
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: image]


 

Begin Reading

Table of Contents

About the Author

Copyright Page

 

Thank you for buying this

St. Martin’s Press ebook.

 

To receive special offers, bonus content,

and info on new releases and other great reads,

sign up for our newsletters.

 

[image: image]

Or visit us online at

us.macmillan.com/newslettersignup

 

For email updates on the author, click here.


 

The author and publisher have provided this e-book to you for your personal use only. You may not make this e-book publicly available in any way. Copyright infringement is against the law. If you believe the copy of this e-book you are reading infringes on the author’s copyright, please notify the publisher at: us.macmillanusa.com/piracy.


 

 

For Mom.

Just because I didn’t understand then,
doesn’t mean I don’t understand now.

I love you.


CHAPTER 1

The night had finally wound down, the last customer urged out the door, and the Broken Bar was closed up for the night.

Standing next to the counter, Erin Masters surveyed the pristine area critically, ensuring everything was ready for the next night.

The head bartender and club manager, Jake Manning, had left her in charge of cleaning and restocking the various bottles of drinks kept on hand. The large crowds known to descend on the nightclub on any given night left no time to replace bottles. And he was damned picky about making certain everything, down to the last speck of dust, was cleaned away and the serving area ready to go the next evening.

Glancing to the mirrored wall behind the wide counter, she found the neon BROKEN BAR sign. Her gaze moved to the camera eye in the center of it, then gave it her customary wink. She knew the girl that worked the security recordings. The wink was a nightly salute. Gabby would roll her eyes, Erin knew, and remember the night they’d had one drink too many, and revealed how each of them had become fixated on one of the Broken Bar’s security agents.

For Gabby, it was Iron.

For Erin, it was the hard, tough Turk Rogan.

Folding the damp bar towel she’d used to clean the wood bar, Erin pushed it into the small plastic bag of towels used that night and tied the bag closed. Picking it up she pushed through the swinging doors to the kitchen, finally relaxing at the thought of going home for the night.

Leaving the bag at the back door for morning pickup she made her way back to the front to check everything one last time. Jake could become highly critical if anything in the bartending section wasn’t just right. She sure as hell didn’t want him tearing her ass as he’d torn the last assistant’s. That one he’d sent running from the club in tears as she quit on the spot.

Flipping the kitchen light out, she stepped through the swinging doors once again and almost ran face-first into one of the nicest stretches of chests she’d ever beheld.

Powerful, not too wide, but rippling beneath the black T-shirt he wore. Her fingers itched to smooth across the expanse of powerful muscles.

He made other parts just ache.

“Turk.” She stepped back, looking up into the rough-hewn, hardened features of the security agent working cleanup with her.

Dark, chocolate-brown eyes were set into a brooding expression that gave him a hard, savage look. A sexy rough-hewn toughness that just took a girl’s breath away.

His gaze lowered to her lips. That look made her mouth go dry. It made her sex wet.

“Erin.” Deep, whispering of sensual delights and wicked knowledge, that voice sent shivers working down her spine as his gaze lifted to hers once again. “Have you finished up here?”

He stepped back, slowly, allowing her to ease from the doorway to the dimly lit bar area as she looked around one last time.

“Let’s hope I am.” She grinned back, smoothing her hands down the side of the short, black skirt she wore.

Turk’s gaze flickered down her body before coming back to hers, the shadow of something hungry in his eyes caused her heartbeat to pick up, racing in excitement as she swallowed nervously.

“Everything looks great.” He nodded, finally glancing around himself, his eyes narrowing. “Jake shouldn’t be able to bitch—no matter how much he loves doing it.”

Amusement gleamed in his eyes as they met hers once again.

“Good.” She glanced over the area again though. “Perhaps I’ll survive my first night closing.”

“You’ll survive,” he promised as though he’d already decided that on his own. “If you’re ready I’ll walk you out to your car. The rest of the waitresses have left and I’m ready to head out myself.”

“I just need to stop in the lounge and collect my purse.” She was already turning for the exit from the tending area, all too aware of the fact that he was walking behind her.

And he walked silently, too. There wasn’t so much as a whisper of his footsteps. Quiet, intense, his scarred face was normally implacable, his voice deep. He was the epitome of the type of agent her stepfather preferred as security personnel for the nightclubs that worked beneath the Covert Information Network.

The Broken Bar was one of those establishments, while five of the ten security personnel were longtime agents of the network. Ex-military, Rangers in this case, most of them wounded in some way that had ended their official military careers. The agents for the network were deep cover, their identities changed years before, most without families or ties to pull them back to the lives they had once lived.

Turk Rogan was just such a man. His military career listed him as troublemaker, dishonorably discharged from the Rangers after an accident that had caused his own injuries. The truth was, he was a man with no family, no one to care that he never returned. A Ranger who had nearly given his own life for his country and the soldiers he fought with. When he was offered the chance to continue protecting his nation in another capacity, he’d jumped on it.

Like the agents that worked for the network, Erin kept her past strictly quiet. Being the stepdaughter of the regional director of the network and stepsister of the security director could become uncomfortable if others were aware of it.

Besides, her stepfather and stepbrother weren’t exactly men that made others comfortable. As a matter of fact, they were known to piss others off routinely just for the hell of it. Her stepfather often told her that a man that stayed loyal despite his anger was the man he could trust at his back.

There were many of those agents she truly hoped John Delanore—J.D. as others called him—and her stepbrother, John D., didn’t have to trust at their backs. One of those men might end up braining those two with a two-by-four. She knew she was tempted to do so often.

Stepping from the bar ahead of Turk she waited as he locked the doors before moving toward the side of the building. As they began walking, his large, broad palm settled at the small of her back, the warmth of it heating her flesh as her heart rate kicked up in speed once again.

Shadows swirled about the parking lot, and a light fog whispered around the deserted area, its moist warmth settling around them as the night enfolded them.

She’d parked her small sedan in the employees’ parking area. As they turned the corner of the bar she noticed he’d parked the wicked black motorcycle he rode next to her. He’d been doing that since the first night she’d arrived at the bar.

“Be careful driving back to your apartment.” His dark voice was low, intimate as they neared her car. “The fog is wicked tonight.”

They lived in the same small apartment complex, his apartment right across the hall from hers.

“I’ll be fine,” she promised, a little warmed by the protectiveness he hinted at.

He made her feel secure. Not overshadowed or guarded, but secure. She realized she’d grown used to the fact that he rode behind her whenever they left together, that he was there in the early hours of the morning when she arrived home while everyone else was sleeping.

Stepping to the side of her car she pushed the remote lock, hearing the snick of the door unlocking as she turned back to him, the sexual, sensual awareness that flooded her body weakening her knees as she looked up at him.

It was the look in those dark eyes. A knowledge that he had every intention of acting on the attraction that sparked between them like an invisible flame.

“You kept up tonight after Jake left,” he stated as a small grin quirked his lips. “You surprised me.”

“It wasn’t that bad,” she assured him, catching the side of her lower lip between her teeth before quickly running her tongue over her lips again. “Jake’s a hard act to follow though.”

“So are you.” His hand settled on her hip as he moved closer, the night suddenly heating as his body brushed hers. “Erin, if you don’t want me to kiss you, then you need to get your ass in that car and haul out now.”

The suggestion had her eyes widening before her gaze moved involuntarily to his lips.

Would his kiss be as hot and as filled with pleasure as she imagined?

Lowering his head slowly, Turk gave her plenty of time to run, “to haul out” as he called it. She had no intentions of running. She felt as though she’d been running all her life, until now.

As his head tilted, his arms went around her. When his lips settled on hers the whimpering little cry that left her throat shocked her.

It was like pouring gasoline to a flame. Like pouring pure, shocking emotion into an eruption of pleasure.

His lips took possession of hers, dark experience and sensual knowledge wrapping around her as he pulled her against him. The heavy imprint of his erection pressed into her lower stomach. Heat settled immediately between her thighs, her erogenous zones kicking to life with a force that stole her breath.

Pleasure surrounded her.

Like a heavy veil of intimacy it enfolded her, shrouding logical thought, hiding her from the implications of exactly what she was doing as pleasure flooded every area of her body.

That pleasure was immediately followed by a pulse of arousal so sharp it clenched her womb. The sensitive flesh between her thighs grew more sensitive by the second, her ability to think, to process the sensations overwhelmed by the pleasure itself.

It was like being taken, possessed by a hunger she’d had no idea she harbored inside her with such strength.

As his hand cupped the back of her head, broad fingers spearing into her hair, Erin found herself arching to get closer. Her breasts pressed into the heated width of his chest, her nipples hardening to immediate, painful sensitivity as her breasts began to ache for touch.

For his lips.

For his hands.

She shook in the grip of a hunger she’d never known and one that rose with such strength inside her that the hot flares of pulsing sensitivity and exquisite electric sensation became more than she could bear.

Just as quickly as the kiss had begun tearing through her senses, it was over.

Releasing her, Turk quickly stepped back, his gaze locked on hers as she lifted her lashes and stared back at him in shock.

He’d stopped?

Why would he stop?

Reaching around her rather than pulling her back to him, he opened the door of her car instead.

“It’s getting late.” The hard, dark rasp of his voice had moisture pulsing from between her thighs once again. “You need to get home.”

Did she really?

Blinking up at him, Erin was slow to process the rejection. But it finally processed in her passion-drugged senses.

Her knees stiffened. Pulling back from him quickly, Erin gripped the car door and slid inside. Shoving the key into the ignition, she moved to close the door.

The hard fingers still gripping the frame tightened.

Turning, Erin stared up at him, hoping like hell the anger that tightened her body wasn’t apparent in her eyes.

“Erin…” A grimace pulled at his features as discomfort shadowed his expression in the dim light.

“I get it,” she told him softly. “We can discuss it at another time.”

“What do you get?” His expression became shuttered, remote.

“Not something you want to pursue at the moment,” she said as though she understood. “It’s not a problem. And as you said, it’s late. I need to be going.”

Tugging on the door she almost breathed out in relief as he released it. Pulling it closed Erin slid the car into reverse and accelerated out of the space. Sliding it into gear and pulling from the parking lot moments later, she had to force back a shaming tear of regret.

Damn, it was hard to imagine never feeling his kiss again. A kiss that had burned through her senses like wildfire and threatened every ounce of control she’d ever believed she had over herself.

It was evident, though, that Turk Rogan hadn’t felt those same flames.

Wasn’t that too bad? For her at least. Because she would have loved to have seen exactly where they would have ended. She ached to feel, just one more time, the calm that stole over her restless spirit, even as excitement churned through her senses as he held her.

That feeling that finally she’d found a place all her own.

*   *   *

Turk watched the car as it pulled onto the main road, a curse slipping past his lips as he pushed the fingers of one hand roughly through his hair and strode to the cycle.

Son of a bitch, he should have known better.

Hell, he had known better, he reminded himself. He’d managed to control the impulse to kiss her every night since she’d first arrived to work at the nightclub. As he’d gotten to know her, the impulse had only grown. And he hadn’t been alone. The wary interest in her eyes had assured him he wasn’t aching in vein. And aching he was.

His erection throbbed like a wound, fully engorged and howling in protest at the loss of the pleasure that echoed to the hard flesh. Like sweet little fingers of heat spreading from her kiss to his hardened shaft rising between his thighs, his flesh demanded her touch. The pleasure of her hungry kiss mesmerized him. Pulling back from her had been like cutting his own arm off or some shit.

Blowing out a hard breath he jerked his helmet over his head and secured it. Turk told himself it was better that she thought she was being rejected. The truth was far too weird to even get into. How a full-grown man could be weakened by one pint-sized little woman’s kiss he couldn’t figure out.

The fact was it had been so damned hard to pull back, almost impossible to put distance between them, was a warning he knew better than to ignore. He would have ended up trying to take her there on the hood of her car if he hadn’t heeded it.

That skirt wouldn’t have stood in his way. Pushing it over her thighs would have been easy. Of course, it might have taken him awhile to finish if he’d given in to the hunger to taste more than just her kiss. Before the night was over, the security cameras would have recorded a hell of a lot more than one brief touch of their lips.

And Turk would have revealed a hell of a lot more than just his interest in the new assistant bartender.

He’d have revealed a hunger he was hard-pressed to control.

And control meant everything.

Or it had.…

For far too many years his control had been all that had saved him. The knowledge that his battle to rout out the monsters that destroyed the life of his baby sister so many years ago could only be accomplished if every part of himself was focused on it.

And he’d sworn he’d never allow himself to care for anyone else to the point that their deaths destroyed him.

Cara Jane had been too little to protect herself. He’d raised her after their parents’ deaths. He’d loved her. Two months before he was due home from the military she’d been killed in a suspected terrorist bombing while on vacation with their aunt and uncle in England.

He’d lost the three last remaining members of his family that day. And he’d lost the little sister he’d promised he’d always protect.

Ten years later and sea-green eyes were making him forget the vow he’d made at his sister’s graveside to never risk his soul again. To never let himself love anyone else. Not in any way.

Yet, Erin was sneaking her way inside his emotions, and he couldn’t seem to stop the slow, steady headway she was making into his heart.

A heart he’d believed he no longer held.


CHAPTER 2

How interesting.

The watcher watched as the prey stalked to his motorcycle and rode off behind the young woman he’d pulled back from so abruptly. Turk Rogan wasn’t the first choice for the betrayer, but Erin Masters was definitely the type of woman the betrayer had once shown such a fondness for.

Innocent.

Sweet.

Pretty red-gold hair and mesmerizing eyes, but with a streak of a rebel gleaming in her gaze.

There had been a certainty that drastic measures would have to be taken after failing to identify the prey several months before. The other men suspected had shown no true fondness for any particular female. Without a lover to protect, the betrayer would never reveal himself. He would never make the call that would reveal him.

This woman meant something to Rogan though.

This one was important.

Satisfaction lit a glow of hope inside a heart black with hatred. Perhaps, finally the game would be drawing to a close. Perhaps it wouldn’t be necessary to draw the ultimate bait out to lure the prey to his death.

That was a weakness the watcher had feared being forced to use. One that could possibly backfire …

With any luck Rogan was the one hiding from a past filled with blood, broken innocence, and destruction.

The one responsible for such betrayal that even now, so many years later, the effects of it were still being felt.


CHAPTER 3

She was a fool!

Stowing her purse in her locker the next evening Erin closed the metal door and turned the lock with a hard snap.

What made her think that giving in to her fascination for Turk Rogan was a good idea?

It was insanity.

It was a recipe for a broken heart.

Smoothing her hands down the sides of her black skirt before adjusting the black vest over her white long-sleeved shirt, Erin forced herself to still the hurt. Taking a deep, steadying breath she then forced herself to leave the lounge.

Saturday night at the Broken Bar was always too busy, too loud, and filled with far too much excitement. At least for the customers.

Pushing through the swinging doors she ducked her head, pretended to adjust the rolled-back sleeves of her cotton shirt and slid behind the bar where Jake was already prepping for a busy night.

“Hey, Jake. Everyone,” she greeted the head bartender as well as the rest of the Broken Bar family gathered around the bar.

The owner, Ethan Cooper, and his wife, Sarah, head of security, Casey, and his wife, Sheila, and the other security personnel gathered there.

“Lookin’ good Miss Erin,” Iron Donovan greeted her with his customary flirtatiousness.

“Smack him, Erin.” Sarah laughed. “He’s watching your backside again.”

“Hey, it’s a damned pretty backside,” Iron complained.

“Dig your hole deeper, Iron.” Nick chuckled as his wife whispered something in his ear.

Sliding past Jake, Erin shook her head at the lot of them, though she noticed Turk wasn’t joining in that evening as he usually did.

“The lot of you need to attend those sexual harassment classes again,” she chided them, unable to hide her smile. “You weren’t paying attention at the last one.”

“We didn’t pay attention to the one before that, either,” Iron snickered. “We were too busy staring at that cute little instructor’s legs.”

“Cut it out, asshole.” Turk’s tone was dark and lacking any sort of amusement.

Erin lifted her head slowly, the sharp retort hovering on her lips forestalled by Jake’s next comment.

“Hey, Erin, you did good last night.” Growly, not in the least given as most managers to give a compliment. This compliment had everyone staring at the fierce former Ranger in shock.

Erin blinked back at him, frozen in the act of sitting a shot glass on the prep counter as her eyes widened.

Panic had her heart in her throat, trepidation drying out her mouth as she hurriedly glanced at Cooper. He was suddenly staring at the scarred top of the wood bar rubbing slowly at his jaw.

She turned back to Jake, swallowing nervously.

“What did I do wrong?” she asked, trying desperately to remember what she might have forgotten.

His glare darkened.

“Did I say you did something wrong?” he barked.

She just barely controlled a flinch.

“Well, no, but the last bartender you complimented ran out twenty minutes later sobbing hysterically.” She heard that story several times. “I’d feel better if you just told me where I messed up now so I can fix it.”

His lips tightened, his fierce expression nearly frightening as his jaw bunched.

“Little girl,” he snarled. “Learn how to take a friggin’ compliment!”

His attitude sucked on a good day.

This obviously wasn’t one of his good days.

Feeling everyone’s eyes on her now she managed to dry another shot glass and place it on the counter in front of her.

“Thanks, Jake,” she murmured. “I’ll try to do better next time.”

Jake didn’t give compliments.

She’d been warned of that by Jake himself.

“Damned women,” he muttered behind her. “This is what I get. Next time, Miss Masters, try remembering where everything belongs before you leave.”

She turned back to him. “What was left out of place?”

Nothing had been left out and she knew it.

“Your good senses not to mention your supposed good taste,” he informed her with another glare. “Get those damned glasses done.”

Turning back to the far-too-attentive audience his eagle-like gaze moved to Turk accusingly before he turned and busied himself with the drink bottles that sat in front of the mirrored wall.

“Well, that was interesting.” Iron smirked back at her. “Care to explain it?”

“Frightening is more like it.” She casted Jake a wary look as she hurriedly finished the glasses. “You explain it first.”

Only Turk seemed unconcerned with what had occurred. Leaning against the end of the bar, his arms crossed over his chest, he seemed to be glaring at Jake through the mirror behind the bar.

“Okay, children, playtime’s over,” Cooper announced as he rose from the barstool. “Iron, you can let the VIPs in now. Casey, you and Morgan get the bouncers in place. Turk, you have security at the bar tonight, Morgan has lead. Let’s see if we can get some work done.”

The change in positions was surprising. Even Jake seemed perplexed by them as he sent Cooper a probing glance.

Not that Cooper’s expression changed. But whatever Jake saw in it, it had him smirking for a second before his expression turned fierce once again.

Moments later the VIP guests were milling in from the large backroom where drinks and appetizers were provided by the chef in the newly built kitchen.

The VIPs were the politicians, entertainers, and even suspected criminals considered powerful regulars, as well as their guests. They were shown in through a private entrance to the comfortable guest lounge on the other side of the main bar area. Watching their faces unobtrusively, Erin memorized their features, filing each in a mental category she would later list in her report.

“Well, hello again, pretty thing.” A Corpus Christi talent scout, Tyler Stanley, took a seat in front of her, his smug expression as off-putting tonight as ever. “Change your mind about dinner yet?”

He’d been inviting her out as long as she’d worked there.

“Not tonight, Tyler,” she declined again. “Sorry.”

He normally took her refusal good-naturedly.

“Are you ever going to say yes?” he demanded, his dark eyes narrowing as his patience was obviously wearing thin.

“Probably not.” She sighed, as though in regret. “I told you, I’m involved with someone.” It was her standard excuse. She refused to go out with sleazeballs. Tyler Stanley was a sleazeball. “I’ll get you a drink though. Another whiskey sour?” she suggested, nodding to his nearly empty glass.

He accepted the drink, obviously still angry. Thankfully, he moved from the bar to make his way to one of the tables occupied by several less savory individuals.

The VIP guests kept her for the next half hour then the rush through the front entrance began.

Halfway through the night a third bartender moved in behind her as bodies packed around the counter and orders flew in. There was little chance to consider Jake’s odd behavior or Turk’s.

Later, she promised herself. She would think about it later. Because she had no doubt Turk had something to do with it.


CHAPTER 4

The night ended as dawn was peeking at the horizon.

The bar area sparkled. There wasn’t a chance anything was out of place or that a speck of dust or smear of a drink remained.

Looking around she gave each area another thorough look, ensuring there was nothing Jake could possibly find fault with. As her gaze moved to the mirror behind the bar and the subtle lights of the neon BROKEN BAR sign, she gave the camera hidden within it a flirtatious little wink.

Gabby would no doubt find that one amusing.

“Ready?”

Swinging around to face Turk, the smile tugging at her lips flattened.

“Looks ready.” She shrugged, adjusting her purse on a shoulder and moving for the exit. “Good night, Turk.”

The heavy sigh that sounded behind her was filled with male irritation.

“You going to stay mad at me?” he asked softly as he unlocked the door for her.

“I’m not angry with you.” What the hell did he expect her to say?

“Of course you are,” he murmured.

“Because you forced Jake into that asinine compliment?” she snorted. “Really Turk? It was so obvious.”

He simply stared back at her.

“Forget it,” she snapped. “I just want to go home.”

“Let me lock up and I’ll walk you to your car.” He didn’t argue with her—that was a good thing. She was not in the mood for a confrontation.

“It’s nearly daylight. I’ll be fine.” She almost managed to slide past him when she felt his fingers curl firmly around her upper arm, dragging her to a stop.

“Erin, tempting my patience is the wrong route to take.” The warning in his voice seemed designed to just piss her off.

“Give me a break.” Mocking, disbelieving, she laughed at the comment. “You just wish I’d tempt you then you wouldn’t have to take responsibility for giving into what you want yourself.”

He turned the key in the lock with a hard twist of his wrist before turning to face her.

“And just what do you think I want?” he asked, his voice a hard, dark rasp.

The overhead light cast his harsh features in savage lines as his chocolate brown eyes narrowed on her impatiently.

“You’re such a man.” She snorted in disdain. She had yet to meet one of her stepfather’s agents that wasn’t an ass. Turk just hid it better.

“Glad you realize that.” Powerful arms crossed imperiously over his chest.

“It wasn’t a compliment,” she informed him, her gaze raking over him. “Look at you. All defensive and displaying such control. Arms crossed, feet braced firmly beneath you. As though you’re facing an enemy when what you’re facing is your own fear of whatever that sizzle was between us last night. What do you want, Turk? Do you need me to seduce you?” She gave a short, contemptuous laugh. “Sorry but I have things to do tonight. Catch me next lifetime. Maybe then I’ll be desperate enough to let you hide from your own hunger and blame me for it.”

*   *   *

Catch her next lifetime?

It was all Turk could do to hold back his anger, and his amazement.

Son of a bitch, if only she wasn’t so fucking enchanting.

If only she wasn’t so damned right.

It was all he could do to keep his hands off her. At the same time, he was dying to push her into touching him instead.

“You’ve lost it, sweetheart,” he growled.

“Have I?” she drawled. “Have I lost it, Turk? Or do you really wish you could lose all the wondrous control you have?” A slender, red-gold brow arched slowly, mockingly, before she turned and began striding away from him.

As though this were finished?

“Where the hell do you think you’re going?” he demanded, following her quickly. “This isn’t finished, Erin.”

Reaching the driver’s side door of her little sedan she pulled the door open with a hard jerk before turning back to him, her expression livid.

Eyes sparkling, her cheeks flushed, the full mounds of her breasts heaving within the neat little frame of the black vest secured beneath them. Damn, she was pretty as hell.

“This is finished, Turk,” she snapped back at him, holding the top of the doorframe with one hand, the other braced on her hip as she faced him. “It’s very much finished, because I’m simply not in the mood to pander to your damned ego tonight.”

He was going to burn in hell and Turk knew it.

Reaching out he hooked his arm around her waist and jerked her to him, one hand tangling in her hair to hold her in place as his lips bore down on hers.

Thunder crashed in his head—that had to be his heartbeat, he thought, almost dazed as her lips parted beneath his.

A muted, broken whimper of feminine longing eased past their kiss as her arms twined around his neck. Slanting his lips over hers Turk was helpless against the hunger burning inside him now. Raging at him.

Damn her.

She made him want.… He wanted more than just the sex but he was damned if he could put a name to the hunger rising inside him. All he knew was the only relief for it was the woman in his arms.

“Damn you!” Pulling back, Turk stared down at the dazed, flushed features, the mass of red-gold hair falling around her face and her kiss-swollen lips. “I’ll follow you to the apartment.”

Pretty gray eyes blinked back at him, at first confused, then with a hint of feminine hesitancy.

“Do you need to be seduced first?” he growled then.

A hint of a smile curved her lips. “Of course I do.” Stepping back she slid quickly into her car. “Shall we see if you’re capable of the seduction?”

Turk couldn’t help but grin. “Oh, baby, have no fear. I’m more than capable.”

He turned and strode back to the front door, ensured security had engaged when he’d locked the door, then moved quickly to the motorcycle parked next to her car.

Meeting her gaze through the window he nodded shortly, after securing his helmet. As she pulled out he followed. Riding behind her the short distance to the building that housed both their apartments, all he could think about was the woman ahead and the sweet passion that erupted whenever he touched her.

And he intended to touch her quite a bit in the coming hours.


CHAPTER 5

Turk was pulling in beside her as Erin parked her car. His helmet was off as she opened her door. Slamming the door closed she found herself pushed against it a heartbeat later, Turk’s lips covering hers again.

She could grow addicted to his kisses.

Hell, maybe she was already addicted. Her body definitely acted as though it were.

The second he touched her, the second his lips covered hers again, his tongue rubbing against hers, pleasure exploded through her system. A vibrant, white-hot pleasure that whipped through her body and left her senses reeling.

She couldn’t catch her breath.

She didn’t want to catch her breath.

This was what she had craved from the moment she had met him, from that first look to that first kiss then to here. These striking, incredible sensations she’d only just learned existed.

Sensations she’d only found in this man’s arms.

Her breasts plumped, becoming swollen, her nipples too sensitive as they pressed against his chest. A flush of heat washed through her body, as though her internal thermometer had gone haywire. Between her thighs, the gold, curved piercing that circled her clit was doing something it had never done before. Where once there had been plenty of room between the piercing and her clit, it now rubbed against the hood covering the bundle of nerves and sent exquisite sensations racing through her.

Even masturbation hadn’t swollen that bundle of nerves to this extent.

“Move,” he growled, lifting his head as she forced her lashes to part. “If we don’t get to your apartment or mine in the next ten seconds, you’ll be fucked wherever we’re standing.”

There was a problem with that?

“No matter who’s watching,” he groaned as her lips parted on a slight gasp.

Oh, yeah.

Watching. That was right—anyone could be watching.

“My apartment,” she demanded. “My bed.”

“You’ll be lucky if I get the door closed first, dammit.”

Taking her forgotten keys from her hand he hit the remote lock to the car, then he was pulling her behind him. Precious seconds were taken in punching the code into the security system at the door. Then the elevator.

The ride took forever. It was torturous as he pulled her back to his chest, the hard ridge of his erection riding against her lower back as his lips lowered to her neck.

Oh, God.

Chills raced over her flesh as his lips found the sensitive curve of her neck and shoulder, playing there with gentle nips and heated kisses.

Her head fell back against his shoulder, one arm curving around the back of his neck as she leaned into him. Her eyes drifted closed as the elevator signaled its arrival at the third floor.

Stepping around her, Turk drew Erin behind him, her keys still in his hand as he reached her apartment door.

“Push your code in,” he groaned as he shoved the key in the lock. “And hurry.”

Hurriedly punching in the six-digit code as he turned the key and pushed the door open, Erin could feel her heart beating faster. Sensual, erotic need rose through her senses and left her breathless.

Pushing the door open, Turk pulled her in behind him. The second the door slammed shut she was lifted from her feet, her back pressed against the wall. Gripping her thighs Turk placed them at his hips, moving between them with a groan.

The heavy length of his erection, held back by his denim and her silk panties, pressed against the sensitive mound of her sex. Damp heat and erotic flares of sensation erupted from her clit through the snug tissue of her vagina to clench at her womb and steal her breath.

Grinding against her, his lips took hers again. His tongue pushed past her lips to find hers as a moan escaped from the erotic caress.

Erin tangled her fingers in his hair, tightened her thighs at his hips, and rode the impressive length of his shaft as she felt her skirt slide up, over her rear. A second later a cry escaped her as the silk of her panties were torn from her.

“Buy you more later,” he groaned, pushing his hand between their bodies, his lips moving to her neck as he pulled her blouse aside with his other hand.

Buttons scattered. The cup of her bra was pulled aside as she felt the wide, blunt tip of his cock pressing against the heated, slick folds of her pussy.

“Fuck! I knew this would happen,” he groaned, his breath sawing in and out of his lungs as she forced her eyes to open, to stare at the savage features of the man prepared to penetrate her.

“Condom,” he bit out, voice rough as he moved the hand clenching the curve of her rear to search a pocket.

She’d forgotten protection, too. She had never forgotten anything so essential.

Pulling the foil pack free, his jaw clenched, his expression tortured, he tore it open with his teeth, removed the latex and hurriedly rolled it in place.

“Now,” she whispered as the hard, throbbing crest was pressed into place once again. “Now, Turk…”

The muffled, whimpering cry that left her lips at his first thrust was followed by a second as he pulled back. Pushing inside her again, he went farther. On the third thrust he buried deep, a hard rasp of a groan echoing from his chest.

It was so good.

Pinpoints of heat and pleasure pain attacked her flesh as it struggled to accommodate the width of his erection inside her. Sensation built and gathered, swirling through her senses, drawing a muted cry from her lips and intensifying the need already burning through her.

“So damned tight,” he whispered, his lips moving to her neck once again, spreading kisses along the sensitive column as he moved toward the needy, hard-peaked breasts below. “So sweet and hot. Damn, Erin. So fucking sweet and hot.”

The penetration stretched her almost painfully, the duality of the pleasure and pinching heat making her gasp from the sensations. The pressure it created on the piercing that circled her clit was disastrous.

There was no holding back her response as each pulse and throb of his cock inside her seemed to tighten the gold semicircle with its emerald-tipped jewel tighter around the swollen nub.

There was no holding back any part of herself. She was his. All his. She’d known it since the moment their eyes met, since that first kiss.…

Then, he began to move. Thrusting inside her, slow and easy, his lips moved from her neck, along her collarbone to the tight point of a nipple pleading for touch.

Tightening her thighs on his hips, her head fell to his shoulder; Erin could feel her response to him spiraling out of her control. There was no holding back, no pulling back. As though her body recognized the one touch she would always ache for, her senses became consumed by him.

The piercing circling her clit tightened further, rasping over the engorged bud of her clit as Turk moved against her. Drawing back, the heavy length of his cock stroking slowly over sensitive nerve endings, enflaming them with the stretching pleasure-pain.

Pulling free, the broad crest paused at her entrance, Erin drew in a shaky breath, only to expel it in a harsh cry of extreme sensation as Turk powered inside her once again.

The hard penetrations followed by the slow, exquisitely sensual withdraws were intoxicating. Each one pushed her deeper into the merciless storm gathering inside her. Pleasure raged across nerve endings. Heat flushed her body, swirling around her, through her. Flames licked across her flesh, struck at her clit with each inward stroke, then over the slick, inner flesh of her sex.

It was so good.

Sharp, building ecstasy whipped through her, gathering and intensifying as his thrusts began to quicken, to push her higher, deeper into the swirling heat surrounding her.

His lips drew at her nipple, the pleasure there sending shards of sharp sensation to clench at her womb.

Addictive.

She knew she would crave more once he was done. She would ache for this pleasure. She might even be tempted to beg for it.

“Turk.” Crying out his name as his hips moved harder, faster, driving him inside her with destructive results, she felt every muscle inside her begin to tighten.

Her clit was so swollen the piercing sensations drove her to the brink of insanity. Her nearing orgasm tightened, brewing in her womb, in her clit, racing toward ecstasy.

The muscles of her vagina clamped on each shafting stroke, tightening on him, pleasure rupturing through her senses as a low, mewling cry escaped her throat.

It hit her then.

An explosion that vibrated so deep, so powerfully inside her that she swore she saw stars. One hard, violent spasm after another clenched the flesh surrounding him. They rocked through her senses, dragging her into a storm of blinding ecstasy.

“Ah, fuck!” Turk groaned, his head lifting from her nipple, his cock plunging inside her again. Again.

As pleasure destroyed her senses she felt him tighten against her, his erection throbbing with one hard, powerful pulse before the feel of his release echoed through her sensitive inner flesh. The final, ever-deepening explosion of her own orgasm drove through her senses with incredible, destructive rapture.

Collapsing against him, Erin was only barely aware of him moving. Holding her close. His arms strong and warm, he carried her into her bedroom and gently laid her back on her bed.

As she drifted off to an exhausted slumber she felt him stripping her. For a moment, she awakened enough to realize he was slowly moving a damp cloth between her thighs, removing the damp proof of her own pleasure.

*   *   *

Thankfully, she slept, Turk thought, unaware of him staring down at her as the sun rose hot and bright in the Texas sky. Unaware of the way he brushed back a swath of red-gold hair before drawing back and snapping and zipping his jeans before leaving her apartment, locking the door behind him silently.

Moving across the hall he unlocked the door to his own apartment, stepped inside, then blew out a hard, deep breath.

“Fuck,” he muttered into the silence of his apartment. “I’m screwed.”

Because the pleasure had been simply incredible. Better than anything he’d ever known with any other woman. Better than he’d ever imagined he’d experience.

He wanted nothing more than to slip back into her apartment, into her bed, and experience it again.

An addictive pleasure.

And addictions were flat forbidden in his life.

For a reason.


CHAPTER 6

Erin had never imagined what a damned fool she could possibly be.

What had she imagined would happen? That in the space of time it took Turk Rogan to get off that he’d somehow decide he couldn’t do without her?

Wasn’t she a fool if she had believed that for even a heartbeat?

But maybe, somewhere inside that place where hope still struggled to burn, she’d wondered if it could happen.

Pulling into a parking space on the opposite side of the bar than from where she normally parked, Erin drew in a deep breath. She told herself she wasn’t going to act any differently than she had before. Once she left the car her hands would not shake, her heart would not race.

She’d been trained to rein in such a show of nerves before her stepfather had allowed her to join the Covert Information Network.

Another hard breath and her heartbeat slowed. With her body under control she opened the door and stepped from the car. A second breath and her emotions stilled. They no longer raged through her, no longer tormented her.

By the time she stepped into the employee’s entrance and relocked the door behind her, she was her normal calm self. Just as she had been trained to be and she was ready to return to the mission she’d been assigned.

She was there to ascertain the security and efficiency of the agents in charge of gathering the information that came through the club. That was all she was there to do.…

She hadn’t been sent to fall in love.

*   *   *

Turk watched the cameras, his eyes narrowed as Erin parked on the opposite side of the bar than he’d parked. She sat there for a moment before exiting the vehicle. She was calm, poised, no anger, no sense of betrayal showing on her expression as she entered the employees’ entrance.

There wasn’t so much as a hint of nerves.

Dressed in her customary skirt, vest, and white shirt paired with black, low heels, she was so damned sexy she almost took his breath away.

Her red-gold hair was piled atop her head, fringes framing her face, and if he looked close enough he’d see the little mark he’d left the night before, just below her delicate ear.

“She barely looks old enough to work here,” the director of the Covert Information Network, J. D. McConnell, stated rather blandly.

“She’s old enough,” Cooper assured him. “You approved her application yourself.”

J.D. snorted at the reminder. “I didn’t say she wasn’t old enough…”

“She didn’t do it!” Turning to the two men Turk could barely restrain the anger building inside him.

Son of a bitch! What was wrong with him?

Lifting a brow curiously, J.D. focused his attention on Turk. And that was never a comforting place to be. Penetrating, cool blue-gray eyes stared back at him as the director’s imposing features remained remote, nearly expressionless.

“Who else would have?” Cooper asked then, his voice dark with his own anger.

The Broken Bar was his, the men he worked with were the last of the unit he’d once fought with.

“It’s not in her nature.…”

“Or are you just too involved with the woman to see the possibility of the deception?” J.D. asked coolly. “You weren’t quite out of the cameras’ field of view the night before last when you were all but fucking her in the parking lot.” There was a hint of emotion in his voice then.

Disgust perhaps?

Turk glared back at him for long, tense moments.

“Are you accusing me of something, director?” he asked then, stilling the urge to say more.

“Of playing with the girl, perhaps?” The other man rose from his chair, like a predator moving into place for the kill.

Tall, leanly muscled, middle age had done nothing to detract from J.D.’s powerful presence.

The white dress shirt he wore tucked into dark gray slacks presented an appearance of thin civility. It was damned thin though.

“I thought we were here to discuss Ms. Masters’s attempt to disengage the club’s security?” Cooper growled as Turk and the director stared back at each other in growing tension.

“Mr. Rogan doesn’t seem convinced she’s capable of the act,” J.D. pointed out calmly. “I’d like to know why. Is it because he believes in her innocence or because he wants to protect any chance he’d have to get into her bed?”

The bastard.

The icy mockery in the director’s tone was starting to piss him off.

“Have you slept with her, agent?” The question had Turk’s back teeth clenching.

“That has nothing to do with why I believe in her innocence,” Turk argued.

But was it the truth?

Something had happened to him when he’d realized he’d nearly forgotten a condom before taking her. Something he couldn’t explain, even to himself.

“I asked you a question,” the director stated, his voice growing colder. “Have you slept with her?”

“None of your business,” Turk growled.

J.D. nodded slowly, as though the question had somehow been answered before turning to Cooper. “Call her in please.”

Turk grimaced, knowing what was coming.

He should leave. If he stayed, he may end up hurting her further. Because seeing the hurt in her face was only going to piss him off more. And that more just may be the stick that broke the barrier he’d placed around his emotions years before.

And how that had happened, he’d be damned if he knew. One thing was for sure though, nothing good could come of it.

Turning his back on the two men, as Cooper made the call to Jake, he glared out the window of the office, teeth clenched, that anger building in his gut until his stomach clenched and his muscles ached.

“She’s on her way,” Cooper announced.

Turk waited, feeling that inner wall grow thinner, emotions surging behind it, anger battling at it.

Emotions.

Son of a bitch, he didn’t want to know what those emotions were, nor did he want to deal with them.

A brief, light knock at the office door and Cooper’s permission to enter ended the brief solitude he’d managed to wrap around him, and the moment of reckoning arrived.

*   *   *

Erin stepped into the office, only barely managing to contain her shock as she recognized the tense, furious set of her stepfather’s expression.

She was certain Cooper likely missed the rage brewing in J.D.’s gaze, but she didn’t. That lighter blue-gray was a sure giveaway that an explosion was imminent.

Cooper sat back in the chair behind his desk, a frown on his face, his gaze sliding briefly to the third occupant next to the window.

Turk.

She looked away from him quickly, closed the door behind her, then moved with a confidence she certainly didn’t feel, until she stood several feet from Cooper’s desk.

“You wanted to see me?” she asked, keeping her voice at its normal cadence, the nerves beginning to build in her stomach tightly contained as she stood relaxed, her arms at her sides as she met her boss’s gaze.

“Erin, we seem to have a problem.” It was J.D. that moved from where he stood to the corner of the desk to face her.

Damn, he was really pissed off.

She lifted a brow slowly, watching from the corner of her eye as Cooper slowly tensed in his chair at the familiarity in J. D. McConnell’s tone.

“Really?” she murmured. “What sort of problem?”

She could feel Turk moving closer until he invaded her peripheral vision, then moved with a stealthy silence until he stood several feet from Cooper, a dark, steady watchfulness in his deep-brown gaze.

Oh, hell, it was obvious J.D. had not informed them of exactly who she was and what she was doing there.

J.D.’s smile was all teeth.

Oh, God, what had she done to deserve this? Whatever the hell was coming, it was obvious her stepfather wasn’t just angry, and he’d gone past furious.

“You’ve been accused of placing an electronic device designed to reroute the camera feed over the bar to an as-yet-undisclosed location after the club was closed last night.”

Her gaze jerked to Turk. They had worked together last night. He would have known better.

“The programming was done from this office,” Cooper interjected, his voice dangerously soft. “You were out of Turk’s gaze for approximately thirty minutes while taking the trash and soiled rags to the back door, then the time it would have taken you to collect your purse in the lounge across the hall. All recordings from the time just before you left the bar area until this morning were rerouted and erased from this system.”

Erin remained silent for a second before looking slowly to her stepfather. His jaw was clenched, the savagely hewn curve not unlike Turk’s as well. Both men were silently holding back their fury, and there was little doubt it seemed directed at each other.

She drew in a slow, deep breath. “Not one time did I enter this office, or any other office while out of the bar area,” she informed them. “I took the soiled rags and trash to the back door, collected my purse, then went to the employees’ bathroom to brush my teeth and collect a breath mint before returning to the bar and leaving.”

“You brushed your teeth?” Cooper asked slowly, disbelievingly.

“I did.” She nodded. “When I returned to the bar I then looked up at the camera, winked at it as I do every night before leaving, then preceded Turk from the bar. He locked up, followed me to my car, then we drove to town. I didn’t return to the bar, nor did I enter your office or mess with the cameras.”

“Why the hell did you stop to brush your teeth before leaving the bar?” Cooper snapped as though she would lie about it.

“Because I wanted to,” she answered, barely holding back a confrontational tone begging to escape.

“Something you never do any other time,” Cooper growled as Turk slowly glanced to the ceiling as though daring to pray. “I’ve checked the video of previous weeks, Ms. Masters, to ascertain your schedule. If you brushed your teeth last night…”

“She did.” The snap in Turk’s tone had Erin glancing to her stepfather once again.

He still wasn’t happy. If nothing else, he was becoming dangerously furious.

“How the hell do you know?” Cooper jerked around to glare at his security agent. “You were in the bar.”

“Come on, Cooper,” Turk bit out, his expression tightening as his shoulders tensed further. “She brushed her teeth, dammit, and I know she did. Let it go at that.”

“I want to know why.…”

“Because he kissed her before following her to her apartment where he stayed approximately forty-eight minutes before sneaking back to his own like some damned thief.”

Erin flinched at the pure fury reflected in J.D.’s tone now.

“And this isn’t some simple-minded little girl you’re accusing of treason, Cooper. She’s my damned daughter and here at this fucking club by my order.”

“Stepdaughter,” she felt the need to interject as shock rippled through the room and filled Cooper’s gaze.

J.D. turned that glare on her then. “My daughter.”

Erin lifted her hand, covered her eyes, and gave a brief, agitated sigh.

Oh, boy, he’d just screwed this puppy right, hadn’t he?

Silence filled the office.

Lowering her hand she shot her stepfather an irritated look before shaking her head wearily.

“Thanks, J.D.,” she muttered mockingly before turning to Cooper. “I’ll collect my things and leave immediately.…”

“He didn’t hire you, little girl, I did,” J.D. snarled, turning on her with a glower that had caused much more seasoned agents to back down immediately. “He has no power over that decision.”

“Really, J.D.?” she questioned him with amazement. “You didn’t even let the owner know I was coming because it behooved you to take the time out of your busy schedule, then ordered me not to. Do you really think he wants me here now?”

“I’ll be damned if you’ll stay,” her stepfather growled, “after what that bastard pulled last night.…” He stabbed his finger in Turk’s direction.

“Were you there?” she snapped back at him, mortified.

God, how had he known?

The heat that filled her face was beginning to set a flame to her temper.

“I didn’t have to be there, your handler was.” Her handler? Her stepbrother? Oh, God, this was getting worse by the second.

“And that misfit stepbrother of mine can go to hell for all I care.” She stepped forward, all but going to her toes to go nose-to-nose with him. “He’s always overexaggerating everything. He does it just to piss you off.”

“Are you trying to tell me Rogan”—he flicked his hand at Turk—“didn’t seduce his way into your bed last night?”

“I can tell you unequivocally he’s never been in my bed.” For the first time she was damned thankful he hadn’t joined her in her bed.

“Is he gay?” J.D. snarled then.

Erin backed down and stared at her stepfather in complete shock.

“I’m calling Mom,” she muttered before turning back to Cooper and the complete disbelief that seemed to be frozen on his face.

“What in the hell is going on here?” he asked her with impressive control as his gaze moved from her to J.D.

“My stepfather likes to think he somehow has a right to monitor my morality I guess,” she answered shortly. “We disagree on that. Often. But that was none of your business, just as he should have never sent me in here without informing you of my identity and the job he sent me here to do. Which was to monitor you and your agents’ efficiency in gathering intel from the various suspects that often spend their evenings here. In my own defense, the CIN does employ me as well though. So I really had no other choice but to keep my mouth shut.”

Turk cursed under his breath; the latent anger that filled the single, explicit word did cause a light flinch to ripple through her before she stilled it.

“I didn’t give you leave to reveal that information,” J.D. stated stiffly.

“You should be committed, J.D.,” she informed him caustically. “You’re a hazard to yourself, your employees, and the world at large. Now I’m going home before I kill you myself and take that pleasure from someone who actually deserves to go to prison for it.”

Turning, she left the office, furious, offended, and certain J.D. had just destroyed every iota of friendship she’d found in Simsburg.

*   *   *

J.D. let the smile he was holding back slip free as the door slammed behind his stepdaughter only to be followed by Rogan’s exit as well. Damn, he was crazy about that girl. She had so much of her mother’s fire and flash temper that he couldn’t help but be wary of her as well though.

“Drink, J.D.?” The cool drawl of Ethan Cooper’s voice sounded as if a smile turned into an amused quirk as he turned back to the man he’d been friends with since Cooper was a kid barely out of diapers.

“You’re pissed,” he stated.

He could always tell when Coop was pissed. It was a look the other man had, the way his eyes seemed to still, a hardening of his jaw.… Nope, Coop wasn’t very happy at the moment.

“You’re messing with my club, my agents, and my staff,” Cooper snapped as he moved to the small bar at the corner of the room. “I don’t appreciate it.”

J.D. lifted a brow, though he wasn’t really surprised that Cooper had come to feel protective of Erin. It was the same reaction most men displayed toward her mother, Esme, as well. They had a way of drawing a man’s protective nature out, whether the males wanted it drawn out or not.

“Of course you don’t, neither would I,” J.D. assured him as he accepted the whiskey the other man handed him even as he noticed the glimmer of surprise in his eyes.

“Then why do it?” The deepening of his voice was another sign of his disapproval, if not his anger.

Turning, J.D. resumed his seat, propping his ankle on the opposite and staring back at Cooper for a long, silent moment.

“I always send backup up to watch out for her, and my son John D. usually takes that duty,” he stated as Cooper returned to the desk and sat down as well. “It would kill Esme and I if anything happened to her. John D. has been watching Turk and Erin dance around each other for three months now, and that’s something she never does. That, added to the anomalies showing up here, and I’m damned concerned. It was better to get the truth out in the open and have it done with rather than hanging over her head where that boy’s concerned.”

“That boy?” Cooper grunted mockingly. “I don’t think I’d call Turk a boy and let him hear it.”

J.D. chuckled at the thought of the agent’s reaction should that happen.

“Probably not a good idea,” he agreed. “But, she loves him. Let her have her chance.”

“And you know this how?” Cooper was obviously not of the same mind-set.

“And he loves her.” J.D. grinned. “I have the pictures John D. sent of the two of them whenever they were working together. Trust me, it’s been like seeing me and Esme all over again. And that’s a fine agent, a good man. I couldn’t have chosen better for her myself.”

To which Cooper gave him a wry, mocking look. “Well hell, J.D., sounds to me like that’s exactly what you’ve done.”

J.D. only smiled.

Some things, he thought, people just needed a little help with.

Just sometimes.


CHAPTER 7

Erin was on the verge of crying as she pulled into the parking lot of the small apartment complex where she lived. That was something she never did, especially when it came to a man. Regret was a dark, aching wound in her chest. The bitter, painful feeling refused to be pushed away. Realization hounded her, lashed at her emotions.

She was falling in love with Turk. She’d been aware of it, and though she knew she should have fought it, still, that hunger for him, the need for something far more than physical, had grown inside her.

Because she’d believed she had a chance at his heart.

She’d fooled herself into thinking that if she hungered this deeply, then surely he did as well.

Moving from the elevator and walking slowly to her apartment, she still marveled at how easily that hope had blown apart in her face. How quickly the need had lashed back to strike at a heart she hadn’t realized was so vulnerable.

But that was no excuse for losing the wariness that had been ingrained inside her since she was a child and she and her mother had endured her father’s rages. In the years before J.D. had come into their lives, there had been very little security in it.

It was no excuse for not being aware of the dangers she knew existed in the world though.

It was no excuse for what came next. The second Erin pushed the key in the door of her apartment to unlock it, she knew she made a mistake.

The door was already unlocked and someone was waiting on the other side.

Dragged into the apartment, the force exerted on her arm was excruciating. She let out a scream worthy of a horror heroine.

“Bitch!” The furious hiss accompanied a hard blow to her head, dazing her for a second. But it didn’t hurt her lungs. And it seemed screaming could actually be instinct, because she kept screaming.

Pain exploded through her head. Harsh fingers gripped her hair, jerking her head back forcefully a second before they tried to ram her face into the wall. Fighting, jerking against the hold, another cry left her lips as her shoulder took the impact instead, the sting not nearly as painful as a full-face kiss to the dry wall would have been.

She was beginning to think no one was going to hear her. That her screams were being ignored or everyone was just gone. It wasn’t that late, surely someone could hear her screaming.

The grip in her hair tightened as she reached back, her nails digging into skin as her assailant cursed and tried to ram her into the wall again. Turning quickly, the pain to her scalp enraging her, Erin kicked, scratched, her cries more guttural now than loud. She fought each attempt to disable her as she twisted, trying to claw at his face, knee him in the groin. She refused to stay still, refused to give in to the pain or allow the son of a bitch enough of a grip to actually succeed in quietening her.

“Erin!” The sound of her name being called, the voice harsh, power resonating in it, was followed by the heavy thump of something crashing into her door.

“Turk!” Screaming out his name, powerless to stop the coming crash as she was thrown to the floor, Erin rolled with it instead.

Coming against the wall as her door was kicked in, Turk’s large, powerful silhouette rushed the room. His entrance was followed by the sound of glass shattering.

“Oh, hell no.” Scrambling to her knees Erin turned, staring at the hole in her living room wall where a large, picturesque window now lay shattered.

She couldn’t believe it. Wasn’t this just the perfect ending to this night?

“That was my window,” she whispered, shocked as Turk rushed past her, the weapon in his hand held ready as he braced himself against the side of the wall before quickly looking out.

The sound of a motor gunning and racing away could be heard, followed by another. John D. or his partner, possibly both, would be following the bastard. If anyone could catch the assailants it would be them. Scrambling across the floor she jerked her cell phone from where it had fallen to the floor, flipped it open and hit her stepfather’s number.

“Get out of there!” J.D. barked into the phone. “John D.’s trailing them with backup en route. Get to Turk’s place now, Erin. I’ll be there later.”

The line disconnected.

Collapsing against the wall behind her, she braced her arms on bent knees before looking up at Turk as he reentered the kitchen from the short hall that led to her bedroom.

Moving to her he reached for her wrists, pulling her to her feet and quickly into his arms. He wrapped her in that sense of security she’d always sensed her mother felt with J.D.

*   *   *

God help him. Seconds before, he was shaking like a kid facing the bogeyman! Or a man facing the loss of a woman who meant far too much to him.

That couldn’t be the case, Turk assured himself. It wasn’t terror.

So, why was he holding her in his arms, tight to his chest, his head bent protectively over hers as he kept his own back to the door? Why was he protecting her before his own security?

“I’m okay,” she whispered, her tone more hesitant than the delicate fingers gripping the sides of his back.

Forcing himself to move back, Turk stared down at her pale face, the sea-green eyes darker now with distress.

“Let’s get you the hell out of here before anyone realizes anything happened.” Gripping her wrist to keep her behind him Turk moved quickly for the door.

Easing it open and checking the hall quickly, Turk tucked his weapon at the small of his back before motioning Erin to stay in place, just out of sight. Crossing the short distance to his own apartment and opening the door, he gave the kitchen and living room a thorough scan before returning to Erin.

She’d managed to find her purse and the smaller-size baby Glock she now held firmly close to the side of her thigh.

Keeping her covered with his own body Turk rushed her into his own place. Closing the door, still silent, he went quickly through the rooms just to be certain, before returning to the kitchen.

“I’m going to lock your place up.…”

“I did that while you were in the other rooms,” she cut him off mid-sentence as he strode to the door. “The security auto engages as soon as the door closes.” Laying her purse on the center bar and tucking her weapon inside of it, she faced him calmly.

Calmly, as though she hadn’t just been attacked inside her own home.

His jaw clenched, the terror that washed through him moments before morphing into anger.

“John D.’s trailing my attacker until backup catches up with them. They’ll have him in custody soon, if he’s not already.”

Moving to the sink as she spoke she tore several paper towels from a roll, wet them, then applied the cool compress to her lip before turning back to him.

“I should fucking paddle your ass!” he snarled, his hands plowing through his hair as he stared back at her in bemused fury. “Do you think I dragged you over here first so you could just sash-the-fuck-shay across that damned hall without me?”

“Sash-the-fuck-shay?” A single fiery brow arched as she lifted the compress she fashioned to reveal a swelling lip and the bruising at the side of her face.

A fist slammed into his gut, pure jagged rage at the sight of her perfect creamy flesh so abused.

“God, you’ll be the death of me!” Swinging away from her he stomped to the other side of the room before turning back with a glare.

“What’s your problem anyway?” Frustration flashed across her face but beneath the irritation was a hesitant wariness.

“These fucking bruises on your face? The fact that some bastard just tried to kill you? For God’s sake, Erin!” Pure rage ran through his senses. And there she stood, her head tipped to one side, the once-neat disarray of the tumbling curls now torn from the clasp and falling to her shoulders. The white shirt was ripped, her little vest missing a button, her hose were all but shredded, and she was barefoot. And she was staring back at him as though she really didn’t know why he was so pissed off.

She propped one hand on her curvy hip and glared back at him.

“How would you feel if you had to accept Iron’s help if a gang jumped you, then had to listen to him bitch because your poor little face was bruised?”

His eyes narrowed. “I’d cut the smart-assed remarks.”

A mocking little roll of her eyes had him forcibly restraining the need to spank her tight little ass. The problem was, if he got her panties over that cute little ass then he’d end up doing far more.

“You know, Turk, you seriously need to do something about that double standard of yours. Now tell me what you intend to do about slipping back over there for my clothes? Since I forgot and I’m fairly certain you don’t intend to let me go back.”

His arms went across his chest as he simply stared at her silently, darkly.

“Didn’t think you did.” She sighed.

“You called J.D.” Dropping his arms he moved toward her once again.

Predatory male grace and determined sexuality nearly stole not just her mind, but her breath as well.

“Yes, I called him.” She stepped back warily as he stepped to the refrigerator, opened it, and pulled free a bottle of water.

“Did he tell you to get to my apartment and stay put?”

She frowned at that. “How did you know?”

“Standard procedure for female agents,” he growled. “Why weren’t you aware of that?”

“Maybe I’m not your standard female agent,” she suggested softly as he twisted the lid from the bottle. “I could be so much more.” A sexy little wink shot his blood pressure sky high and had the room feeling way too damned hot.

“He’ll be here soon.” Turning from her and lifting the bottle to his lips he took a deep drink.

“Yeah,” she murmured. “We wouldn’t want J.D. to catch you fucking his favorite agent. That would be bad.”

The water shot down the wrong side of his throat as the sudden memory of the effects of fucking her shot to his brain. Hunger pulsed in his dick as he suddenly wheezed, while his balls tightened in lust.

Turning to her he glimpsed her satisfied smile a heartbeat before he took that first step to have a second taste of her. At the same second a short imperious knock sounded at the door.

“Mmm.” Her satisfied little murmur came with a wicked glance in his direction. “Talk about timing.”

Narrowing his eyes he let her enjoy the moment. For now.

Erin almost laughed. He’d nearly spit that nice mouthful of water clear across the room. Who knew he’d be so damned easily unsettled.

The urge to laugh died a quick death as her stepbrother entered the room behind Cooper and J.D. And John D., like his father, didn’t look happy.


CHAPTER 8

Her attacker had gotten away.

Erin stood silently as she listened to her brother’s report, aware of Turk close behind her. The warmth of his big body, the feeling of security he exuded kept that first, hard flare of fear from igniting inside her.

“Sorry, sis.” John D sighed, his light-blue eyes concerned as he watched her carefully.

“Nothing was taken from the apartment that I could see,” J.D. assured her. “Your window is being repaired as we speak. I’ll have a female agent come in and pack your things. When we leave I’ll make arrangements to have you transferred…”

“No.” Surprised, the word popped from her mouth before she could hold it back.

J.D.’s eyes narrowed slowly, tension radiating through his body with such energy. Erin swore every male in the room followed suit with instinctive dominance.

Give her a break. She was going to smother from testosterone at this rate.

“What do you mean, ‘no’?” her stepfather finally growled.

“I’m not leaving, J.D.,” she informed him firmly.

“Then I’ll fire you!” The threat was an old one. Even John D. smirked at the sound of it.

*   *   *

“And you’re not firing me either.” Erin moved carefully away from Turk, all too aware that he and Cooper were none too pleased with J.D.’s warning.

J.D. glowered back at her. “Erin, this is serious,” he informed her as he leaned forward slowly and braced his hands on the counter. “You were attacked.”

“I wasn’t hurt.”

Sometimes, it was best to simply stare him down.

“Have you looked at your face yet?” he snapped when she didn’t blink. “Take a look in the mirror then tell me you weren’t hurt.”

She snorted at that. “It hurt more when John D. wrecked the four-wheeler last summer. And the bruises were worse.”

J.D. turned to his son slowly. “You said you were alone,” he reminded John D. with a hint of anger.

John D. shook his head with an air of brotherly exasperation.

“Come on, Dad, I told you she lies on me. Those innocent green eyes are hiding a heathen determined to get me disowned,” he accused her

Erin rolled her eyes at his statement. Sadly, J.D. was used to them.

“I’ll get to the bottom of the four-wheeler wreck later,” he snapped, straightening from the counter. “Get your purse. I want to get you out of here before anything else happens.…”

“She said she wasn’t leaving!” Turk didn’t raise or lower his voice. He stepped closer to her, tension sizzling through the atmosphere around him.

J.D. and his son turned to him, nearly identical expressions of surprise on their faces now.

“I can handle this, Turk,” she breathed out wearily as she glimpsed the determination that filled his face and tightened his body.

J.D.’s smile was tight. John D. smirked back at her.

Really? she thought. Did she really have to deal with this bullshit tonight? Hadn’t she put up with enough already?

“I’m not a bone,” she informed them all as Turk moved in closer to her back, nearly touching her now.

John D. took a seat on the other side of the counter, propped his elbow on the counter, and rested the hard curve of his chin on his fist. The subtle wink he shot her as his black hair fell around the hard planes and angles of his face assured her he intended to be amused.

“Of course you’re a bone,” John D. drawled. “J.D. will never admit anyone else can take care of you.”

“John.” J.D. turned on him with a quiet, dark anger. “Get back to the van.”

John D. grinned but didn’t move.

“I’m not leaving. Leaving won’t solve anything. That attack was personal. It wasn’t a robbery,” she protested.

“All the more reason to have you reassigned,” J.D. pointed out, propping his hands on his hips like some Roman emperor surveying all he held power over.

He did not control her. She refused to allow it.

“All the more reason to stay here,” she argued. “If I run I’m always looking over my shoulder until the bastard catches me unaware. If I stay, Cooper, Turk, and the others will ensure it ends here.”

“Possibly ending your life as well,” he snarled. “And just how do you think your mother will handle this?”

“Don’t tell her,” she suggested blandly. “That’s where you always make your mistake. You blab, J.D.”

For God’s sake, why did he keep involving her mother?

“Don’t tell her?” J.D. asked her as though amazed she would suggest it. “And you think she wouldn’t find out?”

“What does it matter?” Crossing her arms over her breasts she found herself less than willing to continue this debate. “You can’t force me to leave. I won’t let you. Conserve your energy and the hair you’ll end up pulling out by figuring out who it is now rather than later. Or worse yet, when he catches me unaware and kills me because none of us were expecting it.”

“She’s right, Dad.” John D. was no longer amused.

“I didn’t ask you,” J.D. growled.

“If we keep her from sight,” Cooper cut in then, “let no one know where she’s at, someone will start asking questions. That someone would lead us to the answers we need.”

“I didn’t ask you either,” J.D. growled, casting Cooper a silencing look.

“Then ask me.” The sound of Turk’s voice had her wincing. “She stays right here. No one would know. They could suspect she’s here, next door at Iron’s place, or downstairs at Jake’s. They’ll have to come looking for her and when they do, we can eliminate the threat once and for all.”

Stay here? At Turk’s place?

“Well, sis,” John D. drawled then, obviously amused once again. “There are your options. Door number one or door number two?”

“Try door number three,” she murmured.

Her brother’s brow lifted as laughter gleamed in his emerald-green eyes. Behind her, Turk muttered a curse.

“And what would door number three be?” Only Cooper was brave enough to ask.

J.D. sighed. “She’ll decide once she makes up her mind which of us deserves to die first.” He looked at Turk. “She’s staying with you. I live with her mother, I know that look.”

She was quite certain he did. Since J.D. and her mother married nine years before and he’d seen their couch as a bed more times than once.

“I’ll sneak over and get her clothes,” John D. decided, then turned to Cooper. “Get Gabby over here to drive her car around and stay in her apartment with Jake. With a little work, she could look enough like Erin to perhaps fool whoever’s looking for her.”

Gabby was the bar’s camera and security tech, normally hidden in the basement of the bar and buried in code and camera surveillance.

John D. was all but rubbing his hands together in glee.

“Boys and girls, let’s have fun.”

“Good God, I should have drowned you at birth.” J.D. stared at his son as though he were demented. “Gabby will eat Jake alive, Miss Do-it-my-way-here”—he jerked a thumb at Erin—“will probably end up strangled before Turk realizes he’s done it and you’ll leave a hell of a mess for me and Cooper to clean up.”

John D. laughed. “And just think, I’m your heir.”

“It’s not too late to drown you, John,” J.D. assured him. “Not too late at all.”

His son only laughed back at him before shooting Erin another of those cocky winks.

Damn, J.D. could practically feel life beginning to twist and turn. What was would be no longer.

So why wasn’t he fighting it harder?


CHAPTER 9

Nearly a week later, Turk closed and relocked the apartment door after another visit from J.D. and his diabolical son. He was beginning to think perhaps John D. did deserve to be drowned at birth as his father had threatened.

If the little bastard kept flirting with Erin the way he was while pretending a brotherly air, then Turk would take care of that little task himself.

“I think that went rather well,” Erin stated cheerfully as he stepped into the living area to glare down at where she had stretched out on his couch.

Those little tank tops were going to get her ass in trouble. They outlined her breasts perfectly.

Today, instead of jeans or oversized sweatpants, she was wearing a pair of shorts that practically made his tongue hang out of his mouth like a slavering fool.

They weren’t indecent, but the material ended far too short for his peace of mind, and they fit. They fit her perfect. One slender leg was lifted and bent, her bare foot resting on the cushion of the sofa. She looked relaxed, comfortable, and just like the shorts fit her body, she seemed to just fit into his life.

“None of you threatened to kill each other, you mean?” he snorted.

She gave a small, light chuckle. “Mom says when that happens she looks for the safe room because the explosion is coming.”

He almost winced. Yep, he could almost feel it coming himself.

“What usually instigates the explosion?” he asked carefully.

“J.D.” She didn’t even hesitate before giving that answer. “He’s not allowed to screw with Mom’s life or her friends’ lives, but for some reason, she refuses to put her foot down on my life. And poor John D., his mother died when he was a baby, so he’s had no other example to follow but J.D.”

Plopping down at the bottom of the couch Turk almost felt sorry for John D. Almost. The entire time the bastard had been there he’d petted on Erin like she was a homeless pup or something.

As he sat there contemplating the other man’s drowning, a delicate little foot slid to his thigh. Automatically he reached for it, gently kneading her arch as he tried to convince himself that drowning her stepbrother was a bad idea.

“John D. and I are really close though,” she said.

He wondered how long he’d have to hold John D. under the water?

“How close?” He glared at the wall instead of her.

“Not that kind of close,” she answered, an edge of laughter flirting with her tone. “He was always the big brother. Pulling my hair and hiding my hair bows when I first moved in. The first time I caught him unaware and planted my fist in his solar plexus he still didn’t take it seriously when I told him to leave my things alone. Then I caught him coming in drunk as a skunk one night. He passed out in the garage. I spent the night chewing gum and planting it in his long, pretty black hair. The next day Mom nearly had to shave his head bald. He must have gotten the message then.”

Okay, he might let the bastard draw a breath or something.

Turk narrowed his eyes on her. “Vengeful creature,” he grunted.

It would be hard to get seriously aroused when a man knew a woman could do such damage, he thought.

She shrugged with a smile, lifting her breasts beneath that snug top. “He knew I’d done it, but he never told on me. Never got me back. But he did stop stealing my things.”

Kneading her little foot he stared over at her, seeing the genuine affection she felt for her stepbrother, but none of the hunger for him that lit her eyes.

Okay, he might let John D. live. Maybe. If he could keep his hands off what belonged to Turk.

That almost had him stilling in shock.

His? When had he actually decided she was his?

They’d settled into a wary routine for the past week, one Turk had felt unraveling from the moment it had developed. Still, they both seemed to be adhering to some unwritten set of rules.

Erin cooked, he cleaned up and stacked the dishwasher. While he remotely helped Gabby work the surveillance cameras at the bar, she worked on reports J.D. kept her busy with.

Come midnight, normally the busiest part of the night for the bar, and for them, was when the tension developed. When the air between them became rife with arousal, with awareness.

As it was now.

“You’re quiet, and you’re staring at me,” she said suspiciously. “What are you thinking?”

About her lips wrapped around his cock.

How sweet she tasted.

How tight she felt wrapped around his engorged flesh.

He was thinking about things he should never be thinking about and he knew it.

“I try real hard not to think too much where you’re concerned,” he grunted as he lifted the remote and flipped the television on. “It’s too damned dangerous.”

Yeah, like he might decide to actually stop pretending that he didn’t want her.

Lifting her foot from his hard thigh, where he’d been absently rubbing her arch, Erin swung her legs around and rose from the couch.

“I have things to do,” she stated.

She had no intentions of watching several hours of the news as they had the night before.

“Sure.” He sounded distracted, he might want her to think he was distracted, but she could feel his gaze on her. Like a physical touch, stroking along her back, her thighs.

She almost rolled her eyes.

She wasn’t going to beg him, if that was what he wanted. And she was damned if she would make the first move.

Her bedroom door closed quietly.

Running his hand over his face Turk clenched his teeth and told himself he was not following her.

He’d made it a week. Questions were being asked and several suspects were being investigated. Unfortunately, a lot of the bar’s customers had noticed the female bartender that was suddenly absent. Just as Cooper’s men had noticed those who pretended a disinterest, or too much interest.

Then there were those who had noticed his absence as well.

Blowing out a hard breath he leaned forward to the laptop opened on the wood coffee table. Waking the laptop and pulling up the surveillance cameras outside the apartment building he took note of each vehicle, comparing them mentally to those that were often seen at the bar.

Next he tapped into the bar’s cameras and the program Gabby had running from Erin’s apartment. Everything looked good there.

There wasn’t a damned thing for him to fill the upcoming hours with. Nothing to distract himself with.

God, what was he doing to himself?

What was he doing to himself as well as Erin?

He’d spent three months keeping other men away from her, watching her like a hungry wolf, telling himself he was saving both of them by not taking her, by not giving in to whatever kept drawing them toward each other.

He wasn’t saving either of them a damned thing. He was killing himself. And if he wasn’t careful he’d lose any chance he may have at the heart of the woman he couldn’t force himself to stay away from.

He’d lost his mind.…

Or had he lost something far more serious? he wondered as he rose from the couch and turned slowly to the closed bedroom door.

Had he lost something he hadn’t even been aware he actually possessed?

*   *   *

“Erin.” The bedroom door opened several hours later, Turk’s tall, powerful body stepping into the dimly lit room.

She lay back on the queen-size bed, the small lamp that sat on the bedside table not nearly enough to fully illuminate the shadowed planes and angles of his face.

Erin stared at him from across the room, never shifting position. Lying back on the pillows, one arm curled beneath her head, the other rested just beneath a breast.

The thin gray cami top snuggly outlined her breasts while matching brief boy shorts made her legs look longer.

The sleepwear was comfortable, but as lust burned in his chocolate-brown eyes she realized exactly how little it was covering as well.

Turk prowled closer to the bed, his eyes darkening to nearly black as his gaze moved over her slowly.

“I’m not in the mood for one of your quickies,” she informed him, though she knew better.

Her body was primed and ready for whatever the hell he wanted to give her for however long he wanted to give it to her.

Her mouth dried out as he gripped the bottom of his T-shirt, stripped it off, and dropped it negligently to the floor before his hands fell to his belt.

Sweet merciful heaven. Hard abs flexed, and the power beneath hard, sun-bronzed flesh caused her to swallow nervously.

“No quickie tonight.” The dark rasp of his voice, the sensual promise gleaming in his eyes had her breathing quickening, the blood rushing furiously through her veins.

Her gaze moved to his hands, watching as he unclasped his belt before releasing the first metal button of his jeans.

“Sit up.” The growl in his voice, the erotic hunger tightening his face, combined with the knowledge she may have asked for more than she could handle wasn’t lost on her.

Slowly, she sat up, mesmerized, aching for him. Drawn to him in a way she promised herself she’d figure out later.

“I tried to stay away from you, Erin.” Jeans loosened, he pushed them over his hips after freeing the impressive length of his cock.

“Why?” She had to fist her hands at her side to restrain the urge to touch him.

“There was a very good reason.” Shedding his jeans and stepping closer to the bed, Turk wrapped his fingers around the base of his erection and stroked the iron-hard flesh slowly. “Right now, I don’t even have a clue what that reason was though.”

But he wasn’t unaware of what he wanted.

Pushing his fingers through her hair, he gripped it, tugging at her head until the wide blunt tip moved slowly to her lips.

“Part your lips, Erin,” he groaned. “Sweet baby, give me that hot little mouth.”

Sweet silken lips parted, allowing the head of his cock to pierce the wet heat of her mouth.

The sight of her taking him, the feel of her mouth slowly surrounding the crest as her delicate hands gripped his thighs drew a strangled groan from Turk’s lips.

Damn her! It was too fucking good.

Damn him! Because he was stepping willingly into a waiting hell and he knew it.

He knew it, yet fighting it was impossible.

“You’re a fucking witch. You should be burned at the stake,” he accused her as electric pleasure rippled from the engorged shaft to his tightening balls.

Innocent green eyes blinked back at him with erotic promise as she worked her lips and tongue over his hardened flesh with feminine hunger. That wicked little tongue licked and stroked, rubbed at the underside of the throbbing crest and teased that ultra-sensitive spot just below it.

Her mouth was exquisite. What she lacked in experience, she more than made up for in hunger. And the hungry demand in each suckling stroke had his body tightening as pleasure lashed at his nerve endings.

He’d never felt that curling heat in his gut that he felt now with any other woman. He’d never burned for another woman like he burned for Erin. From that first moment that their eyes met, to that first kiss, and beyond. Each day with her, each time he touched her, his need for her only grew. This hunger for her touch, the need to just hear her voice … God, what was she doing to him?

Staring down at her, watching her lips move over him, her expression flushed and filled with pleasure and need, he could feel himself unraveling. His release boiled in his balls, threatened to slip his control.

“Enough.” Tightening his fingers in her hair and pulling her back, Turk watched as her lashes lifted languidly, her sea-green eyes darker now as arousal filled them.

“Lie back for me.” The demand was a hoarse rasp as he fought the need rushing through him, demanding that he take her now.

Gracefully, temptingly, she lay back.

His lips almost quirked at the witchy, hungry look in her eyes.

“Take the clothes off,” he ordered then. “Let me watch.”

Let him watch she did.

The teasing, taunting movements as she lifted the little top over her head, revealing swollen breasts and tight, cherry-red nipples had his cock flexing in demand. Then those slender, graceful fingers moved to the boy shorts she wore. Slipping beneath the elastic band she pushed them down her thighs, over her knees, then discarded them with a smooth shift of her legs.

“You’ve tortured the hell out of me for far too long,” he growled as he knelt on the bed. “Months too long.”

“You tortured yourself,” Erin assured him, her arms curving over her head as a sharp pulse of sensation clenched her womb before sending a heated strike of sensation to wrap around her clit.

He wasn’t touching her yet. She shouldn’t be feeling this.

Satisfaction curled at the corner of his lips.

“You’ll regret this later,” he assured her as he came over to her.

“And you know this how?” she asked, the shadows in his eyes sending a flare of uncertainty raging through her now.

He had no idea how he drew her. How the months working with him, drawn to him yet denied his touch, had created an erotic need she couldn’t deny.

His head lowered, his lips brushing against hers. “Because, stubborn determination and independence are so much a part of you that it terrifies me.”

A moan escaped her. Filled with need as her hands lifted to touch his shoulders, only to have him catch them and press them back to the bed.

“Keep your hands right there. Don’t touch me yet, or I’ll lose what little control I have left.”

Releasing her wrists, he obviously thought she would obey him without question. For the moment, she let him believe.…

“Oh God, Turk,” she moaned as excitement exploded through her at the feel of his palm curving around her breast, his thumb stroking over her nipple.

Sensation raced across her nerve endings, slamming through her senses, sending need screaming through her body. Fingers of flaming pleasure raced across her flesh, set fire to her body and her mind, and need tore through her.

She’d ached for him. Dreamed of this touch.

Lips parting beneath his kiss she lifted to him, her nipples raking across the scattering of curls over his chest and increasing the heat and the need tearing at her.

Turk’s kisses were incredible.

As his head lowered and his lips covered hers, Erin realized she had forgotten just how good the feel of his lips against hers really was.

He didn’t just kiss.

He sipped.

He tasted.

His lips caressed and possessed while his incredibly wicked tongue staked full possession. The hungry demand of his lips against hers filled her with a hunger that shocked her.

Oh, God, she’d waited so long.…

Clenching her hands in the blankets beneath her, Erin let herself sink into the morass of sensations building around her.

They sensitized her flesh, beaded her nipples tight, and caused them to ache for his touch. Between her thighs that small bundle of nerve endings swelled, pulsed, and demanded attention.

When she began lifting her arms to touch him again he pressed them back to the bed with a growling,” Keep them there.”

The firm dominance in his voice was previously unknown to her, but not something that surprised her.

“Turk—” She arched in an involuntary move, her breasts lifting his bare chest as his lips moved down her neck, a hand stroked to her thigh.

The stars behind her closed eyes were multiplying as their buddies began racing through her bloodstream.

Her lashes drifted up, her breath catching as she glimpsed the absorbed, erotic hunger reflected in his face as his head lowered, his lips, the moist heat of his mouth surrounding her nipple.

Sharp, furious pleasure pulsed in near violence from the hard bead of her nipple to the swollen bud of her clit. Sensation clenched her womb. Her hands fisted in the sheets beneath her, hips arching.

“Turk!” she cried his name in shocking pleasure at the erotic pulses of electric sensation.

Releasing her nipple from the moist grip of his mouth he moved lower. And he didn’t waste time.

As flames began to envelop her senses, heat rushing around her, inside her, Turk wedged his broad shoulders between her thighs, his head lowered to flesh so sensitive, aching with such need she suddenly feared the intensity of it.

Erin froze.

The hungry demand of his lips and tongue instantly burrowing into the slick response of her body threw her into that world of shocking chaos with no apology.

There was no slow journey into the dizzying kaleidoscope of sensation. There was no time to sense the storm gathering in her body. There was no time to fear it.

The feel of his tongue flickering at the clenched entrance, licking and probing with experienced demand had her hips arching involuntarily to the decadent caress.

Her thighs spread wide and her hands latched into his hair, sinking into the thick strands and gripping tight, Erin felt all control over her own senses disintegrate.

She would have tried to pull back, but instinct actually surged forward refusing to allow it. At the same time his lips and tongue found the curved bar as it lay along each side of her swollen clitoris.

Turk sucked the violently sensitive bud into the heat of his mouth, lips and tongue devouring it with wicked hunger, and each draw, each lick worked the piercing that curved beneath the bundle of nerves. Destructive sensation exploded through her body. It tore through her senses and convulsed her muscles as pure blistering ecstasy and rapid-fire pulses of rapture combined to destroy her with pleasure.

Turk knew the moment Erin found release, convulsing beneath him in an orgasm that drew her body taut, filling the bedroom with her cries of rapture. God, he’d die if he lost her. How would he survive it?

He should have heeded the white-hot hunger that nearly blinded him three months ago. Should have realized this delicate, fragile, young woman was becoming far too important to him.

He nearly lost all control, nearly spilled his release to the sheets in his hunger to have her as her release began ripping through her.

Thick, engorged, his cock throbbed, pulsing in painful arousal as he draped her legs over his thighs and pulled her closer, lifting her to him.

The swollen folds of her sex, bare of curls, silky and slick with dew, like the prettiest pink flower opening for him, petal by petal.

Gripping the heavy length of his cock Turk guided the wide, blunt crest to the weeping center. The feel of slick, heated flesh and his princess’s pleasure swept through his mind with the force of a tidal wave.

Shudders still gripped her body, little cries falling from her lips as the pulses of release continued to clench and ripple through her snug pussy. Pressing against the entrance Turk eased the engorged, sensitized crest into the flexing entrance. His teeth clenched, pleasure searing him, electric surges of incredible sensation racing from the head of his dick, along the heavily veined shaft to tighten around the sac of his balls.

“Turk.” The husky cry pulled his gaze from the slick flesh enveloping his dick to the dazed pleasure suffusing her expression.

“It’s okay, baby.” Reaching up he cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing over her trembling lips as he clenched his teeth against the fiery pleasure gripping the head of his dick.

“Fuck, Erin,” he groaned, the feel of tight, slick silk sucking him into the gripping heat of her pussy, destroying him with pleasure.

Her head thrashed against the mattress, her fingers gripping his forearms as her thighs tightened and her pleasure began to build once again.

And he watched it.

Echoes of her pleasure milked his hard flesh as he pushed deeper inside her slick heat.

“Erin…” His hands slid from her thighs to her hips where he held them still, halting the instinctive little movements that had her pussy riding the hard engorged crest stretching the entrance. “Easy, baby.”

Flushed, dazed, her expression was tight with the sensual hunger building again. The swollen curves of her breasts drew him as pebble-hard pink nipples topped them, a flush of arousal surrounding the delicate hue.

Feeling her hands caress his shoulders, her tight sheath gripping him as he tilted her hips to him, Turk let his lips brush hers.

A brush was all it took.

Her lips parted beneath the caress, her tongue meeting and tasting his. A pulse of white-hot lightning tore over his nerve endings, sending a surge of pleasure through his body. His hips jerked, thrust, pushing the hard flesh penetrating her deeper.

A low, keening cry filled the air around him as Turk felt the last, fingernail hold he had on his control dissolve.

The next thrust sent an overload of sensation crashing through his brain and spreading through his senses like lava pouring from a volcano. Immersed in more pleasure than he’d ever imagined finding in a woman, Turk gave himself to the overwhelming ecstasy he’d only found with this one woman.

*   *   *

Erin couldn’t process reality. Pleasure was a brutal storm whipping through her, burning her. The pleasure-pain of the thick flesh penetrating her, driving into her, dragged her in an erotic whirlwind more devastating than the one before it.

Turk surrounded her. Filled her.

The heaving thrust of his cock burning between her thighs, stretching and caressing intimate flesh, sent waves of desperate pleasure tearing through her again.

Again, it built inside her, rushing through her body and her senses as the storm began tearing through her.

The hard length of his thick flesh impaling her in quick, hard thrusts, the engorged crest stretching her, his throbbing shaft stroking with ever increasing pleasure …

“Turk!” She tried to scream his name as he buried his lips at her neck. Tried to breathe through a pleasure raging through her in rapidly tightening bands of chaotic storm centers. Like dozens of tornados racing through her, threatening to converge.

A hoarse male groan was her answer, his lips moving against the sensitive curve of her breast. Then his lips lowered, covered the painfully hard tip, his tongue lashing at it as he sucked it inside.

Sensation exploded from the caress, speared to her womb, her clit, then imploded with a force that she knew she would never fully recover.

Ecstasy was a vortex of swirling, vivid sensation. It spread through her senses, wreaked havoc with her emotions then overtook her soul in a blinding burst of pure rapture.

She was only distantly aware of Turk crying her name as he stiffened above her. The pulse of his release filling her, heating her further and adding to her orgasm.

Had she sensed what was coming she would have surely tried to run in fear as it rose inside her.

Such destruction no matter its need, no matter the resulting renewal could never be eased into. The senses were far too wary of change, the soul far too insulated against such havoc. But some storms, even the soul has no protection from. A man’s hunger for warmth, need for love. A woman’s beckoning, wrapped in innocence, flames trapped within and a love more enduring than even the sharpest blade.

Apart, they were lost, tortured by need, tossed about by capricious winds.

Together, forged in the flames of not just pleasure, but the need for each other, the need for emotions suppressed, buried, hidden, until this moment. They came together, neither admitting to each other, but both knowing, they found much more than pleasure.


CHAPTER 10

“You survived,” Erin whispered, a grin tugging at her lips when she found the energy to tease him once again.

Lying behind her, his large, broad body sheltering her, his arms wrapped around her as his warmth surrounded her, Erin wondered at his silence.

“Did I?” There was an edge of seriousness to his tone that had the smile melting from her lips as she stared into the dimly lit bedroom, the room-darkening shades and curtains all but eradicating the light from the room.

“You’re breathing,” she stated.

He sighed heavily, one hand stroking over her hip to her thigh as he remained silent behind her.

She couldn’t handle the silence. The least he could do was curse. Yell at her. Something.

“You’ll make me crazy,” he finally spoke, the dark rasp of his voice sending a tingle of response racing through her senses.

“How will I do that?” Rolling to her back to stare up at him she was faced with a man without amusement. He was serious. Watching her with the air of a man that couldn’t quite figure out the puzzle presented to him.

Lifting his hand, the backs of his fingers smoothed down her cheek. “Just by being you,” he said softly, his dark gaze somber.

Shrugging, she stared up at him with a little smile. “You think you know so much about me, don’t you, Turk?”

“J.D.’s stepdaughter,” he stated cryptically. “I’ve heard quite a lot about you. What I didn’t know was your name.”

“Oh, yeah? I wasn’t aware there were that many agents who knew me.” She sat up slowly, holding the sheet to her breasts as she watched him carefully.

“Everyone that’s part of the agency has heard of you, Erin.” He stared up at her, his expression closed now. “Wild. Determined to piss J.D. off whatever it takes. Even if it means risking your own life.”

She frowned down at him. Was that what everyone thought? That her clashes with J.D., her disagreements with him were just carefully orchestrated stunts to piss him off?

“Is that what J.D. thinks?” she asked him, watching his eyes carefully, though she knew he would give very little away.

“J.D. hadn’t mentioned it either way,” he revealed. “Your determination to do the exact opposite of what he wants is renowned though.”

Erin’s lips quirked mockingly as she turned from him.

“I don’t try to piss J.D. off,” she told him, rising from the bed as she released the sheet before moving to the leather duffel bag she’d left open in an easy chair at the corner of the room.

Pulling a black silk robe free from the bag she pushed her arms into it slowly before dragging it around her and belting it snugly.

“It’s a talent then?” he suggested.

“It’s a natural progression.” She swallowed tightly as she turned to him. “I had a single choice at a job, working beneath his eagle eye and his protection. Anyone I’ve dated is so well vetted by him that by the second date I know how many cavities he has and how many his ex-lovers have. He runs over every choice I make, ensures I have no choice but to accept his dictates, and expects me to just follow along with whatever order he gives, just as anyone else would. Do you have any idea how hard it was to just have a life, Turk? To have a normal relationship?”

He just watched her as though she were one of those puzzle pieces that didn’t exactly fit. She could feel him slowly putting information together. What he’d heard. What he thought himself. What he suspected. Everything he’d seen and heard as he began to dissect her like some psychological lab rat.

He reminded her far too much of her stepfather actually.

“You’re just like him.” She sighed then. “God.” Raking her fingers through her hair she had to laugh at herself. “I’m obviously insane. Only I could fixate on a man so much like J.D. he could actually be his son.”

Turk didn’t flinch. He was rather proud of himself for that after the insult.

“We all know how J.D. likes to maneuver everyone.” He finally shrugged as he rose from the bed. “What worries me is the fact that you seem intent on doing the exact opposite of whatever he wants you to do. I’m part of the organization he oversees, and you know what that means. Risking myself for someone simply determined to piss off the director isn’t my preferred hobby.”

Wow, he really had a great opinion of her, didn’t he? Did he believe she’d choose him as a lover simply to piss off J.D.? Hell, she’d known when she realized how much she wanted him just how pleased her stepfather and her stepbrother would be.

“I’m more intent on doing whatever it takes to have a life of my own, a relationship he doesn’t dictate,” she argued, wondering why she was trying. Like J.D., he’d make up his mind and that would be it. “That’s all I ever asked for, Turk.”

“And what do you call your position within the CIN?” he asked, standing by the bed as he watched her, obviously more than comfortable with his nakedness.

“As an observer?” Her laughter was mocking. “A carefully designed maneuver by J.D. to ensure he can keep tabs on me while pretending to give me a life. Do you think that’s all I deserve, Turk? That it’s all I want in…”

“Fuck!” The sudden hiss of fury had cut her off in mid-sentence as Turk turned quickly to a monitor sitting on the dresser across from the bed.

A flip of the switch and the camera views were up. What she saw on them had her rushing to dress.

Jeans and a T-shirt, socks and boots. She dressed as quickly as possible. From an inner pocket of her suitcase she pulled her weapon free and shoved it in the small of her back as the four figures at the apartment door worked at the security.

“No time,” he snarled as he armed himself as well. “We can’t risk gunfire in the hall. There are kids in the other apartments.”

She was pulling extra clips from her suitcase and shoving them in her jean pockets as he quickly slid the bedroom window open.

“Clear,” he stated, quickly moving through the gap and turning for her.

Erin didn’t wait for an invitation. Sliding through the opening she drew in a deep breath as they teetered precariously on the narrow ledge three stories up.

“What the hell is going on?” she whispered. “No one should have known where I was.”

“Process of elimination,” he muttered. “I’m the only security personnel not showing up at the bar. We anticipated this, just not this quickly.” Reaching behind her he slid the window closed, latching it, surprisingly, from the outside.

“Oh, someone managed to surprise you?” The heavy mockery in her voice surprised even her as they began making their way along the brick ledge.

Dammit, she hadn’t even been given a chance to revel in the incredible pleasure she’d found in his arms. First she’d had to deal with him and his sudden too-serious turn where making love to her was concerned. Now she had to deal with this. It was a little much.

“They’ll be watching your vehicle,” she guessed as they began to edge their way around the corner of the building.

“That’s why Coop will have someone waiting for us,” he informed her. “I received the message as the alarm went off. They were cutting through my security too fast though.”

“Do you think they’ll figure out the window opens? Does mine open like that?” she asked as she followed him, inch by inch, praying her feet didn’t slip.

“I’ll know in time if they do,” he informed her. “My guess, they’ll come in, see no trace of you, and assume I have you hidden somewhere else.”

“How do we get out of here then?” she asked, her heart in her throat as she caught a glimpse of the parking lot, too far below.

Okay, so a fall probably wouldn’t kill her, but a broken bone was still a broken bone. No doubt they’d both break something.

“Just a little farther ahead,” he muttered. “The big tree that grows along the side of the apartment building is a perfect way down. I have a truck parked right beneath it.”

“Good thing John D. taught me how to climb out of trees.” She sighed.

Just a little farther.

She could make it just a little farther. A few more feet, she kept telling herself. She could see the tree, growing nearly to the fourth floor. It was sturdy, its limbs full and shielding.

They were going to make it.

Just a few more feet.

“Here we go,” Turk muttered, reaching out and gripping a heavy limb just in front of him. “I’ll go down first. The truck is right there.” He nodded toward the ground below.

“Got it.” She nodded quickly. “Go on. I know how to shimmy down a tree, I promise.”

The look in his eyes was approving as he stepped over to the limb. “One minute, then follow. We’ll be out of here quick.”

“One minute,” she promised.

Reaching out for the heavy limb she stepped out to it and began the countdown.

One minute.

Taking a deep breath she began moving down the tree, listening careful for Turk, for the sound of the truck door opening, the vehicle starting.

What the hell was he waiting for?

Looking down, all she saw was shadows. Nothing moved, not even Turk. The heavy foliage kept her from seeing much as she moved slowly down the tree.

Finally, she dropped to the ground on the darker side of the tree trunk, crouched, listening carefully.

She wasn’t moving.

Turk should have been there. He should have been waiting for her.

The passenger side of the truck was just on the other side of the tree, the trunk was huge. It spread out on each side of her, the foliage drooping, shielding her. The heavy layer of grass beneath her feet had shielded her drop.

Something was wrong. She could feel it.

It was in the air, like an ominous presence, watching, waiting for her.

Turk’s alarm system should have alerted Gabby in the other apartment. It should have alerted Jake and Cooper at the bar. Surely there was backup somewhere?

Reaching behind her back she slid her weapon free silently, thankful that she’d chambered that first round before leaving the apartment. That small, mechanical snick would have given her away the second she pulled it back.

Swallowing tightly she lowered herself to her stomach, inching forward slowly until she could see just beneath the front of the pickup Turk had parked under the tree’s spreading branches.

“What the fuck do you want?”

She froze at the sound of Turk’s voice.

“Hell, Turk, I thought we were friends,” another voice answered, harsh, grating, and familiar. Though Erin couldn’t immediately place it, she knew the voice.

“Friends don’t ambush me in the dark, Gyron,” Turk snapped back at him.

“Well, it’s not often I watch you drop out of a tree like a cat burglar either.” Gyron gave a hard imitation of a laugh. “I have to say, I was rather surprised.”

“Yeah, well, it’s not every day I have four bozos trying to break into my apartment either.” Turk grunted. “Now, why don’t you get out of here while I find me a nice little place to hide so I can figure out who they are and what they want?”

“I know what they want.”

Erin felt the breath still in her chest. As she moved to launch herself to her feet she heard the sudden rustle of bodies struggling, a male grunt, and the thump of a fist.

She was moving quickly around the front of the truck, weapon held ready as she risked a fast look around the side of the vehicle to see Gyron dropping to the ground.

“Stay there,” Turk suddenly ordered with a hiss. “They’ll be out here any minute.”

Throwing Gyron over his shoulder he was pushing her ahead of him a second later until they were once again behind the tree. There, he dropped his burden carelessly before turning to her.

“Okay?” Narrow-eyed, intent, his gaze went over her quickly.

“Ready to get out of here,” she assured him, her voice barely above a whisper.

“The truck’s fouled. Someone must have known it was mine.” Catching her hand he was pulling her quickly around the side of the apartment building. “Come on, let’s see if Jake still keeps a spare key beneath that damned sports car of his.”

Still holding on to her hand he pulled her quickly across the other side of the parking lot. Moving between two pickups to keep the vehicles between them and the apartment building, he led the way along the grassy border to Jake’s glistening black Corvette.

Pausing at the front of the car he pulled her down next to him, reached beneath the car, and a second later pulled free a small, magnetic box. Sliding open the panel on the front, he froze.

“Turk?” she whispered.

“I anticipated that.” Erin froze, alongside Turk, at the hard voice behind them.

Turk rose slowly as Erin followed. He pulled her behind him, forcing her between him and the front of the Corvette as he faced the dark silhouette that moved from the bushes alongside the grass border.

Three other shadows moved into place behind the first, eyes gleaming in the darkness as their features slowly became recognizable.

They were regulars at the bar.

Tyler Stanley, the talent scout that often drank with Gyron and his three friends. All four of which were linked to a suspected criminal figure that operated out of Corpus Christi. Though Tyler hadn’t been linked to the organization.

Until now.

“Bad move, Stanley.” Turk sighed as though they were actually on the winning side here. “Did you think we weren’t waiting for this?”

Waiting for them and being without backup were two different things. Right now, Erin hoped desperately, Turk had a little more up his sleeve than a bluff.

Tyler Stanley chuckled at that. “Your friends are all at the bar,” he informed Turk. “Your security was incredibly easy to break. All emergency contact was blocked before it could go out. You’re all alone, Rogan. Just you and Ms. Masters, and the four of us. You’re a little outnumbered, don’t you think?”

“What do you want, Stanley?” Turk growled as Erin slowly tucked her weapon into the band of his jeans at the small of his back.

She wasn’t good enough to take down all four of those assholes before one of them shot, but maybe Turk was.

“All we want is the girl,” Tyler assured him. “You’re just in the way. You should have stayed out of the way, Turk. Killing you wasn’t how I wanted this to go.”

Turk grunted at that. “What makes her so damned important?”

“The same thing that made John Delanore and his son, John Delanore, Jr., race out here when we nearly had her last week. She’s important to him.”

“She’s his stepdaughter.” The tension building in Turk’s large body had Erin nearly holding her breath. “Of course he came running. That doesn’t tell me what it has to do with you or your friends.”

“And he has something we want. We need her. We don’t need witnesses. Tonight, you get to die. She’ll die later.” Tyler spoke as though killing someone were an everyday occurrence.

“What does your stepdaddy have that these assholes want, Erin?” Turk asked her then, the irritation in his tone not in the least feigned.

“Hell if I know,” she whispered.

“If I’m going to die for it, I’d at least like a fucking answer,” he snapped.

He was getting ready to move.

Erin could feel the energy gathering in his body.

Tyler watched Turk carefully, though the three men with him kept their gazes more on her.

“What do you think you can threaten my stepfather out of, Tyler?” Erin stepped around Turk just enough to watch the other man more closely. “He’s an asshole. And trust me, he won’t pay a ransom.”

“He’ll pay.” Tyler sounded far too confident. “But he’ll give me far more than money for your life, honey. He’ll give me the identity of the Giovanni heir that he’s hiding. And I know he’s hiding him, because I traced him as far as your stepfather’s home nine years ago before he disappeared.”

The who?

“What the fuck is he talking about?” Turk hissed, reaching behind his hip as though to catch her arm.

Instead, his fingers curled around the butt of the weapon she’d tucked into the band of his jeans.

“The hell if I know.” Erin slid back marginally, giving the appearance that Turk was indeed holding on to her.

“You don’t have to know who he is,” Tyler snapped, anger filling his tone now. “All you have to do is come along quietly. Do so, and I won’t make your boyfriend suffer before I kill his ass.”

If she was going to die either way, then she’d just die here, with Turk, rather than later. Rather than lying down and grieving for the man who had stolen her heart so effectively that she hadn’t even realized how much of it he owned, she’d just die with him.

“Don’t let them take me,” she whispered under her breath.

Turk grunted at the almost silent plea.

“Walk away, Tyler, and this won’t have to get messy.” Erin knew him. He used that tone of voice only seconds before dealing with the irrational drunks at the bar.

“But I do so love leaving a mess.” The cold smile that curled at the other man’s lips was the first indication that he’d run out of patience.

She felt Turk shift closer to her, his arm bunching, muscles tightening to pull the weapon free when she was suddenly blinded by bright, white light.

A manacle at her waist lifted her clear off the ground as she felt herself thrown to the side. The blast of gunfire exploded around her as a heavy weight followed her to the grass, crushing her beneath it.

The scream of tires on blacktop filled the night, screeching through her senses as male screams filled the violent symphony for endless seconds.

Then, silence filled the air.

It was so deathly still now that she wondered if time had stopped.

A curse whispered at her ear then—Turk’s voice—deep with irritation as his hand tightened at her hip before his weight suddenly rolled from her.

Rolling to her back Erin quickly scanned what she could see of the parking lot only to be blinded once again by the bright lights of a helicopter overhead.

The steady drone of the helicopter’s motors were almost a distant sound before Turk blocked the light, reaching down for her.

“It’s over,” he promised her, pulling her to her feet as she placed her hand in his. “They’re dead.”

“What the hell happened?” She breathed out, still shocked by the suddenness of it. “God, Turk. What happened?”

She could see the bodies then. Tyler’s and his two friends’, sprawled out on the blacktop, their bodies twisted or lying at odd angles. There was no way they were still alive.

“The hell if I know.” He breathed out roughly, pulling her to his side and surveying the scene as well. “I’ll be damned if I know, Erin. But I have no doubt J.D. will figure it out. No doubt at all.”

At that moment the helicopter landed in the deserted restaurant parking lot beside them as vehicles began pouring into the area. Residents of the apartment building were beginning to creep from the doors and if the black-clad figures erupting from the SUVs that braked to a quick stop were any indication, those residents would never see, nor ever know, exactly what happened.

“Turk. Erin. Let’s go.” One of those black-clad agents neared them, lifting the dark mask he wore to reveal his identity.

Iron’s eyes were icy cold, his expression hard as he stepped to them. Dressed in dark jeans and jacket, it was obvious he hadn’t had time to change into the dark military gear normally worn in such situations.

“Come on, we have to get you out of here,” Turk muttered, pulling her with him to the SUV.

Of course they did. She was J.D.’s stepdaughter, and someone knew far too much if what Tyler said was true. So much, that it could change her life forever.


CHAPTER 11

Three days later

Once again Turk stood at the windows of Cooper’s office staring out into the night.

He was tired.

He’d realized in the past few days, he’d been tired for a very long time until Erin had arrived at the bar. When his eyes had met hers, he’d begun looking forward to each day again rather than just existing within each night.

He’d looked forward to getting up each evening, had looked forward to leaving each morning. Because Erin had been there.

She wasn’t there any longer.

Leaning his shoulder against the wall, his gaze narrowed into the darkness outside, he could feel that steel hard core of determined fury he’d once possessed, absent. The man who had joined the Covert Information Network didn’t exist anymore. Not just in name, but in spirit as well.

The fury had been gone for a while, he realized. The dark, bitter anger that the evil in the world had destroyed the last innocence he’d believed in, had eased to regret, to that feeling of aching loss that came with time.

He could now remember his youth with a bittersweetness that he hadn’t been able to remember it with before. The memories didn’t shred his guts with helpless guilt any longer. Instead, he realized, the memories of the laughter, the good times, had returned.

He hadn’t realized those memories were back until he’d lain down the night after the attack at the apartment and realized how he ached for Erin.

Her smile, filled with such innocence.

The warmth that had begun to fill her gaze, the softness of her expression that he knew, knew to the bottom of his soul, had been her love for him.

And he hurt now. His chest ached, his heart protesting the loss with such virulence that he knew, somehow, she’d made him love as well.

He had to find her.

God knew J.D. would try to hide her. That was what Turk would do under the same circumstances. Hide her someplace that no one would ever find her again. But he couldn’t imagine never holding her again. Never feeling her warmth. Never seeing her smile.

Wiping a hand over his face as he breathed out wearily, he knew he’d never really rest again until he was with her.

The office door opened, causing him to turn slowly and watch as Cooper, J.D., and John D. entered the dimly lit office.

Flipping the desk lights on to fill the room with soft light, Cooper glanced at him silently, his gaze just as assessing, as considering, as it had been for the past three days that he’d helped debrief Turk.

“Turk.” J.D. moved to him, his hand reaching out to shake Turk’s. “Thank you for taking care of Erin. We had no idea this situation had developed as it had.”

As he released the handshake, J.D. gave him a small, sharp little nod. “You’re an asset to the network. I’m damned thankful you were here.”

“Where’s she at?” The question refused to be held back.

J.D.’s gaze sharpened for a moment.

“She’s in protective custody at the moment, Turk.” John D. answered as he took a seat at the far corner of the room, his expression hard as Turk’s gaze lifted to his. “I’m sure you of all people realize our determination to ensure her safety.”

He of all people.

Did they believe that reminding him of Cara, the sister he’d lost with such sudden violence, would cause him to back off? They were wrong if that was the case.

“The assailant you incapacitated and threw in the back of your pickup was a fount of information,” J.D. spoke before Turk could protest John D.’s announcement. “The agent they were searching for was a contact for the U.S. and Italian authorities nine years before. He helped destroy a criminal organization that had held Italy in its grip for generations. His work alone identified assassins, drug lords, and individuals involved in local as well as national government that ensured the continued hold that organization retained. His identity has remained hidden, just as his location has. Unfortunately, he was tracked much further than we’d believed. The network itself is secure, but my and John D.’s association with him was revealed.”

“Where’s Erin?”

He really didn’t give a fuck about the agent and where he was tracked. If he was part of the CIN, then no doubt once leaving J.D.’s residence he disappeared forever to those who had known him before. Turk really couldn’t care less about the details at the moment.

He wanted Erin.

J.D. sighed deeply. “Turk, the risk to her…”

“Where is Erin?” Iron hard, the relentless need to see her, to claim her, hardened inside him until it ran soul deep.

J.D. grimaced as he turned back to meet his son’s gaze.

“Erin will be relocated for a while…” John D. began.

“Then you’ll relocate me with her.” He wasn’t giving up.

Cooper sat back in his chair, watching everything thoughtfully, but Turk knew the other man. His friendship with the agents that worked with him was a bond forged in the hottest fires. If push came to shove, he’d back Turk. It wasn’t a position Turk wanted to put the other man in, but he would if he had to.

“The risk to her is too great.…” J.D. tried again.

“J.D., don’t turn this into a battle,” Turk warned him, his fingers clenching at his sides, fisting to hold back the rage gathering inside him. “You may keep her away from me, but I promise you, I’ll cause you more trouble searching for her than it’s going to be worth to you and your family.”

The other man crossed his arms over his chest and glared back at him.

“You’re an agent for the network, Turk. A network I run. You don’t give me orders here. It’s the other way around.”

“Don’t make me go rogue on you.” There was no other option. Existing without her wasn’t going to happen.

“J.D.,” Cooper began as the door to the office was pushed open.

Turk didn’t hear a word his friend said after that. He didn’t give a damn.

Erin stepped into the office, closing the door softly. Jeans hugged her slender hips and legs, a soft cream-colored blouse whispered over her breasts before tucking into the band of her jeans. Canvas sneakers covered her feet.

She looked like a damned teenager.

The effect she had on him was anything but immature though. His entire body hardened, tensed. Every cell, every particle of being came to full, vibrant life.

Pushing past J.D., Turk moved to her slowly.

Heavy, red-gold waves fell about her shoulders and surrounded the vulnerable features of her face while mysterious sea-green eyes watched him with a hint of vulnerability, and more emotion than he’d ever seen in another woman’s eyes.

He stopped in front of her, aching to touch her, his palms itching with the need, his entire body going hot with the urge to feel her against him.

“I missed you,” he whispered, aching, trying to find the words, trying to find a way to tell her things that he was still fighting to understand.

She licked her lips, her gaze holding his, the promises and feminine needs reaching out to him, sinking inside him.

“I missed you,” she answered, her voice soft, vibrating with so much more to say. Words she would hold locked inside her, he realized, until he gave her what she needed.

Before he realized the intent, before he was aware he was moving, he had her in his arms. Cradling her head in one hand he tipped it back, his lips touching hers. Just touching as he stared down at her, as he held her close to his body and relished the feel of her against him.

“I love you, Erin Masters,” he whispered against her lips, watching her eyes dilate, the flush that suddenly mounted her pretty face. “Don’t walk away from me. Give us a chance.…”

“I love you.”

Her soft voice, the feel of her hands gripping his waist, her body bending to his, the essence of who she was, of everything they could be, sank inside him before taking root with a suddenness that stole his breath.

She loved him.

God, she loved him.

In that second Turk found what he’d been searching the night for in the long, lost years he’d watched the darkness. He’d been searching for himself. For that part of him that would complete the lonely parts of his soul.

And he’d found it the night he’d met her eyes. He’d claimed it the night he claimed her kiss.

Erin’s kiss.

She completed him.

*   *   *

Nothing mattered.

No one mattered.

Erin felt her world suddenly come to a full stop, leveling, then filling with a bold, heated stroke of color as Turk whispered “I love you.”

In the dark-chocolate gaze she suddenly saw inside him, felt herself inside him, felt him wrapping himself around her, his heat and strength holding her in one place. Right there in his arms.

“I love you.” She loved him as she’d never loved anyone in her life.

J.D. didn’t matter. John D.’s support had always been assured. But right here, in this moment, in this man’s arms, she found the search she’d been on for so very long come to an end.

She’d been searching for herself, never realizing, never knowing, that the completion of who and what she was would end in the knowledge that she truly wasn’t alone. She never had been.

Turk had been right there, waiting for her, watching the night until their eyes met across a crowded bar and fate entwined them as it had always meant to do.

They found each other in that first kiss.

And now, they would complete each other in the first of what she knew would be a lifetime of kisses.

Erin had found her way home. Years of restlessness, of searching, of never understanding why she couldn’t bear the thought of putting down roots until she came here, to the place where her heart was awaiting her.

Where Turk was waiting for her.


EPILOGUE

There were others searching for the betrayer.

That changed the rules of the game.

That couldn’t be allowed.

The betrayer would always be protected from outside forces, it was a vow made long ago, even before the betrayal was revealed. Even before the betrayer had been born.

The enemies from without had to be destroyed.

Could that be the key to revealing the identity of the one sought for the destruction of generations of trust? Could it be that easy to draw the betrayer from hiding?

The watcher watched, waited, and planned.

The betrayer was here, that was now a certainty.

Others sought him, other’s sought vengeance that they couldn’t be allowed to have. Vengeance belonged to the watcher, and no one else would be allowed to interfere.

No matter the cost.…
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