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Dear Readers:


Thanks so much for purchasing Getting to Forever. Although it is not necessary to have read the first two books in the KinkLink series, Taking the Lead or Making the Switch, I know you won’t want to miss Jessa and Kristin’s stories and the sexy Boynton twins.

However, let me get you up-to-date on the loosely connected storyline from Making the Switch because that’s where Hack, our hero in Getting to Forever, got himself into all kinds of trouble.

Hack had been employed at R&R Investigations, where he met and worked with Mandy Gilchrist, but had to abruptly leave the company due to family issues. Caught in an unexpected situation, Hack tries to protect his friends, Reece and Ryan, which ended up backfiring on him.

Getting to Forever picks up now with Mandy trying to post bond for Hack’s release, and Reece and Ryan wanting nothing to do with him – because as far as they’re concerned, Hack can never be trusted again. He was involved with Bria, the former receptionist who tried to extort money from the company after she was fired. For Bria and his family’s protection, he can’t disclose his motives to Mandy, Ryan and Reece, or that she’s mixed up with Ryan’s wife’s long-last father, a crime kingpin, in jail on federal charges.

A little bit about me: Recently retired from my day job as a newspaper reporter for 20 years, I’m enjoying the freedom from the daily grind of meeting deadlines, covering breaking news and tracking down sources. I hope you enjoy reading Getting to Forever and the other books in the series as much as I enjoyed writing them.

Till we meet again,

Tara Eldana

The standalone novels in the KinkLink series are best read in this order:

TAKING THE LEAD | MAKING A SWITCH | GETTING TO FOREVER. Stay tuned for book four in the series, REACHING FOR FOREVER, in coming weeks.


PROLOGUE


Mandy

The wooden seat in the District Courthouse was as unyielding as Judge Mary Ritkowski. Mandy Gilchrist listened to the judge accept yet another guilty plea for drunk driving. David’s turn was next.

He wasn’t in the courtroom – yet. He was on the judge’s docket to be arraigned this morning. The judge repeated the same spiel to the fifth drunk driving case as a deputy led David and three more prisoners into the jury box.

Her breath quickened and pulse raced. David towered over the deputy and other prisoners. His orange prison garb left his muscled, tattooed arms bare. His jaw was shadowed with stubble. His dark hair fell onto his forehead.

He spotted her before he sat down. His blue eyes blazed – with either anger or relief, she couldn’t tell – before he schooled his movie-star handsome features into the hated mask she’d do anything to crack. The few, rare glimpses she’d had of the real, untamed man were the reason she was here to bail his stupid ass out of jail.

His nickname was Hack because he could hack into anything – a total computer genius. But she refused to call him that. He was more than that, even though he was trying his best to prove that he wasn’t.

She’d be maxing out her credit card if the judge offered the 10% option. Mandy had no hope in hell otherwise. This was all kinds of stupid. She knew that. Hell, that was her job. She and David were licensed private investigators. Her specialty was helping women track down assholes they trusted and gave their life savings to – in hopes of recouping their money.

Ryan and Reece, her bosses, would flip a collective cow if they knew she was here. But while she was tracing bank transactions for Ryan to help him locate his girlfriend, she discovered David’s bank accounts were empty. His credit cards were maxed out, too. There was no other way.

A woman wearing a blazer and police shield strode up to the seats reserved for attorneys. Unable to resist the weird, magnetic pull he had on her, she looked at David. He shook his head and frowned.

Fuck this. She squared her shoulders, lifted her chin, nodded and mouthed “yes,” the way she did when they worked and competed with each other on cases she wanted to crack before he did.

She would get so damn close, only to have him get the last bit they needed before she did – every damn time. They made a good team, an awesome team. She could help him out of this shit show, if he let her.

His gaze flashed with anger before he looked away. Good. She wasn’t scared of his anger. He would never hurt her, she knew that – although he’d said several times he would spank her ass.

Her cheeks flamed. The cop swiveled in her chair and stared at her. Shit oh shit oh shit. She’d caught their exchange. Panicked, Mandy pretended to rifle through her purse until the cop turned around. How could she have been so stupid?

“People versus David Varetti.”

David stood before the judge, flanked only by a deputy, no attorney. The man who sat next to the cop stood. “Daniel Lemon for the people,” he said.

“Mr. Varetti, you are charged with one count of attempted kidnapping and kidnapping,” the judge said. “And I see you do not have an attorney, so I will enter a plea of not guilty on your behalf.”

“We’re asking for $500,000, no-cash surety, as we have surveillance tape and a witness statement Mr. Varetti attempted to abduct a woman and did, we believe, abduct a man in the space of 30 minutes.”

The judge flipped through some papers. “You have no criminal record, Mr. Varetti, and I don’t see that a weapon was seen or implied. Neither alleged victims are minors. I’m going to set bond at $75,000, cash surety, and require you to wear an electronic monitoring device, if you post bond. Your exam is set for November 30 because of the Thanksgiving holiday.”

The cop nodded at the prosecutor. David thanked the judge. Mandy stood, anxious to get to the window to post his $75,000-bond, as the deputy led him away.

The lobby was busy. She got in line for the cashier and stopped short, causing the woman behind her to crash into her. “Sorry,” Mandy said over her shoulder.

It was then she saw him – J.M. Manning. He stood at the cashier’s window. He was all over the news, a local kingpin in organized crime up on federal charges. He was also the long-lost father of her boss, Ryan’s, wife, Kristin. Apprehension raced up her spine. Manning was charged with extortion and bribery. He was out on a million-dollar bond, awaiting trial.

And David was connected. She was there when Manning showed up at a restaurant to talk urgent business with him. And that’s all she knew, but damnit, she was going to find out what he was up to.

When Manning finished his business, he saw her. He smiled and nodded. She flashed her fake smile, and he turned and walked way.

Ten minutes later, it was her turn. She’d posted bail before, when her brother got popped for drunk driving, but never this much money. She dug out her credit card, grateful she hadn’t indulged her QVC vice lately.

“Posting bail for David Varetti,” she said. Her voice sounded strong and confident, so at odds with the storm of emotion tossing in her guts. The gray-haired man at the window lifted his hand, as to say halt, and shook his head. “It’s been paid, miss,” he said. His eyes were kind.

“Who?” The word burst out before she could stop it. He held her gaze then looked pointedly over her shoulder to where Manning stood against the wall, talking on his phone. “I can’t say,” he said, glancing at her credit card and wincing.

The line behind her was long. She had to move along. “Where would he be released from?” she asked, shoving her credit card back in her wallet.

“From lockup at the police department,” he said. This time her smile was real. “You take care, miss,” he said. “You remind me of my daughter.” His face was somber. She thanked him and left the window.

Manning was deep in conversation on his phone as she walked past.
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Hack

Hack grit his teeth, as the deputy attached the tether to his ankle, and stood in the black T-shirt and jeans he was arrested in. He checked the bin for his stuff – wallet, phone, car keys and belt – no .38. He looked at the deputy in question. “Get it back from the front desk,” he said. “If you have a CPL.”

He did. Luckily, he didn’t have his pistol on him when they arrested him. He’d left it under the floorboard of his Charger when he’d tried to intercept Kristin, Ryan’s girlfriend. He made a grave mistake, involving an innocent, and the woman his former best friend loved.

He pinched the bridge of his nose. He’d wrecked the bond with Reece and Ryan – his brothers from a different mother – like a mangled twist of metal and broken glass in a car crash. He closed those feelings off like a storage pod, sealing it shut.

He pulled his belt through the pant loops around his waist, trying to shut out Mandy’s face when she saw him in the jury box wearing his prison jumpsuit. She was sweet and cute and wicked smart. And he, Hack, tainted her by drawing breath.

Still, he yearned for her little smiles, the real ones she gave him when they cracked cases together at the private investigation firm they worked at. She fueled him, made him a better person. And he could not have her – not after this. Try as he might, he couldn’t shut his imaginary storage door on her beautiful face, her bright green eyes behind her glasses and petite curves he could spend the rest of forever worshipping.

Hell, he’d screamed her name when he tried to string Bria along, pretending that she, and they, meant something. He shuddered, remembering Bria’s rage at Mandy’s name on his lips.

Was Mandy there to pay his bail?

The aide said it was paid in cash. Did Manning pay it? And why?

Hack had accounts offshore – so paying him back, even with mob interest, wouldn’t be a problem. A smile played on his lips. He was picturing Mandy poking around in his financials. His sweet girl thought he was broke and wanted to help him.

Anger bled through him. What was she thinking, jeopardizing her financial security for scum like him? She saw that shit every day. Hell, in her year with him at R & R Investigations and Security, tracking down deadbeats who swindled lonely women out of their life savings was her specialty.

She knew better, damn it. He stepped into his shoes and nodded to the deputy that he was ready. He signed the form, stating he had his stuff, then retrieved his gun.

He was sick of this dance with Manning. Hack had bad intel that some assholes would try to keep Manning quiet by taking Kristin, so he tried to abduct her to keep her safe – a plan she’d foiled. It was all bullshit that wrecked his relationship with Reece and Ryan. Hack would not have harmed Kristin in any way – only to show Manning not to fuck with him. Manning’s minions terrorized Harriet, his gambling-addicted mother. They shook her down for the spiraling debt she owed the loan sharks who reported to Manning. Harriet dragged her oxygen tank into the smoke-filled casinos for years, sinking her life savings and health. His mother saw the easy loan shark money as a way out, always sure her next big win was a throw or pull away. The addiction the mobster offered was one she couldn’t walk away from.

But for now, Hack needed a ride, some food and a drink. He made his way to the lobby.

Mandy.

She stood near the door, wearing her little plaid coat, buttoned up to her stubborn chin with the cute dimple. Her strawberry, blond hair fell in soft waves past her shoulders. She wore navy, blue tights he wanted to peel off her shapely legs and tie her up with then feast on her gorgeous curves.

He stepped closer, catching her exotic, floral scent. It enthralled him, made him think about coming home to her every night. The animalistic feelings to make her his never ceased. But these were things he had no right to hope for – things he could never have.

Her shy smile twisted his guts and hardened his dick. He needed to piss her off, before he took hold of her, crushed her lips under his and took what he longed for.

“Hey, Tink.” She hated that nickname – short for Tinkerbell, the little fairy sprite she reminded him of. She scowled, all pissy. He hardened to the point of pain.

“Manning paid your bail,” she said.

His anger resurfaced. “And you were going to? Is that why you’re here?”

She stalked toward him, all five feet, two inches of fury. She clenched her little hands into fists and spoke in a harsh whisper. “Mob money, you took dirty money.” She was breathing hard, her cheeks stained with color, making it hard to make out her tiny crescent-shaped birthmark of seven little dots just under her right eye.

Unable to resist, he reached for her fist and pulled her closer. “Tink, Mandy, I can pay him back. I will pay him back.”

“No, you can’t,” she hissed. “I saw your accounts.” Her lip trembled. She was scared for him. He ran his thumb over her chin, tracing the sexy dimple he adored. He would stop touching her in a minute. “No, darlin’.” He smiled to reassure her. “You didn’t find everything.”

Her smile hit him square in the solar plexus. He had to have a taste to get him through the endless nights without her in the rest of forever that loomed ahead. Angling his head, so he wouldn’t smash her tortoiseshell glasses, he traced the seam of her soft, full lips with his tongue.

She opened, and he sipped gently until her tongue slid against his. Forgetting where they were, forgetting everything except her, he deepened the kiss, exploring the depths of her sweetness like a starving man. When her arms circled his neck, he pulled her soft curves into his body.

“Ahem.” He lifted his mouth, smiling when he saw Mandy’s glasses were fogged. He made sure she was steady then regretfully let her go.

Manning. He stood, waiting.

Manning nodded then turned to him. “We need to talk,” he said. “We can drop you off.”

We? As Hack glanced around the lobby, Bria burst in. Fuck. Mandy flinched.

Bria’s gaze flickered over Mandy dismissively, at first, until recognition dawned, and she stared at her, puzzled. Her cold, blue eyes reminded him of shards of glass. Her sleek, blond hair and tall, willowy figure drew second looks, and he felt nothing. “Who is this?” Bria asked, staring at him and ignoring Mandy.

Hack wasn’t proud of his past involvement with Bria. Ryan and Reece had fired the previous R & R receptionist just after Mandy got hired. He felt sorry for her, and one thing led to another. Bria also had a gambling problem and was involved with the same sharks his mother had been tangled up with – ones she’d discovered because of Hack. So he felt guilty and tried to keep her safe as well as use her to get the information from her about Manning the FBI wanted.

God, it was all a fucked up mess.

“We work together, or we did,” he said, hoping like hell Bria didn’t lose her shit until they left the police station.

Bria rested her claw-like talons on his arm. He barely suppressed a shudder. “Oh, right,” she said.

Maybe Bria did him a favor, for once. It was best to let Mandy think Bria meant something to him, so she would walk away. He settled his features into the mask that was now his second nature.

He stepped toward Manning. “Let’s go.” It took everything inside him to ignore Mandy. He couldn’t, wouldn’t look at her sweet face – or he would never leave her.

His chest felt hollow, and his guts clenched into knots. “That way, babe,” Bria said, glancing back at Mandy with a sneer.


CHAPTER ONE


Mandy

Mandy sighed as Ryan and Kristin, the groom and bride, floated across the dance floor, crazy in love, to the strains of “What a Wonderful World,” – the same song Mandy planned for her wedding once she had a groom. She and her cousin, Flora, had been planning their weddings since they were little girls, playing dolls and dress up.

Reece, Ryan’s twin, and Jessa, Kristin’s best friend and Reece’s wife, had given funny, heartfelt toasts just before the dance.

From her incomplete understanding, David had been best friends with the twins until he wasn’t. Ryan didn’t invite him to his wedding, but he crashed it, anyway. Mandy ignored her seating assignment and sat next to David at an unmarked table near the kitchen.

She didn’t care. She ached for him, and he wouldn’t touch her. She would get him to kiss her again, admit he wanted her, if she had to plaster her mouth to his.

The deejay announced Reece and Jessa, then Ryan’s parents, and Kristin’s mother and someone who Mandy presumed was her boyfriend. Other couples then joined them on the dance floor.

Mandy loved to dance at weddings. She wanted nothing more than for David to take her in his arms and tell her what the hell he was mixed up in, so she could help his ass out of it. By the way he scowled behind his shot glass, she doubted that either thing would happen. But she refused to let David’s pissy attitude spoil the joy she got attending weddings.

Her second choice for a career was wedding planner, but she’d followed the money and her crazy, mad computer skills that led her to cyber security – and David. She looked away from the dance floor to find him watching her.

A smile played along his sculpted, sensual lips. He’d kept them in a grim, straight line since his arrest three months ago. “You love this,” he said. “You love weddings.”

She finished her champagne, snapping a shot of the vintage on the bottle for her wedding binder. “I do,” she said. “I love weddings, all weddings. I was lucky enough to attend a traditional Shinto Japanese wedding last summer. It was for my friend, Yuma. She was an exchange student from Tokyo who lived with us my senior year of high school. Only close family got to attend.”

She tended to chatter when she drank. What did she have to lose? “My cousin, Flora, and I, we’re like sisters – long story. We used to crash weddings as soon as we could drive. Sometimes we scored booze, most times not, but that wasn’t why we did it.” She broke off, embarrassed and horrified he might think she was angling for him as her groom.

She was, but she was a practical girl. Baby steps. He would barely touch her today.

But she couldn’t forget his kiss after his arrest, the way he claimed her mouth as if he couldn’t get enough of her. Things between them were beyond weird today. “A romantic at heart,” David said. She expected to see his dreaded smirk, but his smile was genuine.

Even with the shadows under his incredible dark, blue eyes, he was so handsome, he took her breath away. Stubble shadowed his jaw. He’d taken off his suitcoat and rolled up the sleeves of his dress shirt, revealing strong, muscular forearms and tattoos she couldn’t help but stare at.

She traced the outline of an avenging angel, Saint Michael, perhaps, tattoo on his right arm then a fanged creature on his left arm, stifling a gasp when an electric jolt zinged through her nerve endings. His eyes blazed silver at her touch. He didn’t move away from her.

She strived to keep her tone light. “They’re amazing,” she said. “What do they mean?”

“Evil,” he said, indicating his left arm, “and good.” He covered her hand with his.

Holy hotness. The song ended, and Etta James belted out “At Last.” Ryan kept hold of his bride, and Reece didn’t relinquish Jessa.

Trevor, who worked with her, Ryan and Reece at R & R Investigations, walked up, holding a glass of beer and slice of wedding cake. He nodded toward David but spoke to her. “Brought you some wedding cake, in case it didn’t make its way back here.”

It was cherry chip, her favorite. “Thanks,” she said and took a bite with lots of frosting.

“Mmm, moist, sweet and creamy,” she said, licking the frosting off her lips. She glanced at David, who looked like he was in pain. “Um, want to dance?” Trevor asked.

She did. But she knew Trevor nursed a crush on her that she didn’t want to encourage. She only saw him like a brother, a stable version of her own wayward sibling. And she was taking a chance David wouldn’t be here when she got back.

She forced her company on him, as it was. But you couldn’t hold someone that didn’t want to be held. “Sure,” she smiled, slipping her bag over her shoulder, avoiding David’s gaze.
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Hack

It pissed him off that Tink took her purse, likely thinking he would disappear while that fucker, Trevor, put his hands and maybe his dick on her luscious body. He liked Trevor, and he knew Trev had a thing for Mandy.

Trevor was bringing his A-game. Mandy laughed at something he said. Ryan and Reece relinquished Jessa and Kristin to dance with a couple older guys and stood at the bar, watching him. Hack lifted his shot glass to them in a silent toast. They nodded, identical blank expressions on their faces, as they looked at Mandy then back at him.

Hack turned his gaze back to Mandy and Trevor. How would her perfect, little fairy body fit against his as he moved her across the dance floor? Her green, silk dress showed her toned legs, arms and shoulders and her round, pert ass he wanted to leave his handprint on.

The dress dipped low enough in the front that Trevor would glimpse her lacy, pink bra if he looked down. The song ended, and Adele warbled about something. Tink and Trevor stayed on the dance floor. Trevor, the dick, moved his hands lower, toward her spankable ass.

Hack stood, unable to stop his movement to her. He thumped Trevor on his shoulder harder than he needed to. “Cutting in,” he said, his voice gruff.

“That’s up to Mandy,” Trevor said. Hack felt Reece and Ryan’s stares. Mandy smiled her thanks at Trevor then turned to him, all shy and sweet.

Hack’s rock-hard dick pushed toward his fly. He’d have to deal. He caught her flowery scent as she stepped into his arms.

He resisted the urge to lift her little feet off the floor and pull her tiny body into his. He stood a full foot taller than she did. The top of her head reached his breast bone. He circled her waist. She stretched her arms up and rested her hands on his shoulders.

If he pressed into her sweet softness, she would know how strongly she affected him. He restrained himself – barely. Small, petite women did it for him. Mandy did it for him. He wanted to tie her in his ropes, spank her sweet ass and do things to her she would never understand or want.

That was why he purposely did not date women like her and stuck with flighty, willowy raging bitches like Bria, Ryan and Reece’s former receptionist, who shared his tastes and knew and accepted the rules of the game. Adele finished. He reluctantly let Mandy go as the deejay announced the bridal bouquet throw and garter toss.

Mandy grinned then scurried toward Kristin. The crowd assembled. Kristin tossed the flowers over her shoulder – straight into Mandy’s hands. Son of a bitch.

Trevor and a bunch of leering assholes stood together to get a chance at Tink. No. Fucking. Way. Hack’s rage surprised him. No way would those fuckers touch her.

He took his place in the crowd, catching Ryan’s eye. He looked surprised to see him in the crowd, but he threw the garter to him. Not catching it was not an option.

It wasn’t easy, but it was his. When she saw he caught it, Mandy’s sweet lips formed a surprised O. He wanted to slide his aching dick into those lips. He adjusted himself as JT sang “I wanna rock your body.” Perfect.

He slid the garter up her leg slow, to the end of her thigh high stockings. When the crowd finished laughing, he stood and held out his hand to Mandy, counting the dots of her crescent-shaped birthmark under her right eye, although he knew she had seven. He wanted to haul her into his arms, in front of all these fuckers, and claim something he couldn’t have, could never have until he gave the feds the intel they wanted – intel he wasn’t sure even existed. So, he kissed her hand and left her.
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Mandy

Three months later

Mandy had no idea why she was heading into R & R Investigations for an urgent meeting on Monday, a day she usually worked from her home office. Pink and white flowers bloomed in profusion in the trees dotting the highway as she sped passed the fruit orchards.

She’d bought her farmhouse, minus the farm, from her grandmother before she went to live in assisted living. The historic town was just under an hour from R & R offices in a suburb of Detroit.

She specialized in cyber security, but she also worked to find missing persons, especially deadbeat spouses. And there was her specialty – tracking down men who swindled women out of their life savings to bring them to justice and recompense for the lonely, heartbroken women.

She didn’t make the drive into the office nearly as much, since David, aka Hack, left. David gave her an edge, and she missed that. She missed him.

Freeway traffic was heavy, and she made it just before nine. She grabbed her laptop and headed in, falling in step with Trevor. He held up a cardboard container with two cups of coffee. “I got you one,” he said.

Trevor was a couple years older than her. With his friendly, blue eyes and dark blond hair, he didn’t lack for female attention. And she felt nothing.

No, she preferred a dark-haired, broody devil with cool blue eyes who stood a full foot, and then some, taller than her five feet, two inches and called her “Tink,” purely to piss her off. “Thanks, Trev,” she said, setting the cup onto her desk.

She could only think of David after he kissed her at her boss’ wedding a couple months ago. She and David worked crazy great together, fueling off their competition. They made each other better. Why couldn’t he see that? He was gone now, but still, she couldn’t move on.

She tried to follow David’s court case after he was arrested and charged with kidnapping and attempted kidnapping, but the thread unraveled after half a dozen conferences with the judge. He wasn’t a kidnapper, she knew that. But she didn’t know what he got mixed up in – or why.

She sipped her coffee and focused on what she did know. Trevor was found drugged and left bound in Ryan’s wife, Kristin’s, Jeep with David as the suspect. But Trevor couldn’t verify that because he never saw his assailant’s face.

Kristin said David tried to get her into an SUV to go with him under false pretenses. And David was somehow mixed up with Kristin’s estranged father, J.M. Manning, who was currently serving time in the federal pen on extortion and bribery charges. Three weeks ago, Manning was sentenced to 36 months in federal prison, and he had to report yesterday.

Reece and Ryan Boynton, the crazy, hot twin brothers, huddled together, frowning in Reece’s office. They waved hello to her then called Trevor inside and shut the door. Not good. Dread danced up her spine. She smoothed the wrinkles out of the linen A-line skirt she splurged on. Was this about her?

As a licensed private investigator, she could only delve so far into a person’s social media accounts and personal information. Truth was, she flirted with those boundaries. Had she gone too far?

The pink nail polish on her thumb had a chip in it. Fighting nerves, she resisted the urge to peel every speck of polish off. Trevor stood in the doorway, grim-faced. “You’re up.”

The couple sips of coffee churned holes in her stomach. She grabbed a pen and notepad, schooled her features into her game face and took her seat. Ryan and Reece wore identical concerned looks on their movie-star handsome faces.

The twins had bodies to match. They rarely wore suits in the office, opting for button down dress shirts with jeans most days. David told her that Ryan and Reece were into threesomes. They started out that way with Reece’s wife, Jessa, until they didn’t. Now they were both deliriously happy, married guys whose wives shared their kink – as far as she had heard. Office gossip, though not always accurate, could be interesting.

Her first big case at R & R was a breach in the membership list for KinkLink, the BDSM club they belonged to. Bria, who David, Reece and Ryan had been involved with, had a guest membership at one time and had tried to extort money from the club.

She threatened to make the names public and give the story to a local news organization to smear reputations of the many members who held prominent positions in the community and would likely lose their jobs if their kinks were public knowledge.

“Anything wrong, Mandy?” Reece asked.

She tried to smile but didn’t quite pull it off. “No,” she said. “But I want to ask you the same question. You looked pretty intense before.”

“It’s Hack,” Ryan said.

Crap oh crap oh crap. Was he back in jail? Did he violate his bond? Was he hurt?

“Mandy?” Reece asked, his tone sharp. “You’ve gone pale.”

Ryan poured her some of his high-octane coffee and grabbed her a bottle of water. “Drink. Please,” he said.

She took sips of both, her thoughts swirling. Reece and Ryan exchanged a look. Reece murmured something she couldn’t make out. Ryan nodded and turned back to his laptop.

“It’s good news for Hack,” Reece said, clenching his jaw. “Charges were dropped. We need his help on a new case, it’s top priority. But he can’t be here.”

“Why?” she asked.

“Near as
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