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“I want you,” she whispered, shivering in anticipation.


      
      His hand closed over hers. “If we do this, there are bound to be repercussions.”

      
      There was a warning there, but she ignored it, her desire for him overpowering common sense. “I don’t care,” she said, the
         fire inside her building to a fever pitch.
      

      
      “But I do.” He sighed, a shadow crossing his face. “And there are things we should talk about, things I need to—”

      
      “Later.” With a soft, slow movement, she kissed his palm. “We’ll talk later. Right now, I just want you. Please.” She raised her hand and ran it along the curve of his jaw, then trailed her fingers across his lips, pleased when she felt
         his body tremble at her touch.
      

      
      With a moan of pleasure, he pulled her into his arms, crushing her to him…
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      For my friend Cecily, the personification of strength and grace.

      
   
      
      

      
      
         This is the way the world ends…

         T. S. ELIOT

      
   
      
      
PROLOGUE


      
      Southeastern Colorado

      
      So are we in any danger here?” Lieutenant Roger Mather asked.
      

      
      “As long as we don’t hit any big bumps, we should be fine.” Tyler Hanson glanced over at the young soldier driving the van,
         feeling a twinge of guilt as his fingers tightened on the steering wheel, his knuckles going white. “I’m kidding,” she assured
         him, swallowing a smile. “The detonators are totally harmless without a payload attached.”
      

      
      “So then what’s with all the precautions?” His fingers relaxed, but his frown lingered. “I mean, since when is an outsider
         called in to handle a routine weapons transfer?”
      

      
      “I’m not exactly an outsider. I come from an army family.”

      
      “Ah,” Mather nodded, “an army brat.”

      
      “Exactly. I bounced around from base to base following my father. And I enlisted as soon as I was old enough. Did my basic
         training at Fort Hood.”
      

      
      “The armpit of Texas,” Anthony Gerardi commiserated from his perch in the back of the van. “So why’d you opt out?”

      
      “Let’s just say I found a higher calling—or maybe I should say it found me. Anyway, here I am.”

      
      “Doesn’t change the fact that your being here marks something bigger than just a run-of-the-mill transport,” Anthony observed,
         his eyes narrowed speculatively as he cut a glance at the crate holding the detonators.
      

      
      “Look,” Tyler said, turning so that she could see them both, “the detonators are prototypes. Microelectromechanical systems.
         Technically advanced devices that aren’t available on the open market.”
      

      
      “Come again?” Roger asked, eyes on the road.

      
      “They’re nanotechnology. Part of a drive to miniaturize nuclear weapons.”

      
      “So why are we shipping them to the Brits?” Anthony asked.

      
      “Because they helped develop them. And shared in the cost. It was a joint effort, and now that this phase of development is
         completed, each country will continue working on its own. Anyway, our job is to make sure that the devices make it safely
         to Colorado Springs.”
      

      
      “To the Air Force base.” Roger nodded. “And from there?”

      
      “They’ll be transferred to British control.”

      
      “You still haven’t explained why you’re involved in all of this,” Anthony prompted.

      
      “In my unit, I’m the expert in munitions.” She shrugged. “So when we drew the mission, I was the obvious choice to go.”

      
      “And by unit—you mean A-Tac.” Roger and Anthony exchanged glances.

      
      “I see you’ve done your homework.”

      
      Anthony smiled. “A little. When we heard you were going to be involved, we did some digging. Still seems odd, though, that
         you guys would be called in.”
      

      
      “Yeah, well, I had the same thought. But the order came from the top. CIA brass. And when my bosses call, I listen.”

      
      “Doesn’t sound that different from the Army,” Anthony said.

      
      “You said you were military.” Roger turned slightly, his brow furrowed with confusion. Then recognition dawned. “You’re General
         Hanson’s daughter.” His eyes widened, fear mixing with respect. It was always like that. Her father was an icon. A soldier’s
         soldier. He’d fought in three wars and worked for five administrations. Most recently as an undersecretary at the Pentagon.
         Even in his retirement, he’d kept his finger on the nation’s military pulse. Until a new enemy had surfaced, threatening to
         rob him of the very essence that made him who he was.
      

      
      “Guilty as charged,” she said, turning her head to look out the window. Forest lined the road on either side, the trees looming
         black against the midnight sky. An occasional light blinked in the distance, but for the most part the area was uninhabited,
         which was exactly why they’d chosen this particular route.
      

      
      “Wow.” Anthony whistled. “Talk about connected.”

      
      “From my point of view, it’s mainly a pain in the ass,” she said.

      
      Roger sighed. “And I know just what you mean about relatives.”

      
      “Sounds like there’s more to that story,” Tyler said, not really interested, but grateful to move away from discussing her
         father.
      

      
      “Yeah.” Anthony grinned. “He married the base commander’s daughter.”

      
      “Hey, you can’t help who you fall in love with.” Roger shrugged.

      
      “Maybe,” Anthony said, “but if I thought getting married would mean sitting behind a desk for the rest of my career, I’d seriously
         reconsider.”
      

      
      “I take it your father-in-law isn’t keen for you to see any action?” Tyler asked.

      
      “Exactly.” Roger nodded. “I was all set to ship out with my unit to Afghanistan. But when we found out Mary was pregnant,
         she got totally freaked. Wanted me home. So her father pulled some strings. Said it was better for the family. And here I
         am.”
      

      
      “Totally screwed,” Anthony said, commiserating.

      
      “How far along is your wife?”

      
      “Six months. She’s stopped throwing up. But she’s started with the mood swings. You have any kids?”

      
      “No way,” Tyler said. “I’m not interested in any kind of commitment. My job doesn’t allow for it. And even if it did, I’d
         pass. No offense intended, but most relationships just aren’t worth the effort.”
      

      
      “Now who’s got a story?” Roger smiled.

      
      “Nothing worth telling,” Tyler said, folding her arms as she looked out the window again. “And for what it’s worth, I wish
         my father had been home more. Might have made things a hell of a lot easier for all of us. So enjoy the time you’ve got. There’ll
         be time for deployments later.”
      

      
      “Not if General Fisher has anything to say about it,” Anthony teased.

      
      “Shut it,” Roger warned, but he smiled. Clearly the lieutenant wasn’t as displeased with his situation as he pretended.

      
      Tyler stared out the window, wondering how it would feel to be part of a family that really worked. Hers had been as dysfunctional
         as it got, although in later years she’d come to understand her father better. Or at least why his marriages hadn’t worked.
         And why he’d left her on her own so much of the time. Duty was a bitch. Along with loyalty to country. They always came first.
         Always.

      
      If she ever married, she’d wind up taking the backseat. Expected to fulfill the traditional role—the little woman, just like
         her mother. Justin’s defection had only proved the point.
      

      
      She swallowed as memory reared its ugly head. She’d loved Justin with every ounce of her being—and he’d betrayed her in the
         worst kind of way, expecting her to give up everything for him. His career over hers. And when she’d refused, he’d walked
         away—and some part of her had died. Which frankly, suited her just fine.
      

      
      She had all the family she needed. Her brother Mark. And her unit at the CIA. She’d been with A-Tac for almost ten years now.
         A lifetime, all things considered. And the friendships she’d forged meant everything. She shook her head, banishing her rambling
         thoughts as she looked out at the starswept night. She’d always loved the mountains. There was something majestic about them,
         even now, in the dark, when their profile was little more than a shadow beyond the line of the trees.
      

      
      “What’s that?” Roger asked, slowing the van as a shape loomed out of the darkness.

      
      Tyler leaned forward, squinting as the van’s headlights caught the gleam of metal. “Looks like a motorcycle,” she said.

      
      “What the hell is it doing here?” Anthony asked, already reaching for his gun.

      
      “I don’t know,” Tyler said, her eyes locked on the fallen bike. “Maybe there’s been an accident.”

      
      “Or maybe someone’s trying to block the way.” Anthony frowned.

      
      “Not likely.” She shook her head. “There’s no way anyone could know that we’re here. Besides, it’s really not much of a blockade.
         I mean, we could get around it if we needed to.”
      

      
      “So maybe that’s what we should do,” Roger said as he pulled the van to the side of the road.

      
      “Someone could be hurt,” Tyler said, reaching into her coat pocket for a flashlight. “You guys stay in the van. I’ll check
         it out.” She opened the door and hopped out, her senses on high alert. “Keep close watch,” she cautioned. “And if anything
         happens, get the hell out of here. Don’t wait for me.” She didn’t honestly think there was any danger, but she’d learned a
         long time ago not to take chances.
      

      
      Except for the soft whine of the van and the wind in the spruce, the road was quiet. No signs of life—just the discarded chassis
         of the motorcycle. From its angle, she guessed it had been abandoned in a hurry, probably to avoid oncoming traffic. She moved
         the beam of her light, her eyes following the line of a skid, the mark seeming to confirm her hypothesis.
      

      
      To the left of the road, the mountain rose straight upward, the rocky face impassable. To the right, behind a shattered guard
         rail, the scree-covered shoulder sloped sharply as it dropped down to the forest floor.
      

      
      Tyler leaned down to feel the engine of the motorcycle. Whatever had happened here, it hadn’t been recent. Still, she needed
         to make certain that no one was stuck out here without help. The county road was an old one, the pass less traveled than the
         newer highway to the east. They’d chosen it on purpose. But the very reasons they’d decided on the route made it a danger
         for anyone in trouble.
      

      
      Careful to keep an eye on the road and the woods beyond, she walked back over to the van. “The engine’s cold. Which means
         that the bike’s been here a while. But I need to make sure no one is stranded or injured. So I’m going to check over there
         where the guard rail’s broken.”
      

      
      “I’ll move the bike,” Anthony said. “Might as well make it easy on us.”

      
      “Just keep your eyes open,” Tyler said. “Roger, you stay with the detonators. And as before, if there’s any trouble—”

      
      “I know. I know,” he said, lifting his hands. “Pedal to the metal.”

      
      “Dude, you watch too many old movies,” Anthony said, as he jumped down to the pavement, a rifle slung across his back.

      
      The two of them walked back to the motorcycle, and then as Anthony leaned down to pick up the bike, Tyler headed to the far
         side of the road and the guard rail. One of the wooden support posts had been knocked down, the metal railing bent and twisted.
         She knelt, the flashlight beam illuminating the rocky scree and the pine needle carpet stretching out into the forest.
      

      
      At the foot of a gnarled old spruce, the light caught on something blue. Tyler frowned and stepped over the railing. Moving
         the beam slowly across the ground, she tried to make out what it was she was seeing, but the distance was simply too great.
         So after signaling her intent to Anthony, she began to make her way down the steep incline.
      

      
      The darkness, combined with the loose rock, made it rough going, her tumbling thoughts making the descent even more difficult.
         It had been her mother’s scarf, caught on the bridge’s railing, that had first alerted a passerby of something amiss. But
         they’d assumed it was flotsam. Nothing worth worrying over.
      

      
      Tyler shook her head. She wasn’t going to make the same mistake.

      
      As she reached the bottom of the incline, the woods closed in around her, the damp smell of earth and vegetation filling her
         nose. From this angle she couldn’t see the highway above her. And thanks to the overhanging trees, she couldn’t hear much
         either. Sweeping the flashlight beam over the ground, she located the flash of blue she’d seen from above.
      

      
      After making her way over to the base of the tree, she bent to retrieve the swatch of material, her fingers tightening reflexively
         around the oblong piece of silk. Her mother’s scarf had been blue, too. The coincidence was enough to send chills racing through
         her, followed by a wash of suspicion.
      

      
      Tyler didn’t believe in coincidence.

      
      She pulled her gun and turned slowly in a circle, the flashlight’s beam fading as it shot out into the forest. The pines shimmied
         and aspen leaves rattled, the hollow sound swelling as the wind swept through the trees.
      

      
      “Is anyone out there?” Tyler called, her voice swallowed by the wind. “Hello?” She frowned and turned slowly again, still
         clutching the scarf. “Anyone?” Leaves swirled at her feet and behind her rocks skittered down the slope. She swung around,
         her instincts moving into overdrive. Something was wrong.
      

      
      She started back up the slope just as a shot rang out from the road above. A burst of adrenaline sent her scrambling upward,
         but in her haste she stumbled, falling to her knees, the scarf whipping out of her hands, the wind carrying it back into the
         forest. Another shot broke through the night, this one followed by several more.
      

      
      She pushed herself to her feet and clawed her way back up the steep embankment. At the top, she dropped down behind the guard
         rail, gun at the ready, while she tried to assess the situation. The van was still parked on the far side of the road, its
         headlights cutting through the dark, illuminating the motorcycle, now safely on the far shoulder. And just beyond it—a body.
      

      
      Anthony’s.

      
      Anger mixed with bile as she fought to maintain control. Another round of gunfire erupted from somewhere behind the van. Roger
         rounded the front of the vehicle, firing behind him. Without stopping to think, she popped up, providing cover. Roger turned
         in her direction, running full out as bullets exploded at his feet. Two gunmen came around the van from the back, both firing.
      

      
      Tyler moved closer, using a fallen tree branch for cover. Roger was only a few hundred feet away now, crouched low and moving
         on a zigzag. She fired in the direction of their assailants, knowing that she was too far away to kill them but praying that
         she was close enough to keep them from finding their mark.
      

      
      At first it seemed to be working, and then just as Roger reached the guard rail, he fell forward, clutching his side. Springing
         to her feet, Tyler moved so that she was between him and the gunmen. Another man had emerged from behind the truck, which
         meant that now there were three of them. All armed, and closing fast.
      

      
      Not the best of odds, but she’d be damned if she was going down without a fight. Still shooting, she knelt beside Roger, feeling
         for a pulse, her heart dropping when she realized there was none. Scrambling backward, she leaped over the guard rail, using
         the rusty metal to provide a modicum of protection. She fired twice more at the approaching men, then pivoted when she heard
         gravel crunch behind her.
      

      
      A fourth gunman appeared through the gloom, his gun leveled at her gut. She fired, but he was faster, the force of the bullet
         knocking her backward to the edge of the embankment. For a moment she teetered there, trying to hold her balance, and then
         another bullet slammed into her and she fell, tumbling down the steep slope, her gun going flying as rocks clawed at her skin,
         the world seeming to move in slow motion as she slammed to the bottom, hitting her head first against a tree and then against
         the sharp edge of a rock.
      

      
      She struggled to hold on to her thoughts. Thinking of Roger. His wife. Their baby. And Anthony laughing about old movies.
         She’d faced death more times than she cared to admit. But this time it seemed as if maybe her luck had run out.
      

      
      From above her, she felt more than saw the bright beam of a flashlight. And she tried to sit up, to find some kind of weapon,
         but her limbs weren’t working, her mind going fuzzy. She stared up at the gnarled limbs of the old tree, surprised to see
         the oblong piece of blue silk.
      

      
      The color seemed brighter than before. Like a doorway, beckoning.

      
      And as she gave in to the peaceful bliss of unconsciousness, she realized that, like her mother, she was probably destined
         to die alone.
      

      
      Someone was trying to strangle her. She could feel fingers around her neck, and pressure against her chest. Summoning every
         ounce of strength she had remaining, Tyler struck out, satisfied to hear a grunt of pain. These bastards were going to pay
         for what they had done to Roger and Anthony.
      

      
      Shrieking like a banshee, her hand closed around a rock as she rose to her knees and raised her arm, trying desperately to
         focus on the dark shapes of the men surrounding her. Fighting against nausea, she squinted her eyes as she swung her fist.
      

      
      A steely hand intercepted hers, fingers locking on her wrist like a vise, a pair of eyes so blue they were almost black boring
         down into hers. “Never a good idea to kill the medic.” The voice was British, refined. “He was just trying to make certain
         that you were all right.”
      

      
      “He was trying to choke me.” Tyler frowned, her head spinning as she fought against his hold. “I could feel his fingers.”

      
      “He was taking your pulse.” The man lifted an eyebrow, waiting. And Tyler shook her head, her vision finally clearing. A man
         with a medical bag and a medic’s insignia stood off to one side, eyeing her warily. Beyond him, she could see the others,
         military men, working the scene.
      

      
      With a sigh, she relaxed her arm, allowing the man with midnight eyes to take the rock.

      
      “I didn’t know.” Her gaze locked with his, and she blew out a shaky breath. He nodded, releasing her wrist, the sudden lack
         of contact oddly disarming. “I thought they were still trying to kill me.”
      

      
      “Who was trying to kill you?” A beefy-looking man with a general’s star stepped into the light, his voice tight with anger.

      
      “I’ve no idea,” Tyler said, instinctively flinching away, searching for her blue-eyed stranger, disappointed when she realized
         he was gone. “I only saw them from a distance.”
      

      
      “And why exactly was that?”

      
      “I was down here. Looking for a body.” The minute it came out, she knew how stupid it sounded. Especially in light of all
         that had happened. She’d been duped. But she wasn’t about to let this man know the full extent of it. “There was a motorcycle
         in the road. We thought that someone had been hurt. So I checked it out.”
      

      
      “Where were Mather and Gerardi?” the man asked, making notes on a small pad of paper.

      
      “With the transport.” She blew out a breath, trying to clear her head, but everything was going hazy again, her beleaguered
         brain pulling out the images of Roger and Anthony’s bodies. “Are they…”
      

      
      “Dead?” The man glared down at her, and she felt a wash of nausea, the taste of bile bitter in her throat. “Yes, they are,”
         he said, his voice laced with contempt. “But then you already knew that.”
      

      
      “I tried to help,” she gasped, struggling for breath, her lungs feeling as if they were collapsing. “I was too late. What
         about the detonators?”
      

      
      “They’re gone.” His mouth tightened as he said the words. “Stolen.”

      
      “Pardon me, sir,” the medic frowned, interrupting as he moved closer. “She’s injured and I need to make certain that she’s
         been stabilized.”
      

      
      “Yes, well, my men are dead. So I think she can handle a few more questions,” the man said, waving the medic back.

      
      “You’re Roger’s father-in-law,” she whispered, everything suddenly making sense. This man thought that all of this was her
         fault.
      

      
      “I am—or should I say was.” The word hung between them in the air.
      

      
      “Sir, I—,” the medic tried again, as Tyler fought against another wave of nausea.

      
      “Gerardi was found by the motorcycle,” the general continued, ignoring the medic, his eyes boring into hers, even as his voice
         became less emotional.
      

      
      “Right,” she nodded, trying to keep her mind clear. To remember everything that had happened. “I forgot. He was moving it
         out of the road. So that we could pass.”
      

      
      “While you were down here in the ravine,” the man repeated, still eyeing her dubiously. “Looking for a body.”

      
      “I wasn’t sure what exactly I was looking for,” she said, anger flashing. “I just knew that something wasn’t right. And when
         I saw that the guard rail had been compromised I thought that someone might be down here. Hurt. Only it turns out it was a
         set-up.”
      

      
      The general shot her another disgruntled look.

      
      She struggled to sit up, but her head had other ideas, the world going wonky again.

      
      “General Fisher,” the voice of her Englishman carried across the clearing, even though she couldn’t see him. “She needs medical
         attention. There’ll be time for questions later.”
      

      
      The general sucked in a breath, as if to argue, but turned away as the medic dropped down next to her.

      
      “Who was it that was talking just now?” she asked, eyes searching the slope for some sign of the stranger. “The Englishman?”

      
      “Don’t know his name,” the medic said. “But he’s with British Intelligence. Must be a pretty big deal, because the general
         doesn’t give in to anyone. Anyway, I heard that the stuff you were transporting belonged to him—or more accurately, his government.”
      

      
      “MI-5,” she nodded, wincing as he tightened a pressure bandage. “He must be the guy I was supposed to be meeting. What time
         is it?”
      

      
      “Almost three.” He opened a packet of astringent, cleaning an abrasion on her face.

      
      She’s wasn’t sure exactly what time they’d stopped, but it had been close to midnight, which meant she’d been out a couple
         of hours at least. No wonder her head was hurting. “How’d you know to come look for us?”
      

      
      “Standard ops.” He shrugged. “When you didn’t turn up, they tried to raise you on the radio. And when that didn’t work, they
         figured something had to be up.”
      

      
      “Or down, as the case may be.” She tried for a smile, but coughed instead, wheezing with the effort, pain radiating down her
         side. “I feel like my chest is on fire.”
      

      
      “You’ve bruised your ribs,” the man said, his fingers gentle as they explored. “The body armor saved your life. But between
         the bullets and the fall, you’re pretty banged up.”
      

      
      “I’ve been shot before.” She sighed, her strength waning. “It was a close call, and I kind of developed a thing about protecting
         myself.”
      

      
      “Understandable,” he said, bandaging the abrasion on her forehead, then lifting his hand to call for a stretcher.

      
      “Too bad you didn’t think to share your caution with Mather and Gerardi.” The general was back, his gaze pinning hers.

      
      “You think I had something to do with this?” she asked, fighting against both anger and pain now.

      
      “Lady, I don’t know what to think,” he said, as the medic and another man loaded her onto the gurney. “All I know for certain
         is that my men are dead, and you’re still alive. And, considering the circumstances, that seems a bit too convenient.”
      

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER 1


      

      
      Ambassador Hotel, Colorado Springs—twelve hours later

      
       I’m okay, Avery. I’ve got bruises on my bruises but nothing seriously wrong. I swear.” Tyler sank down on the bed in her hotel
         room, cradling her cell phone while she tried to make herself more comfortable. Avery Solomon was A-Tac’s commander and one
         of Tyler’s oldest friends. The two had met when she was in the Army. It was Avery who’d recruited her to the CIA.
      

      
      “I’m sorry I couldn’t be there.” Even with the distance she could hear Avery’s regret. “You shouldn’t have had to go through
         that alone.”
      

      
      “It’s part of the job.” She shrugged, the gesture hurting more than she was willing to admit. “Missions go bad.”

      
      “I’m not buying any of this, Tyler. I saw you, remember?” Avery had insisted on being present for her debriefing, and since
         there was no way for him to be there physically, he’d settled for videoconferencing. “I know how much this cost you.”
      

      
      “I shouldn’t have lost them. I should have seen the signs and gotten us the hell out of there.”

      
      “But you didn’t,” Avery said, his tone probing. “Which tells me that something else happened. Something you omitted from the
         debrief.”
      

      
      Tyler sighed. Avery knew her too damn well. “There was something. But I don’t want to talk about it over the phone. Not even a secure one.”
      

      
      “That sounds ominous.”

      
      “Maybe. I don’t know. Maybe I’m overreacting. But it seemed like someone was playing us—or more specifically, playing me. Anyway, I’ll tell you everything when I get there. Thanks for clearing me to come home.”
      

      
      “There wasn’t anything more you could tell them. I can understand Fisher’s need to probe. I’d feel the same if it was my people
         that had been lost. But he was pushing too hard. Barking up the wrong damn tree.”
      

      
      Tyler smiled. “Thanks for that. It’s nice to know someone has my back. Have you got any leads on who might have stolen the
         detonators?”
      

      
      “Nothing concrete. It’s too early. Hannah is working on it as we speak.” Hannah Marshall handled intel for A-Tac. If there
         was anything to provide insight into who’d stolen the detonators, she’d find it.
      

      
      “So does everyone know what happened?” It wasn’t that she wanted to keep it a secret, but there was part of her that hated
         having her failure paraded about—even among her friends.
      

      
      “As you know, word travels fast in our circles,” Avery said. “So the whole team knows that the detonators were stolen. And
         that you almost died in the process. But beyond that I figured it was best to keep the details need-to-know. So Hannah’s up
         to speed. And Nash, of course. He threatened to fly to Colorado if I didn’t tell him everything.” Nash Brennon was the unit’s
         second in command.
      

      
      “And if he knows, then Annie knows,” Tyler said. Annie was Nash’s wife, and there were no secrets between them.

      
      Avery laughed. “Sometimes I wonder how they made it all those years apart. It’s like they’re two halves of a whole. Anyway,
         I knew you wouldn’t mind if I filled them in.”
      

      
      “Of course not.” Nash and Tyler were close. And she and Annie had hit it off almost from the beginning—except for the part
         where Tyler had thought Annie was a traitor. But that was water long under the bridge.
      

      
      “So you’re sure you don’t want one of us to fly up there?” Avery asked.

      
      “No. Honestly. I’ve got a flight out first thing in the morning. So I’ll be home for dinner. And we’ll talk then. Right now
         I just want a stiff drink,” she sighed, realizing that it was going to take more than one.
      

      
      “It wasn’t your fault, Tyler.”

      
      “Intellectually, I know you’re right,” she closed her eyes, seeing Gerardi’s body on the roadside, “but emotionally I just
         keep replaying it, trying to figure out what I could have done differently.”
      

      
      “Hindsight and all that,” Avery said, his pragmatism calming her in way nothing else could have. “And you can rest assured
         that we’re going to hunt down the bastards that did this.”
      

      
      “I’m counting on it. And when we find them, I want first crack. But right now, I just need to decompress. You know?”

      
      “I do. So I’ll let you go. But I’ll be here if you need me. Nash and Annie, too. In fact, I’m sure they’ll be calling.”

      
      “Thanks. But I’ll be fine.” She sucked in a calming breath, ignoring the resulting pain that laced through her chest. “I’ll
         call you when I get to New York.” She terminated the call, and then turned off the phone. Avery was right. Nash would call.
         And tomorrow she’d be glad to hear his voice. But for now, she was tired of talking. She needed quiet. And she needed that
         drink.
      

      
      Pushing off the bed, she walked over to the minibar, and pulled open the little refrigerator door. Inside, lined up as neatly
         as soldiers, were a platoon of tiny liquor bottles.
      

      
      She pulled out two bottles of Wild Turkey and poured them into a glass. When she’d turned eighteen her father had taken her
         to her first grown-up dinner party. The host, a longtime family friend, had asked her what she wanted to drink. She’d hadn’t
         actually had much experience with cocktails, so she’d asked for a strawberry daiquiri. And she’d thought herself very sophisticated
         drinking the icy pink beverage.
      

      
      It was only after she got home that she learned that the host had actually left the party to go to a nearby market to get
         the supplies needed to make the drink. Her father had been furious, and he’d informed her that she was never to ask for something
         so complicated again.
      

      
      He’d taken a bottle of scotch and a bottle of bourbon from his liquor cabinet and poured a stiff tot of each. And then he’d
         told her to pick one. Scotch or bourbon. The scotch had tasted bitter, with a hell of a bite, and the bourbon, by contrast,
         had been smooth, almost sweet.
      

      
      She’d drunk bourbon ever since.

      
      She downed the glass in a single swallow, closing her eyes as the heat slid down her throat, expanding through her chest.
         She could almost feel the tension coiled inside her loosen as the warmth filtered through her body.
      

      
      But it wasn’t nearly enough.

      
      She opened the refrigerator door again, sorting through the little bottles, but to her dismay, there was no more Wild Turkey.
         And somehow, in light of the events of the last twelve hours, she didn’t think that a thimbleful of Bailey’s Irish Cream was
         going to suffice.
      

      
      She turned to the telephone, searching for the room service number, and then abruptly replaced the receiver, deciding instead
         to head downstairs for the bar off the lobby. She’d find a dark corner and nurse a couple of really good drinks. She’d be
         less likely to let her emotions take over in a crowded bar. And besides, misery was supposed to love company.
      

      
      She grabbed her keycard and headed downstairs via the elevator. The bar was small. Like a thousand other hotel bars. Nondescript
         in a high-concept, designer kind of way. Huge vases of flowers had been placed strategically throughout, dividing the space
         into even smaller alcoves. The perfect place to unwind—or to hide.
      

      
      Ignoring the curious stares from a couple of businessmen sitting at the bar, she made her way to the far corner and a table
         with two large wing chairs. An electric fire flickered behind a glass screen, the lack of warmth and sound only adding to
         the sterile feeling of the place. After ordering a Maker’s Mark, she settled into the chair facing the room. It would be more
         peaceful to stare into the pretend fire, but old habits died hard. Better to keep watch.
      

      
      One of the men at the bar smiled and lifted his glass, and Tyler shifted the chair so that she could more easily avoid his
         gaze. The waitress brought the bourbon and retreated, leaving Tyler to her thoughts as soft music swelled in the background.
         Just what she needed—a soundtrack.
      

      
      Gerardi and Mather weren’t the first people she’d lost during a mission, but that didn’t change the depth of her regret. And
         even though Avery was right and it wasn’t her fault, she still felt as if she should have done something different. Something
         that would have kept both men alive.
      

      
      She blew out a breath and took a sip of bourbon. Usually, when an operation went south, she had backup. People to decompress
         with. This was the first time in years she’d handled an op on her own. But as she’d told Girardi and Mather, she was the expert
         in munitions. So the assignment had fallen to her. And since there’d been no need to involve more personnel, it had been deemed
         a routine operation.
      

      
      But the mission had turned out to be anything but routine, and now, because of her mistakes, two good men were dead.

      
      She tipped the glass and finished the contents.

      
      “Way I’ve always heard it, Maker’s Mark is a sipping bourbon.”

      
      “Didn’t know you Brits ran toward bourbon at all,” Tyler said, looking up into the dark blue eyes of her MI-5 agent, although
         for the life of her, she couldn’t think why she’d think of him as “hers.”
      

      
      “We do get shipments from across the pond.” He shrugged, signaling the waitress for more drinks as he slid into the chair
         next to hers. “I didn’t get the chance to introduce myself before. Owen Wakefield.”
      

      
      He held out his hand, and Tyler sucked in a breath, not certain that she wanted to touch him. Another irrational thought.
         Maybe he was right and she should have been sipping. With a tight smile she reached across to take his hand in hers. “Tyler
         Hanson. But considering the circumstances, I suspect you already know that. You’re MI-5, right?”
      

      
      His hand tightened for a moment, his grip strong, his fingers engulfing hers. Then he sat back with a crooked smile. “How
         did you know?”
      

      
      “The medic at the scene. He told me. And if he hadn’t, the accent would have given you away. I guess I was supposed to be
         bringing the detonators to you.”
      

      
      “Well, I was just a courier. Same as you. But, yes, I was at the base when we heard about the ambush.”

      
      “Yeah, well, sorry I couldn’t have done more about that.” She sat back, waiting as the waitress brought their drinks. “If
         it matters at all, I was just sitting here replaying the whole thing.”
      

      
      “Haven’t you already done enough of that? Looked to me like you were getting a pretty thorough debrief.”

      
      “You were there?” she asked, with a frown.

      
      “Yes.” He nodded. “At least in spirit. I was listening in via computer. At the base. Reciprocal courtesy and all that. After
         all, technically, the stolen detonators belonged to us. My government put a lot of money into their development. They’re not
         going to be happy about losing them.”
      

      
      She tilted her head, studying him. He was just this side of devastating, his dark eyes framed by lashes that would have made
         Revlon cry. His hair was perfectly cut, and she’d wager a month’s salary that his suit was hand-tailored. He carried himself
         with the assurance of an aristocrat and the stealth of an operative. James fucking Bond with a five o’clock shadow.
      

      
      “I suppose that’s understandable,” she said, feeling somehow violated just the same. “How did you know I’d be here?”

      
      “I didn’t. We just happen to be staying at the same hotel.”

      
      “Government rates.” She lifted her glass in a mock salute. “So I guess I’ve made a real mess of things for you. I’m sorry.”

      
      “Why?” He frowned. “It’s not as if you knew what was going to happen.”

      
      “Yes, but it was my job to see the signs. Recognize the threat. And instead, I fell for their ruse lock, stock, and barrel.”

      
      “Which only means that they were good.”

      
      “Or I was bad.” She took a long sip, letting the burning liquid soothe her jangled nerves. And guilty conscious. “Bottom line,
         your detonators, and those men, were my responsibility. Which means that everything that happened is, at least in part, on
         my head.”
      

      
      “You’re letting Fisher get to you.”

      
      “No. I’m not. I’m just calling it the way it is. I realize that I had no way of anticipating what would happen. But the signs
         were there, and instead of seeing them for what they were, I let my judgment get clouded.” By memories of her mother, but
         she wasn’t ready to share that part of the story. “And because of that two men are dead.”
      

      
      “And the detonators are missing.”

      
      “Tell me something I don’t know.” She frowned at him over the rim of her glass. “Like who the hell you think might have walked
         away with them.”
      

      
      “I’ve got nothing,” he said, spreading his hands wide. “It’s still too early. No one is taking credit, if that’s what you’re
         asking. And any number of parties would be interested in the detonators for any number of reasons. They’re state of the art.
         So if nothing else they’ll fetch top dollar on the black market.”
      

      
      “That’s exactly what worries me. If those detonators fall into the wrong hands…” she trailed off.

      
      “It could go very badly,” he finished for her.

      
      “Exactly. And it’s not just that they’re state of the art. It’s that they’re designed for nuclear weaponry. We have treaties
         that guarantee our countries are not engaged in increasing our nuclear stockpiles. Particularly new technology. If word gets
         out that we’ve been secretly pursuing advance—well, I don’t have to tell you what the political ramifications will be. Not
         to mention the possibility of someone actually using the devices.”
      

      
      “Spoken like someone who knows her way around ordnance,” he said, his eyes probing.

      
      “What can I say?” She shrugged. “I’ve always liked things that go ‘boom.’ I studied engineering in college. And then joined
         the Army where I spent five years defusing everything our enemies deployed. And another ten working for the Company.”
      

      
      “Still dismantling?” The question was casual, but his stillness signaled his interest in her answer.

      
      “Let’s just say I can handle both sides of the equation. Whatever’s called for. My unit isn’t the kind politicians trot out
         when they want to look PC. What about you? Ordnance turn you on?” She hadn’t meant to use those exact words, but the bourbon
         was doing its job.
      

      
      “Not bloody likely.”

      
      The retort was unexpectedly sharp, and she frowned. “I’m sorry, did I say something wrong?”

      
      “It’s me that should apologize.” He shook his head. “It’s just that I’ve seen too damn many people hurt by little boys playing
         war. Anyway, once upon a time, the answer would have been ‘yes.’ I studied nuclear physics at university. Graduate work at
         Oxford. And then Number 10 Downing came calling. Patriotic duty and all that. I worked counterterrorism for longer than I
         should have.”
      

      
      “And now?” she asked, instinct telling her there was more to the story.

      
      “Like I said, I’m a courier.”

      
      “Well, I suspect you’re more than that. But since we’ve only just met, and since my follies are bound to have caused you one
         hell of a political headache, I won’t probe. And besides, I came down here to try to forget about it all for a little while.”
      

      
      “Except that there really is no way out, is there?”

      
      She stared over at him for a moment, trying to judge his tone. But there was no condemnation. Just a world-weariness that
         she was more than familiar with herself. “Not really. At least not without a lot of this.” She raised the glass and took another
         long sip. “So where in England are you from?”
      

      
      “The northern coast of Cornwall,” he said, accepting her change of topic without comment. “Small village called St. Ives.
         My father was a fisherman.”
      

      
      “I thought that usually ran to families.”

      
      “It did—for something like five centuries. Until the waters were fished out and there was no way to make a living. Anyway,
         it was never my cup of tea. I’ve always been more interested in the intricacies of fission than in trawling for fish. Although
         I suppose I did inherit a bit of the sailor’s need for adventure.”
      

      
      “An adrenaline junkie.”

      
      Again his expression tightened. “Maybe once upon a time. Not so much now.”

      
      “And your father?” she asked, again moving purposely away from probing too deeply.

      
      “Still in St. Ives. Although these days he spends more time in the pub than he does in a boat. He likes talking about the
         old days.”
      

      
      “Sounds like my dad. Only he’s retired military. And not one to take to retirement easily.”

      
      “Rather be out there on the front line.”

      
      “Exactly. He’s not the rocking chair type. With him action has always been more relevant than reflection.” A trait they shared.
         That’s exactly why she’d joined A-Tac. Maybe if she was a little less of an adrenaline junkie, she’d have made different choices.
         Maybe she’d never have been called on to guard the shipment.
      

      
      But then she’d never have been in a hotel bar drinking with a real-life James Bond.

      
      Hell, maybe there was a silver lining to this nightmare after all.

      
      “So which state do you come from?” he asked.

      
      “Technically, none of them. My dad was stationed in Germany when I was born. But I’ve lived in quite a few. We moved around
         a lot.”
      

      
      “Army brat.”

      
      “You’re the second person to call me that today,” she said, sobering as Lieutenant Mather’s words echoed in her ears. “Anyway,
         it’s an apt description.”
      

      
      “Sounds like a colorful life.” He lifted his glass to his lips, then swallowed, the muscles in his throat contracting with
         the motion, and she found herself wondering what his skin would feel like.
      

      
      “I suppose, looking at it with hindsight, it was,” she said. “Although at the time I hated it. Every time I’d get myself settled
         enough to have some sort of a life, my dad would come home from wherever and announce that we were moving again.”
      

      
      “Hometowns aren’t all they’re cracked up to be. I promise,” he said, unaware of the shifting direction of her thoughts. “What
         about your mum? How’s she handling the nonretirement?”
      

      
      “She’s dead.” Tyler tried to keep her tone casual, to keep the memories from surfacing. She’d already been down that road,
         and once in twelve hours was more than enough.
      

      
      “I’m sorry.” The regret that flashed across his face was real.

      
      “It’s nothing really. She’s been gone since I was a kid. My dad remarried, a couple of times actually. An active career in
         the military doesn’t really promote happily ever after. Or maybe it was just my father. Anyway, suffice it to say I’ve had
         a parade of stepmothers. All of which went into making my life—what did you call it—colorful?”
      

      
      “Well, I suppose we should drink to it.” He lifted his glass. “I mean after all if your father had settled down, you might
         not have chosen the path you did. Which means that I’d be sitting here drinking on my own.”
      

      
      She smiled, thinking how much his words mirrored her earlier thoughts. “Or you’d be back at that pub in St. Ives, lifting
         a pint and celebrating the successful delivery of the detonators.”
      

      
      “The obvious negatives aside, I think I much prefer being here with you.”

      
      His flattery was probably meant to disarm her. And the truth was—it did. She hadn’t been with a man in longer than she cared
         to admit. It was just too damn complicated considering her occupation. And she’d never shared a drink with someone as alluring
         as Owen Wakefield. Maybe it was the accent. Or the cleft chin. Or the way his hair brushed back from his forehead.
      

      
      Or maybe it was because he was part of her world—albeit halfway across the ocean. Hell, maybe that was the appeal. A chance for a brief encounter with no worries about future entanglements. MI-5 worked within the United
         Kingdom, for the most part. Chances of her ever crossing paths with him again were slim to none.
      

      
      “How about another drink?” he asked, hand already half raised to signal the waitress.

      
      “Maybe we should have it upstairs,” she suggested, her gaze colliding with his, the suggestion surprising her almost as much
         as it did him. She finished her bourbon with a gulp, not sure where exactly she was headed, but certain, in the moment, that
         it was the right direction. “I’ve got glasses in my room.”

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER 2


      

      
      As the elevator doors slid shut, they moved together with a familiarity that belied the fact that they’d only just met. It
         was as if she’d made love to him before. As if she knew every inch of him by heart. His lips were hard, his kiss demanding,
         his hands moving over her body—teasing, exploring. His whiskers scraped against her cheek, the friction sending heat spiraling
         downward to pool between her legs.
      

      
      A part of her wanted him to take her here and now, but she knew that neither of them wanted to explain to their respective
         bosses why they’d been caught in an elevator in flagrante delicto. So instead she pushed closer, relishing the feel of his
         body against hers, the motion of the elevator enhancing the friction.
      

      
      She opened her mouth, welcoming him inside, reveling in the thrust of his tongue against hers. They parried and dueled, using
         touch as a silent language, neither advancing nor retreating but instead joining together in a tempestuous dance of emotion
         and sensation.
      

      
      He tasted like bourbon and toothpaste, the discovery at once seductive and familiar. She twisted her fingers through his hair,
         the black strands wiry and strong. Like the man.
      

      
      He cupped her breast, his thumb circling her nipple through the cotton of her camisole, and she swallowed a moan, the action
         only heightening her desire. His mouth moved to her cheek, then her ear. Waves of pure physical pleasure washed across her
         as his tongue found the soft whorl. This time she couldn’t stop her cry, and he pulled back to look at her, his smile slow
         and sure.
      

      
      She jerked away, embarrassed at her lack of restraint.

      
      “Are you having second thoughts?”

      
      “No.” She shook her head, her breathing still ragged. “It’s just that I’m usually not into public displays of affection.”

      
      “But we’re alone,” he said, a twitch of amusement touching the corner of his mouth.

      
      “On an elevator,” she whispered, sotto voce, glancing suspiciously around the paneled space. “What if there’s a security camera?”

      
      “There’s not,” he soothed. “I checked when we got on. Occupational hazard.”

      
      One she should have been thinking of instead of focusing solely on what it would feel like to have him moving inside her.
         She fought for breath, licking her lips, the skin sensitive from his kisses.
      

      
      “I can go if you want.” His dark eyes met hers, the passion there making her heart stutter.

      
      “No.” She shook her head, reaching for his hand as the elevator doors slid open. “I want you to stay.” Hell, she wanted him
         to take her right here and right now, but considering there was an elderly couple waiting to get on, it didn’t seem the most
         opportune of times.
      

      
      They walked off the elevator, fingers entwined, their bodies touching as they walked down the hallway. As soon as the doors
         behind them dinged shut, Owen swung her around into his arms, her back against the wall, his mouth demanding as he swallowed
         her protestations with his kiss.
      

      
      It was as if he were sealing a bargain she’d no idea they’d made, his mouth at once tender and possessive. A shiver of worry
         rippled through her, but was gone before she had time to think about it, replaced by the sensual pleasure of his touch. His
         heat invaded every part of her, a raging fire that she had no desire to extinguish.
      

      
      She splayed her fingers across his chest, feeling his heart beating wildly against her fingers, her own beating in tandem.
         He pulled her closer, her hands trapped between their bodies, raw physical need overriding all other thought. She ground against
         him, rewarded by his muffled groan, and he cupped her buttocks, their bodies rubbing together in an age-old dance.
      

      
      Tyler let conscious thought go, intent instead upon riding the wave, finding release from the glorious pain building inside
         her. Release that only he could give her. Then from far away she heard the elevator ding.
      

      
      “Oh, God,” she whispered, her voice thready with desire, as she pressed her face against his chest, “you’re turning me into
         an exhibitionist. I thought the English were supposed to be repressed.”
      

      
      “I’m afraid you’ve been sadly misinformed,” he answered, his breath hot against her cheek. “And unless you want me to take
         you right here in the hallway, I suggest we go to your room. Now.”
      

      
      She nodded, unable to pull together a string of words. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d wanted someone this badly.
         It was as if she’d been waiting for him all her life. Which was a ridiculous notion, but one that nevertheless, in this moment,
         seemed oddly irrefutable.
      

      
      With a last hot kiss, he swept her up into his arms and strode down the hallway, releasing her at her door, her body sliding
         against his as she dropped to her feet. “Where’s the key?” he asked, his voice tight with need.
      

      
      “Here,” she said, pulling it from her pocket.

      
      He grabbed it and slid it through the slot, the light turning blessedly green. In seconds they were inside, the door swinging
         shut as he pulled her back into his arms, everything that was hard and unyielding about him coming together in the moment,
         hot and demanding. And she opened her mouth to his, relishing the feel of his tongue as it tangled with hers, each of them
         taking and giving, their movements a prelude of things to come.
      

      
      He pressed her back against the wall, and she wrapped her leg around his hips and twined her fingers through his hair. His
         hands found the smooth plane of her back beneath her camisole, massaging her skin, the friction from his calloused palms arousing
         her heightened senses even more. She pressed closer, feeling him hard against her, and knew he was aching for her as much
         as she longed for him hot and ready inside her.
      

      
      “I want to see you,” he whispered, his hands closing around the hem of her camisole.

      
      She smiled and leaned back, lifting her arms, and in one fluid movement he stripped away the cotton chemise.

      
      “Jesus Christ,” he said, his eyes narrowing as he took in the dark purple bruises that spread across her chest.

      
      Between her desire and the bourbon, she’d almost forgotten her injuries. “They’re just bruises. From where the bullets hit
         the Kevlar. It could have been much worse.”
      

      
      “And the scar?” he asked, reaching out to gently trace the jagged line running between her breasts.

      
      “That’s what happens without the vest. I’ve been really lucky,” she said, resisting the urge to cover herself with her arms.
         “Twice.”
      

      
      His hands moved to her shoulders as he moved closer. “I’m sorry.”

      
      “It’s just part of the job.” She’d tried for flippancy, but choked on the last bit instead.

      
      “If it helps,” he said, his voice still gentle, “I understand.” He pulled off his jacket and shirt. His right shoulder was
         covered with scar tissue.
      

      
      “A bomb?” she asked, recognizing the telltale signs.

      
      “Wrong place. Wrong time.” He nodded.

      
      “So you were lucky, too,” she whispered, splaying her fingers across the damaged skin.

      
      “I’m not sure I can agree with that.” He shook his head, his hand covering hers. “But I’m alive. And it’s moments like this
         that make me glad of it.”
      

      
      She nodded, and they stood for a moment, eyes devouring each other. Then with a groan of impatience, she reached for him,
         hungry to feel his skin hot against hers.
      

      
      Velvet and steel.

      
      Following her lead, he pulled her close, his kiss devouring as he sucked her tongue and then bit her bottom lip, the gesture
         halfway between pleasure and pain, the sensation traveling first to her belly and then trailing fire to the wet place between
         her legs.
      

      
      God, she wanted this man.

      
      With a blatancy that surprised her, she pulled down the zipper of his pants, her hand slipping between white cotton and the
         hard, smooth skin of his abdomen, her fingers closing around his penis, the heat seeping into her as she moved her hand rhythmically
         up and down.
      

      
      With another groan, he swung her up into his arms again and moved to the bed, setting her amidst rumpled sheets. She shimmied
         out of her jeans and then arched her back, her hands on her breasts, their gazes colliding in a heat that was palpable. She
         let her hands trail slowly down her stomach to the apex of her thighs, teasingly running a finger across the crotch of her
         cotton panties.
      

      
      His eyes darkened, the deep blue turning black. She shivered in anticipation, watching as he pulled down his pants, his penis
         springing free, hard and solid, and one hundred percent male. With a smile that would no doubt melt icebergs, he straddled
         her, two fingers hooking into the elastic at her waist.
      

      
      He slid the panties off, and she opened for him, her body humming with a life of its own. Dipping his head, he found the tender
         crest of one breast, drawing the nipple into his mouth, sucking it with a strength that sent heat rippling from breast to
         groin. She tipped her head back, her mind spinning away, anticipation building.
      

      
      His hands moved lower, stroking her stomach and then the soft flesh of her inner thighs, while he teased her nipple with his
         teeth. Then in one swift move, his thumb unerringly found the soft skin of her labia, and quickly laid her defenses to waste,
         his fingers sliding deep inside her, his tongue still stroking her breast. She swallowed, the delicious tension inside her
         ratcheting up to levels beyond anything she’d ever experienced.
      

      
      His thumb flicked against her, and she threw back her head and moaned, the sound guttural, coming from deep inside her. Then
         his tongue replaced his thumb, the hot, moist pressure making her buck against him, then struggle to escape the finely drawn
         pain he was creating.
      

      
      But his hands circled her hips, cupping her bottom, effectively holding her in place, his tongue moving faster and faster,
         heat streaking through her with each and every touch. She wanted more and yet she wasn’t certain that she could stand the
         exquisite torture.
      

      
      He sucked then, pulling her tight, and she climaxed, sensation sending her over the precipice, spiraling out of control, her
         contractions so powerful she fought to breathe. As her body spasmed, he moved to pull her close, the two of them lying together,
         body to body. And she reached up to press her lips against his, the kiss softer and deeper than before, but no less wanting.
         This time she explored the hot crevices of his mouth and the smooth surface of his teeth, feeling the heat rising inside her
         again.
      

      
      With a slow smile, she pushed him back, rolling over so that she was on top of him. He reached for her breasts, the feel of
         his fingers against her skin like kindling on a fire. He rubbed her nipples until they were hard and throbbing. And she tightened
         her thighs, holding his penis tight between her legs, the tiniest wriggle sending pleasure rippling through her.
      

      
      “Take me,” he urged, his eyes hooded with passion, his voice so low it was almost a growl. “I want you. Now.”

      
      Her lips quirked, and she enjoyed the moment of control, knowing full well that if he chose, he could change their positions
         in an instant. Still smiling, she lifted up, and with the help of his guiding hands, impaled herself upon him. He filled her
         completely, her slick passageway stretched tight.
      

      
      She closed her eyes and slowly began to move. Up. Down. Up. Down. Caressing him, her internal muscles tightening and releasing
         as she moved, pleasure building with each slow thrust. In and out, deeper and harder. The tension inside her building as she
         concentrated on the rhythm, the only reality now the sensation between her thighs.
      

      
      His hands tightened on her hips, and their eyes locked as they moved faster and faster, the connection beyond physical. Then
         there was nothing but the feel of him moving inside her and the pounding need for release.
      

      
      She reached for it, twining her fingers with his, sensation blotting out every other thought, until the heat inside her exploded
         into tangible joy, shudders shaking her body as she banished all the darkness and let herself fly free.
      

      
      Later—much later—she sat on the bed watching as Owen bent to peer into the minibar.

      
      “It seems you’ve drunk all the bourbon,” Owen said, still looking into the little refrigerator.

      
      “There were only two,” she protested. “And I needed them both. Medicinal purposes.” It was hard to believe that the two of
         them were having such casual conversation, in the nude, no less. She was far from a prude, but she’d known the man less than
         twenty-four hours, and yet, somehow, it felt like the most natural thing in the world. “We could order something from downstairs.”
      

      
      Owen glanced over at the clock. “I think it’s too late for that. So, I guess we’ll just have to make do.” He turned around
         holding two bottles of Bailey’s Irish Cream.
      

      
      “Seems a bit, I don’t know, tame—all things considered? I wouldn’t have picked you for a liqueur kind of guy.”
      

      
      He grinned, walking over to drop down beside her on the bed. “Let’s see, first you accuse me of being repressed.”
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