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Bridge and Nicole take on a cold case, which quickly spirals into something more than they
bargained for. A PI previously hired to look into the case mysteriously disappears. As Bridge and
Nicole investigate, the clues lead them to the government agency they used to work for. The job
takes them on several twists and turns, with Bridge and Nicole running into rogue agents, ex-
spies, and a trip to Greece, where they will finally learn the truth about what is really going on.

“No Ordinary Dog is not what you are expecting; this is not a normal war memoir. Yes Will was a
Navy SEAL who served at the highest level. Yes, he was there when we killed Osama bin Laden.
But this is a story about someone else who was there: Cairo. Cairo was the only dog chosen to
be with us that night in Abbottabad, Pakistan, but that is not the only time we served with him. I
personally fought next to Cairo in many different theaters of war but also trained with him around
the globe. The Operators had meals with him and watched movies with him. We all did. Military
Working Dogs have been on the frontlines since the wars began and have saved countless lives.
This is Cairo’s story.” ―Robert J. O’Neill, former Navy SEAL and New York Times bestselling
Author of The Operator"Former U.S. Navy SEAL Chesney offers an inside look at life in the
Special Forces and pays tribute to his canine partner Cairo in this heartfelt debut....Dog lovers
and fans of military history will be enthralled." ―Publishers Weekly“An outstanding book that
captured me through to the end. Read this not just for the dog, or for the SEAL Team stories, but
for its truth about the most precious of bonds: that between a man and his best friend.” ―Mike
Thornton, Retired Navy SEAL and Medal of Honor Recipient"No Ordinary Dog demonstrates
the healing and redemptive nature of the human-canine bond...Will Chesney and co-writer Joe
Layden have done a public service by sharing this story. It’s a fast-paced opportunity to
understand more about today’s military and the role of K9s in keeping our service members
safe. It’s a heart-felt tribute to the human-canine bond. But most importantly, it encourages
people with PTSD and TBI to reach out for support." ―Military Working Dog Team Support
Association"By every measure, Cairo most certainly deserves to be remembered as the
American hero that he was...Cairo―and other military and law enforcement working dogs like
him―are heroes of the unwavering loyalty and steadfastness that perhaps only a dog could fully
muster. Cairo’s story helps us to remember that." ―The Havok Journal--This text refers to the
paperback edition.About the AuthorWILL CHESNEY served in the United States Naval Special
Warfare Development Group as an operator and dog handler. He participated in Operation
Neptune Spear, which resulted in the death of Osama bin Laden. Chesney received a Silver Star
and a Purple Heart, and now helps veterans who have suffered traumatic brain injury.JOE
LAYDEN is an award-winning journalist and freelance writer whose work has been honored by
the New York Newspaper Publishers Association, the National Associated Press Sports Editors,



the New York State Associated Press Association, and the International Reading Association/
Children’s Book Council.Mr. Layden has written or co-written more than thirty books for adults
and children, including The Last Great Fight and The Ghost Horse.--This text refers to the
paperback edition.
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22About the AuthorAlso by Mike Ryan1Bridge and Nicole walked into the hotel lobby. Almost
immediately, they saw Chris Abbott spring out of his chair and run toward them.“Oh no, not
again,” Bridge said.Bridge spun around to leave, but Nicole grabbed his arm and spun him back
around again.“What’s with this turning around and trying to leave on people thing you got going
on now?”“It’s not a thing,” Bridge answered.“Yes, it is. You did it last month too, on that model
kidnapping case. You didn’t want to talk to her either. It’s like your thing now.”“It’s not a
thing.”“Sure seems like a thing.”“It’s not.”“OK. But it seems like it is.”Bridge looked down at
Nicole’s hand, which was still firmly grasping his arm. “Can you let go of me now?”“Not till we do
this.”“Don’t do this to me.”“Just hear him out,” Nicole said.“Oh, Mr. Bridge!” Abbott yelled, putting
his arm high in the air to make sure he was seen and heard. Not that it was easy to overlook him.
Abbott was in his late twenties, but he was tall and thin and had a high-pitched voice. His voice
was unmistakable, carrying through whatever room he was in.Bridge closed his eyes and
sighed. “Please. If you let me go now, I still have enough time to sneak out of here.”Nicole
laughed. “Just listen to him.”“Nic, I’ve listened to him three times! My answer’s not going to be
any different this time than it was the last one.”“Well, maybe he’ll have something different to say
this time.”“Awe, come on, you know darn well he’s not.”“We’re in the business to help people. Not
turn them away.”Bridge turned to look her in the eyes. “We’re in the business to help people and
take on cases that we can actually do something with. Not this.”“Well, he’s already here. If you
run away today, he’ll just come back tomorrow.”“So I’ll make up a different excuse. If you let me
go, I’ll give you sex as many times as you want later.”Nicole stared at him as if she was seriously
thinking about it. “Just listen to him.”“You’re passing up sex?!”She shrugged. “I’ll get it later
anyway. You know you can’t resist me.”Bridge sighed, knowing she was right. By the time Bridge
took his eyes off his beautiful girlfriend, Abbott was almost standing in front of them.Bridge
huffed. “Awe, it’s too late now. See what you did.”Nicole smiled. “Hi, Mr. Abbott, so nice to see
you again.”“Oh, very nice to see you again too.” Abbott shook her hand.“It’s been a while. Almost
three or four days, I think.”“A week to be exact.”“That long, huh?” Bridge said.“Could we go up to
your room and talk?” Abbott asked.Bridge sighed and looked at his girlfriend. “Sure.” He put his
hand out and flung it in the air in frustration. “Follow me.”The three of them got on the elevator
and went up to Bridge’s room. Bridge went into the kitchen and poured himself a drink.“Won’t
you sit down?” Nicole pleasantly said to their guest.“Yes, thank you,” Abbott replied.Bridge came



back into the room, only half paying attention to Abbott as he sat down and checked his email on
his phone.Nicole looked at her boyfriend and shook her head. “Why don’t you go ahead and
start?”Abbott cleared his throat. “OK, well, I’m sure you remember, I’m still looking for my
brother’s murderer.”“Chris, my heart goes out to you, it really does.” Bridge put his phone down
on his lap for a moment. “But I’m not a private investigator or a police officer. Just let them do
their jobs.”“It’s been a year since he was killed. They’re giving up. Or have given up. Isn’t that
what happens after a while when a case isn’t solved? They give up and it becomes a cold
case?”“Even if it does, I don’t take those kinds of cases. I don’t investigate murders. That’s not
my thing.”“Please, Mr. Bridge, I don’t know who else to turn to.”“Call the police and ask to speak
to the lead investigator.”“I’ve done that. They just keep telling me they have no leads.”“Then
maybe there aren’t any. I’m sorry to say this to you, but not every murderer gets caught. That’s
just life.”“I can’t give up. Not yet.”“Listen, here’s what you should do. Go home, look up a bunch of
private investigators, and hire one. I’m sure they’d be glad to help.”“I can’t.”“Why not?”“I’ve
already done that,” Abbott said.“You what?”“I already hired one.”Bridge looked at his girlfriend
with a confused look on his face. “Then what are you doing here?”“Well, after our last meeting a
week ago, you suggested the same thing.”“It was good advice.”“I took it and hired one the same
day.”“See? Good for you. What are you doing here then?”“Well, he went missing yesterday.”“Say
what?”“He started looking into my brother’s death, and he went missing yesterday.”“How do you
know he’s missing?” Nicole asked. “Maybe he just hasn’t checked in yet.”Abbott shook his head.
“No. He’s given me an update every morning since I hired him. Except yesterday. I didn’t get one.
Now, initially I thought maybe he was just busy, so I just figured I’d wait. But I haven’t got one
today either.”“Might still be busy,” Bridge said.“I don’t think so. See, yesterday, well, maybe I
didn’t wait so patiently. Last night, I tried to call him. The phone rang six times, then went to
voicemail.”“So?”“This morning I tried to call him and the phone didn’t ring. It just went straight to
voicemail.”“Somebody turned it off,” Nicole said.Abbott nodded. “Yes.”“Might’ve been your PI that
did it,” Bridge said. “Like I said, he might be busy and into something and didn’t want to blow off
what he was doing.”“I don’t think that’s it. I think it’s something more serious.”“Listen, if this guy is
missing, you should call the police so they can start looking for him. Maybe call the FBI
too.”“They won’t help. I know they won’t.”Bridge sighed and flicked his lips together, feeling like
he wasn’t getting through to him. “Listen, I’d like to help you. I really would. But we have another
case coming up that’s gonna take us out of the country.”“We do?” Nicole asked. The surprised
tone of her voice should have given away that it was a lie.“We do,” Bridge replied sternly.“I know
you’re not cheap, but I can afford to pay you extra,” Abbott said.“It’s not about the money.”“Even if
you could just look into it for a couple of days before you leave. I would really appreciate it.”“I just
don’t think we have enough—”“We can look into it for a couple days,” Nicole blurted out.Bridge’s
eyes widened, and his face became a mixture of shock and anger as he stared down his
girlfriend.Nicole wasn’t really concerned with his stare, though. She knew he’d get over it in a few
minutes, and she wasn’t worried about him falling in line. He always did after his initial
objections. “We can give it three days.”A look of relief swept across Abbott’s face. “Oh, thank you



so much. I really appreciate it.”“You’ll have to give us everything you know about your brother
and the PI who was working on it. What he was doing, where he was going, people he knew,
everything you can think of. It doesn’t matter how small or insignificant you think it is. Write it
down. We’ll judge whether it matters or not.”Abbott smiled and nodded. “No problem.”Nicole
went over to the kitchen counter and grabbed a legal pad and a pen, bringing them back to the
living room and handing it to their guest. As Abbott began writing, Nicole sat down and leaned
back, looking at Bridge, who was still staring her down. She tilted her head and plastered on a
fake smile, trying to look as pretty and innocent as possible. Bridge squinted his eyes as he
continued staring.“Love you,” Nicole mouthed silently.Bridge put his thumb in the air and
motioned for her to meet him in the bedroom. He then got up. “I have to check something,” he
said to Abbott.Nicole waited a few seconds for him to disappear before she got up as well.
“Would you excuse me for a second? You just keep on writing, OK? We’ll be back in a
second.”“Sure,” Abbott replied. He was too focused on writing and his situation to really know or
care what they were doing anyway.Bridge was waiting in the bedroom with his arms crossed as
Nicole came in. She closed the door behind her.“What do you think you’re doing?”Nicole
shrugged, playing the innocent card. “Just trying to help someone who needs it.”“Oh no, don’t do
that.”“Do what?” She batted her eyelashes at him.“That! That. That right there. Don’t play that I’m-
so-innocent thing you do sometimes to pull yourself out of trouble.”“Am I in trouble?”“You know
you are. I specifically said we couldn’t help with this case, and what do you do? Offer to help. You
know damn well I didn’t want to take on this case.”“What’s the harm in looking at it for a few
days? We don’t have anything else scheduled. At best, we find something and can help him get
closure. At worst, we find nothing, and maybe he’ll finally accept that there’s nothing else that
can be done, and he’ll move on. Then you won’t have to deal with him again.”“That’s not the
point. The point is, you specifically went against what I said. You undermined me.”Nicole moved
in closer to him with a sorrowful expression and threw her arms around him. She then playfully
kissed his lips a few times. “I’m sorry.”“I know what you’re doing. It’s not gonna work.”She then
started kissing his neck. “What am I doing?”“You’re trying to use your womanly ways to get me to
calm down and come to your side.”She continued kissing him. “I would never do that.”“Uh
huh.”They locked lips for the next few seconds, with Bridge finally beginning to lose the steam
coming from his ears.“If you really don’t want to take the case, then fine. I mean, if you don’t want
to help someone who’s hurting, who’s in pain, who’s looking for answers, then fine. Just go out
and tell him we’ve changed our mind.”“Me?!”Nicole continued kissing his lips. “Well, you’re the
one who’s not interested.”As Nicole moved to other parts of his body, Bridge started thinking
about it, though it was hard to concentrate. He knew this was Nicole’s intention. She always did
this to him to get what she wanted. He hated how he was an easy mark for her.“You know,
sometimes I really hate how our relationship has evolved.”Nicole kissed him some more,
stopping for a second. “You want to go back to the way it used to be?”“No. No. But it was easier
to say no to you before.”Nicole grinned. “I’m sure it was.” She then kissed both sides of his face.
She knew she basically had won him over. Bridge sighed. “I’m sorry. Should I stop?”“Huh? No,



not that. That you can keep doing.”“Then what?” She kissed his lips again.“Fine.”“Fine,
what?”“Fine, we’ll take the case.”Nicole stopped kissing him for a second, then planted another
big one on his lips. “Awe, thank you, sweety. Thank you for doing this for me.”“Did I have a
choice?”“Not really.”“I didn’t think so.”She put her hand on the side of his face and kissed him
again. “You won’t regret it.”Bridge watched her walk out of the room. “Somehow, I think I already
do.”2Bridge and Nicole spent the next two days trying to find the private investigator that was
working on Abbott’s case. They weren’t having much luck. They were trying to work backwards,
going off the information that Abbott had told them, with the information that the investigator had
told Abbott. The places the PI said he was going didn’t pan out with any useful leads.Now, the
last place they had to look was the PI’s house, which also served as his office. They were sitting
outside the house for about an hour, making sure the coast was clear.“Why are we doing this?”
Nicole asked.Bridge scoffed. “Because you let your bleeding heart get in the way and promised
to look into it. That’s why.”“I don’t mean that. I mean here. Now. Why are we just sitting outside
this guy’s house? We know he’s single and doesn’t have any family. It’s not like we’re gonna run
into someone.”“What if someone knocked him off and is also in there?”“So you do think he met
with foul play!”Bridge put his hands up. “Now, now, just slow your roll there, Spanky. I didn’t say
that. I just said it could be. Didn’t say it was.”“You gotta admit it’s suspicious that a PI takes a
case investigating a murder, then a week later goes missing himself.”“I don’t have to admit
anything.”“Well, at least we don’t have to go far for this one.”“If I had to go far, I wouldn’t have
gone.”Nicole gave him a look, then shook her head. “I don’t understand why you’re so negative
sometimes. It’s like… you wanna help people… but you don’t.”Bridge put his finger in the air as if
he was making a correction. “No. I want to help people that I can really help. What’s our motto?
Helping people that others have given up on. Helping people that no one else can help. That’s
what we do. Investigating murders isn’t it. That’s something the police do, and they’re very good
at it, so why should we get in their way? If they haven’t found something, maybe it’s because
there was nothing to be found.”“Or they overlooked something. As good as they are, we all know
it happens.”“It doesn’t happen as much as people think. If there was something to be found,
they’d have found it.”“Well, maybe we’ll get lucky.”“One more day and we move on,” Bridge
said.“We don’t even have anything else right now. Why are you in such a hurry to move on to
something that isn’t there?”“Because I don’t like to waste my time on things that have no payoff.
There’s nothing wrong with having some rest and relaxation between jobs.” He then looked at his
girlfriend, who hardly ever let a day go by without having a bedroom encounter, though it wasn’t
always in the bedroom. “Well, relaxation anyway.”The reference wasn’t lost on Nicole, who raised
an eyebrow at him. “Are you saying you don’t get enough rest?”“That’s not what I’m saying.”“Are
you saying that I enjoy sex too much?”“That’s not what I’m saying.”“Because if you are…”“It’s not
what I’m saying.”“I’m sure there’s plenty of other men—”“Nicole, it’s not what I’m saying. I love
you. I love how you are. I love how you could want sex at the drop of a hat even if there were
twenty guns pointed at you. I would never complain about it.” Bridge then thought for a moment.
“Well, maybe I would if there were actually twenty guns pointed at us, but you get what I’m



saying.”Nicole grinned, then went back to reading some of the reports they had, none of which
Bridge paid much attention to. “Did you read this on how Abbott’s brother died?”“Killed in an
alley or something, wasn’t he?”“According to the police report, it looked like he was killed
somewhere else and dumped there.”“So?”“So that would mean it was probably
premeditated.”“Not necessarily. Just means that wherever he was really killed, the person who
did it didn’t want his body found there.”“Did you see what he did for a living?”“Traveling salesman
or something, wasn’t he? Sold encyclopedias or something.”Nicole put the papers down and
gave her partner the kind of look she usually did when he said something so ridiculous.
“Encyclopedias? Really?”“What? Don’t they do that anymore?”“I don’t think so.”As Bridge sat
there staring at the PI’s house, something else occurred to him. Something he really didn’t want
to think about. He hoped he was wrong. But anytime someone said they were an international
traveling salesman, his mind immediately went to the agency. Traveling salesman. It was a cover
that he used many times in his days at the CIA. He finally let out a loud sigh, drawing a look from
his girlfriend.“What was that for?”“Nothing,” Bridge replied.“Don’t give me that. I know your
sighs.”“You know my sighs? Don’t you have anything else to do with your time than analyze me
sighing?”“Oh, this coming from the person who counts how many times someone knocks on a
door!”Bridge let out a fake cough. “Well, um, you know, that’s different.”“How?”“Uh, it just
is.”Nicole rolled her eyes. “Uh huh. So what are you sighing for?”Bridge didn’t want to think about
—or talk about—anything that would lead him deeper into the rabbit hole. He was trying not to
think too hard about this case. If he did, the more he analyzed it, the more he was afraid of what
he might find. And he actually would get drawn into it.“Spill. Now.”Bridge sighed again. “Fine. I
was just thinking about him being a traveling salesman, him being killed somewhere else, his
body being dumped in an alley; a lot of things are adding up.”“What are they equaling?”“That
maybe there’s something deeper in play here.”“Such as?”“Well, maybe it’s my old CIA training,
but a lot of it is starting to sound familiar.”“It’s just coming to you now? You’ve had two days to
think about it,” Nicole said.“I didn’t want to think about it. I didn’t want to add it up. I just wanted to
let it go. But since we’re here, since you’re forcing this thing on me…”“I’m not forcing anything on
you.”“Well, now that I’m actually focusing on this thing… a lot is coming into focus.”“Want to
sharpen the picture for me?”“You have a traveling salesman…”“We got that part.”“Will you let me
finish?”“Go ahead.”“We’ve got a traveling salesman, a murder, a body that was killed elsewhere
and dumped, a murder that was so clean the police have no leads and have made no progress
in a year.”“And?”“Then we have a brother who won’t give up, and a private investigator who starts
looking into things, then the PI goes missing.”“So what’s that tell you?”“This wasn’t some
mugging or a fight over a girl or drugs or something stupid like that. This has all the makings of a
professional hit.”“That’s kind of a big leap to take there, don’t you think?”“Police have no leads,
right?”“Right.”“If it was a spur-of-the-moment thing or wasn’t planned, there would be some kind
of evidence, right? There always is when it’s spontaneous. People panic. They don’t think
straight. They make mistakes. There was none of that with Abbott, right?”“Clean in all aspects,
so it seems.”“So who else makes clean kills?” Bridge asked.Nicole cleared her throat, thinking of



the possibilities. “Uh, well, could be the mob or some other criminal element.”“Or it could be
some kind of government body that uses traveling salesmen as cover identities.”“You’re saying
the CIA killed this guy on our own soil?”Bridge shrugged. “I’m saying maybe they’re somehow
involved.”“You blow my mind, you really do. I mean, among other things. But how you go from not
wanting anything to do with this case, to going right to the CIA having this guy killed is amazing. I
mean, some people just dip their toe in the water to see if it’s warm first, but not you, no, you just
dive right in.”“My mind works differently than others.”“You can say that again.”“That’s part of what
makes me special.”“I won’t argue there.”“You also know I might be right.”Now Nicole did the
sighing. “Maybe. There’s a big chunk of stuff missing that we need to fill in before we can make
that conclusion, I think. Like where the PI is.”“That’s another thing. If this guy’s missing, we both
know why that probably is.”Nicole’s voice became sad. “It’s because he’s probably dead.”“Right.
There’s no other reason he’d be missing for three days.”“Unless he’s hurt and in the hospital or
something.”“And he just happens to be in a coma?”“Something like that.”“Or maybe some other
case he was working on, like ten years ago, someone decided to come after him now,
coincidentally, the same time he was starting to work on this thing?”“A lot of coincidences here,
huh?”“Too many. I thought you didn’t want to work on this thing.”“I don’t.”“Seems like you’re
getting into it,” Nicole said.Bridge took a deep breath, then looked at his girlfriend. It was one of
those looks he gave when he was being sucked into something that he didn’t want to do but just
couldn’t help himself. He glanced back at the house, then leaned over closer to the window.
Judging from his body language, Nicole could tell that something caught his eye.“What is it?”“I
just saw a light in there,” Bridge answered.Nicole immediately looked toward the house. It was
just as dark as it had been. “You sure?”“Positive. It only flashed for a second or two.”“Maybe it
was a car driving by or something. The headlight went through the window.”Bridge shook his
head. “No. This was inside.” He looked over at the folder that was still sitting on Nicole’s lap. “This
guy had no family?”Nicole opened the folder and started reading it again. “No wife or kids.
Parents are alive. He was an only child.”“Maybe it’s the parents sneaking in.” He then glanced at
Nicole with a look of disbelief. She gave him the same face.“You really believe that?”“Uh, well, I
didn’t say I believed it. Just said maybe it was.”“Pretty sure if his parents were dropping by, they’d
know where a light switch was.”“Probably.”“So what do you wanna do?”“I don’t want to do
anything.”“What do you feel you should do?”Bridge sighed. “I feel like we should go over to that
house and see who’s sneaking around and if it ties in to Gary Abbott’s murder.”Nicole smiled. “I
thought that’d be your answer.”They got out of the car and headed over to the house. It was a
modest house, two floors, with a single garage attached to the side of the vinyl exterior. There
were two bedrooms upstairs and one downstairs, which Darren Bevell converted to an office for
his PI work. As they approached the house, Nicole wondered what the plan was. If Bridge had
one, he hadn’t shared it yet.“Do you have a plan for this?”“Nope,” Bridge replied.“Oh. Good. How
we getting in?”“Probably the same way the other guy did. Through the back.”“Makes sense. I
guess he’s not just gonna waltz out the front door.”“Unlikely.”“How we gonna take
him?”“Whatever way possible,” Bridge said.They made their way around the house and stopped



once they reached the back door. Bridge put his hand on the knob and slowly pushed it open.
He snapped his head around to look at Nicole.“It’s not locked,” he whispered.Nicole whispered
back. “Well, if someone’s in there, did you really think it would be?”Bridge gave her a face, then
pushed the door open more as the two of them went inside. They walked through the darkened
house, not using their flashlights or flicking on any lights, since it would give their presence away
to whoever else was in the house. After coming in through the back, they found themselves in an
enclosed patio, which then led into the kitchen area. Thinking he heard something, Bridge put
his hand out to prevent Nicole from going any further. He tapped his ear to signal her to listen.
The noise was faint, but it sounded as if papers were being rooted through or being thrown
about a room. Bridge then pointed in the direction he thought it was coming from. It was the
downstairs office.They moved in that direction, making sure they made no sound. Once they got
near the office, they stood outside the door, listening to what was going on. Someone was
definitely rooting around. And it sounded quite messy.Bridge and Nicole started communicating
with their hands, though it was an animated conversation. It was quite the hand argument.
Bridge initially wanted to go in alone and have Nicole wait where she was, but she wanted them
both to go in together. After arguing with their hands for a minute, she finally relented and gave
in, even though she thought it was a mistake.With their plans settled, Bridge took a deep breath,
then quickly snuck inside the room, putting his hand on the wall to feel for the light switch. He
finally found it and flipped it on. A man clad in black attire, including a ski mask, suddenly turned
around from the corner of the room, where he was rifling through the file cabinet.“Whatcha
doing?” Bridge asked, a smug look on his face for interrupting the burglar’s plans. He then
looked at the rest of the room. “Look at this. Was this really necessary? You made a mess of
it.”The masked man stepped away from the cabinet and toward the center of the room. He then
pulled out a gun and pointed it at Bridge, who immediately did the same. They stood there, guns
pointed at each other in a standoff.“Get out of my way,” the man said.“Can’t do that,” Bridge
replied.“I’ll kill you if I have to.”Nicole then appeared in the frame of the door, getting down on
one knee to change the angle that the masked man had to shoot on. It would have been difficult
for him to take out both people before they opened up on him.“Don’t think you will,” Nicole
said.“What are you doing here?” Bridge asked.“Probably the same thing you are,” the man
answered.“Who are you?”The man tilted his head. “That’s on a need-to-know basis.”“What
happened to Darren Bevell?”“Did something happen to him?”“Is he dead?” Bridge asked.“Why
don’t you ask him?”“I feel like we have a gap here.”“Step aside and let me pass and no one has
to get hurt.”“Right now, the only one getting hurt is you.”The man shook his head. “I can take you
out right now.”Bridge shrugged. “Maybe so. But if you do that, you’re not leaving here either.
Because she’s an excellent shot, and she’ll kill you before you can do the same to her.”“I’m OK
with that. Because I’m not being taken, I’m not answering questions, and I’m not getting stuck
here.”“So what do you propose then?”“I told you. You let me pass or me and you won’t see
another sunrise.”“You’re willing to go down for whatever this is?”“Yes.”“Interesting.”“So what’s it
gonna be?”Bridge took his hand off his gun and motioned toward the door. The masked man



slowly started walking in that direction.“Give me space,” the man said, not liking how the two of
them were crowding the door.Bridge took a few steps back, while Nicole got to her feet and also
moved back a little. As the man got near the door, he gave a final look to Bridge.“Maybe next
time.”“There won’t be a next time,” Bridge said.He suddenly lunged at the man, grabbing a hold
of his neck. The two started wrestling around, eventually dropping to the floor as Bridge pulled
down his opponent with him. They gave each other a couple of punches, neither of which had
any mustard behind it and were easily shrugged off by both of them. After a minute of rolling
around on the ground, they got back to their feet, where they started exchanging shots. Bridge
got in a couple, then the man got in a few of his own. Bridge was actually stunned for a moment
and dropped to one knee as he clutched his stomach. The man moved in to continue his
assault, but Nicole spun the man around and started delivering a few shots of her own. She used
her background in jiu jitsu to kick him a few times and keep him off-balance. At one point,
though, he grabbed her leg and gave her a powerful right hand that landed flush on the side of
her face, knocking her down.Bridge regained his energy and rejoined the fight, with both men
getting in an equal number of shots. After several minutes, the man finally got the upper hand on
Bridge, picking him up and slamming him down on a small wooden table by the door. As he
picked Bridge up, Bridge put his hand on the man’s head and pulled the mask off of his face.
Bridge then went crashing through the table, breaking it apart into pieces. The man quickly
looked around for his gun, though he didn’t initially see where it went. And he wasn’t staying
around to look for it. Nicole looked up and saw the man’s blond hair. It wasn’t a military or
government cut, but it wasn’t long either. She only got a short glimpse of his face before he
sprinted out of the house as Bridge and Nicole lay there in pain.Nicole was the first one back to
her feet, though it felt like someone had taken a hammer to her face. She put her finger on her
left cheek, though it hurt to touch it. She then looked down at Bridge, who was moving, but
barely. It felt like he’d just been in a three-round MMA fight and got dominated the entire match.
Nicole rushed down by his side, holding the back of his head.“Are you OK?”Bridge let out a
moan. “I think this is what it feels like.”“What?”“To be run over by a truck.”“You didn’t get run over
by a truck.”“Could’ve fooled me.”“You did get your ass beat though.”“Well, I didn’t notice you
doing your MMA thing over there either.”Bridge started moving around a little more and Nicole
tried helping him back to his feet.“Can you make it?”Bridge held the small of his back. “I think my
back’s broken.”Nicole looked down at what was left of the table. “You sure put that thing out of
commission.”“Are you sure I’m not dead?”“Pretty sure.”“‘Cause it feels like every bone in my body
is broken.”“You always were a little dramatic.”“I’d like to see you get thrown through a table and
see how you react.”“I’ll pass. I’ll live vicariously through you on this one.”After a minute had
passed, though he was still sore, Bridge started moving his arms around and tried to stretch out
his back. Nicole rubbed his shoulders.“Looks like someone’s gonna need something to relax
them later.”“I don’t think my body could take your version of relaxing,” Bridge said.“I promise to
be gentle.”“Remember what you told me about not regretting taking this job?”“Yeah?”“Well, it’s
official.”“What is?”“I definitely now regret it.”
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Michael Illions, “Flat-out Action Packed. This series continues to impress and my only "criticism"
is the constant over the top sexual banter between Luke & Nicole sometimes borders on
immature/childish and is also sometimes at the wrong time, like being in the middle of a mission.
Putting that aside, the storyline itself was good and introduces some new names from Luke's
CIA past. Good action throughout.”

Bob, “good read. Enjoyed reading this book. The main characters are funny and their storyline is
well written. Will read more of these books in the series. Highly recommend this to everyone who
likes to read.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Bridge & his girl are back for another rescue.. This item an under cover
operative goes missing & his brother is desperate to find him. He comes to Bridge begging for
his hèlp to find his brother's murder. When they find an even bigger puzzle.”

Amy Lea Miller, “great one. I really enjoyed this story line better than his last book. It had moving
parts that kept moving and it took me almost to the end to figure it out”

Ebook Library Reader, “Mike Ryan has done it again.. I'm reading greedily and before I know it
I'm on the last page. Luke and Nicole once again finding themselves in a dangerous situation,
but they are good at what they do.”

Dogman, “Ex CIA now PI.. Interesting story.not too easy to follow in some parts. Fun interaction
between our hero and his girlfriend. Story had some difficult believability issues.”

Bonnie, “An interesting story!. Interesting story and characters! A little to wordy in the beginning!
Seemed like just words to as more length to the plot!”

The book by Mike Ryan has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 337 people have provided feedback.
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