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      Is a bittersweet tragedy enough to bring exes back together?

      Navy Captain Evan Hubbard returns to the West Coast to take command of Group 1 Navy SEALs at Coronado. His mission to clean up the team’s tarnished reputation. When a sex trafficking ring involving SEALs comes to light, Evan must decide who he can trust to help him clean house and restore honor and pride. Before he can get started, an unexpected phone call with his college-age daughter and his ex-wife throws his personal life into chaos.

      Genevieve Hubbard has spent the last twenty-one years as a schoolteacher, nine as a single-mom after her decision not to follow her husband’s career to the other side of the country. While she never stopped loving her ex-husband, she’s made a life for herself that doesn’t include him.

      Their daughter has been keeping secrets—the father’s identity from Genevieve, and her pregnancy from Evan. When tragedy strikes shortly after the baby is born, Evan and Genevieve must work together to do what is best for everyone.

      Will they find love again, or will they lose everything that is precious to them?
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      “Could that kid be old enough to be a sailor or am I just getting that fucking old?” Devlin Culver, better known as Slick, asked as he and the other five men in his squad trotted down the steps of their SEAL Team’s headquarters building.

      “I don’t know what the hell you’re bitching about. You’re the baby here.” At thirty-five, Alister Roosevelt a.k.a. Teddy, was the oldest man in their whole platoon of sixteen. Slick was only twenty-nine, but the ten years difference in chronological age between his teammate and the yeoman who just processed their leave requests was filled with classified experiences.

      As SEALs, their up close and personal contact with bullets was at the opposite end of the spectrum than that of the administrative assistant who would never hold a weapon outside of qualifying on the range. The places his team had gone, the things they’d done to accomplish the mission, were beyond the comprehension of the fresh-faced yeoman.

      But Slick was right. It seemed new recruits got younger every day. It had been seventeen years since Teddy held up his hand and swore to support and defend the United States against all enemies foreign and domestic. He’d done a hell of a lot of defending on foreign land that was for damn sure.

      “Christ, he looked like he was twelve,” Eddie, the handle they used for Travis Pierce because of his uncanny resemblance to Eddie Munster, added as they headed down the sidewalk toward the parking lot.

      “I’ll bet this is his first stop out of boot camp.” Bryce Magnum, known to them as Trojan, then corrected himself. “Okay, he had an A school somewhere, but this is his first permanent duty station.”

      “Meridian, Mississippi,” Ox announced. His real name was Walter Smith, but his girlfriend, MariBeth, was the only one who dared call him that. “I’ll bet he went back to the bayou every weekend for his momma’s home cooking while he was there.”

      Paul Huntley, who they called Shadow, chuckled. “You got that one right. His accent was so thick I had to keep asking him to repeat shit.”

      “Petty officers. Chiefs.” A thick Cajun accent added several syllables to the two ranks.

      Everyone stopped at once and slowly turned toward the young voice.

      Fuck. Teddy knew his men had overwhelmed the young admin who seemed to take forever to submit their paperwork, but since they wanted it pushed through immediately so they could leave right away, they’d tolerated the snail’s pace. If he’d forgotten to do something, it wouldn’t surprise anyone on the team.

      While they waited for the young man to catch up, Teddy checked the bright April sun, which promised a gorgeous day in the California mountains. They needed to get on the road.

      “I didn’t want to say anything inside…” The kid shuffled his feet before he tilted his head up at the tall men staring at him. The shortest at six feet, they towered over the skinny seamen apprentice. “See, I hate to ask this of you…but I don’t know anyone who…”

      Teddy had enough of this slow speech. “Just spit it out.”

      “Would any of you be needin’ a nanny?” The young man looked up at them, hope filling his eyes.

      Well, that was the last thing Teddy had expected. His gaze swept over his teammates. Slick had kids but his wife, Rozelle, had them handled. Nobody else had children.

      “Sorry, but no.” Teddy couldn’t help himself, so he asked, “Why? Does your wife or girlfriend need a job?”

      “Kinda. Jasmine, she’s my…roommate…wants to get out of the party business.” He hurried on to say, “She’s real good with kids. She comes from a big family back in the Philippines, so she’s been taking care of babies and li’l ones all her life.”

      “I thought the catering business paid pretty well. She’s not going to make that kind of money babysitting,” Slick pointed out.

      “Oh, she makes good money, but the parties are long hours. She just wants to get out of…that business and away from her cousin.” He then added, “but I’m not sure Miss Nami is really her cousin.”

      All the men froze at the well-known name of one of the most popular madams in San Diego.

      What the fuck? The SEALs exchanged another glance.

      “Well, let me get this straight. Your roommate works for Miss Nami?” Teddy clarified.

      Seamen Apprentice Fontanelle smiled hugely. “Yes. And if I can find her a different job, then I can move her out of my place and sponsor another girl. See, they come from a really bad place. Miss Nami showed me pictures. Their homes are dirt floors and wood from shipping pallets nailed together. We had poor back in Louisiana but nothin’ that bad.”

      “Sponsor?” Ox’s baffled eyes met Teddy’s.

      “Yeah. The girls are like a foreign exchange student but instead of comin’ for just one year, we can sponsor to bring them over forever ‘cuz they’re adults.” He grinned as though they all shared a secret. “So, we get adult privileges for helping them out by bringin’em here.”

      Whoa. Teddy didn’t like the sound of this. “Tell us how the sponsorship works.” He spread his feet and crossed his powerful arms over his large chest, settling in for the explanation.

      Excitedly, the young man explained as if they were interested in obtaining a girl. “There’s a bunch of other SEALs who are doing this so you wouldn’t be the only ones. Actually, that’s how I got involved. When I first got here, a couple petty officers, not on your team,” he reassured, “on another SEAL team, found out that I was…” The kid actually blushed behind his acne scars as he lowered his voice just above a whisper. “A virgin. I wasn’t real popular back in high school, and I never had a girlfriend. Heck, I’d never even been on a real date until I got here. Ma wanted me to take this girl from church to the prom, but her father wouldn’t let her go ‘cuz she was only in eighth grade.”

      The slight shift in Shadow’s step spoke volumes to the men. They’d heard more than enough of this kid’s heartbreaking story.

      “The sponsorship.” It was Eddie’s turn to redirect.

      “Oh, yeah. The petty officers, they’re like you, real babe magnets. And, well, look at me. I don’t have big muscles or a cool Trident. Even though I work over here, women totally ignore me because they know I’m not a SEAL. But those guys decided that no man who worked in Naval Special Warfare should hold a V card—that’s what they called it, but I don’t have any kind of card with a V on it. Never did. My name is Boudreau Fontanelle. There’s no V nowhere in my name.”

      “Back to the party,” Trojan interrupted the young man’s ramblings.

      “Yeah, so, they took me with them to a party at Miss Nami’s house. They’re regulars and they vouched for me. Not just anybody can go to her parties, you know.”

      Teddy was sure more than one sailor had gotten his proverbial cherry popped at one of the woman’s infamous parties. According to rumor, she knew when every ship pulled into port, every military payday was marked on the calendar, and she didn’t mind collecting the fifty-dollar cover charge at the door. Alcohol was free but her girls weren’t.

      “I’m really glad you now have a man card, but you were explaining how this sponsorship worked,” Shadow pressed. No one wanted to hear the details of the kid getting laid for the first time.

      “Okay, Miss Nami has lots of cousins who want to come to the United States to get a better life. You pay her five thousand dollars⁠—”

      “Where the hell did you get five thousand dollars on E-2 pay?” Ox interrupted.

      The younger man grinned. “I had nearly five hundred saved up so I could fly home for Ma’s birthday and Miss Nami has a friend who lent me the rest of the money.”

      All the men slowly shook their heads left to right and back.

      “I’ll just bet she did,” Trojan grumbled. “I’m afraid to ask what the interest rate would be.”

      “Jasmine helps me pay him back. She makes good tips,” Fontanelle explained.

      “No pun intended,” Eddy said under his breath.

      The yeoman’s face looked so confused it was somewhere between sad and comical.

      Slick made his hand fly upward into the air. “Space shuttle.”

      The subtext of the conversation was totally going over the young man’s head. Damn. This kid was so naïve. What the hell had he gotten himself into?

      “Getting back on task, you borrowed money from Miss Nami’s friend to pay her the five thousand dollars to bring her cousin to the United States.” Teddy raised an eyebrow. “And what do you get out of it?”

      “I get my money back.” Fontanelle shifted. “Once Jasmine got to the United States, she moved in with me. See, there’s not enough room in Miss Nami’s house, even though it’s really big and has lots of bedrooms, Jasmine can’t stay there. Since I’m sponsoring her, she has to live with me, just like a foreign exchange student. So, see, she’s my roommate, but she’s not my girlfriend. I don’t really like her that way. She does my laundry, irons my uniforms, cleans the apartment, and cooks for me. It’s not Cajun cookin’ but Filipino food isn’t all that bad. At night she goes to her job at Miss Nami’s. That is, if there’s a party. She, like the rest of the girls, works only for tips. If they charged for what they do, it’d be considered prostitution and that’s illegal.”

      “Let me guess, Miss Nami explained that to you.” Everyone except the young man in front of them understood the sarcasm in Shadow’s voice.

      “No. The SEALs who took me to the party told me how it works with the girls. Since I didn’t have any idea how much to tip them, they told me the going rate for the different things they offer.” The kid looked at his spit-shined shoes. “I’d never heard of some of that…stuff.” He raised his head smiling. “Jasmine has taught me a lot since she moved in. She’s one of the more popular girls at the parties.”

      Before the kid could start talking about sexual acts, Teddy looped him back around. “I want to hear more about the money you get back for your sponsorship.”

      “Sure. Part of Jasmine’s tips go to Miss Nami because she provides the parties, some of her money comes to me so I can pay back what I borrowed to get her here—but I’ve almost got that paid off because Jasmine makes lots of tips. Then she gives me money for rent and food. Well, Jasmine doesn’t actually give me the money because Miss Nami handles all the tips. See, since these girls grew up so poor, they don’t know how to handle money, least of all American money.” He grinned like they were all in on the same secret. “See, a roommate but with benefits.”

      “And Jasmine gets to keep the rest, right?” Ox asked hopefully.

      The young seamen apprentice looked away. “Well, there really isn’t any money left. You guys know how expensive apartments are in this area and my basic allowance for housing from the Navy isn’t very much. I need the money from Jasmine to help pay the rent and improve the apartment. My furniture was shit, but just last week I bought a new sixty-inch television…so she could watch TV during the day. It helps improve her English and she says that helps get her better tips. See, she’s a roommate, not my girlfriend.”

      Yeah, a roommate with benefits enslaved to Miss Nami and the naïve idiot in front of them.

      “Do you have a two-bedroom apartment? Is that why you want to get a new roommate?” Trojan asked the question before Teddy could.

      “No. I have a studio.” The young man glanced away before he returned his attention back to the SEALs. “Jasmine is a really nice girl, but like I said, she’s not my girlfriend. She’s pressuring me to marry her so she can get a military ID card and American citizenship.”

      “Is marrying her part of this sponsorship?” Slick asked.

      “Heck no. If I marry her, I have to pay off Miss Nami ‘cuz Jasmine doesn’t want to keep on working for her. And I don’t love her. I don’t want to marry her.” The young man sounded desperate. “I was hoping to find her a job like a live-in nanny. She’d have a place to live and make money. She could pay Miss Nami off herself…and I could sponsor another girl.”

      “Did you say other SEALs were doing this?” Incredulity laced Trojan’s voice.

      The yeoman started rattling off names. Most of them were junior enlisted men on other teams although he mentioned a few petty officers and even a chief.

      “So, are you guys interested in sponsoring one of the girls?” Seamen Apprentice Fontanelle sounded excited. “I can get you guys into the party on Friday night. The one on Thursday night is a special private deal.”

      “No,” all six men said at the same time.

      “Well, if you know of anyone who needs a good live-in nanny or you change your mind about sponsoring, you know where to contact me. I need to get back into work.” The young man stepped back and gave them a smart salute which they all returned. He did a perfect about-face and strode into the building.

      “What-the-fuck?” Shadow said the words they were all thinking.

      “Debt bondage,” Teddy clarified.

      “Call it whatever you want, but it’s human trafficking,” Ox added.

      “Fuck that. It’s sex trafficking.” Shadow continued, “Those girls have no hope in hell of ever getting away from Miss Nami.”

      “I don’t like that she’s got a bunch of SEALs involved. I don’t care that they’re relatively fresh. Most of them have been around long enough to know that shit just ain’t right. Especially that fucking chief.” Trojan said. “He’s a dirtbag. I’ve known him since BUD/S. He was in the class ahead of mine. He enjoyed giving some of my classmates not just bad but terrible advice, then laughed when they got in trouble. He told them that he was teaching them an important lesson…don’t trust anyone.”

      “What a fuckhead.” Slick sneered.

      “I’m shocked every time the asshole adds another chevron. I can’t believe they keep promoting him.” Trojan turned and spit on the grass as though he had a bad taste in his mouth.

      “We need to go tell Commander Brenner about this.” Teddy glanced over his shoulder at the building they just left.

      “If this fucks up our leave, the girls are never going to forgive us,” Slick pointed out. Their leave had been approved effective immediately. They had seven days to enjoy the cabins they’d rented in the mountains where the late-arriving spring hadn’t melted all the snow yet.

      Teddy knew what he had to do. “You guys head on up to Big Bear Lake. Shannon and I will get there as soon as we can. Just make sure the beer is cold by the time I get there.” He turned and headed back into the headquarters. He had to tell his commanding officer.
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      Navy Captain Evan Hubbard silently admired the fourth gold stripe on the black cuffs of his winter service dress uniform as he settled into the comfortable leather chair for the flight from Norfolk, Virginia to Coronado, California. He was the highest-ranking officer on the small corporate-style jet. The uniform shop had performed a miracle by adding the extra stripe within hours so he could catch the coast-to-coast military shuttle.

      The annual board had selected him for the new rank only a few weeks ago but his promotion had been expedited when Vice Admiral Trevor Maddox personally requested him to fill the position of Naval Special Warfare Group 1 Commanding Officer.

      Evan had no idea why the C.O. of all U.S. Navy SEALs wanted him in California so quickly. Special Operations was a small community to begin with and there were very few officers, especially at his level. Even though everyone knew each other, SEALs could keep a secret. No one was talking about the sudden retirement of his predecessor, Captain Johannes Desmond.

      On the other hand, everyone knew the tawdry details of why a lieutenant commander and a lieutenant on one of the teams under his command had been relieved of duty last month. Another commander of a different team—but again, one of Desmond’s—had been relieved for no-confidence last year. But there was probably more.

      During the coast-to-coast flight, Evan wondered what kind of shit show he was walking into. When the small jet circled the military airport, he stared out the window at the long strip of land that was filled with pain and joy.

      For the last nine years, he’d been an East Coast SEAL working his way through the ranks. As a lieutenant commander, he’d overseen three Troops on Team 8. When he’d been promoted to commander, he’d taken over as C.O. of the more than three-hundred SEALs and civilians on and supporting Team 2. But he’d gotten his start on the island below.

      Upon exiting the small jet, he saw a car waiting for him on the tarmac. He’d never had a driver while on U.S. soil, but his new position rated a Navy vehicle and driver. The thump of the heavy door made him realize that the SUV was hardened with bulletproof glass and a steel-reinforced body. Interesting, but he figured the added security was necessary.

      Every SEAL had a price on his head. As the C.O. of Group 1, his still-thick, but lightly salted hair and hard skull were probably very valuable.

      It had been years since he’d been back for any longer than a few days. The familiar water automatically drew his attention, but when they started down Sherman Road he noticed the condition of the golf course and wondered how soon he could get a tee time. Although he’d only recently taken up golf, he knew most senior officers used the sport to get to know their counterparts and superiors, hoping for favorable memories at promotion time.

      Just before Evan had moved from Coronado the last time, he’d decided to make the Navy a career, hoping they’d keep him until he wore stars. That decision had lost him his wife and daughter, but his original goals had always remained the same.

      Where the street changed names, his eyes automatically shot to the dense civilian housing on his left. His gaze held on the small stucco house a few blocks from the gate with beautiful views of the ocean. It’d been his home, no, their home, for many years.

      Glancing at his watch, he wondered if Genevieve was home. Of course she wasn’t. It was only midafternoon Pacific time. He readjusted his watch since he’d be living in California for the unforeseen future.

      Evan wondered if his daughter was also at work. Kylie had seemed extremely unsettled lately when they talked on the phone. He hadn’t gotten to see her at Christmas because it was Genevieve’s turn for that holiday. Besides, he’d flown Ky out to Virginia Beach for the long Thanksgiving weekend. She’d seemed especially nervous about her finals, so he wasn’t surprised when she spent most of her time in her room studying. New Year’s Day, he and Gen had agreed that it would be all right for their daughter to take off a semester and work while she decided on a major.

      He was anxious to see his little girl once again. Although it had been five months, they talked at least every 3 to 4 weeks. Lately, the conversations had been relatively short because one or the other was headed to work or had just come home from a busy day.

      The Navy gave him thirty days leave, but as C.O. of a SEAL Team with hundreds of his men deployed all over the world at the same time, he hadn’t taken a week straight in over three years. Maybe he and Kylie could take a vacation together. He’d heard there were some great resorts in Puerto Vallarta.

      He shook his head. He’d heard about those resorts twenty years ago. And eighteen years ago. And again, fifteen ago…from Genevieve. She’d always wanted him to take off an entire week, and they’d go to one of those fancy resorts and do nothing but eat great food, swim, and make love.

      They’d never made it to Mexico...together. He’d been down there on a mission, rescuing a representative of the State Department from one of the cartels. He wasn’t sure if Genevieve had made it beyond Tijuana. When they were younger, he’d take care of Kylie for a day while she and her girlfriends went south of the border and bought Mexican junk. Evan doubted she knew it, but several of his men always followed her to make sure she was safe.

      He’d take his daughter to Hawaii instead.

      As the street skirted the beautiful old Hotel Del Coronado with its white porches and balconies, Evan smiled to himself as he remembered taking Kylie to brunch there when he’d come to California for her high school graduation…and meetings at NSW headquarters.

      Understandably, she’d wanted to hang out with her friends, certainly not her father, so he didn’t feel bad when he had to spend most of his time on base. They’d found a few hours for supper at the area’s famous seafood restaurant, and she’d regaled him with stories about school, her friends, her plans for the summer, and her excitement to start college in the fall.

      She looked all grown up in her pretty blue sundress with yellow flowers that matched her hair, the same color as her mother’s. Fortunately, she’d also gotten her mother’s beautiful face and amber eyes.

      Had that really been almost two years ago?

      He’d take her to brunch just as soon as he could get reservations.

      Evan felt terrible because he hadn’t called her before he left Virginia. Everything happened so fast. Thankfully, his good friend, Captain Micah Reid, and his new wife, Berit, were down visiting her son and grandbaby. They saved his ass. Micah had formally promoted Evan to captain and Berit took over organizing his household move.

      Thank God he’d rented with the military transfer clause. He’d already been assigned one of the largest houses on the Coronado base and all his furniture would be moved in within ten days.

      Micah was so lucky to have found such a wonderful woman. Evan wondered if there was someone still out there for him.

      A twinge of worry swept through him. As the commanding officer of Group 1, he had a certain social standing that he was expected to maintain. Thankfully, he wouldn’t be the only C.O. without a wife to act as hostess. Marriages in the SEALs rarely enjoyed longevity.

      His friend and mentor, Vice Admiral Trevor Maddox, was the exception. At least he had been, until his lovely wife of twenty-five years had been taken from this earth too soon. It had been five years since Evan had gone to Carol’s funeral. Pancreatic cancer had taken her very quickly. He’d have to ask Trevor about his two sons and daughter.

      The beach narrowed as they neared the Basic Underwater Demolition/SEAL Training facility, better known as BUD/S. Evan, like every single SEAL no matter what rank, had to pass the same twelve months of initial training that started in those white buildings in front of him. With a washout rate of eighty-five percent, only the best of the best ever got to wear the Trident.

      As he stepped out of the car he drew in a deep breath of warm April air, smelling the Pacific Ocean which, yes, smelled different than the Atlantic. He stared at the headquarters building. The gold trident, rows upon rows of ribbons, and jump wings that he wore over his left breast suddenly weighed heavily upon him. When he stepped inside that building, he was going to be in charge of more than a thousand men trained just like him. All of them willing to do whatever it took to accomplish the mission.

      He just hoped he didn’t fuck it up.

      “Good afternoon, Ms. Merkel,” Evan said to the woman at the large oak desk positioned in front of the last two doors at the end of the hall. He didn’t need to see her nameplate to know her name. Marta had been seated at that desk for over a decade. Before that, she’d occupied several in the headquarters office.

      “Captain Hubbard.” She stressed the first word as she looked up from her typing and smiled. “It’s good to have you here and nice to see you again. Vice Admiral Maddox is on the phone with the Pentagon, but I expect him to finish in…” She glanced at the time in the corner of her large computer screen. “Six minutes. Have a seat. If you want coffee, you know where it is.”

      Evan chuckled to himself as he wandered over to the coffee station, grabbing a much-needed cup. His body was ready for supper, but it wouldn’t be the first time a major meal had been delayed. He’d live. Before he sat down, she handed him a folder.

      “Today’s itinerary is on the top. You have fifteen minutes with Vice Admiral Maddox followed by a five-minute greeting with Rear Admiral Finger. Your temporary aide, Lieutenant Commander Jeffrey Harrison, who is recovering from knee surgery, will show you to your new office and get you set up with your new computer and sat phone. You are to have drinks and supper with Vice Admiral Maddox tonight. If you’ve already made plans that conflict with those, discuss it with him.”

      “Thank you, ma’am.” Evan wanted to smile but withheld it. That was Marta. Always the efficient gatekeeper. When she returned to her work, he watched her in his peripheral vision.

      Her age was starting to show, but, fuck, so was his. She was still a beautiful woman in her early fifties. Her dark brown hair draped stylishly over her shoulders, the ends curling under softly from her chin to her modest scooped-neck blouse. She’d always had a light, natural tan.

      “Are you still surfing?” He hoped his casual question didn’t interrupt something important.

      Her broad smile accented by laugh lines told him that he didn’t need to worry.

      “Every chance I get, which hasn’t been often enough lately. My beach time these days is usually yoga at sunrise.” She stopped typing and stared at him for a long minute. “Genevieve is in the class, too. In full disclosure, we often grab coffee together afterward. We’re friends. Good friends. I know this transfer was quick, and rest assured, I haven’t mentioned it to her. She didn’t mention it to me either, so I take it you didn’t call her or let Kylie know you’re moving here?”

      “No,” he admitted sheepishly. “I intend to call Kylie as soon as I get a free minute. I’m hoping we can go out for a drink in the next few days.” He waved the folder. “Can we schedule that in for me?” He smiled and hoped it softened his guilt.

      The edges of her eyes tightened, accenting the fine fan lines in the corners. “You know,” she said very quietly, “the baby is due⁠—”

      “Captain Hubbard.” The booming voice behind her drowned out her last words. “Damn, it’s good to see you.” Vice Admiral Trevor Maddox held out his hand for a shake then pulled Evan into his office.

      Evan was still reeling. Baby? He must’ve misunderstood. Gen was having a baby? At her age? Was that even safe? Fuck. She was forty-two, no, forty-three years old. And when the hell had she remarried? And to who?

      “Have a seat, Evan.” The vice admiral’s order severed Evan’s thoughts of his ex-wife. He took the chair across the desk from his mentor. “Thanks for getting out here so quickly. I hate leaving any position empty.”

      “I usually prefer that my commanding officers have a few days at least for transition.” The Vice Admiral frowned. “I’m also sorry that there won’t be a formal change of command. Captain Desmond has already cleared out.” He scowled. “And good riddance.”

      Evan hesitated, wondering if he should ask what happened, when the man wearing three stars on his shoulders sitting across the desk shook his head as he continued.

      “Sometimes, I wonder how some of these douchebags get promoted. He had no management skills whatsoever. The men had lost their pride in the Trident and replaced it with an attitude of entitlement, and dickhead Desmond was the worst. That kind of shit rolls downhill so it’s no wonder the men were getting in trouble all over the world. He’s made them believe that they are Gods and deserve anything they want, including women stationed in the same camp.”

      He shook his head again. “Everything you need to know is in that folder. Your eyes only.”

      Fuck. This was not going to be pretty.

      Evan quickly leafed through the stack of Nonjudicial Punishment summaries. If most of these have been brought to him, he would’ve told the commanding officers to request a court-martial. NJP was far too kind for some of the shit that these men were pulling. These men got a slap on the wrist rather than years in jail. He stopped at one the vice admiral had personally conducted.

      “I know Commander Brenner. I can’t believe one of his men got in this kind of trouble and Brenner didn’t slap his ass in the brig.” Evan pulled the sheet of paper from the stack.

      The vice admiral leaned back in his chair and let out a long breath. “To be honest with you, I couldn’t decide whether to give Chief Huntley a medal or fry his ass. Yes, he disobeyed a direct order. But, he took official leave, then, on his own dime, he flew to Costa Rica and single-handedly rescued the woman they’d accidentally left behind nearly a year before. Their mission had been to rescue three nuns from the Los Moreco cartel, which they did. It wasn’t until they were nearly home, they’d been told about the female doctor from the hospital run by Doctors Without Borders just outside their camp who’d also been taken. In truth, he completed the mission.”

      The man Evan respected most in all the Navy rubbed his temples with the tips of his fingers then looked out the large windows toward BUD/S. “I wish every man out there was more like him. He did the right thing. Unfortunately, he didn’t do it the Navy way. But tell that to Dr. Madlen Lucine who was captured and tortured by the cartel for nearly a year, doing whatever she had to do to stay alive, praying for the day she’d be rescued.” When he returned his gaze to Evan, his eyes slammed shut. “No one was going back for her.”

      A soft beep filled the quiet room.

      Vice Admiral Maddox inhaled slowly. “Speaking of Reece, he’s my next appointment. We’ll talk more tonight. This is going to require drinks. Maybe several.”
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