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      Dear Readers,

      Thank you for purchasing this ebook.  Hopefully you will enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it!  At the end of this story you will find a preview to book 3 in the series Denial (The Billionaire Affair Vol. 3).

      In addition, I have included two bonus stories Friend’s With Benefits and The Bet.  If enjoy the book please consider leaving a review.  Thank you so much!

      

      XOXO,

      Mindy Wilde

      

      Find me at:

      www.mindywilde.com

      www.facebook.com/mindywilderomance

      twitter.com/mindywilde

      

      You can sign up for my monthly new release mailing lists:

      Mindy Wilde Mailing List
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      The following days flew by in a blur of passion, exploration, intrigue, and sex.  Lot’s of sex!  Michael was constantly on secret phone calls which were interrupted by naked romps on the beach or sweaty throws of passion all around the island estate.

      I had never felt as alive as I did in this moment.  Everything was exciting and dangerous. Michael had filled me in on a few more details but not many.  All I knew at this point was that some actions he had taken while operating in the shadows of his covert life had led to the destruction of a man’s life.  An evil man to be sure, but his world had been taken away from him which left nothing but the time and pain to seek revenge on his enemy.  In this case that was Michael, and as he had learned just before whisking me away to this private island, the Russian now knew who he was.

      The government was not a lot of help since Michael did not work for them in any official capacity.  Everything he did was off-the-books cloak-and-dagger type stuff.  They could provide him with intelligence, missions, and equipment but when and if things went south, they had plausible deniability and would protect themselves first and foremost.

      Michael was lucky that he had an amazing amount of resources at his disposal.  However, as he told me “If someone wants to kill you there is not much that can stop him short of killing him first.”
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      Michael was on another one of his hushed phone calls so I decided to lay out on the patio and get some sun.  It was a beautiful day that was almost a little too hot but a steady tropical breeze took the edge off.  I walked over to the bar first and poured myself a cranberry and vodka.  With liquid relaxation now in hand I laid out a towel on the chair and prepared to settle in.

      There was something unsettling in the air though, something different.  I was trying to figure out what it was when my ears forced my eyes to scan the ocean horizon.  There, for the first time since we had arrived on this isolated island, I saw a boat.  It appeared to be a large motorboat that was heading exactly in our direction.

      Any other time this site probably would have just passed me by without notice but given the quiet isolation I had grown accustomed to I couldn’t help but wonder.  I decided that it was better to be safer then sorry and proceeded into the office to interrupt Michael’s phone call.

      “Hey Michael?”

      “Sorry babe, not now.  This is a really important phone call.”

      “I know and I’m sorry but I thought you should know that there is a boat that seems to be heading directly for our island.”

      “What” Michael’s eyes went wide.

      “Show me” he said as he grabbed my hand and rushed me out to the patio.

      The engine noise had grown louder as it was carried by the wind in our direction.  The boat was much closer now and there was no doubt that our shore was it’s intended target.

      “Oh shit!  Jenny put on your shoes now!”

      I did as I was told knowing that now was not the time for questions.  Michael sprinted to the back of the house and then returned with two bags.  One was an outdoorsy looking backpack that seemed as if it had been filled to the brim.  The other bag was a long black duffle bag that appeared to be pretty heavy by the way it made the bottom sag.

      “Jenny, quickly, to the jeep.”

      We ran out the front door and hopped into the same doorless chariot that had taken us up here just a few days ago.  Michael fired up the engine without hesitation and threw it into gear.  We set off down the hill at an uncomfortably high rate of speed and I grabbed the roll bar praying that we would not end up testing it’s strength.

      “He found me.  I have no fucking idea how but he found me.  Shit this guy is good.”
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      We made it to the bottom of the hill without rolling the jeep and set off for the opposite side of the island.  I still did not know exactly who this guy was but he must be a rather frightening figure to have this unflappable man so intensely focused.

      I had no idea where we were heading or exactly what his plan was.  All I knew is that we were alone on this island and that boat looked large enough to carry at least twenty men.  If these people were really after us then the odds were decidedly not in our favor.

      The trees around us started to thin and the road turned into more of a sandy dirt trail.  I could smell the ocean and knew that we must be getting close to the beach.  Oddly enough, in the time that we had been on the island I had never made it over to this side before.  Granted, there was more than enough beauty on the main beach and Michael’s chiseled body had not left me bored, but I was surprised I had not thought to come over here sooner.

      The jeep burst through the treeline and onto the beach.  Ahead of us was a small storage shed or garage type structure with what a appeared to be a stone path leading into the ocean.

      “Ok Jenny, we are going to need to be fast about this.  The minute I open the door I want you to jump in and get your seatbelt on.”

      “Jump into what?  What are you talking about?”

      Before he had time to answer we had closed the distance to the shelter and he rushed to open the door.  The rusty wheels of the door which had been corroded by the salty air squealed as the door rolled up.  It only took a moment more before I understood exactly what Michael had been talking about.  A plane.

      Kept in this nondescript building on the far side of the island was what appeared to be a small seaplane with only enough seating for two.  The plane was actually as much a boat as it was a flying vehicle.  The entire body of the plane was designed like a boat hull and two small pontoons were mounted from the wings to keep them out of the water.  I sat staring at this unique flying machine that in any other scenario would be a very cool experience until Michael brought my attention back to our impending peril.

      “Jenny!  Come on, hurry up and get in.”

      I rushed over to the small seaplane and hopped into the right-hand seat.  The seatbelt was a four point harness and fairly easy to put on.  While I was marveling at the screens which occupied the panel in front of me, Michael ran around the outside doing whatever it is that pilot’s do to get ready under potential gunfire.  It couldn’t have taken him more than sixty seconds to finish before he jumped into the pilot seat and told me to hold on.

      “Well, I don’t think we will take the time for a run-up.  I haven’t flown this thing in a while so keep your fingers crossed that the engine is still working.”

      I couldn’t tell if he was joking or if this was a serious concern.  Looking at his face there was still an aura of focused determination so I figured that I would begin to panic when he did.

      Michael switched on the battery and everything came to life.  Screens flickered and software loaded.  While he was waiting for the avionics to power up Michael reached back and grabbed something out of the black duffel bag which had taken residence behind our seats.  To my surprise his hand returned with a rather large and scary looking handgun.  He set it down between our seats and for the first time I realized how serious the danger we were facing was.

      With everything apparently warmed up Michael started the engine and thankfully it roared to life.  I had never been so thankful to hear such a deafening roar.  Michael reached behind us again but this time he brought up two headsets and he handed me one of them.

      The minute the earphones covered my ears the sound reduced to a low hum.  I could tell that these must be the noise canceling type headphones that I used when I flew commercially.  It allowed me to easily talk to and hear Michael so I decided to ask the question that had been burning in my mind since this all began.

      “Michael, are we going to be ok?”

      “Jenny, I promise that no matter what happens from here on out I will keep you safe.  You have my word.”

      Michael pushed the throttle forward and the plane leaped to life down the stone pathway towards the ocean.  This particular plane had wheels to drive on land which then tucked away into the fuselage once you were floating on the water.

      Michael kept the throttle wide open and before I knew it we had leaped off the surface of the ocean and into the blue sky above.  According to the gauge in front of me we had climbed to one thousand feet and were continuing up when I heard some distant popping sounds.  I turned around to look and saw flashes emanating from the beach where we had just left.  It was them.  It was the Russians, and they were firing at us.
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      Michael could see the worry in my eyes and reassured me that we were well out of range for their guns.

      “So what do we do now?”

      Michael pondered my question for a moment and then looked down at his fuel gauge.

      “Well it looks like we still have a full tank but a plane like this won’t get us very far.  I think it is time for me to go visit an old friend.”

      I looked at Michael waiting for more information but he seemed content with his answer.  I took a deep breath and tried to relax.  I trusted him and assumed that he knew what he was doing.  Besides, I didn’t have much of a choice at this point.  As I looked out over the vastness of the ocean with no other land or boats in sight, I just hoped that our little plane could get us where we needed to go.
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      I don’t know exactly when I fell asleep but the next thing I knew my eyes were opening to the feeling of Michael’s lips on my cheek.

      “Jenny, we’re here.”

      I had absolutely no idea where here was but it appeared that the plane had already landed and pulled up to a dock.  Michael lifted the canopy and helped me out of the plane.  After tying off to the slip I looked into towards the shore and it appeared that we had landed at another tropical location that looked similar to the island we had just left.

      Michael took my hand and lead me off the dock and down a worn path into under the jungle canopy.

      “We should be safe here for awhile.  This place is owned by a friend of mine named Ryan.”

      Just as Michael finished his sentence we came upon a small home with a large porch.  As we closed the distance to the front door it swung open and an older weathered looking man stepped out to greet us.  Ryan looked to be fit and trim but had the skin of a person who spent too many years in the sun.  In any other circumstance he looked like the kind of man that I would want to avoid but as Michael raised his hand the intimidating face of our host cracked into a wide smile.

      “Michael how the hell are you?”

      The men locked into a bear-hug embrace.

      “Good Ryan, just in a spot of trouble.  Thank you for agreeing to help us.”

      I didn’t remember any sort of agreement and assumed that Michael must have raised him on the planes radio while I slept.

      “And this must be Jenny.”

      Ryan reached out his hand offering it to me.  When I placed my palm into his I was amazed by just how coarse his skin was.  This man had obviously been no stranger to hard work during his life.  What kind of work that was I had no idea.

      “Come in, come in” Ryan beckoned us as he led us to his front door.  Stepping onto the porch I looked around the exterior of his home and it occurred to me that this tropical hut appeared to have been built by hand.  Crossing the threshold into his home I noticed that the style was minimal and utilitarian.

      “Welcome to my home.  It’s not much to look at but it is my little slice of heaven.  I own the surrounding two hundred acres and live completely off the grid which provides me the privacy I crave.”

      “It’s very nice” I said politely, not yet sure what to make of our new circumstances.

      “Well come over here and sit down while I get you guys something to drink.  It sounds like you have had a hell of a day.”

      Michael and I took seats in the open living room and he pulled me in close sensing my unease.

      “It’s going to be ok babe.”

      Those few words had a powerful effect on me.  I had no reason to believe them to be true but for some reason they brought me the temporary comfort I so desperately needed.

      Ryan returned with two beverages in hand and took a seat across from us in what appeared to be a hand carved wooden chair.

      “So Michael, just what the hell have you gotten yourself into?”
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      We sat talking for the next few hours as Michael brought Ryan up to speed on the Russian Viktor.  Acting on behalf of the United States or at least the deep dark murky corners of it’s intelligence units, Michael had neutralized one of the most dangerous men in the world.  Viktor was not only powerful and rich, he was also driven.  The downfall of the Soviet empire and the misery that followed had affected Viktor in a deep and disturbing way.  Just as Hitler had been born out of the misery of a decimated German empire so too had Viktor developed plans for returning Russia to greatness.

      Viktor though was not a politician or public face.  He was the man behind the mask who pulled the strings.  The problem was that his motives were absolute.  Viktor would not only rebuild the powerful former cold war enemy, he was willing to do it no matter the cost.

      In taking him down Michael had not killed him but instead had obliterated his life, wealth, and freedom.  As far as Michael knew Viktor had been locked away in a secret “black-site” prison to spend the rest of his days.  How the man had managed to escape the unescapable was beyond comprehension.  However, after the attack on us at the island and our impromptu getaway there was no doubt that Viktor was out.  With nothing left to lose Viktor could now devote all of his efforts into killing the one man who had taken everything from him….Michael.

      With everyone growing tired we eventually decided to call it a night and  Ryan showed us to our room.  The sun had fallen and the nocturnal creatures were in full swing.  With no sounds of civilization to interrupt it was amazing how loud the night time song of the jungle could be.

      I was heading towards the bed to collapse in exhaustion when I felt Michael’s powerful arms wrap around my waist.  It felt good to be held and I let myself fall into his embrace.  We stood there silently for a minute or two as he held me and then I felt his lips on the side of my neck.  One soft kiss turned into two and I felt his excitement harden against my body.  Suddenly I didn’t feel so tired anymore.
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      The gentle kisses on my neck steadily became more passionate as Michael’s hands now moved across my body.  I pushed myself back into his now rock hard erection as a not so subtle way of accepting his invitation.  Now unleashed Michael walked me over to the side of the bed.
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