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      Sometimes life just throws two people together.

      Commander Mike Gallagher was not looking for wife number three. In his mid-forties, he’d given up on love. But life kept him running into Special Agent in Charge Kameron “Kam” Hood of Homeland Security Investigations for Human Trafficking. She was one of the prickliest women he’d ever met, and they had taken an instant dislike to each other.

      Kam Hood was new to San Diego when she had lucked into a tip that led her team to make the biggest human trafficking bust on the West Coast. She was too busy establishing herself in her new job to think about men…except Mike Gallagher. She enjoyed throwing him around in her Brazilian jujitsu class and making him submit to her.

      When Kam’s life is threatened, Mike steps in to keep her safe.

      But can he keep his heart safe?
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      “Commander Gallagher.” Mike Gallagher said as he answered the phone. He didn’t care that there was no good morning, or good afternoon, in his greeting to whomever was on the other end. He wasn’t sure what time of day it was, but he was positive it was Tuesday.

      Yesterday had been a Monday like no other he’d experienced in his seventeen years in the Navy. It had been kick-ass-and-take-names day.

      His new boss, Captain Evan Hubbard, had overseen the arrest of more than a dozen SEALs in Group One who had been involved in human trafficking. At least one other senior officer who had been arrested that day had been charged with treason. After giving his now-famous phoenix speech, he called all his Team commanding officers into a meeting where he immediately rearranged them. This was going to be a new start for everyone.

      Mike was now the new commanding officer of Team One. He had over three hundred SEALs and support staff he had to meet. He knew he would be under a microscope because one of his lieutenants had two of the trafficked women living with him in his base quarters…and Mike didn’t have a clue. He’d thought the young officer had been happily married with two small children. Mike had no idea the lieutenant’s wife had taken their children to her parents’ home and filed for divorce and sole custody.

      Somehow, Mike had gotten too removed from his men.

      That wouldn’t happen again. He was going to take advantage of this second chance.

      “I need Dylan Chaney immediately.” The demanding woman on the phone rattled off an address off base. Years of training forced him to immediately memorize the location.

      “Ma’am, I’m sure…” Mike had no idea who she was talking about or why she needed the young man, but his men running home at the beck and call of a wife, or girlfriend, ended now. “…Your husband, fiancé, or boyfriend will be home after he’s dismissed for the day. Unless this is an emergency, I’m not going to interrupt his training.”

      Mike wondered why this hadn’t been handled by his administrative team. He had a dozen Navy men and women, as well as civilians, sitting outside his office. As soon as this call was finished, he’d go out there and have a talk with them.

      “Look, Mr. Gallagher, I nee⁠—”

      “It’s Commander Mike Gallagher.” Emphasizing his rank, he tamped down his quickly diminishing patience.

      “Commander Mike Gallagher,” she repeated in a sassy tone, “I’m no one’s wife, fiancé, or girlfriend. I am Special Agent Kameron Hood in charge of the Homeland Security Investigations for Human Trafficking for the San Diego area. I need Dylan Chaney here at our downtown interrogation center immediately. Is that something you can make happen, Commander Mike Gallagher, or do I need to conference in Captain Hubbard? He’s been very cooperative over the past week.”

      Oh. Shit. He knew exactly who she was…the ballbuster who had coordinated the entire operation of rescuing the trafficked women and arresting anyone, including over a dozen SEALs, involved in the party house run by Miss Nami. “Well, Special Agent Kameron Hood, you could’ve told me who you were when I answered the phone.”

      “I could have,” she admitted begrudgingly, but quickly recovered claiming, “What I need is much more important than who I am. Now, am I going to have to call Captain Hubbard, or are you going to be able to get Dylan Chaney here within the next thirty minutes?”

      “No need to call the captain.” Mike had already pulled up his roster and discovered that Dylan Chaney was one of his platoon commanding officers. “I’ll have Lieutenant Chaney tracked down, and we’ll get him there as soon as possible.” He repeated the address he’d memorized.

      Five minutes later, a young man in his late twenties walked through his open door, attempting to sop up as much water as possible from his wet T-shirt and swim shorts. “Lieutenant Dylan Chaney reporting as ordered, sir.”

      “Someone get Lieutenant Chaney another towel,” Mike bellowed from behind his desk. “Ocean or pool?”

      “Pool, sir.” A seamen apprentice handed him two towels. “I was told to immediately report to you, without changing.” The young man hesitated. “Is my son okay?”

      Mike made a mental note that Lieutenant Chaney had a child. “I don’t know anything about your kid. Close the door,” he ordered. “Your presence is needed immediately at the human trafficking headquarters downtown.” He looked the young man up and down, remembering the now jailed lieutenant from his previous Team. “Do I need to send a JAG officer with you?”

      Special Agent Hood hadn’t told him why they needed Lieutenant Chaney. Was he next to be arrested? Damn, he hoped not, especially since Chaney had a child, but the lieutenant over on Team 7 had two children.

      “Do you have any idea why they want to see you?” Mike held the young officer’s gaze.

      “No, sir.” After glancing at the closed door, he asked, “Permission to speak freely.”

      “Granted.” This was going to be really bad or very interesting.

      “Sir, my platoon was undercover at the direct orders of Vice Admiral Maddox, gathering information which led to the arrest of the SEALs yesterday. Only Commander Dennis and Captain Hubbard know it was us. During our debrief, everyone was concerned there may be retaliation from those who were not discovered or arrested yet. I’m telling you this as my new commanding officer because the whole mission was need-to-know. You may want to discuss this further with Captain Hubbard.”

      “I’ll do that while you change into a uniform. Be back here in ten minutes.” As soon as the lieutenant left his office, Mike picked up the phone and was put through immediately to Captain Evan Hubbard.

      Way to jump into the spotlight, Mike chastised himself.

      After a quick explanation, Captain Hubbard announced, “I don’t want Dylan going there by himself. There’s no telling what they want from him.”

      The captain’s use of the lieutenant’s first name surprised Mike.

      The captain’s faux-leather chair creaked as he obviously shifted his weight. “As Lieutenant Chaney’s commanding officer, you need to be aware of our personal connection. Dylan is the father of my grandson. My wife takes care of the baby while he’s at work.”

      Oh, fuck. Staying out of the spotlight was going to be impossible with the commanding officer’s son-in-law under his command. But he didn’t call the lieutenant his son-in-law, simply his grandchild’s father. Hmm. He’d have to check scuttlebutt to get the complete story.

      The captain quickly added, “it’s not exactly a secret, but we don’t advertise the fact that Dylan and I have a relationship. What that means is, don’t go easy on him. If he fucks up, I’m not going to bail his ass out. I don’t want you to treat him any different than you do your other lieutenants. Am I clear?”

      “Yes, sir.” That explained a whole hell of a lot. Just last week, Mike and every officer in Group 1, had gone to the funeral of the captain’s daughter who had died in childbirth. No one had mentioned the baby’s father. Now he knew why.

      Redirecting the conversation, the captain announced, “Since this involves multiple agencies, I’ll be joining Lieutenant Chaney. Unless you have something else pressing, I think you should go with us.” Although it wasn’t an order, Mike knew the captain expected him to join them.

      “Yes, sir. Do you want me to drive?” Mike offered. He had a big SUV. The captain would be comfortable and there would be plenty of room if anyone else needed to go.

      “My driver will be around to pick you up. I’d rather this look as official as possible.” The captain continued, “I don’t want these people to think they can snap their fingers and we’ll hand over our men for interrogation.”

      There was a knock at the door and his administrative assistant stuck her head in and whispered, “Lieutenant Chaney’s here.”

      “We’re ready to go whenever you are, sir.” Commander Gallagher held the lieutenant’s gaze.

      “I need to let Vice Admiral Maddox know about this,” the captain announced. Mike cringed at the thought that the vice admiral might insist on going along also. “This was his initial idea, but what started as a military investigation blew up into a multi-organizational takedown. How we were ever able to pull this off, I’ll never know. Somebody over at Immigration and Customs Enforcement really has their shit together. Give me a minute to make this call.”

      Ten minutes later all  three officers were headed over the bridge to the mainland.

      “Commander Gallagher, do you have any idea how long this will take?” Lieutenant Chaney turned to look at the senior officers in the backseat. He quickly glanced at the captain. “I might need to call my babysitter and see if she’s available to take care of my son for a little bit longer than usual.”

      “I’ve already called Genevieve to tell her I might be late and that you’re with me.” The captain grinned. “She’s good with it.” Then he added, “Your commanding officer knows of our relationship.”

      “Thank you, sir.” Relief visibly washed over the junior officer’s face before he returned his gaze out the windshield.

      Stopping in front of the nondescript white stucco building, the three SEALs exited the car.

      “Lieutenant Chaney, you are not required to be here. You are here voluntarily.” The captain spoke in low tones as they approached the building. “We’re going to listen to what they want and then step aside together and make a decision. If at any time you want to leave, mention Ian. We’ll get you out of here.”

      “Yes, sir.”
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      “Captain Hubbard, what a surprise.” Special Agent in Charge Kameron Hood absently rubbed her sore cheek and hoped her cringe didn’t show as she greeted the three men in crisp white uniforms who she’d kept waiting in the lobby for at least ten minutes. But it couldn’t have been helped.

      Who knew there were over a hundred and twenty-five different languages spoken in the Philippines? And not all the girls were from that area of the world. Although they all spoke a little English, they were much more comfortable, and descriptive, speaking in their native languages. It had taken all night to round up several Tagalog translators, some of whom had only arrived an hour ago.

      Kam had been in San Diego only a few weeks but knew the importance of the United States Navy in the area and had been made aware of their power and prowess while coordinating the multi-area bust of one of the largest human trafficking rings she’d ever seen. She was able to quickly read the men’s ranks. Lieutenant Chaney had brought some heavy brass with him. She hoped she wouldn’t be obligated to brief the senior officers. They were just getting into interrogations, and she didn’t have time to deal with nosy men.

      “Nice to see you, Kam, as I know you prefer to be called.” Captain Hubbard glanced at the other two officers who both gave a small nod acknowledging they’d received his message.

      She appreciated that small gesture. He was such a nice guy. A true gentleman.

      The captain continued his introductions, “I’d like you to meet Commander Mike Gallagher, commanding officer of Team 1 and Lieutenant Chaney’s C.O.”

      She smiled and shook the lieutenant’s hand, totally ignoring Commander Mike Gallagher. That’s the way she would always think of the arrogant ass, using name and rank. He’d been belligerent to her on the phone with his denigrating tone. She didn’t have time for men like him. “Dylan, thank you for coming so quickly.”

      Kam turned her attention to the other two officers. “Gentlemen, we just need Lieutenant Chaney. This shouldn’t take long, so, if you’d like to take a seat in the lobby⁠—"

      “Special Agent Hood, we don’t turn our highly trained SEALs over to other agencies and leave them hanging alone.” Commander Gallagher frowned down at her. “SEALs work as a team and in this instance, Captain Hubbard and I are on Lieutenant Chaney’s team. Where he goes, we go.”

      She hated when men used their height to intimidate women. She’d pegged Commander Mike Gallagher at six-foot-one. Sure, he had four inches on her, but she was tall for a woman and much stronger than most men gave her credit.

      Anger mixed with impatience started to climb up her chest. She didn’t have time for this shit. She also didn’t have time to argue about it.

      “Fine.” She gave her antagonist two rows of straight white teeth that clenched in the back. “Follow me.” Kam’s long legs covered a lot of ground. After she’d already taken several steps down the hall, the manners her mother ingrained in her surfaced. She added, “Please.”

      “That cheek looks like it hurts,” the captain noted. “Were you able to get some ice on it last night?”

      “No. We’ve been here since we left the crime scene. There were a lot of women to process, including the ones brought to us from the military housing.”

      “I take it that you met resistance at Miss Nami’s?” The captain asked.

      The good side of her face quirked up. “You could say the door bouncers were not amenable to being served a search warrant at three o’clock in the morning. It wasn’t like anyone was asleep, but there were a lot of people in beds. Fortunately for us, the San Diego Police Department took all the johns.”

      As they turned the corner, their footsteps were so quiet she glanced over her shoulder to be sure they were following. The damn commander smirked at her.

      If he thought he’d won that battle, he was wrong. It was only by her good graces that they were even allowed into the building, say nothing about watching an interrogation. She hoped she could convince Dylan to quickly get the girl to talk, then shoo all three of them out, never to bother her again.

      She led them down a hallway lined on both sides with one-way windows next to steel doors. The interrogation rooms were very small, not at all like those seen on television. There was barely room for two chairs and a small table, but everything that happened in that room was videoed from several angles.

      Her men and women had been accused of everything imaginable during interrogation. Never again would they be caught without proof. Her people were professional. Always.

      Stopping in front of one of the last windows, Kam turned toward the men and pointed to the small young woman huddled in on herself, heels on the chair seat and arms wrapped around her knees. Her head was down, long jet-black hair draped over her body like a blanket.

      “Dylan, I don’t know what kind of relationship you have with that woman, and I really don’t care. She was under Miss Nami’s control the longest of anyone we’ve come across so far. I know she has information we could use to build our case.” As though she could tell they were looking at her, the girl lifted her head and stared at them. Kam knew she couldn’t see or hear anything through the thickly mirrored glass, but it was creepy nonetheless.

      Diverting her gaze to Dylan, she looked directly into the most beautiful green-gold eyes she’d ever seen. Intelligence, complete awareness of his surroundings, and a flicker of age beyond his years looked back at her. Damn, he was a handsome young man. But Kam was no cougar. She preferred men at least five to ten years older than her forty-seven.

      Before she could stop herself, her gaze wandered to Commander Mike Gallagher. In a fleeting head-to-toe sweep, she placed him in his early forties, outstanding physical shape, a deep tan, and when he smiled at her, she quickly returned her gaze to Dylan.

      “She refuses to even tell us her name and won’t talk to anyone but you. I need you to go in there and convince her to talk with us.” Kam knew she was talking too fast, but she was slightly flustered. The commander had caught her checking him out. Not that she was the least bit interested in him, or any man at this point in her life.

      Dylan stared at the girl for a long moment. “Tala?” He whispered. “I’m sorry, ma’am. I didn’t recognize her without all the makeup and her hair is down.” He turned to his superior officers. “Sirs, she’s the woman I talked to when we went undercover at Miss Nami’s. She was a wealth of knowledge.”

      Kam scoffed. “She hasn’t said anything to our interrogators. My partner, Jeremy Sanderson, is usually very good with the young girls but all he could get out of her was that she needed to see her boyfriend, Dylan.”

      At the mention of his name, the lieutenant whipped around to the senior officers. “Sirs, I swear, I never touched her inappropriately. I have no idea how she even knows my name.”

      Captain Hubbard grabbed him by the arm and pulled him aside. “Kam, if you’ll excuse us a moment.”

      Nodding, she turned her back as though her attention was rapt by the victim in the room. Even though they’d stepped a few feet away and whispered, it was a small hallway.

      “I’m asking you as your Captain, not as the grandfather of your son, exactly what is your relationship with this woman? Why would she ask for you by name?”

      “Sir, I swear, I have no idea why she’d call me her boyfriend. I did not have sexual relations in any form of the word with that woman. As I said in my report, all we did was talk. I never touched her in any way that could be misconstrued as sexual.”

      “Okay, son. I believe you.” Through the reflection in the mirror, Kam watched the captain put a hand on the lieutenant’s shoulder. She hadn’t missed their personal relationship and simply filed that information away.

      “I’m not even sure how she knows my name.” Dylan sounded almost panicky.

      Kam knew exactly how Tala knew who he was. Miss Nami kept files on every man who got invited to her parties. The young woman in the interrogation room had obviously lied to the madam, claiming Lieutenant Dylan Chaney had been a very adept lover, wanting to cuddle afterward. That was the reason given for using the bordello bedroom five extra minutes. There had been a note on the side that he’d tipped very well and should be encouraged to return soon.

      Thanks to the lieutenant and his men, no one would ever go back to that slave house again. Kam took pride that she had freed dozens of women who had been trafficked into the sex trade.

      “Dylan, if this woman is important to you, I’ll do everything within my power to help her stay here in the United States and not get deported.”

      Kam watched in the reflected glass as Dylan’s face lit up. “Sir, she wants to go home. She told me that.” Pausing, their eyes met in the reflection of the glass. “I promised to help her get home. That’s probably why she wants to see me. She trusts me.”

      Now everything made sense to Kam.

      “Okay.” The men turned around and strode back down the hall to Kam.

      Painting on a smile as though she’d just realized they were there, Kam said, “Are you ready now?”

      “Yes, ma’am.” Dylan stepped toward the door.

      “All you have to do is get her to talk to us. We’ll take it from there.” When the lieutenant entered the interrogation room, Kam turned her attention toward the one-way glass. The commander and captain stepped up on either side of her when she flipped on the audio so they could all listen.

      Tala jumped up from her seat and threw her arms around Dylan. Everyone seemed surprised, especially the lieutenant. He uncomfortably patted her shoulder then peeled her off him while he gently told her to sit down.

      “Tala, I’m so glad they got you out of that place,” Dylan said as he sat in the chair across the table from her, putting them at eye level. “Why did you want to see me?”

      Tala stared at her folded hands on the table for a long minute. Lifting only her eyes, in a quiet voice, she mumbled, “You nice to me an nobody nice in long time. Very long time.”

      Dylan smiled. “It was easy to be nice to you. You helped me by telling me the truth and we were able to stop Miss Nami. Now we need you to tell the immigration agents the truth so we can be sure we punish all the bad people. Will you please talk with the agents?”

      In a flash, Tala reached across the table and grabbed Dylan’s hands. “No. I talk to you. I need you to help me.” Her eyes darted around the small room as though looking for someone hidden in a corner. Then, leaning over the table she whispered. “More girls. Lots more girls. My friend Perlah. You have to save Perlah.” Tears streaked her pretty face. “Please. Help my friend get away, too, so we can go home, two of us.”

      Dylan put his large hand over both of hers. “It’s okay. If you tell the agents where they can find Perlah, they’ll go get her.” He started to stand. “Let me get one of the immigration agents in here to talk to you.”

      “No!” Tala screamed and grabbed onto his hand with both of hers. “I talk to you. Only you. You promised to help.”

      The pleading look in Dylan’s eyes forced Kam to step around Commander Mike Gallagher and open the door.

      Tala hid behind Dylan, never letting go of his hand. “Go away. I no talk to you.”

      Kam exchanged a glance with Dylan. He mouthed I’ve got this.

      Completely unsure, Kam raised her eyebrows and held Dylan’s gaze. With a slight chin lift, he pulled Tala around to face him, shifting his attention to the trembling young girl.

      “Okay, Tala, you can talk to me.” His gaze met Kam’s once again. “Let’s just sit back down and we’ll talk some more.” He steered her into the seat with her back to the door and Kam. “See, the nice immigration agent is leaving.”

      “She not nice,” Tala insisted. “She questions mean.”

      Taken aback by the young girl’s words, Kam wanted to argue. Instead, she stepped back into the hall. She’d been nice to Tala, or so she thought. Her interrogation techniques were direct, and she expected immediate and honest answers. She didn’t have time to coddle these girls, listen to them cry. Her job was to gather as much information as possible and turn the girls over to the Victim Assistance Program as soon as possible.

      “All SEALs are trained in interrogation techniques, especially officers.” The commander’s voice grated on Kam’s already raw nerves.

      Whipping her head to the side, she glared at him. “If he lays one hand on her, I’ll personally bring him up on assault charges.”

      Commander Gallagher threw his hands up, palms facing her as though he was going to push her back. “Although SEALs are trained to resist interrogations that involve physical pain, they’re also trained to ask the right questions. They have extensive training in reading body language, knowing when to leave a line of questions and circle back to them later. Lieutenant Chaney will get what you need. Give him time.”

      Kam didn’t miss the glance of approval from Captain Hubbard as all three tuned back into the discussion Dylan was having with Tala.

      “Tell me about Perlah.” Dylan’s question seemed very casual.

      “We work in bar many months in Philippines.”

      Dylan’s smile was very friendly. “Where in the Philippines? I’ve been there.”

      The girl’s dark brown eyes seemed to light up. “I from Panay. Papa have banana farm but when I become woman, recruiter say I can get better job in city. He told Papa I could work in factory, make much more money. Help family. Send money back to Papa. He lied. He took me to Manila, bought me pretty clothes. Lady teach me how to put on makeup. Recruiter say I too pretty to work in factory. I make more money in bar. That’s where I met Perlah.”

      “Did you make a lot of money at the bar?” Again, Dylan’s question seemed to be casual and logical. Kam wanted him to move on, but Tala was giving them a lot of information. At least they now knew where she came from.

      The small girl’s shoulders rose slightly then dropped. “I’m just a girl and not good with numbers. The recruiter kept my money. He and his lady bought me food and clothes and I lived in apartment with twelve other girls.” Her smile was genuine. “It was fun. Perlah lived there too. Like sisters. I not alone.” The smile fell from Tala’s face as she withdrew into herself once again. She gallantly fought to hold back tears but lost the good fight. With the backs of her hands, she wiped away tears that started to stream down her cheeks. “I missed my brothers and sisters. Miss them much.”

      Without missing a beat, Dylan asked, “Did you come from a big family?”

      Tala nodded. “Eleven and Mama pregnant again. Probably two or three more babies now.” She put her head back down on her knees. “Too many babies. Too many hungry bellies.”

      As though she suddenly remembered her purpose, Tala lifted her head with pride. “I oldest. I have to go to city, work hard, send money back to Papa.”

      Dylan nodded his head slowly as though he understood. “You went to work in the bar, and I’ll bet you worked hard serving drinks. Were you expected to do other things for the men in the bars? Things like you had to do at Miss Nami’s?”

      Kam was impressed at how he smoothly slid into that line of questioning.

      “No.” When she shook her head, her long hair barely moved. “The lady said we could if we wanted to, but I say no. I good Catholic girl.” She sniffed and used the backs of her hands to wipe away tears. “Now I bad girl. I no go to Mass since coming here.”

      “If you want to go to Mass, I’m sure that can be arranged. So can confession. God will forgive you.” To Kam’s amazement, Dylan handed her a clean white, perfectly folded handkerchief.

      Who carries a handkerchief these days? Her father always had one in his back pocket. A picture popped into her mind of her mother ironing the bleached cotton squares. Just as quickly, she shoved it back into the hole where she kept all the memories of her family and resealed that mental door.

      Tala dabbed at her eyes, taking a moment to regain her composure.

      “I’d like to hear more about how you ended up in the United States.” There was that comforting smile again. Damn, Dylan was an excellent interrogator. He was gentle with her without being condescending or coddling.

      “American men come to bar in Manila.” Tala started to shake. They were tiny tremors in the beginning but the longer she talked, the more she shook. “They act all nice. Tip good. Tell Perlah and me we prettiest girls in all city. When lady sees us talking to American men, she mad. She tell them we good girls. No touch men. Men no touch us. Virgins.” She pulled into herself, once again putting her heels on the edge of the chair, wrapping her arms around her legs, and putting her head down on her knees. The young girl was shaking so hard she could barely talk.

      “Tala, would you look at me, please?” His voice had become so soothing it was almost impossible not to obey him. When she lifted her eyes to meet his, he suggested, “I’ll bet you’re thirsty. What do you like to drink?”

      “Water. Water, please.”

      Everyone in observation turned their heads as though to hear her better.

      “I’ll bet they have soda. Can we get you a cola? Lemon-lime?”

      Tala didn’t say a word, simply shook her head.

      Dylan looked straight at the mirror. “Can we get Tala a drink of water?”

      “Is there a vending machine around here?” Commander Gallagher instantly asked.

      Kam barely withheld a wince. The voice was so close to her. She’d forgotten the Navy officers were watching the interrogation with her.

      “Yes, but there’s bottled water in the refrigerator in the lounge.” She pointed. “Down the hall to the right, second door on the left.” He’d taken a few steps before she added, “Why don’t you grab one for each of us? I think we’re going to be here a while.”

      He turned and looked at her over his shoulder. “Will do.” Then he gave her a panty-dropping smile that transformed the hard planes of his face into downright handsome.

      Kam thought she’d been hit with a blast of hot air and unknowingly took a step back.

      She watched him for a few seconds as he soundlessly walked down the hallway. His legs moved but his torso remained practically still. Most men with a body like his had that my body is ripped and my cock is huge swagger. Commander Mike Gallagher walked with a quiet authority that screamed he was in charge.

      Kam wondered if she could learn to walk that way. She studied him for another few seconds before he turned the corner. She’d always been attracted to men who cared about their bodies, stayed in good shape, worshiped at the altar of steel weights, and owned worn-out running shoes. Men who had a hint of bad boy and the muscles to back it up. Men like…Brody.

      She shook her head as though she could cast off the memory of her ex-husband.

      Tinny voices came through the speaker. Dylan had been questioning Tala and she’d missed it. She made a mental note to check the video for the few seconds her mind had wandered down the dark hole that was her past. She couldn’t go there. Not now. Not ever.
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