
  
    [image: Defending Roxanne]
  


  
    
      DEFENDING ROXANNE

      

    

    
      
        PJ FIALA

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Rolling Thunder Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        DEDICATION

      

      
        Blurb

      

      
        Copyright

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Chapter 35

      

      
        Chapter 36

      

      
        Chapter 37

      

      
        Chapter 38

      

      
        Chapter 39

      

      
        Chapter 40

      

      
        Chapter 41

      

      
        Chapter 42

      

      
        Chapter 43

      

      
        Chapter 44

      

      
        Chapter 45

      

      
        Chapter 46

      

      
        Chapter 47

      

      
        Chapter 48

      

      
        Chapter 49

      

      
        Chapter 50

      

      
        Chapter 51

      

      
        Chapter 52

      

    

    
      
        Enjoy this book? You can make a big difference

      

      
        ALSO BY PJ FIALA

      

      
        MEET PJ

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DEDICATION

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        I’ve had so many wonderful people come into my life and I want you all to know how much I appreciate it.  From each and every reader who takes the time out of their day to read my stories and leave reviews, thank you.
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        Hawk (Hank) Delany - Barb Keller

        Roxanne’s last name -Kristi Hombs Kopydlowski

        Zacara Aliyeva - Kristi Hombs Kopydlowski

        Leland and Kay Bowman -Terri Merkel

        Rowin Bowman - Terri Merkel

        Brendan Bowman - Amy Higgison

        Matthew Bowman - Kerry Harteker

        Roxanne’s history - Bev Sten

        “Everything is alright Luna” - Ina-Ruth Berry Thies

        Azerbaitani - Kelly Hungerford

        Prime Minister, Kanan Mommodov - Shaina Fiala

        Zacara’s gamer name, Zaira - Denise Scott

        BackdoorScorcerer - Misty Whightsel

        Darren Bowman - Lisa Murray named

        Carmela - Lisa Mettler

        Colt - Cynthia Reifel

        Sarah - Lisa Flint Christianson

        Nicky Ortiz picked the wedding songs.

        The Breeze Inn - Anita Shofner

        Sarah Brogni is my medical advisor.
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      A GHOST operative determined to uncover deadly secrets.

      An attorney who wants answers.

      ...And the truth that threatens everything. 

      

      Attorney Roxanne Bowman will stop at nothing to discover who murdered her parents. Unearthing the secrets her parents were hiding is more than she ever imagined. But when she finds an intruder in their home, everything changes for the fiery and determined lawyer.

      

      GHOST operative, Hawk Delany is ready to get back in action--after being shot in the line of duty. Investigating the murders of an American couple seems like an easy start. But the couple's ties to deadly secrets and their nosy and sexy daughter is more than he bargained for. As Hawk and Roxanne work together to unravel the lies and deceit, their chemistry intensifies. Can Hawk protect his heart and unearth the truth--while still DEFENDING ROXANNE?

      

      Let’s stay in touch where bots, algorithms and subjective admins don’t decide what we see.  PJ Fiala’s Readers’ Club is my newsletter where I promise to only send you content you enjoy!

      Join PJ Fiala’s Readers’ Club by clicking this link.
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      "Roxanne, it was weird, he looked like your dad's cousin, Raymond. Do you remember Raymond? He was always a bit different and he had so much trouble dealing with people. That's why when I saw this man following me, it completely scared the crap out of me. Then, I saw him again yesterday and I don't know what to do."

      Roxanne's eyes flew open. Staring at the ceiling, her heart pounded in her chest as her mother's words came back to her. Throwing back the covers, she sat up and turned so her feet were touching the floor. Her childhood bedroom still had the same furniture, same bookcase across from her bed, same creeks in the floor. The only things that had changed were that her mother had repainted the room to a soft gray last year and had updated the bedding to match.

      "I want you to be comfortable when you come home, and you've outgrown the pink floral patterns. This suits you so much better," her mother had said. Oh, how she wished she could speak to Mom now.

      Sliding on her slipper socks, she walked out of her room and hesitated. This home seemed too large and ominous somehow now. Glancing down the hall to her right, her parents’ bedroom door was closed now and would be forever if it was up to her. But, only time would tell. Her brothers, Brendan and Matthew’s, bedrooms were to her left. It had been her paternal grandparents’ home before they passed, then her family's. Now it belonged to her and her brothers.

      Descending the enormous, dark mahogany staircase with its white-painted handrails, which curved to the right of the large foyer in their old Georgetown home, she turned left and entered her parents’ office.

      Her mother had remodeled this room twenty years ago, but it still suited the era of the house. Majestic mahogany pillars stood adjacent to the wall behind her father's desk and in between those pillars were towering shelves of books. She loved playing in this room when she was a girl. Her father spent countless hours in here as his military career soared. His final position landed him at the State Department working as the Chief of Protocol, appointed by the President. It's also the position that got him and her mother killed.

      Turning to the opposite side of the room, where her mother's identical desk sat, she walked behind the desk and opened the top left drawer. Somewhere in here her mother had kept the key to the storage units in the basement. She needed to find a picture of Raymond. Her first order of business tomorrow morning would be to find Raymond and figure out why he had been stalking her mother and if he had anything to do with her death. The sheer level of chaos, not to mention the political uproar, that had enveloped her parents’ deaths and that of Kanan Mammodov, Prime Minister of Azerbaitani at the same time was monumental. Feeling around the papers in the drawer, she also found office supplies, staples, tape, and a ruler but she couldn't feel the key. The moonlight that shone through the tall windows to her right was ample light for moving around the house, but didn't offer enough light to see a small key. Yet, she enjoyed this darkness and the anonymity it offered. There had been at a minimum a handful of reporters on the street in front of the house since her parents died two weeks ago. Turning on the lights would allow them to see in better and use the zoom lenses on their cameras. Fuck that.

      Pulling the papers out of the drawer and laying them on top of the clean desk, she felt around a bit more. Nothing.

      The top drawer on the right was next. Pulling the multitude of tablets and notepads from the drawer, she felt around the bottom of the drawer and found nothing. Repeating this motion for the five remaining drawers on each side, she had a mess to show for her efforts laying all around her and still no key. Standing with her hands on her hips, she looked across the room to her father's desk, then remembered, he'd hidden things on the underside of drawers from time to time. Pulling out the top right drawer of her mother's desk, she ran her hands underneath and smiled when she felt an envelope taped to the underside. Peeling the tape away and pulling the envelope from underneath, she smiled to herself as she removed the key and stepped over her mess to make her way to the basement. Through the foyer and into the living room, she turned right and headed to the back of the house and the kitchen.

      The basement door was directly to the right of the entrance to the kitchen. Opening the door, she clicked on the light and descended to the basement. Over the years her parents had reinforced the basement and added lighting and the locked storage units, which her father had insisted upon having, since his position meant he had access to and possession of confidential information. Her mother then had insisted they have a room in the basement where family heirlooms and pictures were stored, keeping the room at a constant temperature and humidity free.

      Opening her mom's storage room, she looked at the shelves, walking down the row until she found the storage boxes marked "Family Photos.” Her mother, ever the organizer, had them stored by year. Trying to recall the last time they'd seen Raymond, she remembered being around ten, which was twenty-nine years ago. Finding this box and pulling it down from the shelf with both hands, she turned to take it upstairs and lay the photographs out on the dining room table.

      At the top of the steps, she nudged the light switch with her right elbow and closed the door with her behind. Turning to her left, she headed into the dining room from the kitchen and set the box on top of the table.

      A noise from her parents' office caused her to freeze. Papers softly shuffling, then nothing. Slowly reaching around her back, her heartbeat increased rapidly, and dread filled her gut as she realized she'd left her gun upstairs in her nightstand. Shit.

      Softly she crept to the door of the dining room which was directly behind the huge staircase she'd come down earlier. Staying close to the wall she listened again. Inhaling, she took a slow deep breath and crept out of the room and around the staircase.

      A massive hulk emerged from the office, and she froze for only a moment before turning to run in the opposite direction. The backdoor was in the kitchen; if she could get there, she'd run across the lawn and to the neighbor's home for help.

      Three steps from the kitchen she was grabbed from behind, an iron band of arm around her waist and one hand over her mouth. She was pulled into the hardened chest of her attacker and barely able to move. Her left arm was trapped next to her body in the steel grip of the man who now began to drag her deeper into her home.

      Panic flooded her brain and her stomach. She struggled to get free, twisting her body as much as she could, hoping to find a weakness to exploit. She began kicking back, but her slipper socks weren't going to do any damage to this man. A second man appeared in her peripheral vision and chuckled, before saying, "Well, Hawk, looks like you found yourself a thief."
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      "Jesus, stop kicking me, you little thief." He carried her effortlessly, almost, but she was squirming and thrashing around. She was thin, but tall for a woman. He'd guess her to be 5'9" or so. "Wyatt, pull that chair out for me."

      Wyatt chuckled. He was enjoying this far too much, but he did pull a dining room chair away from the table so Hawk could deposit his wriggling parcel. Plopping her down without a lot of grace, he held his hand firmly on her shoulder. "If you try to run, I'll tase you and trust me, you won't like that. Understand?"

      The moonlight streamed through the large windows and he could see the angry glint in her eyes. The bluish glow from the moon reflected in them, made him feel she could be other-worldly. She didn't say a word to him, so he squeezed her shoulder hard enough to get a response from her.

      "Ouch, asshole."

      "You didn't answer."

      "Yes. You'll tase me if I run. Got it. Now get your fucking hand off of me."

      Wyatt laughed so hard he even slapped his knee. "For chrissakes, Hawk, she's got a hell of a temper on her.”

      "Well, she'd better get over her temper, she's been caught breaking and entering."

      "What?" His captive yelled. "I'm not the one breaking and entering, you dolt. You two are. I live here. This is my home you fucking idiots."

      Wyatt laughed again, "I'd love to get this recorded. Aren’t you the least bit worried about this situation?

      “If I were you two, I'd be afraid. First of all, there are reporters everywhere outside all the flipping time including right now, watching my house. Second, I doubt you know who I am, but once you find out, you'll be shaking in your giant boots."

      "Wyatt, we're going to be shaking in our boots. I haven't shaken in my boots in..." He rubbed his jaw, clearly enjoying his little cat and mouse game. "Aw, shit, I've never shaken in my boots."

      "Classy." She spat out and he grinned. Her anger was kind of funny. She turned her eyes back to him and in a calmer voice said, "Look at me. I'm wearing yoga pants, a tank top and slipper socks. Do you honestly think I'd break into a house with slipper socks on?"

      "Could be a ruse."

      Even though the light was dim, he saw her roll her eyes. "Oh, for chrissakes. Just my luck to get broken into by a couple of dumb giants."

      She started to stand but he placed his hand firmly on her left shoulder and pushed her back into the chair. "Move again, and I'll tie you up."

      "Sorry, I'm not really into BDSM."

      "Then you surely won't like being tied to a dining room chair while we finish our investigation."

      "Investigation? Do you really call breaking and entering an investigation?"

      He looked at Wyatt who was grinning like a fool.

      Glancing at a box on the dining room table, Hawk asked, "What were you looking for in this box?"

      He lifted the lid on the box. It was filled with photo albums.

      Pulling the first photo album from the box, Hawk began looking at the pictures as well as he could with the only lighting from the moonlight streaming in through the tall narrow windows. The Bowman family around thirty years ago it seemed. Their children were now in their 40’s, except the daughter who was reportedly 39, were around the ages of 10 to 14 in these pictures. Their daughter, Roxanne, with her white-blond hair stood in front of her mother, Kay, with her similar coloring. The two sons, Brendan and Matthew, stood on either side of her, their hair darker blond but they had similar coloring. The father, Leland, with his sandy-brown, short-cropped hair and perfect posture, stood next to Kay, all of them smiling except little Roxanne. It looked to be around Easter, as the females were wearing pink dresses that spoke of springtime and Easter Sunday. Studying the background of the picture, it was the front of this house. This had been a family home for years.

      Looking again at the little girl in the pictures, his eyes slowly looked up and landed on the woman sitting in the chair before him. Same look of displeasure on her face. Same nose. Same hair color.

      Looking at Kay Bowman's picture, he saw the resemblance immediately. "If you're Roxanne Bowman what are you doing rummaging through your parents' office, leaving a mess behind and digging boxes of pictures out? And, all of this in the dark I might add."

      "Well, I'd ask you why you're lurking around in the dark in a home that doesn't belong to you in the middle of the night and all dressed in black. You have weapons all over your body, but you want me to believe you aren't here to rob me or cause me harm."

      "I asked you first." He was beginning to waiver on his belief that this woman before him was a thief and it had nothing to do with the fact that she was clearly a beauty.

      She crossed her arms over her ample chest, which he was silently happy about because her nipples poked out of that skimpy tank top she wore, and it was beginning to make his eyes wander.

      He continued. "Okay, I'll give a little, then you give a little." She tossed her head slightly and he took that as agreement. "My colleague and I are here looking for clues as to the Bowman’s murders. Your turn."

      "Clues like what?"

      "Like who killed them and why?"

      "Why do you think you'll find those clues here?"

      "I don't know if we'll find anything. But it seemed like a good place to start." He squatted in front of her to look her in the eye. "What are you doing lurking around in the dark?"

      She took in a deep breath, hesitated as if trying to decide if she'd answer or not, then finally said, "I didn't turn the lights on because there are always reporters skulking, sneaking around outside. Some of the windows, like those in the office, don't have blinds that I can close."

      "We didn't see any reporters out there."

      "Sometimes, they're blatant. Sometimes, they hide. Even in plain sight. I'll bet if there was someone out there, and they saw you breaking in, it's already on Twitter."

      Glancing at Wyatt, he saw his comrade pull his phone from his pocket and tap on it a few times. Wyatt shook his head slowly. "What goes bump in the night? The President is up to something. Masked men in the Bowman house."

      Closing her eyes, the blond before him sighed. "They'll be out in droves before long. Again."
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      The rapid beating of her heart began to slow as she began thinking these men weren't here to do her harm. But the jury was still out. They weren't beating her, tying her up or trying to hurt her in any other way. Yet. And the fact that they were attempting to have a discussion with her made her hopeful.

      The big, dark man with the mesmerizing green eyes, squatting in front of her took in a deep breath. "Tell me why you were scowling in this picture."

      He turned the photo album in his hand so she could see the picture. It was Easter Sunday 29 years ago. Her family had just come back from church and she wanted to search for Easter eggs. She'd beat her brothers the past two years with the amount of eggs she'd found. Her Grandfather Bowman secretly gave each of his grandchildren a penny for every egg they found. The winner earned an additional twenty-five cents. She wanted to win.

      "I wanted to hunt for eggs, but my mom wouldn't stop taking an insane number of pictures. She had photographers here to chronicle our entire day. We'd just sat through a ridiculously long church sermon. Had to endure countless church ladies pinching our cheeks and admiring our Easter clothes and then the long and boring receiving line for my father because he'd just been promoted again."

      His eyes never left her face, she could tell he was studying her. Looking for a clue that she was lying. It was difficult to tell in this lighting, but it appeared his eyes glinted. The other man, it was hard to see him, he was in her peripheral vision.

      He chuckled. His voice was deep and rich when he spoke again. "Did you win?"

      "Damn straight I did."

      "So, what are you looking for in these photo albums at..." Glancing at his watch he finished. "Two in the morning in the dark?"

      "Why don't you tell me first who the hell you are and what you're doing in my house?"

      The second man laughed again and walked to stand in front of her. His hands were at his sides, almost as if he was ready to pull a gun to use on her. His hair was dark, not as dark as the man before her, but his eyes were light, they looked almost amber, maybe a bit cat-like and it set her nerves on edge. He had a scar that ran down his left cheek, curved down the back of his neck and disappeared into his t-shirt and it set her nerves on edge. What on earth had happened to him to get that scar? He continued to stare, saying nothing, but he was on alert.

      The man crouching before her finally stood. He held his right hand out to her, "My name's Hawk." Tilting his head to the right to indicate his partner, he finished. "This is my colleague, Wyatt. We were sent here to help investigate the murders of your parents and Prime Minister Kanan Mammodov.”

      She looked at his hand, still held out for her to take. She had to stifle a nervous giggle as the thought ran through her mind that it could be described as a bear paw due to its size. Straightening her spine, she reached out and placed her hand in his. His fingers wrapped around her hand making her feel small and  delicate which didn't happen often. She was tall for a woman at 5'9" without heels on. This meant she often towered over her female counterparts at work and a few of the men, a fact that she often used to her advantage when dealing with some of the more difficult personalities in her office.

      Adding pressure to convey that she was not afraid of him, though she wasn't completely convinced of his friendliness yet, she saw the corners of his mouth turn up slightly.

      "Who sent you here?"

      Continuing to hold her hand, his rich smooth voice answered, "I'm not at liberty to say."

      Quickly pulling her hand away, partly because now she was pissed again and partly because she liked the way her hand felt in his, she snapped, "Really? And I'm just supposed to believe you."

      "If you hadn't been here, which you weren't supposed to be, you'd never have known we were. And, it would seem, at least on the surface, that we're on the same side. Don't you want to know who murdered your parents and the Prime Minister?"

      "Of course, I do. But, I don't like being in the dark."

      Both men laughed at her comment, since, clearly, here they sat in the dark. "You know what I mean."

      Wyatt finally said, "We don't even know you, how would we know what you mean?"

      "Right, well, why don't you let me go upstairs and get my purse so I can show you my ID."

      Hawk's jaw tightened. "You have a weapon upstairs?"

      "No."

      "I don't believe you. The intelligence we have says that Roxanne Bowman has a concealed carry permit, trains regularly and is a pretty good shot. It's unlikely you wouldn't have a firearm upstairs."

      Her nose twitched in displeasure as he clearly knew things about her that would be in a dossier due to her father's security clearances and the family's constant background checks.

      Tossing her head back, she looked Hawk in the eyes. He didn't back down. Normally she could stare men and women down and they'd look away first. Not this guy. "Fine. I have a firearm upstairs."

      "How many?"

      "One."

      "Where is it?"

      Taking a deep breath, she thought about how to answer. Then figuring they'd just ransack the place if they wanted, she said, "It's in my nightstand."

      Wyatt disappeared and she assumed he was headed upstairs to go through her nightstand. They'd better not steal her gun; it was the one her father had given her for her birthday when she turned 35.

      Turning another chair away from the table and sliding it in front of her, Hawk sat and faced her. He didn't sit back in a relaxed position, but he didn't look stiff and uncomfortable.

      "Why are you here on a Thursday night, don't you have to work tomorrow?"

      Swallowing, she stared into his eyes. She liked that he didn't waiver or cower. It was refreshing and different. "My boss gave me a couple more weeks off to try and work through my parent’s deaths. I'm so puzzled why the Bureau of Diplomatic Security, FBI or police can't find out who killed them. I know it’s only been a couple of weeks. But the President is beginning to take a lot of heat for it because, of course, the government of Azerbaitani wants answers."

      "What are you going to do to help solve their murders?"

      "I don't know. But, I've tried talking to local police, the FBI, and the State Department and they don't want to hear anything I have to say. I don’t have any evidence, my brothers and I have given statements and their investigation leads them elsewhere. I'd hoped I could find something that would make them see that I had information."

      "What information do you have, Roxanne?"
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      He watched her face for signs of lying. She was good if she was lying, no detectible eye shifting to the left and up, no subtle hand movements indicating nervousness on her account. Her voice didn't shake, and he got the distinct impression that she was good, very good under pressure. Then again, their intelligence said she was an attorney, so she'd no doubt be embroiled in sticky situations on a daily basis.

      "I still don't know who you are other than Hawk. Who sent you here to delve through my home and belongings, are you friend or foe?"

      Wyatt walked into the room with two guns, which he lay on the dining room table, at the far end. And her purse. He promptly dug through her purse and pulled out her wallet. Taking his time, he unsnapped the clasp and flipped it open. Turning slightly so the moonlight would aid his reading, he was silent for a minute more.

      His eyes then snapped up and caught his. "Roxanne Bowman. Age 39, Lives in Chestertown, Maryland."

      Looking back at Roxanne he said quietly, "You said you had one gun."

      Her lips twitched slightly, but she didn't allow herself to smile.

      Hawk stood and heaved out a breath. "So, we can play this two ways as I see it. You can start being honest with us or we can tie you up and leave you here until someone comes to find you. I'll probably call the press or a maid." He looked around the massive room with its old Georgetown presence and charm, but clearly too large for a woman who worked 90 minutes away to maintain, so there was likely staff.

      "I've said this before; I still don't know who you are."

      "Okay." Pushing the chair away he'd recently sat in, he crouched down before her again. Mostly because his side was cramping up today. He'd never had the issue before, but after having been shot a couple months ago, he experienced these damned muscle cramps.

      "What if I said, 'everything is alright, Luna?"

      He watched her eyes as the dawning came over her. They crackled first with surprise, then with a softness that belied her tough exterior. Her spine stiffened. Her mouth began to open, but she promptly closed it. He knew those words, her family's secret code words for her, would surprise her.

      "How did you know to say that?"

      He stood and stepped away from her, crossing his arms over his chest. Choosing not to respond to her he waited her out.

      She stood then and a couple of things hit him. She was tall for a woman, but still looked small to him. Her hair was long but braided in the back and he wanted to see what it looked like flowing over her shoulders, which were clearly defined in the moonlight, the skimpy tank top she wore showed them off perfectly. She slammed her hands on her hips when he remained silent and her breasts jiggled with the movement, which, dammit, he was unable to resist sneaking a look at.

      "Eyes up here, buddy." She sternly half-yelled pointing to her eyes.

      He chuckled and she was right, he shouldn't have looked. But, fuck, her breasts were a sight.

      "Who. Told. You. Our. Code?"

      Taking a deep breath, he replied, "The person who hired us told us the code in case we had trouble with any family members. I know the codes for all of you."

      "My brothers just suck. They should have told me what they were up to." She took a few steps to the left, turned and paced back to her spot in front of the chair. Turning she repeated her previous steps, muttering to herself and dammit, he felt sorry for her brothers when she saw them next. The words 'cut their nuts off' came out twice along with 'a stern ass kicking', which in his mind was so much better than having their nuts cut off. If they got the choice.

      Stopping in front of him, he clamped his jaw together and forced his eyes to stare at hers and not her fine breasts, not to mention her nipples were poking out of that tank top like she was standing in below zero weather. He was going to need to get laid soon after witnessing this beauty.

      "Why Luna?" He asked it before he thought about what he was going to say.

      "None of your business."

      "I can guess."

      "I don't care. Which one of my soon-to-be-nutless brothers hired you?"

      He held his hands up to ward off her words. "I didn't say either of them did. I simply said the person who hired us."

      "They are the only ones who..." She froze and locked eyes with him. His heart began racing at the look in hers. Icy blue irises looked ethereal in the moonlight and so full of expression. He'd bet she couldn't play poker to save her life. Maybe he'd play some strip poker with her and get her naked so he could see...

      "My dad's best friend, Wade is the only other person who knew our codes in case of an emergency."

      Her eyes narrowed as she watched his face for any expression. Luckily, he had years of training in such circumstances with much more ruthless opponents.

      "Look, I'll save you a ton of shit here, I don't know the identity of the person who hired us. I didn't take the call, I didn't talk to him, my colleague did."

      "Who, Wyatt here?"

      Wyatt chuckled, but was busy looking through the photo albums. "Why don't you tell us what you're looking for in these pictures? We can find it or him or her and be on our way. Or maybe you like talking to us."

      Her jaw tightened as she scowled at Wyatt, who never looked up from the photo album in his hand. Turning it so he could see, Wyatt teased, "Look Hawk, little Roxanne had short bangs in this picture and a dolly."

      Roxanne lunged across the table to take the photo album away, but Wyatt danced out of the way, chuckling. "I won't say anything more if you just tell us what you were looking for."

      He felt sorry for her and Wyatt could be a handful when he wanted to be. Right now, he was getting sick of Roxanne's silence and it was showing. "Roxanne." She turned to face him, her back ramrod straight, irritation written all over her face. "We're friendly. Our contact wouldn't have given us your codes if he thought there was any danger in us having them. We were asked by our contact to help solve the murders of your parents and the Prime Minister."

      She heaved out a breath, crossed her arms over her ample chest, thank fuck, and after a few moments of silence, said, "My mom told me about a week before she was killed that she saw my dad's cousin, Raymond following her. Raymond was a little off-center or not quite right in the head. Something to do with a high fever as a child or whatever. Anyway, we haven't seen Raymond in close to thirty years, so I wanted to remind myself what he looked like."

      "Then you were going to find him and ask him why he was following your mom?"

      The slight shrug of her right shoulder was all he got in response. "If he's not right in the head, that's not very smart."

      She sucked in a deep breath, held it for a second then let it out slowly. "For all I know he wanted to make contact again."

      "Then why wouldn't he have said something to her?"

      She rubbed her temples with the fingers of both hands before saying anything. "You're asking me to guess what someone with a mental disorder is going to do or what his intentions are. I have no idea. I just thought if I saw him  face-to-face, I'd be able to tell if he was lying."

      "What if he meant to do her harm?"

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            5

          

        

      

    

    
      None of this made any sense. All she knew is that she heard her mother's voice in her sleep and took it as a sign that her mom was trying to help her figure this out.

      "So, let's do this." Hawk pointed to the box she'd carried upstairs filled with photo albums. "Let's spread these out on the table and look through them. Wyatt and I won't be able to help much, other than see if someone is in a picture that we don't recognize from our intel. But, that seems to be as good a place to start as any."

      She responded, "We don't have window shades in this room, just the sheers, so turning on the lights will give the reporters outside a chance to see in."

      Hawk shrugged one of his bulky shoulders but Wyatt said, "Let's throw some sheets over the windows."

      That would work for what they needed to do. "Better yet, we have a linen closet in the kitchen with all of our tablecloths. I'll go and grab those." She started walking to the kitchen and Hawk followed her. "You think I'm going to run?"

      "I have no idea what you're going to do, so let's just say I'm being cautiously optimistic that we're working together."

      "Suit yourself." She walked through the kitchen to the pantry just off to the right and pulled open the linen closet door. Grabbing six tablecloths she turned and handed them to Hawk, then turned and grabbed a couple more. When he waited for her, she wrinkled her nose a bit but proceeded him into the dining room.

      Hawk and Wyatt began slinging the tablecloths over the windows and she couldn't help herself from looking at them. Well, Hawk actually. The man was massive. Around 6’8”, he was built and solid. Tall enough to tuck the tablecloths behind the curtain rods without so much as standing on his toes. Still, no matter how impressive he was, she needed to get out of here. First, she'd call her brothers and make sure they didn't hire Hawk and company, then she'd call Wade. The need to know what was going on was overriding everything else right now.

      She began pulling photo albums from the box, lining them up along the long dining room table. As she approached the end where her guns lay, Wyatt turned and locked eyes with her. His were cat-like. Amber in color they held an exotic hint to them. He wore a long-sleeved shirt but it defined the muscles beneath. A chill ran through her at the way he looked at her, it was almost as if he'd be just fine if she fell over dead; he'd step over her and keep on going.

      "What's going on?" Hawk turned to see them staring at each other.

      Wyatt answered before she could. "She was inching toward the guns here."

      "I was laying out the photo albums so we could go through them."

      "MmHm." He harrumped and she clamped her
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