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	PART ONE:

	NEW YORK


CHAPTER ONE

	The driver pulls us to a stop next to a sidewalk, and Dash opens the door and gets out. I follow him, but he catches my arm and halts me at the door. 

	“We don’t work. I was selfish to think we worked, Allie. Go home. It’s better that way. Neil will watch over you until this Allison thing is figured out. He’ll call you. Answer when he does.”

	My eyes burn and my chest pinches. “Don’t do this,” I plead. “Don’t let him blaming you for something that wasn’t your fault divide us.”

	“How do you know it wasn’t my fault, Allie? How do you know anything about me when you don’t know that?”

	“Don’t go and fight, Dash. Brandon and your father, they’re watching. This was all planned. They want to take you down. Don’t fight. Please. I’m begging you.”

	 “Go home,” he says again, and with that bitter command, he releases me, turns, and starts walking. I round the door and intend to follow, and I try, but I make it half a block and he’s just gone. I can’t see him anymore. 

	I’m trembling when I climb back into the SUV and shut the door. “Where to, ma’am?”

	Where to?

	Home, Dash said. I don’t even know where that is right now, but it seems fairly obvious that Dash just broke up with me. I give the driver my apartment address.

	I’m sitting on the bed of my tiny New York apartment, my “home” where I’ve been sent, tears streaming down my face, as I desperately try to pull myself together. I don’t live with Dash anymore. I never really lived with him. I was just staying with him. That much is clear. But as to why this happened, well it’s all about my ex, Brandon, and Dash’s father, plotting against Dash, trying to hurt him. Trying to set him up. 

	“Oh God,” I whisper as I pull this all together. Brandon taunted Dash about fighting. He has to know about Dash’s habit. And what did Dash do? Push me away and clear a path for them to come after him. 

	“Because he’s going to fight,” I whisper, standing up and pressing my hands to my face. His fighting started after his brother died. During the confrontation with his father, his father made it clear that he blames Dash for his brother’s death. Dash is going to fight. I search anxiously for my phone and find it in my jacket pocket, punching in Dash’s number. It goes straight to voicemail and a sound of utter frustration rips from my lips. There’s a beep to leave a message and I spill out a plea. “Don’t fight, Dash. Brandon and your father are together, two people who want to hurt you. They’re watching. They’re coming for you. I beg of you, fight the need. Please. I’m here and—”

	The machine cuts off. I call back again and it goes to voicemail. I quickly type a message that matches my voicemail and then start to pace. He’s going to fight. I know this in my gut as sure as I know my own name. He’s going to fight. I halt abruptly and stare at my phone. I can’t believe I’m going to do this, but I have no choice. I dial Tyler. 

	“Ms. Wright. What can I do for you?”

	“Allie,” I say. “I need to be Allie right now, Tyler, because I need you to act like a friend. To me and to Dash. Because I’m probably about to ruin my relationship with him by coming to you. I know I am.”

	“Oh fuck,” he murmurs. “What the hell is going on?”

	“This has to be between you and me, Tyler. Promise me. I need advice. I don’t need you to go off the deep end.”

	“He’s fighting,” he assumes far too easily for my comfort. 

	“That’s not a promise,” I chide.

	“I’ll protect you, Allie. And him. Is he fighting?”

	“He’s going to,” I dare to confess. “I know he’s going to. Do you know about the signing?”

	“What about it?”

	Obviously, he does not know and at the risk of putting Bella on the spot with him I say, “My ex is an agent who is now agenting his father.”

	“Holy hell. This is clearly going no place good.”

	“Exactly,” I say. “Were talking a cesspool of hate. Dash’s father hates him. My ex hates me and so he went after Dash. I should have seen it coming. I should have warned—” 

	“What did he do?” he demands roughly.

	“He turned the signing into a father-son event.”

	“What? That makes no sense. Dash would never allow that to happen and neither would Bella.”

	“Brandon got it out to the press, so if either man backed out, they looked bad. They were both cornered to go through with it for the betterment of the charity.”

	“I assume they both showed up.”

	It’s more a statement of fact but I answer anyway. “Yes.” 

	“What happened?”

	“His father cornered us and all but called Dash a killer. He even said something to the effect of Dash eventually killing me, too.”

	Tyler grunts. “That son of a bitch. Yeah, Dash is going to fight tonight. No question about it.”

	“Where?” I ask. “I need to know where so I can stop him.”

	“I don’t know where and even if I did, you can’t go to an underground fight club alone. But I might be able to payoff the right people to freeze him out. Let me make some phone calls.”

	“Don’t tell Bella. Not yet. Not if we don’t have to tell her.”

	“I didn’t plan on telling Bella. She’ll lose her shit, but Bella should have told me what was going down with this signing. We should have had them sign separately at different times or in different rooms.” 

	He’s not wrong, but it all happened so fast, I don’t think anyone could even get their head around the best next move. For now, I focus on avoiding another time bomb. “Don’t call Dash,” I say. “Please. I beg of you. If he knows I went to you—”

	“Maybe that would wake his ass up and bring him back to your side.”

	My heart jackhammers. “Don’t. No.”

	“I got it, I won’t call Dash. I’ll get back to you soon.” He disconnects. 

	I try Dash again and another call comes through. I quickly switch over. “Hello.”

	“Allie, this is Neil Ledger.”

	Neil isn’t just some guy. He worked with Dash while they were both in the FBI, and now does private hire work. I’m not sure if he’s Dash’s friend, but he’s sure not his enemy. He wants me to leave New York which means he could be mine. 

	“Where are you?” Neil asks.

	“Home,” I say. “Why?”

	“I’m sending a car for you. There’s a private plane waiting.”

	Hope fills me as I ask, “Will Dash be there?”

	“No,” he says solemnly. “No, he’s not going to be there.”

	“Where will he be?”

	“He’s leaving town.”

	“Back to Nashville?” I ask, even when I already know that’s not going to be Neil’s answer.

	“No, Allie,” Neil says. “Not to Nashville.”

	Of course not, I think. He wants me in Nashville, and far, far away from him. “Where?”

	“I don’t know.”

	“Liar,” I accuse, and I don’t give him time to lie again with his denial. “I’m not leaving,” I say. “I have a job and a home here.”

	“Dash wants—”

	“For me to go home? I am home. And I’m staying here.” 

	“He wants you to go back to Nashville.”

	And when I’m gone, Dash is going to find the nearest fight club and bury his face in someone’s fist and that’s essentially what he does. He taunts his opponent into punching him, hurting him, punishing him. And he wants me far away when he does it. Because he needs to fight more than he needs me. Dash threw me away with the ease of a boy throwing a ball, and that hurts, it downright guts me, but that doesn’t change the fact that I love him. Nor does it wash away my determination to save him from himself. I can’t do that by alerting Dash that I’m coming for him. Neil is still on the phone, determined to get me back to Nashville.

	“No,” I say firmly. “I’m not getting on that plane. I’m not going back. Not now. Maybe never.” 

	I disconnect and I dial Tyler. He answers on the first ring. “I need thirty seconds, Allie. I’ll call you back.”

	Well, at least he called me Allie. If he’d have called me Ms. Wright, I might have screamed at him. “His buddy Neil says he’s headed out of town. I think that means he’s really staying here. Where will he go if he wants to fight?”

	“I told you. I have no idea. I’m working on it now.” His phone must beep with another call. “I’ve got a PI I use on occasion digging around. I need to take this.” He disconnects. 

	I pace again, trying to think what to do. Dash is hungry to fight. He’s going to fight. I need help and it has to be from someone that won’t burn Dash. One name comes to my mind. God, I can’t believe I’m going to do this, but I am. I punch the number into my cellphone and listen to the line ring. One time. Two times. Then, “I trust this is important, Ms. Wright.”

	“Mr. Compton,” I say, and then just as I did with Tyler, I add his first name, “Mark. This is a personal call. I need help. I really need help.” 

	“What kind of help?”

	His voice is hard, but then it’s always hard. “The kind that could destroy a very high-profile, good man, if I trust the wrong person.”

	“And you came to me?” I can almost hear his eyebrows lift. 

	“Yes. You’re the most private, well-connected person I know.” 

	“Talk,” he orders.

	“Do you know who Dash Black is?”

	“The author. I do. What about him?”

	“I’m dating him. I moved in with him in Nashville, but that doesn’t mean I’m not coming back to work. I just—” 

	“Get to the problem.”

	“He has a bit of a habit, or addiction, to something that could ruin him. And he—can I just meet you in person? Now?”

	He’s silent a moment. “The coffee shop next to Riptide. Fifteen minutes. Do you need me to send you a car?”

	“I’m close. I’ll walk. Thank you.”

	We disconnect and I press my hand to my head. I can’t believe I’m doing this, but it’s this or nothing and nothing is not an option.

	 


CHAPTER TWO

	I manage to turn off the faucet on my face and slip out of my coat long enough to fix my makeup. Once that’s done, I do what I would never do under normal circumstances before meeting with my boss. I down a glass of wine as if it’s a shot of whiskey. I slip back into my coat, grab my purse, and head for the door. But not without turning and looking at my apartment. This is my home. Or maybe my home is another place in Nashville, but it’s not with Dash. 

	My place.

	No one can take it from me.

	Dash’s place was never mine. I know that now.

	With the ease that he sent me away, we were never what I thought we were. But to his credit, he warned me. He’s not a forever kind of guy. With a twist of my heart, I exit the apartment and lock up. I can’t think about what could have been that really never existed as a possibility in the first place. I just have to save Dash from himself, even if it changes my boss’s view of me going forward. 

	The walk is brisk, chilly, the late afternoon cloaked in shadows as the sun begins to hug buildings and fade into the horizon. I can only assume that the fight clubs operate in the dark of night and that night is not far from welcoming him with its false promise of shelter that it doesn’t have to offer.

	I arrive at the coffee shop and promise myself I will not lose my shit with Mark Compton. I will be calm and confident. I will represent myself and the auction house with dignity. With these vows, I open the door and step inside, a cozy fire in a stone fireplace warming the room. Mark stands and waves at me. He’s at a back corner table that allows him a view of the entire coffee shop. It’s a position of control and I would expect no less from this man, which is exactly why I believe he can help me. 

	Hurrying toward him, I sit down, surprised to find a cup of coffee waiting on me. “Vanilla latte,” he says as we sit. “Isn’t that what you always order when one of the staff picks up coffee for the office?”

	“Yes,” I say. “How would you know that?”

	“I know everything about the people who work for me, Ms. Wright.”

	“Allie,” I say. “Or not. Whatever you want.”

	He studies me with piercing gray eyes that seem to see right to my soul. He’s wearing an olive-green sweater and jeans today, but he’s no less intimidating in casual attire than he is in a custom suit. A lot like Tyler, I think, only Tyler crossed a line with Dash that somehow took him to another level of personal with me, and that I will never be with Mark Compton. I wonder if anyone is ever that personal with this man.

	“Vanilla is a very safe choice, Ms. Wright,” he observes, and just when I think that’s exactly what he’s doing, being personal with me, he adds, “Asking me for help with a personal issue is not. I do believe you’re showing a little growth.”

	I blink. “You think me asking you for help shows growth?”

	 “You’re taking a risk. We both know this is a risk. Talk to me. And to some degree, your role with Riptide will remain stagnant until you learn how to take a risk and do so with confidence. You got the risk right today. You need to work on the confidence.”

	“Easier said than done when I’m taking that risk with someone else’s life. If I tell you this, you could ruin him.”

	“I have no desire to ruin Dash Black or another man who hasn’t done anything to hurt me or those I love. You can trust me, Ms. Wright.”

	“I believed that before I called you or I wouldn’t be here. Your mother knows my story, which means you may or may not, so forgive me for repeating what might not be necessary. My ex is a high-powered entertainment agent. He represented my father as he transitioned from playing football to being a talking head on camera. Leaving out the gory details, I broke up with him and my father did the same.”

	“I didn’t think you spoke to your father?” he asks, confirming he does, in fact, know the story I told his mother before she hired me. Or at least, part of it.

	“I don’t,” I say. “Gossip spills though. An agent told me about it. But as I mentioned, or I think I did—I’m not exactly myself right now—Brandon, my ex, wants revenge. He sees Dash as the way to get it.”

	“How very predictable,” he says dryly. “What did he do to Dash?”

	“Dash and his father are not on good terms.”

	“Didn’t I just read about some big signing they did together today?”

	“Not by choice. Brandon recruited Dash’s father as a client. Then he tricked both men into a signing together. He made a splash with the press so they couldn’t back out of the event, which was for a charity. The two of them together went very badly. The confrontation was inevitable, and that connected to a highly personal loss the two share, which drove Dash over the edge. Dash has an addiction, not a conventional one, but an addiction. One he promised me was over.”

	“That’s not how addiction works,” Mark points out. “Not a true addiction.”

	“I know. But he made it seem as if he fell off the wagon, so to speak, but it was under control. I don’t believe that now. He pushed me away the minute this fight with his father happened. And of course, I know why.”

	“He needs his high,” he supplies.

	“Yes. And this could destroy his career. And he’s going to act on this need of his now, tonight, while his father and Brandon are watching. I need to find him before they do.”

	“What is the addiction?”

	“Fighting. Underground fighting. Illegal fighting. There’s a place in Nashville I know he’s been to, but I don’t think he’ll leave the city before indulging in that high. He needs it too badly. He has film deals and a TV show in negotiation. If he ends up in the press over this—”

	“It won’t kill the deal,” he assures me. “In fact, it will bring attention to the movies and the books. But that doesn’t mean it won’t kill him.” He picks up his phone from the table. “Lucky for you, I have the right people around me to get you the answers you need.” He stands and walks away.

	I grab my phone and check for a message from Dash or Tyler, but there is nothing. I text Dash: Please call me. If you care about me even a little bit, you will call me.

	My cellphone rings and I glance at the caller ID. It’s an unknown caller and I know that means Neil. I decline the call and text Dash: I’m not going back to Nashville, Dash. Not now and maybe not ever. So tell Neil to stop contacting me.

	He doesn’t answer. I try to call him. It goes to voicemail. His phone is off. And I know why. He doesn’t want to talk to me. He doesn’t want to be stopped. 

	My phone buzzes with a text message and my heart leaps with the hope that it’s Dash. It’s not. It’s Tyler: No luck yet. Still working.

	My lashes lower on a sigh, and a complete utter feeling of defeat. I can’t save him. Because he doesn’t want to be saved. 

	 


CHAPTER THREE

	Mark leaves me at the table so long that I down my coffee and head to the bathroom, which is large and offers me the privacy to pace. And so, I do. I walk into the one-person bathroom and start pacing. It’s a four-step pace and turn, but it helps. After I’ve done about twenty laps, I wash up, freshen up, and check my phone for the hundredth time. With a deep breath, I exit the bathroom to find Mark and another man waiting on me.

	My heart thunders in my chest with the certainty something is wrong. I step to the table and slide uneasily into my chair. The newcomer is blond, with ink down his arms and piercing blue eyes. 

	“Hi,” I say. 

	“Hi,” he says. “You look like I’m your worst nightmare. You don’t like ink?”

	“Oh God no. I mean, yes. I mean—”

	To my shock, Mark laughs. Mark never laughs. I didn’t even know he was capable of laughter. “This is Lucifer, Allie. He works for Walker Security.”

	Walker Security is the company that runs Riptide’s security, but their reach is far and wide, worldwide in fact, and their skillset is far beyond what they do for us. 

	“Lucifer is more than a little comfortable in the underground boxing clubs. Which I know because I bet on a few of his fights. Now you know something dirty that you can hold against us if we burn you.”

	I perk up. “Do you know Dash?”

	“I do know Dash,” he says. 

	My heart sinks. “So, he’s been fighting? Often?”

	“Not here. Not for a long time. Not since all of his success.”

	Until me, I think, and a part of me wonders if I’m not the problem. If I don’t need to just go away. But even if I am the issue, not his father, and this time I do think it’s his father, he’s neck-deep in trouble now, tonight. I have to pull him out of the quicksand before I can walk away.

	“And I’m going to piss him the fuck off if I take you to him,” Lucifer adds. 

	“Oh,” I say, my gaze jerking to his. “Oh okay. I just—can you—”

	“Take you to him?” he asks. “Sure. I don’t care much who I piss off unless they’re a client of Walker Security. Your boss just happens to be a client of Walker Security.” He leans closer and whispers, “Not that I really care if I piss him off either.” He glances at his watch. “It’s seven o’clock. The first fight will be at eleven.”

	“Are you fighting tonight?”

	“Not tonight,” he says. “I have a job in progress. I keep my play out of my day, if you know what I mean.”

	“Then you can’t do this.”

	“I’m a client,” Mark replies. “I’ll pay Walker to do this for you.”

	My eyes go to Mark’s. “You’d do that?”

	“Of course, I would. I am.”

	“Nah,” Lucifer says. “I’ll do it for free, but there’s no way I’m taking you there to the club. It’s not the place for a lady. Here’s how this plays out. You go home. If Dash is on the card—which I won’t know until my inside man calls me back—I’ll send a car for you. That car will pull up to the front door. I’ll ‘bump’ into you at the front door and you’ll beg for my help finding Dash. Make it loud. Make it obvious.”

	“And then?” I ask.

	“Then I blow you off, but not really. I’ll tell Dash some chick is upfront trying to see him. He’ll freak, of course, and I’ll follow him up front. Just so I can be there if someone causes trouble. You and Dash can then do your thing, whatever that ends up meaning. Cool?”

	“Yes,” I say. “Yes, thank you, Lucifer.” I glance at Mark. “Thank you.”

	He gives me a barely perceivable nod.

	“Will you be there?” I ask.

	“Yes, and that’s part of the plan. I’ll be the way you made it to the club.”

	“He’ll be furious with you,” I say. “And if we do work things out, I don’t want him to hate my boss. Isn’t there another way?” I don’t give him time to answer. “Actually, there is. He already hates Tyler Hawk. And Tyler knows about his fighting. Tyler told me where the club is located in Nashville. It would be believable that he tracked down this one as well, though, in truth, he tried and failed.”

	“No to that,” Mark states, his tone absolute. “While Lucifer is inside, someone has to be outside, in case you need help. That means me.”

	“Jacob can go,” Lucifer offers. “I already talked to him. He’s on standby. He eyes Mark. “That keeps Mark out of the mix and since Jacob oversees the security team at Riptide,” Lucifer adds, glancing at me, “it would be easy to have assumed you’d go to him for help. He’ll be the fall guy and no one hates anyone. If everyone agrees, I’ll get to work.”

	“Agreed,” Mark states.

	“Agreed,” I say as well.

	“Good,” Lucifer says. “Go home, Allie.” He slaps his hands down on the table. “More soon.”

	Mark lifts a finger in my direction, “My car is outside. The driver’s been instructed to take you home. He’ll also be the one picking you up should Dash show up at the club.”

	In other words, I’m dismissed but I’m pretty alright with that right about now. I need to think and process on my own before I see Dash tonight. And I will. He’ll be at that club. I feel it in my bones. “Thank you both. I know I’ve said that, but I mean it.” I glance at Mark. “I owe you for this.”

	“Your loyalty is my price, Ms. Wright. And I’m aware that Dash makes that complicated, but I’m a forward-thinking man. I do believe we can find a working solution for all. Go home and drink a glass of wine. You have time to use its influence to calm down, but not fall down.”

	It almost sounds like a joke, but Mark Compton doesn’t tell jokes. Does he?

	I decide he does not. 

	I push to my feet, offer both men small nods, and walk toward the door. A few minutes later, I’m in the hired SUV, and a man I’ve seen with Jacob a time or two greets me. He’s dark, Hispanic, I think, and good-looking, with a friendly disposition. “I’m Adrian. Your guardian angel.”

	“You work for Walker,” I assume. 

	“Bingo.” He pulls us onto the road. “Speaking of bingo. How do you get five sweet, kind, angelic, Christian old ladies at the community center to swear like sailors?”

	“Is this a trick question?”

	“It’s a joke. What’s the punchline?”

	“Ah, tell them there’s no more chocolate?”

	He laughs, low and masculine, and says, “No, but that would probably work. The answer is, have a sixth one shout, ‘Bingo!’”

	I surprise myself and laugh. “Thanks for that.”

	“Well, hopefully, a ride and a smile are all you need tonight but just in case there’s more, put my number in your phone.”

	I pull out my phone and by the time I’m in front of my building, I’ve stored his number, Lucifer’s, and Jacob’s. “Now go try to relax. Hopefully, Dash won’t go to the fight night and you won’t see me again, unless it’s at Riptide.”

	“Thanks, Adrian,” I say sincerely, appreciating all Mark and Walker are doing for me and Dash, even if Dash doesn’t appreciate their efforts as I do. 

	Exiting the vehicle, I huddle into myself and my coat as I run through the night that is far more bitter cold than just the weather, and enter my building. Once I’m at my door, my heart sinks and I realize some part of me hoped Dash would be here waiting. Silly girl. Tricks are for kids. I enter my apartment and glance at my watch. I have hours here to fret before any news will follow. I shiver with the low temperature of my apartment and turn up the heat. With my coat still on, I walk to the kitchen, fill a glass with wine, and read the message I sent to Dash. I’m not going back to Nashville, Dash. Not now and maybe not ever. So tell Neil to stop contacting me.

	Neil hasn’t contacted me again. God, maybe he read the message. Maybe he just wants me to go away and instead I’m riding in with the cavalry to save him. I down the wine and pour another glass. I don’t even care just how badly me and more wine mix. 

	 

	 


CHAPTER FOUR

	Neil does, in fact, call. 

	After my relief that Dash has not blown me off completely over my message, I check myself. Dash may not have even seen that message. He could be that disconnected, with only one love right now, and it’s not me. It’s fighting. I don’t answer any of Neil’s attempts to communicate. There’s really no point. I’m not going to the airport. I’m not going anywhere until I hear from Lucifer. 

	I wait for his call as time ticks by with such excruciating slowness. Trying to stay busy, I change into a casual skirt, boots, and a warm sweater, all of which I’d left here in my closet, in my apartment. Unfortunately, I have no tights left here that are not ripped so my thigh highs are all I have to keep me warm. This brings me to the dilemma of all my personal items that are still in Dash’s hotel room, and back in his apartment in Nashville, which was never really mine—I know that now—is a real one. I debate going to the hotel now, when he’s gone, when the retrieval of my things would be far less sticky. But then I check myself yet again. I don’t know Dash isn’t in his room. I know he doesn’t want me in his room. After all, he didn’t say, “Go to the room, Allie.” He said, “Go home.” With this painful thought in mind, I inventory my closet and my kitchen, and decide a good way to kill the wait will be a run to the store for basics like coffee, creamer, shampoo, conditioner, and so on.

	I do just that and while it keeps me busy, it’s a painful dose of reality. I need these things, I think, filling my shopping bag because these things are for my apartment, which is my home again. 

	No.

	It was always my home. I was just visiting elsewhere.

	I’ll fly to Nashville for the critical coordination of the auction, and for Thanksgiving and Christmas, as well. Of course, there is the auction that Dash will be at and I’ll have to attend, but I’ll stay busy and far away from him. 

	All of these decisions are made by the time I walk back into my apartment. I unpack my bags with at least an hour left until I will hear something about the fight lineup for the night. I down the last of glass number four of my wine, my mind going back to the cocktail party. To that moment after Brandon had cornered me. When Dash had pulled me into a quiet place, just me and him, the rest of the world shut out. I squeeze my eyes shut and I’m there again. 

	Dash slides one hand between my shoulder blades and molds me close, and the other holds my head. “Do not be embarrassed with me, Allie. God, woman, I love you so fucking much you don’t ever have to be embarrassed.” 

	I blink, stunned, all kinds of crazy emotions flooding my entire body. “You love me?”

	He tilts my head back, looks into my eyes, and says, “So fucking much and I don’t want you to go back to New York.” His mouth closes down on mine in a kiss I feel to my toes, a kiss that is so much more than a kiss. It’s passion, it’s friendship, it’s love. 

	“I love you, too,” I whisper, when his lips part mine. “And I want to stay with you.”
He strokes my hair from my eyes and says, “Let’s get out of here.”

	“Can you?”

	“Hell yeah, baby.” He closes his hand around mine and leads me to the door. 

	 

	My phone buzzes with yet another message from Neil, which I ignore. Right now, reality hurls rocks at me. Dash saved me from Brandon. Now it’s my turn to save him from Brandon. No matter what the cost to me. Most likely that cost will be my relationship with Dash, but I’m pretty sure I’ve already paid that price. And I’m not sure what we had was as real as that moment he confessed his love made it feel to me anyway. Of course, whatever I do won’t cost me my job. I owe Mark now, and in a big way for all he’s done tonight, but he’s apparently a reasonable man under all his arrogance and demand. 

	My cellphone rings and my heart leaps as I reach for it, anxious for something, anything but my empty apartment and a bottle of wine that I’m drinking alone. 

	Disappointment jabs at me as the caller ID reads Tyler’s number. “Hi,” I answer, aware that I owe him an update. 

	“Tell me you’ve heard from him.”

	“No,” I say, “but my boss at Riptide is a little more connected to that world than I imagined. He’s helping me.”

	“You told him? Damn it, woman—”

	“It’s okay,” I say quickly. “I trust him. And he gave me a little dirt on himself for reassurance that he won’t hurt Dash. I’ve got this. I’ve got Dash, too. I’ll save him from himself and he’ll hate me after. But I’ll save him, Tyler.”

	“If he hates you for saving him, you’re better off without him. But whatever you do, it needs to be low-profile.”

	“I know. I’ve got it handled. I have a plan.” And because I know that won’t be enough for the man aiding in the management of Dash’s career, I spend the next ten minutes sharing details about Walker, Lucifer, and Mark’s role in all of this. 

	“This is a good plan,” Tyler assures me. “It’s the best possible plan under these circumstances
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