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Dedication 
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To the readers who seek thrills, love and the courage to defy expectations. May this story ignite your imagination and remind you of the power of a single heart to change the world.    
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Delia Cahill lived a double life. By day, she was a hardcharging attorney to some of the richest people in the world. She was a loving wife to her unassuming government employee husband. She wrote contracts for huge amounts of money and got her clients out of unpleasant situations when they’d broken the law, but she also baked cookies, watered her roses and volunteered at the local animal shelter. She was all things to all people. 

But as the sun dipped below the horizon, her transformation began. The gentle, almost ethereal Delia vanished, replaced by a woman of deadly skill, a worldclass assassin. 

Her life was a balancing act between two worlds that should never collide. But fate, as it often does, had a way of disrupting the planned order of things. Delia’s latest assignment, to eliminate a tech billionaire who had created an app capable of tracking the nuclear submarine forces of every nation, presented a challenge unlike any she had ever faced. This was no ordinary target; he was a man shrouded in mystery, a recluse who held the power to ignite global chaos. 

However, as Delia moved closer to her objective, she was drawn to the billionaire, his enigmatic presence unraveling the walls she had built around her heart. His vulnerability, his hidden pain resonated within her, challenging the very core of her being. 

Delia, trapped between her duty to her shadowy employer and her burgeoning respect for a man who could potentially destroy the world, faced an agonizing dilemma. 

Would she follow the path she had known for so long, or risk everything to protect the man who had awakened a longing she hadn’t felt before? This choice would test her skills, loyalty and the essence of her soul. 

Prepare yourself for a journey into a world where shadows dance, secrets whisper and love becomes the ultimate weapon. Delia Cahill’s story is about to unfold. 
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Robert Masters looked over the balcony rail of his penthouse apartment atop the Royal Hawaiian Resort and thought about how lucky he was. The sun was setting over the Pacific Ocean, and there was a light breeze off the sea. He looked behind him at his three sons horsing around in the living room. He smiled. Ever since his divorce from their mother, he had been too busy to spend a lot of time with the boys—ages seven, nine and thirteen—and he was excited that their mother agreed that he could bring them to Maui for two weeks of fun in the sun.  

Robert was fit for his fifty-three years, muscular, with a full head of blond hair and bright blue eyes. He looked like he could still surf with the best of them, which was how he’d spent his early years as a professional surfer. Robert was listed on every charity auction as one of Los Angeles’s most eligible bachelors. Of course, it didn’t hurt that Robert also ran one of the largest investment and hedge fund companies in the country. 

Masters and Cooper Capital, Inc., had more than 300 billion dollars in assets and had a client portfolio filled with notable entertainers, athletes and politicians. The people who knew him best knew him as a man of high integrity and honesty, and after thirty years, he still had almost all of his original clients, a fact that didn’t go unnoticed when soliciting business. By every measure, Robert Masters was an American success story.  

Robert had hoped that the seven-hour flight in his private jet would have knocked out his sons, but as he watched them clowning around, he had a huge smile on his face. He stepped into the living room. 

“Okay, guys. Let’s get dressed nice and we’ll go grab some dinner. I know just the place.” 

As the boys headed towards their rooms, Robert picked up the phone, dialed the concierge and asked the woman who answered to make a reservation for four at the Cove Restaurant, one of the best and most popular seafood restaurants on the islands. Since the owner of the Cove was one of his clients, he knew there would be no issue getting a table.  

Dinner was a success, as the chef/owner, Michael Sinclair, had a variety of dishes brought to the table. The boys were in heaven, and Robert spent a lot of time taking pictures with his phone and sending them to their mother. As the night wore on, he noticed the boys tiring, and he called for his car to be brought around. As they left the restaurant, Robert didn’t notice the beautiful woman sitting at the bar watching him.  

The following morning, the boys were up early, and after a breakfast fit for a king, they put on their swimsuits and headed to the beach at the back of the resort. The first thing you needed to do if you wanted to enjoy the islands was to learn how to surf, and he had rented four surfboards. He was excited to teach his sons something that he loved so much. He wished he could get away more and spend a little time on the water, but he always seemed to be too busy. This was his chance to enjoy a couple of weeks of surfing and get the boys into something that they could share back in California. They slipped into their swimsuits and headed for the beach behind the resort.  

The beach was crowded with sunbaked tourists, but Robert found a spot away from the swimmers where the waves looked to be breaking nicely against the shore. He didn’t want to push the boys too hard on their first outing. 

They set down their blankets and a cooler that had been packed by the resort with lunch, snacks and drinks and grabbed the surfboards. Robert spent most of the day working with the boys on their surfing technique, and as the sun set into the Pacific, he felt happy for the first time in a long time. The day had been perfect. Only one thing would make it more perfect: one last big wave. He scanned the horizon and spotted the bigger waves breaking a couple of hundred yards offshore. 

“Boys,” he said, “warm up. I’m going to grab one more wave.” He pointed towards the larger breakers. “See those big waves out there?” The boys nodded. 

“You keep watching, and I’ll show you how your old man used to surf when I was a kid.” 

The boys were excited as their dad grabbed the board and ran into the breakers rolling up on the shore. He surfaced and paddled hard for the big breakers, nosing under several smaller waves. He reached his launch point and looked back. He would need to be careful. There were a lot of swimmers in the area, but he would not miss out. He sat up on his board and looked towards the horizon. 

He watched as the first set of waves rolled under his board, but he was waiting for the larger set that was forming. He lay on the board and watched over his shoulder as the first wave in the set approached. He was getting ready to paddle when his board flipped and he went under the water. 

As the bubbles cleared, he felt an arm wrap around his chest and then a sharp pain under his ribs, and the surrounding water turned crimson. He struggled to breathe but kept swallowing water, and the arm held him under. As his life drained away from him, his last thoughts were of his boys. 

The third wave of the set passed, and the surfboard with Robert lying on it broke the surface. His sons, watching from the beach, were waving and calling his name, but he didn’t respond. They watched as several more wave sets passed under the board, but their father never moved.  

Robert Junior, the oldest, ran towards the lifeguard stations and, after a lot of pointing and gasping for air, returned to his brothers followed by a tall, thin lifeguard. The lifeguard walked to the edge of the water and watched the board and surfer bob gently on the swells. 

Wrapping the strap from his lifesaving buoy around his shoulder, he dove into the waves and swam towards the surfer. As he approached, he noticed what looked like blood pooling on the surfboard and washing into the sea. He moved closer and tapped the surfer’s limp arm hanging off the board. There was no response. Getting behind the board, he kicked, held on and let the waves push the board towards shore. As he reached the shore, three more lifeguards ran into the surf and captured the board. They carried it onto the beach and laid it next to where the boys’ blankets were lying on the sand. 

A crowd had gathered and stood silently, many taking pictures with their phones. One lifeguard rolled the surfer off the board onto the blankets, and that’s when they noticed a wound in the surfer’s chest. There was a gasp from the crowd. They checked for a pulse but didn’t find one. One of the other lifeguards pulled out a phone and called the police. 
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The Cove Restaurant hummed, a low thrum of conversation and clinking glasses reflecting off the polished mahogany bar top. Delia Cahill, perched on a stool, swirled her chilled white wine, its citrus scent a faint counterpoint to the salt tang clinging to the sea breeze drifting in from the open windows. 

Her reflection—a vision in shimmering sequins and five-inch heels—also showed four men, dismissed with barely a glance, already retreating into the crowd. Each rejection was a silent flick of the wrist, a subtle shift of her long blond hair cascading over her shoulders. The dress, a daring slash of fabric, clung to curves that were the stuff of legends, leaving little to the imagination. Men watched, some openly, others stealing glances from behind newspapers. Even the women, Delia noted with a wry smile, seemed to adjust their posture, their attention drifting towards their companions with a new intensity. A leg crossed, a thigh glimpsed—a deliberate move that sent a ripple of awareness through the room. 

Her skin, bronzed to the sheen of polished amber, seemed to absorb and reflect the warm island light. She was a goddess, casually holding court. The heavy oak door swung inward. Robert Masters, a man carved from granite and seasoned by years, entered, followed by three young men, his sons. Chef Michael Sinclair, the owner, a man whose girth hinted at both generosity and years spent mastering the culinary arts, greeted them with warm bear hugs—not crushing, but long enough to communicate deep respect and affection. 

He seated them at a window table overlooking the moonlit ocean. The parade of food began: plates piled high with succulent seafood, vibrant salads glistening with olive oil, a symphony of colors and aromas. 

Delia watched, picking listlessly at her shrimp salad, the wine a cool comfort in her hand. The dossier—a neatly typed list of the man’s past and present—flashed in her mind: Masters was the financial angel who’d launched Sinclair’s career with a helping hand and a hefty investment. The chef’s gratitude radiated from the kitchen like heat. 

As the evening progressed, the sons’ laughter faded into quiet exhaustion. Delia waited, a subtle shift in her posture signaling her readiness. But the opportunity never presented itself. Masters and his sons, surrounded by the satisfied murmurs of fellow diners praising the exquisite food, disappeared into the night. 

Delia finished her wine, the last drops clinging to the glass like a whispered promise. She signed the bill, leaving a generous tip that brought a broad, grateful smile to the bartender’s face before she glided out into the night, leaving a trail of allure in her wake. 

Delia was enjoying a quiet breakfast at the poolside lounge when she spotted Masters and his son heading towards the beach. They stopped at a small shack, entered and left five minutes later, each carrying a surfboard, carefully chosen for their sizes. She tracked them as they headed for the farthest end of the beach near the large rock outcropping, just at the edge of where the sun-loving tourists were setting out their blankets and coolers for some time in the sun. 

She finished her breakfast, made a trip to her room for a quick change and, now armed with her blanket and several bottles of water, headed for the beach. She found a spot near the family, laid out her blanket and slipped off her robe. Even though the bikini she wore accented her incredible curves, she felt it was modest enough for her purposes, covering more of her than she saw on other women. Still, men stared. 

She covered her eyes with her sunglasses and lay on the blanket. She casually watched as Masters taught his sons the fine art of surfing. His dossier had mentioned that in his youth he was a world-ranked surfer, and she could see from his muscles that he still took care of himself, although his pale skin showed he spent a lot of time indoors. The dossier also included information regarding his comfort with certain members of the white supremacist movement and his involvement financially in several plans to overthrow the government of the United States. Delia was never told who the client was, but she could assume that it was some government agency. 

As the sun slipped into the sea, she heard Masters tell his sons he was going to take one more wave before they retired for the evening. He grabbed his board and dove into the surf, paddling past the breakers.  

Delia slipped off her sunglasses and pulled a pair of swimming goggles from her bag and put them on. Looking around, she carefully slid the razor-sharp composite knife from its sheath in the bag and, holding it next to her thigh, walked into the water and dove under the waves. She surfaced several times, each time closing on her target, like a shark circling its prey. She watched him lie on the board and glance over his shoulder at the approaching wave set. 

She dove and surfaced behind the board out of his line of vision. He looked forward, and Delia dove under and flipped the surfboard. Masters fell off the board and slipped underwater. Delia came up from behind, wrapped her arm around his neck and shoved the blade deep into his chest. The blade pierced his skin like a hot knife through butter. The water turned crimson around them. Masters struggled, his mouth gurgling, his eyes large and his screams silent, and she held him under. She felt the fight leave his body as he gasped for his last breath. 

Delia surfaced for a quick breath and dove again. She pulled the surfboard close to her, and with the board in front of her, hiding her from the beach, she tipped the board and slid Masters’s lifeless body onto it. The surfboard bobbed on the incoming swells. Delia dove and made her way back to the crowds of swimmers and walked up onto the beach as she saw Masters’s oldest son running towards her along the beach, followed by a lifeguard. His other sons were waving and yelling for their father to respond. 

Delia reached her towel, removed her goggles and put them and the knife back into her bag. She put on her sunglasses and, like the surrounding crowd, stood and watched the unfolding drama as more lifeguards ran to the area to await the surfboard now being pushed ashore by the first lifeguard. Delia picked up her bag and walked towards her room. Sirens could be heard in the distance. 

Twenty minutes later, Delia was in her rental car on the way to Kapalua Airport and the private jet, fueled and sitting on the tarmac, ready to take off as soon as she arrived. She sent her boss a text, letting him know she was on her way home after a successful conference.  
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Delia had gotten home late. The flight from Maui landed at the Burbank Airport at 2 A.M. She walked to the parking lot, slipped into her SUV and headed home. She knew David, her husband, would be asleep, so she pulled into the garage, parked and stepped into the house. She dropped her suitcase next to the washing machine and headed to her bedroom. 

She stripped off her clothes and slid under the covers, waking David with a gentle touch and her body pushing against his. He never seemed to mind being awakened that way, and he responded with all the passion she had been hoping for. It was a ritual for Delia, but it worked after completing an assignment, and since David never minded, she was fine with it. After some passionate lovemaking, they fell asleep in each other’s arms. 

Delia woke to the smell of coffee and bacon cooking. She threw on a robe and walked down the stairs to the kitchen. David stood at the stove turning the scrambled eggs, and he looked over his shoulder and smiled.  

“Morning, beautiful,” he said. “Good client meeting?” 

Delia poured herself a cup of coffee, set it on the table and walked behind him. She undid the belt on her robe and pushed her body against his back. She reached around, and her hand rested on his zipper, and she could feel him respond. He pushed her hand away. 

“Eggs are ready, and I have an early meeting that I can’t be late for.” 

Delia stepped back and laughed while tying the belt on her robe. They sat at the table and ate.  

“Hey, don’t forget I have that thing after work tonight,” said David, standing and putting his plate in the sink. “Shouldn’t be too late.” 

“No problem,” said Delia. “I was planning on going to the office. I’ll call you if I’m gonna be late.” 

She stood and followed him to the front door. He picked up his backpack and turned to face her. Delia pulled open the top of her robe, exposing her breasts, grabbed him, pulled him close and drove her tongue deep into his mouth. He responded in kind and then reached up and twisted one of her hard nipples. She giggled like a schoolgirl, and they both laughed as they stepped apart. 


“Hold that thought till later,” said David. 


Delia closed her robe and laughed. “Sorry, big boy. You had your chance. I may just have to go find someone younger and more willing to bend to my wild ways.” 

David pulled the door shut, and Delia walked back to the kitchen to finish her coffee. She pulled her phone out of the pocket of her robe and flipped to her news feed. The story stopped her cold. The story about the death of Robert Masters while on vacation in Maui was the lead headline. 

Delia never followed up on her assignments, but what caught her attention was the first couple of lines detailing all of Masters’s charitable contributions and his philanthropic works. The number of hospital wings and pediatric cancer centers he had created in low-income areas struck her. 

She should have stopped reading and moved on, but something compelled her to continue. By the time she got to the end of the article, she wondered what the hell she had done. 

Delia poured herself another cup of coffee and headed for her small home office. She opened her desktop, and for the next several hours, she ran a thorough background check on Robert Masters. When she finished, she sat back. There was nothing in his background that suggested any interactions with white supremacists, not even speculation. From everything she could discover, using digital sources that reached deep into the halls of our government, Robert Masters was a kind, warm-hearted, caring man who spent a fortune each year taking care of those less fortunate. 

Delia was pissed. She had spent her life putting bad guys and scumbags in the ground, but she had never knowingly killed anyone who didn’t deserve to die.  

Delia pulled out her phone, sent a meeting request and then headed for her room. She showered, dressed in jeans and a T-shirt, grabbed the holstered pistol from the hidden compartment in her closet and headed for her SUV. She needed answers. 

When she arrived at her destination she parked her SUV and slid out. She pushed open the door and walked to the table in the center of the room. The director stood as she walked up to the table, and he could tell after all these years that Delia was more than pissed. He waved off the two guys who moved towards him from the corners as Delia scowled.  

“Delia, I know why you’re here. Since the story broke this morning, I have gotten several calls, all asking the same question. All I can do is give you the same answer as I gave them,” he said. “We were unaware.” 

“What the fuck do you mean, unaware?” she asked, her voice echoing through the open space. “We killed a man who was a fucking saint. Who fucked up?” 

“We’re looking into that,” said the director as he sat and placed his hands on the table. 


“Who was our client?” asked Delia. 


The director hesitated. “The client came through another agency. We made a mistake. We assumed the information had been vetted. Now that other agency is scrambling to figure out who gave us the bad intel.” 

Delia leaned on the table and stared at the director. “I want a fucking name.” 


“You know I can’t do that. If word got out.” 


Delia slammed her fist on the table, and everyone jumped. “If word gets out we killed an innocent man and left three young boys fatherless, our reputation won’t be worth shit. Now, you get on the phone and work your magic and you find out who wanted this man dead. I will take care of the rest.” 

The fire in Delia’s eyes made the director uncomfortable, and Delia noticed in her peripheral vision the two guys reach under their jackets. She stood up and looked from one to the other. 

“If you want to go home tonight, you had better pray that you’re faster than I am.” 

The director looked at the two men and shook his head. They slowly pulled their hands from under their jackets and stepped back farther, like they were trying to avoid the line of fire. 

Delia looked back at the director. “We violated a sacred code. We kill bad people; we do not kill people without a damn good reason, and this time we had no reason. Get me the fucking name of the person who set up this hit.” 

The director knew better than to argue at this point. He knew Delia had a code she lived by, as did all his people, and the Organization had just violated that code. He sat back and nodded. Delia stood and turned towards the door. 

“I will get you a name, but before you leave,” said the director, “I have another assignment for you.” Delia turned and walked back to the table. 
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The old warehouse was a nondescript brick building surrounded by a sea of nondescript brick buildings. Anyone looking closely would have seen years of neglect and failure, many of the old signs still portraying the hopes and dreams of business owners now long forgotten. The old building was a perfect spot for a clandestine meeting. 

The room was sparsely furnished, a single flickering fluorescent bulb casting long, grotesque shadows across the concrete floor. Two chairs sat separated by a small wooden table. Delia sat opposite the director, his eyes not looking directly at her. He had a reputation for ruthlessness, a reputation he had built with the blood and sacrifices of others. He had a strong sense of right and wrong, and he used that to make sure that those who did wrong were punished.  

Delia Cahill was five foot ten, blond and beautiful, with an athletic body men would drool over. Trained as a lawyer, she had graduated at the top of her class and passed the California bar exam on the first try. Her life would have been perfect, except it was all a lie, a deep cover created by the Organization. She needed to be available at a moment’s notice, so her backstory said she gave up corporate law and started her own practice with a handful of extremely wealthy clients, spread out all over the world. Clients she needed to visit occasionally. Her marriage to David was the only real thing in her life, except that all the guests who had attended the wedding on her side were coworkers with deep backstories as well. 

“The target is a liability,” he said, his voice a low, gravelly whisper. “His creation, that app, is a weapon waiting to be unleashed. It could tip the balance of power, leaving the world on the precipice of chaos. We cannot allow that to happen.” 

His words were devoid of emotion, the cold logic of a man who saw the world in shades of gray. Delia knew this. She had dedicated her life to the Organization, to their clandestine agenda, to their vision of a world sculpted in the shadows. The price of that commitment was a life lived in the margins, a double life shrouded in deception and danger. 

“What are his vulnerabilities?” she asked, her voice a quiet murmur. Her eyes, however, burned with a cold intensity, the reflection of a thousand targets, a thousand lives extinguished. 

“He’s a recluse, a technocrat obsessed with his creation. He is isolated, vulnerable to manipulation.” The director paused, his eyes cutting through the gloom. “Find his weakness, exploit it. Eliminate him and bring us the programming for the app. We cannot let this fall into our enemy’s hands.” 

The assignment was simple, the execution a brutal celebration of death. Delia was a shadow flitting through the darkness, leaving whispers of her passage. She had honed her skills over years of training, becoming a weapon of unmatched precision. There was an art to it, a cold, efficiency. The thrill of the hunt, the intoxicating rush of power. It was all she had ever known. 

Alexander Thorne had cracked the code of global communication, creating an app that could penetrate any system, any network, any defense. It was a tool of unimaginable power, a weapon that could cripple nations, destabilize governments and ignite global warfare. 

She had seen the reports, the images of Thorne. He was a tall, enigmatic man with jade-green eyes and a quiet intensity. He seemed to radiate an aura of power, his gaze unsettlingly profound. There was something about him that set him apart from the other targets, a complexity that intrigued her. 

The director, sensing her hesitation, spoke again. “We have vetted this target. I know you’re pissed about the last assignment, but don’t let your emotions cloud your judgment, Delia. This is the world’s fate hanging in the balance. You are our last line of defense against chaos. You are our weapon. Execute the mission, and our future as a planet will be secure. We have one week to execute this contract. After that, Thorne has threatened to release this app as an open source, which will give all the enemies of good a seat at the table. There is a lot of money, billions, trying to get him to change his mind and sell to the highest bidder. Neither one of those is the answer we want.” 

“Why not buy the app, if it’s that important?” asked Delia. 

“We could, but there’s a lot of powerful countries and entities interested, and we would have no guarantee that he would accept our bid. To be honest, some agencies of the U.S. have had some difficulties in dealing with Mr. Thorne. He is an erratic wild card, and we can’t take that chance. Several U.S. agencies have been negotiating with him for weeks, but he is unwilling to make a commitment to them. They’re running scared. We also do not know if he will abide by the terms of a sale and not release it to others anyway. He doesn’t need the money, but with that kind of power, who knows how he’ll respond?” 

His words were like a cold slap to the face, a reminder of her place in this shadowy world. She knew better than to question the reason for a hit. She hadn’t in the past, and she felt he was giving her more information than she needed because he knew how pissed she was over Masters. She was a cog in the machine, a weapon to be used. She was an instrument, a silent assassin, but she was also a human being, a soul capable of feeling, capable of doubt. 

She would follow the protocol, complete the mission. The assignment was clear, the target identified. The world hung in the balance, and Delia would do her job. 
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