
        
            
                
            
        

    
	When mystery becomes reality, anything is possible!

	 

	 

	Cameo sets out alone to find her mother after Camille refuses to reconcile. Her relationship with Rebar continues to grow and their passion grows more intense. She needs to make sure her mother is safe before moving forward with the new love in her life.

	Rebar has fallen hard for Cameo. For the first time, he feels he may have found the ideal woman. But she’s as cool as she is hot and continues to surprise him with skills and secrets. Piece by piece, the woman he loves begins to reveal herself to him.

	However, Rebar’s group of friends known as ‘the troop’ do not approve that he’s taken up with Malika’s other daughter. Tensions heat up and the new lovers are forced into pursuing a dangerous mission on their own.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Cameo guided her car into a paved driveway and cut the engine. She looked up at the huge mansion several feet away. A neatly manicured lawn embellished with trees and flowering shrubs bordered the sidewalk and both sides of the curved driveway. From it, a tiled path led to the front porch of a magnificent estate. She searched her memory, but the house was wiped from her mind—it had not been a happy place for her.

	New Mexico. She let out a heavy sigh. I never thought I’d ever be back here again. She felt guilty about leaving Denver without telling Rebar of her plan and where she was headed. For a moment she felt guilty for not letting on to him that she knew how to find the General. No, she hadn’t lied...it was a lie by omission, that the truth was that she knew the exact address of the General and where to find him. He’d had to fill out his address on the registration papers when he’d sent her to boarding school, and each time he’d moved her after that. It hadn’t been difficult to track down. And GPS had been kind in helping her get there...

	The last thing she wanted was to drag Rebar into a possibly bad situation. He had already exhibited so much patience and acceptance toward her. She wouldn’t risk their budding relationship by involving him in her search for Malika. Her mother’s actions had a history of turning lives upside down.

	Cameo had no idea why Malika had suddenly disappeared. That, along with the General’s silence with his troop, had her really worried. Her foremost concern was that the General had found another way to control her mom. She found it odd that his troop of eight men didn’t have a clue on how to contact the old coot or where he was and waited patiently for the man to contact them when he was ready. He had those soldiers brainwashed, bamboozled, and they didn’t even realize it. Neither could she believe that they had never tried to unearth the man’s location, not with all the means they had at hand. And especially now...they hadn’t heard from him for quite a while, yet not one of them was curious enough to try and locate him...

	The General’s band of yes-men seemed as loyal to her newly found twin as they were to him. Except Rebar. He seemed to be the only independent thinker of the group and Camille didn’t like that one bit. Camille...it was so obvious that she had the hots for Rebar. Cameo couldn’t believe that the others failed to see Camille’s feelings toward Rebar. It was so blatantly clear. But maybe I see it because of my own feelings for him...

	But though Camille had the troop wrapped around her pretty little finger, she hadn’t been able to stop Rebar from pursuing Cameo.

	She thought about that night in Rebar’s strong arms. The man oozed masculinity and sexuality at its finest, resulting in that she spent more nights at his lodge than she did in her own place.

	He hadn’t fussed about her early departure that morning. She hadn’t told him where she was going, and he hadn’t questioned her or even made an attempt to invade her privacy. He simply gave her a kiss she’d never forget, told her to be careful and not make him wait too long for her return. An insecure man would’ve pried for details of her day.

	She was relieved that Rebar was easygoing and not a jealous possessive maniac. Cameo had dealt with her share of those type of men, which was why she was still single at the age of thirty-nine. However, lately, she began to see herself in a lasting relationship for the first time in her life.

	Her new Greek boyfriend with his long black hair, smoldering dark eyes, and smoking hot body, had captured her attention and her heart. His tender, yet wildly passionate lovemaking, left her utterly satisfied and yearning for more, to really get to know the deeper side of him.

	But first, she needed to find her mother and make sure everything was as it should be. The last time they’d spoken was over dinner a few weeks ago when Malika had opened up to her daughter about her heartbreaking past. Though Camille had taken a callous stand where their mom was concerned, Cameo feared Malika may have waded into treacherous waters by taking on the General—a ruthless bastard of a man—the man who was supposedly Cameo’s father.

	She still questioned their paternity because she found it impossible to believe that identical twins could have different sires. She was determined to flesh out the truth one way or another after making sure Malika was unharmed. Not hearing from her for some weeks after that first contact was disturbing and alarming, added to the fact that Shade and Rebar and the guys hadn’t heard from the General.

	Now here she sat, in her beautiful new car, staring at the tyrant’s house. Her nerves were on edge. She dreaded seeing him again. Fear tugged at her heart just as if she were still that five-year-old girl succumbing to his iron fist.

	Stuffing her anxiety down, she stepped from the car, tucked the keys in her purse and made her way up the path. A high-noon sun blazed overhead. She had hit the road before dawn and cruised due south from Denver to Santa Fe in just under six hours. The ride down would’ve been exhilarating in her newly acquired Gran Sport if not for the dreaded destination point.

	All these years, the troop of eight had been only a half day’s drive from a man they had never met. She failed to grasp how eight intelligent Marines would not delve deeper into their boss’s identity or location, to just trust and follow the man blindly.

	He must’ve paid them well, she thought, to keep his anonymity. Then again, a man such as he will go to great lengths to conceal himself. He’s probably not registered anywhere and built or bought this place under a fake name...

	She pressed the round button beside a large wooden door and waited. A loud buzzer sounded inside the house. Then slow footsteps approached the door.

	“Who’s there?” a gruff voice asked through an intercom.

	Her skin prickled at the sound of his voice. A voice she hadn’t heard since he’d left her at the airport to board a plane bound for England thirty-five years ago.

	She straightened her back in automatic response then smoothed her tiny black shirt and ran her hands over her tattered jeans. Not her choice of outfits but she needed to look like Camille. She stopped and glanced up. Cameras. She shouldn’t appear nervous. And from what she knew, the General and Camille had never physically met. So any minor differences in their appearance would go unnoticed.

	He most likely had a vague description of her twin and perhaps even seen a photo of Camille sent via cellphone during their mission to take down Malika. Cameo felt confident that she could pose as her sister without him knowing. After all, neither had he seen Cameo since she was five.

	“Who’s there?” he growled again, startling her from deep thought.

	“Halo...” she replied, cleverly using the code name Camille’s band of men had given her.

	No way had Cameo wanted the General to know she was back from Europe and living in the States. So now, going to his house as Camille seemed like the smartest approach if she stood a chance of finding her mother.

	The door creaked open. “Halo? I guess you’re Camille. What are you doing down here? Who gave you my address?” he asked, his weathered forehead wrinkled with suspicion.

	Cameo forced a smile and masked her disgust at seeing him. “The guys have been trying to contact you. They’ve been worried. I reached out to Malika, and she gave me your address,” she lied, not wanting to admit that she’d been able to find it herself quite easily.

	He was a tall man, slender, with cropped white hair and steely gray eyes. His lips were on the thin side and out of proportion with his square chin. The most surprising aspect was his full military fatigues. Seeing him again after so many years brought back scalding memories and sent cold shivers down her spine. He was so much older now, his face lined, but she’d have known him anywhere. His hated face was seared in her brain...

	He gave her a scolding look. “Malika had no right to give you my address without permission and you shouldn’t have driven down here without Shade.” He peered over her shoulder. “New car? Shade said you drive a red Shelby Mustang.”

	“Oh...this is a project car I just finished. Thought this was the perfect way to take her for a run, and check for any bugs before selling it. What better way to spend this beautiful day?”

	“I see. Some warning in advance would have been nice.” He rubbed his bearded chin.

	“Sorry for coming unannounced, but Malika gave me no phone number and the troop has no way to contact you. They’ve been wondering why you’ve been silent.”

	“And they sent you?”

	“N-no...I took it upon myself. Just trying to help out.”

	He narrowed his eyes slightly. “As Shade’s fiancée, you should know that Missy is my liaison. She would contact him if there was an urgent matter.”

	Cameo thought quickly. “Shade hasn’t mentioned any communications with her.”

	“Smart man,” he snickered. “Kittens don’t belong in the troop.”

	“Kittens?” She reiterated as a chill raced down her spine.

	“Women. They didn’t tell you that’s what female wannabe soldiers are called? I heard about your little foray with my men last year. Don’t be overstepping your boundaries just because they allowed you to partake in one mission. That was a one-time joyride for you, my dear. It’s time to settle down and accept your role in Shade’s life.”

	“Again, I’m sorry
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