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      ***While not every character is in every book, these are the ones with the most mentions throughout the series. This guide will help keep readers straight about who’s who.

      

      Trident Security (TS) is a private investigative and military agency, co-owned by Ian and Devon Sawyer. With governmental and civilian contracts, the company got its start when the brothers and a few of their teammates from SEAL Team Four retired to the private sector. The original six-man team is referred to as the Sexy Six-Pack, as they were dubbed by Kristen Sawyer, née Anders, or the Alpha Team. Trident had since expanded and former members of the military and law enforcement have been added to the staff. The company is located on a guarded compound, which was a former import/export company cover for a drug trafficking operation in Tampa, Florida. Three warehouses on the property were converted into large apartments, the TS offices, gym, and bunk rooms. There is also an obstacle course, a Main Street shooting gallery, a helicopter pad, and more features necessary for training and missions.

      In addition to the security business, there is a fourth warehouse that now houses an elite BDSM club, co-owned by Devon, Ian, and their cousin, Mitch Sawyer, who is the manager. A lot of time and money has gone into making The Covenant the most sought after membership in the Tampa/St. Petersburg area and beyond. Members are thoroughly vetted before being granted access to the elegant club.

      There are currently over fifty Doms who have been appointed Dungeon Masters (DMs), and they rotate two or three shifts each throughout the month. At least four DMs are on duty at all times at various posts in the pit, playrooms, and the new garden, with an additional one roaming around. Their job is to ensure the safety of all the submissives in the club. They step in if a sub uses their safeword and the Dom in the scene doesn’t hear or heed it, and make sure the equipment used in scenes isn’t harming the subs.

      The Covenant’s security team takes care of everything else that isn’t scene-related, and provides safety for all members and are essentially the bouncers. The current total membership is just over 350. The fire marshal had approved them for 500 when the warehouse-turned-kink club first opened, but the cousins had intentionally kept that number down to maintain an elite status.

      Between Trident Security and The Covenant there’s plenty of romance, suspense, and steamy encounters. Come meet the Sexy Six-Pack, their friends, family, and teammates.

      

      
        
        The Sexy Six-Pack (Alpha Team)

        and Their Significant Others

      

      

      
        
          	
        Ian “Boss-man” Sawyer: Devon and Nick’s brother; retired Navy SEAL; co-owner of Trident Security and The Covenant; husband/Dom of Angelina (Angel).
      

      	
        Devon “Devil Dog” Sawyer: Ian and Nick’s brother; retired Navy SEAL; co-owner of Trident Security and The Covenant; husband/Dom of Kristen; father of John Devon “JD.”
      

      	
        Ben “Boomer” Michaelson: retired Navy SEAL; explosives and ordnance specialist; husband/Dom of Katerina; son of Rick and Eileen.
      

      	
        Jake “Reverend” Donovan: retired Navy SEAL; temporarily assigned to run the West Coast team; sniper; fiancé/Dom of Nick; brother of Mike; Whip Master at The Covenant.
      

      	
        Brody “Egghead” Evans: retired Navy SEAL; computer specialist; fiancé/Dom of Fancy.
      

      	
        Marco “Polo” DeAngelis: retired Navy SEAL; communications specialist and back up helicopter pilot; husband/Dom of Harper; father to Mara.
      

      	
        Nick “Junior” Sawyer: Ian and Devon’s brother; current Navy SEAL; fiancé/submissive of Jake.
      

      	
        Kristen “Ninja-girl” Sawyer: author of romance/suspense novels; wife/submissive of Devon; mother of “JD.”
      

      	
        Angelina “Angie/Angel” Sawyer: graphic artist; wife/submissive of Ian.
      

      	
        Katerina “Kat” Michaelson: dog trainer for law enforcement and private agencies; fiancée/submissive of Boomer.
      

      	
        Millicent “Harper” DeAngelis: lawyer; wife/submissive of Marco; mother of Mara.
      

      	
        Francine “Fancy” Maguire: baker; fiancée/submissive of Brody.
      

      

      

      
        
        Extended Family, Friends, and

        Associates of the Sexy Six-Pack

      

      

      
        
          	
        Mitch Sawyer: Cousin of Ian, Devon, and Nick; co-owner/manager of The Covenant, Dom.
      

      	
        T. Carter: US spy and assassin; works for covert agency Deimos; Dom.
      

      	
        Jordyn Alvarez: US spy and assassin; member of covert agency Deimos.
      

      	
        Parker Christiansen: owner of New Horizons Construction; husband/Dom of Shelby.
      

      	
        Shelby Christiansen: stay-at-home mom; two-time cancer survivor; wife/submissive of Parker.
      

      	
        Curt Bannerman: retired Navy SEAL; owner of Halo Customs, a motorcycle repair and detail shop; husband of Dana; stepfather of Ryan, Taylor, Justin, and Amanda. Lives in Iowa.
      

      	
        Dana Prichard-Bannerman: teacher; widow of retired SEAL Eric Prichard; wife of Curt; mother of Ryan, Taylor, Justin, and Amanda. Lives in Iowa.
      

      	
        Jenn “Baby-girl” Mullins: college student; goddaughter of Ian; “niece” of Devon, Brody, Jake, Boomer, and Marco; father was a Navy SEAL; parents murdered.
      

      	
        Mike Donovan: owner of the Irish pub, Donovan’s; brother of Jake.
      

      	
        Charlotte “Mistress China” Roth: Parole officer; Domme and Whip Master at The Covenant.
      

      	
        Travis “Tiny” Daultry: former professional football player; head of security at The Covenant and Trident compound; occasional bodyguard for TS.
      

      	
        Doug “Bullseye” Henderson: retired Marine; contract bodyguard.
      

      	
        Rick and Eileen Michaelson: Boomer’s parents; guardians of Alyssa. Rick is a retired Navy SEAL.
      

      	
        Charles “Chuck” and Marie Sawyer: Ian, Devon, and Nick’s parents. Charles is a self-made real estate billionaire. Marie is a plastic surgeon involved with Operation Smile.
      

      	
        Will Anders: Assistant Curator of the Tampa Museum of Art Kristen Anders’s cousin.
      

      	
        Dr. Roxanne London: pediatrician; Domme/wife (Mistress Roxy) of Kayla; Whip Master at Covenant.
      

      	
        Kayla London: social worker; submissive/wife of Roxanne.
      

      	
        Chase Dixon: retired Marine Raider; owner of Blackhawk Security; associate of TS.
      

      	
        Reggie Helm: lawyer for TS and The Covenant; Dom/boyfriend of Colleen.
      

      	
        Alyssa Wagner: teenager saved by Jake from an abusive father; lives with Rick and Eileen Michaelson.
      

      	
        Dr. Trudy Dunbar: Psychologist.
      

      	
        Carl Talbot: college professor; Dom and Whip Master at The Covenant.
      

      

      

      
        
        The Omega Team and

        Their Significant Others

      

      

      
        
          	
        Cain “Shades” Foster: retired Secret Service agent.
      

      	
        Tristan “Duracell” McCabe: retired Army Special Forces
      

      	
        Valentino “Romeo” Mancini: retired Army Special Forces; former FBI Hostage Rescue Team (HRT) member.
      

      	
        Darius “Batman” Knight: retired Navy SEAL.
      

      	
        Kip “Skipper” Morrison: retired Army; former LAPD SWAT sniper.
      

      	
        Lindsey “Costello” Abbott: retired Marine; sniper.
      

      

      

      
        
        Trident Support Staff

      

      

      
        
          	
        Colleen McKinley: office manager of TS; girlfriend/submissive of Reggie.
      

      	
        Tempest “Babs” Van Buren: retired Air Force helicopter pilot; TS mechanic.
      

      	
        Russell Adams: retired Navy; assistant TS mechanic.
      

      	
        Nathan Cook: former computer specialist with the National Security Agency (NSA).
      

      

      

      
        
        Members of Law Enforcement

      

      

      
        
          	
        Larry Keon: Assistant Director of the FBI.
      

      	
        Frank Stonewall: Special Agent in Charge of the Tampa FBI.
      

      	
        Calvin Watts: Leader of the FBI HRT in Tampa.
      

      	
        Colt Parrish: Major Case Specialist, Behavioral Analysis Unit.
      

      

      

      
        
        The K9s of Trident

      

      

      
        
          	
        Beau: An orphaned Lab/Pit mix, rescued by Ian. Now a trained K9 who has more than earned his spot on the Alpha Team.
      

      	
        Spanky: A rescued Bullmastiff with a heart of gold, owned by Parker and Shelby.
      

      	
        Jagger: A rescued Rottweiler trained as an assistance/service animal for Russell.
      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      “Deep breath and let it out slowly.”

      “Get out of my fucking head, Carter.”

      “Not until I have you back in my bed, Jordy.”

      “Bastard,” Jordyn Alvarez muttered to herself. You would think after all this time of hating the prick, she could rid him from her mind. But it was times like this, when she was about to dispatch a target, that Carter’s voice would always flow back to her. It was smooth and sexy, and that just pissed her off even more because her body would remember what it was like to be in his arms.

      One night. One fucking night that she would kick herself over for the rest of her life. If he hadn’t been the one to train her, and killing the US spy would probably be considered an act of treason, she would have slit his throat a long time ago.

      Trying to ignore his familiar, yet annoying, snark in her head, she concentrated on slowing her breathing and heart rate. Her job here was simple. Wait until her target came out of the restaurant, put a bullet in his brain, then hightail it out of there before his bodyguards knew what hit him.

      Jordyn lay flat on the roof of a building in Kano, Nigeria, three blocks from where Mavuto Themba was having lunch with his mistress. The dirty, local politician had signed his death warrant when he’d become part of the pipeline supplying ISIS with funds and weapons. The US government had obtained proof that the Nigerian Minister of Defense was planning a coup of his own government. The fallout would have a devastating effect on the war-torn nation and could not be allowed to happen. Unfortunately, the United States could not reveal how they’d obtained the evidence against Themba, so Jordyn’s bosses at Deimos, and probably POTUS, had been the judges, and she was here as the assigned executioner. That’s what she and the others at Deimos did—the President’s and the US government’s dirty work. Not that anyone in power would admit to that fact.

      Deimos was a black-ops agency very few people knew about. The operatives took care of things that the public could never know about to keep the US safe from terrorists and other world powers who wanted to see the leader of the free world fall flat on its face. Named after the Greek god of terror, it was the perfect name for an agency that excelled in torture and assassinations, among other things.

      Assessing the wind speed and direction, she made the necessary adjustments on her Remington Defense CSR—a concealable sniper rifle. It was her baby. The design was lightweight and compact. With the NATO/.308 Winchester bolt-action, a carbon fiber-wrapped barrel, and a sound suppressor, the sniper carbine was one kick-ass piece of weaponry. She could break it down in less than thirty seconds, place the individual pieces in a case designed to look like it held a laptop, and be on the move a minute after confirming her shot.

      Having been in the city a full week planning the assassination, Jordyn knew her escape route and two backup routes by heart. Between there and her hotel on the other side of the city, she would make several pit stops and clothing changes along the way. Within an hour, she would be Esmerelda Cortez, Quality Assurance Inspector for the World Health Organization—her chosen cover for this mission. Tomorrow, she’d be boarding a commercial flight and returning to the United States—her adopted home.

      Heavy humidity hung like a wet blanket, coating her face and hair with sweat. It didn’t help that she wore a long-sleeved shirt and black cargo pants to help her blend in with the shadows of a taller building to her left. She pushed the heat and sweat from her mind, shutting them behind a mental door, along with Carter—let him deal with them.

      Through the scope, she saw the door to the restaurant open. Seconds ticked by before anyone appeared in the crosshairs. The first person was one of Themba’s goon bodyguards. Next was the politician’s mistress. A black SUV pulled up and blocked most of Jordyn’s view of the restaurant’s exit. Fuck! The goon opened the vehicle’s rear passenger door for the woman and left it ajar while waiting for his boss. Finally, Themba stepped out of the building with two more bodyguards flanking him. He said something that had all three of them laughing. Jordyn could only see their heads and necks over the top of the SUV. Center mass shots to the chest were best, but this time, she’d have to settle for a headshot and pray it was a direct hit.

      She inhaled and slowly let the breath back out. Her target’s face was large and ugly in the scope. She could make out the small mole just to the right of his nose and placed it in the center of the crosshairs. In between heartbeats, she squeezed the trigger with her index finger, smooth and steady. With a barely audible pfft, the bullet was on its way, taking death with it.

      One Miss⁠—

      Before the rest of Mississippi registered in her mind, the projectile found its bullseye. Themba’s head snapped back as his brains and skull were sprayed all over the bodyguard standing behind him. That man’s head also jolted, and both of them dropped like stones.

      Damn, two for the price of one. Not bad, Jordy, not bad at all.

      Fuck off, Carter.

      Jordyn was already disassembling her rifle by the time the other two bodyguards knew what happened and pulled out their weapons. There were shouts and screams, but she ignored them all. Thirty-seven seconds after the bullet was fired, she had the rifle concealed in the case, which was in her hand, and was running to the other side of the building. Without hesitation, she let one foot land as close to the edge as possible and leaped across the narrow expanse between the two buildings. She didn’t even spare a glance down, instead hitting the next wooden roof with a muffled thump.

      Pivoting, she headed for the northwest corner, where a trap door would drop her inside the apartment building. As she ran down the dimly lit stairs, her ears strained to hear shouts or sirens—anything that would indicate they’d figured out where the shot had come from. So far, she was in the clear.

      When she reached the ground floor, she ducked into an unoccupied apartment. During her scouting adventures, she’d found out the old man who lived there alone worked in the food market every day, never wavering from his routine. It hadn’t taken her long to break in after he’d left this morning. Now, she shut the door behind her, retrieved a large duffel bag she’d stuffed into a crawl space in the closet earlier, and opened it. Pulling out the black burka, she threw it on over her clothes and adjusted the cloak’s veil to hide her head and face. The briefcase went into the duffel bag, which she then hid under the traditional Muslim clothing.

      Jordyn was out of the apartment in under a minute, having practiced the whole routine in her hotel room until it had become automatic. Exiting the building, she fell in step with the moderate midday pedestrian traffic. She was just another local woman out running errands. Sirens sounded in the distance but weren’t drawing nearer, so she still had plenty of time to disappear. Three blocks down, she merged into the outdoor food market, where she could blend in even more. The smells of bread, fish, meats, live animals, and Lord knew what else were overwhelming in the stifling cloak, and nausea roiled through her.

      Striding into one of the overstuffed tents, she acted like she belonged there and cut through to the next row of vendors. Zigzagging her way through the huge market, she finally reached the other end as sweat soaked the fabric around her face and neck—how Muslim women wore these damn things without passing out in the heat was beyond Jordyn.

      Her next stop was a chicken shed behind a restaurant. So many people were hurrying about, focused on doing their jobs, that no one questioned her when she snuck inside and shut the door. Grabbing a piece of wood she’d hidden in there a few days ago, she wedged it between the door and the rickety floor so no one could get in while she changed again.

      Ignoring the clucking chickens, which were most likely on tonight’s menu, Jordyn ripped off the burka, taking gulps of rancid air—at least it was cooler than breathing through the veil. Not needing the heavy cloak anymore, she tossed it behind the crates of chickens. This time, she pulled out a pair of khaki pants and a crisp, white T-shirt from the duffel, transforming into the visiting westerner she was supposed to be. A pair of glasses, which would give her a mousy look without hampering her vision, went on her face, and she quickly put her hair up into a messy bun. The cargo pants and black shirt went into the duffel bag, and then she adjusted the straps so it became a backpack.

      Ready to go out in public as Esmerelda Cortez, Jordyn kicked the wedge from the door and cracked it open. The cook shouted at the workers through the backdoor of the restaurant’s kitchen, but no one saw her as she exited the shack and hurried along an alleyway leading back to the street.

      Ten minutes later, she sat at a table at the outdoor café across from her hotel and tucked the duffel under her chair. A waiter, who had been flirting with her over the past several days whenever she stopped in, hurried over with a bottle of sparkling water, which she always ordered. The café and hotel were located in the city's nicer section, catering to tourists, international businessmen, and diplomats. The WHO used this hotel for its inspectors and workers visiting the region, so it was perfect for her cover.

      “Hello, Ms. Esmerelda. How was work today?”

      As the waiter grinned at her, his stark white teeth contrasted with his dark skin. He was a handsome man in his twenties, but a white-and-pink, ragged scar from his temple to his lower jaw—the result of a knife attack, Jordyn guessed—was the first thing most people noticed about him. It didn’t bother her at all.

      Jordyn smiled back as she took the bottle from him. “Very good, Yabani. I finished earlier than expected today, so I'm free the rest of the day.”

      “Wonderful. Does that mean you will sit for a while and let me admire your beauty?”

      Oh, he was a charmer. “With flattery like that, how can I refuse?”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “What the fuck are you doing here?”

      Smirking, T. Carter stared down the barrel of the gun, not the least bit worried it would be fired. He lounged on the queen-sized bed in Jordyn’s hotel room, with his back against a pillow, feet crossed, and arms resting behind his head, as his gaze trailed up and down her body.

      Damn, the woman is fine.

      Every muscle was toned to perfection, yet there was no mistaking her womanly curves. Curves he’d enjoyed only once before.

      He’d anticipated and worried about her return for nearly an hour. Not knowing where she’d planned to take out her target, he’d been resigned to waiting for her there in her hotel room, and it had nearly killed him. The relief he’d felt when Ian Sawyer had reported spotting her at the café across the street had been palpable. She’d stayed there for a half hour, eyeing the hotel and its surroundings for anything or anyone out of place. The fact that she hadn’t spotted Ian or any of his men didn’t mean Jordyn wasn’t alert—it just meant the covert team was that good. Now that Carter had eyes on her, he could relax even more despite the threat looming.

      When he’d gotten the phone call from his bosses at Deimos that all hell was breaking loose, he’d immediately contacted Ian and his brother Devon, Trident Security's owners, whom he trusted with his life—and Jordyn’s. Until a few hours ago, the men hadn’t known which alphabet agency Carter had worked for—all they knew was he was a black-ops spy and assassin for the United States. But to get to Jordyn before she ended up dead, he’d called on the best team he knew for backup.

      He hadn’t been surprised when she entered with her weapon drawn. As he’d picked the lock to get in, he’d noticed a nearly invisible piece of tape she’d placed between the top of the door and the molding. It was one of the numerous tricks he’d taught her. She would’ve checked to see if it had been moved before entering, unsure if it was an intruder or the maid service.

      “I asked you a question.” Glowering at him, Jordyn lowered the gun but didn’t re-holster it. “What the hell are you doing here, Carter? And how the hell did you find me?”

      His grin grew at her attitude. She was a feisty little thing, and, damn, he loved feisty. “Easy, love. I trained you, remember?” He sure as hell did. Eight years ago, the lovely Ms. Jordyn had been recruited for Deimos after the international jewel thief had interrupted one of their missions on US soil. The powers that be saw the raw potential in her and gave her an option—go to prison or work for the government. Wisely, she’d taken Door #2.

      From the moment Carter had laid eyes on his new apprentice, he’d craved her. But professionalism, integrity, and patriotism outranked his desire and lust. He’d trained her for months—twelve- to fourteen-hour days, seven days a week, with only occasional downtime. He’d enjoyed those times when she let down her hair and relaxed. More than once, the electricity in the air had crackled between them, but neither had made a move. He’d lost count of how many fucking cold showers he’d taken during that time.

      She'd been turned loose once she’d excelled in weaponry, hand-to-hand combat, logistics, how to kill a man in numerous ways, and everything else she’d needed to learn. After that, Carter had been teamed with her several times. It was during one of those missions he’d let his desire take over and⁠—

      “Don’t remind me,” she spat, interrupting his thoughts. “And I’m not your fucking ‘love.’ Now answer my other fucking question, dammit.”

      He shook his head and frowned in feigned annoyance when, in fact, he was utterly turned on. “Tsk, tsk. Such a dirty mouth.” He stared at that mouth, remembering what it felt like under his. His cock twitched at the thought. Down boy. “I’m here to extract you. Your cover’s been blown.”

      “Bullshit. How?”

      His gaze roamed her body, and his hands itched to follow. “I’ll explain later, but we need to get somewhere safer.”

      “I’m not going anywhere with you.” Still not relinquishing her weapon, or the duffel bag he knew held her sniper rifle, she cocked her hip as she glared at him. And, damn it, that just had his dick twitching again. If he didn’t get her moving soon, he’d be hard as a fucking rock with no relief in sight.

      He was about to tell her that yes, indeed, she was coming with him, whether she liked it or not, but paused, listening to the comm set in his ear as Ian’s voice came over the airwaves. “We’ve got company, dude. Three guys packing, and it looks like they’re on a mission. Getting on elevator. You’ve got less than thirty. Meet you out back.”

      Time to go. He tapped his comm set once to let the other man know the message was received. Grabbing his gun from where it sat within reach on the bed, Carter leaped up and strode past a gaping Jordyn on the way to the door. “If you don’t want to go with me, love, then fine. You can deal with the hit squad on their way up here right now with orders to kill you.”

      “What?” she hissed, following him out the door, leaving behind the few things she had left in the room. He knew everything she needed was somewhere on her body or in the duffel bag—everything else could be replaced.

      He glanced over his shoulder but kept moving at a fast, yet silent, pace down the hall. “Changed your mind?”

      Her growled, unintelligible response caused the corners of his mouth to tick up in a smile.

      They were almost at one end of the hall when the elevator dinged at the other end of the long expanse, and the doors began to open. Shit! They were spotted two steps away from the closed door to the stairs. Ignoring the shouts to stop, he burst through the door with Jordyn on his heels as gunfire exploded behind them. Splinters flew from the door jamb, narrowly missing them, and Carter pushed Jordyn in front of him as they ran down the stairs. They were two levels down, with one more to go, when the gunmen slammed the door above them open. More shouts and gunfire echoed through the stairwell. Stupid fucks. Not that he minded, but these guys were idiots. He and Jordyn were skirting the walls on their way down, staying out of sight, so those jackasses were just shooting for the hell of it. Hmm. Somebody didn’t want to pay for an experienced hit squad or didn’t care how much attention they attracted in the process.

      The two spies hit the ground floor, and Jordyn ripped open the door leading to a hallway. She was about to go left when Carter grabbed her arm and pulled her to the right. “This way, love. Our chariot awaits.”

      He hurried through a set of swinging doors, into the laundry room, where the workers barely looked at them, and out onto the loading dock. Jumping off the dock, he still had Jordyn by the arm. A black SUV with smoked-out windows screamed to a stop in front of them. The rear passenger door flew open, and Carter pushed Jordyn into the back seat, jumping in behind her. The vehicle took off again before the door was even shut. The whole episode from the room to there had taken less than two minutes, and neither of them had fired a shot.

      Leaving the hit squad far behind, Ian made three quick turns on the streets of Kano. When he slowed to a normal speed for the day’s traffic, which was still close to neck-breaking, Jordyn put the duffel by her feet, shifted to face Carter, and glared at him. “Okay, Tristan, tell me who the hell they were and why they’re after me.”

      “How’d you know my name?”

      Carter hooted loudly as Jordyn glanced at the man in the front passenger seat, staring back at her with narrowed, wary eyes. “What are you talking about?”

      “You said ‘Tristan.’ That’s my name.”

      “And it’s not mine,” Carter added, still chuckling. “Sorry, McCabe. Every time the beautiful Jordyn sees me, she tries to guess my given first name. In seven years, she still hasn’t gotten it—not that I’d ever admit it if she did.”

      A car pulled out in front of Ian, and he jerked the steering wheel sharply to avoid a collision. The sudden movement sent Jordyn flying across the seat into Carter’s arms and practically in his lap. He grinned at his female counterpart. “Well, hello, love. And here I thought you didn’t miss me.”

      Damn, her body felt amazing pressed against his, but it didn’t last for long as she struggled to sit upright, her hand barely missing his groin, before shifting over to the other side of the vehicle again. If looks could kill, he’d be on his way to the morgue by now.

      She growled at him again, but he understood what she said this time. “I didn’t miss you, asshole.”

      “Jackass.”

      Jordyn’s head whipped toward the front seat, and she glared daggers at the back of the driver’s head. And, yup, Ian should be on his way to the autopsy suite too. “Fuck you!”

      “Sorry, sweetheart, I wasn’t calling you a jackass,” Ian explained as he steered them toward the on-ramp of the highway leading to the airport. Fifteen more minutes, and they’d be taxiing down the runway. “It’s a long-standing joke. Carter’s the jackass, and our computer geek, Brody, is the asshole. That leaves my dear brother to be asshat.”

      “So, what does that make you—asswipe?”

      “Ha!” Ian barked, slapping his hand on the steering wheel. “You were right, man. She does have grit. I think I might like her.”

      Carter eyed Jordyn smugly while she looked like she wanted to slice him six ways to Sunday. It was a good thing he’d been the one to train her, otherwise he might be in trouble. As it was, she’d hated his guts ever since they’d had a romp in the sack. And what a romp it’d been. The woman could kill a man in dozens of ways, yet in bed, she was submissive. Little Ms. Jordyn, assassin extraordinaire, was the hottest woman he’d ever enjoyed pleasuring—until the next morning when he’d woken to find her gone.
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        Seven years ago…

      

      

      Laughing at something inane the ambassador from Bahrain had told the little group surrounding him, Carter tried to stay cool and not run off to find out what was taking Jordyn so long. She should have been back five minutes ago from the Iraqi ambassador’s office in his embassy in Malaysia. The formal banquet had been the ideal opportunity to get into the man’s safe and discover his contacts in the small Asian nation. ISIS had been spreading its radical wings into every country around the world, and some crooked politicians in those countries valued money and power more than their own people. But once Deimos had the names on the terrorist pipeline running through Malaysia, they’d be able to trace them back to those on the US military’s most wanted list in Iraq and their current hiding places.

      Carter had finagled an invite with his “date,” Jordyn, through his fictitious import/export business with an office in Malaysia. In truth, Deimos owned and operated it as a cover for him and two other agents on the “Board of Trustees.” Here, he was known as Carter Burke—a wealthy businessman—who didn’t mind greasing some palms to get what he wanted.

      Glancing around the ballroom, Carter feigned another sip of his champagne. While there were many attendees dressed in tuxedos like he was, others had donned the traditional formal dress of their nations. It was an eclectic mix of well over two hundred people, but the undercover embassy guards were easy for him to spot. All he had to do was look for a wire emerging from someone’s ear or for them to talk into their wrists. They didn’t have the sharpest tools in the shed running security in the embassy.

      Another minute ticked by. Damn it, Jordy. Don’t make me come looking for you. He was just about to do that when a vision in sparkling red fabric walked back into the ballroom. Carter inwardly sighed in relief.

      Spotting him, Jordyn sashayed across the room as many pairs of lustful male eyes followed her seductive body. Her hair was pulled into some fancy updo, framing her beautiful face. The rest of her was poured into the floor-length sheath that accentuated every feminine curve. How she walked like a runway model in those five-inch heels was beyond him, but she made it seem effortless.

      Upon reaching him, she laid a hand on his forearm. “Carter, darling, I’m not feeling very well. Would you mind terribly if we went back to the hotel?”

      Before he could respond, the Bahrain ambassador spoke, using the last name Jordyn had taken as a cover for this operation. “I’m sorry to hear that, Ms. Dominguez. I’d be happy to send my doctor to your hotel to examine you.”

      The look on the man’s face said he would be more than happy to watch the examination too. Taking Jordyn by the arm, Carter smiled at the man. “Thank you, Mr. Ambassador, but I don’t think that’s necessary. Jordyn has been fighting jet lag for the past two days. She’s not used to traveling as much as I am.”

      Nodding, she agreed. “Yes, I’m sure that’s all it is. Thank you very much for your kind offer, though.”

      The man gave them a respectful bow, but the lust in his eyes as he practically drooled over Jordyn was unmistakable. “Very well then. I look forward to meeting you again. Maybe you and Mr. Burke can join me for dinner the next time you are in Malaysia.”

      “That would be very nice. Thank you. Carter and I would love to.”

      After saying their goodnights to the others in the small group who'd been watching the exchange, Carter led his “date” toward the embassy lobby. Valets waited outside the main entrance, and Carter handed one of them his claim stub. The young, uniformed man ran off to retrieve the vehicle.

      “Did you have a fun time, love?” he asked Jordyn, keeping up their cover with his arm around her waist.

      She looked up at him and grinned. “Absolutely, but it’s definitely time to leave.”

      In other words, she had what they’d come for. Excellent. It was almost a shame their night ended so early, though, because he would love to spend more time with her in that incredible dress or, even better, with her out of it. The plunging neckline had given him, and everyone else, a generous view while the straps holding it up curved over her exposed shoulders.

      Unable to stop himself, he raised his hand and cupped her chin. A flash of surprise in her eyes morphed into something different—something more. Lowering his head, he was about to kiss her when his cover’s white Lamborghini pulled up with a roar. Carter froze, his mouth inches away from Jordyn’s, his blue eyes fixed on her brown ones.

      “This is going to happen tonight, isn’t it?” she whispered. Sexual awareness, want, and need seemed to have taken over her facial features, and he was sure those same things were mirrored in his own expression. They’d been dancing around each other for a while now, and it was time they did something more than just a few steps, twirls, and dips.

      “It’s been coming for a long time, love. I was just waiting for you to give me the green light.”

      “How fast can you get us back to the hotel, Tyrell?” she purred as prettily as the 500 horses under the Lamborghini’s hood did.

      “In this thing? In a heartbeat. And no, it’s not Tyrell.” One of these days, she might say his real name, but she hadn’t yet. Until she did, he was still unsure if he would admit it because he really hated it.

      He stood straight despite wanting to kiss her senselessly. They needed to get out of the embassy compound before letting their hormones loose. A valet held the passenger door open for Jordyn while the one who’d retrieved the sports car stood at the driver’s door waiting for Carter. After helping her into the low vehicle, he jogged around the back and handed the valet a tip in local currency. Within seconds, they were roaring through the gates and taking a left onto the city streets of Kuala Lumpur.

      The slit of Jordyn’s dress stopped just above her knee, and after shifting gears, Carter reached over and placed his hand on the exposed skin, pushing the fabric up another inch or two. Beneath his hand, he felt a shiver pass through her body, and he cursed when a car pulled out ahead of him, requiring him to remove his hand to downshift. He was as hard as the lever in his hand, and while the $300,000 vehicle was fun as hell to drive, the positioning of the driver’s seat didn’t give him much room for his throbbing cock. He repositioned his hips, trying to get comfortable, but comfort went out the window when Jordyn put her hand on his thigh and squeezed.

      “Payback,” she said with an unexpected giggle and another squeeze.

      Damn! That woman turned him on more than any other had in a very long time. And that was saying a lot because, being in the BDSM lifestyle, he’d had more than his fair share of women from around the world who enjoyed the same kinks he did.

      As he took a left onto the street their hotel was on, something caught his eye—or rather, someone. A man stood on the corner, seemingly with nothing better to do than watch the cars go by. Eyeing the white sports car, the guy lifted his hand and spoke something into his wrist.

      Fuck!

      Instead of continuing down the street, Carter took the first side street and sped up, needing to put as much distance between them and whoever the lookout had contacted. Jordyn’s gaze shifted to him in confusion. “Problem?”

      “Yup,” he answered, keeping an eye on the road ahead and the rear and side view mirrors. “Hope there wasn’t anything back at the hotel you wanted.”

      She glanced over her shoulder out the tinted back window, searching for a tail. “Damn. I really liked those black Louboutin heels I wore yesterday. Where was he or she?”

      “On the corner, trying to look like he was waiting for a cab.”

      He downshifted and took another right, the car hugging the road like a dream. A black Mercedes was coming fast from the other direction. When Carter passed it, the driver slammed on the brakes and did a 180 in the middle of the street. The wheels spun for purchase, filling the air with smoke before they caught, sending the vehicle roaring down the street after them. “We’ve got company, love. Hang on.”

      Shifting again, Carter sped up, leading the chase through the city. He needed to lose this asshole and get to where he could let the horses run. On a highway, he could easily leave the Mercedes in the dust without worrying about pedestrians and other vehicles.

      He glanced at Jordyn. Instead of looking scared or worried, the damn woman had a grin on her face. Like him, she lived for this shit. In her hand was the compact assault rifle from a specially-made cubbyhole hidden behind the glove compartment. While he knew there was also a small, concealed gun strapped to her inner thigh, this had more firepower.

      Checking the rearview mirror, he noticed another vehicle fall in behind the Mercedes—a black BMW. “This party’s getting bigger, babe. I say we blow this taco stand.”

      Taking another hard left, he sped up, heading for the on-ramp for what passed as a highway in this country. They had about five more city blocks to go. At least, when they got there, he could open up the Lamborghini and let it do what it was designed to do—fly.

      A tractor-trailer pulled out in front of them across the road and stopped in the cross traffic, blocking the intersection. With nowhere to go, Carter settled for the only option they had. “Um, duck.”

      Three things could happen. One—they’d be decapitated. Yeah, not a good thing. Two—they’d sheer the top off and ruin a sweet ride—a slightly better option. Okay, definitely a better option. Or three—they’d glide under the trailer with a hair to spare and lose their tails.

      Taking a deep breath, they both ducked their heads, and thank God, number three was the winner. Tires squealed behind them, followed by a crash. Sweet! Take that, you fucking cockblockers!

      Picking her head up, Jordyn began laughing. “I freaking love these James Bond moments! Breaks up the monotony. Nice driving, Double-O.”

      He couldn’t help the grin that spread across his face. If someone had told him twenty years ago he’d be mimicking his movie idol, he would’ve thought they were crazy. But here he was, T. Carter, US spy and assassin, driving a car most people could only dream of, with an incredibly hot woman dressed in an evening gown while holding an assault rifle, running from people trying to kill them. He wished he could knock on a few doors from his youth at times like these. He would love to shove his life in the faces of those who’d either tried to bully him or told him he would never amount to anything. Too bad that wasn’t an option, but damn, it would be so satisfying.

      Their victory was short-lived as they picked up two more tails at the next intersection. Fuck, they were trying to box them in.

      How many more assholes are out there?

      One vehicle was another Mercedes—tan instead of black—and the other was a red Lamborghini. That was the one that was going to be trouble. Carter hit the on-ramp and floored the accelerator. Within seconds, they were cruising at 130 mph. Thankfully, at this time of night, traffic was very light. While the Mercedes fell a little behind, the Lambo gained ground as Carter dodged the few vehicles on the road.

      Bullets struck the back of the car, shattering the rear window and causing him to push harder on the accelerator. Without hesitation, Jordyn rolled down her window and rotated in her seat, hiking up her dress in the process. And fuck him! Between the adrenaline, and the sexy-as-fuck woman’s ass in his face, toned calves, and those “fuck me” heels, his cock twitched, making him groan.

      A car changed lanes in front of him, and he swerved to avoid it, berating himself for getting distracted at 140 mph.

      Get out of this mess, then get hot and horny, asshole.

      But, damn, her ass looked delectable in the snug, red material, and his hand itched to reach out and give it a squeeze… or a nice, swift spank.

      Gunfire from Jordyn’s weapon sent his brain back into fight or flight mode. The driver of the other Lambo slammed on the brakes and then the accelerator again. Carter avoided another car and cursed when he saw what they were headed for. Brake lights appeared in the distance as traffic was backing up. Fucking A! The “let’s fuck with Carter and prevent him from getting laid tonight” gods were out in full force.

      “Gotta slow down a bit, Jordy. Can you get rid of the Lambo before the other assholes catch up?”

      Instead of answering him, she released another volley of bullets, nailing the other sports car’s front tire, which blew then shredded, sending the other expensive sports car into a violent spin. The driver lost control, careened off the highway, and rolled over several times.

      One down, one more asshole to go.

      Slowing down, Carter swerved left onto the shoulder of the highway, passing the backed-up traffic. Unfortunately, it allowed the Mercedes to catch up to them. Jordyn shifted in her seat, and now he had a great view of her cleavage as she aimed her gun out the missing back window. Hot lead spit out at Carter, and he ducked the flying cartridges as Jordyn eradicated the other vehicle’s windshield, along with the driver and passenger. Just like the Lambo, the Mercedes flipped over several times onto the dirt median.

      Flopping back into her seat, Jordyn gave him a sexy grin. Her dark eyes were filled with a combination of excitement, satisfaction, and lust. “I don’t know about you, Double-O, but I’m horny as hell after that.”
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