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      June Paxton had invented thirty-seven things by the age of thirty-one.

      Yet the invention of thirty-eight—a bulletproof suit that could save thousands of soldiers’ lives—might just get her killed.

      Or so her father thought, judging by his relentless ranting through the phone.

      What General Paxton, aka Dearest Dad, didn’t know was that her last ten inventions had earned her at least one death threat. It came with the territory of military tech development—if you weren’t turning up someone’s grump dial, you probably weren’t doing anything worthwhile.

      “No, sir. I don’t––”

      Her dad cut her off to steamroll her more about problems she’d already handled. Different variation of the same conversation they’d had over and over for the last twelve years, though this time he might actually have a point.

      The impact-absorption suit she’d designed could revolutionize soldier protection—if it didn’t get her killed before she finalized it.

      Great. Her father’s overreacting crawled under her skin.

      A sharp knock interrupted her brooding. She turned from the floor-to-ceiling windows where autumn painted the Aspen mountains in flames of red and gold—a view that had cost more than most people made in a year and right now couldn’t calm her nerves worth a darn.

      Her bare feet sank into the plush carpet as she crossed her St. Regis suite, the luxury surrounding her another carefully constructed piece of her image. She peered through the peephole and stifled a giggle at Mandy, her assistant, wrestling a rolling rack of evening gowns that looked like they could fund a small country.

      June yanked open the door and glared at the torture rack.

      “Please tell me we’re not doing this right now,” June muttered, tension building at her temples.

      Mandy’s perfectly manicured hand swept dramatically toward the rack. “Your stylist insists you try the Valentino first. The emerald one that matches your eyes.”

      She rolled the rack closer, hangers clinking with each movement. The dresses rustled against each other, releasing that distinct smell of luxurious fabric and money—the scent of Reagan MacArthur’s carefully manufactured life.

      Mandy pulled out a Valentino that looked like it required an engineering degree to put on, its emerald fabric sharp enough to cut through June’s perpetual frustration. June raised her eyebrows as she shook her head.

      Mandy cringed. “I’m sure it’s beautiful on.”

      “Sure.”

      A drop of sweat traced her spine. She jabbed at the thermostat beside the door, but knew the heat crawling up her spine had nothing to do with the room’s temperature. The weekend’s charity event would put her in front of hundreds of potential investors—and potential threats.

      Her life resembled a complicated algorithm she was constantly trying to debug: father’s expectations, public persona, secret inventions that could save soldiers’ lives, and now threats from people who’d kill to get their hands on her designs.

      “Junebug, are you listening to me?” Her father’s commanding voice could probably drill through steel.

      “Yes, sir. I’m listening.” June pointed to her phone and mouthed ‘five minutes’ to Mandy, who nodded and left. “I don’t think I need a security detail for a charity poker tournament. I’ve already hired event security.”

      “That’s not enough, and you know it. Adam told me about those emails.”

      June’s fingers tightened on her phone as she stomped to the table with her laptop.

      Colonel Adam Johnson should have acted as her contact at the Soldier Enhancement Program, not her father’s spy. But then, what else could she expect? The few who knew who she really was reported back to General Daniel Paxton, eventually.

      “Dad, I get threatening emails all the time. It’s nothing new.” She bit her lip hard enough to taste blood.

      “This is different, little girl. If you don’t take the precautions necessary, I’ll come out there and guard you myself.”

      The threat sent her stomach plummeting. If he showed up, everyone would know Reagan MacArthur—entrepreneur, philanthropist, and self-made billionaire—was actually June Paxton, the general’s daughter.

      Every day, she performed an elaborate dance, one misstep away from nerdy, socially inept June Paxton revealing the carefully constructed illusion of Reagan MacArthur.

      She’d spent years building this separate identity, this life where her achievements weren’t footnotes in her father’s biography.

      She couldn’t risk him ruining all she’d worked so hard for, especially now when she was so close to finishing the protection suit. The lightweight material absorbed and dispersed impact throughout the entire body. No more choosing between mobility and protection.

      No more soldiers dying because their gear was too bulky to move quickly.

      She rubbed the ache in her chest.

      “I’m sending you the number of a security firm there in Glenwood Springs,” her father said. “These are guys I trust implicitly. Call them. That’s an order. I don’t want to step in, but if you don’t hire them as your personal guards, I will.”

      Her father sighed on the other end, and her face turned hot with the disappointed laced in the sound. “I still can’t believe you’re holding a poker tournament. Do you have to continue to throw everything we taught you aside? I thought I made it clear there were other ways to make money than that.”

      June squeezed her eyes shut at yet another way she’d let her father down.

      She’d struck gold when she’d planned a poker tournament based on the movie Maverick for the charity event. In fact, all the slots for players had filled up within a week, with many prominent conservatives being the first on the list.

      Yes, people varied in what they thought was right and wrong. If only her father would understand where she was coming from. Wished they could disagree on issues but still respect one another.

      Instead, he just continued his form of conversion—commands and outright disappointment.

      “Dad, this den of evil that you’re so proud to preach against has raised over twenty-five million dollars for the soldier fund. And with guests like the guys from Duck Dynasty being one of the first to sign up, I don’t think I’m throwing my chips in with the devil over this.”

      “I just wish you weren’t so bent on breaking your mother’s heart.” The general’s words sent shards of pain through June’s chest.

      No matter what she did, she couldn’t seem to add up to what her father expected of her. Her mother supported June quietly in what she did, while her father seemed bent on finding fault in everything.

      “I’m sure she’ll get over it. Listen, I gotta go. Send the information, and I’ll call your hound dogs. Love you. Bye.” June hung up the phone before her father could answer.

      Her childish, rude dismissal would infuriate him.

      She slumped into the chair, tossed her phone onto the table, pushed her laptop back, and rested her head down on her arms. Just great. On top of all the stress of the upcoming event, she now could add guilt for the way she had talked to her father.

      She sniffed and rubbed her nose on the back of her hand to relieve the sting in her eyes. Since her brother’s death at sixteen, her father’s added overprotectiveness strangled her. Being General Paxton’s daughter had already demanded enough control over her life.

      Her phone beeped with a text at the same time that her computer pinged, alerting her to a new email message. She grabbed her phone. The brief text made her eyes water.

      DAD: Sorry, Junebug. Love you.

      He’d attached the contact information for Stryker Security Force to the text.

      She sighed. They loved each other, and since she didn’t want to let him down more than she already had, she’d call in the guard dogs. She typed him a quick message, apologizing and promising to call Stryker.

      June turned to her computer, her pulse quickening at the new notification. WPA Investments, Inc. had sent her another email hounding her about the suit.

      Most people would be thrilled with fifty million dollars, but the company search had found only shell corporations and dead ends—and one connection to a foreign weapons manufacturer. Her warning bells had rung at DEFCON 1 levels and hadn’t stopped.

      The first emails had been professional, but the tone had changed a little each time she turned them down. When she’d stopped answering them all together, they’d escalated to vaguely veiled threats.

      She had called Adam to move up her presentation, figuring the sooner she got the design, patent, and contract to the government, the sooner she could tell this mystery company the design no longer belonged to her. She clicked the new email open and read:

      From: WPA Investments, Inc.

      Date: October 22

      We will get your design one way or another. Let’s proceed the easy way, Miss MacArthur.

      She clicked on the attachment. A surveillance photo of her entering her lab at midnight popped onto her screen.

      June sprang to her feet, toppling her chair to the floor. Marching to the window, she worried her thumbnail between her teeth, running the words of the email through her mind again.

      Her heart raced in her throat as she scanned the scenery beyond her room to center herself. The mountains loomed through the window, their jagged peaks as immovable as her father’s commands. No comfort there.

      She marched back to the table and snatched up her phone.

      One square inch of the prototype’s material had deflected a .45 caliber round in testing. In the wrong hands, it could be reversed engineered into something deadly.

      She and her father might not see eye to eye on everything, but she conceded that his warnings rang true. With a scowl, she tapped on the contact information and touched the circle phone icon under the Stryker Security Force business name.

      Time to hire herself a shadow.

      Before someone decided to take more than just photos.
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      The Stryker Security compound boasted twenty-three cameras, four motion sensors, and enough firepower to defend a small country.

      But watching four-year-old Eva Jones lean over the car engine, covered in grease and grinning, Sosimo Rivas knew some things were worth more than all that security combined.

      Eva wiggled with excitement, oblivious to how he’d positioned them both to keep the garage’s security cameras in view while he finished her mom’s car.

      “What are we going do now?” Eva’s forehead furrowed, a grease mark smeared across her dark freckles as she peered into the engine.

      “Now, mi buburjita, we see how well we fixed it.” The Spanish rolled off his tongue naturally, even after ten years away from his Venezuelan roots.

      Ever since his boss Zeke had shown up with Eva, her mom Sam, and her ex’s family bent on stealing Eva away, he’d rather be paranoid than sorry. He swung her in a wide arc—using the movement to scan the perimeter—before setting her down, her fabric fairy wings fluttering.

      “Hop on in and turn the key.” He kept his body angled toward the garage entrance while Eva’s blue eyes sparkled up at him.

      “I get to start it?”

      “Sí, start it up. Póngalo en marcha.”

      Like any child, she took to it quick as lightning. Teaching her passed on something pure, something that had nothing to do with classified missions or lost teammates.

      Eva climbed onto the ratty seat, the vinyl sticky against her legs in the hot garage. The black sedan cruised past again, but Sosimo kept his expression relaxed. No need to spook the kid.

      She pointed to the key in the ignition, and he nodded. “Okay, sweetie, turn the key, and we’ll see if we fixed this old car of your mama’s.”

      Eva reached for the key, her face turning serious as she bit her lower lip. The engine roared to life, the deep rumble echoing off the concrete walls as the scent of exhaust mingled with the ever-present smell of motor oil and rubber.

      She laughed, clapping loudly before tossing herself into his arms.

      “We did it.” Eva’s squealing in his ear had him wincing. “Lo logramos.”

      “Sí, buburjita. We did it. Gracias por ayudarme. You’re a good helper.” He gave her another hug.

      Pride shone in her bright blue eyes.

      “Sosimo, man, you steal my fairy princess?” Rafe Malone, the company’s computer whiz, appeared in the doorway.

      His casual stance didn’t fool Sosimo—Rafe’s eyes had already clocked every corner of the garage.

      Eva giggled and laid her head on Sosimo’s shoulder.

      “You’re wrong, Rafe. She’s not your fairy princess. She’s my little mechanic.” He patted her back as she tightened her hug.

      “I helped Sosi fix Mama’s car. He even let me start it,” Eva said to Rafe before turning a blinding smile on Sosimo. “I’ve never, ever gotten to do something as important as that before.”

      Rafe rubbed the grease spot on her cheek. “My fair Eva, you didn’t tell me you were a mechanic fairy princess. You keep getting more special every day.”

      He reached for her and pulled her into his arms. “Come on. Let’s go find that nanny of yours. Sosi and I have to go do boring work.”

      “Hasta luego, buburjita. Thanks again for helping.” Sosimo rubbed her back.

      Eva yawned as she looked over Rafe’s shoulder at Sosimo. “Hasta luego, Tio. I love you.”

      Man, she killed him with her cuteness. “También te amo.”

      She smiled big, and her blue eyes drifted shut as Rafe carried her upstairs to the apartment.

      Sosimo turned back to turn off the car, rubbing his hand across his heart. If he didn’t think his boss was firmly on his way to falling in love with Sam, she and Eva might tempt Sosimo to see if something more than friendship could develop.

      Sosimo organized his tools with military precision, the familiar scent of WD-40 and hot metal filling his nostrils as he worked. His Snap-on wrenches clicked satisfyingly against the pegboard. Each wrench and socket outlined on the wall served a purpose beyond order—revealing instantly any missing or disturbed tools.

      The organization didn’t distract him like it normally did.

      Sam and Eva’s presence stirred thoughts of getting serious about chasing down a wife. His stomach twisted with the thought. He hated dating, hated the false front people put up to impress one another. Hated finding later the person wasn’t who he’d been thinking all along.

      He’d been told enough lies growing up that the thought of them left a bitter taste in his mouth. Lies from his parents about how smart he was. Lies from his teachers that he’d never amount to anything. Lies from ex-girlfriends who only wanted the status of hooking up with a soldier.

      He slammed a wrench onto its hook on the organized wall. On second thought, he did all right on his own. No need to put up with false pretenses if he didn’t have to.

      “Man, she is one cute kid.” Rafe stomped down the stairs, running his hand over his perfect hair.

      He paused, his foot stopping in midair as he glanced at the wall Sosimo hung the tools on, then continued down the stairs. “Dude, you outlined the tools?”

      Sos crossed his arms and glared. “Yes. I’m sick of you guys coming in here, stealing my tools, then tossing them on the closest flat surface. Every time I come in here to work on something, my stuff is never where it’s supposed to be.”

      “Okay, okay. Geesh, you’re crankier than a four-year-old.” Rafe grabbed a socket wrench from Sosimo’s work table, flipping it in the air and catching it. “So, you’ll probably hate when I take off with this.”

      Rafe dashed out of the garage and across to the main house at a dead run. “Meeting in five,” he hollered over his shoulder.

      Sosimo dropped his chin to his chest and shook it. Rafe ran the fastest out of all of them, and he knew it. Chasing after him would only give in to Rafe’s infantile nature.

      Sosimo put away the rest of the tools, washed the dirt and grease off his hands. The industrial orange soap cut through layers of grease and grime, the rough pumice scrubbing his callused hands clean. With a final scan of the garage, he headed into the house, wondering what kind of assignment they’d get next.

      When he got out of the Army, he hadn’t known what he would do. So, when the chance to be part of Stryker Security Force came up, he’d grasped the opportunity tight with both hands. He’d never be as smart as Rafe or a skilled leader like Zeke.

      Never had been.

      Yet, he had been keeping people safe since middle school.

      The main house’s cool air hit him like a reprieve from the garage’s autumn heat. He glared at Rafe lounging on the overstuffed leather couch with a smug look on his face.

      Sosimo lifted an eyebrow and crossed the open living space to the kitchen. The guys gathered around the dining table, the TV already showing stats of their next mission.

      “So, are you going to tell me where you hid it?” Sosimo grabbed a glass and filled it with water.

      Rafe shrugged. “Maybe. Maybe not.”

      “Just be careful or I might decide I want to take up computer programming.” Sos took a deep drink of his water, staring Rafe down across the room.

      “You wouldn’t dare.” Rafe’s eyelids closed to a slit.

      “Maybe.” Sosimo moved into the living room with a smirk and took the empty seat. “Maybe not.”

      Rafe opened his mouth to say something only to have Zeke cut him off. “All right, pay attention. Our client is Reagan MacArthur, a philanthropist who is heading up a charity event this weekend up in Aspen.”

      Zeke pushed the button on his remote. The AC hummed overhead, fighting a losing battle against the afternoon heat, but goosebumps still raised on Sosimo’s arms as Reagan MacArthur’s photo filled the screen. Something about that haunted look in her eyes clenched Sosimo’s gut—the same look he’d seen in soldiers who knew they were being hunted but didn’t want to admit it.

      The way she slightly pulled her lip between her teeth made her appear vulnerable. Please don’t let her be as pretentious as some of their other clients.

      The only unpleasant thing about their new gig was the people they sometimes protected. Their clients came from every background imaginable, and they mostly just pretended their help didn’t exist.

      Not that being invisible really bothered him too much, but the ones that really got him fired up were the ones constantly questioning their security measures, like they were the experts instead of his team. Sosimo hoped she didn’t turn out to be like that, otherwise this weekend would be long on top of boring.

      “She’s been getting some threatening emails lately, and though she isn’t fully convinced personal protection’s necessary, she’s been advised to take on personal security for this event.” Zeke clicked to the next slide.

      “It’s a charity event for Armed Forces?” Derrick Nichols leaned forward, and his voice rose in interest.

      “Yes, she’s a big supporter of the military. She’s the one who invented the Eyes Beyond we got about three or four years ago.” Zeke looked around at them.

      They all knew the tech he talked about, a gadget that let them peek through buildings and cars and registered heat signatures and incongruent shapes. It had saved their butts on many missions, giving them intel that would’ve left them otherwise vulnerable.

      In one mission, the scanner had registered an inconsistency in a vehicle parked along with the others. They’d discovered an IED. Without that device, they wouldn’t have all made it home from the mission.

      If they would’ve had it on their worst mission with the Army, the one where they lost Ethan Stryker, the mission probably would have gone down differently. Sosimo shook the troubling memory away, but his summation of their new client increased tenfold. Maybe this weekend wouldn’t be all bad.

      “Sos, you’re taking point on this.” Zeke’s quick command had Sosimo flexing his fingers, his lungs expanding to their fullest.

      His hands tingled with relief. An easy protection detail meant no life-or-death decisions. No more teammates losing limbs because of his calls. He caught Jake’s eye before nodding to Zeke.

      “This should be a fun weekend for you all.” Zeke smirked.

      “You’re not coming?” Jake rubbed a hand over his scarred cheek, and Sosimo’s gut clenched.

      “I don’t want to leave Sam and Eva here alone just yet.” Zeke lowered his voice, his gaze darting down the hallway to Sam’s office. “Not with the Paynes still causing problems.”

      They all nodded their agreement. The family trying to get custody of Eva definitely lived up to their name.

      Sosimo focused as Zeke laid out the weekend. He had to get this assignment right, had to recognize every possible point of weakness.

      He shot his gaze at Jake again, his attention swinging to his prosthetic leg. Sosimo’s chest tightened.

      He couldn’t afford any lack of attention ever again.

      Not with a client whose eyes already shone with knowledge of what it felt like to be someone’s target. And not when his team would be looking to him to lead.

      One wrong call, one missed detail, and this time he might lose more than a teammate’s leg.
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      A knock sounded on the suite door, jerking June’s attention from her assistant on the phone.

      “Mandy, I’m gonna have to call you back.” June opened the hotel door. “I have to shove this burger in my face before I…”

      Her words trailed off as the most gorgeous man she’d ever laid eyes on stood in front of her, his eyebrow arched.

      She’d grown up on Army bases around the world.

      She knew good-looking when she saw it, and this Latin specimen was spontaneous combustion hot. Her pulse skittered as her gaze snagged on the corded veins in his hands. Her mouth went dry, and her face heated into what she knew would be a splendid blush to match her red hair.

      The air between them thickened, heavy with bergamot and something smoky that made her lungs constrict. His dark eyes held a sharpness that felt like they’d already cataloged every exit in the room, yet his mouth—a cruel, beautiful line—twitched at her startled expression.

      “I’ll call you back.” She dropped the phone in her sweater pocket. “Can I help you?”

      “You shouldn’t answer the door without checking who it is, especially when you’re concerned for your safety.”

      The man’s dark brown eyebrows furrowed over his equally dark brown, almost black eyes. His words hitched her heart into her throat. She gripped the doorframe to steady herself, swallowing and opening her mouth to answer when he crossed his arms and spoke in an accent that melted like dark chocolate.

      “You’re fortunate I’m from Stryker Security Force and not someone who wants to hurt you.”

      June barely refrained from rolling her eyes. She’d been doing that too much lately. Though, in her defense, it normally was a direct response to an obnoxious man. She already regretted buckling to her father’s demands, handsome security guard or not.

      “It’s nice to meet you, too. I’m Reagan MacArthur, by the way.”

      The elevator dinged, and she glanced down the hall. Her hamburger needed to get there stat. Hangry June itched under the surface, and a cocky, overbearing bodyguard might be the addition to the equation that equaled a full-blown meltdown.

      Her stomach rumbled in anticipation of what she hoped proved to be a greasy cheeseburger and hot fries.

      She had a problem. She knew it.

      The stress of this event seemed to affect her the same as when she focused on an invention—forgetting to eat until her stomach rioted with nausea and loud groans of wanting.

      She mentally slumped when more Joes got off the elevator, toting duffels and gear like they were preparing to storm Area 51. Thankfully, the loft suite only shared the hall with a few other rooms. She could keep her private secret service…well, a secret.

      She stepped back and motioned for the men to enter. “Please, come in. Make yourselves comfortable. There’s a loft up the stairs with two queen beds. You’ll have to bunk up or something. One of you can grab the couch.”

      Tall, dark, and cranky stepped past and stopped next to her, a spicy scent wafting with him and making her stomach growl again. Great. Incredibly handsome and he smelled good enough to take a bite out of.

      He glanced at her stomach, his eyebrow raising as he lifted his gaze to meet hers.

      “I have food coming,” she mumbled as she covered her stomach with her hand.

      “I know.” His words and slight smirk reminded her of her earlier comment, making her neck and face heat again. “I’m Sosimo Rivas. I’m in charge of your security detail for this weekend.”

      Wonderful. That sexy accent really was an unfair advantage.

      Why couldn’t her head of security be some retired colonel with shaggy gray eyebrows and overgrown nose hairs?

      Being a self-conscious nerd growing up with an overbearing father hadn’t afforded her a ton of opportunities to practice taming her propensity for blushing around guys. Since she spent most of her adult life in her lab, she hadn’t really improved her high school dilemma much.

      Her geeky, introverted self dreaded what was sure to be a weekend filled with mortifying moments.

      As one good-looking guy after another walked into her suite, she wondered if it was too late to take her chances with whoever had sent those emails. Mr. Rivas introduced his team by throwing names at her so fast her food-deprived brain could barely grab them.

      The first man through the door had a prosthetic leg that clicked softly against the hardwood. Despite it, he moved with a fluid grace that spoke of countless hours adapting. His scarred cheek pulled slightly when he nodded hello, but his eyes were kind. Jake, she thought his name was.

      Behind him came a younger guy who seemed more interested in the suite’s tech setup than in her, his fingers twitching toward the security panel by the door. Multiple devices bulged from his tactical vest pockets. Definitely their tech specialist—Rafe, if she’d caught the introduction right.

      The last team member, Derrick, carried himself with the easy confidence of someone who could handle trouble but preferred not to start it. His steady gaze swept the room with practiced efficiency while appearing completely casual.

      The elevator dinged, and she leaned out in hopes that her food had arrived. Mr. Rivas’s shoulders, covered by a coat that molded perfectly to his frame, invaded her vision as he stepped in front of her.

      She caught Jake and Derrick exchanging a knowing look at their leader’s protective stance. Clearly, this was standard operating procedure for them, though that didn’t make it any less irritating.

      With a huff, she let the door go and walked into the suite. The sound of the door thumping against Mr. Serious’s back was oddly satisfying.

      Rafe whistled long and low. “Nice digs you got here.”

      “Yeah, since I planned on being here a few weeks, I wanted to have a larger space to spread out in.” June crossed her arms, the size of the room making her feel self-conscious.

      Even though she had sold her first invention for several billion dollars five years ago, the lavish lifestyle didn’t sit right on her.

      “I’m Reagan.” She held out her hand.

      The man gave her an enormous smile as he wrapped his large hand around hers and pumped it. “Rafe. Nice to meet you, Reagan.”

      She smiled and hoped she looked at ease as the others reintroduced themselves. The door pushed open, and the room service cart rattled into the room. The poor delivery man looked like he’d been waterboarded. His eyes were wide, and sweat beaded across his forehead.

      She rushed over and smiled at him. “Thank you so much.”

      He nodded, and his lips trembled up in more of a grimace than anything else. “You’re welcome. My pleasure, ma’am.”

      June followed him to the door, grabbing her purse from the entry table, and giving him a large tip. Sosimo stood guarding the door, muscles tensed to attack if needed. The hotel worker ducked his head and rushed out of the room and down the hall like his life depended on it.

      She crossed her arms and glared at Sosimo. “Was that necessary? You just scared ten years off that dear man’s life.”

      “You never know who might pose as a worker just to get to you. Rafe, Leave it.” Sosimo’s harsh order caused her to jump and turn around.

      Rafe peeked under the cover on the tray.

      He slammed it shut with a chagrined look and a shrug. “It smells good.”

      These were the guys Dad insisted were the best?

      “Go ahead, Rafe. I can order something else.” June waved toward the tray, her stomach protesting the thought of waiting longer.

      “No, you can eat that. Your stomach is making more noise than a Ford power steering pump low on fluid. We’ll order more food.” Sosimo grabbed her elbow and pulled her toward the dining room table. “Why don’t you sit and eat while you tell us what the plan is for this weekend?”

      Sosimo pulled the chair out for her and pushed it in as she sat down, dragging the tray close. She would have protested the manhandling, but the smell from the plate as the lid lifted had her stomach roaring.

      “You hiding a tiger somewhere in your shirt?” Rafe’s eyes grew wide as he peeked under the table.

      June laughed as her face heated. “No, no tiger. I just got so busy I forgot to eat.”

      “You do that often?” Sosimo’s eyebrows scrunched low over his eyes, and she felt as if he was criticizing her.

      His tone held more than simple curiosity, and something in his dark eyes suggested he was cataloging her vulnerabilities. The intensity of his focus made her want to squirm in her chair.

      She shrugged. “The dilemma of a busy mind, I guess. Order whatever you want. They have great food here.”

      “So you work alone when you forget to eat?” His question came casually, but his stance tensed. “Late at night, perhaps?”

      June’s hand froze halfway to her burger. The surveillance photo from the threatening email flashed through her mind. “I have a perfectly adequate security system.”

      “Systems can be bypassed.” His accent thickened slightly. “Especially when someone’s distracted by work.”

      “I’m not exactly helpless, Mr. Rivas.” She met his gaze steadily, despite the flutter in her stomach that had nothing to do with hunger.

      “Sosimo,” he corrected softly. “And being capable doesn’t mean you shouldn’t be careful.”

      
      June stifled the growl that wanted to rumble in her throat and lifted her hamburger, the juices dripping onto her plate. She couldn’t eat this without making a mess, but at this point, she couldn’t care less. She didn’t want to impress any of these guys anyway, good-looking or not.

      “When was the last time you ate?” Sosimo pressed, his professional mask slipping just enough to reveal genuine concern.

      “I don’t need a mother hen,” June muttered, but her traitorous stomach growled again.

      Taking a huge bite, she groaned as the rich flavor hit her tongue. She’d have to remember to eat more often. She closed her eyes and savored the bite.

      When she opened them, all the men stared at her. She put the hamburger down on the plate and dabbed her mouth with her napkin as she tried to regain any dignity she might have left.

      “I think I’ll order one of those.” Derrick’s deep voice rumbled into the quiet room.

      Rafe jumped up and rushed to the phone. “I’ll call it in.”

      “Order me one, too,” Jake called from where he was setting up his gear.

      “Sos, you want something?” Rafe asked with the phone to his ear.

      Sosimo shook his head, still staring at June.

      “Your loss, man.” Rafe turned his attention to the person on the other end of the phone.

      June picked up her burger and attempted to take smaller bites. Eating under Sosimo’s scrutiny unnerved her and ruined her enjoyment of the meal. She took two more bites and ate a couple  of fries before she set it down and wiped her fingers on the napkin.

      She cleared her throat. “I’m not sure how much you know about what’s going on this weekend, but I’ve put together a poker tournament to raise money for A Hero’s Tomorrow Foundation. Do you know of that foundation?”

      Sosimo’s eyebrows rose, and he cast a quick look toward Jake. “We’ve heard of it.”

      “I’ve set the weekend up like the poker tournament in that movie Maverick, starring Mel Gibson. The winner will split the pot with the foundation.”

      “Maverick? That’s cool.” Rafe sat down
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