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      The Sleeper SEALs are former U.S. Navy SEALs recruited by a new CIA counter-terror division to handle solo dark ops missions to combat terrorism on U.S. soil.

      Each story in this multi-author branded series is a standalone novel and the series can be read in any order.

      Saving Zola is the fourth book in the Sleeper SEALs series. If you are a fan of my Underground series, you’ll recognize the hero of Saving Zola, Mike Dorsen. He was a member of the FBI team working on the case that spanned several books in The Underground series.

      
        
        Saving Zola:

        They thought they were risking their lives, but they didn’t realize the risk was to their hearts.

      

      

      Zola Carver has worked her entire life to get where she is—assistant district attorney. She doesn’t have time for threats from a presumed terrorist group.

      Mike Dorsen has made a life for himself, moving from foster care, to a master’s in biology, to the SEALs, and finally the FBI. When he gets an assignment from a clandestine faction of the CIA while on vacation, the last person he expects to have in his care is his high school girlfriend, Zola.

      Unanswered questions haunt the childhood sweethearts as they reconnect. Their love has never faded, but will secrets held for over a decade tear them apart a second time?

      While Zola and Mike run from a terrorist group intent on eliminating Zola, they must find their way back into each other’s hearts as easily as they found their way back into bed.
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      Zola closed her eyes, tipped her head back, and moaned. She didn’t even care who heard her, though it was unlikely anyone would hear a thing over the din of noise from this crowded party. She gripped the quilt at her sides with both hands in attempt to ground herself any way possible.

      “Geez, Zola. You make me so damn horny when you do that,” Mike whispered against her bare stomach, his lips teasing her belly button. Inching his way up her body, he continued to nibble a path between her breasts as he shoved her blouse over them.

      Zola shuddered as the cooler air in the room hit her skin. She licked her lips, tipped her chin down, and tried to focus on his face when she felt him staring at her.

      His expression was intent. “We don’t have to do this.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Stop being so altruistic. I want you to make love to me. I’ve wanted it for two years.”

      He fingered the silk material at her neck. “This is a big deal, babe. I don’t want you to regret it later.”

      She released the quilt and grabbed his shirt, dragging it up over his head, forcing him to let her pull it off his arms. “I will never ever regret what we have together. You know that.”

      She had been trying to convince him to have sex with her for months. Time was running out. They had graduated from high school eight weeks ago. She would be leaving for Yale in a few days. He was going to the University of California, Berkeley.

      Just thinking about the distance made her chest tighten.

      Lifting up on her elbows to meet his gaze more fully, she threaded her fingers into the back of his longish dark hair and tugged his mouth toward her. “I don’t give a shit what anyone else says or thinks, I want this. Don’t move to the other side of the country and leave me wondering what it might have felt like. I don’t want to give my virginity to someone else. I want it to be you.”

      He stared at her. “Your dad…”

      “Is not at this party. Please don’t bring him up again.”

      “He would kill me.”

      “I’m over eighteen. You’re over eighteen. He can’t do anything to us.”

      Mike swallowed, nodding. “Okay.” His lips met hers, and the rest of the world ceased to exist.

      Zola sighed into his mouth, incredibly grateful one of their mutual friends was having this end-of-summer party and had offered Zola a room for the night. It couldn’t have been more perfect.

      Mike angled his head to one side and deepened the kiss, his tongue darting around inside her mouth, dancing with hers, driving her arousal higher. He’d been a fantastic kisser from their first date sophomore year. He’d also been her first boyfriend, so she had no one to compare him to.

      After two years of listening to her girlfriends talk about their sexual experiences, she knew what she had with Mike was different. Every time he touched her, she lit up. Her nipples stood at attention. Wetness pooled between her legs.

      While the other girls spoke of sloppy kisses and quick fucks in the backs of cars, Zola had felt bad for them. She’d known for over a year that Mike would be a wonderful lover. Unfortunately, he’d always been a bit too respectful of her. He held her hand. He kissed her goodnight. He set a palm on the small of her back.

      But he never let things go much further.

      The number of times he had groped her could be counted on one hand. And those instances hadn’t included more than her breasts. The one time he’d actually opened her blouse and popped her bra, he had stared at her for so long she’d started to shiver. When he finally cupped both globes and then leaned in to reverently kiss her nipples, a piece of her heart had melted.

      That had been right after graduation two months ago. He hadn’t done it again. In fact, she’d only seen him a handful of times during the summer and always in public.

      She could thank her dad for that. Richard Carver did not approve of Mike Dorsen, and he let it be known every time she went out the door. He had gotten her an internship at his law firm over the summer and kept her so damn busy she hardly saw a single friend, let alone Mike.

      Her attention jerked back to the present as Mike’s hand eased up her side and cupped her lace-covered breast.

      She let herself fully relax against the pillow, and he kissed a path toward her ear. “You have no idea what you do to me,” he whispered.

      She disagreed, but didn’t have the ability to argue. Her brain wasn’t shooting comprehensible messages to her mouth.

      Lowering himself down her body, he slowly slid every button through its hole on her blouse while he nibbled around the edge of her bra. By the time he spread her shirt open, she was shaking with arousal. She gripped his biceps, blinking. “Please…”

      “I’m getting there, babe. Don’t rush me. I want to remember this for the rest of my life.”

      She bit her lower lip. She agreed, but her sex was on fire, and her legs were pinned together under him.

      He gave a wry grin, as if he knew her plight, and then popped the front clasp of her bra. It fell apart quickly, the globes seemingly so swollen they were busting the lace.

      Bracing himself on one elbow, he made leisurely circles around her nipples with the pointer of his other hand. “So damn gorgeous.”

      “Jesus, Mike. Please…” She squirmed beneath him, unable to get him to budge. He was taking his sweet time, and there was no stopping him.

      “Stay still, Zola. You’re gonna make me blow in my jeans.”

      That announcement made her freeze. The last thing she wanted was for him to come before he was inside her. Was that really a possibility?

      She lost all train of thought again when he sucked one nipple gently between his lips and then eased his body to one side of her and set his palm on her inner thigh. “Spread your legs for me, babe.”

      Her breath came in short pants as she complied, willing him to touch her sex. He never had before. She had gone home from numerous dates as sexually frustrated as anyone could possibly be.

      Pushing her skirt up, he tentatively stroked one finger over her silk panties. A moan escaped his lips as he set his forehead against her chest, his breath wafting over her nipple. “You’re so wet.”

      “Mmm,” was all she could manage as she spread her legs farther and lifted her butt an inch off the bed, encouraging him to continue.

      When he dipped his finger under the edge of her panties to graze her lower lips, she stopped breathing. “Shhh, baby. You’re so loud.”

      Was she making audible noises? She threaded her fingers back into his hair and held him against her chest. “I locked the door. No way anyone’s going to walk in on us.”

      He lifted his face, a half grin making his eyes dance. “I’m not worried about anyone else, babe. I’m just trying to keep from coming in my pants.”

      “Oh.” A flush raced up her cheeks. That again.

      He rose next to her, releasing her panties, and unzipped the side of her skirt.

      She couldn’t focus on anything but his broad, muscled chest as he removed her skirt and then slid her panties down her legs.

      When he was done, he shrugged out of his jeans too, taking his underwear with them. And then he knelt between her legs.

      Her gaze honed in on his thick erection bobbing between them. She lifted one hand to stroke a finger up the side.

      Mike moaned, his head tipping back as he swayed into her touch. A moment later, he grasped her hand in his and pulled it away. “You can’t do that.”

      She continued to stare, wanting to learn the feel of his velvety skin. Instead, he set her hand on the bed at her side. “Please, babe. Not this time.” His voice was deeper, gravelly. Not like she’d ever heard it.

      She nodded, still staring.

      He traced circles around her nipples with both hands while letting her look her fill. When he lightly pinched the swollen buds, she arched her chest off the bed, her eyes rolling back. Before she knew it, he slid down the mattress and settled between her legs. His face was inches from her sex, and he held her legs wider.

      She couldn’t move. On the one hand, she was mortified to have him staring at her intimate parts. On the other hand, she wanted him to see her. She wanted him to know what he did to her. How wet she was. How swollen. Needy. Aroused.

      He pulled her lips apart and stroked one finger through her wetness, making her grab his shoulders with both hands. Ignoring her, he flicked his finger over the bundle of nerves above her slit.

      A shudder racked her body. Jesus… What the hell was wrong with the girls she heard talking about sex in the locker room? She felt sorry for all of them. This was an earth-changing experience. Nothing like other girls described.

      When Mike slid a finger into her tight channel, she lifted her hips. “Damn, you’re sexy.” He pumped that finger several times and then pulled it out to circle her clit with her moisture. “Tell me what feels good, babe.”

      “All of it.” She dug her nails into his shoulders and held on. “Everywhere you touch me.” In fact, it felt good even when he looked at her.

      He played with the nub—testing her reactions? Perhaps. It was hard to believe he hadn’t been with other girls, but she knew he hadn’t. Even though the two of them hadn’t had sex, nor had they spent as much time together as they wanted in the last year, she knew beyond a doubt he was faithful.

      He pressed harder.

      She drew in a sharp breath. “Yeah… God, Mike. Like that.”

      He continued to play with her clit, experimenting with every sort of touch imaginable. Suddenly, she dug her heels into the mattress as a knot tightened in her belly. Her vision swam. Her mouth fell open. No sound came out.

      He flicked his finger over her clit faster.

      She tipped her head back, holding on to his shoulders as if her life depended on it. If he stopped, she would die. Sensation rushed to her sex, pleasure racing through her body as a moment in time stood still. It was fleeting. That edge. The point of no return.

      And then she was falling, her sex pulsing around his finger as he continued to stroke her. For long moments, it continued. She didn’t know up from down.

      When she finally began to float back to earth, she found him smiling at her. “You take my breath away. I will never forget this moment in my life.” His words were muted by the ringing in her ears.

      She reached for his biceps and tugged. “Please, Mike. Don’t make me wait any longer.”

      He lifted onto his knees again, rolled a condom over his girth, and lined himself up with her sex. His face was strained, teeth gritting, as he let the tip slide into her.

      It was tight. No lie. It would hurt for a moment. She knew that. She’d heard from other girls. And she did her own research.

      His head dipped toward her chest, so she couldn’t see his eyes anymore, but she knew they were closed. He was trying to go slow. For her. Everything he did was for her.

      She reached for his waist, lifting her torso toward him. “Mike… Please…”

      As if she hadn’t spoken, he continued to ease into her. So full. So tight. Nerve endings she didn’t know existed came to life. Pleading for more even though the stretch was too much.

      “Mike. Now,” she screamed. She would go insane if he didn’t thrust all the way in.

      Finally, he did as she requested, pushing the last few inches in to the hilt.

      She gasped and held her breath, willing herself not to cry out. She bit her lip to keep from making a single noise while her body learned to accommodate his. It took several long moments.

      Mike waited. He didn’t budge an inch. Not until she told him to. “Move,” she murmured. “Do it again.”

      Every nerve in her body came alive when he pulled slowly back out and then thrust back in. Yes. Yes, yes, yes.

      He picked up speed, holding himself aloft over her body, his chest grazing her nipples with every thrust.

      Exquisite torture. The best kind.

      Her insides tightened again, and she knew she was going to have another orgasm. Was that a thing? Did girls have two in a row? She didn’t think so.

      But she wasn’t other girls, apparently.

      She was Mike’s. And the moment her sex gripped his erection, squeezing it with her second release, he came with her, a garbled, satisfying sound escaping his lips. He thrust one last time and held himself deep inside her.

      She gripped his arms as his body jerked.

      When he was spent, he lifted his gaze to meet hers, his eyes glazed, a slow smile spreading. “That was entirely worth the wait.”

      “Indeed.” She smiled back. Too bad they wouldn’t be able to have a repeat performance any time in the near future. Not living on opposite sides of the country.

      He slid out of her and let his body collapse to one side, one leg nestled between hers, one hand cupping her breast, his chest still heaving, his breathing ragged in her ear. “I’ll never forget this.”

      “Neither will I.”

      They didn’t speak again for a long time, his fingers dancing over her skin until she had goosebumps. He chuckled when she shivered.

      She pushed him onto his back and snuggled into his side. He would need to get rid of the condom, but not yet. She wasn’t ready to let him go yet. “Please don’t disappear on me.”

      “Never, babe.” He gave her shoulders a squeeze. “Never.”

      She set her chin on his chest and met his gaze. “Why do I have this sinking feeling this is goodbye?”

      His gaze was serious. “It’s not forever. You’ll never get rid of me forever. I’ll hunt you down even if your father sends you to a nunnery in Siberia.”

      She giggled. “I don’t think they have nunneries in Siberia.” She licked her lips and sobered. “I’m going to miss you.”

      “I’ll miss you too. But it’s only four years. We have our entire lives in front of us.”

      “I don’t like it.”

      “I know, babe, but it makes your father happy for you to go to his alma mater. And besides, you’ve wanted to be a lawyer for as long as I’ve known you. I can’t let my scholarship to Berkeley go either. So we’ll deal.”

      “Promise?”

      “Swear.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Twelve years later…

      

      Retired Navy Commander Greg Lambert leaned forward to rake in the pile of chips his full house had netted him. Tonight he would leave the weekly gathering not only with his pockets full, but his pride intact.

      The scowls he earned from his poker buddies at his unusual good luck were an added bonus.

      They’d become too accustomed to him coming up on the losing side of five card stud. It was about time he taught them to never underestimate him.

      Vice President Warren Angelo downed the rest of his bourbon and stubbed out his Cuban cigar. “Looks like Lady Luck is on your side tonight, Commander.”

      After he neatly stacked his chips in a row at the rail in front of him, Greg glanced around at his friends. It occurred to him right then, this weekly meeting wasn’t so different from the joint sessions they used to have at the Pentagon during his last five years of service.

      The location was the secretary of state’s basement now, but the gathering still included top ranking military brass, politicians, and the director of the CIA, who had been staring at him strangely all night long.

      “It’s about time the bitch smiled my way, don’t you think? She usually just cleans out my pockets and gives you my money,” Greg replied with a sharp laugh as his eyes roved over the spacious man-cave with envy, before they snagged on the wall clock.

      It was well past midnight, their normal break-up time. He needed to get home, but what did he have to go home to? Four walls and Karen’s mean-as-hell Chihuahua who hated him. Greg stood, scooted back his chair, and stretched his shoulders. The rest of his poker buddies quickly left, except for Vice President Warren Angelo, Benedict Hughes with the CIA, and their host tonight, Percy Long, the Secretary of State.

      Greg took the last swig of his bourbon then set the glass on the table. When he took a step to leave, they moved to block his way to the door. “Something on your minds, gentleman?” he asked, their cold, sober stares making the hair on the back of his neck stand up.

      It wasn’t a comfortable feeling, but one he was familiar with from his days as a Navy SEAL. That feeling usually didn’t portend anything good was about to go down. But neither did the looks on these men’s faces.

      Warren cleared his throat and leaned against the mahogany bar with its leather trimmings. “There’s been a significant amount of chatter lately.” He glanced at Ben. “We’re concerned.”

      Greg backed up a few steps, putting some distance between himself and the men. “Why are you telling me this? I’ve been out of the loop for a while now.” Greg was retired, and bored stiff, but not stiff enough to tackle all that was wrong in the United States at the moment or fight the politics involved in fixing things.

      Ben let out a harsh breath then gulped down his glass of water. He set the empty glass down on the bar with a sigh and met Greg’s eyes. “We need your help, and we’re not going to beat around the bush,” he said, making Greg’s short hairs stand taller.

      Greg put his hands in his pockets, rattling the change in his right pocket and his car keys in the left while he waited for the hammer. Nothing in Washington, D.C. was plain and simple anymore. Not that it ever had been.

      “Spit it out, Ben,” he said, eyeballing the younger man. “I’m all ears.”

      “Things have changed in the US. Terrorists are everywhere now,” he started, and Greg bit back a laugh at the understatement of the century.

      He’d gotten out before the recent INCONUS attacks started, but he was still in service on 9/11 for the ultimate attack. The day that replaced Pearl Harbor as the day that would go down in infamy.

      “That’s not news, Ben,” Greg said, his frustration mounting in his tone. “What does that have to do with me, other than being a concerned citizen?”

      “More cells are being identified every day,” Ben replied, his five o’clock shadow standing in stark contrast to his now paler face. “The chatter about imminent threats, big jihad events that are in the works, is getting louder.”

      “You do understand that I’m no longer active service, right?” Greg shrugged. “I don’t see how I can be of much help there.”

      “We want you to head a new division at the CIA,” Warren interjected. “Ghost Ops, a sleeper cell of SEALs to help us combat the terrorist sleeper cells in the US…and whatever the hell else might pop up later.”

      Greg laughed. “And where do you think I’ll find these SEALs to sign up? Most are deployed over⁠—”

      “We want retired SEALs like yourself. We’ve spent millions training these men, and letting them sit idle stateside while we fight this losing battle alone is just a waste.” Ben huffed a breath. “I know they’d respect you when you ask them to join the contract team you’d be heading up. You’d have a much better chance of convincing them to help.”

      “Most of those guys are like me, worn out to the bone or injured when they finally give up the teams. Otherwise, they’d still be active. SEALs don’t just quit.” Unless their wives were taken by cancer and their kids were off at college, leaving them alone in a rambling house when they were supposed to be traveling together and enjoying life.

      “What kind of threats are you talking about?” Greg asked, wondering why he was even entertaining such a stupid idea.

      “There are many, more every day. Too many for us to fight alone,” Ben started, but Warren held up his palm.

      “The president is taking a lot of heat. He has three and a half years left in his term, and taking out these threats was a campaign promise. He wants the cells identified and the terror threats eradicated quickly.”

      These two, and the president, sat behind desks all day. They’d never been in a field op before, so they had no idea the planning and training that took place before a team ever made it to the field. Training a team of broken-down SEALs to work together would take double that time because each knew better than the rest how things should be done, so there was no “quick” about it.

      “That’s a tall order. I can’t possibly get a team of twelve men on the same page in under a year. That’s if I can find them.” Why in the hell was he getting excited, then? “Most are probably out enjoying life on a beach somewhere.” Exactly where he would be with Karen if she hadn’t fucking died on him as soon as he retired four years ago.

      “We don’t want a team, Greg,” Percy Long corrected, unfolding his arms as he stepped toward him. “This has to be done stealthily because we don’t want to panic the public. If word got out about the severity of the threats, people wouldn’t leave their homes. The press would pump it up until they created a frenzy. You know how that works.”

      “So let me get this straight. You want individual SEALs, sleeper guys who agree to be called up for special ops, to perform solo missions?” Greg asked, his eyebrows lifting. “That’s not usually how they work.”

      “Unusual times call for unusual methods, Greg. They have the skills to get it done quickly and quietly,” Warren replied, and Greg couldn’t argue. That’s exactly the way SEALs operated—they did whatever it took to get the job done.

      Ben approached him, placed his hand on his shoulder, as if this was a tag-team effort, and Greg had no doubt that it was just that. “Every terrorist or wanna-be terror organization has roots here now. Al Qaeda, the Muslim Brotherhood, ISIS, or the Taliban—you name it. They’re not here looking for asylum. They’re actively recruiting followers and planning events to create a caliphate on our home turf. We can’t let that happen, Greg, or the United States will never be the same.”

      “You’ll be a CIA contractor, and can name your price,” Warren inserted, and Greg’s eyes swung to him. “You’ll be on your own in the decision making. We need to have plausible deniability if anything goes wrong.”

      “Of course,” Greg replied, shaking his head. If anything went south, they needed a fall guy, and that would be him in this scenario. Not much different from the dark ops his teams performed under his command when he was active duty.

      God, why did this stupid idea suddenly sound so brilliant? Why did he think he might be able to make it work? And why in the hell did he suddenly think it was just what he needed to break out of the funk he’d been living in for four years?

      “I can get you a list of potential hires, newly retired SEALs, and the president says anything else you need,” Warren continued. “All we need is your commitment.”

      The room went silent, and Greg looked deeply into each man’s eyes as he pondered a decision. What the hell did he have to lose? If he didn’t agree, he’d just die a slow, agonizing death in his recliner at home. At only forty-seven and still fit, that could be a lot of years spent in that chair.

      “Get me the intel, the list, and the contract,” he said, and a surge of adrenaline made his knees weak.

      He was back in the game.
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      Mike Dorsen picked up the phone as he leaned back in his Adirondack chair and stared at the ocean waves wafting toward the shore. The view was so fucking amazing he didn’t want to miss a moment of it. The sun was setting, and the wind was picking up, but this was his first vacation in years, and he intended to enjoy every second.

      He hadn’t recognized the incoming number, but that wasn’t unusual. Calls came in to him from all over the place any day of the week. That was the nature of working for the FBI. Even though he was on leave, the calls never stopped.

      “Dorsen speaking.”

      “Is this Mike Dorsen?” The voice wasn’t familiar.

      Mike stiffened. “It is. Can I help you?”

      “Yes. You don’t know me, but my name is Greg Lambert. I’m a retired commander from the US Navy.”

      Mike tilted his head to one side, getting a better grip on his cell. “Okay.”

      “You’re a difficult man to track down.”

      “Intentionally. I’m on vacation.”

      “An extended one, I hear.”

      Mike frowned. How did this man know so much about him? “No rule against that.” He’d taken a leave of absence after dealing with a grueling investigation for the FBI in Chicago. He still shuddered every time he thought about all the people who’d lost their lives at the hands of the Russian mafia in the name of science. “How can I help you?”

      “I’ll cut right to the chase. I got your name from a mutual friend. I need you to do a job for the US government.”

      “The government? I work for the FBI. Why wouldn’t they contact me themselves?” Unease crept up his spine.

      “Because this isn’t related to the FBI, nor is it above the table. This is a job for someone capable, who isn’t afraid to get their hands dirty. I’m looking for a SEAL, Mike.”

      Mike flinched. He had been a SEAL. He’d worked his ass off to become one only to have the job slip through his hands after four years when his kneecap got shattered in a raid during his second tour to the Middle East. Few people knew he’d been a SEAL, not even inside the FBI. “Who are you working for again?”

      “I’m working for the government, the CIA specifically, but the job is under the table. You’ll be paid heftily for your service, but no one will ever know you were involved.”

      “You realize how sketchy that sounds, right? If I had any sense, I’d hang up the phone and block your number.”

      Lambert chuckled briefly. “Yeah. I get that a lot.”

      “You’ve made other similar calls?”

      “Several. Yes. Listen, can we meet? I know you’re in Norfolk. I just need an hour of your time. I’m not far from you.”

      “I suppose you also know where I’m staying?” He rolled his eyes toward the sky, cussing silently inside. Why did he know he was not going to like whatever this Greg Lambert had to say?

      “Yes. You free this evening? We could meet someplace neutral, but it would be easier if I came to you so we would have the privacy this conversation deserves.”

      Mike inhaled slowly. “Fine. Come at seven.” He ended the call and leaned back again. “Fuck.” Somehow he knew his perfect little getaway was about to go up in smoke.
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        * * *

      

      As Greg took a seat on Mike’s cozy back porch, he rubbed his hands together, staring out at the ocean. “Your view is amazing.”

      “Yes. It is.” Mike was leery. His skin had been crawling from the moment his phone rang that afternoon. Now, he was itching to get this meeting out of the way. “Tell me what you’re here for, Lambert.”

      Greg sighed and leaned back, angling his body to face Mike. “I’m sure it wouldn’t shock you to hear there are terrorist sleeper cells all over the country doing their best to undermine us.”

      Mike glared at him. That didn’t require a response.

      Greg chuckled. “Okay, well, my job is to put those cells out of commission.”

      “And you think I can help how?”

      “I know your background is in biology. I also know your last assignment was with the FBI, putting an end to a Russian scheme that involved an experimental drug that would have seriously altered humanity.”

      Mike winced. Okay, so this guy knew shit. A lot of shit. “That’s completely classified.”

      “Yep.” Greg didn’t meet his gaze. He continued to stare at the ocean. Cocky. Confident. Knowledgeable.

      “And what exactly do you need me for?”

      “Got a situation with a senator. Intel suggests a group of terrorists is planning to use biological warfare against him.”

      Mike held back a gasp. “Right here? On US soil?”

      “That’s what I’m saying.”

      A few moments of silence passed. Mike closed his eyes. It wasn’t as though he could turn this guy down if it meant the life of a senator. “Look, I know my biological warfare. I’ve worked in the field. Sure. But you’re talking about a serious ballgame. Why me?”

      “Because you’re available. In the area. And a SEAL.” Greg turned to face Mike, leaning his elbows on his knees. “I need someone with stealth.”

      “And you want me to do what? Play bodyguard to a senator?”

      “Nope.” Greg shook his head. “His daughter. And while you’re at it, perhaps you could catch this motherfucker and kill him for us.”

      Mike stared at the man, trying to process what he really meant. “His kid? You want me to guard a kid?”

      Greg shook his head again. “Not a child. A grown woman. She’s a lawyer. Assistant district attorney in New Haven, Connecticut. She’s been getting threatening mail and emails. The threats have gotten closer together and more disturbing. Perhaps she defended the wrong guy or put the wrong guy in jail. Who knows? But our bad guy seems to have chosen to fuck with her to get to her father.”

      Mike froze, staring at the ocean. “Fuck,” he muttered.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 3

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Two hours later, Mike sat in the dark living room, nursing a fantastic scotch and staring at the thick file Greg Lambert left him. There was enough light streaming in from the moon to keep him mellow.

      He’d agreed to take the job. What choice did he have?

      He didn’t need to open the file to know exactly who he’d been tasked with protecting. Connecticut had two senators, and only one of them had a daughter who was an assistant district attorney. The second he had his hands on the paperwork, his vacation was history, and his world would forever change course.

      “Fuck,” he repeated to the room at large for the tenth time. He ran a hand through his hair and took another sip of the scotch. He needed a haircut. It was overdue. Random thoughts to avoid the elephant in the room. As long as he left that folder sitting on the coffee table, its contents remained a secret.

      Oh, who was he kidding?

      Finally, he gave in. No way would he be able to sleep anyway with that damn file folder waiting for his attention.

      Setting his glass on the end table, he reached for the folder and dragged it onto his lap. With a deep breath, he turned on the light next to him, hating the way it broke through the darkness as if announcing itself as the defining moment when his vacation was officially ruined.

      He flipped open the manila folder and
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