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      Warning this book contains references to childhood abuse that some may find upsetting.

      

      There are explicit sexual scenes between consenting adults and depictions of a Daddy/boy dynamic relationship.

    

  


  
    
      To My Gus

      Without whom of which this would not have made it to its completion

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            ONE

          

          
            Connor

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Location: Unknown

        Day: Unknown

      

      

      Chills wracked my body. Who lowered the thermostat? I still wasn't used to sleeping alone, even after almost a year of it. Long stretches of lonely nights were only sporadically broken up by nights when I wormed my way into Oz's bed. Those were the best nights. I wished I was snuggled up against his warm furry chest.

      Cold air blasted me again. I groaned and reached for the blankets, but my arm wouldn't move. I tried again—my eyes opened as reality slammed into me. I was in a pitch-dark room with straps biting into my arms and legs.

      I started to panic and thrash. That only caused the straps to cut into my naked flesh. Adrenaline coursed through my body, and my heart pulsed in my ears. I couldn’t see what I was tied to. It felt like a metal chair with wide arms on it, and something was holding my head in place; I could barely move it from side to side.

      I closed my eyes and tried to remember my training. I had lots of it, but I never thought I'd have to use it. I needed to calm my breathing and fight the panic that still welled inside. I hated the dark. I counted with each breath.

      In. One. Two. Three.

      Out. One. Two. Three. Four.

      In. One. Two. Three.

      Clarity started to come into my head along with the pain coursing through it. I tried to swallow, but my mouth was dry, and my tongue was barely able to moisten my cracked lips.

      I thought back to what I was doing before all this. I didn't remember going to bed last night. What was I doing?

      An all too familiar ache spread through my chest at the thought of my last conversation with Oz. I had tried once again to get him to go out with me, but he had made excuses—as usual. I was hurt and angry…

      That's right. And I decided to go to the club.

      Karl and Ricky had drawn the short straws to escort me, and we drove into the city. We grabbed some spicy noodles and veggies from a street vendor for dinner and then headed to the club. Kālō Drāgana—The Black Dragon—was owned by a former agent and had been around almost as long as The Guild. Every few decades, it changed hands to another retired agent. Business was strictly prohibited. It was a place where agents could go and relax. Security was always top-notch, and in the last decade, it had become one of the must-visit clubs in Dhaka, so it drew in a large tourist crowd.

      Fuck, it’s cold. My whole body started to shake, and my skin tightened. I finally built up some saliva in my mouth, so it didn't feel like sand, but I was so very thirsty. And now my bladder decided to scream its fullness.

      Focus.

      The club.

      Karl and Ricky.

      We said hi to a few guys, then went up to the VIP floor, got a table, and waited for someone to come get our drink orders. The dance floor was packed, and I had wanted to lose myself in the music and the bodies. One of the great things about living here was that most people weren't much bigger than me. The press of the bodies wasn't suffocating but rather comforting. I also didn't get weird looks or laughed at when I told guys I wanted to pound their asses until they begged me for mercy.

      I may be small, and I may have a pretty average dick, but I had strength and staying power. It doesn’t take a huge slab of meat to wreck little holes and make yourself remembered. But none of them could give me what I really wanted.

      I swallowed and licked my lips. My bottom lip was swollen and sore to the touch. I heard something and tried to turn my head in the direction of the sound. Light blinded me, and I scrunched up my face, closing my eyes to slits. Metal scraped and locks disengaging echoed in the otherwise silent room. Still shivering, I watched the strip of floor in front of me as the sound of boots approached.

      "Maligayang pagdating sa bahay aking maliit na daga. Nangungulila ako sa iyo.⁠1" The language spoken was like spikes in my ears, and the voice hurtled me back to a time I had spent years in therapy trying to get over.

      Hot liquid ran down my legs with the shock of pure terror. I closed my eyes tight, regretting for the first-time, having corrective eye surgery. Rough fingers grabbed my chin. I tried to pull away, but the strap across my forehead prevented me from any escape. Fear crippled me, and panic stole my breath.

      "Open your fucking eyes, Daga!" Spit hit my face. The hand squeezed my jaw and pushed my head back before letting go. The back of his hand hit my immobile face. Years of freedom had made me forget that feeling, but one strike was all it took to flood my mind with the memories of my childhood.

      Words from one of my favorite books came to mind. The old mantra was rarely used anymore.

      
        
        I must not fear. Fear is the mind killer. I must not fear. Fear is the mind killer. ⁠2

      

      

      Cold water shocked me back to reality, and my eyes opened on reflex. My gaze landed on a face that still haunted my nightmares. This face was older and now scarred, but it was the same, and the same dead eyes stared at me. I gripped the arms of the steel chair. The edges bit into my hands.

      "There you are, Daga. Welcome back." Half his mouth turned up in a grimace. My heart stopped as it sunk in that I was no longer safe at home. I was back in the hands of a man I thought long dead. Alon Martinez was alive, and I knew—with certainty—I was going to die.

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 Welcome home my little rat. I missed you.

          

          2 “Dune” by Frank Herbert - One of the greatest Sci-fi books of all time in my opinion.
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        TAG HQ

        Seven Hours Missing

      

      

      I put the last batch of cherry muffins in the oven and set the timer. I nodded to Charvi, my sous-chef, who was prepping vegetables for that mornings' breakfast. She nodded back in our silent exchange that she'll watch the muffins. I tried to smile, but that was increasingly difficult these days.

      I took off my apron and hung it up on my way out of the industrial kitchen in the heart of the mansion. It was still early, but I wanted to check on Connor. I jogged up the stairs to the third floor. Connor still lived in Aleksei's quarters. He and Nigel were up, and I had already sent their breakfast.

      I didn't bother knocking at the double doors leading into their apartment. Habit would dictate that they were on the balcony enjoying the sun and nice weather with their breakfast. I nodded at Mihir as he came in with their dirty dishes. The older man had been their butler far longer than I had been their chef. Mihir's family had worked for The Guild for several generations and were trusted and loved.

      I stepped out onto the balcony that overlooked the back garden. Flowers, trees, and elaborate fountains made up the center space between the wings of the mansion. We called it a mansion, but it was more like a palace in size. I glanced through the arched frame of the balcony at the beauty displayed before facing the two men I had come to greet.

      "Good Morning, Asbjørn." Even at eight in the morning on a Sunday, Nigel was dressed in slacks and a crisp short panjabi with intricate embroidery along the buttons that ran from the collar to midway down his chest.

      Nigel picked up his teacup and gestured for me to sit. I shook my head. "I just came to say hi before I checked on Connor."

      Aleksei's eyebrow arched, and he inclined his head for me to sit. "He's not here, so you can sit and talk for a minute."

      "Where is he?" I pulled out a chair.

      "He didn't sleep here last night, so I'm assuming he is over at Yoshi's." Aleksei poured coffee into a cup from the carafe and leaned over to place it in front of me. "He was upset last night when he left. Do you know anything about that?"

      I poured cream into my coffee. "Yes, we argued." I sighed and sat back in the chair. "He doesn't understand that I can't give him what he wants."

      "And what do you think he wants?"

      I looked out across the gardens, unable to meet their stare. "Someone whole."

      "Asbjørn, my son." I turned to Nigel as he spoke. "All he wants is you and for you to return the love he has for you."

      "Have you told him what happened to you? Why you left the Norwegian Army?" Aleksei asked.

      "No, I haven't." I lowered my gaze to the table. I didn't want to see their looks of pity.

      "You should tell him. You know in your heart that he won't care."

      I nodded as I stood, knowing they'd forgive me leaving before I drank the coffee. "I'll just go check on him."

      I walked quickly back inside. I hated it when others talked about my injuries. I hated the pity in their eyes. Deep down, I knew Connor wouldn't be like other men, but I didn't want him to stop looking at me like I was his hero and protector. I didn't want to see the disgust when he finally saw me naked.

      My worry and thoughts carried me across the mansion to Yoshi and Dmitry's apartment. I pressed the door chime and waited. I wasn't like Connor, who opened everyone's door without knocking, especially theirs. The last thing I wanted was to catch them fucking in the living room. The chances were low this morning since Connor had slept with them last night, but I could never be too careful.

      Dmitry opened the door, looking like he just woke up and tossed on a robe. "Morning."

      "I'm sorry to wake you. I wanted to check on Connor and see if we could talk."

      Dmitry furrowed his brow. "He's not here. We haven't seen him since yesterday."

      I reached for my phone in my pocket. "Oh, I assumed since he didn't sleep in his own bed last night, he was here."

      Dmitry slowly shook his head. "Let me throw some clothes on, and I'll meet you in the security office. We'll bring him up on the tracker. Maybe he stayed in the city last night."

      Dmitry closed the door, and my heart rate picked up as it hit me that my boy wasn't there. I fingered my phone to unlock it and dialed his number while I walked to the stairs. I stopped at the top of the stairs and listened to it beep. It hit the voicemail, and I hung up and tried again. I jogged down the stairs and veered down the east wing.

      By the time I banged open the office door, startling Dinesh, who was on monitor duty that morning, I was in full panic mode. "I need you to bring up Connor's GPS."

      Dinesh nodded. "Sure." He tapped away at the glass-topped desk he was seated at and placed his whole hand down. The surface flashed, recognizing him, and then he typed more on the touch keyboard. The door opened as a new window popped up the wall-sized monitor. Dmitry, Yoshi, Aleksei, and Nigel filed in while the new window zoomed in on a map of Dhaka.

      The blinking red dot that represented Connor showed him still at the club.

      "I checked the log. Ricky and Karl were with him last night." Dinesh typed again, and two more dots appeared on the map next to Connor's.

      My panic eased slightly, but something didn't feel right. He never stayed out until morning.

      "Get Karl on the line," Aleksei instructed while moving to stand next to Dinesh.

      "I tried calling Connor, but he didn't answer." My throat tightened with anxiety that raced through my heart.

      Low, long beeps came over the sound system and then the automated voice of the voicemail system. Dinesh hung up and tried Ricky. Again, no answer.

      "Call the club's security. I want eyes on them now." Aleksei's voice was calm, but the urgency of his words was felt by all of us.

      I couldn't hear what was said through Dinesh's headset, but the scowl on his face didn't look good.

      "Sir, club security says they aren't there. I'm giving them their GPS coordinates."

      Aleksei crossed his arms over his chest with a curt nod. I moved back and leaned against the wall for support. I felt lightheaded, and my pulse pounded in my ears.

      "Sir, they found Connor's GPS tracker in a trashcan on the main level. They still haven't found Ricky or Karl yet."

      I didn't hear what Aleksei said. My knees buckled, and I slid to the floor. Someone had cut Connor's tracking chip out of him. My breaths quickened.

      Someone took Connor.

      Air see-sawed through my lungs.

      Someone had my boy, and it was my fault.

      A sharp stinging pain lit up my face, jerking my head to the side. I snapped my head back, and sound crashed down on me in the form of a pissed off Yoshi in my face.

      "Snap the fuck out of it, Oz, and get the fuck up." Yoshi's front teeth practically bit into his lower lip with each F. "You're coming with me. They found Karl and Ricky's bodies in the dumpsters."
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        Location: Still Strapped to a Cold Metal Chair in the Middle of a Drab Locked Room

        Day: Unknown

      

      

      I crept into Oz's room after another nightmare again. Yoshi had only been gone a few weeks, but it was different now that his stuff was gone too. When he took jobs, I knew he'd be back, so I didn't have as much trouble sleeping. But, now, he was here—but not—our room took on a whole new emptiness. With that emptiness came the nightmares.

      There he was…my big beautiful Viking bear. His back was to the door, and I went around to the other side of the bed where there was room. As soon as I got to the edge, the blanket lifted, and Oz looked at me tenderly.

      "Nightmare?" he whispered.

      I nodded as I slid in next to him. I buried my face into the thick chest hair that the low neckline of his tank top revealed. He always slept in a tank and cutoff sweats. I didn't know how he managed. I didn't sleep in the buff; that would have been awkward with Yoshi, but I only ever wore a pair of sleep shorts. Short, sleep shorts.

      Oz wrapped his arms around me, and I hiked my leg over his hip. It was the safest place I knew. The citrus of his body wash infused my senses, and my body relaxed completely.

      "Why won't you keep me?" I breathed the words into Oz's chest. Soft lips brushed my forehead, and his fingertips lazily caressed my back, lulling me into sleep.

      

      All my muscles contracted, and it felt like my body was on fire. I would have screamed, again, but I was too tired, and I didn't have the air in my lungs for it. I wanted to go back to my safe spot with Oz, but the pain was too great. I wanted to rip the IV out of my arm and stop the pain.

      Laughter penetrated my fog. "How are you liking this little concoction?" Alon held up a vial of blue liquid.

      "I think— I'd like to try— a different color—" I spoke through the pain. The accent I had worked hard to rid myself of reared up as I fought not to be the scared little boy I had been when last I saw this monster. "I prefer— pink over blue."

      "I would like to promulgate that this drug was my idea, but the Americans beat me to it. Governments always make the best drugs."

      "Promulgate? Really? Is that your word for the day?" I grunted through clenched teeth.

      "If you weren't so pretty, I'd bust up that face of yours, but soon you'll learn that I am the potentate here. And then, once I'm done with you, I'll sell you to the highest bidder who will turn all this lovely pale flesh of yours purple and blue before snuffing out your life." Alon emphasized the last word with a giddy grin that bordered on maniacal.

      The pain was easing, and my muscles were relaxing. "I see today is sponsored by the letter P." I thrust out my sarcasm like a shield bash, hoping to protect myself or if worst came to worst annoy Alon enough to kill me.

      Alon picked up another syringe from the rolling tray—like you always see in operating rooms on TV. He used it to suck up more of the blue liquid that was making my life hell. "You didn't use to have this disobedient tongue on you. You were such a good boy."

      He stuck the needle into the injection port, and I watched the blue race down the tubing directly into my hand. The drug was cool when it hit my vein, and the coolness traveled up my arm a little way before it integrated with my bloodstream. From experience, I knew I only had about a minute before my body felt like it was melting from the inside out.

      "I don't even know what you want." I closed my eyes and tried to hide away in my mind before the pain hit.

      Alon grabbed my face roughly. "This, Daga, is just punishment for escaping. When I'm tired of your screams, you'll know what I want from you."

      "I can't." The fire started low.

      "You can, Daga!" Spit hit my face, but I didn't care. Hot liquid splashed me as my muscles seized. At least, I was hydrated.

      The pain ate my consciousness again.
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