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Thank you for picking up a copy of this book. I work very hard to give my readers the best story and constantly strive to better my craft. Comments and suggestions are always welcome. 

I look forward to your reviews and truly hope you enjoy my books.
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Chapter One
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“Attention walk-on passengers bound for Vista Dorado. The intra-coastal ferry has been delayed. Thank you for your patience and understanding.”

Poor attendant. Finn Daniels eyed the stressed-out woman as she maintained her professional best. Muttered curses rose at the end of the notification, filling the heavy air with groans inside the seaside terminal. 

The double-decker ferry was already forty minutes overdue, and now impatient passengers were stuck waiting longer. It didn’t take long before a line formed at the ticket counter. Irate faces, with mouths drawn down, stared daggers at the poor woman who’d had the unfortunate task of making the announcement.

Things could have been worse. Southern California’s Bonita Harbor was fairly posh, as far as small harbors went, and rated four-stars higher in comfort than either Moss or Oxnard harbors.

Across the choppy, seaweed laden waters lay Finn’s final destination. Halcyon Beach, his home for the last six years since he’d tossed his past and left the military gig. Before work resumed Monday morning, he’d planned a full weekend of serious surfing and light partying. 

Or was that light surfing and serious partying? 

Didn’t matter, since he was stuck in Bonita for an indeterminate amount of time.

Opening his duffle, Finn heaved a sighed and stowed his Kindle. Rezipping the bag, he glanced to the bar across the hall. A green cacti, emblazed in neon lights, beckoned him to come in to have a beer and relax. He smiled when a dark-eyed, brunette waitress in four-inch heels paused at a nearby table.

The waitress’ ruffled mini-skirt rode high on the thighs as she bent at the waist to pick up a fallen napkin, giving Finn a first-class view of her heart-shaped ass. 

Finn needed a change of scenery before his cock woke up. He grabbed his green canvas duffle, stood, stretched—and froze.

Tangos. Four of them.

It didn’t take much for old habits to surface and his mind to instantly slide into military lingo.

Thankfully, Finn’s covert training kicked in and prevented him from doing a double-take. Moreover, he already had an image of the men burned into his memory.

The men wearing jackets of various styles sat together on a row of chairs against the wall in the terminal’s waiting area. Each wore the raw, intense look all predators displayed—whether they walked on two legs or four. They tried hard to blend in, to appear casual. Most folks didn’t noticed the suspicious passengers as they were too busy dealing with their own shit.

Besides moving closer to check out the curvy waitress, now Finn had another reason to head into the bar. From that location he could observe the men without being conspicuous. Lifting his wrist and pretending to check the time, he casually strolled to the bar as he mulled over the men in his mind. 

Not law enforcement. 

Definitely not military. Their slouched posture wasn’t right.

Near the bar’s doorway stood an empty table that gave Finn an excellent view of the harbor terminal. An added benefit was the table sat out of the predators’ direct line of sight. Sliding onto a chair, he dropped his duffle on the empty seat across the table and pulled out his smart phone. What better way to look occupied and uninterested to the world than with a Droid. More than anything else created by man, with the exception of kids, handheld electronic devices made the world’s best cover.

As Finn scrolled and typed fake messages, he observed and evaluated the four men.

No apparent weapons.

No clear strategy.

Undeniably foreign.

Though the men were mostly clean shaven, they sported five-o’clock shadows. Each had dark, freshly cut hair and equally dark eyes. Their clothes were fashionable. Most of all, they were doing their damned best to look American.

He guessed they could be from South or Central America.

Finn had been out of the game for a while but the training came back as second nature. Some things were hard to forget. Especially those things that, once upon a time, had saved his life. Though he hadn’t pulled them on in a while, his unique skills still fit like a well-worn pair of jeans.  

The tangos moved. His gaze tracked.

Predators for sure, but who was their prey?

*****
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MONI PUSHED HER HAIR out of her eyes and wished like hell she hadn’t quit smoking. A long drag on a cigarette, lungs filled with nicotine and cancer-laced smoke sounded better than the chocolate ice cream she was craving. A dessert she dared to not indulge in since starting her damn career.

Outside the boarding area’s smeary windows, the sun shone in summertime brilliance. Seagulls played like kamikaze pilots...which reminded her of the script she’d promised to look over as soon as she got home. A little something her agent thought would give a salute to the military boys stationed in the Middle East: Sandbox Kitten. The title was dumb, but she hoped the script read better.

Personally, she had professional reservations over the whole idea. Coming from a patriotic family background, these weren’t just men fighting for the free world. They were more. Brave warriors, top grade technicians, and some of the most elite Special Op guys the United States had to offer. 

A personal USO appearance would have been better. Autographed posters if nothing else.

“Excuse me.”

She shifted her gaze to a smiling middle-aged man. Crap. Please don’t recognize me. Please, please. He stood in a wrinkled suit next to where she sat in the long row of orange plastic chairs.

“Is this your newspaper?” He indicated the abandoned item in the empty seat beside her. 

Although tempted to say yes and hide herself between the open pages, she’d rather be rid of the guy. Moni picked up the paper and handed it over. “No. Go right ahead.”

He smiled his thanks and strolled away, taking his cheap cologne with him. 

If he’d only been...someone else. Not a soldier or Marine, those guys were never home. Deployment took them far away for far too long. If she were younger, it wouldn’t be an issue. However at this point in her life, settling down with a man and finding a new career seemed more dream than reality.

Besides, she’d permanently messed up a bed of her own making. What normal man would want a woman who’d been sexually intimate with dozens of men? If the shoe were on the other foot, she’d never touch a guy like that. Nope, not even with a ten foot boom pole. Once in a while actors in the industry hooked-up and marriages bloomed, but those were rare instances. In those cases, both parties were aware of their partner’s job. Those in the business understood how intimate feelings never entered a filmed scene.  

At least with Moni they didn’t. 

In the past, boyfriends accused her of cheating while she worked in front of the camera. In each circumstance, the insecure man thought she’d enjoyed herself a little too much. Most of the time she could barely tolerate a co-stars’ megalomaniac ego.

Shit...there was a reason she’d won so many AVN Awards. 

I’m a damn good actress!

The very thing that attracted men eventually drove them away. Each and every time.

Moni shifted in the uncomfortable plastic seat and glanced at her watch. Damn boat should have docked over thirty minutes ago.

Home and then a month off from work. Taking a deep breath, she forced herself to ignore the too curious glances thrown her way, to find her inner zen and relish the positives of the here and now. 
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Chapter Two
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From his table at the open-sided bar, Finn glanced out to the main waiting area. To say the terminal was packed would be the understatement of the year. With the Fourth of July a week away, excited kids ran unattended. Following in their dizzy wake were stressed-out, tired parents doing their damned best to limit other passengers’ annoyance. Elsewhere, business men and women either had cell phones pressed to their ears or typed on them frantically. Others strummed their tablets as if petting their virtual dog.

Those on vacation were the easiest to spot. They were the ones who smiled and remained relaxed. If they seemed a bit disappointed, they certainly weren’t worried about being stuck at the ferry terminal for the next forty minutes. 

Maybe another two hours if the weather didn’t clear.

Eventually, his roaming visual tour brought him back to the four predators who did a passable job of looking in every direction but one. Most travelers liked to watch the boats in the harbor come and go. 

Not those fellows. They didn’t once gaze at the view outside the windows. Who were they watching?

Finn turned his focus on the row of chairs directly in front of the UV darkened glass. A harried single mother with three ill-behaved kids. 

Not her.

Early seventies old guy, AARP type, resting both hands on a walking cane. 

Definitely not him.

Finn’s gaze slid to the next occupant.

Salesman, cheap grey polyester suit. Looked like he’d been traveling all day. Late twenties, maybe early thirties. Probably trying to crawl his way up some dead-end corporate ladder. Brown hair slicked back by a substantial amount of god-only-knows-what brand of grooming product.

Hmm, a possibility but highly unlikely. Oh, who was he kidding? Hell, the single mom could flatten the guy. 

Shit, her hyperactive seven-year-old daughter appeared capable of laying him out on the floor with one punch.

Next person...

Female, mid to late twenties. Single, or at least sitting by herself. In excellent shape, judging by her athletic, curvy figure. Ordinary brown hair, probably brown eyes to match—a woman alone.

One predator separated from the group and slowly ambled over. Keeping it casual, he then sat a few rows behind her. Without a magazine or briefcase in hand, or even a bag to carry, the dumbshit looked sinister and out of place as he stared out the murky windows. The only thing missing was the blinking sign that read “Creepy Dude”.

Finn zeroed in on the woman. His pulse pounded. 

Bulls-eye!

He slowed his breathing, waiting to see if the lady took notice of the man. Hopefully, she has good instincts.

Some people were essentially animals with gut feelings. A basic predisposition to know when some weirdo took a seat behind them and stares holes in the back of their head.

And hallelujah, the single woman was no exception.

Whether she noticed the creep’s reflection in the window in front of her or those genetic instincts kicked in, Finn wasn’t sure. Nevertheless she stood, slim figure molded in a yellow dress to curve in all the right places, and walked to the bar, keeping her eyes averted from her stalker the whole way over.

The woman’s.

Finn turned his focus back to the four predators. Poor saps had no clue what to do to make themselves less conspicuous. It was rather humorous.

After watching them angle their bodies in order to keep her under surveillance while appearing uninterested for an additional twenty minutes, Finn surmised they were outside their original mission plan. In fact, he’d be willing to bet his original Kelly Slater surfboard that the tangos never predicted being delayed in the ferry terminal. As it was, they were forced to act upon an unplanned scenario, one they definitely hadn’t trained for, and their anxiety levels were shooting up.

Back in his unit, they used to call it a bag of dicks. For this unprepared perp group, they had a problematic situation on their hands. He guessed their original plan was to board the woman’s ferry at last call, then make their move on the gangway when she disembarked.

At least, that’s the way he’d have done it.

Why the big interest in the chick, though? 

Prostitute?

Perhaps, but four guys?

Drug mule?

No, she’s not nervous. It doesn’t fit.

Eyewitness?

High probability, but some type of law enforcement detail would have been assigned to her.

Which led to his last feasible guess, and not one he wanted to consider. Human trafficking.

Well crap. Though she’d be a bit old, she sure as fuck fit the profile. 

Finn inhaled and let it out slowly. An attractive single woman traveling alone, heading for a busy port within hours of the Mexican border.

Shit.

Every possible scenario pointed to the same target, so that had to be it. 

Bottom line? The predators would want her alive—at first, anyway. After the abduction, who the hell knew what her future would hold. 

In the military, Finn learned the brutal and often ugly results for victims of human trafficking. He wished rubbing the reports from his memory were as easy as hitting a delete key.

HTOs, or Human Trafficking Organizations, were a growing vat of quicksand. The criminal suspects feared few, if any, law enforcement agencies and they recognized no borders. The classic cherry on top was how they operated with exemption from punishment in many countries.

Organized crime, drugs, weapons—HTOs kept their fingers in everything and anything. They didn’t carry American Express or VISA. Their credit card of choice came in the form of violence, and they never left home without it. 

If correct in his assumption, then this shapely gal was in some pretty deep shit. On the other hand if he was wrong, she still had four seriously creepy dudes tailing her cute ass.
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Chapter Three
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Finn scanned the waiting area for terminal’s security officers. The longer he observed, the more their intentions became clear. So why’d they send four thugs?

Other than being smoking hot, she must somehow be significant. A highly valued package. Why else would the HTO send that many men to make sure a simple snatch-and-grab went smoothly? Whoever called the shots certainly didn’t want any screw-ups. 

The predators circled the periphery within the harbor terminal like they’d taken stalking lessons from UFC cage fighters. They were probably independent contractors with little more than basic information: a picture and the ferry time. No doubt they’d make an exchange later and hand her over to another organization.

There must be a high price on her head to warrant such an overkill of operators for just one woman. The kidnappers had better make sure they didn’t fuck up or they’d be the ones to disappear. Like maybe sold as sex slaves to serve some whip-waving bitch living in the furthest reach of Siberia.

Finn shifted in his seat and smiled at the morbid thought before returning his surveillance to the woman. She now sat on a bar stool reading her iPad. Seated as he was, he only saw her face in profile. However, something about her delicate features kept pricking his brain. 

She looked familiar, but he couldn’t place her.

He tried again using a technique taught to him in the military called flash recognition, where you looked away and then quickly back again. 

Hmm, still no luck.

Possibilities sailed through his mind: Politician? A politician’s mistress? Actress? Sports celebrity?

Perplexed, Finn hit rewind and rolled his thoughts back to the beginning. She looks familiar. Go with actress.

Daytime...silver screen...action...

Aha! He recognized her now. Adult film star, Monica Beggs.

With the help of a trusted partner, Finn ran his own enormously successful surfboard and accessories business in Central California. And as a thirty-six-year-old single guy, he’d seen his fair share of X-rated movies.

The multi-million dollar a year porn industry called Southern California home. Though he lived three hours from San Fernando Valley, aka porn central, the movie-making industry was experiencing a boom all over. Even in his little hometown of Halcyon Beach, an occasional adult movie actress would be seen.

Hot, hungry, take-your-hand-and-whack-yourself-off, Monica Beggs was one of those actresses. The steamy star of The Hung Guy Games.

Her profile ran through his head. She had all the classic girl-next-door qualities, except hers were multiplied one hundred percent. Shiny chestnut hair reaching for her waist. Doe-like brown eyes that held her audience captive. Their amazing almond shape were utterly expressive and fringed with thick black lashes.

His dick tingled and grew hard while he remembered scenes from Epic Proportions, the last movie he’d seen her in. 

Finn shifted to relieve the pressure against his zipper.

Monica Beggs, known for her mile-high legs, shapely calves, and toned thighs. All of her gorgeous skin lay tinted with a sun-kissed hue. 

Jeezus. Finn crossed his legs, then immediately thought better of it when his jeans pinched him in the nuts.

Something on her iPad made her smile. As in her movies, her full pink lips captured his attention so completely, he all but forgot that he was gathering intel. Straight white teeth, a perfect smile. The world could stop spinning and yet he’d melt with happiness by just being near when the ends of her mouth curved up.

And the things she could do with her tongue!

Unlike other porn star who came across as plastic and dirty, she portrayed a unique style with her beauty and grace. History books recounted stories of people and nations having gone to war over women like Monica.

Finn again shifted in his chair and dragged a hand down his face. Even to himself, he sounded obsessed with her. 

Hell. Everyone appreciated beauty. While he acknowledged his attraction to her, he was far from being labeled a deranged fan. Even though she was more amazing in the flesh than she was in film, Finn wasn’t interested in stalking her.

He was more interested in laying her back, spreading her legs, and driving—

Focus. Stay on course.

Taking a deep breath, he wrestled his gaze from Monica’s lip-smacking rack and forced his gaze to rove back to the predators. Three hung out in the terminal’s main waiting area. The fourth guy was positioned at a corner bar table with a direct line of sight to the porn star. 

Finn performed a minor chair adjustment to move himself out of the man’s crosshairs. The glass divider on his right gave an unobstructed, reflective view of the fourth predator.

The dark-haired cocktail waitress finally arrived. Her clickety-click heels stopped   beside Finn’s table, interrupting his surveillance. 

“Welcome to the El Marino. Can I start you off with something to drink?”

As hard as his erection raged, he needed something to take the edge off—and asking for a blowjob was out of the question. He pressed a smile to his lips. “How about tequila and the quesadillas appetizer.”

“You got it.” Flashing him a dimpled smile, the waitress walked quickly to Monica’s table and took her order of a diet soda with lemon. 

Smart girl to not imbibe when travelling by herself, especially when four creepy dudes were on her perfectly shaped tail.

After the waitress returned delivering Finn’s single shot of Patrón, he slowly sipped his drink and kept watch over the rim of the glass.

“Attention walk-on passengers bound for Vista Dorado,” the loudspeaker called. “Please see the attendant at Gate Two for your new boarding instructions. Thank you.”

Movement in the glass reflection turned Finn’s attention back to the fourth stalker. He’d taken advantage of the bar and ordered a south-of-the-border Corona while the attendant called out passenger names.

Confident the man would sit still for the next twenty minutes, Finn refocused on Monica. A partially finished drink remained on the table, but her seat stood empty.

He managed to avoid a case of whiplash when he realized the porn star had been called to the check-in counter to board. What name did the stressed-out attendant use when Monica Beggs had been called up? Likely one he hadn’t recognized or remembered. Nor was it important. 

A quick glance showed the good-looking actress stood serenely faced forward in line.

Finn cursed quietly to himself. 

One of the tangos waited in line behind her. Apparently he’d been called up as well.

*****
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AT FIRST MONI THOUGHT the men wearing black were paparazzi. But even reporters of that caliber were higher class than the scum who now watched her every move.

Just fucking great. These weirdos were worse than frat boys. College guys at least smiled and made small talk before trying to nail the pretty girls. All these guys did were push her major repulsive buttons.  

Seriously, get a life.

A person behind her coughed in line. Infectious air blew through her hair. Moni held her breath and glanced over her shoulder. Shit. Now one of the shitheads stood within her personal space. It twitched her ass to hear his nose squeak with every breath.

Zen...zen. Got to find that happy zen.

No matter how many times she tried, that fucking zen crap never worked for her.

With any luck, the guy behind her, and all his goon friends, didn’t have a clue as to who she was. No one would know the alias she’d used. She’d toned down her makeup and the hem of her casual dress hit mid-knee. Most likely, they were the average run-of-the-mill perverts with nothing better to do than harass women and laugh amongst themselves.

It pissed her off and she held onto the feeling.

The older couple ahead of Monica left the counter, which put her in front of a haggard-looking ticket agent. 

The lady blew her frizzy bangs out of her eyes while tapping the keyboard. She glanced up with a forced smile. “How can I help you?”

“I’m Monica Johnson. My name was called for new boarding instructions?”

“Yes, yes.” More key tapping. “I’ll have your new boarding pass in juuust a moment.” The printer whirled, paper spit out, and the lady tore off the sheet. “We’re putting you on another ferry since this one’s so late. You’ll be boarding at Gate Two. Just follow the signs.”

“Thank you.”

The busy lady flashed a fake smile in return. 

Moni pivoted away from the counter and pointedly ignored the man behind her. Instead, she kept her eyes focused on her pub chair in the bar across the boarding lounge. After she sat and took a sip, she dug out her tablet to finish reading a new hilarious review of The Princess and the Flogger, a movie she’d made two years ago.

A four-star review on her performance. Yay! One star removed for the flimsy script. 

Shooting good porn wasn’t as easy as most people likely thought.  If her fans only knew how many takes were required to achieve the perfect moan or screaming orgasm in front of the camera. It was even worse for the men. If they blew their load without receiving a go-ahead signal from the director, production came to a standstill. After a fifteen minute rest, an actor might grab a bottle of lube and use an eager “fluffer” to regain his erection in order to continue with the scene. A few times, usually after the third or fourth take, a stand-in would be called and a close-up used to disguise the owner of the new and improved cock.

Monica lifted her gaze from the iPad’s screen at the sound of the waitress’ heels clicking behind her on the terracotta tile floor. The girl was pretty, her ruby-lipped mouth petite. With her fall of dark hair she’d be snapped up without the usual couch call audition. Nice ass, too. Not that Moni was into women, but she’d been in the business long enough to know which girls the open casting call producers migrated toward.

The cocktail waitress turned on the charm as she stood beside the table of a laidback man in his early thirties. He had the typical surfer look with his messy, sun-bleached blond hair and golden tan. But his blue eyes, the windows to his soul, spoke differently. They were alert. Sharp. He assessed passengers as he smiled, nodded, and glanced around both inside the bar and out in the terminal’s waiting area. 

His breezy appearance contradicted his attentiveness. She waited as his wandering gaze paused on her and for a moment, Moni thought recognition flashed across his features. He was probably ex-military. Harder to break old habits than to change the uniform. 

When his gaze lowered to the menu in his hands, she was surprised at the disappointment that tightened her chest. 

He seemed like a nice guy. Probably had a wife and six kids waiting at home. 

Not Monica Beggs, though. Nope. I’m going home to an empty condo filled with half-dead houseplants.
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Chapter Four
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Countdown to shit hitting the fan shall now commence.

After Monica had been given a new boarding pass and left the counter, the ape behind her grabbed his ticket. He strolled back to join his group, sharing a poignant nod with Predator in Charge. Hackles on the back of Finn’s neck lifted when an evil smile rose on the stalker’s lips.

In Finn’s line of work, speculation was foolhardy and normally the outcome of poor planning... or plain laziness. However in this case, he’d lay down his best Yulex wetsuit that at least one of the jerks, if not all, sat near Monica on the ferry. If his assumption was correct, then the guy closest to her would wait till she was distracted and slip something into her drink once the boat was underway. 

In a harbor busy as Vista Dorado, the end result would go unnoticed. The perp would act as a husband or boyfriend helping his lady to disembark.

Finn could hear it now. She drank too much on the ride over, Officer. Was laid-off from work today. Not to worry, I’ll take care of her. My car’s not far from here.

The cocktail waitress swung her hips as she returned with Finn’s appetizer. She set the plate down with a happy smile. “Here you go. Can I get you anything else? Another drink?”

The thought of a certain brunette going down on her knees lurked in his mind. The waitress laying the food tab next to his unfinished tequila shot was a killjoy.

He looked up and smiled. “I’m fine, thank you. But can I ask you something?”

“Sure.” 

“Could you watch this table for me? I need to talk to the ticket agent.” The waitress’ smile slipped and she lowered her brows. He pinned on his best charm. “Don’t worry, I’m coming back. I’ll only be five minutes.”

“All right.” Her features softened. “I won’t let anyone touch your food.”

Finn could care less about the quesadilla. The appetite he’d brought with him had made an exodus, replaced by an unsettled, slightly nauseated feeling.

Hope to hell I don’t live to regret this.

Finn thanked the waitress before he slid out from his chair and walked to the ticket counter, bringing his laptop with him. 

Drugging the porn star wouldn’t be hard. Depending on their level of skill and knowledge, a pin prick with the right amount of chemicals would certainly do the trick.

Trepidation infused with resigned certainty coursed through him. The developing situation didn’t involve him. Shit. Then again, he couldn’t risk it. Couldn’t live with the knowledge he’d been a bystander. 

No, it wasn’t his business and it sure as fuck wasn’t his problem. But he couldn’t sit idle, do nothing, and let something happen to Monica Beggs.

He puffed his cheeks with air, then acquiesced and blew a gentle stream out. A moralistic integrity ingrained within him wouldn’t let the situation develop for any woman, adult film actress or not.

When he arrived, the woman behind the ticket counter looked as if she’d gone through a full military campaign. Her glasses were askew on the tip of her nose and a section of faded red hair unraveled from a messy bun. 

As he approached, Finn flashed the same prepared smile he’d used on the cocktail waitress, hoping like hell he conveyed a sense of friendliness and not the troll-like behavior other customers exhibited. “Hey there. How’s it going?” 

She slapped her hand on a pile of papers headed for the floor, but managed to flash a brief smile. “Life’s just peachy. What can I do you for?”

“I want to fill-out a comment card and let management know how you deserve a raise.” Finn waited...and she smiled. Just like he knew she would. “You’re handling the rude passengers really well.”

Kindness was free and plentiful, and he gave her a cheesy fist-bump. It paid off. Reward was immediate with an eye-roll and genuine smile that eased some of the tension carving her face.

“Thank you for saying so.” She stood a little taller and straightened her shoulders. “Now, how can I help you?”

He started carefully. “A moment ago, you helped a young lady. Brown hair, medium height, yellow dress. Pretty gal.” 

The counter lady appraised him silently. Suspicion clouded her eyes.

Finn quickly held up his hand. “Please, hear me out.” Leaning his forearms on the counter, he pressed toward her. “I don’t want her name or any information about her. In fact, I’d rather you didn’t mention my involvement at all.”

The attendant flattened her lips but nodded slowly. “Okaaay.”

“I want to upgrade her from Economy to Business. Are there any seats left?”

The attendant wavered but after giving him another once-over, she glanced at her computer screen and typed a few keystrokes. “There’s one seat left.”

Finn fished out his wallet and produced his credit card. “I’ll take it.”

“Just being a good Samaritan?” Her suspicion leeched away as she took his card. 

“Yeah, sort of.” He nodded. “If you could tell her that she was randomly bumped up or something, I’d appreciate it.”

The lady smiled, swiped his card, and handed it back. They waited for the receipts to print out and then he signed on the line. He truly hoped he’d read the whole predator situation wrong. In that case, Monica Beggs would be safe and he’d only be out a little money.

“Okay, she’s upgraded. I don’t want a stampede by calling her up here over the loudspeaker, so I’ll walk over with her new boarding pass in a few minutes.”

Finn smiled and winked. “Thanks.”

The disheveled ticket lady blushed but winked back. “You’re welcome. Oh, and good luck!”

There wasn’t another explanation the counter attendant would have understood without drawing attention to himself and still have the lady play the oblivious part. He strode back to the bar, dodging kids and outstretched legs. The likelihood of the tangos holding business-class seats sat somewhere between zero and zilch. Removing Monica from the masses would, hopefully, keep her out of their reach during the boat ride to the mainland. 

Back at the table, he set his laptop on the empty seat and slid into his own. He casually glanced in the actress’s direction. Though she sat straight backed with nice posture, her brows were scrunched and she appeared captivated by whatever caught her attention on the iPad. 

Finn pushed away the remainder of his tequila and picked up a slice of his cold quesadilla. She stood on this side of safe for the time being. While he took a small bite and chewed, he thought of Vista Dorado. What to do when we dock? 

More than likely, she’d have someone pick her up once the ferry arrived. Odds were she wouldn’t be alone. 

Could be the reason why four predators were assigned to one shapely chick. Perhaps they foresaw the need to have enough muscle to handle a companion—be it boyfriend, agent...or husband. 

With a gorgeous woman like Monica Beggs, famous for her impossible sexual positions and load-blasting films, Finn would’ve insisted on an around-the-clock bodyguard to shadow her every step.
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Chapter Five
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Finn was down to his last two slices of quesadilla when the next intracoastal ferry finally motored in and the cattle-call boarding began. He left a substantial tip for the waitress then crossed the waiting area to stand in line with other business-class passengers. Within a few minutes, he slipped into his aisle seat and dropped the duffle to the floor. Leaning forward to pull the eReader from his bag, he saw Monica Beggs step into the salon with a radiant smile on her lips. 

She walked to her seat and turned three hundred and sixty degrees to gaze at her upgrade. Her sensible buttercup dress wasn’t flashy, yet clung to her firm, rounded ass. 

Finn laid the electronics over his crotch before anyone noticed how he’d sprung another boner.

Guess the joke’s on me, he smiled wryly to himself. Seemed he’d bought the only business-class seat left, and it wasn’t anywhere near him. So much for being a Good Samaritan.

He shook his head. It’d never been his wave to ride anyway.

Unrewarded deeds produce the epoxy of life.

Finn booted-up the eReader and settled his ass more comfortably on the padded lounge-style chair. It wasn’t T-minus fifteen minutes before the enclave of four dirty bitches eventually passed through. Each man noted Monica’s upgraded seat. The Head Bitch scowled with his uni-brow and appeared pissed-off as he trudged with the rest of the passengers heading toward Economy.

When the ferry ultimately docked at Vista Dorado, those seated in Business would disembark first—and there were about thirty rows of occupied seats behind Monica. 

He rubbed his chin, hiding a lopsided smile. She might get lucky and leave the terminal before those guys ever escaped the ferry. Again, he chuckled to himself, which earned him a peculiar glance from the older gentleman seated next to him. 

Finn ignored him. The man crossed his legs and leaned away. 

If he only knew what trouble brewed.

The hour and a half ride to the mainland stayed smooth and uneventful, the big tub of a boat rocking gently side to side. After docking completed and the gangway lowered into place, the gates opened and passengers were given permission to leave the ferry for the interior of the mainland terminal. 

Through polite jostling and foot shuffles, Finn remained a respectful distance from Monica. She walked ahead while he lagged ten yards behind. Not too far, but close enough to keep an eye on her as the swollen number of passengers made their way through the narrow corridors.

Out in the terminal, he jogged to catch her escalator, which led down to street level. Noise from chatter in various languages mixed with the clatter of luggage wheels and bursts of laughter. When the lower level came into view and spread before him, Finn immediately discovered the motive for the laughter.

One man stood out from a sea of others. Above his head, written in bold black letters, he held a cardboard sign that read Asshat.

The corners of Finn’s mouth stretched wide. Only his best friend and crazy partner in Pacific Surf, Inc. would greet him that way. Riley Centeno burst out laughing, as did others who passed by and read his sign.

He’d met Riley in training camp and served three tours together. Through intense battles, hospitalizations, PTSD, and death, they’d been there for each other. To say they were close as brothers didn’t measure what Finn felt for his buddy. Together, they’d earned each other’s camaraderie.

Of course it didn’t hurt that Riley turned feminine attraction their way. At six-foot-five, the ex-combat medic didn’t need a fucking sign to attract attention. He carried enough ample muscle for four guys. Quicker and more agile than a damn cat, his black hair and light green eyes guaranteed he attracted women as if he were covered in chocolate.

“About friggin’ time.” Riley watched Finn hop off the escalator. “You’re slower than my granny.”

“Which makes me faster than you.” 

“You been drinking?” Riley laughed and threw the sign into a nearby trash can. “Or are you on barbiturates again?”

“You’re a bitch.” Finn slugged him in the shoulder and doubted the guy felt any pain. An ex-girlfriend once complained they were like teenage boys. Playful violence and sarcastic remarks were an integral part of their friendship. “How’s business been, Shorty?”

Riley, who stood two-inches taller, peered down his nose at him. “Better than great. We’re fortunate in this depressed economy.”

Finn adjusted the shoulder strap of his laptop bag and noted the four wolves in black rode the escalator down. “You bring the Hummer?”

His buddy caught his look. Having served in tight spots and crammed together in close quarters, they knew each other’s game face. “Nope. Drove the Viper.”

“Are you fucken kidding me?” He pretended to glare at Riley as the predatory group strolled past. “I hate that car.”

To his credit, his partner didn’t twitch a muscle. Didn’t move or crane his neck to look over his shoulder. He did, however, play along. Smiling broadly, he slapped Finn on the chest. “Chill, I’m only kidding. I brought the big car, dude.”

“Excellent.”

“Who?” was all Riley quietly asked.

Finn exhaled. “Four tangos.”

“Target?”

“Brunette, two o’clock. Yellow dress, killer hourglass figure.”

He and Riley slowed their steps, looking around as if they were lost while they each performed their own covert surveillance. 

A few moments later, Riley said, “Tallyho.” He’d quickly identified all parties in question and had them in sight. “Who’s the mark?”

“Monica Beggs.”

Riley gave a subtle double-take as a smile broke over his face. “You mean the Monica Beggs?”

“The one and only.” He lifted a brow and grinned back. “You know who she is, huh?”

“You’re a dumbshit.”  Riley chuckled. “I’m the one who gave you the Cum My Way DVD.” Pausing to assess the situation further, he asked, “What do they want with her?”

Finn shook his head. “No clue.”

“What’s in your playbook?”

“Stay frosty and watch what happens. It might be nothing.”

Monica stood at the concierge’s desk, waiting her turn. The scum hovered nearby. Riley chose a brochure from an advertisement carousel and pretended to read while facing their direction. 

After a moment, he turned to Finn. “Something’s cookin’ in the kitchen. Recognize the big guy?”

He flicked a glance at the perps, then slid his eyes away. “No.”

“Name’s Mariano. Low level cartel. An enforcer, I think. Likes his guns and knives.”
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