
  

 

 

“Rafael, the agent and his wife will be arriving the day after tomorrow,” Miguel Ortiz said 

as he entered the room. 

“Good.” Rafael Lesandro Rivera reached over to look at the picture of his father. “My 

father’s murder will be avenged.” 

Some Drug Enforcement Agency agents had murdered his father, Ramiro Gonzalo 

Sancho Rivera, while he was living in St. Louis. His father, a billionaire, made his money off the 

cocaina and caballo he imported to the states. Now that business belonged to Rafael. 

Rafael turned back to face Miguel. “Is everything arranged with the hotel?” 

He nodded. “Our man knows what to do. It won’t be long before you have Agent Flannery 

and his lovely woman in your hands.” 

Rafael imagined his hands around the throat of the woman, slowly choking the life out of 

her while the agent watched. Then another idea hit him. 

He looked up at Miguel. “I think we should have a hunting party.” 

There was no love lost between the DEA and Miguel. The desire for revenge was as strong 

in Miguel as it was in Rafael. His brother Manuel had been Ramiro’s right hand man and 

Manuel died the same day Ramiro lost his life. “Hunting party, Jefe?” 

“Si. The prey will be both challenging to pursuit and even more gratifying to bring down.” 

Miguel’s laugh mingled with Rafael’s and filled the room. 

~*~ 

“Hang on,” Mickey Flannery shouted to his partner, Bobby del Gado, as their suburban 

careened around the corner. Fortunately, the winter was easy. Had there been snow or even 

rain on the pavement he’d have lost control of the speeding vehicle. 

They were in pursuit of Dick Badger, the leader of just one of the gangs that had sprung 



  

 

into full-scale action since Rivera had been disposed of. This gang had been seen dealing to 

some kids at a junior high campus. 

Things had run wild since Rivera was taken out. With no direction from the drug lord, 

each gang was out to take over the others’ territory. It was bad for the kids but good for 

Mickey’s DEA unit. It was making the dealers reckless. 

Mickey’s SUV slid around the next corner and he felt it slightly tip. 

“Take it easy. If you get us killed before you take Terese to Hawaii she’ll resurrect you 

just to kill you again,” Bobby shouted over the sounds of the racing engine and squealing tires. 

Hawaii. The chance for the honeymoon they didn’t get five years ago. Mickey grinned. 

“One more case to wrap up then its off into the wild blue.” 

“Not if you get us killed.” 

“Stop whining Bobby you know…” 

“He’s stopped ahead,” Bobby interrupted him. 

Mickey slammed on the brakes to keep from ramming the Suburban into the side of the 

late model Monte Carlo. Brakes screamed and the smell of rubber filled the air. As the SUV 

skidded to a stop, it lightly tapped Badger’s car and came to a stand still. The car was trapped 

between the Suburban’s grill and a brick wall. Badger was pinned inside his vehicle. 

Bobby jumped out and Mickey backed the SUV away from the car enough to allow room 

for Bobby to get in and grab Badger. 

“Need some help?” Mickey called as he watched Bobby struggle to wrangle the dealer. 

“Got it, thanks,” Bobby shouted back. He dragged Badger over and shoved him into the 

back of the Suburban. “Like poisoning kids, do you Badger?” 

Badger sniffed. “I ain’t got nothing to say without my lawyer.” 

“They never do,” Mickey remarked as he backed up and headed to office. 

~*~ 

Terese Flannery scurried around the living room checking and rechecking the bags. Ten 

days in Hawaii. It was like a dream come true and she felt like dancing all over the house. 

The doorbell rang and she went over to find Callye Bernard, the wife of Mickey’s DEA 

unit leader Justice Bernard, standing at the door. Beside her was Brandy Montgomery, the 

fiancée of another team member, Chase Willet. 

“Come in.” Terese opened the door and stepped back to wait while Callye maneuvered 

Brandy’s wheel chair into the room. 

Brandy had been brutally attacked by Rivera. She’d been literally flayed alive but she’d 

survived and was making great progress. Now that she was home with Chase, she seemed to be 



 

 

getting stronger every day. 

Terese glanced over at Callye as she sank onto the sofa. Callye had suffered as well. She 

had been kidnapped by one of Rivera’s henchmen and held hostage for days. It was a 

nightmare that no one should have to live. “So what brings you here?” 

Callye grinned and handed her a box. “Just a little Merry Christmas-Happy Honeymoon 

present from Brandy and me.” 

“It’s for you and Mickey,” Brandy chuckled. 

Terese untied the ribbon and opened the box. Inside was a sheet of tissue paper wrapped 

around a pale turquoise piece of sheer fabric. She pulled it out and watched it fall open. 

There were thin spaghetti straps and the sheer baby doll had a pair of thong panties 

attached to the side. Terese rubbed her hand down her chin. “Thank you, but I don’t know that 

it will last that long. One look at it and Mickey will have it ripped off and lying on the floor in 

less than two seconds.” 

“That’s all right. Every woman should have sexy new lingerie for her honeymoon,” 

Brandy said. 

“Thank you so much,” Terese hugged Brandy and then Callye before packing the baby 

doll in her carry on bag. “I can’t believe it’s finally happening. And Hawaii,” she gushed. “I can’t 

think of anywhere more romantic.” 

“Every where is romantic when you’re with the man you love and he’s actually aware 

you’re there. It’s like a honeymoon around our place as well. Justice has relaxed so much now 

that Rivera is gone.” 

Brandy nodded. “Chase has too.” 

“The guys are just relieved that Rivera and his threat are over. I know there will always 

be someone else to fight, but for now I say we enjoy what we’ve got.” 

“Hear, hear,” Brandy and Callye agreed in unison. 

“Is there anything we can do to help?” Callye offered. 

“No, I’ve got it covered. Thanks for everything girls.” 

“Sure.” Callye looked over at Brandy. “I think we should be heading out.” 

Terese had to nod in agreement. Brandy was still very weak and fragile. Right now she 

looked almost ready to pass out. “Thanks again,” Terese said as she stood up to escort her 

friends to the door. “I’ll call you when we get back.” 

“Have a great time.” Brandy smiled. 

“Enjoy yourself.” Callye wiggled her eyebrows. 

After they were out the door Terese ran through her packing checklist for the third time 


