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  Chapter 1
Why is it called the Secret Service if everyone knows about it?
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“Welcome to You Cheat, We Eat,” I greet the woman entering the PI offices. “How can I help you today?” 
The woman pauses for a moment before screaming like a banshee and launching herself at me. I sigh before getting to my feet and rounding my desk to meet her. I barely stop myself from rolling my eyes at her. Does she seriously think she can take me on? 
I’m five-foot-ten, highly trained, and keep myself in shape by lifting weights a few times a week and jogging nearly every day. The woman ‘attacking’ me is approximately five-foot-three, dressed in cumbersome clothing constraining her movements, and is obviously untrained. 
I say untrained because she’s flailing her arms at me like she’s a windmill. Does she think she’s Don Quixote? Snort. I know chivalry is dead unlike the knight errant who read way too many romances before deciding to revive the social code of conduct. Another reason to stay far, far away from romance. 
I grasp her wrists and spin her around to pin them behind her back. The woman’s shoulders slump and her legs give out from her as she wails. I maneuver her until she’s sitting in a chair and release my hold on her. 
“Hailey!” I shout because I can deal with danger, but I don’t deal with emotion and a woman bawling her eyes out qualifies as emotion even if she did ‘attack’ me mere moments ago. 
Hailey is my boss at You Cheat, We Eat. As the name suggests, the PI firm specializes in finding spouses who don’t honor their vows. I’m nearly two decades older than my boss and I have the experience to work as a PI, but I’m not interested. 
I’m done with wading through the filth of humanity, thank you very much. I’ll stick to accounting, invoicing, filing, and the other boring administrative stuff for now. Although, I do run background checks for all the investigators.
Hailey rushes out of her office, a 9 mm in her hand. Her hand drops when she sees the woman sitting in the chair sobbing her heart out. “Oh.” 
I frown. “Yeah. Oh.” I motion my hand toward the woman. “You’re up.” 
Phoebe, the other PI at the firm, peeks her head out of her office. She blows out a breath of air when she realizes there’s no danger. “I heard a scuffle, but the big guy wouldn’t let me out of the room to back you up.” 
I raise an eyebrow and stare at her. Back me up? She’s hilarious. One, I don’t need backup. Ever. And two, Phoebe couldn’t back me up if she tried. The woman is Ms. Fashionista. Seriously. She’s currently wearing a dress that hugs all her curves and three-inch heels. I don’t know anything about fashion, but I do know enough to recognize expensive, and her clothes are definitely expensive. 
I hear a grunt before her husband, Ryker, joins her at the door. Ryker is a badass bounty hunter. At six-foot-six, he’s a mountain of a man. I could still take him. 
“Chrissie didn’t need your help.” He stares at me as if expecting me to respond to his statement with information about my background. He can keep staring because I’m not revealing any of my secrets to him or Hailey or Phoebe. I may consider the women my friends, but secrets are meant to remain private for a reason. 
“It’s all your fault,” the woman screams and points at Hailey. 
Hailey’s eyes widen. “My fault? What did I do?” 
“You caught my husband cheating and now he’s left me for the other woman. He’s not supposed to leave me for the other woman! He’s supposed to fall to his knees and pledge his undying love to me.” 
I keep my face passive, but inside I’m shaking my head in disbelief at this woman. Someone else who’s been reading too many romance novels. 
Hailey’s head tilts to the side as she studies the woman. “Mrs. Winter?” At the woman’s nod, she kneels in front of her. “Why don’t you come into my office, and we can discuss this?” 
Mrs. Winter rears back. “What’s there to discuss? Like you would know anything about betrayal with your perfect little life with your perfect little husband.” 
She’s not wrong. Hailey married her high school crush, Aiden, at the beginning of the year. The two are still in their ‘honeymoon’ period and are disgustingly perfect. They can’t keep their hands off of each other, but if they think they can have nookie time while I’m in charge of this office, they’ve got another thing coming. 
Phoebe raises her hand. “I know a lot about betrayal. Do you want to get a coffee with me?” 
Phoebe’s not lying. I don’t know the whole story, but her first husband apparently was a complete and utter dick. In fact, he’s currently in prison for kidnapping her. He wanted to force her to have his children. 
Gorgeous women always cause men to lose their minds and, make no mistake about it, Phoebe is gorgeous. She has exotic green eyes with a slight slant to them set in a heart-shaped face. And her body is a perfect hourglass shape. 
Hailey is no slouch either. She doesn’t have curves like Phoebe, but she has the whole lithe dancer body thing going on. With her long brown wavy hair and dark brown eyes, she looks like she was the head cheerleader in high school. She wasn’t, though. Apparently, she was a bit of a drama geek and Aiden bullied her about it. There’s definitely a story there. 
Mrs. Winter glares at Phoebe. “What would you know about betrayal? You’re beautiful.” 
And beautiful people don’t know anything about betrayal? Trust me, betrayal is blind. 
Ryker growls and stands in front of Phoebe. “You will not talk to my wife in this manner.” 
Sigh. He had to say wife, didn’t he? Idiot. The word wife is totally going to set her off. 
“Wife!” she screams and points at Phoebe. “You have no idea.” 
“You’re done,” Ryker declares before approaching Mrs. Winter. He hoists her from the chair by her arm before proceeding to escort her out of the office and down the hall to the elevator. 
Once she’s on the elevator with the doors closed behind her, he marches back to the office. He glares at me. “You should have handled her.” 
I raise an eyebrow. “She wasn’t dangerous.” 
“She was rude to my wife.” 
“Rude doesn’t equal dangerous. You should know this.” 
His nostrils flare as he stares at me. I fold my arms across my chest and stare right back at him. Does he think he can intimidate me? Silly man. 
Phoebe tugs on her husband’s arm. “Leave Chrissie alone. Her job isn’t to keep me safe.” 
Before Ryker can speak, I do. “You weren’t in danger, Phoebe. And I will make certain you’re always safe when you’re in the office.”
“Maybe we should get you a weapon.” Hailey’s nose scrunches as she considers the idea. “This isn’t the first crazy client we’ve had, and it won’t be the last.” 
“I can deal with crazy.” And I can. “Crazy doesn’t equal dangerous, but I can deal with dangerous as well.” Because I already have a weapon. 
Ryker grunts and spins on his heel to return to his office. This is his M.O. whenever he thinks the talk will turn to ‘women’s shit’. His words. Not mine. 
Phoebe and Hailey sit in the chairs across from my desk. They appear to be settling in for a talk. Oh goodie. In case you missed it, I’m being sarcastic. 
“We can get the uncles to teach you to shoot,” Hailey suggests.
The uncles aren’t Hailey’s blood relatives. It’s a group of four men who served with Hailey’s dad in the military. 
“I don’t need anyone to teach me how to shoot. Certainly not the uncles.” 
Phoebe waggles her eyebrows. “Not even Wally?” 
At the mention of Wally, my belly flutters. The guy drives me absolutely bananas, but I can’t deny he’s one handsome man. I put his age somewhere in his fifties, but he doesn’t look a day over forty. 
His black hair doesn’t have a hint of gray in it, although his beard is dotted with gray making him appear distinguished. Judging by his broad shoulders and strong biceps, he keeps himself in shape. And I do appreciate a man who takes care of himself. But it’s his eyes that get to me. They’re dark green and when he stares at me, it’s like he’s peering into my soul. 
Wally and the rest of the ‘uncles’ retired from the Army ages ago, but I suspect Wally hasn’t completely retired, however. Not when I know he’s been digging into my past. He’s pissed off because he ran into a brick wall. A brick wall I have no intention of pulling down or letting him scale. Skeletons should stay hidden in the closet for a reason.  
“I can shoot.” 
Hailey leans closer. “You can? How did you learn? When did you learn? Where did you learn?” 
I don’t fill her in on the details. They don’t need to know the US government taught me to shoot nearly every weapon known to man. I shrug instead. 
“It doesn’t matter.” 
Phoebe giggles. “Wrong thing to say. Now, you’ve made her curious. She’s going to dig and dig until she finds out all the answers to her questions.” 
Hailey frowns. “I think you have me confused with Suzie. I can allow my friends to have secrets.” 
Suzie is Hailey’s business partner. She used to be the office manager until her brewery business took off. Now, she spends her days brewing beer and I do her job. 
Phoebe snorts. “Yeah, right.” 
The phone rings and offers me a reprieve. I know better than to dive on the distraction, though. Diving would pique Hailey’s curiosity more than it already is. She won’t find anything if she digs around in my past, but I don’t want to spend the rest of my working days evading her questions either.
“Are you going to answer the phone?” Hailey asks. 
“Are we finished with this conversation? I didn’t want to appear rude.” 
Hailey stands. “We’re done.” 
Phoebe’s nose wrinkles. “We are?” 
As I watch Hailey and Phoebe return to their respective offices, I think about how exhausting it is to be friends with people you can’t tell the truth about your past. This is why I’ve never had close friends outside people I met at ‘the office’ before. I should back off from their friendship for a while. I nod to myself. It’s for the best.
Decision made, I pick up the phone. 






  
  Chapter 2
If you think your computer, laptop, and phone spying on you is scary then think again, because your vacuum cleaner has been gathering dirt on you for years.
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Despite promising to distance myself from Hailey, Phoebe, and their group of friends, I find myself in the parking lot of McGraw’s Pub a few hours later. McGraw’s is a bar owned by Hailey’s dad, Max, who everyone calls Pops. It’s also where Hailey’s uncles hang out as if the place is their own personal living room. 
Hailey insisted we meet here tonight as her dad and his brand-spanking-new fiancée, Faith, returned from a weekend in Cancun this morning. It was a surprise trip Pops sprung on Faith the day after the two got engaged on Thanksgiving. Hailey wants to check in with Faith to see how she’s handling everything. 
As I walk toward the entrance, I feel someone’s eyes on me and slow my pace. I canvas the area and sure enough, Wally is standing underneath a streetlight with his gaze aimed at me. I stop and wait. He obviously has something to say, and I prefer he says it out here where no one else can overhear. This group of friends is all up in each other’s business. They won’t hesitate to eavesdrop on our conversation if we’re inside the bar.
I tap my foot as I wait for Wally to cross the parking lot. “What is it this time?” 
“Who are you?” he asks.
“Christina Lindberg, aka Chrissie.” 
“Don’t be a smartass. You know what I mean.” 
He means he did a background check on me and ran into a big, fat blackhole. Why he thinks I’m going to fill him in is beyond me. We’re not friends. More like frenemies. Besides, I won’t be filling in my friends about my past either. 
I shrug and twirl around to open the door to the pub. Wally grabs my upper arm to stop me. I don’t think so. I jerk out of his hold and whirl around at him with my fists at the ready. He retreats with his hands raised. 
“I mean you no harm.” 
I snort and drop my hands. “Then, stop sticking your nose where it doesn’t belong.” 
His nostrils flare before he strides forward right into my personal space. “You are my business.” 
Before I have a chance to respond, Suzie shouts, “Kiss her!” 
I glance to my side to find Suzie and her husband Grayson have arrived. Suzie is bouncing on her toes while clapping her hands. “Kiss her!” she shouts again. 
Suzie is tiny at just two inches over five feet, but what she lacks in height, she makes up for in personality. The woman is a troublemaking firecracker. Appropriate since her hair is fire engine red. She’s also a complete klutz.  
Her husband wraps an arm around her and pulls her close. “Calm down, munchkin. You can’t be bouncing around when you’re pregnant.” 
She rolls her eyes at him. “Chill, dude. I want six kids. Six children equals a whole lot of pregnant time. Get used to it.” 
Six kids? Is the woman crazy? I watch for Grayson’s reaction. He obviously doesn’t think she’s crazy. His eyes warm as he stares down at her. He waggles his eyebrows. “It’s also a whole lot of practicing.” 
“Yeah!” Suzie shouts and throws her arms in the air. 
Time for me to make my exit while everyone is preoccupied with the crazy girl. I grip the door handle, but before I can open the door, Wally whispers in my ear, “This isn’t over.” 
Goosebumps break out over my skin at the feel of his warm breath on my skin. I manage to contain my shiver. Thank goodness. I can’t give the man any ammunition to use against me. He’s a pain in my ass as it is. 
The bar is nearly empty when I enter. The uncles are sitting at their booth in the corner and a few barflies are bellied up to the bar. 
As soon as Wally strolls in behind me, Lenny grins. “Pay up! I told you he wouldn’t get any information from her.” 
Barney and Sid, the other two uncles, groan before slapping money on the table. 
“Thanks, doll.” Lenny winks at me. 
I ignore him. I’m not evading Wally’s questions to fill Lenny’s pockets. I scan the area and notice Hailey and Phoebe in a back booth with their men. As soon as they notice me, Hailey waves me over before shoving her husband out of the booth. 
“Go. We have girl stuff to talk about.” 
Aiden and Ryker practically run away when they hear ‘girl stuff’. 
“Where’s Faith?” I ask when I sit down. 
“She’ll be down in a minute,” Pops says. He sets a beer down in front of me before leaving to return to the bar. 
Suzie picks up my beer. She sniffs it before setting it back down. “This is cruel and unusual punishment. I have to watch everyone drink, but I can’t drink myself.” 
“It’s worth it, trust me,” Faith says as she joins us. 
Faith is a few years younger than me. She ended up in Milwaukee because her son landed in some trouble back in Saint Louis. Pops stepped in to help her out and they fell in love. It’s not hard to figure out why Pops went all out to help her. Besides being sweet as apple pie, she’s pretty and when she smiles – something she’s doing a lot of lately – she transforms from pretty to beautiful. 
Hailey rubs her hands together. “Someone had a good time in Cancun. Tell us all about it.” 
Suzie claps. “Yes! All the deets, please.” 
Phoebe groans. “No. Please don’t. I don’t want to hear about Pops having sex.” 
“Oh, come on.” Suzie bumps her shoulder. “Pops is a stone-cold fox.” She waggles her eyebrows. “You know he’s got skills.” 
Pops is what the romance novels call a silver fox. His hair may be silver, but the man doesn’t look a day over forty despite being in his mid-fifties. He’s tall with broad shoulders and a narrow waist. He obviously takes good care of himself. And he has these bright, blue eyes you want to dive right into. 
Faith giggles and her eyes stray to her fiancé who – surprise, surprise! – can’t keep his eyes off of her. I wouldn’t be shocked if the evening is cut short because they want to escape and have some alone time. Although, Faith’s son, Ollie, is probably upstairs. 
“I’m not talking about sex with my fiancé with his daughter in attendance.” 
Suzie points to Hailey. “You! Go!” 
Hailey grunts. She’s not going anywhere. 
Suzie frowns. “If we can’t hear about Faith and Pops getting it on, I want to hear why Wally had Chrissie pinned to the front door when we arrived.” 
All heads swivel in my direction. I narrow my eyes and stare at Suzie. I count to ten before she starts to fidget. Got her! She grunts. “Fine! I retract my query.” 
“Nuh-uh.” Hailey shakes her head. “Now, I’m curious.” 
Before I can level my stare on Hailey, Pops arrives. He sets a glass of wine in front of Faith and leans down to kiss her. This is not some quick kiss. No, he sips on her lips. 
Phoebe gags and covers her eyes with her hands. “Someone tell me when they’re finished.” 
“They’re finished,” Suzie immediately says.
Phoebe drops her hand to discover Pops now has his hand around Faith’s neck and they’re practically making out. She shoves Suzie. “You’re cruel!” 
Suzie rubs her hands together. “Mwa ha ha.” 
Barney shouts from across the room. “Why was the guitar teacher arrested?” 
Barney is the jokester of the uncles. As far as I can tell, he only tells dirty jokes. And mostly they’re corny, dirty jokes. He finds himself hilarious. 
Pops ends the kiss and glares over his shoulder at Barney. “I told you no more dirty jokes in Faith’s presence.” 
“Dude,” Barney scoffs. “I’m pretty confident Faith knows what sex is by now. Otherwise, we need to schedule a doctor’s appointment for your blue balls after a weekend in Cancun of not getting laid.” 
Pops stands to his full height, but before he can advance in Barney’s direction, Faith grasps his hand to stop him. “Let him be. He’s trying to rile you up on purpose and you’re playing right into his hands.” 
Barney sighs. “Dang. Faith is going to steal all my fun away.” 
“I can help you have some fun.” His head swivels to the entry of the pub where Valerie stands. She winks at him. “Naked fun. Hint. Hint. Nudge. Nudge.” 
Valerie is a friend of Faith’s from Saint Louis. She showed up last week at Thanksgiving dinner and practically jumped Barney the moment she saw him. 
Sid slaps a bill down on the table. “I’m going broke here. How is it Barney hasn’t jumped on the offer she’s obviously making?”  
Wally collects the money from Sid and Lenny. “Because he’s a scaredy-cat.” 
Sid frowns at Barney. “Dude, it’s like riding a bike. Just get on and ride.” 
Valerie giggles. “I love this place,” she says as she joins our table. 
“I thought you’d be back in Saint Louis by now,” Hailey says. 
“She’s staying in my apartment for a while. I couldn’t get out of the lease until the first of the year anyway. Someone might as well enjoy it,” Faith answers. 
“Which is why Barney is avoiding me. He’s afraid I’ll ‘catch feelings’.” Valerie snorts. “As if.” 
I tilt my head as I study the woman. I’d guess she’s about Faith’s age of forty-five. She’s also around Faith’s height, which is several inches shorter than me. But unlike Faith, she’s not some skinny woman. No, she’s voluptuous with curves in all the right places. Some would call her fat, but she wears her extra weight with confidence.  
“What is going on with the uncles? They’ve never been loved up before, but now Sid’s married, Wally’s chasing after Chrissie, and Barney is allowing Valerie to chase after him.” Suzie squints at the uncles as if she doesn’t recognize them anymore.  
Valerie leans toward me. “Wally’s chasing you?” She glances over at the uncles’ table and licks her lips. “I wouldn’t make him chase me much.” 
“Who’s ready to get their asses kicked in pool?” I ask because I’m not talking about Wally and me. There’s nothing to talk about. The butterflies in my stomach call me a liar, but I ignore them. I’m an expert in ignoring my body’s needs. 






  
  Chapter 3
I’ve been interrogating the dog for two hours. He still won’t tell me who’s a good boy. 
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Wally 
I slam the beer down on the bar with a grunt. 
“Someone got up on the wrong side of the bed this morning,” Lenny says, and I snarl at him. He raises his hands in surrender. “Don’t take your sexual frustration out on me, man.” He pauses. “Unless you want to, of course.” He waggles his eyebrows.
Lenny would probably be up for it. He is bisexual after all. Personally, I couldn’t care less which side he butters his bread on, but I have no interest in shaking boots with the man. 
“Pass.” 
He shrugs. “What’s got your panties in a twist then?” 
Max chuckles. “I think you mean who not what. Her name starts with a C and ends with -rissie.” 
Sid slaps a hand on my shoulder. “Why haven’t you taken the blonde for a test drive yet?” 
I growl. “Don’t talk about her like she’s some floozy.” 
“Pay up fucker,” Sid says and holds his hand out to Max. 
Max holds up his hands. “I didn’t bet with you.” 
“Of course, you did. You said Wally wasn’t interested in Chrissie,” Sid insists. 
Max chuckles. “Like hell I did. I’m not blind. Hell, even a blind man can see he’s obsessed with the woman.” 
“I am not obsessed with anyone,” I grit out. 
I’m lying. I can’t stop thinking about the woman. I want to pull on her blonde ponytail while I stare into her light blue eyes before molding my lips to hers. My other hand will be busy exploring her curves. The woman is in great shape. She obviously works to stay in condition, but she has curves I can’t wait to get my hands on. 
The door to McGraw’s bangs open as Barney saunters in whistling. He smirks at our group. “What’s the difference between a tire and 365 used condoms?” 
I swallow my groan. I’m not in the mood for Barney’s corny sex jokes, but I can’t show my irritation. The guys have obviously cottoned on to my obsession with Chrissie. I know better than to hand them any further ammunition. 
“One’s a Goodyear. The other’s a great year.” Barney guffaws at his own joke. He holds up his hand to bump my fist, but I ignore him. He doesn’t need any encouragement.
When no one bumps his fist, he drops his hand. “What’s going on?” 
“Nothing,” I say at the same time as Max says, “Wally’s down in the dumps because Chrissie won’t give him the time of day.” 
I’m not worried about Chrissie giving me the time of day. I saw the goosebumps rise on her skin when I whispered in her ear. I know she’s affected by me. If I press her, I could get her in my bed. But I don’t want her in my bed. At least, I don’t want her only in my bed. I want to get to know the mysterious woman. But I can’t get to know her unless I know she’s not dangerous. Her background check tells me she’s most definitely dangerous. 
Damn. I’m going to have to come clean with my brothers. They’ll just needle me until I tell them anyway. 
“I ran Chrissie.” 
Max snorts. “Of course, you did.” 
“What did you find out?” Sid asks. 
“Something bad obviously. Thus, the rotten mood,” Lenny says.
Barney rubs his hands together while smiling like a loon. “What did you find? Does she have a record? Is she a car jacker? Or maybe a jewelry thief?”
I frown. “She doesn’t have a record.” 
Barney scratches his beard. “I’m confused. Is anyone else confused?” 
Max throws his rag down and leans on his elbows on the bar. “She’s clean? I figured you found out something sinister and have been sitting on the information because you’re interested in her.” 
He’s not exactly wrong. “Her background came back clean. Too clean. Squeaky clean.” 
Max cocks an eyebrow. “You think she’s hiding something.” 
“Is she in danger?” Lenny asks. 
“Good.” Sid nods. “Things were getting a bit boring around here.” 
I raise an eyebrow. “A bit boring. We went down to Saint Louis to deal with Faith’s problems last month.” 
“And we saw zero action,” Sid complains.
“I wouldn’t call loading up a gang hang-out with drugs and guns while the gang members slept in the same house zero action,” I point out.
“But no one woke up. We didn’t get into any fights. Hell, I didn’t draw my weapon once. Boring.” Sid draws out the word like he’s a teenager and not the fifty-something man I know he is. 
“I have a feeling whatever’s going on with Chrissie isn’t boring.”
Lenny raises an eyebrow. “Why? What did you discover?” 
I frown. “Nothing. Gut feeling.” 
My brothers know not to question my gut. It’s saved our asses more times than I can count. 
“Why don’t you use your fancy connections to dig into Chrissie further?” Max asks. 
Hailey and Suzie aren’t wrong when they call me a super-secret spy, although I prefer the term operative myself. The guys retired once we finished our twenty-year stint in the army. I never actually retired. I can’t sit around and play poker all day long every day. I need the action. And, as long as I have skills our government can use, I’ll keep working to make the world a safe place for Americans to live and travel in.  
“I’ve tried.”  
Max’s eyes widen at my response. Exactly. I should be able to dig into the background of every single person in the entire world. But with Chrissie, I’m coming up against a brick wall. 
“Do you think she’s in WITSEC?” Lenny asks. 
Witness protection was my first guess. The US Marshalls never reveal the names of those under their protection, not even to me. But knowing what I do of the types of cases that warrant their protection, I did some research. I searched cases around the time Chrissie showed up in our lives and came up with a big fat nothing. I give it less than a three percent chance she’s in WITSEC. 
“Doesn’t fit.” 
“Crap. You think we got ourselves a Phoebe situation?” Barney asks. 
Phoebe was hiding from her ex-husband when she landed in Milwaukee and took a job at Hailey and Suzie’s PI firm. Everyone could tell Phoebe was scared when she arrived. We knew she was hiding something but until she trusted me with her last name, we were powerless to help her. 
“No way. Chrissie wouldn’t hide from anyone.” 
The woman who’s gone toe to toe with me twice would never run away from her problems. She’s not the type to back down from a threat. She’s the type to head straight into danger.  
“You sound like you admire her,” Sid points out. “I predict another wedding in our future.” 
“Just because you’ve been married six times and counting doesn’t mean the rest of us want to get married.” 
Sid slaps my shoulder and the force of it nearly has me bending forward. “None of this ‘and counting’. Mary Ann has made an honest man of me.” 
I believe him. He’s different with Mary Ann than he was with his previous wives. Except for his first wife, of course. The one he put on a pedestal who deserted him while he was away protecting our country. There’s only one word to describe her – bitch. But Sid still won’t hear a negative word about her.
“Speak for yourself,” Max says. “I can’t wait to get married again.” 
Max got burned by his first wife, too, but she didn’t leave him. No, Max kicked her ass out when she refused to be a good mother to Hailey. It took him twelve years, but at least he didn’t put up with her shit forever. 
The minute Faith walked into the door and Max saw her, he fell. He took his time courting her, though, which was exactly what Faith needed. He proposed to her last week at Thanksgiving and the man hasn’t stopped smiling since. I’m happy for him but I’m also a bit envious. 
Barney scowls. “Marriage isn’t for me.” I can’t blame him after what happened to him.
“Enough of this marriage talk,” Lenny insists. The man doesn’t believe in marriage since he can’t stick to either a male or female partner. He needs both, but he’s yet to meet a woman or man who can handle what he needs. “What are you going to do about Chrissie?” 
“Maybe you should leave it alone. If she’s not in danger, let her have her secrets,” Max says.
“I can’t confirm she’s not in danger, and I’m one-hundred percent positive something’s off.”  
“In that case, brother, you’re going to have to go old school.” 
I nod at his suggestion. I already knew this, of course. But I wanted someone else to make the suggestion. It makes invading Chrissie’s privacy less of an ethical violation. Most people believe my ‘job’ has robbed me of an ethical meter. They’re wrong. 
Barney claps his hands. “Since we’ve got all of Wally’s problems settled, who’s up for a game of pool?” 
My problems aren’t settled. Not in the least. But I don’t say anything because they will be settled. I’ll figure out what’s going on with Chrissie and solve her problems. She’ll thank me eventually. Probably. 






  
  Chapter 4
What similarities do peeping toms and spies share? They both see things they shouldn’t.
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“Incoming!” I shout to Hailey when Pops wanders into You Cheat, We Eat on Thursday morning. 
Ryker and Phoebe aren’t in the office today. Phoebe is working an insurance case, and Ryker is playing Mr. Protector as in following her every step to ensure she doesn’t break a nail. It’s utterly ridiculous, but it’s also kind of adorable how much he cares for his wife. 
Pops grins and saunters to my desk. “How you doing, darling?” 
I bristle at his use of the word darling. I’m not his darling. But then I remember he’s not my boss trying to use my gender against me and force a smile on my face.
“All right. What are you doing here?” 
It’s not like Hailey’s dad to drop by. Actually, I’ve only worked at the PI firm for a little over a month. Maybe he does drop by on the odd occasion. 
“Hey, Pops.” Hailey hugs her dad. “What’s up?” 
“Maybe I wanted to check out where my baby girl works.” 
She rolls her eyes. “What do you need?” 
Pops chuckles before sobering and admitting, “I need you to find someone for me.” 
Her eyes widen. “Me? Why don’t you use your contacts?” 
Pops has contacts? Interesting. I know him and the uncles are former Army. I assumed, based on a few things they’ve said here and there, they’re former special forces. No need to assume any longer. Regular Army don’t have the contacts needed to find someone.  
He shrugs and Hailey giggles. “You came up with nothing, didn’t you?” 
Now, I’m intrigued. Who does he need to find who’s hiding from him? 
When Pops says nothing, Hailey asks, “Who are you searching for?” 
“Silas Bakman.” 
Bakman? Faith’s last name is Bakker, except Bakker isn’t actually her last name. She changed it when she fled Saint Louis for Milwaukee. Bakman, Bakker. Pretty much the same name. And Silas is her ex-husband’s name. 
“You’re trying to find Ollie’s biological father,” I guess.
At Pops’ nods, Hailey squeals. “Yes! I’m getting a little brother. Finally!” 
Faith’s son, Oliver, is hardly little. He’s fifteen and nearly as tall as Hailey, who at five-foot-eight is no slouch. 
“In order to adopt Ollie, we need to notify his biological father of the petition to adopt.”  
“Doesn’t Faith know where he is? After all, he’s paying child support, isn’t he?” 
At Hailey’s question, Pops grumbles, “The dick hasn’t paid child support since Ollie was ten years old.” 
I’m not surprised. From what Faith’s said, Ollie’s dad is a total jerk who didn’t help pay the bills when they were still married. 
“What do we know about Silas the dick?” Hailey asks, and I grab a pen and paper to take notes. 
“Not much,” Pops begins and then gives me his last known address, the address of his parents, and his last known place of work. 
“I’ll get right on it,” I tell him when he finishes. 
“Thanks, darling.” This time I don’t bristle when he uses the term. 
As soon as Pops leaves, Hailey sighs. “If Pops couldn’t find Ollie’s dad, I don’t think we can either.” 
She has no clue of the resources I have. I have no plans of telling her about my past, though. “I’ll give it a go.”  
“Thanks, Chrissie.” 
I don’t respond. I’m already bringing up the programs to search for Silas. 
I need two hours, which is ninety minutes longer than I thought, to find the man. Silas went completely off-grid two years ago. He got off all social media, closed his banking accounts, removed his information from data mining sites, and disappeared. There are usually two reasons for a person to go off-grid – he’s a doomsday prepper or he committed a crime and is hiding. 
I don’t know enough about Silas to make a judgment on his reasons for going off-grid and, frankly, I don’t care. My sole mission is to find the man. I finally hit pay dirt when I checked the phone records for Mr. and Mrs. Oscar Bakman in Saint Louis. Silas doesn’t call his parents often, but he called them three months ago from a pay phone in Idaho. After that, it was a simple matter of searching the local trailer parks
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