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She's stubborn and reckless and determined to expose the truth.He’s duty-bound to protect her
even if he hates her.Secret Service Agent Peter Mercer just wanted a promotion. Instead he got
investigative journalist Carrie Davenport. His hatred of journalists runs deep, but she's going to
get herself killed. So he'll do what he must to keep her safe and his conscience clear.Carrie
Davenport didn't look for trouble but it always found her. This time it came in the form of a human
trafficking ring involving D.C.'s most powerful. And she could expose it all and turn it into the
biggest story she’s ever written. Or get herself killed. And Peter Mercer seems hellbent on
preventing her from doing either.When he shows up at Club Exposure, she thinks he's following
her again. Turns out they have more in common than either realizes.Disclaimer: Hidden was
previously published as book 3 in the D.C. Power Games series and was titled Power
Relinquished. The author has made significant changes and made it part of the new Club
Exposure Series. The D.C. Power Games series is no longer available.

“Deeply satisfying and darkly funny feminist fairytale.... At its heart a story of good people doing
their best to make the unjust world a fairer place, this marvelous romp will delight Kingfisher’s
fans and fairytale lovers alike.”―Publishers Weekly, starred review“Blending fairy-tale familiarity
and common-sense characters, Kingfisher’s prose balances grim circumstances with humor
and heart. Readers of Alix E. Harrow’s A Spindle Splintered and Melissa Albert’s ‘The Hazel
Wood’ series should pick this up immediately.” ―Library Journal, starred review"Kingfisher is an
inventive fantasy powerhouse, and Nettle & Bone represents the burgeoning “hopepunk” ethos
at its finest, with its winsome characters and focus on their fight to make the world a better
place."―Bookpage, starred review"Clever and bold-hearted . . . this rollicking feminist fairy tale is
filled with redemption, community and courage, its dark passages the road to a satisfyingly
uplifting endgame."―Shelf Awareness, starred review"Nettle & Bone leans into the macabre and
evokes the Grimm-est of stories... Highly recommended for fans of fractured fables like Naomi
Novik’s Uprooted (2015) and Helen Oyeyemi’s Gingerbread (2019)." ―Booklist, starred
review“Nettle & Bone is full of delights and surprises―and proves that [Kingfisher] has more than
a few tricks left up her sleeve.”―Locus“With NETTLE & BONE, T. Kingfisher solidifies her place
as natural and inevitable heir to the greats of her genre, while remaining clearly and
unquestionably a unique voice in fantasy. This book is a modern classic and belongs alongside
The Last Unicorn and Spinning Silver on your shelf.”―Seanan McGuire“This book is so exciting,
deeply wise, sad, brutal and compassionate all at once. And beautifully written, with a plot as
cunning as fine embroidery. . . . When I finished I could hardly bear to tear myself away from this
eerie, vivid world, with its struggling, flawed, wonderful characters.”―Catriona Ward, author of
Last House on Needless Street“Nettle & Bone brings Kingfisher's signature honesty and



authenticity to a fairy tale setting―the result is refreshing, earnest but not naive, and deeply
satisfying. I devoured it. This is one that's going to stay with me for a long time.”―Sarah Gailey,
author of Magic for Liars"Kingfisher’s combination of comedy with feminist rage in a complex
fairytale setting makes for a wholly entertaining read." -- Buzzfeed“Witty, sparkling tale of a
heroine’s quest, full of matter-of-fact magic, impossible tasks, and a group of fantastic and
charming companions. A delight throughout.”―Louisa Morgan, author of A Secret History of
Witches“Nettle & Bone is pure delight. T. Kingfisher uses the bones of fairy tale to create
something entirely her own, written in gloriously clear and transparent prose. I devoured this
story of a princess-nun rescuing her sister from an abusive marriage, and every fresh turn
delighted me.”―Emily Tesh, Hugo finalist, Silver in the Wood“Nettle & Bone is what happens
when all the overlooked bit players of classic fantasy somehow wind up on the main quest. It's
funny, frightening, and full of heart; I loved it.”―Alix E. Harrow, author of The Ten Thousand
Doors of January“Charming and macabre―often both at the same time―Nettle & Bone has bite,
proper jokes, effortlessly good storytelling and a really wonderful tomb labyrinth.”―A. K.
Larkwood, author of The Unspoken Name“Somehow, Kingfisher writes stories that put you at
your ease and make you want to crawl out of your skin at the same time. I loved the way this
horrified me―and, in the end, gave me hope.”―Kevin Hearne, New York Times bestselling
author of the Iron Druid Chronicles--This text refers to the hardcover edition.About the AuthorT.
KINGFISHER (she/her) writes fantasy, horror, and occasional oddities, including "The Twisted
Ones" and "Swordheart." Under a pen name, she also writes children's books. She lives in North
Carolina. --This text refers to the hardcover edition.
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HIDDENClub Exposure book 1By Ivy NelsonThis is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places,
and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any
resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely
coincidental.Copyright © 2022 by Ivy NelsonAll rights reserved. No part of this book may be
reproduced or used in any manner without written permission of the copyright owner except for
the use of quotations in a book review. For more information, address:
IvyNelsonBooks@gmail.com.First edition January 2022ALSO BY IVY NELSONDiamond Doms
SeriesChristmas at Club SolitaireNo LimitsClub ExposureVisit Ivy’s website at to join her
newsletter and get a free Diamond Doms novella!HIDDENHIDDENA Note from The Author1234
56789101112131415161718192021222324252627282930313233343536HIDDENA Note from
The AuthorHidden contains depictions of BDSM. This book is the author’s interpretation of
BDSM fantasies and is not intended to be an educational tool. BDSM is different for everyone,
and this is just one perspective. Everything in this book is fictitious and should be read as such. If
you choose to participate in BDSM, please remember consent above all else and please do
educate yourself with something that isn’t a work of fiction. This book was originally published as
Power Relinquished in the former D.C. Power Games series, but the story has changed
significantly and is now the start of the Club Exposure series.I hope you enjoy this creation.Ivy
NelsonP.S. The following is a non-exhaustive list of potential trigger and content warnings in this
book. I hope it helps.TW:Sexual assault (brief mentions only. No descriptions or on page
scenes)Sex trafficking (Side characters and brief mentions only.)KidnappingCW:BondageDom/
sub dynamicsSpankingThreesomesDegrading wordsExtreme impact playMasochism1“HOLY
shit, it’s like a kinky playground in here.” Carrie Davenport turned in circles, taking in the
converted warehouse that would soon be Club Exposure, and grinned. Gage Allard slung an
arm around her shoulder and kissed her temple. “Isn’t it fuckin’ sexy? Damn near as sexy as
you.”She pulled away and shoved him on the shoulder. “You say that to all the girls.”He winked
and didn’t bother to deny it. “If it works, it works.”“Well, it doesn’t work on me.”“Yeah, yeah. You’ve
got your eye on that redhead you keep bringing around. I have to say I’ve got my eye on her too,
but I don’t think we’re a match.”“Darci? I love you, Gage, but I’m pretty sure you’re right. And be
careful with her. I won’t spill secrets but just be sweet to her.”Gage reached out and squeezed
her hand. His cellphone interrupted them, and he backed away as he pulled it out of his pocket.
Carrie looked around the space again. It was shaping up to be a perfect home for her and her
friends when they opened.She headed in the same direction Gage had gone, so she could
check out how some of the other spaces were coming. He ducked into his office with the phone
to his ear.“Peter, come on. Don’t bail on me. I need another set of eyes to double check the
security in this place and you have to admit you miss the parties. You can’t be at work twenty-
four seven.”Gage lifted a hand and waved at her before pushing the door shut.As she turned the
corner into the rope room, a mass of red curls came flying at her.“I got the job! You’re looking at



the new VP of Media Relations for the ACSL.”Carrie hugged Darci Sanders tight.
“Congratulations, sweetie. I had a feeling it was going to be good news. And what is the ACSL
again?”Darci disentangled herself from the hug and brushed her stray curls from her face.
“American Coalition for Sexual Liberty. They… We advocate for sexual freedom everywhere from
LGBT+ rights to sex worker’s rights.”Carrie lifted one eyebrow. “Not to be that friend, but can you
hook me up with a statement on Senate bill S.571 after you start? I’m doing a piece on it for one
of the UNN blogs or I might shop it around to a print publication as a freelance piece. Depends
on whether Tom wants to do anything with it.”“S.571… that’s the anti-trafficking bill, right? Since I
haven’t started my job yet, I’ll say off the record that it’s a load of horseshit that doesn’t actually
do what it says it’s going to do. I’ll get you something more polished later.”Carrie draped an arm
around her waist, and Darci kissed her cheek. “I’m glad you’re here. You’re only the second
person I’ve told about the job. After the last couple of years, I wasn’t sure it would happen and
I’m not sure it’s real still.”Carrie turned so she could see the pretty redhead and look her in the
eye. “It’s real, sweetie. You deserve it. You’ve had a rough time, but you’ve cultivated a genuine
community around you and that blog you write is pretty incredible.”Darci smiled. “Thanks, babe.
How about we stop talking about all this and finish the grand tour? I hear Gage is bringing in
some hunky security guy to look things over before we officially open.”Carrie laughed. “I thought
Gage was the hunky security guy.”Darci giggled. “His Texas accent is too much for me. I need a
city slicker.”It was true, Darci fit in the big city environment. Carrie fit anywhere there was a story.
She and Darci had been exploring their attraction for a while now, but they made better friends
with benefits than life partners or full-time lovers, so they kept everything casual other than the
friendship. That was deep and would never be severed.Carrie had met the younger woman a
couple of years ago while working on a story about sexual assault on college campuses and
they’d taken to each other right away.Carrie felt her work phone buzz in her back pocket. She
didn’t recognize the number, but it could be one of the girls she’d been trying to get in touch with
for her current story.“This is Carrie.”“Carrie Davenport? It’s Savannah from the Doll House. I just
wanted to give you a heads-up that I’m working tonight if you want to come by and chat.”Carrie’s
eyes lit up. “Oh wonderful. I’m at an event right now, but I’ll come by later. What should I wear?
The other strip clubs I’ve been to are just regular places. Nothing as fancy as the Doll
House.”Darci quirked an eyebrow up.“Anything is fine, but if you show up looking like a reporter,
the other girls might not want to talk to you so much.”“Good to know. I’ll up my glitter game and
plan to see you around ten.”When the call ended, Carrie looked down at her t-shirt and jeans. It
wasn’t exactly strip club material, and she wasn’t sure she had time to go home if she planned to
spend any time at all helping finish getting the club ready to open.“Olivia’s here. She always has
her makeup bag with her and clothes in her car.”Carrie hugged Darci. “You’re brilliant. Let’s go
find her.”“I can’t believe you’re going to a strip club without me.”Carrie laughed. “It’s for work. I’m
hoping this will convince Tom that I don’t belong in the newsroom. I belong out in the world
finding stories.”Darci squeezed her hand. “We both know why you’re stuck in the newsroom right
now, Carrie. You had a traumatic experience. It’s a good thing for you to take a breather every



once in a while.”She didn’t want to fight with Darci, but at least she wasn’t pushing a therapist on
her the way her boss was trying to. Everyone had her wellbeing at heart, but she hated feeling
trapped.Darci shook her head. “I see that look in your eyes. We don’t have to talk about it. I’m
sorry I brought it up. Let’s go find Olivia.”•••“Gage, stop calling me. I told you I’ll be there, and I
will.”Peter Mercer tugged his tie off and tossed it into the passenger seat of his SUV. Work had
been slow today but long, which was often the case at the Secret Service.“This isn’t Gage, it’s
Reggie. You going out to the warehouse to check out Exposure? I haven’t been yet.”Peter smiled.
He hadn’t talked to Reggie in close to a year. “Oh hey, Reg. Yeah, I’m heading out there right
now. What’s up?”“Did you read about Upwood?”“What about him? I’ve been in work-mode for a
while.”“Someone tried to deliver a bomb to his house.”Peter whistled. “How credible was the
threat?”“It went off in a mail truck at a distribution center and nobody was hurt, thank God.”“So
how did they determine the bomb was for Upwood?”“Hell, if I know. That’s just the word around
town.”Peter rolled his eyes. “You know how I feel about the word around town, Reg. What does
any of this have to do with me?”He turned into the parking lot of the warehouse and shut the
engine off.“Nothing. I just thought it would make you happy that someone tried to blow the
bastard up.”Peter opened the door. “I try not to think about him if I can help it. He’s not my
problem. I’m at the warehouse. I gotta go.”“You’re no fun anymore, Mercer.”“Because sitting
around wishing death on someone who isn’t worth the dirt on my shoe is so much fun? Come
out to the warehouse with me.”“No can do. I’m out of town on an assignment.”“But you’re
retired.”“I freelance sometimes.”Peter rolled his eyes and shut his door. “I’ll call you later. If you
get actual confirmation about the bomb, we can celebrate.”Reggie laughed. “Go tie someone
up.”Peter grinned. “I wish. It’s not a party, just a tour of the place.”He approached the front door
and looked around for potential security issues. It didn’t take him long to spot three things he
wanted to fix. Before he could tug on the handle, the door flew open, and he jumped back to
keep it from hitting him.A woman with a mess of red curls on top of her head and another with
bright purple hair came out giggling.“Ladies.” He nodded in their direction as he held the door.
Turning, he watched them walk across the parking lot to a cab that had just pulled in. The two
women kissed tenderly before the woman with the purple hair slid into the cab and the redhead
made her way back toward the club. He held the door open for her.“I don’t believe we’ve met. I’m
Darci.” She stuck her hand out to him and he smiled.“I’m Peter. I don’t make it to many parties
and when I do, they’re at Gage’s house.”Darci grinned. “I usually go to Edith’s house. At least
now we have a home for everyone.” She waved at the lobby.“Speaking of Gage, could you tell
me where he is?”“Probably in his office. Are you the hunky security expert he promised
us?”Peter raised an eyebrow. “I suppose I might be. It was lovely to meet you, Darci. Tell your
girlfriend it’s a bad idea to call a cab out to this place. The wrong cabbie will spill everything he
sees to a tabloid for the right price.”Darci’s eyes went wide. “I never even considered that. So
how do you propose people get here if they don’t have cars?”Peter shrugged. “Not my problem,
but I’m sure Gage will think of something. Excuse me.”He left the redhead standing in the hall,
but it wasn’t her face that stuck with him while he searched for Gage’s office. Instead, he couldn’t



stop thinking about the woman he’d seen get into the cab. The one Darci had kissed. Something
about her had made him want to get in his car and follow her cab.“Mercer. It’s about time you got
here. What do you think?”Peter shut Gage’s door and dropped onto the sofa. “I think you’re
made of money, and you could have done better. You need more lights out front, a bouncer at
the entrance, and you need a more secure door.”Gage laughed and sat in his chair. “I don’t want
a bouncer, but we will put some kind of security out there. This isn’t a nightclub, and membership
is exclusive. But I like the feel of this place and the back lot is perfect for outdoor play.”“Oh sure,
open people up to being photographed by drone cameras.”“You’re such a party pooper, man.
But I see your point. If Boomer will ever stop going undercover, I can get him to whip up some
kind of signal jammer that would prevent that kind of thing. Maybe I’ll give Lance Moss in
Chicago a call.”“The tech genius with the pretty face?”Gage grinned. “That’s the one.”Peter gave
him a thumbs up. “Let’s talk about the cabs and how people get out here. I understand that you’ll
never be able to keep this place completely under wraps, but there has to be another way
besides strangers bringing our members.”Gage leaned forward. “Our members? Does that
mean you’re in?”Peter waved a dismissive hand at him. “Stop. You know I’m in. I just won’t be
present as often as you.”Gage pumped his fist in the air. “Consider yourself our head of security.
There’s a parking lot about a mile up the road. What if I buy a couple of vehicles and we create a
pickup point there? People who don’t drive here in their own cars can get picked up from the
parking lot and be brought here by one of our own.”Peter nodded. “That’s a much better
solution.”Gage grew serious. “How are you, Peter? I know you watch the news.”He looked at the
ceiling. He really didn’t want to talk about this, but his friend meant well, so he drew in a deep
breath. “I’m fine. It was a shock to see her in a Prime-Time spot knowing what I do about her.
Mom had an earful for me when I called to check on her last week, but otherwise, she seemed to
be fine. Dad wants to sue her again.”Gage put his hands behind his head and stretched. “I’m
surprised they gave her a show of her own. The story she wrote on Pam isn’t the only one she’s
ever written that’s hurt people.”Peter shrugged. “She’s got great legs and a soothing voice.
People listen to her. Let’s just say I won’t be watching UNN again anytime soon. But it’s people
like her we have to keep our members safe from. I don’t mind handling security for as long as I’m
here.”Gage lifted an eyebrow. “You thinking of going back to spy work?”Peter shook his head.
“Hell no. Those days are over for me. But I am hoping they give me my own field office with the
Secret Service. Baltimore is coming open soon and I’ve put in for the job.”Gage waved a hand.
“Oh, that’s nothing. You can be here in an hour when the traffic is good.”Peter snorted. “When
have you known the traffic to be good?”“So, take the train.”“Whatever. The point is, I’m here to
help you get started, but eventually, you’ll need a new security man. What about Sam
Carter?”Gage shook his head. “He’s still black ops and technically doesn’t exist.”Peter stood.
“Show me the rest of the place and tell me about the membership requirements.”Gage picked up
a sleek tablet and followed him into the hall and stepped in front of him. “Main play space is this
way and there’s a small bar in the corner.”Peter groaned. “Really, you have to have a bar?”“Don’t
give me any grief. I’m bringing in two of the best bartenders in the lifestyle. They won’t over-serve



anyone and we won’t encourage drinking before play.”Peter cursed under his breath, but let
Gage finish the tour.“Let’s close down all but the one back door and install emergency exit doors
instead. Right now, I see way too many places for people to sneak in.”Gage tapped the screen
on his tablet and pulled out a stylus to make notes. The two men spent the next hour walking
through the space with Peter pointing out changes he wanted to make and Gage making notes.
Then they made their way to the bar where Gage pulled out top shelf whiskey and two
glasses.“How soon before you open.” Peter took the glass Gage offered and sipped it.“I’m
hoping to be ready three weeks from tomorrow. I’ve got Darci, Edith, and Carrie screening
applications and then we’ll send out invites for the grand opening party. I was hoping maybe you
would demo some rope since you’re so good at it.”Peter made a face. He enjoyed playing with
subs at parties, but not when he was the center of attention. “I’ll think about it. I met Darci on my
way in and I’ve gotten to know Edith at your house. Don’t think I know Carrie.”Gage laughed.
“You would know if you knew Carrie.”He held up the tablet. “This list is all stuff I can arrange
within the week, so let’s plan another walk-through in ten days.”At home, Peter turned on the
news while he got ready for bed and the woman with the purple hair was still on his mind. Then
the woman he hated came on the screen. He cursed and shut the TV off. It seemed like he
couldn’t escape the pain she’d caused.2“JESUS Carrie, did somebody send you a glitter
bomb?”Carrie Davenport glared at her boss and bent down to pull off the five-inch heels that had
been killing her feet for the last several hours.“I told you Tom; I went to the Doll House last
night.”“I thought you were doing research for a story, not moonlighting as one of the strippers. Do
I not pay you enough?” Tom Neiland may have been scowling, but Carrie knew he was
teasing.“Ha-fucking-ha, Tom. You should take your comedy show on the road. I have to fit in, or
the girls won’t talk to me. I think I have enough for my piece though, so I won’t have to go back.
Unless I want to, that is.” She winked at Tom just to watch him turn red.The Doll House Cabaret
was a high-end strip club in D.C., and for the past few weeks, Carrie had been visiting with
women who worked there and at other clubs in the area. It was supposed to be for a human-
interest piece Tom had asked her to write for the network’s blog. But with the help of Darci
Sanders, she hoped to turn it into a piece about the ways a pending anti-trafficking bill was
jeopardizing their livelihood. It wasn’t quite as exciting as working overseas, but after her last trip
had taken a turn for the worst, she had a feeling she was going to be stuck stateside for a while,
so she was doing her best to keep things interesting.“Well, get out of reception before somebody
sees you. Why didn’t you go home first?” Tom waved her through the lobby and into the safety of
the cubicle farm where dozens of reporters were already working.“Sorry, I have this editor who
likes me to show up at six-thirty in the morning for work.”“Sounds like a real bastard,” Tom
muttered as they walked through the maze toward her desk.She could feel the eyes of journalists
and fact checkers as they tried to catch a glimpse of her skimpy glitter coated outfit. They
peeked up over their cubical walls and she pretended she couldn’t see them. That is, until Chad
in sports thought it was appropriate to whistle. She responded by flipping him the bird. Maybe
she should have gone home to change first. But she wasn’t planning to be in the building for



long. She often treated the office as a pit stop between assignments. As soon as she grabbed a
stack of research and filed a story, she was leaving to shower and sleep for twelve hours
straight. Hanging out in strip clubs all night had sounded like fun when she started this project,
but when you weren’t drinking and had no one to take you home at the end of the night, it was
kind of a drag.“I’m just going to hide in my cubicle and take care of this stuff, Tom. But then I’m
out of here until tomorrow afternoon.” Carrie dropped her heels under her desk and waited for
him to leave.“Sounds good. I’m sure your piece will kick ass. They always do. Have you thought
anymore about taking the EP job with Gina Whitman?”Carrie shrugged. “I don’t know, Tom. I
don’t like the idea of always being stuck in a control room. I like field reporting and investigative
journalism.”“And you’re the best at it, which is why you would make a great executive producer
for Gina. She needs someone with your experience running things. It doesn’t have to be a
permanent change, but it would be better than you running the blog. That’s practically an intern’s
job. Take the position for a few months. You’ll be back to traveling in no time. Did you talk to that
counselor I told you about?”She could have lied, but her face would have given her away. “Not
yet. You know talking isn’t really my thing. But thanks, Tom.”He looked at her intently, his hands
shoved in his pockets, and she braced herself for a classic Tom Neiland lecture about taking
better care of herself. Instead, he leaned in and kissed her cheek and headed for his office. She
stared after him for a minute. What had gotten into him? She blinked and tried to shake off the
weird interaction then woke up her computer and got to work filing her articles and compiling
information she had collected last night at the Doll House. A piece like this would never make it
into one of the network’s news hours, but she might be able to squeeze some of it into one of the
shows designed to catch people’s attention with splashy headlines. She didn’t love that UNN
had those kinds of shows, but she understood that network executives would never get rid of
them so why not use one to her advantage?When she reached for a sticky note, her eyes caught
on a manila envelope sitting in her mail basket. It had been a couple of days since she’d been at
her desk, so she had no clue how long it had been sitting there. She turned the package in her
hands. It had to weigh less than a pound. There was no postmark, but her name was written in
thick black marker. With her letter opener, she slit the envelope and looked inside. There was a
thin stack of eight by ten photographs and a single piece of paper.She set the paper aside and
flipped through the photographs. Each one had been taken inside the Doll House.The pictures
all featured men speaking to each other in dark corners of the club. She recognized several as
those she was about to name in her article for being hypocrites. Others she recognized for being
powerful in D.C. The most recognizable was the director of the CIA, Corbit Upwood. She hadn’t
actually seen him come into the club on any of the nights she’d visited, but that didn’t mean he
hadn’t been there.She felt her pulse pick up as she sorted the photos. Once she had looked at
them all, she picked up the paper. It contained a lone typed paragraph.Miss Davenport,I’ve read
your work. When you showed up at the Doll House, I knew you were the one to pass this to. I
can’t reveal my name, but there is a human trafficking ring being run out of the Doll House. You
need to decide now if you’re going to investigate or walk away. Lives are at stake, and I won’t



contact you again if you’re not going to look into this. Start with the men in these
photographs.RIPCarrie read the letter several times before standing to pace. This was big, she
could feel it. Who was RIP? Was it initials? A warning? It was creepy. But something told her she
needed to clear her docket and focus on this. That meant finishing a series of blog posts for Tom
to approve and writing some copy for a two-minute segment in prime-time later that night. She
set the letter aside and sat at her desk to work on it.As she hit send on the final copy thirty
minutes later, the noise in the newsroom changed. Fingers were flying across keyboards and
phones were ringing everywhere. There was a hum. An electricity in the air that she recognized
immediately. Breaking news.Carrie grabbed a sweater off the back of her chair to hide her strip
club attire and walked barefoot to the assignment desk. As she did, Joe, a fact checker, nearly
ran into her.“What’s going on, Joe?”“Somebody just tried to blow up the CIA director’s
house.”“Whoa. Seriously?” Carrie glanced at her phone. Her Twitter feed hadn’t blown up yet, so
this was fresh.“Yeah. Bomb techs are defusing it now. Word is, this is the second attempt on his
life and the president is issuing an executive order for a Secret Service detail. Upwood is
pissed.”It couldn’t be a coincidence that the day she got an anonymous tip about Upwood being
involved in human trafficking, someone tried to blow him to bits. “Gotta run, Joe. Can you verify
whether this is a second attempt?”Joe cocked his head and looked at her quizzically. “I thought
you were doing the strip club thing. Isn’t that what the trashy outfit is all about?”“No Joe, I’m just
trying out a new style. Get me that verification. And find out if the executive order is real, too. I’ll
be at my desk.”Carrie ran back to her computer and pulled out the mysterious package. Flipping
through the photos, she found the one of Corbit Upwood. She didn’t recognize the man he was
talking to. Finding that out would be her first step.The thought of her twelve-hour nap was long
gone. She would have to change and grab a case of energy drinks to dig into this now. If she
could break the story that the director of the CIA was a human trafficker at the same time that
someone was trying to blow up his house, it might be the biggest story she had ever written. It
wouldn’t be the first time she’d written a negative piece about Corbit Upwood. Though he
technically hadn’t been named in the first one, she knew he was a sketchy bastard who liked to
have his way with women. Carrie shuddered as she recalled interviewing a female soldier that
Upwood had been less than gentlemanly towards in Afghanistan.Joe poked his head over her
cubicle wall, interrupting her thoughts.“Secret Service detail has definitely been ordered. I’ve got
double confirmation from two sources on the record and a copy of the executive order with the
president’s signature is on its way.”Carrie flipped a blank sheet of paper over the photographs as
he spoke.“Thanks, Joe. You rock. I guess I’ll forgive the trashy outfit comment. What about the
rumor that this is a second attempt?”“Still working on that one. He’s the director of the CIA, so
death threats really aren’t breaking news with this guy.”Someone else across the newsroom
shouted Joe’s name and Carrie waved him off. “I’ll start calling people too. Thanks again.”With a
flurry of typing, she fired off three e-mails to people she knew with contacts in or around the CIA.
Then she put in a call to Gina Whitman. Might as well take her temperature on this if they were
going to be working together.“Hey Gina. It’s Carrie Davenport. What’s your take on this Upwood



story?”“First tell me you’ll have a drink with me tonight to discuss the EP job. I want you,
Carrie.”Carrie chuckled. “Sorry, friend. Can the drink be Red Bull? I’m running on cat naps right
now.”“Of course you are. You say it like that isn’t normal for you.”“What can you tell me about
Upwood?” Carrie brushed past Gina’s unwanted observation about her sleeping habits.“What
makes you think I know more than you?”“I’ve been in a strip club all night. Humor me. I’ve heard
you have a high-up CIA source.”Gina sighed. “I’m not even going to ask about the strip club. My
source is NSA, not CIA. Alphabet soup is hard to keep straight sometimes. All I know is
someone dropped a bomb at Upwood’s doorstep. He was home with his wife and son. Now he’s
at work and his family has been whisked off to safety somewhere. Word is he’s fighting the
protection detail, but apparently someone tried to mail him a bomb a few days ago. You
remember that mail truck that caught fire? Investigators finally uncovered that the package with
the explosives in it had Upwood’s address on it. He managed to keep that one out of the news,
but this time nosy neighbors gave the press a heads up about police at his house. Not that a
reporter with a police scanner wouldn’t have picked it up on their own.”“So, since he’s gotten two
bombs delivered, the President is forcing a detail on him?” Carrie typed furiously as Gina rattled
off answers to her questions.“Exactly. Plus, there was an upswing in the amount of hate mail and
death threats a week before the first bomb. We can’t put this on the blog yet. My team is still
working on confirmation of sources.”“Understood. I’ll let you know if I verify first.”“Thanks. Get
some sleep and then let’s get that drink. I want you on my team, Carrie.”“I’ll sleep when I’m dead.
I’ll call you about drinks. And I’m thinking about the job.”Gina let out a whoop of triumph, then
said goodbye. Carrie returned to examining the photographs. She flipped one over and noticed a
stamp on the back. It was a date. She turned the rest face down. They all had similar stamps.
Were these the dates the photos were taken? If so, some of them were from before she visited
the Doll House, but others were from the same nights that she had been there, including the one
of Corbit Upwood.She glanced down the long corridor between the row of cubicles to Tom’s
office door. It was time to clue her boss in. He wouldn’t be happy about her taking on another
dangerous assignment, but she had to go where the leads took her and this was the hottest lead
she’d had in a while.Before she ruined Tom’s day, she stopped at the break room and chugged a
cup of coffee. Five minutes later she was knocking on her boss’s door frame since his door was
wide open.“Come in, Carrie.”“Hey Tom. I need to run something past you.” Carrie shut the door
behind her. “And I need you to know I did not go looking for this.”Tom groaned. “OK. Hit me.”“I
think Corbit Upwood is running a human trafficking ring.”Tom sat up straighter.“I’m
listening.”Laying the photos and note from the anonymous tipster on the coffee table in front of
her, she motioned for Tom to come look. As she made her case, she watched his face to see if
he was going to shut her down or let her run with it.The editor crossed his arms over his chest
and was silent for a long minute after she finished.“I’m not saying you don’t have something
here, Carrie, but Corbit Upwood is a powerful guy. He’s been in Washington for decades. You
don’t just decide to publish a smear piece on this guy without some serious evidence, and so far,
you don’t have that.”Carrie held up her hand. “I’m not saying I post anything yet. Let me run with



the original piece you asked me to write along with the things I wanted to add. I’ll make it a series
and give myself a reason to go back to the Doll House. I’m just asking for permission to look into
the anonymous tipster.”Tom leaned against his desk and eyed her. “I don’t know, Carrie.
Somebody just tried to blow this guy up with his wife and kid at home. I thought we agreed you
were going to take a break from the dangerous pieces for a while. That was the whole point of
keeping you in the states. You’ve had too many close calls for my taste.”Carrie tried not to roll her
eyes. So, she had gotten into a sticky spot or two while investigating stories. That was the life of
an investigative journalist. And sure, her last trip overseas had done a number on her mental
health, but this was nothing close to that. Tom often tried to be the overprotective dad she didn’t
need. If he hadn’t been such a good friend and mentor in her early years, she wouldn’t let him
get away with it.“Besides,” Tom continued, “Do we really want to be the assholes pointing fingers
when somebody just tried to kill him?”“If he’s guilty, then fuck yes, we do, Tom. Why wouldn’t we?
We’re journalists.”Tom closed his eyes for a moment. When he opened them, he was in complete
boss mode. “You have permission to look into the tip. However, you do not type a single word of
a blog post, tweet, or copy for a show until you have the green light from me.”Carrie was
nodding. “That’s perfectly fine with me. Thank you, Tom.”“And for God’s sake, go change your
clothes.” He waved his hand, dismissing her from his office.Carrie saluted and backed out of the
room.The building had a gym with showers, and she kept a bag of workout clothes at her desk. It
wasn’t something she’d ever actually used, but yoga pants and a tank top had to be better than
the strappy glitter contraption she was currently wearing underneath her sweater.Since she
couldn’t go home and take a nap, she opted for a long shower in the gym locker room. It felt nice
to let the hot water cascade over her body and wash away the stench of sweat and alcohol from
the night before.After towel drying her hair, she dressed in her slightly more appropriate for the
office attire and walked out of the gym. She needed to churn out a rough draft of the first anti-
trafficking bill story to keep Tom happy, then she would go home and nap before heading back
out to the strip club to see if she could catch the attention of her anonymous tipster.Forty-five
minutes later, she e-mailed her rough draft to Tom. Then she went to the corner store for a case
of energy drinks, one of which she drank on her way back into the building. Tom was still locked
in his office, so she popped the tab on a second can and pulled up Corbit Upwood’s bio.Tom
was right. The man had been in Washington for years and had made some powerful friends.Her
desk phone rang as she was reading about how he wound up as director of the CIA.“Carrie
Davenport,” she answered.“My office.” It was Tom, and he sounded tense.“On my way,
boss.”Carrie punched the phone back into the cradle and picked up the now half-empty can of
Red Bull. When she reached Tom’s door, she knocked rapidly, bouncing on her tip toes as she
waited for him to beckon her inside.The door opened and Tom watched her bounce with
amusement on his face.“How many of those have you had today?”“This is only my second. I’m
doing good,” Carrie said as she took another drink.Tom shook his head. “You’re going to die
young, you know that?”Carrie just grinned. “What did you want to see me about boss?”“Do
whatever you need to in order to dig into Upwood.” Carrie rocked back and forth on the couch as



Tom spoke.“I have a feeling there’s a but coming.”“Your feelings would be correct. Do not make
waves unless you are abso-fucking-lutely certain of your facts. If you’re going after Corbit
Upwood, this is going to be the best damn researched piece you’ve ever done.”Carrie
nodded.“You are to report all of your findings directly to me. Don’t talk to fact-checkers, don’t talk
to string reporters. You can’t even talk to Gina Whitman. Not even if you take the EP job.”Carrie
made a zipping motion across her lips. “Mum’s the word, Tom. I swear I’ll be careful.”“Good to
hear. Now, you have two hours to prep for a luncheon the director is hosting. They gave us a
press pass months ago for some inter-agency unity luncheon they’re having. I was going to send
a greenhorn, but it’s yours if you want it.”Carrie pressed a hand to her heart and gasped. “What?
You mean I don’t have to go undercover as a server or a stripper?”“Why would there be strippers
at a government luncheon?” Tom asked.“Hey, I’m just saying, there were a lot of government
officials in that club last night. Why not bring them to lunch too?”Tom shook his head. “Just go be
a normal reporter for once. And you’ll want to change again.”“Aww. What’s wrong with my yoga
pants? Chad thinks they make my ass look hot.”Tom grimaced. “Jesus, Carrie. I don’t need to
hear things like that. Then I have to schedule another sexual harassment seminar.”Carrie
laughed and picked up her drink. “I’m gone, boss. I’ve got just enough time to go home and grab
a suit.”“Why do you keep workout clothes here but not a suit? I’ve literally never seen you use the
gym.”“It’s the thought that counts.”Tom waved his hand. “Get out of here.”Carrie stopped at her
desk to grab her energy drinks and the manila envelope before making her way to the nearest
Metro station to head home and change. She definitely wasn’t getting her nap anytime
soon.3“WE’RE on site at CIA Director, Corbit Upwood’s house, where officials say someone
delivered a bomb at roughly seven this morning. Upwood’s wife and son were home with the
director while he was preparing to leave for work.”Peter Mercer turned the volume down on his
stereo as he pulled into the parking structure for Secret Service headquarters. Part of him was
sad the bomber hadn’t been successful. He cursed himself for the terrible thought. Just because
he didn’t deserve to be director of the CIA or because their working relationship had gone south,
didn’t mean he deserved to be blown up. Not to mention there was a high chance that the
reporter was blowing the story out of proportion as was their tendency. Though after what
Reggie told him last night, he felt more inclined to believe the story.Flashing his badge at the
parking lot attendant, he nodded and told the man to have a good day then pulled into the
closest parking spot to the elevators. His cell phone rang as he stepped out of his
SUV.“Mercer.”“Agent Mercer, it’s Director Higgins. Have you arrived on site yet?”“Good morning,
sir. I just stepped out of my car. What can I do for you?” Peter tucked his phone between his
shoulder and ear and pressed the elevator up button.“Come straight to my office. I want to
discuss Baltimore.” Peter grinned. Hopefully, that meant he was getting the promotion he
wanted.“Yes, sir. I’ll be up in five minutes.”“Good man. I’ll have coffee waiting for you.” The
director hung up without saying goodbye. Peter looked down at the cup already in his hand and
downed the last of it as the elevator doors opened. On a normal day, he limited himself to one
cup of, but he would drink the director’s coffee and hopefully be celebrating a promotion.Two



minutes later, he was standing in the director’s outer office making small talk with a
receptionist.Director Ron Higgins opened his door and motioned him inside.“Agent Mercer,
thanks for coming in. Have a seat. Coffee should be hot,” he said, motioning to the cup sitting on
the visitor’s side of his desk.Peter nodded his appreciation and sat down.“I’m just going to get
straight to it. We decided to give Mark Lathen the Baltimore office.”Peter’ heart sank. Being
named Special Agent in Charge at the Baltimore field office was something he’d been working
toward for months. He took a long swallow of coffee, trying to give himself a moment to process
the bad news. It was a major setback to his dream of being named Secret Service Director one
day, but it wasn’t the end of his career.“I know you’re disappointed, son, but Lathen has been
with us a few years longer and he’s got a baby on the way. You’ll get your shot.”Peter nodded.
“Yes, sir. I just appreciate the opportunity to apply for the job in the first place.”Director Higgins
reached for a folder. “It’s not much of a consolation prize, but we’ve got two new protection
details to put together and I want you to lead one of them. You’re an outstanding agent. You
deserve to be in charge of a team. I can’t give you a field office yet, but I can let you run a
detail.”“Yes, sir. It would be an honor. Who are we protecting?” Peter leaned closer to the desk to
catch a glimpse of the open folder.“Your choice. I’ve got a senator who’s making some waves
and needs temporary protection, and just this morning, POTUS ordered a detail for CIA Director
Corbit Upwood.”At the mention of Upwood, Peter’s eyebrow rose. He hadn’t expected action that
fast. Upwood wouldn’t be happy about the Secret Service guarding him. He would prefer a black
ops group or a private security firm.“Frankly, Senator Arnold is likely the easier of the two as far
as schedules go. He doesn’t tend to travel much. But the choice is yours. I’ll give whichever one
you don’t choose to someone else.” Higgins slid the folders in his direction.It wasn’t a hard
choice for Peter, but he took another sip of coffee, so it looked like he was thinking it over.“If it’s
up to me, I’ll take Director Upwood. I’ve got a bit of a rapport with him, and I have a feeling he’ll
resist a detail. Maybe a familiar face will make that go a little smoother.” Peter expected Upwood
to demand a new detail as soon as he caught sight of Peter, but Director Higgins didn’t need to
know that. After Reggie’s call last night, the opportunity to check up on his old boss seemed too
good to pass up.Higgins stood. “OK, I’ll get you a roster of agents to pull from. You’re right about
him resisting so good call there. I’ve already fielded three calls from his office, including one from
the man himself. He’s not happy.”Peter chuckled. That sounded like Upwood.“Are agents with
him now? I’d like to speak to them if so.”Higgins picked up his phone. “I’ll send you their contact
information.”Peter stood and headed for the door. “I’ll be at my desk.”He reached for the handle,
then stopped.“Was this morning the first bombing attempt? I heard from a buddy in intelligence
that there was another attempt a few days ago.”Higgins grunted. “We’re trying to keep that under
wraps. But yes. The mail truck fire was in fact an explosive meant for Upwood.”Higgins dismissed
him again and Peter went to his desk where he checked in with the two agents that had been
dispatched as soon as the executive order came down.He instructed both men to keep him in
the loop.As he finished the call with the agent, Director Higgins called.“Agent Mercer let’s take a
ride. Upwood is throwing such a fit, I want to deliver you to him in person.”Peter stood and



switched off his monitor. “Yes, sir. I just pulled the agents I want on this detail and sent
notifications.”“Sounds like you’re on top of things. Car is waiting downstairs.”Thirty minutes later,
they were through security and in an office in the West Wing, waiting for the CIA director. The
president had summoned him to the White House to make sure he accepted the security
detail.The doorway to the office flew open and Corbit Upwood filled the doorway. Not only was
he wide enough to span the entry, but he was also tall enough that there wasn’t much space
between his head and the top of the door frame.His silver hair had been dark when Peter worked
for him, but he was still a striking man that could put the fear of God in any underling.“Higgins,
you better tell your man to stay the hell out of my way,” he barked as the door slammed shut
behind him.“Director Upwood, it’s good to see you again. We still need to get that round of golf in
sometime.”Peter kept his expression neutral as Director Higgins greeted Upwood.“Save it
Higgins. I’m not happy about this, and I’m only accepting it until I can get private security
approved with POTUS.”Peter stepped forward. Upwood likely remembered him given their past,
but he introduced himself anyway.“Director Upwood. I’m Special Agent Peter Mercer and I’ll be in
charge of your detail.”Upwood looked at him, his eyes scanning up and down.“Mercer. Name
sounds familiar. Ever work for the CIA?”Peter thought about making the old, if I told you I’d have
to kill you joke but his boss was still in the room, so he refrained. Instead, he just nodded and
said, “Yes, sir. We worked together in Afghanistan while you were station chief there.”“Ah yes, I
remember. Good to see you again, son. Didn’t know you had made the jump to Secret Service.”
His voice was friendly enough, but Peter knew Upwood was in no way glad to see him.Peter
stepped back again and waited for Higgins to leave, all the while wondering how long it would
take Upwood to ask for a new agent in charge.“I’m going back to headquarters. I’ll let you two get
reacquainted. Mercer is one of our best, Corbit. Let him do his job.”Director Upwood just grunted
as Higgins stepped out. Now Peter was alone with Corbit Upwood for the first time in years.“If
you don’t mind sir, I’d like to go over protocols.”As if he didn’t hear him, Upwood said, “I have to
leave again in ten minutes. I’ve got a quick meeting with the Vice President while I’m here. How’s
your old man doing? I heard your sister died.”“Now isn’t the time to talk about that, sir. We really
need to brief you on protocol.” His voice was strained, but he did his best to keep it even. The
man had no business bringing up Pam that way. How did he even hear about it?Upwood
dismissed him with a wave. “Those two yahoos you sent over to my house this morning already
went over protocol and I’m not having it. The protocol is you and your men stay out of my way
and focus on keeping my wife and son safe. I want the bare minimum in protection on me.”Peter
raised himself to his full height and put his hands behind his back. “I’m afraid that’s not an option,
sir. You’ve had someone attempt to deliver two bombs. We don’t want a third attempt. Your wife
and son will have their own details. I’m focused on you.”Corbit grumbled and paced the room. “I
have a meeting. We’ll address protocol later.”“We’ll get you to your meeting, Director. I just need
some information first.”Corbit finally stopped pacing and sat in a chair.“Thank you. Can you tell
me anything about these threats?”Peter’s new protectee scowled up at him. “I’ve already told the
FBI everything. Just get a copy of their report.”Peter put his hands on the desk in front of him. “I



would rather hear it from you.”Instead of answering his question, the older man leaned back in
his chair and placed his hands on his head. “Why don’t you tell me why you really left
Afghanistan?”Peter wasn’t ready to have that confrontation—and it was sure to be one.
Afghanistan had been kept quiet, but Peter always hoped Upwood’s transgressions would come
to light. When it was clear that wasn’t going to happen, he’d taken his leave.“That’s a
conversation for another time.”It wasn’t a conversation Peter ever wanted to have, at least not
with Upwood. He had chosen this assignment hoping to further his career by impressing his
boss, but the longer he shared air with this arrogant man, the less thrilled he was about working
so closely with Corbit Upwood again. The man might have been good at his job, but he was a
jackass. Not to mention he was power hungry and a control freak. There were people that would
say that about Peter too—it could be said about most people in D.C.—but Upwood took it to a
new level.They had worked well together in Afghanistan until he’d caught Corbit in a
compromising situation with a female soldier stationed there. Peter didn’t care who Corbit
wanted to sleep with, but he was close with the soldier, and they might have even dated
someday if it were ever appropriate.Peter tried to forget what he’d seen as he looked at the man
sitting in front of him. “Listen, I know we have a working relationship from the past, but I need to
be very clear about one thing. I am in charge of your protection, and I take this assignment very
seriously. I am under orders from the President of the United States to give you full protection
and we are going to follow all protocols. Do I make myself clear?”The director pushed out of his
chair and came to stand toe to toe with Peter, a sneer on his face. “And what are you going to do
if I don’t?”Peter never blinked. “I have the authority to put you in protective custody if you refuse
to cooperate.”Corbit threw his head back and laughed. “I’m the director of the CIA. You really
think you can take me into custody?”Peter folded his arms. “I know I can.”“This is the most
ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard. I can hire a private firm that will do what I want them to
do.”Peter’s head was shaking as the director spoke. “Not unless you have the juice to overturn an
executive order. You’re welcome to hire additional security, but my authority will always trump a
private security firm. I don’t care how much you’re paying them.”Corbit was at the door.“I’m
leaving. Your goons outside the door gonna follow me?”“Yes, sir. That’s their job.”As he opened
the door, Corbit turned to face Peter one more time. “Enjoy being in charge while you can, son. If
you would do things my way, I’d have you running a field office in no time. But if you won’t, I’ll
make your life a living hell and you’ll be out of a job before the month is out.”Peter shoved his
hands in his pockets and shrugged.“I wouldn’t recommend threatening me, sir. It didn’t work in
Afghanistan. I don’t know why you think it’s going to work now.”While Peter waited for Director
Upwood to finish his meeting with the Vice President, he took the time to review his roster of
agents. Some he had worked with before on other protection details or during his stint in the
investigations division of the Secret Service. Others were new to him.Two of the agents were
waiting outside of the vice president’s office, so he introduced himself.“I’m Special Agent Peter
Mercer.”“Jason Lubert.”“Ryan Savko.”He was shaking Savko’s hand as the door opened and
Director Upwood came into the hallway.“Let’s go gentlemen. I have a luncheon to get to back at



CIA headquarters.”“Savko, you drive. Agent Lubert, take shotgun. I’ll be in the back with the
director. The others will take the follow car.”It wasn’t typical for the agent in charge of a detail to
be present for all transports, but he wanted to take the time to get familiar with Director
Upwood’s typical schedule, so he climbed into the backseat with him.As the SUV pulled into
traffic, he began questioning him. “How much travel do you have on the docket for the next six
weeks?”His earlier discussion with the director seemed to have stuck because he didn’t resist
his questions. “Nothing is on the schedule now, but that can change at a moment’s notice. You
know how the agency is.”Peter nodded. “My team will have a thirty days on, thirty days off
rotation. You’ll have two teams of agents covering you in thirteen-hour shifts—an hour overlap to
allow for a smooth transition.”“This thing better not last longer than one rotation or I’m going to
raise hell.”Raising hell was Corbit Upwood’s strong suit, so Peter didn’t doubt his threat.“What’s
this luncheon you’re going to? I’m sure with today’s events, nobody would care if you canceled
your appearance.”“Nonsense. I’m not about to let some jackass with explosives ruin my day. It’s
an inter-agency luncheon being held in my building. No way in hell I pass this up. The CIA needs
a little good publicity right now.”As the SUV pulled up to the CIA building, Peter gave
instructions.“Savko, Lubert, escort Director Upwood directly to the luncheon. I’m right behind
you.”The two agents gave terse nods, and everyone exited the vehicle.They rode the elevator to
the floor where the luncheon would happen in relative silence. But when they stepped out of the
elevator into the lobby, Director Upwood was bombarded with questions from the press gaggle
that had formed there. Upwood’s press secretary was trying to control the crowd but wasn’t used
to so much excitement in this building and was failing miserably. Reporters shoved microphones
and mini recorders in his face as they shouted questions about the bomb threat this morning and
the one from several days ago.Savko and Lubert walked in front of the director, and Peter trailed
behind. A third agent who was in a follow car stepped in and helped the press secretary gain
control of the rowdy press. Peter kept his head high and his eyes constantly scanned the room
as he led the director through the lobby.Why the hell did they let the press in to this thing? He
could hear people asking questions about things they shouldn’t even know. It always amazed
Peter that anyone would talk to the media, let alone divulge secrets they had no business
divulging to a journalist. They were vultures who had little care for decorum and respect when
they were after a story. All they cared about was printing a splashy headline that could get a lot of
clicks. Peter’s relationship with the press had always been tenuous at best and downright hostile
at its worst. The constitution gave them the freedom to do their jobs and the rational side of him
saw the good in that, but mostly he just thought the press were animals who needed to be
caged. He didn’t bother keeping the scowl off his face. It made him look more intimidating, which
was a plus in this situation.A blond caught his attention out of the corner of his eye. Did she have
glitter eye shadow on? What kind of journalist wore glitter eyeshadow? Something else about
her kept him staring. She looked familiar, but he couldn’t place her.As they crossed the threshold
into the corridor that led to the rest of the floor, the blond broke away from the crowd.“Director
Upwood, how often do you visit the Doll House Cabaret?”Peter had to fight to keep a straight



face. The Doll House Cabaret was a high-end strip club. He’d once had a submissive who
worked there. Did this woman work for a gossip magazine? That would explain the eye shadow.
It didn’t explain why she had a press pass for an event at CIA Headquarters. You didn’t give a
press pass to just anyone for this kind of event.“Step back behind the press rope,” Peter
barked.“Director Upwood, does your wife know you visit strip clubs?”Bold question. Though in
Peter’s experience there were plenty of wives who didn’t care if their husbands went to strip
clubs. Then again, Mrs. Upwood probably wasn’t one of those wives.Peter motioned for Savko
and Lubert to move the nosy reporter back behind the line as he shuffled the director further
down the hallway away from the lobby. He turned to the third agent from the follow car. “I’m afraid
I didn’t get your name. Take Director Upwood directly to the luncheon.”“Name’s Daniel Ellerman,
sir.”Ellerman turned to Upwood. “Let’s go Director.”Peter hung back long enough for Savko and
Lubert to get through the door.“Those people are fiends,” Savko grumbled.“Tell me about it.
Keep them back until we get the director settled, then let them in. I’m sure they have a
designated area for the press inside.”While the director spoke at his luncheon, Peter stood
outside the door and made small talk with Upwood’s assistant.“Why so much press here today?”
he asked.“It was supposed to be a bunch of photo ops of all the agency heads eating together
and agreeing to work closer. FBI, CIA, NSA, basically the whole alphabet soup is in that room.
So, we gave press passes to every news agency in the country for maximum exposure. I don’t
think this many people would have shown up if not for the bomb.”She was probably right.
Journalists loved bombs, mass shootings, and a politician who couldn’t keep his foot out of his
mouth or his dick in his pants.“And why does your boss think he doesn’t need a protection
detail? Why does everyone in this town think they are bullet proof? I swear someone could be
holding a gun to their head and half of the people in that dining room would insist they didn’t
need me.”The pretty assistant shrugged. “Don’t look at me. I would love to have a protection
detail. I get just as much hate mail as the director. Not to mention having a hot guy in a suit to
stare at all day wouldn’t be so bad. You won’t see me complaining that you fellas are hanging
around.” She winked at Peter.The suit had helped him get a phone number or two, he thought
with a smirk.Agent Savko’s voice sounded in his earpiece.“Sir. We caught someone wandering
the halls. Seemed like she was snooping and claims to be a reporter but she’s wearing glitter eye
shadow so I’m not sure how serious of a journalist she is.”Peter’s eyebrow quirked upward as he
pictured the blond who had broken free from the rest of the reporters earlier.“Detain her. I’ll find
you an empty room here in the building to hold her until we decide what to do with her.”There
was silence for a moment before Savko said, “You want me to detain a reporter?”“You heard me
Agent Savko. Arrest her.”4“YOU’VE got to be fucking kidding me. I wander onto the wrong floor
and you’re arresting me? I’m a member of the press with a valid pass. I have a right to be
here.”Carrie glared up at the agent who had just placed handcuffs on her and was leading her
down a hallway to an elevator.“You have a right to be in designated press areas. Since you
violated those boundaries, we’re detaining you until we’ve determined you’re not a threat.”Carrie
jerked away from the agent, but his grip on her arm tightened. This was absurd. Sure, wandering



onto the wrong floor wasn’t technically an accident, but she never expected them to detain her if
she got caught. At most, she figured her press pass would get revoked, which she could live
with. But getting arrested was the exact opposite of not making waves. Tom would kill her if they
made this official.When they reached the third floor, the secret service agent tugged her out of
the elevator toward another man standing outside an open door.“Boss wants us to keep her in
here until they figure out what she was doing trying to access the director’s private floor.”It pissed
her off that they were standing there talking about her like she wasn’t even there.“Am I being
charged with anything?”“Not yet, ma’am. You’re just being detained.”“Good, then you won’t mind
if I make a few phone calls.” Carrie wriggled her wrists to show that they should remove the
cuffs.She wasn’t a threat. They would let her go, just not before they completely ruined her day.
Her last Red Bull was wearing off and she could feel the lack of sleep taking its toll. Right then,
the cold linoleum floor was looking like the perfect spot for a nap.“You may want to call an
attorney, ma’am.” The second unnamed agent unlocked her handcuffs. Both men exited and left
her alone with her phone and purse, which they’d searched thoroughly when they first caught
her snooping. That they let her keep her belongings told her they didn’t actually think she was a
threat. They were just posturing.Carrie sat in one of the two chairs in the small office. Aside from
a plain wooden desk, there was nothing else in the room. She felt herself nodding off, so she
rummaged through her purse in search of a caffeine pill. There was none to be found, so she
pulled out a compact mirror to put a little blush on her cheeks.A gasp of horror left her mouth as
she flipped the mirror up.“Oh shit. I forgot to wash my face.” Her voice echoed in the sparsely
furnished room, adding to her embarrassment. There on her eyelids was bright purple glitter eye
shadow to match the wig she’d worn last night. Her face heated, and the blush was no longer
necessary.Burying her hands in her face, she willed herself not to cry. This day was not going as
planned at all. With a huff, she drummed her forehead on the table before digging through her
purse once more. This time she was more successful and came up with a handful of crumpled
tissues, which she spit on and tried to wipe the purple glitter off her face. It was pointless,
though. The eyeshadow wasn’t coming off without makeup remover. Damn Olivia and her good
quality products.Her phone rang as she tossed the tissue back in her purse. The name on her
screen made her wince. It was Tom. She had hoped to get out of here before her boss heard
what happened.Accepting the call, she answered as brightly as she could manage.“Hi Tom.
Funny you should call right now.”“Cut the shit, Carrie. I distinctly remember telling you not to
make waves. Care to tell me why the Secret Service is calling to inform me they’ve detained one
of my journalists—for trespassing, of all things?Carrie winced. “Sorry, Tom. I didn’t think they
would fucking arrest me.”“Jesus Carrie, what were you thinking?”“I was thinking I wanted to get a
feel for his work environment. Maybe talk to people who work closest with him.”Tom growled in
frustration and the line was quiet for a minute. “And your brilliant idea was to sneak out of a press
event and into a restricted area of CIA Headquarters? You’re smarter than this, Carrie. You need
to fucking sleep.”It was Carrie’s turn to be frustrated. She was sick of people being on her case
about her sleep and her caffeine. These had been her habits for years. Though being fair, it was



pretty stupid to try to get into a restricted access area of a building full of super spies.“I’m sorry,
Tom. I wasn’t thinking.”“Clearly. I’m working it out. They should release you soon. But you damn
well better stay in the lines, Carrie, or I’m pulling you off this.”“You got it, boss. I’m just gonna go
home and take a nap and then I’ll clean this up.” Her voice wavered as she realized just how
much she had fucked up.Tom’s tone became kinder. “Let me clean this up and you go take much
more than a nap. I don’t want to see you back in the office until noon tomorrow. And I want you to
make an appointment with the therapist or I’m making one for you.”She knew he was right about
her needing to talk to someone, but she didn’t trust the company therapists to have her best
interests at heart. But she would tell Tom what he wanted to hear.“OK. I’ll call this afternoon. So,
what do you want me to do now?”“Just sit there and think about what you’ve done.” He was
mocking her now. That meant he wasn’t too mad.“If it makes you feel any better, I embarrassed
myself by forgetting to take off the glitter eyeshadow before I got here.”Tom groaned. “Why would
that make me feel better?”“I don’t know. Just trying to help.”“I’m hanging up before I fire my best
journalist.”“Bye Tom.”Carrie grinned. He still thought she was his best. And she was. That wasn’t
up for debate. But sometimes she went a little off the rails when she got sleep deprived and out
of her mind about a story.Being detained and possibly arrested by the Secret Service certainly
topped the list of stupid things she had done, though.Just then, the door opened, and Agent
Savko walked in.“Miss Davenport, you’ll be happy to know we’ve determined that you’re not a
threat and you’re free to go.”Carrie leaned back in her chair and observed the agent
contemplating her next move.“I’d like to know who authorized my arrest.”“That would be the
agent in charge of this protection detail, ma’am.”Carrie stood now and leaned on the table. “And
why did he make that call?”“Because he had reason to suspect you might be a threat to Director
Upwood. We caught you snooping on his private floor after all.” Savko spoke with little emotion,
and it irritated Carrie. She wanted to get under his skin.“I wasn’t snooping,” she lied. “And I want
to see this agent in charge.”“I’m afraid that’s not possible.”Carrie sat and folded her arms.“I’m not
leaving until I see him. Or at least not until I get his name.”For just a brief moment, Carrie saw a
hint of frustration flash in Savko’s eyes.“Ma’am, it’s in your best interest to get up and walk out of
this room right now while you still can.”“Are you serious right now? I was just arrested for no real
reason and you’re threatening me? I want to know who authorized my arrest.”“Special Agent
Peter Mercer, ma’am. And you weren’t arrested, you were detained.”
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BayAreaWmn, “Suspenseful, sexy - open the doors to Club Exposure!!. This book has
everything you want in a solid, riveting, smoking hot story. Exactly as you'd expect from Ivy
Nelson if you've read her. Strong spunky female heroine, with rich and interesting details about
her job that twist right into the plot.A plot that is interwoven into sizzling scenes. You won't get
bored with the characters, the sex or the plot. (I hate predictable...this is NOT)You can see the
secret service guy open up and change as he interacts with our heroine. Love feisty women and
the men that adapt and get better as the story morphs.As the first book in this new series, a
stand alone, with only a few cross references to others (ex: Lance Moss, from her Diamond
Doms series).It took me a little bit to sort out the characters in the first few pages, but persist...
once the story line grabs you, you are likely to read straight through!I am already looking forward
to the next one!”

Cookie maker, “Intriguing, romantic suspense story. I loved this new beginning to the Club
Exposure series. I was hooked from page one. Carrie is a journalist seeking info about a sex
trafficking ring that could involve the director of the CIA. Peter is a secret service agent that was
just assigned to said CIA director. Peter and Carrie meet and have an immediate disdain for one
another, but are also drawn sexually to each other. I enjoyed how their relationship evolved.
There are a lot of moving parts to this story. There are great characters in this book that tie
everything together. This story was hot and intriguing and can’t wait for book two!”

Ebook Library Reader, “Combustible Sexual Tension. I just finished reading the Diamond Doms
series that has left me wanting and wishing for more stories from Ivy Nelson! Now Ivy has
released a new series about Club Exposure starting with the first gem; Hidden!I loved the
combustible sexual tension, character flaws and vulnerabilities, and strength that both Peter and
Carrie shared throughout their story! We get to me their friends, enemies, acquaintances , and
trustworthy advisories. We delved into the world of political corruption, Secret Service, CIA, sex
trafficking, strip clubs, and my favorite BDSM club life!I highly recommend this book to anyone
that enjoys reading the stories that Ivy Nelson writes revolving the world around BDSM! I can’t
wait for the next one is this new series; Protected!I received a free ARC copy in exchange for a
fair and honest review…”

Linda Foley, “Suspenseful, intrigue, steamy. Carrie is a dig down to the roots journalist whose
story tangles into Peter's job as a federal agent. A dominant, he likes to be in control yet he is
attracted to this sassy, independent woman who somehow worms her way into his life. With
competing jobs, lifestyles, and a story that shakes up DC , these two people need to decide if
they can trust each other.. Well written, a plot that keeps you reading and great characters.
Wish it was a tad shorter.”



Speedy, “Good first read. This is my first read from this author. It was interesting and definitely
spicy. I actually wished that there was more of the story than the Spicy scenes in this book. I felt
it was a little too much and took away a bit from the story.  However, it was good.”

Christine Eanni, “STEAMY, STEAMY, STEAMY!!. The tension, anticipation and the utter
brilliantly described chemistry between Peter and Carrie just bleeds off of every single page. In
this enemies to lovers adventure , Peter and Carrie reluctantly work together to break the story
wide open, so prepare to be on the edge of your seat ! And Ivy Nelson has served us ALL. OF .
THE .STEAM !!!! More than I could have ever hoped for , and that says a lot coming off the
Diamond Doms series!! I am ready to keep diving into Club Exposure and it’s members !!!”

Victoria, “Good red. So Carrie is a reporter and Peter is an agent and although he is not a fan of
reporters he and Carrie end up working together. But the kicker is they more in common than
they thought. Talk about heat, this is a dark, suspenseful smexy read. It has me in anticipation
and it was well written”

Diana, “Wow!! What a launch of a new series!. This book is a little longer than I'm used to
reading but I was on the edge of my seat almost the entire time! It has an excellent balance
between suspense and romance, with lots of interesting characters to build a great series with.
Can't wait for more stories from this series!”

The Vixen!, “impossible to put down. Wow, what a phenomenal story, suspense, intrigue, action,
plus plenty of hot, sexy scenes. To watch the communication and trust build between Peter and
Carrie as they search for the truth and try to stay safe, was amazing, the twists of the story kept
me turning the pages, such a difficult book to put down, can’t wait to read the next book!!”

Corinne Basmaison, “Couldn't put it down!. I got it in the afternoon and couldn't put it down,
fought until sleep took over and woke up the next day with my night light still on!That's how good
Hidden is. Not that I'm surprised, I've loved every book from Ivy Nelson I've read so far!”

The book by Ivy Nelson has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 228 people have provided feedback.
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