
Micah

The Delgado Files Book 4

[image: ]

Olivia Gaines

​[image: ]

Davonshire House Publishing

PO Box 5027

Augusta, GA 30916

[image: ]

THIS BOOK IS A WORK of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s vivid imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely a coincidence.

© 2026 Olivia Gaines, Cheryl Aaron Corbin

Copy Editor: Teri Thompson Blackwell

Cover: Corbin Media

Olivia Gaines Make Up and Photograph by Charles Corbin


ASIN: B0CWF9QZ2M

ISBN  979-8-9960572-0-7

EISBN:  979-8233755330

LCCN: 2026912009



All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means whatsoever. For information address, Davonshire House Publishing, PO Box 5027, Augusta, GA 30916.


Printed in the United States of America

1  2  3  4  5  6  7  10  9  8

First Davonshire House Publishing May 2026

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Also, by Olivia Gaines

[image: ]


	The Blakemore Files

The Delgado Series

Killers

Yuñior

Becoming the Czar

Micah (2026)


The Technicians Series

Blind Date  

Blind Hope  

Blind Luck

Blind Fate

Blind Copy

Blind Turn 

Blind Seed

Blind Side

Blind Spot 

Night Blind

Stone Blind

Half Blind

Snow Blind

Near Blind


Love Thy Neighbor Series

Walking the Dawg: A Novella  

Through the Woods: A Novella  

Life of the Party: A Novella

A Blue Christmas: A Novella

Kisses in the Snow

A Whyte New Year (2024)

	Modern Mail-Order Brides

North to Alaska 

Montana 

Oregon Trails 

Wyoming Nights 

On a Rainy Night in Georgia

Bleu, Grass, Bourbon 

Buckeye and the Babe 

The Tennessee Mountain Man 

Stranded in Arizona 

Maple Sundaes and Cider Donuts

Moonlight in Vermont

Sunflowers and Honey

Katherine Moves to Kansas

Down Home Cooking

Husking For Nebraska

Show Me

Hawkeye, Goldfinches, & The Farm

Miles, Alton & The 9:04

Goldi, Locks and Silverton


Penny Chronicles

A Bad Penny

A Penny Saved

A Penny Earned


Prado Sloe (2026)

The Case of the Dirty Dog


	The Zelda Diaries

It Happened Last Wednesday  

A Frickin’ Fantastic Friday  

A Tantalizing Tuesday  

A Marvelous Monday  

A Saucy Sunday  

A Sensual Saturday  

My Thursday Throwback  


	Slivers of Love Series

The Deal Breaker  

Naima’s Melody  

Santa’s Big Helper  

The Christmas Quilts  

Friends with Benefits  

The Cost to Play  

A Menu for Loving  

Thursdays in Savannah  



​​​​​​​​

​​​​​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​DEDICATION


[image: ]


We grow into who we are supposed to be through situations and a moral compass.

I believe in you and your journey.

This is for you.






“ask yourself:



Is the connection real if there

Is no space to be vulnerable?”

-Yung Pueblo
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Chapter 1- Strength

Family gatherings brought with them an intensity that no longer sat well in the belly of Eduardo Delgado. If there was one thing he disliked, along with weddings, it was family gatherings, and one usually accompanied the other. This year would be trying on his soul since he had finally made a match to marry his second-born son, Andres, who was named after Eduardo’s brother; he swore Andres had reincarnated himself into his son, who loved spending time in nightclubs and seedy back rooms and living life on the edge of illegal activities, if not totally illegal activities. The reputation young Andres had made for himself made it difficult for respectable parents to want a match with the young Delgado, who by all accounts lived up to his handsome, whorish reputation.

Eduardo’s eldest son Yuñior, and his namesake, was married with a second child, a lovely little girl. A strong young man of morals and character, Yuñior had wed a North American woman who understood the dark-hearted spirit inside of his oldest son, and they shared a life filled with love. They would be arriving in the next two weeks with their adorable children who followed him all over the house calling him “Abuelo! Abuelo!”

It didn't bother him too much, but his youngest daughter wasn't much older than the oldest grandchild, and in some circles, this would be considered as having a good life. He was living not only to see a second wave of children in his middle age but also getting to enjoy his grandchildren. However, as Czar of Colombia, there were still obligations required of him which needed to be handled. 

The first was a wedding for his idiot brother Carlos, a man educated in the States in corporate law, which he was supposed to bring home to help Eduardo with the family farm and business. However, his presence was so disruptive, Eduardo had gone out of his way to make the man a match to give him something to do other than be under Eduardo’s heels all day wreaking havoc.

On top of the wedding in two weeks, it meant all the family would be arriving for the annual meeting after the ceremony, which he didn't want to have or be bothered with, let alone feed that many people. The pairing of Carlos to the niece of Role Bolsanaro, the Golden Lancehead of Brazil, was in fact a good match. Carlotta Bolsanaro was a sweet young woman who found Carlos to be interesting, well-traveled, and funny.

“He's an idiot,” Eduardo mumbled under his breath. 

In his office, he stood at the window, feeling heavy in his heart and even heavier  with what came next. He was no longer The Czar of the Americas, and the income from his illegal drug activities had been replaced with income from legal drug sales of the coca plants to European and Canadian drug manufacturers, which equated in value financially, but not in power. He was now one of the good guys.

He missed his bad-guy days when the sound of his name invoked fear in the hearts of men. Today, he was a grandfather and later having tea with his youngest daughter as she babbled on about dresses she wanted for the summer season.

“I need a vacation,” he mumbled again, dreading the conversation he was about to have with his third-born, Micah.

Recently completing his body ink and taking his official place in the cartel, Micah served as the historian for the organization since his mind worked like a database. It wasn't discovered until he was seven years old that he had a form of Asperger’s Syndrome. Eduardo, as his father, taught him to use the disorder to his advantage, but as of late, it had become a disadvantage as others learned of his disorder, and making him a match for marriage had become a bit more of a challenge. Not only did many not understand the disorder, but men were also not eager to pair their “high value” daughters with a man who would, in all likelihood, produce “defective children.” Their mother and grandmother considered Micah and Eduardo's youngest son, Angel, who was born with Down's Syndrome, to be defective. Eduardo saw his sons as being kissed by angels, and they would find their place in the world.

However, as their father, it was still his duty to do right by them and make the best potential matches for their futures. He heard Micah walk up, but he didn’t bother to turn around. There were times when he needed several moments to brace himself for conversations with his son, and each time, he felt as if he had walked into a gunfight with a popgun and a canister of matches and nothing incendiary to get a fire started.

“Papa, I have an invitation to the wedding of The Cranberry,” Micah said. “It is next week in where is this, Kelucky...or Louis vile, is that correct? Am I saying that correctly?”

“Loo-ey-vill, Ken-tuck-ee,” Eduardo corrected. Micah's English mastery had improved substantially, but there were still pronunciations that threw him off.

“I would like to attend this event,” Micah said. “Also, this Loo-ey-vill is where they have the thoroughbred racehorses and the bourbon liquor. I would like to perhaps purchase some and start a private collection, maybe secure a couple of bottles as a wedding gift for Tio Carlos and a betrothal gift for Andres.”

“And you are bringing this to my attention, why? We have other matters to discuss, Mijo,” he corrected, turning to face his son.

A handsome young man, nearly six feet in height, Micah had inherited Eduardo's facial features and dark coloring. He enjoyed the outdoors as much as his father, and the sun-kissed skin showed off the life he led. He wasn't one to spend money as he earned it, but made strategic, logical choices. At times, Eduardo had to remind himself that his son's brain was wired differently, well, it was until he began to speak and present his arguments on life choices.

“There is a college campus in Ohio where The Technician, the Lemon is a department chair; I would like to tour the campus, as well as one in Houston near the Blakemore Ranch,” Micah explained.

“I thought you were looking at MIT, Yale, and Princeton,” Eduardo challenged.

Micah scowled. “Getting an education there would be no different from getting an education in Argentina at the private school I attended. I would sit in class with a bunch of students who feel my darker skin does not merit me being there although I have made millions off my patents they will be using as a basis for their own research.”

“And what of these other schools you are considering, Mijo?”

“Well,” Micah walked further into the room, pointing at a chair, asking to take a seat, “kids at these schools are full of life, energy, and a desire to make a change versus getting the paper with the name of a prestigious Ivy League school and seal to go work for their fathers’ businesses.”

Eduardo arched an eyebrow. “Won't you be doing the same?”

“Yes, and about that,” he said, “I plan to stay here for the summer and perhaps go to university here in Colombia so I can be home with you?”

“With me?” Eduardo asked, his left eye beginning to twitch.

“Sí, you will need to begin grooming me to take over for you, to run Las Tierras,” Micah said, watching his father's facial expression. “Yuñior's hands are full in Argentina, and Tio Carlos, well, he’s him. Andres I wouldn't trust to oversee the livestock, especially if the man wanted to add sheep to the flocks, and Tonda is living his best life in El Canto with his odd little woman. She smells of the corny chips. How does he go to bed at night with that smell? Does a man get used to the smell of his woman, Papa?”

Eduardo sighed and took a seat. “So much to unpack there. So much to unpack. Micah, you wish to take over from me?”

“Papa, you can't do this forever, and why would you want to? You have grandkids, and Isabella is going to be a handful,” Micah replied. “There is also Angel. I am trying to see our journey together a bit differently as we move forward.”

“As we move forward,” Eduardo repeated, looking at his third-born. The young man was a conundrum, wrapped in a dark cloth of complexities. “We need to talk about your betrothal. You are 18 and an inked member of the cartel. I have spoken with the Czar of Venezuela regarding his youngest daughter, Lolita. She is sixteen, and by the time you have finished college, she will be ready to be your wife. You will have the four years to get to know one another.”

“Venezuela is a hotbed of nonsense, and she has ugly feet,” Micah said.

“I'm sorry; you said she has ugly feet?”

“Sí, her little toe, it has no nail and is curled up like the Roly Poly bug and stuck under the third toe,” Micah replied. “I find it disconcerting.”

“Son, you are discounting her based on her little toe?”

“Toes,” he corrected. “Both of her little toes are like that - no toenails. If it is, it is curled up as well inside that tiny, misshapen toe.”

“You don't want this pairing because of her toes?”

“Feet, Papa,” he corrected again. “She took off her espadrilles, and the shoes were next to mine at the pool at the Conclave, and her feet are the same size. I mean, if we were ever in a canoe and I lost an oar, she could use her feet to get us down the river. No, I do not want to spend my life sleeping next to The Big Foot.”

Eduardo stared at him. “Are you making the funny?”

“No, I am very serious,” Micah said, using his feet like oars as if he were pushing an imaginary skateboard.

“Okay, I also spoke with the Czar of Suriname, whose oldest daughter just turned 17 and will be entering University in the fall,” Eduardo said.

“Papa, seriously? Did you look at that young lady? I'm sure you didn't because you would not put her name in front of me as an option.”

“What is wrong with her?”

“She's cross-eyed, or I think she's cross-eyed,” Micah said. “One eye was fixed on me while the other was clocking the mosquito in the room. I thought she was having a seizure, so I jumped up and tried sticking a spoon in her mouth to prevent the swallowing of her tongue. She thought I was attempting to perform a sexual act on her and began fighting me. I thought Alita was going to snap her neck.”

Eduardo tried not to laugh. “Son, there is nothing wrong with her eyes that can't be repaired by a good physician.”

“Sure, and you and I can spend the rest of our days fighting,” Micah replied.

“And why would we be fighting?”

“Your anger at me for polluting your line with little cross-eyed grandbabies that you don't know if they are looking at you or the wall. God forbid trying to teach them to throw daggers or ninja stars. It will be a mess.”

Eduardo leaned back in the chair, taking a fresh look at his son, “You are making the funny, aren't you? When did you get such a dark sense of humor?”

“I make not the kidding; she is truly cross-eyed,” Micah said, leaning back in the seat.

His father was not giving up on the conversation, trying again, by offering another suggestion, “Okay, Uruguay?”

“The one that used to be gordita?”

“She's lost the weight and is a lovely young woman, a pleasant smile, warm demeanor,” Eduardo said.

“Her titties are long and flat,” Micah said. “True, she lost the weight, but she lost the weight in her boobies too. I would spend a fortune on boob jobs so I don't have to retrieve one from under her armpit if I wanted a little nipple sucking before bedtime.”

“Who are you, and where is my son?” Eduardo asked, looking at Micah in a new light.

“I am who I am,” he said.

“Speaking of that, I noticed you have not been with your assigned paramour in months. Are you finding engagement on your own?” Eduardo asked, concerned about his son's activities.

“Nope, just can't shake the idea of you paying for it for me, then she goes home and gives it to someone else, then washes it off to bring for me to use again. Gave me the creepy crawlies,” he said. “What if the one at home has bad dental hygiene and he's putting his nasty mouth there, then here I come, protected of course, and I'm not putting my mouth there, but his has been, and the bacteria from his unflossed teeth....”

“Please stop,” Eduardo said. “That mind of yours takes you places...I, well, damn.”

“So, Papa, are you going to the wedding with me in Loo-ey-vill, Ken-tuck-ee?” he asked with all sincerity.

“Sure, if it means never having this conversation again,” Eduardo said, pausing. “Wait, you're not getting out of this marriage conversation. I need to make you a match.”

“I implore you, Papa, please do not,” he said. “While I understand tradition, I am not a man with a traditional mind, and these young women are not prepared to live a life with me as their man, husband, and father to their children. I fear an incorrect pairing would mortally wound me to the point I can't recover, and to be saddled with a woman I don't like, nor does she like me, could be too much emotionally for me to bear. My wheelhouse is not very large to process the emotions of a new chapter at university and a potentially hostile bride. I need time, Papa.”

“Time is never a luxury in our world, Micah.”

“Nor is sadness,” Micah said. “In the meantime, let us prepare to head to Loo-ey- vill, Ken-tuck-ee, to buy dark liquor, look at horses, and have cake at the wedding of The Cranberry. That one, I would have given my heart to...she is powerful, feminine, and deadly all in one. That is the kind of woman who makes my heart race. The Cranberry sent a link for the hotel; should I book us a suite? Alita is invited as well.”

“Mijo, do we need to talk about you and Alita?”

“What is there to talk about? She is applying to the same schools, and we will decide based on the ones we get accepted into,” he said. “My last patent, which I sent off, also has her name on it since she did most of the documentation for me. I felt it only fair since she worked tirelessly at my side.”

“Fair enough, and yes, book us a suite,” Eduardo said as his son rose to leave. Angel, his youngest son, was entering his office. Stopping at the door when he realized his brother was still speaking with their father. He listened to the words which came from Micah’s mouth.

“Those men, who wish me to be paired with their daughters, believe me to be a broken branch of your tree. In pawning off their daughters, who are less than optimal, they get the benefit of the Delgado name attached to their families while they expect us to bear misshapen fruit. I will be a party to none of their maneuverings, nor yours,” Micah said, walking past Angel to receive a fist bump. “Good chit-chat, Papa.”

Angel fully entered the space. His slanted eyes on his father’s face. Eduardo watched his youngest son, curious as to what this conversation would be about as well. Micah he would circle back to as well as preparing a meeting between him and the young woman from Venezuela. She had a fire about her that Eduardo could feel. His eyes were now on his youngest son, “Angel, how may I help you?”

“I came to apply for a job,” Angel said.

“A job? You have school, don't you?”

“School is to get a job,” he said, “and no one wants to hire me. They think I am dumb.”

“But you're not dumb, not at all,” Eduardo said.

“I know that. You know that. But they don't know that, so I am going to work for you, Papa,” he said, offering a smile.

“Doing what, may I ask?”

“I'm going to be your personal guard.”

“My guard?”

“Yep, your guard. It will be perfect,” Angel said. “Everyone will think you are caring for me, not knowing I am deadly and will kick their asses if they touch my Papa. It is perfect.” He nodded his head. “So, Papa, if I get this job, do I stand around in here all day like a jackass watching you? I mean, who is going to come and attack you in this office, or did Tonda do other stuff too?”

Eduardo rose, going to his cabinet to get a drink. He didn't care if it was the middle of the day; he needed fortification. Cross-eyed grandchildren, a wedding he didn't want to go to in Kentucky, a wedding he didn't want to go to in Brazil for his idiot brother, and college campus visits with Micah and Alita.

“Mary, Mother of Jesus, comfort me in my hour of need,” he whispered, thinking how much simpler his life had been as a drug dealer and the baddest man on two continents.
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Chapter 2- Intensity
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Micah Delgado came with a level of intensity, that even after four years, Alita had yet to get accustomed to, no matter how much she tried. She served as his personal guard, confidante, and at times, his only friend. The level of respect she had for him had only tripled on his last patent application where he took the time to show where he'd added her name to the patent. When the money came through from sales, she would be set for life. A life where, she didn't know.

Earlier in the day, Micah had a meeting with his father, The Czar of Colombia about his future. She knew this meant it was time for him to be matched for a potential bride, which also meant uncertainty for her. A conversation was required with her boss, and it needed to be in the open and in front of his father.

Eduardo Delgado treated her like his daughter, although she worked for his son. She took meals at the family table and had her own quarters and bathroom close to Micah, and she traveled with the family for vacations; if not, she was given time off to have her own downtime to visit her family. When she and Micah were in school in Argentina, she was free to go home at night; however, the past year between Alita and her family had become strained. There was nothing she could put her finger on until her mother made a reference to intimacy with Micah. No matter how much she tried to explain her job with the Delgados, her father refused to believe that such men would honor a single, unprotected young woman living under their roof. Her father believed she was paid so well to be more than a bodyguard to Micah Delgado, again, not understanding why such a powerful family could want such a simple girl as herself as a protector for a male child, who by all accounts had adult male working parts.

The sadness in her eyes spoke to Micah as he looked up from the stack of papers in front of him. He and Eduardo were seated at the table, going over invoices for the farm. This part of running the farm he didn’t care for, but it was necessary.

“What is troubling you, Alita?” he asked, not stopping what he was working on to listen to her response. “Are you homesick and wish to travel to Argentina to spend the summer with your family before we decide on universities?”

A week had passed since returning from the wedding of The Cranberry in Kentucky which she would recount often in the upcoming weeks. She admitted to having a great deal of fun, hanging out with the other teens at the party. It was the first time in four years that her boss had actually behaved like a teenager. They played in the pool with the other kids, danced, stayed up late at night, ate pizza, and watched movies. The two girls, who lived with The Technician called The Lemon, were still a bit too feral for her liking and were pushing the envelope trying to get close to her boss for a feel. She imagined it would be more of the same once they began Uni, but it was her job, protecting him.

“You have said nothing yet, Alita,” he spoke, putting down Number 3, his third favorite pen, which he had aptly named Number 3.

“My family...things have gotten...tense,” she said, noticing Eduardo's head pop up at her words.

“Why is there tension?” Micah asked.

“I haven’t been sending any money for the past year,” she confessed.

Micah pushed the papers away, giving her his undivided attention. “How much are you sending per month?”

“I have basically been sending half of what I make,” Alita said softly.

Micah blinked several times, wanting to put the horse in front of the cart and attach the beast before taking a seat on the buckboard. “You're paid 30 grand a year, American, plus room and board, and received a private education. In four years, you've sent 60 thousand American to your family in Argentina, and suddenly you have stopped. Please explain your reasoning in one, sending money when your father is very capable of working to support your family, and two, why you have stopped.”

She blinked, trying to maintain a straight face. The words were getting trapped in her throat, but it needed to be put out there. Eduardo Delgado and his son needed to know the shame she bore to have this position as Micah's guard.

“My parents believe I am your paid companion,” Alita said softly.

“Paid. Companion,” Micah repeated.

“Paid. Companion,” she repeated. “My father does not understand why one of the most powerful men on two continents would hire a girl like me to serve as a protector for a son who is a man with working male parts.”

Micah's body language changed as Eduardo held firm, his head down, listening but not reacting to her words. He wanted to know what his son was thinking, what he would say, and how he planned to handle the situation. Hands, rough with calluses from working the fields with his father, scratched at his temple.

“One, my father does not pay you, I do,” Micah said. “Yes, my father paid for your training, and your hands are registered as lethal weapons in Colombia, Argentina, and the States. The private education you have received I also paid for out of my pocket. Why, may I ask, have you cut them off?”

“If they see me as dirty, then they don't need my dirty money,” Alita said. “I can save it for what comes next for me, whether I attend Uni with you or you marry and your bride objects to my presence. I have to look out for my future.”

Micah watched her face. No emotions were evident as he stared at her. He had a great deal of respect for his guard and valued her opinion as well as the companionship.

“Alita, call your father so I may speak with him,” Micah said, to Eduardo's surprise.

“You wish to speak with my father?”

“Yes, get the man on the line,” Micah said, waiting her for to remove the device from her pocket.

Alita dialed the number, listening to the rings. Her father answered, ensuring first she was doing well, next asking about the money, and then wondering if Delgado had tired of her and was shipping her home. Micah took the phone from her hand.

“Señor Mendoza, this is Micah Delgado,” he said into the phone. “Please, first accept my apology for not speaking with you sooner. Time has not been kind this past year as we have been on the move.”

He listened to the man stammer. He listened to the man making excuses. He had no need to listen to the man any further.

“Señor, the reason for my call is this summer, I am not in Argentina, but home in Colombia,” he said. “I am preparing for Uni and am uncertain whether I shall attend here in my country or abroad. Alita has applied as well, but I wanted to give you the respect needed in checking to see if you were planning a match or a pairing for her matrimony.”

“Matrimony?” Ricardo Mendoza replied.

“Sí, as she has served as my guard for four years, she has the option to return home and pursue her education in Argentina, or if you have made a match for her, marry and begin her family,” Micah continued. “If you have not, and it is your desire for her to assume a more traditional, familial role, mi Abuelo, as the Czar of Argentina, based on her four years of service as my personal guard, can make her a match as well as my father, The Czar of Colombia.”

“I wasn't sure if she planned or desired marriage,” Ricardo said.

“As she has protected me, I have also protected her,” Micah said. “She is a chaste and virtuous young woman, although possibly one of the deadliest I know, so if you do make her a match, the young man must be about his wits, or she will snap his neck like the chicken.”

He emitted a practiced laugh which sounded more like a villain watching Mr. Bond nearly be dropped into a vat filled with hungry piranhas.

“Chaste?” Ricardo mumbled.

“Surely, Señor, you did not believe me to be the sort of man to take advantage of your daughter? I need her to watch my back and be sharp against potential threats to my life, so why would I muddle that with emotional interference?” Micah asked. “Besides, I would not want to take what is not promised to me and be unable to offer her a life at my side as my wife. Her virtue is intact. Were your plans for her to be matched
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