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Prologue
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Tristan Silvers was fourteen years old, his mom was out of town on business. He and his dad were at home and had watched a football game then headed to bed. 

“Good night buddy, thanks for watching the game with me.” 

“Night dad. I had fun. It’s always a good game when the Sooners win. See you in the morning.” Tristan was smiling.

His dad laughed, “You got that right. See you in the morning.”

Tristan’s dad, Derek, was a decorated police officer with the Oklahoma City Police Department. 

His mom, Eva, was a pharmaceutical rep for a national drug company and traveled a lot with her job.

Around midnight, Tristan heard a noise. He called 9-1-1 then he got up to see what it was.  As he made his way to his parents room, he saw two dark figures. He quietly moved to the kitchen and removed his dad’s forty-five from the top of the refrigerator.  He knew how to shoot a gun, his dad and him went hunting every year. He was taught at an early age the safety and use of a firearm. 

Tristan made his way back to the door of his parents room just as one of the dark clothed men pulled the trigger of a gun and shot his dad. 

Tristan yelled, the man turned and Tristan shot him. Then he jumped on the back of the other man and ripped his black face mask off. They struggled, the man threw Tristan to the ground and before Tristan could retrieve the gun, the man was gone. Tristan never saw his face.

He looked over at the bed and his dad was there laying in a pool of his own blood. Tristan ran to him, “Dad, dad...”

“Son...call...9-1-1...I don’t...”

Tristan screamed, “DAD!”

Derek Silvers passed away in his bed from a gunshot wound from a burglar.

They never caught the other guy.
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Staci Hart was a happy child. Blonde curls and blue eyes sparkled when she laughed. She was in her bedroom playing with her baby dolls and reading to them. She heard yelling down the hall. She knew that her mom and dad were fighting, she just didn’t know why. They hardly ever fought and lately, dad wasn’t home much.

Staci’s mom came into her room to help her get ready for bed, “Staci, we need to get in bed now.”

“Okay mommy. Are you okay?”

“Yes why?”

“I heard daddy yelling at you.”

“Oh, I’m sorry you had to hear that. Yes, I’m fine. Tomorrow you and I are going to take a little trip. Won’t that be fun?”

“Where are we going?”

“Newton Park. I have a friend there that I haven’t seen in years. I’d like to go visit her.”

“That sounds fun. Does she have kids?”

“Yes she does. I think her little girl is about your age.”

Staci’s smile was wide and her eyes sparkled, “That sounds fun mommy.”

“Okay, but you have to go to sleep so we can go early tomorrow.”

Staci shook her head, “Okay.” 

“Good girl. Sleep tight.” Joan Hart covered her little girl up, kissed her on the forehead, and walked back out turning the light off as she left the room.

I can’t believe we are leaving our home. That man is insane. I can’t believe he is making me leave and he doesn’t want to see our daughter. Who does that? 
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Tristan Silvers stood in the backyard of his boss’ parent’s home in Overland Park, Kansas watching the most gorgeous woman he had ever seen, Staci Hart, walk down a long aisle.

Staci was the bridesmaid to her friend Samantha. She was followed by another good friend, Norma Parker. Norma and Staci wore matching teal off the shoulder dresses with an A line bodice and full skirt and two-inch teal heels. This was to accommodate Norma’s growing baby bump.

Samantha Jackson was marrying Tristan’s boss Max Knight. The wedding took place on the first Saturday in September. They wanted a small wedding with just friends and family.

Max and Art Knight own and operate the Knight Security and Investigations Agency. KSI works with the local, state, and federal law enforcement to help take down the bad guys. They have, from time to time, worked with another security agency out of Oklahoma, Mountain Security, owned by Zack Boyd.

Norma was escorted by Art, Max’s brother, in his dashing dark black suit and teal tie.

Staci was escorted by Tristan, who was also in a dark black suit with a matching teal tie.

There were smiles all around.

The reception was held on the back lawn of the gorgeous colonial home that had been in the Knight family for a few generations. There was a dance floor, bar, and food tables set up, as well as the cake table.

Once all the pictures were taken, the food and dancing started.

Tristan was watching Staci like he always did when she was near. He noticed Staci last year during the kidnapping of Norma Parker and Nate Spencer’s parents. Tristan was given the job of watching over the gorgeous woman. It was also this same instance that brought Max and Samantha together, sort of.

One look at her and Tristan was head over heels, he just didn’t know quite how to handle it. He kept his distance except when they danced. So he danced with her as often as he could.

There were friends from Newton Park, Kansas and Hope, Oklahoma as well as some family members they rarely saw.

Once the dancing started, Tristan took Staci on the dance floor. “You look gorgeous tonight, Staci.”

“Thank you. You look pretty handsome yourself.”

He nodded with a smile and pulled her a little closer. He didn’t understand why he was so shy around her, he had known her now for almost a year. They went to Smokey’s Bar and Grill all the time and danced together, he just could never get up the nerve to ask her out. So they just danced.

Staci was a natural beauty. Her hair was long and blonde, her legs were lean and tall, and her hazel eyes sparkled. Her eyes were almost a light green around the pupil and a light blue on the outside. Just gorgeous. When they danced he held her as close as he could without being disrespectful. She was soft in his arms and her small hand in his seemed to fit just perfect. So what was wrong with him?

The song ended and someone came up and asked Staci to dance, so Tristan backed away thanking her for the dance.

Art came up to Tristan and put his hand on his shoulder, “When in the hell are you going to ask that girl out?”

Tristan shrugged, “I don’t know that she’s interested. I can’t stand rejection, it’s easier not to ask.”

“Didn’t you learn anything in the Navy. It’s not always easy man. Shit, you were a damn Navy SEAL. I would have thought you had a pair a ball’s on ya.” Art laughed and walked away.

Tristan just stood there until someone else slapped him on the shoulder with a monster of a hand, “Man, what are you up to these days?”

Dane Mitchell is huge. When he was back home in Newton Park, they called him ‘the big guy’ and no one messed with him. He was all muscle and looked like an oversized superman.

“Hey Dane, how are you? I heard you got married. Congratulations.” Tristan shook Dane’s hand.

“Yeah, not too long after that Washington ordeal. I wanted to thank you personally for all you did. They were a damn mess.”

“I didn’t do anything. Steve and Dan were in that hole with you, they did everything.”

“I’ve already thanked them. I wanted to make sure you knew, I appreciated you all sticking around. I hope my mom wasn’t too bad.”

“Man, she was until Zack shut her down.”

They both laughed at the memory of little Mrs. Mitchell throwing everyone out of her son's hospital room and wouldn’t even allow his girl Abby to be in there. Zack took matters into his own hands and solved the problem.

Dane looked at Tristan as Tristan was watching Staci dance, “You should go ask her to dance again.”

“What? Oh, I already danced with her once. I’m sure she wants to dance with other people.”

“Looked a little cozy earlier, something going on there?”

“Nope.”

“Don’t let your stupid pride or whatever get in the way of having a meaningful relationship with a gorgeous woman.”

Dane’s wife Abby came up about the time he said that. “Who are you talking about babe?”

“Honey, this is Tristan Silvers. He works for KSI here in Kansas. They do what we do. We were all in that Washington ordeal.”

Abby went straight to Tristan, gave him a hug, “I remember you. You were with Max and the other guys. Thank you.”

“Really ma’am, I didn’t do anything. I just happened to be with the group that did.” He gave her a slightly crooked grin.

“Well, nonetheless, thank you again.”

Dane looked at Tristan then his wife, “Babe, let’s dance.” Then he looked back at Tristan, “Don’t forget what I said man. See ya.” Dane and Abby headed to the dance floor.

The party was finally winding down and it was time for the bouquet and garter to be thrown.

There were several single ladies in attendance, but Staci caught the bouquet. She and Samantha took a cute picture together.

Max removed Samantha’s garter reaching a little farther up her leg than needed, then slowly pulled the garter down her leg and flung it to the men that were there and single, Tristan caught it. Another picture with Max.

Then Max, Samantha, Tristan, and Staci all took a picture together.

There was one final dance, and everyone started moving to leave.

The Knights were putting up several of the wedding party guests for the night since it was late and took about an hour and half to drive back to Newton Park.

Everyone was exhausted. The newlyweds left to go stay in a hotel before departing the next morning for their honeymoon.

Guests from out of town left to head to their hotel. The rest of the wedding party was staying at the house for the night.

Dale Knight, Max and Art’s dad, invited Art and Tristan into his den for a night cap.

“Son, that was a lovely wedding. Your mom asked when you were getting married?”

“No sir. And it’s no time soon you can tell her.” Art laughed as he took a drink of the amber colored liquid in his glass.

“Tristan, what about you?”

“Um, no sir. No prospects.”

“Well now, I saw you dancing with Staci. Wasn’t that her name? The bridesmaid?”

“Yes sir, we do dance together from time to time.”

“Dad, that’s enough. Stop trying to fix everyone up. Not everyone can be like you and mom or Max and Samantha.”

“Fine, just thought I would ask before your mother did. So how’s the business going?”

“Good, we keep busy. Tristan here is our resident pilot and he gets everyone where they need to go and makes sure no one gets shot.”

“Well that’s a good thing I would suspect. Anything big coming or do you know?”

“Nothing big right now. We get calls from KSBI all the time to help with cases. We haven’t done a federal job since earlier in the year, Washington.”

“Yeah, that was messed up for sure. Well, I guess I better call it a night boys. Help yourselves to another drink if you wish, I need to check on your mom. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight dad.”

“Goodnight sir.”

“I think I will turn in as well, Art. See you in the morning.”

“Night man.”

Tristan went up to the room that the Knight’s designated as his while he was there. He glanced at the door to the room he knew Staci was in and then turned and pushed through his room closing the door behind him.
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Staci was watching from the dance floor every time she would dance with someone new, she noticed that Tristan was watching her. He just watched, like on protective mode.

She liked Tristan but wasn’t sure he felt the same so neither said anything. She watched him from a distance knowing what a great guy he was, she wanted to make sure he was having a good time. Several times through the night she was trying to make her way back to him to see if he wanted to dance, but someone would catch her every time.

Mrs. Knight came up to her at one point, “Staci, how are you?”

“I’m great Mrs. Knight, the wedding was lovely. You did a fantastic job.”

“Oh thank you. It was all Samantha. She has a knack for things like this.”

“Well it turned out fantastically.”

“Can I ask you a question Staci?”

“Of course.”

“Do you have any prospects for your future?”

Staci noticed that Tristan was watching from the far side of the dance floor, “No ma’am, none. I’m married to my work so to speak.”

“Well, you get unmarried from your work. There are a lot of satisfying things out there you can find with a man, then work.” Joyce Knight was smiling from ear to ear.

Staci laughed, “Yes, I suppose there is.”

“Could you help me with the food plates and make sure they are all out now?”

“Of course Mrs. Knight. And thank you for letting me stay here tonight, that was so helpful. I’m glad I don’t have to drive back to Newton Park tonight.”

“Certainly dear, now let’s get those food trays out.”

Joyce showed her where the rest of the trays were, and they made their way back out to the food tables with the rest of the food.

When Staci turned around, Art was standing there, “Care to dance Staci?”

“Hey Art, sure.”

Art took her to the floor and twirled around and brought her into him softly, “How’s it going?”

“Good, how have you been?”

“Great, busy but great. Um, are you dating anyone?”

She blushed, “No Art I’m not. Why?”

“I was just wondering. Seems like a pretty lady like yourself should have several men chasing after you.”

“Art Knight, are you flirting with me?”

“Nope, just inquiring. Do you know any single men that would like to ask you out?”

“Now if I knew that, I would have dates on my calendar, but I don’t.”

He chuckled, “True, okay. I’ll shut up. I was just checking on the available women at this little shindig.”

Staci laughed and they finished the dance. As Art left the floor, she noticed Tristan watching again from the bar this time. It was like his eyes couldn’t stay off of her. Until she caught him, he watched, when he noticed she knew he was watching, he turned his head. So childish. She shook her head.

As the party wound down Staci approached Samantha and Norma, “Hey ladies. Sam this was a hit. And best wishes to the bride.” They each had a flute of sparkling cider and clinked their glasses.

The photographer came by, “Let me get a picture of the most beautiful women in the place.”

The girls posed for the picture together, “Thank you.” Samantha was glad he got that picture, she would make sure each of them had a copy.

Samantha hugged Norma and Staci, “I’m going to find my man so we can get out of here.”

Norma and Staci worked on getting everyone gathered up so that they could send off the happy couple.

Once the couple had departed, they cleaned up some of the mess, then everyone headed to their rooms upstairs.

Norma pulled Staci to the side, “You okay girl? You look a little sad.”

“No I’m fine. Weddings are so wonderful, I just wonder if it’s in the cards for me that’s all.”

“It is. We’ve been best friends since third grade, you know I want you to be happy. I thought you had a crush on my brother?”

“I did, and Nate’s a great guy, but I think that’s all it was, just a crush. I really don’t know what I want any more. I get mixed signals from other men all the time and don’t want to make any mistakes.”

“I understand hun. Just be patient, it will happen.”

Norma gave her friend a hug and went to find her husband, Phil. They were also staying at the Knights.

Staci decided to call it a night and headed to her room. When she got there she noticed the door that would be Tristan’s and wondered what he was doing tonight.
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Several weeks passed since the Knight wedding and fall was in full force in Kansas. The weather was cool and crisp in the mornings and early evenings and the days were nice and brisk.

Max called his Monday morning meeting to get the guys set on their assignments for the week.

“I got a call from KSBI and we are needed to help in a situation up in Salina. I only need two of you up there, and they don’t know how long it will take to get this done. I need a good B & E so Lance you’re up.”

Lance nodded. He was one of the best breaking and entering on the team. His childhood had actually turned into something he could use.

Max looked around the room and his eyes fell on Steve, “Steve, they are in need of some IT work and trying to decode some information that has come through from a gang.”

“Yes sir.” Steve worked with the IT systems within their organization and had worked with the Marines on special assignments while he was deployed during his time in the service.

“Okay men, we have our new office manager accounting person and I think Jennifer is doing a fantastic job. Now I need to hire one more office person for a receptionist and to assist Jen. Anyone have any ideas or know anyone that needs a job?”

All the men shook their heads no then Art spoke up, “Mom said something about Joy moving over this way. You might want to give her a call.”

“Joy Davis?”

“Yeah, you know that scrawny kid that followed you around like a lost puppy when she was little,” Art laughed.

“Funny, I believe if either of us gave her the time of day she would have jumped on it. I heard she got a divorce and was leaving Overland Park, just hadn’t heard she was moving this way. I will call her this afternoon. Thanks. Tristan, I want you to make sure that all the aircraft have been serviced and are ready at a moment's notice. I have a feeling something big is about to happen.”

“Roger that.”

“Art, do some digging into the background of the Morelli family. They have some connections to the issue going on in Salina and I want to be on top of it. Report your findings to Steve as well as me.”

“Roger.”

“Dan, I need you to help Tristan. Let’s make sure all vehicles are ready as well. Okay anything else?”

Nods around the room.

“Oh, I almost forgot, Jen asked that you have all reports on her desk by the end of each week. She needs to be able to bill on Mondays, so she needs those reports to file. They also have to be filed with the state in a timely manner and she’s getting some heat for them not being taken care of. Let’s not let this slip.”

Nods came from everyone with some grumbling.

Max smiled, “Okay men, let’s get to work.”

Everyone rose from their seats in the large conference room of the KSI compound and went for more coffee before heading to their prospective jobs.
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[image: image]


Staci found that her fall was getting even busier. Her principal put her on a new committee to enhance English Language Arts or ELA and better the English departments. She serves with other grade level teachers. Staci was the third grade rep, her friend Robyn Doyle teaches fourth grade, and a new teacher Lucas Baker teaches fifth grade ELA and reading from the elementary.

The committee meets every Monday to discuss ways to help students that are struggling in the English and Reading areas.

Staci spoke up, “If we use the same curriculum throughout the elementary building wouldn’t that be a better way?”

“Yes, I agree. We build on it from year to year,” Robyn gave her opinion.

Lucas was not on board and the girls were getting irritated, “I like to use my own curriculum. I feel that if we are teaching, the students will learn what we teach and having it built from one year to the next doesn’t even make sense. They lose so much during the summer it really is like starting over anyway. So what’s the point.”

Both ladies sighed, and Staci spoke, “I don’t think we are going to get this resolved any time soon. We better break up now and start back up next week, I need to get to class.”

Robyn said, “I agree.”

“Fine, but I’m standing my ground on this issue.” Lucas was persistent.

The three left the teacher work room and headed to their prospective classes.

Staci stopped and talked to another fifth grade teacher, Mrs. Markham, “Hey Mrs. Markham, how are you today?”

“I’m great Staci, how are you?”

“Fine, except we can’t get Lucas to get on board with this new curriculum for ELA.”

“Well that’s odd, he usually is good about what’s best for the whole. The kids just love him.”

“The kids may love him, but I sure don’t. He’s making it difficult. Do you know him very well?”

“Not really. I asked some questions at the beginning of the year, he’s from Nebraska, he has no family, he lost his wife a few years ago to cancer. He’s been really great with the students though. Maybe you can persuade him to your way of thinking. You are always very good at that Staci.”

“Thanks Mrs. Markham. I appreciate the vote of confidence. I’ll keep working on him. Robyn is working on him too. We just want a similar curriculum across the board. It would make it easier for the students, as well as the teachers. Ya know.”

“Yes I do. That’s a great idea, streamlining. Let me see if I can talk to him a little. See if I can’t help.”

“Thank you again Mrs. Markham.”

“No problem dear. Have a great day.”

“Thank you too.”

Staci headed back to her room. She got a text from Samantha, ‘come to dinner Saturday night’.

‘sounds fun, thanks’

‘the KSI men will be here along with some other ladies we hang out with’

‘do I need to bring anything’

‘nope, I’ve got it covered, see you Saturday’

Now Staci had something to look forward to.
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Saturday couldn’t have gotten there any faster. Tristan and the men were ready for a quiet relaxing weekend. Art, Dan, and Tristan headed out to their bosses house for dinner. When they arrived there were several cars in the circle drive.

Max used to not allow anyone to know where he lived, but since he has Samantha in his life now, he couldn’t deny her a dinner party with close friends.

Max opened the door to his men and shook each of their hands as they walked in.

Art spoke first, “Well, this is a first. You never let anyone out here.”

“Yeah I know. But I’m coming around to my wife’s way of thinking. There is no need to hide out back here. She wanted friends over for dinner, I’m going to give the woman what she wants.”

“Damn you are whipped man,” Art laughed at his brother.

Max smiled, “Beer anyone?”

They all shook their heads yes as someone else knocked on the door.

“Tristan, grab the door while I grab the beer.”

Tristan opened the door to two beautiful women, Jennifer and Staci.

“Well this night just got better. Come on in ladies.”

They both smiled really big and Staci watched Tristan’s eyes, they sparkled. His damn left tilted grin killed her. He was one fine man.

Tristan caught Staci by the arm, “How are you?”

“I’m good. How are you?”

“Good, better now.”

She looked at him with a suspension in her eyes, “Really?”

He smiled bigger, “Oh yeah. Did you have a good week?”

“It was interesting, but overall yes. How about you?”

“Busy, but good. I’d really like to talk...”

Samantha yelled from the kitchen, “Staci, come on in. I have wine.”

Staci laughed, “I better go see what’s going on. You wanted to say something though?”

“No, it’s okay. I’ll talk to you later.”

She placed her small hand on his bicep and slightly squeezed, “Okay, anytime.”

Staci headed for the kitchen and that glass of wine.

Dan came up to Tristan, “Man, just ask her out already.”

“I was going too, and Samantha called her to the kitchen.”

“Yeah, then you froze again and stopped talking all together.”

“I’ll get it out sooner or later.” He smiled at Dan.

There was another knock at the door and Tristan opened it again, Phil and Norma Parker were standing there.

Tristan invited them by shaking Phil’s hand and giving Norma a kiss on the head, “The ladies are in the kitchen.”

She nodded and headed to see what the ladies were up to.

Max passed Phil a beer.

“This is quite a gathering bro.” Art was pleased that his brother was no longer held up in his cabin so much. Samantha had done a great thing with Max.

In the kitchen the women were helping finish dinner. Samantha spoke to no one in particular, “I’m so glad that you all could come tonight. Beth, how did you get out of the hospital?”

“It’s my night off, so you picked a great night. Thanks for having me.”

“I wanted everyone we could get here. I know Steve and Lance are out of town working. Jen, how’s the job going?”

“Oh my gosh, it’s wonderful. I love working with the men, everyone of them is gorgeous to look at.” She laughed, “But seriously, it’s been great. They have all pitched in and are trying really hard to get their paperwork to me on time. Max said he was looking to hire a new receptionist so that would free me up some.”

“That’s wonderful. Does he have any prospects?”

“Not that I know of. I think the men are working on trying to find someone.”

“I’m sure you will find the perfect person. Staci, how’s school going?”

“Great, except we have this new teacher for the fifth grade English and reading. He’s not on board with anything we suggest and he
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