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      Grab some wine and get ready for spicier, sinful, sexy fun with Bishop, Yanira, and the team from TN Seal Security Nashville Division.

      

      Are you signed up for my newsletter?

      

      Join today and find out all the latest in new releases, contests, giveaways, sneak peeks, and more.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Synopsis

          

        

      

    

    
      Investigating a murder put her in danger, but can she ignore the attraction to the man who vows to protect her?

      Yanira

      The last thing I expected when I turned in my story was to find myself in the middle of a murder. When I’m assigned a bodyguard, I wasn’t prepared to go toe-to-toe with the man. As a journalist I have to remain objective, but I have opinions and suspicions of my own. I’m determined to find out what’s going on, even if my new, sexy bodyguard would prefer I let others handle it.

      Bishop

      A night of blowing off steam with my friends quickly changes course when a feisty woman lands in my arms. From the moment I lay eyes on her I’m certain of two things. One, she’s in grave danger, and two, she’s as irresistible as she is bossy. I’m trained to defend and protect, but no one trained me how to handle a woman like her.

      Will Bishop and Yanira be able to find the killer before he finds her? Or will the sexual tension compromise their search?

      Grab your copy of Protecting Yanira now and indulge in a romantic suspense unlike anything you’ve ever read. If you enjoy military romances, damsels in distress, forced proximity, and steamy romance, then this is a series you don’t want to miss.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue:

          

          Unknown

        

      

    

    
      I smiled at my latest work. I put too much time and effort into this plan for anything to mess up what I’ve built. 

      So many years stuck in the same position because of bullshit higher-ups not letting my stories get the shine they deserved. It is laughable how they run around and push that bitch Yanira into the spotlight, but a rude awakening is coming, and I plan to make my name the biggest story the paper has ever seen. 

      So many years of getting pushed aside, ignored, and not having a family that loved me. I had to work extra hard, even though many people forgot about me, except for one person who always had my back. 

      My stomach growled as I continued to stir cream in the coffee. 

      Today I’d planned to force the editor to hear me out during our meeting. The latest rumblings were that the owner would run a story that could hurt people who have supported me. A string of issues had popped up, making headlines that had me on edge, and only one person could have planted those stories. If I could make it all disappear, I’d be one step closer to the future I’d always wanted. My family would be surprised at how far I’d come if they hadn’t thrown me away.

      “You listening?” Yanira asked.

      “Huh?”

      “I said thanks for making the coffee this morning.” Yanira held the cup to her red lips and smiled, showing off her perfect white teeth before she left the breakroom. 

      I gritted my teeth as she laughed at something one of the other writers said. Everybody at the newspaper was blind to her lies. It was almost impossible to get a step up in this business unless you were Yanira. I didn’t fall for her fakeness and knew it was time to make the world aware of who she truly was. All it would take was one little accident, and Yanira would be out of my life for good.

      I gazed at the clock on the wall and smirked at how the steps I put in place were slowly panning out in my favor. Not in a hurry, I carried my cup and went to hear the latest gossip  and read over my notes before the conference call.
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      Friday night

      “You work too late, Nira,” Mom fussed. 

      I rubbed my eyes, then pushed a pen into the middle of my bun and shoved my glasses up my nose. “Mom, it’s not even eleven pm.” I chuckled and tossed a piece of crumpled paper in the trash can. Long hours were expected for reporters, and my mother complained even though I’d been doing this for years. 

      Mom sighed and muttered, “You know I worry.” 

      I lifted my gaze from the computer screen. “Why are you up so late?” 

      “Your brother needed someone to watch Artemis Jr.”

      “Where did he fly to now?”

      I grew up in a family where everyone knew what the others were doing thanks to our family chat thread. My brother was a doctor and had taken his wife on vacation, but I figured they were back in town now. Artemis was older at thirty-seven, and we were close. Growing up our parents instilled in us to have each other's backs no matter what was happening in the world. 

      “He took Naarah to New York for a two-day visit,” Mom replied, and I heard a door click.

      “Are you checking the locks?”

      Edda and Ozzy Thornton lived a modest life. When my brother left the Navy and became a doctor, he offered to buy them a bigger house, but they wanted to stay in the home we grew up in.

      “Always. When are you leaving?” 

      I swung my head lazily to the other side of the office and checked the clock on the wall. “Soon. I have a few more things to type up.”

      “All right, little girl. Don’t be too late.”

      I stretched out my arms, then flipped through the piles of papers on my desk. “I promise, old lady.” 

      “This old lady can still get down,” Mom teased.

      I glanced out the window. There was loud music from the club across the street. I rose up to see the crowd move in and out of the door. Shaking  my head, I sat down and tossed my half-eaten sandwich in the trash.

      The chocolate almond butter smoothie I brought to work was nearly gone as I closed my eyes. “Goodnight, Mom. I’ll call you tomorrow.”

      “Goodnight. Don’t stay there too late.”

      Her overprotectiveness made me smile, so I disconnected the call. Sliding my cell into my purse, I crossed my legs and stared at the story on the screen. 

      After researching for a few weeks and interviewing some tenants, I found out the mayor was taking bribes. It was on its way to being the best work I’d ever published at The Washington Tribune. 

      My eyes were weary from looking at the screen for so long. It was another night of me being here alone. It was almost ten at night, and usually, I left around midnight. The noise from the club adjacent to our building was annoying. It was nonstop, with cars driving up and down the street, drunk women and men fighting, and trash on the street every morning. 

      I typed the final touches on the mayor’s expose, hit save, and printed a copy. I moved to my email and sent a backup of the story to myself. I shut down the computer, grabbed my purse, and packed my things to leave. 

      I dropped the empty cup in the trash, grabbed my coat off the rack, and slid my arms into each sleeve. Closing my door, I glanced around the empty cubicles in the office. I sighed—another night of working rather than hanging out with my friends. The editor-in-chief was an asshole and hated it when I challenged him on the direction of my stories. I knew what I wanted to convey, and he couldn’t get behind me bringing up these issues because he was friends with the mayor. But he needed to be told, and I didn’t fall in line like every other writer on staff. 

      As I trekked down the corridor, I noticed the chief’s lamp was on. He usually left around six or seven. “I’m shocked,” I muttered, holding the story tightly in my hand. 

      I knocked on the door with no response. After knocking again, I pushed the door slowly.

      My mouth fell open in shock at the sight that greeted me. “Everett?”

      I dropped the papers on the floor before rushing toward his body and checking for a pulse. 

      “Oh, my God, he’s dead.” 

      A letter opener protruded from his back and blood was splattered around the room. 

      “I need to call the police.” I reached for the phone and paused. It would be best to use my cell back in my office. I knew from reports that fingerprints could be picked up.

      I raced from the office and down the hall, peering at my office. I froze when I saw my door half-open. I knew I shut and locked it behind me before leaving. Cautiously, I moved to see who was inside. My foot caught on something, which fell with a thump. I cursed under my breath as I looked down at the trash can. 

      The ruffling in my office stopped, which caused me to back up. Heart thumping, I ran toward the elevators and banged on the call button for security. I hit the button for the doors again, and, as I looked back to the hallway, I saw a shadowy figure dressed in black.

      I screamed as a bullet hit the wall and exploded next to my head. I dropped to the ground and scooted toward the exit stairs as another gunshot exploded behind me. I shoved the exit doors open then sprinted down the ten flights of stairs from my office. I heard the door open above me, and a third gunshot rang out. 

      “Shit!”

      My breath was ragged and my chest pounded as sweat dripped down my face. My anxiety increased as I remembered my purse was in the chief’s office. 

      Finally, I made it to the exit and pushed open the door. I surged forward and ran into the alley, turned left, and crashed into a hard body.

      I screamed, scratched, and struggled in his grip. “Let me go!”

      My brother always taught me to leave a mark on the person that tried to hurt me.

      “Hey, calm down,” a deep, gruff voice commanded.

      I tried to shove him away, but his grip only got tighter. “You’re trying to kill me! Help! Let me go!”

      “Who’s after you?” He finally released me.

      I shook my head, wiped my tears, and looked behind me. “My boss. He’s…”

      The man’s brow hiked. “He’s what?”

      “He’s dead.” The realization hit me like a ton of bricks.

      He moved me to the side. “Wait here.” 

      I gripped his arm. “No! You can’t. They have guns.”

      He stared at me for a moment before nodding. “Where do you work?” 

      “The newspaper. Washington Tribune.”

      “Yo, Bishop, you forgot your wallet.” A tall, muscular guy approached, his brows furrowed as he looked at the man he’d called Bishop, along with another man next to him. “What’s going on?” 

      Bishop gazed at me. “I don’t know. She ran from the alley and said her boss is dead.”

      The man handed Bishop his wallet. “Are you sure?”

      I nodded, and Bishop walked toward the alley. “Wait. I should call the police.” 

      “Whoever’s in the alley should be afraid of Bishop,” the tall man remarked as Bishop disappeared. “I’m Maddux, and that’s Bishop and Soaquan.” He held a hand out for me to shake.

      I hesitated before I shook it. “Um, Yanira.” 

      Soaquan chucked his head up at me.

      Bishop came back around the alleyway as two police cars arrived. The officers jumped out and headed into the building.

      “Did you call the police?” I questioned, surprised they got here so quickly.

      Bishop removed his phone and texted. “No, but maybe somebody in the building did.”

      “Oh.”

      “I didn’t see anyone in the alley. Are you sure someone followed you?” Bishop asked as he finished his text.

      Before I could reply, an ambulance approached, and paramedics headed inside the building. A second later, another car pulled up, and Otto, the security guard supervisor, jumped out, making a beeline for me. “Yanira, did you hear?”

      I nodded and hugged myself. “Everett is dead.” 

      Otto thrust his jaw forward. “Who called you?” 

      I bit my bottom lip. “I found him.” I closed my eyes and recalled the terrible vision of him slumped over his desk. 

      Otto’s eyes widened. “Damn.” He turned to the two men by my side. “Who are you?” 

      “This is Maddux and Bishop. I ran into them after someone shot at me.”

      Otto’s head jerked back in confusion. “Wait. Shot at you?” 

      The paramedics came out of the building as the news outlets arrived.

      “You might be the last person who saw him,” Maddux pointed out.

      I shook my head, trying to absorb everything. “I left my purse.”

      “In your office?” Otto asked.

      “No, Everett’s office. I ran out and went to my office.” I still hadn’t made sense of things.

      A muscle ticked in Otto’s jaw. “And what happened?” 

      “Otto!” another guard shouted.

      “I shut and locked my door, but when I returned, it was slightly open.” The night air became colder and cars blasted their horns.

      Bishop’s gaze narrowed on me. “Are you sure you locked it behind you?” 

      “I’m positive. What if whoever did this has my address?”

      “Otto! The police want to talk,” the guard called again. 

      Otto sighed and rubbed a hand down his face. “Yanira, stay here, and I’ll get a police officer to escort you home.” 

      “I can take her home,” Bishop volunteered.

      I shook my head. “I can take myself.”

      The police approached us. “Otto, we need a list of everyone who works here.” 

      Otto gestured to me. “This is Yanira Thornton. She worked late tonight and discovered the body.”

      The officer turned to me. “I’m Officer Owen,” he said, pulling out his notepad and pen and scribbling my name. “What can you tell us about tonight, Yanira?”

      Flashes of light blinded me. I covered my eyes and backed up as cameras were pushed in my face.

      “Can you tell us what happened here tonight!” a reporter questioned.

      “Hey, back up!” Officer Owen shouted, waving his hands at the crowd.

      “Can she come down to the station tomorrow?” Bishop suggested to the officer.

      Office Owen frowned. “Who are you?” 

      “Bishop!” 

      Everyone turned at the sound of Bishop’s name.

      “I was waiting for y’all to come back to the bar.” Another muscular man with a low-cut fade jumped into the situation. He looked like a Greek god.

      “Can I come by tomorrow? It’s been a lot,” I said with a weary sigh. 

      Officer Owen closed his notepad and put his pen in his front pocket. “Come as soon as you can tomorrow.” He pulled two business cards out of his pocket and handed one to Bishop and me.

      “Thank you.” 

      Otto rubbed my arm in comfort, then pulled me in for a hug. “Are you sure you're fine?” Otto had been a great friend. We’d gone to lunch together a few times.

      I gave him a quick hug. “I’m fine, I promise.” 

      “Bishop, right?” Otto reached his hand out, and they shook.

      The tall man who knew Bishop and Maddux frowned. “What did I miss?”

      “Cairo, this is Yanira. She discovered her boss dead,” Bishop explained.

      “Did you call the guys?” Cairo inquired. All three of them left me speechless with their broad shoulders, chiseled jawlines, and muscular build.

      Bishop pointed around the corner. “She said she was being chased from the alley.”

      “We can drop her off,” Maddux suggested.

      Bishop narrowed his eyes at Maddux. “I’ll drop her off.”

      I looked between them. “I can call my friend to pick me up,” I insisted. I reached for my cell and remembered it was in my purse. “Shit!”

      Bishop’s mouth thinned. “What is it?”

      “My phone is in my purse.” I groaned, planting my hands on my hips.

      “Bishop and Soaquan will drop you off. I’ll look into what happened with your boss,” Cairo told me.

      “How? Are you the police?” They weren’t in uniform unless they were off duty.

      “No, we're security. Ex-Navy SEAL,” Bishop said, removing his keys from his pocket. 

      My eyes widened. “My brother was in the Navy.”

      “Good for him.” Bishop walked toward his car.

      “What’s his name?” Cairo asked, following him.

      “Artemis Thornton.” 

      All eyes snapped to me like I'd said something wrong. My brother had told a few stories of his time, but nothing concerning issues with his team members.

      “Doc Thornton is your brother?” Cairo shook his head and chuckled.

       I smiled as I thought of my older brother being a pain in the ass when I was younger. “Yes. He’s out of town with his wife.”

      “I haven’t seen Artemis since I moved back to the city,” Maddux commented, brushing a hand down his cheek. His dimples would have any woman begging for his time.

      “You worked together?” I asked eagerly.

      “We all worked with him,” Maddux responded.

      Bishop cocked his chin up. “Are you coming?” he called from a Jeep.

      “He’s pleasant,” I said wryly. 

      Cairo handed me his business card. “I’ll be in touch. And tell Artemis to call me.” Cairo came across like a protective brother.

      I nodded, flipping the card back and forth. “I will.”

      “Cairo, call me tomorrow. The mayor called about a job,” Bishop said.

      I strolled toward the Jeep and climbed into the passenger seat. Bishop closed the door and Soaquan sat in the back, focusing on his phone while Bishop flipped on the lights and fastened his seatbelt. 

      “What did the mayor want?” Soaquan asked.

      Bishop started the car. “We can talk about it tomorrow.” 

      Hearing the mayor’s name reminded me of my story. The car started to pull into the lane, and I grasped Bishop’s arm. “Stop!”

      He hit the brakes. “What the fuck?”

      “I need to get my bag from upstairs.” I could tell from his glare that he regretted the offer to take me home.

      I hopped out as they yelled for me to wait.

      “She’s going to get herself killed,” Bishop fussed as he put the car in park.
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