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When federal agent Shanna McKay – aka Lily – is assigned to a new case, her shady past returns to haunt her. She’s ordered to investigate drug lord Manuel Santos, who caused her sister’s death years earlier. The McKay sisters had been wild. Shanna became hooked on sex; her sister hooked on Santos and his drugs. Desperate to even the score, Shanna infiltrates the organization by using her most powerful weapon – her sexuality. She seduces Santos’ men one by one in an attempt to gain access to the main man. It’s a dangerous game and her boss, Joe Mitchell, knows it. He goes undercover to save his agent before her own cover is blown, but what will be stronger – Shanna’s love for Mitchell or her need for vengeance?
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Prologue
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It still smelled the same.

Shanna couldn’t describe it, but it was still there. The air was heavy, pregnant with emotion. It filled her lungs with a weight she could hardly bear. Despair. Anger. Fear. They were all there, vivid in the pictures in her mind. The subtle stench had brought all the overwhelming feelings back.

Block it out, she ordered herself.

She couldn’t be distracted. She had a job to do.

She adjusted her grip around the handle of her pistol. Taking a slow, deep breath, she forced the thoughts to the back of her mind. She couldn’t stop her memories completely, but she could use them to her advantage.

This was her turf. She knew this alleyway better than anyone suspected. She knew Giovanni’s left cold pizza slices in the Dumpster by their back door. The Zone wasn’t as generous with their alcohol, but it was easy enough to slip inside their back exit to use the restroom. And Return to Kashmir—she knew what really went on inside that place.

Tonight, the atmosphere was nearly suffocating. She ignored it. She had her focus back, and nothing was going to stop her from her purpose.

“Move into position.”

The whispered order sent a shiver down her spine. Reaching up, she adjusted her earpiece. It was as if his hot breath had brushed the back of her neck. Just like that, her grip on her weapon became slippery. Transferring it to her other hand, she wiped the sweat from her palm onto her jeans.

Special Agent Joe Mitchell had that effect on her.

“Lily, are you set?”

Shanna quickly sidestepped an empty cardboard box and braced herself against the brick wall. The closed door was on her left, so she transferred her gun to her right hand. “I’m at the back entrance,” she whispered, knowing the sensitive microphone of the com system would pick it up.

“Is it locked?”

His voice was low and deceptively calm. The entire team was listening, but she felt as if he were standing right next to her, whispering into her ear. She swallowed hard to fight her reaction. Concentrating on the task at hand, she slowly reached out and wrapped her fingers around the doorknob. Using the slightest of pressures, she gave it a twist.

It didn’t budge.

“Affirmative,” she whispered. “Give me thirty seconds.”

Before he could respond, she was dropping to her knees and reaching for the tools in her back pocket. An ironic smile settled on her lips as she set to work on picking the lock. Funny—they hadn’t had to teach this skill to her at the academy. As she used a light touch on the lock, she heard Mitchell quietly establish the status of the rest of the team.

“Mustang?”

“Check.”

“Devo?”

“Check.”

“Cobra?”

“Yo.”

She’d just heard the final pin fall into place when his voice touched her again. “Lily?”

She’d thought she was prepared, but her breath still caught. Every time he used her code name, a frisson of electricity shot down her spine. If he ever called her Shanna, her heart would likely stop.

“I’m in,” she whispered.

“Hold your positions until my command.”

She pressed her back against the wall again and tried to slow her suddenly racing heartbeat. This was it! She could hardly believe it. She’d been waiting for this moment for an eternity. Tonight, Manuel Santos was going to get what was coming to him.

Her hands began to shake in anticipation, and she glared at them. She had to get her nerves under control. She took another deep breath. It was the wrong thing to do. The pungent air hit her nasal passages, and she nearly gagged on her rage.

“Move! Go! Go! Go!”

The order burst through her earpiece, and she sprang into action. Turning the handle slowly, she opened the door and peered around the corner. Seeing the hallway empty, she entered the premises.

Her fear had vanished. In its place was cool, ruthless determination. Her gun was rock steady in her grip as she silently moved down the hall. She placed her steps carefully, and her ears were alert for any sound, any movement.

The place was eerily silent.

It shouldn’t be that way.

She paused. It was way too quiet. They were walking into a trap.

Her lungs expanded with the knowledge, and her heart pounded in her ears as she considered what to do. Her training told her to back out carefully, block the exit, and wait for assistance. Instinct told her to move forward.

She hadn’t heard a sound. She hadn’t seen a movement.

But she could feel.

Whirling around the corner, she dropped low and cocked her weapon.

She found herself face to face with the barrel of a Glock 17.
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“Would somebody please explain to me why we raided an empty building last night?”

Special Agent Mitchell’s words were calm, but the even staccato of the syllables made Shanna sit a little straighter. God, she hated being called into his office. It was just so small, so claustrophobic. He seemed to fill up the space until she couldn’t breathe.

“It wasn’t supposed to be empty.”

She threw a glance of appreciation in her partner’s direction. Shawn “Cobra” Coberley wasn’t the timid sort. He wouldn’t make excuses or beg forgiveness. He’d get down to brass tacks, tell things the way they were, and move on. Damn, but she wished she could be that way around Joe Mitchell.

Unfortunately, he tied her in knots. And to think that he was disappointed in her—well that just made her want to cry. Given her inability to shed tears, that was saying a lot.

“Your source was solid?”

“I swear, Joe. That information was good as gold. They were there yesterday. Somehow, they must have gotten wind that we were coming.”

“It’s hard to believe Santos could move that much heroin that quickly.”

“I know, but the guy’s a pro. He’s been doing this for so many years, he’s got it down to a system.”

Shanna’s stomach clenched at the mention of Santos’ name, and her fingers dug into the arms of the chair. She felt more than saw Joe’s gaze land on her white knuckles. Forcing herself, she let her grip loosen. Needing something to do, she began to toy with the ring on her right hand.

“Do we have any idea where he went?”

Again, the question was directed at Cobra. Shanna swallowed hard. Lord, the walls were just pressing in on her. She focused her gaze on the bookshelf behind her boss’s shoulder. Breathe in, breathe out.

“We’ve got a couple of ideas, but we’re still working on them.”

“Well, next time, let’s make sure we get the job done. We can’t afford busted raids. They waste our time and our money. Worst of all, they make us look bad.” Joe’s voice dropped to a growl. “I don’t like to look bad.”

Her heart sank.

“No, sir,” Shawn said. Even his voice had dropped to a contrite tone. Joe Mitchell didn’t chew out his employees very often. This was about as bad as it got. Somehow, the disapproval in his tone was worse than if he’d screamed.

“It won’t happen again, sir,” Shanna finally whispered. They were the first words she’d managed to say since she’d stepped foot inside this closet.

Coberley pushed his chair back and stood. She began to follow suit, but Joe’s words put a stop to that.

“Lily, I’m not through with you yet.”

She threw a desperate look at her partner, but Shawn just shrugged. He gave her a sympathetic grimace and headed to the door. When it closed with a click behind him, she could have sworn the room shrank to about a third of its tiny size.

“Sir?” she said. God, she didn’t want to have this conversation. Joe’s disapproval with last night’s events hurt too much. She didn’t want to hear how she’d screwed up. He had no way of knowing, but his opinions mattered to her more than they should.

“Sit down.”

With a deep breath, she followed his instructions. Her skirt hiked halfway up her thighs at the movement, and she hastily pulled it back down. He said nothing, but his gaze practically scorched her legs before it skittered away. The unexpected look surprised her. Certain that she had misinterpreted his action, she focused her gaze on his desk.

It was a mistake. His elbows rested on the wooden surface, and his hands were clasped together. She looked at those big, strong, masculine hands, and a vivid picture flashed into her head. She could see those hands sliding slowly up under her skirt... fisting into her panties... frantically tugging them down...

Her cheeks flooded with color, and her sex clenched with excitement. She quickly glanced away, but it was too late. She felt moisture between her thighs. Her panties had been damp from the moment he’d called her into his office. Now, they were sopping.

“Are you ever going to look at me?”

They weren’t the words she was expecting, and her shocked gaze collided with his. His cool green eyes were unreadable, but they were compelling. They held her look. The ceiling pressed down on her, and she squirmed in her seat.

He leaned back in his chair, and it let out an ear-piercing shriek. Shanna flinched, but still, she couldn’t look away. His gaze moved across her face, taking in her features. She felt her breaths hitch. She waited for him to continue, but he remained silent.

Helplessly, she watched him stare at her.

“You almost shot me last night.”

She forgot to breathe.

“Lily?” he said, coming out of his creaky chair in a flash and rounding the desk.

Her face must have turned white. Taking a deep breath of the diminishing oxygen supply in the room, Shanna tried to settle her whirling thoughts. It was impossible when he knelt beside her chair. His gaze bore into hers, and she quickly shut her eyes to hide her flare of reaction.

“Are you okay?” he asked quietly.

“I’m fine,” she said, fighting to keep her voice steady.

He hovered nearby, almost as if he were hesitant to leave her side. She was relieved when he finally moved away. Instead of returning to his chair, though, he settled his lean hips against the edge of the desk directly in front of her. The position put his crotch practically at her face level. The irony struck her, and she looked away with a groaning laugh.

“You think it’s funny? You almost fed me a bullet last night.”

Her gaze flashed back to his. “I seem to recall you had me in your sights, too.”

“Lily, you’re always in my sights.”

She went still.

He cleared his throat and crossed his arms over his chest. “What I mean is that I have to watch you more closely than anybody else on my team. You’re a wild card. Last night proved it.”

Uncomfortable, she toyed with the ring on her finger. “Can we not have this discussion again?”

“I don’t see how we can avoid it.”

“I am not impulsive.” He’d accused her of it so many times, she’d gotten sick of the word.

“Yes, you are. You’re dangerous.”

Somehow, his inflection made a jolt of electricity shoot down her spine. “I’m instinctive,” she argued.

He shifted his weight on the desk. “I don’t see the difference.”

She struggled to find the words. She searched his handsome face, looking for signs of understanding. All she saw was an impossibly good-looking man scowling at her. “If I were impulsive, I’d be acting without thinking.”

“Exactly.”

“But I am thinking,” she insisted. “I’m using more than my brains. I’m listening to my gut. It’s saved me more times than I can count.”

Her tone dropped with that confession, and she bit her lower lip. She hadn’t meant to say that much. His gaze focused like a laser beam on her lips, and her mouth went dry.

“As soon as you sensed something was wrong, you should have backed out of that building,” he said gruffly. “Why didn’t you follow your gut then?”

“My gut told me there was somebody around that corner.”

“How?” he said with disbelief.

To some, it might seem like an arrogant statement, but Shanna took it for what it was worth. Joe Mitchell was one of the best agents the FBI had ever had. He’d earned the codename Tiger for his ability to approach a target undetected yet attack with a speed and agility that was stunning.

“I felt you,” she said.

“You what?”

“I felt your presence,” she said with a shrug.

Her breaths hitched when he leaned forward and gripped the arms of her chair. He trapped her with both his proximity and the fierce look in his eyes. “You knew I was there, and you still pulled a gun on me?”

“I didn’t know it was you,” she whispered. “I just sensed somebody was there.”

She said the words aloud, but inside she wondered at their truth. Would she really have been able to feel anybody besides him around that corner?

His green gaze burned into hers. “You had murder in your eyes.”

She swallowed hard. “I want Santos.”

He said nothing, but he watched her carefully. He was so close. Her fingers dug into the muscles of her thighs. She was afraid that at any moment, her hands would betray her and dive into his dark hair. She wanted nothing more than to pull him close and feel those hard lips settle on hers. God, even her legs were trembling. She had visions of wrapping them around his waist, tearing open his fly, and plunging onto him.

“You seem to want him a little too badly.”

“This case is important to me.”

“Why?”

She licked her lips at the direct question. He almost seemed to lean closer at the action, and she stumbled over her words. “H-He’s a major drug dealer.”

“Is that the only reason?”

Her backbone finally snapped into place. “Seems like a good enough reason to me.”

He stared at her hard, but this time she held her ground.

“I think you’re holding out on me,” he said softly. “I get the feeling that something else is going on here. You’re a crackerjack agent, Lily, even though you do tend to get a little impulsive at times.”

She opened her mouth to respond, but he held up his hand to stop her.

“You’re riding on the edge with this Santos case, though. It’s almost as if it’s personal to you.”

A warning zapped through her nervous system. He was too close to the truth. “Why did you pull your gun on me?” she asked, quickly turning the tables. “You knew my position.”

His lips twisted up in a hard smirk. “I knew where your position was supposed to be—outside the damn door. I heard somebody in the hallway, and I had to assume that you’d been taken out.”

“Oh, please.”

His hand suddenly left the arm of her chair and gripped her chin. “You scared the shit out of me, Lily. I was coming to get the bastard when you spun around that corner. I was seeing red by that time. You’re damn lucky I didn’t pull that trigger.”

Shanna’s heart jumped into her throat. He’d never touched her before. Her skin burned where his fingers held her. Unable to stop herself, she reached up and grabbed his wrist. Her palm encountered the springy black hair of his forearm, and she savored the raspy feeling. Her nipples tightened, and she wondered how they’d react if they encountered the same sensation.

Her thumb landed on his pulse. It was pounding just as rapidly as hers. Something hot and dangerous passed between them, but just as suddenly as it appeared, it vanished. Joe’s face went deliberately blank, and he pulled back as if burned.

“Next time, follow protocol,” he ordered in a clipped tone. He stood up and circled the desk back to his chair. “One more wrong move on your part, and I’ll pull you off this case. Now, get out there and help Cobra figure out where that bastard Santos moved his stash.”

Shanna jerked as if he’d slapped her. There was nothing like having your hopes dashed before they even got off the ground. “Yes, sir,” she said hoarsely.

Unsteadily, she pushed herself from the chair. She headed for the door with as much grace as she could muster. Unfortunately, his stare still bore into her back. Unable to spare a glance in his direction, she opened the door and made her escape.

Almost immediately, she began to breathe easier. There was air in the hallway—fresh, clean, revitalizing air. She took a deep gulp and tried to get her bearings. She threw a glance towards her desk. Shawn was already entranced in his computer. Unfortunately, she knew the minute he spotted her, he’d want to know what had happened.

She wasn’t prepared for that yet. She turned on her heel and headed to the ladies’ room. Her legs were wobbly as she pushed open the door.

He’d touched her.

Quickly, she glanced under the stall doors. Thank God, she was alone. Stealing a glance in the mirror, she sighed. Her cheeks were pink. He had to have seen how his touch had affected her.

Groaning, she spun away from her reflection and began to pace the room. Her heels clicked against the linoleum floor, and the sound echoed off the walls. She’d come dangerously close to making a fool of herself back there.

Joe Mitchell was her boss, for heaven’s sake. More than that, he was her idol. She knew that she’d put him on a pedestal, but in her opinion, that was where he belonged. He was just so damn perfect. 

And what was she? Gutter trash.

Spinning around, she began to pace in the opposite direction. Why did she let herself dream about the impossible? Hell, that was half the problem. There wasn’t any hope for the two of them. She knew that as well as she knew her own name. Things might not be so bad if she could just stop fantasizing.

“You idiot.”

She and Joe couldn’t have been more different. He was practically the FBI poster boy. He came from the perfect background. He’d grown up in the perfect family. He’d gotten perfect grades. The Bureau had welcomed him with open arms, and he’d never disappointed them. He’d risen through the ranks like a rocket and was now one of the youngest special agents in the department’s history.

“What would he ever want with you?”

With a groan, she raked a hand through her hair. She knew there wasn’t a chance in Hades of her ever hooking up with him. Still, she couldn’t get rid of her nearly debilitating attraction to the man.

He’d touched her.

She’d been waiting for that forever.

Blowing out a long breath, she tried to slow her racing pulse. She’d had a crush on him for a very long time. Her adoptive father, Robert Haynes, had been Joe’s partner when he’d first joined the Bureau. She’d heard all the stories and built up an image of The Tiger before she’d even met him. When she’d finally gotten her first look at him, she’d gone under for good.

And he’d finally laid a hand on her.

Her breath shuddered in her lungs. God. One, impersonal, little touch and she was ready to come.

Her sex was weeping for attention. Giving up the battle, she moved into the end stall and locked the door. Hastily, she pulled her skirt up until the material bunched around her waist. Even the friction of the material sliding across her thighs made her groan from frustration.

Hooking her thumbs under the waistband of her panties, she pushed them down. With a deep breath, she widened her stance and looked down at herself.

Her sex was wet and swollen. Closing her eyes, she let her hand wander closer to that forbidden area. At the first touch of her fingers, she gasped and leaned back against the wall. Delving deeper, she parted her overly sensitive pussy lips and searched for the bundle of nerve endings that could bring her some relief.

A lightning bolt of sensation shot through her when she found her clit, and she had to reach for the stall door to brace herself. “Joe,” she sighed.

She plucked at the responsive little bud, and her inner muscles fluttered. Her poor pussy was looking for something, anything to grab onto. Pushing her shoulders hard against the cold wall, she reached down with her other hand. Her opening was overly sensitized, and she soothed it with the pads of her fingers before trying to penetrate.

Becoming impatient, she slid one finger deep inside her body. Her pussy latched eagerly onto the intruder and began sucking greedily. Shanna couldn’t stop the cry of delight that passed her lips. Needing more, she worked another finger deep into herself.

It was good, but not as good as it could have been. She squeezed her eyes shut and imagined it was Joe finger-fucking her. Suddenly, the sensations doubled in magnitude.

Her hips bucked, and she began working both her hands more aggressively. A sweat broke out on her brow, and her heart pounded at a frantic pace. Still, she couldn’t reach that ultimate peak.

“Oh, please!” she begged. She pushed harder on her clit, but she was hanging right on the edge. Something was holding her back. She needed more. She needed him!

Opening her eyes, she looked for anything that could help her. Her gaze landed on the toilet paper roll. It might do. Diving forward, she opened the mechanism. She almost sighed in relief when she saw that the cross bar that held the roll was one solid piece of metal.

As she examined it, she felt her pussy contract. It was exactly what she needed. The metal piece was smooth and cylindrical. It was only about an inch in diameter, but it was hard. More importantly, it was about six inches long. It could reach further inside of her than any of her fingers. If she closed her eyes, she could imagine.

“You can’t,” she said.

But she had to.

Leaning back against the wall, she took a deep breath. The thought of fucking herself with an inanimate object was beyond naughty. It was dirty. But that’s what she was. She’d always been a bad girl. No matter how hard she tried to change things, it was what she always and forever would be.

Quickly, she disentangled her right leg from her panties. They drooped around her left shoe, creating an erotic picture. Bracing her high-heeled pump on the toilet seat, she reached again for her core.

She spread her lips wide. They pulsed with excitement, and her shoe nearly slipped off the porcelain. Breathing hard, she settled the smooth metal piece against her opening. It was cold. She gritted her teeth until her jaw ached, but she was too far gone to stop. Determinedly, she pressed the bar inside her.

“Oh, God!” she moaned. It was small, but its temperature made it seem much bigger. Her quivering inner muscles contracted, but they couldn’t escape the icy stainless steel. She squirmed against the wall, tormented by the tiny dildo that hung halfway out of her pussy.

It hardly stretched her at all, but it was what she needed. It was hard, impossibly hard, and she began to ride it. Closing her eyes, she pictured Joe in the stall with her. He’d be bigger. He’d surely stretch her wide, and she had a thing for size. His rough hands would grab her ass, and he’d hold her in place as he pounded his big dick into her.

“Ahh!” She felt herself beginning to ascend to the peak. She worked the bar in and out, slowly increasing her speed. As her excitement grew, she pressed harder and harder against her sensitive clit. Her breaths were turning ragged when suddenly the door to the bathroom swung open with a whoosh.

Shanna froze. The metal dildo was high inside her, and her hands were between her legs. Squeezing her eyelids closed, she tried to disappear.

“Oh my, look at this.”

She nearly died of horror when she heard the elderly woman’s voice. Betty Simpson! Oh, dear God! Betty was a sweet, gray-haired lady who just happened to be Joe’s secretary. The woman had probably never even heard the word “masturbation,” much less tried it.

“Toilet paper all over the floor.”

Shanna heard Betty picking up the mess. A movement at her feet caught her attention, and Shanna wanted to die. The line of toilet paper led directly to her stall. In her haste to get to her impromptu sex toy, she’d tossed the roll aside. It must have tumbled across the floor. Now, it was pointing right at her like an accusing finger. Her face flared with color.

“Are you okay in there, dear?”

Shanna’s vocal cords froze.

“Lily, is that you?”

Her ankles burned when she sensed the elderly woman glancing under the stall door. There was no way she could hide, and it was clear she wasn’t sitting down. Her foot rocked on the toilet seat. It was a bit late to hide what she was doing. “Mm hm.”

“Are you having tampon problems, sweetie?”

Shanna bumped her head back against the wall. The cold bar was embedded deep inside her. Just hearing the old woman say the scandalous word “tampon” made her juices drip down her thighs. “Yes.”

“Do you need any help?”

“No!” Shanna gasped aloud. She hurried to soothe any hurt feelings. “I’ll be fine.”

“Well, if you’re sure...”

“I’m positive.”

“Here you go, dear.”

She saw an age-spotted hand reach under the door. Automatically, she reached down to take the roll of toilet paper. Unfortunately, she forgot about the rod embedded inside her. It shifted, and she had to stifle a groan. “Thank you,” she said tightly.

“You’re welcome.”

Shanna leaned against the wall and tried to get control of herself. She’d never felt so dirty. She’d been caught in the act. Worst of all, she was hotter than a pistol. She couldn’t remember ever being so aroused in her life.

She waited the interminable minutes as Betty went about her business. The personal sounds that normally went by unobserved were suddenly unbearably loud. Shanna squirmed against the wall, her body begging for release. She just couldn’t do it while Betty was in the room. It was too obscene.

Her pussy ached. It begged her to move that hard dildo inside of her. She was so close to coming, her toes were curling inside her shoes.

Finally, Betty’s stall door opened. Being a fastidious type, the older woman not only washed and dried her hands, but she had to be primping as she studied herself in the mirror.

Hurry up! Shanna nearly screamed. In a few seconds, she wasn’t going to be able to hold back her orgasm whether she wanted to or not. At long last, she heard the clip-clop of footsteps heading to the door. They paused, though, and she nearly wept.

“Are you sure you’re okay, dear?”

“Yes!”

Some of her frustration must have entered her tone, because the sweet old lady finally left. Reaching down, Shanna hurriedly began to shag herself. Closing her eyes, she concentrated on the feelings building inside of her. With every thrust, her pussy greedily accepted the foreign intrusion. She plucked insistently at her swollen clit until the excitement peaked. Suddenly, a high-pitched whine left her throat.

“Joe,” she cried as her muscles clamped down and shudders wracked her body.

It took several minutes before the world stopped spinning. She sagged against the wall, her muscles limp with completion. After a while, the cool air from the vents became too much on her exposed skin. Opening her eyes, she took in her situation.

Her panties were still draped across her shoe. The roll of toilet paper had again been tipped on its side. Fortunately, this time the wall had stopped its momentum. Directly ahead of her, the toilet paper holder stood barren. Her face flushed, and she reached down to remove the metal bar from its slick hiding place. It slid out of her with a slurp, and her face heated with embarrassment.

She pressed her lips into a straight, thin line as she cleaned herself up. She mentally detached herself as she straightened up the stall and removed all evidence of what she’d just done. Arranging her clothing, she tried to retrieve her professional front.

It wasn’t working. Her panties were still wet. Resignedly, she kicked them off and stuffed them in her pocket. She’d have to stash them in her purse before anybody noticed the smell.

The door to the hallway swung open again, and she knew her time was up. Even if she wanted to hide in here all day, it simply wasn’t possibly. Schooling her face, she unlocked the stall door.

She stepped out, intending to head to the sink, but found Joe blocking her way.

“Are you all right?” he asked.

Shanna’s jaw dropped. Everything inside of her froze.

“Betty said you were having some problems.”

Her mouth worked like a fish as she searched for something to say. “This is the ladies’ room!” she finally managed to get out.

“I’m well aware of that,” he said with some discomfort. “Everything is pink.”

The way he said the word with such distaste made her almost laugh. That, in and of itself, was surprising. She’d never felt like laughing in front of Special Agent Mitchell. Not knowing what to make of the situation, she maneuvered around him and made her way to the sink.

Her hands were still sticky. They shook as she reached for the pink soap dispenser. She hoped he wouldn’t notice, but the way he was looking at her made her feel as if he were trying to read her mind.

“Did you... handle everything?” he asked carefully.

She glanced up and saw him looking at her in the mirror. She was glad she wasn’t the only one who felt uncomfortable. Something bold overtook her in that instant. This was the ladies’ room. This was supposed to be a place she could go when she needed to escape. What would have happened if he’d walked in here five minutes ago? “Did Betty tell you what the problem was?”

He reached up to rub the back of his neck. “Not in so many words, but I’ve got an idea.”

Her cheeks flared, but she couldn’t stop herself from asking, “And you’d help me with something like that?”

He met her gaze in the mirror. “Yes.”

Her knees buckled, and she reached for the sink to support herself. No matter what his secretary had told him, his answer was enough to shake her to her core.

“I’d drive you to the hospital.”

The wind left her lungs in a rush. “Oh.”

“But if everything is okay...”

“It is. It’s fine. Problem solved.” She quickly turned to the paper towel dispenser and jerked on the handle. Her first tug nearly ripped the unit off the wall. Tempering herself, she ripped off a section and wiped her hands.

“That’s good.” Nodding his head, Joe looked anywhere in the room but at her. “Good.”

“Yes, good.” She slammed the wadded paper towel into the trashcan and spun on her heel. “Excuse me, but I’ve got a case to get back to.”

Her heels clipped a rapid beat to the door.

“Lily?”

Shanna stopped with her hand on the door handle. She considered pretending that she hadn’t heard him, but he was her boss. Glancing over her shoulder, she gave him a cautious look.

“Your... um...” He cleared his throat and shifted his weight. “Your panties are about ready to fall out of your jacket pocket.”
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Chapter Two
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​Three weeks later

“I hope you know what you’re doing.” Cobra hissed the words as they crossed the small parking lot. “We’re supposed to blend in, Lily.”

Shanna folded her small clutch under her arm and tried not to be too self-conscious. She needed that clutch to carry her gun and her mini recorder, because there certainly hadn’t been any place on her body to conceal them. Surreptitiously, she pulled down on the hem of her dress. She could have sworn it was at least five inches longer in the dressing room at the store when she bought it. Right now, it was skimming the top of her thighs. “Believe me,” she said. “In this place, I won’t even draw a second glance.”

“No. One will be enough to grab every guy in the joint by the balls.”

Shawn’s hand landed on the small of her back to guide her between two parked cars, and goosebumps popped up on her skin. With every step they took, her dress seemed to shrink. Okay, so it was backless. The crisscrossing straps had given her a little too much confidence. It was her front that was causing her the most difficulty, however. It was downright impossible to wear a bra with this skimpy number. Each step in these stiletto heels made her breasts bounce all over the place. She wore a D-cup, for God’s sake. She wasn’t meant to go braless.

As they stepped up to the doorway, the flashing sign overhead caught her attention. Tassels. The neon burned its way to the back of her eyeballs. Her stomach dropped, and her steps slowed.

Cobra stopped at her side. “Second thoughts? Want to go change? I can wait.”

“No, it’s all right. I was just thinking.” Thinking? God, the memories were bombarding her faster than she could assimilate them.

“Are you sure?”

“Let’s do it.”

He opened the door, and she stepped inside. The place hadn’t changed much. She inhaled sharply. The scent of booze and sex filled her senses. No, it hadn’t changed at all. She suddenly realized that the bouncer was looking at the frozen expression on her face. She tossed him a bright smile, and he let her enter without paying the cover charge.

Inside the doorway, she evaluated the situation. The club wasn’t that crowded. Then again, it was still early. Her gaze was drawn to the stage. They’d improved the lighting system. She could see that in a glance. The old spotlight used to blind her to the point where she’d see stars for hours. She dragged her gaze away from the runway and looked over the patrons. Their targets weren’t here yet.

But Lenny and Squiggy were. Seeing her old fans still leering at the dancers made her laugh.

“What’s so funny?” Shawn asked, his arm coming around her waist in a protective move.

“Oh, nothing. Why don’t you grab us a table, and I’ll get us something to drink?”

He gave her a strange look but motioned to an empty table. “That one over there looks good. We’ll have a clear view of both the front and back exits.”

“If Santos’ men show up, we won’t miss them,” she agreed. She took a step towards the bar, then glanced over her shoulder. “Coke?”

He scowled, and she laughed.

“Sorry, big boy. No alcohol allowed.”

“Hell, this job is no fun at all.”

On cue, the music flared up, and the lights dimmed. Her smile grew wider. “You’ll just have to grin and bear it.”

A blonde dancer came on stage dressed in a nurse’s uniform. Shanna gave her a considering look. She had good moves, but she was young. No, things at Tassels hadn’t changed at all.

Turning, she headed towards the bar. She could feel the stares attached to her body as she crossed the room. Instead of feeling self-conscious, though, the leers had the opposite effect. There was just something about this place. Almost instinctively, she began to move with a more sensuous rhythm to her steps.

“Oh, baby!”

The catcall hadn’t been directed to the stage. A small grin lit her face as she sauntered up to the bar.

The bartender didn’t even bother to look at her face. His gaze lasered in on her boobs, and she felt their tips pucker. The gaze dropped to her legs. The man licked his lips, but his gaze drifted back up to her tits. They were obviously what he liked best.

“Hey, Dooley,” she said softly.

His gaze finally sprang up to meet hers. When he recognized her, his grin took up half his face. “Shanna McKay. As I live and breathe, I never thought I’d see you in this place again.”

She smiled back at him. “Me, either. I’m on a date.”

“A date?” He looked over her shoulder. “What blockhead would bring a dame like you to a place like this?”

She followed his look and saw Cobra watching them closely. “The blond hunk at Table 5.”

Dooley’s eyes narrowed, but obviously her partner measured up to his standards. His gaze turned back on her, and he wiggled his eyebrows. “He’s warming you up for later.”

Shanna blushed. “Can I get two Cokes?”

“Cokes?”

“I’ve cleaned up my act.”

The man cocked his head. “Well, good for you, girly.”

His gaze drifted over her again. As always, his look settled on her breasts. Her nipples peaked proudly under his stare. “The years have been good to you, baby. Real good.”

“Thanks,” she whispered. His opinion still meant something to her.

He gave her a considering glance. “So where have you been? Do you know how long I’ve wondered what happened to you? After that cop dragged you out of here that day, I didn’t know what to think.”

That “cop” had been Robert Haynes.

The bartender leaned closer so she could hear him over the blare of the music. “I could still kill the guy for taking away my best dancer.”

The jealousy gleaming in his eyes made her reach out to cup his cheek. “I’ve missed you, Dooley.”

His dark eyes flared. Pinning her with his gaze, he asked, “How much?”

Shanna knew what he was asking. “A lot, but...”

“Come in the back with me.”

The direct order was unnerving, and she found herself responding as she always had. She glanced over her shoulder at Shawn. “I don’t know.”

“For old times’ sake?”

His dark eyes filled with such wanting, her heart melted. This man had played such an integral part of her life. He was older now. The hair at his temples was graying, but his body was still taut as a prizefighter’s. She told herself she’d moved on. Her life had changed so much since her time here at Tassels. Still, something pulled at her. “Okay,” she said in a low tone. “For old times’ sake.”

His eyes sparked, and he held out a hand to her. She settled her palm against his and felt his fingers wrap tightly about hers. Remembering her partner, she looked over her shoulder. He was giving her a strange look, so she waved at him to assure him that things were all right.

Dooley tugged her around the end of the bar and through the doorway into the back room. Shanna’s nerves jittered. She’d known that the bartender would be here. She’d wondered how she would react upon seeing him, but now she knew. Excitement unfurled in her veins.

The moment the door closed behind her, he turned on her. He pushed her right up against the wooden door and settled in for a hard, exotic kiss. Automatically, she opened her mouth to receive his rough tongue. She didn’t have to wait. It plunged into the depths of her mouth, seemingly aiming for her throat. It slid intimately, slowly, across her tongue in one, long rasp. Her groan of exhilaration was immediate.
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