” Erik said, then noticing Austin’s face, “ah, I mean… sir.”

      Yally turned, “Your Highness.” Her eyes caught her first up close view of Dryce and her composure faltered. When she’d seen him up on stage at the ceremony two days ago she’d been struck by an overwhelming sensation, a pull she was unaccustomed to. His body and face slightly reminded her of someone in her past.

      He smiled back and, when he came within  arms distance of her, extended his hand to shake. “Please, call me Dryce.”

      The pull was back in full force and she didn’t know what to do.

      Her eyes rolled off to the side, then looked down at the floor almost behind him, then back up again to his face quickly. His smile sparkled in her eyes. Confused and nervous, Yally left Dryce hanging there without returning the handshake. She turned back to Austin and Erik. “So… Ah,” she coughed, attempting to clear a knot that had built up in her throat. “Ah, I’ll…” She looked at Austin for the answer of what she was about to say.

      Austin stood there, confused, politely waiting for her to finish. Slightly shaking his head.  “Youuuu’ll?”

      “Umm, when I find out more. I’ll be in contact. What… umm.”  Yally took a long blink like she was thinking. When she opened her eyes Dryce’s face was still there. Quickly her eyes shied away and down at Austin’s feet. “I… what frequency are you on with the radios?”

      “Oh… I’ll get a radio and an earpiece for you,” Erik chirped. “It’ll be easier for you this way.”

      Yally and Erik walked off to the back room.

      While watching Yally walk away with Erik, Dryce whispered to Austin. “Who the hell is that? She’s stunning.” His eyebrows raised.

      “That… that is the bodyguard I hired.” Austin grinned, beginning to understand what had just happened. Turning to Dryce, Austin asked, “So, what’s the plan for today? What kind of shit are you going to get into?”

      Dryce looked around the suite and sneered at the mess. Shrugging his shoulders, “I don’t know, maybe just lay low. All I know right now is that I’m freakin’ hungry.” Patting his stomach, “I’m going to get dressed, then let’s go eat.”

      “And your guests from last night? Will they be joining us as well?” Austin inquired, watching Dryce closely.

      Looking from the closed bedroom door to the short hallway Erik and Yally had disappeared down, Dryce looked at Austin and said, “Get rid of them.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Dressed and very well put together, Dryce came out of the bedroom a short time later; after Austin had escorted the two girls out. Walking and looking down at his phone, he read a text from Tom. “Austin,” Dryce called out. “Hey, there’s a party tomorrow night for Tom.”

      Austin looked up from the couch. “I thought you said last night that you were done. Last night was the last time.”

      “No no no…” shaking his head, “this is going to be for Tom’s investiture. It looks like he’s moved up in the ranks with his family.” Dryce was a bit surprised.

      “What happened? What happened to his bajillion brothers in front of him for the line?” Austin said confused.

      “I’m not really sure. All the message says is that he’s getting recognized within his family and he wants me there with him.” Dryce scratched the side of his head, “I’m guessing it’s kinda like my coming-to party when I turned eighteen. Just, umm, like five years too late.”

      “Well, I’ll tell you this, I’m proud of you. You’re going to the dedication ceremony at the new lock the other day, with almost no arguments, and making the decision to stop all the partying...” His voice started to catch, somewhat thick with building emotion. Austin stood up, fixing his suit jacket, and cleared his throat before he switched gears. “Just let me know the details and I’ll make the arrangements.”

      During brunch, and in the midst of making the arrangements for protection at the party the next evening, Austin glanced over at Dryce. Something had changed in the prince in the last thirty-six hours and Austin was trying to puzzle it out.

      “What… what are you looking at?” Dryce asked, finally noticing Austin was staring at him.

      “You. Just look at you today,” Austin said in a tone similar to that of a proud father. “You’re actually wearing your clothes properly. You actually did something with your hair today. Why, Dryce, you almost look like you care about your appearance for once.”

      “Just because I don’t like to, doesn’t mean I don’t know how to or that I don’t care,” Dryce mumbled, playing with the food on his plate.

      “So, what’s going on? What’s different about today as opposed to any other day?” Austin said taking a sip out of his cranberry juice.

      “I don’t know. Like I said last night. I get it, I understand now. It's not just me anymore. Tom has a ton of older brothers; he’s allowed to show off and not worry about anything. But, me? I’ve only got one brother. What if something happened to him? I’ve gotta step up. I think it's about time for me to start acting like the prince I am.” Dryce laid his fork down on the plate and crossed his arms leaning over the edge of the table. “I think it's about time for me to settle down.  I had my fun drinking and gambling. I’ve done the whole street racing scene… and, I’ve had my fun with the women.”

      “You have been a menace, that’s for damn sure,” Austin murmured.

      “I know you think I’m just a little spoiled punk, but I see everything you do for me. I see how much you work. And it’s all because of me, all because I get some wild hair up my ass and decide to go to Las Vegas or… or even here to Dubai, all on a whim,” Dryce said with a very serious look on his face.

      Smiling slightly, Austin leaned forward on the table. “So you’re going to settle down, huh?” A smirk cracked the corner of his mouth. “Who’s the lucky lady? Anyone in mind?”

      Dryce’s head dropped, his chin rested on his tie. “I’m not really sure yet.” His head tilted upward slightly, his eyes focused on Austin’s neck. Dropping his voice to near a whisper, he asked, “If I was going to be serious about just one girl, like actually have only one girlfriend, how would I go about doing that?”

      A chuckling laugh from Austin burst out, “Dryce… my Prince… that is something that you’re going to have to find out on your own.”

      Just then Erik walked up to the table. “Ah, there you two are,” he said taking the seat across from Austin. “Can you believe it? Never in a million years would I have guessed that Yally was a chick. A smoking hot one at that.”

      Dryce’s face started to blush. Tilting his head down, so as not to make eye contact with them, he picked up his fork and continued to fumble around with the food again.

      Austin sipped his drink. “When I first met her, she was dressed in a business suit. I had no idea, she pulled an ugly duckling on me. For sure.”

      Erik signaled to the waitress for a drink. “So, anyway… Mr. Ngo, I got the message about the party tomorrow night.” Erik turned to Dryce, “And look at you lookin’ all spiffy today. Check you out.” He nudged elbows with Dryce, who kept his head down.

      Feeling that there was some kind of tension in the air, Erik looked back and forth between the both of them. Austin was still smirking and Dryce was still blushing.

      I’ve never felt like that around any girl before. Why am I still even thinking about her? Dryce thought.

      “What did I miss here? What’s going on?” Erik started to feel like he was left out of something.

      “Our Prince here,” Austin winked. “Our Prince is seeing the light. He’s decided to make some changes in life.”

      Dryce stood up from the table. “Come on, let’s go. I’ll let Tom know I’ll be there tomorrow but that I’m staying in tonight.” He wiped his mouth with the napkin and tossed it over his plate before walking away.

      “Was it something I said?” Erik questioned, baffled.
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      Dryce was completely sprawled out on one of the couches in the living room of the suite with the remote in his hand, flipping through the movie channels trying to decide on something to watch. Austin and Erik were perched on various chairs around the room, and the armed security was outside the door as well. Even with Dryce deciding to stay in tonight, everyone was still on alert just in case.

      “Will you just decide on something please?” Austin called from across the room, looking up from his laptop.

      Dryce continued to flip through the stations until he stopped on some action movie that he thought looked good, even though he wasn’t paying too much attention to it at all. No, Dryce’s thoughts were on the brunette that had been in the suite earlier. Erik had called her Yally down at brunch but he knew nothing else about her. Other than Austin had said that he’d hired her as extra protection.

      How close of a protection detail are we talking? Dryce wondered to himself.

      “Why are you smiling?” Erik asked as he dropped into one of the chairs across from the couch.

      “I’m not,” Dryce countered.

      “If you say so,” Erik said.

      Silence fell over the suite again except for the click of the computer keys from Austin’s laptop.

      “Well aren’t you a somber crew,” Yally called as she emerged from the back room.

      “What are you doing here?” Austin asked, rising from his chair in front of his laptop and crossing the room.

      “I’m just here to let you know I wasn’t able to learn anything more about that group, but I am still fairly certain that the threat has been squashed,” she said, dropping into the chair Erik indicated, across from Dryce.

      She looked everywhere but at Dryce, who had sat up on the couch and was now staring directly at her.

      “Well that’s a good thing then,” Austin said, settling himself onto the other end of the couch.

      Fumbling with something to say, Dryce shot up from the couch and walked to the bar in the corner. Pouring himself a finger of scotch from the decanter on the bar top, he downed it in one swallow. Looking up he noticed everyone’s eyes were on him.

      Covering a cough with a nervous chuckle, he asked, “Anyone want a drink?”

      When three heads nodded, Dryce set four empty glasses on the bar. Adding a couple ice cubes to each glass, he poured tonic water into each glass and topped them each with wedges of lime from the mini fridge. Austin raised his eyebrow when Dryce carried over the non-alcoholic drinks and passed them out.

      Handing Yally her glass last, their fingers brushed and immediately their eyes locked. They stayed like that for a moment, not breaking contact until Austin loudly cleared his throat behind them. Yally was the first to look away.

      Dropping his hand to his side, Dryce retreated to the corner of the couch and sank into the cushions.

      “You were at Tom’s garage, weren’t you?” Erik asked then.

      “I was,” she confirmed.

      “Why didn’t you stay?” Erik asked.

      “I prefer to not be seen until necessary. Plus I like to observe the people I work with to see how they handle situations,” she explained.

      “Makes sense.”

      Dryce watched the exchange between Erik and Yally closely, trying to figure out if he’d seen her that night. Then it dawned on him.

      “You were at the dedication ceremony,” he blurted out. “I saw you in the crowd but when I tried to point you out to Tank, you were gone.”

      “I was,” she agreed, taking a sip of her tonic.

      “We hadn’t even met at that point. And you hadn’t replied to my email yet either. How did you make it there so quickly?” Austin asked suddenly.

      She took a deep breath before explaining, “I have alerts set up for my file. Any time it gets requested or pulled, I know about it before anything is done. When I was alerted to your interest in my file, I did my own research to find out who wanted it. After learning your travel itinerary, I flew to the ceremony. You had my file and I scouted you all out at the dedication before I replied to your email.”

      “That makes sense,” Erik noted.

      “But your reply to my email said you’d be arriving from the United States,” Austin said.

      “Actually, Mr. Ngo, my email only said what time my flight would be arriving here in Dubai. I never said where I would be flying in from,” Yally pointed out, taking a sip of her tonic and using the glass to hide her smirk.

      Thinking back, Austin recalled the wording of her reply email. She was correct. She hadn’t said where she was joining them from. Austin tipped his head slightly in acceptance of his assumption, noticing a smirk on the faces of both Tank and Dryce.

      “What would you have done had you not liked what you saw?” Austin inquired.

      “I would have simply declined your offer,” she said with a nonchalant one-shouldered shrug. She could feel Dryce’s eyes on her so she kept her attention divided between the television and Austin, careful not to look at Dryce.

      “Will you be joining us for the night?” Austin asked.

      Yally made the mistake of looking at Austin, catching sight of Dryce in her peripheral vision. His hopeful expression tugged at her core, but she shook her head.

      “I try not to mix business with pleasure,” she said coolly. With that she finished her tonic with lime and set her glass down on the coffee table. The three men in the room rose to their feet at the same time Yally stood from the chair.

      “Will we see you tomorrow for Tom’s party?” Dryce asked.

      “Not unless it’s necessary,” she replied, glancing at him out of the corner of her eye. She felt a little bad when she saw Dryce’s shoulders slouch slightly.

      Without another word, Yally walked to the front doors of the suite and let herself out.

      “How did she get in here?” Austin asked finally.

      “I have no idea, but, like I told you from the start, Yally is a ghost, sir,” Erik said.

      Dryce watched the door for a moment longer, willing it to open and for Yally to walk back through. When that didn’t happen, he finished his drink and announced he was going to bed. Closing himself in the bedroom, Dryce flopped down onto the bed and thought about the mysterious bodyguard he was falling for.
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      The limo pulled up to the manor. Erik stepped out first. Dryce followed and smiled for all the cameras the paparazzi pointed in his direction. Austin and Erik walked behind him, watching everything around them, as they made their way up the steps. Tom was at the top greeting everyone as they came in.

      Dryce extended his hand and gave Tom a very proper like hand shake and congratulated him. Turning and posing for the cameras some more, Dryce muttered in Tom’s ear, “Looks like there’s no more fucking around for us, huh?”

      “Oh, not you too? I’ve been getting shit all damn day from my father,” Tom said, while smiling and waving.

      While Dryce stepped to the side and greeted Tom’s father and mother, Tom shook Austin’s hand. “Mr. Ngo, I would like to introduce you to my new security,” indicating the men standing next to him. “Maybe, if it’s not too much trouble, you can give them some pointers about how to handle things?”

      “It would be my pleasure, Prince Tompika,” Austin said, as formal as ever.

      Tom looked over at Erik, “Tank. Nice to you see you again.”

      Erik nodded, “Your Highness.”

      Inside the ballroom, Austin broke off to go survey the rooms and scout the crowds, but not before nudging Erik with the nonverbal cue to watch Dryce.

      Dryce made his way to the bar area. “Scotch, on the rocks,” he ordered from the penguin behind the bar.

      “Hey kiddo, not too many of those tonight,” Erik said softly.

      “I know, Tank. This is just to get me to relax a bit.” He looked at Erik. “I’m trying to ease my way into this world.”

      Austin’s voice came across Erik’s earpiece, “I don’t know if Yally’s going be here tonight. It’s pretty locked down from what I can tell.”

      Erik queued the mic twice indicating that he heard and understood. It was just up to Erik and Austin tonight.

      A female voice came over the radio. Both Austin and Erik pushed on their earpieces to hear better. “Is this how you always talk about me?” Yally chimed in.

      “Yally? You’re here? Where are you?” Austin was surprised.

      “Of course I’m here,” she replied.

      “Where?” Austin repeated.

      “I’m nowhere. I work better alone. But don’t worry, I have eyes on my Prince… our… our Prince,” Yally stuttered.

      Moving his eyes only, Erik glanced around the room. Unable to find her, he grinned and slightly shook his head.

      “Prince Dryce.” A young lady walked up and stood next to him.

      “Hey.” Dryce turned and recognized that it was Tom’s sister, but didn’t remember her name. “How are you? It’s been so long.”

      “Yes, yes it has. Isn’t this wonderful? I’m so happy for my Tompika,” she said with a drunken smile.

      “I’m very happy and very proud of him,” Dryce smiled back at her.

      “Would you honor me with a dance?” she asked.

      “Of course, it would be my pleasure.” Dryce took her hand and escorted her to the middle of the ballroom.

      Erik followed to the edge of the dance floor and waited for him.

      Yally watched from her position, eyes squinted, her face contorted with irritation. Annoyed by a feeling she couldn’t describe, she watched as Dryce walked across the dance floor, turned and embraced Tom’s sister to dance.

      What the fuck is that I’m feeling? He’s just another client… a client that floats across the dance floor. He’s an out right beautiful client, Yally thought to herself. Her eyes started to glass over with the imagery of Dryce hold her. Having his hands wrapped around her. She could see Dryce holding the small of her back, pulling her in tight to him.

      Shaking her head to get rid of the images, she looked off to the side. You’ve killed more powerful men than him! Ro, what the fuck are you doing? Yally wondered. Damn him, what power does he have over me?

      Yally started to look back at Dryce when she noticed a man staring in his direction. He not-so-discreetly pulled a syringe out of his jacket pocket; but no one else seemed to be paying as close attention to the man the way she was. When he pulled the cap off the needle behind his back, she could see that it was filled with a dark blue liquid. He started slowly making his way toward Dryce on the dance floor. She seemed to be the only one who saw this. Her brain registered what was happening, but she stood there; frozen.

      The possibility that the guy was really going after the girl Dryce was dancing with paused her actions. Her hesitation made it too late to doing anything stealthily; her expertise. She was supposed to be the master at eliminating the problem before it became a problem. She had to act. She had to do something quick, the man was less than four feet away from Dryce.

      “Darling, there you are!” Yally yelled as she ran up to him in her high heels.

      Before the man was able to pull his arm from his back, she grabbed his wrist. His hand hid the syringe against his suit jacket. Yally squared up to him, jamming the syringe in the man’s ass and squeezed the plunger down. The man was about to cry out but, using her other hand, Yally cupped the back of his head and covered his mouth with hers.

      Quickly, the serum started to take effect. His legs turned to jello. Yally removed the syringe from his hand and stuffed it in the back of his pants and quickly danced their way towards Erik.

      Erik called Austin over the radio, “Boss, I’ve found Yally. She’s, Umm… I’m going to need you over here immediately.”

      Yally leaned the man against Erik’s enormous chest. “We need to do something with him,” she hinted quietly.

      Erik wrapped his massive arm around him and held him up on his feet. Looking around to see if anyone took notice, Erik said, “I got ‘em.”

      Dryce noticed and had stopped dancing. He watched as Austin and Erik escorted the limp body away. Dryce watched Yally disappear back in the crowd of people standing around, keeping her in sight for as long as he could.

      Wow! I thought she was beautiful before, he thought dancing with Tom’s sister again. That dress looks amazing on her. No, she looks amazing in that dress. Her eyes, her hair. Her strength. She’s so strong. Look what she just did. She’s magnificent. She’s The One. I need her. I have to have her.
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      In the limo, on the way back to the hotel after Tom’s royal investiture gala, Dryce was unusually quiet. He stared out the window while Austin and Erik talked back and forth to each other.

      “Mr. Ngo, I’m sorry but that shit was freaking awesome. Watching Yally in action tonight was…” Erik gushed.

      “I didn’t even see what all happened,” Austin said, almost disappointed.

      “Oh my god. It was incredible. Yally got that guy’s attention by yelling something at him. All I saw was her running across the dance floor, in that dress and heels no less, and grabbing the guy. At first I thought she was just going to dance with the guy, as like a cover or something to get closer to Dryce. But then, BAM! Guy turns to putty and she practically carries him over to me. I tell ya what… if you would have blinked you would have missed the whole thing. Within seconds that guy was a freaking paper weight,” Erik said, overly excited.

      “Well, thankfully, that guy’s not actually dead. In the morning I’ll contact the embassy and get clearance to go interview him. I’ll find out what he knows, and who he’s working for,” Austin stated.

      Erik was still hyper, and was obviously affected by Yally. “Man, I still can’t even figure out how she got in there. That place was locked down.”

      “That place was damn secure. With all of those royal families that place was locked down like Fort Knox. But Yally still found her way in.” Austin was just as impressed.

      “The shit that’s in her file is downsized like a motherfucker,” Erik chuckled. “Watching her in action… I mean, damn.”

      Erik looked over at Dryce. Erik could tell that he wasn’t paying a lick of attention. His mind was elsewhere.

      “You alright over there, kiddo?” Erik tapped Dryce’s knee.

      “Hmm? Yeah, whatever you guys want to do… I’m down for whatever,” Dryce responded.

      With another chuckle, Erik palmed his knee cap and shook him. “No, we’re talking about our newest recruit. What do you think of her?”

      Dryce’s face turned bright red and he turned as far away from Erik as he could. “I don’t really know her all that much,” he said in a shy timid tone.

      Erik eyed Dryce quizzically and was about to call him out for his curious behavior when Austin cleared his throat.

      The limo rounded the corner getting ready to pull up to the hotel. Austin leaned up, getting closer to Erik, whispering, “Alright, we still don’t really know what’s all going on, but we know that it’s starting. They’re actively after the Prince, so, let’s be on the ready until we get him up to the suite.”

      “We making a hasty rush-in?” Erik asked, still pumped, ready for some more action.

      “Sure, sounds like a plan. Are you ok with that Your Highness?” Austin asked.

      Dryce nodded yes and shrugged his shoulders. I kind of wish something would happen. Then I would get to see her again, he thought.

      They rushed through the lobby to the private elevator that would take them up to the suite. Erik was extra on guard, since he knew that he had fucked up. Even though Yally was there to take care of that guy, he hadn’t even see that shit coming.

      Inside the elevator was deathly quiet. Floor after floor passed, and all three of them were deep in their own thoughts. When the car came to a stop on their floor, the double doors opened and Erik checked the hall quickly before the trio made their way swiftly down the short hall to the suite.

      Erik opened the door to the suite and flicked on the lights. “Whoa!”  His hand darted to his sidearm before he recognized her. “Oh Yally, how the hell did you get here before us?”

      “It’s my job,” she said with a shrug before she turned towards the suite door to wait for Austin. “I have some intel for us. I think you’re going to be pleased.”

      Dryce entered the room. Yally’s eyes locked with his, her stomach fluttered. Talking to Austin while looking at Dryce, she continued, “I… umm… there’s, you know. I… umm, I have something else to tell you as well.”

      Dryce felt the need to say something to her. He tried his hardest not to look her up and down. His eyes started to wander. Play it cool, play it cool. Say hello and tell her she looks gorgeous, he thought, giving himself a pep talk. “I’m… you’re going to bed.” Fuck.

      Erik looked down at Dryce, definitely noticing the shine in his eyes when he looked at her. Erik, unlike Austin, hadn’t known Dryce his entire life; but over the past four years, he’s gotten to know enough. Erik grinned. The lightbulb finally going off in his brain when he realized what had caused the drastic change in the prince. It was like watching his little brother fall in love.

      Stifling a smirk, Erik agreed, “Yeah, kiddo. You had a long day. It is time for you to hit the rack.” Erik led Dryce to the bedroom, teasing the prince now that they were out of earshot. Flashing Dryce a knowing look, Erik closed the bedroom door before returning to Austin and Yally.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Pacing back in forth in the bedroom, Dryce ripped his cell phone out of pocket. Still pacing, he called Tom.

      “Hey Dryce, what’s up man? You dipped out of here way too fast. You missed the real party dude,” Tom answered the phone. “I’m about to get deep in these girls.”

      “Hey, I just wanted to call and tell you congrats one more time,” Dryce replied. He had a strange tone about him.

      “Really? That’s not really like you. Calling me instead of arguing with me about which girls you’re going to try to take from me. What’s really going on?” Tom asked.

      “I don’t know man. Shit got really real. Hell man, I… I think I’m in love.” Dryce was almost embarrassed to admit it. He’d never had these feelings before. And especially not for someone he had barely spoken to.

      “Whaaat! You? With who?” Tom said loudly into the phone.

      “She’s…. man, I don’t even know how to explain it,” Dryce fiercely whispered.

      Dryce paced by the door and leaned over, trying to hear what they were talking about in the other room.

      “Tom, man. I’m telling you, this has got to be love,” Dryce said before he backed away from the door and continued to walk around.

      “What do you mean?” Tom asked. “I mean, no offense here bud, but you thought it was love with Sofia back then and she fucking played you harsh.”

      “Yeah, I know. That was months of that bitch saying and doing all the right shit that I wanted back then. She was a fucking freak in the sack and had a mouth like a fucking hoover; that was all I cared about at the time. I was too stupid to see what she was really like, and look how that turned out,” he agreed.

      Dryce looked up and saw that the balcony door was open. With a skipping step, he walked out on the balcony to the edge and leaned over trying to catch a glimpse of Yally. In the bottom corner of the window to the grand room of the suite, he could see her. She was standing with her back toward him while she spoke to Austin and Erik.

      “Tom, I’m telling you man. This is the girl. Everything, from her bangs to her toenails, is perfect,” Dryce said, still leaning over the railing of balcony.

      “I mean, c’mon man… you’ve been with more than your fair share of pretty hot girls before,” Tom chuckled.

      “Not like this, dude. Yeah, I’ve been with a girl who had the ass, and that was about it. The ones with nice tits, and nothing else. But this girl, fuuuuuuuuck! I just can’t explain it. Her hair flows, her shoulders, yes of course her breasts. Her waist, arms, hips. Dude… even her calves are sexy as hell. She’s like… like a Franken-chick. Her eyes freeze me while her voice makes my brain melt.”

      “Ok, so she’s put together. She as perfect as your Supra?” Tom joked.

      “Tom, I would give that car up for this girl,” Dryce replied quickly, without even skipping a beat.

      “Oh… oh damn. Bro, you really are in love.” Tom now understood the seriousness. “Ok, Dryce. Listen to me. I’m about to tell you something, and I swear to god. You better take this shit to the grave with you. If you EVER repeat this, I’ll kick your ass. Then I’ll deny it and kick your ass again. But…”  Through the phone Dryce heard a door close and Tom’s footfalls on the marble floor of a hallway on the second floor of the manor. After a minute, Tom continued, “I was in love once before too. About a year ago, right before that shit went down with those underage girls. I didn’t know it at the time; I realized it after. But I didn’t ever go up and talk to her. I let her slip away from me. Never even got her name. Fucked with my head after I figured it out.”

      “Nothing?” Dryce asked while still staring at Yally.

      “Nope, nothing. I’m telling you to go talk to her. If she says no, at least you’ll know that you tried. You wouldn’t be in the same boat as I am right now, floating down ‘what if’ river. Fucking go find her!” Tom said almost like he was barking an order.

      “Like right now?” Dryce asked.

      “Wait! She’s there right now?”

      “Yeah, she in the other room talking to Mr. Ngo and Tank,” Dryce replied.

      “Then what the fuck are you doing still talking to me? Go, fucker!” Tom hung up on him.
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      Yally and Austin watched as Dryce went to the bedroom. Yally couldn’t help the fact that she was clearly checking him out from behind. He was built. Athletic. Perfect. Mmm, the things I would do to that boy. There’s no way I could ever have a chance with him though. He’s a prince and he could have any woman he desired, she thought as Erik closed the bedroom door behind him.

      “You said you had some information?” Austin asked.

      Ending her daydream, Yally snapped back to reality. “Umm, yeah. So, that guy I took out tonight, whatever it was in that syringe wasn’t lethal. It was just supposed to knock Dryce out long enough to get him out of there. The guy’s fine now. Well, he’s still being held and will be transported to your embassy in the morning for processing. He’s going to be spending some time in your country’s prison system. And, from what I understand, your country doesn’t have due process like the U.S. so… I would assume an attempted abduction on  Prince Khan wouldn’t go over so well for him.”

      “Wait, how do you know all this already?” Austin shook his head once and squinted his eyes, confused.

      “Oh, yeah, well I already interrogated him,” Yally responded coolly.

      “What? How? Even I need to get special clearance before doing that,” Austin said, amazed.

      Yally nodded her head and smiled, like she knew something they didn’t, while ignoring the question. “So, anyway. There’s more information for you two.” She looked at both Erik and Austin.

      Erik shared a look with Austin. Damn she’s good, Erik wanted to say out loud.

      Yally continued, “As far as that group of arms dealers trying to kidnap Prince Dryce, you’re not going to need to worry about them anymore. Obviously, I can’t make any promises on future attempts from another group. But, as far as this particular threat; it’s done.”

      “How? Why? How do you know all of this?” Austin was still confused, and was trying to get a straightforward answer.

      “Mr. Ngo, try to stay with me here,” Yally started to explain. “I went to the station and interviewed the guy from tonight. You know, the one I took out and dropped into Mr. Keegan’s lap.”

      “Erik,” Tank clarified.

      Austin nodded following along.

      “Ok, I explained to him who I was. After a little bit of me having to prove to him that I am who I am, and just a few broken fingers later, he understood. I was able to get his contacts and got to the head man in charge. I… well, I more or less convinced them to back off,” Yally said.

      “Ok, just one more question. How did you do all this and make it here before us?” Erik asked.

      “Three guys move slower than one woman,” Yally grinned. “I don’t know what to tell you.”

      “So, what now?” Austin interjected. “After seeing how well you work, I would love it if you stayed on full-time with us.”

      “Yeah, about that. I… don’t think I can do that,” Yally said awkwardly, looking down at the floor.

      “Your salary would be very generous, I can assure you,” Austin added.

      “It’s not about money,” Yally stated as she started walking towards the main door to the suite.

      At the same time, Dryce was back standing at the bedroom door. The door was slightly cracked, and he was half listening in on their conversation. The other half was psyching himself up, building up the nerve to go out there and talk to Yally.

      Making her way to the door, Yally continued, “I think it would be a major conflict of interest for me to remain on staff.” Yally grabbed the door handle, before twisting it open, she blurted out, “I think… I think I love him.”

      Both Austin and Erik were taken aback. Their eyes grew wide. Dumbfounded, the both of them just stood there awestruck as Yally scrambled out and slammed the door behind her.

      Hearing what Yally had just said instantly gave Dryce the courage he was seeking. Those words, coming from her, shot a lightning bolt through his heart, pumping through his veins up into his brain. It ignited a jolt of electricity in every single muscle group of his body, like a spark plug shooting the spark of horsepower into an engine block.

      Dryce ran past Erik to the front door. Throwing the door open, he yelled out, “Wait.”

      Yally, still standing at the elevator doors, turned to face him. Dryce walked up to her briskly and with purpose.

      “Just wait,” he said again.

      In one fluid motion, he tilted his head and leaned down a bit. Locking his lips to hers, he kissed her. Every muscle in his body grew tense, flexing his restraint. Yally’s body tensed then relaxed and melted into him as her eyes closed. She loosened up and let her guard down as she moaned into him. Dryce reached around her waist, attempting to pull her in tighter.

      Her eyes opened, and she looked at him, his eyes closed, and then pushed him back. Grabbing his suit jacket and shirt in her fists, she spun him around and slammed him into the elevator door.

      “Oh God, please don’t hit me,” Dryce said putting his hand up.

      Reading the fear in his face, she could see the searching sincerity burning in his eyes. She knew right then he felt the same way about her as she did about him. Leaning into him she kissed him again before pulling back.“Does that give you your answer?”

      “Yes,” Dryce breathed before pulling Yally flush against him and capturing her lips with his again.

      “You wanna go somewhere?” Dryce whispered in between kisses.

      The elevator doors opened and she furiously rushed him into the enclosed box, slamming his back against the elevator wall. “Yes,” she said.

      Austin and Erik stood at the suite doors watching them. As Yally tossed Dryce inside the elevator, Erik started forward. Austin quickly reached out, grabbing his arm. “Stop,” Austin said softly.

      “Sorry, sir. Force of habit,” Erik said. “You think they’re going to be ok?”

      The elevator doors closed and Dryce was out of sight.

      “Think about it. If Yally did everything she’d done in the last forty-eight hours only for money, can you imagine what she’s going to do for him out of love?” Austin said pulling Erik back into the suite and closing the door. “Let’s have a drink. For the first time in twenty-three years I have absolutely nothing to worry about. Let’s relax tonight.”

      “But… don’t you think I should at least follow them? Just to be sure?” Erik glanced back at the door, wishing he had xray vision. Part of him was almost wishing that the doors would open and they would both come back.

      “Something tells me I don’t think that’s necessary… Tank,” Austin said, pouring two glasses of scotch. “Here. Let’s do… what do the kids call it? Chill?”
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      As the elevator descended, Yally paused their heated make-out session. Breathless, Dryce looked at her. “Is everything ok? Did I do something?” he questioned timidly.

      “No.” She straightened his tie around his neck and flattened out his jacket. “You’re still a prince and we’re going down into public.”

      She coughed slightly to clear her throat. “Where did you want to go?” she asked, a slight nervousness making her voice quiver.

      “Hmm.” He shrugged his shoulders, “Somewhere quiet, somewhere with just you and I.”

      Yally turned around and stood next to Dryce. Using the reflection in the elevator doors she smoothed down her jade green satin dress and adjusted herself. “You do realize we’re in freakin’ Dubai, right? This is like the most populated city on the planet. Where exactly do you think we’re going to go that’s private?”

      Dryce looked up at her through the reflection like a light bulb had just gone off in his head. “I know. I’ve got the perfect place.” He loosened his tie just a bit from when she fixed it like a hangman’s noose. “It’s down at the far end of the beach.”

      “What beach?” Yally asked.

      “There’s a place called Palm Island. I know the way to get there,”  Dryce said. “But…”

      “But? What?”

      “I don’t want to take the limo. And, I’m not exactly sure where my car is,” Dryce said.  “Plus it tends to draw attention to me.”

      “Oh, is that it? That’s fine, we can take my car,” Yally said with a smile as she redirected the elevator to the garage level.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Yally hopped in the driver’s seat, then hiked her dress up just past her knees. Clicking the seat belt, she glanced over at Dryce. “Your car? You have a Supra right?”

      “Yeah, I do. How did you know?” Dryce was a bit taken back that she even knew what a Supra was.

      “So are you a Toyota man?” Ro asked, almost like she was starting an interrogation.

      “You can say something like that,” Dryce answered.

      “You do know that you could have just about any car out there. Why a Toyota and not some expensive ass supercar of some kind?” Ro cranked the engine to the rent-a-car on.

      “It is a supercar in my mind. I’d like to believe that I can appreciate beauty and elegance no matter the make or model.” Dryce reached down placing his hand on top of hers on the shifter.

      “I can’t agree more. The durability of Toyotas is out of this world. So many of their models are just out right classy,” Ro said pulling out of the parking space. “I used to have an MR2 at one point in my life.”

      “An MR2? What year?” Dryce was really excited. Talking about cars was like talking about sex with him.

      Not only is this girl by far the most gorgeous creature on the planet, but she’s all into cars and she can kick some serious ass. Dryces’ heart damn near skipped a beat.

      “It was a ‘92. Black on black T-top with black leather interior,” Ro glanced over. “Don’t worry, I boosted ol’ girl and added as many ponies in her as I could.”

      “What kind of car is this?”

      “This is what they call an SUV. You sheltered fuck,” she said pulling her gun out from in between her thighs, sandwiching it between the seat and center console.

      Dryce grinned. No one had ever spoken to him like that, not even Austin. “I’m not sheltered. I know what an SUV is… I was talking what kind?” She was such a smart-ass. And he loved it.

      “Didn’t pay attention. It’s a fast enough one. And it’s powerful enough for me to do what I need to do,” she said cranking the engine on and pulling out of the garage.

      Driving down the highway toward the beach, Dryce couldn’t help but to stare at her. Her legs were just simply magnificent. He took note of her hands. They were beautiful. Soft, clean, gentle looking with a fresh manicure. Yet in the back of his mind, he knew that with those hands she could easily kill anything that moved. Knowing what she was capable of scared the piss out of him, and also excited him beyond belief.

      Even with the distance between them in the car, he caught a whiff of her hair. The seductive smell aroused him even more. Focusing back on her legs, his eyes followed them upward until her thighs directed his eyes to the curves of her ass. His pulse increased.

      “I… Umm, Yally? I would like to ask you something,” Dryce said with a sense of nervousness.

      “Ro… my name is Ro.” She glanced over at him, “Yally is my last name.”

      “Ro.” It was the most striking name he’d ever heard. “I love it.”

      She smiled and began to blush as she turned her attention back to the road.

      Taking a deep breath, he tried to build his courage back up. “Ok, here it goes.”

      “Here what goes?” Ro asked.

      “Really? Did I really say that out loud?” Dryce said embarrassed.

      Smiling even harder, an actual chuckle slipped out of her. “Yes, you did.”

      Dryce tried to shake it off and he smiled back at her. “Ok so, how is this going to work? I mean… between us?”

      “What do you mean?” Ro asked softly.

      “Well… without sounding like a complete dork. I’m actually really into you. But all this… this is all new to me,” Dryce admitted.

      “You mean to tell me you’ve never had a girlfriend before?” Ro chuckled. All the research she’d done after she’d been notified about her file being pulled, who had requested it, told her all about the playboy prince in the passenger seat of her SUV.

      “I mean… I’ve been with girls before,” Dryce said.

      “Yeah, about that.” Ro pulled off the exit leading to the beach and pulled over on the exit ramp. “That shit’s going to stop. Right now. If you’re serious and you want something with me, then all that playboy manwhore shit’s done. Completely. If you can’t handle that then tell me right now and we’ll go back to the hotel.”

      “No, no… yeah, yeah… I do, I really do,” Dryce stammered.

      “There is no way this will go any further if you can’t commit to me. I’m not about to get my heart broken again by some guy who can’t keep it in his pants when he sees a hot girl,” Ro stated.

      “Again?” Dryce ventured.

      Ro took a deep breath. “The last guy I was seeing couldn’t handle the real me when he found out what it was that I did. It broke my heart. And I’m not about to put myself out there again, especially not for someone who has a history of fucking anything that smiles at him,” she further explained.

      Dryce could only stare at her. She’d known him for less than forty-eight hours and she already had him pegged. Somehow, the beauty behind the wheel could look at him and strip him bare, see into his soul.

      A short silence fell over the car until Ro broke it.

      “I guess that’s actually a question for the both of us, huh?” Ro started driving, as she somewhat talked to herself about the situation with Dryce. “How is this going to work? What am I going to do now?”

      “What is it that you actually do?” Dryce asked.

      “I guess you can call it executive protection,” Ro answered immediately. “But, then there was you.” She pulled into a parking spot at the edge of the beach. “I just had to go ahead and answer Mr. Ngo’s damn email. Then I met you.”

      “Am I that bad?” Dryce asked.

      “No,” she said quickly.

      “You’re right though.”

      Ro looked at him questioningly. “Right about what?”

      “That I was like that. That for the past few years I would fuck any girl who smiled at me once. I guess I never thought much about it before. I didn’t care. After everything that happened with Mr. Ngo, and getting covered in half of the face of a would be kidnapper, I gave up caring about anything. I wanted to forget that all happened. I wanted to live and I’d thought that the drinking and the girls was how to do it. Until I saw you.”

      Turning the car off, they both got out. Ro walked around the car and grabbed Dryce by the hand. Walking down towards the beach, Ro scanned the area. There were no cars around, no people, nothing. The waves were calm and smooth. Walking in the sand, halfway to the water line, a gentle gust of wind blew Ro’s hair back exposing her neck. Unable to resist any longer, Dryce, still holding her hand, tried to spin her into him and kiss her neck up and down. Hoping his mouth would make its way down to her chest.

      Feeling the tug on her arm, Ro pulled back. She gripped his arm, spun around and hip-tossed Dryce flat on his back. The thud as his back landed on the sand briefly knocked the wind out of him.

      “Damn,” Dryce spit out.

      “Oh shut up,” Ro said as she straddled him. “If you want to actually be with me, you’re going to have man the fuck up.”

      Bending over, she kissed him. Dryce felt like a virgin. Ro was completely different than any woman he’d ever been with before. His hands started to move with a mind of their own. He caressed and inched his hands up her legs under her dress. Her hair draped over his head and face. Again, the smell of her seeped in his nostrils as he breathed her in. It was intoxicating. He felt like a thirteen-year-old boy going through puberty. Like he could explode at any moment. Dryce started to get harder and harder as his hands got closer and closer to her ass. His dick throbbed when he finally cupped her cheeks. He squeezed, pressing her mouth tighter against his lips. Locking tongues, they both moaned.

      Ro’s hands meandered over his body. Feeling him throb and twitch excited her even more. She laid flat down on top of him. Her breasts pressed against his chest. Dryce’s hands on her ass shot sparks up her spine.

      Dryce pushed her body higher as he sat up in the sand. He parted his legs and bent his knees, forcing her hips deeper into his. His left hand made its way underneath the lace of her panties. Gripping her bare ass, his dick twitched. He reached up with his other hand, grabbing ahold of her waist. He started to slowly pull her panties down.

      Ro’s left hand reached back, stopping him. “Oh… hell no, mister. I don’t care how royal you think you are. We’re in the middle of a damn beach, and you’re not getting any sand in my clit.”

      “Ugh, you’re such a cock tease,” Dryce joked.

      A devilish grin came across her face. “A cock tease huh? Now you’re learning.” Ro kissed him once as rocked her hips against his, feeling the pressure of his hard cock against her core, before she stood up and extended her arm to help him up. “C’mon, I’m hungry. Let’s go eat something.”

      “I know what I want to eat right now,” Dryce said, attempting to continue what they started. Dryce pulled Ro towards him until his mouth was level with her pussy. He nuzzled against the soft fabric of her dress and tried to pull her back down into his lap.

      “Ha, yeah, no…  I was in Iraq about two years ago and I think I’m still digging sand out of places on my body,” Ro jokingly said, pulling out of his grasp. .

      “Wait, what were you doing in Iraq?” Dryce asked.

      “Umm. Sightseeing,” Ro said over her shoulder as she started back for the car.

      With a slight growl, Dryce got to his feet and started after Ro. Adjusting his straining cock, he slipped back into the passenger seat of the SUV and tried to focus on anything but how her bare ass had felt in his hand. His dick twitched again and he could only take a deep breath while he waited desperately for Ro to get them back to the hotel.
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      After inhaling the fast food from their midnight hunger run, while barely able to keep their hands off each other, Ro decided it was time. She raced back to the hotel. Walking through the lobby, they both maintained their expected level of professionalism. All bets were off as soon as they stepped into the elevator car and the doors closed them off from prying eyes.

      When they reached the doors to the suite, Dryce quietly cracked open the door and peeked in. Austin and Erik were passed out asleep on the couches, empty glasses resting in their hands and a drained bottle of scotch on the table between them.

      Dryce took Ro by the hand and pulled her to his bedroom, bumping into the corner of the couch as he raced past it.

      “You really suck at this sneaking around shit. You know that?” Ro laughed.

      “I never felt the need to be sneaky before,” Dryce chuckled back.

      He closed the bedroom door behind them.  Dryce started to turn around, but Ro crashed his body hard against the door.

      “I want you,” she whispered in his ear.

      “Mmm. Wait, what?” Dryce said with a grin. “I’m sorry all I heard was the sound of angels singing.”

      “Oh my god, you are such a dork.” Ro smiled back. She grabbed ahold of his suit jacket and was about to fling him onto the bed when Dryce seized her wrists.

      “Whoa… hold on. I’m not going to stand for you manhandling me all the damn time,” Dryce said, trying to sound stern.

      “Oh really?” Ro replied.

      “Yeah… really.” Dryce leaned down wrapping his arms around her, picking her up.

      Burying his face in the cleavage of her breasts, he made his way to the bed. Ro embraced his head and neck in her arms and wrapped her legs around his waist. Laying her down on the bed, he worked his hands from her breasts to her ribs. Kissing her body straight down the center, his hands ran parallel to his mouth. When his hands reached her hips, his kisses paused, but his hands kept going. He hiked her dress up with his wrists as his palms and fingers caressed up her thighs. Curling his fingers in, he hooked his fingers in the waistline to her panties, pulling them down slowly.

      She was so clean and smooth. This was the first time he saw her. Without hesitation he plunged his tongue into her slit. He licked softly up and down. A jolt of electricity shot up her body. Her back arched up. She wanted to moan but nothing came out; instead long pauses of holding her breath took place.

      Ro sat up and started to pull her dress off over her head. At the same time Dryce stood up and took his jacket off then started unbuttoning his shirt. Feeling like he was taking forever, Ro reached forward, taking his belt off and undoing his pants. Losing the weight of his belt around his waist, his pants dropped to the floor.

      “I’ve wanted this from the first time I saw you,” Ro said biting the corner of her bottom lip.

      “I felt the same.” Dryce crawled back into her, kissing her all the way back down until she laid flat on the bed.

      Bracing himself like a tripod, on his knees and one arm, his other hand caressed and squeezed her tits. Ro extended her hands down, grabbing ahold of his cock. He was hard. His dick twitched as she took control of it. She started to stroke softly. His tongue pierced her lips and massaged hers. All of Ro’s senses shot into overdrive.

      Her training taught her to always be on guard but, in the back of her mind, she was putting her trust into the two sleeping beauties in the next room. Dryce made her entire body feel so good. Every muscle in her body relaxed as she laid there enjoying his touch.

      Ro’s eyes cracked open slightly, glancing around the room, an uncomfortable feeling came over her. She was completely defenseless. Dryce had taken full control of her and she liked it. Yet, she wasn’t used to it. Reverting back to her Judo training, she locked his arm down to her chest, raised her hips and twisted, flipping Dryce under her. She was now on top.

      “Woman, what did I tell ya about all the man-handling,” Dryce teased.

      “Oh my God. If you don’t shut the hell up and fuck me already, I’m going to break your dick clean off and finish myself with it,” Ro teased back.

      Dryce tilted his head up and reached his arm into the nightstand, grabbing a condom.

      She reached back down, taking ahold of Dryce again, standing his cock up into position. Grinding her hips back and forth, she rubbed the head of his dick up and down on her clit. Dryce throbbed even more.

      Sliding into Ro, Dryce released a satisfying sigh. She was so wet and warm. In that moment, Dryce knew he was ruined. No other woman would ever fit him so perfectly or hug his cock the way she did.

      “Fuck, you’re so tight.” Dryce thought he said that to himself.

      “Ahh, yes.” Released from Ro’s lungs as she fully engulfed him inside her. “You’re so big,” she breathed out, her eyes closed as she revelled in the sensation of finally having him inside her.

      Ro’s right hand clawed at his chest as she rode him. Bouncing up and down, her left hand cupped her breast, squeezing her nipple. Dryce’s hands gripped ahold of her hips as he thrust upward harder and deeper. Pulling her down with his arms, his hips bounced her back up.

      “Yes, keep doing that,” Ro said biting the corner of her bottom lip again, digging her chin into her shoulder. “I’m going to come.”

      The sound of her moaning and announcing her orgasm excited him. His dick grew harder. Pulsating and throbbing, Dryce started to get close. His cock started to twitch matching Ro’s heart beat.

      “Oh fuck, I’m coming,” Ro squeaked.

      “Yes, baby. I want you to coat my dick with your cum.” Dryce made his first attempt in being a little nasty.

      Ro’s body went limp and she laid down flat on top of him. Dryce, still hungry for more, reached down grabbing ahold of her ass with both hands. Thrusting his hips up, while still laying on his back, he continued to fuck her. Her tits rubbed against his chest and, with every thrust in, they maneuvered closer and closer to his face. Her breasts now smothered him. He wanted to suck on her nipples, but unable to breathe, he attempted to copy her martial arts move to flip her over onto her back.

      He wasn’t as smooth and fluent in his action as she was, but nonetheless, he got the job done. Guiding his dick back inside her, he continued to glide in and out. Cocking one of her legs up on his shoulders, he drilled deeper in. Now, with access to air, he leaned his head down into her firm breast. His tongue flicked back and forth across her nipple, making it hard.

      Ro’s nails started to dig into Dryce’s back. The painful pleasure from Dryce thrusting deep into her and her claws in his back added ecstasy to the atmosphere. The moans from the both of them could be heard throughout the suite. Ro released her grip with one of her hands, bringing her fingers to her mouth and she sucked on her middle finger.

      Dryce reached down and cradled both of her legs with his forearms.

      “Yes… yes… fuck me. Fuck me harder,” she cried out.

      Coming close, Dryce didn’t want to stop. The way Ro felt wrapped around his cock was pure paradise. He’d never felt so much pleasure. Eager to keep going, Dryce stopped and stood up on his knees. That quick pause was all he needed to extend his stamina. Flipping her over, he mounted Ro from behind. She lifted up on all fours and bucked back on to his girthy cock as he pounded into her.

      What seemed to start out as lust, was quickly turning in to actual love. As surprised as he was, this is what Dryce desired his entire life. This is what he wanted. He had finally acknowledged what exactly it was about her that he loved. Ro was strong willed and intelligent, determined to do whatever it took. He felt safe and secure, she would protect him in a way no one else could. Not just physically, but emotionally as well. Her body was by far the most beautiful work of art he’d ever seen.

      Dryce continued to thrust into her over and over as he grabbed ahold of her ass like he owned it. The Dubai desert heat, mixed with the altitude of his hotel suite, started to wear on him. In an attempt to try to catch his breath, Dryce leaned back. Still on his knees, his hips poked forward, and braced up on his arms behind him. He watched as Ro continued to thrust back. The sight of her pussy swallowing his cock over and over was simply incredible.

      Ro sucked and licked her middle finger again and drove his cock harder into her, forcing him to sit back on his heels. She leaned up onto her knees and bounced up and down plunging deeper on Dryce’s dick. One hand cupped her breast while the other hand began massaging her clit. Her entire pussy soaked, her fingers glided smoothly around.

      “I’m going to come again,” Ro yelled. “Don’t stop, don’t…”

      Ro’s body begun to convulse, shaking uncontrollably, as she came again. Her legs pinched together and her body fell into the fetal position. As she came, Dryce could feel her pussy tightening. The pressure was too much. He couldn’t hold back any longer.

      “I’m coming with you.” His body jumped back up to his knees. He grabbed her ass and squeezed. “Fuckkk.” His body was spent.

      Out of breath, Dryce flopped to the side, his cock sliding out of Ro. Crashing the back of his head against the pillow, he huffed for air.

      “Ro… that was… incredible,” Dryce said, gasping for more air in his lungs.

      Ro rolled over onto her side facing him. “Yes, that was amazing. I’m not going to lie, I may or may not have dreamt about that after the first time I saw you up close.” Her nails ran up his rib cage and back down to his hips. She looked down. She was able to read his pulse from his cock throbbing, still inside the condom.

      A devilish smirk came across her face. “Are you okay?”  she asked.

      “My god… I’m so much better than okay right now,” he replied. “I’m going to have…”  Dryce looked over at her. “We’re going to have to rethink my entire life. You were right. That playboy lifestyle and manwhore mentality is over.”

      She reached over with her right hand, grabbing the base of his dick and squeezed. “Good to hear,” Ro said slowly pulling the condom off. “Yeah, I need to rethink where my life is going as well now.” She leaned up on her left elbow. She tossed the condom in the trashcan next to the nightstand and went back for his dick, softly stroking it up and down. Dryce was still a bit hard.

      Without hesitation, she leaned over and kissed the tip of his cock. He twitched. She smiled, glancing up at his eyes with hers and then began sucking on him while she continued to stroke.

      “Oh, fuck… no no no… that’s very sensitive right now.” Dryce’s legs curled up and both his hands covered his cock, protecting him.

      Ro giggled and hopped up out of the bed. “Oh, did the little boy meet his match?”  she teased as she went to the bathroom.

      “I got your little boy… I mean. Shit, that was lame. Gimme a minute, I’ve got a better comeback for you,” Dryce laughed.
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      Dryce watched as Ro walked to the bathroom, her hips swaying back and forth. Every other step, he was able to catch a glimpse of some side boob. He smiled. In the reflection of a picture frame on the wall he could see her around the corner inside the bathroom as she stood in front of the vanity mirror. Ro put her hair up in a ponytail and he smiled even more and then rolled on to his back. As he looked up at the ceiling, a dark silhouette appeared, hovering over him from the side of the bed.

      “What the fuck?” Dryce yelled out. “Who the fuck are you?”

      “Prince Khan, you come with me now,” the man said.

      The man was wearing all black. Around his body it appeared he was wearing a rappel harness. Dryce looked around. The balcony door was wide open and in the center of the balcony hung a rappelling rope.

      “Prince Khan. You get up and come with me now,” the man shouted as he pulled a large handgun from his the holster strapped to his leg.

      “Fuck you!” Dryce shouted back.

      Before Dryce could blink, Ro ran into Dryce’s view. She moved across the room without making a sound. She jumped into the air over the corner of the bed and came down, dropping her heel into the side of the intruder’s knee. Ro balled her hand into a fist and punched the back of the hand that was holding the gun, launching it back behind the balcony door. As he stood up, he lunged a punch in her direction. Deflecting his advancement, she gained control of him with a wrist lock and an arm bar. She spun around, twisting the man off balance and throwing his head into the TV perched up on the dresser.

      Dryce sat up in the bed. Frozen, not knowing what to do, Dryce watched the action. His eyes fixated on Ro. She was still naked. The only shred of cloth on her body was the hair band holding up her ponytail. Watching her tits bounce around while she kicked this guy’s ass turned him the fuck on. His cock started to chub up again.

      The man stumbled around on the ground. Ro stood over top of him as he looked up. Balling her fist again, Ro cocked her arm back and cracked him square in the face, knocking him out.

      Having heard the commotion, Erik and Austin kicked the bedroom door open and burst in. Both of them had their side arms drawn.

      In the moment and still battle ready, Ro spun around and kicked Erik in the gut. Causing him to double over and drop to his knees.

      “Oh shit…” Ro realized who they were. “I’m sorry.”

      Erik raised his hand, waving, giving her the sign of ‘I’m ok’ as he drew shallow breaths until the pain eased.

      Austin scanned the room, assessing the situation. Seeing that it was clear, he re-holstered his side arm. “Is everyone ok?” he asked.

      “I’m fine,” Dryce answered.

      “Peachy,” Ro said.

      “Fuck girl, you got some damn snap in those kicks. Don’tcha?” Erik slowly made his way to his feet.

      “What in the hell is going on?” Austin shouted.

      Ro walked back over to the man laying on the floor. With her foot she rolled his left arm around exposing the inside of his wrist. “This guy is a part of the faction that was trying to take Dryce.”

      “You told me that you ended it. That we didn’t have to worry about them anymore,” Austin said.

      “Well, this piece of shit must not have gotten the word to back the fuck off yet. I don’t know; what do you do want me to tell you?” Ro shot back snarkily.

      “Do… would you like to put something on?” Austin asked, finally realizing Ro was naked. Averting his eyes, he tried to defuse the awkward situation.

      “Why? Do you have something against a naked female body?” Ro said squinting her eyes and raising an eyebrow.

      “I don’t,” Dryce chimed in. “But I have a problem with them looking at your naked body.” He got off the bed and grabbed a robe from the closet, tossing it at her.

      “Nor do I,” Erik agreed, as he couldn’t help but to check her out. Dryce growled and took a step between Erik and Ro.

      Austin snuck a quick peek to see if Ro was decent before he looked over at Dryce. “Your Highness. After all that has happened, I feel it’s best if the three of us leave for home immediately.”

      “I agree,” Dryce confirmed. “But, it’s now the four of us.”

      Nodding his head, Austin gazed back over at Ro smiling. “So, I take it you’re going to stay with us after all.”

      Erik, fully recovered from the gut kick and from staring at Ro’s nakedness, cut in, “Wait. Ok, for real. Someone answer me. With Yally here, did I just freakin’ lose my job?”

      Dryce smiled. “Tank…” Dryce laughed. “As long as there’s oxygen flowing through my lungs, you’ll always have a job, man.”

      Erik nodded and smiled then walked over to the guy’s passed out body. “Don’t worry about this guy. I’ll get him processed and taken care of,” he said picking the man up and dragging him out.

      Austin looked back and forth between Ro and Dryce. “So, what is this? What’s the deal here?”

      Ro and Dryce both shrugged their shoulders.

      “I’m actually not really sure. But, Mr. Ngo, life as we knew it is done,” Dryce said, slipping his arm around Ro.

      “Finally,” Austin said with a smile.

      Austin’s face had a thoughtful smirk as he walked over to the balcony doors and looked around outside, then up towards the roof. He pulled his radio off his belt. “Mr. Keegan, have hotel security check out the roof. Pull all surveillance video as well.”

      “Yes, sir,” Erik’s voice replied over the radio’s speaker.

      Turning back around, he looked at Dryce. “So, tell me what does that mean?”

      Pulling Ro against his, he said, “My old life, with all those fun and games, are done.”  Turning Ro to face him, Dryce looked into her eyes, continuing, “I’ve got some new fun and games to explore now.”

      She smiled and arched her neck up towards him. Dryce smiled back and leaned down, kissing her softly.

      As they finished their kiss, Austin shook his head and walked out of the bedroom.
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      Still wrapped up in each other, neither of them heard Austin’s sigh as he closed the bedroom door behind him.

      Dryce picked Ro up and tossed her on the bed. He crawled and kissed his way up her body again. When his lips reached the apex of her thighs, Ro moaned and arched her back against his lips. A dull ache started to pulse harder with each kiss Dryce placed on her skin, everywhere but where she needed his lips to be.

      It was his turn to tease her.

      Ro started to push her hips up to his lips. Her hands found their way into his hair and she tried to guide his mouth to the sweet spot that craved his attention. With a smile on his lips, he allowed Ro to guide him until his lips hovered above her clit. Sucking in a deep breath, Dryce slowly blew out a stream of cool air against her heated skin, pulling a soft moan from Ro. Just as her fingers tightened in his hair again, Dryce lowered his mouth and captured her clit in his mouth, sucking hard.

      “Yes,” Ro hissed out, moving her hips against his face.

      Lapping gently, Dryce’s tongue moved along Ro’s wet slit slowly. Sucking and licking, Dryce set a rhythm that soon had Ro’s thighs quivering.

      “That’s it baby,” Dryce whispered.

      Reaching up with one hand, Dryce rolled one of Ro’s nipples between the pads of his thumb and pointer finger while his other hand lifted Ro’s hips slightly so he could massage her ass cheek. Applying even pressure to her nipple as his tongue pushed against her clit, Dryce worked her to the edge and pushed her over with a teek of her nipple.

      Ro cried out and convulsed as she came on Dryce’s tongue.

      Ro collapsed back onto the bed and curled into a ball on her side, breathing heavily. Dryce couldn’t help but smile knowing he had caused her euphoria.

      Making his way up the bed until he was behind her, Dryce laid down and pulled Ro into his arms, fitting her body perfectly against his. They lay curled against each other until Ro finally broke the silence.

      “I want the dream,” she whispered.

      “Dream?”

      “Yes, I want the white picket fence dream,” she admitted. “When I first saw you, I knew I felt something for you and it scared me. I’ve wanted to settle down for awhile now but I don’t know how. I don’t know how to be anything other than what I’ve been.”

      “And now?”

      “Now I know I can have both,” she said, and he could feel the smile in her words and she cuddled closer.

      Ro turned in his arms and faced him head on. She had a huge smile on her face.

      “I can have the life I want with you, settling down, but I can also have the thrill and the excitement of kicking ass when you’re in trouble,” she explained.

      Dryce just looked at her. The woman in his arms was absolutely amazing. She was definitely everything, and more. He leaned over and kissed her nose.

      “I really hope you don’t think this is weird, or super creepy and quick, but… I think I’m in love with you,” Dryce said flexing his arms and hugging her harder.

      Ro planted her palms on his chest and pushed her upper half back. Staring into his eyes, she replied back, “I tell you what. You just keep loving me, and I’ll keep your dumb ass alive and safe.”

      “Deal.”
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