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Prologue

 


Lee kissed the top of Lidah’s head,
holding her tight in his embrace. In a few minutes he’d have to
release her and let the night end, so he closed his eyes to savor
the moment. Their naked limbs entwined, soft skin sliding against
his hairy legs. Her taut nipples were hard little berries pressed
into his chest. The moments before already playing through his head
as the best moments of his life. Something felt so right with her
snuggled against his body, and it made his heart thump with a
mixture of excitement and contentment.

“I have to go,” she
murmured. “Curfew.”

“I know,” he said,
sighing. He kissed her forehead near the hairline. “I wish you
didn’t have to leave me.”

She pulled back only far enough to
look up at him. “I’m not leaving you. I’ll still be here in the
morning, waiting for you at school.”

Their gazes met. Locked. Tingles shot
up and down his spine, through his belly, creating a riot of
emotional happiness. “You my girl now?”

She smiled softly, love shining in her
dark eyes. “I’ve always been your girl, Lee. Ever since you moved
to Cleavon and I first laid eyes on you.”

His cock hardened once more, wanting
her all over again. He didn’t think he’d ever get enough of her. “I
love you, Lidah.”

“And I love
you.”

He kissed her. Long, hard, deep. With
a groan of reluctance, he let her go, rolling out of bed and
reached for his suit. They’d had the perfect night. School dance,
romance, slow dancing all night long. It had led to them finding a
hotel away from their small town to cement their feelings for one
another. Graduation loomed only three months away and he couldn’t
wait so they could start a life together, because he fully intended
to ask her to marry him as soon as their graduation hats flew into
the air.

They dressed in between kisses and
laughter. He had been her first and she had been his, and he’d
taken his time to make sure she’d been aroused to minimize the pain
he knew she’d have. With his heart full and plans for a
happy-ever-after running through his mind, he drove back to their
hometown of Cleavon, Kentucky. They arrived in front of her house
at exactly ten o’clock, the magic number of her curfew. Aware that
her parents watched from behind the living room curtains, he hugged
her and gave her a quick peck on the lips. Then he slipped off his
class ring and held it out to her.

“Will you wear my
ring?”

Her beautiful face lit up with joy.
“Yes! Oh, yes!”

Lee slipped it on her index finger
since it was a little bigger than her dainty digits, then pulled
her in for another tight hug. “It’s you and me, Lidah.
Forever.”

“Forever.”

With a wave her to her parents
standing at the window, he walked back to his car. It took all the
strength he had to drive away, and all his willpower not to turn
back around. All of a sudden, the evening switched from being the
best night of his life, to a tiny little wiggle of … something …
unsettling. Lidah’s happy face turned dark. Sad and tear stained.
He blinked, and the image was gone, but the unease stayed with him,
growing with every mile his car traveled back to his house. The
vision urged him to go back to her, that all wasn’t right, but
thinking he was being paranoid, he ignored it. The last thing he
wanted to turn into was a stalker. However, the second his house
came into view he knew his instinct had nothing to do with
Lidah.

The two-story farmhouse sat dark. Not
one single light was on, including the small signal light over the
door, which meant to stay away. Danger. Or trouble. Either way, the
warning his father implemented as a just-in-case scenario rang in
his head, to leave if the light over the door was ever off. Yet he
also knew he couldn’t leave his dad behind to face the threat
alone. He was eighteen now, and had been trained well by his
Special Ops parents to defend himself if the need should arise. His
mother had died on a mission, forcing his dad to retire early and
raise their only child, but it hadn’t stopped him from teaching Lee
everything he knew. Shutting off his car engine, he reached into
the glove box and grabbed the Glock he kept hidden there. All
thoughts of Lidah and their special night together fled his mind,
and now he focused on helping his father. Turning off the dome
light before exiting the car, he kept to the shadows and circled
the perimeter, keeping in the tree line to shield his presence to
whoever waited inside.

Knowing the old house so well, he was
able to bypass the boards on the back porch that creaked under a
footfall. He found the spare key in the hiding place and eased the
door open. Silence greeted him, but a faint whiff of clove lingered
in the air. Keeping low, he stayed in the shadows, treading
carefully. Finally, he peaked around the mudroom door into the
kitchen and saw his father tied up in a chair, head hanging down.
Wetness coated his body and Lee realized it had to be blood. His
stomach twisted, but he pushed the fear and worry down. Now wasn’t
the time for his emotions to get the better of him, because at that
moment, he heard footsteps walking toward the kitchen. Three voices
carried a low conversation.

“I heard a car,” one man
muttered harshly.

“I don’t see nothing,” the
other man replied.

“Where’s the kid?” asked
the third. “I tell you, it was probably him.”

“A fucking dance, I told
you! Now, shut the fuck up so we can finish this job.”

“The job was to find out
the info, not torture the man to death. Now we ain’t got nothing to
bring back.”

Lee looked back at his father’s body,
concentrating on his chest, and for a split-second grief
overwhelmed him because he didn’t see it move. Hoping that his
father was playing possum, he pushed aside the crippling pain to
exact revenge. Whether or not his father lived, he would make the
motherfuckers pay. Taking a deep breath, counting to three in his
head, he flipped off the safety on his gun. Waiting until the right
moment, he rose and fired.

The deafening blast of the pistol
ricocheted throughout the small kitchen. The small man, the one who
had heard his car, didn’t make a sound as the bullet impacted his
sternum. He was dead before he hit the ground. Lee quickly ducked
and grabbed the cast iron skillet off the stove. The last man
immediately ducked out of sight. Lee did as well, knowing where he
stood his back was protected from any surprises. The seconds ticked
by and sweat dripped down his back. Adrenaline spiked through his
blood, and he let his intuition open up. He sensed, rather than
saw, a movement to his right and he ducked at the right time as a
bullet blasted into the wall where his head had been.

He returned fire, knowing he was
shooting blind, but it gave him enough cover to rush to his next
line of defense. Another bullet whizzed by and he knew he was
outgunned since he couldn’t see anything in the dark. The shadows
might help him hide, but it also helped the bad guy. Letting his
instinct take over, he managed to charge into the killer, knocking
the gun out of the man’s hand as they crashed into the bar area.
Liquor bottles flew, smashing onto the ground. He half rose,
turned, and smashed the skillet on the man’s head, ignoring the
crunch. Then the third man hit Lee’s wrist, disabling his hand. The
gun went flying. Without the firepower, all he had were his fists.
They grappled with one another, both fighting hard, and it wasn’t
long before Lee realized the killer was more skilled than he was.
He would lose, and if he lost, he wouldn’t be able to exact revenge
against the person who ordered the hit on his father. Whoever the
person was, Lee was determined to find out answers.

The man delivered one hard blow after
the other, until blood poured from Lee’s nose and busted lip. It
was more than just punching as the man delivered martial arts moves
that Lee didn’t know how to defend himself against. So, when one
kick had him crashing against the kitchen counter, Lee grabbed a
butcher knife and threw it in the vicinity of the man. It found
it’s mark, burying into the man’s thigh muscle. He let out a grunt
of pain, pausing long enough for Lee to jump on him and wrestle the
gun away. He pointed it at the man’s head.

“Who are you working for?”
he demanded.

“I don’t know,” the man
said.

Lee pistol whipped him across the jaw.
“Who!”

The man smiled, blood staining his
broken teeth. “You should know how this works. I don’t have any
information to give you except to say this wasn’t about your dad.
Someone wants info on a man named Harlan. Now fuck off.”

Instead, Lee put the gun to the man’s
forehead and pulled the trigger. The man’s head blew out the back,
killing him instantly. Rising, he hurried to his dad’s side.
Cupping his face, he lifted his father’s head and looked into his
lifeless eyes. Despair crashed through Lee’s soul.

Suddenly, lights flooded through the
dark house, coming from an outside source. Thinking this was
another attack, Lee crouched low and gripped the gun tightly. The
door practically exploded and several figures dressed all in black
filed in. Lee dropped his weapon and raised his hands, knowing he
was outnumbered. A tall man, with distinguished silver hair entered
after them, and his laser precise gaze took in the scene in an
instant.

“Lee?”

Slowly, Lee stood, keeping his hands
raised. “Yes.”

“I’m Director Joseph
Harlan,” he said, introducing himself
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