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CHAPTER ONE
 
   The High Seas
 
    
 
   Kassie squinted at the heavens, skepticism clearly written across her face. 
 
   Robert followed her gaze. "See? Not a cloud in sight. I told you, all reports indicate fair weather. We should sail tonight."
 
   He was right. The cloudless sky was like pink and blue candy floss as the sun dropped close to the horizon. And yet all the senses in her body told her that a storm was coming. She shrugged. Robert was an experienced yachtsman; no doubt he knew what he was doing. 
 
   "Okay, if you say so." 
 
   She slipped sideways past the superstructure, and once she reached the stern, hopped over the rail onto the dock. She lifted the mooring line off the bollard and tossed it onto the deck. In a jiffy she was back on board and joining Robert at the wheel.
 
   He looked down at her cleavage. "I like that new bikini on you. It goes well with the denim shorts."
 
   She self-consciously adjusted the cups, making sure they were perfectly set and the twins safely housed. "Glad you like it."
 
   "Love it. But lose it when we're at sea. I want to look at you."
 
   She smiled. It was no secret to her how much Robert loved her breasts. Her smile faltered as they cleared the dock. Behind them was a relaxing pleasure trip, but ahead was their next mission. Her face steeled against the caressing sea breeze, and she fixated on the horizon. 
 
   Robert put his arm around her and pulled her close. "Don't worry, my love. Nothing bad will happen to you. I will protect you, I promise."
 
   She rewarded him with a reassuring smile, but it faltered when she looked away. Hard goose bumps prickled her forearms; her instinct was trying to tell her something, but she had no clue what about. He must have noticed, for he stood aside to let her steer. 
 
   "Here, take the helm."
 
   As her hands gripped the large wheel, he stepped behind her and wrapped his arm around her waist. He unzipped her shorts and slid his hand inside. Looking behind her, she saw the dock in the distance, but they were far enough out now to not be observed. Except maybe with a zoom lens.
 
   "What are you doing?" she said, and laughed.
 
   "Helping you relax."
 
   She leaned back into him, nudging her ass into his rock hard groin and enjoying the tickle of arousal in her breasts. His fingers were deft and very familiar with the target. Round and round he swirled, teasing the nub of her clitoris. Her breathing became shallow and fast, and her hips pushed hard against him as her primeval lusts took over. Robert ran his lips sensuously along the line of her neck, making her skin tingle, and she groaned. Her focus turned to her feelings as she steered the boat blindly.
 
   His free hand grasped a breast, teasing the nipple until it hurt, which elicited more groans. She pushed the denim shorts down, needing the touch of skin-to-skin, desperate to feel him inside her. Reaching back, she felt his steel-rod cock inside his shorts. Pulling him free of the open slit, she guided him to her wet and ready pussy. 
 
   "You want me to fuck you?" he whispered.
 
   "Oh, yes."
 
   "Put your hands back on the wheel."
 
   As always, she obeyed him without question. The tip of his cock rested teasingly at the top of her thighs, but he did not penetrate. Instead he kept his focus on her and caressed harder and faster, working her into oblivion. When she came, her feet practically lifted off the deck, and only then, once she'd ridden the crest of her desire, did he thrust into her, his hands on her hips as he gyrated inside. It was his turn to groan. She knew how much it excited him to fuck her out in the open, and she spread her legs wide, granting him unfettered access to her body.
 
   He slid her bikini top down over one breast and bit softly into her shoulder. "Have you no shame?" he whispered.
 
   "None with you."
 
   His lovemaking became more urgent and untamed, and he squeezed the flesh on her arms tightly as he came inside her. She kept a firm grip on the wheel, her eyes still fixed on the horizon, always obeying him. She remained mostly naked and exposed, but did not move to cover up, and would not until he expressly told her to do so.
 
   He sat back in a seat, exhausted. "You know it's not too late. This mission we've been assigned—if it's not to your liking, we can still pull out."
 
   She turned and gave him a reassuring smile. "We've been over this, my love, many times, in fact. I'm fully briefed and going in with my eyes open. You don't have to be so worried. I can handle this."
 
   Still, he was pensive. "Don't make the mistake of underestimating him, Kassie. Alex Weber is a ruthless bastard who will stop at nothing to get what he wants. I did a profile on him a few years back. Trust me, he's a nasty piece of work. You don't want to get on his bad side." 
 
   He pulled up his shorts, and Kassie returned her focus to steering the boat.
 
   "I won't. I plan to do quite the reverse."
 
   "You better get dressed before we're arrested for indecency on the high seas."
 
   “Aye, aye, cap'n, sir."
 
   As she rezipped her shorts, she recalled the face of their new mark. One would never guess the total bastard inside from his looks alone. Alex Weber was an insanely handsome man, with gentle blue eyes that could smoke the panties off any woman in the United States. Wealthy as sin, his public persona was that of a generous philanthropist, art lover, and civil rights activist. But all that was mere show. The Firm had a completely different profile on the man. Beneath that heroic facade, the true Alex Weber was a smuggler of booze, art, and contraband. And worse, he was suspected of human trafficking, particularly of young women brought in to please some of his more affluent American clients, or taken from the United States and gifted to his overseas friends.
 
   "You seem hypnotized by the ocean, my love."
 
   "Oh, I was just thinking about the mark."
 
   "Anything in particular?"
 
   "The trafficking, mostly. About how he can steal another human's freedom and still sleep at night."
 
   "I assure you he sleeps very well. Scum like that have no souls."
 
   She recalled a photograph of the last girl lured by his charms. Her family hadn't seen her in months. They were not going to recover her now. After such a lapse of time, this girl was considered long gone. 
 
   "Do you think we'll be able to get to him?"
 
   "I truly hope so, my love. I truly hope so."
 
   He rose and wrapped his arms around her waist and kissed the nape of her neck. She nestled back into him, turning her head to kiss his lips. 
 
   "So do I, my love. So do I."
 
   And then her focus returned to steering the boat south, and all such dark thoughts were banished from her mind. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER TWO
 
   The Mission
 
    
 
   He didn't like it, not at all. Kassie was still a green agent. She had only been on a few assignments with the Firm, and the thought of her mixing with this bottom-dwelling scumbag touched every raw nerve he had. Oh, she was a good agent with great potential, there was absolutely no doubt about that, but she was also the most important thing in his life. He hated her risking herself like this. But Kassie deplored traffickers with a passion, and she'd insisted they take Alex Weber on. Robert could deny her nothing; she was a big girl. But that didn't mean he had to like it.
 
   While she steered the boat, he went below deck and undressed for a quick shower. He had been sailing all day and felt tacky from sea spray and over exposure to the sun. Not to mention the sex. The recollection made him smile.
 
   As he lathered up he reflected on his emotions. In bed he was the master, always had been, always would be. But only since meeting Kassie did he fully understand who he was. He didn't keep his woman on a leash—well, maybe sometimes—but outside of the bedroom she was a free agent. He didn't think his role was to dominate her life so much as to protect it. And that job he took very seriously.
 
   He had met Alex Weber plenty of times. Their mutual interest in boats had brought them into fleeting contacts at various rallies and ports. That was why the Firm had approached him specifically for this job. He had an in, and that was useful. And was Kassie ever to Alex’s taste. But that last point irked him more than anything, for it put her in extreme danger.
 
   As he towel dried his hair, he sat on the end of the berth and opened his laptop. The picture of a beautiful high school girl popped on the screen. She had Viking-blonde hair, worn in pigtails for her cheerleading role. Her eyes were bright blue, an all-American girl ready to embrace whatever the world had to offer. He wondered what she looked like now. These girls didn't have much of a life after they were snatched. Broken and abused, maybe drugged, they were forced to have intercourse with up to thirty men a day. There was nothing desirable or romantic about this life. Unprotected sex would lead to pregnancies, HIV, and ultimately a lonely or violent death. His stomach turned at the thought and he closed the lid. He couldn't save this girl. But he would do his damnedest to protect Kassie from the slime bag.
 
   "What are you up to down there?" 
 
   Like an angel of goodness, Kassie stood at the top of the steps leading to the cabin. The slight breeze danced amid her brunette locks, and she had a sassy hand on her hip as she looked down.
 
   "Actually, I was about to fix us something to eat. I'm ravenous."
 
   "That's all right, then. You may continue." 
 
   She disappeared somewhere on deck.
 
   He loved her sauciness. He loved how one moment she could be totally submissive, and the next, the naughtiest minx who ever walked the earth. Every aspect of her personality came together as one great whole known as Kassandra Shannon, and Robert Redmond adored her. He wrapped the damp towel around his waist and stepped over to the galley. Theirs was a midsize yacht, boasting only two cabins, but boy, was she fast. He loved to race her, or simply show her off at various marinas around the Chesapeake. She was his second and most beloved home. Well, their home, for now—everything he had was as much Kassie's as his own.
 
   A few minutes later he heard her skip down the steps to sit at the galley table. He tossed a tea towel over his arm and served her like a maître d'.
 
   "Your baked beans on toast, my lady."
 
   She slipped a napkin onto her lap and rewarded him with a sexy wink. "Why, thank you, Jeeves," she said in a mock English accent. "I almost had to wait."
 
   "I hope the toast is toasted to your satisfaction."
 
   "I will let you know shortly."
 
   He laughed and shook his head. "All the food in the world, and you settle for that swill."
 
   "We weren't all born with silver spoons in our mouths, my love. This swill kept me going through college. I have my English roomie to thank for it. You should stop your whining and try it sometime. It's good."
 
   He turned back to the stove and quickly returned with a second plate and sat down opposite her. "It just so happens—"
 
   She reached across and cupped her hand over his wrist. "You're so my hero."
 
   "I know."
 
   They both tucked into their meals, and for a while both were silent, lost in their own thoughts. Robert was the first to push his plate away. His mind was never far from their mission.
 
   "You will be careful, won't you, my love? Be ready for anything, always?"
 
   "How many times do I have to say it to reassure you? Of course I will."
 
   "And though we're both trained to do what we have to, promise me you won't fuck him, unless it becomes a matter of life and death."
 
   She sighed. "It won't come to that. I know what I'm doing, and I'm a big girl. This dude is used to dealing with innocent victims. He won't even see me coming, I reckon."
 
   "Maybe. But never let your guard down, not even for an instant. He has no scruples, no higher sense of morality to appeal to. His god is the dollar, and nothing and no one can stand between him and acquiring it. If he can find a way to exploit you, believe me, he will."
 
   She rolled her eyes. "I'm not an idiot, you know!"
 
   "No, but I have met him, and you haven't. His face is pure innocence, and incredibly misleading. Don't be fooled by it, not for a second, because if you are, you could be dead or sold before you know it." 
 
   Kassie rose from the table, taking their dirty plates to the sink. "Have a little faith, will you?" 
 
   He'd pissed her off, and he knew it. But he would piss her off again and again if one day it would help to save her life. He pulled a packet of cigarettes out of his pocket and lit up. That would piss her off, too, but he didn't care. Robert thrived on control, and in this moment he felt he was losing it. At the very least, he deserved a quick drag.
 
   She dramatically waved the smoke from her face, then climbed the few steps back to the weather deck. He sat back and watched her hips sway with that special action women had down to a tee. But this ass was his, and he would do whatever it took to protect it, no matter how hard it fought against him. That was his job. And his job was something he was fucking good at.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER THREE
 
   The Aquarium
 
    
 
   It wasn't long before they were anchored in Baltimore's Inner Harbor. Their mark was a typical snowbird, spending the winter in the warmer Florida waters, then sailing north to stay at his waterfront property in Camden, Maine. But his preference for the sea-lanes went beyond simple pleasure cruising. His frequent stops along the coastal towns gave him ample opportunity to ply his grisly trade. Their sources had told them he was scheduled to moor in Baltimore either Tuesday or Wednesday of this week, subject to sailing conditions. His usual custom was to moor there for a few days, even up to a week, before continuing his journey north.
 
   They woke the following morning to find it was ridiculously humid, so Kassie donned a pair of light tan Capris and a plain navy halter-neck top that was loose enough to catch whatever breeze might be out there. She waited for Robert to join her in the dinghy, then steered them both over to the dock. The clear skies and heat had brought the tourists out in droves, but it didn't bother her. Their mark would be easy to spot on the water, if not the land. His boat, the Euphoria, was typically the largest in the harbor, and so impossible to miss. And if he saw their boat, the Double Entendre, Robert had assured her he would seek them out, not the other way around. She guessed they must be pretty good friends.
 
   "I dunno what it is, but he seems to like me," he said. "Probably because my boat's half the size of his, and he gets to gloat."
 
   "Ooh, is that jealousy I hear?"
 
   He chuckled and shook his head. "No, not at all. I wouldn't trade my little beauty for his colossal beast no matter how much he offered. His has no class. I love my beautiful boat."
 
   Men and their boat size. Robert tied the dinghy to the mooring and offered her his hand as she climbed out. As ever back on dry land, her legs were a little wobbly, but she quickly recovered. Together they took a stroll over to the Baltimore World Trade Center, as much to stretch their legs as anything else. Kassie admired the submarine now stationed in the dock as a museum ship, and wondered at this other mad, submerged world she had signed up for. Everyone around her led such normal lives. But deep down inside she knew she would never have been happy living a conventional nine-to-five existence. Being a spy excited her, and being in love with another excited her even more. She couldn't imagine a different life now, and didn't want to.
 
   Robert slipped his hand into hers, and they strolled over to the aquarium. 
 
   "Do you want to go inside?" he asked.
 
   "Sure. Let's be tourists for a day."
 
   Robert purchased tickets, and they stood in line, waiting to proceed through the exhibits. At the ray tank, Kassie ran her hand along the back of one of the larger rays and grinned at a little boy who looked too afraid to touch one. She could see he really wanted to, but clasped his hand protectively to his chest, like it had a will of its own. She neither encouraged nor discouraged the boy, but continued to caress the ray, which just sauntered about under her hand. After a while, the little boy's confidence grew and he held out his hand to the water.
 
   "Come on, we've dawdled here long enough. I want to see the sharks." 
 
   His father whisked him rudely away, but the little boy didn't cry. Kassie shrugged. Other people's parenting styles were not her concern. In any case, she wanted to see the sharks, too. Robert was busy reading the information plaque on the wall by one of the tanks, so she left him to it and advanced into the next section. This was their pattern throughout the aquarium, Kassie impatient to experience the sights, and Robert forever attached to the tablets, hungry for the knowledge he could acquire from them. When she ventured into the shark tank, he was still behind, but she didn't mind. He would catch up with her soon enough, and it would give her a few minutes alone to absorb the sights in silence.
 
   Watching the fish as they swam contentedly around the tank was so relaxing. Mesmerized, she focused on a rather blue, ugly flat fish that for some reason caught her eye. About a foot long and an inch wide the pouty fish looked like it really had something to say. It hovered about in front of her for a moment, then seeming bored, floated off to enjoy its next fleeting thought. The black-tip reef sharks swam on the bottom of the tank, as if trying to blend in with their surroundings. She could totally relate. She felt like she, too, was blending in now, just like all the other tourists. Blended, but deadly.
 
   Where has Robert gotten to? As she considered walking back to find him, her attention was diverted by the silken tones of a man just a few feet away from her. He had his back to her, yet there was something irresistible in his tone, and she paused, hoping he would turn around so she could see the face that went with the voice.
 
   When he did turn, she nearly gasped out loud. Close by was a man of almost unspeakable beauty. Groomed to perfection, he had sandy, fair hair and a perfect profile marked by soft, blue eyes and a gentle expression geared to melt the heart of any woman. Beside him was an equally beautiful and demure woman about the same age as Kassie. Her black, silken hair curled perfectly at her shoulders, and she had the sultry eyes of an Arabian princess. Both were impeccably turned out. Kassie wasn't familiar with the designer, but she knew the best-cut clothes when she saw them.
 
   "Come, my darling. Let's move on to the sand tiger shark. These reef sharks are rather tame, hardly exciting at all. I assure you, you'll enjoy the larger fish more; they're like the great whites."
 
   "If you say so, master."
 
   It was a form of address she frequently used on Robert, but always privately, never in public. Hearing it expressed so openly seemed strange. The man was looking directly at her, a half-amused curl to his lips, and she suddenly realized she was gaping open-mouthed. How incredibly rude and unsophisticated of her. She lowered her eyes in shame.
 
   "Is that you, Alex? I thought it was. How are you?"
 
   Robert bounded along the concourse, his hand already extended in greeting.
 
   "Ah, hello, Robert. How odd meeting you here. Quite unexpected." 
 
   The man had a strong English accent, the kind that suggested an Oxford or Cambridge education. Kassie quickly tried to gather her thoughts. How had she not recognized her mark? She had seen enough pictures of him. 
 
   "Yes, yes." Robert dropped the man's hand and beckoned to Kassie. She walked over to join him. "Kassie and I thought we were alone in town. I didn't see your boat in the harbor."
 
   "Ah, yes, we had to drop her off for repairs. Damned nuisance, but you have to take care of these things when they happen. Let me introduce you both to my, um, partner. Shez."
 
   "That's a beautiful name."
 
   "Scheherazade," the woman said. 
 
   She smiled at Robert, and something about the familiarity of her smile made Kassie cringe on the inside. Does he know her?
 
   Kassie nodded. "I'm Kassandra. But Robert always calls me Kassie."
 
   Alex turned his full charm on her, and if Robert's love hadn’t been there to shield her, she could have easily fallen under his spell. His handshake was confident, and his hand lingered just a little longer than convention dictated. He seemed to let her go with the greatest reluctance. 
 
   "Well, this is a jolly encounter." He beamed. "We were just thinking about fun things to do for lunch, and then here you both are. Please say you'll join us. We have reservations at Aldo's." He looked directly at Kassie. "I hope you like Italian food."
 
   She marveled at how smoothly he had turned from suggestion to direction. She looked up at Robert. This was most convenient, so of course they would go, but they needed to maintain the facade.
 
   "Kassie and I would be delighted to join you. Though I think we should change into more suitable attire. What time are your reservations?"
 
   "One o'clock."
 
   "Then we shall see you there." 
 
   Robert took Kassie's hand and gave it a near imperceptible squeeze. Alex treated her to a most charming beam, and Shez nodded politely. 
 
   "We will see you there." 
 
   They held back for a moment to allow the others to pass ahead and continue their tour undisturbed.
 
   "That was lucky," said Kassie.
 
   "Very," said Robert, though his eyes narrowed. "What did you think of him?"
 
   "Handsome. Ridiculously so. But I think he could charm a hamster into a snake pit."
 
   "No doubt about it."
 
   It was her turn to squeeze his hand. "You and the girl looked like you knew each other."
 
   "We've met."
 
   She glared at him under her eyebrows. "Oh?"
 
   "She's an asset, Kassie, nothing more. You know the business we're in. You do what you have to, and she was open to exploitation."
 
   "How?"
 
   He was spared answering by the onslaught of a school party anxious to see the sand tiger sharks, with their ferocious looking teeth. 
 
   "Let's talk about this later. Right now we need to get back to the boat. and you need to make yourself beautiful."
 
   "Am I not already?" she said playfully.
 
   "Stunning. But Alex likes his women polished to perfection. And we need to wow him."
 
   "Yes, master."
 
   He gave her a quizzical look, but she chose not to explain. She was thinking about the Shez woman, and wondering just what their involvement had actually been. But there was no time to worry about it now. There was only a little time to dress to the desired effect, and she wanted this man to desire her, not so much for the mission but for her own egotistical satisfaction. Oh, he was nothing compared to Robert, but it wouldn't hurt to make him drool. And then she remembered how he made his money and her motivation altered. She needed to look her best, all right. Not to wow him, but it was the best way to bring the monster down. She hurried her pace and turned her thoughts to what she should wear, and hoped she'd have enough time to achieve the desired effect.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER FOUR
 
   Reflections Over Lunch
 
    
 
   Her efforts paid off, and she was more than a match for the beautiful Scheherazade. As Kassie crossed the threshold, Robert smiled while the jaws of bussers and waiters dropped to see her meander through the tables. She wore a plain cream curve-enhancing dress, with tiny buttons running up the seam at her back. Even though he was more than familiar with what lay beneath, he found himself salivating at the perfectly round peach swaying before him.
 
   Alex rose from his seat as the couple approached, and the two men remained standing while the maitre d’ made sure Kassie was seated comfortably. She smiled at Shez, who returned the greeting with eyes that didn't smile in return.
 
   "You look beautiful, Kassandra, if I may say so," said Alex. 
 
   He rubbed his hand along Shez's bare shoulder, as if reassuring her of his affection. Shez smiled and locked her fingers under her chin, surveying Kassie's outfit with interest. If she liked it, she wasn't saying.
 
   Robert smiled briefly at Shez, but avoided direct eye contact. The fact was he had fucked her, and though on one level he knew Kassie would accept this was what they did—acquire assets—he knew her well enough to know it would still hurt her. But an asset she had been. With her love of yachting, she had been the initial means to bring this whole happy family together. 
 
   Alex ordered a very expensive bottle of wine while they considered the entrees. 
 
   "The calamari here is excellent. Do you like seafood, Kassandra?"
 
   "Yes, when it's done well." 
 
   She smiled, confidently, looking Alex directly in the eyes as Robert had instructed her to do. He knew Alex liked his women to be strong; in fact, the stronger the better, because he thrived on seeing them break under his attentions. Funny. Robert had never wanted to be anything other than a spy, but at this moment he was finding his career choice unusually burdensome.
 
   "You look very well, Shez," he said. "Are you enjoying the season?"
 
   Shez took a sip of her iced-water glass and stared at him over the rim. She licked her lips provocatively. 
 
   "I am now." 
 
   If her open flirtation bothered Kassie, she didn't show it, but maybe she was too deeply engrossed in her conversation with Alex. The pair certainly seemed thick together, already more like old friends than two people who had only just met. Robert turned his attention back to Shez.
 
   "How long will they be working on the yacht?"
 
   "A few days, maybe as long as a week, they say."
 
   Awesome news. "That's a pity. I'm sure the delay must be frustrating for you both. Where are you staying in the meantime?"
 
   "At the Marriott. Alex likes to stay close to the harbor. He loves watching the boats come in and out."
 
   I bet he does. 
 
   The waiter came with the wine, and while he uncorked the bottle, the group returned to more communal conversation. 
 
   "You're looking exceptionally fit, Robert. Have you changed your exercise routine?"
 
   "I might be working a little harder, Alex. But I could say the same about you. You magically seem to get better looking every time I see you." 
 
   Alex clearly liked the flattery. "What can I say, Robert? I suppose it's the very good life I lead. Keeps me young." 
 
   He dropped a napkin on his lap, and they all sat back as the waiter poured their wine. Alex approved the sample, and the table remained quiet while he poured a little into each glass.
 
   "Are you ready to order, sir?"
 
   "Absolutely," said Alex.
 
   While the waiter had their attention, Robert studied Alex. He certainly seemed taken with Kassie, as he knew he would be. His eyes kept flitting in her direction, drinking her in. His attentions should have pleased him—it was what they were there for, after all, but it didn't. Something stirred in him greater than passion. It was a sense of protection. He knew the evil that worked within Alex, and he wanted to shield Kassie from it. She was a tough cookie, that was for sure, but Alex was a force to be reckoned with. Like Robert, he had a taste for the BDSM lifestyle, but unlike Robert he liked the switch just a little too much. Unlike Robert, inflicting pain was more his motivation than giving pleasure, and Shez had confided once that he had no respect for her safe word when it pleased him to ignore it.
 
   As he sipped his Chianti, he averted his eyes, afraid they'd betray the concern he had for his new submissive. Something kept telling him that this whole mission was a big mistake, and if it were down to him, he'd have dragged her out of the restaurant, there and then, and whisked her off to safety. But Kassie was adamant, and he had to make of it what he could. He took another sip from his wine glass, and allowed their luncheon to play out as it would.
 
   *** 
 
   What was she, an idiot? It was as plain as day that he'd fucked Shez, no doubt to recruit her as an asset, but it was ridiculous he pretended it hadn't happened. Annoyed, she turned her attention to Alex. If nothing else, she could remain professional, even if he couldn't. They had a job to do, and she was damned well going to see it through.
 
   "So, Alex, you seem to have done pretty well for yourself," she said. "Tell me, how did you manage to invent yourself?"
 
   "Exports and imports." 
 
   He didn't even bat an eyelid. The slime bag could grease off a lie without skipping a beat. Well, when she thought about it, it wasn't exactly a lie. He just hadn't been specific about what it was he traded in. She prayed that her eyes didn't betray her disgust.
 
   "Sounds exciting. You must be very good at what you do."
 
   "You might think that." He looked down toward her steak. "How's the filet?"
 
   She hadn't tried it yet, so she sliced off a small end piece to sample. The small sliver was perfectly cooked and almost melted in her mouth. She closed her eyes in appreciation, and when she opened them, she was aware of Alex watching her intently, like she was the steak about to be eaten. 
 
   "Good," she said. "The chef here knows what he's doing."
 
   "Oh, he's one of the best."
 
   His entire body was turned toward her, but if it bothered Shez, she didn't let on. Robert had Shez's full attention, and Kassie suppressed the flash of envy, focusing instead on her job. She turned and mirrored Alex's body position, resting her chin on her fingers, and gazing deeply into his eyes. 
 
   "I suspect you only ever get the very best."
 
   He smiled. "Always." 
 
   The meaning in his eyes was clear as day, and he popped a piece of his veal into his mouth. There was no doubt in her mind that he liked her. She could feel it. If they'd been alone, she wouldn't have been surprised if he tried to fuck her there and then at the table. But they were not alone. And the real truth of it was; if she had gone on his looks alone, she might have felt the same. When she felt herself drifting that way, she only had to remind herself how he earned his living. That killed any thoughts of passion dead in their tracks.
 
   "How did you meet Robert?" Alex said. 
 
   She smiled knowingly, pursing her lips as she recalled their first encounter. There was no need to lie about this. 
 
   "In a bar. We discovered certain interests in common."
 
   The light in Alex's eye revealed that he knew full well what she meant. He pursed his lips and quietly nodded. 
 
   "What a lucky coincidence."
 
   "I don't believe in coincidences. I like to think of it as fate."
 
   "Indeed."
 
   "How did you meet Shez?"
 
   "As a matter of fact, your friend introduced us. You might even say I stole her from him. Would you say that was very wicked of me?"
 
   "Perhaps a little bit. But I think if you had upset him, then he's long over that now."
 
   He looked her up and down again. "I would say so. Very over it. I find myself quite jealous again."
 
   She felt naked under his penetrating gaze. She knew he was imagining her with her clothes off—nothing new to her about that—but Robert had told her of the depths of his depravity, information that both troubled and excited her. She was still a novice submissive, after all, and as yet Robert hadn't taken her to her hard limit. A small part of her believed Alex would take her there very quickly. She would have to guard as much against her own curiosity as his sadistic bent.
 
   "And you've been a couple ever since?"
 
   Alex hesitated at the word couple, and continued to eat his veal cutlet. "She is mine, yes."
 
   She didn't ask him to explain what he meant by that. "She is very beautiful."
 
   He nodded. "So, Kassandra, what do you and Robert have planned while you're here in Baltimore?"
 
   "I'm not sure how long he means to be here. We're heading south. I wanted to see some more of the bay."
 
   Alex licked his lips, then wiped them with his napkin. He pushed his finished plate away, and cleared his palate with some of the wine. "Then I insist you spend some time with us now, since we'll be heading north when we leave." He lowered his fork and played with the salt pot. "I confess that having to wait for boat repairs is a drag, but now you're both here, it might turn out to be fun after all."
 
   "I don't know—" Robert was deeply engrossed in his conversation with Shez, and appeared not to have heard. "I don't think we have plans. But if Alex doesn't mind—”
 
   "Ahem. Robert, I've just invited your lovely lady to spend the day shopping with Shez tomorrow. You won't mind will you? I have a little business I have to see to. and I was worried about leaving her alone. Kassandra would be the perfect solution. They can keep each other company."
 
   Robert didn't appear to mind at all. "No, no. We can stay in town another day, no problem. Kassie might like spending a day with one of her own sex for a change. It will do her good."
 
   Alex finished his wine and smiled. "Well, that was easy enough. Perhaps you and I can get together for drinks when my business is concluded. What do you say?"
 
   "That would be great, sure," said Robert.
 
   "Deal. Shall we say noon tomorrow?"
 
   "Sure," said Kassie. 
 
   She too pushed her finished plate away. She had what she'd come for. There was no need to drag this out. She sipped thoughtfully at her wine glass and considered what she'd accomplished. Robert had told her this job was going to be tricky. Well, so far it had been a walk in the park. Alex was playing into her lap, and if things continued like this, their business would be concluded in record time.
 
   Alex held the half-empty bottle out toward her. "Another glass?"
 
   "Why not?" she said. 
 
   She held out her glass and let him fill it to the brim. Might as well relax and enjoy herself for a bit. Her real work would start tomorrow afternoon. Right now, she might as well kick back and have a little fun.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER FIVE
 
   The Jewelers
 
    
 
   The hotel was only a few blocks from the marina. It was a nice day, so Kassie walked the short distance, wearing a backless summer dress and one-strap stilettos. She hoped it would be enticing, but not too over the top. Robert had implanted a GPS tracking device into the heel of her shoe, just in case anything bad happened to her. It gave her a little sense of security, as long as she was able to hold onto her shoes. 
 
   Naturally Alex had taken the best suite of rooms in the hotel. While Shez finished applying her makeup, Kassie walked over to the window to admire the view. A few hundred feet below them, the Double Entendre was anchored out in the marina. She had left Robert on board, researching the boats that had arrived in the marina in the last few hours. Sooner or later Alex's contact would arrive to either deposit his acquisitions in America, or smuggle whatever contraband Alex had to send to distant shores. A small boat was arriving in the marina now. As it cruised toward its mooring, she wondered if that boat could be the one. Hell, it could be anyone. It wasn't as if they raised the Jolly Roger or anything. Quite the opposite. The most innocent looking vessel could be the messenger for the worst kind of mischief.
 
   "How do you like my view?"
 
   Shez's silken voice was oddly cutting. It made the hairs tingle on Kassie's arm, and she steeled herself in case her body betrayed her total dislike. 
 
   "I like it very much. I was trying to see Robert on the boat, but I think he must be below deck. Where is Alex?"
 
   She turned to find that Shez had chosen a pair of navy silk trousers with a crisp white halter-neck blouse. Her hair was slicked back into a tidy up-do, which perfectly set off her middle-eastern features. She looked like a million dollars, and she knew it. Her Louis Vuitton shoulder bag was hooked over a chair. She grabbed it and spun her perfectly toned ass over toward the door. 
 
   "Coming?"
 
   "Sure."
 
   The two bustled out of the room and walked toward the elevator. Shez didn't look Kassie's way, but focused on the floor indicator.
 
    "So, tell me, how long have you and Robert been together? I can't imagine it's been long. You weren't on the scene last year, as far as I know."
 
   "It's been a few months now. Seems like forever, but in a good way."
 
   Shez stole a glance at her sideways. "I can imagine."
 
   The idea of this woman and Robert playing hide the salami made her stomach flip. But she was here to win her friendship and trust, so she attempted something of a smile. 
 
   "What about you and Alex? You two been together long?"
 
   "Long enough."
 
   "He's a very handsome man."
 
   Shez's smile reminded Kassie of an indulged cat. "Yes, yes he is, isn't he? One might say, disarming."
 
   "How did you meet? Any chance of wedding bells or something?"
 
   For a second Shez's smug smile faltered, but she quickly recovered her composure as the elevator doors slid open and the two women popped inside. Shez hit the lobby button and repositioned the strap of her bag on her shoulder. 
 
   "We met at a party." 
 
   Her lips were tight, and Kassie also noticed how she sidestepped the question of matrimony. She decided it was best not to press right now. It would probably piss her off, which would achieve nothing.
 
   "I haven't been on a girl shopping spree for some time. I imagine it will be fun."
 
   Shez's superior smile returned. "I imagine it will."
 
   The elevator slowed on the fourth floor, and a cropped-haired, stocky man with dark skin stepped inside. For an instant he caught Shez's eye, and Kassie thought he nodded, but Shez quickly looked down to the elevator floor and didn't acknowledge him at all. Do they know each other? It looked like it to Kassie. The bald man looked her way, nodded politely, then turned to face the doors as they continued down toward the lobby.
 
   Perhaps she had been mistaken, but she doubted it. When the doors opened, they all stepped out, and the stranger went off about his business. 
 
   "Where shall we begin?" Kassie asked.
 
   "I just want to leave a note for Alex at the desk. I won't be a minute. Then we can think about where to go."
 
   Kassie sat down in a lounge chair to wait while Shez went over to the reception desk. It was clear to her that she and Shez would never be bosom friends, and not just because she'd slept with her boyfriend. She instinctively disliked her, and wondered why Shez wasn't feeling the same way, too. Then again, she was probably only doing this because Alex willed it so. She imagined that was the motive for much of what Shez did. Master and slave rather than boyfriend and girlfriend.
 
   Shez returned, her focus now on the street outside. 
 
   "There, that's done. Now to spend a lot of Alex's hard earned money. I'm in the mood to buy a new watch. This one's looking a little dated." 
 
   She held out her arm so Kassie could admire the slim Rolex wrapped around her wrist. Its face was unscratched, and it looked positively brand new.
 
   "If you say so, though that's a beautiful watch you have there."
 
   "I'm bored with it. Let's go find another."
 
   "Okay. Where did you have in mind?"
 
   "Oh, there's a lovely little family jewelers off Gay Street. Its one of those quaint little basement shops that always makes me think of old movies. We should probably take a taxi. It's more than a fair walk away, and our heels would get ruined. You don't mind, do you?"
 
   Since Kassie had no agenda of her own, she shook her head. "No. I'm good. Lead the way."
 
   Outside, the porter flagged down a passing yellow cab, and the two girls bustled inside. Kassie's backside singed a bit as she scraped over the hot leather seat, so she rearranged the fabric of her skirt to protect her skin. Shez was all grace and elegance, sitting with composure just behind the driver.
 
   "Have you shopped at Graystone and Goldman's before?"
 
   Kassie shook her head. "Can't say that I have."
 
   "They specialize in estate jewelry. You can get some fabulous pieces there, and the gems are flawless. I drop a lot of money in that store whenever I'm in town."
 
   "Wearing rings from dead people?"
 
   "I have them reset, of course. Like this one." She flashed a two-karat diamond under Kassie's nose. "What was in fashion twenty years ago is rarely worth wearing today. Better to have your own design, don't you think?"
 
   "I suppose so."
 
   Robert was pretty wealthy, but Kassie had never been one to blow their cash on trifles. Such things didn't move her at all. Maybe one day things might change, especially if she found herself in the market for a special diamond, but that day seemed a long way off, as yet. 
 
   They were only in the taxi for a few minutes when it pulled up at the corner of a block on Gay Street. Both women climbed out and walked down the steps leading to a small jewelry store below street level. A tall young man with pleasantly smiling eyes met them. He recognized Shez immediately, and greeted her by name. Yup, looks like she does drop a bucket of cash here.
 
   "So wonderful to see you again, Ms. Nazari. I trust you are quite well?"
 
   "Very, Harvey. This is my new friend, Kassie Shannon. She hasn't been here before, so you need to wow her if you want to win a new customer."
 
   "How do you do?" he said, turning to Kassie and blasting her with his most charming smile.
 
   "Very well, thank you."
 
   Both women began leaning over cabinets, though Kassie noticed Harvey remained glued to Shez, no doubt following the smell of money. 
 
   "Is there anything you're particularly looking for today. Ms. Nazari?"
 
   "As a matter of fact, I am. I'm in the mood for a brand new watch. Nothing old, something shiny and new. What do you have?"
 
   "In that case, step this way." 
 
   He led her over to a glass case in the far corner of the store. It contained some incredibly fabulous looking pieces, and Kassie almost peed herself looking at some of the price tags. With the greatest effort she closed her mouth to stop it trailing on the floor behind her.
 
   Shez ran her critical eye over the selection, but seemed singularly unimpressed. "Is this everything? Don't you have anything new in? I would swear I've seen all these designs before."
 
   Harvey never skipped a beat, his smile intact. "As a matter of fact, I do have something in, but it's locked away, unpacked, in the backroom. Take a seat, and I will get it for you. I shall just be a few minutes. Would you like some tea or coffee while you wait?"
 
   "Yes, please, that would be lovely."
 
   Kassie expected a polystyrene cup with some coffee machine disaster, but after a quick nod from Harvey, a gangling teenage girl came over and took their orders for Starbucks. Both women threw caution to the wind and ordered lattes. 
 
   "I do love being a little indulgent when I'm being indulgent," Shez explained. 
 
   She continued to browse the glass cases while Kassie took the opportunity to sit down. 
 
   Tired of shopping, she watched the steps outside, looking out for the young girl who assured them she would only be a minute or two. A pair of short legs walked by, and for some reason, she leaned forward to get a better look. Odd. It was the man from the elevator. What was he doing here? She had learned from experience not to trust coincidences, and followed him until he passed the stairs. His feet paused, and for a minute she thought he might join them in the shop, but then he changed direction and disappeared. She deduced he'd either gone to the end of the street, or found some other way into the building. 
 
   Shez drew her attention away from the stairs by sitting next to her. "They have some very beautiful pieces here. You should treat yourself. I am sure Robert can afford it. Live a little. Considering what they put us through, it seems a small price to pay."
 
   "Er, no. Nice idea, but there's nothing I particularly need at the moment."
 
   Shez laughed. "Need? What has need got to do with anything?"
 
   The girl returned with their lattes, and a few minutes later, Harvey reappeared from the back room. His smile was still intact, and he carried a small velvet pouch in his hand. Shez rose from her seat and went to join him, her face alight with expectation, and Kassie got up to follow her. Once she stood across from him, he slipped something shiny and silver out of the pouch and into his palm. The wristband tinkled as the links crossed over each other, and Kassie leaned forward, curious in spite of herself.
 
   The watch was curious, with a pale face the color of the moon. 
 
   "The perimeter is decorated with half-carat diamonds, and the hands are pure oyster. The casing is steel and white gold. This is a special edition Rolex. I believe only one hundred were ever made. We were very lucky to get it."
 
   Shez's eyes burned with desire. "It is beautiful."
 
   Harvey's eyes lit with the confidence of a sale. He put the watch down on the glass and stepped back so she could inspect it properly. Shez lifted it up and put it on her wrist, but her mind was already made up.
 
   “I'll take it. Will you register it for me?"
 
   "Of course, Ms. Nazari. Cash or charge?"
 
   "Please add it to Mr. Weber's account."
 
   "Very good. I'll just be a few moments."
 
   The job done, Kassie turned to finish her coffee in peace. It was such a beautiful watch, and the transaction had been completed with no mention of price. She turned back, intending to ask Shez that question when she saw the jeweler slip something like a note to her. It was done quickly, and from his body language it was clear to Kassie he hadn't meant to be seen. It was the only time that smile wasn't plastered on his face. Luckily, neither of them was looking at her, and she lowered her head quickly, pretending to be taken by a rather beautiful emerald ring in the display below her.
 
   "Well, that's me done!" said Shez. "I have what I came for."
 
   She tucked the watch, now secured in a smart presentation box, into her bag and turned toward the exit. 
 
   "Have you seen anything that tickles your fancy?"
 
   "Not especially."
 
   "Then let's go get a drink. I'm positively gasping."
 
   And without looking back, she let herself out of the store and walked up to street level. Kassie followed quickly behind her, her head full of what she'd seen and wondering how that knowledge would be helpful for their mission. She figured she would find out soon enough.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER SIX
 
   Back on the Boat
 
    
 
   "Well, at least you weren't abducted." 
 
   Robert poured Kassie a large scotch and topped it off with Sprite, just the way she liked it. He handed it to her where she sat at the end of the berth, kicking off her shoes.
 
   "They were hardly going to snatch me in Baltimore. They know I'm with you. Anyway, I got a good lead. The jewelry shop is involved somehow, I just know it."
 
   He sat on the berth beside her and ran his hand over her back. "Yeah, you did good, babe." He fell back on the mattress, exhausted. He had spent most of the day in front of his monitor, and his eyes were spent.
 
   "So what knocked you out? Didn't you meet Alex for drinks, like he said?"
 
   "No, he never called. And I don't know how these kids spend hours in front of those things, I really don't."
 
   She laughed. "That's rich, coming from a former hacker."
 
   "Maybe I'm just getting old." 
 
   She turned and pushed his shirt back, exposing a set of perfectly chiseled abs. "I think not." She put the glass on the floor by his feet and pulled her dress over her head, exposing her full breasts and a pair of flimsy panties.
 
   "You're a wanton hussy, you know that?"
 
   "Aren't you the lucky one, sir?"
 
   He pulled her down beside him and swung on top of her. Gently he kissed along the line of her clavicle, then swooped down to take the pearl of a nipple between his lips. He bit harder, and she yelped but smiled at the same time. 
 
   "So you want to play?"
 
   "Yes, sir."
 
   He pulled away and lay on his side, supporting his head in his hand. "Well, then, slip your hand into those teeny, tiny panties and come for me."
 
   In the old days Kassie would have hesitated, but she loved to please him. He settled into his comfortable position and followed her hand as it slipped under her panties, heading straight for the magic button. He loved to orally please her, but there was something erotically efficient in the way she went straight to her mark, working herself like a well-tuned machine, stoking her own fires to the point of ecstasy. Like himself, most guys would lick the entire sandwich before heading for the filling, but Kassie went straight for the meat, and feasted heartily.
 
   Her back arched as she sought the optimum position, and he toyed with her nipple as she pleasured herself, helping her speed her way directly to the finish line. After a few seconds he slid down between her legs and gently pulled her panties down for a better view. She had recently shaved herself entirely, and he loved to see her exposed pussy and the small, loose flesh of her labia. He wanted to suck on those lips now, but first he would wait. Watching her make herself come was a massive turn on. 
 
   When her hips began to rise off the bed, he knew she was close, and he got up to remove his pants to be ready for action when the moment arrived.
 
   "Tell me when you're coming, Kassie."
 
   Breathless, she nodded, her mind somewhere else but mindful of the requests of her master. Droplets of light perspiration covered her body, and her fingers began to rotate with an increased sense of urgency. And then she took a sharp intake of breath. Her hips were high now, and he knew she would cry out at any moment.
 
   "Oh, my God, I'm coming! I'm coming, sir. Yes, oh, Lord, I'm coming, sir, oh!"
 
   And then she let go with a passion that always took him by surprise, no matter how many times he saw it. Her vulva glistened, moist with the currency of sex, and he thrust his middle finger into her, pushing her to the edge.
 
   Her hips lowered, and her breathing became more normal. She was coming down, but she would still be ready to take him. He flipped her over, pulling a pair of perfect peaches toward his cock, and he plunged into her, making her cry out once more. 
 
   He held onto her hips and pulled her onto him, maximizing his penetration, spreading her ass cheeks apart to allow greater depth. He loved her body. It was so feminine, both firm and round at the same time. He closed his eyes and imagined fucking her over and over, fucking her until she could take no more. But then another image entered his head, and it wasn't him fucking her, it was Alex. At once the urgency went from his erection, and though he thrust into her over and over, it was no use; he couldn't get it back.
 
   She turned a pair of curious eyes on him. "What's the matter?"
 
   It wasn't an image he wanted to share with her. It was the fear that had plagued him since they accepted this mission, and somehow the thought just wouldn't go away. But no way was he going to plant the thought in her mind. 
 
   "Nothing. I'm just tired, I suppose."
 
   She wriggled out from under him, wrapping her long legs around his upright ones. "Anything I can do, sir? Suck you off, perhaps?"
 
   He looked down at his spent cock and imagined her lips around him. There was an instant twitch, but it died when he thought of Alex again. 
 
   "No, not tonight. I think I just need something to eat, then need some sleep."
 
   She sat up, crunching her tight abs, and put her hand on his arm. "Okay, if you're sure. May I get dressed?"
 
   "Sure."
 
   She slipped the dress back over her head, picked up her whiskey glass, and offered it to him. Dang. He must be really fucked up if he couldn't be aroused by someone as beautiful as Kassie was. He took the glass from her hand and drained it in a single swig, then fell back on the berth.
 
   "Wanna sandwich?"
 
   "Sure.”
 
   She started messing about in the galley, and he stared u at the ceiling, thinking about what he'd discovered. She must have been reading his mind. 
 
   "So, what did you find out today?"
 
   "A load of shit about his money. I hacked into his bank account and compared it to his travel patterns. He must do a lot of business here in Baltimore. The bulk of his deposits occur after he's been here. I also had a peek at his e-mail account and calendar, but he's rather crafty there. He doesn't leave much of a trail."
 
   "So nothing really to help us?"
 
   "There's an entry for today, duplicated for tomorrow. Might be something. Might be nothing."
 
   "What is it?"
 
   "Cranberry Wave."
 
   "His favorite fruit juice?"
 
   Robert managed a weak laugh. "Or the name of a boat."
 
   "Ah."
 
   "I had a stroll while you were out, but could see no boats with that name in the marina. But that doesn't mean anything."
 
   "No, I guess not." 
 
   She dropped a plated cheese and tomato sandwich on his abs. He reached up to steady them, then pushed himself back to the end of the berth so he could eat comfortably.
 
   "So what now?" she asked.
 
   He put the sandwich down and picked up his cell phone. "Time to take things to the next level." He punched in a message:
 
   Game for a little wife swapping?
 
    He stared at the message for a second, his thumb hovering over the Send button. The message itself made him sick to his stomach, but then he thought of all the innocent women and men who just disappeared, and he steeled himself. He had a job to do. With a heartfelt sigh he hit Send. If he had to do it, might as well get it over with.
 
   He dropped the phone on the bed and looked over to his half-eaten sandwich, but his appetite was gone. He should never have gotten into this with Kassie. She meant too much to him. It was not like he had a choice though; for a good submissive, she had a will of iron outside the bedroom.
 
   Ping! He picked up the phone. The reply was from Alex.
 
   Sure. Where and when?
 
   Robert typed his response. 
 
   Tonight too soon?
 
   The reply was instant.
 
   My hotel room. Nine o'clock. 
 
   Shit. Well, it was done now. He was never going to say no.
 
   We're looking forward to it. See you then.
 
   After he sent the message, he dropped the phone on the bed and hoisted himself up. The job sucked, but the worst was to come. He had to tell Kassie. And though she'd know this was their plan from the get-go, he still hated to tell her. Not because he thought she'd be disgusted by the idea. Worse. He was afraid she might enjoy it.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER SEVEN
 
   Swinging Sisters 
 
    
 
   Kassie let Robert dress her. She was naked and powdered, fresh from the shower. She would do her make up herself, but he wanted to choose clothes for her. She knew why. He was super possessive and controlling, and this next part of their mission was fucking with his head. She knew the signs. So she stood naked like an expectant queen, her arms extended while he attended to her. 
 
   First, her underwear. Interesting that he chose pure white, she thought. He held out her panties, and she stepped into them, and ever so lovingly he pulled them up over her thighs and hips, making sure they were seated comfortably. Then her stockings—these were also white, and he pulled up one after the other, staring up into her eyes like a devoted slave. He chose not to put on a bra, but slipped a long white silken dress over her head. The material outlined her naturally large breasts, and he brushed her nipple under the fabric, making it stand to attention. Lastly, he took a flat brush and worked her hair until it shined.
 
   "You're so fucking beautiful," he said, nipping gentle kisses at her neck.
 
   "Maybe you should put some clothes on yourself." 
 
   She laughed. He had been naked all the while. He still stared at her as he dressed himself. 
 
   "You look like a bride." 
 
   His voice was flat and sad, and her heart ached for him. She ran her fingers through his hair and drank in his cologne.
 
   "I love you," she whispered softly, brushing her cheek against his.
 
   "Don't do anything you don't want to," he said. "It won't take you out of character. They'll just assume it's not for you."
 
   "Okay. I'll remember that."
 
   He remained quiet and thoughtful as they strolled over to the hotel. She had never seen him like this, and it brought out all of her maternal instincts. Her heart yearned to smother him in kisses, to tell him it would be okay. She could protect herself just as well as he could, if it came to it. But she wasn't angry with him; she liked that he cared.
 
   The hotel lobby was full of tourists bustling about with busy nothings. Like cold ghosts, they passed through the throng, heading straight for the elevator. She pressed the button, and they waited, neither looking at the other, neither speaking a word. When at last the doors opened a woman with a pushchair struggled to get out, so Robert stepped in to assist her. Kassie noticed that he stared at the baby longer than usual, which was odd because he always detested children, but then this one was a cute little thing.
 
   Once the car was empty, Kassie and four others joined him for the journey up. The elevator stopped on each and every floor, exacerbating his anxiety. And then, at last, they were clear, continuing the final ascent alone. When the doors slid open he turned to her one last time. 
 
   "Remember, whatever happens, I love you."
 
   "I know. You've said already."
 
   Apparently he objected to the jovial tone of her voice. "I'm being serious, Kassie. It's only you."
 
   Did he plan to fuck Shez? Was that it? She tried to picture the two of them together, then banished the thought because it made her sick to the core. She was the one being offered in sacrifice. Not him. Shez had been his way in; there was nothing more she could offer them now, so what the fuck?
 
   Whatever, it was too late now. As they walked toward the suite, he let go of her hand and flexed his fingers. She wished she knew what that meant.
 
   Alex stood in the open doorway in khaki slacks and a dusky pink Polo shirt. He had a martini glass in his hand, and he beamed to see them both out in the hallway. "Come on in, come in."
 
   Robert's smile was faultless as he ushered her in before him. "Hello, Alex. How are you tonight?"
 
   "Good, good.” 
 
   “How are the boat repairs coming along? Any news?"
 
   "All they tell me is that they're working on it. Milking me for every damned penny, I suppose. What can you do?"
 
   Shez was lounging on the sofa like a goddess or a hungry lioness, Kassie couldn't decide which. She too was sipping from a martini glass, and as Robert approached her to say hello, she slithered off the sofa and took his hand. 
 
   "How lovely to see you again, Robert. I confess I've been rather looking forward to it."
 
   "As have I." He kissed the back of her hand, and Kassie's stomach flipped at the long, meaningful look he gave her. "You're looking lovely as ever."
 
   Alex smiled at Kassie and led her away to the bar area. She braced herself. So this was it. 
 
   "So, my dear. What's your poison?"
 
   She didn't feel like drinking at all. "I'll have a martini, too, if I may."
 
   "And for Robert?"
 
   "He'll have the same."
 
   As he shook the cocktail shaker he paused to admire her outfit. "You're looking incredible this evening, if I may say so."
 
   "Thank you."
 
   She took the offered glass and sipped at the martini while Alex delivered the second to Robert. He returned quickly and picked up his own glass.
 
   "You mix an excellent martini."
 
   "Thank you." 
 
   A silence fell between them, and Kassie stirred her olive thoughtfully. 
 
   "If you don't mind me saying, you seem a little nervous," Alex said.
 
   "Do I?" 
 
   "A tad. Am I that intimidating?"
 
   "A tad."
 
   He chuckled. "I thought I was a pussycat."
 
   It was not a description she would have used. Reptile? Snake? Abuser of the innocent? 
 
   "Maybe you are. I don't know you that well." 
 
   She walked to the window and looked at the marina. It looked so different by night; it was like the whole area took on a different personality. More dangerous, perhaps. Or maybe that was just a reflection of how she felt. Alex came to join her.
 
   "Beautiful, isn't it."
 
   "Yes."
 
   "You know it wasn't always this way. At one time it was a pretty nasty place to be. Crime, drugs, you name it. But they cleared it all up, and look at it now. The transformation was amazing."
 
   On the surface. "I see. Well, it’s lovely now."
 
   "As are you."
 
   He reached up and put his hand on her neck, cupping her chin. Instinctively she looked over to Robert. He was looking the other way, chatting quietly to Shez. They looked friendly, but not as intimate yet. She froze.
 
   "Relax, Kassie. Nothing's going to happen if you don't want it to." He pinched her cheek affectionately and took a sip of his drink before looking her up and down. "Robert tells me you're new to this lifestyle. It's perfectly natural to be nervous."
 
   Oh, he did, did he? "Yes. Yes, I am."
 
   "Well, that's only natural. 
 
   He put his hand on her shoulder and freely admired her breasts. She turned, pretending to admire the view out the window when, in fact, her heart was racing.
 
   "Kassie, take off your dress." 
 
   It wasn't Alex's voice. It was Robert's. Surprised, she turned to see all three of them standing behind her, apparently admiring a completely different view.
 
   She stopped breathing entirely. In that instant, she cast off Kassie, the strong, independent woman who worked as a spy, and became Kassie, the submissive, the girl turned on by her master's bidding. Not even Superman could change personas so quickly. Funny how being ordered to do what she must made it that much easier to do it. She put her glass down on the bar and then slowly lifted her dress over her head.  
 
   And there she was, topless, dressed only in the white panties and stockings Robert had dressed her in just a little while earlier. Her breasts rose and fell quickly as the adrenaline pulsated through her body. All three of them were before her, admiring her body. Even Shez had the fire of desire in her eyes. 
 
   Alex was transfixed, and she expected him to step forward to claim his prize, but instead he turned to Shez and took the glass from her hand. 
 
   "My love, it seems rude not to reciprocate such a generous gesture. Please, take off your dress for the benefit of our guests."
 
   Without blinking, Shez did so. Hers was a button dress, and she popped each button, one by one, revealing the perfectly toned body concealed inside. Like Kassie, she had not worn a bra, but stood proudly before them all in her panties and stockings.
 
   "Take our guest into the bedroom."
 
   Shez extended her hand. So was this it? Kassie had never been with a woman before and her heart beat so hard that the others should have heard it. She followed the woman into the bedroom, her body stiff with uncertainty. The two men came in behind them and sat down on a couple of soft chairs in the corner of the room.  
 
   "Don't mind them," cooed Shez. "Focus on me." 
 
   She put her hand around Kassie's neck and stroked up into her hairline. She was so close to her their breasts touched, and the contact sent electric shocks along her entire frame. Skilled hands swooped down, caressing her neck and landing on her shoulders. Shez pulled her close, and a moment later her lips were on hers, drinking merrily from the cup of pleasure. 
 
   Kassie's first reaction was surprise, not from the kiss itself, but how, with her eyes closed, it was no different from the kiss of a man. Shez's skilled tongue was gentle, enticing, and without pressure. It was enjoyment without purpose, a kiss for the sake of a kiss, not a prelude to something else. Kassie had never tasted anything sweeter. The door was opened, and she willingly passed through, her own hands on Shez's waist, then up to explore the swell of her breasts and brushing her thumb across those dark, large nipples.
 
   A little gentle pressure brought her down onto the king-sized bed. The kissing was so pleasant that Kassie forgot herself and allowed Shez to climb on top of her as the two scooted up to the head of the bed. After a little more kissing, Shez's focus turned south, planting gentle butterfly kisses on her aroused nipples, then down and down towards her thighs. With impish eyes, the she-lover pulled down her panties, then came back up, planting more kisses along the inside of her legs. When those lips brushed her vulva, she gasped but opened herself wider to allow the sweet caresses her companion was determined to give.
 
   She closed her eyes and caressed her lover's hair, enjoying every suck and swirl on her fleshy clitoris as she sank down and down into heavenly oblivion. In her heart she imagined it was Robert, that it was his lips that pleasured her now, his caresses that brought her to the brink of Paradise. How she loved his eyes, his mouth, every inch of his body. She was his to command, body and soul, and she delighted in bringing him pleasure, as she was pleasing him now.
 
   As the spring of delight erupted in her, she cried out. 
 
   "Oh, God, Robert." 
 
   But it wasn't Robert standing naked over her now. It was Alex who hovered above her, his cock poised and rampant in his hand like a steel rod. He had taken off his clothes, and looked ready to mount her. In that moment there was no lie in her. Shocked by his presence she rolled away and almost fell off the side of the bed. 
 
   "No, no I can't," she cried. "Robert!"
 
   In a flash Robert stood beside her. 
 
   "It's okay, love, it's okay." 
 
   He put his hands protectively around her and pulled her close. She gulped, regaining her composure, and turned her attention back to the bed. Whether Alex was disappointed or not, she couldn't say. Clearly he had no intention of wasting a perfectly good erection, for he had Shez slide off the bed, where she now was busy sucking him dry. His eyes were closed as he took his pleasure, but when he opened them again, they fixed on her. She felt like he was laughing at her, so she turned away, anxious to get out of this room.
 
   "May I get dressed, sir?"
 
   Robert brushed her cheek with the back of his knuckles. "Of course, my love." He led her from the room and picked her white dress up off the floor.
 
   "Can we leave now?"
 
   "If you wish, my love." 
 
   He didn't seem too upset by her actions. If anything, she would say he looked relieved. She dressed quickly, hoping her eyes expressed her desire to be gone. She was not disappointed. 
 
   "Come. Let's leave them to it."
 
   She nodded and, checking that she was decent, followed him swiftly out the door. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER EIGHT
 
   Back on Board
 
    
 
   "Fuck it, babes. I'm so sorry. I just lost it." 
 
   While Kassie threw her exasperated hands in the air, he poured her a glass of ice wine and shoved it under her nose. 
 
   "Drink this. You'll feel better. And you did good tonight."
 
   "What? Were you even in the same room? I completely blew it."
 
   Robert poured himself a glass of the same and sipped thoughtfully. In his opinion the night had been a total success. He saw the way Alex had looked at Kassie, how he had drooled over her thrusting body and all but tried to jump on her when Shez was finished. 
 
   "Calm down, my love. You've tickled his fancy now, and he won't forget that performance any time soon, not if I know him."
 
   "What use is that to anyone?"
 
   "A lot, if our objective is to safeguard the innocent and do our bit for continuing democracy."
 
   "Huh."
 
   He sat down beside her and put the glass on his knee. "Look—perhaps it's better this way. Whetting his appetite might get us further than going all in. You know how shallow men are. We go the extra mile to obtain things we can't get so easily, and toss away those things we already have. He will be wild for you now. He will do anything for you."
 
   She snorted. "I think that's a bit of an exaggeration, don't you?" 
 
   Frustrated, she put down her drink and pulled her dress off over her head. A minute later she was naked. She turned on the shower and sat on the toilet while the water heated. While Kassie showered, Robert kicked off his shoes, finished his drink, then fell back on the bed.
 
   Kassie would hate him if she thought he'd actually hoped for this. Alex was such a typical alpha male; he was laughably predictable about some things. But it was hard, hard using the woman he loved, no matter how great the purpose. He recalled with a slight smile how she'd shied away from Alex. He could have kissed her for that. It cut him to the core knowing he might have to share her. If only there had been someone else to put in her place, but the truth was, there was no woman alive with both the training and the qualities needed to perform this job. What was the expression? For the greater good? Maybe. Perhaps.
 
   Ping! 
 
   It was Kassie's phone. Idly, he picked it up from beside the berth and saw she had a new message. From Alex. The very name sent an arrow through his heart. While Kassie showered, he took the phone and climbed to the main deck. It was a beautifully calm evening with barely a ripple on the water. Over dockside, the tourists were still going about their business, late night revelers laughing, joking, and generally having a good time. It was all innocent enough. He looked down to the phone in his hand. How he ached to put in the password, open the message and erase it. She would never know. He could up anchor, turn the boat's nose to the ocean, and in a little while they could be coasting down calm waters towards Annapolis, leaving Alex and Shez to sail their merry way up to the north to Maine. Over. Done. How easy it would be to just sail away.
 
   Along the bank a young couple were drawn to a family of ducks bobbing about near the edge of the water. Odd that the ducks were out so late, but then they weren't widely revered for their smarts. The young woman was incredibly pretty, and was laughing on her boyfriend's arm as they followed the progression of the ducks. They had some leftover bread in their doggy bag, and the girl was breaking it into chunks and tossing it into the harbor. The little ducks swam around, greedily gobbling up the free food. The couple were charming, so full of life, so innocent, their whole world a sea of promise before them. And they were just the kind Alex was known to snatch and make disappear. Indeed, it was his signature pull, to take a young couple of about this age. They had to continue; it was the only way to stop this. He let the phone drop to his side and enjoyed watching the couple for a minute longer.
 
   Below deck he heard Kassie wandering about, then heard the hum of her hairdryer. He sat down at the stern and waited for her to come and find him. He knew she would. He wanted to enjoy the silence, to enjoy the few minutes of uncertainty before she read the message and prepared for the next part of their mission. After all, she could decline. But deep down he knew she wouldn't. She loved the thrill too much. The danger was as erotic to her as any romp in the bedroom.
 
   He guessed how Alex would stage it. He would have her snatched by one of his thugs when both he and Shez were safe out of harbor and beyond any immediate suspicion. After that? Well, he would hardly keep her for himself. Not for long, anyway. Robert was pretty sure he would keep her for a while, until he tired of her. And then it would be down to the highest bidder. At least that would be the way of things if it were not for one thing. Him. If he hurt one hair on Kassie's head, he would cut his balls off and feed them to the fucking sharks in the aquarium.
 
   "Robert, are you up there?"
 
   "I am, my love."
 
   "Have you got my phone?"
 
   "I do, indeed."
 
   She came up on deck wrapped in nothing but a bathrobe, her recently dried hair all frizzed and blown everywhere. She looked adorable.
 
   "Did someone call?"
 
   "No. You have a text." 
 
   He said nothing more, but handed the phone to her. As she read the message the light in her eyes told him how this would play out. He glanced to the shore. The young couple had long since moved on. And so must he. He left her alone with her thoughts, and went below to take a shower.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER NINE
 
   Captive
 
    
 
   The content of the message surprised her. 
 
   Thank you for a pleasant evening. I am sorry if our behavior shocked you - perhaps I can make it up to you over dinner? Just the two of us? If Robert will allow it?
 
   Everything in her heart told her it was a bad idea. But now she was torn. In the hotel room there was something in his eyes she hadn't seen before. And it was more than lust. Okay, so it wasn't exactly demonic, but she had seen something of his soul though his eyes, a determination that knew no restraint. It scared her. But the mission was still the same. Girls and boys were being snatched all the time. If she didn't try and stop them, then who would?
 
   It turned a little colder, and she needed to get ready for bed. Below, Robert was in the shower. She would talk to him before sending a reply. That seemed the smart thing to do. If nothing else, Robert could always be trusted to keep a cool head on his shoulders. It was definitely one of the things she admired about him the most.
 
   She looked over the dark waters one last time and spotted an empty doggy bag floating along the hull. It was out of her reach but God, how she hated to see litter floating in the marina. 
 
   "Litterbugs." 
 
   She turned to go below deck. Whack! The hit came out of nowhere. The last thing she remembered were the cold eyes of a very pretty girl as she fell to her knees. And then she saw nothing as her cheeks collided with the deck and everything around her became silent.
 
   *** 
 
   The easiest way to subdue people is to drug them; it takes all their fight away. Drugs were so much more efficient than just ropes or chains, for a drug was the bond one couldn't see or unravel. She knew all this from her training. But this thought took a few minutes to break through the fog that was her mind. She felt so groggy. The question uppermost in her thoughts was not how long she'd been out, but how long she'd been awake in this fog.
 
   She went to move her hands. After a moment she realized her difficulty. They were tied. As were her feet. Shit. These people weren't taking any chances. She needed to focus. She was lying on a bed in a small, dark room. She wished her rational mind could keep up with her sense of trouble. Should she try to break free of her bonds? Would that betray her training? But if she did nothing at all, she'd remain a sitting duck. She wished Robert were there to advise her. But he wasn't. Her life was in her own hands.
 
   So thirsty. She licked her lips, which were so dry she might as well have been crawling through some desert rather than being in Baltimore, if indeed that was where she still was. She had to move; she couldn't just lie there and wait for whatever, whoever was coming for her. With the greatest effort she forced herself up onto her haunches. Being upright made her feel sick as a dog and she leaned over, trying not to vomit into her own lap.
 
   Somewhere not too far away she could hear intermittent music. A television, perhaps? A radio? It didn't matter. She tried to clear her mind, to get a better take on her surroundings. She wasn't on a boat anymore, and this certainly wasn't a hotel - at least not one she'd ever want to stay in. But it wasn't a bedroom, either. Although she'd been put down on a bunk, there were boxes everywhere. A basement, perhaps? No, more like part of a warehouse, for the boxes all looked identical. Perhaps she'd get some kind of clue as to her whereabouts by looking in the boxes. 
 
   But she wasn't going anywhere with these ropes around her feet and wrists. The person who tied them was some kind of sadist. Her extremities were ice cold, and it hurt to put her feet down on the stony floor.
 
   Just then the door burst open, and the young woman she had seen before passing out marched into the room. 
 
   "Please, please," said Kassie. "I need to pee." 
 
   The woman grabbed her roughly by the shoulder and, with a hard shove, pushed her back down on the bed. 
 
   "I should have gagged you, too," she said. 
 
   All the same, she turned and left the room again. A moment later a good-looking man entered the room. He was about the same age as the girl, which was surprisingly young. Without a word, he lifted her off the bed and carried her out of the room. She was right. It was a warehouse of sorts, for the next room was much larger, this one full of stacked wooden crates, and there was a forklift parked in the corner. Without ceremony he swept her into a bathroom and dropped her onto a toilet.
 
   "You need to piss, then piss." He didn't look away but continued to stare at her. But then after a moment he shrugged and turned around. "You'd better get used to doing what you're told, or you won't last long."
 
   She didn't ask what he meant. She knew exactly. When she was done, she pleaded with him. "Please. Let me clean myself." She nodded on the toilet, like she was about to fall off from weakness. "Untie me. Please. I can't feel my hands."
 
   She held out her bonds, and he sighed and rolled his eyes. 
 
   "Fucking women." 
 
   But he softened a little and stepped forward, and though he didn't remove the ropes entirely, he loosened them. The sudden rush of blood into her fingers made her cry out in agony, and the nausea was worse than before. All of a sudden, she couldn't control herself and managed to puke not only over his feet and pants, but also on her own bathrobe.
 
   "What the fuck!" He stepped back out of the puddle of oats and carrots. "Shit!"
 
   And then he hit the floor like a sack of potatoes.
 
   "Robert!"
 
   Robert stood behind her captor, his finger on his lips. He was dressed only in a towel, and his hair was totally wet, like he'd only just taken a shower. He held the butt of a knife in his hand. 
 
   "No time to explain, my love." He knelt down and cut the bonds from her feet and hands. "Can you walk?"
 
   She shook her head, still fighting the remaining nausea in her gut. "I'm going to be sick."
 
   He waited patiently while she puked to the side of the toilet bowl, and when she was done, he scooped her swiftly into his arms. She vaguely wondered why he was there, and why he was in his bath things, but then the darkness claimed her again, and she passed out against his protective shoulder.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER TEN
 
   The Warehouse
 
    
 
   When Robert stepped out of the shower he expected Kassie would have questions, but what he got instead was a gun in the face. The young man he'd admired feeding the ducks was now here on his boat brandishing an automatic weapon inches from his forehead.
 
   "What the fuck?"
 
   "If you love that little lady up on deck, you'll come quietly."
 
   Shit. They had Kassie already! "Okay, okay. Don't let that thing go off, okay? I'll come quietly." And break your fucking neck first chance I get. "Look, let me put a towel around me, okay? No point in scaring the natives."
 
   His attacker looked down to his soaking cock and nodded over to the stack of towels just outside the shower. "Do what you've got to do. And be quick about it."
 
   He waved the gun aggressively, and Robert raised his hands in the air, pretending to be threatened by this boy and his gun. He took him for an amateur, but even an amateur could pull the trigger, and he didn't want this idiot to shoot him accidentally. 
 
   "Just getting the towel here, buddy, nothing else. Stay calm."
 
   Slowly he wound the towel around his waist and secured it to his hip. If he had hurt so much as a hair on her, he would personally stick the gun down this idiot's throat and send a bullet through his asshole.
 
   "Okay, now big boy, ever so slowly, you and me are taking a walk up to the deck. Your friend is with mine in a dinghy. You're gonna join them and keep your mouth shut."
 
   "In a towel?"
 
   "Shut the fuck up and do as I say."
 
   "Whatever you say, boss, you're the man with the gun."
 
   Cautiously he stepped around the aggressor and climbed up on deck. Just to remind him he was there, the man nudged him with the muzzle, and with his captor right behind him Robert walked around to the stern of the ship. Looking down he saw Kassie, face down on the floor of a dinghy. She was still in her bathrobe, just as he'd last seen her.
 
   "Is she—" 
 
   "Don't fret yourself. She's just out cold. A couple of Motrins, and she'll be good as new. Now get down in the fucking boat with her, or else."
 
   The young girl he had seen earlier sat beside Kassie. She carried a gun, too, which was pointed up at him. He figured it would be pretty easy to break that skinny neck of hers. And maybe feed her sorry ass to the ducks. Why punish the fucking ducks?
 
   Another shove from the muzzle of the gun in his back was a reminder they wanted him off the boat, too. He could have taken the man down now but since he was in no immediate danger it suited him to play along. He climbed down the ladder they had used to sneak on board and sat as close to Kassie as he could. She was breathing. That was something.
 
   "What have you done to her?"
 
   "She's just unconscious," said the man.
 
   "And I gave her a little jab of something to make her, um, mellow," said Miss Doggybag. 
 
   Robert wanted to jab her with something of his own. He detested drugs and anyone who messed with them. Again, now wasn't the time to make his point. He bit his tongue and continued to play along.
 
   "Are you going to jab me?"
 
   Her companion pointed the dinghy toward the dock, and they set off with a little jolt. 
 
   "No. We only came for the girl, and only brought one needle. You—" Her eyes looked freely over his body. "Well, you're something of a bonus. But don't fuck with me." She waved the gun toward his face. "'Cos I'll use this thing if I have to."
 
   Robert wondered how they planned to pull this thing off. After all, Kassie was out cold, and he was dressed in nothing but a towel. Didn't they imagine it would look a bit suspicious as they walked through the town? His questions were answered when they veered away from the public area and moved out of the marina and towards the commercial docks. There was an old, disused warehouse, and the man steered the boat toward that. Once they reached the dock, Miss Doggybag jumped out to secure the dinghy, then waved her gun at him again. 
 
   "Get out. Carry the woman."
 
   Ever so carefully he scooped Kassie up in his arms. Her face was deathly pale, and her skin was cold to the touch. In a short while, these bastards were going to pay for this. A small door of the warehouse was open, and they filed inside. The room was full of crates, and a radio tuned to the local station was sitting on top of one of the crates.
 
   The man opened a door to a room full of boxes and a filthy looking bed. He wondered how many poor women had said goodbye to their freedom in this dismal place. Gently he laid Kassie on the bed and straightened her frizzy hair. Miss Doggybag pulled him roughly out of the way and took a small cardboard box from under the bed. She pulled out some thick ropes and bound Kassie tightly, a glint of malice in her eyes as she tugged on the cords.
 
   "This one ain't going fucking nowhere," she said. "Let's secure him and call in, see what the boss wants us to do."
 
   The man pushed him out of the room and over to a similar one a few feet away. The girl was right behind him. There was no bed in this room, just a couple of old wooden chairs and a small, square Formica table covered in coffee stains. 
 
   "Sit."
 
   He did as she instructed, and the cold bitch set to work again with the ropes, binding his hands and feet. Once the two were sure he was secured, they both visibly relaxed. 
 
   "You'd better make the call, then see to the girl. She'll likely wake up soon, and the boat is scheduled to be here in about twenty minutes."
 
   "Sure."
 
   The guy left, and it was clear to Robert the girl was running the show. It was equally apparent they were both amateurs; he could be out of these knots in a jiffy, but he had to wait to see who showed up. He doubted Alex did his own dirty work. But who knew? After all, he really had taken a shine to Kassie. Maybe he'd be tempted in the circumstances to come himself, sample the merchandise before the sale. He wouldn't put it past the slime bag.
 
   Once alone, the girl sat across from him on the other side of the table. She had put the gun away and pulled out a knife, waving the blade in his face, letting him know she was still armed.
 
   "So how did a pretty young thing like you get caught up in a shit deal like this?"
 
   She smiled a twisted, sarcastic smile. "Shit deal? Man, you have no fucking idea. We're paid very, very well for what we do."
 
   "And the girls you snatch? What about them?"
 
   "Who gives a fuck?"
 
   She was a conscience-free animal. Robert doubted there was a moral bone in her sick and twisted body. Hell shit, there were times he had to do the unthinkable; it came with the territory. When he had to, he suppressed his sense of right and wrong. But it was always there, nagging him. This one had the moral fiber of a rabid jackal.
 
   His ears pricked to the sound of music just outside the room. Both he and Miss Doggybag turned their head toward the door, and Robert took the opportunity to drop his hands under the table where he set to work on the ropes. Fuck Alex. Kassie was more important than anything. And then he heard her voice. It was faint and not very lucid, but it was definitely she. What the fuck was that animal doing to her? The ropes around his wrists fell clean away, and in a flash he leaned across the table and snapped the bitches neck. Miss Doggybag dropped like a lead balloon to the table, her last expression a total What the f...!"
 
   He bent down and, using her knife cut the cords off his feet, then jumped up from the table. Kassie needed him. He was not about to let her down now. He picked up the rope and wrapped one end around both hands. If they could pull it tight, so could he, only this time it wouldn't be around ankles and wrists. He would wind the rope around the boy's neck and strangle him. Like a tiger he crouched low and headed to the door. He took a sharp breath, then quietly passed through.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER ELEVEN
 
   Recovery
 
    
 
   She felt sick. Dopey and sick. As her reality crashed around her, she thought she could puke a million times, and a million times again.
 
   "They gave you heroin to buzz you out. You're going feel a bit whacky for a while. It'll pass. Drink this."
 
   He put a spoon to her lips, and she smelled chicken broth. It turned her stomach. 
 
   "I don't want anything." 
 
   He didn't argue and put the bowl down beside the berth, then climbed on the bed beside her, laying his arm over her waist and pulling her close.
 
   "I don't understand. Why were you there?"
 
   "They took me, too."
 
   "But you're a man."
 
   "I mentioned before they can snatch both. They weren't expecting me, but naked and in the shower, well, they must have thought it was Christmas and the New Year all rolled into one. How could they resist?" 
 
   "Thank you." 
 
   She closed her eyes and buried her head into the pillow. Sleep. She must sleep.
 
   When she woke again, Robert wasn't with her. She felt a little better but her first thought was fear. Fear for him. Had they taken him again? 
 
   "Robert!"
 
   "Here." She heard the quick tread of sneakered feet as Robert skipped down the steps to be with her. "I'm here, love."
 
   She pushed herself up. "Thank God. I feel a lot better. Did you give me something?"
 
   "Maybe a little something."
 
   "Good. What time is it now?"
 
   "Nine. You slept a few hours, that's all."
 
   She pushed her legs over the end of the bed and shook the cobwebs out of her head. "I'm sorry. I messed things up again, didn't I?"
 
   He shook his head. "No, Kassie, how could you possibly think that? We know about the warehouse now. That's something we didn't know before."
 
   "Like that'll help. They'll think we'd have called the cops. They'll have cleared the hell out of that place."
 
   "Maybe, maybe not."
 
   "What about the two who snatched us?"
 
   Robert ran his hand gently through her hair, and she leaned into his palm, grateful for his touch. "They won't be troubling us anymore."
 
   "They're dead?"
 
   "They've certainly looked better."
 
   She noticed he was carrying something in his hand. "What's that?" she asked.
 
   "Your iPhone. It was on the deck where you dropped it. Did you send a message to Alex before they came?"
 
   "No."
 
   Robert ran his fingers through his hair and stared blankly at the face of it. She knew what he was thinking without his saying a word. 
 
   "You know, this doesn't change a thing. I mean, we half expected them to take me, didn't we? That's why we had those shoes fitted out."
 
   "Not much good if you're not wearing them."
 
   "We couldn't have foreseen they'd have come so soon, and less still that they'd sail right up here to the boat. I mean, really, who would have expected that?"
 
   Robert shook his head. "Kassie, we're professionals. We should have seen this coming. We should expect anything and everything. If you want, I can turn this boat to sea. We need never see that bastard or his whore again. Baby, just say the word, and it's over. We can sail straight to Annapolis."
 
   In spite of his words, she knew he was conflicted. If not, why bring the phone to her? She got up and went to the bathroom. While she peed, she studied the welts on her feet and ankles. That bitch had been severe. But she'd been lucky. Robert had rescued her, and she was free. Not every girl who entered that hellhole could boast the same.
 
   "I want to carry on," she said. "I know you don't like it, but I don't have to remind you how important this is. We've gotta bring him down. All those lives he ruins. And we can do something about it, so I think we have to. Robert, I am yours. If you say no to me, I'll understand your motives and I won't fight you. But it's important to me. I want to do this. I want to bring them to justice."
 
   Robert dropped the phone on the bed and looked through the open door. "You know we can't save the people he's already snatched. Those are gone, baby. It's already over for them."
 
   "I know."
 
   His shoulders slumped in deference. "If it's what you want, baby, I won't ask you to stand down."
 
   "I'll be safe. You'll protect me."
 
   He laughed an ironic laugh. "You should know from last night there's a world of difference between safe and protected. Short of locking you in a box and hiding you somewhere secret, there's always the chance they could snatch you again. I can't watch over you twenty-four seven, even if I wanted to. Don't be fooled into thinking I'm infallible. If we do this, we've got to be a lot more careful. We've got to expect the worst every single moment."
 
   She managed a weak smile and picked the phone up from the bed. She punched some letters and dropped the phone back on the bed.
 
   "What did you say?"
 
   "Well, in the circumstances he's hardly gonna expect me to be peppy. And you said he liked me because I resisted him. So I told him I'd think about it."
 
   "And nothing else?"
 
   "Nothing else. He knows we were snatched, but he doesn't know we know he knows. So we can pick up where we left off."
 
   "Clever girl."
 
   He wrapped his arms around her and nuzzled into her neck. Even though she was in poor shape, she welcomed his touch on her skin. 
 
   "I do love you, Robert."
 
   "And I love you. When you're feeling better, I think I want to tie you up and torture you in the most unimaginable ways. And perhaps a spanking is in order."
 
   She turned to brush her cheek against his chin. "Oh. What have I done wrong?"
 
   "Made me love you. True pain doesn't come from attacks on the flesh. It's all about the heart—and you're killing me. I'm going to spank you for that."
 
   "That's not a reason." She smiled.
 
   "It is if I say it is."
 
   "Yes, sir."
 
   "Good girl."
 
   Ping! There was a new message alert on the iPhone. Reluctantly Kassie stepped out of Robert's arms and picked up the phone again. 
 
   "It's from him. He says he'll wait as long as it takes."
 
   "Say yes. He won't make a move on you if he thinks there's a chance to fuck you anyway. Set something up. I want to get over to the shipyard and take a snoop about on his yacht. You can make sure he's out of the way while I'm over there."
 
   "Okay." 
 
   She sighed and typed the following message.
 
   Is tomorrow too soon?
 
   Ping!
 
   Dinner at 6.00. I'll text a location later.
 
   "It's done." She told him the time and walked back into the bathroom. She leaned close to the mirror and looked hard at her own reflection. "God, I look like shit." 
 
   Something would have to be done about that. She would have to look her best if they were going to bring Alex down. She poured herself a glass of water and rinsed her mouth out. It was going to take a lot of work to look on top of her game again. Might as well get started now. She slipped out of her robe and turned on the jets in the shower.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER TWELVE
 
   The Euphoria
 
    
 
   All was quiet at the Ebb and Flow Yacht Company. It was late in the afternoon, and there were still a few employees tinkering about in the yard, though he sensed they were getting ready to leave for the day. Perfect timing. Robert walked into the main office, bold as brass, and sat down in the waiting area where he flipped through a copy of a magazine called Yachter's Envy.
 
   After a while a ginger-haired man with a red face wearing snug fitting jeans came entered the office and saw him. 
 
   "Oh, hello. I hope you haven't been waiting long."
 
   Robert smiled his best salesman smile and rose to shake the other man's hand. "Hello. I've come to get a job priced. I'm moored in the harbor, and would like the repairs done there, if I can."
 
   The other man looked him up and down, sizing him up. "Small job is it?"
 
   "Yes. There's a minor problem with the on-board navigation system. It might have to be replaced. And I need some paint work on the deck, but nothing major. "
 
   The man swung his head from side to side as if weighing up possibilities. "We could do it there, though it's always better if you can get it here. Saves a lot of hassle, and we offer a low-cost hauling service if she's disabled."
 
   "I'm sure, but my fiancée and I are sleeping there, and if the repairs take more than one night it'll become inconvenient."
 
   "I'm Barry Button, owner of the yard, by the way. What's the name of the boat? Perhaps I can take a look."
 
   "The Laughing Hyena."
 
   Barry raised an amused eyebrow. "Well, it's kinda late tonight. I was about to head out, and I'm a bit short on hands today. Maybe first thing in the morning. I'll see what we can do then."
 
   "Sure." Robert picked up a business card and wrote down a fake name and contact number. The two men walked out and fell in step together. "So, how long have you been in the boating business?"
 
   "Twenty years or so. Took the place over from my uncle."
 
   "You have a boat of your own?"
 
   "Course."
 
   "What's it like?" 
 
   He looked around the yard at the various yachts, pretending he hadn't noticed them before. His eyes fell on Alex's Euphoria, which was the largest yacht moored at the dock. "Anything as impressive as that one? Christ, that thing's enormous."
 
   Barry laughed. "No, nothing quite as fancy as that, but she's pretty big, that's for sure."
 
   "I've often wondered what it would be like to be on one of the larger ones."
 
   "Well, I'd give you a guided tour, but it's all locked up at the moment. The keys are in my office, and if you don't mind, it's getting late."
 
   Pity. "Perhaps tomorrow?"
 
   "Sure. Just not that one. All the repairs are done, and the owner contacted me just a few minutes ago. She'll be setting sail first thing in the morning, come rain or shine." 
 
   Robert shrugged and paused to shake Barry's hand. "No problem. Can you give me a call before you come tomorrow? I'll need to make sure the lady of the boat is nice and decent."
 
   "Can do."
 
   Barry slipped into his convertible Audi A4, and waved as he pulled out of the yard. Robert stretched his back and looked around. The remaining employees were grabbing their things, and Robert walked out of the yard so they could close and lock the gates. He began walking back to the main harbor, or that's what he wanted them to think. As soon as he came to the side of an out building, he slipped behind it and waited for the all clear. If Alex were leaving tomorrow, this would probably be his one and only chance to snoop around. He had to get on that boat.
 
   He didn't have to wait for very long. The men cleared out quickly. It was the weekend, and everyone had someplace to be. Good. He wanted in and out fast. In a little while, Kassie would be meeting with Alex, and in spite of what he led her to believe, there was no fucking way he'd let her out of his sight. Not for a second. Even being here now, without her, was agony. Not knowing. Unable to see. Helpless.
 
   He checked his iPhone. No messages. But there was no reason to suppose she wasn't safely on board, making herself beautiful. She didn't need to do much; she was born in grace. He put his phone back in his pocket. Time to get on with it. 
 
   Slipping over a padlocked fence and breaking into an alarmed office was a cinch for a spy of his caliber. In less than three minutes, he was inside Barry's office, looking for the key box. And there it was. A few seconds later he had the keys to give him full access to Alex's boat. He closed everything he had opened and slipped out faster than he got in.
 
   Then he walked over to the yacht. There were still plenty of people about on the water, but that was okay. As long as he didn't act strangely, he'd just blend in. A well-dressed man stepping onto a multi-million dollar vessel was no big event, at least not in this neck of the woods. He climbed on deck and fumbled through the keys looking for the one that opened Alex's suite. After trying a few, the door slid open and he let himself in.
 
   As with most large luxury yachts, the owner's suite boasted a full-blown study. He opened drawer after drawer of Alex's desk, seeking something, anything that would tie him to all the trafficking. Knowing he did it was one thing, but to get a conviction and put him away there had to be hard proof. The bottom and largest drawer to his desk was locked. Robert pulled a Swiss Army knife from his pocket and selected a utility knife. A second later the drawer was open and in the bottom of it was a large ledger. No one kept these anymore; these days everything was put directly into the computer. That is, unless you wanted to keep your transactions off the grid.
 
   He pulled it out and started flipping through the pages. Jackpot! Dates, names, amounts, it was all there, just as he hoped it would be. He closed and locked the drawer and slipped back onto the main deck. The ledger would go a good way towards incriminating Alex, but he needed more. After all, he couldn't tie Alex directly to the book, and that would be a problem. He thought what he wanted was most likely to be found on the lower decks.
 
   As he skipped quickly down he pulled out his iPhone again. There was still no message from Kassie, and that bugged him. No doubt everything was okay, but given everything that happened, he needed reassurance. And Alex was leaving. If he had any plans to snatch Kassie then it would have to be tonight, and that put the pressure on. The best way to safeguard her, or anyone else for that matter, would be to get Alex behind bars, and the sooner the better. No more pussyfooting around on the edge of his underworld. He had to nail him, and nail him fast. 
 
   Down on the lower deck were the smaller guest cabins and the crew quarters. One by one he searched these rooms, looking for something, anything that would incriminate Alex further. The last room he came to was the smallest of them all, with just a couple of bunks. They stood out from the others because all the other cabins were tastefully decorated. All the crew rooms, though not as fancy, were filled with personal items owned and used by the crew, and consistent with rooms of that sort. But this cabin boasted nothing of the kind; it was cold, impersonal, and lifeless. And there was an odd odor of sweat and urine, entirely out of keeping with the luxurious feel of the rest of the boat. His gut old him this was the room he was looking for.
 
   He stepped farther inside and looked under the first bunk. Under this was a strong box, so he pulled it out and went to lift the lid but found it was also locked. Once again he pulled out the knife, and quickly broke into it. 
 
   Inside were ropes, manacles, rags, and needles. Presumably the rags were to gag them, and he knew what the needles were for. So this was the prison cabin. Sick. He took pictures of the contents. They were nothing in themselves. Given Alex's sexual preferences they could easily be explained away, but they helped paint the bigger picture. He relocked the lid and returned the box to where he found it. If he could only catch him in the act, that would seal the deal. But it had to be him, there had to be a direct link to his involvement, and that was going to be hard. The ledger and the photos alone weren't nearly enough. 
 
   Kassie. She was the key. That was one lock he didn't want to open, but he had to. He closed the door behind him and slipped quietly off the boat. He had a set of keys to return and a mission to accomplish. And the sooner this god-awful business was far behind them, the better, in his opinion.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER THIRTEEN
 
   Priceless
 
    
 
   Although she'd woken up feeling much better physically, she was tired of being on the boat, tired of Baltimore and, most especially, she was tired of this mission. They had been through so much in a short space of time, and what did they have to show for it? Zip, that's what. And it was mostly her fault; she was the one who insisted they accept this job, she was the one who kept screwing up, and she was the one who put Robert's life in jeopardy. And yet still she had to see it through. What they were doing mattered, regardless the personal cost to their health and sanity. But right this minute, she had to get off this boat.
 
   Robert had been gone for some time, and as yet Alex hadn't told her anything other than the time of their meet. She glanced at her watch. Four-thirty. She was all dressed and ready, with nothing to do but twiddle her thumbs until she heard from him. And it was a beautiful day—too beautiful to be cooped up in this hellhole of a boat. She grabbed her purse, checked that her wallet and phone were in it, then climbed down into the dinghy. She had to be on solid ground for a bit or she would go mad.
 
   How delightfully clever her mind was. For a while she thought she was wandering aimlessly, but then she realized she was heading over to Gay Street where the jewelers shop was located. She had almost forgotten about it, with everything that had happened to her. And her instincts told her the shop was somehow connected to this whole nasty business. She glanced at her watch. She had plenty of time, so why not? 
 
   With a renewed sense of purpose, she increased her step to a brisk pace and soon found herself back at Graystone and Goldman. Even as she walked down the steps to the shop, she could smell the money. It oozed out of the very brickwork, and sang from the windows and doorframe. Old money did that somehow. But then, this was an old business.
 
   The tiny bell jingled over the door as she opened it. The only member of staff present was Harvey, who for a second seemed confused seeing her there, but then his smile lit up like a lighthouse and he walked boldly over to shake her hand.
 
   "Well, hello again, Miss Shannon. How lovely to see you back here so soon."
 
   He remembered her name, which was odd in itself. Or maybe he was just especially good at his job, who knew? 
 
   "Hello, Harvey. Yes, I couldn't resist the opportunity. I've been thinking about nothing but your lovely shop for days. It's enchanting."
 
   "Excellent. That's what we like to hear. Was there anything you saw the other day of particular interest?"
 
   "Perhaps." 
 
   Her smile was coquettish, and she winked and began walking slowly along the glass cases, checking out the estate pieces. They were all unique and exquisite, and her attention was drawn to a very nice emerald and diamond ring she'd noticed before. Unlike some of the other pieces, it looked fairly new. The setting was still in fashion, and she loved the smoothness of the platinum band, reminiscent of the quality of a piece from Tiffany's. There was no price tag. That alone scared the crap out of her. 
 
   "Could I take a closer look at this one?" 
 
   She pointed down through the glass, and Harvey followed her gaze to the ring in question. 
 
   "A most excellent choice. Those emeralds are a superior quality stone. You have a good eye, I think."
 
   She beamed. Flattery could be fun at times. "So, Harvey, do you just work here, or is this your business?"
 
   "It's my father's. We're a family business. My sister is usually here, but today is her day off, and my mother comes in from time to time, though not so much these days as she's quite old now and has pretty bad arthritis."
 
   "You must love what you do."
 
   "Oh, very much."
 
   "And you have some beautiful pieces."
 
   "Yes. We specialize in buying estate pieces, but, as you see, we have some newer pieces to suit younger tastes." He put the ring down on a piece of velvet in front of her. "And we do a lot of resetting. Many of our clients buy the stones, then have them reset to match their own individual style. If this style isn't right for you, I'd be happy to work with you on a design."
 
   "Young people are so fickle. I don't think anything would tempt me to part with something so absolutely beautiful."
 
   "Yes, well, they don't always have a choice."
 
   What an odd thing to say. "What do you mean?"
 
   "Oh, you know, college debt, that sort of thing. It can hurt them pretty badly. We offer them a reasonable price, better than most."
 
   She slipped it on her middle finger and fanned her fingers out to admire it. It was beautiful, and emeralds suited her skin tone perfectly.
 
   "That particular piece is seven thousand, nine hundred dollars."
 
   She winced.
 
   "But if it's of interest, I'm sure we could work with you on the price."
 
   She knew she had to take the ring off, but she didn't want to. That was a lot of money. Then again, she rarely indulged herself. Perhaps just this once. 
 
   "Let me think about it. I shall have a look at a few more pieces first."
 
   She slipped the ring off her finger and returned it to the velvet sheet. 
 
   "Take your time, Miss Shannon." 
 
   While Harvey relocked the case, she heard the tinkle of the doorbell as another customer arrived in the shop. At first she didn't look back, her focus still fixed on the lovely ring as Harvey put it away. Whoever it was walked to the far end of the shop, a discreet way away. 
 
   "I'll be with you in just a moment."
 
   "Take your time."
 
   The man had a distinctive voice, smooth, well educated, and decidedly un-American. She turned and immediately recognized the dark man from the elevator. On seeing Kassie, he looked away, as if avoiding her direct gaze.
 
   "Excuse me. I must see to this."
 
   "Oh, I'm good," she said. "I think I will buy that ring, but take your time." 
 
   She wanted to listen in to their conversation, and the purchase would give her a reason to stay. As Harvey left her, Kassie noted the smile drop from Harvey's face. 
 
   "I thought you weren't coming in until later." 
 
   His tone was oddly low, not at all what she'd expect from a shopkeeper talking to a customer.
 
   "My employer is becoming very anxious. The shipment you promised, where is it?"
 
   Harvey dropped his tone lower still but with the display case in front of him he had to speak louder than a whisper. 
 
   "My supplier is facing some unusual delays. There's a problem with his boat, and though he thought he had the goods before, there appeared to be some confusion. He is assured the, um—" He glanced over to Kassie, who pretended to be fascinated by her ring. "The package will be secured tonight."
 
   "Good, because my employer is becoming most impatient."
 
   Harvey stepped from behind the display and whispered something in the shorter man's ear. She couldn't hear what was said, but in her peripheral vision she could see the stranger was looking at her a little more closely. She felt a shiver run down her spine. She was the package they referred to, and everyone in the room knew it.
 
   The stranger had nothing more to say after that, and slipped quietly from the store, the doorbell tinkling innocently behind him. But there was nothing innocent about the store. So this was where the deals were made and the money exchanged hands. She looked at some of the newer pieces in the display cabinet, and it occurred to her they may have been pulled off the fingers of their victims. She felt sick. After all, it could be true. But she had to suppress her disgust because Harvey returned, his full-on shopkeeper’s smile re-glued to his face.
 
   "So, where were we?"
 
   "We were going to haggle over the price of that ring."
 
   He beamed. "And so we were. I can guarantee you an excellent price on that one. You won't be disappointed."
 
   "I'm sure I won't," she said. Not if you can resell it again in a couple of days. "But I am running a little low on time. So let's cut to the chase. What's your best offer?"
 
   And while Harvey haggled, she wondered how hard it would be to trace the ring's origins. If she was right in suspecting some of the newer pieces came from the hands of the abducted, then she might just have stumbled on her first valuable clue. And that clue alone would be priceless.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER FOURTEEN
 
   Lost
 
    
 
   No signal. How annoying was that? By now Kassie must have been given the location of their date, but until Robert could read his messages, there was no way he could follow them. Fucking technology. This would never happen to James Bond. He raised his iPhone in the air, irritated as sin as he tried to get some kind of reception. Perhaps all the navigational equipment in the marina was interfering. Damn. 
 
   He had had no plans to return to the boat that evening, but in the circumstances he felt he had to. He found their dinghy moored at the dock. When he'd left earlier, she had dropped him ashore then returned with it to the boat, so she couldn't be on the Double Entendre now. Shit! That meant she could be fucking anywhere.
 
   Ping! At last! His reception had kicked in and there were a couple of messages from her, sent thirty minutes before.
 
   Check out Graystone and Goldman's. It's a front. Harvey is the middleman.
 
   And then another. 
 
   Still no location. Alex says it's a surprise. Will send location ASAP. 
 
   There was nothing for it but to wait, so he jumped into the dinghy and sped over to their boat. As soon as he was on board, he dumped the ledger beside his laptop and fired things up. He might as well research this Graystone and Goldman's while he was waiting to hear from Kassie. As he expected, their Google page told him nothing. An old jewelry shop. No biggie. But then he logged into the Firm's website, which could probe much, much deeper.
 
   In just a few minutes he knew everything there was to know about Graystone and Goldman's—their annual income, their IRS filings, the family origins, known affiliates, everything. Judging by their cash transactions, they must shift some pretty heavy items. They certainly had more than their fair share of three hundred thousand and up sales. Kassie might be onto something.
 
   But there was little on Harvey Graystone himself. His background was squeaky clean. Too squeaky.
 
   With no word from Kassie, all he could do for the moment was wait. He tried making a piece of toast in the galley, but found he had no appetite. Still, he might have need of his strength before the day was through, and he forced the bread down. There was a picture of Kassie by the berth. He picked it up and studied her face. It seemed an age since they had bedded, and he closed his eyes, picturing her on her knees in front of him, submissive, those playful eyes looking up at him, tempting him to do his worst. How he would love to put her over his knee and spank that perfect bottom. Or have her bound and tied up on his pool table at home, his favorite place to fuck her. Christ, it was making him hard just thinking about it.
 
   He couldn't help himself. He pulled his cock from inside his pants and cupped the shaft. With his eyes closed he could see her lying there, all parts of her open to him. He pictured himself pushing into her, that tight pussy wrapped around his dick as he thrust in and out. God, she gave him so much pleasure; there had never been a woman like her. He pictured kissing her pert, button-like nipples as they fucked, her smiles betraying her pleasure at his touch. She would fight against her restraints, like a cat, caged, her own desire harnessed but made all the more intense for it.
 
   As his hand quickened he snatched a quick glance at her face, and then returned to his imaginings. His breathing came hard and fast, and his focus shifted entirely to that warm bed of pleasure between her legs. There was nothing else in his head—just Kassie, her pussy, and his cock embedded deep within it. And then his balls began to tingle, and that beautiful, all-too-familiar rush shot along his shaft. His knees buckled as the come pulsed into his hand. God, she made him horny, even when she wasn't there. 
 
   Party over, he cleaned himself up quickly and looked at his phone. Still no word. Shit, what was going on? This uncertainty was killing him. He sat down at his laptop and reviewed all the facts again. Graystone and Goldman's, well, that wasn't too far away. Rather than sit here waiting like an idiot for something to happen, he decided to pay the establishment a little visit. He glanced at his watch. Seven-thirty. Maybe it would be open, maybe not. But anything was better than sitting on his ass while Kassie carried on with her mission. He had to go take a look and see.
 
   In a few minutes he was back in the dinghy and heading to the dock. He had the name of the shop and its address, and though it wasn't very far away, he decided it was best to hail a taxi. He didn't have to wait long, and since traffic was light, they reached the store in under five minutes. He paid the driver and jumped quickly out of the back. 
 
   Shit, again! The shutters were down; the store was closed. The sign by the door said they closed at seven. Oh, well. He would make of it what he could. No damned lock or alarm was going to stand between him and his mission. Or his love. He wandered around to the back of the building and paused when he saw the door to the rear of the store was still open. He recognized Harvey from his profile picture on their web page. 
 
   "Hey, dude, are you closed? I traveled some way to find you."
 
   "I'm sorry, yes, we are. We open at ten tomorrow, if you'd like to come back."
 
   "Okay." 
 
   Quick as a flash Robert had him up against the wall by the scruff of the neck. The scrawny Harvey was no match for Robert, and he put up hardly any resistance at all.
 
   "What the—" 
 
   "If you want to be alive to open up tomorrow, you'll do as I say."
 
   A waft of urine hit his nostrils. Harvey had pissed himself. 
 
   "Are you robbing me? Is that it? The police will be here shortly. I've set the alarm and if this door doesn't close in the next few seconds, it will trigger the alarm."
 
   Robert bashed him against the wall again. "If there is a thief among us, you can be sure it isn't me. I'm not here to burgle you."
 
   "Well, what then?" 
 
   "The girl. Where are they taking her?"
 
   Harvey rolled his eyes frantically. "What girl? What the fuck are you talking about?"
 
   "Kassie. Don't play dumb with me."
 
   "I don’t—" 
 
   Before he could finish what he was saying, Robert smashed him into the wall again and flashed the steel of a long blade in front of his eyes.
 
   "Say you know nothing one more time and you lose an eyeball. Deny me twice, and I'll slice off your balls. Are we clear on what's required here? Are we?"
 
   "Okay, okay. He's taking her to John John's."
 
   "Where's that?"
 
   "It's an upscale dinner theater in Fells Point."
 
   "Why is he taking her there?"
 
   "The buyer requested it. He wants a proper look at her before making payment."
 
   "Which is how much?"
 
   "The supplier is recommending three million, the highest paid for a woman of her kind."
 
   "Her kind?"
 
   "Impure."
 
   "Fuck." 
 
   He wanted to pop out an eye out anyway after what he'd just heard. But instead he punched Harvey so hard his head bounced off the brick behind him and he slithered, unconscious, to the floor. Robert then dragged him inside the building and quickly left, beating the counting-down alarm by a matter of seconds. Fells Point. He could be there in just five minutes if he hurried. He raised his hand in the air and hailed a passing taxi. It was still fairly early, and God and traffic willing, he'd be able to get to her in time.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER FIFTEEN
 
   Fells Point
 
    
 
   Dressed to the nines, Kassie expected Alex would take her to some lavish restaurant to display his riches and power like a proud peacock. So when he pulled up outside John John's dinner theater, she laughed out loud in the back of the taxi.
 
   "Something amuse you?"
 
   "Just this place. What is it?"
 
   "It's a dinner theater."
 
   "So I see. Hardly where I thought you'd take me."
 
   Alex paid the driver and got out to open the door for her. "Why's that?"
 
   "Well, I dunno, I guess I thought you'd take me to some swanky restaurant. I thought dinner theaters were all but dead."
 
   "My tastes are wide and varied, Kassandra. Of course if you don't like it, we can always go somewhere else."
 
   The choice of venue had piqued her interest, and she shook her head. "No, no. This is perfect. I haven't been to a dinner theater in a very long time. What are they playing?"
 
   "Cinderella."
 
   She laughed again. "Better and better."
 
   She felt a little self-conscious as they walked into the foyer in all her finery. After all, she had dressed to kill, and most people there were dressed in jeans and tee shirts. All eyes were upon her as they were taken to their seats. Admiring and jealous faces looked her boldly up and down, and she felt like a spectacle, part of the show.
 
   Of course, Alex had taken the best table in the house with a great view of the stage and hardly anyone else around them. She sat down and took a moment to look around the theater while the lights were still high and everyone was finding their way to their tables. The salad starters were already on the table; they looked basic but fresh, and Kassie nibbled on a little cucumber and a cherry tomato. Alex covered his in salt, then began chewing away.
 
   "So, no Shez? What did she say when you told her you were seeing me tonight?"
 
   "She is my submissive. My pleasure is her pleasure."
 
   Kassie scoffed and picked up the menu. "Submissive or slave?"
 
   "There's a difference?"
 
   "There is in my book."
 
   A very handsome waiter, no doubt the lead actor, came to take their order. 
 
   "We want the best bottle of Pinot grigio in the house," said Alex. "And I'll have the chicken."
 
   "Me, too. I'll have the same."
 
   The waiter nodded and took their menus away.
 
   "You're a very odd woman, Kassandra. Beautiful and intriguing at the same time."
 
   "Intriguing?"
 
   "Your mouth, and the words that come out of it—so very unsubmissive. But then I see you with Robert, and you're a different woman. When you're with him, I see the submissive in you. And then there was the other night. When I saw you writhing about on the bed with Shez between your legs, I confess I never wanted a woman more. And your eyes were so full of lust and heat. And then you turned cold."
 
   "I had second thoughts."
 
   "And yet here you are." 
 
   He put away another fork full of lettuce and sat back in his seat. While he chewed, she considered the paradox; how could a man be so beautiful and yet so corrupt and evil at the same time? His face was the face of an angel, but, like Lucifer, he had fallen so very far from grace.
 
   "So what would you have me be? Your mistress?"
 
   "It's a tempting proposition." 
 
   He licked his lips, and she wondered why he was so intrigued by her. After all, Shez was a very beautiful woman, and Alex could have any woman in the world he wanted. So why her?
 
   "Alex, you could have anyone. You know I belong to another. So why play these games with me?"
 
   "Perhaps it’s because you belong to another. I don't like being told what I can't have."
 
   "That makes me nervous."
 
   They were interrupted by the timely arrival of the waiter with their wine. He uncorked it and poured them both a glass, then quickly disappeared.
 
   Alex waited until he was gone. "Nervous?"
 
   "You're not the kind of man a woman should get involved with. Once you've had me for a while, you'd get bored, just like you have with Shez. It sounds like a very bad deal from where I'm sitting."
 
   "Who said I was bored with Shez?"
 
   "So what are you after, some kind of harem?"
 
   The corner of his mouth twitched. It wasn't too hard to figure out why.
 
   "When you and Shez were kissing, and your breasts brushed against each other, I swear I was ready to rip off my clothes and fuck you both there and then. God, if only we men had been granted two cocks so we could service two women at the same time. Christ, that would be something, wouldn't it? Wouldn't you like a life with me and Shez together, the unstoppable trio? I would reward you very well for your loyalty."
 
   She took a sip of her wine and sat back, pretending to consider his offer. What a fucking hypocrite! Here he was, offering himself as her lover when not too long ago he'd had her drugged and ready for sale to some stranger. He had the morals of a wasp! The only question was, what did he have in mind for her now? Did he really mean to keep her to himself, or was all this talk just a way to make her trust him? He was a devious monster. After all, who would invite her to dinner knowing full well she was about to be kidnapped? His motive had been to give himself an alibi, then, so who knew what he had in mind for her now?
 
   "And Robert?"
 
   "Robert? What about him?"
 
   "The fact that I love him doesn't factor into any of this?"
 
   "Like I said before, yet you are here."
 
   "Maybe I'm just curious."
 
   "Oh, I so hope that you are."
 
   The waiter returned with the chicken, and shortly after that the lights in the theater dimmed, and the performance began. For the first time it occurred to her that she hadn't told Robert where she was, but she didn't want to text him at the table, not during the performance, anyway. She decided to wait for the interlude; there should be enough time to let him know then.
 
   The performance itself was pretty good, and when the lights came on for the interlude, she rose from the table to excuse herself. "I need to powder my nose. I won't be long."
 
   Alex nodded, but she noted that his attention had not been on either her or the stage, but was tuned in to the far side of the theater. She looked over to see what had grabbed his attention, but she could see nothing. She pushed her chair under the table and walked back up the aisle to the rear of the theater. There was the usual queue for the bathroom, so while she waited she sent Robert a text.
 
   Fells Point. John John's Dinner Theater. Half time interlude. Nothing to report.
 
   She tucked the phone back into her purse and continued to wait in line. And then she had the strangest feeling, like she was being watched. Looking around her, it was hard to find one particular face, when so many were staring at her. But her senses told her this time she was being admired for more than just her beauty. The hairs on her arms stood on end as she recalled the last time she had been snatched away, and though she knew there was every chance of it happening again, that didn't mean she had to like it. She thought about the message she had just sent and prayed to God that Robert would get here fast, so he could watch over her like the good angel he was. Until then, she would know no peace; until then, anything could happen.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER SIXTEEN
 
   Behind the Scenes
 
    
 
   The performance was underway. Robert slipped in through the back door, which came in just behind the stage. There were stagehands and actors everywhere, so he slipped behind some stage scenery while he scoped the place out. It was impossible to move without being seen. If he were seen, he'd be challenged and most likely thrown out. The best thing to do was to wait for the next prop or scene change; then everyone would be moving about, and he could pass through with relative ease. While he waited, he spotted a door on the far right that led away from the stage to the public area. It was to the side, so he figured it wasn't the actual theater, more likely the ticket or refreshment area. 
 
   He did not have to wait too long, and he aimed for that door. Even though he got one or two curious glances from the stagehands, everyone was too busy to approach him. He was right; the door led to the small bar and the bathroom area. There was no one there, and he walked through to the front of the building and the ticket office. This was also unoccupied, and the ticket office closed. He walked around to the other side of the building and found the kitchens. The cooks there were hard at work and had no time to worry about him. He passed through and found the door used by the waiters to serve the food to the theatergoers. To open the door would cause a shaft of light to fall into the theater and all eyes would be on him. No. He must find another way.
 
   There was another door. He opened it and it led to the actors changing room, conveniently placed between the kitchen and the stage so the actors could change immediately after serving the tables. Luck was with him, for the room was empty. Here was an opportunity! He grabbed a nondescript black wig and pasted on a matching mustache. He checked his reflection. Good enough. Someone would have to peer really hard to spot the man beneath the disguise. 
 
   He walked back through the kitchens and slipped into the rear of the theater, seating himself at a table partly obscured by the entrance. His arrival went unnoticed, and he scanned the tables, looking for Kassie and Alex. Finding Alex wasn't hard; he sat at the most prominent table, and Kassie sat quietly across from him, intently watching the show. Thank God! Nothing disastrous had happened!
 
   The performance paused for an interlude, and the lights were raised in the theater. Robert hunkered down low. He didn't think Kassie would recognize him, but why take the chance? He guessed she was most likely looking out for him, so why risk her inadvertently giving his position away? She got up, said something to Alex, and walked out of the theater. 
 
   Robert got up to follow her discreetly, but felt a cold hand on his shoulder and something hard pressed into his back. 
 
   "Sit down, Robert. You're not the only one who likes to watch things from a distance."
 
   He could not see the face, but he recognized the speaker at once. It was Shez. Where she had come from God alone knew, but there was no mistaking it was she who spoke. He retreated into his seat, and Shez took the seat opposite him, holding the gun low down on her lap so as not to alarm the theatergoers.
 
   "It's an empty bluff," he said. "You won't shoot me in here, not with all these people about."
 
   "I wouldn't test that hypothesis if I were you, Robert. I have made many sacrifices in my life. One last one won't make much of a difference."
 
   He shot a glance over to Alex's table. His focus was on the wine in front of him. If he knew Shez was here, it was clear he had no idea she was there now with Robert.
 
   "What do you plan to do, then?"
 
   "The girl will be sold, of course. With her body, she'll fetch a great price. But even if she were worthless, it would please me to see her sold anyway. As it is, my one consolation will be to see her shipped off to the most worthless, sadistic brute that ever walked the planet. Her body will be broken in days, her spirit in hours. If I could, I would take time out of my busy schedule to watch it happen, but I have my duties to perform here, so, alas, cannot go."
 
   "Your duties?"
 
   "Yes. Haven't you figured it out? What a man's world you live in. I am the slave trader. Alex isn't my master, quite the reverse. He only thinks he is. But it's nothing more than an illusion. I call the shots. I pick the beauties."
 
   Robert shook his head, trying to understand. "You're in charge?"
 
   "Yes. I am the shadow no one sees or thinks of. I have no love of men, trust me, and I have a good eye where beauty is concerned. I know what pleases a man. And I know which women please me. If I had the time to indulge myself, believe me, I would have bought her for myself."
 
   A vibration in his pocket signaled he had a new message from Kassie. But what could he do? He could hardly pull his phone out now. 
 
   "So, what now? You're going to snatch and sell Kassie. What about me?"
 
   Shez glanced at her watch and over to the exit. "Well, for one, I'm going to keep you here while she powders her nose. She won't be coming back into the theater, not today."
 
   Even as she spoke Alex rose from his seat and put on his coat, ready to leave. Shez reached into her pocket and typed a message of her own. Alex checked his phone then turned in their direction. A look of understanding crossed his face, but he made no attempt to join them. Instead, he continued out the exit, leaving Shez and Robert behind.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
 
   Ocean Bound
 
    
 
   Once again the mists washed over her. She was not herself, and she had no idea where she was. She remembered a bathroom, and a pair of unseen hands clasped around her face before she fell. Her last thought was that it smelled like chloroform. Her next memory was just as vague—rough hands pulling at her garments, stripping her. And then dressing her, careful hands caressing her skin. And here she was, wearing little more than a shift, waiting for something. It was like she'd slept for hours, but her eyes never closed. And then a door opened, and light flooded into the room, making her feel sick.
 
   "Leave us."
 
   Until that moment she'd failed to register that she had company. But a surge of bodies went past her, and she was alone. She thought of Robert. Was it he? She tried to focus and looked up to see the face of the new arrival but it was not Robert. He took her hands and raised her arms so they were parallel with her shoulders. Then he dropped them and began walking around her, studying her, touching her hair, feeling her muscles, appraising her. When he had gone full circle, he cupped her chin and tilted her face toward his. He smelled of expensive cologne, and the smell was overwhelming. She thought she would be sick.
 
   "Come back in." The shapes that had left now returned and encircled her. "Have her prepared. A car is waiting outside to take her to Alex's yacht. You are to join my employer on board the Cranberry Wave at the following coordinates." 
 
   He handed one of the women a piece of paper, and then he left. While she swayed on her feet, the hands were on her again, pulling more garments over her shift. And then she felt like she was falling, and everything went dark once more.
 
   *** 
 
   Did she know he was a spy, or did she just think him a concerned lover? If the latter, she would have no idea of the skills at his disposal. He hoped it was the latter. He raised his hand to his head. 
 
   "May I?"
 
   She nodded, and he removed the wig and mustache.
 
   "Great improvisation I must say. I was very impressed."
 
   "Shouldn't we follow them?"
 
   "Why? You're not going to the same place. Why don't we just sit here for a moment and enjoy each other's company? Maybe see the second half of the show?"
 
   "You're sick, you know that?"
 
   "What's so special about her? You and I fucked and, as I recall, it was pretty good, as fucks go. Why her? I doubt she's any better than me between the sheets."
 
   Fucking women scorned. "Chemistry. You were a good technician, but there was no love, no heart. Kassie is all heart."
 
   "Huh. What do men know about love? It's all sex to them."
 
   "Really? You should read poetry. You might gain a better understanding of the opposite sex." 
 
   Time was wasting, and he knew that with every second lost, finding Kassie would become harder and harder.
 
   "So, tell me, what delicious fate is in store for me? Do I have a buyer lined up? What was the asking price? I do hope it's all been worth it. What will you get for me? It'll be an absolute bargain. I can go for hours."
 
   She laughed and turned her eyes down. "A buyer? No. You I shall give as a gift."
 
   "To whom?"
 
   Shez leaned forward, the gun held provocatively between her breasts. "To someone who has wanted to fuck you since the first time he laid eyes on you."
 
   "Who?"
 
   "Alex."
 
   He laughed. "Not all Englishmen are gay."
 
   "No, but this one is bi-sexual, and it's because of you that Kassie was sold today."
 
   "I don't follow."
 
   "She has quite the orgasm when she comes, doesn't she? And it was that particular characteristic that drew me to her. If Alex hadn't wanted to fuck you so badly, he wouldn't have agreed to the swing session. You were his heart's desire; Kassie was just an added bonus for him. But, oh, what a find for me. Screamers are so in vogue at the moment. And this particular buyer likes to hear his women scream. In every possible way."
 
   The clock was still ticking. He was just figuring out his next move when the lights dimmed in preparation for the second half of the show. He saw his chance, and he took it. Shez was distracted for just a second, but it was the only second he needed. In a flash, he had the gun from her hand and had pulled her chair close. He pulled back her hair and held the muzzle under her chin. Lastly, he shot a look around the theater. The opening music had covered the noise, and no one seemed to have noticed the action at their table. He dropped his voice to a menacing whisper.
 
   "Okay, well, now you're going to tell me where they've taken her, and we're going to walk out of here like a happy couple, okay?"
 
   Shez gritted her teeth. "Fuck off. Shoot me if you have to. I'm not saying anything."
 
   "Tsk tsk, don't be stupid, Shez. You're a very smart woman. Why don't you use that brain of yours for once? Come with me now, and you live to fight another day. Don't think I won't shoot a woman, because I totally will, especially one so free with my ass and my girlfriend." 
 
   He tugged her hair a little harder to show he meant business. She winced but nodded, and carefully the two stood up. He transferred the gun to her side and, holding her tightly, led her out of the theater. As soon as they were outside, he spun her round, so that anyone looking on might think they were about to kiss.
 
   "So where is she?"
 
   "They got in a car and are taking her to Alex's yacht."
 
   "That's a lie. Alex's boat is still in the yard, and isn't scheduled to sail until the morning."
 
   "It's true, I tell you. He called the boatman to tell him he was shipping out earlier than planned. They will be at sea shortly. My guess is you're already too late." 
 
   Her eyes were laughing.
 
   "Never." 
 
   He dragged her to the entrance and hailed a passing taxi. Shez tried to pull away, but he held her fast. 
 
   "You're not thinking of taking me with you."
 
   "You don't honestly think I would let you get away, do you? No, you're coming with me. I'm not letting you out of my sight."
 
   "I'll scream for help."
 
   "And I'll shoot you where you stand. Call it, Shez, I've got no fucking time to argue."
 
   A cab pulled up, and he pushed her inside. Thankfully, she must have made up her mind to go along because she gave no resistance. 
 
   "Ebb and Flow Yacht Club. A hundred bucks if you break all the speeding laws and get us there fast."
 
   The driver nodded, checked them both in his rear mirror, then put his foot to the floor. They said nothing in the back of the cab, and Robert kept his eyes fixed on the road as if expecting to see the kidnap car in front. The driver took him at his word and, aided by a lack of traffic, made it to the yacht company in record time. They jumped out of the car, and Robert was thankful they were shrouded by the night. The second they stepped onto the sidewalk, Shez began to laugh.
 
   "What's your plan? You think you can just walk onto the yacht and ask them to hand her back to you? When they stop laughing, they will shoot you dead in your tracks."
 
   "As a matter of fact, that is my plan." He pushed her forward. "After you."
 
   "What?"
 
   "Keep silent unless you want a bullet in that pretty back of yours. You know where the action will be on board, so take me there. And be quick about it. They're firing up the engines, ready to head out of port."
 
   Shez led him along the gangplank and onto the deck. Once on board, she didn't lead him to the lower deck, as he thought she would, but she turned right, heading toward the bow. She stopped at the owner's suite and, from the commotion inside, he knew she hadn't led him astray. 
 
   One of the ship's crew approached them, but on seeing Shez he saluted and backed away. 
 
   "Look what an asset you are!" He pushed her again. "Now open the door. Let's get this over with."
 
   As the door opened, his eyes were immediately drawn to Kassie. She was out of it, that much was obvious, but she was seated precariously and, apart from being drugged, appeared to be unharmed. Good. If he had found her in any other condition, every last fucker on board would die with a bullet in his brain.
 
   Alex smiled as Shez walked inside, but his smile faltered when he saw Robert standing directly behind her with a gun at her back. 
 
   "I see things have not progressed quite the way we'd hoped. Would you like a drink, Robert? I am sure I can dig up your poison somewhere on board."
 
   "Drop the act, Alex. It's over. I know everything. I've come to take Kassie back."
 
   Alex snorted, like he'd just heard the funniest thing in the world. "I'm afraid it's not as simple as that, old man. A deal has been struck. The girl is no longer yours. Why not be reasonable, cut your losses, and take a share of the profits? I assure you, we got quite a pretty price for this filly. Whaddya say? You'll tire of her soon enough. Cut your losses and walk away ahead. It's the smart thing to do."
 
   "And this is perhaps the dumb thing." 
 
   He pushed Shez aside, and punched Alex squarely in the nose. Alex reeled but he didn't fall, he just checked his nose for blood and to make sure it wasn't broken.  
 
   "Wow. I must say, Robert, you pack a mighty punch." He straightened up to full height and stretched his back. "What are you going to do? There are at least a half dozen men on board. Do you plan to kill them all? Because if you think you're going to walk off with her, then that's what you're going to have to do."
 
   Robert waved the gun again. "Aren't you forgetting this?"
 
   "Not much use to you with a semi-conscious woman in your arms. Or do you think you're that good you can balance it all, walk off the boat, and order pizza?"
 
   "I'm certainly gonna give it a try."
 
   They were interrupted by the untimely arrival of the crew hand they'd seen earlier on the deck. In the second Robert turned to see who it was, Shez lunged at him, and though she didn't quite take control of the gun, it fell on the floor between them. Dang! 
 
   Alex and Robert made a dive for it, and both men were grappling on the floor trying to secure it, but it slid between them and, like great wrestlers, each man fought hard to stop it falling into the other's hands. 
 
   Bang! 
 
   Robert felt the power of the gun, and scuttled to his feet, amazed there wasn't a great hole in his gut. Wrong body. Looking down to the ground, he could see Alex writhing in agony where the bullet had blasted into his belly. There was blood everywhere, and he reached up to Shez for assistance, but his lover backed away and stood coldly by the wall.
 
   "You better stay there, if you know what's good for you." He turned the gun on the crewman and ushered him over beside her. Outside they could hear running feet, no doubt the rest of the crew responding to the gunfire. "And tell your goons to stand down, or you'll be dropped just as quickly as he was."
 
   Shez raised her hand to halt the crew, who bustled just outside the door. Robert slipped his free hand into his pocket. Alex had been right about one thing. He needed a better exit plan to get off the boat. He dialed 911. 
 
   "Police. I'd like to report a kidnapping. Oh, and you'd better send an ambulance. There's a man with a gunshot to his abdomen. Where? Oh. We're docked at the Ebb and Flow Yacht Company down in the harbor. I'm on the Euphoria. Yes. You'd better send a few squad cars. This is gonna be quite a haul."
 
   He ended the call and took a seat beside Kassie, where she slumped on his arm. He still held the gun in front of him, but now all he had to do was hold tight and wait for the cavalry. And then all this would be over.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  
 
  



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
 
   Perverse Phoenix
 
    
 
   "Are the ropes too tight, my darling?"
 
   Kassie stood suspended in their hotel room on a makeshift hoist thrown over the door. Her body glistened with the heat of the Caribbean, and she giggled, the rum from her cocktail making her a little woozy. 
 
   "No, baby, not at all." 
 
   She loved his consideration. She loved how he hadn't come near her for days after the kidnapping, giving her the chance to fully recover. She loved how every morning he'd gotten up and made her breakfast, and not said a word if she hadn't the strength or appetite to eat it. And she loved how when she suggested this trip, he hadn't batted an eyelid when she made her only stipulation. 
 
   "Absolutely no boats. It's a hotel on dry land or nothing at all!"
 
   But the mood to play had come on her in a flash, and this was the best he could do at short notice. So tied up against the hotel door it was going to have to be. She wanted to buckle as his hand expertly caressed her recently shaved pussy. After all, what self-respecting beach girl had pubic hair teasing out of her g-string?
 
   Then she groaned as he knelt and put his mouth on her. She hoped he didn't get a mouthful of sand.
 
   "Be still, minx!" 
 
   She must have been wriggling, because he slapped the side of her thigh hard, causing the skin to sting and burn, but she didn't mind at all. In fact, she rather liked it. She wriggled a bit more, just to get a second hand print over the top of the first. But then his attack on her clitoris became more intense, and she groaned, desperate to put her hands on his head, but unable to.
 
   Her release built slowly through her body, then, like a boiling kettle, she cried out in delight, her feet pushing off the floor as she swung from the ropes.
 
   And then he was standing before her, his cock rampant like a broomstick as he pulled her hips toward him and positioned her to slip inside. 
 
   "Oh, that feels so good," he said with a groan. "I love being inside you." 
 
   And he wasn't only fucking her, he was kissing her hard on the mouth, sharing her need to join with him completely.
 
   She closed her eyes. Making love to him wasn't just a physical thing, it was spiritual. He took her to places no other man had taken her before, and she suspected never would again. As his flesh slapped against her, she clenched around him, wishing him to take as much pleasure from her as she took from him. And then he bowed his head into her neck and groaned. She knew he was coming, and she smiled, both inside and out. God, how she loved this man.
 
   When he regained his composure, he took a deep breath and looked into her eyes. "I love you," he whispered.
 
   "I know." 
 
   He smiled at her cockiness and pulled out of her. "For that you get to hang there for another five minutes."
 
   "Great. I bet I look super sexy with you dribbling down my leg."
 
   "You have no fucking idea."
 
   As for the hanging, he meant it, too. He left her and wandered into the bathroom and turned on the basin faucets. Great! Well, at least hanging like this she could catch whatever breeze wafted through the hotel. Always a silver lining.
 
   He popped his head around the door and grinned at her. "Oh, well, I suppose I should take you down now." 
 
   He unfastened her from the hooks he'd stuck on the door, and swooped her up in his arms, then dropped her unceremoniously on the bed.
 
   "Hey!"
 
   "Oh, shush, you love it." He flopped down beside her and stretched his arms over his head, enjoying the breeze through his spent body. "You know, babes, I don't know what I would have done if anything had happened to you."
 
   Her smile faded. He hadn't mentioned the kidnapping since they heard Alex had survived. As far as the Firm was concerned, it was a job well done—case closed. 
 
   "Well, thank God it didn't. I know some girls fantasize about that shit, but not me. Those bastards meant serious shit."
 
   "I know."
 
   "What do you think will happen to Alex and Shez?"
 
   "If they're lucky, they'll get prison terms."
 
   She turned on her side to face him. "If they're lucky?"
 
   "Well, there's one pissed off buyer out there who might have other ideas for their future."
 
   "Ah." 
 
   She got up from the bed, picked up her cocktail and walked naked to the wispy drapes before the balcony. The beach was secluded and peaceful, and all that trouble seemed a million miles away. But she knew that it wasn't. Buyers like that scumbag were out there still. They might have shut down one dealer, but like a perverse phoenix, another would rise in his place. There would always be buyers for that sick trade. Always.
 
   "I think my view just improved by a million percent."
 
   She shook her ass at him and took a sip from her glass. This was neither the time nor place for all that business. They were on a well-deserved vacation, and they had songs to sing, and fine food and wine to taste and drink. They might as well enjoy it while they could. As for the rest, well there was always tomorrow. And tomorrow would come soon enough. 
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