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CHAPTER 1

 

“Have you noticed that nobody’s trying to kill us?”

No. Peter Bolton hadn’t noticed anything except for Piper’s long red hair that kissed her shoulders in thick waves, and her long eyelashes, which moved over her green, twinkling eyes. 

That was a lie. He noticed other things, too. 

Like her breasts. He noticed them. They were firm and high in her blue blouse, and he knew from personal experience that they fit perfectly into his large hands. And then there was all the rest about her, which he knew from personal experience, too. The way they fit together, for example. That was a good one. The way she looked at him when she was aroused.

Uh-oh. Speaking of aroused, he’d better think of something else or he was going to make a scene in the tattoo removal clinic. They had come to remove the tattoo on the back of Piper’s neck, a remnant of her abduction, which had left her an amnesiac.

“Clogged drains and Brussel sprouts,” Peter replied.

Piper whipped her head around and studied his face. Her mouth scrunched up in the way she had when she was trying to figure something out. “Huh?”

“Clogged drains and Brussel sprouts don’t arouse me,” Peter said and smirked.

“Don’t get me wrong,” she continued as if Peter hadn’t said anything. “It’s fabulous that nobody’s trying to kill us, but it’s also a little sad. And boring.”

“I like boring. I’m retired,” Peter reminded her. He had been an international superspy, but he had given that up to fall in love with a beautiful and filthy rich woman. He had never been happier, even though they had almost been killed at least a dozen times since he had discovered her naked in the redwood forest a few weeks ago.

The technician entered the sterile room and instructed Piper to sit in a chair with her head forward. “Around forty-five million people in the United States have at least one tattoo,” Piper informed the technician. It was her shtick to know trivia. She seemed to have an unlimited knowledge of little-known facts. The only thing she didn’t know was who she was and where she was from.
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Peter opened the passenger door of their Porsche Cayenne, and Piper climbed in. She watched him jog around the car and get into the driver’s seat. “Does it hurt a lot?” he asked her, throwing a look to her neck.

“No, I’m happy that it’s gone,” she said honestly. If she couldn’t remember the time during her abduction, it was fair that she didn’t have to be reminded of it with an unwelcome tattoo.

Peter started the car, but she put her hand on his, urging him to turn off the motor.

“Are you all right?” he asked, concerned. “Are you getting a flashback of the abduction?”

Piper shook her head and trailed her fingers up his arm. “No, I was thinking of something far more serious.”

“Murder? Mayhem? The end of the world?”

She unbuckled her seatbelt and climbed over his seat, where she straddled his lap. “No. I was wondering what it was like to have sex in a Porsche.”

Peter’s pupils dilated, and he arched an eyebrow. “That’s funny. I’ve often wondered the exact same thing.”

Piper lifted his shirt and felt his hard abs. “In French, a six-pack is called a tablette de chocolat. A chocolate bar,” she said, while she unbuttoned his pants, freeing his erection. She wrapped her hand around it, making Peter groan.

“Maybe we should give it a try,” he croaked, barely able to get the words out. “Purely for scientific reasons.”

“I do like to have a steady stream of data on hand,” she said and brought her lips down hard on his.

Her body heated up to dangerous levels from the kiss, and she wondered vaguely if she could die like this, like a dog left in a car in a parking lot in Arizona. But it was only the end of June, and it was San Francisco, which hadn’t gotten hot since they moved there a week before.

Sex was good with Peter. Not good… Great. Not great…perfect. At least, she thought it was perfect. She had amnesia, so he was the only sexual partner she remembered. But it was hard to contemplate sex being better than this.

It was the kind written in romance novels. He was always hard. She was always wet. They had done every position known, but they were more than happy with the missionary position. 

Just like a romance novel.

They couldn’t keep their hands off of each other, since they had finally come together in Bora Bora. It had already made for a few embarrassing moments, but Piper didn’t care. She couldn’t get enough of Peter.

And she was in love with him. Gaga, over the moon, unbridled in love with him.

Peter lifted Piper’s skirt and guided her over him.

“Oh,” she moaned. Her hips began to move over him. 

Peter cupped her face with his hands. “Open your eyes, Piper. Look at me,” he urged in an emotional whisper.

She opened her eyes and was greeted by the love in his. It was always like this between them. Connection. Unspoken communication. 

Peter drove his body into hers, and her core yielded for him. She was short of breath, as her passion rose. She could feel Peter reaching toward his climax, too, and she kissed him again to hasten it.

Her skin sprouted goosebumps over every square inch, and her senses came alive. She was like a superhero or a magical being. She could see, smell, hear, taste, and touch like a superhuman. And it was all because Peter brought it out of her. His touch brought her to heights she hadn’t thought possible. And his touch was everywhere. On her breasts, her lips, her ass. Inside her.

They moved together as if they were one with a singular goal between them, as if one was only a continuation of the other. Her core began to tighten, and the muscles rolled in a sweet physical response that began to take her away.

Ecstasy, she thought. Superhuman powers through ecstasy.

Piper’s ecstasy was approaching fast. Her head dropped back, as she allowed her body to take over. Just like a self-driving car, she thought humorously. Her body didn’t let her down. Led by a potent mix of pleasure and desire, it crossed a bridge of intense bow-chicka-wow-wow into a seizure-inducing happy ending.

“You drive me crazy,” he moaned, as they climaxed together. 

“You drive me crazy, too,” she said. But he didn’t drive her crazy. He grounded her, provided her with a foundation of love and security that she had become instantly addicted to and would defend to the death.

“So crazy.” Peter breathed heavily into her ear. “I’m hearing bells.”

Piper sat up straight and listened. “I’m hearing bells, too. It’s your phone.”

Piper climbed off of Peter and returned to the passenger seat. Peter dug his phone out of his pocket and looked at the screen. “Adesh,” he said. 

“Answer it.”

“But I’m naked. I don’t want to talk to Adesh while I’m naked.”

“He won’t know you’re naked on the phone,” Piper said, smoothing her hair, which had gone wild during their lovemaking.

Peter shuddered. “I’ll know I’m naked, and I can’t do that. Not with Adesh.”

“You could always get dressed,” she said, pointing at Peter’s crotch.

“Oh,” he said, sounding disappointed. “So, we’re not going to go for another round?”

“No more car sex today. I don’t want to get arrested.”

Peter sighed and zipped his pants up. Once he was fully clothed, he answered the phone. “Yes, we’re going to pick up Pop-Tarts on the way home,” he said into the phone on speaker.

“Don’t stop for anything. Come home immediately. There’s an emergency!” Adesh yelled.
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Peter got home in seven minutes. It wasn’t a record for him, but it was pretty damned close. He and Piper had bought a stately mansion, high atop San Francisco, and were still in the midst of moving in. They had bought the place with all of the staging furniture included, but they had been busy putting their own touches to it, including a weapons room, a panic suite, and enough information hardware for Adesh to start World War Three or take over Disney, if he so desired.

Adesh Sharma had done some freelance hacking work for Peter when he had been a spy, and since then, Peter and Piper had sort of adopted the four-hundred-pound computer science genius.

“Stay here,” Peter ordered Piper when they parked in the driveway. 

She laughed. “Ha! Funny one.”

“Fine. C’mon, but stay behind me.” 

Peter pulled a pistol out of his ankle holster and got out of the car. He approached the house with caution, waiting for any sign of trouble. But there wasn’t one. No obvious intrusion and no trespassers. Just Adesh’s Bee Gees music blaring from the back of the house where his office was located.

Stayin’ alive! Stayin’ alive!

Peter paused at the front door and turned toward Piper. “I used to be a very impressive spy.”

“You’re still impressive.”

“I’m expecting John Travolta to hop out in his white suit. This is a step down from breaking into North Korea.”

Piper patted his back. “I know. If you want, you can shoot the refrigerator later.”

“Thanks, but I don’t want to damage the cold cuts. I’m planning on making a sub sandwich later to eat with the game.”

“You can’t do that. We’re going out tonight,” Piper reminded him.

“Damn it. That’s right.”

He carefully opened the door and followed the music to Adesh, all the while watching for intruders. But everything looked exactly the way they left it. They found Adesh safe and sound in his office.

He was standing amidst the monitors and cords that he hadn’t yet set up, and he was wearing only boxer shorts. When Peter and Piper entered, Adesh held up a suit jacket.

“Help,” he pleaded. “The suit doesn’t fit. Those bastard tailors don’t know how to measure.”

Peter ran his hand over his face in frustration. “Is that what this is about? A suit? I almost shot you.”

Adesh threw the suit jacket on the floor and stomped his foot. “Shoot me! Shoot me! I can’t show up at the party in jeans and a t-shirt. Lola Franklin is going to be there.”

Peter holstered his gun. “Help me out here, Piper. Who’s Lola Franklin?”

“Lola Franklin is a YouTube star, who starred on the television show What’s Eating Johnny? She was married to the twelfth richest man in America and divorced him in a contentious court battle that netted her fifty million dollars,” Piper said.

“Wow, you never cease to amaze me with your knowledge of trivia,” Peter said, honestly impressed.

“Oh, Adesh told me all about it. That’s how I know,” Piper said. “Adesh is in love with Lola.”

“And I was going to marry her, but now I can’t because of the suit,” Adesh moaned. He threw himself down on a chair and put his head in his hands.

“I know how to sew,” Piper said.

“You can?” Peter asked.

She seemed to think about it for a moment. “Yes. I know how to sew, and I can let out the suit so Adesh can wear it.”

Peter kissed her lightly on the cheek. “You’re an amazing woman.”

“Not that amazing. No one’s trying to kill me. Hey, maybe some will try to kill me at the party,” she said, hopefully. “It’s going to be full of big shots, right?”

Peter nodded. “I don’t know why we got invited. It’s way too high class for us.”

“Maybe we got invited because I’m filthy rich,” Piper suggested.

“Maybe,” Peter said. “One thing’s for sure, though, watching baseball on TV while eating a sub sandwich would be a lot more exciting than a hoity-toity party.”

 


CHAPTER 2

 

The funny thing about having amnesia was that everything was a new experience for Piper. She knew how to brush her teeth and read, but she didn’t remember ever doing it before she ran naked and terrified through the redwood forest a few weeks before.

So, when Peter, Adesh, and she walked into the San Francisco Gemology Museum, it was all new to her. Had she ever gone to a museum before? She didn’t have a clue. Had she ever gone to a fancy party in a museum before? She had even less of a clue.

The museum sat on a tall hill in the city with an incredible view of the Golden Gate Bridge and Alcatraz. They were met at the entrance by a woman in an evening gown, and Peter handed her their invitations. She felt him put his hand on the small of her back, and they walked in.

The museum was completely lit by candlelight, and two harpists played in a corner by a display of giant rubies.

“I see the shrimp puff guy. I’m going to head them off,” Adesh said. “But if you see Lola, give me a heads up so I can get rid of the shrimp in time. I want her to think of me as a vegan and totally wrapped up in my physique.”

“No problem, buddy,” Peter told him. “Your vegan physique is safe with me.”

Adesh walked toward a caterer who held a platter of shrimp puffs, while Peter and Piper took a tour of the periphery of the main room. Every few feet, there was a glass enclosure set into the wall with an amazing jewel inside.

“Hat Clasp,” Piper read on a gold plaque next to one of the windows. “Sixteen carat diamond on it. That seems excessive for a hat.”

“How about diamonds? You like diamonds?” Peter asked.

“They’re all right.”

“How about rubies? Emeralds? What’s your favorite gem?”

The hair on the back of Piper’s neck stood up, and she felt Peter’s eyes on her, like she was a gazelle at the watering hole and he was a hungry lion, trying to figure out which way she was going to run so that he wouldn’t miss out on dinner.

She turned away from the hat clasp and met Peter’s eyes. Gone was the hyper self-assured superspy, and in his place was a little boy, waiting for an answer.

But what was the question?

“Why are you so curious about what gems I like?” she asked him.

He stuffed his hands into his pockets and looked down at his shoes. “No reason.”

“Gems are nice, but I’m not a jewelry girl,” she said honestly. Her hand found the key around her neck, and she clasped it. It wasn’t jewelry, but it was her only true possession besides a debit card, and she didn’t know what it unlocked.

“Oh,” Peter said, obviously disappointed with her answer.

Piper stepped forward until she could smell Peter’s aftershave. She grabbed his lapels and pulled him in close. Resting her cheek on his broad, hard chest, she took a moment to breathe him in.

“Just because I don’t want a rock on my finger doesn’t mean I don’t want a rock on my finger. You know what I mean?” she said.

“Sort of. But…”

Suddenly, the moment was over, and Piper pushed away from him with force. “Oh my gosh. That’s Lola Franklin, and she’s heading in Adesh’s direction.”

Peter turned around and followed Piper’s gaze to Lola Franklin. They watched as she, who was decked out in a sequined strapless gown and enormous silicone breasts, sauntered over to the shrimp puffs waiter. Adesh had his back to her, so he wasn’t aware that he was about to be found out as a shrimp puff eater and totally unconcerned about his physique or about being vegan. 

Adesh’s coat had come undone with his hands’ swift movements as they swept one shrimp puff after another off the tray and into his mouth.

“Help him,” Piper urged Peter.

“Help him? I don’t like shrimp puffs. They back up on me. Now, if there was a sub sandwich, I would be all over that.”

Piper punched Peter in the arm. “No, not the shrimp puffs. Stop him before Lola sees him. Or distract Lola. Do something. Help your best friend.”

“Best friend? I wouldn’t go that far. I have a lot of friends.”

“Oh, yeah?” Piper asked. “Your last friend tried to kill us. You don’t know who your friends are. But Adesh is definitely a friend.”

Peter squinted at her. “Oh, I get it. So, you’re deciding who my best friend is for me.”

“Do you have a problem with that?”

Peter smiled. “Not at all. I trust your judgment. Presto chango, Adesh is now my best friend.”

Piper gave him a little nudge. “Good. Go help your best friend.”

Peter untied one of his shoes and practically skipped to Lola. When he got to her, he pretended to trip over his shoelace and crashed into her. “Sorry about that, Lola Franklin!” he bellowed. “I didn’t see you there, Lola Franklin!”

Adesh started and choked on a shrimp puff. He whipped around and his eyes found Lola. In shock, he stumbled to the side, knocking the shrimp puff platter up in the air. It flew until it hit the display of rubies. To Adesh’s credit, he regained his composure quickly and buttoned his jacket. He slipped a pained smile on his face and stepped toward Lola and Peter.

“So sorry,” Peter told Lola, who didn’t look pleased. “May I introduce you to my best friend?” he asked her and winked at Piper. “Adesh Sharma is one of America’s preeminent information technology barons. Adesh, this is Lola Franklin. She’s an actress.”

Smooth. Like a new jar of peanut butter.

If Lola wasn’t interested in a four-hundred-pound hacker, she was sure interested in one of America’s preeminent information technology barons. Her eyes seemed to grow twice their normal size, and Piper could practically hear her brain shout jackpot! Piper guessed that Lola had set her sights on more than a fifty-million-dollar settlement.

She put her hand out to Adesh, and he brought it to his lips and kissed it. 

“Uh…” he stammered. “Um… Uh… Um…”

Peter rolled his eyes at Piper, and she gestured back at him to help Adesh. 

“Did you see the sword with seven hundred and seventy diamonds on the hilt? I’m sure Adesh would show it to you,” Peter told Lola.

“I would like that,” Lola gushed in a breathy Marilyn Monroe voice.

Peter stepped back out of their way. Adesh stared at Lola without blinking. Piper worried that he was having a stroke, and she tried to think of how to save a stroke victim, but for once, she couldn’t bring up the details.

Luckily, Adesh finally blinked. Then, he smiled and took Lola’s hand and led her toward the sword display.

Peter blew on his knuckles and rubbed them on his shirt, while he smiled at Piper and walked to her. “Not bad, right?”

“I’m impressed.”

“Finally. If I knew that fixing up Adesh was all it took to impress you, I would have done it long ago.”

“You’ve impressed me
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