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I have the most beautiful daughter.  She's a fantastic wife and mother.  She works full time but still finds the time to volunteer for charity events.  She crochets and, oh my gosh, she can throw a meal together at the drop of a hat and it will leave your mouth watering.  She's kind and considerate...Sometimes I wonder if she's really mine.  Either way, I'm not giving her up.  Nope, she stole my heart the day the nurse laid her in my arms.  With that said, I'm dedicating this book to her.  I love you, baby girl.
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“Chere, what you think I was goin’ to do when I find out you be with the DEA?” John Cavenaugh asked, his Cajun accent more pronounced, warning the other three people in the penthouse suite that his explosive temper was teetering on the edge.

Fallon Hargis didn’t answer, instead, she glared at the man in front of her. Hatred burned inside her even while the cold chill of death ran its cold fingers up and down her spine.

Sounding almost apologetic, he continued, “I have to kill you, sugar, or you be tryin’ to take old Cavenaugh down. I can’t let dat happen.”   

“Remember when you called me petit chat?” She raised her chin. “Cats have nine lives, and I’m not so easy to get rid of.”

Cavenaugh chuckled without mirth. “It almost be a shame to kill you, but—” he shrugged “—business is business, Chere.”

“Screw you.”

His eyes narrowed. Reaching out, he ran a finger down her cheek, outlining the edge of her jaw. She jerked away but it only drew another chuckle from him.

“You be good to her, hear now? Don’t mess up dat pretty face,” he said to his two flunkies before he strolled out of his suite without a backward glance.

It looked like her career as an undercover drug enforcement agent was about to come to an end. The last place she expected to die was a hotel room in Dallas, Texas.

Fuck it, she wasn’t ready to die.

She pushed back the black, full-length mink and planted her hands on her hips. The slit up the side of her red, sequined gown showed more than enough leg to make dumb and dumber drool.

“Too bad we can’t party first. I bet we could have a lot of fun.” Her words were low and husky...with more than a hint of promise.

“Hey, Jack,” George wiped the sweat from his upper lip. He barely paid attention where he aimed his gun. The barrel pointed more toward the floor than her. “Cavenaugh didn’t say when we had to do it.”

Jack spun the silencer onto the end of his gun. “Don’t be a fool. That Cajun’s meaner than a hungry gator,” he nodded toward Fallon. “And she doesn’t party with anyone. You should know better than most,” he ground out. “We do away with her, then we get rid of the body.”

So maybe Jack wasn’t as stupid as George. She dropped her hands to her sides and quickly glanced around the room for an alternate plan. Her gaze landed on the cart that room service had brought up before Cavenaugh pronounced his death sentence. The hot coffee hadn’t been touched. She inwardly smiled.

It isn’t over yet, boys.

“Say your prayers, honey.” Jack raised his gun.

A surge of adrenaline charged through her. She lunged for the pot. Her fingers curled around the handle.

Jack fired.

Searing pain ripped across her side.

No time to think about it.

She whirled around, flinging the steaming liquid at Jack. He screamed and grabbed his face as she slammed the pot across George’s head. Stunned, George dropped his gun and fell to his knees.

“Goddamned bitch!”  Jack cursed.

Scooping up George’s gun, she ran out the door. Where now? No choice. The elevator. She stumbled inside and jabbed the button for the fourth floor. Anywhere but the lobby. She couldn’t take a chance of running into Cavenaugh.

The doors closed.

She drew in a deep breath—then grimaced. Jeez, her side burned like someone sticking it with a hot poker. She slipped the gun into the pocket of the mink and raised her gown.

The bullet had grazed her just above her hip. Nothing she would die from, but it hurt like a son-of-a-bitch, and it was bleeding. If she didn’t do something soon she’d leave Jack and George a breadcrumb trail, or in this case, blood. Pulling a scarf from her pocket, she wadded it up and placed it against the wound, keeping pressure on it with her arm as her dress fell back in place. That had been a close call. Too damn close.

And she wasn’t safe yet, but at least now she was armed.

She brought the gun out and pushed a button. The clip from the nine-millimeter dropped into her palm. Empty. Damn it!

“Only George would carry an unloaded gun,” she muttered, ramming the clip back in place.

The elevator stopped and the doors whirred open. She paused before stepping out. Except for a maintenance cart, the hall was empty. She had to find a place to hide. It would be just her luck if Cavenaugh’s men stepped outside the room and saw where the elevator stopped.

Her two-inch heels didn’t make a sound on the carpeted floor as she swiftly made her way to the cart. At least the maintenance person wouldn’t know the gun wasn’t loaded.

“I can’t believe the light doesn’t work,” a high pitched voice screeched.

Fallon hugged the wall and peeked around the open door. A middle-aged woman stood just outside the bathroom holding some kind of Chihuahua that wasn’t much bigger than a piss ant. The mutt turned slightly, saw her, and began to yap. She jumped back. For a small dog it had a very irritating bark. So much for this room—too many people, and the animal would give her away.

She started to leave when her gaze fell on a roll of masking tape on the cart. Keeping watch on the open door, she laid the gun down, grabbed the tape and tore off a piece. Cursing Jack under her breath, she jerked her gown up and stuck the tape over the scarf.

The elevator began to move.

Her heart pounded.

Five rooms down, the hall veered left. Grabbing her gun and hitching up her dress, she made a run for it, gritting her teeth against the pain in her side.

Fallon heard the elevator doors open as she slipped around the corner. Leaning against the wall, she tried to stem her ragged breathing. Maybe it wasn’t Cavenaugh’s men. Maybe for once in her life something was actually going to go in her favor.

Staying close to the wall, she peered around the side. Jack and George stepped off. So much for wishing. They didn’t look happy, either. Although she noted with satisfaction Jack’s face was a rather nice shade of red.

“Where the hell did she go? You still got that passkey? Let’s start checkin’ rooms.”

Her options were quickly draining away. She glanced down the hallway behind her. A man stood beside a door, his back to her, as he inserted his key card. She raced toward him. He’d suddenly become her lifeline. Just as he opened the door, she shoved him inside.

“What the hell?” he growled, falling forward and reaching for the wall as he stumbled into the room.

Without wasting a moment, she shut the door behind them.

The stranger quickly regained his balance and spun around. He opened his mouth, then snapped it shut, his gaze narrowing on her face. The furrow in his brow relaxed as his eyes dropped lower, slowly trailing past her fur-draped shoulders, lingering on the deep vee of the sequined dress. His inspection of her body skidded to a halt when it landed on the gun she had pointed right at his gut.

“That’s a gun,” he stated.

“A man with a brain. What a unique combination,” she purred. 

He took a step toward her, stopping when she raised the barrel. “I don’t know what your game is, lady, but...”

She hesitated briefly. An idea formed. “Take off your clothes.”

“My wallet’s in my front pocket.” He flung open his suit jacket. “Take it and get out.” 

Fallon kept her eyes on the man in front of her. He still didn’t understand, and she didn’t have time to explain. 

She raised the barrel an inch higher. “Maybe you can’t hear very well. I don’t want your wallet. Now strip before I get angry. Believe me, you don’t want to see me mad.” 

Her hand trembled. She gripped the gun tighter. The burning in her side grew steadily worse.

The stranger’s eyes narrowed and his cheeks tinged red, but he toed off one boot, then the other. As he reached down and yanked off his socks she glanced around, wishing a back door would materialize. There wasn’t much of anything in the sparsely furnished hotel room. A large bed, two nightstands, two lamps and a television. Her gaze drifted back to the stranger when he popped the buttons of his shirt undone.

“Is this how you get your kicks?”

She raised an eyebrow. Not a bad idea. Minus the gun, that is. She’d file it away for future reference. Fallon had never had a man strip for her. Just the thought was enough to send shivers of anticipation over her. This man certainly had the build of a male stripper. 

And the way he stood, with his feet slightly apart, like he didn’t give a damn, definitely turned her on. She wet her lips when he yanked his shirt off and tossed it on the seat of the chair near the bed. Tanned skin and the ripple of muscles. The insides of her thighs quivered.

If the situation were different, this could be interesting. He certainly had potential. She mentally shook herself. Thoughts like that would get her killed.

He faced her, his hands moving toward his pants. A question formed in his eyes.

Heat flooded her, but there was no turning back. She almost laughed. It took a lot to embarrass her, but the stranger had managed to do just that. This wouldn’t be the first time she’d brazened her way out of a bad situation. She could do it this time, too. Hell, she was doing it. If he knew the gun wasn’t loaded, she had no doubt he’d strangle her. But he didn’t know. And it wasn’t like she hadn’t seen a man naked before. It’d just been a while. A hell of a long while.

“Everything off.” There wasn’t time to explain she couldn’t take a chance Cavenaugh’s men might catch a glimpse of his clothes while they were pretending to make love. She cleared her throat. “There’s no reason to be embarrassed. I’ve seen it all before.”

“Do I know you?” He raised a brow.

Smart-ass. He knew she hadn’t meant that she’d seen him before. Her spine straightened. She winced.

“Men are all the same.” Her words came out harsh as the enormity of her situation returned. “Only the packaging is different. Now, if you don’t mind, move it. This performance isn’t for my benefit.”

His eyes glittered dangerously, but he shoved his pants down past snug fitting briefs and over well-muscled thighs before kicking them off. His gaze never wavered from hers as he hooked his thumbs in the top of his white briefs and began peeling them off, his movements slow, hypnotic. It didn’t help her stability that he was fully aroused. She wanted to reach forward and caress him—feel him buried deep inside her, her breasts crushed against his chest.

A door slammed. She jumped.

Damn it, she had to stay focused. They were getting closer. Soon they’d be here. The only thing she wanted Cavenaugh’s men to see was a dark haired woman supposedly making love with a man. They wouldn’t suspect it was her.

She’d overheard more than one comment about her blue eyes being so cold they’d shrivel a man’s nuts. Her gaze moved downward. Obviously, what they said about her didn’t hold true with the sexy stranger.

No doubt about it, she was losing her mind. Her grip tightened on the gun. “Turn on the bedside light, pull the covers down, and get into bed.”

When Cavenaugh’s men didn’t find her, they might assume she’d taken the stairs down. As long as the stranger cooperated, that is. She’d make damn sure he did.

Wade gritted his teeth, but flung the cover to the side. What choice did he have? The woman might have a history of insanity as long as his.... He glanced down. His arm.

He lay on the bed, propping his hands beneath his head and crossing his legs at the ankles. He tried to appear nonchalant as he waited for her next move. Not an easy task when a woman had a gun pointed at him. One slip and he’d get the upper hand, though.

Carefully, she laid the weapon on the opposite table, the grip toward her. He had no doubt she’d be able to get to it before he did.

She shrugged out of the fur and kicked off her heels. Wade no longer thought about the gun.

Raising her hands, she unzipped the back of her dress. The scraping of metal teeth unleashing the woman was like fingernails stroking along his bare thigh.

She frowned, as if in pain. He wondered why, but his attention moved to other things when the gown eased from her shoulders, caressing her skin as it slithered to the floor, revealing high, firm breasts. He wanted to gather them in his hands and knead the soft flesh between his fingers, pull her to him so he could suck her puckered nipples.

He swallowed. Or at least he tried. The dry lump that formed at the back of his throat made it kind of hard. And that wasn’t the only thing hard.

Finally, he dragged his gaze away, letting it roam down her body. The makeshift bandage tinged with blood and taped just above her hip made him catch his breath.

“You’re hurt.” He raised on one elbow.

She grabbed the gun and motioned for him to lie back down. “It’s nothing. Only a scratch.”

“Then why are you sweating?”

“Maybe you turn me on, sugar.” 

She smiled and for a moment he forgot he was being held at gunpoint. Her face softened. He could almost pretend she was here under different circumstances. She definitely did things to his body, but that fact was obvious.

Reaching up again, she tugged on her hair. Off came the blonde wig. Ebony tresses barely reached her shoulders. Her dark hair made her skin appear more pale. Again, his gaze traveled over her. Very slowly. An aching need began building deep inside him. His groan drew her attention.

“Don’t get any ideas, buster. Just pretend you’re an actor and this is a one-act play.”

Then why the striptease? Who was she? What did she want?

Her thumbs hooked inside the band of the red thong she wore.

Who cares?

She shoved the panties off and kicked her clothes under the bed, out of sight.

The door rattled. She flinched.

Grabbing the gun, the woman jumped into bed and straddled him.

He grunted, but not from pain. Her body cupped his. Sex against sex.

Taking his hand, she placed it over the bandage that covered her wound, effectively hiding it. She trembled. He could smell her fear.

“Pretend we’re making love,” she frantically whispered.

“Kind of difficult with a gun pointed at me.”

“Better than being dead.”

She had a point there. He moaned.

“Louder and with a little more imagination,” she hissed.

“Sorry, I didn’t realize I was being scored.” He raised his hips slightly. A flash of surprise and something else, desire maybe, brightened her eyes. Okay, so maybe he’d play her game. “God, that feels good.” Wade knew he wasn’t lying. She felt wonderful rubbing against him. Hot and moist. Maybe she wasn’t as frigid as she tried to appear. She damn sure didn’t feel cold right now.

The door creaked open.

She jumped. The movement inched her forward. She lost her balance and reached out. Her palms landed on his shoulders, her breasts flattening against his chest. The gun made a soft thud when it landed on the carpet. Their gazes locked.

Her face was close to his. He wanted to kiss her lips. See if she tasted like the cinnamon he could smell on her breath. Apparently, she sensed what was on his mind because she scooted downward as if he had the plague, but when she did, he slipped inside.

His surprise matched the look on her face. Neither moved as time momentarily stopped.

A noise alerted him they were no longer alone. He covertly glanced around her. Two burly men stood in the shadowy doorway. He didn’t have to be told the bulge under their jackets were guns.

“Company,” he breathed. They were in danger, he just didn’t know why. And something told him if he didn’t play the game to the end, he wouldn’t see another tomorrow. If he lived through this night, he’d damn well demand an explanation from her.

“Oh, baby, don’t stop,” she cried in a loud, southern drawl and moved her hips.

She frowned at him.

His hips rose to meet her circular movements. He grunted with pleasure when he slipped further inside. Wade was certain she hadn’t wanted to go this far, but it was a little late now as liquid heat washed over him in waves.

She sat up, arching her back, hands resting behind her on his naked thighs. Her breasts beckoned to him. He cupped one, letting the weight rest in the palm of his hand as his thumb brushed across her hardened nipple. A moan escaped from her slightly parted lips.

Apparently they fooled the two men who backed out of the room, closing the door behind them.

In one swift movement, he reversed their positions. Her eyes widened with surprise. He hesitated.

“Don’t stop.” She wiggled closer.

He didn’t need any more encouragement than that and thrust deeper. Wet, moist, heat surrounded him. Grasping his butt, she moved to his rhythm. He rolled his hips, savoring the tight fit. Nice. No, better than nice. Great.

Her nipples rubbed against his chest. A temptation he didn’t even try to resist. Lowering his head, he swirled his tongue around the fullness of one breast, tasting the saltiness of her skin. His mouth captured the nipple and teased. She arched forward and pulled his head closer. He chuckled. Who was in command now?

Her hand snaked between their bodies. When she squeezed, a stab of pleasure and pain shot into his groin. She eased off, letting his testicles fill her hand. His movements slowed as she began to knead and stroke.

She might be on her back, but she’d taken command once more. Right now, he really didn’t give a damn. Not as long as she didn’t stop what she was doing.

He glanced down into her half-closed lids. A slight smile tweaked the corners of her mouth. She looked alone. In a world all by herself. He wondered if she realized there was a man attached to what she fondled. It seemed almost as if she was involved in the sexual experience but not the emotional one.

“Look at me.” He wanted the connection to be complete. Wade didn’t know why. He just did.

She moved her hand from between their bodies and he almost regretted his words. Almost.

“Look at me,” he repeated. “If all you wanted was an orgasm you could use a vibrator, and honey, I’m not battery operated.”

Angry eyes glared back. She nipped his arm with her teeth. Like a wild horse that resisted being tamed. Then smiled. Seductive and sexy. Her tongue licked the tiny wound.

“Why? Isn’t this enough?” Thick with passion, her words wrapped around him, drawing him closer, almost making him forget he wanted more from her.

Almost.

“I want all of you.” With a will he didn’t know he possessed, Wade rose above her as he began inching from her hot sheath.

Her eyes widened with surprise. “No! For God’s sake don’t stop.”

He swiftly glided back inside. She wrapped her arms around him as if she would hold him in place.

“All or nothing.” He threatened. She contracted her muscles, trying to suck him back inside as he slowly inched out.

And her tactics nearly worked.

“Look at me.” He poised above her. Ready to pull completely out if he had to. He wouldn’t be able to walk for a month, but it was a matter of principle now.

“Damn you.” Her gaze clashed with his.

He wanted her to know she wasn’t alone. She could distance herself from him later, but not now. As he stared down into her angry face, he saw her capitulation. He’d won this round.

He slipped back inside, letting her fire surge around him. Her lips parted and her breath came out in little puffs, but she continued to meet his gaze. Their ragged breathing echoed through the room. He increased the pace. She met each thrust until she cried out, her fingernails biting into his flesh, her body quivering.

Wade watched her come. He didn’t close his eyes until spasms shook his body.

He stood on the edge of a canyon looking into space. Mentally, his hands stretched wide as he leaned forward. His body began to fall into nothingness. Hot wind rushed past. Faster and faster he fell. Stars exploded around him—lights brighter than he’d ever seen. A pillow of softness caught him.

Then, quiet. Only the sound of trying to inhale enough air to sustain life broke through the silence.

It took him a few seconds to catch his breath. He closed his eyes, then opened them. Jeez! What the hell happened? He felt like a virgin who’d just experienced his first orgasm. He moved to his side and raised on one arm, looking into the face of the woman beside him.

“Okay, lady. You owe me some answers.”

“I don’t owe you a damn thing.” She closed her eyes as if she didn’t have a care in the world, effectively dismissing him. “As soon as I catch my breath, I’ll be out of here.”

Swift anger flooded him. Who the hell did she think she was? He opened his mouth, then snapped it closed. Damp tendrils of hair clung to her forehead. Her skin was paler than it had been earlier. Skin like fine porcelain, shadowed by long, sooty lashes. Delicate features. She didn’t look like a criminal. He gently brushed her hair away from her face before realizing what he was doing. He jerked his hand away.

If she wasn’t running from the law, then why the gun? Why had those men entered the room? They hadn’t been in uniform and he really didn’t think they were cops. In fact, what little he’d seen had reminded him of hit men from a bad B-movie. What was she running from?

His body brushed against hers. Something wet and sticky tickled his side. He slid further away and glanced down. The bandage covering her wound was deep crimson and so was a small area of the bed. Carefully, Wade peeled the dressing away from her body.

“Damn it! I thought you said this was a scratch. You’ve been shot!”

Her eyelids fluttered open. She looked annoyed that he’d interrupted her short rest. “Well, the bullet scratched like hell when it ripped through me.”
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​CHAPTER TWO
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“It’s no big deal.” Damn, why had she closed her eyes, even for a minute?

“Bleed to death all over the place,” the stranger grumbled. In one fluid motion he rolled out of bed and grabbed the phone.

Fallon pushed up on her elbow. “What are you doing?”

“What’s it look like I’m doing? I’m calling for an ambulance.”

“No, you can’t!”  She swung her legs out of bed and grabbed the phone, gritting her teeth against the sharp pain in her side. “They’ll discover where I am and then the only way I’ll leave the hotel is in a body bag.” When he still hesitated, she continued. “It’s nothing. I’ll live. This isn’t the first time I’ve been shot. Give me a few minutes and I’ll be out of your hair.” She held the scarf in place and went to the door.

“You’re not planning on leaving like that are you?”

She slowly faced him. “Do you think I might be a little conspicuous?” Damn, the man was sexy, even when he frowned—a temptation she’d be better off resisting. She continued on to the door, easing it open. Nothing stirred, not even a mouse, or in this case, a couple of rats. She still couldn’t relax, though. Not until she was far away from the hotel. She shut the door.

“You’ve lost a lot of blood,” he reminded her.

“Yeah, well, shit happens. If you call an ambulance the man who shot me will do the job right next time.”

He turned on his heel, showing a tantalizing glimpse of his backside before he disappeared into the bathroom.

Great ass.

Better than most.

Maybe she’d lost more blood than she’d thought. It was making her lightheaded.

He returned carrying a couple of washcloths. Her gaze swept over him. He’d slung a towel around his middle and knotted it at the hip. Intriguing. Just the right amount of leg and the curve of one butt cheek showed. Any other time she’d be tempted to break her rule and sleep with the same man twice. Maybe it was a good thing she wasn’t planning on sticking around.

“Come here. Let me fix that bandage.”

What did she have to lose? He’ll probably do a better job than I have. She shrugged and ambled over to stand in front of him.

“We could call the authorities. I’ll make sure you get a good lawyer.” He gently removed the bandage and began to wash around her wound with the wet cloth.

“I am the law. What’d you think? That I’m the bad guy?” Although, she had to admit the captain had told her on more than one occasion it was almost a criminal act to let her loose on society. Maybe he’d been right. She’d really blown this assignment.

And involved a civilian. She groaned.

“Did I hurt you?”

“No,” she mumbled.

“Hold this.”

She held the cloth in place while he ripped one of the pillowcases. Housekeeping would be pissed.

“What do you mean, ‘you’re the law’?” he prodded.

How much to explain? She didn’t want to spook the man and make him change his mind about calling someone. All she needed was a bunch of cops tripping over each other. Still, she hesitated. What the hell, she was already in over her head with this man. “I’m with the DEA—Drug Enforcement Agency.”

“I know what it is. And?”

“Someone blew my cover.”

“At the agency?”

She bit her lip. She didn’t want to think so, but there could be a lot of money involved. Enough that anyone might’ve taken a bribe. “Let’s just say I’m not sure who to trust right now.”

He nodded and knelt in front of her. His knuckles grazed her breast when he brought the strip around her waist. A flash of heat coursed through her and didn’t stop until it reached the juncture between her legs.

He wasn’t unaffected, either. A fine film of perspiration dotted his upper lip. Her gaze moved lower. It was flattering to know she could arouse a man so easily.

She swayed slightly, not knowing if it was from the aftershock of everything that had happened or the fact her body responded so quickly to his touch.

“Easy now.”

His voice had a soothing effect. Very comforting. She wondered if he might be a doctor, or at least someone in the medical field. Curiosity got the better of her.

“Okay, we both know I’m in law enforcement. What do you do for a living?”

He didn’t meet her eyes. “I’m a Catholic priest.”

She coughed and sputtered. She was doomed to hell for sure. “You’re what?” she croaked.

“Teasing.”

When he grinned, she forgot about wanting to castrate him for cracking a joke at her expense. Not that she’d actually cut his nuts off. She was sure that would definitely be a sin.

“My—” he hesitated “—my family owns a restaurant in Two Creeks, Texas. I help out.”

“You should’ve been a comedian.”

She’d caught his slight delay between words. Maybe the place served greasy food. Not that it mattered. She wasn’t planning on getting to know him.

He chuckled, his breath tickling her bare breasts. “The next time you hold a man at gunpoint and order him to strip, you might want to ask. By the way, my name’s Wade. Wade Tanner.”

When he paused, she knew he wanted to know hers. Fallon supposed since they’d been intimate she could at least tell him her name. But which one. Sometimes she didn’t remember.

At fourteen she’d run away from the only home she’d ever known, terrified they’d find her. She lost herself in another town, another place. Fallon discovered she could be anyone she wanted.

And someone no one wanted.

As a drug enforcement agent she continued the charade. Each new assignment gave her another identity. Somewhere in the midst of all the different personalities, she’d lost herself.

“You do have a name?” Wade looked up at her.

She took a deep breath and swallowed. Sometimes it was a good thing to forget. “Fallon Hargis.”

He tied off the loose ends. “So, who shot you Fallon Hargis?”

“The bad guys.”

“Why?” He stood.

“Because I knew too much. Sometimes it’s safer if you don’t ask too many questions.”

“Is that a warning?”

She shrugged. He could take her words however he wanted.

It was his turn to frown. “Sit,” he ordered placing both hands on her shoulders and pressing her to the bed. “I’m going to dress. Don’t run away.” Scooping up his clothes, he went into the bathroom.

For a long minute, she stared at the closed door. He acted the perfect gentleman even though he didn’t know her from Eve. Just like they hadn’t had sex a few minutes ago. Just like she hadn’t been shot.

Why the hell did she have to pick this room? That was easily answered. Wade Tanner had been the only person standing in front of his door about to insert his key.

That should’ve been the only thing he’d inserted.

The situation had become complicated. She had more problems than she wanted to deal with right now. Lean, sinewy, muscled maleness had not been on her menu for tonight.

In all her thirty-three years she’d never screwed up as bad as she had tonight. Literally.

*     *     *
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Wade leaned against the bathroom door and closed his eyes while he tried to catch his breath. Tantalizing images of Fallon’s naked body filled his thoughts. He wanted her again. She’d been shot, was bleeding and possibly on the verge of passing out, and all he could think about was fucking her again.

He pushed away from the door.

So what did that make him? A pervert? A sexual deviant?

Or only human. She did have one incredible body.

Wade tugged on the knotted towel and let the white terrycloth drop to the floor before grabbing a hand towel and washing.

By the time he’d pulled on jeans and a T-shirt, his ardor was somewhat under control. Which put his brain back where it should’ve stayed—in his head.

Now he only had one problem that he could see. What was he going to do with her? She’d been right about her wound being a graze. It was deep and nasty, but she probably wouldn’t die, unless an infection set in.

Men were still chasing her, though. He couldn’t very well leave her on her own to go up against two gun-toting thugs. She couldn’t travel by herself, either. Alone, she’d be damn lucky if she made it out of the hotel. He had one choice—take her with him. It was the only logical solution to her survival. He just wasn’t sure if the small Texas town could survive Fallon.

Or maybe it was himself he worried about more. He’d quit the city, and in return gained a peaceful, quiet existence. At least until Fallon barged into his life.

He opened the bathroom door, and stopped in his tracks. She wasn’t sitting on the bed. His heart thumped loudly in his chest. Did the little fool think she could get away from the hotel on her own?

As soon as he stepped from the bathroom, she came into his line of vision in front of the open closet. “What are you doing?”

She turned from rummaging through the clothes he’d hung up yesterday, tugging a blue shirt from a wooden hanger as she did. “Borrowing a shirt. Do you mind?” Holding it by one crooked finger, she raised her eyebrows.

Had he ever met a woman so unconcerned with her own nudity? Wade didn’t think so. Not that he minded. She was damn easy on the eyes.

When he thought about it, she wasn’t completely naked, either. Not if you counted the tattoo of a tiger on the left cheek of that sexy little ass. Damn, the woman gave him a constant hard-on.

He glanced at his shirt. “Would it matter if I did?”

“Not really. Mind if I use the bathroom?” Without waiting for his answer, she sauntered past and closed the door behind her.

Bold, brassy and beautiful. He could think of a lot of other words to describe her. Stubborn, ill tempered, and obstinate. Sexy, sultry and exciting.

Water splashed from the other room. His attention was riveted on the closed door as he imagined her running a wet cloth over her naked body. Droplets of water sliding between her breasts. Abruptly, he turned and strode to his suitcase. He tossed it on the luggage rack and flipped it open.

What the hell would he do with her once he got her home? He raked his hand through his hair and began dumping clothes inside the bag. With more effort than he needed, Wade slammed the lid and yanked the zipper on the suitcase.

*     *     *
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Fallon placed the palms of her hands on the counter and waited for the wave of dizziness to pass. She felt like warmed over death. She really had to quit skipping meals...and getting shot.

A half-cocked grin lifted one side of her mouth. Slipping into Wade Tanner’s room had gotten rid of a lot of pent-up tension, though. Sex with him had been damn good.

But she had his type pegged. A protector. As soon as he’d offered to get her a lawyer when he didn’t even know on which side of the law she walked, she’d labeled him. And Fallon didn’t need him, or anyone else, taking care of her. 

Now she had to figure out how the hell she was going to slip undetected from the hotel. She glanced at the shirt, her new attire, before slipping her arms inside, being careful to lean toward her injury. The last thing she wanted to do was start her wound bleeding again.

She stared at her reflection. The sleeves dangled over her wrists. She rolled them up enough so they’d be out of her way and buttoned the front. This wouldn’t work. She looked like a woman in a man’s shirt. Her gaze roamed the bathroom.

“Hey Tanner,” she called out. “You got a knife?”

“Why, are you planning on holding me at knife point this time?"

She opened the bathroom door and casually leaned against the frame. “Would it bother you if I did?” she drawled.

His gaze lingered on her before he shoved his hand inside his pants pocket. “Here,” he spoke gruffly and handed her a small penknife.

“Thanks.” She grinned and shut the door.

She had no earthly idea why she enjoyed teasing him so much. Something about him made her want to hang around longer than she should. All the more reason for her to leave as soon as possible.

“By the way, your gun isn’t loaded,” he spoke from the bedroom.

“Yeah, I know.” She stepped on top of the closed toilet lid.

“Don’t you think it would’ve been kind of hard to shoot me without any bullets?”

Fallon smiled as she braced one foot on the side of the tub and reached toward the blue flowered shower curtain. This guy could grow on her. She liked a man with a sense of humor.

“But you didn’t know it was empty.” Neither had she when she grabbed it and fled Cavenaugh’s room.

She sliced across the top and down the side of the vinyl. When she had her feet firmly on the floor again, she cut two strips, leaving a wider rectangle. One strip she used to hold the makeshift mini-skirt in place, then, leaving her shirttail on the outside, she used the other strip as a belt around her waist.

“You still alive in there?”

“I’m fine. I’ll be out in a second.” She surveyed the results in the mirror. Not bad. Who knows, she might even start a new fashion trend.

She wet her hair and used his comb to slick it back. Her gaze swept the counter. The hotel had left a complimentary packet of matches in an ashtray. Apparently, this was one of the few smoking rooms. She lit one and blew out the flame. She waited a few seconds for the end to cool before crumbling the match head into a fine, dark powder. She applied it to her eyelids in a sweeping arch. Again, she inspected her handiwork. Not bad. At least she resembled Elvira more than the blonde she’d been earlier.

Wade straightened from the bed when she opened the door. The perfect gentleman. She sighed and watched his eyes widen, then narrow.

“Isn’t that the shower curtain?”

“Was. Now it’s my ticket out of here. Makes a great mini-skirt.”

“And the eyelids?”

“Trade secret.”

“You won’t get far.”

“I’ve made it out of tighter jams than this.”

“Where will you go?”

“I’ll figure that out when the time comes.” If only to herself, she admitted she was worried. When she’d run away from the two men all she had were the clothes she wore and the flash drive she’d slipped into a quickie, makeshift pocket on the inside of her dress, before Cavenaugh insisted she go to Dallas with him. She hoped the evidence would put him away for a long time.

But as soon as the drug lord discovered she was still alive and might have enough proof to indite him on his criminal activities, there’d be an all out search.

“I’ll manage.” She didn’t need this man’s pity or concern. She pulled her clothes and wig from under the bed. “My gun please,” she said as she straightened.

“You’re right. You might make it out the front door by yourself. Then what? Sleep under a bridge? How are you going to find the traitor that way?” He scowled.

She looked into his eyes and wondered if her wound caused her to tremble, or the man standing in front of her. How could one man be so devilishly handsome? Ah well, he’d been a nice diversion.

“You have a better idea?” she asked.

“Yeah. I’m taking you home with me.”
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​CHAPTER THREE
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“We’re here.”

Fallon roused and peered through sleep-laden eyes. “Where’s the town?” she mumbled past a yawn as she glanced at the clock on the dash. She’d only slept ten minutes. She couldn’t feel worse if she’d been in a train wreck.

“This is it. The main street of Two Creeks. One grocery, a post office, various stores and offices.” He pointed to a limestone building in the center of the square. “That’s the courthouse. Built in 1875.” 

“I suppose you’ve lived here all your life.” She eased to a straighter position.

“Something like that.”

This was worse than she could’ve imagined. The town wasn’t big enough for her to lose herself. If Cavenaugh figured out where she’d gone, it wouldn’t take him long to find her in this rinky-dink place. Right now, she didn’t have much of a choice. She’d stay here until she regrouped, but after that, she’d be gone so fast all anyone would see was a trail of dust. And she wouldn’t look back. She didn’t need anyone taking care of her. 

He turned the corner and went a couple of blocks before pulling into the driveway of a small, white frame house with yellow trim. Cozy. A sudden thought occurred to her. “You’re not married, are you?”

He laughed, a deep, resonating sound that filled the interior of the vehicle. “It’s a little late to think about that now. You did hold me at gunpoint while you had your way.”

“I didn’t,” she snapped, coming straight up in her seat, wincing when the flesh at her wound pulled taut.

He turned the key and faced her. “Oh, what would you call it?”

“I didn’t mean for it to happen. Not the sex part.” 

“Are you sorry it did?”

His question threw her. She didn’t want to dwell on why it had seemed different with him. She’d always used sex as a way of releasing bottled-up tension. And always with someone she knew she’d never see again. She pushed her thoughts to the back of her mind and looked across the short expanse of leather. “Sorry about the sex?” She shrugged. “Not really. Just don’t get any ideas because it won’t happen again. It was an accident.”

“Are you sure?”

“That it was an accident?”

“No, that it won’t happen again.”

“Quite sure. Now, if you don’t mind, my side feels like Hell during a heat wave. I need some aspirin.”

He grabbed the keys, sticking them in his pocket as he climbed out of the vehicle. When she started to open her door, he spoke, “Wait, I’ll help.”

“I don’t need your help,” she told him, but he was already hurrying around to her side. She should’ve known he wouldn’t listen, the man had a stubborn streak.

Not waiting, she stepped from the SUV, but her legs were stiff and she stumbled. Wade caught her, the heat from his body searing her skin.
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