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Dear Reader,

Their Command series is my second Dominant/sub novella series, following Their Sub Series.

If you haven’t read Their Sub Series yet, why not take a look here.

https://www.books2read.com/TheirSubSeries

In Say yes, book 1, Alexis Moore meets the formidable and somewhat frightening ‘mountain man’, Noah Harris. 

Alexis Moore is in a rock and a hard place. Literally.

After her car wraps itself around a tree (blame Dora, the GPS), Alexis is looking for shelter in the woods. While running from plenty of sinister things, she runs smack into the most dangerous thing in these woods—a wild man, no less.

Okay, so he isn’t exactly wild. He lives in the woods; is built like an oak; has long, luxurious hair; a killer beard and too many abs to count. The only thing standing between Alexis’ lust and his modesty is a tiny towel wrapped around his sinful body. Somebody needs to save this guy.

Not a chance in hell.

Noah Harris doesn’t need too much persuasion to offer his beguiling guest a bed—his bed, for the night; although, there isn’t much sleeping involved. 

In the light of the day, things get even more convoluted. But nothing is going to stop Noah from claiming this gorgeous wood nymph for himself ... and his best friends, Mason, and Logan. Alexis is in for one of hell of a debauched ride, to say the least.

But Alexis is weary of love and commitment. A lifetime of neglect and distrust is a hard habit to break. Will she learn to trust Noah and take a leap of faith into the future, or will she be relegated to a lifetime of loneliness?

Will Alexis say yes?

Have fun reading this story!

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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​Chapter One
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“Oh, come on, Dora! I’m supposed to be going the other way. The Silverstone Resort is in the valley! You’re pointing me in the wrong direction,” Alexis Moore grumbled in annoyance as she peered through the window of her rental car, at the winding road leading higher up the steep hill. 

“I’m sure the storekeeper, Jerry, said it was less than fifteen minutes’ drive from there.” She stabbed her finger on the small screen of the GPS unit. “Did you hear that Dora? We’ve been driving for over thirty minutes already—oh damnation! Now we’re on a gravel road,” she complained loudly when the car began rattling the moment the smooth tarred road ended.

“Continue straight for ten miles,” the soothing voice from the GPS filled the interior of the car.

“Ten miles! Higher up? We’re already at the top. Where to from there? Abseil down?” 

Alexis grumbled when she realized that the sun had already begun to set and that the purple hues of early evening were coloring the sky—from what she could see through the thick trees on both sides of the road.

“If you get me stuck on this fucking mountain alone at night, Dora, I’m gonna ... ugh,” she sighed heavily. “Great Alexis, now you’re threatening a box!”

Alexis was completely clueless on any given day when it came to directions, which was why she had been following Dora’s instructions blindly. 

“Gmphf, Dora is just as clueless as I am. Noooo!”  

Clank! Clank! Clank!

“What the fuck ...”

Alexis slammed on the brakes and shrieked when the small car swerved across the narrow road. The crash seemed to take forever. Adrenaline coursed through her system. She could see there was no hope as she desperately yanked on the steering wheel. The little car was hydroplaning across the road, and she was helpless as the vehicle skimmed along the rough surface of the road.

“No! Not the tree! Get out of the way! Out of the wayyyyy! Fucchhkk me!” She screamed and bore her body to the right when the tree scraped against the side of the car. With a final shudder the car came to an abrupt halt. 

“Oh my god,” she croaked. Her voice was husky and raw from the shock.

“Continue straight for eight miles.”

“Oh, shut the fuck up!” Alexis swore at the mechanical voice. Her body shook. She didn’t even react when a billow of steam escaped from the engine of the car. Her knuckles turned white from the death grip she had on the steering wheel. She now regretted not taking the shuttle to the resort that ferries the guests back and forth from the Denver Airport. No, she had wanted to have her own transport.

“Let that be a lesson, Alexis Moore. Sometimes you take your independence a tad too far!”

She could just imagine what her friends, Rachel, and Shanna, would have to say when they heard about this debacle.

“Debacle my ass. This is a goddamned disaster,” she grumbled. Groaning, she climbed over the gear console to get out of the car from the opposite side.

She walked around the vehicle and stared at it with distress weighing down her shoulders. It was literally hugging the tree and with the front tire blown, it was clear she wasn’t going anywhere in it.

“Now what?” Alexis glanced around. She hugged her denim jacket closer around her waist as she glanced at her five-inch Louboutin stiletto booties. They had been her spoils for the winter; beautiful, delicate ankle boots made with gorgeous black, floral guipure wax lace, lined with transparent mesh with an interior side zip and finished off with gorgeous red soles.

“Definitely not meant for a trek up the mountains!” 

It was either that or stay in the car with the hope that someone would find her. She’d already checked her cell phone and there was no signal. 

“Well, I have no intention of freezing my ass off in this car.”

Alexis grabbed her large handbag and dragged her thick coat on with the intention to walk a couple of miles to see if she could find any signs of life before it became completely dark.

“Fate can’t be that cruel; to leave me completely stranded,” she bemoaned as she tried to walk carefully over the uneven road. “I’m gonna be seriously pissed off if my booties are damaged from these loose stones. Or I’ll just claim it as a work injury.” She giggled, just thinking of the expression on her new boss’ face if she presented him with a claim for damaged Louboutins!

“Oh, thank god!” She cried out when she spied a flickering light, higher up on the hill through a thick grove of trees. Alexis hesitated before leaving the road. Surely it would lead up to the house? But how much further? And would she make it before it went completely dark? Out here in the woods, it was different from the city; more intimidating. 

She shook off the fear and slowly stepped off the road and took the first careful step on the uneven ground.

“My booties! Dammit!” Her voice sounded thin and scared even to her own ears, but she bore ahead, especially as she could feel the darkness converging around her, threatening to suffocate her. She stepped carefully through the thick maze of woodland. The densely packed trees loomed high above but remained still, despite the icy breeze flowing around her. Alexis had to squint to see but kept an eye on the lights ahead, which were coming closer with every step.

A few minutes later the darkness was upon her, and the silvery moonlight trickled through the full branches, when a looming lodge came into view. A sliver of noise from her left spurred her into a sprint. She tore across the uneven surface like she was being chased by a wild animal.

Out of breath, with her heart thudding against her chest, she stumbled up the few steps. Her high heels sounded hollow on the large wraparound porch. She rushed forward to knock on the heavy wooden door, glancing behind her fearfully.

“Oh, come on! I know there’s someone in here,” she shouted and hammered on the door with her fist. Rubbing her cold hands, she looked over her shoulder, scanning the dark woods. Her imagination was running wild when she noticed, what looked like the golden glow of a wolf's eyes, through the trees.

“Open this fucking door!” she screamed and slammed her fist against the thick wood, leaning against it, hoping it would magically open. 

Suddenly the door gave way, and she stumbled inside. Straight into the arms of ... a mountain man.

Oh, geez! Somebody save me. A caveman!

Alexis gulped at the sheer size of the man, whose hands were clamped around her shoulders. He was massive. He was tall, built like an ox, to say the least.

She gulped in a breath, curling her hands into fists, purely to keep from dragging her fingers through his long, thick, and wet hair that framed his rugged face which was enhanced by eyes the color of molten onyx. His aquiline nose appeared regal as he glared down at her. Her gaze moved over his jaw line, covered in a bushy, beard. He looked like a swashbuckling pirate, ready for pillaging! 

Wet hair? Oh, he must’ve been in the shower ... oh lordie, lordie me.

The droplets of water dripping from his hair and beard confirmed her thought. Her eyes were naturally drawn to the trickles of water as it travelled down his strong neck; his insanely wide shoulders; down over beefy biceps; down the center of his massive chest, matted with soft black hair; over his rippling, corrugated abs—too many to count; to finally disappear into—

Whoa! Holy mother of Mary! Alexis’ breath whooshed out of the mouth. No caveman had the right to look this yummy. 

A small, white towel was wrapped around his waist and left his one leg and hip bare. It was drawn tight over his slim hips and couldn’t hide the bulge she was staring at.

Alexis felt heat suffuse her at the thought of what this hunk of a man would feel like between her legs.

Snap! Snap!

Her cheeks reddened when she realized she was staring at his snapping fingers in front of his crotch, where her wayward gaze had been stuck for a while. His fingers turned in an upward flick toward his face. Her cheeks bloomed beetroot in embarrassment at being caught staring at his crown jewels.

And then she became entranced with another part of him.

Good god, this man was delicious to look at.

His eyes were, in a word, beautiful. At first glance they appeared dark. But looking into them closely, they were fascinating. His black eyes flickered in the dim light of the lamp overhead.

“Well?” He demanded in a deep scratchy voice. The expression on his face was deadpan, at her fascination with his body.

“Well, wh-a-t?” Alexis half stammered while she tried her best to get her libido under control.

“Heaven save me from blushing virgins,” he growled. “I asked what you were doing here.”

His words registered with Alexis. Her back went ramrod straight.

He raised one eyebrow in a sardonic arc.

Her shoulders squared.

His large hands settled low on his hips.

“Firstly, Mr. Flintstone,” she said in a voice colder than the Antarctic, “I’m no virgin and secondly, I need help.” Her hands fluttered in the direction of the forest behind them. Her body began to shudder from delayed shock. “I ... accident ... car ... down there ... ooh.” 

She staggered a step forward, her mind swirling, her breath wheezed through her lips. Alexis felt her knees beginning to wobble, moments before her limbs gave way and she collapsed in a dead faint.

“Ah fuck! What next?” The man grumbled as he looked down at the delicate face of the beautiful woman he’d caught in his arms.
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Noah studied her while she was sleeping. Her hair was splayed in a chestnut halo on the pillow, scorching, yet warm. It made him think of a deep red glimmer of sunset as it captured the light in vibrant ruby hues, flowing in gentle, warm curls of lava to her mid-back.

Her small but curvaceous frame was curled up on one side. Her full lips were slightly parted. She had a pixie face—small, delicate, and perfectly heart shaped. He was enchanted by her lashes; long, thick, and dark. They weren't clumped together with mascara, but he couldn’t help but wonder if they were false. 

He leaned closer to check and found them to be real. He was so used to the women arriving at his door covered in makeup, that finding one unadorned in a muck of goo on her face was refreshing. Not that it mattered because he was still annoyed as hell that she was even there. 

The desire to run his fingers over her lashes to see if they were as light as a feather made him clench his hands in fists. He wanted to kiss each one of her eyelids and feel her lovely lashes tickle his lips.

Goddammit man, get a grip. Since when do you get enamored with a city slicker?

Her eyebrows furrowed in bemusement. A soft groan escaped her lips. She blinked repeatedly. Noah was mesmerized by her eyes as he looked closely into them.

They were violet, which surprised him. He’d never come across anyone with such unusually colored eyes. They were like amethyst; warm, deep, and luminous.

“What happened?” she blurted while pushing herself upright. “Ouch, dammit,” she moaned and gingerly touched the side of her tender forehead. 

“You fainted.” He frowned as he noticed the lump for the first time. “What happened to your head?” 

“Pfft!” Alexis slanted him an irritated look at him as she swung her legs to the floor.

“I told you; I had an accident.” 

The look of disbelief on his face was enough to irk her ire. “Go and see for yourself if you don’t believe me. My car is wrapped around a mammoth tree next to the road.”

“It wouldn’t be the first time someone tried such a silly maneuver to get inside my ... house,” he grated through thin lips.

“I hate to burst your bubble, beefcake, but I don’t know you and the longer I’m in your presence, the lesser I want know you.” Alexis had a feeling that his hesitation before ‘house’ was somehow significant but was too angry to give it much thought. “And just for the record, I wouldn’t put my life in jeopardy for the privilege to get into your ... oh shit, that’s what you meant?” She ended in a soft whisper. 

Pants. Women played all kinds of tricks to get inside his pants? Really? 

She cleared her throat when his lips curved in amusement.

“Is that why you hide behind the bush on your face? To frighten potential ... er, thieves?” She asked, tongue in cheek.

He brushed his palm over his beard and shrugged. “No, I’ve been on an expedition to Iceland for a few of weeks. Shaving isn’t much of a concern on such trips.” 

Her eyes did a quick trip down his still half-naked body. She swallowed hard and shifted uncomfortably on the sofa as her loins clenched and her pussy flushed with unexpected moisture.

“Ehm ... shouldn’t you get dressed?” 

“This is my house; I don’t need to get dressed.”

“Well, since you have a guest, it’s only decent to do so,” she snapped at him.

“An uninvited guest. So, let’s have it. How did this supposed accident occur?” 

“The front left tire blew out. Look, I don’t want anything from you, except maybe to use your phone, if you have a landline. I’ve lost my cell phone signal miles back.” 

“Have you checked it since you walked into the house?” He asked dryly.

Alexis slanted him a searing glare but dug her cell out of her tote bag. Lo and behold! It had full signal. She cursed under her breath.

“How is it possible? I checked it before I walked away from the car.” 

“I have a dedicated tower at the back.” He sighed in resignation and ran his hands through his long hair. 

Alexis couldn’t help but follow the movement of his hands. She’d never been attracted to long-haired men, but somehow, it suited him.

“Very well, miss. Where were you headed?” 

“Silverstone Resort.” 

“Then how the hell did you end up here? Don’t you have any sense of direction?” 

“Of course, I do! Well, I had Dora, but as luck would have it, I think these mountains confused even her.” 

“Dora? You left a woman alone back there?” 

Alexis laughed. He stilled as the tingling sound rippled all the way into his hardened soul and infiltrated the frozen embers of his heart.

“I’ve christened my GPS voice as Dora.” 

“You named a voice ... now I’ve heard it all,” he muttered.

“How far off course am I? I stopped at the convenience store and Jerry told me it was about fifteen minutes’ drive from there.”

“Did Jerry know in which direction you were heading?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Where did you come from? Denver airport?” He shook his head at her nod. “You’d already passed the turnoff by the time you reached that store, luv. You’re now a good thirty miles from the resort on the opposite end of Route 6.” 

“You’re not serious!” 

“Afraid I am. You better phone and let the resort know you’re lost otherwise you might lose your accommodation.”

“Oh right. Do you think they can send a shuttle to pick me up?” 

“No. The shuttle doesn’t drive up this mountain after dark. I’m afraid you’re stuck here for the night.”

Alexis eyes widened. She looked around.

“Here. With you? Alone?” 

The daft man followed her gaze around the rustic, yet luxurious interior of the lodge before he pinned her down with a black stare. “Yep. Here. With me. Alone.” 

“I can’t stay here,” she all but whimpered. Not because she was afraid of him, but because he should be the one afraid. Of her. It was becoming exceedingly difficult not to pounce on him and fuck his brains out.

Alexis watched as his remarkable eyes narrowed. She shrunk under his intense regard. It was like he’d just read her mind. He stalked closer. Like a tiger onto his prey. She leaned back against the sofa as he crowded her with his hands on either side of her shoulders.

“Normally, I chase women like you out the door. Tonight, I’m more than willing to make an exception. Wanna fuck my brains out, luv? I’m all for it,” he all but growled in her ear. She shivered as his voice reached deep into the recess of her mind, to unearth her submissive nature.

“How did you ... I never said—”

“The eyes, luv, are the windows to the soul. Remember that and be warned, Red, I can smell a lie a mile away. Don’t ever try and bullshit me.” 

“I ... no of course ... mmm,” she moaned. All thoughts flew out the door when he leaned closer. His lips closed around the pulsing vein in her throat, and he sucked sensually; slow and deep, like he was drawing from her life source. Almost like a vampire kiss from the Twilight movies.

Her body began to pulse in tune with each sucking pull. She shivered, all the way down her spine, when he licked the vein in her throat. His lips nibbled on her ear; his breath was like a hot desert wind against her temple.

“Go and take a shower. You’re still trembling from shock. It’ll make you feel better. I’ll get some food on the stove in the meantime.” 

Alexis didn’t move. She stared at him as he sauntered into the open plan kitchen, still wearing nothing but the ridiculous small towel around his waist. Somehow, she didn’t think he believed her trembling had anything to do with the accident. 
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