
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Is she a twin? A doppelganger? Or a meticulously created clone to fulfill a devious plan?

	 

	 

	Rebar is shocked to see a woman who he thinks is Camille an hour away from her home. She is alone without her fiancé, Shade. When Rebar approaches her, she doesn’t know who he is and she seems to be in the midst of a PTSD episode.

	Concerned about her safety, he follows her when she drives away. His pursuit of her leads to a shocking revelation when he finally gets to question her again and finds out she’s not Camille, but a woman called Cameo.

	Layers of mystery start to unravel when Cameo joins her mother for dinner and secrets are revealed. Cameo decides it’s safe to accept Rebar’s invitation for a date, and the journey through Cameo’s past, present, and future begins.
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	Dear Reader,

	 

	 

	A peek into how it all began...

	 

	Way down south in the Louisiana Bayou, danger lurked in the dark swampy waters. Camille, a registered nurse, was blackmailed by terrorist Joan Asaad and undercover Federal Agent Mistee Call into abducting oil tycoon Trenton Shade to be held for ransom.

	Unbeknownst to Camille, was that the two crazed women forcing her compliance were cohorts with the infamous femme fatale Malika Rain.

	Camille had a change of heart upon seeing how brutal Joan was toward their captive. She risked her life to help Shade escape. Impressed by Camille’s courage, Shade insisted she escape with him because, at that point, she was no longer their accomplice but their enemy. They ran for their lives through swamps, thickets, and took shelter in a cave during a hurricane. Camille nursed Shade when he was bitten by an alligator while searching for food. Their escape at times seemed hopeless, as every time they got close to freedom, Joan caught them again.

	Mistee aka Missy eventually came to the rescue of Camille and Shade by killing Joan. By then, the two hostages had fallen deeply in love as a result of their fight for survival together against impossible odds.

	They eventually made it back to civilization and the safety of Shade’s home, where Camille met his troop—a military group who worked for a man known only as the General. None of the men had ever seen his face. The General sent orders via email then the payment was deposited into their accounts when the job was done.

	In addition to Shade and Rebar, men known as Jackson, Chamber, Ammo, Bullet, Talon, and Kohl comprised the troop of eight. They weren’t thrilled about taking on a female member but given the extenuating circumstances, the troop allowed Camille to join, and they gave her the code name Halo.

	Camille began suffering from PTSD and was convinced that Joan was still alive. Shade rallied the troop, and they devised a plan to investigate the situation. However, as the troop set out to prepare for the mission, Joan proved that Camille’s night terrors were real when she caught everyone off guard and showed up with new cohorts to finish the job. Camille’s brother Vince and Shade’s brother Dale had joined forces with Malika and Joan in an attempted corporate takeover of Shade’s oil empire.

	Shade and Camille were yet again taken hostage but held in separate buildings. The troop organized a rescue. A chain of shocking incidents left Dale, Vince, and Joan dead. Malika Rain turned out to be the birthmother Camille had never met and Shade’s mother Nadia had joined the terrorist group, too.

	Following a shootout and an FBI takedown operation, Nadia and Malika were arrested and hauled off to prison. Missy revealed her identity as a Federal Agent to the troop, and it was even more shocking to them that she was the General’s daughter.

	Camille and Shade took time to heal. She entered counseling and Shade made life-changing decisions, one of which was to move away from Texas and build a new home in Colorado for him and Camille. After all, they had just become engaged.

	The troop stayed with Shade and Camille over the winter and helped build their house and a garage for Camille to start her own car restoration business. Shade built a motocross track to fulfill a lifelong dream.

	And Rebar...well, Rebar had also fallen in love with the kittenish and courageous Camille but kept those feelings to himself out of respect for Shade. But little did anyone know that Camille harbored a secret torch of her own.

	So, after almost a year and healing time, it continues on from where it ended—Rebar’s fresh start with a mysterious lookalike of the woman he secretly loves. And a notorious terrorist who used her connection with the General to avoid prison.

	Cameo’s journey takes everyone from the past, in addition to a new troop of eight, into perilous territory from which there seems no escape.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Rebar did a double take while paying at the pump after filling the tank of his Gran Sport.

	What’s Camille doing here in Denver? Where’s Shade?

	He watched curiously as a gorgeous female exited the convenience store, then sauntered over to a fine Shelby Mustang. To his surprise, it was Camille. Her hair had grown quite a bit since he’d last seen her over the Christmas holidays.

	His tribe, as he referred to them, had stayed at her and Shade’s new home from July through December to finish building it before winter settled in. Camille had seemed much better by the time the guys headed back to their own homes. Her PTSD from the Louisiana abduction was under control and she and Shade had never looked happier.

	Given that, he really wondered why she was now an hour away from Colorado Springs—alone.

	He hung the gas nozzle back in place then walked over to her, hoping she hadn’t had a relapse and had taken off without telling Shade. She looked more stunning than ever dressed in tattered jeans, a little black top, and black boots. A brown leather jacket draped casually around her shoulders. She’d lost weight, too, since December. He hoped she was okay.

	He’d kept his fierce attraction to her under wraps being that she was engaged to a close comrade. Shade had finally found his soulmate at the age of forty-five. No way would Rebar interfere. Though he and Camille had grown close and innocently flirted at times, the woman belonged to Shade and Rebar considered himself a loyal friend.

	When the tribe went their separate ways again after Christmas, Rebar had returned to his lodge in Denver and resumed work on his invention. Bids were coming in from major conglomerates to buy his new innovative thermal tracking device. He was about to become a very wealthy man.

	The only thing missing in his life was a good woman. Shade struck gold dust when he found Camille, though their relationship came about in a most unusual manner. Camille had plunged a syringe loaded with sedative into Shade’s butt when she had helped with the abduction. Rebar hoped he would experience such luck but with less barriers than his friends had encountered. And preferably without getting a hypo plummeted into his butt!

	“Halo...what are you doing all the way up here?” he asked, using the code name she’d received upon joining their troop. “Where’s Shade?” His gaze slid over the new Shelby, then over her. “Damn, girl, you look amazing. So does this car. Is this a new addition to your collection?” He was impressed with her new ride. Minty mint, stark white with the classic blue stripes. “GT five hundred?”

	“Excuse me?” She slanted a questioning look at him. “Who are you?”

	“You’re teasing.” He laughed, but something about her did seem off. A mysterious air surrounded her, and her expression appeared truly baffled. He wondered if she’d forgotten her code name.

	“Are you okay, kitten?” He took a quick peek through the car windows to see if she was actually alone.

	“Kitten?” she laughed. “I didn’t realize we were that close. I’m fine. Do you always gawk rudely into other people’s cars?”

	“Uh...no...” He stared at her, bewildered. “Are you angry that I haven’t called since Christmas? I didn’t want to be a pest. You and Shade needed some down time after all that happened.”

	She placed a hand on one hip, swept that lustrous mane of blonde off her face with the other hand, then scowled at him. “Listen, gorgeous. If this is your pickup line, you seriously need to revise it. But I do like the cute name you’re calling me. Halo...” She grinned impishly. “Has a sweet ring to it, especially the affectionate way you say it.” Laying one dainty slender finger alongside her flawless cheek, she dipped a brow and added, “Not sure about kitten, though.”

	“Is your PTSD flaring up again? You don’t know who I am today? You don’t recognize your code name?” He was getting deeply concerned. Even during her worst flashbacks, she’d always responded to the name.

	“PTSD?” She narrowed her pretty blue eyes skeptically, then with a sultry gaze looked him over from head to toe. “Sweetheart, even if I had PTSD, I would remember you.”

	He blinked in shock at her brazen attitude. She’d never been this forward with him. He couldn’t deny he liked it more than he should. “We’d better give Shade a call and let him know what’s going on. I’m worried about you.”

	“Shade...” she muttered, as if thinking. “My mother mentioned that name once or twice.”

	“Yeah. Your mom was quite the deal back in Houston.”

	“You met my mother?” Finely shaped brows lifted.

	“Once. Sort of. Not during the best of circumstances. But she knows how to leave an impression.” Then he recalled that Camille’s mother had been sent away. “Wait. Have you gone to see your mom? I didn’t know she was allowed to have visitors in that type of prison. Last time we talked, you said you didn’t want to see her.”

	“My mother’s not in prison. Who are you anyway? How do you know her?”

	“Halo...it’s me, Rebar. Remember? The tribe? We stayed at your house over the winter to help Shade finish building it. Have you had a setback?”

	“Shade...” She repeated the name again as if trying to recall details.

	Sadness washed over him that Camille’s PTSD had returned. She seemed to have complete amnesia. How could she have forgotten so much? She was burying the memories. That had to be it. He wondered how to walk her back to reality. She was obviously in complete denial to think her terrorist mother hadn’t gone to prison. Perhaps the
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