
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Chapter One

	 

	 

	Winter McMillian didn’t make big mistakes, but last night, she’d made a huge one. She’d slept with her nemesis. The man who made her want to slap him every time he spoke because he always thought he was the smartest person in the room. 

	Granted, Remington Corders was a brilliant and fine man. And the way her lady parts ached, a skilled lover. But she had to get out of his arms, his bed, and his house.

	How did I get here in the first place? Winter closed her eyes. It all came back in a flood of disjointed memories. 

	The argument with her best friend Desiree, and of course, it was about punk ass Elijah Taylor. If Des wanted to be mad about something that didn’t happen over a decade ago, then fine. She could have her irrational anger. It wasn’t as if she and Elijah had slept together in college. She hadn’t felt as if she needed to tell her friend about a mistake that hadn’t happened. It had been freshman year, and they’d graduated ten years ago. 

	Had she told her in college, there’s no way they would’ve bonded. Desiree loved Elijah, and all Winter could hope for was that he’d do right by her—this time. She didn’t think that was going to happen at all. So, she’d opened a can of worms with dire consequences. 

	Sighing, she shifted in the bed. Why was Remy holding her so damn tight? But it did feel good. She blinked, and last night started coming into focus. 

	“Well, look what the cat hauled in,” he said from behind her. 

	“Fuck off, Remington.” She had no need to turn around because she’d recognized that bass filled voice anywhere. Winter picked up her glass of scotch and drained it as if it was water. 

	Then he sat down beside her as if she’d invited him. Through her tipsy gaze, she gave him a slow once over. He looked super casual. White T-shirt, well-worn jeans, and a pair of sneakers. Nothing like the suited-up G-Man she saw in the FBI field office every day. Winter nibbled on her bottom lip and glanced over Remington’s shoulder. She locked eyes with his stooge, David Hamilton. She didn’t like him, and she knew she needed to pull herself together if she didn’t want to be the talk of the office tomorrow.

	“What has you on edge tonight?” he asked as she beckoned for the bartender to come over. “David said he stood beside you, and you didn’t say a word to him. I knew something was wrong.”

	“Who said I’m on edge? You always assume you know everything. Sir, you don’t know shit. Also, fuck David.” 

	When the bartender approached them, Remington waved him off. “Are you drunk, Winter?” 

	She rolled her eyes. “I’m off duty and unarmed, so if I’m drunk, it really doesn’t matter. Why do you care, anyway? You and David need something to talk about? Doesn’t look like you’ve gotten any chicks to fall for your sparkling eyes tonight.” 

	“I’m asking about you because I’m concerned and not for the bureau. I’ve never seen you like this.” 

	Winter sighed and gave him a long look. “I had a fight with someone I really care about, and I don’t know if we’re going to be able to come back from this.” 

	He placed his hand on top of hers, and Winter shivered.  It’s the alcohol, nothing else. 

	She closed her eyes. “My mouth gets me in trouble all the time.” 

	“Won’t get any disagreement from me on that.” 

	Winter opened her eyes and glared at him. “Nobody asked you, asshole.” 

	He threw his hands up. “You’re right, I’m here to listen.” 

	Something about his lips made her thighs quake. She wanted to kiss him but couldn’t explain why. She despised this man. Mr. Know it All. “Why don’t you go back over there with your best friend and leave me alone?” 

	Winter couldn’t stop staring into this man’s eyes. Did Remington always have the little flecks of gold in his brown eyes? His skin looked like the smoothest silk, and she wanted to touch it. Wait, she was touching his cheek. Now, his hand was on her wrist. 

	“I think you need to go home.” 

	“Of course, I can’t drive myself home. Sadly, I drove here. And I can’t find my phone to call an Uber.” 

	He dropped his hand from her wrist, and Winter leaned in to him. “What are you doing, Winter?” Their lips were inches apart from each other. 

	“I don’t know. Let’s just go with it.” She pressed her lips against his and kissed him hard and deep. 

	For a moment, it seemed as if he was caught off guard, but Remington went with it. Their tongues tangoed like stars dancing on TV. Winter moaned and didn’t even think about what would come next. 

	They broke the kiss and stared into each other’s eyes. “Want me to take you home?” Remington asked.

	“If we’re talking about your place, then yes. But wait, what about him?” She threw her thumb toward the table where David was sitting. Remington looked over at his friend. 

	“I think he’s going to be fine.” 

	Winter saw a blond sitting with David, and he was smiling like a damned idiot. She hoped that the woman gave him crabs. But she had to focus on the issue at hand. Remington Corders. “Let’s go.”  

	“Are you sure about this? You’re drunk, and I’m not taking advantage of an impaired woman.” 

	“You want to stop for coffee first then?” 

	“Fine. You need help down off that stool?” Remington pulled out his wallet and paid for her drinks. When the bartender handed him the receipt, he scoffed. “Damn, girl, how long have you been here?”

	“I didn’t ask you to pay for my drinks, I was perfectly capable of doing that myself.”

	“What are you going to do when he comes looking for you?” He held his hand out for her. She rose to her feet with a slight wobble. Remington pulled her against his chest. 

	“I didn’t have a fight with a guy. That would’ve been a glass of wine and a slice of cheese type of thing. I had a fight with my best friend and . . .” Two tears fell from her eyes and damped his chest. She pulled back from him. “Sorry. I’m not usually emotional like this. But Des is like a sister to me, and I don’t know what I’d do without her in my life. And to lose her over some bullshit like this would just be the. . .I’m not going to do this here.” 

	“I’m sorry to see you hurting like this.” 

	He stroked the small of her back, and Winter just wanted to melt in his arms. What am I doing? This isn’t going to be a good decision when the sun rises.

	Once they made it outside, she stopped and faced him. Without saying a word, she pulled him by his shirt and kissed him again. Hot. Deep. Hard. She felt the hardness of his erection against her thighs. 

	She wanted him. Wanted to forget the harsh words she and Des shared. Wanted to forget that she’d hurt her friend. She needed him. Needed to release her tension.

	He lifted her up, and the kiss deepened. Got wetter. She felt her desire pool in her panties. A one-night stand never hurt a soul. 

	 

	Now, she had to deal with the aftermath: the awkward looks, tense conversations, and seeing him working out half naked in the gym at the bureau. Oh Lord, what have I done? Winter wiggled out of Remington’s embrace and swung her legs over the side of the bed. 

	“Where you are running off to?” Remington reached for her and pulled her back into the bed. “You all right?” 

	“I have a headache. Umm, I need to get home. Or at least get back to my car.”

	“Why so soon? I wanted to at least make us some breakfast and get you an energy drink.” 

	She rolled out of his embrace again. “I’m not hungry. I want to go home and take a shower.” 

	“All right. But you know I have a bathroom here if you want to take a shower.” 

	“No one can ever know what happened here, and we’re never doing this again. Last night was a mistake and . . . If you breathe a word about this to David, I’ll gut you like a fish.” Winter gritted as she ran her hand across her face.

	Remington laughed. “Calm down, Winter. I know you were upset last night, and you acted on something you’ve been feeling for a long time.” 

	Winter furrowed her eyebrows. “Shut the fu—I made a mistake.” She hopped out of the bed and grabbed her discarded clothes. “And trust me, it’s something I won’t ever do again. Make sure you burn this into your memory bank. Because this was the first and last time.” 

	She dressed as if she had been a firefighter rushing to a three-alarm blaze. Then she stomped out of the room.

	 

	***

	 

	Remington cupped his hands behind his head and chuckled. Winter may have wanted to run, but she wasn’t going anywhere. 

	“Five. Four. Three. Two. . .”

	“Damn it, why won’t this door open?” Her voice was as loud as a crack of thunder on a quiet summer afternoon.

	Remington rose from the bed, slowly pulled his boxers on and reached for his white tank top. He even reached underneath the bed and pulled out his leather slippers. He never wore those shoes. 

	He heard banging on the door, and then he laughed. Did she think that would open it? Remington grabbed the key to unlock his door and strolled out of the bedroom. 

	Winter whirled around and glared at him. “What kind of serial killer locks do you have on this door? And what is the purpose of locks like this?” 

	“It’s called security. All you had to do was ask me to unlock the door. Pounding only works for the Panthers, sweetheart.” 

	She smacked him on the shoulder. “Can you open the freaking door so I can get out of here?”

	“How are you going to get to your car?” He leaned back and folded his arms across his broad chest.

	“I’ll walk. Just open the door.” 

	Remington looked down at her shoes. Cute platform sandals showing off the perfect pedicure. It may have been possible for her to walk the three miles to the bar where her car was parked with those shoes on, but there was no way in hell that he was going to allow her to do that. He knew if he did, he’d never live it down. She’d quietly remind him of the day he let her walk three miles to her car. Somehow, he believed, there would be snow and or rain involved in this story by the time it was all over. Nope. She wasn’t walking anywhere. 

	“Let me put some clothes on and take you to your car.” 

	“I said I’m going to walk. I want to put all of this behind me, Agent Corders. Let’s just go back to being colleagues. You don’t have to be nice to me and pretend that we had such an amazing time, and we’re going to do it again.”

	“If that’s the case, then you’ll allow me to drive you to your car. You know we don’t leave a man behind, and I’m not going to leave you to walk.” 

	Winter rolled her eyes. “Fine, but can you hurry up?? I have things to do.” 

	Remington nodded. Then he unlocked the door. “I don’t want you to think I’m holding you against your will.” 

	He headed to his room and dressed in a pair of gray sweatpants and a blue T-shirt. As he slipped on a pair of shell-toe Adidas, Remington closed his eyes and thought about his night with Winter. 

	She straddled him and looked directly into his eyes. The heat of her wet spot surrounded his hardness before she even slid him in place. How many times had he had this fantasy about sexy ass Winter McMillan? Reality was so much better. Her skin felt softer than Egyptian cotton. Her lips were sweeter than powdered sugar donuts dipped in honey. He kissed her again, slow and deep while she ground against his dick. The more he nibbled on her lip, the harder she rode him. And when she dropped down on his dick and grinded on him slow,, Remington moaned. Not a soft and low one, but loud like a lion being taken by a lioness. His hands dropped from her waist, and he howled in delight. Then she wrapped her arms around his neck and started a deep and slow grind until he exploded. She drained him dry and had the nerve to smile as she rolled off his spent body.

	“Damn,” he muttered. 

	Winter brought her finger to his lips and shook her head. “Don’t talk. Let’s sleep.”

	“Good idea because you wore me out.” 

	When she didn’t reply, he glanced over at her, and she was knocked out. He didn’t know if it had been because of the alcohol or the work he put in. His ego was going to allow him to take some credit. Drawing her into his arms, Remington drifted off to sleep. Damn, she felt good in his arms, and when she arched her backside against his flaccid dick, he had to remind himself that they were just sleeping — but in the morning. Remington knew he needed another taste of Winter’s sweet honey.

	Now that seemed as if it was never going to happen.

	“Hello! Are you putting on a tuxedo or what? I need to get to my car.” 

	He laced up his sneakers and headed for the living room. “Let’s go.” As he reached for the doorknob, Winter put her hand on top of his. 

	“If you say a word about this to anyone, I will kill you.” 

	“Winter, you need to calm down. I’m not one to kiss and tell.” 

	She turned her head away from him. “I just don’t want my drunken mistake to make things difficult at work.”

	“You mean more difficult? Can I be honest for a second?”

	She rolled her eyes then nodded. 

	“I’ve wanted you for a long time, Winter. And if I had my druthers, this would be the beginning. But I respect your honesty.” 

	“Sorry to hear that because this is the end.” 

	“It doesn’t have to be.” 

	She shook her head. “It does. Remy, I have a lot going on right now, and it wouldn’t be fair to bring another human into my mess. But thank you for last night. It really took my mind off everything for a little while.” 

	“Umm, you act like I brought you ice cream.”

	“We had sex. It’s not that serious, you know. There are no feelings here.” She smiled, and Remington felt a cold wave of energy rush up his spine. Maybe it was because this was a conversation he’d had with a woman or two back in the day. But today was different. 

	Maybe not for you, he thought as he nodded as if he agreed. She patted him on the shoulder. Shit, that move was even cold for him. Was he a puppy now? 

	“Sorry I freaked out at the door, but I really need to find Des and make things right between us, and then there’s something I need to do at the office.”

	“Are you working on a case?”

	“Something like that.”

	He ushered her out the door and then locked it behind him. “Want to tell me what it’s about?”

	“No.” 

	“We’re on the same team.”

	Winter rolled her eyes. “Not this time. Come on, let’s go.”

	Remington had questions. He knew there wasn’t anything that the field office was working on that would require overtime. 

	And he was sure Winter hadn’t been assigned any cases that would require her to go in on her day off. 

	“What’s going on, Winter?”

	“Nothing. Let’s go.” He heard a hick in her voice that let him know she was lying. 

	Remington reached out and grabbed her arm. “If you’re doing something—”— 

	“It’s not important, and you’re slowing down progress.” 

	“Fine,” he said as he pressed the button on his key fob to unlock and start his Dodge Challenger. 

	“Should’ve known you were a muscle car guy,” she scoffed. “Though, my Mustang would dust your little Challenger.”

	He started to say something about her not noticing his car last night, but he was going to save that argument for another day. “Unless you plan to race me, you’re just talking.” 

	“I don’t have to race you. History has documented that the Mustang is superior to this car.” 

	“You’re not talking about that movie, are you?” 

	“It’s so iconic, that Ford is bringing the Bullitt back.”

	“Let me guess, you’re getting one?” 

	She shook her head. “Nah. My white pony is a statement.” She smiled sardonically, thinking about the other day when she’d allowed Des to drive it to avoid the media. 

	“It is a nice little car. But this is the quintessential muscle car. I’d let you drive it, but you’d be ready to trade your little pony so fast, my head would spin.” 

	Winter opened the passenger side door and rolled her eyes. “Let’s go.” 

	The ride to the bar was silent. Remington stole glances at Winter as they stopped for red lights. Something seemed off about her, and he wondered if it had anything to do with this so-called case. 

	Leave it alone. She’s a good agent, so if she says it’s about a case, then it more than likely is.

	“You can stop staring at me, I’m not going to jump out of the car,” Winter quipped. 

	“I know that you’re not that crazy.” Remington pulled into the parking lot where Winter’s car was. She reached for the door handle, and he locked the door. 

	“We’re doing this again?” 

	“Tell me what’s going on with you.” 

	“I told you everything you need to know, Remington. Now, I’m getting out of this car, and we’re going to pretend that last night didn’t happen.” 

	Before he could say another word, Winter had hopped out of the car and crossed over to her own. 

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Winter hopped into her car and slammed her hands against the steering wheel. “What in the hell have I done?” she muttered then started the car. Sleeping with Remy had been bad enough, but she’d opened a can of worms about why she was going into the office on her day off. 

	While she wasn’t breaking the law, she was breaking the rules. But she’d made a promise to her father, and she was going to keep it. She was going to track down the man who killed her mother. No matter what. 

	Autumn Black McMillan wasn’t a TV sitcom mom, but she was the only mother Winter had, and that bastard took her away. She’d been fourteen years old when the lover who’d stolen her mother away from the family murdered her. 

	Autumn’s death changed her father, Lucas. He closed his heart to love and made Winter the focus of his life. He had been overprotective of her, and when she said that she wanted to go into law enforcement, he’d been against his daughter being a beat cop. 

	They’d made a deal—she’d try to make it into the FBI, and he’d support her. She didn’t tell him for a long time that she was searching for her mother’s killer from the day she got access to the bureau’s resources. 

	Julian Ward was a ghost. He’d spent three years in a Michigan prison and then it was as if he’d fallen off the grid. She had information about him being a part of a doomsday cult that lived off the land. But finding him had been like looking for a needle in the Grand Canyon. 

	Before her father died three years ago, she’d only wanted to bring Ward to justice. Now, she wanted to kill him. If she lost everything, then why couldn’t he? Glancing in the rear-view mirror, she wasn’t surprised to see Remy’s Challenger behind her. Okay, maybe she wasn’t going to go into the office, but she had time and a best friend who was angry with her. She was going to find Julian Ward—even if that meant hacking into FBI servers from home. 

	She noticed that Remington had turned off, and now she wouldn’t have to cause a security breach to find that bastard. Then again, she’d shown too much of her hand to Remington, she needed to go home. 

	 

	A week passed before Winter was able to go back to her search for Ward. Remington wasn’t looking over her shoulder, and she had been able to work her personal case. 

	She’d thought she had a breakthrough when she found that Ward’s social security number had been used in Utah to open a bank account. Just as she was about to book a flight, her phone rang. Des’s face flashed on the screen. 

	“Hello?” 

	“Winter,” she said. “We need to talk.”

	“We do.”

	“Can I come by your office?”

	“Sure. You can come by. I’m here all day.” 

	“Thanks.” 

	After hanging up with Des, she returned to her search for Julian. 

	 

	***

	 

	Remington knew installing the spyware on Winter’s computer was a bit much, but he had no idea that he’d find her looking for some man named Julian Ward. It didn’t take a lot of investigation to find out who this man was and why she wanted to find him. According to the reports he read, Ward had served three years in prison for killing Winter’s mother. He could understand her need for vengeance, but there was no way he could allow her to use the bureau’s resources to find this man. And what was she going to do when she found him? 

	He really didn’t want to know, but he knew he had to save her from herself. 

	Remington walked into her office and was surprised to find it empty. He eased behind her desk and removed the key logger from the back of the machine. 

	He’d been logging on to the secure databases Winter had been searching. One thing he could say about this woman was that when she put her mind to something, she was relentless. But she was on the verge of losing everything. If the director found out what she was doing, Winter would be fired without question. Maybe she wanted to find this man because she wanted to make peace with him.

	Yeah right. Winter doesn’t seem like the forgive and forget type. But she wouldn’t use her position for a revenge killing, would she?

	Heading for the door, he heard voices in the hallway. It wasn’t Winter, but he needed to get out of the office and find her. He dipped out the back door and walked around the building. Remington saw Winter talking to a striking woman in front of the main entrance. Not fingering her for an agent, Remington crossed over to Winter and grabbed her by the arm. 

	“We have to talk,” he said, sighing. “Right now.” 

	She snatched away from him. “Remington, I’m busy, and I don’t have time for your bullshit.” 

	“Everything all right?” the woman asked as she looked from him to Winter. 

	Winter nodded. “This is just an annoyance.” She rolled her eyes, and Remington folded his arms across his chest. “Remington, do you mind?”

	“I’ll be in your office.” He stalked into the building. As he entered Winter’s office and took a seat, it dawned on him:: That was Desiree Carpenter, the multi-millionaire hedge fund manager. Was she involved in this, too? What if she was going to fund Winter’s plot to do whatever she wanted to the man who killed her mother?
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