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CHAPTER ONE
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SEBASTIAN

Lately, challenging situations have occurred. However, let’s go back to before Bella was born. Sydney no longer shopped at the grocery store where our son was kidnapped. The grocery store was a place she and Caden spent time together, bonding. I’ve only ever gone on one of these trips and she had it all mapped out the second she arrived in the store. Sydney pushed the cart toward produce. She picked up a shiny red apple, flashed it in Caden’s face. He kicked, swung his arms, and smiled up at her. I quickly realized I was there more so as her comfort and look out. Sydney glanced over at me and smirked. I sensed her uneasiness.

I placed my hand on the small of her back, then swept it toward her left shoulder. Then I decided to stand behind her massaging her shoulders. “Baby, it’s ok. I’m here. I want you and Caden to enjoy your shopping trip.” I whispered in her ear.

“If you’d like, we can come to the grocery store as a family every Saturday.”

“No more Saturday’s. It’s too crowded. The days I like to grocery shop are Tuesday’s and Wednesday’s. You can’t come with us because you’ll be at work.”

Shit. “Sydney, you are right. Once we return home from Seattle, I’ll be back in the office. Until then I can accompany you both while we’re there. Once we move back to L.A., we can make arrangements.”

“No,” she spat. Worry filled her eyes. “Just do what you said you would do. Protect us.” She ran her hand over Caden’s stomach. “Are you carrying?”

I snapped my blazer open, revealing the Glock.

Sydney smiled. “Good me, too.”

“Where?” My eyes followed her hand. 

“On my hip. I have it hidden beneath my sling bag.” She flashed her Glock.

“Do you think it would come to that?”

“Sebastian, I don’t know, but if it ever happens again, I’m ready.”

My eyes widened with concern.

“Baby, don’t worry. I’m highly trained.”

Just when you think you fully have your life back. You come to the realization that you don’t.

I did what she asked, made her feel safe. I wanted her to enjoy her shopping experience with our little boy. Instead of walking next to them. I kept my distance, scanned the aisles looking for anyone who appeared suspicious. A lady backed up against our cart as she peeped up at the top shelf in front of her.

“Excuse me Miss. Can you please step aside?”

She glanced at me. A smile quickly curled her lips. “Sure. The magazine pictures don’t do you justice. You are even more handsome in person.”

I smiled. “Thank you, ma’am. You have a nice day.”

Sydney glanced over her shoulder. “Sebastian, sunglasses, and a cap may keep people from staring at you everywhere we go.”

“You’re right, sweetheart.”

The more contracts I handled in California the more I was in the media.

∞

By the time we reached our truck I was sweating bullets. I was more comfortable on my last mission with the CIA then in the present moment with my wife and child. Sydney placed Caden into his car seat while I loaded the groceries inside the trunk. Upon climbing into the driver’s seat, I noticed Sydney was buckled in the back seat next to Caden. I glanced over my shoulder. “Sydney, you aren’t riding up front?”

“No, I’m fine back here.” She smiled.

I knew the answer before the words fell from her pretty lips. Why did I pretend everything was normal when it wasn’t? Maybe over time she’d relax. Yeah, that was the lie I told myself. Behind the walls of our home Sydney was vibrant and tons of fun. We would sit up some nights and just talk.

~ 
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A COUPLE OF WEEKS HAD gone by since our grocery trip. Sydney sat in arms-length on the couch, legs folded, sipping a glass of cranberry apple juice. My eyes rested on the beautiful view of the Seattle mountains.

“Sebastian, what was your favorite game as a child?”

I ran my hand over my face, embarrassed by the answer to come.

Slowly my eyes landed on hers. “I played with my basketball hoop set when I was six. It was obsessive.”

“What was bad about that?”

“I carried that dirty little nerf basketball that came with the hoop everywhere. It was so bad my brother buried it in the backyard because he was tired of seeing the ball. My mom and dad looked everywhere for it. That was the most traumatizing part of my childhood. I would go to school then come home and climb into bed. I guess Seth felt bad, so he dug up my ball, washed it off and gave it back to me. My mother and father were upset. I couldn’t wrap my little mind around him allowing me to walk around sad for two whole weeks.

In turn, my parents put him on punishment for two weeks.”

Her eyes widened. “Gosh, someone still seems a little bitter.”

I burst into laughter. “Yeah, maybe a little bit.”

“What about you?” I asked before taking a sip of vodka.

“My mom, brother, and me were shopping at the mall. My brother thought it was a good time to behave like a big boy and remain in the game store looking at games. I was five and my brother was eight years old. My mother and I made it down to the other end of the mall before we realized Kevin was missing. We freaked out. My mother tracked down a mall cop to assist in finding Kevin. The cop conversed with a fellow officer on his walkie. They said they found him.

My mother exhaled, finally loosening the grip on my hand. She thanked the officer before we ran down the corridor toward a well-known department store. My brother stood next to a Jewelry attendant. Just as the attendant was about to ask my brother was, she his mother, he ran clutching her waist tight.

“I’m sorry,” my brother cried.

My mother scolded my brother, but not harshly, in a loving way. I think she was just happy she found him.

Sydney smiled at the memory as she took another sip of her cranberry juice.

I snaked my arm around her waist, pulling her closer.

My nose gently massaged along her earlobe. “How about you take Caden on your run tomorrow morning then to the mall? I have a video conference the first half of the day. Later, we can get into some family activities.”

Sydney pulled back, glaring into my eyes. “You have a problem with us hanging out in the backyard?”

“No...yes. Baby, you have to leave the subdivision....with Caden at some point. It just feels like you don’t feel safe anywhere anymore.”

She yanked back from my grip sucking her teeth. “I don’t. We have you to thank for that right?”

My face instantly heated. I was ticked.

The baby cried on queue. She didn’t wait for my response. Sydney slammed her glass on the coffee table, then disappeared up the stairs never looking back. Leaning forward, my elbows dropped on my knees as my fingers intermingled my black curly locks.

Should I go upstairs and confront Sydney while she’s taking care of Caden? Or should I wait? Maybe I should give her a little more time. Nope to stubborn. I hopped up the stairs two at a time, charged down the hall like a raging bull toward our son’s room. The second I hit the doorway; I was paralyzed. Sydney stood in front of the crib holding our son in her arms, kissing his fat cheeks. I observed their side view, instantly turning to mush.

Her smile was bright. “I’m so happy I have you, little man. I’ll kill anyone who tries to hurt you. You are mommy’s handsome baby! Yeah, you are.” She bounced him up and down, then rocked him.

Caden’s face lit up as he stared at his mother. I began backing away.

“I meant what I said, Sebastian.”

Our eyes met.

“I will kill anyone.” Her eyes were ominous.

Stepping forward, I turned my attention to Caden massaging the top of his head.

My serious eyes moved to hers. “Then it’s best you stick to the backyard with Caden. I wouldn’t want you getting trigger happy while in the company of our son,” I growled.

Her eyebrows bunched together. “You...”

I placed my index finger over her plump lips.

“Don’t say another word. I wouldn’t want you to say something else hurtful you can’t take back.”

I kissed Caden’s forehead before walking away.

~
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I WAS THOROUGHLY AWARE the kidnapping of our son was my fault. If Stephanie wasn’t my girlfriend, we wouldn’t have had this problem. Would Sydney continue to hold what happened over my head? Sitting at the bar in the Hyatt hotel, sipping a top shelf Vodka was just what I needed. My focus remained on the highlights of the baseball game I watched from underneath my low baseball cap. I’ve been forced to keep sunglasses and hats in my truck to remain disguised. I didn’t understand how Jacob lived this way every day. I wished Jacob was here. Maybe I’d call him later.

A woman sat to my left.

“How’s it going? Looks like you’re having a rough night?”

I paused, staring back at myself in the mirror behind the bar. “You have no idea.”

The remaining contents in my glass hit the back of my throat.

Slamming my glass on the bar, I motioned for the Bartender to bring me another drink. I had no intentions on conversing with the woman.

“Would you like to talk about what’s going on in your life?”

I laughed. My eyes fell on the woman. “No.”

She ran her fingers through her silky, straight, blonde hair. Her blue eyes met my green-eyed gaze. She crossed her long porcelain legs. Fuck, she was my average weakness.

Turning my attention back to the TV, I continued, sipping my drink.

“Fine I’ll start. My mother passed away yesterday. I am having a hard time coping.”

I sighed, glancing her way. “I’m sorry for your loss.”

“Thank you.” She fiddled with her glass.

“Bartender check please.”

“You’re leaving? she asked.

“Yes, I’m going up to my room.”

Her blue eyes roamed my body. “Would you like some company?”

I held my left hand up. “No thank you. I’m a happily married man.” I stood and tossed a fifty-dollar bill on the bar.

She toyed with the tiny yellow straw between her lips. “So, this is what happily married looks like. Hmm. I think I’ll pass. One second. Humor me. Mr. Johansen.”

I removed my baseball cap, running my fingers through my hair. “I guess I don’t need this...” I tossed the cap on the counter. “...if you were able to recognize me.”

She grinned. “It’s hard not to recognize a sexy man. You never play around, Mr. Johansen?”

“Only with my beautiful wife Sydney Johansen.”

A smile curled her red lips. “She is beautiful. Lucky woman.”

My brow wrinkled. 

“I’m writing the story on you and your wife for the Seattle magazine ‘Life Styles.’ Valarie Skover.” She placed her hand out toward me.

“It’s nice to meet you.” I shook her hand.

She dropped her head back in laughter. “The look on your face when you thought I was hitting on you.”

I knew she was really hitting on me. She would have taken it as far as I would have allowed.

I smirked and hesitated. “You had the upper hand this evening. You knew what I looked like. Well I guess my wife and I will see you in early July.”

“Yes, see you then, Mr. Johansen.”

~
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MY SHOULDERS DROPPED, and I exhaled. I stood at the oversized window in my hotel room overlooking Seattle. An extra laptop I kept hidden in the secret compartment in my Range Rover was serving as my back up tonight. I chose to drink at the hotel bar in case I had too much to drink, I could just sleep here. This was the same room I stayed in the last time I was here. It held sentimental value. 

No matter how mad I was with Sydney, I’d always make sure my family was safe. Sitting on the sofa I leaned over the coffee table, tapping each room cam on the screen. Caden was asleep in his crib, while Sydney sat in our bed watching TV. I checked the cameras throughout the house and on the grounds. The best course of action should have been having a car service drive me home instead of watching my family on surveillance cameras. I wasn’t buzzing anymore. Maybe I should drive home. I hated sleeping without my wife by my side. I laid in bed fully clothed, the laptop beside me, watching Sydney cradle Caden in her arms in our bed as I dozed off.

“Click.” My eyes slowly opened to the soft snap. Sydney laid our son in the Lotus play yard. She grabbed the laptop off the bed and sat it on the night stand. Sydney peeled off her sweater, kicked off her shoes, then climbed into bed next to me.

“Sydney...”

“Shush. Don’t wake him. We’ll talk tomorrow.”

She laid her head upon my shoulder, grazing my dick with her knee. Her fingers swept up my shirt, twirling them in my chest hair. I clenched my fists, fighting the urge to caress her face and ass.

“I’m exhausted,” she whispered, dozing off, snoring.

I couldn’t even stay mad at her. She bruised my heart, but she told the truth. I brought danger into our lives.
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CHAPTER TWO
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SYDNEY

At every turn I relive the moment my son was stolen from me. 

The trained assassin was fucking chloroformed. Nursing the lavender tea, I sank into the plush sofa and stared out the window. Tears pooled in my eyes. The sun beamed through the massive living room. It was a beautiful day, but in my head everyday felt like gray clouds and hail pummeling the ground. 

“Sydney.” Her big brown eyes met mine. Her hand grazed the top of mine. “We have to get you out of this slump.

“Samantha, I know. Thank you for coming on such short notice. I’ll have to thank Jacob for allowing you guys to hang with us for the weekend.” I mustered a smile.

“You know he’ll be here tonight or tomorrow.”

We laughed. 

“Yeah, he hates being alone. Sometimes he’ll hang with the guys at the bar while I’m away, but since Sebastian is here, they can bond over whiskey and cigars.” She smiled.

We slapped hands.

My face lit up. “True.”

Holding my legs against my chest with one hand, I sipped my tea with the other. The twins cooed at Caden. Charlotte sat in the far corner of the blanket feeding her baby doll. 

“When you’re ready Sydney, I can help you with your defense tactics. Or Jacob can.”

“I’d like that.”

“You can’t continue to take your frustrations out on Sebastian. What the heck was that at the grocery store a couple of weeks ago?”

I twisted my lips. “I’m trying, Sam. I see that guy everywhere.”

She leaned in. “He’s not here anymore,” Samantha growled.

“I’m well aware. But there could be someone else in the shadows.” My eyebrow arched.

“Girl, when you return, we’re definitely training.”

“Being the women, we are, you know it’s true someone could want revenge. What if there was another guy out there?”

“No, Jacob, Sebastian, and your new family the Magarelli’s put it to bed.” Her perfect eyebrow arched.

I peeked at the kids then at Samantha. I ran a tight hand over my messy ponytail. “You better be fucking right,” I barked in a whisper.

Sam grabbed my bicep. “Look at me,” she growled.

My brown eyes met hers. 

“If there is another motherfucker out there,” she whispered. 

“We’ll find the asshole and gut them,” she said through gritted teeth.

I exhaled and placed my mug on the coffee table. “Thank you, Sam.” My arms looped around her neck. 

“Train first, then let’s find the loose end that has me on fucking edge.”

“All for that. Let’s take the little ones swimming.”

I sat back. “Pool time, guys!”

The babies stared at us and Charlotte clapped. 

∞

“Do you enjoy living in Seattle or L.A.?” Samantha sprinkled rosemary on the chicken breast.

Pouring the chopped spinach into the Vita Mix, I peeked at her. “Due to the turn of events that have happened lately I enjoy living here. And if it were up to me, I wouldn’t return to L.A.”

“What!” Sam slammed her palm on the custom countertop.

“But, lucky for me I have you, Jacob, Sebastian, and the beautiful babies to brighten my bleak days.”

She slid the glass dish in the oven. “I won’t allow you to give up on L.A. I remember a time when I missed home.”

She stirred the piping hot spinach on the stove.

“Jacob, was the only reason I moved to L.A.”

A head darted around the corner. He placed his finger against his lips. Sam stared into the pot. 

“I’d live anywhere as long as it was with Jacob.”

He slipped his hands around her waist. “Right answer, baby.”

“Eek!”

His lips melted into her neck.

“You’re here.” Samantha turned in his arms.

“I had no choice. You know I hate being at home without you and the kids. Sydney cost me two extended days next week.” He winked.

I grinned. “Thank you, Jacob.”

“This is becoming our home away from home. Where’s your husband? I think I need him to sell us a house in the neighborhood.”

“You guys are wonderful. Sam and I discussed retraining me for the field. She said you might help.”

“Sure. Whatever you need.”

“Maybe Sam and I can run something past you and Sebastian over dinner.”

“Yeah. I’ll let you ladies continue cooking dinner and I will find Sebastian and the kids.”

Seeing Jacob almost every day lately, I sometimes forgot he was a movie star. The man every woman screamed and damn near had heart attacks over the second he stepped out of an event or on to the set. He didn’t care about all those women. He proved himself time and time again. The way he fawned all over my cousin like the sun rose and set on her ass was simply beautiful.

I’d say all the attention your man receives when you’re out on the town can be a nerve-racking experience. Our husbands have to work that much harder to shower us with affection due to the lingering eyes on them. I’ve never been more secure with a man until I met Sebastian. He wanted me. Needed me. Desired me. Now he had me. I’ve given him a hard time lately. Holding him at fault for our baby’s kidnapping. I didn’t feel remorse for murdering Stephanie. Killing had become second nature to me since I became an assassin. Apparently, it was in our gene pool to be skilled with weapons specifically a sniper rifle or a Glock. 

A smile curled my lips. Truth. I enjoyed killing...dirty motherfuckers. Stephanie was as dirty as they came. 

“Sydney. Sydney.”

A hand gripped my arm. I met Sam’s gaze. 

“Where were you?”

“In a dark place.” My smile rose and fell. “Let’s set the table.”

After setting the long table in the backyard, we grabbed the kids.

Sebastian and Jacob stepped outside.

“Can you hold Caden?”

“Of course. Come to daddy little man.”

Jacob set up the high chair, then strapped Charlotte inside. “Take Hunter, Jacob.”

“Little man, are you ready to drink that good old breast milk, mommy made for you?” He relaxed in the chair, cradling Hunter.

His little lips curled upward.

We laughed.

“I’d say he’s ready.”  I smiled. 

Samantha placed the bottle in Jacob’s hand. Turning the bottle upside down, the milk shot out slapping his wrist. 

“It’s ready.”

Sam sat beside him, draping a blanket over Madison, who disappeared into feeding land. 

Hunter knocked the bottle away. Tears slid down his cheeks and he wailed.

“Jacob, he doesn’t want the bottle.”

He followed Hunter’s eyes to Samantha. “Baby, I don’t think he likes Madison getting the goods in front of him.”

Her nose wrinkled, and she sighed. “Fine.”

Jacob turned his back to us and positioned Hunter in Samantha’s other arm, covering the babies under the blanket. 

“There all set up.” He smiled.

“Aren’t they going to burn up under there?”

“Nope. Samantha created a blanket with mini battery-operated lightweight fans. They have tiny grates so the babies can’t poke their fingers inside. They stay cool while feeding.”

“I’m not breastfeeding anymore, because I want to have another baby. But I need that blanket when the time comes.”

Sebastian choked on his vodka. Eyes fell on him around the table.

“I wasn’t aware we were having another baby so soon.”

“Yup.” I smiled. 

Jacob slid the knife through the chicken breast and slipped a sliver into Samantha’s mouth. It was cute he fed her while the babies ate.

“Jacob, can you give me a spoiler for the fall season?” My face brightened as I slipped a forkful of mashed potatoes into my mouth.

“Sydney, we go through this every time. I cannot give you inside show info.”

“Ok, how about this? Blink twice if my favorite demon is returning.”

“I will do no such thing.”

“Please, Jacob.”

He sighed, stared at me and blinked twice. 

I threw my hands in the air. “Yes! This will be the best season ever.”

Laughter filled the table.

“Now you can tell Sebastian and I what’s on your mind.”

I peeked at Sam. 

“We think. Or rather I think there might be someone else out there. I have this eerie feeling.”

“There’s no one. We wiped out any possible threat,” Sebastian said. He pushed the bottle nipple into Caden’s mouth. His little hand rested on the bottle as he drank.

“You two are the only computer hackers I know, but if you think I won’t work around you and ask Brandon for help, you both are mistaken.” I glanced between them.

“Oh, and you think, Brandon will help you between working fifty hours a week and taking care of his family?” Sebastian’s eyebrow rose.

“I’ll text Zoey and find out.”

Jacob blew out a breath. “Fine, I’ll help you. What are you thinking?”

I didn’t meet Sebastian’s angry gaze. I knew my husband enough to say he was foaming at the mouth. He wanted this shit to be over. I did too. But I needed to reassure myself this was all over.

“I need you to hack a certain someone’s financial records. Search for any patterns in the last two years.”   

“Yeah, I can do that.”

I peeked at Sebastian. He sucked down the vodka.

“Baby, please try to understand.”

“No, this shi-.” He glanced at Charlotte. She was smearing mashed potatoes all over the table. 

“This is supposed to be over. We ended the threat,” he growled.

I placed my hand over his. “Don’t you want your wife back?” I choked back tears.

His gruff face softened. Sebastian squeezed my hand. 

“Yes.”

“Great!” I turned to Jacob. 

“Tomorrow, can you and I train?”

He slid a forkful of green beans into his mouth. “Sure.”

Sam smiled, leaning over kissing his cheek. “Thank you,” she whispered. 

“No problem, baby.”

I know Nicki always felt indifferent about Jacob, but I was always fortunate to see how good he was to Samantha.
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CHAPTER THREE
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SYDNEY

After dinner, Samantha persuaded me to walk to the park with the kids. Glocks in holsters, I felt secure. Moms sitting on benches around us whispered and pointed.

I peeked to my right. “Is there a problem?”

The dark-haired woman grimaced. “Yes. How can you carry a weapon around these children?”

A fake smile widened across my face. “I’d like to know if some perv tried to take my child, I could stop them. I doubt it would come to that. If the perpetrator noticed I was packing, they’d probably think twice. Don’t worry, I’m a perfect shot.” I winked.

She grimaced, collected her child and fled the park. I waved her off. 

Samantha, Jacob, and the kids settled in for the night on the other side of the house. 

Leaning against the bathroom doorway, I moisturized my hands, staring at Sebastian. He laid bare chested in our bed, tapping away at the laptop keys.

He glanced my way. “What?” his thick brow rose.

“So, you’re sleeping here tonight? You know to keep up appearances?” My nose wiggled.

“I could leave and return early in the morning before everyone wakes up. Or we can work on having the second baby, I didn’t know we were having any time soon.”

“Oh, so you are on board to have another child?” I smirked.

“No. I am not. You can’t even take our son out of the house without carrying two Glocks. Not to mention you are holding a grudge against me for what happened to Caden.” He tapped his forehead with his fingers. “Excuse me if I don’t feel attracted to you right now.”

My eyes narrowed as I strolled to the other side of the bed. “Oh, you don’t?” I climbed in bed, slamming his laptop shut, slipping my tongue along his neck.

“You aren’t attracted to me anymore, Sebastian?” I moaned.

He swallowed hard and his head thudded the headboard. His body tensed as I straddled him, shoving his laptop aside. 

My eyes bore into his. “Baby, answer me.” I placed my hands against his muscled hairy chest.

He didn’t say a word. Just stared.

My pussy became wetter against his rock-hard cock. I circled my core over his dick.

Pressing my lips against his, I gripped the back of his hair. “I know you want me, Sebastian,” I purred.

His teeth attacked my neck and his fingers dug into my hips. 

“Fuck, Sebastian. I want you so bad.”

He halted, chest heaving against mine. “Nope, I won’t do it. Sex can’t fix this.” He placed me on my ass on my side of the bed. Sebastian grabbed his laptop. 

“You can go to therapy alone or we can go together. But until you make a conscious effort to save our relationship, I won’t fuck you.”

“Do you want a divorce?” Tears filled my eyes.

He exhaled. “Of course, I don’t.”

Sebastian pulled me close. “I want my fucking wife back,” he choked out.

My fingers slipped through his silky chest hairs. “Are you sure you’re all right with me digging into Caden’s kidnapping?”

His lips melted against my hair. “If it will help you put this shit to rest. Yes.”

“Will you help us?”

I peeked up at him. 

“Why do you think someone else is out there?”

“Baby, I get this aching feeling and the small hairs stand on my arms every time I leave the house. I feel like someone is watching us.”

His eyes softened. “I hate you feel that way. I will help.” 

My fingers traced over his gruff face. “Thank you.”

“I love you, Sydney. There isn’t another woman I want.”

My fingers slid over his shoulder. “I know. And even though I’ve been rotten to you. You are the only man I want.”

“Oh, I know. You showed up at the hotel, because you didn’t want to be apart.”

“I love sleeping in your arms, baby.”

“No sex, Syd. I am sticking to my guns.”

“Fine,” I huffed, grabbing the remote control, flipping on the TV.

~
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A HEAVY FIST RATTLED the bedroom door. 

“Rise and shine, sleepy head. Training time,” Jacob’s deep voice penetrated through the thick wooden door.

I sprung forward, gripping my messy locks.

“Jacob, she’s coming,” Sebastian answered for me. He clutched his pillow facing the door.

“All right, I’m going for a run. I’ll be back in twenty minutes.”

“Ok,” Sebastian said.

I peeked over his shoulder. “Really?” 

He turned. “What? Get moving, baby.” 

Sebastian closed his eyes, tucking his head into his pillow as I strolled by. A scowl took my face. He really planned to hold the dick in restraints. Unfucking believable. 

After, my hot shower, I hopped into a fuchsia tank top, gray leggings, and matching sneakers. Tossing my hair into a ponytail holder, I strolled down the wide staircase in route to the kitchen.

Giggling spilled into the hallway.

“Behave Samantha, and I’ll give you what you want in a couple of hours.”

“Jacob, promise.”

“Oh, baby, you know I’ll give you what you want.” His velvet voice dripped with lust. I peeked around the corner. Samantha sat on the kitchen counter. Her legs were wrapped around Jacobs waist. Their lips locked as she clutched his neck, moaning.

I cleared my throat and strolled toward the fridge.

“Hard to believe you two have known each other for years. You can’t even keep your hands off each other.”

Samantha snickered. “Someone sounds a little bitter.” She kissed Jacob again.

I slammed the fridge, clutching a bottle of cold water. “Damn, right, I am bitter. He won’t give me what I want.” I hopped up on the counter next to Samantha, grinning at Jacob.

He grimaced, stepping back from Samantha. 

“Jacob, relax. While you and Sam tangle in the sheets later, I’ll watch the kids.”

The corner of his lips turned upward. “Yeah, now we’re talking.” His smile dropped. “Shit, Me and Sebastian need to walk through the house up the street, we’re buying.”

Her eyes widened. She jumped off the counter, wrapping her arms around his neck. “Thank you, baby.”

“You’re welcome.” His lips fell upon her forehead. “Come on, we’ll train Syd together.”

I clapped my hands, hopping off the counter. “I’m ready!”

∞

Leaning forward, hands and feet wide, I peered between Sam and Jacob. They were also dressed in workout gear. 

The grass clippings slipped up my nostrils, and the sun heated my back.

I lunged at Jacob. He grabbed my arms and swept his leg under my feet. I landed on my back. 

He leaned over me, resting his hands above his knees. He grinned, glancing at Samantha. “Someone’s rusty. Sam, I can’t believe this is your recruit.”

“I guarantee you, Jacob-,” Samantha muttered.

I wrapped my legs around his neck, dragging him to the ground. He braced himself on his palms. “Good, shit, Syd. Release me and let’s get down to it.”

He jumped to his feet. Scowl in place, pointing at Samantha. “Don’t.”

A wide devious smile filled her lips. 

All right, now for the test of all tests.” He nodded at Samantha. She turned, reaching into a duffel bag. I placed my hands on my hips. “What is this test?”

Sam walked toward me, placing headphones over my ears. My eyes widened.

She pointed at the fence behind me. I turned and walked to the opposite end of the yard.

Birds chirping and lawn services cutting my neighbor’s lawn were blocked. Careful steps with anticipation of what would come next sent a surge of heat through my body. About face at the fence then I strolled toward the oak tree. 

Samantha and Jacob were deep in a conversation. Really? I thought either of them would attack. The fourth time I walked past them, they were engaged in a lip lock. What the fuck? I grimaced. Was my need to brush up on my skills a joke to them? I wouldn’t ask either of them to stop fucking around because then they’d ignore me the entire day or worse refuse to help. 

I pivoted and strolled toward the fence. The nanny should arrive in a few hours. She’d assist us with the...A firm arm squeezed my neck from behind interrupting my thoughts. My heartbeat thudded my ears. That brutal day came rushing back to me. Tugging my neck down on the muscled arm, I peeled his fingers from my head, flipping him to the ground. 

Chest heaving, I stared at Jacob, and snatched the headphones off my ears.

“I thought you’d never make a move.”

He hopped to his feet, dusting himself off. “That’s the point. I needed to catch you off guard. 

My hand was snatched from behind and I was tossed to the ground. I glared at Samantha. “So, you two double teamed me?”

She snickered, high fiving Jacob. “Yup. Come on. We have plenty of work to do this morning. Jacob will teach you how to enhance your listening skills. This will keep you alert at all times.”

“Not going to lend me a hand, huh?”

He shook his head. “Nope, you’re not pulling me to the ground.”

We laughed.

I stood. “Let’s get back to it.”
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CHAPTER FOUR
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SYDNEY

Walking out the front door of our house, I peeked up and down the street. Tony leaned against the black Suburban, pecking away on the cell phone keys. He smirked and continued texting.

“Hey, Tony.” 

He glimpsed at me, stuffing his cell in his pants pocket.

“Sydney, how are you?”

My arms crossed my chest. “I’m doing. How about you?” I pointed. “Did I just witness a smile on your face?”
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