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  Cruise Itinerary


Luxury Mediterranean Voyage

 9 Nights – Civitavecchia to Barcelona


Day 1: Embark – Civitavecchia (Rome), Italy
Day 2: Portofino
Days 3–4: Monte Carlo, Monaco
Days 5–6: Cannes, France
Day 7: At Sea
Days 8–9: Ibiza, Spain
Day 10: Disembark – Barcelona, Spain







  
  Chapter 1


Ryan boarded the plane with a carry-on in one hand and the best view in the world in front of him. 
Nastya’s hips swayed like they had their own travel itinerary, confident, deliberate, too dangerous for coach. The pencil skirt hugged her curves like it was paid to, and her heels clicked just enough to announce her without apology.
They paused in the entryway as a couple up front argued with a suitcase. Ryan stepped close behind her, one hand settling on her hip, easy, possessive.
The flight attendant noticed. Raised an eyebrow.
Ryan smiled back, not sheepish. Daring. Then he gave his wife’s ass a firm, deliberate pat. You want to say something?
The attendant didn’t. But her eyes lingered.
Nastya turned her head slightly, lips curving. “Bold move,” she murmured.
“New cruise. New me.”
They made their way to first class—lie-flat seats courtesy of Hazard and his ever-mysterious government slush fund. Ryan dropped into his pod, tilted it back a glorious few inches, and exhaled like a man who’d tricked the system.
Nastya settled in beside him, crossing her legs with too much elegance for ordinary mortals. She buckled her belt and smoothed her blouse, low-cut, tastefully tailored, and entirely unfair.
“Now this,” she said, stretching like a cat, “is how international crime-fighting should start.”
Only minutes on the plane and he couldn’t stop thinking about the upcoming adventures. “I’d like to see you start by slipping into something slinky.”
Her eyes narrowed, playful. But the smile stayed. “Calm down. Long flight. Don’t want you all hot and bothered this early.”
He leaned a little closer. Voice low. “Think I’ll get lucky enough to watch you get fucked in front of me again?”
That caught her.
The slight breath in. The flick of her lashes. A slow, wicked grin.
“We’ll see, maybe. Might depend on how well you behave.”
Ryan turned just enough to glance out the window. They weren’t moving yet, still connected to the jet bridge, ground crew checking baggage and fuel. But the sky beyond was high and blue and wide open.
Six months ago, they’d boarded a cruise for sunshine, cocktails, and maybe a little kink, a few flirty glances, some roleplay, thinking they might even have sex with someone else, if they got lucky.
That first cruise had turned into something insane, half vacation, half James Bond fever dream. Somewhere between the fake names and the four-ways, they’d saved lives, cracked a smuggling ring, and impressed the hell out of the chief agent working the case.
Now they were on the books. Not government agents, exactly, but something close. Hazard had hired them for real. Which made this flight the start of something bigger.
And that was both thrilling and terrifying.
They hadn’t just survived the chaos. They’d loved it.
Women had come to him. Bold, gorgeous women who treated him like more than just Nastya’s quirky husband. And Nastya... she’d come alive in a way that rewired his brain.
He thought of her with Greg. Slow. Confident. Utterly unashamed. The way her hips moved, her hands gripped, her eyes never left his. It wasn’t just sex. It was intent. Performance. Power. And God, she had owned it.
She wanted him to see.
To see her get filled. Fucked. Pushed open wide. And love it. Claim it.
It didn’t spark jealousy. It ignited something deeper. It made him burn.
That fire was still there.
But this time, something was different. He didn’t just want to go along for the ride. He had something to prove.
Not to Nastya. She’d believed in him from the beginning.
No, this was for him. Quiet. Personal. Private.
He wasn’t just the curious husband anymore. Wasn’t just there to watch.
He was part of the mission now. Embedded. Trained. Trusted.
He didn’t feel like a secret agent, not yet. But he could feel the shift. It was real.
He didn’t want to be the man swept along in her current.
He wanted to swim beside her. To chase. To lead. To seduce.
She was the seductress. So what did that make him?
Nastya was sipping champagne now, eyes closed like she was already dreaming of Mediterranean beaches. She didn’t look like someone who used to juggle payroll spreadsheets and PTA fundraisers. Not in this light. Not in that seat.
Five-seven, all dancer’s muscle and soft curves, the kind of legs that made you forget turbulence entirely. She had a grace that came from years of barre and MMA, elegance layered over steel.
Her long blonde hair spilled over one shoulder, catching just enough cabin light to look expensive. Her blouse skimmed her body like it had been poured on, tailored to make a man look twice, and wonder what was underneath.
Her face was beautiful, yes, but not fragile. It was sharp. Self-possessed. The kind of beauty that didn’t beg for attention, because it already knew exactly what it could do.
She looked like temptation in first class.
An heiress. Or the kind of woman who could ruin a man and sip champagne while doing it.
As if summoned by the thought, the flight attendant returned, early thirties, clean-shaven, crisp uniform, handsome in a safely corporate way.
“Can I get you anything else, ma’am?”
Nastya opened her eyes slowly, smile blooming like silk unraveling. Not the friendly one she wore at soccer games. This one was richer. Slower. Designed to linger.
She looked him over, not overtly, but deliberately, letting her gaze linger on his nametag just long enough to make him wonder.
“Maybe later, Ethan,” she said, adjusting the neckline of her blouse with one fingertip. “I’m saving room.”
That voice, all velvet and whiskey, made Ethan blink. “For dessert?” he asked, attempting charm, but already halfway sunk.
“Mmm.” She let it hang. “Something sweet. Something not on the menu.”
A flick of her lashes. A smile like a secret.
Ethan’s breath caught, not visibly, but enough for Ryan to notice. The man smiled, nodded, and walked off just a little too fast—clearly unsure whether he’d just been flirted with or propositioned in code.
Ryan’s pulse thudded.
Nastya turned, satisfied. “Practicing,” she murmured. “Switching gears. Soccer mom to...something softer.”
“Soft is not the word I’d use,” Ryan said, his voice low now.
“Oh?” Her grin sharpened. “Would you rather I bite?”
He stared at her a beat too long.
She looked unbothered. Beautiful. Already halfway transformed, from Midwest wife to something untouchable, unattainable, and currently sipping champagne beside him in a blouse that barely played fair.
And Ryan had no doubt: every man within fifty feet felt it. Including him.

      [image: ]Nastya stirred awake a little before Ryan. They’d managed a few hours of shut-eye, and now she found herself watching him sleep.
Just under six feet, broad-shouldered, a little pepper in his dark hair, still damned good-looking for a man past fifty. Athletic, not in a bodybuilder way, but wiry and capable. She’d always loved that about him. That and the way he made her laugh when she needed it most. Quick with a joke, warm in bed. A great lover, attentive, playful, confident in all the right ways.
She appreciated that. But more than that, she appreciated the way they supported each other, even in their kinks. Ryan hadn’t flinched when she told him she wanted to sleep with other men. Sometimes more than one. If anything, he’d encouraged it.
That’s how it started, really, on that first cruise. Both of them wanting to explore. To push past fantasy into something real.
It was never about putting him down. Never watch how good this guy is, why can’t you do that? For one, Ryan was already great. That wasn’t the point.
The point was the thrill. The seduction. The rush of walking into a room and knowing she could turn heads, that she could have them if she wanted.
And she’d discovered something else on that cruise. She liked being watched. Liked being on display. Maybe more than she’d realized.
But sometimes she wondered how far she’d go. How far was still safe?
It was like a switch had flipped, from Kansas City housewife to secret-agent sex siren.
Only this time, she wasn’t waiting for the switch to flip.
She was flipping it herself.
She wondered what this mission would bring. The last had been equal parts seduction and danger.
Maybe this one would be all danger. Maybe no sex at all.
But with Kim around?
Hard to imagine.
Kim, her competitor, her foil, the woman who turned every smile into a challenge. Nastya could already hear her laugh, could see the way Kim leaned in too close when she flirted, daring someone to break first.
The games between them had been sharp-edged and wicked. And Nastya had no intention of losing this time.
And Greg...
Big, strong Greg.
She remembered his hands, wide, rough in just the right way, gripping her waist like she weighed nothing. The press of his chest. The heat of his body. Muscles carved from stone, but moved with surprising care.
There was nothing small about Greg. And somehow, that made it feel even more like her idea when she took control.
He was the kind of man who made a woman feel small and powerful all at once, and just remembering the weight of him above her sent a shiver down her spine.
Yes. She was looking forward to seeing them again.
Ryan stirred beside her, stretching with a low groan as his eyes blinked open. He turned, caught her watching, and gave her a slow, sleepy smile.
“Almost time to land?” he asked, voice rough with sleep.
She nodded. “They said we’ll be descending soon. Nice to get a couple of hours in.”
“Yeah.” He pushed the seat upright with a reluctant sigh. “Beats coach. Try sleeping wedged between a crying baby and a guy who thinks deodorant’s a government plot.”
She smirked. “You’d still manage.”
“Maybe.” He rubbed a hand over his face, then sat up straighter, more alert now. “Ready?”
Nastya arched a brow. “For London? Or for whatever Hazard’s cooked up?”
“Both,” Ryan said, his grin edging toward wolfish. “Let’s go find out what this mission’s all about.”

      [image: ]Baggage claim was the usual carousel chaos. Ryan had one bag checked, practical, nothing fancy. Nastya, on the other hand, had two. She’d taken full advantage of Hazard’s clothing allowance, turning it into a small shopping spree.
He swore she had two pairs of shoes for every day of the trip. And not just shoes, dresses, cocktail numbers, little power-move outfits designed to make hotel clerks stammer and security guards forget how to work their radios. He’d also noticed a few new intimates tucked into her luggage. The kind of delicate nothings that practically begged to be peeled away.
He leaned toward her. “Looking forward to those new purchases.”
Her smile was sly. “They may not be just for you.”
Ryan chuckled. “Ship rules, huh?”
“Ship rules,” she agreed, brushing his knuckles with hers, a soft spark of heat, casual but charged. Their deal was simple: on the ship, anything went. Off it, they belonged only to each other.
That’s when Ryan spotted her.
Kim.
Super-foxy brunette, curvy, about Nastya’s height but built different, more swimsuit cover model than dancer. A little more bombshell, a little more bounce. Nastya looked like Paris couture; Kim looked like a beachside scandal waiting to happen.
And she moved like it, like gravity bent to her.
She spotted them, grinned like a devil in heels, and strode forward like she owned the terminal.
“God, it’s good to see you two,” Kim said, and before Ryan could reply, she had Nastya in her arms, planting a big, open kiss square on her lips while holding eye contact with him.
Then she turned and did the same to him, full lips, confident pressure, a wink aimed back at Nastya this time.
Ryan caught his breath, half-dazed, grinning despite himself.
Ryan thought again of the line that fit her best: a foul-mouthed beautiful hurricane, the kind that swept you off your feet, flattened your house, and made a crack about your dick on the way by.
And now here she was, grinning at them like she hadn’t left a trail of chaos in her wake. He’d expected a hug. A warm hello.
What he got was the feeling you get when the rollercoaster lurches forward, oh shit, here we go.
That same wild energy she always carried was already curling into his bloodstream, seductive, combustible, and completely out of his control.
“Finally,” she said, stepping back with a grin. “My favorite troublemakers. You’re even hotter than I remembered.”
“Look at you, hot trouble personified,” Nastya said, recovering her smile like it was part of the game.
Ryan nodded. “Foxy as ever.”
Kim tilted her head, lips curving. “Flattery will get you... almost anywhere. But if you’re aiming for my panties, try something filthier next time.”
She let the tease hang in the air, then turned and strutted toward the doors, forcing them to follow her out to the sleek black sedan waiting at the curb.
“MI6 provided the ride,” she said over her shoulder. “All very British and proper.”
She slid into the front seat like it had been hers since birth, leaving Ryan and Nastya in the back. The driver, tidy suit, gloves, cap, gave a polite nod.
Kim clapped once. “And off we go, Jeeves.”
Ryan raised an eyebrow at Nastya, who responded with a barely-there shrug.
Kim caught it in the mirror. “What? That’s his name. Right, Jeeves?”
“You bet, miss,” the driver said, deadpan.
“See?” Kim said brightly. “British as tea and treason.”
Ryan shook his head, smiling. Of course she’d found a chauffeur named Jeeves. Or renamed him and dared the world to disagree.
Kim twisted in her seat, eyes sparkling. “God, it’s good to have you two here. London’s been a foggy desert, if you get my drift. But now? The weather’s definitely turning.”
“Glad we could improve the forecast,” Ryan said.
“Too bad you’re only here for the day,” Kim added. “I know a couple of sticks you could help me pull out.”
Ryan smirked. “And here I thought we were here for work.”
Kim’s smile turned slow, all promise and provocation. “Fun and work, honey, I never separate the two.”
The city scrolled past in a blur of buses, brick, and rain-washed windows. Kim leaned half-turned in her seat, one arm resting lazily on the door.
“So, here’s the scoop,” she said. “It’s us, me, Greg, the two of you. Plus a few MI6 types tagging along. No Sam, no Deborah, and Hazard will be his usual cryptic self via video. Picture the Wizard of Oz with top-level clearance.”
Ryan smirked. “So, home team with a British accent.”
“Exactly,” Kim said, snapping her fingers. “And don’t worry about your luggage, Jeeves will have it sent to your hotel. Nice spot near Victoria Station. Quiet. Discreet. And close to everything, should things get... interesting.”
She flashed a look at them in the mirror, equal parts warmth and trouble.
“Greg and I both agreed you were perfect for this job. Hazard signed off once we spelled it out for him. And trust me...” She let the words hang, letting the silence thicken.
“...This one has even more opportunity than the last.”
Nastya arched a brow. “More?”
Kim’s grin widened, lazy and wicked. “You know. The kind of after-dark opportunities you two excel at.”
Ryan met Nastya’s glance, catching the curve at the corner of her mouth. Yeah, he knew exactly what Kim meant. Not danger. Not politics. Opportunities of the bedroom kind.
And Ryan felt it, that subtle click in his chest. The switch. The heat. Whatever this mission was, it wasn’t going to be boring.






  
  Chapter 2


Kim led them down a short corridor, heels clicking against polished tile, before pushing open a set of double doors into the MI6 briefing room. It wasn’t flashy—long table, leather chairs, pale walls—but the air carried that crisp, official quiet that told you secrets lived here. At one end of the table was a bank of screens and conferencing gear, all dark for now, waiting for a voice from somewhere else. 
Greg was already on his feet as they entered, rising out of one of the leather chairs like he had been poured into it. Blond hair, cropped close, caught the overhead lights; six-foot-four of muscle and confidence filled the space without effort. His build was straight out of a men’s fitness spread, broad chest, arms like forged steel, a physique that made you believe he could rip a door off its hinges if he felt like it. But his eyes weren’t just for show. They were scanning the room, ticking off exits, angles, even posture shifts from the newcomers. It was second nature by now.
Ryan clasped his hand in a solid shake, and Nastya stepped in for a hug. Then, with a little grin, she tipped her face up to him. “We know each other better than that,” she said, and gave him a kiss that left no doubt.
The door swung open, and a tall blonde woman stepped through, posture crisp, heels striking a confident rhythm across the floor. She was elegance pressed into a suit, tall, long lines, sharp cheekbones, and a gaze that felt like it could file a report all on its own.
“Ryan. Nastya.” Her voice was English-smooth, touched with dry humor. “Sloane Ashcroft, MI6. I’ve been meaning to meet the two of you off paper.”
Behind her came a man about Ryan’s height, pale and neatly put together in a tailored suit that looked like it had never seen a wrinkle. His dark blond hair was parted too precisely, and his jawline looked rigid. He wasn’t badly built, athletic enough, but he carried himself like posture mattered more than presence. The girls’ eyes flicked toward him, and in unspoken agreement, they cooled. Something about him was off, too stiff, too sure of his own correctness. Ryan noticed his gaze linger a moment too long on Kim’s legs. Not appreciative, assessing. Like he was already cataloging leverage.
“This is Adrian Voss,” Sloane added, her tone betraying the faintest edge. “My assistant.”
Voss inclined his head, not quite a bow, not quite casual. “Pleasure,” he said, the word clipped, delivered like a duty rather than a sentiment.
He moved subtly toward the console, but Sloane was already there, one hand resting on the control panel like it had always belonged to her. She clapped her hands lightly, a crisp sound in the quiet room. “All right, let’s begin. I’ll get Director Hazard live.”
A familiar, slightly harried face filled the screen: Hazard, looking every bit the man who should be in charge but never quite looked like he got the respect.
“Team,” Hazard greeted, nodding at the camera. His expression softened a notch. “Good to see you all.”
“Hi, boss,” came the chorus, from Kim, Ryan, Nastya, and Greg, voices overlapping like a half-practiced school roll call.
The Brits were more reserved.
“Director Hazard,” Sloane said crisply, offering a polite nod.
“Welcome,” added Adrian, his tone just warm enough to pass inspection.
Hazard gave a slight squint at the screen, his voice turning dry. “Looks like you’re all here and mostly upright. I’ll count that as a win.”
He pressed on, voice steady if a bit weary. “I’ll go over the first half, then Sloane will walk you through the rest. First priority: protect the heiress, Charlotte Penhallow.”
He clicked something off-screen, and her photo appeared beside him, a stunning blonde, early thirties, with an aura of wealth that clung like perfume.
“There’s chatter, serious enough to take note, that someone intends her harm. MI6 picked up threads, and so did we. Given her status as an American citizen, with deep political ties through her late husband’s estate, Washington asked that our side take point. The Brits are in full agreement.”
Hazard’s eyes flicked from one square of the room to the next.
“Now, Charlotte has been informed. She hired herself a bodyguard. But she flat-out refused to change her plans. Widowhood, a year now, and she’s determined not to let shadows dictate her life. The fact that she stuck to her itinerary makes me suspect the nature of this cruise itself is what has influenced her.”
Another click, and a glossy promotional banner for the chartered ship appeared: champagne glasses clinking over the slogan Sugar Meets Spice, Luxury on the Med.
“It’s a private charter, Sugar Daddies and Sugar Mommas mixing with Sugar Babies. Not exactly the crowd where subtlety thrives.” Hazard leaned back, lips thinning. “But that’s what we’ve got. Questions so far?”
Ryan leaned back in his chair, eyebrows up. “So let me get this straight. I’m too old to be a baby, so that makes me a Sugar Daddy? Should I start practicing the look? White linen suit, gold watch, maybe an embarrassing tan?”
Kim snorted. “You forgot the leased Lamborghini and crippling fear of aging.” She flipped her hair and grinned at Hazard’s square on the screen. “But sure, he’ll pass if we squint and lie about his crypto portfolio.”
Greg cleared his throat, half to cover a chuckle. “Point being... our cover won’t look out of place. Ryan and Nastya can sell the part, no question. He’s got the buttoned-up numbers guy down cold, and she—well. She can turn heads without trying.”
“Fits too well,” muttered Adrian, a touch stiff as he adjusted his tie. “Or maybe just a little too pretty to be field-ready.”
Sloane’s brow arched slightly, but she didn’t comment. She simply turned back to Hazard with a faint shake of her head. “Shall we?”
Hazard’s square on the screen leaned forward, voice crisp. “Ryan, you guessed it. You’ll be posing as a Sugar Daddy, try not to look so smug about it. Greg will serve as your assistant. Your backstory’s in the packet: same first name, different last name, papers to match, and the cruise booking is already in place. Hedge fund moneyman. Single. That should give you the freedom to mingle.”
Ryan gave a theatrical little nod. “Finally, a role I was born to play.”
Hazard ignored him and turned his attention to Nastya. “You’ll be paired with Kim. You’ll use the Natalie identity. Nice, wholesome American, husband inherited wealth from a food conglomerate. Unfortunately, he passed, leaving you the money. Widowed, wealthy, but still young, prime material for sympathy and curiosity. We’ve arranged your seating near Charlotte Penhallow at early dinners. It should give you a natural opening to develop a connection.”
Kim’s lips curved. “So we cozy up while keeping the poor heiress safe. I like it.”
Hazard nodded. “Exactly. You and Nastya can provide protection without her ever knowing you’re there for it.”
Sloane glanced toward them again, considering. “Unorthodox,” she said at last. “But clever. You’re placing assets where the threat won’t look.”
Adrian didn’t nod. He looked toward Charlotte’s image, then back to the team. “Wouldn’t it be better to position Jorgensen closer to the heiress? At least visibly? He’s the one who looks like security.”
Ryan didn’t miss a beat. “No offense, Greg, but I’d rather tangle with you than either of them. They don’t fight fair.”
Greg gave a faint smile. “None taken.”
Kim’s expression turned feline. “We only play fair when we’re bored.”
At that, Sloane and Adrian both glanced the women’s way. Sloane’s expression was merely cool appraisal, but Adrian’s lips thinned with something closer to disdain.
Nastya caught it. Smarmy Adrian. Just the type she liked to take down and rub face-first into the mat. Her mouth twitched, but she kept the thought to herself.
Hazard’s voice cut back in before anyone could comment. “You’ll find more details in the packets in front of you. I expect you to familiarize yourselves with them. Live them. Become them. That cover is your skin now.”
He leaned back, a faint sigh of weariness seeping through his gruff tone. “Sloane, the second half of the briefing is yours. Fill them in on the Tavoras.”
Sloane set her folder on the table and tapped at the small console beside her seat. “Give me one moment to bring the visuals up.”
While she fussed with the tech, the team flipped open their packets. Ryan squinted at the neatly typed pages and let out a low whistle.
“Well, look at that. We’ve got a baby budget.” He flicked the sheet with his finger. “Says here I can set up an agreement. They’re calling them protégés, though.”
He glanced at Greg with a sly grin. “Looks like screening candidates falls under assistant duties. Hope you’ve got good instincts.”
Greg deadpanned, “I’ll be thorough. Very hands-on.”
Across the table, Kim turned toward Nastya. “Would you like me to pre-screen your options as well, or just forward the top tier?”
Nastya arched an eyebrow. The smile she returned was cool but laced with amusement. Quality control, she thought. Oh, the possibilities. If only Ryan knew half the ideas running through her head right now.
She gave Kim a small nod. “Send the shortlist. I trust your taste.”
Ryan opened his mouth for another quip, but Sloane straightened. “All right. Focus, please.” With a quick command, the monitor flared to life. Two faces appeared, a striking couple, dressed to kill.
“Lucien and Amara Tavora,” Sloane said crisply.
The screen filled with the faces of an elegant couple in their mid-forties. The man’s Mediterranean good looks carried a natural charisma; the woman beside him radiated poise, her dark hair pulled into a sculpted wave that framed her sharp features.
“Known collectors and acquirers of unique items for select buyers,” Sloane continued, her tone clipped, professional. “Both MI6 and our American counterparts have picked up chatter suggesting the Tavoras are using this cruise to acquire and transport something of great value.”
Ryan tilted his head. “Something like crown jewels, or something like nuclear launch codes?”
“Vague intel,” Sloane admitted. “But let’s put it this way: in the wrong hands, it could do considerable harm. Your job is to surveil the Tavoras. Watch them. Find out what’s being moved. If we can confirm, we may take it before they pass it along.”
She tapped the console again and brought up the seating chart. “I’ll be posing as a sugar momma with Adrian as my assistant. We’ve arranged for me to be seated close to Amara Tavora at the early dinners. Ryan, you and Greg will be near Lucien.”
Greg gave a small, approving nod. Ryan leaned forward, grin flickering. “So a couple of casual conversations over cocktails, maybe a little charm offensive, got it.”
Sloane’s eyes flicked over him, unimpressed. “Charm all you like, but get the intel. We need to know what they’re transporting, and if possible, what it actually is. Right now all we’ve got are theories.”
She paused, letting the weight of that settle over the table. “Questions?”
Sloane’s gaze swept the table one last time. “Good. Then we’ll see you on the ship.”
She gathered her folder, Adrian following a step behind, and the two slipped out of the room with professional efficiency. The door clicked shut, leaving the team in silence for a beat.
Greg flipped another page in the mission packet, his brows knitting in concentration.
Kim broke it first. “Sloane seems alright. But just so we’re clear, if you two jokers are expecting me to keep Adrian busy while you take a run at Sloane, you’ve got shit for brains.”
Ryan leaned back in his chair, deadpan. “Looked normal enough to me. I thought you liked men.”
Nastya snorted. “No, Ryan. That one’s a hard pass.”
Kim jabbed a manicured finger between them. “Pay attention, children. In case it hasn’t sunk in, this is your last night together for a while. Tomorrow we put the covers on. You’ll be on the same ship, but you don’t know each other.”
Ryan gave a crooked smile, but the weight of her words settled in.
Kim softened slightly. “So. Have your good day in London. Greg and I will swing by your hotel in the morning, flights to Rome, then straight onto the cruise.” She sighed, exaggerated. “Wish I could play, but Hazard’s got me and Greg doing paperwork. Pretty sure he cooked that up on purpose.”
Ryan chuckled. “That’s his style.”

      [image: ]Adrian Voss slipped through the dim corridor of the club, the echo of his polished shoes swallowed by plush carpet and muted jazz. The place was expensive without being ostentatious, the kind of den where MI6 veterans nursed drinks with old secrets. He found the back table where the man was waiting, a shadow given form by the glow of a single lamp, face carved sharp by habit and authority.
Adrian sat. He didn’t bother with pleasantries. “The Americans don’t look like much. Two pretty girls, a clown, and maybe Jorgensen has his stuff together. Not exactly the sharp edge of the blade.”
The man’s lips twitched, though it wasn’t a smile. “Keep your eyes on them nevertheless. They might get lucky. Hopefully they’ll be busy tripping over that Penhallow girl. Maybe we’ll get lucky and something will happen to her.”
He leaned in, voice low but precise. “Your focus is the Tavoras. I know what they’re collecting, I just don’t know how it’s packaged. They’re bringing it to me in Ibiza. But if you can get it first, we save time and money. Understood?”
Adrian gave a shallow nod. “Where’s the pickup?”
“Portofino. If the seller trusted me, I’d have collected it myself. But he trusts the Tavoras. He’s used them before. Let them complete the handoff, then take it.”
Adrian hesitated. “Should I tell Sloane?”
The man’s gaze cut through the low light like a knife. “No. Sloane is not a part of this. You tell her nothing.”
He sipped his drink, savoring the pause. “You will have a helper. A female agent, embedded as one of the sugar babies. Her name’s Bianca. She has instructions to follow your lead. Do whatever you say.”
Adrian’s mind flicked back to the briefing room—the cool blonde with the Russian cheekbones, the brunette with a predator’s smile. Two hot Americans dropped into his lap and told to play nice. They thought they were running the game? Please. One way or another, he’d see what made them tick. And now a sugar baby of his own, compliant, waiting for orders?
He arched a brow. “Whatever?”
The shadow’s tone hardened. “Go ahead, have some fun. But don’t fuck this up, Voss. If you can get the intel, fine. If not, make sure the others don’t. Either way, I’ll have it in Ibiza.”
Adrian’s lips curled faintly as he rose. Two birds, one stone. And maybe a little extracurricular enjoyment along the way.

      [image: ]The London Underground wasn’t exactly romantic, but Nastya made it feel like it was. She curled into Ryan’s side as the train hummed beneath the city, the smell of metal and ozone in the air, station announcements echoing off tile. Her head tucked against his shoulder like they were just another couple sneaking away for a weekend. Not spies. Not undercover. Just them.
They emerged at Tower Hill into sunlight and the mingled scents of fried food stalls and damp stone, crossing toward the ancient walls of the Tower of London. Tour groups clustered around guides holding umbrellas like spears, cameras clicking in a constant staccato.
“Think there’s a cell there that will work for Adrian?” Ryan asked.
Nastya grinned. “Maybe need two. One for his ego.”
Inside, they flowed with the crowd toward the jewel house. The line crept forward, muffled whispers bouncing off glass and steel. When the Crown Jewels finally glittered into view, Nastya leaned closer to the glass, her breath fogging faintly. “Pretty,” she murmured. Then, sly: “But I like my rock better.” She tugged the little band on her finger just enough to make him smile. “Pity I won’t be wearing it for a while after tonight.”
They wandered out to the courtyard where the guards stood stiff in their tall bearskin hats, faces blank under the weight of centuries of tradition. Nastya tilted her head, studying one. “I think he likes me,” she whispered.
Ryan shook his head. “If he blinks, he gets shot. Don’t test him.”
She laughed, and the sound trailed with them as they crossed the cobbles, hand brushing hand. On Tower Bridge he snapped a photo of her leaning against the rail, wind tossing her hair. She gave the camera a sultry glance, then ruined it by laughing.
“That one’s for Kim,” she said.
The sky shifted while they were walking, typical London. Clouds rolled in, fat drops spattering the pavement. Ryan popped the umbrella open, and they huddled beneath it as they made their way back to the Tube. The scent of wet asphalt rose all around them, the murmur of rain drumming like a private soundtrack.
Another ride carried them to Westminster. Big Ben loomed above the skyline, striking and massive, the bells tolling overhead in a way that rattled his chest. Nastya tugged him into a selfie, the two of them grinning with the tower behind them.
“My sugar daddy in London,” she captioned it, showing him with a wink. “Just for me.”
“Until tomorrow,” Ryan replied, and something flickered between them, just for a second, a moment where the world felt smaller and theirs alone.
They walked from Westminster through St. James’s Park, sunlight breaking back through the drizzle, catching on wet leaves. Ducks waddled alongside tourists, pigeons cooed on the gravel paths. It felt strangely quiet there, like the noise of the mission and the future couldn’t quite find them.
“Do you think we’ll ever do something like this and not be working?” she asked.
Ryan took her hand. “I think we’re always working. We just occasionally get good scenery.”
At Buckingham Palace, she posed with one hand on her hip and asked if the Queen had left them a suite. He told her they’d better keep moving before someone called security over that much leg. She told him his credit limit wouldn’t even get them to the front gate.
They laughed, and the laughter carried. For a while, it felt good to be just two people in London, rain-slicked and happy.
The pub was tucked into a side street, all dark wood and brass, smelling faintly of ale, vinegar, and something frying in the back. The air buzzed with chatter, the clink of pint glasses, and the occasional burst of laughter from a corner table.
Ryan stopped just inside, scanning for a host stand. “Do we... wait to be seated?”
Nastya glanced at the crowd. “Pretty sure we seat ourselves.”
“Pretty sure, or you know?”
“I know because everyone else is just... sitting. See? No reservations. No maître d’. No little beeper that vibrates when it’s your turn.” She slid into a booth. “Go get us drinks.”
“Just like that? No menu? No waitress?”
“You’re the sugar daddy. Go act like one.”
Ryan made his way to the bar, dodging locals with pints in hand. “Can I start a tab?” he asked the barman.
“No, love. You pay now.”
“Right. Of course. Totally knew that.”
He returned with two pints, foam sliding lazily down the sides. “Apparently, you pay before you drink here. Revolutionary system.”
“Keeps the riffraff from running out on the bill,” Nastya said.
“I feel judged.”
“You are judged.”
Ryan looked around. “So how do we get food?”
“Order it at the bar. Pay for that too. Then they bring it to you.”
“Efficient,” Ryan said, rising again. “Or maybe just clever enough to make Americans walk back and forth like trained animals.”
“Get the steak pie,” Nastya called after him. “And spotted dick for dessert.”
Ryan paused. “Not falling for that.”
“Your loss.”
When he returned, a numbered table sign in hand, she was smirking over her pint.
“You’re adjusting well,” she said.
“I’ve been in London three hours and I’ve already been called ‘love’ by a man named Clive. I’m practically a local.”
The food arrived, steak pie for him, fish and chips for her, and they ate in the warm hum of the room, grease and malt vinegar hanging comfortably in the air.
“So,” Ryan said after a few bites, “we should probably talk about the whole sugar momma/sugar daddy thing before we get on board.”
Nastya’s mouth curved. “You mean before you start collecting your harem?”
“Purely for cover,” he said. “Though... we can both pick two people, right?”
She nodded. “The packet said it’s just part of blending in. Doesn’t mean they’re actually our companions. But we do it so no one suspects we’re there for any other reason.”
Ryan leaned back. “Still, Hazard shelled out big bucks for the four of us to get on that ship. The budget has to be way up there. We have spending money to play the part. Must think it’s worth it.”
Nastya took a slow sip, eyes gleaming over the rim of her glass. “Or he just likes spending other people’s money.”
Ryan grinned. “Probably both.”
They ate in silence for a minute before he spoke again. “So... same rules as last time?”
“Ship rules...” she started.
“...aren’t shore rules,” he finished.
Nastya set her fork down, fingers tracing the edge of the plate. At home she never let herself think about this side of her, not really. She was a shop owner, a neighbor, a wife who baked bread and waved at kids in the cul-de-sac. Desire stayed hidden in the corners of her mind, only let out in little games for Ryan, a choker necklace to indicate play time, a toy, the flash of a fantasy.
But here? On the ship? She could flip that switch. She could drink until she drowned in it. Nobody would ask questions. Nobody would care.
“I think so,” she said finally. “We’re undercover. No one’s being forced into anything. And if you want to have sex on the cruise, have sex on the cruise. We love each other. We go home to Kansas City and pick up where we left off.”
Ryan studied her, the noise of the pub softening around them. “You’re sure?”
Her smile was warm, certain. “Quid pro quo. No guilt. No harm. And if either of us doesn’t want to, we don’t. That goes for everyone on board, too. But...” She leaned closer, eyes glinting. “I won’t pretend I’m not thirsty for this. I’ve been thinking about it since the last trip.”
Ryan exhaled slowly. “Only thing I’ll miss is seeing you in action.”
Nastya tilted her head, amused. “That’s your kink.”
“Yeah. Watching you. Hearing about it. Knowing.” He smirked. “You’ll have to give me the play-by-play later.”
She laughed, low and pleased. “Deal. I’ll save the best ones for roleplay when we get home.”
Ryan’s expression softened into something almost boyish. “Okay. So for the next week, if you want to go for it, go for it. I will too. We keep the mission in mind, and we go home the same way we left.”
“Deal,” she said, raising her pint.
They clinked glasses.
“To luxury, dangerous people, and questionable decisions,” Ryan said.
“And to ruining a few dresses,” Nastya added with a grin.






  
  Chapter 3


They left second. Separate cars, staggered times, no contact with Greg and Ryan. Standard cover stuff. Kim picked up Natalie from the hotel, got a nod and a smirk for her trouble, and watched as Natalie slid into the back seat like it was her throne for the morning. 
Nastya was gone for now, left behind with the Slavic accent and the old name. Natalie fit the passport, the papers, and the part.
The airport was Heathrow, which meant chaos with accents. Natalie led, cream suit sliding over curves with quiet confidence. And the choker—thin, black, soft-looking. Not for warmth. Not for modesty. A little mystery, a little mischief, and not a damn thing accidental.
Kim followed, heels clicking, blazer fitted, black with gold accents because yes, she dressed for travel. One hand on her carry-on, chin lifted just high enough to say: Don’t even think about upgrading his seat before mine.
Kim caught sight of them at the far end of another terminal corridor, just a flicker of motion through the crowd. Greg, tall and steady, a walking wall of don’t-mess with me. Ryan, scanning the gate like he expected to find something better than British Airways boarding group one.
They didn’t wave. Didn’t nod. Didn’t blink.
But Natalie flicked her fingers like royalty dismissing a servant. And Kim? She smiled. Not her real smile, the dangerous one. The one that promised sins you’d regret and still crawl back for. Then they turned and kept walking. Past the gate. Past the lounge. Past the point where they could be anyone but who they were pretending to be.
“You think they noticed the choker?” Kim murmured.
Natalie didn’t break stride. “Ryan definitely did.” The choker had become the signal that Natalie was on the prowl for sex.
Kim grinned. “Good. He should suffer a little.”
They boarded, ordered drinks. No flirting with the flight crew, not yet. Kim wanted to conserve her energy. This was the last leg before the mission started, and she liked to hit the ground hungry.

      [image: ]By the time they landed in Rome, the sun was high, the air sticky, and Kim’s patience wearing thin. Italians drove like they had confession scheduled and weren’t afraid of death. Their driver was no different, all calm hands and silent judgment as he carved through chaos like he’d been born in it.
The coast was better. Cleaner. Wider. Sunlight scattered off the sea like glitter on a stripper’s chest, and Kim rolled the window down just to breathe it in, slow and deep.
Natalie watched the water too. “You think the guys beat us here?”
Kim shrugged. “Doubt it. Greg probably made them stop for coffee. Ryan’s probably still sniffing duty free, trying to decide which cheap scotch makes him look mysterious.”
Natalie’s smile was almost fond. “Could be.”
The port shimmered into view like a floating city. Gleaming ships. Sunburned tourists. The scent of money and sunscreen in the air. Kim spotted their vessel instantly, it had that look. Polished. Polite. Just expensive enough to feel like a secret.
The sedan slowed. A porter opened the door before the brakes finished squeaking. He was young, probably someone’s cousin, and trying very hard not to stare at Kim’s legs.
She handed over her suitcase like it was a test. “Don’t lose that. I like you, but not that much.”
The young man flushed scarlet. Natalie slid her sunglasses down her nose, amused.
Kim leaned in, voice just for her. “Imagine what that guy would do for a blowjob.”
Natalie’s mouth twitched. “Does he even look fuckable to you?”
Kim gave him one last glance, shoulders wiry, hands rough from hauling bags, eyes too eager. “Maybe. If you caught him between shifts and gave him a shower first. Shame there’s no reliable way to know if what he’s packing is worth the trouble.”
Natalie’s smile curved sly. “Hands only tell you so much.”
Kim smirked. “Guess we’ll have to keep running field tests.”
Natalie adjusted her sunglasses and pulled her cover folder from her bag. “You ready?”
Kim stretched. “To seduce, manipulate, and drink glorious cocktails in the name of national security? Baby, I was born for it.”
They walked toward the embarkation queue, hips aligned, heels syncing without trying. Two predators in expensive shoes. Two shadows on the same mission.
The VIP lane was all polished smiles and pressed blazers, and both Natalie and Kim sauntered right into it like they owned the ship.
"Welcome, ladies," said the cruise staffer, a woman with white teeth and the aura of someone paid well not to flinch. Her name tag said Renee, but her eyes said God help me. "We have you checked in for priority boarding."
Kim gave her a wink that made the woman forget how vowels worked for a second. “Always knew I was somebody’s priority.”
Security was a breeze. Smile. Scan. Walk like your legs just invented lust. Twenty steps of sun-kissed gangway later, they stepped into heaven.
Cool air. A cathedral of glass and gold. Balconies spiraling up like something from a billionaire’s wet dream. A chandelier that looked like frozen fireworks. Piano music. Citrus and lilac and money.
A second staffer greeted them with keycards and a perfectly timed bow. “Miss Natalie. Miss Kim. Your suites are prepared. Luggage will arrive shortly.”
Kim leaned in conspiratorially. “And what if I don’t need clothes?”
The poor man flushed to his ears and retreated like a gentleman running from a thunderstorm in heels.
Natalie just sighed. “You’re incorrigible.”
“I’m delightful,” Kim corrected.
The glass elevator gave them a view to die for. The pianist below glanced up, caught Kim’s eye, and promptly missed a note. She bent, slow and deliberate, adjusting the strap on her heel. The glass turned it into theater, legs, curves, angles meant for sin.
Natalie
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