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      In the thrilling conclusion of the sexy Code Name Stargate series, ex-CIA agent Dylan “Hawk” Steele returns to Washington D.C. after years on the run. While trying to defeat the enemies that have wreaked havoc on his life, he has a fated encounter with ex-girlfriend Zara Richardson. She’s the only woman he’s ever loved, and she may be the only one who can help expose the evil conspiracy steeped in revenge and megalomania that reaches into the upper echelons of power.

      Teamed up with four other precognitive ex-Stargate agents—all gifted with the same foresight as he, and having psychic visions of a devastating doomsday event—a race against time ensues. Can they save democracy and rekindle the love they’d once shared?
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      With his back to the three-story building, Dylan Steele sat down at one of the café’s outdoor tables. It wasn’t busy. From here, he could see everybody entering and leaving the coffee shop that was open until early evening. It was getting dark, and the air felt muggy like during most of the summer months in Washington D.C. Even though it was still mid-June, and the temperatures hadn’t quite risen to the unbearable heat common in August, Dylan felt rivulets of sweat run down his back, making his casual shirt stick to his skin. He wasn’t used to this humidity anymore. He’d spent the last four years in the cooler climate of the Pacific Northwest and along the Canadian border, hiding from his enemies. However, circumstances had demanded that he come back to Washington D.C., back to the place where it had all begun, and where it had to end. Once and for all.

      Dylan sipped his iced coffee, before setting the plastic cup back on the round bistro table. A tealight candle sitting in a glass bowl filled with multi-colored glass pebbles cast abstract figures that danced in rhythm with the flickering flame on the table. Dylan merely pretended to look at the candle, when in reality he let his eyes roam without moving his head, without giving away that he was watching his surroundings like a hawk. Assessing, analyzing, always alert.

      Maybe his watchful eye was the reason he’d been given the code name Hawk. And while the CIA program he’d once been part of didn’t exist anymore, he was still Hawk, and he would always have to be vigilant like a hawk if he wanted to survive. The Stargate program was no more, but that didn’t mean that his enemies had vanished too. His enemy could be sitting at one of the other bistro tables, or inside the café, or perhaps across the street in a parked car, watching him, waiting for the best opportunity to strike.

      He’d never been one to give into paranoia, but he knew when to keep his guard up. Maybe coming here was a trap, but he had to take the risk. He also knew that his survival hinged on whether the person meeting him here tonight was friend or foe. Trust didn’t come easy for him, but he would have to trust his gut once more, and hope that the instincts that had kept him alive for the last four years were still as sharp as ever. He crossed his fingers that the years away from D.C. hadn’t made him negligent, because one moment of distraction could mean death.

      From the corner of his eye, Dylan saw a man exit the café, a cup of coffee and a piece of pastry in his hands. The guy had entered the café three minutes earlier. Without hesitation, the stranger who looked to be in his mid to late thirties, walked toward him, put his purchased items on the bistro table, and sat down with such confidence that a casual observer would assume they met at the same table every day.

      “Hey,” the man with the dark hair and the five o’clock shadow said. “How’ve you been?”

      Dylan gave a curt nod, while his nape prickled with awareness. “And you?”

      “Same.” The stranger took a sip from his coffee, before adding, “Ever seen the movie Zulu? Michael Caine starred in it.”

      There it was: the message to identify him as the man he was supposed to meet. Not that it was necessary. The prickling sensation on his nape had already identified the stranger. Dylan had first felt that same sensation when he’d met Henry Sheppard, the man who’d recruited him into the top-secret CIA program, in person. It had been a revelation.

      “I saw Zulu only a few days ago,” Dylan replied, though he wasn’t talking about the movie, but the man whose code name was Zulu. Zulu was the reason why Dylan had traveled to Washington D.C.

      “It’s good to finally meet you. I’m Ace.”

      Dylan nodded, then rubbed his nape, not used to the feeling that was present whenever he was near a precognitive like Ace. It was nature’s way of like recognizing like. He too was a precognitive like Ace and Zulu, and the other agents of the CIA program that had been compromised four years earlier and sent them all running for their lives.

      “Zulu vouched for you,” Dylan said. “He said you want to get the band back together.” He kept his voice low while he scanned his surroundings, watching as the couple at the table closest to his was getting up to leave.

      “That’s right. He told me you were laying low in the West all these years.”

      “Funny. He never told me much about you.”

      “With good reason,” Ace said quietly, before taking a bite from his pastry.

      Dylan tipped his chin up. “What reason would that be?”

      “I’m the leader of the band so to speak. If they get me, they get the others, and everything we know… Couldn’t risk exposure.”

      “And what makes you the leader?”

      Ace smirked. “I called dibs.”

      “Again, funny.”

      “Gotta keep your ability to laugh once in a while. The things we’re dealing with are too serious.”

      Ace wasn’t wrong. What they were dealing with was sobering. Dangerous even. And probably impossible to prevent. A nightmarish vision of death and destruction. The doomsday vision, Zulu had called it. It appeared that all the agents from the now-defunct Stargate program shared it.

      “I know what you are. But Zulu mentioned that others switched sides. How can I trust you, and how can you trust me?” Dylan asked.

      “The fact that you were hiding away in the West for the past four years already tells me all I need to know.”

      “And what is that?”

      “You’re still with us. You haven’t switched sides.”

      “Why would I, after everything Sheppard gave me?” Dylan shook his head. Henry Sheppard, the leader of their program, and a precognitive himself, had given him a place to belong, a reason not to feel like a freak of nature. For the first time in his life, he’d felt that somebody understood him. But now that person was gone.

      “I’m glad you feel that way.” Ace leaned forward. “Now the question is: do you want in?”

      Dylan looked at him for a long while. “Tell me something. When Sheppard recruited us, why didn’t he put us all together so we’d know each other?”

      “To protect us.” Ace ran a hand through his hair. “Though I think he was wrong. We’re stronger together, not apart.”

      “How many, apart from Zulu and you, are there?”

      “On our side? Three others so far.”

      “You think that’s enough?”

      “No. But with everyone who joins us, we’ll get stronger.”

      “To stop what’s coming.”

      Ace nodded. “You see it too.”

      “Yes, more often than I care to admit.”

      Because the visions he had about a catastrophic event that he needed to stop were becoming more frequent. As if the event would happen soon. Maybe working together with men who were like him, precognitives with visions of future events, they could succeed and prevent this vision from becoming reality. But was it worth the risk of trusting somebody he didn’t know? Could he put his life in this man’s hands?

      “It’ll happen soon,” Ace said, looking straight at him. “We don’t have much time left. Are you in or out?”

      “I don’t know whether I can trust you. You know more about me than I know about you. Give me something. Something that tells me that you are still on the side of the good. That you want to get justice for Sheppard’s death and stop the person behind all this.”

      Ace’s jaw tightened visibly. “I’m his son.”

      Dylan sucked in a breath. He hadn’t expected that. Zulu hadn’t mentioned anything when they’d met in Washington State, other than a group of them was trying to find out who’d murdered Henry Sheppard, and take the bastard down.

      “I had no idea he had a son,” Dylan said.

      “He adopted me when he found out that I was like him. I was a young boy, an orphan. I’ll never turn against what my father stood for. And I’ll never stop until I’ve found the person responsible for his death.”

      The conviction in Ace’s voice made Dylan’s chest tighten with compassion. He too had loved Sheppard and wanted justice for him. Maybe finally, nearly four years after his death, his killer would be brought to justice.
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      Zara Richards stepped on the escalator that took her out of the Metro station. When she reached the street level, the sun had already set, but the air was still warm. Her light summer dress was clinging to her, and she carried the blazer she’d worn in the morning over her arm. It was busy here too. The neighborhood was popular with residents as well as tourists because of the many great restaurants that lined the narrow streets.

      She popped into the deli on the corner, picked up pre-packed sushi and a salad, before paying for her purchases and leaving the store. She wasn’t in the mood to cook tonight, and she wasn’t very hungry either. One of the other staffers in the office had brought pastries after lunch, and she’d indulged in the sweet treats.

      With the plastic bag carrying her dinner, Zara crossed the street and walked along the next block. She glanced at the tables outside the coffee shop where she always bought her morning coffee on the way to work, when her heart suddenly skidded to a halt. She froze, unable to take another step or another breath, because what she saw jolted her to the core. She knew the man sitting at one of the outdoor tables in deep conversation with another. He hadn’t changed much in the four years since she’d seen him last. Since he’d dumped her by text message. Like a coward.

      Dylan Steele still looked as handsome as ever. His black hair was short, his skin a little more leathery than before. He had a five-o’clock shadow, which she’d always liked on him. He looked rugged, like a man who wasn’t quite tamed, a man whose appearance had bad boy written all over him. Five years ago, she’d fallen head over heels for him. The chemistry between them had been explosive, and they’d been dating for nearly eleven months, practically living together, even though Dylan still had his own apartment on the other side of town.

      She’d never understood why he’d left her from one day to the next. His text message still stunned her today.

      We can’t be together. Please forget me. I’m sorry.

      When she’d tried to call him to find out what was going on, his number had already been disconnected. And his apartment to which she still had the key was still furnished, but all his personal items were gone. He’d vanished without a trace. Without an explanation.

      The old anger churned back up inside her. She’d never truly gotten closure. She’d never had the chance to question him about his actions. They’d been so good together. Their relationship had been perfect, and fool that she was, she’d thought that they would get married eventually. Had Dylan panicked when they’d talked about renting a small house together? Had everything been happening too fast for him?

      She’d never gotten answers to her many questions. But now she would. Because even though it was over between them, she needed to find out why he’d left her. Maybe then, when she heard the cold hard truth that he’d never really loved her, she would be able to finally kill the love she still felt for him. She would be able to go on with her life and not compare every man to Dylan. She would finally see his flaws and realize that she should be glad that he’d left her.

      Zara pulled in a few steadying breaths and noticed that her heart was thundering in her chest, and her palms were sweaty. She could blame it on the humidity in the city, but she knew her physical state was a direct reaction to Dylan. The knowledge that in a few seconds she would be close enough to touch him, close enough to inhale his male scent, close enough to see her own reflection mirrored in his blue eyes, made her feel like a nervous teenager about to ask her school’s quarterback to dance with her.

      She shouldn’t feel like this. She was an adult, and had turned thirty-six not even a month ago. She called on the anger that she’d tried to suppress for such a long time, and relied on it to lend her courage now. She’d always been somebody who’d avoided confrontations, but today, she wanted this confrontation. In fact, she needed it. She needed to tell him what a jerk he’d been, what a bastard to have dumped her so callously.

      Lifting her chin, and pulling her shoulders back, Zara set one foot in front of the other, ready to tell Dylan what she thought of him.
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      Ace leaned over the table, lowering his voice, while handing him a small piece of paper. “So we’re agreed. Tomorrow at 9 a.m. This is the address.”

      Nodding, Dylan took the piece of paper and read it. “Okay.”

      “Memorize it, then burn it.”

      Ace rose and turned to leave. Dylan took another look at the paper, having already memorized the address, and held it over the candle on the table. It caught fire, and a moment later, he dropped it down on the table, where it burned completely, leaving only ash.

      When Dylan looked up again, Ace was already on the sidewalk, heading down the narrow road on foot. Dylan rose, leaving the half-empty plastic cup of iced coffee on the table, when he saw somebody come toward him. For a moment, he couldn’t see the woman’s face because of the headlights of a car silhouetting her. But a second later, the outside lights of the café illuminated her face.

      He felt his heart stop, and he stood there as if suddenly paralyzed. His mouth went dry, and he couldn’t form a coherent thought. He tried to recall what he’d been taught in his training as a CIA agent to deal with a situation like this, but nothing came to mind. He couldn’t think straight. He’d never been able to think straight when it came to Zara, and that hadn’t changed, even though he hadn’t seen her in four years. Clearly, time didn’t heal all wounds. Nor had it killed his love for her.

      Zara hadn’t changed a bit. She was still as beautiful as ever, maybe even more so now because he knew he didn’t have a snowball’s chance in hell of getting her back. He’d messed that up royally. He’d panicked four years ago, and by the time he’d thought things through and figured out a way to stay safe, and keep her safe too, it had been too late to take it all back.

      “Zara.”

      She stopped right in front of him, her green eyes glaring at him, her long blond hair caressing her shoulders. She looked like a water nymph in the light summer dress in green and blue pastel colors. Like an apparition. Perhaps he was hallucinating, daydreaming like he often did when he thought of her. And of what he’d lost. Of what he’d given up. Of what he had to give up. Because he hadn’t had a choice, not back then, not when he’d had to run for his life. Some nights, he dreamed of her, of the time they’d spent together, the plans they’d had.

      “Dylan.”

      Her voice had an edge to it, one he’d never heard in her. It was proof that she wasn’t an apparition, but real, because in a hallucination her voice would sound sweet and sensual, teasing and beguiling. Not pissed off.

      “How, ahm…” He didn’t know what to say to her. How are you? It seemed hardly appropriate.

      Her jaw clenching Zara sucked in an audible breath. “You’re back?”

      The accusing tone in her voice wasn’t a surprise to him. She had every right to accuse him.

      “Yeah, I’m back.”

      “You owe me an explanation.” Her voice grew louder.

      Dylan glanced around, and noticed a single man at a table close by casting them a curious glance. This wasn’t a good place for a conversation with Zara. A conversation that would get loud and ugly.

      “I know.”

      “Then talk!”

      “Not here.” He reached for her arm, but she sidestepped him. He dropped his hand. “Sorry.”

      “I want to know why you left,” she demanded. “After everything we had…”

      He heard how her voice broke, and knew that if she cried, they would make an even bigger scene at the café, and with everybody taking videos of altercations these days, he knew his face would be plastered all over social media instantly, and his enemies would find him in a nanosecond.

      “I promise I’ll tell you everything you want to know. Just not here.” He tried to think of a place where they wouldn’t be overheard. “Somewhere private.”

      Zara nodded stiffly. “My apartment is two blocks from here.”

      He registered quickly that this meant that she’d moved since he’d left four years earlier. It didn’t surprise him. For a moment, he hesitated, but he didn’t have a better idea. The small hotel he was staying at was on the outskirts of Washington D.C.

      “Okay.”

      As he followed Zara to the sidewalk and began to walk next to her in silence, he wondered how much he could tell her. She deserved the truth, but how much of the truth? Could he tell her of the precognitive skills that had made him and others of his kind the nation’s most powerful asset? She would think he was crazy. And how could he explain to her why he’d had to go to ground four years ago, because somebody had killed the leader of the CIA’s Stargate program, and was sending assassins after all agents? She would think he was paranoid. But paranoia had kept him alive. Several agents had already been murdered, and more would die, if Ace and his motley crew couldn’t stop whoever had betrayed them.

      Taking on their enemy would be dangerous. Could he really in all good conscience tell Zara about this? Did he have the right to scare her just to clear his own conscience by giving her the true reason why he’d left her and made it impossible for her to find him? She would be better off not knowing. Ignorance was bliss. But it would mean lying to her. And he was done lying to her. She deserved better. She deserved the truth, even if it didn’t change anything about the past. Or the future, because they had none. Because after four years without him, Zara had moved on.
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      Zara crossed the street with Dylan walking next to her, silence spreading between them. Her heart raced. Too many things went through her head. When the other man had left the table, she’d watched Dylan burn a piece of paper, which she’d found strange to say the least. Neither of the two men had smoked, she was certain of that, so she certainly couldn’t have mistaken it for cigarette smoke. And when she’d approached and gotten a look at the table, she’d seen the charred remains of the small piece of paper. Odd.

      After his initial surprise, Dylan had quickly become calm and collected. It annoyed her even more, because she was anything but calm and collected. She was furious, and she wished she could yell at him right now, and pound her fists against his chest to make him understand how he’d hurt her. Instead, she’d agreed that they could talk in private, and idiot that she was, she’d invited him to her apartment.

      How stupid! As if she wanted to be alone with him!

      But she couldn’t back down now. It would make her look weak. And she needed to look strong for this fight, even if she didn’t feel strong. Just walking next to him, her old feelings for him bubbled to the surface. He’d always been able to make her knees weak just by looking at her. And even now, she had to stop herself from walking closer to him, because if she brushed up against him, her self-control would shatter.

      Yeah, she had it bad. But she was determined not to let his charm steamroll her this time. All she wanted was to find out why he’d left her. And once she knew, she would be able to move on and live her life without thinking of him, without comparing every man to him, with none of them measuring up.

      As soon as he’d answered her question to her satisfaction, she would show him the door. And that would be the end of it. And nothing would change that.

      By the time they entered her third-floor walk-up, she was mentally prepared for anything. Dylan closed the door behind them, and walked into the small one bedroom apartment that cost half a month’s salary. She noticed him glance around, but she was all out of patience.

      Zara placed her take-out food on the coffee table, and tossed her handbag and her jacket onto an armchair.

      “We’re alone. Now talk!” She folded her arms across her chest, steeling herself for the truth. Had he left her for another woman? She didn’t know what would be worse, Dylan having gotten cold feet because they were planning to move in together, or him falling in love with another woman.

      Dylan cleared his throat. “I told you back then that I worked for a lobbying firm. That was a lie.” He looked at her as if he wanted to check her reaction first.

      “Why would you lie about your job?”

      “Because I had to. I was recruited by the CIA over twelve years ago.”

      The news stunned her. “You’re a CIA agent?” She shook her head, only half believing his claim. Anybody could say they were a CIA agent. After all, it wasn’t something she could verify independently.

      “I was.”

      “Let’s say I believe that you were working for the CIA, that still doesn’t explain why you left without an explanation.” She brushed her hair back from her face. “Besides, if you were recruited twelve years ago, it means you were an agent when we were together, so don’t tell me you left me because of your job.”

      Dylan reached out to touch her arm, making her realize that she’d started gesticulating like she always did when she was agitated.

      “Please, Zara, hear me out,” Dylan said in a soft tone, while he squeezed her arm gently to emphasize his demand.

      He’d always been able to do this, to soothe her when she was upset, and now he was using the same skill to pacify her, but she couldn’t allow it. She pulled her arm back so he had to release his hold.

      “Then explain to me what happened. And don’t tell me a CIA agent isn’t allowed to have a girlfriend or a family.”

      “You’re right. A CIA agent can have a family, many do, and I never thought it would be a problem. I worked out of Langley, not in some far away country. That’s why I was able to be with you. To live a normal life.” He sighed, hesitating. “But four years ago, the program I was in was compromised. Our leader was murdered, and the rest of us, we were in danger too…”

      She furrowed her forehead. Dylan’s statement sounded farfetched. But was it true? “What kind of danger?”

      He dropped his eyes a little, his expression somber. “Somebody wants to wipe us out. Every single agent in the program. We had to go to ground from one moment to the next. When I got the word of what had happened, I barely had enough time to destroy all my personal records that might help my enemies find me.” He lifted his eyes to look straight into hers. “And to send you a text before I had to destroy the SIM card on my cell.”

      She shook her head slowly. She didn’t want to believe it. “You could have told me where you went so I could see you, talk to you.”

      “No. At first, I didn’t even know where I was going, and then, had I told you, my enemies could have found out from you where I was.”

      The assumption that she would have told his enemies about his whereabouts hurt. “I would have never told anybody! I loved you!” Tears started
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