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Chapter One

 


Name: [Redacted]

D.O.B: [Redacted]

Designation: Gray, Jonah

Location: Belize City, Belize

 


Belize was a beautiful country, or at least
Jonah had always thought so. He’d always been fond of the place, of
the towns and the cities, and especially of the atmosphere. The
bright flashes of color on every street and in every window had
entranced him the first time he’d stepped foot in the country. It
hadn’t taken long for the seductive pulse of music spilling out of
clubs and bars and the smell of the spices that hung thick in the
late summer air to make him fall completely in love with the
place.

It reminded him of home in a lot of ways, of
the thick crush of New Orleans during Mardi Gras, of the loud,
jostling crowds on Bourbon Street. It was a balm to a wound Jonah
didn’t allow himself to feel anymore, a salve over the insistent
burn of knowing that he’d given up his home years ago and that he’d
never be able to go back. He’d live and die in the field, in
service of his country. Jonah knew that after he was gone he’d be
nothing more than a nameless star on a wall in a field office
somewhere.

That knowledge would have been depressing if
Jonah had let it get to him but he didn’t. He didn’t let much get
to him anymore—too much training had seen to that. The government
had poured too much time and energy into making him more machine
than man for him to allow things like his inevitable fate to
depress him. That wasn’t considered an acceptable mentality for a
field agent. Operatives were meant to focus on the job, to have
little to no attachments to life, outside of how it could be used
to further their work. Jonah had always been more than exceptional
when it came to following orders.

Jonah was brought out of his thoughts by the
feel of someone behind him and the broad hot hand that slipped
around his waist. It dipped down to play with the band of the loose
lounge pants he’d thrown on. By the grace of his training Jonah
didn’t even flinch, instead he let out an amused huff and leaned
back against the man behind him. Trey Donavan was a pale slender
blond with a slightly effeminate personality. He was also the
almost direct opposite of Jonah who used his broad shoulders,
caramel skin and thick black hair like the weapons they were on a
regular basis. He was little above average in bed but far lower
than his own ego placed him. Donavan was the same type of arrogant
rich boy that Jonah had hated as a kid.

“Javier mon chéri you must come back
to bed yes?” Donavan pressed himself flush against Jonah’s back. “I
woke up cold and you should make amends for abandoning me.”

Jonah turned away from the window he’d been
staring out of until he could lean down and catch Donavan’s
petulant mouth in a short, searing kiss. Donavan looked suitably
dazed when Jonah finally pulled back.

“Actually I was thinking about taking you
out for breakfast. Somewhere nice, tasteful. Somewhere I can show
you off.” Jonah set his voice to a low, seductive drawl. “Then I
think I’d like to bring you back here, lay you out and make up for
being so cruel to you this morning. How does that sound?”

“It sounds as if I should have found you
ages ago, Javier.” Donavan leaned up and stole another kiss.
“Shower first and then you can impress me with your excellent taste
in restaurants again.”

Jonah hummed an agreement before he turned
Donavan by the shoulders and gave him a gentle shove towards the
bathroom and a firm pat on the ass. “Go on ahead. I’ll catch up in
a minute.”

“Do not keep me waiting, Javier,” Donavan
called over his shoulder as he obediently trotted towards the
bathroom.

The smile on Jonah’s face vanished as soon
as Donavan had closed the door behind him. Jonah waited a few
seconds longer until he heard the water in the shower turn on and
then he pressed the tip of his finger against the earwig hidden in
his left ear. There was a familiar crackling sound and Jonah knew
the line was open.

“Target contacted and currently occupied.
Awaiting further orders.” Jonah kept his eyes on the bathroom door
even as he stepped to the side so that his back was against a wall
instead of in front of a window.

“Is the package secured?” The honeyed tone
that had guided Jonah through more missions than he could count
responded instantly. Jonah had to bite the inside of his jaw
harshly to repress the urge to shiver as the sound washed over
him.

“The suitcase and flash drives are in the
room with me.” Jonah glanced over towards the large mahogany desk
that dominated one corner of the suite he was standing in. “I can
be out of the room in three minutes and on the street and gone in
six. Just give the order.”

There was a long beat of silence and Jonan
couldn’t help the way his shoulders tensed and his spine went
rigid. The man on the other end of the ear piece had been the
constant voice in his ear for almost three years now and went by
the designation Mr. Fox. He was Jonah’s handler and he rarely
hesitated. When he did it always meant one of two things: either
Jonah had been compromised or the mission parameters had been
changed suddenly.

Jonah hated either option and he knew he
wasn’t alone in that hate. Mr. Fox was always exceptionally
prissy whenever something like that happened, viciously
angry at anything that caused a sudden upset in one of Jonah’s
operations. Jonah always found it exceptionally hilarious
afterwards, mainly because the other man was rarely angry at
him. Instead he raged at whoever was closest to him on the
other end of the line, wherever that might be.

Jonah had never actually met his handler,
had never come face to face with his elusive Mr. Fox. None of the
agents ever did. It was considered a necessary precaution for the
safety of the agents and the handlers. Never meeting assured a
degree of distance and detachment between the pairs that allowed
them to function properly and without distractions. Still it didn’t
change the fact that Jonah had been more than a little fascinated
with the voice in his ear, ever since the first time he’d heard it
three years ago, when his old handler had been replaced.

“Negative, Mr. Gray,” Mr. Fox said tightly,
anger apparent in every syllable. “There’s been a change in mission
parameters. This is no longer a retrieval operation. You will now
operate under clean sweep parameters. I repeat, this is now a clean
sweep, Mr. Gray.”

“Clean sweep order acknowledged, Mr. Fox.”
Jonah moved forward at a quick prowl. He was across the room and
kneeling beside the bed within seconds. Jonah pulled out the pistol
that he’d stashed in the slats of the bed frame the night before,
along with a thin cylindrical silencer. “E.T.A. to street ten
minutes.”

“Extraction is set.” Fox’s voice was a warm
drawl in Jonah’s ear that made his eyes go half lidded and his
stomach clench without his permission. “Try and hurry if you could.
I’m not sure how long I’ll be able to hold onto the plane that I
plan to use to get you out of the country.”

“For you Mr. Fox I’ll make it eight minutes
instead,” Jonah practically purred as he checked the clip in his
gun and secured the silencer.

“That would make me very happy Mr. Gray,”
Fox replied steadily. “Very happy indeed.”

Jonah felt heat pool in the pit of his
stomach at the very idea of making Fox happy, of hearing that low,
warm drawl sounding pleased in his ear. Of knowing that he was the
one who had made it that way. “I do aim to please.”

Jonah was moving in the next second, gun in
hand as he glided across the room and towards the bathroom. Trey
Donavan wouldn’t be leaving his shower alive but Jonah couldn’t
find it inside of himself to care. He had no pity for a two bit sex
trafficker with delusions of grandeur who’d obviously stumbled into
something way above his pay grade.

Jonah was done, dressed, out of the hotel
and on the street in six minutes. Fox’s low, pleased chuckle rang
in his ear like a symphony.


 


Name: [Redacted]

D.O.B: [Redacted]

Designation: Gray, Jonah

Location: [Redacted]

 


“Status report Mr. Gray.” Fox didn’t exactly
ask questions most of the time. Instead he more or less just made
statements and expected Jonah to elaborate appropriately in one
direction or another. It was one of his more endearing
traits in Jonah’s opinion.

“Two magazines, three grenades, a nail file
and what I’m pretty sure used to be loaf of bread is what I’ve
managed to scrounge up so far.” Jonah repressed a wince when he
eased down the wall he was leaning against so he could stretch his
legs out across the concrete below him. His entire body ached and
he was exhausted. He could feel the wet drip of blood on the back
of his neck from what was more than likely an impressive cut in his
scalp. Two of the fingers on his left hand were almost certainly
broken, and his mouth tasted more than faintly of copper and salt.
All in all Jonah was sure that he had been in worse conditions
before. Still, he was more than ready for a warm shower, something
to eat that didn’t come out of an MRE packet, and anything that
even remotely resembled an actual bed.

“Sounds like you’ve accumulated more than
you could possibly need to take down any sort of future opposition
that might appear.” Fox’s voice was tense but still warm, still
that honey smothered drawl that made Jonah want to sink down into
it like it was a tangible thing.

Fox sounded like home, reminded Jonah of all
the good things he’d left behind once upon a time, just like Belize
did. The only difference was Jonah couldn’t repress the feelings
Fox brought out of him. What was more was the fact that he didn’t
even want to. Fuck the training, fuck toeing the company
line, fuck all of it. Jonah liked the way Fox made him feel.
And it had been a long time since Jonah had liked anything or
anyone to that degree.

“As always your faith in my ability to kill
multiple individuals with stale whole wheat is inspiring,” Jonah,
slurred quietly as let his eyes slip closed for a second. Even
though he knew it was a bad idea. The way his head felt fuzzy and
his tongue felt heavy let him know that he probably had a
concussion.

“Mr. Gray?” Fox’s voice sounded like it was
coming from a distance. He definitely had a concussion.
Fuck. “Mr. Gray? Jonah? Jonah, answer me.”

The use of his first name, or the first name
that had become his, jolted Jonah back to awareness. Fox never
slipped out of proper address. He always maintained that level of
professionalism no matter what else was said over the coms during
an operation.

“Fox?” Jonah struggled to gather the
shattered pieces of his focus and weakly cursed the lucky hit to
the back of his head. One of the sentries had managed to sneak past
his guard. He was suddenly, viciously, glad that he’d killed the
son of a bitch already.

“Jonah.” Fox sounded almost worried but
Jonah knew that couldn’t be right. Fox had never sounded worried
about him before. No matter how good he was to Jonah, no matter how
serious he took his duty as Jonah’s handler, there’d never been any
real worry in his voice before. Jonah would know, he’d been
listening. He was always listening when it came to Fox. “I
need you to stay awake, Jonah. Can you do that for me? Can you stay
awake long enough to make sure you’re safe?”

“Safe?” Jonah knew absently that his head
wound must be far worse than he’d realized because he was floating
in and out of consciousness.

“Yes, Jonah.” Fox practically crooned in his
ear and Jonah didn’t bother to hide the way the sound made his eyes
flutter closed and a small smile break out across his face. There
was no one there to see it anyways. “I want you to make sure you’re
safe. Can you do that for me?”

“For you?” Jonah wanted to do things for
Fox. He wanted to hear that pleased tone in Fox’s voice whenever he
got something right. He wanted it more than he liked to admit.

“For me Jonah,” Fox urged. “Do it for
me.”

“Okay.” Jonah was helpless to do anything
but submit. He’d spent so long following Fox’s every order that it
was second nature by now. More than anyone else Jonah obeyed Fox.
He did as Fox told him, went where Fox sent him, killed whoever Fox
told him to kill. In some ways it had been the same with his
previous handler, a stern, dour sounding woman named Ms. Egret.
Jonah had followed her orders to the tee as well. He had jumped and
shot and stabbed and ran, when and where and whomever she had told
him to.

Despite that Jonah knew there was something
different about the way he felt compelled to obey Fox. With Egret
it had been about the mission, about completing the job
successfully. That had been his drive, his complete and total
motivation. With Fox Jonah couldn’t shut down the desire to please
the voice in his ear, couldn’t bury the urge to strut and peacock
his skills when he could, just to hear that warm note of amusement
in Fox’s voice. Fox made him better, faster and stronger, a more
effective and dangerous operative. All because something deep
inside of Jonah wanted to please Fox, wanted to make him
happy. Something deep inside of Jonah relished ever bit of
praise Fox gave him as a result, delighted in the idea of following
Fox’s orders.

Jonah didn’t always understand it, but it
had kept him alive on more than one occasion so
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