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Chapter One

 


Caitlín noticed the empty parking spot close
to the entrance of the tall office complex and quickly stopped, put
the car in reverse, then began backing into the vacant slot.
Unfortunately, as she started a motorcyclist blithely rode in,
parked, and then jumped off his bike. He strode off without
removing his helmet, ignoring her completely.

She thumped down on the horn, leaning out
the car window and shouting, “Hey! I was backing in there,
asshole!”

A few passersby grinned at her action. He
didn’t bother turning around, just gave her the finger as he
marched off toward the complex of tall buildings, shops, and
offices. Fuming, Caitlín drove around and around the car park
trying to find another spot. Finally, after ten minutes circling,
she found a space but with a long walk back to the entrance.
Still, at least I’m parked but damn, I’m late. She hotfooted
it to one of the huge buildings then entered, seething with anger
now she was overdue.

Her father’s company, Turner Media, used
four floors in the middle of this particular building as their
offices. In fact, her father owned the entire building, leasing out
the remaining floors. After taking the elevator to the forty-fifth
floor, she walked to the reception desk.

“Good morning. I have an appointment at 9:00
with Pat Landry, sorry I’m late.”

“Good morning.” The woman checked a list
then said, “Ms. Brown, is it?”

“Yes.”

“Please take a seat. I’ll let Mr. Landry
know you’re here.”

“Thank you.”

Caitlín walked over to the lounge area and
sat, still smarting from the idiot who stole her parking space.
Take a deep breath, Caitlín. Five minutes later a smiling
young woman came over to her holding out her hand. Caitlín rose and
shook it.

“Hello, Ms. Brown, I’m Veronica, Pat’s PA.
We’ve spoken many times but it’s so nice to meet you in person at
last.”

“Hi, Veronica.” Caitlín smiled warmly. “It’s
so good to put a face to the voice.”

“If you’ll come with me.” Veronica led her
down the hallway. “How was your trip over?”

“Tiring, but the hotel is lovely. I bet you
chose it.”

“I did. It’s quite close to here. There are
a few nearer but it’s the nicest in the area until I can find you a
suitable townhouse or condo.”

“Thanks for arranging the rental car as
well. It was nice to get off the plane and have it waiting for me.
I appreciate all you’ve done for me, Veronica.”

The two women walked into a large corner
office. The man behind the desk stood and walked around to greet
Caitlín, arms outstretched. Veronica left the room saying she would
arrange coffee.

“Caitlín! It’s lovely to see you again.”

“Hello, Pat.”

After giving her a bear hug, he kissed both
her cheeks and invited her to sit, joining him in the visitors’
nook.

“Sorry I’m late.”

“It’s only ten minutes or so, Caitlín, don’t
worry. How was the trip?”

“Long. So tiring.”

“Still can’t sleep on planes?” He
grinned.

“No, for some reason I’ve never been able to
sleep or eat on planes, beats me why. I do like flying but the
knowledge of how it affects me means I hate doing it. Anyway, once
I landed I slept through most of yesterday.”

“Brown?” he asked with his eyebrow quirked
up and a huge grin on his face.

“I know. I hate using it but I didn’t want
the chance anyone would link me with the company.”

“True, maybe you should have just pulled a
name out of a hat instead.”

“I did think of that but knowing me I’d
forget.” Caitlín laughed then added, “And that would be a dead
giveaway. Oh, and I’m using the name Cate rather than Caitlín.”

“Okay. How’s the family?”

“Mom and Dad send their love. David and Jane
want to know if you’re going to visit them before they head off to
England. David’s got an idea for another trip planned.”

“Uh-oh, that sounds like trouble. Look what
happened last time they took me and Belle for a drive.” He made air
quotes while grinning.

Caitlín looked at him innocently. “You mean
that short trip to see a few kangaroos?”

Pat burst out laughing. “Short? It took us
two days driving through the middle of nowhere just to get
there!”

She shrugged. “True, but you all had
fun.”

“Yes, I’ll concede that. In fact, it was a
great trip and I’d honestly love to do another. I hope that once
this mess is sorted we’ll go over. David and Jane will be working
overseas then but I’m guessing they’ll come back for holidays
regularly to see the family.”

“I’m sure they will, and it’s only for two
years.”

“I’ll work something out with him.”

Caitlín thought she had better get down to
the reason she had flown in from Australia. “So, are there any new
developments?”

“No, not since my last email. Someone here
is leaking information and stealing the photographs.”

Caitlín shook her head. It was so worrisome
to know there was a thief working for them. “Well, I guess it’s
time for me to go to work. Who knows who I am?”

“Only Veronica and me. I thought it wise not
to advertise who you are. We’ve got a cover story that you’re here
from the head office in Sydney to go through all our equipment and
things, doing a stock-take and inventory, then suggesting what new
stuff we should buy.”

“Sounds perfect.”

“Belle’s arranged dinner for you tonight.
See you about 6:00?”

“I’ll be there. It’ll be great to sit and
talk to you both again, it’s been far too long.”

At that moment Veronica entered the room
carrying a tray. She put it on the low table between the visitors’
chairs and sat.

“Tea or coffee, Ms. Brown?”

“Coffee, thanks, Veronica, and please call
me Cate.”

“Thanks, Cate, I’ve been reminding myself
all the time to think of you as Brown. I’m so worried I’ll slip so
calling you Cate instead makes me rather relieved.”

Veronica smiled at her and Cate thought she
really was an attractive woman. Short, maybe under five foot six
with short blonde hair. They’d spoken on the phone plenty of times
over the past eight years since Pat had hired her. Veronica poured
out coffees all round and handed a cup to Caitlín before taking a
seat. Caitlín pulled out a sheet of paper filled with notes.

“Right. Let’s get down to business. Correct
me if I’m wrong. What we do know is someone has been leaking
information—stealing mainly photographs and details about the
picture, to the opposition, and they’re publishing them before we
do.”

“That’s about it, Caitlín,” Pat said
worriedly. “As I mentioned, we’ve narrowed the field of suspects
down to those involved in photography and camera work as well as
the admin staff that work with them.”

“Great. So, how many people have you got it
down to now?”

“Twenty-three people.”

“Well, that’s better than earlier when you
had almost sixty suspects. How did you narrow it down to these
twenty-three, Pat?”

“Veronica’s idea. We got one of the
photographers to take a series of photos and told him no one was to
know except those in the film department. Seven weeks later the
photo popped up in the magazine run by Steve Wexler. Then we did
the same thing a few weeks later with a similar result. As you
know, they publish every two months while ours is every three.”

Veronica looked thoughtful. “I know Pat
doesn’t agree with me but I honestly don’t believe Wexler is in on
it.”

“Why?” Cate asked, intrigued at Veronica’s
insistence.

“I know the man. He’s a personal friend of
my father’s. Yes, he’s the sort to take advantage of everything he
can but he is honest despite his aggressive manner.”

“So, you think it’s someone under him who’s
trying to get rid of us, Veronica, and boost their sales at the
same time?”

“Yes, I do.”

Pat took a sip of his coffee then looked at
the two women. He sighed.

“Veronica and I disagree on this but I
certainly won’t let it blind me into thinking he’s not behind it.
Still, regardless of who is ordering it, someone here is feeding
over the information.

“As you know, Caitlín, we’ve got that big
spread on global warming coming out in eleven months and it’s worth
millions. Plus, it’s linked to our film documentary due to be
released at the same time. Some of the photographers are back out
in the field, we already have a lot of footage in the can, and
others will be going out soon to get the final stuff we need or to
do re-shoots. If the opposition gets hold of any of the pictures I
don’t know what we’ll do.”

“Hopefully we can solve this well before
then.”

Pat sounded dejected as he shook his head
and said, “I hope so, Caitlín, I really do.”

They finished their coffee and Caitlín
stood. “Veronica, can you take me down to the film department? I
want to get a feel for the place and the staff. Don’t bother
introducing me, we’ll just walk in and look around. We can talk
about either the office or something mundane.”

“Okay.”

Taking the elevator down to the forty-third
floor, Veronica showed Caitlín through a doorway into a large
open-planned office with several rooms to the right. There were
about fifteen workstations scattered around the floor between
cabinets and indoor plants. On one wall a whiteboard took up a
large space.

“Our photographers and cameramen always
write their locations on that board and when they’ll be back, along
with a contact phone number.” Veronica pointed across the room to
the whiteboard hung between a couple of offices. “We have to be
able to contact them if necessary, some may be away for weeks at a
time.”

“That makes sense. We’ve got a similar setup
in the Sydney office, and the European one does the same.”

“There’s also a common notice board over
there near the lifts where people post stuff or we put up general
staff notices.”

Behind a few screens on the bottom left,
around a large windowed corner, was a kitchen area for the staff
complete with fridge, microwave, sandwich press, and coffee
machine. A small lounge had a few comfortable-looking sofas, a
small table, and chairs.

Veronica pointed out the workstations. “The
stations are for the admin staff and writers for the photographers
and filmmakers. I’ve arranged a spot for you here at the back.”

She then led Caitlín to the series of rooms.
“These are the labs and the photographers’ work areas and their
offices. Over there in those rooms…” She pointed. “Those are
storage areas for the photography equipment.”

Caitlín noticed a few people looking at her
curiously but she ignored them and concentrated on memorizing the
layout and listening to Veronica. A very attractive, tall, older
man looked her up and down as he passed. He stopped at one of the
desks within listening distance, flicking through a large folder on
top of one of the filing cabinets and scribbling something on a
sheet of paper. Caitlín noticed him—she couldn’t help it. He was
sex on legs as far as she was concerned, and so handsome. He had a
scruffy sort of beard, a little more than a five-o’clock shadow,
with his hair pulled back into a ponytail. Caitlín kept watching
him but listened to the PA.

“Did you find the building okay?”

“Yes, no problem at all until some bastard
on a motorcycle zipped in behind me just as I was reversing into a
vacant car space.”

“You’re joking! What a pain.”

“Yep. An asshole if ever there was one. I
called him out on it but he just gave me the finger and walked on.
If I meet him again I think I’d be tempted to keep reversing and
run over him and his bloody bike.”

Veronica laughed and Caitlín noticed the man
seemed to start as if in surprise as she’d told her tale, then
walked off after giving her another frank up-and-down look.

“Who’s that?” she whispered to Veronica.

“Hunter Ralston.”


Chapter Two

 


“So, that’s Hunter Ralston? Wow, his work is
amazing. ”

“I know. He’s one of the best photographers
and camera operators in the business. As you know, he’s been
working here for almost two years. Was in Afghanistan as a war
photographer but got injured in a bomb blast. Think he got injured
in Syria too. He’s covered a lot of wars and conflicts through the
years. We were lucky to get his services but he’s an arrogant
prick.”

“I remember my father being very excited
when he finally agreed to work for us. He’d told Pat to tempt him
with lots of extra incentives.”

Veronica looked around then said very
quietly, “It’s mostly his work that gets stolen and I have to tell
you he’s pissed off big time.”

“Do you think he could possibly be
involved?”

“I really doubt it, considering his reaction
when something of his gets pinched. He’s been threatening to leave
and that would be terrible because his work is so wonderful.”

“Okay, but still we can’t eliminate him.”
Speaking in a normal voice Caitlín went on, “I need to go to the
personnel office.”

“This way.”

They left the room but not before Caitlín
looked over at Hunter where he was reading something on the staff
notice board. She thought the back view of him was just as
attractive as the front. His long shiny brown hair, in the high
ponytail, had a few obvious streaks of grey. On some older men long
hair looked, well, stupid, but on Hunter it looked sexy and
attractive, plus, it looked squeaky clean. His shoulders were wide,
waist narrow, and legs long. He filled out the dark jeans he wore
very well. He’d glanced their way as they moved past and Caitlín
was surprised at the intensity of the look—and how she reacted. The
gaze from his deep-blue eyes pierced hers and blood rushed to her
cheeks.

After getting a copy of the staff list and
attendance records from Personnel and arranging for some files to
be sent later to her via Veronica, Caitlín went back down to the
film offices. The workstation given her was at the back of the room
so she could see the other workers. Veronica had also given her a
file with dates, copies of the photos, and copies of the magazine
issues they were used in. She’d seen most of them before she left
Australia but it was good to have the entire collection here for
reference.

Caitlín spent the morning going through the
records then checking the dates they thought the photos were stolen
against the staff members’ attendance records to see if anyone was
absent. Veronica had already done this but it made sense to start
here. One person was on annual leave on several of the dates so
Caitlín thought they probably weren’t involved, one less to keep on
her list. Another person, a woman, was off on one of the first
dates but there for the next few. She hadn’t been at work on the
last date and was still on leave. She’d been pregnant and now had
her baby—down to twenty-one.

Early in the afternoon she went into the
staff area. After making coffee, she waited on a toasted sandwich
to cook for her lunch when Hunter Ralston came in. There was
something about him, about the way he held himself. He exuded
confidence so much that, as Veronica had remarked, it came across
as arrogance to most people. He commanded the room as he took his
time making coffee. When he’d finished he turned, leaned against
the counter, and took a sip of his drink while looking directly at
her. She noticed a thin scar running down his right cheek to get
lost in his beard, but it only seemed to enhance his appeal as far
as Caitlín was concerned. There was no doubt he was a very handsome
man.

“Well, Red, been a good girl?”

What a strange question? Still, it
stirred parts of Caitlín she would rather he didn’t know as she
replied, “I have no idea what you mean.”

He laughed and took another mouthful of his
drink. She needed to get him to move so she could rescue her lunch
before it burnt.

She pointed behind him. “Excuse me, Sir, I
need to check.”

He held his arms wide and with a rather sexy
grin said, “Check away.”

Gritting her teeth, she said, “The sandwich
press.”

“Sure you wouldn’t rather check me, Red? I
give you permission to run your hands over me.”

Caitlín faltered. His words were innocent
enough but to a person with her kink it held a much different
meaning. That word “permission”—it sang to her. She had to stop
herself from dropping to her knees and saying, “Thank you, Sir.”
Instead, she adopted what she hoped was a suitably angry glare as
she tried to look behind him.

“Ask me to move.” He actually ordered her,
not asked.

“Will you please move, Sir?”

He gave a slight bow with his head but now
wore a puzzled frown as he stepped to one side. Nervously Caitlín
switched off the machine and removed her lunch, placing it on her
plate. She was dismayed to see her hands shake as she picked up her
coffee and the plate. Hunter still stood there watching her every
move like a hawk. She gave a quick glance at him, realizing he
still looked a little mystified. I wonder why?

Every part of him now screamed Dom, and she
hoped she wouldn’t spill anything as she moved to a chair to eat.
She could feel his gaze following her all the way. As she sat, he
suddenly turned on his heel and left the room. It felt so empty now
he’d gone, Caitlín didn’t know whether to be relieved or dismayed.
She sat in the lounge area eating and thinking hard.

Was he or wasn’t he? Maybe he was
just the type of man who tried to dominate women without actually
being a Dominant. Still, her kinky sense tingled, warning her. The
man’s in the lifestyle. Beware!

Caitlín spent the rest of the day in the
equipment room, checking the things against the inventory. It gave
credence to the story she was here to stock-take and check on old
items throughout the building. In addition, it was always an
advantage to have an up-to-date inventory. She was pleased to see
how well the equipment area was set out with large cabinets and
drawers for cameras, more for lenses, ones for tripods. The
equipment for videos was also well stored so Caitlín wouldn’t have
any problems matching serial numbers and checking things. A heavy
register sat on a low cupboard top—obviously, people entered the
details of equipment they took then booked it back in on
return.

She was tired, it was just after four, but
decided she’d do the last few video cameras in this cabinet then
leave the rest for tomorrow.

As she was about to take a camera down, a
deep angry male voice behind her said, “Just what the fuck do you
think you’re doing?”

Caitlín jumped in surprise and turned. It
was Hunter Ralston.

“I … inventory, Sir.”

He stepped in close—too close, he invaded
her personal space—and she could smell his
aftershave. Musky and woodsy. He stared down at her, so tall,
towering, and she felt a sudden fluttering somewhere below her
navel. She was about to push him away when he reached out and
softly wrapped a large hand around her neck. She could feel his
thumb—rough, below one ear and his fingers below the other, that
thumb caressing her skin. She gasped in fright but then he savaged
her mouth with his.

There was no other word for it. This was no
kiss. It was an attack. Her lips felt bruised when he lifted his
head. She stared in shock, unable to speak, as he dropped his hand
and strode from the room leaving Caitlín stunned. She leaned back
against a small desk and touched her mouth.

What the fuck? Her legs wobbled like
jelly and her heart pounded so loud she was sure the whole office
would be able to hear it through the open doorway. Her mouth and
chin felt scorched from his beard and she wondered if he’d left
bruises on her neck. Somehow she managed to stay upright but only
by leaning against a cabinet as she got herself under control.

What the hell should I do?

She’d go straight to Pat and report Hunter
for sexual harassment because he’d most certainly assaulted her.
Pushing herself off the cabinet she strode to leave but upon
reaching the doorway, Caitlín faltered. Part of her wanted to
report him, but the majority—those parts connected to her
submissive side—wanted him to come back
again. In two minds about what to do, Caitlín stopped, her hand on
the doorframe. She shook her head, angry at what she was about to
do, and knowing she was being extremely stupid. Caitlín had decided
she’d just ignore it. Hopefully it would never happen again. She’d
make sure she was never alone with him in the future. I know I’m
a fool pretending this didn’t happen but … damn, I wish he’d do it
again. She’d always insisted staff report any sexual
harassment, no matter how minor, and yet here she was disregarding
exactly that!

Somehow she made it through to the end of
the day. At 5:00, she joined the throngs heading to go home via
their cars, trains, bikes, or just walking. As she strode toward
her car, she spied the biker again. He had just pulled on his
helmet so she rushed over before he left.

She poked his arm and shouted, “Next time
you cut in on me, asshole, I won’t stop. I’ll keep fucking
reversing over you and your bike, you bastard!”

He turned to her and lifted his visor—it was
Hunter Ralston.

Fuck!


Chapter Three

 


He didn’t say a word, just lowered the
visor, started his bike, and pulled out. Somewhere in the back of
her mind came the realization that if he was a Dom as she
suspected, and if she were his submissive, she’d be in for a
serious load of pain. Caitlín stood there, tummy quivering, mouth
agape, like a complete idiot.

Hoping no one else heard her, she stirred at
last then quickly marched to her car. As she drove back to the
hotel, her mind filled with a jumble of thoughts. She’d agreed to
have dinner with Pat and his wife, Belle, at their home but it was
the last thing she wanted. What she’d really love to do was examine
her feelings and come up with the real reason why she hadn’t
reported Hunter. If anyone else had done what he had she’d have
them up on charges before they could blink. Why on earth am I
allowing this stranger to get away with assault?

Still, the Landrys were friends of hers,
very close friends of her family, so she would hate to disappoint
them. As it was, the evening turned out to be delightful and
Caitlín was glad she hadn’t made up some silly excuse and not come.
Pat and Belle had lived in Australia for a while when her father
had begun building up the business to what it now was—a major
player in the world of magazines and documentaries.

“I remember the old days when I first
started working for your dad, the magazine, and the newspaper he
published.”

Caitlín smiled at Pat. He and her father
were old friends and even though they were in different countries,
remained close. Pat was closer to Caitlín’s age, just six years
older at sixty, but he and her father just clicked. Pat worked for
three years in Australia, finishing his degree in business
management before heading to the US.

Her father had since retired, now
seventy-five and her mother seventy-four, but they still liked to
keep abreast of the business.

“How’s John doing?”

John MacKenzie ran the Australian
office.

“Great, Pat. He fit in perfectly. Can you
believe it’s been over five years since he was appointed to run the
Sydney office?”

“Gee, I didn’t think it was that long.”

Belle grinned at Caitlín. “Didn’t your
father want you to take over the management before then?”

“Yep, Belle, he did, but to be honest I
prefer being the ‘gofer’. I’m John’s right-hand man but I get to
sort out any problems in our offices worldwide. Hence, you have my
company on this current trip to the US.”

Caitlín relaxed in her chair and looked at
her two friends. “He often talks of the old days when you and he
were building up readership.”

“Smart man, Séamus. He saw the writing on
the wall long before I did. He branched out to documentaries to
compliment the magazines and online stuff when he sold the
newspaper side but kept the magazines.”

“Those two magazines, the one on world
events, Happenings, and the other, Our Living, are
still doing well, Pat. Look at the awards they’ve won. Plus,
they’re online now as well.”

“That’s true, Caitlín, but if we can’t find
the thief, people will drop their subscriptions if they can get the
same information earlier.”

“We’ll find them, Pat.”

“I know you will, Caitlín.”

“You still enjoying life here in the US?”
Caitlín asked.

“Considering we’ve called it home for the
past twenty-seven years, you could safely say yes.”

“What’s this I hear that you’re using your
married name, Caitlín?” Belle asked, her face puzzled. “Surely
after all you went through with that…”—Belle shivered—“that horrid
man, you’d want to forget everything associated with him.”

“I do, Belle, believe me I do, but as I told
Pat, it’s easier to remember something you’re familiar with, even
if it’s Graham Brown.”

“I’m so proud of how you’ve managed to put
that all behind you. Your father has never really forgiven himself
for not believing you.”

“I know he hasn’t, Belle, but in the end he
saved me.”

Belle nodded then changed the topic. “How’s
David and Jane? Do you think they’ll enjoy life in England?”

“They’re good. You knew Jane was pregnant
again?”

“Yes.”

“As for England, I think they will. They’re
both adventurous types and Jane has found a nanny to help her with
Heidi and then the new baby.”

“You’re going to miss them.”

“I know, Belle. It’s hard enough being over
here knowing they’ve flown off to another country. Heidi’s three
and it’s such a great age, she’s so much fun.”

After the leisurely meal and a few hours
chatting, Caitlín drove back to the hotel around eleven. She lay in
bed but couldn’t sleep, so much revolving around in her head. Try
as she might she couldn’t get rid of the image, or the feel, of
Hunter Ralston when he assaulted her lips. Her fingers kept running
across her mouth as if he’d left an imprint stamped on it.

She knew exactly why she couldn’t get him
out of her head. He was everything she craved in a man—forceful,
aggressive, in control—dominant. Definitely a man who took whatever
he wanted. And whenever he wanted it. In addition, the guy was
gorgeous. It all sang to the strong submissive in her and she knew
if she wasn’t careful, she’d be caught. After her divorce from
Graham Brown, during the years of counseling, Caitlín discovered
she needed looking after in the bedroom. Not only was she a
submissive, she needed pain—lots of pain. Her counselor hadn’t been
at all shocked with her and suggested she look into the Dom-sub
dynamic. She’d thought Caitlín was a natural submissive which had
made Graham’s abuse and control of her that much easier.

And now she’d come face to face with a man
who pressed every one of her buttons. A man who she was certain
beyond a doubt was a Dom, a man who attracted her more than anyone
she’d ever met in her entire life. How on earth was she going to
cope with seeing him on a daily basis? Having him question her,
direct her. Shit!

After a night spent tossing and turning,
Caitlín went back into the office the next morning. There was no
sign of motorcycles in the car park, thankfully, nor did she see
Hunter all day.

Caitlín finally finished her stock-take late
the next day. She locked the door on the final cabinet and was
about to leave when she heard someone enter the equipment room. She
just knew who it was without looking around—his presence to her was
that commanding. Turning, she saw she was right. Hunter. She
grabbed her papers and went to rush by him. He blocked her way.

“You swore at me on Monday, Red. If you were
mine, I’d have to punish you, you know that, don’t you? You’d get
twenty for that insult.”

Her eyes widened as she searched his face.
His grin was like a shark’s then he started chuckling. She pushed
her way past him and raced from the room, his laughter ringing in
her ears. She made it to her desk without somehow tripping over and
hoped her face wasn’t too red. Once she sat, Caitlín put her head
down, ignoring everyone while trying to concentrate on work, but of
course her mind was filled with images of her obeying Hunter and
being punished.

Half an hour later she was finally calm and
writing notations on her worksheets when two hands thumped down on
her desk. Startled, she flinched and looked up. Hunter again.

He leaned forward and spoke very softly.
“And that punishment will happen very soon. I promise.” Standing
up, he said loudly, “Bye, Red.”

She watched him prowl to the whiteboard,
write something, and then pick up a large backpack now filled with
his camera gear. He must have known she was watching because he
looked over, a serious look on his face, and, pointing a finger at
her, he left. Caitlín figured everyone in the office knew of their
exchange. She tried to act natural and concentrate on her work. She
made it through the remainder of the day and when it was time for
everyone to leave, she casually walked over to the whiteboard and
looked for Hunter’s name. He’d written he’d be out of the office
for the rest of the week and the following week. She sighed with
partial relief. That would give her plenty of time to steel herself
against him. She drove back to her hotel with her mind still on
Hunter Ralston. Damn the man! At least he’ll be away for the
next two weeks.

“Time to concentrate on the real reason I’m
here, tomorrow I’ll carefully start questioning people.”

She’d given it a couple of days for them to
get used to seeing her. She’d lunched in the corner area with a few
and had joined in their chatter. Caitlín was confident that no one
associated her with any investigation.


Chapter Four

 


What a time to have an offshore
assignment!

Hunter really wanted to learn more about the
mysterious redhead but instead he was winging his way across the
ocean. His first stop was Nadi, in Fiji, where he would stay
overnight before flying on to Kiribati, an island nation in the
central Pacific Ocean. His brief for this outing was to photograph
and record the effects of the rising ocean from global warming on
the people. The low-lying atolls were immediately and extremely
vulnerable to inundation or seawater flooding. The office had
arranged for Hunter to stay for seven days on the various
islands.

Hunter’s thoughts weren’t on Kiribati nor
his assignment, unfortunately, instead he had to admit a certain
redhead was still foremost in his mind. The big question is why
can’t I get her out of my head? Yes, he thought she was
stunning, yes, she had the curves aplenty that he adored. As well,
she had beautiful auburn hair twisted up in some sort of folded bun
thing that accentuated the perfection and paleness of her skin. But
he’d seen plenty of gorgeous women in his life.

No, there was something about her. Something
about her sang to him. He grinned as he recalled. And that
was even before she called him Sir!

When he’d first seen her she wore navy pants
and a blazer with a white shirt underneath. She held a pair of
glasses and looked very prim and proper but very sexy
librarian-like. Then he’d overheard her say someone on a bike had
stolen her parking spot.

Guilty.

In his defense, he hadn’t noticed her
reversing lights. He’d been thinking about this assignment, noticed
the empty parking space, and driven in. A car horn had blasted but
he hadn’t heard her yell because of his helmet. But judging from
the reactions of a couple of passersby, he guessed someone was
yelling at him. So he gave the finger, everyone does. Now he felt
awful because it wasn’t intentional—well, the finger was, but not
pinching the space. What was very intentional was that kiss.
Yes, that I meant to do.

Hunter daydreamed, remembering the first day
he’d found her in the staff kitchen. They’d skirted around things,
she’d called him Sir several times, everything seemed to be on two
levels. She was in his head. When he’d seen her about to take down
a camera worth more than a year’s salary, he shouted. He was very
protective of all the equipment and hated seeing any
non-photographers touching them.

She’d turned and that’s when she’d called
him Sir again. Maybe it was an innocent thing or just maybe she
knows about the world of Doms and subs. He hoped she was a sub and
reacted instinctively. When she’d said it again he couldn’t help
himself, he grabbed her by the neck and kissed her, although maybe
it was more like smashing his lips against hers.

In that brief instance when their lips had
touched, he’d gotten a charge of electricity. Shit, the woman’s
hot! He began praying she was a sub because if she wasn’t he
was in for some major pain. Of course that was if he still had a
job by the end of the day after that stunt. He’d really been stupid
to do it. Hunter had always stood up for anyone who’d been faced
with sexual assault and advances, always insisted they report it,
and instead he’d actually committed it! Talk about an idiot,
that’s me! A first class one.

Funny thing, she never spoke, never
complained to the higher-ups or at least no one had spoken to him,
fired him. Seemed she’d just ignored it. He shook his head.
No. In all probability the higher-ups were waiting until he
got back from this assignment, then the hammer would fall. They
were probably doing an investigation while he was missing. Well,
he’d just have to take whatever happened. He damn well-deserved
whatever punishment they decided on. Fuck.

He did laugh when she reamed him out in the
afternoon. He’d give anything to have been able to take a
photograph of her face when she realized it was him. Shock, horror,
and something else—as if she’d known she was in big trouble.

Seems he couldn’t control himself around
her. The next time he spoke to her he told her she was going to get
punished for what she’d said. That would only add to his list of
sins with the boss, ensuring he would be out on his ass when he got
back. A frown crossed his face. Fuck, I hope I’m only fired and
not charged as well.

But then his thoughts turned to imagining
how it would be if he could fulfill his promise to punish her. To
have her naked and on her knees. He wondered what her first name
was. He asked around but all he discovered was her last name of
Brown. Now he sat on a plane daydreaming about a beautiful naked
redhead kneeling in front of him before he put her over his knee
and spanked her. It had been many years since a woman affected him
the way the delectable Ms. Brown did. Sure, he had subs before.
Yes, he been in a relationship long ago when he was in his early
thirties. Since then he’d had several subs but because he’d never
fallen in love, he’d never collared them. For some reason he felt
the two should go hand-in-hand.

But lately he wanted more. He wanted a woman
who would love him for himself, who would stand by his side. Well,
not in the bedroom but one who would share his life. Maybe it was a
sign of getting older, he’d turned fifty-five just last month. He
no longer wanted to race around the world chasing that elusive
photograph. It was as if something inside him changed and now he
honestly wanted to finally settle down. He didn’t want to spend the
remainder of his life polishing his awards, being alone, and
reminiscing about his good old days.

Now suddenly he’d seen a woman who excited
him in ways he’d never felt before. She looked to be in her late
forties or early fifties. He hadn’t noticed a ring but then he
wasn’t looking at her hands—instead he’d noticed her lovely full
breasts that pressed enticingly against her shirt.

What he’d give to be tasting them right at
this minute instead of trying to stretch his cramped legs out in an
airplane seat, flying for almost eighteen hours straight. Oh, well,
he’d just have to wait. They say waiting only heightens the
pleasure and he intended to have lots of pleasure with Red. And in
the back of his mind he hoped there’d be more than just pleasure,
he hoped there’d be a future.

He gave a sudden laugh scoring looks from
the passengers around him. Here he was planning a future around a
woman he just met, a woman who, for all he knew, was happily
married with a dozen kids. A woman who would be instrumental in
getting him sacked. A woman who’d be shocked if she knew he was a
Dominant. Ah, well, a man can dream.

With those last thoughts, he settled down
and slept. When the plane landed in Fiji around 2:15, he grabbed
his bags then took a taxi to the hotel the company had booked for
him. Tomorrow he’d meet up with his interpreter then fly to Tarawa
Atoll where most of the population lived. On the larger island of
Tarawa, people mostly spoke English but elsewhere Gilbertese was
spoken. Even on Tarawa some of the people only spoke a mixture of
English and Gilbertese so he really needed someone to translate for
him.

After eating, Hunter went back to his room
to sleep more. He always found it best to catch any sleep he could
when on assignment, sometimes things happened that meant sleepless
nights. Hunter was lucky, he was one of those fortunate people who
could sleep at the drop of a hat, and slept very well on
planes.

Next morning he met his interpreter,
Tarariki Yanu, whose family lived on one of the islands. Tarariki
was in his late thirties, about six foot tall and maybe the same
wide, yet he appeared all muscle and seemed continually to laugh.
Hunter liked him immediately.

Together they flew to Tarawa. Tarariki told
him all about the customs and people who lived on Kiribati during
the trip. From there they would either travel around the islands by
plane or boat while Hunter worked.

“In many of the places we’ll visit they will
put on a feast for you, Hunter. The maneaba, the village
meetinghouse, is where they’ll hold it. It’s an honor to you and
you must remember to be appreciative. You must also remember direct
eye contact is uncommon and never look directly at someone who is
above you or cut across the gaze of people speaking to each
other.”

“Thanks, Tarariki, I’ll remember that. Is
there anything else I should know, any taboos?”

“Never touch the top of someone’s head,
very, very bad,” he told him, shaking his head. “Touching the side
of the head or face is an intimate gesture so avoid it, even if you
only go to touch a child’s head. Big no-no.”

“Okay. Anything else?”

“Some of the islands won’t have alcohol.
Drunkenness is a problem so some places have banned it
completely.”

“Not a problem for me, I rarely touch the
stuff.”

The next seven days became a whirlwind for
Hunter and he loved every minute of it. The locals put him up in
their homes and treated him with honor. He made sure he was humble,
always gracious, and polite. Hunter was confident the film he took
and photos he captured would show just what these wonderful people
had to deal with as the encroaching ocean got closer and closer to
their homes. In some places the water had already inundated the
land, homes had been lost, and the ground salinity increased to the
point where farming was impossible. It shocked































tmp_ce0210f362c7136f0fae58fccf40ca2e_nxLAfb_html_m2f557912.png
)
(

BXX X

{
\

e





tmp_ce0210f362c7136f0fae58fccf40ca2e_nxLAfb_html_188aa85a.jpg
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING

| 4

5
C
Hunter by name and nature,
a Dominant—forceful, cocksure, sexy.
bonas bout

GAITLIN
CHOIGE

SUZY SHEARER





tmp_ce0210f362c7136f0fae58fccf40ca2e_nxLAfb_html_6bd667c.png





cover.jpg
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING

GAITLIN S
CHOIGE

SUZY SHEARER





