







CHAPTER ONE










“WOULD YOU BE willing to make a baby with me?”


It didn't matter that Elijah spent his whole life trying to anticipate the variety of curveballs existence could throw at him; absolutely nothing prepared him for the question Savannah Blake asked when they'd picked up their coffee and walked to the park. 


“What?” Of the things on his short list of what they would talk about, her question hadn't made the top one thousand. He stopped dead in his tracks, analyzing her body language for any sign that she was messing with him. She wasn’t one to mince her words, and her favorite thing in the world was to say shocking things that left people appalled, just for their reaction. But at this moment, she was comically stumbling headfirst over her words.


“Donate your sperm, I mean, for an in-office insemination.” Her hands flailed around, making alarming gestures as he struggled to understand what was happening. 


“When you said you had something to run past me, this was that idea?”


Her mouth open and closed without any words. Finally, her shoulders lifted in a sheepish shrug. “I mean, look at you—you clearly are gifted with fantastic genetics.” This time, her hand motioned from his head to his feet. 


 “If you want to ask me to marry you, Savannah, there are better ways. You didn’t have to bring my sperm into this.” He smirked as her face blossomed in a shade of red he didn't know existed for her skin tone.


A strangled noise came from her throat as she winced.


Savannah was blushing. 


Wow, this was top-tier entertainment right here. Who knew that was possible? And the way she prattled on? One more comment from him and she might ditch the idea altogether. When she raised her iced coffee to press it against her cheeks, he quit fighting the grin that spread across his face.


“Absolutely no. Not marriage. Listen.” Clearing her throat, she swooped her long, blonde hair off her neck, using the moment to regain her composure. “Since I met you, you’ve never had so much as a sniffle. You have the immune system of an ethereal being. Your family all look like they are employed by modeling agencies. And none of you are psycho…yet.” He choked back a snort. A look of horror replaced her embarrassment. “You are enjoying watching me struggle with this, you sick, twisted male.” Her fist connected with his shoulder in a solid thump. “I had to hype myself for this with a hardcore mirror pep talk. I told myself that you, one of my best friends, wouldn’t mock me.”


A laugh bubbled up. “No, it's just that I have never seen you be anything but confident and self-assured. Whatever is happening here is incredibly endearing.” He took a swig of coffee to gather his thoughts. “Let me get this straight. You want to have babies, but no husband?”


His babies, but without him.


“A husband’s not really an option for me right now, is it?” The deep sigh welled from within her. “I’ve always wanted to be a mom, and thirty isn’t far away for me. Nowadays, there are medical ways to try...” Her eyes pinched closed briefly. “I don’t want to die not having done something that mattered. This means a lot to me. And I know you’ll be chill about it, unlike other guys who might have demands.”


In an unexpected way, he was flattered. Truly. “Tell me more about what is involved and what is expected of me…” He paused, raising his eyebrows as he searched for the right term. “In this arrangement.”


Her posture straightened. “Well, you’d go to the doctor’s office with me and provide them with a specimen in a sterile container, which they would then use to fertilize the egg in hopes of me delivering a child forty weeks later—give or take a week.”


Elijah’s hand brushed across his neck. When they became friends in college, he’d gone on a casual date with her once, but she’d been committed to a string of boyfriends until they graduated. After that, she focused on her career as a journalist, disappearing for four years. Now that she was back, they’d reconnected in Dallas and enjoyed one another’s company enough to see each other twice a month.


“You don’t have to decide right this second. I’m just trying to get a feel for my options.” Her hand swiped down her face as she grunted. “That didn’t sound right. But I do want to try soon, if that’s a possibility. There’s no guarantee that the process will work for me the first time or ever. We can have a contract in place so you will know that I won’t come after you legally for child support or anything. This isn’t entrapment.”


The speed of her words ramped up like it did when she got nervous, so he threw an arm around her shoulders. “Savvy, I will think about it. I promise. I just really was not expecting you to ask me that.”


“Well, we can talk about work, too. No reason not to.”


His arm dropped from her shoulder as they strolled through the park. “Are you doing okay? Life is short, but as long as I’ve known you, you’ve never been without options.”


“Actually, I’m really good. Knowing I can explore what I want without desperately rushing into a doomed relationship has been freeing for me.” The Savannah he knew had returned full force. Always researching and gaining control of situations.


“So that means no more Applesauce Guy?” Elijah asked casually. Please say he’s gone.


Her expression scrunched with distaste. “Dating other journalists has always been a recipe for disaster. And that guy was a big trainwreck.”


“Why? Because he didn’t want to donate his sperm?” Elijah watched her out of the corner of his eye as she swung at him again. Laughing, he threw his arm up to deflect hers. She had put some weight behind that one.


“No, jerk. I didn’t ask him that. Seeing him eat an applesauce pouch outside his parents’ house before dinner like a child was the first red flag. I shouldn’t have even gone inside with him to that family dinner as a pity date. His family got my number somehow and wouldn’t stop calling me to ask when we were going to get married.” Her body shook with a shiver. “Ugh.”


“A bloodbath of red flags.”


Her hazel eyes widened. “The reddest of red rivers.” A sigh came out. “A lot of the guys I date are fun to be with, but terrible long-term quality. I’m sincerely doubting my judgment. Anyway. Moving on. Do your in-depth processing and deep thinking thing about my question and get back to me when you’re ready. I’m not in a rush to flip my world upside down, but I don’t want to wait a year either.”


“Understood,” Elijah said, snapping out a salute, which she hated.


Mom and Dad would love grandkids. And wouldn’t they be livid if they heard he had a mini-me out there and he’d signed his rights away? He almost smiled picturing how it would detonate any family holiday. His siblings might appreciate him stealing the attention for once.


“Oh hey, Houston and Noah send their thanks again for putting that article out for us. It’s a litmus test, so we’ll need frequent updates on the numbers and reactions you get,” Elijah said.


Savannah nodded. “Yeah, terrifying stuff you found in your research. But my editor was happy to have it.”


Elijah lifted his coffee to his lips. If only she knew how real it all was.


“My editor—”


Pounding feet running up behind them came faster than normal. His left hand landed on her waist and pushed her so she stumbled into the grass with a squeak. Glancing over his shoulder, his right hand palmed his gun in his belt holster.


When he turned on his heel to face the assailant, it was a huffing runner sprinting past.


His old habits didn’t die, hard or soft. “Sorry—”


Her manicured finger pressed against his lips. “Don’t do it. Don’t you apologize for who you are. Not to me. You didn’t karate chop this one in the throat. You just let him continue suffering…” She tilted her head in the runner’s direction. “Through his morning torture session.”


“Progress, I guess.” His sigh eased the tension in his chest. That’s right. Savannah had been with him when he attacked that guy after his discharge from the Navy. Somehow, even after that misunderstanding, she was still his friend.


“Listen, Elijah. One day your instincts are going to save our lives, so don’t think twice about spilling a little coffee over that.” Her assessing gaze analyzed him.


His brisk nod was the most agreement she’d get from him on it. The smile on her face made it seem like she was happy and relaxed for the first time in months. Who was he to ruin that for her with a disagreement?


“Maybe next time, we can sit in that coffee shop you like, so you can have your back to the wall.”


He shook his head. “I enjoy being outside. Fresh air is better than staring at the computer screen.”


“You know, I think the outdoors makes my vanilla lavender latte taste better, too. I promised myself that this time I would shake things up and order something new, but—”


“You can’t do that. Winter is not a time for finding new favorite drinks. That’s summertime business. Winter is for comfort and familiarity.” Elijah looped her free hand under his arm and guided her off the path so bicyclists could pass by. “Besides, you’ve been drinking a vanilla lavender latte since before it was cool.”


“A creature of comfort.”


More like a woman desperate for some kind of normalcy in her ever-changing, busy life.


“So what were you saying?” Elijah asked.


Eyebrows drawing together, Savannah thought for a second. “Oh, my editor wants a follow-up piece on the China-Russia alliance. I figured your team would be a great source for further information. I reached out to my political contacts, but haven’t heard anything yet. He thought we could hit the story hard while readers are paying attention.”


Elijah nodded. “Shouldn’t be a problem. How is work?”


Her nose scrunched. “I’m in a slump, I guess. I moved over to the political column last year so I could quit with the ridiculous hours and shady informants. My attempt at being more domestic.”


His mocking expression of surprise had her bumping his shoulder with hers as she gave an annoyed grunt. Savannah’s phone rang, interrupting them. Elijah stood with his back to a tree. When she didn’t get off the phone quickly, he pulled out his phone and checked his texts.


Houston had called a meeting in an hour. And he needed to get going if he’d make it to the compound in time. Quietly, he walked over to where Savannah was deep in a conversation and placed his hand against her back, moving her with his body language towards the parking lot.


The bosses would want an update on The Eagle—information that wasn’t easy to come by. When they reached the end of the path, Savannah covered the mouthpiece of her phone and mouthed her apology.


“I have a meeting with the bosses at the office. Call me about the next article. And I’ll have an answer for you soon about my sperm,” Elijah said with a wink and a quick peck on her cheek.


Savannah’s smile brightened, and she nodded.


He ducked into his car, turning on the audio of recent suspect interviews his teammates had conducted on the way over to the compound. The Eagle was a high-end forger they had identified as the source of legitimate-looking legal documents. They had stumbled upon his work in a secret bunker in Oregon. Houston had taken the lead on the interviews since he had years of interrogation experience, and Jude went with him since he knew forgeries.


Houston excelled at intimidating people, professionally and accidentally. These government workers they were talking to had to be ready to pee in their pants as he explained the fines and prison time that came with even knowing that someone was using government resources to forge documents, much less forging themselves.


The Eagle would be smart, hiding in plain sight, not easily shaken, and loaded with money or cryptocurrency.


Their CIA joint-task force had installed extra software on all the passport machines to monitor the activity to see if the machines were running off hours and the evidence was being erased.


Inside the compound, the aroma of breakfast hit him when he opened the door. Elijah sighed. He could eat Jude’s cooking every day and never tire of it.


But when he walked into the kitchen, it wasn’t Jude at the stovetop. It was Noah.


Elijah flinched.


Noah and his girlfriend Lexi had been taking cooking classes together lately since neither of them had learned the skill growing up. Noah had insisted on practicing on the team, because Lexi agreed that once one of them got good enough, they could stop taking the classes.


Elijah didn’t know how Lexi was doing, but Noah needed more classes. Not that Elijah was exceptional, but he got by.


“Hey, man. Breakfast week at Magic in the Kitchen?” Elijah snagged a piece of bacon from the plate.


Almost burned, but that was okay.


Noah wiped his forehead and grunted. “This class was supposed to be fun. She never told me there’d be homework…and tests.”


He choked on his bite. “Tests?”


“Yeah, the Magic teacher deemed Lexi and me worthy of practicing outside of class.” As he was talking, Elijah picked up a pancake, sniffed it, and tore off a piece. “It’s not like following a recipe is hard.”


Edible and surprisingly tasty. With a nod, Elijah picked up the rest of the pancake from where he’d hidden it in the pile. “Yeah, that tastes good. You’re getting there, bro. You and Lexi might be domesticated yet.”


“Hey, Wolf-man, can I see you for a second?” Felix poked his head around the corner.


Elijah grabbed another pancake off the stack and followed Felix into the hallway. Felix lifted up a card. “Do you think ‘I’m sorry your friend died’ would be a nice thing to say? Or would it make Allegra want to kill me with her bare hands?”


“What?” Elijah took the card. The front had a photo of a sad avocado hugging another sad avocado, a sympathy card. “Ya know, Trigger, I think Allegra would love a reason to kill all of us if she could get away with it, so maybe just be generic like ‘We’re glad you’re back’ or something.”


Felix nodded sagely as if Elijah were some type of wise wizard who understood women, rather than the very single male that he was. “You can sign it after me. She should be here soon for the meeting.”


“It’s a condolence party?”


His snort shook his body. “The girlfriends said the card would be a nice thing to do, so here we are.”


The girlfriends. They always thought of something to civilize Colton, Jude, and Noah. Truth was—it was basic thoughtfulness none of the team thought of. He wouldn’t complain.


And when Allegra walked in, everyone was extra chipper and telling her how happy they were to see her while tiptoeing on the proverbial eggshells. She sank into her usual beanbag, her bag slung at her feet. And she didn’t even notice she was sitting on her card.


All the guys just paused as if waiting for someone else to correct her.


After a couple of beats, Jude jumped in. “Legs, babe. You’re sitting on your card from us.”


“Oh, sorry. It blended into the beanbag.” Her brow crinkled as she dug around behind her back. When she pulled it out, she offered them a smile. “Thanks, guys. I’ll read it when you all aren’t staring at me like I’m about to burst into a million pieces.”


“It’s because—” Houston started.


Allegra closed her eyes. “All good, boss. Let’s just get to work. I’m itching to hack someone or steal something.”


And with a nod and a wink, Houston turned to them, his expression growing more serious. “We believe we’re closing in on The Eagle, our very talented forger friend. For the last two days, Jude and I have rattled cages. Time to see who runs out.”













CHAPTER TWO










SAVANNAH SETTLED INTO her desk in the bullpen and popped her earbuds in. She spritzed her succulent with a spray bottle—the only living thing she’d managed to keep alive thus far besides herself.


The intense churning in her stomach eased with the familiar routine. On top of the nerves about talking to Elijah, her empty stomach protested the caffeine intake without food and sent her to the bathroom three different times.


The stakes on her ask of Elijah felt impossibly high.


His expression had been hilarious when she rattled off the whole idea. Too bad she didn’t have a hidden camera to capture the adorable confusion on his handsome features.


A vein in his forehead popped out when he thought hard or was embarrassed. And today it was clearly visible.


The idea of asking him sprang into her mind a couple of weeks ago as she browsed the pamphlet in the fertility doctor’s waiting room. It advised her to consider the potential donor’s genetics and desire for involvement beyond donating the sperm.


At first, her heart sank. She didn’t know anyone who she would be comfortable enough asking it of, much less having them agree to give her sperm and send her on her way. But Elijah was the perfect candidate because he held a high-intensity job that required a lot from him. So much so that they often had to reschedule their monthly catch-up sessions. No way would he demand rights for a kid he wasn’t ready to have.


Plus, he worked out all the time to stay up on his fitness and went in for regular health checkups to ensure he could safely do his job.


No drug usage. No addictions.


The more she thought about it, the more excited she got. It was a fantastic fit if she could convince him. He was so calm and stable. An anchor in her chaos, and, if she was honest, when he turned that gorgeous green gaze on her, she could look at him all day. Instead, she’d settle for raising a child that looked and acted like him.


What if he refused?


Nope. Worrying about it on her end wouldn’t change his mind.


Slim Kim’s call had interrupted her talk with him this morning. And by the time Savannah got the entire story, his car was driving out of the parking lot.


Slim Kim had come through for her, though.


It paid big time to have a server-turned-informant at Fusion, the city government’s favorite restaurant hangout in downtown Dallas. She’d overheard discussion of a billion-dollar proposal in the works for a loan to redo the city’s big convention center so it’d be ready in time for Dallas to host the World Cup next year. 


A bold move in the face of the increasing homelessness crisis, which had dominated the debates and promises during the last election.


Savannah’s editor, Pandam, would love this scoop.


He loved the run-of-the-mill political pieces and wrote clickbait titles without a second thought.


It wasn’t hard for her to find information when she found the right sources, but it wasn’t the kind of writing she loved. Like most journalists, she’d gotten into the industry to change the world with her stories. In the past few years, a weight pressed on her. If she planned to be a mom soon, she needed a safer job. She couldn’t go running into danger at six months pregnant.


So she’d moved to local politics.


With the exception of Elijah’s story, a rare find these days.


Speaking of, that story went live today.


Clicking on the back end of the paper’s website, she scanned the article’s metrics. Everything appeared on track. No abrasive comments yet.


That was a first.


And better yet, no hate mail in her inbox from it, either.


An all-around great start to the morning.


Her phone buzzed with a text message that read, “Meet at BBQ in thirty. Come alone.”


The sigh that welled from within started in her toes. 


Theatrics.


Cameron, her legal aid source at the District Attorney’s office and king of over-dramatization, preferred to meet in the hole-in-the-wall joints with a disguise hiding his appearance.


Today, he walked in with a white-and-red cane sweeping in front of him, his eyes covered by dark glasses, as if he were blind. Add to that a hat and a coat, regardless of the heat, and no one was the wiser.


The hostess pulled out his seat for him as he made such a huge production of sitting down that even a blind person wouldn’t do.


“Do you have a menu in Braille?” Cameron asked with a nasally voice.


The hostess froze, her mouth hanging open a fraction. “I’m so sorry. We don’t. I can read the options to you.”


 Savannah shook her head. This was outrageous. “I can help him. Thanks for your very kind offer.”


She smiled an apology at the hostess, who was mouthing one of her own to Savannah.


Leaning in, Savannah hissed, “A little too dramatic, don’t you think? Now you’re drawing attention to me.”


Cameron’s cocky grin spread across his face. “That’s the point, darling. That they don’t see me past the ‘disability’ and look to you instead.”


“How about I wear the disguise next time?” As if her platinum blonde hair wasn’t memorable enough. Savannah tamped down her anger, glancing at the staff cooking behind the counter. No one was interested in them. Yet. “You’d better have something worth this…” Her hand waved around in front of Cameron. “This Oscar you’re trying to win.”


His lip curled at her words. “My time is—”


“Yeah, yeah, so valuable. Hundreds of dollars an hour. I get it.” Her watch buzzed with a text from her best friend Raylynn wanting to know how it went with Elijah.


“But you don’t appreciate it,” Cameron said with a pout.


No, she didn’t.


A server approached with drinks, setting them down as she explained loudly and slowly to Cameron that she was placing his iced tea next to his hand for his convenience. He’d better not knock that over for show, too.


Mercifully, he ordered enough food for two people and sipped his drink from the straw. His arrogance grated on her every nerve, and he knew it.


But she needed his insider info to keep coming, so she’d let him order for her and draw attention like he enjoyed doing ever since she met him at a Young Professionals mixer earlier in her career. And then she’d pay for the meal and spend an extra thirty minutes doing yoga tonight to rid herself of the stress he induced.


“The biggest, most insane case of our lifetime is happening soon,” Cameron said.


Savannah rolled her eyes, but clicked on her voice recorder and set it on the table for him to see.


He tsked at her. “I saw that.”


For once, could he make something easy for her? “Can you be more specific?”


He raised his eyebrows.


“Please.” What an insufferable boy. He was probably the common enemy at Quiz Nights wherever he went to get bottomless chicken wings and cheap beer.


His satisfied smile made her want to slap his smug face. Finally, he got down to business. “You’ll remember the massive public outcry against disinformation being aggregated and boosted on certain social media platforms.”


Savannah nodded, not yet buying that this was going to be the biggest anything yet.


“Well, the District Attorney’s office quietly gave a couple of key government agencies under-the-table approval to find the sources. Publicly, everyone vilified the news outlets that ran with the stories. Journalists lost jobs. Papers shut their doors, humiliated and disgraced. But so many stories were popping up at a time when the world’s attention focused on one specific nation that a trend was noticed. You see where I’m going with this?”


“Everyone watched what China was doing scientifically and medically, so they were trying to distract by setting off internal fireworks.”


“Shhh.” Cameron glanced around, obviously forgetting how ridiculous he looked doing it with his big blackout glasses on. “Do not say the name out loud.” He cleared his throat. “Anyway, a couple of originators were traced, arrested, and are now about to stand trial in a secret hearing.”


“Cool story, bro. Tell me how it ends.” Savannah clicked off the recording and grabbed her purse to go to the restroom before she did something horrible like smack a fake blind man in public.


Cameron’s expression dropped in disbelief. “You’re just sloughing me off after I risked everything to tell you that?”


Her annoyance had her dropping back into her seat, her voice a heated whisper. “What did you risk exactly? No one will recognize you in that getup. There’s no way I can leak this half of a story without inviting the muscle of those agencies to my doorstep and creating a fiasco for the paper. Besides, I’m not interested in impeding justice. I think whoever they are should get the full brunt of the law slammed down on them for the absolute havoc they wreaked. They didn’t start a physical war, but they certainly cleaved a huge rift in our country, so they accomplished their purpose.”


Cameron grunted. “Our country was fissuring, anyway.”


The food arrived, pinning Savannah to her seat longer. “Here, darling,” she spoke loudly. “This is the pulled pork sandwich with burnt ends, fries, and coleslaw you ordered.” She grabbed his hands and pushed them harder than necessary onto his food, making sure to catch his fingers in the sauce.


His scowl said that he would make her pay for this. But Savannah grinned brightly at the waitress. “Thank you so much. This is his favorite meal. Really, the highlight of his week.”


Cameron turned his head to cough into his sleeve, a clever way to make sure the waitress had walked out of earshot. While he was facing the other direction, she snagged two of his fries and popped them in her mouth as she clicked her recording back on again.


His head lowered over his plate, his voice going low and gravelly. “I’m going to give you a pass on that one because what I have to say is really important. There is talk that the hearing may never happen and that there may be a deal happening to prevent these guys from going to the guillotine, as it were. I’m telling you because something this critical to our nation’s safety is on the verge of being passed over. Someone is about to let these terrorists walk back to their computer screens and continue to be information shot firers who are detonating disinformation bombs that are tearing our country apart. I’m not in the military, but I love our country enough not to want to see that happen.”


Savannah stared at the transformed patriot in front of her, now gobbling down his sandwich as if he hadn’t dropped his own explosive on their conversation. Where had this version of him been hiding? It was much nicer than the arrogant punk who strolled in the door. Her throat was too dry to swallow, so she resorted to swigging her water, which tasted like it came from the toilet.


“Okay. What am I supposed to do then?”


Cameron huffed around his bite. “You are an absolute pit bull of an investigative journalist, Savannah Blake. I don’t think I need to tell you what comes next.”


Her posture straightened at his compliment. Really? That had to be the nicest thing he’d ever said to her. “Spell it out for me anyway, Einstein. The last thing I need is to set off some tripwires and fall into a government boobytrap while I’m sniffing around this stuff. I’ve done this long enough to know that I’m not going to sacrifice my career for your passion project.”


“I can’t give you names yet because I don’t have them. But I saw your piece this morning and knew I needed to approach you about this. Clearly, you have inside sources that can help you on this.”


Finally, she dug into her plate of food. “Aw, it warms my heart that you read my articles and are keeping tabs on me, Cam. Truly.”


His irritated frown lit a chuckle inside her. One article about a Chinese-Russian alliance to infiltrate the US and she became the go-to woman on espionage.


She actually liked the sound of that. For the next fifteen minutes, Cameron laid out all the details he knew—where he’d heard these sources had been found, what they had done, and who the D.A. said their lawyers were.


The longer he spoke, the more her stomach ached again. Maybe she was getting sick after all.


“So you think if I can locate more of the disinformation sources that it will pressure the D.A. to not give the ones they have a deal?” She hoped she didn’t sound as skeptical as she felt. But she was no legal expert.


Cameron nodded. “Yes, you’re going to have to trust me on this one.”


Her left eye twitched. “Say I do all this work in the interest of justice being served. The only thing I get out of this is the potential of breaking the full story first, assuming at that point the case won’t be a matter of national security anymore?”


His hand took off the glasses briefly to rub his eyes and pin her with a no-nonsense stare. “Are you not sleeping well? You’re usually much sharper than this.”


Her brow furrowed. 


He shook his head. “Take all this information to whoever your source was that gave you today’s article. I’m sure you’ll find they will have a big stake in this that you could cash in on for a favor someday.”


Elijah. Right. Savannah paid for the meal and left out of the back exit while Cameron bashed into furniture on his way out the front. Her mind swirled with everything Cameron had told her.


You at the office? She texted Elijah.


His response was quick. Unfortunately. Paperwork catchup day.


Ew, paperwork. 


She clicked on the address in her GPS. Twenty-seven minutes to sort through the jumble of information in her head. Solving the puzzle and piecing together the story was the reason she’d gotten into journalism. Maybe taking a story like this every once in a while would inject some excitement into her career. She’d have to talk to Pandam about it long term.


When she reached Elijah’s office, she grabbed her purse and stopped at the front desk. The receptionist called Elijah up without telling him why, just slapped the receiver into the plastic dock.


Savannah flinched at the bang.


Elijah strode up with his easy stride, his eyebrows knotting together in concern when he recognized her.


She wiggled her voice recorder. “Any chance you guys want another piece to your already complicated puzzle?”


His broad shoulder hitched up. “We’ll take whatever you got.”


“You might need the entire team for this one. It could get complicated.”


Elijah popped his fingers in his mouth and let out a shrieking whistle that had her slapping her hands over her ears. “Team huddle.”


“A little warning next time, jerk.” But deep down she was more than a little jealous that they were all so close, not competing against each other, but for each other. Certainly, nothing she’d experienced in her journalism career.













CHAPTER THREE










IT’D BEEN ALMOST two months since he’d seen Savannah, even in passing. Now, the day she asked for his sperm, he saw her twice.


But the look on her face said that this visit would not be as pleasant as this morning, though he’d put money on it being equally as bewildering.


Savannah didn’t create drama. And frankly, he was more than happy for a reason to stop his paperwork day.


Elijah made the introductions to the team as they walked in. Shane, Colton, Felix, Jude, Noah, Allegra, and Houston. Felix and Shane eyed Savannah with more than the passing interest that the happily attached guys did. Somehow, Allegra warmed right up to Savannah as if they had been besties for a long time. Allegra had never smiled in Elijah’s general direction like she did with Savannah.


“Elijah mentioned that you wanted to keep tabs on the public’s reaction to my article that went out today.” Savannah motioned to Jude, who nodded. “I’m sure you’ve been monitoring comments, shares, likes, and all that, but I received a text from an informant today requesting an unexpected meeting. Is it safe to assume you all aren’t beholden to the government or required to give them any information?”


Where was this going? Elijah slid his pen between his teeth and bit it lightly, waiting.


“That’s correct. Anything you say here will stay with us unless we have your permission to do otherwise,” Houston said.


“Great. I especially don’t want my name attached to this…yet. I’d like to see if there’s anything to it. My informant works in the District Attorney’s office and brought me the concern that the D.A. may be about to cut a deal and let some criminals walk. Back a couple years ago during the peak of the disinformation crisis where social media and news outlets were being blamed for pushing stories, the government was secretly going after the authors of the falsified articles and found two or three, if my source is to be believed. These criminals, who sowed a lot of discord into our nation, may walk free unless we find more like them so that the D.A. with an agenda can’t cut some backroom deal and conveniently make them disappear. He suggested I bring the information to you to see if you’d be willing to work with me. Here’s what he said.” Her hand hovered over the voice recorder as if in question as she set it on the table, and Noah waved her on. 


Her finger pressed the play button. When the guy started speaking, Savannah’s gaze met his when she sassed the guy on the recording, and he smirked at the fierce attitude she portrayed to these guys.



