
  
  
      
        
          Rising Storm

          
		      
          Eliza Renton

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © [2024] by [Eliza Renton] 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without the written permission of the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.
This includes using all, or any part, of this book to train Artificial Intelligence.
Thank you for respecting the author's right to total ownership of their intellectual property.






  
  Rising Storm


Fear keeps them apart. Danger binds them together. 
Following his divorce, Storm focused on his job at Sentinel Security, appreciating, and enjoying to the full his return to single life. But everything changes when Jenna joins the team as their new medic. She’s gorgeous, dedicated and easy to talk to, and he's hooked from their first kiss.
 Jenna moved to New York for a fresh start, vowing to keep her distance from players like Storm. She’d been burned before and almost lost her son. But as she gets to know the man with the toe-curling kiss, she begins to question her strictly friends’ policy. 
Just as they’re beginning to work things out, someone starts targeting everyone they care about, and until Storm can eliminate the threat, he’ll do anything to protect Jenna and her son. As the danger escalates, they must confront their personal demons and the enemy before claiming the happiness they deserve.






  
  Eliza's note on language in this book


Dear Reader, 
I agonized over what I am about to tell you. Tom, Jenna’s son, is from London. But that's not what kept this author awake at night. Believe it or not, it was whether Tom should call Jenna mum, as he would, or mom, as he will probably learn to do as they build their home in the US.
In the interest of authenticity, I settled on mum. I understand, for some, this will read like a spelling mistake or set your teeth on edge, and while I wish your ears every good health, and certainly try my best not to make spelling errors, I couldn't twist Tom's tongue around something unnatural. Mmm, like Storm says, "that didn't quite come out the way I intended."
Thanks for your patience. Happy reading!
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  Chapter One


Another stakeout. Slam in the middle of Al-Shabaab’s territory, Somalia, waiting for the target to play their losing hand. They always did. 
Meanwhile, Storm seized another mind-numbing moment. Stakeouts—fun for all the family. They should emblazon that shit on a ball cap. Back to doodling in his dog-eared notebook, he wet his pencil with the tip of his tongue. Every one of his squiggles morphed into the contours of Jenna’s perfect body. He traced the curves of her perfect ass and added a touch of shading under the breasts of Sentinel’s gorgeous medical officer.
Self-inflicted torture, but healthier than smoking or sucking on candy. If only he hadn’t messed up the other night and kissed her. He should have read the signs, realized she needed more time.
In this blistering heat, he would sacrifice a finger for a moment of icy wind. Reaching for his canteen, he took a swig of water.
At least the pay at Sentinel made up for the shit he and his team endured on the company’s behalf. You love it. His smile earned an eyebrow raise from Winter.
“Buy a fucking bed. Any bed,” Trigger said.
His friend’s eyelids hovered at half-mast. If he didn’t know the ex-Royal Marine better, Storm would swear his teammate had nodded off. It must have been ten minutes since he posed the bed question. He pushed out a suffering sigh. “Man, it’s not that simple.”
“The fuck it ain’t.” Frustration simmered behind Trig’s black eyes.
The heat always made the fucker grumpy. Shifting sideways, Storm stretched his legs in his bud’s direction. “No, my friend. There are big beds. I’m leaning that way. Soft beds, water beds, and beds that contour a woman’s body.” He waved his hands around an imaginary torso. “And there are… Bottom line, you need to get out more.”
Trig’s head shuddered on his shoulders, begging him to get on with it.
“Stop right there, fuckhead. I get plenty of bed time. Anyhow, at the rate you bang, you’ll kill the springs in a week. Buy a cheap futon and auto-order a new one every three months.” Trigger reasoned. “Problem eliminated.”
“Tut, tut.” Storm shook his head. “Winter, you’re the senior here. Been banging, as Trig eloquently puts it, longer than any of us. What do you reckon?”
“Wouldn’t have a clue. Ever since Maggie moved into mine, sex in a bed hasn’t come up much.” Winter tipped the beak of his cap from his eyes. “Overrated compared to loving my woman in the shower, on the floor, couch, countertop.”
Storm stroked his chin, envious of how Winter’s granite profile softened whenever he spoke of Maggie. Several years younger, she adored the big feller. “Maybe I should get one of those blow-up sex dolls.”
“Watch your mouth,” Winter growled.
“Okay, okay. Easy. Joke.”
“Yeah, well. I’m shit sure you need to focus on something other than where you stick your dick next.” Winter pointed two fingers at his eyes and raised his chin at the houses up ahead. “The sooner we take care of this fucker, Hassan, the quicker we can all get bed cozy. Or in my case, Maggie has taken a shine to our new hammock.”
Storm leaned in. Keen to tell the old feller, snorting was not a great look. Hell, he would dribble next.
“Who do you think you’re kidding, man? If Jenna has any sense, she ain’t coming within a mile of your home, never mind your bed,” Trigger huffed.
“Doc? I have no idea what you’re talking about,” he dodged.
Trigger snorted. “Yeah, right.”
“Havoc, a little help, here?”
The man opened his mouth to deliver the magic bed commandment, just as the tangos woke the hell up.
Trigger sprang to his feet and raised his weapon. “Shots fired.”
“No shit.” Storm agreed. Three days they had been waiting. Now, so close to having his bed problem figured, the devil came out to play. They had it covered. One army ranger, a navy seal, a royal marine, and yours truly, ex delta. Time to put this sucker to bed. Storm grinned.
Two women, swamped in dark fabric, raving in Somali, raced at them. Mind-boggling, the way they moved so fast with all that material flapping around their legs. “What the fuck are they saying?”
“Death to the Infidel, sound right?” Havoc drawled.
Without breaking pace, the women hauled firearms from under their jilbabs. “Fuck me.” Storm’s gut clenched. Breathing deep, he raised his weapon and cushioned his finger against the trigger. Ready.
Sentinel’s Bravo Team were experts in all weapons. Personally, he preferred hand-to-hand combat over noisy shit. And death lost its shock early in his military career, though killing women sucked big time. It shouldn’t. Gender didn’t discriminate, and the dark gaze of these zealots in a dress meant they wouldn’t hesitate to end his sorry ass.
Havoc yelled for them to drop their weapons, but they kept right on coming. Given no choice, Trig roared into his head mic. “Winter.”
Two pops in quick succession. The women hit the dirt. Their sniper had taken the shot and absolved Storm of the responsibility. It sucked. A crazy gift. Later, over a cool one, he’d thank his brother.
“Storm, with me. Winter, Havoc, circle round back.” Trigger hollered. He added the hand signal they all recognized as he hurdled over the rear of the truck and tore ahead. Trusting his team to follow.
Storm braced his hand on the tire hub and vaulted after him. Head on a swivel, he scanned for shooters hidden in houses on either side of the narrow road. Sunlight sparkled off the muzzle of an AK-47, nosing its way from a window to his left.
“Your nine o’clock,” he yelled at Trig, who spun on his heel and fired. A bearded guy slumped over the ledge, twitched and gurgled one last time.
“Target down.” Storm confirmed into his comms as a girl, four, five years old at most, came from nowhere, clutching her teddy bear. Hell, no. He angled his body, creating a block between her and a sniper’s bullet. No one was killing a kid. He’d fucking die first.
Winter groaned. “Quit with the dance moves, Storm. She’s not a threat.”
Hugging the furry animal tight to her chest, the girl vanished behind the rear of a nearby truck. If the bear was a bomb, it traveled with her. Ahead, through the haze, he glimpsed Havoc’s camo jacket slipping around the side of a building.
Trig slowed his pace, dodged right, and signaled for Storm to shift left.
As soon as they were in position, hell’s doors gaped wide. A woman flew out of the hut, screaming, followed by an old man. His arm pinned a terrified boy to his thigh. Imprisoned, the kid’s breath locked in his tiny chest as he wriggled and kicked, but his legs were too short to make contact.
Storm swiped at the sweat on his forehead. Fuck me. How many kids are there? The old guy, mad as hell, eyes gleaming with hate, raised his chin, and issued a challenge.
By what had to be divine intervention, the kid broke free. Not knowing if the fucker had a weapon, Storm watched as the boy made it safely into the woman’s arms.
“It’s okay. Halkaan isaga tag,” Havoc shouted, waving his arm at them. “Get out of here.”
Clutching the kid, the woman disappeared behind the building.
“Heads up,” Trigger warned.
A shot rang out and a sharp sting pierced Storm’s ass. What the… He swung back to the old guy, who raised his weapon a second time. No fucking way. Storm fired, and with a grunt, pop hit the dirt.
Storm swiped his hand across his ass and stared at his palm, covered in blood. “You’re kidding me.” Pain crucified his ass and shot into his lower back. His right leg went numb.
“Son of a bitch.” Trigger chuckled. “Lean on me. Winter, cover us.”
“Roger that,” Winter acknowledged.
Storm hopped alongside Trigger and together, Havoc at their six, they made it clear.
“Where’s Hassan?” Havoc grumbled.
Storm’s leg scraped in the dirt. “Fuck knows.” All he wanted was a bed. Any bed.






  
  Chapter Two


Embarrassed. Jenna cringed at her big toe above the water in the bubbling foot spa. Yep. She sighed. Too long between pedicures. Sam sat next to her, waving a bottle of nail polish. 
Jenna peered at the label. “I’ve never heard of it.”
“Oh, come on.” Sam rolled her eyes. “Paint Every Town Red. Color of the month.
“Nope. Sorry.”
“And there’s proof. We should do this the fuck more often.” Sam stretched for the red wine on the small table beside her.
They clinked glasses. “Cheers.”
“Fuck, yeah.”
Jenna loved hanging out with Sam, envied her ability to swear and not give a damn who heard. Unfortunately, it still seemed like yesterday when her BFF saved her son after Baxter abducted him.
Tom nagged his mum to get out more, but she wasn’t ready to leave him at home alone just yet. Her rebound relationship with Baxter almost got him killed. She felt guilty for being clingy, insisting he come straight to Sentinel from school, and completely neurotic for being afraid he would vanish. Never make it home.
No wonder he kept stuff from her. Protected her. It should be the other way round. When Snake and Sam asked her to join them in New York, she had jumped at the chance to start fresh, but Tom hated leaving his friends. Social media catchups didn’t count.
Thank God he loved spending time with Sam. Spent most of his weekends helping her train her dogs. Free of mum’s over-protectiveness.
“Fuck me, this is good,” Sam groaned, her head resting against the huge massage chair.
Being pampered did feel amazing. Pushing her crap taste in men to the back of her mind, Jenna savored the peppery Merlot and thought of Storm. The prime reason she hadn’t returned any of his messages after their scorching lip lock was simple. Dating was not in her future. Not that Storm was anything like Baxter. She sighed.
Sam winked at her. “Me plates are blowing me kisses, thanking me for sharing the love.”
The girl clipping her cuticles quirked an eyebrow. Poor woman didn’t have a clue what her friend meant. Born and bred Londoners, she and Sam grew up around cockney rhyming slang. Plates of meat—feet.
“We should make this a regular event. Once a week, during our lunch break,” Jenna announced plonking her empty glass on the arm of her chair.
Sam cackled. “Hell, thinking of taking time off in the middle of the day is hilarious.” Her leg shot into the air, spraying water over the side of the bath. “Oh, sorry, love. I’m ticklish,” she apologized and thrust her foot into the water.
The girl smiled. Jenna nodded. “I think she gets it. So, you’re sticking with your color choice?”
“I am.” Sam shook the bottle of flame-colored polish sitting beside her. “You?”
“I’m going for Blue Moon.”
“Seriously? Thought you were pale pink all the way. What’s up?”
“Nothing. I feel like a change.”
“And I call bullshit.”
Damn. She never could hide anything from Sam.
“Out with it. Take another sip of this god-awful wine and spill. Would it have anything to do with you and Storm sneaking off the other night?” Sam said, her eyebrows doing a jig.
“You noticed?” Her, and who else?
“Remember, I train search and rescue dogs. Scent training must rub off on me. What happened? Did lover boy get around to making his move?”
Jenna ducked her head. Her cheeks flushed. Storm’s kiss had woken up her libido faster than a shot of tequila. “No, nothing like that. We kissed. No big deal. A peck,” she lied as Sam’s eyes narrowed. “He apologized.” Her bad, but they hadn’t spoken since. A real shame because Tom enjoyed his company.
Storm was a gentleman. Gorgeous. And, underneath the macho, alpha thing, all the Sentinel men had going on, she sensed a softer side. One she might enjoy getting to know better. If things were different. If Tom’s dad, Rob, hadn’t died and left her prone to hooking up with nut jobs like Baxter on the rebound.
“Come on Jenna. When the team returns, call him and clear the air.”
“Yeah, you’re right. Will do, mum.” Not one of her prouder moments, ghosting the guy.
“By the way. Don’t forget Mia’s birthday bash. There will be dancing. Princess with Two Left Feet here plans on making a clomping idiot of herself, and I expect you to be there with me. Copy.” Sam nudged her elbow.
“Copy. Will Linda be there?”
“Yes.”
“Only she can be, er… moody.”
“A bitch. I hear you.”
Jenna hadn’t forgotten the day she first met Sentinel’s receptionist. One of Sam’s bonding lunches with the girls. Maggie, Winter’s fiancé, loved knitting, so they had stopped at a yarn store in the East Village. Linda had given her a hard time, blamed her for making them late for their reservation.
“Like it or not, as my darling husband insists, Linda is Sentinel family. We can handle all comers. Right? Besides, it will do you good. Cheer you up.”
“I’ll think about it.” Crowds freaked her out, and aside from the odd glass, she stayed away from alcohol. After Rob’s death, she’d lost herself in the bottle. An ugly time and one she regretted. She shuddered every time she remembered her son helping his mum up off the bathroom floor. “Jake, Tom’s friend, has invited him to go skiing in Vermont that weekend.”
“Perfect. I never knew the lad skied.” Sam lifted her feet out of the water and placed them on either side of the footbath.
“Rob had him on skis as soon as he could walk. Heli skiing in New Zealand was their last trip together before he died. I won’t sleep, but I can’t say no. It’s taken him almost a year to make friends.” While he was gone, she’d make sure she took the long way home after work to avoid the liquor store.
Twenty minutes later, they were done. Jenna beamed at her revitalized feet.
Sam grinned. “They look great. Let’s go. There’s a new gelato shop opened midtown. I see a Rocky Road in our future.”
“You’re mad. It’s forty degrees! Anyway, I should get back. I’ve a ton of work.”
Sam pouted. “My treat.”
“Okay. I could do with a sugar hit.”
“Great.”
Sam had just finished paying when, wouldn’t you know it, in walked Linda?
“Hiya,” Sam greeted her, but kept walking.
“Wait,” Linda called after them.
They both turned. “Sorry, gotta run. Enjoy your pedicure.” Sam said.
“Hell. You’re joking. On my salary? This place is way too expensive for me, and I’d rather walk on hot coals than let anyone near my feet.”
Jenna cringed. The woman was uber scary when she scowled.
“Hell? You got that right, Linda, and it’s where I’ll be heading if I’m not back by the time Snake is ready to leave. It’s our first date night in six months. The boss is planning something mega, and I still need to shower and change.”
Linda shrugged. “Snake sent me. Wants Jenna back, now.”
Jenna had no idea what her squinty eyeball meant, but she shivered.
“Some sort of emergency.”
“Rain check on the gelato.” Sam winked.
“Sure.”






  
  Chapter Three


“Bet you wish you bought that bed. Any bed.” Trigger chortled. 
Son of a bitch. “Shut the hell up.” Storm tried not to wince at the prod in the ribs. His ass burned while his best mate sat in the plane seat next to him, giggling like a two-year-old.
“I got you, bro.” Winter’s deep voice hummed in tune to the plane’s engine. “Our den has a great couch. Besides, Maggie wouldn’t let me hear the end of it if I left you alone in your place without a bed. Injured and all. Thinking of you sleeping on the floor would break her big, soft heart.”
Storm cleared his throat. A reflex whenever he saw the mellow glint in their eyes when his teammates mentioned their women. Except Trig. he had been married, but never spoke about his ex, which, if his divorce had been anything like his own, he understood.
“Or there’s that hammock at mine,” Havoc chimed in.
“Thanks, but no thanks.” He remembered the faded rag battened to the fire escape outside the closet-sized apartment Havoc and Mia were renting while the builders finished their dream house in Westchester. Havoc’s mom had had the sense to haul her grandson off, to stay with relatives in Florida.
Seatbelt on. The sign flickered above him.
“Passengers and cabin crew, please take your seats. We are expecting some turbulence as we commence our descent into JFK.” The captain advised over the PA system.
Peachy. Anticipating a rocky ride, pain twisted its grip on his right hamstring and gnawed at his sitz bone.
“Use this,” Trigger smirked and shoved his pillow into Storm’s chest.
“Yeah, man. Have mine.” Two more squishy squares, smelling of sleep and sweat, soared over his head.
“Fifty bucks says he pukes within the next ten,” Winter added.
“Jeez, guys, you’re all heart.”
“Aw, don’t be a pussy. Does your bum hurt?” Trigger snickered.
“This shit is bordering on harassment.” Storm shifted ninety percent of his weight onto his left cheek and shoved the pillows under the other.
“Yeah. Allow the arsehole some peace.” Trig swiped a mock tear from the corner of his eye.
Storm chuckled. None of his brothers pretended to give a fuck.
As the pilot took his sweet time landing the damn plane, he cursed every air pocket touch down. With a mega exhale that could have sent them airborne again, he scrambled to his feet, and claimed his gear from the overhead. Resting one elbow on the top of the seat in front of him, he willed the doors to open—fast.
The conversation turned serious as they exited the terminal and headed to the car park. To a man, they loathed failing. Especially when casualties were involved and the target wasn’t apprehended. Shit happened.
Their mission had been FUBAR from start to finish, and the sight of the old guy, bleeding out from a massive chest wound, haunted him. Nothing made sense. Women, kids, geriatrics. And no Hassan.
“Car’s up ahead,” Winter motioned at the vehicle Linda had waiting for them in the lot.
Opening the door, Storm gingerly arranged himself on the back seat, leaving the others to load up and get them on their way. Havoc drove, smoothly navigating out of JFK, onto the Grand Central Parkway, and heading for the city.
The mother of a headache thumped behind his eyeballs. He didn’t care if he owned a bed. A space on the floor to crash would do just fine. He’d slept in worse places.
Up front, sitting next to Havoc, Trigger shoved his phone in the holder on the dash, placed it on speaker, and called the boss.
“Evening, gentlemen. Glad you made it home safe after your assignment.” Snake’s English accent made Storm’s rear sound like royalty.
Ha, fucking ha. “Not you, too, boss.”
“Storm, my friend. Jenna is standing by, waiting for you at Sentinel.”
The idea of Jenna’s hands on his ass sounded like perfect medicine, but she had answered none of his calls. Made it clear, she had no interest in any aspect of his anatomy. “Thanks, it’s just a scratch. It’s late. Tell Doc the guys will drop me off at Bellevue. Nothing a few stitches can’t fix.”
“No way.” Trig objected.
“Way. I’m a big boy. I’ll catch a cab home.”
Winter sniggered and slapped Storm on the shoulder. “Man. Stop talking out your ass.”
Havoc nodded in agreement.
Fucking bottom feeders.
“No argument, Storm.” Snake insisted. “Might take hours to get you triaged and I need you up, and present in the office, asap.”
The boss had a point. Saturday night, Bellevue emergency would be a nightmare full of druggies, knife wounds, and battered women.
His blood pressure kicked up a notch. According to Linda, the last man in Jenna’s life had been handy with his fists. Their receptionist had a talent for ferreting out personal information. Lousy at keeping secrets.
“Jenna is more than capable, and she’s seen more than a few hairy arses. Yours is nothing special. Trust me,” said Snake.
“All due respect, Boss. How the heck would you know? My ass is…”
As one, all three of his teammates flashed him the palm and shook their heads. “Too much information?” he mouthed. About fucking time.
“Settled. The rest of you. My office. Over and out.” Snake ended the call.
Relieved when they pulled up outside Sentinel HQ, Storm ran a hand over his face and sighed. Five minutes into the trip, his wound had started bleeding.
Jenna was stamping her feet on the sidewalk, arms wrapped around her middle. He shook his head. How long had she been waiting in the cold? Prepared to tell her to move into the warm, out of the wind, Storm opened his door. But before he could swivel onto his uninjured cheek, Jenna ducked, hooked her arm across his back, and did her best to haul all two-forty pounds of him out and onto the sidewalk. “Easy, Doc.”
“Lean on me, hero. Let’s get you inside.”
Height wise Jenna struggled to make it to his shoulder, but she was strong for her size. Always kept her cool when the going got tough. Still, he was big, heavy, and he didn’t want to hurt her. He leaned on his palm and pushed, not too hard. The last thing he wanted was to knock her over as he hauled his massive frame out of the back seat.
“Go ahead.” Jenna nodded at the others. “Snake is in his office waiting for you. I’ll take care of him.”
Storm wrapped his arm tighter around Jenna’s shoulder and pulled her closer. “Promises, promises.”
“Like that is it soldier boy? Just how many pain meds have you taken?”
“Now that hurts, Doc. This ain’t no pork chop soldier boy. This is prime Delta beef.”
Jenna huffed. “Whatever you say.”
“Okay, Jenna. I can see you have this covered. Catch you later with a sitrep, bud,” Trig smirked.
His teammates headed for Snake’s office. He hated missing the debrief, but being this close to Jenna, her thigh nudging his side as he limped along the corridor, more than made up for his disappointment.
My ass might be in trouble, but there ain’t nothing wrong with my cock. Big fella loved the sway of her hips, twitched when her coffee brown eyes gazed at him from under those super long eyelashes. As far as he could tell, Jenna never used makeup, didn’t need it. At work, she kept her thick, wavy hair pulled back in a no-nonsense ponytail.
A heart the size of Jupiter. The woman never stopped taking care of the Sentinel team, their families. Her son. Yeah, family. The word hung like a medal behind that field shirt stretched over her perfect breasts.
A few steaks short of her target weight. Storm would slap money on the table she didn’t eat until after she’d made sure she fed Tom before he left for school.
“Take off your pants and lie on the bed,” Jenna ordered as she pulled on her white coat.
“Yes, sir, ma’am.” Spick and span professional. Her guard up—always. Storm cocked an eyebrow and undid the button on his jeans. Took his sweet time, enjoying the slow drop of her jaw as his zipper hit the last rung and his cock sprang free.
Okay, her giggle could have dampened his ego if her smile didn’t light up his dark day. So, here he was, jeans at half mast, his dick aimed at the shy doc.
One elegantly shaped eyebrow arched and for a mistaken minute, he reckoned she might turn her back and give him privacy.
“Lie on your stomach.”
“Right.” He shucked the denim and did as she asked. Should he apologize for being a tease, making her blush? Wouldn’t matter. His rock-hard attraction to her faced front and center.
If it hadn’t been for his recent over-eager slip. The kiss. Jenna might have stuck around long enough for him to ask her out on a proper date. But after he lost count of how many unanswered messages he sent, apologizing, he stayed away. Unless she joined the team for a meeting, then he sat next to her. She smelled amazing, which made him say stupid shit.
Cool fingertips probed the edges of the bullet wound. He winced, screwed his face into a ball. Just a graze, but one he intended to milk as long as he could if it kept her delicate hands on him.
Storm lowered his eyelids, and instead of the pads of her fingers, he imagined her lips peppering his ass with kisses, licking the crease between his butt cheeks.
Her brown eyes turned black. Wow! Where had her brain gone? Bonus, if it had snuck into the same erotic zone as his.
With his cheek squished against a thin pillow, Storm pictured Jenna’s sunny smile, the magnet that drew him to her, spreading across her face as she rode him into oblivion.
“You were lucky. All joking aside. Gunshot wounds to the gluteal region can have serious consequences, damage to your pubic bone, rectum, or your peritoneal and stomach area.”
“Okay, Doc. I get the picture.” The thought made him queasy. Had to be the drugs Havoc pumped into him on the plane.
“Right then. I’ll finish cleaning the wound and stitch you up. Send you home with antibiotics and something for your pain. If I didn’t value my breath, I’d say no PT for a week. At least.”
He twisted his chin over his shoulder. “You’re joking?”
“Dead serious. I assume you are up to date with your tetanus shots?”
Her palm rested at the base of his spine. Tender and… Nah. The kiss, dumbass, that fucking boulder you rolled across that path.
Yeah! Good thing too. He’d sworn off relationships after his ex, Christine, walked out on him. Never spent more than a single night with a woman. An unforgettable night. He made sure of that, but once the dawn crept through the blinds, no exchanging numbers or, “I’ll call you,” spilled from his lips.
“Storm?”
“Yeah?”
“Where did you go? I asked if you were okay with a local anesthetic. I can knock you out if you prefer. Earlier, you seemed to be in a lot of pain.” She winked.
Doc had his number, and then some. “No. Kill the numbing agent. Let’s get this over with so I can catch the end of the debrief.”
“Are you sure? A small prick.” She pointed to the tip of her pinkie. “Promise. This will stay between you and me, if that’s why you’re worried.”
“Oh, hilarious. Enough with the below my belt jokes. Trust me, Doc. I have no worries when it comes to any part of my anatomy. I just want out of here.” His tone was harsher than planned.
Way to go, Bozo. He could be mistaken, but he swore she flinched. Didn’t intend for that to happen. He saved his mean for the enemy.
“Okay, then. I’d give you something to bite on. Pity, I gave my last bone to George.”
Her spine straightened, the spark in her eyes returned. A survivor. He gnashed his teeth and bit the sheet beneath him, shaking his head like a rabid dog just to be rewarded with a smile as wide as the Hudson River. Stunning. “Stab me, doc.” Right through my fucking heart. “Why didn’t you answer my calls?”
“Sorry. I’ve been busy. Let’s catch up for breakfast one morning next week?” she offered.
“Sure. How’s Tom going at school?”
“Great. Relax. This won’t take long, then you’re free to play with the boys. For the record, my boy misses you, too.”






  
  Chapter Four


Jenna ought to fix her full attention on treating Storm, but half her brain scrambled to find something to say to break the awkward atmosphere. He had every right to be peeved, considering she ghosted him. 
The nervous ache in her stomach made her bite down and roll her lips as her fingers worked fast, cleaning the wound and finishing the stitches. “There. All done. You’re free to go.”
“Thanks.”
“Careful. Here, let me help you.” She offered her arm.
“No need. All good, Doc.” Storm grinned and rolled onto his side and onto his feet.
An acrobatic feat that left her hand dangling mid-air as she admired his perfect arse limping toward the debrief room. The Sentinel War Room.
Jenna scooped the dirty sheet off her treatment bed, tossed it into the laundry hamper, put her instruments into the sterilizer, and scrubbed her hands. The rest could wait until morning.
Dead on her feet, she turned off the lights and headed for home. Outside the debrief room, she was surprised to see Storm leaning against the wall. When he winced, she rushed to his side, thinking maybe she had missed something or, more like it, he hadn’t told her everything. “Hey, you okay?” She grabbed his elbow.
“They’re gone,” he grumbled.
“Where?” Priceless. The look on his face. Ever since she’d known him, vulnerable little boy, Storm was never far from the surface. He tried to hide his softer side behind cocky banter, but she was pretty sure even his teammates saw through him.
“O’Malley’s.” He waved his phone.
Unhappy the boys left without him. He cursed under his breath. Jenna smiled and stepped closer. Sweet, how he tried, seldom successfully, not to swear out loud in front of her. Jenna waited for him to decide what to do next.
“Car’s out back. See you tomorrow, Doc.”
She watched him leave. His body really was as impressive from the back as the front. Earlier, he’d gone for shock value when he lowered his pants and succeeded.
“’Night. Drive safe.” Her smile fake, voice too bright, she turned off the rest of the lights. Maybe she should have offered to drive him, but she needed a couple hours of sleep before she faced another, no time for lunch, day.
Half way out the door, she remembered she still had on her bright blue clinic clogs. Two minutes later, she’d changed, punched in the security code, and finally made it out the door.
Round back, in the small lot where everyone parked their cars, the last person she expected to see slumped against the gate, head bowed, was Storm. She reached for his wrist. “How are you feeling? Truth, this time.” His pulse was strong, a little fast, but no reason for concern. His gaze met hers the second she lowered his hand.
“Peachy,” he grumbled.
Of course, how could she be so dumb? The team had arrived in a rental vehicle
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