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Chapter One

 


Autumn

London, England

 


“Come on loveeerrr, show me what you can do…
Ahhh yeah….” Her shrill voice grated on Rio like a nail scraping
over a blackboard. He grit his teeth and bit one pneumatic boob
none too softly before repeating the action on the other. Silicone
sucked and not in a good way. At times he hated his job.

“That’s it sweetie, come
on show me what I’m doing to you.” Rio lowered his voice to a soft
seductive murmur. “I bet it’s better than what’s his name Ah…?” He
let his words trail off and waited as he thrust three fingers
inside her pussy. What was her fucking name? Marilyn or Miriam or…
Marlene, that was it. He’d learned she liked it rough. He could
accommodate her there.

“Marlene, sweetie, tell
me, make me feel good. Aren’t I better than whatshisface? What does
he like, eh? You love this.” He spoke in a whisper, inviting
confidence. “Don’t you? Tell me I’m better, go on…tell me I’m
better than...”

“An... ” She groaned the word. “He likes po…
blackm…Oh yeah…”

Porn? Blackmail? Come on,
finish it.

“Than, sweetie?” What could he say to carry
on?

“Yeah better than…”

Her eyes fluttered as she digested what
she’d said. Rio nibbled her ear and began to thrust his digits
further inside her. As he hoped, it diverted her attention. Once he
thought she was ready to come, he tried again. “I can tell Mr.
Who…. didn’t get you like this. Wet and wanting, ready for anything
did he? Not Mr. Who….”

“Hogg. Mr. Ho-oggg, Mr. aghhh, more Don…
fuck me now properly, put your cock in me…”

“Soon, sweetie. This first, cock later.” Rio
bit one nipple and sucked until she bucked against his hand. “What
does he give you I don’t, eh? What does he want?”

“Con…con… rgh…. Y e s s s …”

It was enough for now. Hell, he hoped it was
enough for ever. He had that damned itch up his spine. The one that
told him trouble was on the way.

“I’ll just wash up and come back for round
two, sweetie.” He slid out of bed and headed for the bathroom. Once
dressed, he looked out of the window and saw a long dark car draw
up outside and a blond haired guy get out. As the man opened the
front door, Rio craned for a better look. From his angle, he didn’t
have a chance to see the features. Time to shoot. And not a
gun.

Rio climbed out of the window and slid it
shut quietly behind him. Just in time to hear her shout.

“Don? I’m waiting for your cock.”

You’ll wait a bloody long time then…

God almighty, he had to tell Darke what he’d
learned. Then, enough was enough, he was sick of that part of his
job

Just let him strangle people instead.

****

Scotland

Dark Isle

Three months later

 


“A bloody fake Christmas tree and three
chocolate coins ain’t gonna make me agree to this fucking stupid
idea, you know. Why me anyway? Why not one of the cretins from HQ?
Give ’em a taste of the dirty work.” Rio Buchanan shook his head,
and tucked his plait back behind his ear. Now he’d gotten all the
red dye out and his hair was its usual black, he really needed to
get a haircut. But after the fiasco of Marlene and his broken ankle
when the last four steps of the fire escape crumbled under him, he
wanted to look nothing like the guy he’d purported to be then. At
least he was out of the pot and didn’t need crutches anymore. The
physio, an ex-marine and rugby player called—incongruously—Boris
McSporran, had been on his case eighteen out of every twenty-four
hours a day, or so it seemed. But it had been worth it. As long as
he was reasonably careful, he was almost as good as new.

Fuck, he craved a
cigarette. That had been something else Boris had been on his case
about. What with Boris and Darke glaring if he so much as held the
packet and sniffed the tobacco, it was a wonder he hadn’t gone
crazy and eaten the bloody things. Now he wanted to smoke one.
Long, lingering, lovingly.
Only the fact that there was nothing worse than
an ex-smoker staring at you, to put you off enjoying your fag,
stopped him. Sod it, he wanted to draw the smoke so far into his
body that once it had filled his lungs it went around them and out
of his toes—without Darke’s disapproving stare.

Rio only had two cancer sticks a day, and he
wasn’t about to waste one of them by suffering Darke’s disapproval.
He unwrapped a piece of gum instead and rattled the packet at
Darke.

“Gum?”

Darke shook his head. “Given it up. I don’t
want the kids chewing the cud. Disgusting habit. Stop changing the
subject. It’s your job, just work out how you want to do it. And by
the way, the tree won’t be fake.”

“Pine needles everywhere.”
Rio rolled his eyes. “And I mean everywhere.”

“Well aren’t you Mr. Doom and Gloom?”

“I’m pissed off, pushing my prick into a
pathetic pulsating pussy.”

Darke didn’t react.

Damn him.
Rio was proud of that sentence. He’d practiced
the tongue twister until he was sure he didn’t get the words the
wrong way round. ‘My prick’s pathetic and pussy’ didn’t have the
same effect.

“You forgot panting, provocative and
partisan,” Darke said. “What’s the problem? You’ve had three months
of peace and quiet. Time to get moving again.”

“I’ve had enough. Three months wasn’t
enough.” He doubted even three years would be. “Give it to one of
the pencil pushers.” Restlessly, Rio pushed himself off the edge of
the desk he’d leaned on and began to pace. Darke’s amused smile
didn’t help his mood. It was all right for him, the bugger. He had
his lady—his love—to go home to and fuck the living daylights out
of. Rio had a cat. And not to fuck either. Proper fucking was a
fast disappearing memory. Hell on wheels! If he did get the chance
any time soon, where he actually wanted the woman, his dick would
probably have forgotten what to do. Oh it wouldn’t be love. He knew
that. But wanting, needing, desiring… they would. If the day ever
arrived. Just not the big ‘L’ word. Love didn’t come into the
equation. Not now. Not since…

“I got best part of a
name, didn’t get the clap, and somehow managed not to kill her. I’d
say that was enough of a result. Hell, Darke, she had a voice that
would shatter glass and the height of her interest was some weird
show on TV about plastic surgery.”

“She’s a plastic surgeon,
that’s why,” Darke said with a glimmer of a smile. “Private
practice.”

“You what?” Bloody hell,
life didn’t half throw some strange curve balls. “Marlene of the
screech? Blimey.” That served him right for stereotyping. “Anyway,
get those who think they’re the fucking know-it-alls and are
actually the know-bugger-alls to do it. Get them off their fat
asses.”

“Harsh Rio, harsh.” Darke
still sounded more amused than angry. That just pissed Rio off all
the more. What was life coming to? Marlene had a brain and he’d had
enough.

“Lazy fuckers.”

“They’re not direct operatives,” Darke
pointed out. “You are.”

“So are you and Mac and Milo. Why me?” Rio
demanded. “Just because I’m the newest?” He accepted that was
unfair, an operative was just that. The only hierarchy they had was
Darke, the boss. The rest were chosen for their special skills. His
were piss-poor compared to the others but as he used to say, if
seducing secrets was the way to go, he’d grin and bear it. But
lord, now how he’d love to enjoy a cunt. Be deep inside it because
he wanted to fuck the person it belonged to. Not enduring the screw
because it was work and nothing else. If it wasn’t for the fact he
had damned good recall and could conjure up a certain face as he
went through the motions, he’d never have earned his nickname. Rio,
short for Lothario. Not that he used that on a job. Don—short, Milo
had told him, for Don Juan—Ron, Jon, Len…. Something easy to
remember. Never Rio, which was at least better than his given name,
something he refused to divulge. Well except on his application
form. So far Darke hadn’t held the threat of it being shared over
his head. So far.

Darke shook his head. “We’re not like that
and you know it. Best person for the job every time. You’re
it.”

“Why for fuck’s sake? ’Cos I can screw
secrets out of the best of traitors?”

“Not just that, though I’ll say you’ve well
earned that title.” Darke’s voice held more than a hint of mischief
in it. “You’re the best at drugging and strangulation. After me, of
course. But yeah, you do screw well.” He winked. “Take that how you
want.”

What was the bastard up to now? “Chief
screwer? Jeez, thanks.”

“You’re welcome. But in this case there’s
more than having a creative, eager and willing cock.” Darke paused
for effect and stared at Rio, unblinkingly. “She’s linked to the
guy we think killed Marlene.”

“Killed?”

“Yeah, just after you
left, I reckon.”

Rio gave a brief thought to the late
Marlene. She might have been annoying but she didn’t deserve
that.

“Got any info?”

“We’re still hunting out his name. No Hogg
anywhere. We did find some incriminating photos and a cryptic
message scrawled on one of them. ‘You know what to do’.”

“Po… pornography and
blackmail?” Shit and fuck.

Darke inclined his head. “It ties in with
the whispers we’ve been hearing about the most unexpected people,
both women and men suddenly, how shall I put it…servicing the last
person on earth you’d





























cover.jpg
VERNIGHT PUBLISHING &

yiller! f

DEATH I SEESSES





tmp_2595ed3a5f75de6d4689bc785cd4f670_kadvBK_html_49957a17.jpg
VERNIGHT PUBLISHING o

Ki lect 2

ajr Chrishmas

DEATH I SHEE






tmp_2595ed3a5f75de6d4689bc785cd4f670_kadvBK_html_6bd667c.png





