
  
    
      THE NATE THROWER SERIES

      BOOKS 5-8

    

    
      
        MIKE RYAN

      

    

    
      WWW.MIKERYANBOOKS.COM

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2025 by Mike Ryan

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      

      Cover by The Cover Collection

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        
          Line Of Fire

        

        
          
            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

          

        

      

      
        
          Just Another Name

        

        
          
            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

          

        

      

      
        
          Wrecking Ball

        

        
          
            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

          

        

      

      
        
          It Is What It Is

        

        
          
            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

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Also by Mike Ryan

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LINE OF FIRE

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      Thrower pulled up to the photo shoot just in time. It looked like the crew was starting to wrap things up. Some of the props were beginning to be put into trucks. His eyes quickly scanned the area, hoping to get a glimpse of St. James somewhere.

      It’d been a while since they last saw each other. Not since they left each other in Europe. And this was the first time that Thrower had been back in New York since that job ended.

      For some reason, he was a little nervous. He wasn’t sure why. He usually didn’t get nervous around women. Even ones he liked. He couldn’t figure out why he was so anxious in this case. Maybe he’d been suppressing his feelings all this time, and they were waiting to burst out of his chest.

      Instead of walking around, asking everyone in sight, and hoping to run into someone who may know something, Thrower decided to plant his feet firmly on the ground. He figured he’d just stay put, assuming that eventually they’d bump into each other. Even if she was getting changed or something, she’d have to be out at some point.

      Thrower kept spinning his head, watching as dozens of people walked by. Finally, after not getting the results he wanted, he grabbed hold of someone.

      “Excuse me, did Monica leave yet?”

      The woman shook her head. “No, she’s here somewhere.” She looked around too. “I’m not sure where she is right now, but she’ll be along.”

      “Thanks.”

      A couple of minutes later, Thrower finally locked eyes on her. She had just walked out of a building that was being used as part of the shoot. She looked as beautiful as ever. She hadn’t changed a bit. Of course, it’d only been about six months since he last saw her. But it sure felt longer.

      St. James started walking away from the building, not looking like she had a clear destination. She was kind of bumbling along, her head turning to each side, appearing like she was looking for someone. At some point, her eyes gazed straight ahead. Once her eyes met Thrower’s, her jaw dropped and her mouth fell open.

      They each stood still for a moment, as if they were paralyzed, neither moving an inch in any direction. It was almost like they were meeting for the first time. Then, a smile slowly crept over St. James’ face, and she ran toward him. Soon, they were caught up in an embrace, hugging each other and holding on for dear life. Thrower lifted her off the ground as he spun her around.

      Once he put her down, they took a step back and looked at each other, though they still held one another’s hand.

      “What are you doing here?” St. James asked.

      The smile on Thrower’s face couldn’t be erased. It felt so good to be back in her presence.

      “Well, I just happened to be in the area. Figured I’d come over, see how you were and all.”

      “How’d you know where I was?” St. James let go of his hand as she checked her phone. “No missing calls or texts.”

      “No, I figured I’d surprise you. Thought it’d be better this way. In any case, I called Yarbrough, and he told me you were here, so… here I am.”

      “It’s so good to see you again. I’ve missed you.”

      “I’ve missed you too.”

      “Are you just here on vacation or what?”

      “Well… I was kind of just playing it by ear for now. Did you have any plans after this?”

      St. James’ face suddenly turned sullen, looking like she’d just gotten the worst news of her life.

      “Uh, yeah, actually, I do.”

      “Oh.” Thrower was still smiling, even though his plans for the evening now seemed to be dashed. “That’s OK. I know I came here last minute and everything. Maybe later or tomorrow or something.”

      The gloomy look was still present on St. James’ face. “Um, I’m not sure. I don’t think…”

      “Look, it’s OK. If you’re busy, it’s no problem. Like I said, I know I just popped in, and maybe your schedule’s jam packed or whatever.”

      “No, it’s not that. It’s just…”

      “What? Is there something…?”

      Before Thrower was able to finish his thought, someone else joined them. He was a bigger guy, about the same height as Thrower, maybe a tad bit shorter, though he was a lot thinner. He wouldn’t beat Thrower in any kind of wrestling match, that was for sure. Looked like maybe a long-distance runner or something. Of course, the guy was wearing a suit. Maybe it hid some bulk, though it looked pretty form-fitting.

      Thrower was a little taken aback when the man suddenly kissed St. James on the cheek. The smile quickly faded from Thrower’s face. Now he knew why she was passing up on plans. Thrower licked his lips as he looked down. When he looked back up, the man had his arm around St. James’ shoulders.

      “Who’s this?” the man asked.

      Thrower kicked at the ground.

      “Oh, this is Nate,” St. James answered. “He is… was… my bodyguard. He was the one I told you about.”

      The man abruptly smiled, like he heard the best news ever. He then stuck out his hand.

      “Oh, so you’re the guy that saved Monica over in Europe.”

      Though Thrower shook hands, he wasn’t interested in hearing any accolades about his achievements. He looked at the ground, moved his hands and arms around like he really didn’t want to listen to anything. Especially that case. Not now.

      “It was… nothing.”

      “Nothing?! How could you say that? Monica told me everything that happened. You’re a real-life hero.”

      Thrower grimaced. “No, not really. I was just doing my job.”

      “Nate, this is… Jonathan,” St. James said.

      Thrower looked awkward, starting to stick his hand out, though he quickly pulled it back in, realizing they already shook hands seconds ago.

      “It’s good to meet you,” Thrower said.

      “Likewise,” Jonathan replied. “Hey, are you going to be in town for a while? Maybe you could join us for dinner tonight?” He looked at his girlfriend. “You wouldn’t mind if he joined us, would you?”

      “Uh, no, no,” St. James replied. “But I’m sure Nate might have other things to do.”

      Thrower thrust his hand into his pocket, removing his phone. “Yeah, yeah, um, I’d really like to.” He then looked at his phone, pretending there was something important on there. He stared at it for a good five seconds. “Actually, I’ve got a client I’m supposed to be meeting in about an hour or so. Who knows how long that’ll take?”

      “Oh, well maybe tomorrow then,” Jonathan said. “I’d love to hear about some of your cases.”

      “Yeah, I’ll have to see. I’m not sure about this case or anything. You know, how soon they’ll need me and all.”

      St. James could see it was awkward for her former bodyguard, and she didn’t want this to be any more embarrassing than it already was. She had too much respect for him to keep him languishing like that. And maybe some feelings too.

      “Honey, could you get my coat?” she asked. “I think maybe I left it inside. And I just want to talk to Nate for a second before he goes.”

      “Sure,” Jonathan answered. “Nice to meet you. Hopefully we can get together soon.”

      Thrower faked a smile. “Yeah, you too.”

      St. James looked back at her boyfriend as he walked away. She then turned back to Thrower and sighed, unsure of what to say at first. After taking a deep breath and collecting her thoughts, she finally had something.

      “Listen, about Jonathan…”

      Thrower immediately cut her off. “Hey, listen, don’t do that.”

      “What?”

      “Apologize. Say sorry. None of that’s necessary. Don’t even.”

      “But I just want to explain.”

      Thrower shook his head. He didn’t want to hear it. “There’s nothing to explain. You don’t owe me anything.”

      “I… I do.”

      Thrower wiped his face. “Monica, if I recall correctly, you wanted something more, and I wasn’t ready for it. When we left each other on that beach in Greece, I specifically told you not to wait for me. I remember it clearly. Like it was yesterday.”

      “Nate, I’m just…”

      Thrower continued shaking his head. “It was my decision. So you don’t owe me anything. An explanation, an apology, nothing. I told you not to put your life on hold for me. And I’m glad you didn’t.” He forced another smile. “I am.”

      St. James turned her head and wiped a tear from her eye. She cleared her throat. “I would have waited. I wanted to wait.”

      “It wasn’t fair for you then. Just like it wouldn’t be fair for you now.” Thrower widened his eyes to prevent them from getting glossy. “Is he a good guy?”

      St. James looked back at the building, though her boyfriend wasn’t in sight any longer. “Yeah. Yeah, he is.”

      “How long have you been together?”

      “Only about two months.”

      Thrower nodded, though it was the kind where he put his whole body into it. “Good. That’s good. I hope it works out for you. Really. I mean it. As long as he’s good to you, and you like him, that’s all that matters.”

      “Nate…” she sighed again, wishing there was something else she could say. She didn’t know what that would be, though.

      “Look, I should probably get going. You got dinner plans and I got…”

      “A new client?” St. James looked at him with doubt, knowing he just made that up.

      “Actually, yeah, it was a minor thing I was pushing off, but now, might as well just get on with it.”

      “Where’s it taking you?”

      “Uh, I don’t know yet,” Thrower answered.

      St. James looked down at her hand and started rubbing it. “Will, I, uh… ever see you again?”

      “I don’t know. I mean, we’re friends, right?”

      “Yeah.”

      “You know how things are with me, though,” Thrower said. “My work takes me all over.”

      Now it was St. James’ turn to fake a smile. “Yeah. I know. I guess you still haven’t saved enough for that beach house yet, huh?” she forced a laugh.

      Thrower grinned. “No, not yet. I haven’t found the right one yet.”

      St. James’ mouth was open like she wanted to respond, though she didn’t. She could only quickly nod her head.

      “It’s hard to find the right one.”

      “It is,” Thrower replied. “And sometimes you find it and let someone else swoop in with a better offer and steal it out from under you.”

      “Maybe you’ll find another one you like just as much.”

      “I doubt that. But that’s how it goes, right?”

      “I guess so,” St. James said.

      Thrower saw Jonathan come out of the building. He figured now was the time to wrap it up.

      “Uh, well, your boyfriend’s coming. I should get going.”

      They both took an awkward step toward each other, appearing like they wanted to hug, but neither could take that final step.

      “Maybe you can call me or something sometime,” St. James said. “You know, just to make sure you’re OK and safe and everything.”

      “Sure. Well, take care of yourself.”

      Thrower walked back to his car and hurriedly jumped in. He checked his phone again, praying that he had a message. To his surprise, he actually did. He never thought he’d be so happy as to have a possible client as he did right now. But he was. Anything to take his mind, and body, somewhere else.
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      From the email that Thrower received, the urgency of the situation was stressed. And while the message didn’t say what was so important, he could take a guess. After all, there was really only one reason why anyone contacted him. Protection.

      This was just a little more unusual way of going about it. It wasn’t every day that he was contacted by a government agency. Especially a foreign one.

      Once Thrower walked into the small cafe, he looked to his left, immediately noticing two large men in suits. They were sitting down, but instantly got up once they saw the muscular man enter the cafe. Thrower walked toward them, and one of the guards put his hand up to stop the bodyguard from going any further. He made a motion to Thrower that he was going to be frisked.

      Thrower put his arms out to his side. Sometimes he was carrying, but not always. And going into this meeting, it didn’t seem like it would be necessary. There were some potential clients he had an iffy feeling about, which would dictate what, if anything, he brought along with him. This didn’t carry any of those reservations.

      Once the guard was finished with him, he stepped to the side, allowing Thrower to proceed. He walked past a few tables until he reached the last one. The woman sitting there was the only one that looked like she worked for a government agency. She had a business suit on, a briefcase on the floor, and papers thrown about the table, some of which she was marking with a black pen.

      Thrower walked up to the table and flashed the middle-aged woman a smile.

      “Hello.”

      The woman returned the smile and stood up, shaking Thrower’s hand. “Hi. Thank you so much for coming. I really appreciate you stopping by on such short notice.”

      “Lucky break I was in the area. And it’s a short drive from New York.”

      The woman put her arm out towards the chair across from her. “Please. Sit.”

      “Thank you.”

      “Would you like a drink or anything?”

      “Uh, maybe a water?”

      The woman motioned to her guard. “Water.”

      “Thank you.”

      “I really can’t express enough how grateful I am that you’re here. I really do appreciate it.”

      “Well, I haven’t agreed to anything yet, so I wouldn’t express any gratitude yet.”

      “I guess you’re wondering what this could be about.”

      Thrower grinned. “It might have crossed my mind.”

      “You certainly do look the part.”

      “Of?”

      “A bodyguard.”

      “Oh. Yeah. I get that a lot.”

      “I guess I’m rambling. I’m sorry. This is all just very unusual.”

      “Take your time. I’ve got nowhere else to go at the moment.”

      “My name is Florencia Lagos. I am attached to the Chilean Embassy here. And I’m here to ask for your help.”

      “What do you need?”

      “Protection. A personal bodyguard for our president.”

      Thrower’s eyebrows raised as far as they could go. He was more than a little shocked.

      “I can see by your face how stunned you are. Believe me, you’re not as surprised as we are.”

      “I don’t understand,” Thrower said. “Doesn’t your president have their own protection services?”

      “As you may or may not know, our president is Carla Suaza. She was just recently elected a little more than three months ago. And she is already facing a lot of resistance.”

      Thrower still wasn’t exactly sure what was going on. “In regards to what? I thought Chile was a pretty stable government.”

      “For the last thirty years, it has been, yes. But as you know, all governments deal with terrorists, insurrectionists, and various groups that want to cause problems and chaos. We are no different in that regard. And in our case, it is growing. Significantly.”

      “I’m still not sure how I fit in. I’m not a secret agent or a spy, and if the president already has her own security, I’m not seeing how I’m needed.”

      Lagos hesitated for a second, then reached under one of her manila folders on the table, grabbing a piece of paper. She looked at it for a second, then handed it to Thrower. The paper had some thick black lines over some of the sentences, presumably for security reasons. But he got the main point.

      As Thrower read what he was able to, he once again raised an eyebrow, though it was only one this time. He could hardly believe what he was reading.

      “Is this accurate?” He handed the paper back.

      Lago sighed. “I’m afraid so. That was a copy. The original was obviously in Spanish. I had it translated for you, blacking out the more sensitive parts. But the fear is legitimate. There are some in the government who believe there is an inside force looking to overthrow or kill President Suaza and plunge the country into chaos, or even worse, back into a dictatorship.”

      “But… why?”

      “President Suaza is young, an idealist, and full of plans. She is anti-corruption, pro-environment, everything that the hard old-liners are against. There are even rumors about groups in neighboring countries that might be involved, obviously benefiting them along the way.”

      “What about her protection team?” Thrower asked.

      “She has handpicked them herself. But what if they were strategically placed there? Or what if they’ve been gotten to? There is a lot of distrust right now. I can’t believe we’re even in this predicament. But here we are. And maybe we are overreacting and the situation is not as grave as it appears. We would rather be proactive and alert to the problem than pretending it doesn’t exist and winding up sorry for our efforts.”

      Thrower nodded. “I can understand that. What exactly would you want me to do down there? And for how long?”

      “The timeline would be for however long it takes. Whether that’s a week or a year. Until we believe the threat has been eliminated or unsubstantiated. I understand that’s quite a large gap in your commitment. But that is the situation that we face.”

      Thrower looked out his window, thinking about his encounter with St. James. Maybe a long assignment wouldn’t be a bad thing for him right now. It’d certainly keep him occupied enough.

      “Your role would be to shadow the president. At all times. You are never to leave her side under any conditions unless she has expressly told you that.”

      “And is she aware of all this?”

      “She is not aware of you per se, but she is on board with a bodyguard being brought in as a precaution.”

      Thrower kept looking out the window. There was a lot to unpack here. This was as big of a bombshell as he’d ever gotten in this business. There was so much at stake. And so much that was unknown. There might not have even been a threat. Of course, it was equally possible that there was a threat so large that he wouldn’t live to see the end of the assignment.

      “This has a chance to be the most dangerous thing you’ve ever put yourself in,” Lagos said. “Or it could be your most boring job ever. I’m not sure there will be anything in between.”

      “I’m OK with boring. I’m also OK with danger.”

      Thrower looked down at the table and put his hand over his mouth, thinking about it all.

      “And when do you need an answer by? When does this start?”

      “It starts as soon as you’re ready. And the answer as soon as possible. If it’s not you, we have to move on. Quickly.”

      “I can understand that. I only report to her?”

      “That is correct. You will be in charge of her security. At least until we are all confident she’s in good hands with someone else.”

      Thrower took a deep breath. “If I’m going to do this, I’m going to need some things.”

      “Anything.”

      “I’ll need personnel files, write-ups on everyone in the government. Potential enemies and groups. I need to know who might be a loose cannon, who’s not trustworthy, who I need to keep an eye on, everything.”

      “That can be arranged for the most part. There might be some gaps due to secretive information that cannot be shared.”

      “I can understand that. As much as you can give me.”

      “It can be arranged.”

      “The other thing is… how much of me being there, and a foreigner, is gonna ruffle some feathers?”

      “There might be some who are not happy about an outside bodyguard being brought in. There might also be some who are not happy that you are a foreigner. That is not our concern. On our level, we are only concerned with the president’s protection.”

      Thrower was silent for a little while, as he continued to contemplate the situation.

      “I take it we have a deal? I should mention your sleeping arrangements, food needs, all is taken care of. And you will obviously be paid well for your troubles.”

      “We might have a deal.”

      “What else do you need? I’m sure we can arrange it for you.”

      “Just assurances,” Thrower replied.

      “What kind of assurances?”

      “I’m very good at what I do.”

      “This much we have heard.”

      “And that’s because when I decide to take on a job, that means I do it my way. I don’t accept interference from anybody. I don’t tell anyone else how to do their job, and nobody’s going to tell me how to do mine. If I’m in charge of her security, I make the decisions, regardless of whether they’re popular or not. That includes her. I understand she’s the president, and I respect that and her position, but if I tell her not to go somewhere, I expect that to be followed.”

      Lagos hesitated slightly. “I believe there will have to be some slight allowances to that when practical. You have to understand she is not a normal person who can just take off work or shirk responsibilities for a few months while this is put under control. But there may well be some instances where she cannot avoid something, regardless of what the risks might be. That is what we are hiring you for. To mitigate those risks.”

      Thrower nodded, understanding this was not going to be like most of his jobs, where they could lie low for a while. The president was going to be out and about sometimes, mingling with various people, both inside and outside the government. Finally, Thrower stuck his hand out across the table.

      “I’m in. Looks like you got yourself a bodyguard.”
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      Thrower looked up at the chandelier hanging over the middle of the room, then got up to look at a painting on the wall. He was in the “blue room”, where the Chilean President received all their visitors. He’d only been waiting a few minutes, after arriving in the country just a couple hours before that. He didn’t want to waste any time in meeting his new client.

      About ten minutes had passed before he heard some voices just outside the door. The door opened, with a man in a suit coming in, then immediately stepping to the side. President Suaza walked past him. She stopped, taking a moment to look Thrower over.

      Thrower did the same to her. He could hardly believe someone in charge of a country could look as beautiful as she did. Politicians weren’t supposed to look like this. They were older, hard lines on their face, white hair from years of arguments and playing the system. But not her. He’d obviously looked at pictures of her before he got there as he did his research, but they didn’t do her justice.

      Suaza was dressed in a business suit, but it did little to stamp out the beauty that radiated off of her. Of course, in her previous life, she was a Miss Universe contestant. She was twenty when she was in the competition, and though she didn’t win it, it was obvious why she was in it in the first place. But her beauty didn’t define her. It never did. She never let it.

      She was always looking to make the world a better place. Even her small corner of it. Suaza wanted to help others. That was always the platform she used. And as soon as the Miss Universe contest was over, she went into politics to do her part.

      She was a quick riser. Getting voted in as president after being in the game for ten years was no small feat. But it spoke to how people gravitated toward her. She spoke with conviction. She spoke like someone who actually cared. Not like most politicians, who only said what would get them the most votes, or what they thought voters wanted to hear.

      Suaza spoke in a different tone. She was firm in her beliefs, but relatable, and always made it about the people she was serving. People believed she was genuine. But obviously, that style didn’t relate well to everyone. Otherwise, Thrower wouldn’t be there.

      As Suaza looked at Thrower, there was a hint of a smile, but she was still a little cautious around him at first. He was still an outsider. She put her hand out, imploring him to sit.

      “Please,” she said.

      There was a coffee table in the middle of the room, with four wooden chairs around it, along with a small sofa, on top of a rug. The furniture looked like it’d been around for a while. But still in very good condition.

      Thrower took up a seat in one of the chairs, while Suaza sat directly across from him. She had some folders that she placed down on the table in front of her. She looked back at her guards by the door.

      “You can leave us.” Once the guards had left, she turned her attention back to her guest. “Mr. Thrower. Thank you for coming. I’m glad you’re here, but I do hope this won’t be too exciting of a job for you.”

      Thrower smiled. “So do I. And please… call me Nate. Mr. Thrower seems like a lot to get out of your mouth if we happen to be in a hurry for some reason.”

      Suaza grinned, and picked up a file on the table and started looking through it. “I’ve read over your file. You have a very impressive resume. I feel like I’ll be in good hands.”

      “You will be. I’ll do everything in my power to make sure of that.”

      “I’m sure I will be. Do you have any questions for me?”

      “Mrs. Lagos seemed to be unsure of the accuracy of the threat level. Could go either way. I was just wondering what your perception of things was?”

      Suaza looked down for a moment, collecting her thoughts. “I believe that the odds are a little bit greater than fifty-fifty.”

      “Why is that?”

      “The chatter we’ve heard is that there is something coming. The real issue is we don’t know in what form that will take, or when. But I do believe there is a threat looming. Somewhere.”

      “And your guards?” Thrower asked. “I’ve read their files, but I’d like to hear it in your own words. Do you trust them? Have any doubts about anyone?”

      “I trust them completely. I hand picked them.”

      “Why? What made them stand out to you?”

      “They all used to work for the police. And if you know anything about me, I have made one of my platforms police corruption. I believe the police do a necessary job, and I’m thankful for the ones who do things the right way, but the police are not supposed to be worse than the criminals. They should be expected to behave and operate to a higher standard.”

      “Can’t argue there, but…”

      “All the men on my detail have proven themselves to stand up to that corruption on some level. They didn’t succumb to it. They didn’t turn a blind eye to it. They met it head on and did what they believed was the right thing. Some of them were punished for it by their superiors. Whether they didn’t cover for another officer, or they informed on another officer, they all showed themselves to be on that higher level. That is why I picked them.”

      Thrower understood her reasoning. It did make him a little more comfortable with who he’d be dealing with.

      “As soon as you’re ready to start, I’ll have someone set you up with a room.”

      “Thanks, I hope it’s near yours,” Thrower replied. “Otherwise we’ll have to do some changing.”

      “It will be next to mine.”

      Thrower grinned. “Good. Do you sleep here or do you have your own home elsewhere?”

      “Both. Depending on the day.”

      “OK. Well, when you go home, you don’t have to do anything special for me. Just a couch and a blanket will work fine. You and your husband won’t even know I’m there.”

      Suaza raised an eyebrow. “You expect to sleep in my home?”

      “Whenever you’re there, yes. I can’t protect you if I’m not with you.”

      “My other guards stay on the outside. It’s worked for them.”

      “I’m not them. You don’t have to worry about me, though. When you need privacy, close a door. I’m here to protect you, not intrude. But that’s how I do things.”

      “I suppose we can make that work. And I’m not married.”

      “Oh. You know, I thought it was odd that I didn’t read about a husband. I’m not sure why I assumed there was.”

      “It’s a natural reaction. Everyone assumes it for someone who’s in a position of power.”

      “Well, I apologize for that assumption.”

      Suaza tilted her head slightly. She was impressed with her new bodyguard. There was something special about him. It was just in the way that he carried himself. He was sure of himself, confident, steadfast, but also kind and humble at the same time. It was rare. At least for the people that she was usually around.

      “I will put myself in your hands completely,” Suaza said. “You’re in charge of my protection. Whatever you think is best, I’ll go along with. Within reason.”

      “Thank you. And I understand that there will be times when you have to make an appearance or do something that will be challenging that I won’t like. And in those cases, I will figure it out.”

      “So when do you plan to start?”

      Thrower looked around. “I thought I already did.”

      “Good.”

      They both stood up and shook hands to cement the deal. Suaza then looked at her watch.

      “I have another appointment in ten minutes, so I should be going for that.”

      “Great,” Thrower said. “Lead the way.”

      “It’ll just be in my office with a few other high-ranking officials. Matters of national intelligence. No one else will be allowed in there, anyway.”

      “I understand.”

      “Just take an hour or so, walk around, get familiar with things, and then come back to my office after that.”

      Thrower nodded. “Madam President.”

      Suaza smiled. “When we’re in private, you can call me Carla. I hate being called Madam President. It makes me feel old.”

      Thrower smirked. “Understood.”

      “I’d like for you to meet Pedro. He’s been in charge of my security before you got here. I think it would be good if you two exchanged notes.”

      “Look forward to it.”

      “Good. I’ll send him in. And if there’s anything else you need, just let me know.”

      “Thanks. But I don’t usually need much. As long as you’re good, that’s usually good enough for me.”

      Suaza flashed him a smile. “I feel safer already.”

      “And I’ll make sure you stay that way.”
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      As President Suaza left the room, Thrower could see that she was talking to someone in the hallway. A few seconds later, another man came into the room. He had his hands in his pockets, and an unpleasant look on his face.

      “I take it you’re Pedro?”

      The man had walked over to the wall, but stopped, and glared at Thrower. He still had a scowl on his face.

      “Yes. I’m Pedro.”

      “I’m Nate.”

      “I know who you are. And why you’re here. I was informed.”

      Thrower could tell by the tone that he didn’t have a new fan. It wasn’t an unexpected reaction, though it was one that he hoped to avoid. But he understood. Someone new coming in and taking over could be considered a rejection of the talents of the people who were there before. Thrower didn’t take offense to it. It was one of those things that came with the territory.

      “Just to be clear, I understand why you are here. I know of your reputation. But that doesn’t mean I have to be happy about it. Or that we have to be friends. The president was already in good hands before you got here. We already had things under control.”

      “I understand that.”

      “Do you? Because I’m under the impression that you think you’re just going to come in here and take over, do what you want.”

      Thrower shrugged. “I’m not sure why you’re under that impression before even meeting me.”

      “To me, you should not even be here. You’re an outsider. You don’t belong here.”

      “Because I’m not from this country? Or would you be saying this if I was just transferred from another department?”

      “You’re not from here.”

      “So it’s that. Look, I get that you’re upset. And whether you like the fact that I’m here or not doesn’t change the fact that I am. Now, maybe you’re all butthurt because I’m an ‘outsider’, or maybe because you just think your authority has been questioned, but in either case it doesn’t really matter. I am here. And we’re both gonna have to live with that, aren’t we?”

      Pedro stared at Thrower for a few seconds. He didn’t have a reply. There was nothing else for him to say. He said it all already. He wasn’t pleased with Thrower being there. He told him so. And that was it. Instead of continuing on, Pedro just turned around and stormed out of the room. The door swung and stayed open after he left.

      Thrower rubbed his cheek. “That went well.”

      Another man appeared in the door. He was also dressed in a suit. He wasn’t sure if he was in for another tongue-lashing. He braced himself for it.

      “My name is Andres. I’m one of the president’s guards.”

      He walked straight over to Thrower and put his hand out. Thrower shook hands, though he was still a bit hesitant.

      “It’s an honor to meet you, Mr. Thrower. I’ve heard much about your reputation.”

      Thrower was pleased this conversation would seem to be civil. “Thank you. Call me Nate.”

      “Would you like me to show you around?”

      “That’d be great. Thanks.”

      They left the room and started walking around.

      “My pleasure. I know Pedro left the room angry and all. Don’t worry about him. He’ll come around.”

      “I can understand his point of view. I’m an outsider.”

      “It’s not only that. He feels bringing someone else in is kind of an attack on his abilities. Like he’s not capable.”

      “I’m sure that’s not why I was brought in,” Thrower said.

      “No, but, Pedro’s a proud guy. But he’s a good man.”

      “I’m sure he is.”

      “Like I said, give him some time. He’ll warm up to you.”

      “That’d be nice, but it doesn’t really change anything on my end. The job’s the job, you know?”

      “Yeah, I get it. Hey, like I said, when I heard you were coming, I looked you up and all. Man, you’re like a legend or something.”

      Thrower chuckled. “Well, I don’t know if I’d go that far.”

      “You’re like, The Bodyguard. You even got your own cool nickname. Nobody’s got a reputation like you in this field.”

      Thrower couldn’t help but feel good about the man gushing over him. It was nice to hear sometimes. He just couldn’t let it go to his head. And he never did.

      “Maybe you could give me some tips and pointers while you’re here.”

      Thrower patted the man on the shoulder. “You probably do just fine without me.”

      “No, really, I mean, what’s your secret?”

      “There really isn’t any secret. I can’t really say there’s some physical thing you can do that makes you better. It’s more just mental stuff.”

      “What kind of mental stuff?”

      “Being good in this line of work really just comes down to a few things.”

      “Which are?”

      “You’ve gotta be more observant than almost everybody else. You’ve gotta be able to see things that other people can’t.”

      “OK?”

      “After you observe something, you’ve gotta be able to anticipate. You have to almost see how things play out in your mind before they actually happen.”

      “OK?”

      “And you’ve gotta be committed like nobody else. You have to be willing to do whatever it takes to protect someone. Even if that means giving up your own life. If you ever have a moment of doubt, if you’re not quite sure if you’re willing to exchange your life for theirs, whenever the going gets tough, you’ll make the wrong decision.”

      Andres moved his head around like he was getting it. It wasn’t anything he hadn’t heard before, but coming from someone like Thrower, it really hit home. They continued to walk around, with Andres showing Thrower the building.

      It was unlikely Thrower would be in too many places by himself, or without Suaza, or some of the other guards. But it was nice to get a mental picture of where everything was so he’d be prepared for when he actually went there. But this was the easy part. He doubted there’d be much action in the Palacio de La Moneda.

      La Moneda, as it was often called, was in downtown Santiago, and occupied an entire block in the Civic district. It was the home of the offices of the Interior, General Secretariat of the Presidency, and General Secretariat of the State.

      As soon as Thrower was done with his tour of the building, he and Andres went back to President Suaza’s office. She was still in her meeting. There was another guard at her door. Andres introduced Thrower to him. Though not quite as giddy as Andres was to meet Thrower, he seemed cordial enough. He didn’t appear to be unhappy that Thrower was there. That’s all Thrower could hope for. So far, it only seemed as if there was one person that wasn’t too pleased at his being there.

      “Anything else you need?” Andres asked.

      Thrower pointed to the side of his head. “Ear piece. Would be nice to be armed, too.”

      “I got you. Come with me.”

      They left to go to a different floor. This one seemed to have a lot less traffic on it. They eventually came to a door, and Andres took out an ID card, and swiped it. The door unlocked, and they went inside.

      “This is our own special room where we can hang out.”

      Thrower took a quick look around. There was a card table with chairs around it, a coffee table in the middle of the room, with a couch on the side of it, along with a TV on the wall. There was also a small bed in the corner of the room, and a refrigerator next to it. Thrower saw a dartboard on the wall, too. It seemed to be a multipurpose room. You could sit and relax, take a nap, have a drink, or just unwind.

      “Who’s allowed in here?” Thrower asked.

      “Just us. If you get a break, or you just wanna sit down after your tour is done, it’s here for you. A lot of us like to come in sometimes, take some of the grind off, you know?”

      “Seems good for it. What about that other stuff?”

      Andres pointed over to the wall. One the one side of the room was a large gray cabinet. It was probably about eight feet wide, and equally as high. Andres put in a code to unlock it. Once he opened the doors, the shelves were revealed. It was full of different types of weapons, guns, knives, as well as other equipment that might be needed, even if they weren’t used too often.

      Andres put his hand out, inviting his new friend to have a closer look. “Take your pick.”

      Thrower moved in, inspecting all the guns. He put his hand on a few of them, and took out a couple more for a closer inspection. Finally, he settled on one. He put it in a holster and attached it to his hip. Andres was about to close the cabinet before Thrower stopped him.

      “Not yet.”

      Thrower grabbed another gun and holster, this one going over his shoulder. Andres was going to close the cabinet again, but was once more stopped by Thrower. He reached inside again to grab one more gun, this time putting it on the back of his belt. Andres stood there, his eyes opened wide, not even bothering to try closing it again.

      “You, uh, got enough there?”

      Thrower grinned, knowing some might think it was overkill. “I like to be prepared.”

      “Most of us only carry the one.”

      “Well that’s gonna change starting now. From now on, I want everyone to carry at least two. A primary and a backup.”

      “OK. Can I ask what for? What I mean is, most of us don’t really get told anything. But considering you were brought in here, a man of your stature and all, and now you’re armed like we’re about to march into the lion’s den, is there something we should know about?”

      Thrower wasn’t sure how much he should say. After all, Andres seemed like a good guy so far, but he really didn’t know the man that well yet. Of course, Thrower didn’t know all that much to tell, either. It was mostly just unsubstantiated rumors at this point. Still, he thought everyone on the team should at least be prepared for what might be coming. Even if they didn’t know the exact details.

      “There’s been a lot of chatter about an attack on President Suaza’s life. Whether that actually comes to fruition or not, I don’t know. Maybe it’s just talk. Maybe it’s not. But one way or another, we’re gonna be ready if it does.”

      Andres nodded. “We kind of figured it was something like that. Otherwise, you wouldn’t be here.”

      “Does that change anything for you?”

      Andres shook his head. “This is what we all signed up for, right?”

      “We’ve all got one mission here. Make sure President Suaza is protected.”

      Andres put his hand out. “At all costs.”

      Thrower locked his hand in that of his new partner. “At all costs.”
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      A few days passed, and much to Thrower’s happiness, everything was pretty boring. Of course, it helped that Suaza’s schedule mostly involved meetings in her office. That was changing, though. She was about to have a day packed with events.

      The one thing that hadn’t changed was the tension between Thrower and Pedro. They only talked when it was necessary. And the words were always very brief. Thrower hoped he’d be able to change that at some point.

      Thrower was standing outside Suaza’s office when she appeared. She walked right past him, with a couple of assistants around her. Thrower fell in behind them as they walked over to the elevator. Andres was already stationed there, so he hit the button and stood in front of them as they reached it.

      Thrower tapped his earpiece. “Monarch on the move.”

      Suaza was scheduled to give a speech at one of the universities. It was supposed to be a big deal. And it was going to be outdoors. Thrower didn’t like that part. It was harder to provide security outdoors than it was a closed off space inside, like an auditorium. There was also going to be media attention.

      Once they were outside, there was a line of black cars waiting. They all had tinted windows. Several guards got into the first one. Suaza, and her two assistants, got into the back seat of the second one. Thrower got into the front seat of Suaza’s vehicle. More guards got into the third car. Then there were two police vehicles at the front and rear of the line.

      As soon as they were on the road, Suaza and her assistants were discussing the upcoming speech. Then they moved on to a few other topics. But there was one thing she wanted to discuss with Thrower.

      “Nate, can we do something about that Monarch business?”

      Thrower tilted his head to the side, though he didn’t spin it around to look at her. “Ma’am?”

      “A monarch implies royalty. A king or queen. That doesn’t really apply to me.”

      “It’s just a code name, ma’am.”

      “One that doesn’t fit.”

      Thrower spun his head around further to look at her. A slight smile appeared on his face. “I’ll try to think of something more appropriate.”

      Suaza returned the smile. “I appreciate it. How is the security looking at the stadium?”

      “We have everything handled. You don’t need to worry about it.”

      “I wasn’t.”

      Once they arrived at their destination, Thrower got out and took a quick glance around. With it being clear, he opened up the back door for the president. Several of the other guards swarmed over. They then escorted her through the back entrance to the stadium, where there would be thousands of people attending her speech.

      Thrower tapped his ear. “Pedro, everything good in there?”

      “Power to all the elevators were cut. All entrances were blocked off except the front. Gates were put up to prevent anyone from wandering off.”

      “Sweep everywhere?”

      “We’re good.”

      “Let me know if anything changes.”

      Once inside the building, they were greeted by stadium executives, as well as people from the university. They began making small talk, though none of that was of any importance to Thrower. He was mostly concerned with their mannerisms. As soon as the initial talk was done, they continued moving through the stadium. As they continued walking, Suaza struck up another conversation with her bodyguard.

      “Where will you be?”

      “We’ll all be around the stage,” Thrower answered.

      “And if something should happen?”

      Thrower raised an eyebrow, thinking it was a strange comment. It was almost as if she expected something to happen. “Do you know something I don’t know?”

      “Just want to be prepared.”

      “If something happens, you immediately drop to the ground behind the podium. Then I’ll come up and get you.”

      As they kept walking, Thrower continued glancing at Suaza, not able to shake the feeling that something wasn’t right. As far as he knew, there were no specific threats to this location. But now he was beginning to think otherwise.

      They stayed off the field for a few minutes, waiting for the president’s introduction. That took about twenty minutes. Then, they all headed onto the field. Thrower, still feeling uneasy, made sure he was even closer to Suaza than he normally would be. With his size, she almost disappeared next to him. Their arms were touching.

      Once they got to the stage, Thrower and the rest of the guards stayed on the ground, while the president and her entourage went up the steps. Thrower’s eyes immediately went high, and he turned completely around, as he looked around the stadium. It was unlikely he would see a sniper at that distance, at least not their body. But if there was a glare, or something that deflected, something that indicated someone was there that shouldn’t be… he’d see that.

      When Thrower was done with that, his eyes went toward the thousands of people in front of them. At least they didn’t have to worry about people on all sides. The crowd was only directly in front. But everything seemed to be going well. There were no signs of problems at first.

      But that didn’t last long. Only about five minutes after beginning her twenty-minute speech, a slight commotion was being raised near the back of the crowd. People were standing up, hollering, waving their arms around. Then a banner appeared.

      Thrower put his hand on his ear. “What’s going on back there?”

      “Looks like some type of protest,” Pedro answered.

      “Get rid of it. Can’t have any distractions right now.”

      “President Suaza does not like us to do that with peaceful protests.”

      “They’re not peaceful. They’re being disruptive and altering the enjoyment of the people around them. If she has a problem with it, I’ll handle it.”

      “OK.”

      Thrower had no sooner put his arm down when someone broke free of the crowd and started to rush the stage. Thrower and Andres both had their eyes on the person and aggressively tackled them to the ground, well before they reached the steps to the stage. It turned out to be a young, female college student. Her only intention was to get near the president, though the guards couldn’t know what those intentions were.

      With the woman on the ground, Thrower waved at one of the nearby police officers, who came over and put her in handcuffs, leading her away from the area. Thrower and Andres bumped fists, then went back to their spots.

      The rest of the speech went on without incident. When it was over, and Suaza came down off the stage, Thrower led the way for her exit. As they left, the president had questions for her bodyguard.

      “Did you have those peaceful protesters taken out?”

      “I had protesters taken out,” Thrower answered. “But there was nothing peaceful about it.”

      “That completely goes against the message that I am trying to create. I do not want heavy-handed, bullying tactics against anyone, even those who are against me. Peaceful protests cannot be squashed.”

      “Peaceful protests are people who hold up signs on the side of the road. They don’t try to hinder, or interrupt things for others. They were trying to make a scene, and it was impacting the people around them. Besides that, if we let them go on, it’s distracting. It can take our focus off of everything else. Right after that, some girl tried to rush the stage. If our eyes were on that protest in the back, maybe that girl slips in between us and has a knife on you.”

      “Just the same…”

      “With all due respect, ma’am, you do your job and I’ll do mine. That is what I was brought in for, wasn’t it?”

      “I just don’t want innocent people afraid to express themselves.”

      “People can express themselves however they want,” Thrower said. “As long as they do it respectfully, and don’t hinder or disrupt the people around them. Then it goes from peaceful to a nuisance.”

      “I guess we understand each other.”

      “Not quite. I would like a moment alone in the car with you, if I may?”

      Suaza nodded. She informed one of her assistants to ride up front, and the other to get in a different car on the way back. Once they reached the car, Thrower held the door open for Suaza to get in, then he followed her. Thrower waited until the car started moving. The president already had an idea of what this was about and put the divider up between the front and back seats so their conversation would be private.

      “You knew something before we went in there, didn’t you? And don’t insult my intelligence.”

      Suaza looked at him and sighed. She wasn’t about to do that. She had too much respect for him for that.

      “Yesterday I received a briefing… nothing more than that, about a possible incident at the stadium. There was no further clarification on what that incident might be. It could have been anything. Including those protestors at the back of the audience.”

      “The problem is that you didn’t inform me of it. You walked in there with some knowledge that I didn’t have.”

      “I didn’t deem it to be a credible threat or anything to worry about.”

      “With all due respect, ma’am, that’s not your department. I’ll decide what threats need to be worried about. Not you.”

      “Can you please not call me ma’am? It’s just us here, we’re similar ages, it makes me feel old. Just call me Carla. When there’s no one else around, just call me Carla. You can save the formalities for when other people are nearby.”

      “I’m not gonna lie, it feels a little weird calling you by your first name. But I’ll try.”

      “I’m a leader of a country, I’m not… I don’t even know what.”

      “Back to intelligence briefings,” Thrower said. “I need to be informed. No matter how big or small. Whether there’s a completely ludicrous rumor about an invisible person waiting for you in the bathroom next to your office, I’ve gotta be brought in. Otherwise, whether it’s that, or I can’t be looped in because of some national intelligence thing… then I’m not sure why I’m here.”

      Suaza didn’t think about it for even a second. “You’re right. From now on, any threats at all will be forwarded to you. No matter how small they seem.”

      “Thank you.”

      The president then looked at her watch. “Is there anything else I need to be scolded for?”

      Thrower looked over at her and smirked. “No.”

      She looked at her planner. “I have a meeting with a defense official in twenty minutes. Feels like all I do is have meetings all day.”

      “Comes with the job, doesn’t it?”

      “I suppose.”

      As they continued driving, Suaza picked up some folders and started looking through them. Thrower kept his eyes peeled, though. Something didn’t seem right. They passed by a street that he thought would take them back to La Moneda. He obviously wasn’t an expert in the area, but he did partake in an effort to know the area as well as he could in the time that he had. He put the glass divider down.

      “Hey, why did we miss our street? Wasn’t that the turn back there?”

      “There was a construction vehicle blocking the way,” the driver replied. “I’ll just turn up here and come back around.”

      Thrower still seemed a bit concerned. “All units, our vehicle is taking an alternate route. Stay sharp.”

      Almost immediately, he heard a noise coming from his right. As they passed a road, a heavy duty truck pulled out onto the road, right behind them. It then stopped, effectively blocking traffic. Thrower instantly spun around to look through the back window, concerned about what was going on.

      “Nate, what is it?” Suaza asked. She was growing concerned as she saw the look on his face and his mannerisms.

      “I’m not sure I like this.”

      Thrower continued looking through the back window, waiting for the rest of the convoy to catch up. They weren’t.

      “Pedro, what’s your status back there?”

      “We’re blocked off. Two trucks collided in the intersection here. Completely obstructing traffic in both directions.”

      Thrower sighed. That wasn’t what he wanted to hear. There was still a police car leading the way, and another car in front of them. But there were a lot of bad things running through his mind right now.

      “Nate…”

      Thrower glanced over at her. She had a worried look on her face.

      “There’s another accident up here,” the driver reported. “Looks like we’re getting diverted again.”

      That was enough for Thrower. Too many accidents all at the same time. They were being diverted off their route, half the convoy was gone, and it wasn’t just some tiny coincidence. Something was about to happen. He was sure of it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            6

          

        

      

    

    
      Thrower’s head was spinning, anticipating something happening at any moment. Something they wouldn’t even see coming. He glanced over at Suaza. She had a worried look on her face. She wasn’t terrified; she wasn’t panicking, but she was definitely concerned.

      “Pedro, what’s your status?”

      “We’re still trying to get these trucks out of the way. One of them’s apparently not moving.”

      “Can you go around it?”

      “No. And we can’t back up. Traffic’s moved in behind us. We’re grid locked.”

      “Move those trucks!”

      “We’re working on it.”

      Thrower looked up at the car ahead of them.

      “Andres, I don’t like where we’re heading right now. Stay sharp.”

      “Why are we taking a different route?”

      “I don’t know. Things are blocked up and we’re just following…”

      Thrower caught himself, not putting two and two together before. He then looked at the head of the line. The police car was the one leading everyone. They had to follow where it was going. That made Thrower suspicious.

      Thrower positioned his body around, looking out every window. His movements weren’t lost on the president.

      “Nate, what is it?”

      “I think we’re being set up,” Thrower replied.

      “What? How?”

      Thrower continued watching out the front windshield as they turned another corner. Suddenly, the police car had vanished.

      “Nate, we lost the police car,” Andres said. “Where’d it go?”

      As the car Thrower was in turned the corner, he immediately looked to both sides, seeing a narrow little alley. The police car was there. And it now confirmed Thrower’s suspicions.

      “We’re being ambushed! Something’s coming any second!”

      “Where?!” Andres replied.

      “Just stay sharp!” Thrower slid over closer to Suaza. “Brace yourself.”

      “For what?” Suaza asked.

      “I’m not sure yet. But something’s coming.”

      Out of nowhere, the lead car was blindsided by the cab of a semi truck, though it had no trailer attached. It sped in from the driver’s side, completely demolishing the one side of the car, spinning it ninety degrees.

      “Here it is!” Thrower yelled. “Andres, you OK?!”

      Almost as instantly, their windshield was suddenly pelted with bullets. Nothing penetrated yet.

      “Oh my God,” Suaza said, almost hyperventilating.

      Thrower put his hand on her arm. “Relax. We’re gonna get through this. But not if we don’t have clear heads.”

      More gunfire erupted, their car getting bombarded with bullets, though nothing was still getting through. That would only last for so long, though. They were sitting ducks where they were. The driver attempted to keep on going, but that was short-lived. He wasn’t going to get around the car and semi ahead of them anyway, but now they were driving on two flat tires.

      “Can we just stay here until help arrives?” Suaza asked.

      “I don’t think so,” Thrower answered. “For one, I don’t know when that’s gonna be. Two, I don’t know how long this car’s gonna hold up. And three, who knows what else they’ve got up their sleeve. If they have rockets or grenades, we can’t just sit back and let them blow us apart.”

      “What do we do?”

      “We gotta get out.”

      Suaza’s eyes said it all. They almost bulged out. She didn’t want to get out there. At least they seemed somewhat safe in the car. Thrower could tell he had to put her a little more at ease. As tough a sell as that was under the circumstances.

      “Believe me, I wouldn’t say it if it wasn’t the right thing to do. Trust me. I’m gonna get you out of here.”

      Thrower moved closer to her and held her hand, looking into her eyes. There was something calming about him. He didn’t seem rattled or nervous. He couldn’t. Not in his line of work. Not with what he did. He knew he was brought in on any job for a specific reason. Part of that was the way he carried himself. People that he was protecting looked up to him. They were counting on him.

      Even if he was nervous or scared, which was rare, he wouldn’t show it. He couldn’t. If he acted like he was scared, everyone else would too. He had to be the leader. People had to know that he would find a way out of whatever predicament they were in, whether he actually had the answer on how to do that or not. He had to portray confidence.

      Thrower gave her a hint of a smile, and a pleasant, soothing voice, as if they were about to go on a picnic or something. “You good?”

      Suaza took a deep breath, gulped, then nodded. “Yeah.”

      She suddenly became a little less rattled. She was still nervous. But she had to put her faith in the man protecting her.

      “OK. Open the door when you’re ready. Stay down, crawl out of the car. I’ll be right behind you. You guys up front do the same. Passenger side.”

      Suaza opened the door, and crawled out of the car like she was instructed. Thrower quickly exited after her. The one advantage they seemed to have right now is they weren’t vulnerable on all sides. Their backs were up against the side of a building. Thrower instantly looked behind them and up. There were no windows or doors they had to worry about for the moment. At least that was a plus. All they had to worry about was what was in front of them and to the sides. Of course, that was enough for now.

      With bullets still being heard and fired all around them, Thrower then looked to the other car. It was in a vulnerable position. They couldn’t just crawl out and wind up in the same position that Thrower was. Their car was now facing the wall, instead of being parallel to it. That meant if they crawled out, they were going to be in the open, and have to scurry to Thrower’s position. That was going to be dicey.

      “Andres, you guys good in there?”

      There wasn’t any response at first.

      “Are we out here all alone?” Suaza’s assistant asked, her voice cracking.

      Thrower didn’t respond. “Andres, you guys good?”

      “Yeah,” Andres replied. He still sounded a little shaky. “Yeah, I think so.”

      “You’re gonna have to find a way to get to us over here. You see us?”

      “Everyone OK in there?”

      “Yeah, everyone’s alive. For now.”

      “You wanna try and take off and get over here? I’ll try to lay down some fire.”

      “I don’t know if that’s gonna do much good,” Andres said, seeing the open distance between the two vehicles.

      “You can’t sit in there. You’re sitting ducks.”

      “Me and Manuel will try to provide some cover fire. We’ll try to get the driver and President Suaza’s assistant over to you first. Then we’ll fall in after that.”

      “Just let me know when you’re ready,” Thrower replied.

      “Coming out now.”

      Thrower peeked over the hood of the car. As soon as he noticed the four doors on the other vehicle open up, he started firing, even though he didn’t have a clear line of fire on a specific target. The first two people started running over to them. A few seconds later, President Suaza’s other assistant made it safely to them. The driver wasn’t so lucky, though. About halfway between the two cars, he got gunned down.

      Andres and Manuel immediately backtracked over to where Thrower was. They kept their heads down, with bullets flying all around them. Several glanced just inches away from the feet on the ground. Thankfully, they made it unscathed.

      “What are we gonna do?” Andres asked.

      “Pedro, what’s your status?!” Thrower asked.

      “We’re still blocked in,” Pedro replied.

      “You need to haul ass and get over to us. We’re pinned down and taking heavy fire!” He looked up to try to get their location, but he didn’t know exactly where they were. He tapped Andres on the arm. “Give him our location.”

      Andres nodded, then started talking to their teammate. Thrower knew they wouldn’t be able to hold out for long. They needed help.

      “Do you have your phone on you?” Thrower asked. The president confirmed she did. “You need to get whoever you can get here that you trust.”

      Suaza immediately got on the phone. Thrower then saw someone coming up on their left. He pushed the president down and stood up to make himself the target. He then fired three rounds to eliminate the threat. Suaza got off the phone.

      “Five or ten minutes.”

      Thrower was breathing a bit heavy. “OK. OK. We can hold off that long.”

      Seconds later, the lead car that Andres was in exploded. Everyone was knocked off their feet for a moment. Though a little dazed, Thrower instinctively rolled over on top of Suaza, protecting her from any falling debris. A small chunk of metal landed on his back, prompting a groan.

      Slowly, they all started getting back to their feet. Other than some headaches and minor bumps and bruises, no one seemed the worse for wear. Andres leaned over the front hood and fired, finding a target that was approaching. He took the person out. Soon after, all three guards were firing at the same time, though all had different targets.

      “I can’t make out how many there are,” Andres said.

      “Neither can I,” Thrower replied. “Remember, we don’t have to eliminate them right now. We just have to hold them off long enough for help to arrive.”

      Andres nodded. “Hope they get here soon!”

      “Me too.”

      Thrower positioned the unarmed people between him and Andres, that way they wouldn’t be unprotected from the side. Another man came running up on the side, firing wildly. Thrower dropped to a knee and pumped several rounds of lead into the man’s stomach.

      The threats kept mounting, and the enemies kept getting closer. Thrower and company were fending them off for now, but if it kept up for any length of time, eventually they’d begin to get through. They had to hope that relief would come soon. If they were late, there might not be
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