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          Men bound to protect, to serve, and to love…

        

      

    

    
      Book Three in the Love Under Fire Trilogy.

      

      Where do you year to be in the face of danger? In the arms of a man bound to serve, to protect, and to love…

      As a therapist Lena Williams has worked with damaged vets and never wants a relationship with one. So her lust at first sight with sexy Coast Guard Chief Petty Officer Rick Frasier is off the menu. Rick has never shied from danger or risk taking, but the overwhelming attraction he feels for Lena sends him into a tailspin. As they battle their feelings and escape a gunman intent on mayhem, they’ll find there’s a firestorm of desire inside them as furious and intense as any threat.
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          Praise for Double Threat…

        

      

    

    
      “The conclusion to the Love Under Fire trilogy is a riveting and erotic romance…The fast paced plot keeps readers well entertained with lots of suspense, drama and passion...”

      The Jeep Diva

      

      This is a story of love, fear, anger, laughter and humor.  Agnew did it again!!! Glad I read the story….

      The Paranormal Book Fairy

    

  


  
    
      To Terry, always my military hero.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Author’s Note

        

      

    

    
      When I wrote this story several years ago, the U.S.A. had already faced many mass shootings. This story seeks to show how one couple survive such an event and also find strength and love in each other.
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      Constitution Mall

      Constitution, Arizona

      

      “Hey, ladies.” A deep, rusty-sounding voice interrupted Lena Williams’ and Kathleen McSwain’s window shopping while they waited for the Frasier brothers to show up.

      They’d all planned to gather at this gift shop and provide their signatures for an engraving on a large silver frame for Danelle and Patrick’s wedding.

      Lena would have recognized that voice anywhere and everything inside her reacted. Her heartbeat quickened and a liquid pool of heat flooded her body. Talk about an animalistic reaction to someone she didn’t like. God, she needed therapy.

      Deal with it, girl. You are the therapist.

      She drew in a deep breath to steady her nerves. She swung around at the same time as Kathleen and faced Coast Guard Master Chief Petty Officer Rick Frasier.

      “Hey,” was all Lena could say.

      It was impossible to breathe around this man--at least for her. Rick stood at a foot taller than her five feet four inches and the width of his shoulders and his undeniably powerful body made her feel tiny in comparison. Her body responded in a totally ridiculous hormonal way and she refused to give in. After all, he was just a man. Granted, a hunk, but nothing more. Besides, she didn’t date or do military men.

      There. She’d given herself a talking to and she could act as if Rick Frasier didn’t mess with her peace of mind in any way.

      Liar.

      Rick’s intense gaze snagged and held hers for a second then did a quick sweep up and down her body in a way that burned a searing path to her core. His hazel eyes burned with undeniable male appreciation that threw her off guard. She didn’t trust that look, even though it did funny things to her she didn’t want to acknowledge.

      “Good to see you,” he said.

      She didn’t know if he was talking just about her or both her and Kathleen but the way that silk-and-sin voice of his spoke the words, it didn’t seem to matter.

      “Hello.” Kathleen shifted her handbag higher on her shoulder. “Where are your brothers?”

      Rick cleared his throat and stuffed his hands in his jeans pockets. “Matt had some errands to run but he’s on his way. Jake’s in the head.”

      Jake’s in the head.

      Rick’s blunt talking bothered Lena. It reminded her way too much of her dead father’s sense of humor. She knew it, and she’d decided that Rick’s blunt talking and penchant for always being late far outweighed her ridiculous physical attraction to him. Usually if a guy was a jerk she wasn’t attracted to him. But damn him, he broke the mold in other ways. Ways that made her admire him one minute and want to punch him in the nose the next. She shrugged off the bad mood that threatened to arise. After all, like his equally hunky brothers Jake and Matt, Rick would leave town after Danelle and Patrick’s wedding on Saturday. It was the only reason they’d returned to their old hometown. The fact they’d managed leave at the same time was a miracle in itself. Matt, the oldest brother, was a marine, whereas Jake was in the army. Yeah, by Sunday irritating Rick would leave Arizona and go back to Kodiak, Alaska. She smiled. She hoped he froze his ass.

      “I thought you guys were getting your tuxedo measurements finished?” Kathleen asked.

      “We did,” Rick said as his gaze leveled on Lena. “We were late because of me. I have trouble with that.”

      I know. Lena wanted to say it out loud and barely stopped herself. She wouldn’t look at him.

      Kathleen laughed. “Don’t they teach you to be on time in the Coast Guard?”

      Rick shrugged. “Yeah. It’s when I’m off duty I can’t seem to get anywhere on time.”

      “I’ve been known to be late.” Kathleen glanced over at Lena, mischief clear in her eyes. “Ask Lena, though. She’s chronically early to everything.”

      Lena brushed her fingers through her short hair. She refused to stand here and be teased, even by Kathleen. “I’m going inside and get this show started. The mall is only open for…” She looked at her wristwatch. “Forty-five minutes.”

      She turned on her heel and marched inside, heedless of whether they followed. When they didn’t she sighed with relief. She was glad she’d walked away from Rick before she could say or do something incredibly stupid. At Saturday’s party for the engaged couple she’d gotten her first introduction to adult Rick. She’d known of him when he lived in Constitution all those years ago. Both Kathleen and Melanie had grown up with the Frasier brothers. But Rick had been off her radar then. Besides that, he was younger than her. Twenty-nine to her thirty-five.

      She walked into the gift store and started looking at the engraved platters, crystal and other items but she didn’t see anything. Her thoughts veered toward Rick whether she wanted them to or not. Several others roamed the store but she didn’t notice much about them. Two women and three men. Maybe she should just get this show on the road. She walked toward the counter. Lena, Kathleen and their other friend Melanie Falconer had first suggested the engraved platter idea for a wedding present. Melanie was finishing up some last-minute shopping and also should be there any minute.

      “May I help you?” the balding man at the front counter asked. He peered through big glasses at her.

      “Yes, I—”

      Lena broke off as a loud popping from somewhere nearby cracked through the mall. The salesman’s eyes went wide. Lena swung around and the other patrons at the front of the store glanced at each other in mute puzzlement.

      “What was—” the salesman started.

      Another pop and another, this time in more rapid succession, filled the air.

      A dark, cold sensation filled her stomach, a sickening certainty that something bad had gripped the moment. She couldn’t move, her limbs icy, her heart picking up the pace. She’d heard that sound too often on the gun range where her father had honed his weaponry skills and had forced her to come along.

      The other patrons moved tentatively toward the front of the store just as Lena choked down the lump in her throat and found her voice. “Don’t! That’s gunfire!”

      Another pop and the people ran back, the women looking frantic, the men equally terrified. They all talked at once. Lena’s mind raced. She glanced out the glass front, gaze searching for Kathleen, but she didn’t see her. Her next thoughts jumped to Rick, to his brothers, to Melanie. Her stomach tossed with nausea. Oh God. Were they all right?

      “Is there another way out?” Lena asked quickly, her breath coming hard, her voice tight.

      “This way!” The salesman led the patrons to the back. “There’s an exit back here.”

      They quickly moved into an office area with a clearly marked exit door with a push bar. The salesman and another guy came up against the bar and pushed. It resisted, a clanging sound echoing as they pushed again.

      “Christ!” the salesman said. “This is always open. We don’t lock it. The fire department would have our heads.”

      “It’s gotta work,” another man said, practically shoving the salesman out of the way.

      They tried again and again.

      “Let’s find another way,” the salesman said.

      “We’ll have to go out the front,” Lena said, keeping her voice low. “There has to be another exit. If we stay here we’re sitting ducks. We’ll stay close to the walls. Move fast toward that mall entrance between the row of stores next door. We’re close. We can get out.”

      “How the hell do you know the gunman isn’t out there right now?” the salesman said peevishly.

      Irritation bit Lena. “I don’t. But I don’t see a lock on this backroom. And there isn’t anything substantial we can brace across this door. The gunman can come in when he wants.”

      Fear crossed the other patrons’ faces.

      “How do you know about stuff like this?” the salesman asked.

      She didn’t have time to give him her entire history. “My dad was a cop.”

      Two younger men, both in their early twenties, stood at the door of the office.

      “We should take on the shooter,” one of the young men said.

      “No.” The word shot from Lena. “We need to leave quickly. You can’t win against a gun. This isn’t a Chuck Norris movie.”

      The young man’s lip curled but he didn’t argue.

      “Come on,” she said.

      To her surprise they followed her, keeping low as they made their way to the front
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