
   Contents

   


   Author's Note 

   1

   2

   3

   4

   5

   6

   Epilogue

   About 










Author's Note



Instantly get a fun, free story when you sign up for my newsletter: Free Book









1


Felicity


What the hell did I ever do to deserve this? I’ve paid my taxes, paid my rent on time, paid my one and only parking ticket promptly (even though it was totally unfair and the meter was broken). And yet, here I am in the custody of the FBI because some dumbass had to pick me of all people to confess his crimes to. And no, I’m not some kind of hard-hitting reporter who knew the risks. I write the freaking lonely hearts column, you know the ones where ‘Ms. High Blood Pressure in Sheboygan’ writes in to complain about her mother-in-law over-salting the peas at Thanksgiving. 

After I contacted the police, I really thought I was out of it. I mean, second-hand confessions never hold up in court on TV, why would they in real life? Except apparently Jimmy the Shoe, (don’t get me started) talked a lot about me to his buddies. I’ve never met Jimmy, but he thinks I’m wonderful (at least he has good taste in something). Now those buddies think I know way more than I do and want me dead. And while as much as I respect the FBI (full disclosure — all knowledge before today gained via TV shows and romance novels) I get the impression as an organization they don’t much care whether I live or die. But they do care about Jimmy because they want him to talk. And Jimmy has made it clear he won’t say another word if anything happens to me. 

Why can’t I attract that kind of devotion from a man I could actually date? Anyway, that’s why I’m now getting out of the black SUV in the middle of nowhere. Which just happens to be located somewhere high in the mountains of Washington State. I don’t know why I’m here, not more than I already shared, or for how long. Or what I’m supposed to do with myself in a place where all I can see are trees as tall as skyscrapers.

It’s June, and it’s still cold. I swear I saw a few snowflakes on the drive up the mountain. I tried to discuss it with Agent Green but he’s one of those men; the type that stares at me and then looks away as if my very presence on the planet offends him somehow. I’m not sure what stick crawled up his ass, but it appears to have taken up permanent residence. And I am done apologizing to anyone for taking up space. 

And here comes another one, just like Agent Green. Okay, he’s better looking with short sandy hair and zingy blue eyes. He’s dressed better too, in worn jeans that fit him like a second skin and an old plaid work shirt, but those eyes have already dismissed me. He shakes hands with Agent Green and they both go into the worn down building. There’s an ancient sign that says it’s a bar, but I’ve got my doubts. Both of them ignore me until they open the door, then the new guy turns and barks, “Get a move on, we don’t have all day.”

If I could, I would walk away. I would. But I kind of enjoy being alive, so I bite my lip and saunter up the steps and invite myself into rude and handsome’s personal space. “Looks like someone could use a little sugar in his coffee,” I practically purr, which is so not me. But now that I can see his jaw clench almost painfully, I might make a permanent habit of it.

His grip on my elbow doesn’t give me a lot of wiggle room. I find myself being escorted into a disused room that looks dusty and abandoned. The furnishings are too old to be attractive and not old enough to be quaint.

“Sit,” he barks again. I don’t bother. Instead, I wander over to the window and look out on the empty road. If it wasn’t already obvious, most of my attitude is sheer bravado. I’m away from everything familiar, not allowed to contact my family or friends, and I have to put up with these jackasses. 

“Holt will take care of you from here, Ms. Kimball.” Agent Green jerks his chin at me (the most friendly he’s been all day, by the way) and leaves. Great, I’m stuck here now with rude guy number two.

“Okay, princess. Let’s get you to your castle.” He still sounds pissed off about something. He points to a side door and I follow him. Somewhere along the way someone told me that clothing and toiletries would be provided. I wasn’t allowed to go home or pack anything. I don’t know why. I doubt they’re really worried about secret electronic trackers, but no matter how many questions I asked, I either got non-informative answers or I was ignored completely.

So I shrug and follow this guy — Holt, was it? — out the door. There’s a quad all-terrain vehicle thing waiting. He tosses me a helmet which I’m lucky enough to catch and then gets on and starts the engine. I’m still standing there trying to figure out how to fasten the chin strap when I hear swearing. Suddenly he’s in my face, his thick blunt fingers fixing everything in place in seconds. His blue eyes are seething and his jaw is still tense. Seriously, this guy needs to learn to relax. 

“Get on.” He practically spits. 

I have to ride this thing with him? Fuck. But again, I’m not being offered a lot of choices, so I slide my leg over. The fact that I’m wearing a beige pencil skirt does not help matters at all and it’s scrunched up on my thighs, pretty much showing off my panties to the world. And I can’t even remember what pair I put on this morning. 

Holt looks ready to spit tacks as he gets on in front of me. He reaches back and grabs my hands, bringing them tight around his waist before letting go and gunning the engine. With a jerk we’re headed into the woods, away from the road. 

Touching him is another one of those lesser of two evils choices. I’m not enticed by falling off and killing myself, so I keep a tight grip on his powerful body. I can feel all his muscles through his thin shirt and the guy is seriously ripped. Too bad he didn’t spend as much time working on his personality.



Holt


I’m so fucking pissed at Trev and Cole I can’t see straight. No wonder Trev was chuckling when he told me he couldn’t take care of the new arrival because he had a dentist appointment. Who gets that excited about sitting down in ‘the chair’? Someone who knows I’m about to have to hide a serious hard-on, that’s who. They both know I have a thing for natural redheads. I can’t help it. I certainly can’t explain it.

And I have to get her settled and babysit her for the rest of my shift. Usually we leave the witness protection people alone after the first few days, once they really understand they can’t wander into the woods to look at the pretty flowers or similar shit. There’s no way I’m leaving this one to her own devices, possibly ever. She is seriously gorgeous. 

I know I was rude. I had to be. If she’d smiled at me, I’d have cum in my pants right there in front of Noel, who would have repeated it with extra detail to the entire freaking FBI and CIA combined. So I opted to make her glare at me, thinking that would help. It didn’t. I fucking love it. Makes me want to kiss her frown until she opens her mouth and then I can stuff it with my cock. And if she heard that thought? I grin, imagining her reaction. I’d be willing to bet actual sparks might come off her. 

And then I had to touch her face when she couldn’t figure out the helmet. How I’m supposed to keep my hands off her is beyond me. Particularly when I’m sure she’s attracted to me too. Oh, not at the moment, I’ll give you that. She’s pissed right now, but earlier she was checking me out like she’d like to give me one long lick from end to end. I’m pretty sure I can have her back there with a little bit of work. 

And the way she’s holding on to me as we head up to the safe house? I need her gripping me this tight the first time I fuck her. I just have to decide if I want that in a bed, against the wall, or in the shower. Hmmm. Have to think about that. And I’ve got time because I’m not kidding myself that’s going to happen anytime soon. She has a lot on her plate right now, dealing with whatever fuckup landed her on Noel’s case load. Doesn’t mean I can’t have some fun teasing her though, right?

I pull the all-terrain into the small clearing in front of the safe house. It’s up high enough there’s still patches of thick snow here and there, particularly in the shady spots by the trees. Even a couple of weeks ago, I might have opted for the snowmobile instead. 

“So what’s your name, princess?” I ask as I help her off.

“Felicity Kimball,” she says evenly, but there’s not even a hint of a smile in her dark blue eyes. Oops. Maybe I did more damage than I thought. Well, I don’t have a lot of entertainment up here, so digging my way out of that hole will have to do.

“Mind if I call you Fliss?”

“Yes.” Hmmm, a glare. I can work with that.

“Well, come on, Fliss. Let me show you around the place.” I ignore her dramatic eye roll. She’s too easy. Suddenly I understand the appeal of a hate fuck. I can see her with her eyes shooting sparks, her dark red hair billowing out as she lays in to me with her words. But I’ll bet her pussy would be wet and clinging even as she denied it. I smirk, I can’t help it.

“What’s that for?” She points an accusing finger at my face.

“What?”

“That smirk. I am so sick and tired of know-it-all alphaholes making assumptions about me.”

“So you’re saying your pussy won’t be wet when we fuck each other?” 

Fliss stops dead in her tracks, her eyes wide as saucers, and then her voice goes into this screech that’s almost past my hearing range, “What the fuck?!”

I smile and tug her by the elbow towards the front door. “First thing, we need to do a retina scan.” I guide her through the setup process and thankfully she puts whatever she’s thinking aside and then I scan in and open the door. It’s a cozy little hideaway, designed by a major architect to be ultra secure while still seeming high end. This is no concrete bunker, but there are no exposed windows. Light come in through some weird translucent substance that’s extruded between the metal plates that make up the frame. Those are six inches thick, so nobody is going to be punching through anytime soon. The few actual windows sit behind a bulletproof screen that’s made to be decorative but can keep people securely in or out depending





