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Chapter 1

June 5, 2017

Sebastian Langham leaned against the
wall outside a coffee shop in Lisbon Portugal, cell phone in one
hand, cappuccino in the other. He took a sip from his cup and cast
a surreptitious glance at the man in the navy blazer seated at a
small table in front of the shop. “Wojcik’s still waiting. It’s
been more than twenty minutes and I haven’t seen anyone speak to
him or even approach to him. I’m wondering if this is a dead end.”
Sebastian was a patient man. Watch and wait was just part of the
job with covert ops. Sometimes the payoff was slow in coming.
Sometimes it didn’t come at all. He poked his aviator sunglasses
and gave the appearance of staring down at his hiking
boots.

On the other end of conversation was
Dante Coleman, Delta Force Special Operator, and Sebastian’s direct
commanding officer. “I say give him about ten minutes then trade
off with Blue three, so he doesn’t get spooked by you
lingering.”

“Okay, oh hold up. A dark-haired woman
just sat down with him. She has a newspaper in her hand,” Sebastian
said.

“Weapon?”

“Mmm, I doubt it. It doesn’t look like
it has enough weight to qualify. She laid it down with a couple of
fingers.”

“Info then?”

“That’s my guess. She’s getting up now,
and has left the magazine on the table. I’m going to follow her.
Put Blue three in play to keep an eye on Wojcik.”

“On her way,” Dante replied.

Sebastian lingered just long enough to
catch sight of Madelyn Bennett, also known as Blue Three, entering
the side door of the coffee shop. He jammed his phone in the pocket
of his jeans and ambled after the dark-haired woman, maintaining a
distance of at least ten yards.

He passed the fourth member of the
team, Carson Harrington, Blue four, who was seated in a car. There
had been some uncertainty whether this whole surveillance op might
need transportation faster than feet to follow any of the players
and Carson had been assigned to the vehicle.

The woman stopped at a car further up
the street. She spent a few moments consulting her phone then
unlocked the car door and slid in. Sebastian kept walking. At this
point, he knew if he slowed or stopped, she would likely be tipped
off that he was watching. He continued on past her car, dialing his
own phone to let Dante know he should take over the tail. He was
about fifteen feet past the car when an explosion blew him off his
feet.

In the driver’s seat of his car,
Carson’s gaze flitted back and forth between Sebastian and the
dark-haired woman. If she pulled her car out to drive away, Carson
was prepared to follow. He also wondered if she had realized
Sebastian was tailing her. Switching off between operatives made it
less likely but not impossible.

She started the car. Sebastian saw the
taillights come on. And the car exploded in ball of fire. Carson
was up out of his seat and sprinting down the sidewalk in seconds.
Sebastian had been barely past the exploding car, too damn close.
Charging through the haze of smoke and heat, he saw Sebastian
crumpled on the pavement against the wall, looking like a broken
doll.

Carson fell to his knees. “Basi! Basi!”
There was no response. Blood seeped from a deep gash in Sebastian’s
head, and from several other places on his body, including around a
jagged piece of metal embedded in his back. Carson felt for a pulse
and found it fast and weak.

Maddy squatted beside him a moment
later. “Please tell me he’s still alive.”

“Yeah, but it looks pretty
bad.”

Dante’s voice could be heard on
Carson’s earwig. “I called for an ambulance, and I sent an
emergency message to the brass. Follow Blue two to the hospital.
I’ll meet you there.”

Police and EMS sirens could be heard
approaching.

“This was supposed to be an intel job,
nothing more,” Carson murmured.

“I know. We need to figure out who
decided to take the messenger out.” Maddy pressed her blazer
against the heavily bleeding laceration on Basi’s scalp.

~

Dante Coleman pressed the dial button
on the secure satellite phone. He paced the length of the
apartment’s den, the location the team was using as a base of
operations for this mission.

“Report,” said Grainger, handler for
that Delta Force reconnaissance team.

“It just went to hell in a hand basket.
Blue two is down, injured. We’re assessing as we speak,” replied
Dante. “Give me sixty seconds, I’m getting an update.” He changed
back to the comms channel for his team. “Blue three? update?” he
asked Maddy.

“EMS is here, they’re trying to get an
IV going and the bleeding controlled enough to transport,” she
said.

“Roger.“ He swapped back to the
satellite phone. “Okay, Blue two is alive. I only have prelims on
damage, but it doesn’t sound good. Can we sign off for treatment or
do we need your authorization? It’s not like we have a close handy
base hospital.”

“It has to be next of kin if he can’t
give his own consent. Remember, we’re not officially sanctioned
this go round.”

“Great, just great. His father is the
only family I know of. They haven’t spoken in years.”

“His primary next of kin is his
husband, according to records.”

Dante almost dropped the phone. “His
what?”

“His husband. Chief Petty Officer
Rafael Silva, assigned to DEVGRU. I’ll get hold of his CO and get
him to you ASAP.”

“Uh, um, okay.”

“Call me in thirty minutes.”

“Yes sir.”

Dante was stunned and confused, and all
that had to be put on hold until Basi was safe and
stable.

“You need to wash the blood off your
hands,” Maddy said. She and Carson were in the waiting room of the
Emergency department hoping for some kind of news about Sebastian.
It had only been twenty minutes since he’d been whisked into one of
the trauma bays. She and Carson had been ordered out while
assessment and presumable treatment was happening.

Carson stared at his stained hands.
“Fuck. Okay, I’ll be back in a few minutes.” He strode down the
hallway toward a bathroom.

Maddy rested her elbows on her knees.
It was one thing to go into an op expecting danger and gunfire.
This one was supposed to be just intel gathering. It was probable
that Basi was just collateral damage too. He’d been on foot and the
car that exploded had held the unknown woman that Wojcik had met
with. Presumably the woman had been the target, but there were no
guarantees.

Carson returned about the same time
Dante showed up.

“Any word?” Dante asked. He shoved one
hand into his cargo slacks’ pocket and ran the other through his
curly black hair.

“No, not so far.” She thought Dante
looked antsy. Not that he didn’t have good reason. He and Basi were
tight, and this whole thing was a disaster.

“You know anything about Basi’s time
off back in the states?” Dante crossed his arms.

“Be more specific. Like how often he
washes his underwear or what?” Maddy tried to guess Dante’s intent.
She knew her humor sounded brittle and out of place but they were
all rattled by the events.

A man in scrubs, presumably a doctor,
came out into the waiting area. “You are waiting for word about
Sebastian Langham?” The man had a heavy Slavic accent but spoke
passable English.

“Yeah, he’s a close friend. We all work
for the same company. We were getting together for lunch when the
car blew up. He is still alive, isn’t he?” Dante asked.

“Yes, he is alive. His situation, um,
condition is critical. He has a head injury. There is bleeding
into, inside of his skull, in part due to a broken head. Skull
break?”

“Okay, is it treatable?”

“Yes, but this is not the only problem.
There is metal, a piece from the car stuck in his spine. Because he
has not been conscious we cannot ask which injury he wishes treated
first.” The doctor looked distressed.

“Why can’t you treat them both?” Dante
made a face.

“To treat the bleeding in his head,
requires moving him in certain ways to access the spot during
surgery. To fix the head injury, causes risk of spinal cord damage
and no walking again. To remove metal and protect his spine, delays
head injury fix and could cause brain injury. You are not family. I
need his family to choose.”

Maddy said, “His father is back in the
states somewhere. Can we Skype him?”

“His father isn’t the primary next of
kin,” Dante said.

“He has a wife?” The doctor looked
hopeful.

“He has a husband,” Dante
said.

Carson blinked and his mouth dropped
open.

Maddy wasn’t sure she’d heard that
right. “His what?”

“His husband. I contacted Basi’s boss
back in the states. He’s arranging for Rafael Silva to be sent here
immediately,” Dante replied.

The doctor nodded. “He will be here
soon? The longer waiting is happening, the worse the outcomes.
perhaps you might know which way the husband will decide, so
preparations can be made?”

Dante looked at Maddy then Carson. “My
guess, is Basi would want you to do the spine first. He lives and
breathes his job. I don’t think he’d want to …survive if he can’t
walk.”

“I will speak with the surgeon, then I
will come and check to see if his husband has arrived.” The doctor
hurried away.

“Dante, what the fuck? Is this some
stunt being pulled by Grainger so they can send someone here and
sign the paperwork?” Carson demanded.

“No. I’m as blindsided as you. Grainger
says Basi has a husband who’s a SEAL assigned to DEVGRU. I have no
idea where the dude is stationed, or how soon they can get him
here. I also would like to know when the fucking hell Basi got
married and why none of us know about it. I thought he was
straight.” Dante leaned back against the wall. “I need to call
Grainger back and find out where this guy is. It sounds like the
sooner he can get here, the better.”

Maddy and Carson dawdled and speculated
while Dante was on the phone.

“I have seen Basi with women, flirting
and stuff. I’ve even seen him with his tongue down some chick’s
throat. Granted, that’s been a while.” Carson said. “I just cannot
wrap my head around him buttfucking some guy, and a SEAL at that. I
would have said SEALs weren’t fairies.”

“Maybe he’s bi,” Maddy
suggested.

“Bi? As in bisexual?”

“Sexuality is not just het or gay.
Sometimes people are in the middle. And maybe the reason that he
didn’t tell anyone is shithead comments from assholes like you. You
do remember that Basi took a bullet to the chest for you. Maybe you
ought to think twice before you open your mouth.”

Carson made a face but went
silent.

Dante got off the phone. “Apparently
Silva was in Trieste at the Navy base there. They have loaded him
on a plane and he’s in transit right now.”

“Flight time?” Carson asked.

“About four hours, since it’s not a
commercial flight.”

“Does Basi have that long? The doctor
did say he was in critical condition.”

“I told Grainger. He’s
working on setting up a vid call between Silva and the doctors
here. He’s going to call me back as soon as it’s done,” Dante
said.

Chief Petty Officer Rafael Silva leaned
his head back against
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