
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Secrets Have a Way of Surfacing

Lieutenant Lacey Highsmith and Captain Jimmy “Eagle” Begay are thrown together on a high-stakes mission: track down a missing woman and child.

Disguised as a married couple, Lacey quickly discovers that Eagle is as infuriatingly confident as he is undeniably attractive. Not exactly her ideal partner, but she’s determined to keep things professional.

For Eagle, resisting Lacey’s allure is nearly impossible. She’s sharp, breathtaking, and the daughter of a General—a combination that could spell trouble for his career.

Still, he can’t help but wonder if she might just be worth the risk.

When unexpected events force them to confront their beliefs and desires, Lacey and Eagle must decide if they can bridge their differences, and whether a future together is within reach.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Lacey glanced across the room at the restless officer waiting for his summons into Colonel Bustamante’s office. Gloria Gaynor’s anthem “I Will Survive” came to mind as she wished he’d turn around and walk out the door. Unfortunately, Captain Jimmy “Eagle” Begay wasn’t going anywhere.

She snickered inwardly as Eagle checked his phone for the umpteenth time since arriving fifteen minutes ago. Never known for his patience, he was notoriously edgy any time a black ops mission was in the works. From what she could see, he lived and breathed the missions and barely put up with his cover job as an instructor at Fort Sam. 

Kind of tough on the trainees in his classes, but considering his value on the “training deployments” Bear’s Brigade regularly undertook, his lack of finesse in the classroom was tolerated and his contributions to the missions much appreciated.

If only he weren’t such a cocky, arrogant bastard, his appeal with a face and body to die for, and a killer smile that made her heart thump a little faster, would allow her to feel something positive for him.

Although she’d taken him down a peg or two a couple of weeks ago when he found out that along with six other languages, she was fluent in his native Dine. She’d understood every snide comment he’d made about her for the past year. Neither had mentioned it since, but his sarcastic remarks had come to a swift halt.

Eagle glanced down at his phone again and looked at her. “Do you have any idea what the hell’s holding him up, Lieutenant?”

She raised an eyebrow. “Do I know? Uh-uh. Do I think he’s probably in the middle of an update from Sergeant Washington in Canada? Or talking to one of the alphabet agencies about whatever they’re planning for tonight? Or conversing with somebody who might have a clue what the damned hurricane’s doing?” She pointed to the wind and rain beating the windows of the old Army South building. “Take your pick. Your guess is as good as mine.”

“Never mind. I thought you might have an idea. You pretty much know everything that goes on in this office.”

“Flattering, but I don’t know anything about your missions.”

“Wasn’t talking about the missions. I was talking about the office.” He gestured around the outer office where she sat behind her Army-issue desk. “After all, you run this place. Don’t try to convince me otherwise.”

She grinned. “Guilty as charged.”

Truthfully, she knew more about what went down during the missions than she let on. A word here, a document there, the top-secret meetings held in the colonel’s inner sanctum—the regular disappearance of the colonel with selected members of his uber-secret detachment—oh yeah. She had a good grasp of what went on when part or all of the detachment went “wheels up.”

Tonight was a good example. She knew Jazz Washington was somewhere in Canada with a civilian, trying to rescue a valuable operative from a vicious trafficking ring. She’d relayed messages between Jazz and their IT researcher, and she’d spoken a couple of times to the civilian woman, even giving her a pep talk earlier this afternoon. 

Her level of participation in that situation wasn’t unusual. She had the same top security clearance as the rest of Bear’s Brigade, even if she seldom ventured off the sixth floor of Army South.

She sliced another glance out the window. The storm was building in strength. San Antonio was on the outer fringes of Hurricane Frannie, but the winds were still strong enough that a small jet, such as the ones used by the Bear’s Brigade detachment, wouldn’t be able to take off safely until the wind died down. Then the colonel and several of his special soldiers would be “wheels up,” making for a few days of peace and quiet in the office. 

Sometimes she wished she could be on the plane with them, disappearing on missions so secret the Army would never acknowledge them. But when she’d said as much to her father, he’d reminded her the job she was doing was as important as the operatives’, even if it wasn’t as exciting.

“Lacey, an excellent administrative aide is worth his or her weight in gold to their commanding officer, and every officer you’ve worked for has sung your praises.”

She’d almost sassed back to ask if she should fall down on the job so she might get to do something exciting. But one didn’t make sarcastic comments about the United States Army to General Robert “Buck” Highsmith. So she’d nodded and changed the subject.

Eagle looked at his phone again and swore out loud. She looked at him and stifled a laugh. “Captain Begay, go ahead and insult me in Dine if it would take the edge off.”

“You’re never gonna let me forget that, are you?” he asked dryly.

She raised a brow. “I believe this is my first mention of it, but it probably won’t be the last.”

Instead of a smirk, he looked at her curiously. “Why Dine? It’s not a language you’d ever use professionally. Unlike the other five or six others you know.”

“Because of the code talkers. My father was always fascinated with them, how the Dine language was impossible to break and how much those men contributed to winning World War II. His personal hero is a code talker named Hiram Tsosie. Apparently Sergeant Tsosie was quite the hero. I thought it would be interesting to learn a language that intricate.”

“Hiram Tsosie. The personal hero of a four-star general. Really? Wow. Shicheii would have been honored to know that.”

“Wait. What? Hiram Tsosie’s your grandfather?”

“Was. We lost him awhile back.”

“I’ll be damned.” She looked at him curiously. “Is the military a family tradition?”

“Shicheii and me. For him it was winning a war. For me it was a way to get off the rez,” he said dryly. “Unlike the New England Highsmith military dynasty. Three generals, is it?”

Lacey felt herself blush. “Five, if you count a couple of the in-laws.”

“Heaven forbid we should forget the in-laws.”

She was about to come back with a smart-ass comment when the colonel’s door opened. Colonel Bustamante motioned for Eagle to come in, then her. She and Eagle looked at one another with curiosity, but she followed him in without comment. They sat two chairs across from the colonel and waited while he made notes on his iPad. Then he looked up at them. “There’s been an additional task added to the original mission. A task I need the two of you to undertake.”

A task for her and Eagle? She hoped her astonishment wasn’t obvious. Eagle looked as surprised as she felt.

Whatever was going on, it ought to be interesting.

The colonel steepled his hands in front of him. “As Eagle already knows, this mission involves the rescue of Joe Aguilar, one of our undercover drug informants, who unfortunately has fallen into the hands of a trafficking gang in Canada led by the Jameson family. Sergeant Washington has been undercover in British Columbia in a little burg called Moose Creek Falls with Joe’s stepdaughter trying to locate Mr. Aguilar. Sergeant Washington—Jazz—has been working with Lydia Louie, a sergeant in the Tribal Police Force. Her sister Jaquie’s cozy with Ray Jameson, the brother of the acknowledged ringleader. To be honest, we’re not sure where either sister’s loyalties actually lie. Which has become even more problematic now that Jaquie has disappeared with Ray Jameson’s son.” 

He leaned back in his chair. “According to the sister, Ray’s brother Ugly Jack and his mother Colleen are planning to murder Jaquie and her son for being indigenous. I’ve spoken to both Mr. Aguilar’s handler at DEA and his counterpart in Homeland Security, and both agencies are most interested in locating Jaquie Louie and prevailing upon her to come to the States and talk to them. Again, we aren’t sure where either woman’s loyalties lie, but the agencies would like to talk to her in any case.” 

“She’s had the opportunity to see and hear a lot,” Lacey murmured.

“She has. Our leaders would like to know what she’s heard and seen.”

“Is there any reason to think she’ll come willingly?” Eagle asked.

“No. Which brings me to the part you two are going to play. The agency bigwigs think we’d do better talking her into coming rather than kidnap her against her will. They think a woman could do a better job of persuading her to come voluntarily. Unfortunately, I need the two women in my detachment elsewhere. Sergeant Kaslov’s already out of the country, and if Mr. Aguilar’s in the shape we’re afraid he’s in, I’m going to need Colonel Johnson on the plane with us to administer whatever medical care she can.”

It made sense. Colonel Johnson was a nurse-practitioner as well as kick-ass undercover. But sending both colonels on a mission was unusual. Usually, one or the other of the colonels went.

Joe Aguilar must be damned important.

He turned to Lacey. “Which leaves you.”

“Me?” Lacey squeaked.

Colonel Bustamante’s lips twitched. “Yes, you.”

She quickly put her game face back on. “Yes, Colonel.”

Eagle looked over at Lacey. “What exactly does this mission entail, Colonel?” She couldn’t mistake the reluctance in his tone.

“You and Lieutenant Highsmith will take appropriate civilian clothes and go undercover as tourists. Your bogus IDs are already in the works. You’ll use whatever means available to track down Ms. Louie and persuade her that it’s in her best interests to come back across the border with you for a question-and-answer session.”

“How are we going to do that? We already know she’s not going to want to come,” Eagle said tersely. “Her boyfriend’s not going to like it either.”

“We appeal to her fear for the life of her son. Her boyfriend’s brother and mom are out to kill her and the boy, and she knows it.” He looked down at his notes. “Liam is eighteen months old and she’s six and a half months along with a second baby. It’s a pretty good bet she’s more afraid for her kids than for herself. And the fact she ran says she’s more afraid of her boyfriend’s family than concerned about what he thinks.” 

Eagle snorted. The colonel looked at him in surprise. “You don’t think that’s the case?”

“I doubt she’s thinking about the kid. She’s saving her own neck.”

“No, it’s the babies,” Lacey volunteered. “She’s worried about them.”

Colonel Bustamante looked from Eagle to Lacey. “Whatever her reasons, she’s fled and we need to find her.” He glanced out the window. “We’re wheels up as soon as this weather lets up enough to fly. Can the two of you get home to pack?”

Eagle nodded. “Not a problem.”

She nodded too. “I’m right off base.”

“Fine. I’ll text you both when and where the plane takes off. Dismissed.”

They jumped up in unison. Lacey was almost to the door when the colonel called her name. “Call your father and tell him you’re on a training mission and will be out of pocket for a time.”

“Yes, Colonel.”

She caught up with Eagle at the elevator. He glanced at her dismissively. “So. You’re coming with us. I hope you can keep up.”

“I hope you don’t scare Jaquie Louie half to death.” She looked at him with exasperation. “I’m not going up there for any of the derring-do you folks specialize in. I’m being sent to use my powers of persuasion on a terrified woman. Which I promise you I’ll be a whole lot better at than you would.”

Eagle shrugged. “What did the colonel have to say to you after I left?”

“To call my father and tell him I’m on a training mission.”

“Whoopee. Going with the general’s little girl.”

Lacey’s temper snapped. “I know damned well you guys let your families know you’re going to be out of town for a while when you leave. Why the hell should my father be any different?”

She realized what she’d said and gasped. She’d sworn at a senior officer.

But far from taking offence, he seemed amused. “I guess he shouldn’t. Gonna tell your mother?”

“Don’t have one,” she said tersely. “Look, I’m sorry I swore at you and I’m sorry the colonel paired me with you on this mission. I’m not thrilled either, but I’ll do my absolute best to keep up.”

His eyes widened. “Well, you’re nothing if not forthright. It’s okay, Lieutenant. We’ll manage.” The elevator ground to a halt and he motioned for her to step off first. “See you on the plane.”

She nodded wordlessly and headed for the wide, imposing front doors of Army South. The wind and rain precluded any further discussion as they ran for their cars. Lacey hopped into her two-year-old Nissan convertible and thanked her lucky stars she had leather seats to repel the water coming from her sodden DCUs. She followed Eagle’s cherry red Tacoma from the parking lot and headed for her efficiency apartment a couple blocks off Fort Sam’s back gate. Wind lashed the car as she parked under the carport and battled the gusts and rain to her front door. Once inside, she stripped out of her dripping wet uniform and pulled on a pair of track shorts and an exercise tee. It was a shame she and Eagle had been thrown together against their will on this clusterfuck of a mission. Because that was what it was. A clusterfuck.

No way was Jaquie Louie going to agree willingly to come to the States to talk to American law enforcement, children or no children.

But, Eagle’s opinion notwithstanding, that would be their best bet. Not that Eagle had seemed to agree. His wide, mobile mouth had firmed and he’d snorted, probably at the thought of Jaquie being concerned about her kids. He clearly wanted no part of going undercover with her, in every sense of the phrase. 

Which was a damned shame. Eagle Begay was sex on wheels. She made a cup of coffee and carried it to the bedroom where she packed for the mission, starting with her combat fatigues, body armor, and SIG Sauer M17 with ammo. For sure the man was a looker. He wasn’t a big man, maybe an inch or two taller than her five foot seven, but built like a brick outhouse with muscles that went on forever, and he had an ass to die for. His face was more arresting than handsome, with high cheekbones, thick brows, and a bold nose. His eyes were dark and provided a window into whatever he was thinking, dancing with amusement one minute, snapping with irritation the next, or cold as ice when he was angry. 


She’d never understood the term “black as a raven’s wing” until she saw his hair, which



was so black it almost looked blue under some lighting. He wore it a little longer but still well within Army regulation, and more than once she’d wondered what it would feel like under her fingers. Hell, she’d wondered what the rest of Eagle would feel like under her fingers. The thought made her face warm and her nether regions sit up and take notice.

Under other circumstances, she wouldn’t mind getting to know him better.

A whole lot better.

But that wish was most likely one-sided. 

She threw in some tourist-type clothes for a cool Canadian autumn, dug out her toiletries bag, and started toward the bathroom. Her fellow officers of the male variety tended to shy away from dating Buck Highsmith’s daughter. Except for the occasional brown-noser whom she could spot a mile away. Nor did she have much opportunity to meet civilians, which was all right with her. She never intended to marry, considering the train wreck her parents’ marriage had been and the heartbreaking aftermath of their divorce.

Speaking of. She hauled her phone out of the pocket of her wet uniform and, grateful it was working, punched in her father’s number. It rang four times and was about to go to voicemail when her father answered. “What can I do for you, Princess?”

He sounded like he was outdoors, maybe in the parking lot of the Pentagon where he worked. She pictured him standing ramrod straight, his uniform perfect, his white-blond hair carefully cut and combed, and the patrician features and blue eyes so like her own schooled into his no-nonsense military demeanor. Buck Highsmith was every inch a United States Army general and New England aristocrat, with roots going back to the Mayflower and generations of a military legacy.

“I’m going wheels up later this evening. Training mission with Colonel Bustamante.” Buck Highsmith wasn’t one for idle chatter and she tried to respect that.

“Okay. No word as to when you’ll be finished?” Her father knew damned well what Bear’s Brigade did and that she wasn’t training anyone.

“No, sir.”

“Okay, then.” He hesitated for a minute. “Be careful.” Which was as close as he would come to telling her he loved her.

No touchy-feely from him. Not that she expected it. Calling her by her nickname was as affectionate as he would let himself be. Emotions were kept under firm control in the Highsmith household.

“Yes, sir.” She wished him a good evening then quickly packed her toiletries and, if she was passing as a tourist, a few items of makeup. She downed the rest of her coffee and nuked a serving of frozen lasagna, then parked herself by her computer and spent a few minutes looking for Moose Creek Falls on the Internet. She was surprised to learn it had an up-and-coming tourism industry and was actively courting tourists looking for outdoor adventure or wanting to explore the indigenous culture of Western Canada. Well-heeled visitors and trafficking didn’t usually go together.

Maybe that was exactly why the traffickers were there. Perhaps it was easier to fly beneath the radar where no one expected them to be. Drugs and crime were everywhere, she reminded herself.

Even in the mountains of British Columbia.

She cleaned off the table and put away her laptop. There was one more call she needed to make before she got the colonel’s text. She sat down on the edge of the sofa and scrolled down to her Aunt Julie, her mother’s only sibling. She punched in the number, smiling when her aunt answered in her deep Georgia drawl. “What can I do for you, sugah?” 

They were almost the same words her father had spoken. But the message was so different. Her aunt’s voice dripped with Southern languor and warmth for her only niece.

“I’m leaving with the Army for a couple of weeks. A training mission.” She bit her lip. Unlike her father, Julie had no idea what she did for the Army, and her aunt sure didn’t know anything about Bear’s Brigade. She hoped her comment didn’t elicit an avalanche of questions.

“Training mission? Where are you goin’ and who are you trainin’?”

Lacey thought fast. “Fort Campbell. I’m not doing any of the training, only providing support. So how’s Miss Jezebel?” Aunt Julie loved her little Bichon and could talk about the dog for hours.

Her aunt took the bait and entertained her for a good fifteen minutes with the dog’s latest antics. She pictured Julie Howell, flowing white hair down to her waist and most likely dressed in muddy clogs and a tie-dyed tee shirt, sipping a cup of herbal tea laced with CBD oil, or maybe even something a little stronger she’d grown out in the garden. Lacey scooched back on the sofa, letting her aunt’s soft, Southern vowels wash over her. The same vowels she’d once heard in her mother’s voice, until that voice was cruelly silenced in a one-car accident when Lacey was nine. 

Crystal Howell Highsmith had been coming home from Atlanta airport after delivering Lacey so she could fly back to Fort Lewis in Washington state, where her father was stationed at the time. She and Lacey had both cried bitter tears as Crystal turned Lacey over to the flight attendant. It was always hard leaving her mother after the brief four weeks her parents’ custody agreement allowed her to spend with Crystal, but that parting had been especially difficult. “I want to live with you, Momma,” Lacey had sobbed into her mother’s arms. “I’m tired of boarding school. I love Daddy but I want to live here.”

“I want you to live with me too, sugah. But that’s not the way it is.”

Four hours later her mother was dead.

Lacey would have loved to live in Georgia with Crystal and Aunt Julie, on an herb farm in the foothills of the southern Appalachians. But Buck Highsmith wouldn’t have it. No way, no how. Their custody agreement granted Crystal four weeks in the summer, with Lacey in custody of her father for the rest of the year. Every year she’d asked—no, begged—to stay with her mother and aunt. Every year Buck refused, kindly but firmly. “You’re better off with me,” he’d told her once when she’d asked why she couldn’t live with her mom like other kids.

She’d never understood why her father had insisted on taking her away from her mother when she’d needed and wanted her mom so badly. Why her father had been awarded custody in the first place, when it was usually the other way around. Her father was determined to raise her himself, at considerable inconvenience and expense, especially when war broke out in the Middle East and she had to go to a high-dollar boarding school. 

She still didn’t know why her father and her aunt could barely stand to be in the same room with one another, even though he’d allowed the summer visits to continue after her mother’s death. But she’d long ago given up understanding the peculiar dynamics of the Highsmith-Howell family. The only thing she really understood was that marriage sucked big-time and was to be avoided at all costs. Because when it came apart, everyone involved was hurt. Especially the children caught in the inevitable tug-of-war between the adults.

She understood one other thing. If she ever had a child, which at this point didn’t seem likely, she’d be damned if anybody ever took that child away from her.

Her child would damn well have a mother. The best mother she knew how to be.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Eagle locked the front door of his two-story condo and hot-footed it across the parking lot to his Tacoma. The wind had died down and the rain had gone from driving to light. The colonel had texted the location of the private airstrip they were using for the flight to some godforsaken burg in British Columbia a few hours northeast of Vancouver. He’d traveled a little in Canada but mainly in Quebec, in the region north of New England, and this was his first visit to British Columbia. 

This morning he’d been looking forward to the rescue mission and the adrenaline rush it guaranteed. But the colonel put paid to that this afternoon when he’d told him he and Lacey were going undercover. He snorted. Somebody had to be out of their frigging minds if they thought he and Lacey could sell that line of crap and persuade the baby momma to change allegiance to them. He suspected Jaquie wasn’t going to knuckle under to protect the kids, born or unborn. He knew firsthand how that went. More likely, she’d dump the little boy, probably with him and the lieutenant, and do a runner. God knows what she had planned for the one she was carrying

He switched on the windshield wipers to tackle the rain coming down, while he set his GPS to the colonel’s coordinates. He stared down at his phone and made a face. He needed to call his shinali, his father’s mother, the grandmother who’d had to raise him when he’d returned to the reservation, already bitter and cynical by the age of twelve. 

“Everything about this is wrong,” Natalie Begay had raged to his father, when a broken Woodrow Begay delivered Eagle and his brother Nathan to his own mother, rather than his wife’s mother, which would have been the norm in the matriarchal Dine society.

“I know it’s wrong, Shima,” his father had said. “But Valerie’s gone and isn’t coming back. Her mother’s a drunk and Hiram Tsosie’s in a wheelchair and they can’t raise the boys. Look, I’m sorry Valerie ran out on us, and I’m sure as hell sorry I can’t earn a living without leaving my children behind. The only job I can find is in Alaska on the north slope and I can’t take them with me.”

He and Nathan had moved in with Shinali Begay, who’d raised them in defiance of the matrilineal customs of the Dine, and it was her he’d kept close. She’d still be awake, so he punched in her number, picturing her moving around the hogan where she insisted on living, even though many Dine now lived in American-style houses.

She answered on the third ring. “Let me guess, you’re off on another training mission.” He could hear the amusement in her voice at the excuse they always used to explain their absences.

Natalie Begay was no fool.

“That we are, Shinali. I may be away for a while this time.”

His grandmother was silent for a minute. “Don’t you think you should call your father and let him know?”

Eagle stifled a sigh. “I haven’t talked to Dad since the last Night Way ceremony back in the winter. Honestly, Shinali, he doesn’t worry about me when I’m gone. Most of the time he doesn’t even know I’ve left.”

“Did you call Nathan? He worries.”

“I talked to Nathan on Sunday. He’s not going to worry either. He’s gearing up for the big expo in Santa Fe next month.” His older brother was a silversmith of considerable renown, and Eagle treasured the pieces Nathan had made him over the years.

His grandmother made a sound of displeasure. “You need to reach out to them more. It’s not your fault your family fractured, but—”

“We do fine, Shinali.”

“You should be closer to them, sharing our traditions.”

“Nathan has his wife’s family for traditions, and Dad’s not especially interested. He only came to the Night Way ceremony to please you.”

“Hmmph. Your father abandoned our ways entirely when they left the rez and she—never mind. I won’t speak ill of your mother.”

Eagle snorted. “Go ahead. I’ve spoken ill of her often enough.”

“The thing is, it’s not too late for you to rebuild what was lost. What your mother and father cost you.”

“Shinali, you did that for me when you took us in and taught us all the things young Dine men need to know. I’m fine.”

“You’ll be better when you’re back here on the rez married to a nice Dine girl.”

Eagle made a face, glad his grandmother couldn’t see him. “There’s time to think about that later. Let me do what I need to do tonight,” he said lightly. “I’ll call you when I get back.”

She wished him a good evening and Godspeed. Eagle checked the GPS and got on the expressway. The discussion with his grandmother lingered like the smell of stale onions as he sped down the nearly deserted freeway, populated tonight mostly by emergency vehicles as San Antonio took shelter from the storm. He never knew what to say to his beloved shinali when the sins of the past and her hopes for the future came up.

It happened more often than he’d like.

She was right about his parents. As far as he was concerned, they’d cost him a hell of a lot. Not that their decision to leave the rez was wrong. It was almost impossible to make a decent living there and a lot of Navajo families had moved to cities and towns with more opportunity. Eagle didn’t fault them for the move. It made financial sense.

But his mother’s abandonment and his father’s drinking? Their failure to raise him and Nathan with Dine culture and traditions? The total disintegration of their family that no amount of his grandmother’s love could make up for?

He sure as hell faulted them for that.

And his shinali’s hope for a solution wasn’t going to change anything or make up for the loss. Eagle sighed ruefully. It was his grandmother’s dearest wish for him to move back to the rez, marry a nice Dine woman, and settle down. None of which was on the horizon. He loved his work. No way was he leaving Uncle Sam’s service until at least his twenty years were up, and as much as he loved what he did, he could see himself going for twenty-five or even thirty before leaving the Army. And God forgive him, the thought of going back to the rez permanently, taking up residence there, made him break out in an itchy rash.

His shinali didn’t get it. He was Dine down to his bones and had every intention of raising his children, if there ever were any, steeped in the Navajo culture and traditions as he understood them. But he wasn’t doing it on the reservation. The reservation would always be his happy place, the place he went to rest, rejuvenate, visit a sweat lodge, and get back to his roots. He’d never want to live there. He’d do it in whatever city he found himself in at the time. He could be Dine anywhere. 

Which Natalie Begay would neither believe nor understand.

He’d left the rez as fast as he could, finagling a scholarship to the New Mexico Military Institute in Santa Fe for high school and an ROTC scholarship he’d taken across the state line to Texas A&M. Once commissioned, he’d cheerfully served wherever Uncle Sam sent him, but his happiest postings had been at bases close to or in major metropolitan areas. Even San Antonio was a little small for his taste.

He was more like his city-loving mother than he liked to admit.

He drove through the night as the expressway turned into the highway going toward Laredo. His GPS chirped and he glanced down at the phone to check his location. 

He turned off the access road and barreled down a two-lane farm-to-market road. His thoughts turned to the upcoming mission, and he wondered how much trouble he and Lacey Highsmith would have, bagging their assigned quarry and getting her across the border. He could hardly wait to get a load of Jaquie Louie. If her boyfriend was a rich trafficker, she was bound to be spoiled with a capital S. Rich, perfectly groomed and jeweled, well turned out, indulged beyond belief, used to living high off the hog with her boyfriend’s ill-gotten gains. 

It would be interesting to see if the kid was already as spoiled as his mother. Eagle was surprised she’d even brought him, especially if she was running in fear for her life. A toddler would only slow her down. She could have disappeared a lot easier without him in tow. Unless the bit about her boyfriend’s family wanting to kill them was bullshit and she was holding him hostage from his father to use as a pawn in a power play. He guessed he ought to be glad the Army in all its wisdom had decided to send Lieutenant Highsmith along with him to persuade Jaquie to talk to the authorities. He wouldn’t have had a clue what to say to the woman to secure her cooperation. Lacey would have a much easier time of it. 

They could talk princess to princess and most likely communicate fine.

He made a face at the unfair assumption. He was being tacky. A cynical smile touched his lips in the darkness of the truck. But honestly, if there ever was a patrician princess, it was Lacey Highsmith. His dick stiffened a little as he pictured her standing there this afternoon in all her snooty blonde perfection, horrified she’d sworn at a senior officer. Eagle snickered at the memory. Junior officers, especially junior officers who were also princesses, did not say such things to their superior officers. The fact she had was hilarious in the extreme.

His snicker died away and lust took its place. Princess or no, she was a looker. She was damned near as tall as he was, with long, white-blond hair and the kind of willowy figure he loved, and so exquisitely pretty it had almost taken his breath away the first time he saw her. Her classic facial features had graced many a cameo, and bright blue eyes completed the look.

But it was more than looks with Lacey. She was competent, damned competent, and ran the colonel’s office with smarts, grace, and aplomb. He wasn’t sure if the cool and unflappable aspect of her personality, which amused and irritated him at the same time, was from generations of New England breeding, or because of the upbringing she’d had in General Buck Highsmith’s household. Whatever the source, it, along with her razor-sharp intelligence, had served her well in a series of appointments as the administrative aide to a string of Very Important Colonels, Bear Bustamante being the latest.

If she continued on her current trajectory, she could someday end up a Very Important Colonel herself, lack of combat experience be damned.
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