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Chapter One

Sandrarubbed her hands together vigoroudy, letting the soap cut through the remnants of the massage
oil.

Fat old prick.

The cheap bastard probably wouldn't even pay her, not that she expected it. That’ swhat she got for
agreeing to do a private gppointment with anew client. At the time it seemed like adream come true.
Edgar Williams' secretary had said her boss was desperate, had even offered to pay twice her fee.

Of course, for what he seemed to believe amassage therapist did for aliving, her pricewasasted. She
could still fed hisfat, hairy fingers gripping her ass. Why on earth would aman like that think money
could possibly be enough to make her have sex with him? She' d rather be eaten by a snake!

The pipes made a moaning noise as she shut off the faucets, and she wrinkled her nose. For a couple of
lawyers, Edgar and his partner didn’t seem to make much. Their office was nothing more than an old,
converted house, and it was a dump. She grabbed at the towel to wipe her hands and shuddered as her
fingershit crugt. Yuck. She wiped them on her jeansinstead, then turned and opened the door.

“I’'mout of here. Y ou should be ashamed of yourself, Williams,” she declared as she stdked out of the
bathroom into the office. “1 have every intention of reporting you to the Better Business Bureau—"

Her voice cut off abruptly as she took in the scene before her.
Edgar stood frozen, facing atall shadow of aman. Neither spoke.

“What's going on here?’ she asked. The shadow stepped forward into the light. He was big, aman who
had clearly spent alot of timelifting weights. The clothes he worefit poorly, asif they made for asmaller
man. Hislong, black hair was pulled back in a ponytail and hisface seemed chisdedinice Hisarm
moved, catching her eye.

Something glinted in hishand. Shit. It was aknife.

“You aren’t supposed to be here,” he said to her dowly, hisvoice so low she strained to hear it. “1I'm
sorry you haveto be apart of this.” Her eyesflew to hisface, meeting acold gaze. What the hell?

“Give me onereason | shouldn't kill you, too,” he continued, watching her closely. “I’' m here for Edgar,
and | hardly figured he' d have a piece like you around. What should | do with you?’



Her heart seemed to stop besting.

“I don’'t even know thisguy,” she whispered. “Just let me go. | won't tell anyone anything. | don’t want
to beapart of this”

“How stupid do you think | am?’ he asked softly, eyes dipping down her ill form. “You'll scream
bloody murder if | let you go. You'll haveto, or they might pin hisdesath onyou. Infact, | think | like that
idea. Y ou're amasseuse, right? | thought guys had to go to speciad parlorsto find women likeyou. A call

girl isthe perfect murder suspect.”
His mouth twisted, giving the word “ masseuss’ an ugly connotation. She tiffened.

“I"'m alicensed massage therapist,” she said. “1 went to school for along timeto learn my craft, and I've
helped hed alot of suffering people.”

“Shut up, bitch, nobody cares,” Edgar muttered. “ Sean, you don’t haveto kill anyone. I'm willing to
work with you. We can make things right between us.”

“It'stoo late for you Edgar,” Sean said. “I’m touched by your concern for your girlfriend, though.”

“I'm not hisgirlfriend,” Sandrasaid firmly. She edged dowly into the room, trying to control the shaking
of her legs. Sean stepped toward her, eyestrailing across her body once more.

“I could use some of that licensed healing,” he said, the words sounding dirty. He dropped one hand
dowly to hiscrotch, and cupped himsdlf. Her eyesfollowed his hand, noticing alarge, long ridge beneath
his pants. Edgar shot her aglance and sidled to one side of the room. Maybe he had an idea? Not likely,
but she couldn’t bring hersdlf to give him away by following him with her eyes.

“Areyou going to kill me?” she asked, letting her voice go soft. She straightened her shoulders, pushing
her breasts out. If Edgar needed a distraction to help rescue them, she was ready and willing to help out.
Thankfully her T-shirt had ascoop neckline. Now if only she had some more cleavage...

“Not right away,” Sean murmured, running his hand dowly up and down the length of hiserection. Out of
the corner of her eyes she saw Edgar dip through the door. What was he doing? He was supposed to
thump the bad guy over the head while she distracted him, not run away. “Not before I’ m done with you.
| haven't had awoman in ahdl of along time. You look just like aripe peach to me, al soft and filled
with juices”

A balt of lightning flashed, followed by aloud clap of thunder. Edgar bolted down the halway.

“Edgar, you bastard!” she screamed. Sean spun around, giving out amighty bellow of anger. Sandra
looked around desperately for some kind of weapon. The closest thing she could see was awooden
chair. She picked it up and brought it crashing down across the back of his head. He staggered to one
side and she pushed past him out the door. She could hear his muttered curses as she ran down the hal,
through the living room that masgueraded as awaiting room, and out the front door. Therewas no sign of

Edgar. Shejetted across the wet pavement toward her aging hatchback and fumbled in her jeans pocket
for the keys. Where were they?

Fuck.
She'd left theminsde,

A noise came from behind; he was coming. She needed to get away.



Shetook off down the street, passing boarded-up houses and small, closed businesses. Nine at night,
and the entire block had shut down. Why had she agreed to an evening gppointment in this part of town?
It was a cesspit, dangerous for awoman aone.

She could hear hisfootsteps thudding behind her. Damn, he was fast.

Lightning flashed again; rain burst from the sky, hitting the pavement in splatters. Within seconds shefdt it
soaking her hair and her T-shirt. She dipped and dmost went down, but managed to flail her asams and
pull hersdf back upright.

Hewas gaining on her. She wouldn't be able to outrun him.

Sheturned acorner and alight called to her from a storefront diner? She put on an extra burst of speed
and started toward it. Not fast enough. His fingers caught the back of her T-shirt, ripping &t it vicioudy.
She amost went down, but she managed to keep to her feet, somehow tried to keep moving. Maybe she
could rip the shirt and get away . ..

He jerked back on the fabric. Hard. She choked, falling backwards, hitting the ground with such force
that she couldn’t breathe. He rolled onto her, roughly covering her mouth with his hand.

“You aren't getting away just yet, little girl,” he said, hisvoice low and menacing. “1’ ve worked too hard
for thisto let you fuck it up. Edgar will keep his mouth shut, he'll be too scared not to. Y ou’ re another
Sory.”

Oh, shewas scared dl right. She choked back a sob, wishing desperately that she hadn’t taken the
gppointment. What had she been thinking?

Helay ontop of her for severd tense seconds as her pulse pounded in her ears. Her chest heaved
agang his, the hard points of her nipplesflattened againgt his muscles. Nothing about him gave even an
inch of gpace. She opened her mouth, gasping against his hand for air. She couldn’t get adeep bregath.
One small part of her mind registered he wasn't breathing hard at al. Bastard.

“I’'m going to let you up dowly,” he said, whispered in her ear. His bresth seemed hot, menacing. “ Y ou
need to keep your mouth shut. If you don't, I ll kill you. If you do exactly what | say, you may havea
chanceto live. Do you understand?’

She nodded her head, her gaze darting toward the diner. Why didn’t anyone see her? Sure, it was dark
and wet, but they wereright in the middle of the street. Didn't they realize she needed help?

“Look a me,” he said. “Convince me that you understand.”

Sheturned her eyestoward him, getting agood look at the man for the first time. Pale blue eyes met her
gaze, 0 paethey seemed unnatura. Witch eyes, she thought, shuddering. They bore through her without
atrace of warmth, two orbs of ice penetrating her soul.

“Areyou going to make any noise?’ he asked dowly.

She shook her head aswell as she could, meaning it. She had no doubt that he’ d kill her if shedidn’t
obey. Not that he'd enjoy it, she thought. Killing her would be no more than swatting afly to him. He
wouldn't think twice about it.

“Y ou keep quiet and stay next to me,” he said. “If we run into anyone, you agree with everything | say.”

She nodded, and then he leaned up on one arm. The movement pushed his hips down into her, and to



her horror she felt something press againgt her. That same bulge she’ d seen before, only much bigger. He
wanted her.

Her sartled gaze flew to hisface again.
“If you'regood, I'll keep you around for awhile,” he said dowly. “Y ou might have al kinds of uses.”

With that he let her go, pushing himsdlf to hisfeet and then pulling her up roughly beside him. He grabbed
her upper arm and marched her down the street toward Edgar’ s office. Asthey walked, avan pulled up
next to them, and for one shining moment hope filled her heart. Then the door did open, and ablack man
with eyes as dead as her captor’ s looked at them.

“Who the hdl isshe?’ he asked.

“She' smy new toy,” the man said. “ Shefucked up my little visit with Eddie-boy, and now she' s seen too
mlﬂ].”

“Why isshe dtill dive?’ the man asked as casudly asif they werediscussng asick plant. “Vazar isn't
going tolikethis”

“Why do you think she' s till alive? Look at her,” Sean replied, jerking his head in the generd direction of
her breasts. “1 could use the services of apro right now, and she' sfedling motivated to stay dive. WE'll
work something out.”

The man shrugged, apparently indifferent to her fate.

“Solong asshecan't ID uswhen thisisal over,” he said. “ Oh, we got Edgar for you. HE sina
dumpster about a block the other direction.”

“Thanks”

Sean pushed her into the van and hopped up after her. She lurched against the other man, and he pushed
her back into aseat. Histouch held no kindness.

“Let’'sgo,” Sean said, thumping the back of the seat before him. The van swerved out into the street,
tires squedling across the wet pavement. Sandra sank back into to the seet, wishing with al her might that
Sean and hisfriends had gotten to Edgar long before she' d ever heard of the asshole.

Chapter Two

Sean collapsed on the seat next to the hooker. He was exhausted, soaked and had missed out on getting
persond revenge against the man he hated more than anyone on earth. He' d waited yearsfor that
revenge. It was revenge for hisfalen men, too, athough they would never know about it. They had died
to feed Williams' greed, along with the hostage they were trying to rescue.

Now hewanted to howl, to punch out with hisfistsand kill. He forced the fedings back, maintaining his
frozen exterior. He had to stay calm, had to escape. Because of her, he' d lost the chance to kill Williams.
He wanted to hate her, but she smelled too good, even wet and muddy. It had been five years, two
months, and ten days since he’ d touched awoman.



He wanted desperately to touch thisone.

Hisold friend De sat in the seet next to them, carefully ignoring their guest. His silence spoke volumes.
Shewasaliahility; she could link al of them to Williams. He should have killed her.

Dd wasright, of course. She was aliability. Heredly couldn’t afford to let her live, but he' d be damned
if hewanted to kill her just yet. Or at dl, redly. A pro like her would understand, they would cometo an
arrangement, hetold himsdlf. Hell, she might like South America. He sure did.

He reached between hislegs, adjusting his pants to a more comfortable position. His cock throbbed. He
could dmost fed her squirming benesth him on the ground, feel her soft breasts pushing againgt his chest
as she gasped for air. Her belly had given way to him so easily, and he knew ingtinctively that her legs
would have cradled him to perfection. She was awhore—she knew how to touch amanin dl theright
places. He couldn’'t wait to get his hands on her.

She shivered beside him. Probably cold, he thought, and scared. Sean wrapped one arm around her
shoulder, pulling her tiff body againgt his. She didn’t want to be touched—he could fed the fear radiating
from her. But she was s0 soft and small next to him, like alittle rabbit. He wanted to squeeze her. Sean
lifted her onto hislap, pulling her head to his chest.

“We Il work something out,” he repeated softly, trying to calm her fears.
Besde him Dd gave asnort of disgust.

“You can gt up front if you like,” Sean said, giving Dd a pointed look. Del shook hishead dowly, but
leveraged hislarge frame up. He stood, bracing himself against the seatbacks as he moved forward and
dropped down into the broad passenger-side chair.

Sean ignored him, turning back to his newfound treasure instead.

Her little asswastight and warm againgt him, and he could fed himself swelling even larger. He closed his
eyes, and his hands clutched her body amost spasmodically. Hot. Femae. His.

She moaned and gave awhimper of protest.

“Don’t worry, I'll be a better customer than Edgar Williams,” he said, not wanting to think about those
fat hands touching her. It was better to imagine she wasn't awhore, that she was hiswoman, and he
could do whatever he wanted with her. Of course, he could do whatever he wanted with her, he
reflected, so long as he paid her enough. Once upon atime, the thought might have bothered him,
perhaps even disgusted him.

Now it just made him harder.

He knew they’ d arrive a the airstrip soon, but he couldn’t help himself. He had to touch her. He grasped
her small waig, lifting her and repositioning her so that she straddled hislap, facing him. Helifted hiships,
pressing his erection up into the juncture of her thighs.

Damn, that was good.
She moaned once more, and he opened his eyesto look at her face.

Her eyeswere large and brown in her face, pixie eyes, he thought with bitter bemusement. Not the kind
of eyesyou should find on aworking girl. She had pale skin with a smattering of freckles across her nose,
and she bit her lip nervoudy as she searched hisface. The gesture drew his attention to her lips, and he



studied them thoughtfully. They werefull, dightly chapped. Heimagined kissng them, knowing full well
she' d probably bite him if hetried. At least he hoped she would. He liked awoman with alittle spark.
Shedidn’t seem to have much fight |eft in her a the moment, but she' d sure given him arun for hismoney
earlier. HE d actudly thought for amoment that she might get away from him.

He wondered what she was thinking, and then decided he didn’t care. She was sexy as hell. He looked
lower, and redlized that if they had more light he' d probably be able to seeright through her wet shirt. As
it was, he could see the faint outline of her bra. It must be black, he realized, to stand out like that. He
closed his eyes, imagining her rounded, pouty breasts draped in wisps of black lace. He groaned and
rocked her forward over his cock.

Hedidn’t want to think about how many men she' d had; he wanted to think about the soft, warm spot
between her legs. He wanted to thrust up into her so hard she screamed. Heimagined doing it, and his
hips bucked up at her again. Thefriction of their clothes rubbing felt amost painful to his senstiveflesh,
but he couldn’t seem to stop himsdlf. Grasping her hipsfirmly in hishands, he lifted her dightly and then
rubbed her down the length of his cock. He did it again, repeating the motion until he thought he' d die.
Tengon spirded down toward hisgroin, building with each motion until he thought he might burst right
out of hispants.

Or worse yet, burst in them.

He reached down, determined to free hislength from the imprisoning cloth. She could touch him, wrap
her fingers around him and massage him right there. It would be amazing, the most perfect sensation he
could imagine.

Let her earn her keep; they all had to do their part.

But even as he wormed his hand between them, the van came to astop and Del turned to look at him
with atoothy, humorlessgrin.

“You'relucky,” hesaid, “Vazar'scome up in the world. He sgot a private jet with a bedroom. | suggest
you wait until you' re on board before doing anything else. We re not out of the woods yet, you know.”

Sean nodded, knowing Del was right. He' d dready wasted precious time hunting Williams; his deal for
protection and cover from the CIA wasn't worth adamn if he didn’t even make it out of the country. The
localswere dtill trying to catch him. Hell, he was kind of surprised they weren't waiting for him at the
airgtrip. For once, though, hisluck seemed to be holding. The door on the side of the van did open, and
adark-skinned man in aloose shirt and jeans smiled at him.

“| seeyou haven't changed, amigo,” Vazar said in his soft, lightly accented voice. “Alwaysagirl intow.
Let’ s board the plane—we' ve been waiting for you. It hasn’t occurred to your stupid gringo prison
guardsto shut down the airspace around here, but they’ Il figureit out soon enough. Let’sleave before
they think of it.”

Sean smiled, unexpectedly pleased to see Vazar. Damn, he' d missed the man.

“Out,” he said, pushing the woman off hislap and ahead of him as he jumped down onto the tarmac. In
the distance he could see Vazar' s plane—smadll, deek and fast.

“You've come up intheworld, friend,” he said, giving the man a hug. The woman stood next to them
awkwardly; he didn’t bother watching her. Del eyed her coldly, fingering hisgun.

Vazar took hisarm and started walking him toward the plane. Dd followed, pushing the woman aong



beside them. Hislittle bird wouldn't get away while Del stood guard.

“You'realucky man, Sean,” Vazar said. “ Dedslike this one don't come dong very often. We dl
thought you werelong logt.”

“I thought | might be, too,” Sean said. He' d been out of his prison cdll lessthan four hours, but aready it
seemed like some kind of horrible dream.

He d rather die than go back.

“How much do | oweyou?’ he asked, nodding toward the plane. “I know you must have paid them to
hel p me escape, not to mention the tab for that little beauty.”

“When | heard that an opportunity was coming, | couldn’'t resist,” Vazar said, shrugging with Latin
elegance. “Don’'t worry about the money. We re partners, remember? Y ou still have plenty of cash lying
around, you know. I’ ve been taking good care of it for you.”

“I didn’'t expect that,” Sean said, shaking his head. “We dways said that if one of us got caught, the other
shouldn’t look back. That was the plan.”

“Fuck theplan,” Vdzar said, grinning broadly. “1 enjoyed tricking the gringo prison guards. It was worth
it just to seetheir stupid pig faces on the televison set whilewe waited. They sill have no ideawnhat hit
them.”

“How many men escaped?’ Sean asked.

“Couple hundred?’ Vazar said, giving another fluid shrug. “ They probably aren’t even surethat you're
goneyet. There still plenty of confusion at the prison. They’rerioting, you know.”

“How did you arrangethat? Sean asked, dmost afraid to hear the answer. Vazar had always been
ruthlesswhen it came to getting what he wanted.

“I didn't haveto,” Vazar said. “ Our mutua friendstook care of everything. All they want inreturnis
some congderation down the line, which | was planning to give them anyway.”

Sean nodded, not wanting the details. Theless he knew about CIA operations the better.
“How long will it take usto get out of U.S. airgpace?’ he asked. “Will that be a problem?’

“You'vebeenin prison along time, amigo,” Vazar said, flashing his playboy’sgrin. “I guessyou haven't
heard. | have diplomatic immunity now. This plane belongsto my government. If they try to stop us,
they’ll creste an internationd incident.”

Chapter Three

Sandrawatched closgly as the two men walked ahead of her, talking in what seemed like friendly enough
tones. Del marched next to her, face sullen. Her eyes darted around, looking for ways to escape. The
ran wasfaling harder now, and she wondered for amoment if it would be too dangerous for the planeto
take off.



Of course not, sheredized in disgust. These were men who weren't afraid to commit murder and
kidnapping. Why would they et the weather stop them?

Of course, the weather might serve her purpose. If she found just the right moment to bresk away, the
darkness might provide enough cover to escape. She stole alook at Del, who seemed to be ignoring her.
Lightning flashed again, and a thunderclap hit so hard the very ground seemed to shake beneath their feet.
It was her shot.

Shetook off running asfast as she could, ddiberately heading for the darkness aong the side of the
runway. There were no buildings there, only afew londly-looking crop-dusters tethered with worn ropes.
Beyond them were trees and cover. If she could just makeit that far she'd at least have achanceto

escape.

She heard Del shouting behind her. It took him a couple seconds to register her escape, and then
something made a cracking noise.

Shots.

Holy Mother, he was shooting hisgun at her! She' d thought she was dready going asfast she could run,
but suddenly she found more speed. The noise cracked again, and then once more. She heard more
shouts from behind, and then athudding sound. Holes appeared in one of the planes ahead of her and
she gulped, terrified. She made it past thefirst of the planes, ducking behind it and pausing for amoment
to catch her breath and clutch her side.

Big mistake.

Her captor, the one they called Sean, wasright behind her, dl but plowing her over when he came
barreling around the plane. She lurched away from him and took off again, ignoring theterrible itchin
her sde. Why hadn’t she signed up for that aerobics class? She’ d been meaning to do it for weeks now.
Mom had been right, lazinessredlly would be the degth of her.

The pavement beneeth her feet abruptly disappeared, and her feet sank into sandy gravel. It threw her off
and shefdl forward, hard, hands hitting the ground with enough force to tear off the skin. She heard him
coming. She crawled forward, trying to push herself to her feet. Moving was hard, she' d knocked the
bresth right out of her lungswhen shefédll.

He hit her with the force of atrain, damming her into the ground as he came down. He was hard, wet,
angry, and for one moment she wondered if he' d kill her right on the spot. Instead he just held her there,
panting hard and muttering under his breath.

“That was stupid, girl,” he said roughly. “Very stupid. Y ou made me look bad in front of my friendsand
they aren’t the kind of people to forget something like that. Neither am |, for that matter. Y ou'll be sorry
youdidthis”

She had no doubt he told the truth. She was sorry dready. Her legs were dready cramping, and she
knew she' d achein the morning. If she survived to see the morning.

“I'll do what you say,” she muttered quickly. “Please don’t kill me. All | wantistolive. Please.”

“Oh, you'll live,” hesaid, hisvoicerough. “ After the hasdeyou' ve givenme, I’ll be damned if I'll et you
go thiseasy. Y ou owe me now.”

Shedidn’'t respond to the patently illogica statement, knowing that arguing with him wasfoolish. If he
said she was the problem, she’ d accept responsibility. Whatever it took to keep him happy was good



enough for her. He pushed himsalf up dowly and reached one hand down to her. Shetook it with
resignation; she was beat. Whatever chances she might have to get away were over for the moment.
Now she needed to conserve her strength.

He pulled her to her feet and marched her dong next to him, one hand wrapped firmly around her upper
arm. It hurt and she knew she’ d have bruises there the next day. Then again, she’ probably have bruises
al over.

They walked in sllence back through the parked planes. Del sat on the tarmac near the jet, clutching his
jaw and giving her alook of such hatred that she shivered. How had he gotten hurt? The other man,
Valzar, watched her with cool speculation in hiseyes, asif she were some sort of strange and exotic bird
he was consdering esting.

Shedidn’t likethat look &t al.

Sean stayed slent, marching her past both of them toward the jet. She was freezing cold now, and
covered in mud, but nobody seemed to notice or care. They reached the foot of asmadll flight of steps
leading to the open hatch of the jet. Sean pushed her up ahead of him, and she ssumbled. One of her
shoes was gone, she redized. She was walking half barefoot through the rain and she hadn’t even
noticed. Her toe throbbed, and she wondered if she were bleeding.

They entered the plane and he pushed her toward the back. Along each side were comfortable loungers.
Nobody wasin them. He kept her moving until they reached the end of the hall where anarrow door
awaited them.

“Through that door,” he said roughly. “We |l be ableto get cleaned up in there. I'm sure Vazar doesn't
want us getting mud al over his pretty arplane.”

She opened the door, finding herself in asurprisingly spaciousroom. A large bed stood against onewall,
aswdll as severa chairs and acloset. Another door, just past the bed, seemed to lead into a bathroom.

“We ll shower intherelater,” hesaid codlly, letting go of her arm for thefirst time. “We Il be taking off in
acouple minutes, and until we' rein the air, we shouldn’t be moving around the cabin. Take off your
clothes”

She stood frozen, unable to process hiswords.

“| said take off your clothes,” he said again, opening the buttons of hisown shirt. Hisfingersreveded a
well-muscled chest covered in springy black hair. It was broad and finely muscled. She gaped at him,
hardly believing thiswas red. Was he going to rape her like this? It seemed so... sudden. She shook her
head, trying to clear her thoughts.

“Do you want meto take off your clothesfor you?’ he asked coldly. “1 don’t want you getting mud all
over the plane, and you' |l do that if you don't get that Stuff off right now.”

“Oh,” shesad, turning away and blushing. She started pulling the shirt over her head, and then froze.
He' d sopped moving behind her. She turned to find him watching her.

“Takethem off.”

She pulled her wet T-shirt up dowly, wishing desperately that she’d worn aplain white bra. Why had she
gonewith black that morning? What had she been thinking? The shirt was gone al too soon, and she
reached down to unzip her jeans.



They were soaking wet, and the zipper stuck.

She turned away from him once more, working at it and feing her bresth come in short puffs. Then she
felt the warmth of hisbody behind her; she froze. His hands reached around her, grasping the zipper in
firm fingers. Heworked it down dowly, and then reached his handsinto thewaist of her jeansto dide
them down. Histouch was amost gentle, a complete contrast with histone of voice. She felt fingers graze
her flesh as he pushed the wet fabric lower, across her hipbones and down the side of her thighs. The
jeans clung to her, but he did them down with the same strength he’ d used to capture her earlier. She had
no doubt in that moment that he' d be able to rip them off if he wanted.

As her jeans moved lower, he knelt behind her. Shefelt his hot breath on her back as he dropped down,
could fed the start of surprise he gave as her red thong panties came into view.

Oh Lord. She'd only worn them because she needed to do laundry. They’ d been agift from Mait, the
idiot who'd dumped her two months ago for a grad student. He' d said she bored him. Oh, to go back to
those boring days again... And to think she used to wish for alittle more excitement in her life!

Sean stopped moving as the thong came into view, his breath hitting the small of her back in short, sharp
puffs. He was seeing her bare assin away only alover should seeit, she thought miserably. Then he
garted moving again, diding his hand within the jeans down to her knees.

“You can get it from here,” he said roughly. She nodded, unsure of what to say, waiting for him to step
back.

Hedidn't move.

Shetried to kick her feet free of the fabric but she kept getting tangled. With asinking fedling, she
redlized she was going to have to bend over and pull the jeans off. She did so dowly, wondering if the
blush she could fed in her face extended al the way down her body. He had to be getting quite the view
of her ass. Matt had dways said it was her best feature, usudly in conjunction with somekind of a
comment about how her brains weren't worth adamn. Sean didn’t say anything, though. He didn’t touch
her, either, and then she was free from the heavy fabric. She stepped forward turning dowly to face him.

“What now?’ she asked, afraid to hear the answer. From the fed of his erection earlier, she had a pretty
good ideawhat his planswere. She thought about fighting him, refusing histouch, but dismissed theidea
with frightening ease. She wanted to live. If that meant accommodating him sexualy, so beit. Shewasn't
some shrinking Victorian flower, she knew what it meant to do it. Hell, it couldn’t be worse than Matt's
drunken caresses and stinking bregth.

“Getinthebed,” hesaid, jerking hishead in that direction. “Y ou’ re freezing and you need to warm up.
It’ sthe best we can do for now.”

“What about the sheets, won't they get wet?’ she asked, and then wondered why she bothered. This
was akidnapping, not adecorating show. To hell with the sheets.

“They’ll befine,” he said in abemused tone of voice, gpparently sharing her thoughts. “We can change
them later. Right now | just want to get warmed up.”

She turned away from him and waked dowly toward the bed. They would have sex now, she was
certain of it. Maybe she could make abreak past him and run out the door?

The plane’ s engines powered up, and she heard a thudding noise. The doors had closed. Too late. They
would land eventually—she d try to escape then. The key wasto stay alive long enough to take



advantage of whatever opportunities might come down the line. Staying aive meant sex.
“Comeon, move,” hesaid roughly. “We | be taking off soon, and | don’t want you to get hurt.”

She smothered an absurdly ingppropriate laugh, and climbed into the bed before pulling the sheets and
covers up around her. The fabric was dippery, and very smooth. Any other time she might have taken a
moment to Smply enjoy the texture of the silk, but not now. He walked acrossthetiny cabin al too
quickly, pulling off his shirt as he moved. He stood beside bed and unzipped his pants dowly, watching
her with an intengity that frightened her. Shetried not to watch, tried not to see those fingers pull down
the zipper dowly and steadily, but she couldn’t help hersdlf.

Hewas so findly built that at any other time she' d probably be breathless by now. He was the kind of
guy who never looked a women like her. Six-pack abs, atight waist... For amoment her breath caught,
and she was overwhe med with sheer gppreciation for hisfigure.

Then he sarted pulling his pants down.
He wasn't wearing any underwear.
Nothing.

His penis sprang into view, fully erect and pulsing with dark red arousal. He dropped the pants down,
kicking them off, then leaned over the bed toward her. His face lowered towards hers, and he whispered
in her ear.

“I won't hurt you, but you have to accommodate me,” he said softly. “1” ve been without awoman for a
long, long time, and if | don't fed you next to me pretty soon I'm going to die. Understand?’

She nodded her head, athough she wasn't quite sure what he meant by “accommodate.” For al she
knew he was some sick bastard who got off on telling women they were safe and then killing them.

She wanted to believe him, though. Desperately.

He pulled the covers down and dowly did in next to her. The plane lurched; shefdt panicrisng in her
chest. Hewastoo closeto her, hisheat was al around her and she could smell him. Slightly swesty,
male, damp.

She couldn’t take it anymore. Throwing off the covers, shetried to roll out of the bed. Hewason herina
flash, pulling her into his arms and wrapping hislegs around hers. She struggled for amoment then fell
limp againg him.

His naked cock pulsed against the flesh of her somach. Groaning, he pumped his hipsinto her softness
and she gave alittle moan of fright.

“Don’'t tempt me too much,” he said tightly. “I don’t want to hurt you, but | can't guaranteewhat I'll do if
you keep wiggling around like that.”

She froze. The heat of his erection burned through her. It was too much.

“Why are you doing thisto me?’ she asked with apanicky voice. “1 don’t deservethis. | wasjust doing
my job.”

It seemed to be the wrong question.

“Funny, | wasjust doing my job, too, and | ended upinjail for fiveyears,” he muttered. “Do you know



what it feds like to go without fucking for five years? | want to dam into you so hard it makes my head
hurt. Do what | say, and that won’t happen to you. At least not tonight.”

Had she heard him right? Everything was happening so fag, it felt like she was spinning.
“What do you want meto do?’ she asked. “Tell me exactly what | can to do keep you happy.”

“For onething, | want you to lay in this damn bed and stop trying to run away,” he said, loosening his
hold on her. He didn't let her go completely, but he no longer squeezed her.

“| want you to hold me and make me come. It doesn't haveto bein your prissy little body, athough why
you're so uptight, | don’t understand. If you can let Edgar fuck you, | sure as shit don’t understand why
you don't et me.”

His harsh words cut through her, and she had to hold back a sniff. Shefdt like crying. Don’t be a wimp,
shetold hersdf sharply. Be strong, be brave. Survive and move forward.

“I cantouch you,” she said dowly. “Will you let me move?’
He held her for amoment longer, then let her dide out of hisarms.
“Canweturn thelight off?” she asked, looking around the brightly lit cabin with distaste.

“So you can pretend I'm someone else?’ he asked, hisface twisted with dark humor. “I don't careif you
imaginethat, but | do want to see you. It's been too long for me.”

She nodded, and looked around again. What was she supposed to do?
“Y ou can gtart by touching me,” he said, asif reading her mind. “Rub my chest.”

She reached out with one hand, laying the fingersflat between his nipples. The plane shuddered again;
they were garting their taxi down the runway.

“Isit safetofly likethis?’ she asked hesitantly.

“Wadl, it' sagaingt FAA regulaionsto fly without aseatbelt,” hesaidin alow voice. “But I'm reatively
certain they won't be inspecting us, so don’t worry about it.”

Her bresth caught, and she redlized he' d made ajoke. What kind of kidnapper made jokes?
“What if we hit turbulence?’ she asked.
“I’ll hold you,” he said. “Trust me, I'd enjoy it. Now do your thing.”

She moved her hand lightly on his chest, unsure of what should come next. He gave her alook of
impatience, then grabbed her hand and pulled it over hisright nipple.

“Let your hand drift back and forth,” he said. “Play withit. And smilewhile you' redoing it.”

Shedid as her told her, alowing her fingersto brush back and forth across histaut skin. The nipple was
hard and nubby, and as she let her fingers graze acrossit, she could see goose bumps rising on hisflesh.

She kept moving her hand as his head fdll back and his eyes closed. The plane stopped, and then the
engines started making a different noise. Louder. They were going to take off. No sooner had she
thought it then the plane started moving again. They were going very fast, and the force of their



acceleration pushed her down into the bed. He reached out and took her into hisarms once more,
anchoring her.

“I don’t want you faling out of bed and hurting yoursdf,” he said, and she felt absurdly grateful for the
smal comfort. She could tell the instant they |eft the ground, felt the pull of gravity that crushed her into
his embrace. The entire cabin tilted sharply and they werein theair. He pulled her more closdly into his
arms, turning her to face him. Hislegs tangled with hers, and his hands reached down to cup her bottom.
Without understanding quite how it happened, she suddenly found his cock dipping between her legs. It
pressed at the entrance to her womb, but the sheer fabric of her panties kept him out.

“I thought you weren't going to comein me,” she gasped, trying to pull avay. The plane lurched,
throwing her onto him. Herolled to his back, taking her with him.

“Touch me,” he muttered, hisvoice harsh. “Touch meand | won't comein you.”

She reached a hand down, worming it in between them. Her earlier shyness melted away. She wanted to
touch him, to get him off asfast as she could. She didn’t think those scraps of red lace would keep him
out much longer. Her knees dipped to either side of his hips, supporting her as sheraised her pelvis.

He pulled his body back from hers abit as she reached down, giving her accessto hisgroin. Her hand
found his penis. It was long, hard and smooth. She wrapped her fingers around it, her grasp dipping from
the moisture lesking from histip. It’ s just another way to give a massage, shetold hersdf, knowing it
wasablatant lie.

Thiswas no legitimate massage.

He gasped as her fingerstook him firmly, and she did her hand down hislength dowly. His entire body
wasrigid and hard, astudy in tenson and arousdl.

“Agan,” hemuttered. She did as he said, looking up at hisface while she did. His eyes closed, his head
tilted back. The cordsin his neck were taut, and she redlized just how much control it was taking for him
not to move. She did her hand down his shaft again, and felt hope for the first time. He seemed dmost
concerned for her comfort.

His cock was tiff, quivering beneath her hand.

“That'sjust right,” he whispered, and her breath caught. His voice waslow, husky, and filled with a
longing that gave her chills. A twinge of sensation caught her between her thighs, and her nipples pesked
benesath the black bra.

Oh, thisjust kept getting more and more complicated.

Chapter Four

Her touch was amost more than he could bear.

Fivelong years he' d spent imagining what it would be like to have awoman’s hand on hisbody. Y ears
gpent closing hiseyes, lying back on hisbunk and stroking himsalf when he could bear the loneliness no
longer.



Fiveyears of hatred and waiting, lifting weightsin the yard and plotting his escape.
Five years knowing everything he' d worked so hard for could be stolen at any moment.
It overwhelmed him.

He suddenly thrust against her hand powerfully. She gasped. Skittish asdl hell, and afraid, too. He knew
he should care, knew he shouldn’t take her, but he' d be damned if he’ d stop now. Taking care of men
like him was her job. She might say shewasn't that kind of masseuse, but he knew better. Williams
wasn't the kind of man who would go for astraight massage. Her nimble fingers did up and down his
cock, cupping and squeezing him in away that made him want to explode on the spot. Back and forth
across hisflesh, skin tightening with every motion.

He shifted, and trying not to imagine what it would fedl like to push her back, thrust his knee between her
legs, and fuck her hard. She's a whore, she expectsit, his cock whispered greedily. Don’'t push her
too hard, hisbrain cautioned. She'll break.

Her fingers came closer and closer to the head of his cock with every stroke. Thelittle ridge of skin that
defined it twitched as she edged toward it; then her fingers grazed his most sengitive spot.

“Not there,” he muttered, and she stilled. “If you touch methere!’ll come off like arocket, and | want to
enjoy thisalittlelonger.”

She sarted moving again and he made himsdlf focus on more than just the fed of her hot skin rubbing
him. Thesmell of her hair, wet with just atrace of floral scent. Shampoo?

It was better than any perfume he' d imagined in thejoint.

Her breasts formed taut pesks againgt his chest asif aroused, burning into him like hot pokers. He knew
it was probably from the cold, but that didn’t matter to his hungry body. If only she were wet for him,
too. His hand reached down automatically, he wanted to check. Hefelt her breath catch as she redlized
what he was doing and he stopped.

Hewasn’t going to touch her there. If he touched her, he’ d fuck her. He didn’t want her screaming and
crying, didn’t want to hurt her.

So instead he forced his hand back, took a deep breath and spoke.
“Y ou can gart moving again,” he said gruffly.

Her fingersflexed around his taut flesh and he grunted. The tension in hisbody leapt back to whereit' d
been just seconds before; he wasn't going to last long. Her strong hand moved up and down, and
without thinking he pushed againgt her. Her fingerstightened again, and she squeezed him. He thrust once
more, and thistime her fingers squeezed in time with hismovements. They fdl into arhythm, him thrusting
his hips and her fingers caressing him. The blood sped through his body, pounding in his ears, making his
bresthing grow harsh.

Tension curled inward in hisbody and he grew harder. His balls tightened, gathering for hisrelease, and
then he exploded in her hand. His seed blew out with explosive force and he grunted, thrusting into her
hand as she pumped him dry. For one second darkness took over hisvision, the sheer animal pleasure of
his orgasm more than he could comprehend. He lay there, sucking air into hislungs and swesting, for
what seemed like eternity. She stayed next to him, frozen, her hand still cupping his softening cock. For a
moment hewondered if she wastrying to harden him again, but then he redlized the truth.



Shewas afraid to move her hand without permission.

“You canlet go,” he grunted. She pulled away ingtantly, rolling asfar away from him acrossthe bed as
she could.

Absently, he noted that the plane had leveled off.
“We can take a shower now,” he said, and he heard her breath catch.
“Together?’ she asked bresthlesdly.

“No, you can go by yoursdlf,” he said dowly. Animage of her body, dripping with warm, wet water
entered his head and he amost moaned a oud.

She' d only taken the edge off sofar.
“Alone” hereplied. “But don't take along time. | might change my mind.”

“I'll gofast,” shesaid, voicefervent. Sherolled out of the bed, trying to take the sheet with her asa
cover.

“Leaveit,” he said shortly. Watching her was haf thejoy; hewasn't going to giveit up that easly.

She stood quickly and crossed her arms across her barely covered breasts. He wondered if she had any
idea how sexy shelooked. Her hair hung down around her shouldersin scraggly lines, and thelittle red
thong she wore hardly covered athing. Her hands and the lace-bound breasts they covered were more
of ataunt than anything.

Hefdt himsdf stir once more as she moved quickly past the sde of the bed to the smal bathroom,
lurching as she waked. The air wasfairly smooth, especialy considering what a storm raged outside, but
he could il fed the motion of the plane around them. He heard the shower come on and imagined her in
there. Her fingers were probably sticky with his seed. He' d be willing to bet she' d wash it off first, eager
to remove any trace of histouch from her body. There were splashes of it on her belly aswell, and he
thought about her hands rubbing against the creamy flesh as she cleaned it off.

Did she have any idea how soft and smooth her skin was?
Hewaswilling to bet shedidn't.

She probably took her flesh for granted, never thinking twice about what atreat it would be for aman
like him. Of course, he wouldn't have had any idea either before he went into the joint. Nobody could.
Herolled on to hisback, crossng his hands behind his hand and looking up at the cabin celling. They
were till over the States, but he doubted he had anything to worry about. Not in aplanelikethis. Trust
Vazar to get appointed as adiplomat. What the hell were they thinking? That was certainly putting the
fox in charge of the henhouse.

He heard thewater shut off, and he smiled with bitter amusement.
Shedidn’t want him joining her.

A moment later the door opened and she came back into the room, awhite towd clutched around her

body.
“I thought you might like to shower next,” she said, sdling back into the room.



“Youwereafrad|’d comeinthere” he said, watching her coolly. She probably thought holding the
towe tight to her body provided cover. Instead it Smply teased him with her curves.

Hiscock stirred to life.

“Although it'd be niceif you offered to wash me,” he said dowly. Shefroze, eyes cutting through him.
“Perhaps another time. | don’t want you to think | don’t appreciate what you' ve done for me aready.”

She smply looked at him, eyes haunted.

Herolled out of the bed abruptly, coming to hisfeet in one smooth motion. She jumped back and he
laughed.

“I'm just going to shower,” he said, looking at her pointedly. “Trust me, when | decide to fuck you, you'll
know it.”

Shedidn’t reply, and he laughed again. Her fear should have made him sick. Instead it Smply awakened
his hunter’ singtinct. He considered making her fears come true but decided againgt it.

Therewould be plenty of time when they landed.
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Shewatched in a daze as he stalked into the bathroom.

When he was gone she could hardly imagine he' d been there. He was too unred, too scary. It reminded
her of the one time she d tried drugs during college. Intense, scary, dmost unbelievable when it ended.
Only the pictures her friends had taken of her dancing wildly in aclub were enough to convince her she'd
redlly been that crazed girl.

Her gaze drifted across the room, coming to rest on the door. No point in trying to run. Even if they
weren't in the air, that outside cabin wasfilled with hisfriends. She wasn't sure about Vazar, but she'd
bet every last penny she had that Del wanted her dead, assuming he was on the plane. She had no way
of knowing who might be out there. The cold redlity of the Situation was that aslong as Sean wanted her,
shewashis.

It was the best way to stay dive.

She thought of the heroinesin romance novels, fighting bravely to preserve their precious virginity.
Fuck that.

She' d do whatever it took to keep dive, including blowing every man on the plane.

The thought was so overwhelming that she sat down on the bed, letting the towe fal the floor. Sheredly
was prepared to do whatever it took to stay dive. It was asif a switch turned within her head. Suddenly
shefdt lighter, freer. The old inhibitionsfell away as everything stood out with stark clarity in her mind.

Staying adive was dl that mattered.

The shower stopped running as aburst of turbulence hit the plane He gave a muffled grunt from the
bathroom, and she fell back on the bed, bemused. He was strong, the other men respected him. Even



Vazar, their leader, listened to him. Aslong as she kept him happy, he would protect her. Eventudly
she'd find away to escape. All she had to do was make him want her...

He came out of the bathroom. Mentally she poured herself ashot of vodka, drank it back and sat up.

“Wedidn't exactly finish before, did we?’ she asked, hoping her voice was sultry and sophisticated. He
froze, eyes searching her face. A dow, curious smile came over hisfeatures.

“No, | guesswedidn't finish,” hesaid.

Sandra sat back, spreading her legs acrossthe silk sheets. Her breasts thrust forward as she leaned back
on her hands.

“I think we need to come to an understanding,” she said softly. “1 don’t know what’ sgoing on hereand |
don't care. All | care about isme. If you take good care of me, I'll take very good care of you.”

Hedidn’t react at firgt, and she flushed nervoudy. Would he notice? She hoped not. She wanted him to
see her as a sophisticated woman of the world. If hetook her offer a face value, he' d be less careful.

“I suppose we could do that,” he said dowly. “Although | think we should make things clear from the
dart. It soundsto melike you' re aprofessiona?’

“Yes,” shesaid, hoping her smilewasn't dipping. “Y ou were right about that before. I’ m a professional,
and | don't make it my businessto pry into the persond affairs of themen | serve.”

“So why weren’t you more accommodating before?’ he asked softly.

“Because you startled me,” she said, trying to look up a him through her eyelashes. “ Even aprofessiona
can get spooked when her new client triesto kill her old client.”

Hisface grew thoughtful, and she bit theinside of her lip. She shouldn’t have reminded him that she knew
about the murder. Big mistake.

“Enough about that,” she said quickly. Pushing hersdf forward, she sood and strolled dowly toward him.
“Why don’t you turn those lights down and come over here?’ she asked softly. “1 like to work with my
hands, and you strike me asbeing very...tense.”

He watched her without moving, and she thought he’ d seen through her for sure. Then he turned and
walked across the room to thelight switch, turning it off. A dim glow—emergency lights>—came from
the corners of the room. Not bright enough to keep a person from deeping, but enough that she could
seethe outline of hisform as he came toward her.

Lord, hewasbig.

His bulk came from muscles, too. Sheredlized with agtart that if he redlly was aclient of hers, she'd be
thrilled. There was nothing she loved more than going to work on abody that waswell put together. She
could tell just from watching him move where histrouble spotswould be... Tension in the shoulders, of
course, and perhapsin the lower arms. Histhighs. There would be tension there, too, athough not the
kind she could easily massage away. She backed dowly around the bed, beckoning him to follow her.
Instead, he crawled on to the silken sheets like some gresat predatory cat. She met him halfway acrossthe
bed with asmile. He reached for her, but she raised one hand and planted it in the middle of his chest.

“Thisiswhat | do best,” shesaid firmly. “Let me do my work and I'll guarantee you won't regret it.”



He hesitated before dlowed her to roll him on to hisbely.

She knelt beside him and closed her eyes, formulating her strategy. He was just like any other massage
client, she reminded hersdlf. The only difference was that this massage would be more sensud.

She knew how to do it.

She' d had dreams about giving amassage like this, private fantasies about taking one of her clients and
changing his entireworldview in an hour. She couldn’'t do such athing, of course, even if she had aclient
shewanted to do it to. It wasn't right; it wasn't professond.

Professiond ethics hadn’t been created for Stuationslike this, however.
She stretched out her fingers and touched him.

Hisflesh was cooler than she' d expected and still dightly damp from the shower. She started at the back
on hisneck, dowly running her fingers down aong the smooth line of hisback, gaining afed for how he
was built. She' d underestimated just how muscular he was; thank goodness she wasn't doing a deep
tissue massage. It might kill her fingersto work with those muscles. After afew experimental strokes she
alowed hersdf to move more aggressively. Not too hard yet, she was still warming him up, but hard
enough that she could fedl his strength.

In the darkness it was easy to imagine this was nothing more than adream. It was easy to let her fingers
wander, and before long, she noticed that she wasn't following her regular routine. Rather than moving
across hisflesh systematically, seeking out every muscle group and testing it for tension, she found herself
following his contours. She leaned over, breathing deeply of his scent. A tendril of desire whispered its
waly up across her spine.

She shook her head, denying it. She didn’t want him; it was the fantasy.

But as she moved down his back to histight butt, she knew it was more than fantasy. He shifted
restlesdy as she massaged the globes of hisass, parting hislegs ever so dightly. She thought about his
scrotum down there, waiting for her touch, and without thinking she let her hand drift between hislegs.
The skin there was smooth and soft. He moaned as her fingers danced across the tender skin. Helifted
his hips dightly and she cupped the sac in her hand. Histesticles, those same tight balsthat had shot their
seed over her just hdf an hour earlier, did between her fingers. She played with them, and secretly
acknowledged that she liked the power touching him made her fed.

That’ swhat it was, she redlized suddenly. This new touching gave her power, akind of control over her
Stuation she hadn’t had before. Like millions of women before her, she could control aman using her
body. It wasn't something she would normaly have considered agood thing, but now it was priceless.
That power could save her life.

Hishipslifted ever so dightly, and she redized he was rubbing the smooth silk sheetswith his penis. She
removed her hand, and placed it firmly in the center of hisback. She pushed him down, gtilling his
moation.

“All ingood time,” she said quietly, then traced her tongue across the small of his back. She worked
down the backs of histhighs, letting go of her massage technique and using feminine ingtinct to guide her
touch. Here he was definitely tense. She could fed hisarousal in every bit of skin, every wiry hair her
fingers grazed. Massage wouldn't help that. She started down again, moving toward the back of his
knees. He seemed especidly sensitive there. She kissed him once, twice, tracing the skin with her tongue,
wiggling it back and forth to tickle him.



“No more of that,” he muttered after amoment. She considered ignoring him, but stopped herself.
Ingtinct might tell her to continue, but she wasn't so sure of her hold on him that she felt it safe to disobey.
Better to do ashe said. Shetook deep bresths for severa moments, and then muttered, “ All right.”

She started back down hislegs until she reached hisfeet. Then she knelt at the end of the bed, taking
them into her lgp and rubbing first one and then the other between her strong fingers. He actually
shuddered in pleasure, giving amighty stretch. Once again she was reminded of agiant cat, something
one might find in ajungle. Something that ate only that which it caught, killing without mercy. She shivered
and dropped hisfeet.

“Why don’t you roll over now?’ she said, trying to keep her voice strong. She wanted to whisper, she
wanted to run away, but that wasn’t going to happen. She' d already dedlt hersdlf the hand she needed to
win; now shejust had to play it.

Hedid asshe said, and in the dim light of the room she could see his erection jutting above hisflat belly.
That monster was going to bein her body. As she shook her head, trying to rid hersdlf of the imagery, he
tilted hishead up & her.

“Second thoughts?’ he asked with achallengein hisvoice.

“No,” she said, and to prove him wrong she started crawling up his body with one knee on ether side of
him. “I’'m just getting Started.”

Chapter Five

Her words sent ashiver racing down his spine.

Fuck, thiswas better than hisfantasiesin the joint. She dithered up hisbody so smoothly he hardly knew
what hit him, and everything about her screamed female. His senses, already attuned to her, legpt to life
and screamed at him to take her, roll her over and thrust into her body with every last bit of his strength.

Instead he stilled himsdlf, dlowing her the freedom to continue her exploration. He d been dreaming
about this moment for years. He wanted to savor her, like he’ d savor afine whiskey.

He couldn’t stop himsdlf from running his hands up her arms, though. He could fed the fine strengthin
her. These were the arms of awoman who worked out, who kept hersalf in good shape. He couldn’t
help but admire that about her. He cupped her breasts, squeezing them softly, flicking the nippleswith his
fingers. They perked up, and he looked into her eyesto see surprise there.

Apparently she wasn't used to being attracted to her clients. He felt amoment of smug satisfaction. He'd
gotten through to her, whether she wanted to admit it or not.

She leaned forward, resting her weight againgt his hands. She straddled him, one knee resting on either
side of hisupper thighs, and the soft flesh of her belly brushed the head of his cock.

“Touch methere,” he commanded, and she gave alow laugh. The kind of laugh only awoman in control
could give. For asecond he wondered if he should be concerned, but he wiped the thought away. He
controlled her, whatever she might think. That was the way it would be between them.



She pulled back, and took one of his handsin each of her own.

“Put these down,” she sad, giving himady smile. “I don’t like to work on someone unlessthey’ retotaly
gill”

“That must be kind of hard sometimes,” he replied softly. “Do dl your clients do what you say?’
“If they want meto keep them asdlients,” she said lightly. “I’m very picky about who I'll work on.”

Herolled hiseyes, but let hishandsfall back as she asked. He had plenty of timeto play with her.
Apparently she had some kind of kinky speciaty; he might aswell take advantage of it.

“Do your worst,” he said, closing hiseyes. Animage of her strong, dender hands wrapped around his
throat drifted through hismind. He shook hishead, willing theimage avay. Shedidn't have haf his
strength; he could easily defend himsdlf. After al, where was she going to run? They were on aplane,
and there was no escape from hisfriends up front.

Her fingers cameto rest on his chest, digging into the muscles. Hetried to think back to thelast time he'd
been touched like this. There had been that whore two nights before he' d been caught, but she didn’t
have this woman’ staent. She was definitely higher classthan the average cal girl. Although what was up
with her clothing? He' d never seen ahooker dressed like that before. ..

Her fingers made their way down his chest, coming ever closer to his somach and the jutting length of his
erection. Every touch, every gentle nudge, brought him alittle closer to the edge. Each time, though, she
seemed to back off. Why was she so bound and determined to hold him back?

She gripped the tops of histhighs and started diding down and away from him. Thiswas too much.

“Enough,” he said, hisvoice harsh with need. He sat up abruptly, reaching down and pulling her across
his body. “ Enough of thisteasing, | want to fuck. Y ou can stay on top or be on the bottom, | don’t
cae”

She dtilled, and for amoment her expression clouded. He almost wondered if she was going to say
something, but then a strange, strained smile stole across her face.

“I'll stay ontop,” she said, her voice soft and thready. “I’d redlly rather be on top.”

“Fine” hesaid, and pulled her hard againgt his chest. Hefell back across the bed, grasping her head
firmly in his hands. He pulled her close for akiss, hands gripping her face so she couldn’t escape, and
then his mouth took hers.

She tasted sweet. Her mouth was soft, too soft for awhore. No woman should taste like that unless she
was meant for just one man, he thought amaost angrily. He pushed histongue into her mouth forcefully,
wanting to wipe that taste of innocence away. She was too swest, too nice to touch. It wasn't right.

She sank into hiskiss, and before he redlized what he was doing he' d rolled her under him. Hislegs
thrust between hers, spreading them apart. Still kissng her deeply, he drove into her, amazed at how tight
she was. She gasped into his mouth, and her entire body stiffened around his. He' d hurt her, had pushed
intoo fast. He pulled away from the kiss, burying his head in her hair and breathing deeply.

“I’'m sorry,” he muttered. “It’ sbeen so long. Y ou have no idea how good you fed.”

Hefdt her flex her muscles around him experimentally and groaned. How was he supposed hold back
when shefédt like that?



“If you keep doing that | won’t be able to control mysdlf.”

She dtilled, and he took severa deep, harsh breaths. Blood roared in his ears, and Sean fought to dow
the pounding of his heart, fought to control the need to take her. An eternity passed, then he took control

again.

He pulled back, diding out of her with adick wetnessthat belied her tenson. However tight she might
be, she dtill wanted him. Her juices were flowing thick. He dowly pushed back in. It was easier thistime.
Following hisingtincts, hetilted his hips back and pulled out once more. Thistime he could fed himsdlf
rub againg her clit as he did home. She moaned, deep and low, and he did it again. Within moments her

arms came up around him, and he fdt her hipslift to meet his. He amiled into her hair, fedling pleased for
some strange reason. Pro or not, she was definitely enjoying this.

He moved faster, taking deep, long breaths each time, pacing himsdlf as he listened to her breathing. She
gasped with every thrugt, and he felt her legs come up around his hipsto clench him close. That was
morelikeit.

Faster and faster he moved, the pressure building up inside his body with each thrust. It was so much
better than he' d remembered, thisfalling into awoman’swarm body. He had to stop severd timesto
regain hiscontrol.

Shewas dick and hot now. There could be no doubt how much she wanted him. With asmile of
satisfaction, he did in and out of her body with new purpose. He was going to come soon, and he
wanted her to come with him. As hisflesh dapped against hers, he could fed her release gart to
overcome her. He moaned as little twinges deep in her body danced aong hislength and. She started to
curl upinto him asif her life depended on histouch.

Thenit hit her.

Her entire body went tense as her vaginal muscles gripped him with such force that it should have been
painful; instead it was amazing and wonderful. He thrust again, forcing his cock past therigid layers of
muscle, each delicious touch tantalizing and torturing until he reached his limit. Sean exploded into her

body.

He grunted, and his hips spasmed violently as he shot his seed. All thought ceased as pleasure rushed
through him and he squeezed her until she cried out in protest. Slowly he came down, taking in deep
breaths and collgpsing on to her body. He felt something pushing a him, and heredlized it was her hands.
Why was she pushing him away?

Sean rolled off her and she turned away from him quickly. Her shoulders shuddered, and he redized she
was crying. What the hell? He touched her back hesitantly, suddenly out of hisrealm. He liked whores
becausethey didn't cry. Or if they did, he dismissed them. What was going on here?

She shook her head as he rubbed her shoulder, then she sat up, wiping the tears away from her face. Her
skin was blotchy and her noseran. Not pretty crying, certainly not done for effect. He opened his mouth
to speak and she cut him off with one raised hand. He bit back his question, trying to figure out what to
do next.

“Can we please just get somerest?” she asked softly, wiping the back of her hand across her face once
more.

He nodded his head hesitantly, utterly confused. Sherolled into asmal bal facing away from him, pulling
up the silken sheetsto her chin. Sean watched her for another moment in puzzled silence, then turned



away and rolled off the bed. They had along flight ahead of them, maybe she wasright. Sleep would be
good. Hewas far more relaxed now than he’ d been in months. Safer, too.

Hewalked acrossthe room, dlowing himsdf to enjoy the fedling of the plush carpet between histoes.
Caaudlly heflicked off the dim emergency lights and then returned to the bed. He hadn’t lost his sense of
direction in prison, he noted wryly. If anything he was even more attuned to moving without being seen
after spending five yearsin shared cdlls.

He madeit back to the bed and crawled in. Her crying had died down, leaving only the occasional
muffled hiccup in itswake. Definitely not crying to get atention.

Helay therein the darkness for what seemed like hours until shefell adeep. Then he curled himsdlf
around her, pulling her into the circle of hisarms, and letting his head rest againgt the soft mass of her hair.
Damn, she smelled good. His cock stirred in interest, but he stayed till.

Therewould be plenty of timeto play with her more when the arrived in San Beneficio. Hopefully she'd
stop crying, too.

E N S

Sandra came awake dowly, unsure of where she was. The bed was soft and comfortable, but there was
astrange humming noise al around her. Thefloor dropped, then came back up beneath her, and she
realized she must be on aplane.

But what kind of plane had a bed?

A soft snore drifted into her consciousness, and startling her awake. She wasn't done. Memories of the
night beforefilled her mind. Shelooked around the room, startled that it could be real. Where was she,
and how could she escape?

She turned to look at the big man deeping beside her. Hislong, dark hair spilled acrossthe pillow, hiding
hisface from her. She shifted, fedling sticky between her thighs.

Shit.

She d had sex with him and they hadn’t used any protection. Visons of HIV filled her head, followed by
the thought of ablack haired baby. Or worse yet, a black-haired baby with HIV.

She clutched one hand to her stomach and moaned in horror. How had this happened to her?

He shifted and she tilled. Thelast thing she needed was for him to wake up. The longer he dept, the
happier she'd be. Moving carefully so as not to disturb the bed, she did out from between the sheets and
walked back toward the tiny bathroom. Dark humor pierced her cloud of unhappiness as she noted that
even rich people had to make due with small bathrooms on airplanes. Still, it was avery expensve plane.
She had no doubt that her mysterious captor and hisfriends had money.

She stepped into the tiny shower and cleaned hersdlf quickly, trying to rub hersdf free of the resdue of
histouch. She scrubbed extrahard at her breasts and between her legs, punishing her traitorous flesh for
enjoying his atentions so much. When she' d decided to martyr her virtue to stay dive, she hadn’t
counted on enjoying it. Sean was definitely the best lover she’ d ever had, and she didn’t like that one bit.
It wasn't fair.



Lifeisnot fair, Sandrareminded herself as she stepped out of the shower. She pulled out a plush towel
out of acupboard and dried herself off, noticing a stack of thick terrycloth bathrobes above the towels.
Just what she needed. Concedling, comfortable, and utterly unsexy.

She pulled on the robe and walked back out into the bedroom. It was light outside, but the shades drawn
over the windows kept things dim. She stood for amoment, waiting for her eyesto adjust. Before she
could see anything, he spoke.

“Feding better?’ he asked dowly, and the sound sent atingle rushing down her spine. Sternly she
reminded herself he was the bad guy. Bad guys shouldn’t have voices like that—it wasn't fair.

“Yes, thank you,” she said. As her eyes adjusted she made her way over to achair, then sat downinit as
demurely aspossible.

He leaned forward in the bed, coversfaling to hiswaist, and she made hersdlf look away.

“Y ou want to come back to bed?’ he asked. “We' ve dill got awhile before we land, and | could use
another roll.”

She closed her eyes againgt the surge of longing hiswordslit in her. Thiswasn't right.
“Do | haveto?’ she asked bluntly. He looked startled.

“Why should you care?’ heasked. “You'll get paid, | already promised you that. | guess my promises
don’t mean very much to you, do they?’

She shook her head.

“I’ll dowhat it takesto survive,” she said dowly. “But I’m concerned about hedth and safety. Wedidn't
use protection last night. Do you redlize that | could aready be pregnant? Not to mention AIDS.”

Hefroze, peering at her closdly through the darkness.

“You aren’'t on the pill?" he asked quickly. “1 don’'t have AIDS, so I'm not worried about that. Unless
you haveit?’

She pondered telling him she did, but figured that might set him off.
“No, I'mcdlean,” shesaid dowly. “But I’'m not on the pill.”
“Isthat redly wise for someonein your professon?’

She gave abrief, harsh laugh. She hadn't had sex since Matt, and here Sean thought she did this every
day. It would be funny if it wasn't so damn pathetic. She couldn’t say that to him, of course. Safety lay in
making him believe she was a professona who knew how to take money and keep her mouth shut.

“| prefer to use condoms,” she said smply, looking down at her folded hands. “It’ s just dways seemed a
lot smarter to me. Protects against disease, you know.”

He nodded his head, eyesfilled with a speculative |ook.
“Sure” hesaid. “I have no problem with that.”

Silencefdl between them. There was aknock at the door.



“Yes?' heasked, hisvoice sharp and businesdlike.
The door opened a crack, and Valzar stuck hishead in.

“I know you're busy,” he said in accented tones. “But | think you should come out and see me. I’ ve got
some good newsfor you.”

Sean nodded and did out of bed, apparently unconcerned by his nudity.

“Stay here,” hetold her with atrace of humor in hisvoice. “Vazar, you got any clothing in herel can
use?’

“Inthe drawer,” Vazar said, nodding his head toward the built-in dresser. “| brought some just for you.
I"ll be out front.”

With that he closed the door behind him and the room fell silent again. Sean pulled on his clothes and | eft
without aword.

E I

Vazar sat in one of the large, comfortable-looking chairs, alaptop computer propped open in front of
him. Helooked like a businessman, flying to some important meeting, but he was no ordinary
businessman. Sean marveled again & hisfriend’ singenuity. How had he wangled diplomatic immunity?

“Good news,” Vazar said, flashing Sean agrin. “Did you know you' re dead?’
“Already?’ Sean asked. “They movefast. How did it happen?’

“Wall, according to our friends at the CIA, you stole asmall plane from the airport and disappeared soon
afterward. The wreckage will be found outside Fort Wicondain about three days, and your body will be
recovered. They’re not too happy about the fact that you took a hostage, by the way.”

“Ohredly?’ Sean asked, dropped into the chair acrossfrom Valzar. “| suppose it complicatesthingson
their end?’

“That' sthe gist of thismessage,” Vazar replied with aquick smile. “ Apparently they’ re doing some fast
work to trace her down and get enough information to fake her death believably. They said that it would
have been alot easier if you'd just killed her. At least then they’ d have abody. | can seetheir point.”

He shot Sean a pointed look. Sean sighed, and then closed his eyes for amoment, gathering his
thoughts.

“I didn’t want to kill her,” he said. “There' sbeen too much killing dready, and she didn’t do anything to
deserveit.”

“You've dwaysbeen soft,” Vadzar sad, hisface growing serious. “But your little toy isgoing to get usin
trouble. She' sthe only one who knows you aren’t dead, and that’ s going to cause serious problems. Y ou
can't let her go home and you can’t trust her. What are you going to do with her, keep her forever?’

Sean shook his head, knowing Vazar was right. But when he thought about closing those brown, pixie
eyesforever, he couldn’t doit. Not now. Maybe later.



“She'smy problem, not yours” he said findly. “ She can't tell anyone anything aslong as she swith me;
you have nothing to fear from her.”

Vazar nodded his head.

“That'scertainly true,” hesaid. “But I’'m worried about you. I’ ve gone to alot of trouble to save your
sorry hide, and I’ d hate to see you blow it for awoman.”

“I’'mabig boy,” Sean replied. “1 can take care of her when the time comes.”

Chapter Six

Heat pressed down like a pillow, muffling her bresth.

She couldn’'t remember ever feding such heat, and such punishing humidity. Thank God the car was air
conditioned, Sandrathought grimly. Otherwise she' d be dead by now.

She and Sean sat in the backseat of aLexus SUV, afar cry from her worn Honda. Vazar sat inthe
passenger seet, drumming hisfingersidly againgt hisleg. Their driver, atall, dark-featured man with a
scarred lip, drovein sllence. In fact, she hadn’t heard him say asingle word since he' d picked them up a
the airport. She hadn’t seen Del.

She wanted to ask where they were going, but judging from the looks Vazar had given her before,
conversation wasn't agood idea. He seemed to take her presence as a persond insult, so instead of
talking she watched out the window asthey drove. She was pretty sure they were in South America. The
accents and climate told her that much. They had landed on asmadl airgtrip in the mountains. Now they
were traveling through dense jungle, and she could only see theroad ahead. Trees and foliage
surrounded them on both sides, making the way nearly passable.

“Almost there,” Vazar said from the front seat. *'Y ou can stay aslong asyou like, of course. When
you're ready to discuss your future and other options, let me know. I’ ve got some ideas we can look
into.”

Even as he spoke, they came around abend in the road into a clearing. Perched on a hillside before them
was awhite, stucco-covered villafour times the Size her parents' house had been. Two wings extended
to ether Sde, accented gracefully by the explosion of tropicd flowers from the well-manicured bushes.

“It' sparadise,” she said softly, then blushed as both men turned to her. Sean smiled; Vazar' s expression
was more difficult to read.

“WEe re hundreds of milesfrom the nearest town,” Vdzar said. “ Thisjungleisfilled with animasthat
would loveto kill and eat you. Don't think for one moment that there' s any way for you to get avay
unlesswe send aplanefor you.”

She bit her lip and looked away. Sean nudged her and grinned.
“You'll befing,” hesaid. “1 promised you that dready.”

“Don’'t make promises you can't keep, friend,” Vazar said tightly.



They fdl slent. The driver turned off thelarge SUV, unlocking the doors with aclick. Sean opened his
and stepped out, pulling her behind him, and the heat hit her like awall. The house seemed further away.
They walked toward it quickly, but she could aready fed the sweat running down her back and pooling
between her breadts. It didn’'t help that she wore oversized men’s clothing; that had been al they had on
the plane. Thelegswere far too long for her, and she only had one shoe. She watched her step carefully,
expecting some kind of poisonoustropica bug to run out and bite her, but nothing happened.

They entered the house and another wave of cool ar conditioning washed over her. She al but moaned
with pleasure. They werein alarge entry hdl. 1t held ahigh celling adorned with agiant chandelier. The
floor wastiled with cool, brown stones, and a broad staircase opened into the center of the room before
them. Halfway up it split into two opposing staircases. They led to an open, galleried second floor.

“Nice,” Sean said shortly, casting aglance a Valzar. “ Do | want to know who this place belongsto?’

“My family,” Vazar said, sketching ashort, mocking bow. “My father has aways believed that wise men
should have anice, secure place to wait out arevolution. It's come in handy over the years. We have a
skeleton Staff here. They'll seeto al your needs. They're very discreet, of course.”

Someone coughed, and she noticed aman dressed in khaki pants and awhite shirt standing off to one
sde. Vdzar nodded at him, and he stepped forward.

“I’m Eduardo,” he said in softly accented tones. “I run the household here, aswell asbeing in charge of
security. If you need anything at dl, pleasejust let me know.”

“Thank you,” Sean said.

“Eduardo has been with our family for more than 20 years,” Vazar said. “He does far morefor usthan
smply run the household.”

“I understand,” Sean said, and his eyestook on anew look. Sadness? It was hard to know. She could
tell that something was going on here, but she had no ideawhat it might be.

“| trust that Eduardo isn't so zedlousin doing his duty that he won't check with me before doing me any
favors?’ Sean asked pointedly. “I would take that as a personal insult, no matter how good the intentions
were.”

“I respect your right to handle your own affairs, Senor,” Eduardo said. He shot her alook Sandradidn’t
like onebit. “The Stuaion isfully under your jurisdiction. I’'m smply available should you need any
hdp.”

Shit, they were talking about her. About Killing her. She shivered, and edged closer to Sean without
thinking. He wrapped one arm around her, comforting her, and Vazar shot her another sharp look. She
wastired of al these men looking at her, judging her. All she wanted was to go home.

“Senorita, Mariawill show you to your room,” Eduardo said smoothly, nodding at ayoung woman who
seemed to appear out of nowhere. She was pretty, with dark hair and flashing eyes. Her lipswerered
and pouting, and her maid’ s uniform did nothing to hide her lush figure.

“Please comewith me,” shesaid. “I have aroom prepared for you in the guest quarters.”
“Shelll stay inthe sameroom asme,” Sean said, looking down at her proprietarily. “ She' smine.”

Rosa s mouth tightened, but she nodded and gestured toward the stairs. * Please come with me, Senorita



Sandradidn’t want to leave Sean, but he dropped his arm and nodded for her to go. She didn’t trust
these people, and it occurred to her that she probably shouldn’t trust him, either. Sean was her enemy,
the man originally responsible for kidnapping her, but now shelonged for his presence. He seemed so
much safer, so much less frightening than al these other people. What wasthat called? Stockholm
Syndrome? She' d heard of it before but never dreamt she' d experienceit for hersdlf.

Something so unnatural shouldn’t fed so right—it wasn't fair.

Sowly shefollowed the maid up the sairs, unconscioudy noting the quaity of workmanship that had
goneinto creeting the villa. Everything was made of solid wood or tile, al of which bore the sgns of
hand-workmanship. Large paintings hung on the wals, including portraits of strong, menacing-looking
Spaniards and delicate white beauties. Family portraits? Vazar' s people went back along way; he must
be somekind of aristocrat. Definitely old money.

They cameto the top of the stairs and she followed her guide through the gallery. Asthey left the
entrance hall and started down ahalway, she realized the house was even larger than she' dinitialy
thought. The hall was bordered by roomsfor afew meters, but asthey turned a corner onewall fell
away, revealing an open courtyard. Hot air hit her again, but it wasn't as bad as outside. How did they
do that?

The house enclosed the entire courtyard, al of which seemed to open ether on to the gdllery above or
the courtyard itsdf on the lower levels. Therewas alarge, luxurious svimming pool, aswell as
immeaculately sculpted gardens and severd fountains. Even afake stream had been cleverly designed to
run through the grounds, and in the distance, she could hear the chirping of birds. It was the most
incredible thing she'd ever seenin her life,

Rosa seemed hardly to notice. She abruptly stopped in front of two large, wooden doors, then opened
them and nodded toward the cool, dark interior. Sandrawalked in and the doors closed behind her. She
whirled, expecting to see Rosa behind her. Instead, she heard a snicking sound and redlized the maid
had locked her in.

R R R R

“I'll beleaving inthe morning,” Vazar said. He and Sean sat in atastefully decorated study, aroom more
likely to be found in a British hunt club than the jungles of the Amazon. “Y ou can reach me any time with
Eduardo’ shdp. We have afull communications center here, including subscriptionsto al the mainstream
news services, aswell as more specific researching tools. I’ ve prepared afile of financid information for
you. You' Il want to know how much money you have, I'm sure, and you' |l need to make decisonsasto
what you' Il be doing with yourself.”

“Thanks,” Sean said, nodding his head in appreciation. He reached out to take the file Va zar handed to
him, flipping through it. Right on top was a passport. He opened it up, discovered aworn picture of
himself. Next to it was aname, Joe McMurray, Irish nationd.

“It looksgood,” he said dowly. “Asdways, I’'m impressed with how thorough you are. Y ou dways
think of everything, Vdzar.”

“Thank you,” hisfriend said, smiling briefly. “I’ ve got more for you, though. Here' s some information our
friends have come up with on your girl. Fresh off thefax.”



He handed another file to Sean, and then sat back. Sean took it and flipped it open. The fax transmisson
was grainy, but there was no mistaking hislittle toy in the picture. She smiled broadly at the camera.
Probably adriver’ slicense photo. He scanned the accompanying information quickly.

SandraVicars, 27 yearsold, single. Residence: 1536 N. Welby, Apt. #6, Danforth, Texas. Five feet, Six
inchesin height, 135 pounds. Next of kin listed as an aunt in New Y ork. Occupation: massage thergpi<t.

Heflipped the page, moving on to the next sheet, absorbing the information quickly. Her parents were
dead, her only brother in prison for drug trafficking, 18 years|eft to go on afederd charge. She had
worked at a sports hedlth clinic for five years before starting her own practice, abad move since the
economy had been down for quite awhile. Now her bank accounts were dl but empty and her practice
seemed to be languishing. No crimina history, no suspicions of prostitution.

That caught his eyefast enough.

“It says here she’' samassage thergpist with no history of progtitution,” he said dowly. “ Shetold meshe's
aworking girl. How do you figure that?’

“Keepreading,” Vazar said dowly. Sean nodded, eyes quickly covering the page. Shewaswadll liked by
her neighbors, al of whom were horrified that she' d be taken hostage by a dangerous escaped felon. The
presswas aready hard awork digging up her background for their stories, and the sports clinic where
she' d worked was offering a 10,000 reward for information leading to her whereabouts. Her former
fiancé, aman who had broken up with her nearly nine months back, was devastated, and had aready
made a public appearance on one of the loca televison stationsto beg for her return.

“Thisisn't good,” Sean said, closing his eyes and shaking hishead. “1 thought she was a pro, someone
who would be easy to buy off. That’s not going to happen with awoman like this. She'll never
understand.”

“I know,” Vdzar said dowly, shaking hishead. “I can see you' re attached to her, dthough | can’t fathom
why. Perhapsit’ s because you' ve been without awoman for so long? It doesn’t matter, though. Y ou
haveto get rid of her. | brought in Rosafor you, she can seeto dl your needs. I'll take care of the Vicars
woman.”

“No,” Sean said, awave of anger washing over him. The thought of Vazar touching hislittle toy made his
head hurt, and he had to restrain himsalf from reaching across and hitting the man. “She' smineand I'll be
damned if I'll let you touch her. It'snot open for discussion.”

“Haveit your way,” Vazar replied, one eyebrow raised and aknowing expression on hisface. “She's
not athreat to me, it’ syour asson theline. Our CIA friends don’t like to be embarrassed, and | can
assure you that they don't like loose ends.”

He handed another sheaf of papersto Sean, then stood and walked over to the full bar that took up the
far end of theroom.

“Drink?’ he asked. Sean nodded his head.

“Scotch,” he said, reading the new information restlesdy. It was the rough draft of anewspaper article
about his escape. Dangerous crimind, riot, hostage, etc. He skipped down toward the end, and read
about his own desth with a sense of grim satisfaction. His hostage had been identified as Sandra Vicars,
and her burned body had been discovered with hisin the plane wreckage. By the next morning, every
oneof her friendsin Texaswould read about it in their newspapers. Somebody would inform the aunt,
and Sandra Vicar' ssmall estate would go into probate.



Theformer fiancé would have to find anew way toget on TV.

Vazar returned with asmal glass of amber fluid, handing it to Sean. He drained the drink in one smooth
motion, enjoying the way it burned down his throat. Damn, it was good to be out of prison.

“I need to be leaving soon,” Vazar said. “Isthere anything that you need from me before | go?’
Sean shook hishead, logt in thought.

“No, everything you' ve done for meiswonderful,” he said. “I can never thank you enough. I'll Iet you
know when | decide what my next step is.”

“Sounds good,” Vdzar said. He stood, and Sean started to follow him. He waved him off.

“No, st and rdlax,” he sad. “I want you to enjoy yoursdlf for now. It’ sbeen far too long snceyou' ve
had any privacy and space. I'll seeyou in afew weeks.”

With that he turned and | eft the room, leaving Sean aone with histhoughts.

LR I

Sandra sat quietly in the room, unsure what to do with hersalf. She' d explored a bit, discovering that their
bedroom was attached to alarge, lovely balcony overlooking a private courtyard. There was a spacious
bathroom complete with awhirlpool tub and shower for two.

It was nicer than anything she’ d ever seen. What kind of money did it take to maintain aplace likethis
out in the middle of nowhere, and how had it been earned? She shuddered to think. She stood and
walked over to the balcony, looking out at the small courtyard. She could climb down easily enough, but
there was no point. Even if she managed to get away from the house, she had no doubt the jungle would
kill her. Shedidn’t even like camping back home; ajungle trek was completely out of the question asfar
as she was concerned. She' d last about ten minutes, if that.

No, her sdlvation lay in convincing Sean to let her go, making him believe shewasno threst at dl. In all
honesty, shewasn't. If she could magicaly transport herself home right now she wouldn’t cdl the police.
Hell, no. Shewas more of afraid of him than anything else, and if hedidn’t get her, hisfriend Vazar
would.

She had to make peace with him.
The door opened behind her, and she started. It was Rosa, her face cool and hostile.
“I have clothing here for you,” she said. “Y ou are probably too fat for it, but it' sthe best | could do.”

She dumped apile of fabric ruddy on the bed and stalked out of the room, damming the door behind
her. Whatever else Rosamight be, she certainly wasn't apotentia dly.

Shewalked over to the clothing and sifted through it, discovering severd light, smple cotton blouses and
long flowing skirtsin bright colors. No braand underwear, but she could wash out the ones she wore.
Not wearing underwear might turn him on. .. anything she could do to keep him interested was a good

thing.
She pulled off her oversized, male clothing and pulled on the fresh garments. The light cotton blouse had



aloose, wide neckline that dipped low. She looked in the mirror, noting that her breastsfilled it out
nicely, and thankful that they were smdl enough that she could get away with not wearing abra. Her
nipplesformed pert pesks undernesth the fabric, and she imagined she could seejust a hint of color
through the thin cotton. She pulled on the skirt next, enjoying the swirl of it around her ankles. Thethin
cotton might be enveloping, but she had no doubt direct sunlight would render it nearly transparent.
Normally she would have been embarrassed to wear something like this, but now she put her shoulders
back and shook out her hair. There was power in being female, apower that she needed to tap into and
useto the best of her ability. This clothing was perfect.

She went into the bathroom and had started to rinse out her brawhen she heard the door open again.
She walked back out and saw Sean standing there. He looked at her with darkened eyes, athoughtful,
caculating expresson on hisface.

“Hello,” she said softly, smiling a him. Things seemed less strange with him in the room. He was her link
to redlity, the reason she wasthere.

“Rosagave me some new clothing,” she said unnecessarily. His eyesflickered across her figure, pausing
at her breasts, and she thrust them out toward him.

“I'likeit,” she said, walking toward him, allowing her hipsto swing as she moved. “It's cool and
comfortable.”

He stayed slent, so she sashayed closer, resting one hand on his chest.

“You seemtired,” she said. “ Do you want to come to bed and rest? I’ d be happy to giveyou a
massage.”

“How about ablow job?’ he asked, hiseyesboring into hers. “That’s more dong the lines of what I'd
like”

He seemed digtant, amost angry, but she nodded her head and gave a hesitant smile. She could do this,
nothing to worry about. She reached for the waistband of his pants, unfastening them carefully. Hewore
boxers, plain white ones. What now? He didn’t do anything to help her, and she pulled back hesitantly.

“Where do you want meto do it?’ she asked softly. “ There’ sgot to be a better place than right herein
the middle of the room.”

“Why do you care?’ he asked, dl but snarling. “1 thought you were a professond. Don't tell meyou're
uncomfortable giving me asimple blowjob. Drop to your kneesand do it.”

She nodded, and wished for the thousandth time that she hadn’t taken the private appointment with
Edgar. Then she gave hersdlf amenta shake. No time for regrets.

Sandra dropped to her knees, grasping the fabric of his pantsto steady herself as she swayed. Knedling,
she could see the bulge of his penis beneath the boxers. She took a deep breath, reached both hands up
and grasped the waistband. She had done thiswith Maitt, she reminded herself, and at least thisguy
wasn't lying to her like her fiancé had.

Slowly the boxers came down. His penis bobbed before her, an angry red giant that seemed far too large
for her mouth to accommodate. She licked her lips nervoudy and shot him aquick glance. He ill stared
at her with that strange, angry expression on hisface, asif she’ d disgppointed him. What did he want
from her?

It was too scary to imagine what was going through his head, so she turned her attention back to the task



at hand. She reached out, tracing the edge of the head with one finger. He didn’t respond, athough his
erection bobbed under her touch. Shelet her hand fal lower, grasping the smooth, silky shaft with gentle
force. Then she leaned her head forward and delicately touched her tongue to the very tip of hislength.

He shuddered, and she took it asa sign of encouragement. Sticking her tongue out further, she swirled it
around the head a couple times, dlowing her sdivato run out and lubricate his flesh before closing her
mouth around the tip. He shuddered, one hand coming to rest on the back of her head, giving an
ever-so-dight pressure as he pulled her closer to him. She opened her mouth further, alowing his hard
length to comeinto her.

At firgt it seemed he was so large he would choke her, and she hadn’t even gotten more than afew
inches past the head. But after amoment her mouth relaxed and opened further, and he pushed in
deeper. Shelaved her tongue aong hislength, then pulled back her head and let some of him come free.
Timeto start the rhythm that drove men crazy. She' d doneit for Matt, and he' d always said shewas a
good little cocksucker, she thought in disgust. Of course, he' d never said anything so foul to her face.
He d waited until they had broken up, and then shared the story of their last time together with al of his
friends. Sean might be a kidnapper, but so far he was more of a gentleman than that asshole.

She pushed the horrible thought out of her head, preferring to focus on the task at hand. She found that if
she rubbed her hand up and down along his shaft as she sucked at him, he seemed to appreciateit. He
gtill said nothing, but his hand tightened on her hair. She could fed thefirst drops of his seed in her mouth
now, just alittle salty taste of what was to come. She had always hated the taste of aman’s semen, but
hiswasn't that bad. Almost sweet in away, and very pleasant. Without thinking she sucked harder, asif
to pull more of thejuice from him.

He grunted and she swallowed more of his cock. It had gotten to the point where she actualy wanted
him in her. She could fed her breasts swelling, and knew there was moisture building between her legs.
What kind of dut was she? The kind who wantsto stay dive, her brain told her firmly. The kind who
knows that having sex to survive would be more palaable if she could bring herself to enjoy it. There
were worse fates than being forced to make love to aman who was incredibly handsome, and more than
alittle attractive to her. Her Situation might be precarious, but she ill had afew chances | eft. She needed
to make the most of the fragile bond he' d formed with her.

She sucked him in degper, wrapping one arm around his waist to support herself. Unconscioudy she dug
her fingersinto the taut muscle of his ass, and he seemed to like the sensation. His cock surged within her
mouth and more of hisfluid seeped out of hisdlit.

With every thrust she tried to massage him with her tongue, and each time he pulled out she used suction
to hold him aslong as she could. Back and forth, in and out. Her hand worked furioudly, rubbing along
hislength and taking care of the parts that her mouth couldn’t reach. Shefdt his other hand grip the back
of her head and knew he was getting close.

Then he shifted, letting hislegs stand apart abit, giving her better access. She used the opportunity to
reach between his buttocks, alowing her fingersto play with the tightened skin of his scrotum. Hisbals
pulled up closeto his body as he neared gaculation. She suctioned harder, working him as hard as she
could, driving him closer to orgasm even as her fingers plucked a hisbdls, pulling on them lightly.

He gave agtartled groan above her and hisfingerstightened in her hair to the point of pain. Sheignored
it, putting everything she had into sucking him. He started to thrust into her harder and she felt the skin of
his cock harden amost beyond imagining.

With aharsh cry, he shot his seed into her mouth, al but choking her. The sdty, sweet fluid tasted better



than any she' d had before, and she found herself swallowing it without feding sick as she had so often
with Matt. Burst after burst of his essencefilled her and she sucked it down greedily.

Findly it stopped. Shetook a moment to lick around his cock, cleaning it up, and then sat back on her
hedls. His hands were gone from her head, and when she looked up at him he seemed lost in thought.

“We haveto talk,” he said after amoment. He wiped his forehead and she noticed abead of sweat
making itsway down histemple. “Let’sgo out on the bacony. It' salovely placeto sit and visit.”

Absently wiping her mouth againgt her deeve, she accepted the hand up he offered. Hisfingerswere
hard, filled with strength, and once again she sensed that tension in him. Whatever was bothering him, sex
hadn’t taken the edge off. When they were sitting comfortably in the two chairs on either sde of the small
table on their balcony, he turned to look at her.

“I know who you are, SandraVicars,” he said softly. “And | know you' re not awhore, even though
you're doing your best to act like one. Now | need to figure out what to do with you. Valzar wants meto
kill you, says| need to do it for my own safety. What other options do you have for me?’

Chapter Seven

Shefroze, completely unable to think of anything to say. How had hefigured it out? She could only think
of oneway.

“Am | redly that crappy in the sack?’ she asked.
Hisface froze and he made a sudden choking noise.
“I can't believe you just asked that,” he said. “ Of all the things you have to worry about right now...”

Shebit her lip, redizing he was absolutely right. She wasn't thinking at dl. She didn’t want to think, it was
too scary.

“If you just let mego, | promise | won't tell anyone about you,” she said. “Honestly, | don't careiif they
catchyou at dl. | just want to get out of thisalive. Isthat so hard for you to believe?’

“I can'tlet yougo,” hesaid dowly.

“Youdon't trust me, | can understand that,” she said, fedling hersdlf grow hysterica. “But | honestly
don’t know anything about you. | don’t even know what country we'rein. | don't care; | just want to go
home!”

She cut hersdf off abruptly. She needed to cam down, think clearly. Thiswas her big chanceto makea
case for hersalf and she couldn't afford to blow it. She took a deep bresth, closed her eyesfor amoment
and then opened them, peering directly into his.

“Please, let mego,” she said softly.
He shook his head dowly, and she thought she saw genuine sadnessthere. It puzzled her.
“I can't let you go, Sandra,” he said dowly. “Y ou're dready dead.”



She cocked her head at him, and then moaned as hiswords sank in.

“You're going to kill meright now?’" she asked, and something inside snapped. It wastoo much. She
stood abruptly, the chair she' d been gitting in faling to the floor behind her with aloud clanging noise.
Fury filled her. It wastimeto fight back.

“Fuck you,” she said in acold voice. “I hopethey catch you and kill you. | hopethat they stick you in an
electric chair and fry you, and if | had the chance I’ d push that needle plunger down myself.”

“They don't use aneedlein the electric chair,” he said reasonably, standing and reaching out toward her.
Sandra stumbled back, desperate to get away from him. She wouldn’t go down easy. She baled her fist
up and dammed it into his stomach with as much force a she could muster. Pain seared through her
clenched hand. She shook it, hissing and trying to catch her breath. Apparently unfazed by her attack, he
grabbed her upper arms and shook her.

“Settle down and listen to me,” he said. She responded by lunging forward and biting into the solid
muscle of his chest with every bit of strength she had. Her teeth struck deep and true, and she shook her
head like arabid dog, worrying at hisflesh. She brought her knee up to attack his groin, but the motion
threw her off balance and he managed to block her attack.

“Stopit,” heroared. “Listen to me, I’'m not going to hurt you. Please let me explain, and stop biting me.”

The wordsfiltered through to her enraged consciousness. Slowly she let up on her attack. Her jaws held
him so tightly she had to will them open, the muscles not responding at first. Then she wasfree, though
she noted with some satisfaction that his shirt was rgpidly turning red from blood.

Her teeth had hit home.
Good.
Let him fed some of the pain he' d caused her.

“Cam down,” he said again. She must have looked like a madwoman, and for amoment, hysterical
laughter hovered right on the edge of her throat. She swallowed it back with no little difficulty. Listening
and staying calm wasthe key to surviva.

“What?’ she asked after along pause, her words sounding harsh and forced even to her.

“I’'m not going to kill you,” he said. “I said you' re dead aready because according to the newspapersin
the United States, your body was found this morning, aong with mine. Everyone thinks that we were
killed together when our plane crashed. If you go back now, they’ll know I’ m not dead.”

Hiswords sank in dowly, and she shook her head.

“Youcan'tjust do that,” shesaid. “I don’t know what bodies you' re talking about, but they’ |l redlize that
it snot me. | have dentd records. They’ll figureit out.”

“No they won't,” he said. “The people who would be figuring it out, the investigators, are the oneswho
planted the evidence. Sandra Vicarsis dead, and she'll be buried within afew days. Y our family has
been notified, as have your neighbors.”

She shook her head dowly, willing hiswordsto go away.

“| don't want that to happen,” she said dowly. “I was doing something with my life. It isn’'t fair for you to



smply stepin and say that | can't go back. Y ou shouldn’t be able to take al that away form me.”

“It'stoo latefor that,” he said softly. “It’ saready gone. Y ou were in the wrong place at the wrong time,
and I’'m sorry for what | did. | won’t go back, though. I've dready beenin jail too long for that. I'm
done with that forever. I’'m dead, too, and I'm Starting life over asanew man.”

“Doesthat mean you'll be giving back al the lovely money you earned in your old life?” she asked
caudtically. “Because this place doesn’t come cheap, I'm relatively certain of that. If you don't kill me
now, when do you plan to do it? After you finished fucking me?’

“That' swhat | origindly planned,” he said dowly, hiseyesboring into herswith cruel honesty. “Then |
decided I’ d pay you off. Whores expect that. | figured I’ d give you enough money to set yourself up
some place new and we' d both go on our ways. But | somehow doubt that you'll be willing to do that.”

She shook her heed, thinking.
“Yes, | would,” she said suddenly. “If it means| get tolive, I'll do it in aheartbesat. Please, et medoit.”

“I might let you do that, but | doubt that Vazar would,” he said. “He doesn't like to |leave loose ends
lying about, and you' re definitely aloose end. He s aready offered to take care of you for me.”

“Yes, | kind of picked upon that,” she said softly. To her disgust, she could fed moisture welling up in her
eyes. Shewould not cry, not now. She needed to stay strong, to think things through. To convince him
that he could trust her. It was her only shot.

“What if | just stay with you for now?” she asked, trying not to sound too coy. “ Do we redly haveto
figuredl these things out right now? Can't we just have fun?’

He assessed her coolly, nodding his head.
“We can do that.”

“Good,” shesaid brightly. “1 saw that there was aswimming pool in the other courtyard. Would you like
to go svimming?’

13 No.”
“What do you want to do?’

“Why don't we take anap?’ he asked, raising his handsto cup her head. He wiped at her cheekswith
hislarge, strong thumbs, and she felt moisture there. Damn, she'd cried after dl. “Y ou seem worn out.”

“I don't think | can deep,” she said honestly. “ This has been too much for me—my mind just racestrying
to figure everything out.”

He pulled her against his muscled chest with surprising tenderness.

“Y ou don't have to get everything figured out right now,” he said. “ Y ou can just relax. Sandra, | promise
you, if you do as| say you won't get hurt. But you' re going to have to trust me.”

Fat chance, she thought to herself, but she nodded her head against him. He saw her as helpless, as
dependent on him for survival. While that might be true, there was no reason for her to give up that eeslly.
Aslong as shewas dive, she could fight.

He released her and reached down with one arm behind her knees. Before she quite understood how



he' d doneit, shewasin hisarms, being carried across the room asif shewere aslight as afeather. He
laid her down on the bed very gently, lowering himsalf beside her. He reached around her with onearm,
spooning her and tucking her againgt his body.

“You don't haveto beafraid,” he said. “I’m going to take care of you. I'm not quite sure what we'll do
just yet, but I'll find away for you to stay safe. Aslong asyou’ re with me, nobody will be ableto touch
you.”

Hiswords shouldn’t have been as comforting asthey were. He was her enemy, her captor. If it weren't
for him, shewouldn't be stuck in this Situation. But her traitorous body didn’'t seem to seethings that
way, and every particle of her being reveled in being held so close. He was big and strong, warm and
safe. Shefelt so comfortable.

He nuzzled the back of her neck through her hair as his hand wormed itsway up beneeth her clothing to
her breast. He cupped her, squeezing dightly, and her nipple hardened. It seemed unfair that it should fed
S0 good. She felt secure with him touching her, happier than was decent under the circumstances.

His hand burrowed through her hair, and hislips became moreinsstent. Sherolled over into hisarmsand
gave hersdf up in the comfort of the moment. Life was short—she wanted to fed good.

He responded quickly, rolling her beneath him, and for one brief moment they forgot about the future.

Chapter Eight

Sean sared at the fax, eyesfailing to focus.
Why now?

Life had been so perfect. He and Sandrahad fallen into ablissful routine. Every morning they’d go
swimming, followed by abreakfast on the terrace. In the afternoonsthey’ d hike or read, or perhaps even
watch amovie. Thelr dinners were magnificent, celebrations of wine and desire that seemed to go on for
hours. Sometimes he' d take her right on the table, other times he’ d dowly seduce her over the course of
the evening, then whisk her away to their bedroom for nights of wild lovemaking.

It would all cometo an end now.

Thefax wasfrom Vazar. He needed the safe house for someone ese. He didn't give any details, and
Sean didn’t want to know them. He' d been there for afull month—it was past time for him to start
pulling hislife together.

It wastoo easy to relax here, nothing seemed very red to him. That kind of rel axation was dangerous.

The fax made a pointed reference to Sandra, too, Vazar offering once more to help Sean with hislittle
liability. Sean leaned back in the chair, closing his eyes and trying to think.

Why had he brought her with him?

He d told himsdf at the time that it was because she’ d seen him, could identify him to the police. It wasa
valid concern, but they could have worked around it. More bodies could have been found in that plane



crash. Thered reason he' d taken her was because he wanted her; he could admit that to himself. He'd
seen her, wanted her and decided to take her. He hadn’t cared about the consequences. All he'd cared
about was getting her under him in bed.

Vazar had lost patience with hislittle obsesson, though. And he wasright. They couldn’t just stay herein
the jungleforever, pretending they were on some kind of bizarre vacation. He could see the questions
and thefear in her eyes sometimes, and he knew that it was awaysin the back of her mind. What would
happen to her? Would he grow tired of her? Would hekill her?

Killing her wasn't an option—he d realized that long ago. He smply wouldn't dlow it to happen. She
was too specid, too beautiful. Hewouldn’t let anyone hurt her.

At the sametime, he didn’t know what to do with her. Even if he set her up in anew town with new
money, hewas't entirely sure VVazar wouldn't go after her. Hisfriend was very loya and very thorough.
He d only held off thislong because Sean was actudly with the woman.

He had to keep her with him. There was no other option. Otherwise, she' d never be safe.

How it would work he couldn’t imagine. He had some ideas of what he wanted to do, but hewasn't sure
if she'd beinterested. Hell, no matter what he did, he' d have to watch her like ahawk. If she got away
her life would be forfeit, and he couldn’t alow that to happen.

He' d smply haveto find away to keep her with him al thetime. It would be easest on aboat, he'd
decided weeks earlier. Hell, he'd dways liked theidea of living on aboat. There was one waiting for him
in the Cayman Idands dready, dong with hismoney. Vazar had invested it well, soreading it around the
world with adiversity and thoroughness that was frightening. Financidly, Sean was doing better than any
timeinhislife

He' d dways wanted asailboat, and now he could have his dream. He and Sandra could sail the seas
together, exploring exotic ports, swimming in warm waters. All he had to do was convince her to go with
him. And watch her every moment of every day when they werein port to make sure she didn’t run off.

Of course, none of that changed his centra problem—he wasn't entirely sure he could live without her.

That’' swhat scared him the most.

R I

Sandralay out by the pool, paging idly through one of the books she' d found in the library. It was
surprising to her how many different English language volumesthere were. Of course, the sdlectionswere
alittle out of date. Whoever the reader was, they hadn’t been coming here for awhile. She suspected
there was astory behind that, but she didn’t want to ask anyone. Rosawas hogtile at the best of times, so
light conversation wasn't redlly an option.

Asif summoned by her thoughts, the maid stalked out on to the patio, agrim look on her face.

“Y ou're getting fatter,” she said bluntly. “1 was doing your laundry, and your shirt isal stretched out.”
Sandrarolled to one side and looked up her.

“It got stretched when Sean pulled it off me,” she said sweetly, unwilling to admit how much she enjoyed



the disgusted look on Rosa sface.
Rosaglared at her, and then spoke abruptly.

“Senor Sean wantsto seeyou indde,” she said, asmug look stealing across her face. “ Senor Valzar
needs the house for someone else and Senor Sean hasto leave. Y ou know what that meansfor you?’

Rosa s cold eyes glinted, and she drew one finger across her throat menacingly.

“If I'm lucky, he may even let medoit,” she added. With aflip of her hips she turned and | eft the patio.
Sandrafelt frozen. She'd put off thinking about this for weeks now.

It had been so easy to just pretend she was on vacation, to smply fall back and relax into the glory that
was her timewith Sean. And it was glorious. She could hardly believe how little she missed her old life.
After al, asde from her neighbors and afew friends, she didn’t have anyone waiting for her at home. Her
brother wasin jail, long lost to her even before hel d been sentenced. Her Aunt and Uncle, the only other
close relatives she had |eft, had never been closeto her. They were cold people, and had aways
disapproved of her parents. In fact, she couldn’t remember seeing them since the funeral.

It was been easy to put dl that out of her mind, along with her billsand her tiny gpartment. The only living
things that needed her were the houseplants, and she had no doubt that her kindly neighbors had divided
those between them. It had been depressingly easy for her to drop out of sight. Twenty-seven yearsold,
and nothing of vaueto show for it.

She shook her head, and stood up. That wasn't true. Her life had value. She' d helped hundreds of
people at the sports clinic, and had been building a clientele that included many el derly people who had
been soothed by her touch. She had healing hands, and she knew how to use them. She had something
of vaueto offer theworld.

She pulled aswim cover-up over the string bikini she wore. It, dong with an entire tropical wardrobe,
had arrived just days after they’ d reached the villa. She had no idea how he' d doneit, but Sean had
arranged for her to get everything she could possibly need.

Shewalked dowly toward the house. She needed to talk to Sean, to find out what wasreally going on. It
was too easy to listen to Rosa, and too easy fall into the trap of fear. Y es, her situation was tenuous, but
againg dl rationd thought, she found she trusted Sean. He had been good to her, and she knew he got as
much pleasure from her company as she did from his. It was time for them to talk.

LR R R R

“Thanksfor coming in,” Sean said. She' d found him in the study, hisface serious. She'd tied her
cover-up around her waist sarong-style. He liked it on her—she knew that from past experience. He' d
told her once that nothing was sexier than awoman in abikini with just alittle fabric draped around her
hips. Shefigured it wouldn’t hurt to remind him of that when they had their little talk about the future. If
ever atimeto pull out the big ammo had existed, thiswasit.

She sat down acrossfrom him, deliberately crossing her legs so the fabric fell open. She could fed her
nipples coming to attention benegth the thin fabric of her bikini top. The air conditioning aways did that
when shefirgt cameinto the house, and she saw his eyes darting there before returning to her face.



“I got some bad newsthismorning,” he said dowly. She nodded her head.
“Rosatold me”

He grimaced, and then shook his head.

“Rosaign't exactly ardiable source of information,” he said.

“No, | try not to pay too much attention to her,” Sandrareplied. “But it can be kind of hard to fed secure
when the only thing | know for sureisthat I'm aready dead.”

“Wall, that isagood point,” he said dryly. For some bizarre reason shefelt agiggle crawling up her
throat. She bit it back, knowing it wasjust tension.

“So, what now? she asked, laying their centra dilemmaout on thetable.

“I have aplan,” hereplied. “I' ve dways wanted to live on aboat. A sailboat, to be exact. I’ ve purchased
oneinthe Cayman Idands. I'd likeyou to join meonit.”

He sat back, seemingly relaxed. Shetried to think, unsure of what responseto give. A boat could be
good...

“I'd likethat,” she said dowly. “I think we could have agood time on aboat.”

It seemed like such an inane statement. Her entire life depended on thisman’ sdecisions and al she could
think to say was | think we could have a good time on a boat?

But she couldn’t say what shewas really thinking. A boat might make it easier to escape. She could
even kill him and dump his body overboard. Of course, she didn’t have a clue asto how to run aboat by
hersdf. But she could watch him. She could learn.

“How big of aboat? she asked, wondering if she' d haveto dedl with acrew aswell.

“Fifty feet,” hesaid. “ Sailboat. We Il have two crewmembersto start with. They’ Il be teaching us how to
sl it”

“When do we leave? she asked.
“Tomorrow morning.”
“What about documents? Won't | need a passport?’

“That’ snot aproblem,” he replied, handing her amanilafolder filled with documents. “Y ou haveawhole
new identity now. Y our nameis Shannon Bradley, dthough | think I’ll call you Shan. Seemsto fit your
personality better.”

“It sounds like you' ve got everything figured out,” she said dowly. She didn’t ask what Vazar thought of
the new arrangement, or what he expected to have happen to her long-term. It was agood enough sign
that he' d gotten her a passport. Sean must plan on keeping her around for awhile at least.

“I'll pack my clothes,” she said reassuringly, willing him to understand. “1 want to make thiswork, Sean.
I’m very highly motivated.”



LR R R R

She was highly motivated. He knew that aready. In such a short time she had became an important part
of hislife, yet a heart he knew she was so good to him because she was afraid.

Despite the nice clothing, despite thelong nights of making lovein the cool air of the villa, Sandrawas
fucking him to stay dive. Smple, and not particularly pretty. She didn’'t care about him at al and he
couldn’'t blame her for it inthe least.

It was aterrifying thing to realize that your happiness depended on someone e se. Especidly when it was
someone else who had little or no reason to care for you. He d seen the calculations behind her eyes
when she' d asked about the boat. Shetried to hide her fedings from him but she wasn't accustomed to
deceiving those around her. She was an innocent, a child compared to him in athousand little ways. She
had no concept of what a man like him could do to another person.

He supposed he should fed guilty, but if he allowed himsalf to fed guilt over everything he' d done wrong
over theyears, he' d havekilled himsdlf by now. God help him, he would keep her by his side whether
sheliked it or not. The commitment was made and the plans were dready well underway. All he had to
do wasfollow through. She'd be hisforever, and if having her was less sweet for her lack of
cooperation, then so beit. Having her was worth any price.

Chapter Nine

Vazar waited for them on the dock when they arrived in the Caymans two days later. He was dressed in
an immeaculate white linen suit, his eyes shielded by dark glasses. With hisblack hair dicked back and
hands tucked in his pockets, he was the picture of a Latin playboy.

Once again, looks were deceiving. Hewas adl business as he shook Sean'’s...no, Joe€ s hand. She
repegted the new name to herself again and again. He was Joe and she was Shannon. That was her new
reality and she had to get used toit.

“| seeyou haven't decided to take care of your littleliability yet,” he said as soon asthey came close. He
looked over her coolly, but thistime he seemed less hostile. More bemused, and perhaps a bit curious.

“I find that | enjoy her company agrest dedl,” Sean said. “Y ou have no ideawhat it'slike to have a
companion who isn't dways asking for things.”

“That's certainly true,” Vazar said, and he gave arusty laugh that sartled her. “My women tend to be
farly high maintenance. Always some new jewd or toy. Speaking of toys, | think you'll enjoy the boat. |
had some specid modifications made in the interests of meeting your needs.”

Together they stepped into the boat, Sean turning to help Sandra. It wasn't large, but till bigger than
she' d expected. There was awide, flat deck broken by acockpit that thrust up out of it, sort of likea
small house. They walked over to the hatch and she stepped in, sumbling &t first. Vazar and Sean caught



her at the sametime, their strong hands pulling at the fabric of her blouse and nearly choking her.

“Y ou need to be careful,” Vazar said, histonelow and silky. “It doesn’t have steps; it’ smore of a
ladder. Y ou'll do better to go down backwards.”

Shetook a deep breath, steadied hersdlf, and dowly climbed down into the darkened interior of the
ship’s cabin. Her eyestook amoment to adjust, and then she was able to see around her. It waslovely.
Everything was donein natural woods and brass.

Shewasinasmal gdley, everything tucked away negtly against onewadl. A little table curved againgt
another wall. The men joined her, and she shuffled forward uncertainly. It was cramped with dl of them
in the same smdll space.

“Go on through the door,” Vazar said, nodding to an opening just past the table. She opened the door
before her and stepped into another room, this one dominated by aking-size bed. Small doors flanked
ether sde of the cabin.

“The head isthrough there,” Vazar said, nodding toward one of them. “Thiswill be your room. There's
another small one behind the galley, where the crew deeps. I’ ve stocked it with everything you'll need,
and I’'m sureyou'll be very comfortable.”

“What' sthat other door lead to?’ she asked, and then bit her tongue. The last thing she should be doing
was opening conversations with Vazar. The man was a snake, and he would swallow her whole given
haf the chance. She knew it ingtinctively.

“That' sthe communicationsroom,” he said. “Normally it would be another degping cabin, but I’ ve had it
converted. Y ou will not bein that room.”

“Please don't take that tone with her,” Sean saidinacoal voice. “You' reagood friend Vazar, but
you' re overstepping your boundaries here.”

Vazar brigled at histone.

Sandra pressed back againgt thewall, wishing herself invisble. They were liketwo large, caged cats,
both filled with coiled tenson and seeming to take up far more space than was available in the smal
cabin. The moment passed, and Valzar nodded his head at Sean.

“I seehow itis,” hesaid. “Y ou've made your choices. I'll respect them. Just don't forget that | warned
yw.”

“I won't forget,” Sean said, hisvoice equdly chilly. “Y ou' ve done many thingsfor me, but thisis
something | chooseto do for mysdlf.”

“I'msorry,” Vazar said. “1I’d hoped we could go back into business together, but | can see now that that
isn't going to happen. | won't alow her to destroy me, too.”

“I don’t plan on destroying anyone,” she said suddenly, and then clapped one hand across her mouth.
She' d doneit again. Why the hell couldn’t she keep her mouth shut? Both men looked at her, sartled.
“I'mjust trying to stay dive and make my way in the world like anyone e se. Destroying either of you
isn't part of my plan. | have no ideahow I’d go about it for one thing. Heck, | don’t think I'd want to. At
least not in Sean’scase”

They looked a her amoment longer, then turned away.



“Wait for ushere,” Sean said, asif she hadn’t spoken. “Vazar and | need to go over the communications
equipment.”

She nodded her head, fedling asif it was al some surred dream. They treated her asif shedidn’'t existin
her own right, asif she weren’t afull human being capable of making her own choices. Neither of them
seemed to redlize she was more than adoll.

It was extremely frustrating.

The men disappeared behind the door, Vazar having keyed in a series of numbersto the smal, eectronic
lock. Sheturned, surveying the room once more. Thistime she noticed more details. Therewasaninlaid
headboard with shelves at the top of the bed, seemingly built right into the Structure of the boat. There
were severa smd| portholeslining the cabin walls, barely large enough to let in thelight, but it would be
enough to let theinhabitantstell if it were light or dark.

Behind her, flanking the opposite wall from the bathroom, were drawers and what appeared to be a
smdl closat, dl made of the same smooth, highly-polished wood that most of the interior featured. She
opened on of the drawers, and was only dightly surprised to find it dready full of women’sclothing. She
pulled out alacy black braand checked the size.

They’ d definitely been ordered for her, she noted. Vazar and Sean were nothing if not thorough.

Sheturned and | eft the cabin, feding abit rebellious. She passed quickly through the galley and then
climbed up the ladder-like stairs. On the deck were two large, tough-looking men in suitssimilar to
Vazar's. One of them nodded his head at her, his eyes drifting down her body in an appreciative if
distant manner. She didn’t bother saying anything to them. They were there to keep her from running
away, she understood that. She wondered if they would aso be the crewmembers. It seemed odd, as
they were hardly dressed for sailing.

The boat rocked dightly as someone stepped on board, and she turned to see asmall, scrawny man with
ascar running across his cheek hopping over to the deck. He carried ablack rucksack and wore only a
pair of shorts. Thetwo men in suitsbristled.

“Don’t worry,” he said, nodding a them in afriendly manner. “Vazar sent me. I’ m one of the new
crewmembers. The other’ son hisway.”

The suits till looked skeptical, as did Sandra. This man hardly looked strong enough to work, let alone
run asailboat as big asthisone.

“Oh, | know what I'm doing,” he said, giving her a crooked smile and spitting briskly into the water. “I
grew up intheseidands, lived my entire life on the water. Have my own boat, too. Only came out
because Vdzar begged meto help hisgood friend Joe.”

She cocked her head, trying to imagine Va zar begging anyone.

“Cdl me Skip,” he said, moving quickly across the deck and reaching out one hand to her. Shetook it,
and he leaned in close to whisper in her ear. Hisvoice was hardly friendly and harmless now.

“Vazar' stold meall about you, chippie,” he said in low tones. “| have agreat dedl of respect for our
mutua friend, and don’t think for one moment I’ d hesitate to dit your throat if | thought hewasin
trouble”

Heleaned back, dl smilesagain.



“We understand each other?’ he asked, histone friendly once more. She nodded her head quickly,
feding faint. Valzar' s presence hung around her like adark shadow. The man wanted her dead, and she
had no doubt that given enough time he' d find away to make it happen.

Skip nodded to the men in suits and walked quickly over to the hatch. Within seconds he was out of
sight, and she stood on the deck once more, looking at the boats around her and wondering if anyone on
them could help her.

She thought about screaming, jumping off the ship into the water and making for afriendly face. But none
of the boats around appeared to have anyone on board, and the two men in suits had their eyes glued to
her. She wrapped both arms around her body, apart of her wishing they were ill at thevilla. At least
there she' d known she was trapped. She' d hateit, but in another way it had been strangely comforting.
There had been no hope of escape, and that meant she didn’t have to worry about it. All she had to do
was lie back, relax and enjoy the bizarre situation in which she'd found hersdlf. It was aplace out of time,
out of space.

Now she was back in the real world. There were other people around her, places she could run. There
were probably even policemen in the harbor, if she could just think of away to contact them.

Of course, given the way things had gonefor her so far, they were on Vazar’ s payrall, too. Everybody
seemed to work for that man.

LR I

Three hourslater Valzar was gone, and they were dowly motoring out of the harbor. She sat up on the
bow, watching idly asthey passed avariety of other vessels, occasionaly waving to afriendly face on
another boat.

Sean came and sat down beside her. Surprisingly, he wore aragged pair of cutoffs and nothing else. He
cocked one eye at her startled expression.

“What?’
“I’'ve never seen you look s0... casud,” she said after amoment.

“I don’'t think I’ ve ever been thisrelaxed,” hereplied, leaning his head back against rise of the boat’s
cabin “Do you redize that we don't have to do anything?’

“Wdll, we haveto leaveto sail the boat,” she said.
“Yes, but we don’t haveto do it right now.”
“How long will the crew be with us?’

“I haven't decided yet,” he said, reaching one arm around her shouldersto pull her close. “Why, do you
didikethem dready?’

Shelooked back to where Skip sat at the whedl. Their second crewmember, a youngish man named
Jose, scampered about, checking ropes and tightening things.

“No, | don't likethem,” she said. “Did you know that Skip threatened me?’



“I'm not surprised,” Sean, dropping his head to kissthe top of hers. “We dready knew how protective
Vdzaris’”

“I think he'sjealous of me,” she said suddenly. *“He wants you to work with him again, and he thinks that
I m the reason you' re not. Isthat true?’

He stayed silent, rubbing the top of her head with hisfingersinstead.

“Itistrue,” she said softly. “Y ou can let me go, Sean. | don’t want to hurt you. | want you to go on with
your life, and | want to do the same.”

Once again hedidn't reply. Instead, he reached down and tilted her head up toward his. Hislips
dropped down, kissng her softly on the mouth, and then straying across her cheek. His hands started a
restless crawl across her body, reaching down and grasping her hips, turning and pulling her until she
sraddled him. She could fed thelength of his erection through her shorts. Liquid fire jetted through her
and she melted against him. Why was he able to do thisto her so easily?

“Don't,” shewhispered nervoudly.
“Why not?’ He asked, histone bemused.
“Becausethey’ll seeus,” she said, her voice tense, eyes darting across the horizon at the other boats.

“I don't careif they seeus,” he said softly into her ear. His clever fingersdid her zipper down, even
though her hands batted at him, trying to stop him. He took no notice.

“I care,” shehissed back. “And I'll bet they care, too. Why should they have to put up with that? Y ou're
sck.”

His hands were inside her shorts now, cupping the curve of her buttocks, rubbing her back and forth
againgt his cock. She shuddered in need, and then took a deep breeth before pushing at his shoulders
hard to catch his attention.

“I’'mnot going to do this,” she said firmly. “It'ssmply not going to happen.”
He cocked his head at her then lifted his hands.
“Youwin,” hesad.

She sniffed, pulling hersdf free and sitting beside him on the deck. Her pants were still loose, but she
couldn’t quite figure out how to fasten them without Sitting up on her knees, and that would give the two
men behind them too much of a show.

They sat together quietly for atime. The sun started to lower in the far horizon when he reached over and
pulled her into hislap again, thistime facing away from him.

She gtarted to fuss, but his hands came up and stilled her.

“Jugt st and enjoy the moment,” he said softly. His strong fingers rubbed her shoulders, easing the tension
of the moment. She relaxed, and it seemed entirely naturd when his hand drifted down her shoulders until
it cupped her breast, rubbing absently at her nipple through the soft cotton fabric of her shirt. She leaned
back against him, enjoying the sensation. For some reason it didn’t seem asthreatening as before. ..
perhaps because they were out of the harbor. She could fedl the bulge of his erection growing beneath
her bottom, but he wasn't intent on rubbing it againgt her thistime. He seemed more inclined to smply be



closeto her, enjoying her presence and the touch of her body.

Shefelt each breath hetook againgt her back, his muscular chest swelling and fdling intime. Shelet her
head |oll back against him, enjoying the warmth of the sun asit washed over her with a gentlenessthat
hadn’t been present in thejungle.

His hands|eft her breasts, moving dowly down her body to her somach to loosen her shirt. Hisfinger
dipped under it with deceptive ease, and then started rubbing the soft skin of her belly. It felt so good.
She knew she should make him stop, but she couldn’t seem to make hersalf move. Just bresthing had
become an effort.

Gently, thefingers of one hand dipped beneath her panties. She tried drawing her legs together. Before
she got far, hisknees came up between hers, and hislegslevered hers apart with a gentleness that belied
the firmness of histouch. Shefound hersalf draped across him, butt in hislap, legs sprawled across his,
and she knew in that ingtant that no matter what he did to her, she wouldn’t try to stop him. It smply felt
too good.

She shivered when hisfingers grazed againgt her clit. He knew how to touch her, knew how sensitivethe
little nub was. So sengitive that it was almogt painful at times, but his hands were soft. Back and forth,
squeezing and working, hisfingers dipped across her clit, their way eased by the flood of moisture
seeping out of her. When his hand dropped lower, hisfingers did into her opening with a gentleness that
was amost embarrassing. So much for her earlier protests. At that moment she didn’t care who might
see them, dl she wanted was to make sure he kept touching her.

Then he pulled his hand away, and she gave alittle whimper of protest.

“Wait,” hewhispered in her ear, and then he wrapped one arm around her waist and lifted her body ever
so dightly. His hand dipped down behind her. Then it came back around and he pushed her legs together
abit, pulling her shorts down from behind. When they were around her upper thighs, he brought her back
over hislap.

“Just hold till,” he said, and she could fed the hot length of his cock againgt her ass. Helifted her body,
and to her surprise, his cock did negtly into her vagina

Hewasbig, and he'd dwaysfilled her completdly, but thistime was different. Perhapsit was the strange
position, or the fact that her legs were nearly closed, but he seemed to be larger somehow. She could
fed every ddiciousinch of him coming into her, adow didefrom behind that d most made her gasp
severa times. His hands came around front again, and this time he reached up inside her shirt to work her
nipples. She hadn’t worn abra, leaving her breasts completely exposed to histouch. Hisfingers sought
out the stiff little pesks, massaging and pulling on them as he did into her waiting body with dow
determination. Shetried to move, tried to wiggle her hips, but he clamped down on her, pinning her to his
body with his hands.

“Youdowhat | tdl you,” hesaid softly. “I’min control here.”

She nodded her head, a secret thrill running through her. After long seconds of dowly sinking, she
reached bottom. Shefdt hisbelly against her ass, and unable to control herself, she squeezed him once
with her internal muscles. His hips bucked up involuntarily, and he gave amuffled groan.

Not completely in control, she thought wickedly.

He head 4till lolled back againgt his shoulder, arms at her Sides and her breasts being worked by his
hands. He cocked his hips a bit, and then whispered, “ Touch me.”



She nodded her head, knowing ingtinctively what he was asking. She flexed hersdf within, and felt an
answering twitch from him. One of his hands|eft her breasts and drifted down, fingers diving between her
legsto the tiny nubbin of her clit. As he plucked at it, and then rubbed her firmly, she arched her back
and gasped. Insde she clenched him once more, wringing amoan of satisfaction from him.

“That' swhat | want.”

She nodded her head againgt him, and squeezed him again. She supposed she should try and do some
kind of steady rhythm, but that seemed impossible. There was atension within her, spiraling out with
every tantdizing rub of hisfingers, and she could only respond by clutching him tighter. Every few
seconds she forced hersdlf to release, concerned she might be hurting him, but he never said aword.
Instead his fingers worked her, rubbing in smdl circles while pushing with just enough pressure to drive
her mad.

Tiny twinges built in her body, and suddenly she wasfilled with a sense of terrible energy. She couldn’t
move, couldn’t shake it, even though she desperately needed to. She shifted restlesdy, clenching and
unclenching as hisfingers continued their dow, terrible torture of her body.

She was close to the edge. She shivered in tenson, and with every breath she clutched at his cock, the
solid pressure and presence driving her crazy. She wanted him to move, needed him to move. She
wanted him to push her forward on the deck and pound into her, crushing her with hisweight and filling
her with his seed. She wanted that terrible tension to ease, and she' d do anything to make it happen.

She moaned out loud, and he gave along, low chuckle. Hisfingers stopped moving, and he whispered in
her ear once more.

“What do you want?’
“I want you to fuck me,” she said, each word agasp. “Oh Sean, | need it so bad. Please.”

He laughed, wrapping one arm firmly around her waist and holding her to him as he shifted. Asif he'd
read her mind, he lowered her before him face first to the deck. Somehow he managed to pull the shorts
off her completely, dthough she had no clue how. She found herself on her hands and knees on the prow
of the boat, speared by his cock and poised on the edge of insanity.

“Doit now,” she demanded, her voice hoarse with frustration. His hands gripped her hips, pulled back,
and then dammed forward into her with aforce that nearly dropped her.

Hewas huge. He pushed her delicate tissues open, amarauder set on taking her for hisown. Eyes
closed, it was easy to imagine she was on an old sailing ship, prisoner to apirat€’ slust and subject to his
every whim. Again and again he pummeled her, each stroke bringing her closer to the edge. Hisfingers
reached around her, dancing cleverly across the center of her desire, and then she exploded into a
thousand pieces. Shefdt her limbs give way, and helifted her by the waist, torso dangling forward. He
swung her around, laying her face down across the top of the cabin, arms spread out before her and
knees braced on the deck. He started thrusting into her again, and her sensitive flesh cried out for relief. It
was too much, she couldn’t take any more. Again and again he thrust into her, and she hovered
desperately on the brink of another orgasm.

Herode her hard, never giving an inch. Her muscles clenched and unclenched, grasping at him asif she
could hold him into her body if shejust tried hard enough. Each time he pulled away from her before
damming into her again.

Findly, right on the edge of her orgasm, her head lolled to one sde and her eyes drifted open. Standing



before her were both of the crewmen, their faces intent. To her horror, Skip rubbed an enormous
erection through his pants. Jose stood behind the smaler man, arms wrapped around him, nuzzling his
neck. The two men must be lovers.

She wanted to scream at them, to wilt in shame at being seen thisway, but al she could do was focuson
breathing. She closed her eyes again, pretending they weren’t there. Sean thrust into her one moretime
and shewas done.

Starbursts exploded behind her eyes, and every hit of her seemed to cease for one brief, shining moment.
She could hear Sean crying out behind her as his seed burst forth into her body. He shuddered against
her, and then collapsed over her, sucking in deep breaths of air.

Gradually she became aware again of the rocking of the boat, and the soft Sighing of thewind asit
whispered through the empty rigging. Sean lifted himsdlf, and then pulled her back into hislap, cradling
her and kissing her face softly. Shefdt tears building up and welling out of her eyes, and then it washed
over her. Everything that had happened, from her kidnapping to this sirange new existence hit her at
once. She missed her old life, that was true—but what scared her the most was she' d just alowed herself
to be fucked by the man who' d captured her, in front of his crew, and al she could think was how much
she wanted it to happen again.

What had come over her, what kind of person was she deep down inside?

She sobbed quietly in hisarmsfor what had to be an hour, and he smply held her, rubbing the top of her
head and giving her small kisses on her face. Then heled her dowly around the deck to the ladder, taking
her down into the cabin. She redlized later that she ill wasn't wearing her shorts, and that the two other
men had seen everything.

It doesn't really matter, though, she told hersdlf that night as shelooked in the mirror. Once two men
watch you fuck doggy style on aboat deck, alittle casua nudity isn't al that seriousin comparison.

Chapter Ten

No one should be enjoying life as much asthis, she thought in disgust. There was something vaguely
obscene about how pleasant it had been over the past week. Much like her time at the villa, she found
hersdlf faling into a sensuous routine on board the boat. The only thing that made it less than perfect was
the fact that Skip and Jose were il with them. She and Sean had amuch better understanding of how to
sall the boat, but Sean till didn’t want to get rid of the two men. She wished he would—they frightened
her. She knew they still had alot to learn, but surely there were better people out there to teach them.

They had gone ashore three times, and each time she and Sean stuck together. At first she'd had some
dim idea of escape, but it was pretty clear that wouldn’t happen any time soon. For onething, she didn’t
have any money. For another, she wasterrified of Skip. Her earlier fantasies of killing the crew and
taking over the boat had been ludicrous. She didn’'t want to kill anyone, even if she could.

She knew Sean would be ableto find her if sheran, but that didn’t scare her. He wouldn’t hurt her. If
Skip found her, though, she' d befinished. He d gut her without thinking, using that long, wickedly sharp
knife he kept in hisbelt. Where the hell had Vazar found aman like that?



Every time helooked at her, he had asmug, smirking look in hiseyes. Asif he knew al about her, and
wasn't particularly impressed. She supposed part of it wasin her head—after all, it was hard to fed
friendly toward aman who' d spied on you during sex. But she wasn't imagining the entire thing. He
watched her closgly, and hislooks weren't friendly. Shefelt sorry for Jose. Skip wasn't the kind of man
she' d wish on anyone, and couldn’t help but think that sharing his bed was't the kindest of fates. Still,
the young man didn’t seem to be unhappy. He did dl that Skip asked of him cheerfully, and each night
they disappeared to their tiny cabin near the engine compartment without comment.

Despite this, though, things were good. Skip wouldn't be around forever.

Shel d made adecision, too. She wasn't going to leave Sean. Shedidn't like everything that he did, but
she' d redlized something awhile back. She wanted to be with him. Regardless of “ Stockholm
Syndrome,” she knew her fedingsfor him werereal. She hadn't left anything behind that was so
important to her. Living with Sean was good, and she wanted it to continue,

Once she made that decision things got alittle easier.

The days blended into each other, and she spent her mornings lazing on the deck, occasionally dipping in
for aswim when they weren't under sail. Much of the time they spent anchored off small idands, many of
them almost untouched by the tourist trade. She had away's been astrong swimmer, and practicing in the
warm Caribbean waters only made her better. So when, on the spur of the moment one evening, he
asked her to swim to shore with him, she didn’t think twice. She simply pulled off her sarong reveaing
the two-piece swimsuit underneath and dovein.

They played asthey swam, him catching up to her and ducking her under, and her pulling him down with
her. He was stronger, of course, but in the water he was gtill vulnerable. They raced the last hundred
yards to the beach, wading up out of the water laughing and gasping for air. She ran to a coconut tree
beyond the water line and tagged it.

“I win!” she caled, although touching the tree hadn’t been part of the original race. In response he
growled, running toward her with alook of mock menace. She squedled, and ran down the beach. He
followed, catching her up in hisarmswithin afew yards and tossng her around asif sheweighed
nothing.

She clutched his neck, steadying herself, and before long they were both in the sand, laughing and giggling
like children.

Sean’ sface dtilled, and he leaned over and kissed her suddenly. It was aquick kiss, hard and full of
intent. Humor faded, and helooked down into her eyes, pinning her beneath him with his body.

“I loveyou,” he said suddenly. “I don’t know how | was lucky enough to find you, but | love you.”

“Thank you,” she said softly, not quite ready to say the words back to him. “I wish I’d found you
ealier.”

“Metoo,” hesad. “Although you’ d have had ahard timevisiting me. They didn’t let anyonein to sseme
most of thetime, let donewomen.”

She dtilled, and a shadow crossed her face. She didn’t like being reminded of his past, of who he was.
Shedidn’t like thinking of himin Edgar’ s office and the pool of blood flowing acrossthefloor.

“Will you tdl mewhy you did it?”
“Did what?’ he asked.



“Why you had Edgar killed,” she said softly.
“Areyou sure you want to know?’

She thought of saying no for amoment. It was easier to pretend he hadn’t planned a man’ s death, easier
to imagine thiswas just some wonderful dream free of context and consequences. But it was't. If she
wanted to be with this man and to truly love him, she needed to understand what he had done.

“I want to know,” she said softly. “If you don’t tell me, | won't ever understand and maybe there' s a part
of methat won't trust you.”

“What if my explanation makesyou trust me less?’

“I don’'t know,” she said softly, trying to be as honest as possible. “I guesswe' |l take that asit comes.
What | do know isthat if we aren’t honest with each other, we don’t have achance.”

He nodded his head dowly, and then rolled off her to liein the sand next to her. She snuggled into his
Sdeashecradled her with hisarm.

“Wall, | garted out in the Specia Forces,” he said dowly. “I did that for severa years, and then some
friends of mineand | decided to go fredance.”

“Fredance?’ she asked, unsure what he meant.

“We gtarted hiring oursalves out to the highest bidder,” he said. “ At first we thought we d be fighting.
Y ou know, fearless mercenaries and dl that. And we did do some fighting. But what we mostly ended up
doing wastraining other people how to fight.”

“| see” shesaid.

“No, | doubt that you do,” he said with a bitter laugh. “But I'll keep tlling you anyway. | met Vazar
around thistime, by the way. He and hisfamily go way back, descended from Conquistadores. They've
owned and sold peoplefor generations, controlling entire countries. They’ re dways working on some
new ded, some new angle. Half the things that happen down here they have afinger in, legitimate and
illegitimate”

“He snot avery niceman,” she said softly.

“No, heisn't,” Sean replied with aharsh laugh. “ Although he' sadamn good man to have at your back. |
hooked up with Vazar because | wanted to get into anew field, hostage rescue, and he had the money. |
wastired of teaching peasants how to fight. | knew that whatever | taught them probably wouldn’t save
their lives, not aslong as the guerrillas and the government refused to even consider peace. It' saways
the peasants who get caught in the middle of these wars. With Vazar’ sbacking, | started contracting
with severd large insurance companies who offer kidnapping insurance to foreign businessmen.”

“I"ve never heard of insurancelikethat,” she said. “1t soundslike adifferent world.”

“That world isdl around us,” he said softly. “1t’sjust that most people don’t have the background to
noticeit. That' s the difference between people like me and people like you. | notice things.”

Shedidn’t say anything, knowing he was probably right. She hadn’t had a clue something waswrong at
Edgar’ suntil she’d walked out of the bathroom. She' d be willing to bet Sean wouldn't have been fooled
likethat.



“So, Vazar and | started our little business, contracting with these companies and bringing in anice
revenue stream. Mogt of thetime we' d just pocket the profits, and even the occasiond hostage Situation
wasn't too bad. Ninety percent of the time we' d manage to negotiate aransom for our hostages and get
them out safe”

“What about the rest of thetime?’ she asked.

“We d goin after them,” he said, hisvoice going lower. “ Sometimes it worked, sometimesit didn't. It sa
messy busness”

She nodded her head, asif she knew what he was talking about.

“S0, how did you end up in prison?’

“I ended up in prison because | murdered aman in the United States where | could get caught.”
Shewaited for him to e aborate, but he didn’t.

“Why did you kill him?’ sheasked findly.

“Doesit redly metter?’

“Yes, it matters,” shesaid.

“I murdered him because he got sx of my men killed, not to mention two hostages,” he said, hisface
emotionless. “Their liveswereworth 25,000 to him. | learned later that he blew dl of it in Vegasthe next
weekend. That' swhy | killed him.”

She stayed silent for amoment, and then shook her head. “I don't understand,” she said softly. “Will you
tell methewhole story?’

“Areyou sure you want to hear it?’
“Yes” shesad softly. “I think if | don't, I’ [l dways question what happened.”
“You can't just trust me?’ he asked. Shelooked at him sadly, and then shook her head.

“No, | don’'t think that | can,” shereplied. “1 wish | could, but you' ve never given me the chance to make
any decisonsfor mysdf. If youwon't trust me, how can | ever trust you?’

Herolled to hisback, and put both hands behind his head. She did the same, looking up at the starsand
marveling a how bright they seemed. She' d never seen anything quitelikeit. If only lifewasn't so
complicated, she could spend her timewith him smply enjoying the life they were leading. But she
couldn’t just do that, she needed to learn what was redlly going on, and he was the only one who could
tell her. As much as she wanted to turn her brain off, it wasn't happening. She had to know.

“Wadll, | told you | did contracting with insurance firms” he said. “| was negotiating ahostage release in
Sindoa, up in the mountains. There were two businessmen who' d been snatched off the Street in
Mazatlan by drug dealers, and | suspect there was more going on between them than asmple ransom
demand. Anyway, it was complicated by the fact that one of them had tiesto the CIA.”

He paused took a bresth, and she drank that in. What a strange world he lived in. Who had tiesto the
CIA inred life? It sounded likeamovie...

“When they heard about the Situation, they sent an advisor down to work with me. Someonein his office



had a big mouth, because they told a co-worker, who just happened to be adrinking buddy of Edgar’s,
about the Situation.

“Now | suppose that any human being with ascrap of decency would have pity on hostages, but not this
guy. He decided that information on our operation might be worth something to someone. Edgar found
him abuyer. We d made arrangements for the exchange at alittle airfield outside El Quelite. Whenwe
arrived the kidnappers were waiting. We were poised to do the exchange, and then they struck.”

“Who?' she asked, breathless.

“Ariva cartd,” he said softly. “Edgar and his pa sold us out to them. They swooped in, killed everyone
in sight and took the money. Only five of usgot out dive.”

She stayed quiet, unsure of how to respond.

“When | recovered from my wounds, | started investigating what happened,” he said, his voice growing
hard. “I found out about Edgar from one of the drug dedlers, and when | came up to the States, | found
him and hisfriend. | watched those bastards for weeks, waiting for just the right moment. | waited until
they went out drinking one night and ambushed them in the parking lot. | killed the CIA lesk firgt, but |
underestimated Edgar—he pulled agun on me and shot me. | woke up handcuffed to a hospital bed.”

“What did hetell the police?’ she asked softly.

“He said he thought it was arandom act of violence, that I’ d been trying to mug them,” Sean said softly.
“I didn’t bother contradicting him. | figured that I d do better pretending it was a crime of opportunity
rather than ahit. They’re alittle too excited about the death penalty in Texas to take chances. They
offered me apleabargain and | took it.”

“And Edgar just got away with it?’” she asked softly.

“Until 1 got back to him,” Sean said with dark satisfaction. “He killed my men, Sandra. He deserved to
die”

“Why did you get caught in thefirst place?’ she asked softly. “1’ve seen you in action. | wouldn’'t have
thought aman like Edgar could get the drop on you.”

“Honestly?’ he said, hisvoice till toneless. “1 lost my cool. I’ d intended to follow them for awhile, learn
their habits and makeit aclean hit. Instead | lost my temper. When | saw them drinking and laughing
together | couldn’'t stand it. | had to get them. And | had to do it right then.”

“I guess| can undergtand that,” she said softly. “Theworld probably is better off without him. Did you
ever consider going to the police with the entire story? | mean, before you decided to kill them yoursdlf.”

He gave aquick bark of laughter.

“No, that was never an option,” he said softly. “Not with the CIA involved. They don’t like any kind of
publicity, and they’ll do whatever it takesto keep information on therr little mistakes from coming out.
They preferred to let me handle things, and when | findly found away out of prison, they were more than
happy to assist in my disappearance. They owed me, you see.”

“Yes, | can seethat,” she said. Sherolled over toward him, running one finger aong the bridge of his
nose. In the moonlight he waslittle more than astark profile beside her, cool and amost untouchable,

Shelet her finger trail down the smooth curve of histhroat, then trace along his chest until she reached his



somach. Shelaid her hand flat, watching his chest rise and fall, and wondered how she had ever met up
with this strange and terrifying man. She knew then, right there in the moonlight, that he was worthy of her
love. Shewas glad Edgar was dead. He' d deserved what Sean had done, no questions asked. She just
wished he' d been able to get to him sooner, that he hadn’t wasted five years of hislifeinjail.

“I loveyou,” she said suddenly, redizing it was true. He froze, aprofound stillness coming over him. Even
his breathing seemed to stop, and then his hand came up over hers and clenched it tight.

He started to reply, but was cut off abruptly as abooming explosion tore through the night.

Herolled over her suddenly, one hand covering her mouth. He pushed her head down into the sand, his
body covering and protecting hers. A second explosion ripped through the darkness, and then silence
drifted back over them.

“I'm going to let you look up,” he whispered in her ear. “ Don't say anything and don’'t move, or they
might find us”

She nodded her head, and he shifted hisweight. Sherolled over and looked out acrossthe water. A
mass of firelit up the night where their boat had been moored.

“Skip and Jose were on there,” she whispered numbly. “We haveto get help!”

“They’'redead,” Sean said softly. “ There’ sno way they could have survived that. We re supposed to be
dead, too.”

Shelooked at him blankly.

“Why else would someone blow up the boat?’ he asked. “They wanted to kill us, Sandra. The good
newsisthat they probably think they succeeded. Wejust have to keep it that way.”

Chapter Eleven

Sandratrudged through the underbrush doggedly, ignoring the insects buzzing around her painfully
exposed flesh.

Shefdt likeaboiled lobster.

The hot sun toreinto her pae skin ruthlessy, and she cursed the skimpy bikini she' d worn for their
midnight swim. Still, she struggled forward, refusing to complain. Whining wouldn't do either of them any
good.

The night had seemed endless. Sean had ingsted that they remain still and out of Sght until morning, and
even then they’ d spent afew more hours hiding. He' d gone out looking around afew times and had
spotted two men watching the remains of the boat. They’ d left afew hourslater, climbing into ajeep and
driving off down the sandy beach.

She d thought they should stay and wait for help. After al, there couldn’t be that many midnight
explosons on the idand. Someone was sure to notice eventualy. Sean nixed that ideaimmediatdly, telling
her it was too dangerous. Whoever rescued them would probably talk about it to someone else, and then



the attackerswould learn they were ill dive.

So herethey were, trudging through the jungle in the direction Sean indsted would lead them to avillage.
She had no ideawhat they would do when they arrived. After dl, it couldn’t be too often that white
touristsin bathing suits gppeared out of the jungle asking for a phone, but he seemed to know what he
was doing. She certainly had no clue, so she was content to let him lead her.

Surprisingly, they reached the village after only an hour of walking.

She' d expected them to go right in, but he' d ingtaled her in the bushes and went by himsdf. Ten minutes
later he was back wearing aloose pair of cotton pants held up with arope and afaded, button-up shirt.
When he handed her aratty T-shirt and oversized jeans, she' d never been so happy to see anything in
her life.

“Where did you get these?’ she asked.

“I traded my watch for them,” he said. “ The farmer said he' d give us aride into atown with a phone,
too.”

“Won't hetell people about us?’ she asked.

“Probably,” he said. “ Although I’ ve asked him not to. The peoplein thisvillage are very close-mouthed,
they don't like outsders.”

“How do you know that?’

“I research every placewe go,” Sean replied. “It isn't an accident that we came to this particular idand.
Y ou never know when you might need abolt-hole, and asmall village like this one can be a greet place
to lose yoursdf. | promised him more money if he gets us out of here without anyone seeing us.”

She nodded her head, amazed at how he managed to pull these things off. He handed her asmall pair of
sandals made from braided rope and she did them on her feet. He reached down, pulled her up, and they
were off. Twenty minutes |ater they crouched beside anarrow, one lanetrack. After what seemed like
hours, they heard the sound of a sputtering engine. Sean stood up and waved as he recognized the
farmer, who drove a pickup that had to be at least thirty years old. The cab wastiny, but shefelt so
happy to be on her way to civilization that she didn’t mind sitting awkwardly on Sean’slap.

Two hoursater, after bumping across the road and hitting her head on the roof of the truck every two or
three minutes, she had a blinding headache. She hardly even noticed when they pulled out of thejungle
intoasmall village. She did notice, however, when the truck passed through the village and hit apaved
road. Their surroundings grew steadily more modern until they reached what could only be atourist ares,
severd hundred feet of beachfront lined with gracioudy aging hotels. Twenty years earlier this place had
been area hot spot.

Thetruck pulled to ahat in front of one of the buildings. With Sean’ s muttered thanksto their driver ina
language she didn’t understand, they were left standing in front of the hotel as two startled doormen
looked around for their bags.

Sean had her stin the lobby, and half an hour later he came back and escorted her upto a
well-appointed suite, possibly the best the hotel had to offer. She collapsed on the bed, utterly exhausted,
and barely paid attention as he went into the other room to talk on the phone. After awhile he joined her,
pulling her into hisarms and kissing the back of her neck softly asthey fell adeep.
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The next morning she found hersalf alone. She consdering caling down to the desk and asking for him,
but she didn’t want to do anything to draw attention to herself. After dl, someone had tried to kill them.
Thelast thing she needed wasto cal down and ask for him by name, especidly if he hadn’t used hisred
name. She didn’t even know what names they were using. Was he Sean or Joe?

Instead she took along, hot bath and tried to calm her thoughts. She seemed to be getting used to thislife
on therun, sheredized wryly. The things that would have driven her crazy just afew months ago, the
uncertainty, the fear she managed to push to the back of her mind. For thefirst timein her life shewas
living for the day, not of the future. Refreshing in away. Zen.

She snickered at the thought as she toweled off and pulled on afluffy bathrobe. She waked into the main
room. There was a shadow, aman talking on the phone. Her heart legpt. Sean? No, Vazar.

“What are you doing here? she asked coldly.

He dropped the receiver back in the cradle, and then turned to her.

“I’'m hereto take you away,” he said, eyes watching her without expression.
“What do you mean?’ she asked. “ Sean won't like this and you know it.”

“I"’m here because Sean asked meto come,” he said softly. If she hadn’t known better, she might have
said he had pity written on hisface.

“That'snot true,” shereplied. “ Sean doesn't trust you. He wouldn’'t leave me aone with you.”

“Yes I'mafraditis” hesaid. Hewalked toward her, and she clutched the robe more tightly to her
chest, backing away from him. He amiled, but there was no happinessin his expression.

“For reasons | il don’t understand, he caresfor you,” Vazar said. “He sworried. Last night scared
him, made him redlize that hisenemies are il out there. He needsto be done, chica. You'rehis
weakness.”

She shook her head, denying it.

“I’'m not hisweakness, you are,” she said hitterly. “Y ou' re the one who got him into this, and for al |
know you' re the onetrying to kill him. Y ou need to leave usaone.”

“Y ou need to redize what kind of man you' ve been deeping with,” Vazar said. “ Sean isnot the kind of
man who can settle down, who can afford afamily. None of us are. Sean needs to be free so he can do
hiswork.”

“Sean'stired of hiswork,” she said, her voice cold. “He' sbeen out of your businessfor five years—all
he wantsisto St back and enjoy hisfreedom. Why can’t you just let him do that?’

“I’m not the one he hasto protect,” Vazar said, hisvoice gentle. “ Y ou are. He sent me here because he
wants me to spirit you away, to make you disappear. He wants you to be safe. Y ou’ ve made him
desperate, and desperate men do foolish things.”

“Y ou’ ve made no secret of the fact that you want me dead,” she said. “Why should | trust you now? This



issomekind of game you're playing, and | won't be your pawninit.”

“Theré saspy in my organization,” Vazar said softly. “It’ sthe only way they could have found the two
of you. That meansthey knew | want you dead. I’ m the perfect person to make you disappear. That's
why Sean asked meto help, becauseit’' smy fault. I owe him morethan | can repay.”

“You'refull of shit.”

He stepped closer to her, invading her space. He smelled warm and male, and for an instant she could
imagine that some women would find him very attractive. Fools who weren’t smart enough to redize the
man didn't haveasoul.

“I'm not full of anything but the desireto help my friend,” he said, touching her shoulder. She stiffened.
“He has asked meto help you, and I’'m going to do that, regardless of what | think should be done with
you. I've given him my oath.”

“Y ou can't force me to do anything,” she said.

“Yes, | can,” hesaid. “You can comeeasly, or | can have my men inject you with a sedative and take
you out while you' re unconscious. | don’t care either way.”

They glared at each other for long, tense moments, and then shelet her gazefall. Shewasn't going towin
thisway.

“All right,” she said quietly, disgusted by the submission she could hear in her voice. “Let me go get
dressed.”

Chapter Twelve

Five storieswas along way to fal. Just looking over the edge of the balcony made her dizzy, but she
thought she had severa minutes before Vazar cameinto the bedroom to check on her. She’ d be damned
if she’'d go with him quietly. Somewhere out there Sean wasfighting for hislife, and shewasn’'t going to
leave himto do it alone. Fuck Vazar.

Taking adeep, caming bresth, she swung her leg over therailing and set it firmly on theledge. She
figured she had no more than seven minutes at the most before he became suspicious. Clutching the side
of the building, she did onefoot forward and then followed it with the other until she reached the next

bal cony. She climbed over therail with relief, and tried the door. Locked, naturaly. Taking another deep
breath she crossed the balcony and stepped back out on to the ledge. There weren't any more balconies
onthisside of the hotel, but she wasn't far from the corner and she hoped that there was something
around it.

Luck waswith her.

When she reached the corner and peeked around, she could see the roof of the building next door. There
was anarrow gap separating the two hotels, and not far below she could see ametd fire escape. If she
could get around the corner, she' d be able to jump on to the fire escape and climb down.

Easier said than done.



The gap between the buildings wasn't that wide, but the roof was agood six feet below her. She had
never been particularly athletic. Visions of broken limbs danced through her head, but then she reminded
hersalf what was at stake.

Her future with Sean.

Damn, shewastired of other people making decisonsfor her. If staying with Sean meant risking her life,
that was her decision to make. He had no right to send her away with Valzar, none at dl. She needed to
get out and find him and explain that little fact to him.

She'd findly had enough.

Taking a deep breath, she whispered aprayer and launched hersalf across toward the other roof. She hit
with athump, rolling severa times before coming to a stop. There were scrapes on her hands and she
was sure she' d be sore after awhile, but she none of that mattered. She’ d doneit.

Sandra pulled hersdf up, al too aware of how visible she must be. She crawled over to the edge of the
roof, looking for the fire escape. For thefirgt time she wondered why the other hotel didn’t have one.
The thought was rather chilling. If there had been afire, she' d have been out of luck... Even more chilling
was the state of the fire escape she needed to use now. It was rusty, and seemed to sag away from the
building in severa places. She reached out and pushed on it gingerly and it made a creaking noise.

Good Lord.

She reminded herself once more why she was doing this. She wastired of being passive, tired of other
peopletdling her what to do. Thistime it was going to be about her, and her needs. She needed to be
with Sean, and she was damned if she' let him get away. Screw everyone else.

She reached one leg over the sde and tested the fire escape. It seemed to hold the weight she put onit.
Shelowered hersdf gingerly off the roof and onto the rickety contraption. It made a cresking, moaning
noise, but nothing €l se happened.

| can do this, shetold hersdlf.

Down she went, trying not to imagine what it would fed like to plunge four stories. She didn’t think about
whether anyone could see her, about whether Vazar had goons posted al around the buildings. All she
could think about was climbing. One foot down, then another. Step after step, rung after rung, until she
was on solid ground. She looked around and realized that nobody watched her. She'd doneit. Shewas
free.

Shefound her way aong the sde of the building until she reached the aley running behind it. She moved
down the dlley as quickly as she could, wondering what to do next. She had no idea. For dl she knew
Sean wasn't even on theidand any longer. How was she going to find him, and how would she convince
him to alow her to stay with him? She had no money, no papers. Officidly shedidn’t exist.

She waked down the narrow streets, wishing desperately that she' d paid better attention when they’ d
arrived. A smdl group of mixed-race children started tagging aong after her. Sheignored them at fir,
but it got harder awhile. They swarmed around her, eyesfilled with curiosity and mischief. What did they
want?

“Yo' lady,” one of thekids said, and she whirled. An English spesker!

“Y ou wannatake my picture, lady?’ the girl asked. She looked to be about ten years old, and her eyes
gleamed with capitaigtic fervor. “Y ou give me dollah, lady, | let you take picture.”



“I don't haveadoallar,” shesaid quickly. Thegirl rolled her eyes, and spoke quickly to the children
around her in rgpid Spanish patois.

“Youlogt, lady?’ the girl asked after amoment.
“Yes,” sheadmitted. “Can you help me?’

The girl cocked her head, and another child spoke to her again. She nodded at him, and the other kids
clapped their hands.

“We gonnahdp you, lady,” the girl said. “Y ou look pretty sad al aone here. Y ou gottatell the people at
the embassy that we' re good kids, though, that we help you.”

“There san embassy here?’ she asked, suddenly filled with relief. She could get help!
“Littleone,” thegirl said. *Y ou got papers?’
Sandra shook her head. The child shrugged, and then started walking.

“Y ou come with me,” she called over her shoulder. The children seemed to think she needed their escort,
because most of them started walking with her as she followed the girl. People watched asthe strange
little convoy moved down the street, and she wondered if it was foolish to allow such a spectacleto be
made of her “escape.” But it wasn't realy asif she had much choice, she reminded herself. She had no
ideawhere she was going or what she was doing. Hopefully they could give her some direction at the
embassy. At the very lesdt, they should be able to tell her where she was and give her accessto a phone.
She could cdll Vazar, and demand that he have Sean cdl her, she thought suddenly. If she called from
the safety of the embassy, there wasn't anything he could do to her. She could thresten to tell them
everything if hedidn’t put her in touch with Sean immediately.

She amiled, feding rather pleased with hersdlf. Shehad it al figured out.

After walking for 20 minutes the streets were getting noticeably cleaner, and then she saw an American
flag in the distance. Her heart lifted, and shefelt aburst of patriotic pride that she’ d never felt before.
How beautiful it wasin the distance! In that building there were people who could help her — shewould
be completdy safe with them. It was awonderful feding.

A few blocks from the lovely, gated complex thelittle girl turned into another aleyway.
“The embassy isover that way,” Sandra said, confused.
“Y ou gottago thisway to get to gate,” the child replied. “Much faster.”

Sandra shook her head, but she girl had helped her so far. Within seconds they turned again and she
found hersdlf in an open courtyard. The children started giggling, and she redlized something was very
wrong.

She spun around, ready to go back toward the flag, but two large, armed men were already there,
blocking her escape. Vazar gtrolled out of the shadows, shaking hisfinger at her disgpprovingly.

“Now Sandra, that’ s no way to behave,” he said. “If you keep thisup, I'll sart to think you don't like
being around me. Wouldn't that be a shame?’



Chapter Thirteen

Wretched children, she thought darkly. How could she have trusted them? Their little eyes glowed as
Vazar pulled ahandful of billsout of his pocket. He d given oneto each child, patting them on the head
as he did so, and spoke softly in their own language. She might have been impressed with his
thoroughnessif she wasn't so disgusted. Bastard.

He' d used her—she’ d gone through al that stress for nothing. She was no better off than she' d been
better.

“Youdoredizethat | could tell Sean you died trying to escape,” he said as he escorted her out of the
dley into awaiting SUV. A driver and one of Vazar’ sthugs sat in the front. “ Sean would never know the
difference”

“Why would he care?’ she asked softly.

“You'reafool if you don't know the answer to that question,” Vazar said. “He swaiting for you to
leave, Sandra. He wants you to be safe and he trusts me to make sure it happens. I’ ve never known him
to hold back his plansfor anyone. He cares about you a great deal.”

She sat passively beside him in the back seat asthe car sarted moving.

“Do you ever do your own dirty work?" she asked hitterly, nodding her head at the man in the front seet.
Vazar smiled briefly, histeeth gleaming in the darkness of the car. The tinted windows screened them
completely from whoever might be waiting outside.

“Yes, | do my own dirty work,” he said. “Y ou’ d probably be surprised at how much time and effort | put
into running my little businessempire. But that’ s not redly something you need any further information on
at thispoint.”

She nodded her head, wishing she could kick him. She watched as they drove past the lines of buildings.
Before long she there were more and more patches of green. Then they were turning off the paved road,
entering the jungle she' d come to despise.

“Where are we going?’ she asked.

“Toasmdl airgtrip,” hereplied. “ Sean and | would prefer it if you didn’t have to answer any awkward
guestions at the airport. Thisway you won't haveto.”

“How far do we haveto go?’
“It will take at least an hour,” he said. “ Perhaps two. Y ou might wish to try deeping.”

She nodded, doubting deep was possible. Her heart pounded from the attempted escape. Smug
bastard.

Vazar shrugged his shoulders, and she glanced quickly at the door. Locked, naturaly. She waited until
she was sure nobody watched and tried to push back the little button. Nothing. Clearly, they’ d disabled
the locks. Perhaps there was some other way to escape. She pretended to go to deep, dowly counting



to athousand. By the time she was done, the men around her seemed fully relaxed and settled into the
drive. The bodyguard talked to the driver quietly, occasiondly leaning forward to fiddle with theradio.
She could see his gun, nestled between the seet and door in front of her. It wasn't abig gun, but she
figured it would do thetrick if she could get her handsonit.

Still pretending to be adeep, she dowly dumped forward. Moving very carefully, counting to a hundred
between each little shift, she edged her hand forward and waited for her opportunity. The road was

bumpy, bardly atrack through the brush at this point. When they hit the next big pothole, she lunged her
hand forward and grabbed the gun. Shejerked it back, and did it under her leg, then squawked in pain.

“I' hit my head,” she said shrilly, and the men jumped. “Thisisinsane. | need to go to the bathroom. Y ou
need to stop the car right now.”

The driver looked in hismirror to Vazar, who nodded his head with avaguely disgusted look.
“Go ahead,” he said. “ Stop the car.”
They stopped right in the middle of the dirt road, and then the driver unlocked the door with aclick.

“Get out and go,” Vazar said. He nodded a the men, and said something in Spanish. The driver opened
his door and stepped out. He strolled around to the front of the car, pulling out a package of cigarettes.
The bodyguard joined him, while Vazar stepped out and stretched.

She did out her own door with awhine, going behind the SUV, unfastened her jeans, and crouched asif
to relieve hersdf. Shetook amoment to study the gun until she was sure how it worked. It wassmple
enough, exactly like she' d seen hundreds of time on TV and movies. She went over it once more,
checking to make sure the safety was off, and then rose, ready to make her move.

She came up behind Vazar and raised the gun steadily.

“Bedill and dowhat | say,” she said quietly, her voice as cold as she could make it. She wanted him to
know she' d shoot. He turned to her, alook of dight surprise on hisface, followed by adow smile.

“Wadl thisisasurprise. | wonder if Sean has any ideahow violent hislittle toy can be?’

“Bequiet,” she snapped. “I’'m not interested in listening to your bullshit. Have the driver tossyou the
keys, and then have them both walk away from the car.”

“Andif | don’'t?’ he asked.

“I'll kill you and take your bodyguard hostage,” she said. “1 don't like you, and I’ m not going to let you
send me away from Sean. I’'m feeling more than allittle pissed at you right now. Don’t test me, because
you'll end up dead.”

He studied her for amoment longer, and she let some of the hate she felt toward him show in her eyes.
He d offered to kill her more than once, threatened her continualy. She’ d do what had to be done.

He must have bdlieved her, because within moments he held the SUV keys and the men were waking
back toward town.

“Do you have acell phone?’ she asked. He nodded his head.

“I want you to get on the line and call Sean. | want you to tell him that he needs to meet us at the
arfidd”



“How do you know | can reach him?’ he asked.

“You' d better hope you can,” shereplied. “I’m going to get tired eventualy, and when that happens, I’ll
have to shoot you and makearun for it. If | let you go now, you'll kill me, and bdieve mewhen | say
that if | have to choose between my life and yours, you'll lose.”

He nodded his head again, and reached into a pocket. She watched closdly, half expecting him to come
out with another weapon. What she' d do if he did, she didn’t know. She wouldn’t back down, though. It
wastoo latefor that.

His hand came out again with asmall flip phone, and he flicked it open with anonchalance that belied
their gtuation.

“Sean, your woman has taken me hostage,” he said after amoment, speaking as casudly asif describing
an insect he'd found on hisshoe. “ Shel sgoing to kill meif you don't meet us a the airstrip.”

Helooked at her and held the phone out.

“Hewantsto talk to you,” he said.

“Nope,” she answered, shaking her head. “I’ll give him two hoursto get out there. If he doesn’t come,
I’1l shoot you in the knee. It will get worse after that.”

He nodded dowly, and relayed the message to Sean. Then he closed the phone with asmooth click, and
nodded toward their vehicle.

“Shdl we?’ he asked, hisvoice dmost gallant.
“After you,” shereplied mockingly. He gave her adight bow and opened the door for her.

E I

An hour and forty-five minutes later she was starting to swest.

If Sean didn’t show up soon, she would have to shoot Vdzar. She didn’t want to do it, couldn’t imagine
inflicting that kind of damage on another human being. What did aman’ skneelook like after abullet tore
through it? She was desperatdy afraid she'd find out in the next twenty minutes.

Holding him hostage wastiring. She knew he had men dl around her, knew that they probably had guns.
Every moment she expected to fed asniper’ sbullet hit her, but so far they were doing well. They were
holed up in the tiny concrete block hut on the edge of the airstrip, and shefelt rdatively safe. It would be
hard for anyone to get aclean shot at her, at least while she wasinsde. Of course, she' d had the eement
of surprise on her sde when she' d brought him here. Leaving the shack would be much trickier, if not

impossble
Seven long minutes passed, and for the first time she began to serioudy doubt that Sean would come.
Vazar watched her, eyesfollowing every nervoustick of her feet, monitoring the trembling of her hands

with acam that was cregpy. Then his cell phone rang, the sudden noise making her jump. She nodded at
him to answer it, and he did.

“It's Sean,” he said softly. “He swaiting outsde.”



“Tell himto comein,” she said. “No wegpons, please.”

He gave Sean the message, and she stood, directing him to join her with awave of her gun. A moment
later there was a knock on the door.

“You can comein,” she caled. Sean stepped indde, looking at her with a strange expression on hisface.
“Thisisalittle extreme,” he said softly, gesturing toward her hostage.

“Ohredly?’ sheasked caudticaly. “It seems pretty in line with everything that’ s been hgppening around
me lately. One more hostage Situation isn’t much, al things considered.”

“What are you hoping to accomplish with this?’

“I’ve made adecison,” she said softly. Shelooked to Va zar, and then nodded her head toward the
door. “You can go, asshole.”

Vazar' sexpresson didn’t change. He strolled out of the building without asecond glance at her,
athough he shared ameaningful stare with Sean. What that meant she had no idea, and she didn’t care.
They would be leaving soon anyway. Sean started toward her, and she waved the gun a him
threateningly. He froze.

“Likel said,” she continued. “I’ve made adecison. I’'mtired of you cdling the shotsin thisrelationship.
I’'m an adult and | can think for mysdlf. We' re staying together whether you likeit or not.”

“You do redlize how ridiculousthisis?’ he asked softly. “Y ou can't take me hostage and force me to be
in arelationship with you.”

“Ohredly? sheasked softly, cocking her head at him. * Funny, because that seemsto be exactly what
you did withme.”

They both fdll slent for amoment as he considered her words. Then he took a step toward her and
reached for the gun. She shook it a him warningly, and he laughed.

“You aren't going to shoot me,” he said. “I dready know that. Y ou just told me you want to bein a
relationship with me.”

“Correction, | am in ardationship with you,” she said. “ Remember? We ve been living together for
amost two months now. | don’t even have ahome to go back to. Y ou kidnapped me, made al the
decisonsfor me, and then decided to get rid of me when things got tough. | hate to break it to you, but
things don’t work that way in my world. We rein thistogether, and don’t you think for one minute you' |l
make it outta here without me. Y ou won't.”

“Why are you doing this?” he asked, his expression genuindy puzzled. “Vazar wasn't going to hurt you.
Even after you took him hostage he wouldn't have hurt you. Y ou belong to me, and he would never take
anything of mine away without my permission, no matter what he says.”

“Ligten to yoursdlf!” shereplied, disgusted. “ That’ swhat you don’t get! | don’t belong to you. I'm afree
human being, and | make my own decisions. Y ou’ re going to take me with you and we re going to build
alifefor ourselves. We ve cometoo far for you to try and weasel out of it.”

He seemed stunned for a moment, and then he shook his head.

“Yousdlly fool,” hesaid. “Don’'t you understand that I’ m trying to protect you? There are people who



want me dead. They blew up my boat! If you stay with me, they’ll kill you too.”

“They think you're dready dead,” she said, rolling her eyesat him. “ And even if they don't, we'll fight
them together. I’'m not some kind of doll who can’t talk and think and act, you know. | have thisgun and
I’mwilling to useit to protect what we have. Don't imagine for one moment | wouldn't. What kind of
pansy do you think | am?’

Helooked at her steadily for amoment, and then shook his head.
“I’m not going to change your mind, am 17?7’

“No,” she sad, shaking her head firmly. “Y ou aren’t. Y ou can do thisthe easy way or the hard way, but
it sgoing to end the same.”

“Do you have any idea how much seeing you hold that gun isturning me on?’

His comment was so artling that she blinked, unsure of what to say. In that instant he struck, pulling the
gun away from her and flinging it across the room. He twisted her arm up behind her, pulling her against
his body. She' d gone from being completely in charge of the Situation to hel pless hostage in lessthan ten
seconds. Shefdt thelength of his body up and down her front, the unmistakable bulge of his erect cock

pushing againg her belly.

She looked up at him, tearswelling up in her eyes as sheredized she' d failed. He d just been toying with
her. She' d been easy prey for him, and al her thoughts of empowerment meant nothing.

She wanted to bash hersalf over the head in sheer disgust.

His eyes searched her face, the warmth she' d seen in them earlier completely gone. Instead therewas a
need, adesre so intense she could hardly fathom it. His mouth came down over hers, and his strong
hands crushed her againgt his body.

Unableto stop hersdlf, she followed hislead, pushing her body againgt him. She wanted to crawl into
him, drink up hisessence. The layers of clothing between them scratched at her and she wanted them
gone. She needed histouch, now.

Hefdt the same. She could seeit in hisevery move, fed it in the urgency of hishands against her body.
Hewasn't holding her arms prisoner any longer. She was free to hold him, and she wrapped them
around his neck as he hoisted her in hisarms. He carried her over to the low, metd desk, lips glued to
hers. Histongue thrust in and out, giving her no chance to reciprocate. He wanted her and he was taking
her. It wasthat Smple.

Then he pulled his mouth away from hers. Of one mind, they scrabbled at their clothing. Her jeans came
off and his came down, and then they were in each other’ sarms once more. He lifted her bottom to the
desk, pulling it forward to the edge. His cock thrust into her. Hard.

His entry was harsh, no room for tendernessin histouch. He wastaking her, claming her, just ashe'd
clamed her initidly. Again and again he thrust into her, and she pushed back, more aroused than she'd
ever beenin her life. If hewas a stallion mounting her, she was the mare. She wanted him, needed him.
When her orgasm hit, she clawed at him, gasping and bucking like awild animd. Then he burst within
her, shooting his seed high into her body. They collapsed together, spent, their heaving breeth echoing
through the smal concrete hut.

“Wow,” she said softly, unsure of what should happen next.



He gavealittle laugh and leaned hisforehead againgt hers, eyes closed for amoment. Then he opened
them and looked directly into her face.

“What now?’ he asked.

“I won't let you leave me again,” shefirmly. “I’ll hunt you, Sean. Y ou don't have the right to end this
without me. We re together now, and there’ sno way you can deny that.”

“You'reright,” he said softly. “We are together now, and | don’t have theright to end it by mysalf.”
She pulled back, startled by his easy capitulation.

“How long do you think | would have lasted without you?’ he asked, laughing lightly. “By thetime got
the phone call from Vazar, | was about to cal him. | couldn’t doit, | couldn’t live without you. | know
it sdangerousfor you to be stay with me, but I’m not going to give you up.”

“I’m not going to give you up ether,” shereplied. “We Il just take things as they come. We ve been
pretty lucky so far, you know.”

“Lucky?’ he asked snorting. “How do you figure?’

“Wadl, neither of us haskilled the other yet,” she said lightly. “ Considering the circumstances, I'd say
that’ s pretty damn lucky. So now what?’

“Wdl, we have aplane waiting for us,” he said. “Vazar hasaleak in his organization, so he' snot setting
anything up for usthistime. We re hoping that whoever blew up the boat does't redizewe' redive.
They’ re going to report that four bodies were found instead of two. If they believe the reports, we may
be safe.”

“I don’t want to endanger anyone else,” she said serioudy. “ Y ou know, it'sonething for youand | to
make adecison likethis. Skip and Jose didn’t know what they werein for.”

“Yes, they did,” Sean said quietly. “There weren't any secretsthere. But | agree with you, | don’t want
to see that happen again. From now on it' sjust you and me.”

“So, | guesswe go out now?’ she asked, looking toward the door. “1 would imagine some of the people
out there are pretty pissed off at meright now. | hope you'll stand between us...”

He laughed and dropped akissto her nose.

“Don’t worry,” hesaid quietly. “I'll dways be with you, whatever comes next. We rein thistogether.
Although | do have one concern.”

“What?’ she asked, suddenly anxious.

“I think we should put our clothes back on first.”

LR R R R

Vazar leaned back againgt the jeep casudly, handsin his pocket. Sean and hiswoman were taxiing
down the smdll, primitive runway in alittle Cessna. Soon they’ d be gone, and he had no ideaiif he'd ever
hear from them again. It would probably be for the best if he didn’t.



There were serious flaws in his organization, leaks that needed to be plugged, sources that needed to be
cut off. Two good men had died in that boat blast, and it was just dumb luck that Sean and Sandrawere
dill dive.

He suspected that Rosa might have something to do with it, although he wasn't sure. He had alot of
suspicions. Now hejust had to give his people enough rope to hang themsalves. Then the entire house of
cardswould fal, and he could pick up the pieces of his organization and move forward.

The Cessnawasin position now, and he could hear its engines roaring as Sean tarted histakeoff. The
little plane charged down the runway, and then the whedl s lifted off the ground. Up into the air it soared,
smoothly sailing over the treetops until it was a speck in the distance. Then it was completely gone.

Something like sadness washed over him. Sean had been agood friend for many years, and he was sorry
to seehim go. Hedidn't like to admit it, but he felt something el se, too. Envy. Envy touched with
jedlousy. Sandrawas awoman willing to fight to the death for her man. When he' d first met her, he'd
thought her weak, but he knew better now. She might be soft and subtle, but she was hardly weak. She
was atigress, and aworthy mate for hisfriend.

He turned away from the airstrip and nodded to his driver. For aman who had walked six milesthrough
thejungle, he seemed surprisingly unfazed. The driver came around and opened the SUV door for him,
and hegot in, noting that the lesther seats were as perfect and undisturbed as ever. The SUV had cost
him nearly 100,000 when dl was said and done, fully customized and capable of surviving ahail of
bullets. This car was one of ten or twenty that he owned, spread out across the various countries and
idandswhere he did hisbusiness. Like him, it was sdf-contained, holding everything he needed to survive
and manage hisempire.

For one brief moment he wondered what it would be like if he had met Sandra, if she had fdleninlove
with in himinstead of Sean. Of course, he had many womenin hislife. They fell dl over him. After dl, he
wasrich, powerful, relatively young and handsome.

He could snap hisfinger and have any woman he wanted.

But he knew degp down insgde that none of them were interested in him. They liked hismoney, his
power. They found him sexy because he was dangerous. They giggled with their girlfriends over him, and
talked about him in hushed whispers. Briefly, he found himself wishing that he had awoman like Sandra,
awoman who would risk her lifeto stay with him. A woman interested in more than his money and

power.

His cdl phonerang and he picked it up automaticaly. It was hislieutenant; they’ d found one of the spies.
All business now, Vdzar ligened cosely to the man’ swords, his mind spinning through possibilitiesand
planning his next step.

Asthe SUV pulled away from the airdtrip, he didn’t give a thought to the wish he’ d made just seconds
ealier. Like so many of hiswishesinlife, it hunginthear behind him, left behind.

Just another forgotten wish. ..



