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Dear Reader,

Radical Daddy is the story of Tanner Wilde.

Tanner Wilde

Newly appointed U.S. Senator Tanner Wilder found himself kidnapped and at the mercy of a ruthless drug syndicate. Caught in the mire of political and mafia warfare, he was fighting for his life.

An unexpected ally from his past rescued him from the depths of hell he was in. Now, he owed her, but she represented the perfect Babygirl he had been searching for. How did he divorce his desire to turn her into his little girl from maintaining a professional relationship at the same time?

Sera Brookes

DEA Special Ops Recovery Agent Sera Brookes took her job seriously. She learned from an early age that she had to fight for her place in the world. Heading up the rescue mission for U.S. Senator Tanner Wilder was right up her alley.

Except, she was sidelined by old feelings resurfacing for the all-too-attractive man whom she had a huge crush on when she was a trainee at Quantico early in her career.

To exacerbate matters, she was appointed as his bodyguard... as his pretend fiancé. Keeping the dratted man safe was no easy feat since his magnetic presence sidelined her around every corner.

Be prepared for a twist. Keep the tissues close, and I hope you’ll enjoy reading their story!

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Chapter One
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An uninhibited island a couple miles south of Pilottown, Louisiana...

“You don’t seem to grasp the seriousness of the situation you’re in, ese.”

The clanking of chains confirmed he was still strung up in a dark and dingy underground bunker, so Tanner Wilde didn’t bother opening his eyes. He knew all-too well who the whiney voice belonged to—Diego Ramirez, the oldest son of the leader of the Jalizio Drug Cartel.

In a twelve-month operation, the DEA, with the assistance of the LSU Police Department, successfully tracked down drug dealers linked to various Mexican Cartels. Their operations spread nationwide but were specifically active in New Orleans. Prior to Tanner’s recent election as U.S. Senator, he had played a key role as attorney general to set plans in motion to defeat the Siranoa and Jalizio Cartels.

To date, they hadn’t been able to find a connection between the two cartels and the Sanchigo Mafia group led by Salvitore Sanchigo, aka Carlo Coldero. However, Tanner suspected he was the mastermind behind the resurgence of drug distribution across Louisiana.

The fucking bastard lost out on the banking scam, so now he’s back with a vengeance to stake another claim. The thought sparked his anger. They had been so close to capturing the mafia don. It was still a mystery how he had managed to escape at the time.

Tanner had been satisfied in his position as attorney general and originally declined the invitation to stand for the elections. In the end, the state legislature elected him by a unanimous vote based on his lineage, which he couldn’t walk away from without dishonoring his family. He now held the distinction of being the only U.S. Senator preceded in office by both parents.

“And you’re wasting your time. The new law imposes harsher penalties on gun trafficking and gives U.S. prosecutors a powerful tool to combat the illicit flow of weapons from the United States to drug cartels in Mexico and drugs across our borders. No one will agree to scrap it. The bill was passed by the Senate last month, and the House of Representatives approved it a week ago. Since I’ve been the recipient of your cordial entertainment for the past six days, I have no way of confirming this, but I’m relatively sure the President already signed the bill into law.”

“Ugh!” Tanner groaned as Diego punched him viciously in the stomach. He might be scrawny, but the strength behind the hit was undeniable.

“I’m not in the mood for a sermon, Senator. You will do what we ask, or your tenure will go down in the records as the shortest run ever.”

“Nah, in 1812, Jean Destrehan resigned before even assuming the position. I don’t think anyone can beat—ugh, fuck!” His taunt was cut short by a hard kick against his ribs.

I suppose I now have another couple of broken ones. Jesus, it hurts!

“You think you’re funny, cabrón?” Diego leaned so close their noses almost touched. If Tanner wasn’t in so much pain, he might have given in to the desire to bite the tip and rearrange its shape. “But I like it. At least I have a reason to beat the shit out of you.”

“Chained as I am, I’m sure your bravery will be the talk of all the cartel whores.”

Tanner was renowned for his unwavering fearlessness. As the attorney general, he never used to just delegate orders. He actively engaged in frontline battles alongside the appointed teams. The day he became senator was indeed a sad one for the LSU Police Department, who he always assisted.

“C’mon, Diego, do the math. It’s too fucking late. The wheels have already started turning.”

The drug cartels were empowered by having weapons readily available, which they utilized to instill fear in local communities, defy state control, and extend their lethal narcotics business back into the United States. Tanner had no intention of being the reason such an important barrier to drug and weapon smuggling was overturned. As cliché as it sounded, he’d rather die first.

“With enough pressure, it can still be overturned, Senator, and that’s where you come in, entiendo?”

“You’re the one not getting it, estúpida.” The chains clanked as Tanner leaned forward to spit in his face. “It’s not happening.”

“For your own good, it fucking better.” Diego glared at his cohorts. “Remind the maldito idiota of the hopelessness of his situation. Maybe by the time I return, he would’ve changed his mind.”

“¡A huevo!” The three men choired their excitement at the order.

The resounding slam of the cell door marked Diego’s departure. Tanner suppressed a groan as he eyed the trio of burly guards. They were demons from another realm or, more fitting, patsies of the devil. Their sinister grins and anticipation swelling their chests didn’t bode well for him. He already knew they had no mercy and used their meaty fists with ruthless glee. The multitude of bruises and cuts covering his body were a vivid showcase of their painful entertainment over the past couple of days.

“I don’t suppose it’ll do me any good to urge you to change the path you’re on?” Tanner ignored the voice in his head, warning him to shut up. He was fed up with being beaten up for hours just so they could show off to each other. If he could taunt them into shutting him up so that he passed out quickly, so much the better.

“We like the road we’re on, cabrón.” Brute, as Tanner had christened him, swung a meaty fist at his face, which Tanner just managed to avoid. “For one thing, I make more fucking money than you do.”

“Yeah, killing people so others don’t have to dirty their hands. So, how did you end up as a useless criminal prone to torturing strung-up men? Ah, wait, I know. You’re a big ass piece of muscle with no brain. All you know how to do is swing your fists because you’re too dumb to—ugh!”

The next strike connected with Tanner’s chin so hard, his neck made a sickening cracking sound as his head snapped backward from the force.

Ignoring the searing pain that shot through his jaw, Tanner smirked. The taste of blood lingered in his mouth, but the rush of adrenaline fueled his defiance. Forgotten was the desire to be knocked out. Now, he wanted to see just how far he could push the bastard. Fury glowed in Brute’s eyes, but a part of Tanner reveled in pushing his buttons.

“Is that all you got?” he taunted. “I’ve had paper cuts more painful than that. You swing like a toddler throwing a tantrum.”

Brute growled, and with his anger boiling over, he lunged forward again, aiming another punch at Tanner’s gut. This time, he managed to tighten his abdominal muscles just in time to lessen the impact, but the blow still knocked the air out of his lungs.

“Ugh.” Gasping, his vision blurred for a moment, but he managed to breathe through it.

“You talk a big game for a shithead hanging by his wrists,” Brute grumbled.

Tanner coughed, spitting out some blood before raising his head defiantly. “Yeah, my friends all say I talk too much, but since you’re nothing but a mindless thug with a false sense of power, I didn’t think you’d appreciate it. You don’t scare me, fuckwit. All you know is how to throw your weight around, and that’s the epitome of patheticism.”

The flash of evil in Brute’s eyes warned Tanner that he was dancing dangerously close to the edge. The same voice in the back of his head screamed at him to shut up, to stop provoking the man who had him at his mercy. But something had snapped inside him. He was tired of being the helpless victim, tired of watching these criminals take pleasure in others’ suffering.

Brute charged at him once more, but this time, Tanner was ready. He managed to twist his body slightly, causing Brute’s punch to graze his shoulder rather than landing a direct hit. It still stung, but it was a small victory.

Thoroughly entertained by the showmanship, the other men in the room laughed boisterously. Tanner’s provocation seemed to fuel their sadistic enjoyment. Despite his pain and exhaustion, he refused to back down.

“You’re all a bunch of pathetic losers.” Blood and saliva spat from his mouth. “You think you’re tough because you hurt people weaker than you? Well, newsflash, motherfuckers. Real strength is about protecting, not destroying. Then again, you wouldn’t understand that because you’re all just a bunch of cowards.”

He knew he was pushing his luck, but Tanner was past the point of caring. The world around him seemed to blur as a cocktail of pain and anger surged through him from the battering of fists, now landing one after the other.

“Time to shut you up, gringo,” Brute snarled as his face contorted with rage. He raised his fist once more to deliver a devastating blow, but before he could strike, the door swung open with a bang.

Tanner must be on the verge of passing out since Diego’s usual whiney voice filled the room with a commanding bellow.

“Enough.”

“No, Jefe. I’m just getting started,” Brute sneered as he pulled back his arm, ready to release another folly of hits into Tanner’s gut.

“If I wanted him dead, I would’ve said so. Get the fuck out of here and go skin a rabbit if you’re so desperate for blood. The fun here is over.”

Brute hesitated, lowering his fist reluctantly. “This is bullshit, Jefe.”

“Vete a la mierda! Out. Get the fuck out.” Diego glared at them with a gaze like daggers cutting through the tension. “Leave. Ahora!” The warning in his voice brooked no argument.

One by one, the men shuffled out of the room, leaving Tanner hanging there, battered and broken. He watched Diego warily. Over time, he had learned not to trust thugs, no matter how friendly or how much compassion they might show.

“So, are you going to break the ribs I still have that are intact, or are you going to aim for my nose?” Tanner smirked. “That might not be such a bad thing. Chicks dig a man with a slightly crooked nose. It shows I can handle a beating and don’t mind others knowing.”

Diego didn’t react with the violence he expected. Instead, he slowly circled him. The malevolent grin on his face awakened a sense of unease in Tanner.

“If there’s one thing I learned from my late father, may he rest in darkness, is to always be unpredictable. I must admit, I’m surprised you’re still alive after all the beatings and yet, here you are. That’s an unexpected complication and an inconvenience that’s wasting my time, ese. So, no. No more beatings to get you to do my bidding. Instead, I’m gonna do what guys like me do best. I’m going to hit you where it hurts the most.”

Fuck! Fuck-fuck-fuck! Well-versed in how these bastards operated, he knew what was coming. Mafia and syndicates relied on fear and terror to achieve their sinister goals, not only against their adversaries but also to maintain control within their organizations. They employed similar tactics akin to authoritarian regimes to stay in power.

When they felt wronged or had specific demands, like in Tanner’s case, they resorted to a surefire way of getting what they wanted—threatening to harm those you cared about. Once they reached that level of desperation, there was little hope left. The likes of the Jalizio Cartel didn’t make idle threats. If they had already identified the people who mattered most to him, someone would already be in position to take action.

“I dunno, amigo. I don’t think there are any spots left on my body that don’t hurt like the motherfucker.”

This time, Diego barked out a sinister laugh. “Ah, but there is one, ese. Your heart. You see, either you do what we want, or you’re going to live with a bleeding heart, crying over the gruesome death of your little brother’s brats and the guilt that you are the reason they died.” His chest seemed to grow with pride. “Yes, I might be a useless criminal in your eyes, but I’ve got contacts, ese. High up, and even though your brother and his family live way up there in Iceland, I found them.” He leaned closer. “Guess what? I already recruited very eager assassins in that area. Apparently, their home is quite secluded in the mountains. Perfect for what I have in mind.”

“You fucking bastard!” Without thought to the consequences, Tanner slammed his head forward, disregarding the blinding pain that seared through his brain at the satisfying crack resounding through the room of his forehead colliding with Diego’s.

“Touch them, and you’re a dead man!”

Diego staggered toward the door. The hit had been so hard he could hardly see straight and felt like he was about to pass out. Leaning heavily against the frame, his eyes flashed with dangerous fury as he glared at Tanner.

“You just made the biggest mistake of a lifetime, ese. Now they’ll all die, but I’ll keep you alive as a play toy for the boys. You will never walk out of here. From now on, you belong to me.”
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Chapter Two
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A week later...

Tanner’s body trembled, but the ground beneath him was stable. It was as if the world had shifted out of place, leaving him disoriented and confused.

“Fuck!” His voice reverberated, raw and raspy, in his ears. “Make that infernal noise stop!” The grating sound of metal scraping against metal threatened to tear his skull asunder. “Where the hell am I?” He surveyed the unfamiliar desert sprawled before him. A strange sensation enveloped him, as though his body were somersaulting upside down.

“Sweet Jesus, it’s excruciating!” Pain detonated in his mind, and in an instant, everything vanished. The daylight, the sand—everything he had glimpsed upon awakening dissipated. Shivers racked his body as he attempted to move, yet his legs remained feeble. He felt as vulnerable as a toddler, and the incessant pounding in his skull sapped his strength, leaving him incapable of lifting himself from the ground.

“Motherfucker,” he croaked, his split lips barely forming the words. He inhaled deeply, only to choke on a putrid odor that permeated his nostrils and mouth. The stench was so repugnant that he couldn’t quite identify it, save for the familiar hints of decaying food and dampness. Another noxious scent assailed him, filling his lungs and churning his stomach with revulsion. His gut spasmed violently, and he expelled a thin, acrid liquid in a spray before he could draw another breath.

“To hell with that; I won’t succumb. I won’t die here.” Desperation fueled his battle against the encroaching darkness.

“That’s the spirit, Senator, but unless we get you out of here and quickly, you might just end up that way.”

Tanner strained to pry open his eyes at the sudden voice beside him. He squinted against the searing light that pierced through his consciousness.

“Who are you?”

“Special Agent John Douglas, at your service. DEA recovery unit. I’m the team medic.”

“Damn, it hurts,” Tanner groaned, reaching out to clutch Douglas’ shoulder as the agent helped him to his feet.

“Good Lord, Senator. What in the world did they do to you? With all due respect, sir, you look like shit.” Agent Douglas carefully assessed Tanner’s condition. “You resemble a coloring book,” he remarked, his concern evident as he observed the bruised and battered upper body. “Let’s hope there are no internal injuries that might worsen with movement.”

“Holy fuck!” Tanner cried out as Douglas prodded his shoulder.

“Your shoulder is dislocated.”

“No shit!” he exclaimed through clenched teeth. “Pop it back in.”

“It’s going to hurt.”

“Every fucking thing hurts like hell, Agent Douglas. Just... AWWW! Jesus!” Tanner cried out as Douglas adeptly realigned his shoulder. “You could have given me a heads-up.”

“No time. The lead agent is on my tail like hot tar. My ear is already burning up from her curses. Let’s go. We have a small window to get back to the pickup spot. We can’t afford for anyone to spot the helicopter.”

Supporting Tanner with his shoulder, Douglas hoisted him upright. “Do you think you can walk?”

“I’ll crawl if I have to. As long as I get the hell out of here.”

“What’s the damn hold-up? A vehicle is approaching, and you’re moving too slow. We need to go. Now.” Tanner blinked in surprise at the husky voice of the blonde woman who tugged her shoulder under his other arm and with a terse, “Move, Douglas. Now!” heaved him toward the stairs.

“An angel,” he murmured as her azure eyes briefly clashed with his. “I’m being saved by an angel.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” she muttered under her breath. “Bag your charm, Senator. I’m not the kind of woman to fall for flowery words.”

Tanner had suspected as much before he had uttered the words, but still, it was exactly how he felt at that moment. A calmness settled over him when her long fingers firmly clasped his bicep as they guided him up the stairs.

Once outside, they were surrounded by the rest of the recovery team, who moved like a well-oiled machine.

He was surprised to notice that they were at a rundown barn-like building surrounded by a thick forest. At what point he had been moved there; he had no idea since his last memory was of him being beaten to a pulp inside the compound of the syndicate.

“How did you find me?”

“Escape first, questions later. We need to move faster, Senator. Do you think you can keep up, or should we form a human stretcher for you?”

“No need. I’ll keep up. All I require is one human crutch.”

“Douglas, you’re it.” She stepped away as her hand circled in the air, one finger pointing forward. “On me. Let’s move.”

Tanner’s bravado was nearly his undoing. The distance to where the helicopter was waiting wasn’t that far, but with the headache battering against his skull like an angry bull with every step, it felt like a hundred miles.

“Fucking hard-headed ass,” the female voice growled next to him as suddenly she was there to once again offer her shoulder as a crutch. “At this rate, you’ll get us all killed.”

Swallowing his pride, Tanner graciously accepted her help and found himself unconsciously leaning heavier against her than Douglas. His strength was rapidly waning.

“I hope that helo is close,” he mumbled as the world began to tilt around him. “I can’t go much further.”

“Just hold on, Senator. We’re almost there.”

Tanner didn’t know if it was more than just his imagination, but her words sounded melodious as she cooed it into his ear.

“Tanner. My name is Tanner.”

“So, it is.” She grunted and tightened her hold around his waist as he stumbled.

“And yours? You look familiar. What’s your name?”

“Save the chit-chat, Senator Wilde. You need to preserve your breath. Two more minutes. C’mon. Breathe in and keep pushing.”

The gentle coaxing, accompanied by her fingers stroking his arm, kept the encroaching darkness that threatened to overwhelm him at bay.

“Agent Long. Get over here and help us get him inside the chopper. Move it!”

Tanner’s upper body had barely settled back on the floor of the helicopter before he succumbed to the inviting obliviousness of unconsciousness.
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“Good Lord! I don’t know how he’s still alive. I’ve never seen anything as bad as this. His entire upper body is one massive bruise.”

Agent John Douglas’ voice sounded far off, with her attention rooted on the injured man at her feet he was attending to.

“Is he going to make it?”

“His struggling to breathe is due to cracked or perhaps even a broken rib, although I don’t see any signs that his lungs have been punctured. With how badly he has been beaten up, I’m relatively sure he has internal injuries. What I don’t know is how serious they are. So, the honest answer, Agent Brookes, is that I don’t know, but he’s a very strong man. As long as we can get him to a hospital asap, he should survive.”

DEA Recovery Agent Sera Brookes took her job seriously. Heading up the team to track and recover, U.S. Senator Tanner Wilde had been right up her alley. It came at a time she desperately needed to get out of the city.

Except watching the difficulty he had breathing and looking at the purple bruises that stood as a visual graphic of the torture he had to endure brought back memories she had thought long buried. Her fingers curled into fists as the scene flashed through her mind in a monochrome movie reel.

“Now see what you made me do, you despicable little brat!”

Sera shrunk back against the fury in her stepfather’s eyes as he turned away from the prone figure lying on the bedroom floor. Her trembling hands crawled over her chest to cover her mouth as she stared at her mother. Her chest heaved in irregular movements as she struggled to breathe, and with every breath, it seemed as though the small red carnation on her chest bloomed bigger and bigger.

“What’s wrong with my mom?”

“Your mommy got what she deserved and now that she’s paid her dues... it’s your turn.”

“R-Run, Sera. Run!” The desperate cry came in a near whisper from the bloodied lips of the woman attempting to lift her head from the floor to look at her young daughter.

The raw cry caused Sera to hesitate as her eyes flickered back to her. The pleading look in her gaze haunted the young ten-year-old girl so much she couldn’t move.

“No! I need to help you, Mommy.”

“No, baby. You n-need to run. P-Please, my brave girl. D-Do it for m-mommy.” A gurgling breath escaped her lips. “G-Go to Uncle S-Steve. Tell him... tell him, it’s t-time. Go. Go now!”

“ETA, forty minutes,” the pilot’s voice penetrated the haze of memories and yanked Sera back to the present.

“Too long. You’ve gotta push it, otherwise he’s not gonna make it,” said Agent Douglas in a voice that suddenly sounded too urgent and serious for Sera’s liking.

“Has his condition worsened?” she queried as she leaned forward to place a cool hand against Tanner’s brow. A hiss escaped her lips at the heat emanating from his skin. “He’s burning up.”

“At a guess, my worst fear has been realized, Agent Brookes. I think he’s bleeding internally. If we don’t get him into an operating room fast, he’s a goner.”

Prior to joining the DEA, Sera had an impressive background as a former CIA Case Officer. A career choice profoundly influenced by the tumultuous upbringing in a violent environment. The scars of her past were a constant reminder, and she was determined never to let anyone inflict the same fate her stepfather had unleashed upon her mother.

Throughout her tenure in the Directorate of Operations, Sera showcased exceptional skills in tactical maneuvers and firearms, earning her a reputation as a proficient and reliable operative. However, it was after her final assignment, and still haunted by losing the most precious thing in her life years before, that Sera reached a pivotal crossroads in her life.

Death had come knocking on her door too many times during the six years in the field. She had just turned thirty-two, and it was time for a change. In the crucible of war, Sera’s unwavering courage gave way to a profound realization that there must be another way to make a difference in the world other than putting her life on the line every day. Putting herself in the line of fire would never bring back what she had lost. If she hadn’t chosen this career in the first place, she never would’ve suffered that torment. Hence, she decided to step away from the frontlines and forge a new direction in her career, one that would leverage her expertise and experiences to affect change and leave enough room to pursue her personal dreams.

In total, it’s been fourteen years and I still haven’t found what I’m searching for. At this rate, I might never. Shaking off the negative energy terrorizing her, she caught the medic’s gaze.

“We’ve come too far to lose him now, Douglas. Whatever it takes, keep him breathing.” She looked at the pilot. “Step on it, Captain.”

“This isn’t a V12 Ferrari, Agent Brookes, but I’m gonna push it as fast as I can.”

“Just get us there, stat.”

She smiled wryly as another memory flashed through her mind.

“Do you need help picking up that rifle, rookie?”

“No, sir, I can do it.”

“Then get to it. You’re holding up the entire class.”

Sera grimly lifted the heavy rifle and settled it on her shoulder. With a deep exhale, she calmed her mind and started jogging after the group of rookies. It was the second week of her training at Quantico as a field officer for the CIA. She had been doing very well... until HE arrived—special black ops operative Tanner Wilde. Ever since then, she had turned into a blushing, bumbling teenager.

Having a crush on your trainer wasn’t very conducive to kicking off a successful career with the CIA, especially since it was colored by a memory of one night so very long ago. Every time he looked in her direction, her body exploded with lust, and she forgot all she had learned or was supposed to do. There was no doubt about it. If he as much as lifted a pinky in her direction as an invitation, she would jump at the chance.

She dragged in a slow breath as she forced her attention back to the present. Staring at him, she acknowledged the truth.

Hell, I still would. Yes, even beaten and broken, he still has the same effect on me. This is one seriously fuckable man.
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Chapter Three
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Five weeks later... DEA National Intelligence Operations Offices, New Orleans...

“Why me? I’m not a damn bodyguard. Besides, I’m knee deep in the investigation to track Salvitore Sanchigo. What good would I do babysitting a man with a chip on his shoulder?”

“I don’t think we’re talking of the same man, Agent Brookes. If there’s one thing Senator Tanner Wilde isn’t, it’s cocky or vain.” Deputy Chief Jason Scott regarded her with his head tilted. “No, something else is bugging you. Don’t tell me you’re scared you’ll fall in love with him?”

“Falling in love is highly overrated. Besides, I don’t have time for that shit, you know that better than anyone,” she snapped while desperately banning the vision of the tall, muscled man that had been haunting her dreams ever since she rescued him from her mind.

The harrowing death of her mother at the merciless hands of her stepfather had ignited an unwavering loathing for narcotics deep within Sera. With time, this profound aversion had seeped into the very core of her being, coursing through her veins like an indomitable essence. It had become her life’s purpose, akin to a sacred oath—a relentless commitment to hunt down and dismantle drug syndicates, sparing no effort to cleanse society of their insidious influence.

Driven by an insatiable thirst for justice, Sera made the momentous decision to depart from her role at the CIA. Instead, she embraced a new calling as an SRT Operator within the DEA’s Office of National Security Intelligence. Their mission to combat drug trafficking dovetailed seamlessly with her fervent pursuit, providing her with the ideal platform to actively confront the menace she vehemently abhorred.

Though haunted by the painful memories of her mother’s demise and her own personal loss, Sera’s heart was now a bastion of resilience fortified by her commitment to the cause. She channeled her grief into a potent force for good as she transformed her personal tragedy into a relentless crusade against drug traffickers and their vile enterprises.

“Nevertheless, you’re the one I need on this.”

“But Deputy Chief, what about Salvitore Sanchigo? You know how long I’ve been chasing that motherfucker? Playing bodyguard at this crucial point—”

“To the contrary. It’s exactly why you’re the perfect bodyguard for the senator.”

“I don’t follow.” Sera straightened in the chair.

“I’m sure your team uncovered the latest developments in Sanchigo’s portfolio while you were gone. Senator Wilde, along with Triple K Secure, played a pivotal role in uncovering the true identity of Sanchigo and his part in the recent banking fiasco.”

“The foiled banking fiasco, you mean?”

“Exactly. At the time, Wilde was still attorney general and went deep undercover to infiltrate the group responsible. It was through his and the Frazer brothers’ efforts that Sanchigo’s identity was discovered.” With a shrug, he settled back in his chair. “Unfortunately, he somehow managed to escape and disappeared into thin air. Since then, no one has been able to find the hole he’s hiding in.”

“So, if I stick close to Tanner Wilde...”

“Exactly. I’m hoping that Sanchigo, aka Carlo Coldero, would be gunning for revenge.” He tapped his fingers on the desk. “Just stay out of the line of fire, Agent Brookes. I can’t afford to lose more agents and I fucking refuse to stand next to another grave any time soon.”

“Always, DC.” Sera sighed heavily, a sign of acceptance of the mission. “I assume you already have a covert plan set up?”

“Of course, I do.” The smile curving his lips was Chesire-like. “Congratulations, Agent Brookes. You are Senator Tanner Wilde’s newly-acquired fiancé... and since his kidnapping and torture have been kept from the tabloids, also the reason why he has been gone for over two months. He went to woo you to accept his proposal after you ran off to Africa when he first asked you.”
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