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For the woman who’s his perfect match, he’s willing to break the rules…The moment Brand
Berry meets beautiful, driven Sahara Silver, the connection between them is electric. It’s also
something he can’t pursue. Sahara wants him, sure—to join Body Armor, where his MMA skills,
size and cocky attitude make him perfect for her elite crew of bodyguards. For Sahara, the
agency always comes first, and Brand needs more. Yet when she’s kidnapped by men searching
for her missing brother, he doesn’t hesitate.Somewhere along the way, flirting with Brand for the
sake of business turned very personal. Despite his refusal to join Body Armor, it’s Brand who
steps up when Sahara needs him most. Now there’s no more time for games, and no point
denying the hunger they both feel. They’ll escape together or not at all. But if they survive, can
Sahara finally surrender control to claim this blazing passion?
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Reader,I’m excited to introduce the fourth and final book in my Body Armor series, featuring hot
alpha males whose überprotective instincts are put to good use in their roles as elite
bodyguards.Brand Berry is the only one of his closest friends who hasn’t yet left MMA fighting
behind to join the elite Body Armor personal security agency. Being a bodyguard definitely
appeals to him—but so does the agency’s gorgeous and fearless owner, Sahara Silver, and



Brand isn’t one to mix business with pleasure, so he’s been resisting her efforts. Yet when
Sahara’s quest to find her missing brother puts her in a kidnapper’s crosshairs, Brand doesn’t
think twice about appointing himself as her protector—even if working alongside her brings him
to a closeness he can’t resist.I hope you enjoy reading Brand and Sahara’s romance as much as
I enjoyed writing it. Many of you have said you don’t want to leave the series…but all good things
must come to an end. I promise to do my best to make the next series just as much fun and
every bit as sexy.Have some thoughts on the books? You’re always welcome to reach out to me.
I’m active on most social media forums, including Facebook, Twitter, Pinterest and Goodreads,
plus my email address is listed on my website at .Happy reading!ContentsCHAPTER
ONECHAPTER TWOCHAPTER THREECHAPTER FOURCHAPTER FIVECHAPTER
SIXCHAPTER SEVENCHAPTER EIGHTCHAPTER NINECHAPTER TENCHAPTER
ELEVENCHAPTER TWELVECHAPTER THIRTEENCHAPTER FOURTEENCHAPTER
FIFTEENCHAPTER SIXTEENCHAPTER SEVENTEENEPILOGUEEXCERPT FROM
COOPER’S CHARM BY LORI FOSTERCHAPTER ONESAHARA SILVER SAT behind her
enormous desk in her posh office on one of the upper floors of the elite Body Armor agency.
Bright October sunshine splashed through tall windows. A large vase of fresh flowers, delivered
that morning from a very content client, filled the air with sweetness.For the most part, she was
content.She ran the most elite security agency in the area, probably in the whole country. To
stand out from the crowd, she’d taken a different approach in selecting her bodyguards—sexy
competence. To prove the old mantra that “sex sells,” she’d acquired a trifecta of studly
employees, ex-MMA fighters with ability, skill and yes, sexiness. Her agency was recently
instrumental in solving a high-profile case, but she was no less satisfied with the outcome of
other, more personal, cases.Body Armor saw results. Clients could come to her with a wide
array of needs and know they’d be in good hands.Yes, her life would almost be perfect...if her
brother weren’t missing, presumed dead by everyone except her.Once she found her brother—
because in her heart she knew he was still alive—he’d reclaim control of the company he’d
founded. He wouldn’t be thrilled with the changes she’d implemented over the past year and a
half, but always, from the time she was a know-it-all preteen, he’d encouraged her
independence, her fearlessness and her confidence. Scott would understand why she’d had to
put her stamp on the agency once she’d inherited it.Not that it mattered. She’d turn it all over in a
nanosecond to have him back. She’d live in a cardboard box on the street if she could just hug
her brother one more time.“Brand Berry is here to see you.”Surprised, Sahara glanced at Enoch,
her right-hand man and very good friend. “Brand is here?” She immediately felt flustered.
Absurd. “I wasn’t expecting him. Did I miss a meeting?”“No.” Enoch lowered his voice in a
conspiratorial way. “He said he only needed a minute of your time when you were free, and since
you’re free right now—”“Yes, of course. Show him in.” Even as she said it, a tiny unfamiliar thrill
ran through her.She’d made a point of surrounding herself with some of the finest male
specimens on the planet—professional fighters that she’d turned into prime bodyguards, each of
them in high demand. It was her vision for Body Armor, to get rid of the stuffy Men in Black



clones and offer instead real men, with real muscles, certifiable machismo and lethal ability with
or without a weapon.No, she didn’t fire the previously established bodyguards; that would have
been disloyal to her brother, who’d hired them. She simply reassigned them to the more boring
cases, and overall they were happy with that.Anything to do with a celebrity, a dignitary or a
politician her elite team now covered.She desperately wanted to add Brand to that
team.Thinking she’d have a minute, she was just circling out from behind her desk when Brand
stepped in around Enoch. Instead of waiting in the guest area, as a client would do, he must
have been hovering right outside her door.Her toes curled in her high heels.Enoch was on the
small side, five-two, slight of build, with average brown hair and eyes. It was his keen intelligence
and attention to detail that made him so perfect at his job.But his size didn’t really matter when
he stood next to a man who made most everyone seem small, her included. Brand was a big
and badass professional MMA fighter with a solid steel frame of muscle all wrapped up in a
cocky attitude.Faded jeans molded to his thick thighs, going well with his running shoes and an
ancient Aerosmith T-shirt that stretched over his chest and broad shoulders. Reflective
sunglasses pushed to the top of his head made his golden-brown hair messy. Darker brown
eyes held her captive as he murmured, “Sahara.”Leaning a hip against her desk, she drank in
the rugged, virile sight of him. “Be still my heart.”Wary exasperation rooted him to the spot.Yes,
she always spoke her mind. Why not? She was the boss and her employees knew her interest in
them wasn’t personal. Of course, Brand wasn’t yet an employee.Putting her hands together, her
fingers extended to frame him in a square, she remarked, “A photo of you looking just like that
could launch my new line of advertisement.”He crossed his arms. “Advertisement for
what?”“Bodyguards with ability and sex appeal.” He’d look great on a billboard, maybe with a
gun in his hand. She could already see it. Maybe she should ask Enoch to keep a camera at his
desk for occasions like this?When Brand just stood there, his expression amused, she smiled.
“Tell me you’ve come to give me good news.” She’d been after him for a few months now to join
the agency, constantly throwing out bait, trying to reel him in. He’d nibbled, but he wasn’t caught.
Not yet.“I came to talk about that, yes.”Elation conflicted with disappointment. There were times
when she hoped they could take a different path from employer and employee, one more
personal, intimate.Even...sexually satisfying.But in the end, the business came first. Always.She
hadn’t given up hope for her brother, and when he finally returned, he deserved to find the
company thriving.She’d put her heart and soul into making that happen. There was no time for
anything else.“Perfect.” She tried to be excited, but it wasn’t easy.“Actually,” Brand said, coming
to stand very near her, “I’ve been offered another fight.”That gave her pause. She’d thought he
was done with the Supreme Battle Challenge, better known as the SBC, for very difficult,
personal reasons that he’d shared with her, but not many other people. “I thought you needed to
be around more for your mom.”“My mother,” he corrected, “not my mom.”For Brand, there was a
huge difference between the two. Sahara knew because he’d explained it to her. “Right, sorry.”
Still, the woman had suffered cardiac arrest and, due to complications, had almost died.
Personal conflicts aside, Brand had overseen her care. “But don’t you need to—”“I decided an



influx of cash would be better.”So he could pay for what was needed, instead of getting so
closely involved? That, too, made sense given their backgrounds. “I see.”“The SBC would
reward me for taking the fight with a nice bonus.”“Oh?” If that’s all it took, she could offer some
signing bonuses of her own. “So how long do I have to wait for you to finish up—”“It would be my
last fight, but,” he said with gentle emphasis, before she could make assumptions, “I’m not
agreeing to be a bodyguard.”Her stomach bottomed out. This felt too much like losing, and by
God, she did not lose. Determination stiffened her spine. “Tell me what it is you need.” More
money, obviously. She could swing that. “Designated time off? Better benefits for dependents?”
Working around that would be trickier, but she’d figure it out.Brand shook his head. “Truth is,
Sahara, I can’t see myself working for you.”Wow. Now that hurt. Peeved, she moved away from
him to sit in the chair behind her desk. A power position.She met his gaze without flinching. “I
see.” No, she didn’t.“You’re too pushy.” He smiled as he said it, taking away some of the sting of
that nasty observation. “And too used to getting your way. You love being in charge, but then, so
do I.”Never in her life had she been so offended. “Those insults are your way of telling me you
don’t like me?” She rose from the chair again without realizing it, hands flat on the surface of the
desk as she leaned toward him in challenge. “I got a very different impression.”“I like you,” he
confirmed, but then added, “because you’re not my boss.” He surprised her by mimicking her
position until their noses almost touched over the middle of her desk.She didn’t know where to
look. His eyes drew her, so dark they were almost black, and always filled with wickedness.Then
there was his firm mouth set in that small, teasing smile that did crazy things to her. High
cheekbones, a strong jaw, a masculine nose...And oh, what that straight-armed pose did for his
biceps.She inhaled...and breathed in the scent of warm, musky male.It seemed imperative to put
some space between them so she slowly straightened.Brand’s smile widened and he, too,
straightened. “Coward.”“Oh no,” she corrected. “But I have priorities that take precedence
over...other things.”He went back to crossing his arms. “Over me, you mean.”“Nonsense. You are
a top priority right now. I want you on the team.”“The agency isn’t a team, Sahara. It’s you
dictating and others following orders.”She said through her teeth, “I’m the coach. I direct,
encourage and—” Bossed. “—cheer. Rah-rah and all that.”He laughed.Not with her, no. He
laughed at her.“Where did you work before you took over here?”Was he genuinely interested or
just trying to move past her obvious irritation? Not that she’d stay irate long. It was a waste of
time. She was more about positive forward strides.Or getting even.For now she’d work on
moving forward by answering his question. “Before Scott disappeared, he often had me involved
with the business. I learned everything here from the ground up.”“Describe ‘ground.’”“All right.”
He probably thought she’d been pampered, placed in a high-paying position from the get-go.
Nothing could be further from the truth. “When I was still very young, Scott let me sit in on
meetings just to get a feel for things. When I turned eighteen, I worked as an attendant for the
private elevator to his office.”Surprise showed in his eyes, but he covered it by asking, “Was
there an armed guard even then?”“You say it like it was the Stone Age.” Feeling more confident,
she again circled her desk but instead of getting closer to him, she moved to the wall of windows



to look down on the Cincinnati traffic. “I’m thirty, so it was only twelve years ago. And yes, Scott
always had top-notch security at the agency, including an armed elevator guard.”“But instead of
the guard escorting clients up to his office, he had you do it?”“Yes. The guards were stationary,
one at the main floor and one at his office.”Brand joined her, standing close at her back so that
his stirring scent enveloped her. “I bet they got an earful before they ever reached your
brother.”Dear Lord, was that a blush she felt on her face? She didn’t embarrass easily—except
that he’d nailed it perfectly. How many times had Scott remonstrated her for being too
pushy?“Sahara?” Brand prompted.She wished she hadn’t worn her hair in her usual classic
updo. With her nape exposed, the heat of his breath sent swirling sensations to riot in her
belly.Brazening her way through the awkward moment, she flapped a hand and admitted, “I
might have been a little nosy.”“And a little opinionated?”“Maybe just a smidge.” His closeness
made her edgy, so she again moved away, very casually in hopes that he wouldn’t know he had
her on the run. “After that job, I was a lobby receptionist.”“Fired from the elevator job, or was it a
promotion?”Damn him, did he really have such a low opinion of her? Maybe he didn’t like her.
That was something she’d never considered. She got along great with the other bodyguards who
were all friends with Brand.Or...did they feel the same way, too? Did they humor her in person
while resenting her the rest of the time?Disliking that possibility, she paused near her desk and,
doing her best to keep the frown off her face, said, “A lateral move, actually.”“Uh-huh. Did Scott
tell you that?”Scott had told her to quit harassing the clients—but she didn’t feel like sharing that
part. Although, seeing Brand’s expression, she’d bet he already assumed as much. He seemed
to know her too well.Better than anyone else, in fact.“Scott told me he wanted me to experience
every facet of the business.”“But you were never a bodyguard.”She took pleasure in saying, “Yes,
I was.”Now Brand frowned, and she loved how intimidating he looked. He’d make an ideal
bodyguard if only he’d realize it.“Bullshit.”She tsked at the crude language, her idea of a
reprimand. “Scott taught me to shoot. I’m actually pretty good at it.”“I’ve never seen you
practice.”“Here, with my employees? Of course not.” She had to maintain some mystique. “Scott
owned his own range elsewhere and now it’s mine.”“Where?”She smiled. “It’s private.”He
countered with “Protecting a client isn’t always about shooting.”“No, it’s mostly about intelligent
decisions, good planning and quick thinking.” She let her gaze dip over him. “It’s one reason I
thought you would do so well at the job.”“Me, yes. But you?” His long strong fingers circled her
upper arm. “You’re brilliant, Sahara, so no problem there.”The assurance that he didn’t consider
her stupid would have been nice, except that the moment he’d touched her, her thinking faltered.
So did her breathing. And her heartbeat.“I’ve never known anyone with a quicker mind than you,”
he went on. “But when it comes to strength?” He lightly caressed her arm. “Physical strength, I
mean. Does a woman like you, a woman who’s always manicured and polished, have any?”Just
that simple touch, his warm fingers brushing over her bare skin, on her arm, and her priorities
got all mixed-up.At five-eight, she wasn’t exactly petite, but Brand still stood half a foot taller, and
next to his chiseled bulk, she felt downright dainty.Oh, this wouldn’t do. Sahara cleared her
throat and made herself stare up into his eyes. “Brute strength? I’m definitely lacking.”“Didn’t say



you were lacking. In fact, I’d say you’re just about perfect, but not strong enough to tangle with
someone intent on causing harm.”“When someone is smart enough and quick enough, there is
no tangling.” She gave him her best smug smile and pretended her knees weren’t weak. “I
worked for three different clients. One job was glorified babysitting for a three-year-old while
authorities tried to find a failed kidnapper.”Brand’s expression softened to real concern. “The
child—”“She was okay. Her father, Mr. Drayden, chased off the masked man before he got away
with her.”“Thank God.”Sahara agreed. “Drayden wouldn’t rest until he knew who the man was
and why he’d tried to kidnap his daughter, and was assured he’d remain behind bars.”“Did they
ever get the guy?”Sahara wanted to turn away, but that would be too revealing. “Yes. I shot
him.”After the briefest pause, Brand clasped her other arm, too. “Tell me what happened.”“The
sick bastard wouldn’t give up. In his second attempt, he crawled in her bedroom window.
He...had a knife. So I killed him.” More brisk now, she explained, “He’d helped install the security
system so he knew exactly how to shut it down. He claimed the girl was his, that he’d slept with
Drayden’s wife. She denied it of course, and to his credit, Drayden believed her. That turned out
to be a good thing because they found out the psycho had made the same claim about three
other children. Apparently he fixated on kids and convinced himself they were his even though
he’d never touched their mothers.”“Damn.”His hold was soothing, but the last thing she wanted
from him, from anyone, was pity. “The little girl, Mari, screamed from the gunshot, but she never
saw the body. Soon as the guy hit the ground I scooped her up and got her out of the room,
telling her it was just a loud noise.” Sahara could still remember the thin arms clinging so tightly
to her neck, the shaking of that small body and the soft sobs after the scream.Until that day,
she’d never thought about having children of her own. She missed Mari a lot.“How long were you
on assignment with the family?”“Two months. But the time flew by since I mostly played with
Mari.” She twisted her mouth. “Afternoon tea with a G.I. Joe, a stuffed bear and a Barbie. Oh, the
scrapes Barbie and Joe got into. The bear and I would just watch in amazement.”Brand grinned.
“You know, I can almost picture it, you in a tiny little chair sipping out of an empty plastic teacup
with an audience of toys.”“Good times,” she said, then tipped her head. “Can you see me killing a
man?”After briefly locking on her eyes, his gaze moved over her face and settled on her mouth.
“Yeah, I guess I can. If it came to protecting someone you cared about.”Well, that was something
anyway. “I had a shorter assignment with a twenty-three-year-old. I was only a year older than
him and he had some serious misconceptions about the role of a bodyguard.”“How so?”“I spent
more time fending him off than protecting him. He got impossibly grabby.”Brand went back to
scowling. “Your brother allowed that?”“I didn’t tell him! That would have been like admitting I
couldn’t handle the job, and it was an important one. He was a movie star’s son being hassled by
a radical group that opposed the star’s last movie. Apparently, they didn’t understand fiction
versus reality. They wanted to drive home their point by making his son miserable anytime he
ventured into public. You’ll understand that it was all confidential so I can’t give names or
details.”“Sure. Tell me the part where you knocked the punk out.”She grinned. “We’ve already
surmised that I’m not physically powerful.”He agreed by saying, “You should have quit.”“I



couldn’t. Scott chose me for the job because I was close enough in age to blend in. The boy
didn’t want his friends to know he had a bodyguard. Guess it dented his macho pride or
something.”“First, he’s not a boy. At twenty-three, he’s a man. And second, I hope you dented the
hell out of his pride.”That was one of the nice things about Brand: he had a similar mindset to her
and they often agreed on things. “Of course I did. We were at a club with his friends. He kept
trying to force me to dance with him. I knew where that would lead with the octopus, so I refused.
I could keep an eye on him from the bar, but he wouldn’t take no for an answer. He grabbed my
wrist and wouldn’t let go.”Expression darkening more by the moment, Brand asked, “What did
you do?”“I tripped him to the ground. That made him mad and he grabbed for me again.”“To do
what?”She shrugged. “I didn’t want to find out, so I grabbed two fingers and twisted enough to
break them.”“Ouch,” Brand said with smiling satisfaction.“He raged and decided it was time for
us to go—with my wholehearted agreement. I had visions of the whole assignment going to hell,
but it took an uptick when we stepped outside and the same group I was supposed to protect
him from was there to mob him. That got him moving quickly to get in the car. On the way, I had
to...ahem, assault a man who tried to drag my client back out of the car.”“Assault him how?”“With
my knee.” She struck a pose, showing the knee she’d used and drawing Brand’s undivided
attention to her exposed leg. “In a place where no man wants to get hit.”Dragging his focus back
to her face, Brand winced for real. “I gather that worked?”“Like a charm.” At least that night she
hadn’t shot anyone. “When Scott heard the whole story, he tore into the client and his father, and
got me a bonus with an apology from the boy.”“Man.”“Man-boy,” she compromised. “The third
assignment was just a matter of escorting a local politician to and from a speech. It went off
without incident.”“How come you never mentioned any of this before now?”“Why would I?” She
rarely discussed her background with anyone, because those stories all centered around her
missing brother and left her grieving the loss anew. “My history with the agency has nothing to
do with the reasons why you should sign on.”He turned speculative. “And you’ve been all about
getting my agreement.”“Yes.” She gave that a quick thought and asked, “Does knowing my
history make you more inclined to—”“Not really.” Gaze intense, Brand slid his hands up her arms
to her shoulders. “You’ve always amazed me, with or without the history report.”As he leaned
closer—to kiss her, she was sure—she said desperately, “Work for me.”Without a smidge of
regret, he said, “No,” and then his mouth was on hers, his lips pressing, his tongue touching until
she opened.The second she did, his tongue slid in and she melted against him.God help her, it
was incendiary.* * *FROM THE DAY he’d met her, Brand knew it’d be like this. Sahara Silver with
her classic bone structure, her sharp wit, her beautiful blue eyes and slender body, was almost
too stunning.He meant to keep his hands on safe ground, but then, he hadn’t meant to kiss her
either. Without really thinking about it, his palms slid over her shoulders and down her back,
feeling the soft cashmere of her short-sleeved sweater, the firm resiliency of her flesh
beneath.She had expensive taste in fashion and always looked like a million bucks. She loved
sugary pastry, but far as he could tell, she never gained a pound. No matter the company she
kept, be it fighters, senators or twisted criminals, she was always comfortable.She had no



problem pampering herself, and no problem taking charge of any situation.She tasted good, and
felt even better.But kissing her was a dumb move because Sahara wasn’t for him.She wanted
him, yes—to work for her.She’d chased him—to get his agreement. For her, the hard-core
campaign to win him over hadn’t been personal.He couldn’t question her participation in the
kiss, especially with her hands locked in his hair keeping him close, but when it came down to it
she would always choose her brother’s memory, and thus the agency, first.The sexual attraction
was secondary for her, and that made it not enough for him.If his friends Leese, Justice and
Miles didn’t work for her maybe he’d take what he wanted before walking away. But that could
end up complicating things for the guys who had left fighting for Body Armor, and he couldn’t do
that to them.Sahara pressed closer, her breasts to his chest, her belly to his dick, and logic
nearly flew the coop.He lowered his hands to her perfectly shaped ass, toned from the sky-high
heels she favored—heels that made her long legs look even more amazing. Scooping her
closer, he rubbed her against him, then stifled a groan.Two seconds more and he’d be
hard.Ending the kiss wasn’t easy, not with her tongue dueling with his and all those soft, sexy
sounds escaping her. He gentled her, slowed her down and finally freed his mouth. Hoping to
make it less abrupt, he kissed a trail over her stubborn jaw to that sensitive spot just beneath her
ear.Subtle perfume vied with the natural scent of her fragrant skin.She tipped back her
head.Unable to ignore that invitation, he teased damp kisses along her throat before drawing her
head to his shoulder. He returned his hands to her upper back, moving up and down to soothe
her.Against her temple he said, “I’m sorry, Sahara. I shouldn’t have started that.” But he wasn’t
sure anything could have stopped him from tasting her. “This isn’t the time or place to get carried
away.”Awareness drew her back and she stared at him in shock, her blue eyes wide and vague,
her lips—now slightly swollen—parted.Brand smoothed a tendril of thick, light brown hair that
had escaped her pins. “You okay?”That got her stepping quickly away. “Yes, of course.” She
brushed her palms against the tight material of her skirt over her thighs. “It was only a kiss.”For
some reason, it annoyed him that she downplayed the impact. “A kiss that had you crawling all
over me, and you damn near yanked out my hair.”Her eyes widened even more...and then she
laughed. “We did get a little carried away.”“A little,” he agreed, still nettled. Could she really be
less affected than he was? Or was she hiding behind her usual cool persona?“I’m fine.” She
reached up to remove his sunglasses, then stroked her fingers through his hair. “But did I hurt
you?”Her touch ignited him all over again. Dangerous. He’d known that about her within minutes
of their first introduction. Catching her wrists, he lowered her hands—but then couldn’t let
go.And she didn’t pull away. After a long look, she said, “We could...discuss this more
tonight.”Hell of a suggestion, but he’d damn near lost it in her office with Enoch just outside the
door. If he had her alone, no way in hell would he be able to keep his hands off her. So he shook
his head and explained, “I’m meeting the guys at a bar tonight.”One slender brow arched up. “My
guys?”Did she think she owned them? “If you mean Leese, Justice and Miles, yeah, they’ll be
there, but arriving at different times. I think Leese is between assignments, right? And both Miles
and Justice should finish up for the day in time to join us.”“Us?”“A half-dozen other fighters, some



of their wives. You’ve met most of them.”She nodded. “Will you be going to that quaint little
hometown place, Rowdy’s?”Damn it, did she plan to crash the party? Actually, how the hell did
she know about Rowdy’s? He thought about asking her, but decided he’d be better off getting
out of there. “That’s the plan, yeah.”She waited, but when he said nothing more, she briefly
looked wounded before giving him a cool smile. “Have fun then.” She went back behind her desk
and turned on the monitor to her PC in clear dismissal. “Do let me know if you change your
mind.”“I won’t.” But he didn’t like being dismissed. “My sunglasses?”As if she forgot she held
them, she looked at her hand in surprise. “Oh sorry.” Nonchalant, she leaned forward, offering
them to him without getting up, her attention still on the monitor.Proving he had a perverse
streak a mile wide, Brand let his fingers slowly graze hers as he took the glasses.Her startled
gaze flew to his face, but she only grinned, once again in full control. “Wicked, that’s what you
are.” She fluttered her fingers at him. “Thanks for stopping by.”And she went back to staring at
the screen.Left with nothing else to do, Brand walked out. That meeting hadn’t gone as planned,
but then nothing with Sahara ever did.He knew he’d done the right thing.So then why did it feel
like he’d been kicked in the chest?CHAPTER TWOSHE WOULD NOT feel dejected, Sahara
promised herself as she walked through the lobby toward the parking garage exit. Her heels
clicked on the marble tiles and she smiled automatically at every friendly face she saw.Anita, the
lobby receptionist, stood to ask, “Done for the day, Ms. Silver?”“I am, yes.” She liked Anita, so
she stopped to ask, “How’s the weather out there? Still raining?”“Storming, unfortunately. Do you
need an umbrella?”“I’ll go from the garage here to my garage at home, but thank you. What
about you?”“I’ll make a mad dash into my apartment, but I have a raincoat with me.”“So you’re
not worried about melting either?”She laughed. “I like rain, actually. Always have.”“Same here. A
good storm leaves everything fresh.” Sahara buttoned up her lightweight coat and pulled up the
collar. “Be careful driving then.”“You, too, Ms. Silver.”She waved as she stepped away.Other
employees spoke to her, all of them friendly and familiar but still respectful. For her, Body Armor
was a business with a family vibe. After all, she’d practically grown up here. Being sixteen years
older than her, Scott had taken over raising her while their parents traveled the world. She’d
always known she was an unpleasant surprise for them, but she’d never doubted Scott’s
love.The agency was all she had left of him and being here, surrounded by people he’d hired,
protocols he’d put into place, contacts he’d built, made her feel closer to him.Brand was a
distraction, the first to consume her since she’d taken over the agency, and that scared her a
little. She had to shake it off. She was not a woman to brood.So he’d kissed her senseless, then
made it clear that he didn’t want her to join him for the evening. Men were fickle. She’d been
dealing with them long enough that it shouldn’t have bothered her.But...she’d thought her men,
all of them, liked her as more than a boss. They had an easy camaraderie. She’d spent time with
them outside of work and they’d never seemed to mind. She liked to think she’d been helpful
when it came to various problems they’d encountered.Holding her purse strap over her shoulder,
she pushed through the security doors to the parking garage. Her black Mercedes-Maybach,
looking much like all the other black sedans in the garage, sat in isolated splendor in her private



spot.The spot reserved for the boss.The spot where her brother used to park.Stop it. Melancholy
doesn’t suit you.She could have used a driver, as she often did. But tonight she’d wanted the
solitude of a quiet drive home.The storm raged and she pulled onto the road cautiously. At only
7:00 p.m., it looked like midnight, dark clouds obliterating any light. There wasn’t much traffic,
and even driving more slowly, she neared her home outside the city within twenty minutes.She
could see the keyless entry gate for the long private drive when suddenly an SUV pulled
crossways into the road, blocking the way. She slowed, the sense of danger overwhelming her.
Headlights shone in her rearview mirror as another black SUV approached and that vehicle, too,
pulled across the road.Well, hell. Her doors were already locked, so using the automated voice
control, she called Leese Phelps.He answered with a lot of noise in the background, so she
assumed he was at the bar already. “Hey, Sahara.”“I probably have thirty seconds at most,” she
said quickly and with, she hoped, admirable calm. “With my driveway in sight, two cars blocked
the road. There are three men from each car approaching.” Her throat tightened. “They’re
wearing masks.”“Jesus.”“I do believe I’m going to be taken.” At least she hoped that was the case,
that they wouldn’t murder her outright.“Keep your doors locked.” She heard the urgency in his
tone. “I’m on my way and I’ll call the police to meet me.”“You won’t make it in time. Until this is
resolved, you’re in charge.”“Damn it, Sahara—”“You know the protocol we used with Catalina.
Enoch has the details—” She froze as one big man stood in the pouring rain beside her car, his
face and body hidden in black. She couldn’t even make out his eyes through the water dripping
along the window.Then he reached inside his jacket.“Sahara?”She ignored Leese’s demand, her
heart pounding in fear...until the man slapped a photo of Scott against her window.“Sahara!” he
said again, his voice pure gravel.“No police,” she insisted. She’d take no chances spooking men
who might have information on her brother. Leaving her car running, the call open, she shoved
open the door and stepped out. “You know Scott? Where is he?”Blue eyes, now more visible as
she stood before him, narrowed in satisfaction. He wrapped a meaty hand around her upper
arm. “You’re going to tell me. Let’s go.”* * *BRAND IGNORED THE woman trying to get his
attention with touches inappropriate for a public space. He ignored, too, the snickers of his
amused friends as he drew back the pool cue to take a shot, effectively forcing her away.He
wanted to win the game, but he didn’t care about female company right now. The leggy brunette
who again tried to hug up to his side was cute enough, definitely stacked enough, but he
couldn’t drum up an ounce of interest.He sank two balls on the table...just as her hand came
around the front of his jeans, seeking balls of a different sort.“Jesus,” he muttered, catching her
wrist.“Stop playing hard to get.”He scowled at her. “Actually, honey, I’m not playing.”When Leese
charged into the room, all but grabbing Miles and Justice, a sick feeling dropped into his gut.
Brand thrust the cue at the pushy woman and, a few steps behind, followed his friends through
the bar. He saw them talking as they went out the front door and into the storm, but through the
throngs of people milling about, he couldn’t hear their conversation.He’d seen the alarm on
Miles’s face, though, and the rage on Justice’s.Only seconds behind them, he stepped outside
and found them standing huddled together under the overhang, Leese talking fast.He heard,



“Sahara was taken. She knew it was going to happen when two cars blocked the road she was
on.”Shoving his way into their throng, Brand demanded, “Where?”Leese spared him a glance.
“In front of her house, or very near it.”Someone had taken her. Every fiber of his being rebelled
against the possibilities. She couldn’t be hurt. Please, God, don’t let her get hurt.Justice
bunched up like a junkyard dog and growled, “Tell me what to do.”“I don’t fucking know,” Leese
said. “Right before she stopped replying, she insisted on no police. I heard her mention Scott to
the men, six of them, so one of them must have said something, though I didn’t hear any of them
speak. I’m heading over there now to see if I can pick up a clue.”“I’m going, too,” Brand said.“You
don’t work for her,” Leese reminded him.Making it perfectly clear, Brand said, “I don’t give a fuck.
I’m going.” When his cell rang, he and Leese were still engaged in a stare-down so he ignored
it.Justice gave him a shove. “It could be her.”Given the way things had ended between them, he
seriously doubted that, but Brand dug the phone from his jeans pocket and glanced at the
screen. He didn’t recognize the number so he answered with a curt “What is it?”Sahara’s voice
came through, along with a lot of static. “I have to make this very brief. I’ve been taken by some
men who seem to think I know where my brother is.”His heart tried to escape his chest. Her
brother was dead. Everyone knew it except for Sahara. With a touch of his thumb he switched
her to speaker. “Where are you?”“We’re still driving, and I have no idea where we’re
headed.”“Can you see anything?”“No windows.” Someone in the background gave an abrupt
order and, sounding annoyed, she added, “I’m told, since I can’t give them Scott’s whereabouts,
I could instead have one of my men bring a ransom. Apparently the same amount Scott owed
them.”Fury rippled through every muscle in his body. “I’ll come get you.”“Yes, I was hoping that
you would, Leese.”Leese? Did she not recognize his voice?“The men know the agency well,
including all my bodyguards. I’m sure they’ll recognize you when they see you so please don’t try
sending the police instead. There are to be no police. Do you understand? Promise me.”Knowing
now that she wasn’t alone, Brand said, “I promise.” He pictured some psycho next to her,
manipulating her, forcing her to detail those terms, and rage worse than he’d ever known
churned inside him.There was some fumbling through the connection and suddenly a deep
voice said, “Listen up, Phelps. Come alone and don’t try anything or your boss is not going to
have a pleasant time with us.”The man thought he was Leese, so he’d go with that. “Tell me
when and where, and how much to bring. I’ll be there.”Miles, Justice and Leese stared at him in
strained silence. The storm raged around them with flashes of light that crackled across the
black sky, and ground-trembling booms of thunder.But it was nothing compared to his personal
turbulence.“Soon,” the man said. “Repeat any of this to the cops and I’ll gut her slowly—after
enjoying her a bit.”“Touch her,” Brand warned, “and you’re a dead man.” The call ended before he
could say more.Blood pumping fast, Brand clutched the phone and looked at each of his friends.
He hoped like hell someone knew what to do.“I’ll rip him apart,” Justice growled quietly.Brand
knew that when Catalina, one of Leese’s clients—a woman he ended up marrying—had been in
serious danger, Justice had been Sahara’s personal bodyguard, protecting her against the
threats that had spilled over to them all. Since then, Justice still felt overly protective toward her,



even though he, too, would soon be marrying.“He thought I was you,” Brand said to Leese, trying
to make sense of it.Proving why he was top dog at the agency, Leese said, “Sahara either put in
the call or gave them the number, and she sure as hell knows the difference between us. She
said something about the men knowing all her bodyguards, that they’d recognize you—
me.”Miles said, “It was a tip. She wants a face they won’t recognize to show up.”“I assume so,”
Leese agreed. “That way, when I go to deliver money, the other, unknown person will have a
chance of getting to her.”Brand ran a hand into his hair, then tugged in frustration. “She’s never
let up on trying to hire me to Body Armor. Hell of a way to lock me in, though.”Justice looked
murderous. “You don’t want to do it, fine. I’ll go incognito.”Miles scoffed. “Like anyone would
mistake a behemoth like you?”True enough, Brand thought. Justice was enormous. “It was just
an observation, Justice. No way in hell am I passing the buck.” Even if Sahara hadn’t singled him
out, he’d insist on it.After all, she’d called him.“If she’s hurt,” he said, tortured by the thought but
unable to obliterate it, “if one of those bastards even touches her—”Leese interrupted his
growing threat. “You’re not trained, Brand. My best guess is that Sahara wanted me to find
someone else who can fill in, but she didn’t specifically mean you.”Digging in, Brand repeated,
“I’m doing it.” Leese and the others didn’t know that he and Sahara had something personal
going on, despite his efforts to the contrary. And he wouldn’t tell them. They were Sahara’s
employees and if she wanted them to know, she’d do the telling.But that didn’t mean he’d let
them cut him out. The way he saw it, Sahara had reached out to him, and by God, he’d be there
100 percent.“You don’t know how to shoot—”“I’ve been shooting since I was fifteen.”That gave
them all pause. “You have?” Miles asked.“Are we really going to discuss my past right now?”“No.”
Leese turned away with purpose. “We can ride together.”“To where?” Brand asked, even as he
followed into the downpour.Speaking loud over the storm, Leese explained, “In one breath
Sahara put me in charge until she’s back, and then she mentioned Enoch.”Soaked through to
the skin, Miles and Brand climbed into the back seat of an agency SUV. Leese got behind the
wheel and Justice rode shotgun. As they buckled up, Brand asked, “Enoch?”“Respect him a lot,”
Miles said. “But he’s an assistant, not a bodyguard.”“He’s a hell of a lot more than an assistant to
Sahara.” Leese glanced at each mirror, then pulled onto the rain-washed road. “Remember when
Catalina was taken?”Justice said, “I’ll never forget it.”“None of us will,” Brand said, though he’d
been involved only peripherally.“We found her because Sahara had planted a GPS device on
her.” He paused as he switched lanes, then continued with “I think she has one on herself,
too.”Brand gripped the seat behind Leese. “She said so?”“She reminded me of the ‘protocol’ for
Catalina. At first, I didn’t understand, but it’s starting to come together. I assume Enoch knows
how to track her.”Justice already had out his phone. “I’ll call him now.”Miles withdrew his phone
as well. “I’ll notify the others why we booked. They’re going to wonder, especially since our cars
are still there.”Brand hated feeling ineffectual, but while the others all seemed to know what to
do, he hadn’t a fucking clue. He kept picturing Sahara, her attempt to look blasé at what she saw
as his rejection.Fuck, it had been a rejection.Of the job...and of her personally.But not for the
reasons she thought. He wanted her, too much in fact. More than she wanted him, obviously,



since she would always put the agency first.“I got hold of Armie,” Miles said as he put the phone
away. “He’s letting the others know. They’ll head over to her place to ensure her car is safely off
the road.”Armie, like Brand, was a fighter but not a bodyguard, but as a close personal friend to
each of them, he’d do what he could. “They know where she lives?” Brand asked.“They followed
us there when Catalina was threatened.”He’d missed a lot, Brand realized. Maybe too much. It
pissed him off.“Enoch is meeting us at Body Armor. Poor dude is frantic.” Justice pocketed his
phone again. “He and Sahara are close.”“She’s special to everyone who knows her,” Miles
said.Brand almost groaned. Special? Hell yeah, she was, in too many ways to count. From the
time his friends had signed on at Body Armor, Sahara had been after him to join up, too. For too
long now they’d engaged in a game of enticement and resistance—Sahara enticing and him
resisting.If it was just the job, no problem.If it was only the strong physical chemistry, he could
probably fight that, too, despite the fact that Sahara personified sexy in a classy but still
touchable way.It was more than that, though. Sahara was the whole package, a gorgeous
woman with an enormous heart and a real head for business. She knew what she wanted and
she went after it without reserve.She’d wanted him...but he’d turned her down. And now men
had her—Miles nudged him.Lost in his thoughts, Brand glanced up and caught his friend’s
frown. “What?”“Take a breath. If you’re going to do this, you need to get a little control.”“I am
controlled.” Hell, that was one of the major ways that he and Sahara clashed. She wanted all the
control, always, in every situation, but then so did he.“You look ready to erupt.”Shaking his head,
Brand shoved the rage deep inside and locked it down. He’d get Sahara back, then he’d destroy
the bastards who’d taken her. “I’m fine.”“It can’t be you,” Leese said from the front seat, “because
you don’t know what you’re stepping in to.”“Like you do?” Brand didn’t get annoyed. It didn’t
matter what reasoning Leese used, he wouldn’t change his mind. “You can’t tell me that rescuing
your boss from kidnappers is part of your normal workweek.”“No, but each one of us has dealt
with similar situations.”“We’re tried and tested,” Justice said. “You’re not. God only knows the
number of ways you could fuck it up, and Sahara will be the one hurt.”Miles was the only one not
giving him shit. “Fact is,” he pointed out, “Sahara called Brand, and she made it clear that the
goons who have her would recognize us. Even if we can trace her, who’s to say they won’t spot
us and kill her for it?”“No,” Justice insisted.“She called me.” Brand drank in a deep breath of
humid air. “Plus you’re all married—”“Not me,” said Justice.“You will be soon enough.”Justice
couldn’t deny that, and it had him growling again. Maybe, like Brand, the lack of ability to fix this
problem ASAP left Justice frustrated.But Justice didn’t have the knowledge that he’d parted
ways with Sahara under less than ideal circumstances. That was all on Brand and it was fucking
well eating him up, adding to the need to do something. “Tell me the plan and I’ll see that it
happens. But understand this—I’m going after her and that’s it.”“Let’s get to Body Armor and see
what we’re dealing with.” Leese drove aggressively despite the rain. “After that, we’ll make some
quick decisions.”Along the way the men called their significant others. Their low voices were
intimate, except for Leese, who spoke via the speaker through the car’s Bluetooth.“Dear God,”
Catalina said, her worry plain. “Poor Sahara. She has to be frantic.”Logical assumption, yet



Brand couldn’t picture her being anything other than her usual cool, in-charge self. That, too,
could be a problem. He reminded himself that Sahara was intelligent. Surely, she wouldn’t
provoke her kidnappers.“Please be careful, Leese,” Catalina whispered, “and please bring her
back safe.”“You know I will.”Each of the women knew and cared about Sahara, so Brand had no
doubt they’d all shared those sentiments.Enoch was in the lobby waiting for them when they
arrived. He’d already assigned extra guards on the building, not only on the ground floor but also
as lookouts on the upper floors. “If there’s surveillance on the building, we’ll know.”“Smart move.”
Leese led the way to the elevator and they all rode up to Enoch’s office. He had his computer on
and immediately showed them what he’d found. “She’s not far from her house, only about forty-
five minutes.”They each stood behind Enoch, leaning forward to see the screen. “They’re not
driving anymore?” Miles asked.“Don’t appear to be. The GPS has her stationary for about five
minutes or so.”“Looks like she’s in the slums,” Justice complained.“The program can’t show me
exactly where,” Enoch explained. “But if you get near the area you should be able to pick up her
signal on this cell phone.” He handed it to Leese.Brand took it from him.No one said anything
about it.“I have access to some funds,” Enoch explained. “But I doubt it’ll be enough to pay off
kidnappers.”“Let’s wait and find out how much ransom they demand, then we’ll decide what to
do.”The waiting went against the grain for all of them, but until they got that call, it was all they
could do.“If Sahara was here,” Enoch stated, “she’d ask me to get coffee, so that’s what I’m going
to do. All of you, make yourselves comfortable and I’ll be right back.”* * *THE VAN BUMPED over
rough ground, taking her farther and farther away. No one spoke to her, but the four men riding in
the cargo area continually watched her.She pretended not to care and merely looked back,
making note of what she could. Even sitting, their height was discernible, and under the dark
sweatshirts and jeans, she could guess their weight.One man had pushed up his sleeves and
she saw that he was freckled. Another had darker hands, as if he spent a lot of time in the
sun.The man who appeared to be in charge was the only one not eyeballing her. He spent his
time on his phone, not speaking but definitely perusing something.When the van stopped, he
pocketed the phone and moved to crouch in front of her.“Give me your hands.”Sahara glared
into faded blue eyes. “Why?”His answer was to roughly grab her, jerk her arms forward, then
hold her wrists while another masked man wrapped them in rough rope.Clearly, they’d never
done this before because with a little wiggling, she’d be able to pull free. What good that would
do her, she didn’t yet know. If she remained in the van with six men, two up front and four
guarding her, she may as well be hog-tied.For now, though, she held still and merely muttered, “I
scare you that much?” She tsked. “And here I’m so much smaller.”His hand came up to clasp her
throat, not tightly but in clear warning. “You have quite a mouth on you.”“Quite a brain as well.”
Defiant, she stared at him. I will not let them cow me. “What do you know about
Scott?”Disgusted, he let her go with a slight shove and sat back against the metal wall of the
van.Sahara said, “You know something, obviously. I want to know what.”The big man waited,
watching her, and finally shrugged. “Do you believe your brother is dead?”“No.”He sat forward
again. “Have you had any contact with him?”“No.”With a note of frustration, he asked, “Then



what makes you think—”“Somehow, if he were truly gone, I’d feel it.”The freckled guy barked a
laugh. “Female logic.”She snorted. “Male logic would be an oxymoron, wouldn’t it?”“Shut up,” the
leader said.The two men in front got out, closing their doors seemingly without fear of being
heard. That told her that they must be someplace isolated...or perhaps they had a way of
sneaking her out of the van without anyone noticing.Seconds later the doors at the back of the
van opened.Sahara could see they were inside a large garage or warehouse. Dim, smelly and
cold.Three of the men climbed out. The leader, bent over in the confines of the van, took her arm
and said, “Let’s go.”For once her heels were a hindrance. With her hands tied, she couldn’t use
them to help her gain her feet. He solved that dilemma by dragging her on her butt toward the
doors.“Brute,” she accused.“I didn’t drag you by the hair, did I?”No, and she didn’t want to prod
him to it either.When another man reached in, the boss said, “I’ve got her,” and everyone else
backed off.Sahara realized what he meant when he stepped down, then hauled her out and over
his shoulder. With one muscled arm he pinned her legs behind her knees, and with the other...
Dear God, he had his hand spread wide over her behind!She reared up, using her bound hands
to brace against his back. “So a kidnapper, and a perv, too?”The swat he landed on her cheek
stung, but she didn’t cry out. She just gritted her teeth and, as he possibly intended, kept
quiet.He carried her as if she weighed nothing, going down concrete stairs and into a smaller,
colder, darker room. Along the way her hair spilled loose, draping down to cover her face. She
also lost a shoe, but the man paused to pick it up. He turned a corner, careful not to smack her
head on the wall, and went down more stairs.Her heart started to pound nervously and her
mouth went dry.Someone turned on a light and she saw that her prison was even worse than
she’d suspected. Very small, maybe eight feet square, all concrete.She did not want to be alone
here, but as he set her on her feet she quipped, “How quaint.”The big man actually
laughed.Then he surprised her by bending down, clasping her ankle and helping her to step
back into her shoe. From his kneeling position, he looked up the length of her body.Grateful for
her coat, which still covered her, Sahara tried to feign confidence. It wavered a lot when he came
back to his feet, lifted her chin and gently brushed her hair out of her face. Sahara jerked away,
but he only grabbed her upper arm and finished running his fingers through the unruly tresses,
finding two pins still caught in her hair and pocketing them.So maybe that wasn’t about
inappropriate thoughts, but rather he didn’t want to take the chance that she’d know how to pick
a lock.She did, of course, but whether or not a hairpin would work depended on the lock.Around
them, she realized the others were working, turning on an overhead light—and blessedly, an
electric heater. She moved closer to it, holding out her hands and trying to stop her shivers.A cot
was set up in the corner. It looked clean with a folded blanket and a pillow on top. One of the men
added an extra blanket. Did they expect her to sleep here?She hated that possibility.“We
realized after we had it arranged that you, being female, might find it too chilly.”Clearly the
freckled guy had some notions about “females.” In this case, since she was cold, she let it
go.When he continued to look at her, she said, “Thank you?” and he nodded in
satisfaction.Every second of this kidnapping got more and more bizarre.Other than the cot, she



noticed a portable toilet in the farthest corner, with a roll of paper on the ground beside it. Oh, no
and no.“Who are you people,” she demanded, “and what do you ultimately want?”Ignoring her
question, the boss said, “It’s time.”Her heart again stuttered. They would leave her here alone
now?But no, apparently only the boss would go, because he sent a penetrating look to each of
his cohorts. “No one touches her, understood?”They nodded.Then looking at her, he said, “That
rule is rescinded if she tries anything.”Oh, that didn’t sound good. “Define ‘try anything,’ please.”
If she breathed, would that be provocation to jump her? “May I sit on the cot? Could I move the
cot closer to the heater? May I have my purse back?”“You’re a smart lady. I’m sure you’ll figure it
out.” He started to go, but then paused. “No, you can’t have your purse. Not yet anyway.”The
freckled guy clutched it, as if he held the prize.Sighing, she watched the leader go back up those
stairs and wondered how long he would be. For some insane reason, she felt marginally safer
with him nearby; since he’d been the one doing all the talking, she felt she knew him a little
better.The rest, other than Freckles, were unknown quantities. They could be rapists, murderers
—or just plain insane.Predatory gazes tracked her as she circled the room, inspecting it. Other
than the heater, the portable potty and the cot, the room was empty. She saw no other electrical
outlets, so she went over to the cot and, using her knee, nudged it away from the wall. She bent,
put her hands against the rickety frame and began scooting it toward the heater. Thanks to the
metal legs on concrete, it loudly screeched as if death was near.Two men came forward and,
without a word, lifted each end. They carried it toward the heater. One of them, with a
questioning look, waited.It was in her nature to test the limits, so she said, “A little to the left
please.”They obliged.“No, a little to the right now.”Again, they did as she asked without
comment.“Perhaps a tad farther back—”The cot hit the floor with a clatter and the two men
walked away to stand with the others.She smiled inwardly and said with sugary sweetness,
“Thank you so much.”All five of them nodded.Hmm... There was an odd gallantness to their
behavior in direct conflict with hardened criminals. Testing that, she sat on the side of the cot and
tried to look dejected.Time ticked by in utter silence. Only the occasional sound of someone
shifting position intruded.She let out a sigh. In the smallest voice she could manage, she asked,
“Am I going to die?”Someone—she wasn’t sure who, since she didn’t look back—said, “Not if
you follow orders.”Well. They certainly weren’t ruling it out. Hopefully, Leese had understood her
subtle message and was already at the office with Enoch. The tracking device could be easily
positioned in her clothes or jewelry. For now, she’d made it part of her necklace. She prayed they
wouldn’t take that from her—if it would even work down in the bowels of the building.
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Lisa D. Gibbs, “Foster did no disappoint. I could not put this book down. Wow, this book is aptly
named! From the get go Sahara Silver has been hot for Brand Berry from their very first meeting.
He has played hard to get as she has been persistent in her pursuit of him. She want to hire him
but won't agree because she is the boss. However when Sahara is kidnapped Brand is the one
who steps up to rescue her and noting will stop him, not even the fact that he hasn't agreed to be
a bodyguard for Body Armor. Thus begins a tale that has many twists and turns and maybe a
surprise or two.As always Ms. Foster did no disappoint. I could not put this book down. I
eventually had to though but picked it up again the minute I could. I should now by now not to
read this book during the week because work gets in the way.Her characters are strong, sexy,
protective, handsome, loyal and alpha men all the way and Brand is no exception. Sarah is
strong, independent, a self proclaimed "shark" and she doesn't show weakness or fear. We
learned more about each of these characters and it was sad when the book ended but only
because it ended. I am always left wanting more. The characters quickly become like old friends
and I want to get to know more about them and hear from the characters who have had their
stories told.I am always left wanting more and that to me is the sign of a great book. Ms. Foster
does that and I will continue to read her books.”

AMorganna99, “Great End to Fun Series. Sahara Silver has always been convinced that her
brother Scott isn't dead- despite all evidence to the contrary. She's sure she would feel it if he
was gone and has always tried to look at inheriting his Body Armor agency as keeping it in trust
until he comes back. Of course, she doubts he'd agree with some of her decisions- like hiring
sexy ex-MMA fighters as body guards. One particularly sexy, not quite ex-fighter she hasn't
succeeded in hiring is Brand Berry. He's interested, and he likes her, but she hasn't managed to
seal the deal. When she gets kidnapped by men looking for her brother Sahara is thrilled to
know someone besides her thinks Scott is still alive- but not so thrilled at the danger she's in
now. Brand and his friends come to the rescue, and now its up to all of them to keep Sahara
safe and find out what is going on before it's too late!Readers of the Body Armor series (Close
Contact, Hard Justice, Under Pressure) have been waiting for Sahara and Brand's story for
awhile now. It's obvious where the sparks between the two should lead- but how to get them
there? Sahara is a tough woman who's used to always being in control, Brand's a confident man
who uses control to win his fights. Both have to learn how to give and take to make a
relationship work. I liked how well Foster balanced Sahara's being the boss of a male dominated
agency with Brand's convincing her she didn't have to be the boss outside of work as well- and
she was allowed to have more of a life than just work! That she could be a strong woman but still
compromise in her private life. He made it clear to her that he stood behind her when it was
work related, and he wouldn't try to take control from her. It was hard for Sahara to find that
balance, and I wish we'd seen a little more of the relationships in her past that made her the way



she is now, but by the end we saw enough of her relationship with Scott to make her attitude
pretty understandable. But Foster continues to give us strong, likable female (and male)
characters who learn to balance toughness with softer emotions like love and be better for it by
the end of the book.The mystery behind Scott's disappearance and Sahara's kidnapping gets
interesting and twisted, and without giving anything away I wonder if we'll be seeing more of
Ross- the ringleader behind the kidnapping. Fast Burn is a fast-paced page turner full of
Foster's usual blend of wonderful characters, witty dialogue, and intriguing suspense. While
readers new to the series won't feel lost starting with this book (each in the series is stand
alone), long-time readers will be happy to see characters they already know pop up along the
way.A great book to end the Body Armor series. Can't wait to see what Lori Foster has in store
for us next!”

Mainely Stories, “Chemistry and Suspense, A winning combination. Lori Foster, once again
'thank the stars' brings us a sensational story with suspense, sarcasm, blistering hot touches,
and the strangest of circumstances. There are bad guys who may really be good and good
'guys' who are definitely not so good. We travel with a fiercely independent female main
character in heels, who channels McGuyver. She comes to a meeting of the 'minds" with a
strong delicious man and a chance to visit with the bodyguards from the Body Armour agency
who we met in earlier stories.Sahara was an "oops" and one of her never mentioned, perhaps
subconscious, goals was to never again be an afterthought and, for the most part, she
succeeded. Since the time her parents left to travel the globe, it was Sahara and her brother
taking on the world, until her brother disappeared, feared dead. Sahara, fearless and confident,
oh yes and sexy (don't forget sexy) stepped in to run his 'bodyguard' business, Body Armour, in
his stead. From the time Sahara took over, the focus was on the word 'body'. Sahara replaced
the contemporary, conservative, traditional bodyguards with her own flavor, for their high profile
clients. She had a taste for MMA fighters turned bodyguards and she hired the sexiest,
strongest, most efficient fighters she could find. Now the focus was on finding her brother who
Sahara believed was still alive, and secure MMA fighter Brand Berry for Body Armour....or was it
for Sahara? Did she have an ulterior motive?MMA fighter Brand Berry has his own priorities and
they do include Sahara but not as his employer. This is a sensational romantic suspense that
you will want to savor!  4.5 stars.”

maureen williams, “Mrs Maureen Williams.. Arrived on time exactly as described and excellent
purchase.”

sabrina brown, “Five Stars. Really looking forward to read it”

BookReader, “Enjoyable read. First in the series I read, however can be read as a stand-alone.
Romantic suspense is my favourite genre and this one delivers on all fronts, including an



independent, smart, and resourceful heroine who leads the group of hunky ex-MMA fighters with
confidence.”

Iris K, “genial. Wie immer ein Hammer Buch. Das man nicht mehr weglegen mag. Aber von Lori
Foster hab ich nichts anderes erwartet”

LINBEAU, “qualité du produit. Reçu en très bonne condition”

The book by Lori Foster has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 374 people have provided feedback.
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