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      Kathryn's life is secrets and lies. A CIA operative who regularly breaks the rules and conducts investigations within US borders. She wakes up every morning to look in the mirror at a woman that isn't her, she is truly two women trapped in one body. When her sister is kidnapped, she'll use the US government, Securities International and even the one man who ignites her body. The man that hates her, for her lies.

      Tony will do anything to build his career back to where it was before his father destroyed it. As a deep cover CIA operative, he will annihilate the man that fathered him while using the one woman he denies himself of. The one woman that brings his dominant desires to the surface. He knows there is more to her than a runway model, but he can't crack her.

      They embark on a journey to destroy one man and find her sister, but instead, they find death and destruction. When an act of selflessness turns into the ending, another rises from the ashes to make herself known.

      Paige has waited years to be seen. She's ready to step forward, but are they ready to get to know her?

      After the truths are revealed and the explosions die down, will Tony find his future with Paige or will his heart always belong to Kathryn?

      In this sixth installment of the Securities International series the team gains new members and loses others. Can the team recover from the loss, or will they crumble? The new Sir dominates the Hierarchy and leaves bodies in his wake.
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        Oh, what a tangled web we weave,

        when first we practice to deceive!

        -Sir Walter Scott
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      2 YEARS AGO

      KATHRYN

      The cab pulls up outside the hotel and I hesitate for a moment.

      "Ma'am?" the cabby asks.

      I snap out of my funk and pay him as I step onto the curb.

      I look around to see if any paparazzi has followed me. I don't normally do this unless I have to, but I’m restless and need to shake this jet lag from my body. My long flight from New York and then the darn cocktail party I had to attend have me wanting to pace. I hate going out in public. I’d rather be in a gym riding a cycle to work off this nervous energy, or anything else other than going to a bar. I don't want to disturb my sister at her condo, though. Tomorrow is a big day for her; she’ll be the swan in the ballet Swan Lake for the British Royal Ballet. As a soloist dancer she is even closer to her dream of being a prima ballerina.

      I walk into the hotel and make my way to the bar without looking at the other patrons. My head held high, nose in the air, just like my mother taught me. I don't want to be recognized but it's ridiculous as it happens everywhere, especially with the latest magazine spread. I keep my eyes focused on my destination. I just want a couple drinks to take care of the edge.

      I slip my jacket off, revealing my black cocktail dress with open back and long sleeves. My high heels are gold, along with my clutch. My hair is in waves around my face and down my back. I flip my hair over my shoulder as I take a seat and lay my jacket across my lap. I'm just about to order when the scent of a woodsy cologne wafts across my senses. The expensive cologne is one I've smelled before and like, but on this man it has a completely different effect. A musky spice blends with it setting my senses on fire. My body wanting something other than a drink.

      "A beautiful woman like you shouldn't be drinking alone." His voice is husky and American.

      I turn and pause, the air in my lungs seizes. He's beautiful. His dark blond hair is closely cropped to his head in a simple short cut with the front slightly pushed back. He has a bit of a five o'clock shadow. His mesmerizing blue eyes look like an electrical fire, the blue sizzling to a brighter almost cornflower. I want to stare into his eyes and find all the shades.

      He cocks his head to the side and I realize I was staring. This can't happen, though, not with being who I am.

      "Good line, but I'm okay by myself." I turn to wait for the bartender to come my way.

      "Then I'll just have to move from my comfy corner booth to sit with you." His voice is filled with darkness, calling to parts of my body that want to be dominated.

      "It's your choice." I lift my chin. I'm used to turning men down. They all want to live the fantasy of being with me.

      I feel him walk away and part of me wants him to be more aggressive, to push me to accept. To be the man my soul has called to for years. The me I hide from the world. I push that feeling down because I can't let anyone know the real me.

      "What can I get you, ma'am?" the bartender says in his thick English accent.

      Before I can order, I see movement from the corner of my eye and to turn to find the man is back. He sets his tumbler of amber liquid on the bar and pulls the stool out next to me. He opens his jacket as he takes a seat. His scent wafts over me again. He's in a black tailored suit with a red and gold tie, his black vest is buttoned and the tie peeks out the bottom. He is walking sex on a stick and I want him.

      "You don't take no for an answer?" I quip, trying to push down the feelings.

      "No, I don't. Let's just say I'm protecting you from all the other men waiting in line to take their turn to get shot down. It could hurt their feelings. Me, I'm tougher stock than them. You don't want to hurt them, do you?" He waves his hand to the surrounding bar.

      I turn to look, and sure enough, I've drawn all their attention, even the men with women. The women are giving me the evil eye. Another thing I'm used to. Yep, welcome to my life. I can't go anywhere without causing a stir.

      I notice someone pull out their cell phone and hold it up to take a picture. I cringe and move to flee. His hand goes to my arm. I turn to look at him.

      "Beauty, slip off your stool and grab your things. I got you." He stands, blocking my view of the camera, thus blocking their view of me too.

      Can I trust him, or will he use my fame for his own attention? He's blocking the person from taking my picture. He's being a gentleman by helping me.

      I rise and cradle my jacket over my arm as I slip my clutch into the pocket of it. He leads me to a back corner booth, his hand on my open back. My pulse races, my spine tingles. My skin burns where he's touching me, and my sex softens. I want this man. He's checking all the boxes on my checklist of what I want. He's dominant and confident. His hand is warm. His presence is soothing my soul, calling to that part of me I don't ever let come out and play. It's been so long since I've been with someone. I've never trusted any of my previous partners with this part of me. With this part of my body.

      I slide into the booth expecting him to go to the other side. Instead, he slips in right next to me. I scoot over more trying to put distance between him and my rioting hormones. He moves again, closer, but this time his hand grasps my thigh and holds me in place. My body obeys. His control and dominance are in everything he does. Every movement and word.

      "I'm Tony." His voice is like velvet sliding across my skin. His thumb rubs across my thigh where my dress has slid up. He raises his brow and I don't need him to ask, I know what he wants. My eyes drop.

      "Kat." I sigh.

      "What do you want, kitten?" he demands.

      I want to say, "You, right here, right now." My pulse is beating so fast I'm sure he can hear my heart.

      "Kitten?" He demands again, this time with an edge to his voice.

      "Vodka cranberry with lime?" It wasn't meant to be a question, but he's messing with my control. I still haven't raised my eyes.

      "Top shelf vodka. And another Blue Label," he says, and I raise my eyes to see the bartender followed us.

      I drop my eyes again. His voice is commanding as he gives our order. There’s a bit of huskiness to it that causes my core to spasm.

      When we are alone again, he turns, his body blocking the view of the rest of the room. His hand leaves my thigh and comes to my chin, where he raises my face to look at him.

      "Eyes." That's all he has to say, and I look at him. "Kitten, your body is telling me everything you need. I got you. Promise."

      I give into my inner submissive and let him lead me. Something I've craved for so long.
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        * * *

      

      I'm so warm. My body sated and relaxed. My bladder screams at me again and I realize what woke me up. I'm about to throw off the blankets and head for the bathroom when I realize I'm so warm because there is a body pressed against mine. A very large male body. I pause for a moment before it all comes back.

      Him controlling my body for hours.

      Me screaming his name and begging him.

      Him demanding more of me than I've ever given.

      I want to roll over and wake him up so we can do it again, but my bladder takes that moment to remind me it’s full. Okay, quick trip to relieve myself and freshen up, then I'm going to learn his body like he learned mine.

      His words come back to me. "I want to hear you purr, kitten."

      I shift slightly and he rolls away, his back is covered in trim muscles. I slide out of bed and make my way to the bathroom. He's staying in the very hotel whose bar we met in. I know I don't have time for a relationship and he never promised me anything, but maybe in the morning we can figure this out. I never told him my full name or what I did. But he never asked. It's refreshing to be with someone who doesn't want to use or manipulate you.

      I walk past his attaché case and the other part of me wants to snoop, see who he really is. I don't want to be that person anymore. The one that lies. The one that lives a lie every day, so I keep walking, but something catches my attention in the bag. I pause and look closer. That’s when I see it.

      Quantim Magazine. The issue that has been circulating for weeks. The reason the paparazzi has been so aggressive with me. I'm on the cover in a blue bodysuit corset with my breasts mostly exposed, the cups of the bra barely covering my nipples. The whole photo shoot was the closest to naked I've ever gotten. I slip the magazine out of his bag and notice it’s dog-eared in a corner. I open to the marked page and there is the image. I'm in a pair of small red bikini panties and my arms are covering my bare breasts. I cringe.

      He knew who I was the whole time. Tears come to my eyes as pain from his deception slams into my chest like a freight train. I grab my dress off the chair and quickly slip it on, then I run for the living room, praying he didn't take any pictures. I grab my jacket and pull it on, followed by the stocking cap that's always in my jacket pockets. With my hair securely tucked up under the cap, I grab my heels and make it out the door.

      I'm in a cab heading for my friend Dani's flat before I realize I never went to the bathroom. My heart crumbles. I can't be with anyone.

      My phone chimes as I make it into the flat. I look at the text praying it's not an alert of me fleeing. No, instead it's him.

      I gave him my number?

      Oh shit.

      I block the number as I see the beginning of the text message.

      
        
        Tony: Why'd you leave, kitten? I wanted to talk to you.

      

      

      I turn off the phone and walk into my room. I open my suitcase and pull out a second cell phone secreted away.

      
        
        Me: It's me, the Courtier. I need a new personal phone and number. I lost the other one.

      

      

      I hate the name but it's the cover they gave me. I only use it when they make me, and my handler likes me to use it when we contact each other via text.

      I make sure Dani is still asleep before walking into the bathroom to shower and clean myself up. Once I’m out, I check my phone and see my handler has messaged me back.

      
        
        Hermes: I'll have it delivered ASAP. I'll transfer the data and scrub the lost phone to clear it. Anything else?

      

      

      
        
        Me: No. Thank you. I'll send in my report on the party later.

      

      

      I crawl into bed. My body aches in areas it hasn't before or in a long time. I close off my heart to the pain and do what I always do…put on a fake smile and pretend I'm perfect.

      This is my life. Runway cover model to the world, secret agent to my government. I hate it. Someday I'll be just me.
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      PRESENT DAY, 1 YEAR AND 23 DAYS MISSING

      KATHRYN

      I had to come home to Dallas because my parents want to declare Vivian dead and I've had to fight them. There's still evidence she's out there. There have been sightings. Timothy just sent me a message that one of Dani's contacts sighted her two weeks ago.

      Walking into the large parlor, I notice my father at the bar pouring a brandy. My mother is standing at the window looking out over Fort Worth. The media is lined up outside along the sidewalk waiting to catch an image of me, but of course it's all for her. Always has been about her. I don't want it to be about me. I want to be a nobody.

      In the time since Vivi disappeared my parents have done little. Oh, they hold press conferences asking for any information. I was the one who put up the fifty-thousand-dollar reward, not them. My mother tells all her society friends how awful it is, but once she's at home she does nothing. No searching. No traveling to the areas where Vivian has been sighted. Nothing.

      Daniella, my best friend and former British Intelligence agent, has done more. Dani saw Vivi as she was sold to a well-known human trafficker, but the American and British governments won't go after him. Securities International, the private security company I hired, has found and done more than either government has. I've made it my mission, my final mission, to find her. I'll do it, or I'll die trying. Then I'm done.

      "I'm her mother, I would know if she was dead, and I feel it." My mother’s voice is tight through her overly injected lips. Her brow doesn't crinkle as she tries to produce fake tears. It's just the three of us in the room.

      "Jeez, Mother." I take a seat. "There is no staff around to witness your performance, give it up. Vivian isn't dead. The security company I hired found a recent image of her. She’s alive."

      "How dare you talk to me like that?" She tries to crinkle her brow but can't. She must have gotten the injections recently. "I need peace, and we are going to bury your sister. It's the best thing." She takes a seat in a chair across from me. Her perfectly straight, fake blond hair doesn't move naturally from all the chemicals she puts through it. She looks to my father and he pauses with his drink in his hand, then turns back to the bar and pours her a glass. This house is as pretentious and fake as she is.

      My father sits on the sofa between us and I notice he's recently had his hair dyed too. My stomach curdles with dread as I know where he's been. I can smell the cheap perfume wafting off his body. Another mistress. I turn to the door where I can see Zach hovering. He's become more than a bodyguard. He's a friend.

      "Can't you ask your help to go to the kitchen with the others?" My mother's words stop me.

      "No. He isn't my help. He's a friend and he's protecting me."

      "From what, your own ego?" my father says.

      "Ego?" I want to start this conversation but I don't, it's not worth it. "No, from the men that took Vivi."

      "Urgh. Her name is Vivian. Now, we will be having a funeral for her as soon as the attorneys say we can. You can be there, or you can be a no-show just like you did when she was taken."

      "I didn't find out she was missing until after she was gone for a week. A week when we could have been looking for her. I was the one to go to Manila." I stand as I yell the words.

      "Oh, but she wouldn't be missing if you hadn't put it in her head to model." My mother’s words cut me like a knife and I almost trip in my heels as I stagger back. If not for all the years of training and her making me wear heels since I was young, I would have.

      I can't argue with her, though. It's my fault Vivi was kidnapped, but she isn't dead. I know it in my heart and I have proof. I walk out because I can't stay here anymore. I can't make them believe the truth; they just want a show.

      I jump in my car and rev the engine as I race to the downtown nightlife and the hope of forgetting everything. My shadow follows me everywhere, a constant presence sitting next to me. I look over at the passenger seat to see Zach holding onto the "oh shit" handle of the Mustang. He doesn't usually let me drive, but no one is allowed to drive this baby. The black 2013 Mustang GT500 Super Snake with silver rally stripes is every guy’s wet dream. Rihanna's "Shut up and Drive" plays loudly through the speakers. I slip in and out of traffic along the freeway knowing where I need to go.

      I got the call earlier from my division chief, not my handler, that I needed to allow another agent to use me as a cover. This agent claimed to know me. My family and most of my friends don't know what I really am and can't know. I pull up in front of the club and wait for the valet to open my door. I hand him the key and walk to the velvet rope. I've never had to wait in a line. Being a world-famous model helps, but I'm also Dallas royalty.

      The bouncer opens the rope, and Zach and I enter. I hear the song and smile at the perfect timing. I leave Zach on the edge of the dance floor and push my way into the center. "Sexy Back" from Justin Timberlake filters through the club and I drop down and move around the dance floor, moving my hips and body in a suggestive manner. My dance moves attract a group of men and they surround me, while all the girls around me are jealous. I hate doing this, the agent thinks this is me. The always in the spotlight party girl, but this agent doesn't know me. He thinks he’s going to use me for his own personal gain, but I'm going to use him too.

      I grind against a guy and he grabs my hips, moving with me as the song continues. My boss told me the agent was at the end of his rope hoping to bring his career back to glory. I'm supposed to report how this agent is and if he’s good enough to keep. In typical fashion of my division chief, he's using me for his own agenda. I don't know who this agent is. I'm under strict orders that he not know I'm an operative too. I guess they are testing this guy. I hate to deceive people. I've hated this job since the beginning.

      A man moves in front of me, sandwiching me between him and the guy holding my hips. The man behind me is pulled back and a large body replaces him and molds to the back of me. The guy in front of me backs off. The new guy behind me pulls me in tight and wraps an arm around my waist. His free hand lifts my arm over my head, then he traces his fingertips from my hip up to the tips of my fingers. The man's cologne causes memories I try to forget to come flashing back. I almost falter in my steps but his grip keeps me close.

      Okay, I'm going to have a hard time keeping away from this man. I haven't looked at him, but it's as if my body knows him, and we grind and make love on the dance floor perfectly in sync. He dominates and leads me where he wants, moves me where he wants. All for him, but a show for the others with what he can do to me.

      "Do you still purr?" he says in my ear, his voice husky.

      That voice.

      I spin on my heels and turn in shock to see the one man who burns my blood and makes me angry in the same instance. I try to move away but he pulls me in tight and grinds into me. Gone is the longer hair and beard he sported the last time I saw him nine months ago. His dark blond hair is clipped close on the sides but long on top. And he’s trimmed his beard into a long five o'clock shadow that makes a woman want it rubbed against her. His blue eyes miss nothing and his body is stronger than the last time I saw him. Granted he was in a hospital bed after being shot and in an explosion.

      He turns and pulls me from the dance floor. I watch the play of muscles across his back and legs under his suit as he moves through the crowd, pushing people aside so we can get to a table.

      Why him?

      I watch as Zach moves in close but not too close. Zach has known for a long time what I really do, and he doesn't like it. I didn't tell him about tonight. But he knows me and knows this isn't really my scene.

      "Anthony, what are you doing here?" I ask breathlessly.

      Please don't let him be the contact, but I can't deny that he's here. I'm not stupid.

      "I was wondering if you could help me with something. You're usual?" he asks as a waitress in a halter top and tiny black shorts approaches our table. He remembers. Shit.

      "I'll have an Old Fashioned." I need the burn from the whiskey. Plus, I want to throw him off. I'm not that same person. I won't be tricked this time.

      He turns to the waitress, who is checking him out, and I can't blame her. He's in a deep brown suit with a black shirt. The suit is tailored to his larger muscles. He didn't have those before, and I bet he has a six-pack too. Images of him dominating me flash through my mind. Him claiming my body. I almost feel the sigh coming up my throat, then the memory of him calling me a slut and using him fills my head. Him accusing me of sleeping with other men. I cringe and lean back, shaking my thoughts out. I see Zach’s movement from the corner of my eye and turn to signal him to stay back. He and I have been together so long that he knows me. He knows I'm distressed about something.

      "Okay, so I'm wondering if you could just let me come along with you on a few photo shoots. You know, pretend I'm your boyfriend." His gruff voice sounds the same and I steel myself.

      "Why?" I don't note any stutter in his words the head injury previously caused, it must have gone away.

      "I'm looking for human-traffickers and your sister disappeared trying to get into modeling. I told my superiors I knew you and they want to know if we could pose as boyfriend and girlfriend for a little while."

      My stomach drops as I realize what this means. I hate lying to those I care about and unfortunately, I like Anthony way more than he likes me. I know he despises me. I know what I'll need to do and I know in the end he'll hate me.

      "I'm not sure. I-I need to go." I have to gather myself. This is all becoming too much.

      I walk away, no alcohol to burn my senses. I feel his eyes on me and continue walking with my head held high. When I get to the valet stand, I wait and turn to see Anthony standing back watching me. He knows about Zach, but when Zach's hand goes to lead me to the driver’s door, I see the narrowing of Anthony's eyes and the tensing of his body. My step falters and Zach catches me.

      "Can you drive?" Zach whispers in my ear.

      "Yes." I slide into the driver’s seat and wait for him to get in.

      As I take off, I narrowly miss another car. I need to get away. Why? Why him? The questions float through me as I make my way to the luxury hotel we're staying at. I can't stay at my parents’ mansion, not after today.

      As I pull up to the hotel, I continue to ignore the silent questions I can feel coming from Zach. I walk past the counter and straight to the private elevator. When the doors open on our floor, I walk in and right to the piano, dropping my bag, keys, and slipping off my heels. I sit down and let the music flow.

      This is my release now. I've always played the piano, but since that fateful night when he ruined me for all others, this is all I have. I cycle or I play.

      "Moonlight Sonata" flows from my fingers. The composition has been a go-to piece for me, my heart feeling the repetition of pain in each keystroke, each push of a peddle. The pain of the day rolls through my mind. But the pain of a year ago overcomes even that.

      

      I hear the ringtone and ignore it as I get in the zone and prepare for my walk. Looking down at my outfit, I sigh. Someday I'm going to get out of this business. Maybe someday I'll be wearing one of these for real. Not one like this but still a beautiful one.

      I'm tired. I walk to the curtain and watch the group of models walking around, then they all stop and turn toward me. Here's my big moment. I take a breath and wait for my music cue. "Hold It Against Me" by Brittany Spears starts. I don’t know why they picked this song, it doesn't go with the moment. Throwing back my shoulders and holding my head high, I move through the curtains, ignoring the makeup artist trying to get my attention.

      I walk the runway strutting and showing my lithe body in the premier wedding dress design. The crystals across the bodice sparkle and the tulle and sheer lace ball gown swings around me. I hit the end of the stage and turn, maneuvering the skirt perfectly so I don't step on the train. I pause and look back over my shoulder, giving the photographers a perfect shot. The perfect three second pause. I lead the other models back down the runway to the curtains partitioning the backstage area from the catwalk.

      As I step backstage, the makeup artist runs up with my cell phone held out to me. I knew the ringtone belonged to my father's office number. I don't want to talk to him. I know he's calling to complain about me not going home when Vivian was home two weeks ago for the Dallas Ballet charity.

      "Didn't you tell him I was busy?" I demand, playing the diva model.

      "Yeah, but she insisted on waiting. She said it was an emergency."

      I know it's not my mother. Wonder which of his girlfriends is trying to throw the pregnancy card around. I grab the phone away from her and steel myself for the onslaught.

      "This is Kathryn."

      "Miss Everett, this is Ms. Reynolds. I'm your father's executive assistant. I'm so sorry to disturb you. Mr. Everett has asked for you to return home at once." This is new. An assistant that actually cares about me being busy.

      "Please tell my father I'm not available at this time." I just need to finish this job, then I can take some time off with Vivi and Dani.

      "Ah, ma'am, your sister has disappeared."

      My heart stops and my chest constricts. She has to be wrong. I just talked to Vivi a couple days ago. Okay, maybe a week ago. Or was it longer? I can't remember. I've been avoiding her and Dani because I can't explain to them why I don't want to go to London anymore.

      "Ma'am, are you still there?"

      "Please repeat what you just said." I sit on the nearest stool as the assistants are trying to undo the dress and take it off me. I push them away. I can't let my tears fall. I can't show my emotions.

      "I asked if you were still there."

      "No. Before that. What. Did. You. Say. About. Vivi?" I yell into the phone.

      Everyone around me stops. Rodolfo walks over and crouches down in front of me. I feel his hands on my face directing my eyes to him.

      "Breathe, dolce," he says gently, his Italian accent strong.

      "Miss Everett, your sister is missing. She was supposed to meet with a friend in Los Angeles a week ago and never showed."

      "A week ago. A fucking week my sister has been missing and I'm just now finding this out. Put him on the phone. Now," I demand.

      Why wasn't I notified? Why am I just now finding out? I don't normally cuss but the words keep coming out.

      "Ms. Everett, he asked to not be disturbed."

      "I don't care. Open his fucking door, tell him to get off whatever assistant he is currently banging, and put him on the fucking phone, now."

      Rodolfo helps me stand and they finish undressing me from the gown. He slips a shirt over my head as I hear the woman talking through the line, followed by my father's angry voice. I can't believe him.

      "You're fired! Get out of my sight," he yells at her. "Kathryn, how dare you interrupt me. Are you happy? I just fired that woman."

      I step into my jeans and slip on my heels, then grab my bag and lean forward to kiss Rodolfo's cheeks before turning and rushing from the room. As the door closes behind me, I stop and take the breath I need to deal with my father.

      "You listen to me, you inconsiderate asshat. I don't care if you are my father, how dare you have a stranger call me to tell me my sister is missing. How dare you wait a week to call me. And how dare you act like I just did something wrong. You have fucked up mine and Vivi's life for the last time."

      Wow, that felt pretty good.

      "I'm inconsiderate? You’re the one that let your sister disappear. You're supposed to be watching her. You told us you would take over paying for her lazy ass. Instead you’re traipsing around the world doing whatever you want. This is your fault."

      "My fault. How do you figure? And she isn't lazy, she's a ballet dancer. Not like you would know. When was the last time you saw her perform?"

      "She wanted to be a model just like you and went to LA for a shoot."

      "Why would she do that? She has her audition coming up. When I talked to her last, she was going to LA to meet a friend and then head to New York for the audition."

      "Her friend said she was meeting with a photographer that knows you." He sneers. "Why would you get her involved in modeling? She isn't like you."

      "Father, I didn't send her to anyone. What friend was she meeting in LA? I'll make some calls."

      "I think you’ve done enough. Your mother is distraught. She had to hire a PR rep."

      "Jeez." God forbid someone finds out my parents aren't perfect. They've both openly cheated on the other since shortly after my sister and I were born. "Give me the name. I'll be there as soon as I can."

      He rattles off a name and hangs up.

      Vivi is thirteen months younger than me and a ballet dancer. The fact she was meeting with a photographer doesn't make sense.

      As I walk further through the plazas, I slip my personal phone into my pocket and reach into the secret compartment of my purse to pull out my other phone.

      "Your contact time isn't until ten tonight. Why are you calling?" My handler, Eric, asks.

      I don't know if that’s his real name or if he even knows about me. All I know is that the agency would be very aware that my sister is missing. The fact they didn't tell me puts another nail I need in the coffin of my career.

      "Well, Hermes." I use his code name because we aren't supposed to identify each other by our real names. "Are you going to tell me about my sister?"

      "That was a need to know. It's of no concern to you. Finish your current mission and maybe you can get on the task force."

      "There is a task force set up to find my sister and I wasn't told? I'm flying home to Dallas tonight."

      "Courtier, the mission needs to be completed. Is Franco purchasing secrets from an American?"

      I've been watching Rodolfo’s partner, Franco, for six weeks. All I know is he’s a ladies' man and a gambler. I can't find anything suggesting he is in espionage.

      "I haven't found any evidence of that."

      "Okay, I'll set up a drop for your current report and get you to Dallas in a couple days." He continues like I never said anything. Normally he's kind and we talk about everything, but right now I hate him as much as I hate this job.

      "No. I'm on the next flight. If you want that information, you'll have to wait. I need to find my sister. You want to help? Get me on that task force, now."

      

      A movement catches my eye and the memories fade away. I look over to see Anthony standing at the door. When I ran into him, after our one-night stand, he told me in no uncertain terms I wasn't allowed to call him Tony anymore. Now he's Anthony the asshole.

      I sat by his side when he was in the hospital. Little does he know, but I held his hand when he was in a coma. I hurt for him when he had the stutter. But I put up with his hate because he's right, I'm just a liar.

      I don't stop the song, I just continue playing until I get to the end. The sorrowful song ends with the note hanging in the air. Just like his question. I stand from the piano and push the stool away. As I stand there in my bare feet, I feel insecure. I need my full armor to face him.

      He walks toward me. The tiny red velvet bodycon dress I wore to the club has an open back. What is it with me and open back dresses around him?
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      ANTHONY

      When I walked into the room, the last thing I expected to see was her playing her heart out on the piano. Tears rolling down her beautiful face. Her blue eyes swimming like a storm. My heart clenches for a moment and then I remember she walked out on me. She didn't say good morning, goodbye, or go to hell. She sneaked out and changed her number.

      When I saw her again months later, she was on another man's arm. Between the two of us, she's the player. The soulful song ends and I swear to myself this will be the last time I let her in. She stands and I walk toward her ready to fight for what I need. My career needs this. That's all that matters. Not this lying woman. Her eyes drop and the dominant in me wants to put her on her knees. Wants to lead this. Wants to see my marks on her skin.

      "A-Anthony I don't know why you'd want me but…"

      I need to take her out of her head and get control. I wrap my hand around her neck and pull her up onto her tiptoes. I can feel her pulse under my thumb beating like she's running a marathon. I shut off all my feelings. I really am the asshole my sister and mother accuse me of. I will use this woman.

      "Do you still purr, kitten?" I slam my lips down onto hers, taking and demanding her submission. Her hands clutch at the lapels of my jacket. She opens and my tongue slides in as her body relaxes. No matter how many women I've fucked since her, they can't wash away her perfect submission or the feel of my cock in her. I'm ready to take her.

      I pull away and see the dreamy look in her eyes as they flutter open. I can't take it so I spin her around, pressing her into the side of the piano, lifting her a bit higher, my cock pressed into her backside. One hand is still around her neck, I could choke her in the position, my other hand presses to her bare back. All it would take is for me to pull up her tiny dress, rip her panties, and I could sink into the heaven I know is there. She whimpers and the sigh that sounds like a purr comes from her lips. How many other men has she purred for? That thought is sobering.

      Regaining the control I'm known for, I immediately pull my hands off her and step back, letting her fall. I push the feelings to protect her as a dominant should to the back of my mind and lock them in place. I'm not here to protect her. I'm here for me and me alone.

      "Wait. What?" she stammers.

      "I’ll take that as a yes, you'll pretend to be my girlfriend. We still have chemistry. I'll give you tonight to prepare, tomorrow we fly to LA together. I know you need to be there for LA Fashion Week starting Sunday, and tomorrow night you have an event. I'll be your date for everything until we get your sister." I turn and walk across the room trying to control the blood pumping from my brain to the wrong head. "That’s the last time I'll touch you unless it's for the cameras." I head for the door and find Zach standing there blocking my way.

      How many times has she slept with him?

      "If you hurt her, I will break you." His threat is backed up by his large tattooed hand slamming into my chest. I step back and take control of my anger.

      "Oh, don't worry, I won't be using her like she uses people."

      "You really don't know her, do you?" he says as he steps back.

      His words give me pause for only a moment. I know her. I've been inside her body. She is a user in the worse way.

      As I'm standing in the hall waiting for the elevator to take me down to my floor, I think of what I do know about her. I don't do all this pomp and circumstance. I don't flaunt my money like she does. She uses men. She even uses her friends. I know she was in a car accident with Dani and it was because Kathryn wanted to leave without protection.

      I enter my room and immediately strip for a cold shower. Why does she still affect me? After seeing her with so many men you'd think I would be over her, but I’m not. The day I woke up to her standing in my room after the explosion when I was moved to London, I thought she was there for me. I found out instead Dani had asked her to sit and keep an eye on me. Then that big oaf Zach showed up and I realized I was fooling myself. She wasn't there for me. She was collecting dirt on me, using my injury to make herself feel better. I rub one off in the shower thinking of her and what she was and could have been.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning I'm waiting outside the hangar by the private jet that will fly us to Los Angeles. This is the part of the plan I hate. No more undercover as Mr. Smith. Now I'm me. Anthony Sullivan, elusive son of deceased billionaire Charles Sullivan. It’s still all fake. I was never his son. I was a means to an end for him. I wish Jen had killed him. But that's another thing for me to be upset with my sister over.

      Jen went back to the man that broke her heart and left her pregnant and alone. She failed at killing our bastard of a father. Oh, and she brought our mother back into our lives. And I can’t forget the fact she allowed one of my closest friends, a woman I thought was my best friend, to marry one of her husband's friends. Yep, my sister is a failure many times over. I will never forgive her.

      The same Mustang I saw Kathryn in last night slides up on the tarmac. The door opens and she steps out. Black high heels, a gray broadcloth slim skirt, and matching button-down jacket. Her dark sunglasses shade her eyes and black gloves cover her hands. She's all power and sex appeal with her hair up in a tight bun, and all my librarian fantasies flow through my mind. She doesn't even say hello to me, she just walks up the steps of the plane.

      "Someone will be by to pick up the car in an hour. Don't drive it, she has the mileage memorized." Zach hands the keys to a groundman before pulling her bags out of the trunk and following behind her.

      I follow them both up the stairs and prepare for a long flight not speaking to anyone.

      "Kathryn, get ready to play your part," I say a little over three hours later as the plane lands.

      She had her head tipped back the whole flight, ignoring not only me but Zach as well. We need to get our game faces on. My handler leaked info we would be arriving together.

      KATHRYN

      His words slide over me. I spent the night between anger, crying, and despair. I can't do this. Why did they ask me to do this? Of course they don't know about our past, but still, he should know I'm an agent too. I bend down slightly and see the paparazzi waiting outside the fence line. My temples pound harder from the migraine I've been fighting all morning.

      "I'm good. I'm used to the fame, how about you? Am I introducing you?" The fake smile I use with everyone that doesn't know me tightens across my face. My armor is on and I'm ready.

      Anthony steps up behind me and leans into me. "Oh, baby, I'm going to be the talk of the town, not you."

      I whip my head around to look at him. I'm not supposed to know about his Mr. Smith persona, but how can he play that here? My eyebrows are raised over my sunglasses. I couldn't wear my contacts because of the migraine and I can't let him see my eyes. The true hazel green would need a lot of explaining. I push the glasses up higher.

      "Why? What's so important about you?"

      "I'm Anthony Sullivan, the elusive heir to Sullivan Enterprises."

      "That's what you're going with?"

      "It's the truth and easier to believe than making up someone. Besides, if Charles is involved and still alive, then this is the way to bring him out."

      "Okay."

      I turn on shaky legs and steady myself. Taking a big breath, I make sure the sunglasses are on good and step from the aircraft. As I descend the steps, two things occur to me. I'm in way over my head, and I'm going to puke if I don't get out of this hot outfit and away from the cameras.

      I smile and hold the perfect pose as Anthony wraps his arm around my waist and pulls me in. He doesn't disappoint, he pauses for the cameras and says "no comment" as he leads me to the limo. I slide in and grab for the bottle of water. Anthony slides into the back next to me. I don't see Zach, and I start looking around for him.

      "He's upfront, where he belongs." Anthony grits out through his teeth. "If we are going to do this, you can't be worried about your lover," he whispers in my ear.

      I swallow the vomit rising into my throat. I can fake just about everything. I move over to the other seat so I'm across from him.

      "He isn't my lover. He's a friend only."

      "Yeah, whatever. You can take off the glasses now."

      "Where are we staying?" I ignore his comments.

      "I have a condo. But don't worry, it's three bedrooms. What time is your gala tonight? Do you want a limo?"

      "We don't have to stay together. I can get a room at a nearby hotel. I have to be through the red carpet by eight. A limo is preferred."

      I lean over on the armrest and put my head in my hand. The migraine is so intense every flash of the sun through the tinted windows causes pain to burst behind my eyeballs.

      "You'll stay with me. I can't have you sneaking off again. I'll have the limo pick us up at six. Will that be enough time for you to get ready?"

      "What time is it now?"

      "It’s nine thirty, it will be ten by the time we get to the condo."

      "I'll be ready."

      "We need to discuss how tonight is going to go."

      I can't talk anymore, I need to lie down. "Not right now. I have a headache." I bite out.

      "I'm not asking if you want to sleep together tonight."

      That's it, I can't take him being like this right now. I'm glad the divider is up so the driver doesn't hear what I'm about to say.

      "Look, you asshat, I really do have a migraine. I don't sleep around. The last man I slept with lied to me, so I kind of keep to myself now. Zach is like a brother and a very good friend. I've told you over and over there was nothing between Stephen and me."

      Oh crap!

      I grab for the ice bucket and pull the bag of ice out. The vomit comes before I can stop it. I puke up the water I drank and dry heave for a few moments. I feel his hand slide against my forehead, across my hair, and his body cradles me as I continue to hunch over and puke nothing. The pins are pulled from my hair allowing it to fall down and relieving the pressure on my head. His fingers massage my scalp.

      "Shh. I got you."

      His words cause pain to explode through my chest and the sob comes out with the next round of dry heaves. He told me that our first night, when I thought he didn't know me. When I thought I was special.

      "Kitten, calm down." His voice is a whisper in my ear.

      I fall back and he pulls me next to him. He hands me a bottle and I rinse my mouth, spitting into the now puke filled bucket.

      "I'm sorry."

      "You need to tell me when you're feeling bad next time. I'll cancel tonight."

      "I can't. We have to show. I'll be fine. I just need to rest. Wake me when we get to your condo."

      I lean back and fall into a restful sleep, unaware of him holding me. It feels like hours later when I feel him move away and I move to get out of the limo. Before I can steady my feet on the sidewalk, he swings me up into his arms and carries me through the lobby and into the elevator. Moments later he lays me on a bed, then unbuttons my jacket and helps me out of it. My shoes come off next and a down comforter is pulled over my body. I fall asleep dreaming about our night together. He did take care of me. No pictures of us were ever printed. No one ever knew but him and me.

      Maybe he isn't a heartless bastard. But then the dream morphs into an image of him, his face pinched in disgust when he saw me at that party. He thought I was with Stephen, a man working for the elusive Sir. Stephen was told to sleep with one of the owners of the security company that Zach works for. She's also a good friend of Zach's, but Anthony was following Stephen and trying to get information from him in regards to a terrorist organization. One that ended up capturing Anthony's sister and torturing her. The same man had my sister for a short time. They are all dead now but Charles, Anthony's father. He’s still out there, and he sold my sister to a man called the Collector. That's the man I need to find—Hector Alvarez.

      I come awake to my cell phone chiming.

      
        
        Unknown Number: Check in.

        Me: Just a moment.

      

      

      I slide out from the covers and look down at my bra and skirt only. I walk over to my suitcase and open it, then slip out my other cell phone from the secret pouch. I dial the number I have memorized and wait for him to pick up.

      "You were supposed to call before you left for LA." He sounds agitated, which isn't common for him. He's always calm and knows exactly what I need.

      "Sorry. I had a migraine. We are in LA now. I have the gala tonight."

      "Why are you with him?"

      "I was told to. Don't you know?" This is odd. The order came down from my superior officer, but they should have told my handler.

      "No. I wasn't told. Does he know?"

      "What? About me? No. I was told not to tell him."

      "Okay, good. He's about to be fired. He was burned a year ago. Does he think he can save his ass by using you?"

      "He doesn't know who I am. I need to go. I'll call you when I have something to report."

      "Call me when you get back from the gala." His voice is cold and aloof. Why is he pushing me?

      "I can't. I'll try to get away tomorrow and we can talk then."

      "Fine." He grits out as he hangs up.

      I look over at the bedside clock and realize I need to get ready. I step into the adjoining bathroom and take a quick shower, making sure not to wet down my hair. I then put my long hair up into a loose chignon, leaving out some wisps of hair. My makeup is on point. The smoky eye brings out the blue in my contacts more. I put on a red lipstick that matches the red satin dress I'm going to wear, and walk back into the bedroom.

      I slip into the dress and black strappy high heels. The dress is going to cause a stir as Rodolfo made it where undergarments can't be worn with it at all. Thank goodness my breasts are only a full B and I don't need a bra. But going without panties makes me a bit uncomfortable. The back is completely open from the thin strap of the halter neckline to just above my ass crack. You can almost see the two perfect dimples on my lower back. I don't wear a necklace, letting the deep V of the front show only my naked slightly tanned skin. The sides of the dress barely cover my breasts, so I use a bit of special tape to hold it in place. I don't want a wardrobe malfunction. I use the tape on my hip where the slit comes all the way up to the top of my hip. I step out of the room and overhear the guys’ conversation.
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