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  “Hallee writes with such authentic detail that I felt the sweat drip off my brow, heard the buzz of the African jungle, and ran for dear life with Cynthia and Rick. A rich story of courage and seeing the world with new eyes. Riveting, this book will get under your skin and into your heart. Absolutely fantastic.”


  Susan May Warren, USA Today bestselling author, on Honor Bound


   


  “Hallee Bridgeman weaves a military suspense with romance for a fast-paced adventure. Word of Honor kept me turning pages all night long.”


  DiAnn Mills, author of Concrete Evidence, on Word of Honor


   


  “What a fabulous story with perfectly crafted characters who grab your heart from the opening page. I loved everything about it—from the witty dialogue to the breath-stopping suspense to the tender romance. Once I started, I couldn’t put it down. I highly recommend this book and can’t wait for the next one.”


  Lynette Eason, award-winning, bestselling author of the Extreme Measures series, on Honor Bound


   


  “This book has something for everyone—action, adventure, romance, and true-to-life sadness and grief. Hallee crafts a complex story infused with spiritual truth, wrapped around intriguing lead characters with complicated personalities and backgrounds. Phil and Melissa will have you rooting for them the whole way through.”


  Janice Cantore, retired police officer and author of Breach of Honor, on Honor’s Refuge
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  This book is dedicated to the men and women of the
United States Armed Forces.


  Thank you for your selfless service to our country.


  


  




  God is light and in Him is no darkness at all.


    —1 John 1:5
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	Cynthia Norton stood in the kitchen of her Alexandria, Virginia home, where the sharp tang of fresh pine cut through the heavy sweetness of simmering cinnamon. Outside, snow frosted the brick sidewalks, turning the wintery neighborhood into a silent, white-washed sanctuary, while inside, the low thrum of laughter chased away the chill. She stirred the crockpot of mulled cider, watching the steam braid itself into the air, carrying bright notes of clove and orange. She had looked forward to Christmas in this new home the moment she walked through the rooms when they had the final inspection. It had turned out exactly like she’d hoped.

	Their sun-drenched home sat nestled just outside DC, the Christmas tree shimmering with ornaments gathered from distant markets and dusty outposts. Stockings hung on the mantle, the names Rick and Cynthia rendered in neat, silver thread. This peace felt fragile, yet profound.

	She ran her hand over the taut curve of her belly. With only six weeks left, the baby had shifted, and Cynthia now carried the heavy, low weight of an infant ready to meet the world. Yesterday morning, she’d stood in the bathroom door while Rick shaved. Most of their marriage, he’d worn the beard of a Special Forces Operative. In his new position at the Pentagon, he no longer had relaxed grooming standards.

	“I’ve been having nightmares again,” she’d said.

	His eyes had met hers in the mirror. “Which ones?”

	She’d shrugged and fought back the urge to cry. “It’s hard to say. Kind of a mesh. What are we doing bringing a child into this world? It’s so dark and scary.”

	He’d wiped the remnants of the shaving soap off his face and turned, pulling her to him. “God is light and in Him is no darkness at all,” he’d said, quoting John.

	She’d smiled and sniffled. “You always know what to say.” When she’d looked up at him, she searched his face but found only love, no condemnation. “I don’t mean to get wimpy. It’s just scary.”

	He’d cupped her face with his hand and ran a thumb under her eye, catching a tear. “God has us. And you two have me.”

	She knew he’d kill and die for her. She felt a little foolish feeling that way, but she couldn’t pretend she didn’t. She reminded herself that even in the darkest times in history, warriors still existed and God still brought people through.

	With a resolute indrawn breath, she brought her thoughts back to the present and glanced at the clock. They still had a few hours before heading to Uncle Nathaniel's church for the evening service. She craved a moment of stillness to put her feet up.

	Friends—former teammates of her husband’s—filled her house. After the stifling humidity of Katangela, the jagged adrenaline of multiple hostage crises, and the hollow ache of endless deployments, their presence here felt like a hard-won sanctuary.

	Cynthia's eyes scanned the open space, taking in every face, every expression. Her husband stood by the fireplace, his broad shoulders dropping their usual combat-ready tension. Major Rick Norton, the unflinching former leader of his Special Forces A-Team, looked deceptively domestic in a simple sweater and jeans, though they couldn't mask his coiled, military precision. He caught her gaze and winked, his hazel eyes glinting with the same fierce focus that had first drawn her to him in the chaos of the jungle.

	She studied Phil Osbourne, the team's former medic turned emergency physician. He moved with a calculated grace now, his prosthetic hidden beneath his trousers, but Cynthia noticed the slight, weary tension in his gait. He shared a private laugh with his wife, Melissa, in the living room, his face finally free of the "trauma bay" mask he usually wore.

	Beside him, Bill Sanders spun a yarn about a shared mission, his thick Alabama drawl pulling chuckles from the group. Bill, with his easy, weathered grin, had always been the team's steadying hand. His wife, Lynda—formerly Culter, the razor-sharp FBI agent who could analyze a crime scene as easily as she cracked a joke—leaned against him, her hand anchored on his arm.

	Jorge and Emma Pena occupied the couch, Emma's head resting on Jorge's shoulder between bouts of laughter. Jorge, the team's former intelligence officer and now leader, possessed a keen, restless intellect that had navigated them through a dozen minefields. Emma, with her velvet-edged voice and granite composure, had once been an interrogator; now, she was simply home.

	Then there were Jerry and Olive McBride, the newlyweds. They had tied the knot at Thanksgiving after a frenetic engagement that began on a Caribbean cruise which had ended in a hail of gunfire with weapons smugglers. Jerry, the team's sniper, usually wore a mask of stoic silence that amplified the angry scar carved across his cheek, but Olive brought a rare, soft warmth to his expression. As a former Army nurse and current trauma nurse, she possessed a quiet steel that matched that of her husband.

	Cynthia set down the spoon and wiped her hands, her mind drifting. As Dr. Cynthia Myers—now Norton—she had fled to Africa to escape a scorching public scandal. There, in the suffocating heat of the jungle, a warlord had captured her, and Rick’s team had wrested her from the dark in a daring raid. Their love had taken root amid gunfire, flight, and fear, but it took the quiet of home for her to realize he was her entire world.

	"Cynthia, this cider smells like a memory," Melissa said, entering the kitchen. Melissa, with her soulful brown eyes and tightly coiled black hair, ran a domestic abuse shelter in Miami. She carried her own hidden maps of pain from a childhood of violence, but faith and Phil's unwavering love had mended the broken places.

	"It's Uncle Nathaniel's recipe. He always serves it after services." Cynthia handed a steaming mug to her friend. "How's the shelter? Any holiday miracles?"

	Melissa sipped, her features relaxing. "One mom reunited with her family after ten years of forced isolation. It was breathtaking to see her finally walk free."

	Rick appeared in the doorway, his commanding presence filling the kitchen. "Need a hand, Doc?" He wrapped an arm around her, his palm resting on the solid mound of her belly. Baby Norton thumped against his hand. “I hear you in there,” he murmured, his voice dropping to a low rumble.

	She leaned into him, breathing in the scent of cedar and clean skin. "Just soaking this in."

	He kissed her temple. "Me, too. This was exactly what we needed."

	Jorge wandered in, Emma trailing behind. "Smells like civilization," Jorge said, his lilting accent warm. "Reminds me of that debrief in the Gulf—minus the smoke and the smell of diesel and, you know, pirates."

	Emma laughed, her husky tone resonant. "And with far better company." She had been Selah then, a ghost who could coax truths from the hardest hearts. Now, she was Emma Pena, Jorge's equal in every way.

	Jerry and Olive joined them, their fingers intertwined. "This place is a sanctuary, Cynthia," Olive said. Her red hair glowed in the firelight, her smile radiant despite the lingering shadows of their recent trials.

	"Rick picked it—close to the capital, but far enough from the flagpole to hear the wind in the trees."

	The day they received
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  Sign up for Hallee’s monthly newsletter and get a free book! Every newsletter recipient is automatically entered into a monthly giveaway! The real prize is never missing updates about upcoming releases, book signings, appearances, or other events.


  



  Hallee’s Newsletter: Hallee’s Happenings


  halleebridgeman.com/NewsLetter
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