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CHAPTER ONE





Mardin, Turkey



“I have three roving guards on this side,” Petty Officer Colt Hughes murmured into his radio, watching from the corner of his eye in the darkness as Petty Officer Lennox Thompson, one of Colt’s best friends on SEAL Team 5, followed the group with his night vision scope until they disappeared around the nearest corner of the warehouse.

“There are two more on the front side by the big roll up doors, and another two are roving,” Lieutenant Dean Hanley announced from where he was positioned to the south of them. “No idea how many are inside, but I’m guessing three or four at least.”

“No one stationed on the west side,” Petty Officer Darwin Sutton, the last member of their four-man SEAL Team responded. “And there’s a window on the second floor that may be our way in.”

Colt nodded to himself, trying to recall the surveillance pictures from that side of the building. If he remembered right, there was a small storage shed butted directly up against the west wall. That was likely the route Darwin was thinking about using to access that window. Probably not a bad idea.

Over the radio in his ear, Darwin and the lieutenant were discussing how they’d approach the warehouse. Even though Colt had never worked with either of the men before, it was clear that the two knew their stuff. Not that they wouldn’t, of course. They were SEALs, after all.

Dean had gone through the same training as the rest of them, but as an officer, he was forced to spend a lot of his time around headquarters, doing whatever it was that officers did with their lives. Darwin was on loan from another platoon, but he was already fitting right in.

“Do you honestly think there’s a big cache of Navy weapons in that warehouse?” Lennox asked as he looked through his night vision scope at the building across the street. “I mean, we’re in the middle of nowhere.”

Colt shrugged from where he lay on the rooftop beside his Teammate. The temperature had dropped considerably since earlier in the day, making him thankful for the layer of warmth his tactical gear provided. “Mardin is barely twenty miles from the Syrian border, and with all the fighting going on there, it makes sense to preposition a stash of weapons and ammunition here, ready to move across the border and sell to the highest bidder.”

Lennox considered that. “You’re probably right. But even if there are weapons in that building, nothing says they’re ones the Navy has lost over the past few years.”

“True,” Colt agreed. “I guess it all comes down to how much you trust our old friend, Commander Jordan Reid.”

“That would be not at all,” Lennox murmured with a snort of disgust, his eye still plastered against the night scope. “The man should be in prison, not walking around free and working for the CIA.”

“I’m not arguing with that, but if there’s anyone who would know where the Navy’s stolen weapons and ammunition might be hidden, it’d be Reid.”

“Only because he’s the one who stole most of it,” Lennox pointed out.

Colt chuckled despite himself. “Also true. But can you honestly blame the CIA for wanting someone like that on their payroll? He probably knows more about the players in the black-market arms world than any other operative the CIA has.”

“He’s still a prick,” Lennox groused.

Once again, Colt couldn’t really disagree with that assessment.

About two months ago, the Navy had transferred Petty Officer Ace Harmon to SEAL Team 5 from Team 6 on the East Coast. Someone had put a contract out on Ace’s life, so HQ had hidden Ace in Colt’s platoon in San Diego while the Navy and CIA tried to figure out who was behind the threat. Long story short, the man trying to kill Ace had been Commander Jordan Reid, an officer in the Navy Special Operation Command.

An officer in charge of procuring and distributing all the expensive weapons and ammunition used by the command, Reid had been skimming off the top—which was a nice way of saying he’d been stealing tons of crap and putting it on the black market, making millions on the side. Somehow, Reid had gotten it into his head that Ace was onto his scam and had decided that putting a contract out on the life of an active-duty Navy SEAL was a good way to solve the problem.

Colt and his Teammates had helped Ace out of the situation, saving his life and all that jazz, and then gotten the evidence necessary to put Reid in Fort Leavenworth for the rest of his life. But then the CIA had swooped in and decided Reid could be a valuable asset and that was the end of seeing the a-hole go to prison.

“Where the hell is Shaw?” Dean muttered over the radio. “We’ve been hanging around for nearly three hours.”

Colt could practically feel the lieutenant’s frustration through the com channel. He couldn’t blame him. Waiting on the CIA sucked. But unfortunately, this was their op. He and his Teammates were only there to act as support. So until Charlie Shaw, the CIA operative in charge of the mission, gave them the green light to move, they had to sit tight. Colt didn’t know much about the man, but he seemed to be running the operation well enough.

“Shaw is probably delaying the start of the operation on the off chance that Abbas Taleb shows up,” Darwin suggested. “Getting their hands on a major arms dealer as well known as Taleb would be a major win for the CIA.”

Darwin could be right, Colt thought. Taleb was supposedly some big shot in the illegal arms world, with thousands of buyers throughout the Middle East, Africa, and Indonesia. Which was why Colt had a difficult time believing the man would pick this one tiny corner of his criminal empire to make an appearance tonight. It seemed like they were wasting their time waiting, but if that’s what Shaw and the CIA wanted to do, then there wasn’t anything he or his Teammates could do about it.

“I was supposed to be on a date with Talia right now,” Lennox said suddenly, his voice softer now that he’d turned off his microphone. “Or near enough to right now, depending on the time change.”

Talia Holland was the live-in nanny for the very precocious six-year-old daughter of a former Belarusian politician who’d found a home in San Diego with his family after surviving multiple assassination attempts due to his anti-Russian political leanings. It was clear from the moment they’d met that Lennox was terribly smitten with Talia.

“What did you tell her when you left?” Colt asked, making sure his own microphone was off, too. “You didn’t just ghost her, did you?”

“No. I let her know I was going on a mission,” Lennox answered. “And while she didn’t say anything, I know she had a hard time with the fact that I couldn’t tell her where I was going or when I’d be getting back. I get the feeling that she’s not going to be interested in going out whenever I do get back.”

Colt knew he should have tried to say something supportive, like suggesting that it might still work out with Talia, but truthfully, he wouldn’t be surprised if she bailed. Lots of women might think the idea of dating a SEAL was kind of exciting until reality intruded in the form of abrupt phone calls in the middle of the night, no-notice trips to places that could never be discussed, missed dates and holidays, and the feeling of always being kept on the outside. It wasn’t something most people could put up with, so he couldn’t hold that against Talia if that was how it went with her. It still sucked, though. Lennox had really been looking forward to spending time with her.

“Are you going to try to see her when we get back?” Colt asked, then added, “Whenever that is.”

“Probably,” Lennox responded. “I’m a SEAL, which means I’m a glutton for punishment. I’ll keep trying until it’s clear there’s no chance.”

Colt nodded and turned his attention back to the warehouse across the street. The roving guards had moved past twice more, regular as clockwork. At least they’d be easy to avoid—if Shaw ever gave them the go-ahead.

“How about you?” Lennox queried softly. “Have you heard anything from Kira yet? She’s been AWOL for what, five weeks now?”

Colt’s stomach dropped at the mere mention of the former Russian covert agent. Well, not former Russian, of course. Kira Babin was still Russian, but she was no longer a member of the Russian FSB, aka what used to be known as the KGB. 

He hoped.

Colt had met Kira the same time Lennox had met Talia. Kira had come to San Diego as part of the security team for a Russian ballet troop in the U.S. to perform with the San Diego Ballet Company. Colt and some of his Teammates had been working security for that aforementioned Belarusian politician’s eldest daughter who was a ballerina at the academy. Everything had gotten complicated, with spies, assassins, and computer hacking technology. Seriously, it had turned into a big thing.

But the most important outcome of the operation—at least as far as Colt was concerned—was that Kira had helped some of the foreign dancers defect and had ended up staying in the States as well. Colt had been thrilled, even if the two of them had done little more than argue with each other since their first meeting. He supposed it was their way of flirting. Somewhat sad and demented flirting, but he’d take it.

Then, when it seemed like Kira would finally agree to go out on a date, she’d up and disappeared without a trace five weeks ago. Colt hadn’t seen or heard from her since.

To say Colt was worried about Kira was putting it mildly. He knew she’d ended things on a bad note with the Russian covert organization she’d worked for, and they could easily have come after her to get revenge. But there was a part of him that was a little concerned she’d gone back to work for the FSB.

“I know that Chasen is still looking for her,” Lennox said, making Colt realize he hadn’t responded to his Teammate’s question. “He knows a lot of people who can help.”

Chasen Ward wasn’t only the Chief Petty Officer of Colt’s platoon, he served as the group’s guiding compass as well. While he always got the mission done, he also made sure the SEALs on the team were taken care of. That meant helping his men in all the little ways. In this case, he was helping Colt figure out where Kira had gone. After more than a decade in the SEALs, Chasen had developed a lot of contacts in the covert world. If anyone could find Kira, it was him.

“I know,” Colt said. “But I worry that Kira may not want to be found. If that’s true, there’s not much any of us can do.”

Lennox didn’t argue with that theory, no matter how much Colt wished he would. With nothing left to say, Colt found himself lost in thought, his mind wandering to where Kira could be. Fortunately, Shaw showed up a little while later, providing a much-needed distraction.

“Okay, we’ve been given the green light to move on the warehouse,” the CIA operative said over the radio from where he and his team were positioned on a ten-story building a few blocks away…far enough for plausible deniability if things went sideways. “Taleb isn’t showing and we can’t wait any longer.”

Colt and Lennox both began getting their gear ready as Shaw continued going over the plan, double checking the explosives in their backpacks, extra magazines in their tactical vests, and batteries in their night vision goggles.

“The first objective is to confirm that there are American-made weapons in that warehouse,” Shaw said. “If there are, you recover them, and if you can’t do that, then you destroy them. If it ever got out that the DOD lost dangerous equipment like that, it could cause unimaginable damage to our reputation.”

Meaning it would be damn embarrassing, Colt thought with a silent snort.

Five minutes later, he and Lennox were silently slipping through the darkness along the wall of the warehouse, following along behind the three roving guards as they rounded the corner leading to the west side of the building.

When the three guards disappeared around the next corner, Dean and Darwin joined him and Lennox without a word, all four of them heading toward the tall storage unit against the wall. Colt and Darwin silently boosted Lennox up on top of the shed, then did the same with Dean. The lieutenant reached down and helped Colt up, and then Darwin.

Colt and the other guys crouched low on the roof for a full thirty seconds to make sure they hadn’t garnered any attention or tripped some kind of alarm. Only then did they start moving toward the second-floor window Darwin had mentioned earlier.

There was a security sensor on the window, indicating how valuable the stuff inside the warehouse must be. But Colt and his Teammates bypassed it quickly enough before crawling through the opening and dropping soundlessly to the floor below.

“I think it’s safe to say we found the Navy equipment we’ve been looking for,” Colt announced softly into his radio, looking around at pallet upon pallet of ammunition, weapons, and random pieces of military gear. “But there’s no way we’re going to get this stuff out of here, not without forklifts and a moving company. There’s a crap ton of ordnance in here.”

“Then there’s no choice,” Shaw responded over the radio. “You’re going to have to rig the whole place to blow. It will be a mess, but at least we’re far enough outside the city so the civilians will be safe. And at this time of the night, there’s no one else around except the guards who work for the arms dealer selling the stuff.”

Even if Shaw was right, Colt was still worried about lighting off this much ammunition in the middle of an industrial district. There was a good chance they’d level everything in a three- or four-block area. But Shaw was also correct about them not having a choice. They couldn’t let these weapons make it out of the warehouse. Beyond the embarrassment it would cost the DOD, there was the very real fact that countless lives would be lost to these weapons. They couldn’t let that happen, not when they had the chance to stop it.

Colt and his Teammates slipped through the dark warehouse, moving slowly toward the front of the building and avoiding the roving guards as they placed one explosive charge after another. They set most of the C4 plastic explosive charges on the larger mortar shells and artillery rounds. Once those started detonating, the blast wave would destroy everything else in the building.

“Just a few more charges up close to the front of the building and we should be good to go,” Colt murmured softly, motioning Lennox and Darwin toward the left while he and Dean took the right half of the warehouse, closer to the big roll up doors.

Everything was going according to plan until a random guard stepped out of the restroom still zipping up his pant. The guy might have been literally caught with his pants down, but that didn’t keep him from reacting quickly, his weapon snapping up and a burst of automatic weapon fire lighting up the darkened interior of the warehouse, sending Colt and Dean diving for cover. Unfortunately, the only cover available was the pallets of high-explosive artillery rounds, which he had to admit, wasn’t the best place to hide.

Colt heard chatter in his earpiece, and assumed it was Shaw, probably wanting to know what the hell was happening. But as more guards arrived on the scene, it became impossible to understand what the hell the CIA agent was saying over the radio. Colt ignored him and focused on trying to shoot back as fast as he could, praying the artillery rounds he was crouched down behind didn’t explode at any second.

Then—as if the situation couldn’t get any worse—the big metal door at the front of the building started rolling up, half a dozen heavily armed figures ducking under it to join the fight. A tall man with long, dark hair who could only be Abbas Taleb stood in the middle of the new arrivals, directing them where to attack. It was clear the arms dealer knew exactly what the hell he was doing in a firefight.

Apparently, Shaw must have been trying to tell them that company was coming. Would have been nice to get the warning a touch earlier.

Lennox and Darwin showed up to support them a few seconds later, but the four of them were still seriously outnumbered. Colt couldn’t help flinching every time a bullet ricocheted off one of the artillery rounds he was hiding behind. Crap, they were all about to get blown to kingdom come!

“We have to fall back!” Lennox called out as Shaw’s voice continued to buzz in Colt’s ear, completely impossible to understand. “Get out of this warehouse and blow the place before they outflank us. If they get behind us, it’s over.”

The moment Lennox got the words out of his mouth, Colt caught sight of the three men already stealthily slipping around their right flank.

Okay, now it was official. They were screwed. 

Then out of nowhere, Taleb’s men began to drop one after the other to the warehouse floor. And once they fell, they didn’t get up.

“We got a sniper on the west side of the warehouse,” Colt called out. “It took you a while to make an appearance, Shaw, but better late than never.”

“Um…” Shaw’s voice came through Colt’s earpiece, sounding completely baffled. “Whoever’s shooting, it’s not us. We’re still pinned down on the roof three blocks away. That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you. We won’t be able to help.”

But as more of Taleb’s men fell to the sniper out there in the darkness, it was clear Colt and his Teammates weren’t going to need any help from Shaw and the CIA. Taleb must have figured that out as well as he shouted out orders for his men to hold, even as he and several of those closest to him turned and fled back out the roll-up door, darting past the vehicle that had already been disabled by rifle rounds through the tires and engine block.

“Go after Taleb!” Dean shouted, firing toward the three men who’d managed to work their way behind them. “We’ll cover you. Don’t let him get away!”

Colt didn’t pause to consider whether this was a good idea. He simply took off running after Taleb and his men, Lennox right on his six.

He caught sight of Taleb and his men racing along the buildings on the far side of the street, hugging the walls to stay out of the sniper’s line of fire. Colt gave chase, knowing that the arms dealer wasn’t stupid. The man was likely heading toward an extraction point and a vehicle hidden in one of the nearby alleys along with more of his people waiting there.

Which was why Colt wasn’t surprised when he and Lennox rounded the next corner to see Taleb running toward the passenger door of a black pick-up truck, its engine already running.

And yes, turned out he’d been right about those extra men. He and Lennox had to dive to the side to avoid the automatic weapon fire coming their way the moment they came around the corner into the alley. Within seconds, they were pinned down behind a pile of construction debris and trash, barely able to lift their heads enough to see Taleb slipping into his getaway vehicle with a smile on his face.

“He’s getting away!” Colt shouted, forced to duck his head again to keep it from getting shot off. “We need back-up.”

“Well, I don’t see that showing up anytime soon!” Lennox called out, burrowing down behind a pile of bricks and broken tiles.

And then, as if for no other reason than to prove Lennox wrong, a lithe figure all in black dropped from the rooftop above them, landing directly behind most of Taleb’s men and starting to shoot.

The person—whoever it was—was fast as hell, spinning and twisting to avoid the gunfire coming their way even as they continued to fire the small pistol carried in each hand. It was during one of those graceful twists that Colt finally saw a face clearly in the darkness.

He stared, stunned.

“Kira?” he whispered.

As if she’d heard him say her name, Kira turned and looked his way, a smile momentarily curving her lips as their gazes locked.

Colt started to move, fully intending to close the distance between them, regardless of all the shooting still going on around them. But before he could do more than get to his feet, the squawking of tires yanked his attention toward the truck rapidly disappearing down the alley, Taleb just barely visible through the back window.

Then Kira was running like she fully intended to chase down the escaping vehicle.

Clearly, she’d planned for this operation a bit better than the CIA had. Seconds later, she was mounted on a motorcycle, speeding away after the escaping arms dealer.

“Was that Kira?” Lennox asked, appearing at Colt’s side as the fighting finally came to an end, both of them gazing down the alley at the disappearing taillights of her motorcycle.

“Yup,” Colt said, his ears ringing painfully from all the gunfire in the tight confines of the alley. “And before you ask, no, I don’t have a clue what she’s doing in Turkey.”

But he really hoped he got to find out.

















CHAPTER TWO



Kira twisted the accelerator on the Arora Jaguar motorcycle, speeding down the dark narrow street between rough stone buildings, gaining on Taleb quickly. Then the two men in the bed of the truck started shooting and she was forced to pull back a bit to avoid a bullet hole in the chest. But she didn’t fall back too far, because she sure as hell wasn’t letting Taleb get away. She needed him alive. At least if she ever expected to see her brother again.

The thought made her drive faster, regardless of the consequences.

She’d given up on finding her brother, Mikhail, a long time ago. Then, about five weeks ago, she’d gotten a call from an old acquaintance in the FSB. It turned out that Alexander Yukos, the man who’d destroyed her life, had recently said something stupid and put himself on the outs with the Russian government. Yukos had fled the country and suddenly, the man who’d been completely out of her reach for a decade, was no longer untouchable.

Taleb worked for Yukos, which meant Taleb knew where she could find him. So, Taleb was going to talk—whether he wanted to or not.

Mardin had been built in the middle of the mountains, with the narrow streets weaving back and forth across the face of each steep slope, the mad-hatter layout of the roads ensuring that simply getting from one side of the city to the other was a long and painful process. Regardless, there was no way in hell Taleb was going to get away from her.

Unless the two men in the back of the truck ended up killing her, of course.

Kira was forced to bide her time darting side to side behind the truck as bursts of gunfire ricocheted off the road surface around her. Finally, just when the vehicle started to take one of those hairpin curves that almost slung the two guys in the back out of the bed, she twisted the gas and raced forward until her bike was right up beside the truck. The two men in the back only had half a second to realize what she was doing before Kira pulled a silenced 9mm handgun from behind her back and fired three rounds into the front driver-side tire.

She slammed on the brakes, barely avoiding being crushed as the truck slid sideways and slipped off the switchback to the road below. The men in the back were thrown out of the vehicle as it flipped and tumbled along the street.

Kira raced the bike around the curve, catching up to the truck seconds after it slid to a slowly spinning stop on the road.

The driver crawled out, blood running down his face from a gash on the head and started shooting at Kira. At the same time, Taleb escaped out the passenger side, using the truck for cover as he sprinted down the street away from her
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SEAL of Her Dreams

The prequel novella to my SEALs of

CORONADO Series is now FREE for a

limited time - you just need to tell me
where to send it!

When Navy SEAL Kurt Travers fills in for his
buddy during career day at school, he
doesn’t expect to fall for the teacher. But
Melissa Drake lives by one hard and fast
rule. She doesn’t date Navy guys—ever.

Kurt is making is difficult to follow that rule

as he pulls out all the stops to attract her

attention. Will saving her life change her
mind?





