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Nerds in Harmony

 


Soldier-turned-composer
Beau DuBois flies to America to protect musician Molly Wellington
after her royal family home is attacked by a nebulous faction. Beau
questions this assignment as he’s
attracted to Molly and is concerned his newly discovered past could
thrust her into additional danger.

Molly shares Beau’s attraction and
understands he’s torn between duty and love, but has her own ideas
on their relationship. While together, they learn that Molly’s best
friend and pop star boss also grapples with dark family secrets
that are eerily similar to Beau’s.

Combined with the ever present feeling
of being watched, a thwarted kidnap attempt, and a bombed tour bus,
they escape to the safety of Molly’s native Rurikstan. But how soon
before those dark secrets and that murky faction pursue
them?
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Please Note: While I had help with
this story from several knowledgeable sources, there are still
likely mistakes on my part. Authors also like to stretch and change
things to make their story work. So this book does not necessarily
reflect reality. I hope you enjoy it nonetheless.


Author’s Note

 


Please keep a few things in mind as
you read Nerds in Harmony.

 


1) I am not a military or secret
operative expert. I have no firsthand experience in either
profession, but I hope you can dissociate from my lack of
knowledge. The whole point is for you to simply enjoy the
story.

 


2) Math and I have yet to get along,
so the timing between flights and time zones could be off. I tried.
(:

 


3) There might be discrepancies
between Nerds in Harmony and Bad Nerd Falling, although I worked
hard to explain those. (In a believable way.) This story is also
setting up for Nerds in Danger, Book 15 of the series, so I had to
add a few tweaks. (And perhaps the next few books as they’re all
jumbled together in a span of a few weeks or so.)

 


4) This novel is a work of fiction.
Therefore the Hershey I mention is one of my own creation, not
indicative of the actual town. Everything in this book is purely a
figment of my well-exercised imagination. We authors take creative
license to change things around to work with our story. And trust
me, I did. (:


 Prologue

 



A few months earlier

At Vlad and Helena’s
wedding

Rurikstan City, Rurikstan
- Europe

 


Confronting Helena Dubrinsky’s dad, at
her wedding to Vlad Wellington, was not how Beau DuBois had
intended to hash out his nonexistent history with the man. He had
anticipated spending some quality time with Helena’s soon-to-be
sister-in-law, Molly Wellington, and eating cake.

Oh how those plans had
gone awry.

Molly came to the wedding. But
mentioned that immediately after the ceremony she needed to speed
back to the airport. The star she played violin for had a concert
that night, U.S. time, and several band and crew members were down
with a nasty virus.

The only thing to mollify him was that
Molly seemed as regretful as him of this wasted opportunity to
spend time together. This would have been their second time
together in person, after their first meeting when they’d enjoyed
pizza together at Helena’s apartment when she and Vlad got together
a few months ago. But this visit had been far too
limited.

She’d grasped his hand and her earnest
disappointment shone in her clear blue eyes. When her driver honked
the horn impatiently, she dropped his hand with a sigh to leap into
the vehicle that immediately took off from the curb.

They must have been cutting it close.
He stared after the car long after it disappeared into Rurikstani
traffic. A hollow ache formed in his heart at not getting to eat
cake with Molly or spend time with her. He didn’t even care if they
ate at all. He’d sought to hold a meaningful conversation with her
but even the bride and groom hadn’t enjoyed this pleasure. They’d
been forced to take all their family photos early, due to Molly
having to leave immediately after the ceremony.

She’d been present for their vows at
least. Still, the entire situation stank.

Then, on the way into the reception
from the bathroom after everyone had gorged themselves on the fine
food the palace offered he ran into Helena’s dad.

He’d hoped to avoid this
encounter for a lot longer. As in-until
one of them died.

Instead, he steered the man into a
silverware storage room and shut the door. He dug out the only
picture he possessed of his sire and thrust it at Elliott
Dubrinsky. “This man is my father. He never came looking for me.
Never tried to contact me.” He kept all accusation out of his tone.
He’d moved to Rurikstan solely to research the man in this picture.
It had taken a lot of effort, but he’d discovered his father and
this picture.

Elliott’s fingers contracted on the
photo and sorrow lined his face. He gazed at the picture as though
he hadn’t seen the man there for a long time. “This man is your
father. I’m not him, Beau.”

Beau’s eyebrows shot up as he resisted
the urge to snatch the photo from Elliott.

“Then who is that
man?”

“He was my identical twin,
Emmett Dubrinsky.”

All of the air in Beau’s lungs
whooshed out.

“He’s… he’s your
brother?”

Grief etched deep lines
into Elliott’s face. “My twin
brother.” The fingers contracted again. “This is
my brother and your father. He worked as an engineer.”

“You speak as though he’s
dead.” A huge knot almost prevented those words from
escaping.

“He is. He’d have never
left you and your mother. Never.” Elliott spoke as one sure of
his knowledge.

“What do you know about
his death?” All during his growing up years Beau had sought
information about this man from his mother. She had immediately
shut down all inquiries.

Now he understood part of the reason
for her silence. Through the years he’d believed his father hadn’t
wanted him. Or maybe had been a bad guy who his mother wanted no
part of. This news… confused him.

“I’ve been investigating
his murder from the moment it happened.”

Beau had to give Elliott credit—he
hadn’t turned his back on his son. Merely on his nephew. Then one
of the words Elliott used registered.

“Murder?”
Chaos ricocheted through his mind.

Elliott raised his gaze from the
photo. “I urged your mother to return to America in the hopes of
keeping you both safe. I also urged her to revert back to her
maiden name, or better yet, take a different family name so it
would be harder to track you.”

Another gust of air whooshed from
Beau’s lungs.

Unfortunately, he understood the
language Elliott spoke. “My mother and I were in
danger?”

“Yes.” Elliott’s gaze
snagged Beau’s. “I have every reason to believe you still are,
which is why I’ve kept my distance from you. However, in the advent
of your friendship with my daughter I have a legitimate reason to
interact with you and not look suspicious. I have kept watch on you
and your mother over the years but I’ve had to do everything
quietly and under extreme circumstances.” The burden of the years
echoed in his uncle’s words.

“And you had to keep your
own family safe.”

“I was fortunate to have
help from Prince Aleksandr, and then Prince Aleksi when Aleksandr
died.” Prince Aleksandr’s son, Aleksi, had taken over rule of
Rurikstan, a small European nation.

“So Aleksi is aware of all
of this?”

“He knows the bare
minimum, because again, I haven’t been able to uncover
much.”

“Right. That makes sense.”
Beau eased his weight onto his right side to relieve the aching of
the left. An old injury sometimes caused trouble.

“I’ve had to do this as
secretly as possible, because it soon became apparent there are all
sorts of traps and triggers laid for anyone seeking answers. I’ve
utilized every resource I have to discover more information about
your father’s death.”

“But your resources have
limits.”

A swift nod answered that question. “I
know the company he worked for. I know where he was before he
died.” Elliott rubbed a hand over his face.

Before he
died… that stabbed through Beau’s heart.
He’d never get to meet his father.

“Now that you know this I
can tell you about him. Something I’ve been longing to do.” Elliott
grasped his shoulder in a firm clasp. “But we have to be careful.
Someone doesn’t want us snooping in their affairs and this was
worth a man’s life.” Although Elliott spoke with grief, fire flamed
in his eyes.

“You have no intention of
allowing them to get away with these deeds.” His uncle’s resolve
resonated with Beau, because if someone had murdered his dad, he’d
move entire armies to discover the truth.

“Not even close.” It was a
vow.


 Chapter
1

 



Present day Rurikstan - around 1 am

 


Beau shut his apartment door behind
Molly’s sister and the man sent to protect her.

Molly Wellington, a talented musician,
sister, daughter, friend, and cousin couldn’t be more different
from the lethal younger sister she shared an apartment with.
However, Molly was as fierce about Verity as Verity was about
Molly.

Not having siblings himself, he
enjoyed that trait in the Wellingtons.

In the back of his mind, Beau
suspected Verity was on the verge of adopting him.

As he heaved his suitcase
out of the closet, his heart twisted. Did he really want to be a
brother, even an honorary one, to Verity Wellington? He still
looked forward to his current assignment given to him by Vlad,
Molly’s brother and the head of the Rurikstani military.
Head to America to protect Molly until she
finishes this tour and return her safely to Rurikstan.

In the middle of tossing additional
items into his mostly packed suitcase another thought infiltrated.
One he wished had stayed in the ether of his brain.

What would Verity do if this business
with Beau’s father put Molly at risk?

The thought constricted his heart, not
from what Verity would do to him, but at the horrifying thought of
Molly in danger because of him. He dropped the roll of socks he’d
intended to add to the suitcase.

Vlad loomed in front of him. “We need
to leave. Now.” He scooped the socks off the floor and tucked them
into the suitcase, then grabbed Beau’s extra weapons and discreetly
stowed them.

With the skill of a man who had lived
out of a suitcase for most of his adult life, Vlad zipped the
bag.

He glanced at Beau and his eyes
narrowed. The suitcase landed back on the bed. “What’s
wrong?”

A moral dilemma reared its ugly
head.

Beau had no idea whether he should
tell Vlad about his family problems or not.

He appreciated that Vlad didn’t press
him. The man knew how to keep secrets.

“I’ve learned some facts
about my dad at your wedding. My uncle has been looking into the
matter for over thirty years. I’m not sure who or what I should
tell, if at all.” He shoved a hand through his hair, something a
man with their training should never do.

Vlad noticed the telling gesture but
didn’t comment on it. “I’m here.”

Beau glanced at his suitcase. “I
shouldn’t tell you these things over the phone.”

“We need to leave.” Vlad
indicated the door with his chin.

After hefting his suitcase, Beau made
certain he had his phone, plus an American SIM card, before he took
one last glance around the room. “I’m ready.”

“Right. Let’s go. You can
give me the basics on the way to the airport.”

They left the apartment and Beau
continued to debate whether he should tell Vlad anything. His
instincts pressed him hard to do so but his cautious nature urged
him to stay quiet.

“I understand you’re going
through an internal struggle. However, you’re also leaving to
protect my sister. Any baggage you take along is going to impact
her. If I don’t know what that baggage is, I can’t help you from my
end.” Vlad unlocked the car. Vlad, after extensive training all
over the world with many foreign allied nations, had become the
Commander in Chief of all Rurikstani military branches and earned
himself the title and pay scale of General. [Bad Nerd Falling - Book 8 - The
Morrison Family Series]

Beau climbed into the passenger seat
and strapped his seatbelt in conjunction with Vlad. He took his
time answering. And left out some information. “The problem is, my
uncle, who I recently thought was my dad, has expressed there are a
lot of traps and triggers for the unwary.”

“Verity isn’t the
unwary.”

Vlad’s succinct statement made Beau
pause. “Of course, your sister can get around practically
anything.”

“She’s the best hacker I
know. I barely knew she was a hacker until recently, but I imagine
Elliott’s difficulties discovering his twin’s murderer is because
he doesn’t share her skill set.” Vlad signaled to turn at the next
light.

Vlad already knew all
this? “You know all about my dad’s murder
and my family history?”

“Only recently, because
Verity found some evidence while working on a different mission.
She located enough information that forced me to conduct my own
search. This lead me to your uncle and the story. He wouldn’t tell
me much.” The night closed around them as they left the city lights
for the dimmer outskirts.

“That might be because he
doesn’t have much info.”

Vlad’s nod was slow. “Could
be.”

Beau’s hackles rose at Vlad’s careful
answer. “You suspect my uncle knows more than he’s letting
on?”

“I suspect your uncle
knows more than he knows he knows.”

Beau thought on this. “I’ve been
concerned he knows more than he thinks he does. So he’s probably in
danger?”

“He’s laid low, so the men
who killed your dad don’t know how much he knows.”

“You’re saying that since
he hasn’t stirred this can of worms he’s been safe
enough.”

“That’s what I suspect.
Your uncle hasn’t pressed the issue, in part because he has a
family to protect, you included. He and said family don’t possess
the proper skills to delve deeper into this situation without being
caught.”

Goosebumps pebbled his skin. “But your
sister does possess those skills.”

“I suspect she could
perform the investigation in her sleep.” They took the next turn.
Vlad participated in their conversation but his diligence never
faltered. Even here in the middle of the night.

“My uncle is standing in
the way of the go ahead to actually dig into this.”

“Like the protesting
protector Elliott is.” Vlad knew his father-in-law well.

“He wants answers, yet he
doesn’t.” It all made sense.

“He’s scared of what we’ll
discover. However, he’s the brother of the deceased.
You’re the
son.”

Vlad didn’t raise his voice, but
Beau’s goosebumps upped in intensity.

“You’re saying I can give
this investigation the green light, despite my uncle’s
reticence.”

“Again, you’re Emmett’s
son, so your voice carries more weight.”

“You planned to talk to me
about this.” Beau didn’t doubt he’d have been talking to Vlad about
this sooner rather than later.

“Probably. Haven’t had
much time to dig into it.”

“Uncle Elliott seems to
believe digging too deep is going to erupt into problems we don’t
want to deal with.”

“Or he doesn’t. I’m
familiar with dangerous situations.” Vlad stated this
blandly.

Beau snorted as he watched the airport
lights loom. “Right. So am I. I just don’t want to be torn right
now on figuring out what happened to my dad versus protecting
Molly.”

“I won’t be pleased if my
sister comes to harm because of you being torn.”

“Your sister will always
be my first priority.” That came out sharper and harder than he
intended. But Vlad got the message.

“Right, it’s always nice
to work with professionals.”

“My dad has been dead for
over thirty years. There isn’t much I can do for him, other than
seek justice. Meanwhile, Molly is alive and well and I’ll make
certain that continues.” More hardness threaded his words. Not for
Vlad, but for whoever chose to stand between Beau and his goal of
protecting Molly.

“Yeah, I made the right
choice in the men I selected to protect my sisters.” Satisfaction
interwove Vlad’s tone.

♪♪♪


The washing machine buzzed in the quiet of
pop-country superstar Savannah Swanson’s
house. Molly Wellington glanced at her frustratingly silent phone
before pacing to answer the machine’s summons. The last load of
laundry needed to be stuffed into the dryer so she accomplished
that before glancing at her phone again.

“He probably hasn’t even
gotten on the plane yet.” No amusement coated Savannah’s statement
as she finished folding the warm clothes she’d removed from the
dryer.

Molly transferred her gaze from her
annoying phone to her best friend and employer. “I’m going to go
crazy before he gets here.”

“We’re all tense and on
edge.” Savannah rubbed her own arms as though attempting to
generate a little heat. Molly concurred.

Late fall had descended, and there was
a chill in the air, but the reasons for the sensation within her
and Savannah probably stemmed from their thoughts rather than the
temperature. Especially since the house thermostat was set at
spot-on comfortable. They shouldn’t be experiencing a bad case of
the chills but both were.

By mutual accord, they entered the
family room and Savannah snapped on the gas fireplace. It erupted
into cheerful flames and she turned on the fan to waft the heat
over them. They dropped into the overstuffed chairs directly across
from the fireplace.

“I’m going to need
medication by the time he arrives.” Molly’s phone beeped. She
snatched it out of her pocket. “He just texted me that he’s on the
jet now.”

“It’ll be a few hours
before he arrives then.” Her ever supportive friend did not give in
to the urge to tease.

“Yes.” Aleksi’s jets were
fast and reliable. They didn’t have to wait on other passengers and
could do pretty much what they wanted. “Hopefully they’ll make good
time.”

She reminded herself that they were
safe. Trace Montgomery was here and in charge of security. He
wouldn’t allow anything bad to happen in the meantime. He and
Savannah had known each other since she’d been a young teen.
Somehow he’d never gotten out of the habit of ordering her around,
despite her being nearly twenty-nine now.

Trace checked on them that very
moment. The shadow he cast across the room made her and Savannah
both jump. He sent them a wry expression, but didn’t comment on
their jumpiness. He better not. His security checks had at least
doubled and he spent most of his time glaring at the security
screens or asking questions to Savannah’s bodyguard
team.

He might not startle at odd little
things but he felt the same edgy awareness of impending
doom.

Now he looked directly at
Molly. “The extra security Vlad warned me to call are on their
way.” After speaking with her older brother, Trace had called some
friends with specialized military training to temporarily help with
security. [The Nerd Who Spied Me
- The Morrison Family Series - Book 12] She
enjoyed his green eyes and dark hair but Trace didn’t move her in
the way Beau did.

“Beau is also on the jet
as we speak. I don’t think there’s anyone else on board so I
imagine they’ll be airborne soon.”

“It will take him all of
the night to get here, but my backup team should be here in the
next two to three hours. Provided they don’t run into bad
weather.”

“Where are they coming
from?” Savannah gazed into the fire but her fingers tapped an
unsteady tattoo on the chair cushion.

“California.” He paused.
“They’re flying commercial.”

“Right. Keep in mind
Aleksi isn’t going to send out a plane for just one person. It’s
probably got cargo since it’s coming all the way here.”

Savannah’s fingers writhed around each
other. “Is your prince going to be upset by this?”

“Not at all.” Molly
shrugged. “Even if he is, he’ll get over it.”

“Did I hear your handsome
princely cousin got married?”

“He did. He married a
Morrison. Tia looks like a supermodel and she has a Ph.D. in some
biological science.”

“Of course she does.”
Savanna’s face fell. “Well, there goes all hopes of me becoming a
princess.”

Trace snorted, but Savannah ignored
it, and by rote, so did Molly. “Aleksi and Tia are very well
suited. He’s crazy about her.” She opened the pictures app on her
phone and found a picture of Aleksi and Tia before handing the
device to Savannah.

Based on the low whistle that emitted
from the woman, Molly guessed she still found Aleksi attractive.
“Yep, that looks like Prince Gorgeous.” Then Savannah grimaced.
“And yes, so is his wife. She has a scientific Ph.D.?”

“Yes. She’s klutzy, that’s
the only way she’s tolerable. Otherwise she’d be perfect,” Molly
said. “You’d really like her. Tia is funny, smart, and grew up in a
way bigger family than me, so she definitely doesn’t take herself
seriously. And get this, she’s the youngest of four, and the only
girl.”

“Ugh. Poor
thing.”

“Exactly. She wasn’t
thrilled about becoming a princess because from the sound of it,
her brothers doused that desire at an early age.”
[Bad Nerd Rising - Morrison Family Series - Book 7]

Savannah handed the phone back. Molly
scrolled through her pictures until she found a few pics of the
palace. “This is the palace now. The de Leos family home.” Savannah
hadn’t seen these more recent pictures.

“Who are the de Leos
family again?”

“That’s Aleksi’s name.
Prince Aleksi de Leos. My grandmother was a de Leos. The palace you
see there has been in our family for at least a thousand years.”
Savannah had seen it, but she’d never been inside.

Savannah dropped Molly’s phone. To her
credit she snatched it out of the air before it hit her lap or the
floor, but it was still a heart stopping moment for Molly. The
device wasn’t new, but you couldn’t find this model in America, so
she didn’t want to go through the hassle of replacing it with a
phone from here that might not work well in Rurikstan.

Trace sank onto a chair in the family
room and questioned Molly. “That palace has been there for a
thousand years?”

“I’m not sure if the
current one has been there that long. I think some invaders burned
down the original, but my family have called that plot of land home
for over a thousand years. I can’t remember the age of the actual
building that’s there now.” Molly tapped an index finger to her
lips.

“I’ve met Aleksi.” Trace
didn’t add additional details. Of course he didn’t.

“You’ve met this prince?”
A small frown appeared between Savanna’s blonde
eyebrows.

“Yes. He spent time in his
military and I’m sure I met him during one of our collaborative
training exercises at some point.”

“Aleksi remains active, as
much as our prince can, in the military. Most of our military
members do.”

“They don’t
retire?”

“Not typically. All of the
men do serve a couple of years in the military. While many go on to
other careers, they continue training. We wouldn’t have much of a
military otherwise.”

“Do women join your
military?”

“Yes. They’re welcome to
sign on. We have several strong lines of warriors in Rurikstan and
many of the women from those lines join one of our branches and
excel. Some, like their male counterpoints, go on to do other
things but keep up their training. A select number make the
military their career.”

“So do your family share
those warrior genes?”

Trace answered before Molly could.
“It’s strong in the de Leos and the Wellington lines, but I’m not
sure about her mother’s side.”

“The de Leos genes can
produce strong warriors.” She thought of her older brother Vlad.
“My brother started training by age five.”

Savannah didn’t have time to answer
because Trace’s phone rang. This indicated to him that he needed to
continue his nearly continuous security checks while he spoke to
whoever had called. He shoved to his feet and made his rounds
again. Molly didn’t doubt that the security guards on duty were
also extra alert and watching everything as closely
outside.

This house wasn’t small, or truly a
house, as it did run along mansion proportions but it wasn’t as
massive as some of the surrounding estates. The sheer number of
rooms had to be a security nightmare.

Her heart jolted when a new thought
entered her mind. “Do we have a room for Beau?”

“I thought about the room
either beside or across from you.” Savannah frowned at the fire.
“The room beside yours means he’d share your bathroom, so I’m
thinking the one across from you.”

“It would be a little
awkward to share a bathroom.” Or a lot. Everything within her nixed
that idea. It was one thing to share a bathroom with a family
member or friend, but Beau wasn’t either.

Who exactly he was to her remained a
mystery. So many options coursed through her mind.

She joined Savannah in frowning at the
fire. Living with the man in Savannah’s tremendous house might
prove complicated. Or be the best thing that ever happened to
her.
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2

 


 Why am I not surprised Vlad knows about the situation
surrounding my dad? Beau leaned back in an
easy chair on Aleksi’s jet. This interior a far cry from a
commercial jet, much less the military transports that usually
didn’t even have seats. Aleksi and family traveled in
style.

And that circled Beau’s thoughts
around to the one person he’d been trying hard not to think about.
But she kept popping into his mind and he wanted nothing more than
to indulge. Yet if he did so then he’d be all moony eyed like… well
Aleksi around Tia. Vlad didn’t tend to go there because he was a
warrior through and through.

Cian Hunter didn’t get all weak in the
knees either, which was a good thing, because Verity would likely
cut them out from under him. Just for fun. He had to grin at the
youngest Wellington sibling. As deadly as Vlad but she was also
coated in her mother’s femme fatale temptation.

Beau counted himself lucky he’d never
been attracted to that sort of female. He could take or leave them.
His interests lay in the sweet take-her-home-to-mom variety of
woman. Molly Wellington, for instance. Molly and Maks, their oldest
brother, shared traits as did Vlad and Verity. Maks and Molly were
far more approachable and reasonable.

Although Maks continued his military
training he didn’t carry the lethal elements Vlad and Verity
exuded. The de Leos warrior genes pressed those two
hard.

Verity Wellington wasn’t someone to
mess with. Cian Hunter, the brave man sent to protect her, only
added to her lethalness. Beau had always respected Cian, but his
admiration for the man had increased exponentially. Any man willing
to take on a beast like Verity deserved all the accolades.
Especially in light of Cian’s likely shortened lifespan—due to
Verity.

Who knew when the woman decided she
was tired of him and gutted him?

Then again, Cian was perfectly capable
of taking care of himself.

Beau had heard snippets that in the
same manner as her older brother Vlad, Verity had started her
training young. Perhaps not as young as Vlad who had been five, but
not so long after. If that was true, then Verity’s experience might
exceed Cian’s. Impressive.

Beau had learned something valuable
about the woman tonight.

She loved her sister,
Molly.

Upon his introduction to the deadly
secret operative he hadn’t expected to like her. He figured he
should treat her in the same manner he would a grizzly bear. With
lots of caution and hopefully sporting a large rifle. However,
seeing her fierce protective nature toward her older sister he was
chagrined to learn he had at least one thing in common with Verity
Wellington.

He would also give his life for her
sister.

Having anything in common with the woman
made him question everything.

It also occurred to him to call his
uncle and mention that Verity was a certified computer genius. He
had heard of her hacking skills from Prince Aleksi himself and been
suitably impressed. Especially in light of his own failed attempts
in the ensuing weeks to figure out what had happened to his father.
Who knew one of the scariest operatives he’d ever met also happened
to be the biggest computer geek of all time?

He guessed Cian got a lot of mileage
out of this.

This revelation made the woman far
more real than all the stories he’d heard about her and now he knew
she wasn’t a mere legend. She did exist, she should be considered
deadly, and she was a scarier version of her sister.

From their snatched conversations
together, he’d discerned that Molly’s childhood had been a happy,
carefree one. She brought normalcy and beauty into his
life.

He admired her bright eyed optimism
and robust musical talent. He craved both of those traits in his
life. He needed her innocence and her sweet laugh. Her gentle
nature and freshness appealed after the ugliness he’d endured as a
soldier for a country’s military not his father’s. He didn’t regret
his time in the United States Army.

Not at all. Unlike Molly, the warrior
inside rode him hard. He identified with Vlad and Verity in a way
he couldn’t with Molly, at least on the warrior front. But Molly
heard music, just like he did. She responded to it, just like he
did.

She needed it, just like he
did.

While his composer abilities were
touted all over the world, Molly’s songwriting ability slipped
through the cracks. He had seen her name listed on several popular
songs—not merely the ones her employer sang with great success but
also by other artists. He recognized her style now and a quick
internet search usually verified his suspicions that Molly at least
had a hand in the success of the song.

She did compose music but her style
definitely differed from his. Her catchy beats weren’t exceeded by
her equally powerful lyrics. His lyrical ability left something to
be desired. He could create sweeping, amazing concertos and
symphonies. But please don’t ask him to write a popular
song.

Maybe it was time to see how the pros
did it. However, he couldn’t even fathom the first step on how to
write a popular song. It would be amazing to have a front row seat
into the life of a pop star and witness how it was done. Was
Savannah’s life different than his own?

He didn’t tour, so yes. Beau didn’t
have a single desire to tour. Well, he did travel some with the
Rurikstani Orchestra, but infrequently. Usually people came to
them. The vast majority of their musicians preferred
that.

Most of his travel had to do with
assignments like this for Vlad.

He’d been honorably discharged from
the U.S. Army, but he didn’t serve in the Rurikstan Army. Due to
his age and injuries but also because he didn’t think it
appropriate. His skills meant he could assist Rurikstan from time
to time, as a favor to Vlad. Beau enjoyed dual citizenship, as the
Wellingtons did. Yet another aspect of life he and Molly had in
common. He had only recently obtained his Rurikstani passport and
citizenship but his mother had made certain he knew his
roots.

The ability to speak fluent Rurikstani
and the derivative languages he’d learned as a child had helped him
with many an undercover operation while in the Army. He hadn’t been
a full on Ranger, like his buddy Clay Morrison, but had entered
Special Ops through a different door. Not unlike Cian Hunter and
Greg Gilmore, Clay’s business partners.

Hmm, maybe he should make a point to
head to Hershey with Molly to touch base with Clay and Gilmore, at
least. Chances were good he’d need their help on their side of the
ocean to delve into the secrets that had died with his
father.

Although the more people who knew
those secrets, the more people he placed directly in
danger.

Then again, Clay and Gilmore would
personally kill him if he didn’t set them on this case.

He tapped the nice armrest of the
chair that molded his body perfectly. While he castigated his uncle
for not bringing him up to speed long before now he also understood
why Elliott hadn’t. Once Beau knew, many, many more people would as
well and then Elliott’s control of the information would
cease.

Actually, now that Vlad knew,
Elliott’s hold on the case had already begun its descent into
Vlad’s capable hands. Vlad took charge and he had the muscle and
knowledge to retain that control. He also had resources only Aleksi
or Admiral O’Riley and the like could hope to match. Such as access
to one of the best hackers in the world. Verity had the skills to
discover who had killed Emmett Dubrinsky.

Saying that name in his
mind made him squirm. Dubrinsky. That was his real last
name. But for obvious security reasons, Beau’s mother had chosen to
change theirs to her maternal grandmother’s maiden name.

It had been a stellar decision. Taking
the last name DuBois, a common enough name in the states, had kept
them safe. He’d been only a few months old when Emmett had been
murdered. Samantha “Sama” DuBois, Beau’s mother, had made the best
choice she could.

The jet engines powered on with a
thrilling roar. The pilots cycled through their pre-flight
procedures and he ticked them off in his head. He’d operated a few
planes in his life. And hoped to do so again. His wallet contained
a pilot’s license. Thanks to the Army. He kept up with those skills
too. One never knew.

Vlad usually joined him in those
practice sessions since he also needed to keep up his skills.
Really, Beau spent quite a lot of time with his new cousin-in-law.
Not that Helena or Molly were aware of his relationship to
Helena.

Yet another reason to discover what
had happened to his father. He needed answers and he also wanted to
acknowledge Helena and Karis, her older sister, as his first
cousins.

The jet picked up speed and he enjoyed
the takeoff, beautifully done. He’d go forward and speak to the
pilots once they were steady. They’d have more time
then.

The night closed around them. It might
be a good idea to catch some sleep during the flight since he’d
need to hit the ground running once they arrived. It should be
early morning U.S. time.

When he and Verity spoke with her late
this evening, Molly hadn’t been impressed with Verity’s timing. But
it should have been around 6 pm American time in Nashville,
Tennessee. Why would Molly just be waking up and thinking of
breakfast at six in the evening? Shouldn’t she have been thinking
of dinner?

Of course, they were on tour. It could
be that their hours were completely opposite of normal hours. Since
they worked long into the evening and night, and then had Meet and
Greets and the like. Could be that she had just woken from sleeping
and was actually thinking about breakfast.

On the other hand, she might have been
awoken from a nap and had a fondness for breakfast foods, something
he totally related to, and enjoyed breakfast foods for dinner. One,
breakfast was something he could cook, and two, breakfast for
dinner was a favorite of his. Pancakes and eggs always tasted good,
so did French toast and sausage. Or bacon. His stomach grumbled,
which it shouldn’t do after the amazing casserole Helena made that
he and Vlad devoured for dinner tonight.

Of course, maybe Molly had calculated
the time difference between America and Rurikstan and thought her
little sister should have been in bed. Beau sniggered at the
thought. Verity probably did her best work in the middle of the
night—a friendly time for operatives like her.

Then Beau sobered as he contemplated
what the time difference meant for him. He hoped Vlad had arranged
for a rental car for him at the same as he commandeered this jet.
Beau figured he’d arrive at approximately five a.m. If Vlad hadn’t
rented him a car he’d have to cool his heels until the airport
opened. Not ideal.

Assuming Vlad had reserved a car for
him, he’d find Savannah’s home address, supplied by Vlad, and head
there. Hopefully the guys Trace called were already on their
way.

They’d probably had to catch
commercial flights. His would take from seven to nine hours if his
math was right. So he had a good bit of sleeping time ahead of
him.

The plane evened out and he waited a
few more minutes for the pilots to finally relax before he
meandered up front to say hello. Their conversation centered around
flying and planes and that was fine by him. Both subjects appealed
to him and they seemed impressed with his skills, although they
shouldn’t be.

Most of his experience had stemmed
from military issue, not fancy equipment like this jet.

Then, once the conversation ended, he
headed back to the recliner, reclined it, and shut himself down
into sleep. By the time he awoke they’d be over American soil.
Hopefully circling the landing zone.

Then he’d get to see Molly. Everything
clenched in anticipation.

♪♪♪


Molly glanced at the clock again. The face
indicated eleven o’clock. Savannah was
immersed in a reading device across the room, while Trace
introduced his new team to the house, procedures, and the other
security personnel. They had arrived not so long ago and already
the feeling of being watched had lessened.

The creepy stalker sensation hadn’t
dissipated entirely but the men with Trace reminded her very much
of him, all of them cold eyed, alert, and ready to spring into
action in a millisecond. These men also reminded her of her
brothers so she was already comfortable with them.

She studiously didn’t think about the
hard-eyed man flying across the Atlantic ocean right now on his way
to protect her. Except her thoughts kept circling back to him. Kept
trying to trip her up. Since she was used to this type of thing,
she also had experience not opening that Pandora’s Box. Then again,
maybe she kidded herself...

After introductions, Trace also
mentioned that these men would stay behind so Savannah’s current
bodyguard staff members would be free to travel with her to the
next tour date. A good plan, actually. She and Savannah were
comfortable with their current staff but didn’t know these
men.

Trace showed his friends the family
room. She and Savannah huddled there in their respective chairs.
Okay, perhaps huddled wasn’t the correct word. Hunkered down,
waiting for the worst wasn’t appropriate either, so somewhere in
between? No one spoke about the growling lion in the room. The
sense of imminent danger hovered overhead, yet no one commented.
Mostly because while everyone knew it was there, no one could see
it. If you couldn’t see or handle something, that didn’t mean it
didn’t exist, only that you probably shouldn’t be the first to
mention it.

No one wanted to be considered weird
because of squawking about such things. Especially people in her
business. Musicians at Savannah’s level of success featured a lot
in both tabloids and legitimate news sites. If you experienced any
level of success in the entertainment business, you became
entertainment for the masses.

Therefore, she and Savannah were
careful about what they did and said, especially when out and
about. But even home wasn’t the sanctuary it should be. With fame
came the need for security and assistants and others in your life
and all of those people could, in theory, be bought. All of them
were capable of ratting out their employer, especially if they were
disgruntled.

The number of issues Savannah endured
were not for the faint of heart. Since she and Savannah were best
friends, as well as worked together, Molly also had to deal with
them. She remained impressed with Savannah’s ability to navigate
the treacherous waters of the media and public opinion.

An American Sweetheart, because she
truly did care about her music, fans, and career, Savannah valued
her friendships, employees, and all the success heaped upon her.
Molly couldn’t think of anyone more worthy of her place.

In the back of her mind though, she
wondered. Wondered if she wanted this lifestyle for the rest of her
life. Savannah would probably continue to tour for most of her
career, but Molly wanted a husband and a family, and she wanted to
settle down in Rurikstan, not America.

At least she was pretty certain she
wanted that. It sounded as though her younger sister was growing
serious about the man who’d gone after her. From what their mother
said, Verity appeared smitten with him. Molly had trouble picturing
her sister smitten with anyone, but then she did dote on Maks’s
kids as well as Emerson’s. Emerson being yet another cousin who
happened to be married to Helena’s sister, Karis.

Molly didn’t draw any absolute
conclusions until she saw her sister with this man. She wanted to
go home. At least there she knew the security personnel, especially
if she stayed at the palace. Half of her family was in and out of
the place on a regular basis so she’d be doubly safe.

Of course, the palace had been broken
into three times now. Maybe spending time in her ancestral home
wasn’t her best course. Then again, the place crawled with security
who were loyal to her family. Here, that type of loyalty wasn’t
possible.

Coming from Europe, she hadn’t
understood the extent of America as a kid. Only now, after several
tours with Savannah listed on her resume, did she finally grasp how
massive this country was. Rurikstan might boast a slightly larger
size than the smallest state here, but not by much.

She enjoyed the vastness of this
country.

Yet there was something to be said for
the coziness of her homeland. Not that America wasn’t also her
homeland, as she did possess an American passport. But she’d grown
up in Rurikstan and considered that country home.

But Beau had grown up here. He had
served in the American military and had put down roots here. Yet he
lived in Rurikstan nearly full time now.

She gnawed her lower lip. What did all
of that mean? Did he intend to remain living in Rurikstan? Did he
sport two residences, like she thought she might need? She shared a
flat with her sister in Rurikstan, and planned to buy a house or
condo here in Nashville and perhaps another in Rurikstan. Yet she
mostly lived in hotels and their tour bus.

A lifestyle she didn’t enjoy. She
wanted something more permanent than a shared flat she and her
sister hardly ever slept at. Wanted to come home to the same place
every night for an entire week at a time. Rather than live out of a
suitcase.

They had a tour date in Philadelphia
in four days time. They had arrived at Savannah’s Nashville house
close to dawn, after playing Atlanta, and this would be the longest
stretch of free time they’d spent in seven and half months. Two
more shows after Philly. Well, they had two in New York City, at
the same venue, then on to Boston.

After that, they’d be done. In less
than a fortnight she’d be free to return home. With Beau. Her heart
jolted. She definitely wanted to be with him. But what if she
didn’t measure up? He was tough, smart, talented, and so handsome
her breath caught every time she set eyes on him.

That didn’t seem healthy.

She was just a musician for a pop
music darling. Not any more or less talented than the next touring
musician. Along the line she’d toyed with giving up
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