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About This Book


What happens when the very men—trained to make the hard decisions—come up against the rules and regulations that hold them back from doing what needs to be done? They either stay and work within the constraints given to them or they walk away. Only now, for a select few, they have another option:

The Mavericks. A covert black ops team that steps up and break all the rules … but gets the job done.

Welcome to a new military romance series by USA Today best-selling author Dale Mayer. A series where you meet new friends in this raw and compelling look at the men who keep us safe every day from the darkness where they operate—and live—in the shadows … until someone special helps them step into the light.

Helping Kerrick was one thing, getting tagged for a mission of his own quite another …

His heart ached to hear a young girl had been kidnapped while at a hotel in Thailand, waiting for her father to arrive. But nothing is ever as it seems, and this case isn’t even close to simple.

Lorelai spent the last seven years enjoying her young charge, Amelia Rose. Tutoring the daughter of a wealthy business owner added perks to the job, like holidays around the world. In all these years Lorelai had never once seen the downside to having big money–until the holiday in Thailand where Amelia Rose is targeted, and they were both kidnapped.

Griffin managed to rescue the kidnapped victims, but tracing the kidnappers was a whole different story and brought the group a little too close to home …

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!


Chapter 1
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Griffin Tomas woke to an odd buzzing on his night table. He glanced at the clock—2:03 a.m.—then around at his surroundings. Still in the same hotel room stateside that he had been living out of for the last week. Like Kerrick, Griffin was at a crossroads. He needed a real home but had no idea where it should be. If he continued to work with the Mavericks, he could live any damn place. They’d fly him to his op. He had some ideas but …

His phone’s insistent buzz brought him to full awareness. He grabbed it and frowned. “What?”

“Your services are needed,” said the stoic voice on the other end.

“Again? So soon?”

“What can I say? The world’s a mess,” the voice said.

“Not sure if I want to do any more of these specialized jobs,” he said quietly.

“Understood, but you have a unique skill set.”

“And what’s that?”

The other end went quiet.

Griffin wiped the sleep from his eyes. “Am I going in alone?”

“You can choose one. You’ll have all the support you need in the background as usual. And, if you need more backup, you only have to ask.”

“What about Kerrick?”

The voice hesitated. “How about Asher or Jax?”

“Jax? Jax Darrum?”

“Yes.”

“I didn’t realize he was part of the team.”

“We’re considering it.”

Griffin laughed. “Meaning, he hasn’t said yes, and you’re hoping that, if you can get me to work a job with him, it’ll be a yes.”

“Potentially.” That voice held a dry sense of humor. “Kerrick is around, so he’ll run communications on this one.”

“You mean, that mysterious chat window?”

A slightly muffled cough could have easily been a chuckle when the voice said, “And maybe a little more.”

Griffin frowned. “What’s the job?”

“You’re heading out in the USS Anzio.”

“Wait,” Griffin said. “I’m not going anywhere until I hear what the job is.”

A loud sigh traveled between the phones. “The daughter of a US newspaper mogul with a home base in London has been kidnapped in Thailand and is being held there. The father has got pull in high places and is dealing with us and MI6.”

“And what’s stopping the military from going in and grabbing her?”

“We only have one garbled message, saying that she’s married now and that she belongs with them.”

“And what does she say?” he asked, frowning. “Since when did a marriage keep somebody prisoner?”

“In many countries, it does keep them a prisoner, which is why she couldn’t get the word out to us that she’s being held.”

“How long has she been detained?”

“Three days.”

At that, Griffin straightened up in bed and threw off his blanket. “Three days? And you knew about it all this time?”

“No, we only got intel that this was a possible kidnapping at midnight. We’ve been waiting to get confirmation.”

“Well, I have to get there fast then,” he said. “That’s not any two-hour trip.”

“True,” the voice said. “We can fly you partway, but we don’t want you entering the country using any of the normal methods. You’re too well-known.”

He swore. “So my face isn’t to be anywhere?”

“No, hence the ship entering and leaving any country.”

“Sure, but going from California to Southeast Asia? That’s hardly a twenty-four-hour event.”

“True enough. But, as you’ll see, we have multiple methods. Be by the docks at 0600 sharp.”

And, just like that, the voice rang off. Swearing silently, Griffin had less than four hours. He got up, quickly packed, then showered and dressed. He would need food, depending on what was going on with his transportation. He stared at the Chinese food he’d had last night and shrugged. “Cold Chinese food. Yum. I’ve had worse.” He used food as sustenance and an energy source, hence keeping a selection of protein bars in his ready bag.

But still it wouldn’t be enough. Depending on what was happening on board ship—and whether he was there officially or secretly—he might or might not be fed. He quickly finished off the chow mein, tossed the empty containers, and exited his hotel room.

He had called for a cab, but instead a black military-issued vehicle pulled up. He stepped into the passenger side and looked at the driver, surprised to see Jax. “Wow,” Griffin said. “They did convince you after all. That was fast.”

Jax shot him a hard look. “A one-time deal,” he said. “And only because I know you’re the one going out on this op.”

“Not alone if you’re coming with me,” Griffin said, returning his friend’s hard look with one of his own. He knew Jax from several overseas missions. He was a good man to have in your corner but an even better one if it entailed night work. “Apparently we’re supposed to get in and out without anyone knowing we were there.”

Jax shrugged his shoulders. “So what else is new?”

They parked as close to the wharf as they could. Each picked up their duffel bags and tossed it over one shoulder. Then the two men walked to the end of the docks. A Zodiac waited for them. The pilot caught sight of them, nodded toward the back, and said, “Let’s go. We’re late.”

Shrugging at that, both men hopped into the Zodiac, and it took off without any fanfare. By the time they reached the docked cruiser, they were led to a separate room, a small sleeping area, by one silent seaman who promptly left them there. With shades of Kerrick’s mission in his mind, Griffin walked in the claustrophobic room, dumped his duffel bag, and planted his hands on his hips as he stared around. “Do you know anything more about this than I do?”

“I know Jax shit,” Jax said with a grin at the play on his name.

“Well, I don’t know anything either,” Griffin said, his tone harsh.

Just then a single rap came at the door, and a red envelope was slid underneath. Griffin quickly opened the door, hoping to see who had delivered the letter, but nobody was in the hallway. Like this was some ghost ship. He snatched up the envelope and tore it open. Travel instructions.

“Interesting,” he said. “We’re supposed to be in Thailand by noon tomorrow. Thailand time.”

“So we’re flying parts of it then,” Jax said.

“Yeah, but I already checked. Any commercial flight takes nineteen to twenty-five hours. We better be flying Air Force One to make Thailand by then. Right off the bat, we’re short like fourteen hours, just because of the time differences. Could be more like fifteen hours ahead, depending on which part of Thailand we’re dealing with.”

Jax groaned, then threw himself on the top bunk. “In that case, … I have time to sleep now. I didn’t get much shut-eye last night.”

“Who did?” Griffin muttered. Trouble was, he was hungry again. The leftover Chinese food hadn’t done the job. He quickly pulled out his phone to check if he had any internet. He did, since they were still in port. He sent off a text message. Envelope received. Travel instructions received. No damn food. No coffee.

He put away his phone and dropped to the bottom bunk, an arm across his eyes. It was one thing to be part of a well-oiled Navy SEAL team on board a ship. They did constant training when they went out to sea. Everybody had orders; everybody had instructions, and everybody had a part to play. In this scenario though, Griffin didn’t know what part he was supposed to play. That had been the same problem for Kerrick. After all those years of the disciplined navy life, Griffin found the sudden freedom in his daily routines something to adjust to. But he’d do just fine, he just needed time. Something he didn’t have right now.

Helping out Kerrick had been a hell of a way to drop into this all-new Mavericks system. Griffin wasn’t even sure it’s what he wanted to do long-term. He’d been on the fence when he’d been tagged to help out Kerrick—who was going in alone—and, well, that wasn’t Griffin’s kind of a play. Nobody should go into these shitstorms without backup.

And, if some woman had been kidnapped, … well, two former SEALs would have a better chance of survival and success versus a larger team from another agency. His phone buzzed, and an encrypted file popped up with a note. His eyebrows shot up at that. He quickly followed instructions to decode it and went through the file on Amelia Rose.

“That’s the daughter we’re supposed to find,” he said, raising his phone to flash her picture to Jax. “Except the photo’s beyond dated. And chances are someone else put out the cry for help.”

“Is she really being held against her will?” Jax asked. “That’s one of the biggest issues here. Did she put out the cry for help, or did somebody else?”

Griffin was still going through her file when he froze, looked at the date, and swore. “I’ll say it wasn’t her choice,” Griffin snapped, studying the data in front of him.

“And how do you know that?” Jax asked.

“She’s eleven years old.”

Jax peered over his top bunk at Griffin on the bottom bunk and said, “What the hell?”

Griffin nodded with a grimace. “She’s just a child. It says here she was kidnapped, along with her nurse and her tutor.”

“And how old’s the nurse? If she’s gray-haired and sixty, we’re in trouble.”

“The nurse is sixty-eight. So, yeah, we’re in trouble. The tutor, however, is thirty-two and speaks three languages. Her name is Lorelei. Lorelei James.”

“So Lorelei got the word out?” Jax asked curiously.

“Most likely,” he said. “But, as usual, our intel is very skimpy.”

“It seems like we go into these jobs with less and less intel each time,” Jax said. He waited a moment and then said, “I heard a few details about your job with Kerrick, but it went okay, didn’t it?”

Griffin groaned. “It did, but it was touch-and-go a couple times. That kid, Brandon, he was something else.”

“Didn’t Kerrick say something about the woman he rescued being part of the same high-IQ group?”

“Yes, she’s back in her lab. The entire corporate organization has been reshuffled as she stepped up in power after all the changes. Her father had also stepped up and bought a whole pile of shares and handed over voting power to her to give her complete control of the company.”

“Wow,” Jax said. “Not bad for her. And I guess Kerrick is sticking around Paris.”

“Yeah, and he’s running communications for us this time.”

“What the hell does that mean?” Jax asked.

“I think it’s the Mavericks command center. Nobody is allowed to know what we do, where we’re from, or what our histories are.”

“So, are fake IDs in that envelope for us?”

“Maybe,” he said, “but I didn’t think so.” He grabbed the red envelope, opened it again, and then whistled gently. “Well, there are now. They were stuck to the inside of the envelope.” He quickly ripped off the tape, releasing the IDs. He handed one to Jax. “This is you, Malcolm.”

“Whoever invented these names,” Jax said, “should be shot.”

“Hey, it’s way more normal than your real one,” Griffin said with a laugh.

“You’re one to talk,” Jax said. “Who names their kid after some legendary creature in Greek mythology?”

“I think Griffins are found in many different societies back then,” he said. “So, whatever. It’s unusual enough, but I’ve always liked it.”

“I like mine too. But can’t say much about Malcolm. Malcolm Harris.”

“Well, that’s all right in my opinion,” Griffin said, groaning. “I’ve been renamed as George. George Honeycutt.”

At that, Jax chuckled. “That sounds lovely.”

“It makes me sound beyond old. It’s supposedly an unassuming name,” he said. “At least this guy has brown hair and gray eyes. Close enough to pass for me.” This time he checked the inside of the envelope more thoroughly—to the point where he ripped it open. “Okay, I don’t see anything else in here. But this is a journalist’s media pass, and, if you look on the back, it’s got a British citizen’s ID card.”

“Like we look like Brits,” Jax said with a scoff. “And I certainly don’t have an English accent.”

“I don’t think you need to worry about that,” he said. “I think it’s a case of nobody gets to look at these close enough to double-check.”

Just then another single knock came. Both men hopped up, with Jax standing behind the door. Griffin hurriedly opened the door, hoping to surprise whoever was on the other side. But, once again, he saw no one. There were, however, two large trays of covered food. He looked at it and smiled. “Well, at least my text did something.”

“What? Did you text, asking for food?” Jax asked, chuckling.

“Hey, if we’ve got a lot of traveling to do, I want to make sure I’m fed. I cannot do anything if I don’t have energy.”

“Oh, I agree with you. I’m just surprised you got service so fast.”

“One thing I learned from that last op with Kerrick,” he said, “is that anything, absolutely anything you want, you just ask for it. They do their best to deliver.”

“Good to know.” They brought the trays inside, sat down, and stared at the covered dishes. “It’s still cafeteria food though, isn’t it, just under a fancy domed plate?” Jax asked.

Griffin uncovered his. “But a step above,” he said. “I don’t know about you, but I got steak and prawns.”

Jax looked at Griffin’s plate in shock and said, “Seriously?” And then he lifted the lid to his plate and said, “Look at that. I do too.”

“But you don’t like prawns, do you?”

“No. I’ll trade you for your steak.”

“Hell no,” Griffin said. “I’ll just eat your prawns when you’re done with your steak. I know you won’t eat them, so I don’t have to give you anything.” He gave Jax a big grin. “Good deal for me.”

With that, the two men quickly polished off their meals, and then, even though it was early in the morning, they stretched out, and this time both crashed.
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Lorelei James sat quietly in the corner of the room. Amelia Rose was sound asleep in her arms. Finally the little girl’s tears—loaded with homesickness, loss, and grief—had dried, then had sent her crashing into a deep and restorative sleep. Lorelei, still conscious, still awake, still dealt with the terror of what these bastards had done to Nurse. Lorelei had long ago forgotten the older woman’s real name as everyone called her Nurse. It’s how she wanted it.

Why had she been killed outright? And yet, Lorelei and Amelia Rose had been also kidnapped and kept alive. In Lorelei’s mind, she figured that their kidnappers had deemed Lorelei an asset whereas Nurse had been a liability. Nurse was definitely older, walked with a heavy limp, and was cantankerous and fussy, whereas Lorelei had done what they’d asked and had tried hard to be obedient. She knew in no way they would ever get out of this nightmare if she caused any more trouble. Nurse’s death had been a well-heeded lesson—if that’s what the kidnappers had intended.

But poor Nurse—no, Mary. That was her name. She had been with Amelia Rose since birth. And Lorelei believed Mary had been nurse to Amelia Rose’s father too.

Gerard, Amelia Rose’s father, would be devastated. She couldn’t help but think this nightmare was due to his massive global business dealings. His media company had morphed into a worldwide media and information services company, distributing content, including book publishing, digital RE services, cable network programming, and pay-TV. Yet even though he ran his massive conglomerate from his base in England, the transplanted New Englander was, at heart, first and foremost, a family man. Nurse had sat at the dinner table with them every night.

It was very American of the entire family, but Nurse had loved it. So did Lorelei. She loved the continuity of the generations, and she loved the loyalty and affection shared between one another. Only it had suddenly shifted and not in a good way. Amelia Rose was desperately struggling to come to terms with their new reality. Lorelei could only hope the message she had managed to send off had been received. She’d taken that chance, while they were in the last hotel, with one of the cleaning ladies who had been new. Lorelei had quickly passed her the note with her plea for the cleaning lady’s help, and now all Lorelei could do was wait.

At present, in their new location, no such opportunity had presented itself. Just then the door opened. She froze, the child still sleeping in her arms. One of the men came in, noted the sleeping Amelia Rose, and his face softened. That was a good-enough sign. He nodded and quickly turned and left. But then anybody who was used to dealing with children knew they were much easier to handle if they had sleep. And Amelia Rose definitely needed sleep. Then again Lorelei did too.

She closed her eyes and laid her head against the wall. A bed sat beside them, but Lorelei couldn’t get up while carrying the child in her arms. Lorelei wasn’t that strong. And she didn’t want to drop Amelia Rose, so this is where they were. They’d both sleep better though, if Lorelei could get them onto the bed.

Except she’d do anything to keep the girl asleep. Amelia Rose was exhausted and heartbroken. This had been too much for the young preteen on the brink of puberty. She was sheltered yet worldly, ever fascinated by her father’s massive media enterprise, yet kept out of its day-to-day business. She was deemed too young, although the girl had a brilliant mind. Still, she spent many fun hours in her father’s office, soaking up the atmosphere of his big business. She was due to inherit a sizeable portion of the company when the time came. But not until her father’s passing. In the meantime, Gerard ran the business with an iron grip on its total control.

Lorelei couldn’t help but think that had something to do with this kidnapping. Where there was big money … someone was always trying to steal it.

Footsteps sounded in the hallway. Her heart sank as she watched the doorknob turn.

The door opened again.


Chapter 2


[image: ___]

The same man walked in, and he was accompanied by two different men—not dressed in suits, like some of the others, yet not in combat uniforms either, like some of the rest. They wore jeans and T-shirts, and they gently swept Amelia Rose from Lorelei’s arms and laid her down on the bed.

Half expecting them to do something horrible, Lorelei scrambled to her feet and raced over, hoping they wouldn’t separate them. Amelia Rose had been through too much. These men, or maybe the other men—she no longer knew who was who—had killed Nurse in front of them after holding Mary captive and beating her. She was harmless, but they hadn’t cared. Amelia Rose had screamed and cried out, struggling to get free, only to collapse in Lorelei’s arms.

It had all been about lessons, making sure Lorelei and Amelia Rose learned theirs.

They’d already escaped once, hence the punishment to Nurse.

The punishment had been anything but fair.

Still, the girls had learned their lesson.

Now with Lorelei standing protectively over the sleeping Amelia Rose, the men were already backing out of the room, and the door was closed and locked behind them. Grateful for that much, Lorelei laid on the bed beside her charge and closed her eyes. She kept thinking of ways that they could escape, ways that Lorelei could get the word out again. To let Gerard know. He was powerful, had money and friends in all different kinds of places—and obviously enemies too.

It wasn’t even thinkable that something like this had happened. Gerard was supposed to meet them at Island Retreat, a favorite resort where they’d planned a family holiday. Well, except not with Wendy, Amelia Rose’s mother. But Gerard—or Poppy, as Amelia Rose called him—would join them. The girl had been beside herself with joy. She loved her poppy. Lorelei and Amelia Rose had come a few days early with Nurse, and then they’d been snatched up and moved to a different hotel.

They’d all escaped soon afterward, but Nurse had ordered the two girls to go one way, and Nurse would go another, hoping all would find help and would gather later today. Yet when Lorelei and Amelia Rose had returned to their original hotel, they found Nurse Mary held there as a prisoner. It had gone downhill from there.

Now they were in this new hotel. At least Lorelei assumed it was a hotel since she could see green foliage everywhere out the window. They were in a decent-size room, and it had that hotel feel to its sheets—which made a noise when you laid down. The beds were solid though, almost too solid to be comfortable.

As she lay here on the bed, Amelia Rose sniffled in her sleep and reached out in a panic.

Immediately Lorelei wrapped her arms around her charge and whispered against her ear, “It’s okay. You’re fine.”

Only when Amelia Rose took a deep, tremulous breath and sank back into a sound sleep could Lorelei do the same.
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They arrived twenty minutes to noon, Thai time. Right on schedule. After a mixture of military transportation—flights, speedboats, cruisers, and helicopters—Griffin was here, and Jax was still with him. It’s a good thing they’d eaten well at the beginning because food had been scarce afterward as they had been secreted away for most of their travels.

They had no instructions as they were dropped off on a wharf in one of Thailand’s poorest areas. With their duffel bags over one shoulder, the two of them strode ahead to find a place to make their headquarters. They hadn’t gone ten feet when Griffin’s phone buzzed. He pulled it out and found an address texted to him. He checked it out online, lifted it so Jax could see what came up, and then hit the Map icon on his cell. The location was two miles ahead and down about six blocks. Both of them set off in the direction of their next stop. As they walked up to the address, they found a tourist-type hotel.

Griffin frowned. It wasn’t their usual place. The two walked inside to see several clerks busy with tourists checking in. A man from a side office stepped forward and motioned for them to join him. They walked in, sat down on the chairs, and gave him hard glances while he shut the door, and no one ever exchanged a word. The fake IDs were handed over. The man quickly typed away on his keyboard, printed off several forms, and gave them keys. “Here you go, Mr. Honeycutt. Mr. Harris.”

Then he opened a safe and handed a stack of money in the local currency to each of them. After that, he got up, opened the door, and sent them on their way. “Enjoy your stay.”

Stuffing the money in their pockets and holding the keys in their hands, they followed the man’s instructions up to their two rooms. They entered both, dropped their bags, and Griffin unlocked the connecting door. Jax pulled out a small device from his duffel bag and quickly scanned both rooms. He nodded. “They’re clean.”

“Interesting,” Griffin said. He looked around, instinctively checking corners for video cameras and anything that might have passed the bug detector. As much as they tried to stay up on technology, it was hard to. Especially when it came to anything available in North America because China was often way ahead. He walked over to the window and took a look at the streets outside. Their beds were turned down, as if the men were ready to sleep, but it was just after noon, so that wouldn’t happen.

“Do we have any intel on timing or where our kidnap victims are located?” Jax asked.

Griffin shook his head. He sat down at the table and pulled out his laptop. “We need food too.”

Jax nodded. “I’ll scrounge up some.”

Griffin raised one finger, thinking about it, and then said, “Get enough so we don’t have to go back out today for more.”

“Are you hoping to make a move on her today?”

“I want to do some reconnaissance tonight,” he said. “In the dark, after we have a chance to get a better location of where she is. If an opportunity presents itself, then we’ll take it, but that’s not likely.”

“We can do that,” Jax said. “I might do a little bit of looking around myself while I’m out.”

“Do that,” he said. Just then his phone buzzed. Jax stopped while Griffin looked at the latest message. “Check your phone. Make sure you got these photos.”

The photos were a new set, more up-to-date, of both the girl and the tutor, plus a less clear photo of the nurse.

Jax checked his phone and said, “Got it.” Then he quickly disappeared out the door.

Griffin pulled up the Mavericks chat window and typed into the box. Intel on kidnappers’ location? We’ve landed.

He searched online for histories on the victims, the people they were looking for, starting with Amelia Rose, who was probably the main target for the kidnappers, given who her father was. The one thing about intel was, you never knew what was important until you found it. Not a whole lot was to be found on any of these three kidnap victims—a strategic move on the part of Gerard, for sure—but then a link popped up in his chat.

He quickly clicked on it to see full background files on Mary, the nanny, Amelia Rose, and Lorelei, the tutor, completely making his last ten minutes spent online useless. In these reports, he had everything from birth date to favorite color and the outfit the little girl wore when kidnapped, as well the private school she once attended and the reason why she had a nanny and a tutor now. Apparently there had been an incident at her private preschool, and she’d been tutored ever since. She appeared well-adjusted and intelligent, though on a short leash by her protective father.

He opened the chat window asking for any updates as he studied the photo.

The chat immediately said that Mary’s body had been found at the hotel where the three had gone missing.

He sucked in his breath as he stared at that message. A murder upped the stakes to critical. And why her unless she was going to hamper their progress. She was older and not in the best of health. That alone was going to have a huge impact on Amelia Rose. Emotionally and psychologically as the reports said she was close to both her nanny and tutor.

“Poor girl,” he whispered. She was small and fair with a china-doll look and blue eyes and ringlets. He shook his head and sighed. “Yeah, that’s not troublesome at all.” She was the epitome of what a lot of people considered the perfect face. She had a cherubic innocence. And, for that, he had to hope the kidnappers hadn’t had a chance to touch her yet.

Then he read the file on the tutor. She was part of a marine family and had gone her own way to become a teacher.

“At least you’re not part of the Mensa group,” he said. “That would be a little bit too much to handle a second time around.” He’d gone a lifetime without meeting anybody with an IQ like the two people in their last case. It was fascinating, but, at the same time, as he read through Lorelei’s folder, he had to wonder if she was just as brilliant, also a genius, but who had simply never been tested. She was fluent in three languages but could read and speak in five.

“Still not all that incredible,” he said, downplaying it. He could handle three languages himself, but that was it. Plus, so many people born in European countries were multilingual and never thought anything about it. However, she also was licensed to teach in the arts and sciences. Her file spelled out all her upper-level university work and diplomas received.

“Interesting,” he muttered as he kept going through the update. And that’s when he found what he was looking for. After all her degrees had been earned, the last one as she had turned twenty-three, a big hole appeared in her background history, until she moved from the States to England seven years ago, when she was twenty-five. Followed by confirmation of her hire by Gerard as a tutor for his daughter, some five years ago, when she was twenty-seven.

Frowning, he returned to look at Lorelei’s photo and asked, “What did you do after your college graduation before moving to England? And what did you do during those first two years in the UK before hiring on with Gerard?” But then she’d been young. Maybe after graduating, she had spent a year backpacking in the States or abroad. Who knew? Or two years with the Peace Corps. Or on a church mission. Still, he shook his head. Any of those suppositions would have been unearthed by the clever Mavericks team.

He quickly went back to her file and brought up another photo of her face. It wasn’t beautiful or angelic like the child’s, but still Lorelei had something strikingly attractive about her. It was the determined look in her face, the stern lines to her jawbone and cheeks. This woman wouldn’t be taken lightly. But she was also somebody who had plans and would go wherever her plans took her, regardless of other people’s opinions. If he was less than kind, he would have said she had a stubborn tilt to her chin, as if whoever took the photo had had to coax her into sitting still long enough. And her eyes had a glint in them as if to say, “Do your worst.”

And he was fascinated. Why didn’t you ever marry? He checked her photo again. She was definitely pretty enough to catch many guys’ attention. And the background check on her proved she was plenty smart. The fact that she was collateral damage in this kidnapping of Amelia Rose was one thing, but, added to that, Griffin had to rescue them both. He couldn’t lose either one of them. Lorelei was needed in order to keep the young girl in a decent mental and emotional state. The tutor could be a huge help moving forward as the child dealt with this adversity. So he couldn’t just learn about one victim. He had to learn about both.

By the time Jax returned to their rooms and came over to his side with large containers full of street food, Griffin had a pretty good grasp on the two people they were going after here. So he had asked the chat box for background on the father, since his daughter’s kidnapping was more than likely to target her mega-rich father. The Mavericks team had already anticipated this and sent the file immediately after his request.

The father was a little bit more elusive, but he was a newspaper mogul, used to getting his own way. As a big business owner, he was stubborn and likely arrogant as hell. This was his third marriage and his daughter was his third living child. His first marriage had produced a son, who was killed at the age of two when both father and son were kidnapped. Kidnappers never captured. Griffin stalled when he read that. How do you ever get over that loss?

His second marriage had produced two offspring, both sons, and they were set to take over the business. But then they were much older, already in their thirties. Gerard Whitaker was in his sixties, and, from the look on his face in the photo that Griffin had been sent, Gerard wasn’t an easy man to get along with, not with his hawkish nose, stern countenance, and hard eyes.
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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