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    Shielding her will be easier than ignoring their overwhelming attraction… 
 
    Being man meat on the Bachelors for Charity auction block was not on bodyguard Caleb McCoy’s agenda. Neither was falling head-over-heels into lust with the stunning brunette who bid the highest for his time. But since he already did both, the least he can do now is protect her from the danger she’s landed in, right? 
 
    CEO Genessa Turner is in trouble—the kind that involves cement shoes. With the mafia hot on her heels, she knows she needs help. Ex-cop McCoy is perfect for the job. The fact that he’s a sexy as hell, dominant cowboy who kisses like no other is just an unexpected—and entirely welcome—bonus. 
 
    With time running out and everything on the line, are McCoy and Genessa headed for happily ever after…or the exact opposite? 

Forbidden nights and smoldering attraction are ahead—along with all the action and adventure to keep you turning those pages! 1-CLICK SHIELDED BY THE COWBOY and BINGE the entire WEST Protection series! 
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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Caleb McCoy fastened the police badge to his chest. It had been a handful of years since he’d felt the solid weight of the badge, but this one was lightweight. Fake. 
 
    The uniform shirt pulled across his shoulders so tight that one quick move would tear the seams. And don’t get him started on the fit of the pants. His dick was mashed behind the fly. 
 
    He only needed to stay in uniform long enough for the Bachelors for Charity auction to end. And while he hoped to bring in a sizable sum for the Big Brothers Big Sisters club in Stone Pass, Montana, he couldn’t wait to get his hands on his buddy who’d roped him into this. 
 
    Trooper Clay Lexis owed him. Big time. He didn’t mean the “buy me a beer” variety of repayment either. This was more like an “I want your new fly fishing rod” trade. 
 
    Being thrown onto the auction block so a bunch of screaming women could try to purchase a date with him still didn’t seem like an even trade for that fishing rod he coveted, though he could already picture himself standing in the stream, plucking trout out of the water like they were cherries off a tree. 
 
    “You’re on, Officer.” 
 
    The daydream faded. Suddenly, he was looking at the cutie in charge of the auction. Marissa? Carissa? Hell, he couldn’t remember what her name was, only that she seemed to be hopped up on energy drinks every time she spoke to him. 
 
    He nodded to show that he’d heard her, and she bounced on her toes ahead of him, leading the way to the stage. 
 
    As soon as he saw all those lights, regret flooded him. He’d rather spend his Saturday night cleaning toilets back at the WEST Protection security office. With his toothbrush. 
 
    “Right this way!” The cutie with big brown eyes waved him behind the heavy velvet theater curtains. 
 
    He peeked out at the crowd and felt his balls crawl back up inside his abdomen. For all his bravado in his line of work as a personal bodyguard, and the skills he’d gleaned as a cop before that, he was lacking in the “dealing with crowded places” department. 
 
    He hated crowds—anywhere. And he liked getting in front of one even less. 
 
    Feet stomped the floor as the last poor asshole dressed as a firefighter strutted offstage. McCoy had to wonder if he really was a firefighter or had just been roped into helping out a buddy like he had. 
 
    He stole another peek at the crowd. Man, he didn’t only deserve that fly rod. He deserved an all-expenses-paid trip to Argentina to use it. Lexis was gonna get a piece of his mind the minute he could grab his phone. 
 
    Cutie waved frantically for him to step onstage. McCoy weighed his options. Would it look terrible for a bodyguard pretending to be a state trooper to make a break for it? 
 
    Cutie rushed back to his side, grabbed his arm and gave him a shove with more power than he would have expected from a woman of her size. 
 
    With a groan, he pushed himself to take the leap and stepped out from behind the curtain. 
 
    Catcalls and screams erupted. Annnnd his balls were definitely crawling back inside his body. Hell, there must be three hundred women out in that audience, each waving a paddle with a number on it. 
 
    He couldn’t believe this shit. He was actually about to be sold. Like cattle. 
 
    “Trooper Clay is six feet two inches of pure power, ladies!” Cutie was saying. But he couldn’t see her as cute now, not when she was mixing up his and Lexis’s details—his buddy’s name was Clay, but McCoy was actually six-two. 
 
    “Oh! I see we don’t need to hear more! We’ve already got a bid for our man in blue! Two bids! Four!” 
 
    Jesus Christ, this was getting out of hand. He felt as if he’d stepped into a bad romantic comedy movie, only the laugh was on him. 
 
    “One hundred dollars!” 
 
    “One-twenty-five!” 
 
    Women flashed their paddles. 
 
    “Two hundred!” The woman in the second row actually bared her teeth. 
 
    “Strut your stuff for us, Trooper.” Cutie waved for him to walk the length of the stage. What she didn’t know was if he reached the end, he’d keep on walking right out the door. 
 
    He was starting to sweat in places that shouldn’t sweat. All those eyes on him were giving him the creeps. Especially when the ladies were eyeing him like a piece of prime rib, but in this scenario, he was the main course and dessert. 
 
    “Five hundred!” 
 
    How the hell had the bids jumped so high? He’d only been tuned out for milliseconds. 
 
    The lights made him feel sick. To distract himself, he strode to the end of the stage and back. Fangirl shrieks made the place sound like a concert venue for a boy band. 
 
    “Come on, Trooper! Don’t be shy now. Turn around and show us what ya got!” 
 
    Okay, she definitely wasn’t so cute anymore. She was pure evil. 
 
    What choice did he have? He wasn’t himself up here. He was Trooper Clay Lexis of the Montana State Police out of Stone Pass. 
 
    Not Caleb McCoy. 
 
    Gritting his teeth, he flashed a smile and, to his shock, the bidding jumped into the thousands. 
 
    Didn’t these women have anything better to spend their money on? 
 
    He pivoted in a slow arc. Cutie was back to bouncing on her toes like she’d downed a third energy drink. 
 
    “Five grand!” 
 
    He jerked forward again, searching the crowd for the bidder, but the lights made it impossible to see past the first few rows. 
 
    “Fifty-one hundred!” 
 
    “Wowwww, ladies! You really want a piece of the man in blue, don’t you? Or maybe you just want to test out his handcuffs!” 
 
    “Ten grand.” 
 
    His heart rolled over as the bidder stepped up to the stage, paddle in hand. 
 
    McCoy looked down at a hot brunette with lips so pouty he could make out the shadow underneath them from here. 
 
    “Ten grand is our highest bid for Trooper Clay! Can I get ten thousand one hundred?” 
 
    A dramatic pause followed. McCoy stared at the highest bidder, who never moved from her spot and held up that paddle with all the confidence in the world that no one would top her. 
 
    He couldn’t even begin to fathom the kind of date she’d want him to take her on if she had the kind of discretionary income where she could toss out ten grand for one date with a stranger. He guessed she wouldn’t settle for bowling and a milkshake. 
 
    “Ten thousand going once…twice…sold, to number fifty-six! Please pay at the front desk. Trooper? Thank you? You’ve been… Well, I think we can all agree that this man has been one of our best bachelors tonight! Give him a round of applause!” 
 
    McCoy couldn’t get off that stage fast enough. By the time he hit the shadows, his chest was a bit looser, but he was still sweating thanks to that minute and thirty seconds of pure hell. 
 
    He saw his date hurrying to the front desk to write that fat check, and he detoured to the dressing room again. There, he stripped off the tight, borrowed uniform and donned his own jeans and black button-down shirt. He was still rolling the sleeves over his forearms when a woman stuck her head into the room. 
 
    “Uh, Trooper? Your date is looking for you.” 
 
    Jesus, that was quick. 
 
    “I’ll be right there.” He shoved his feet into his cowboy boots, stuffed the plastic badge in his back pocket and the uniform into the bag Lexis had given him. 
 
    When he stepped out, his stare landed on his date. The high bidder. Ms. Money Bags. 
 
    Slowing his pace, he sauntered over to her. He figured he’d better at least offer a smile. After all, he still had a role to play, even if the kids already got their money for the new community center and extended after-school programs. 
 
    The woman gave him a once-over, appraising him like a rancher checked out his cattle before he loaded them into the truck and drove them to pasture. 
 
    “What was that?” Her lips twisted at one corner. 
 
    He didn’t realize he’d grunted out loud. 
 
    Slicing his fingers through his hair, he felt the absence of the white Stetson which had become a huge part of him over the past months he’d been with WEST Protection. The cowboy hat gave him a feeling of belonging like little else had after… 
 
    Well, he didn’t want to think about that time of his life now. 
 
    He met the woman’s direct stare. “Just clearin’ my throat.” 
 
    “I see. Are you ready for our date?” 
 
    “Not wasting any time, are you?” His lips quirked. 
 
    Her deep blue eyes settled on his for a heartbeat too long and were too loaded with something he couldn’t identify. Her expression had him questioning what he was in for with this one. She was either a firecracker willing to put out on the first date or one of those kink lovers who really did want to feel his cuffs around her wrists. 
 
    “Ready when you are,” he drawled out, waving for her to lead the way. 
 
    They left the theater and the cheers of women behind, stepping out into the cool, evening mountain air. 
 
    “So what’s your name?” he asked. 
 
    She tossed a look over her shoulder but said nothing. 
 
    “You can use a fake one if you want. But just be warned that I’m not into cheating. If you’ve got a husband, fiancé or boyfriend, I’ll be happy to go back inside and tell them the deal’s off.” 
 
    She stopped walking and turned to face him, all curves and thick hair. She looked expensive. Like she would have paid double for him. 
 
    “No men in my life. Not like that, anyway. What do you say, Trooper? Are you up for a ride?” 
 
    He’d seen enough cold cases to make him question her motives. If she planned to incapacitate him and land him on a missing persons poster, she wouldn’t get far. He had seventy pounds on her, a robust knowledge of self-defense, and his sidearm was resting along his spine, tucked into the waist of his jeans. A solid reassurance right now. 
 
    “What’s your gig, lady?” 
 
    She issued a short laugh. “It’s only a ride, Trooper. What do you say?” She cocked her head, and luxurious, glossy waves cascaded over her full breast. 
 
    He shrugged. “You’re in the driver’s seat.” 
 
    She took off again, on high-heeled boots that probably cost a whole month’s rent at his place. Before she ever reached the vehicle, he guessed that it was the shiniest luxury model in the lot. She clicked a fob to unlock the doors and strolled up to the passenger side. 
 
    He cocked a brow at her. “I can get the door,” he assured her. 
 
    Cold metal clicked around his wrist. He twisted to glare at her, but a smile spread over her beautiful face. 
 
    “I was hoping you’d say you were up for anything.” 
 
    He glanced at his cuffed wrist. Before he could fully register what she’d done, she snapped the other cuff on him, linking his hands together. 
 
    Amusement tipped his lips up farther. No matter what her game was, he was far from helpless. 
 
    She pulled a black silk scarf from her handbag and slipped it over his eyes, cutting off his vision. 
 
    “Is this supposed to be sexy? Or am I being kidnapped? Because when it comes to BDSM, I’m the dom.” 
 
    A throaty laugh filled his ears. “Not tonight.” 
 
    She pushed him into the seat and slammed the door. Next thing he knew, she was driving. 
 
    His buddy owed him far more than a fly rod right now. 
 
    And this woman owed him an explanation. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Genessa turned into the construction site. Her nerves felt like somebody was crashing a set of cymbals in her veins. What was she even doing? Kidnapping a man? And paying such an exorbitant amount for him? Even though her bank account could more than handle it, her accountant would not be happy with that purchase, even if it did count as a charitable contribution. 
 
    Before getting Trooper Lexis into her car, it had sounded like a good plan—the only plan she could come up with after racking her brain for hours. Then she came to the part where she actually slapped the cuffs on the guy. Now it was too late to back out, even if she wanted to. 
 
    Agonizing over what she’d done wouldn’t help with… Well, it was too late to wish for that sort of help. And she had no choice, she told herself. She needed Trooper Lexis’s assistance. 
 
    Even though he couldn’t see her through the blindfold, she had to force her body to behave, at least on the outside. It worked in boardrooms and job sites. In a man’s world, Genessa had to appear totally in control. The minute somebody spotted a vulnerability, they’d move in for the kill. 
 
    Usually that involved outbidding her or trying to stomp down her authority. In this case? It was real. Somebody really was moving in for the kill. 
 
    “Back road?” His deep voice made her jump. 
 
    She jerked her head to look at the trooper. Of course he couldn’t see her—she’d blindfolded him. 
 
    Ugh. Who did she think she was? A member of the mafia? 
 
    “Uh. Not exactly a back road,” she responded to his question. “Why do you ask?” She clamped her fingers on the steering wheel, refusing to let the jitters escape even if he couldn’t see them. 
 
    The trooper grunted. “Been on enough back roads to know the bumps.” 
 
    She drove past the turner developments sign posted at the gates of the project. Her family’s name printed in bright yellow seemed to glow like a beacon. It reminded her who she was, what she was…and that she was taking these extreme measures in order to save her family’s company. 
 
    The headlights of her car panned over the landscape. Right now, it resembled a pile of rubble, with a backhoe at the edge of the hole, its long mechanical arm frozen. 
 
    A shudder ran through her. Get a grip. You’re fine, Genessa. 
 
    She steeled herself. She was a Turner, dammit. And that meant she was strong and could handle anything. Her father would have never handed the company over to her if that weren’t true. 
 
    Days ago, the site had been bustling with activity. Then she’d gotten the call. Now here she was, hauling a cop to the job site against his will, and why? Because she didn’t know where else to turn. 
 
    Dragging Trooper Lexis here came with its own risks. If he refused to help her, then she might as well close the doors of Turner Developments and go into hiding. There weren’t many options left. 
 
    She parked and cut the engine. 
 
    “So we’re parking, sweetheart? I’d like to at least see what I’m doing.” 
 
    She gaped at him. Did he really think she’d paid for sex? As if she couldn’t get a willing partner any other way. If she’d learned anything about being the female CEO of a big corporation, it was that she could have dick anytime she wanted it. Not because the guys wanted her for her looks or body—because they thought sleeping with the CEO would earn them special favors. 
 
    Like promotions, raises and company cars. 
 
    “I didn’t bring you here to toy with you,” she said in as cool a tone as she could muster while knowing what was nearby. 
 
    “Well, enlighten me please.” He tested the cuffs. 
 
    As his tendons flexed, she held her breath for a horrified moment, waiting for the metal to snap. But they held. 
 
    “Hang on. I’ll show you why we’re here.” 
 
    With her nerves raging like a pissed-off foreman after his workers made a mistake, she cut the engine and pulled the keys. She jumped out of the car, but then stopped in her tracks, staring toward the spot. 
 
    Her palms began to sweat, and she scrubbed them on her thighs before striding around to the passenger door. As soon as she opened it for Trooper Lexis, he tilted his head up to her. 
 
    She paused, taken aback by how truly hunky he was. Well worth the bidding war, even if she only wanted him for one night. If only she’d bought him for sex…  
 
    It sure as hell beat the real reason. 
 
    “Where are we again?” His dark five o’clock shadow had her body prickling as she imagined how perfectly rough it would feel against her skin, and in that black shirt, he appeared dangerous. 
 
    Exactly the guy she needed. 
 
    She compressed her lips. Where would she even begin this story? 
 
    Seconds passed. Then he went on. “Let me tell you what I know.” 
 
    Genessa hissed a breath through her teeth. “I’d rather you don’t.” 
 
    “GT0827A.” 
 
    She narrowed her eyes even though he couldn’t see her. “What is that?” 
 
    “Your license plate.” 
 
    A gasp scorched up her throat. Her hopes soared. A man with skills like that was exactly what she needed. Maybe her plan wasn’t such a shot in the dark. 
 
    Reaching down, she gripped him by the arm to help guide him out of the car, but he had his bearings better than she could have guessed and simply glided to his feet, muscles rolling with all the prowess of a star quarterback. 
 
    “What about the blindfold?” he pressed. 
 
    She let out a huff. “Fine. You need to see anyway.” 
 
    Removing the scarf she’d knotted around his head meant her fingers brushed his hair, which was softer than she remembered from when she’d put it on him. 
 
    God, she was losing her mind. And no wonder. Once Trooper Lexis saw what she was about to show him, he might lose some of that cocky swagger too. 
 
    But she was a betting woman, a risk taker, and she wouldn’t have dropped all that money on him if she didn’t believe he could help her. 
 
    As soon as she removed the scarf, warm golden-brown eyes latched on to hers. His lips quirked at one corner, and then he glanced around. 
 
    “A pile of rocks and heavy machinery. This would’ve fulfilled my every fantasy…when I was five.” He swung back to her, hovering over her so close that she caught his soapy scent. “In the future, always opt for the hotel room instead.” 
 
    “You’re bought and paid for. But it isn’t sex I want. You’re going to help me.” 
 
    His eyes gleamed with questions and a trace of amusement. “Convince me.” 
 
    What the fuck had she gotten herself into with this guy? She probably should have hired a private investigator and a whole slew of bodyguards instead of going with this half-cocked, harebrained idea to rent herself a cop for the night. This was what she got for trying to keep the…uh…situation…under wraps. 
 
    “I hired you for your skills, not your body. I can get a boytoy anywhere. Come on.” She took off walking. 
 
    Trooper Lexis jumped in front of her. He raised his cuffed hands, brow cocked. The dark arch and his silent demand felt like the fall of Thor’s hammer. 
 
    “Okay, fine. Just don’t try to pull anything on me.” She fished the tiny key from her pocket and slipped it into the lock. 
 
    As soon as she’d turned the key, he worked off the cuffs by himself and slid them into his back pocket. 
 
    “Should I be worried that you just did that?” She directed her gaze to his chiseled hips. 
 
    “Depends on what you’re into, sweetheart.” 
 
    “I’m not your sweetheart. Don’t call me that.” She took off walking, expecting him to follow. 
 
    He did, in long, sure strides that could easily overtake hers even though she was quite tall for a woman. She led him across the construction site. 
 
    “Turner Developments,” he muttered. “You Turner?” 
 
    His question startled her. 
 
    “You don’t know who I am, do you?” 
 
    “Not a clue, lady. All I know is you’ve got money to waste. Which makes me think you’ve got a rich daddy.” 
 
    She groaned. “Why do men always think that women can’t be self-made? We do have brains, you know. And I happen to have a master’s degree in finance and run this company.” She waved an arm at the rubble, carefully avoiding looking directly at the spot. They’d get there soon enough. 
 
    “This is a strip mall construction project,” she went on as their boots crunched over the gravel. “And soon the site will be shut down, costing the company big bucks.” 
 
    “Why will the site be shut down?” 
 
    She threw him a sideways glance, once again caught off guard by how good-looking he was. “The mafia’s trying to push me off my throne.” 
 
    “As in real mobsters?” 
 
    Great. He didn’t believe her. 
 
    He would soon enough. 
 
    Bobbing her head, she said, “Real mobsters. They do exist. I thought you’d know that since you work in law enforcement.” 
 
    He grunted but said nothing more. She circled the big hole to a spot where a cement footer had been poured the day before. 
 
    “Why did you bring me here again?” he asked. 
 
    She stopped walking. “Because I need your expertise. Those mobsters I mentioned? They’ve already killed two people…because they were in the wrong place at the wrong time.” 
 
    His dark brows pinched together, and small creases stretched from the corners of his eyes. “Killed.” 
 
    “Yes.” The word came out in two wobbly syllables. 
 
    She waved toward the cement footer, marking the corner for the heavy steel structure that in a few months’ time was to be a new shopping center. And in the center, something stuck up above the surface. 
 
    Something flesh-toned…and feminine. 
 
    Her stomach pitched and heaved. She barely held on to her composure as she stared at the hand. “That was supposed to be me buried in the cement.” 
 
    “Jesus Christ!” Trooper Lexis rushed to the spot. 
 
    Genessa forced her feet to unlock from the ground and join him. Bile burned in her throat when she looked down at the hand. 
 
    He whirled on her. “What the actual fuck did you drag me into, lady?” 
 
    She lifted a shaky hand to her eyes. “I told you, I’m in trouble. They want me dead.” 
 
    “How do you know they’re after you?” He turned his head to peer at her. 
 
    “See her hand? That’s my personal assistant. I gave her that Apple watch. This is a warning. And I’m not sure I’ll live long enough to receive another.” 
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    “Okay, lady. Start talkin’. Tell me your name.” 
 
    Inside, Genessa was freaking out. She’d lost her righthand girl, a devastating loss under any circumstances. She’d also lost a friend, and that was even more emotionally crippling. 
 
    Not to mention she’d soon be facing Daddy’s wrath and the inevitable questions about her being in charge. Something like this never would have happened if he were sitting at the head of the conference table. 
 
    A fact that her foreman had reminded her of several times after he discovered the hand. She’d had to write him a check with five zeroes to keep his mouth shut about the situation while she took care of it. 
 
    “My name’s Genessa Turner. CEO of Turner Developments. And that”—she pointed at the hand—“is my personal assistant, Shiloh Pearson.” 
 
    He whirled on her. “You didn’t call the cops?” 
 
    “I have you!” 
 
    “I’m not a cop! And this is big. Somebody buried your assistant on your construction site. Why? And you said they killed two people. Who else is dead?” 
 
    Flustered, she scrubbed her fingers through her hair. “One of the guys from the inspection crew. He came out here to sign off on one phase of the project and hasn’t been seen since.” 
 
    Together, they stared at the multiple cement footers. 
 
    “You think he’s in another of these?” Lexis asked. 
 
    “The probability is high. And what do you mean you’re not a cop?” Her insides quivered. “Look, I need help. Going to the police station and reporting this is dangerous territory, Lexis. As soon as the mafia gets wind, they’ll hunt down more than me.” 
 
    “They’re trying to stop you from finishing this project?” 
 
    “Not exactly this project.” 
 
    “What then?” His hard tone didn’t shake her. In fact, it grounded her. This was just what she needed—someone clear-headed with a take-charge attitude who could inspire her to find her own inner strength. 
 
    “We got a big bid for a casino in the mountains. The first bid I’ve ever done without my father’s guidance, but that’s beside the point. They don’t want us building it.” 
 
    She saw the thoughts moving behind his golden-brown eyes. He spoke the conclusion faster than she expected. 
 
    “They want all the control over the casino. And slowing you down here means the casino project is put on hold until they can find a way to take over. Do I have that right?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    He reached upward as if to touch a hat he wasn’t wearing. Instead, he slicked his fingers through his dark hair. 
 
    He dropped his hand and dug into his pocket. When he pulled out his phone, she stepped forward. 
 
    “No police. Please. For as long as possible.” 
 
    Out of the corner of her eye, she once more caught sight of Shiloh’s hand. She didn’t even want to think about it, let alone face the staggering loss of a dear friend and coworker. A woman who’d practically organized her entire life and made her saner than she had any business being. 
 
    Lexis grunted. “I’m not calling the police. I’m calling the team.” 
 
    “Team? What team? Trooper Lexis—” 
 
    “Name’s not Lexis, lady. It’s McCoy. And I’m not a cop. Not anymore.” 
 
    That shut her up completely, but she couldn’t speak anyway because Lexis—McCoy—had put the call on speakerphone and a deep male voice projected from the small speaker. 
 
    “Ross, I’ve got a situation here. I’ll explain more later. But I’m with the CEO of Turner Developments. She and I are standing on a job site, and there’s a hand sticking out of the cement.” 
 
    A shiver rolled down her spine. She spun away from the footer and folded her arms over her chest. 
 
    “That sounds like you fell into a mess, McCoy. Get her out of there.” 
 
    Genessa took a hasty step toward McCoy. “Good! I hate seeing her like that.” 
 
    He stared down at her. A long heartbeat ticked by. “He means you.” 
 
    She was already shaking her head. 
 
    “I’ll be in touch,” McCoy said to the man he called Ross. Then he fixed her in his stare. “Turner.” McCoy’s tone came as a warning. 
 
    She shook her head harder. “Nope. I’m not going anywhere.” 
 
    “You want my help, you do what I say.” 
 
    On impulse, she made a grab for his back pocket where he’d stowed the handcuffs, but only managed to graze his hard, firm ass before he clapped a hand over his cheek and dodged out of her reach. 
 
    “I want to be in charge again.” She danced away. 
 
    He yanked out the cuffs and thrust them at her. “You can keep them. But try to snap them on me again, and you’ll find out just how dom I can be.” Hovering over her, he lowered his head a fraction with every word he spoke until his chiseled lips were inches from hers. 
 
    “Uhh.” She couldn’t think of anything to say. This was all too much. The mafia wanted all the control over the casino project and was after her, and two people had died because they’d gotten in the way. God, the hand projecting from the cement sported the Apple watch she’d lovingly giftwrapped herself for Shiloh’s birthday, even though she was terrible at things like that. 
 
    Not to mention the cop she’d paid ten grand for now claimed he wasn’t a cop at all. 
 
    She planted a hand on her hip. “What exactly do you do if you’re not in law enforcement?” 
 
    “You’ll find out soon enough. Get in the car, Turner.” He cast a look around the dark landscape, not only at the site but farther afield, into the flatlands and the mountains beyond. His action sent another shudder down her spine. 
 
    “What are you looking for?” 
 
    He gave her a hard look. “Get in the car. Now.” 
 
    She set off at a brisk pace, swinging her head to search the site. It was dark, but not so dark that she couldn’t see her way to the car.  
 
    Or see that hand. 
 
    But it did mean dangers could be lurking out there. Having McCoy by her side proved she didn’t know crap about protecting herself. While he’d thought to search the area, she didn’t even think about someone sitting here waiting for her—this time or the first time she’d come with the foreman. 
 
    What if she’d come here alone tonight? Her stomach bottomed out with a sickening thump. 
 
    They reached the car in no time. She fumbled with the keys. 
 
    “Do you want to drive?” She tossed the question at him, unsure what answer she wanted. 
 
    “No.” He had his phone out, thumbs moving across the screen as he texted without looking down at his phone. Either he was that good, or he was sending the most unreadable message ever. “You drive.” 
 
    She jumped behind the wheel, and McCoy slammed the door. 
 
    “W-where should I go?” Her voice shook with those nerves that hadn’t only caught up with her but steamrolled her. 
 
    His tone was as gruff as one of those old-time western actors. “Where do you keep the company files?” 
 
    “My family’s ranch.” 
 
    He glanced from her to his phone again. “Take me there, Turner.” 
 
    Hitting the bumpy access road at a faster speed than she’d driven in, she sat back in the seat and tried not to chew her lip. “I hope you know I didn’t pay for you to order me around, McCoy.” 
 
    He snorted. “You paid for me. And that’s what you’ve got. If you don’t want my help anymore, say the word. I’d rather see a friend about a fly rod.” 
 
    She threw him an incredulous look. “Is that some euphemism? Or are you seriously talking about fishing right now?” 
 
    Deep eyes pierced hers. “I’m trying to keep you from the same fate as your friend back there. Get us to your ranch and then we’ll form a plan.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    WEST Protection was settled on a corner of the Wynton Ranch, one of the largest in that part of Montana. 
 
    But the Turners’ ranch? Topped even that. 
 
    They had money, big time. They didn’t mind flaunting it either, if the stone façade, thick timber support posts and sprawling spread of land with a barn that didn’t look to have ever seen a speck of dirt, let alone a horse turd, revealed anything. 
 
    He pocketed his phone and climbed out of the vehicle. Genessa took off toward the front door, which was as tall and as wide as some he’d seen in cathedrals and made of a rough-hewn walnut that matched the variations in the stone. 
 
    On her home turf, she seemed more confident and less shaken than she’d been back at the construction site. Who could blame her? Her friend had been buried in cement, for Christ’s sake. 
 
    McCoy made the mistake of sliding his gaze from that thick, glossy hair all the way to her ass. Round, tight. Full in the hips. The perfect cushion for a man as he plunged into her. And her expensive pants hugged the under-curves and showcased the slight bounce of her cheeks as she walked. 
 
    Despite his reservations about being sold like a steer at auction, a date with a high bidder was looking pretty damn good compared to this mess he’d been tossed into. If the mafia really was after her, he had to act fast. Those people weren’t messing around with small scare tactics. 
 
    Ross’s thoughts were along the same lines as his gut instincts—get her out of there, find out if she really needed their brand of protection. 
 
    His stomach clenched at the image of that hand projecting from the cement. He didn’t get rattled easy, and he was disturbed as hell. He didn’t even know the victim and could only imagine what Genessa was dealing with. 
 
    After stabbing a code into the front door lock with a manicured finger, she held the door open for him to step inside. Without asking permission first, he closed the huge slab behind them. A lock clicked automatically, but he twisted the two deadbolts as well. 
 
    She gave him an appraising glance. “Looks like I picked the right man for the job, even if you’re not the cop I thought you were.” 
 
    He stared at her. Against the backdrop of high ceilings and rustic wood beams, she looked totally in her element. At first glance back at the auction, he’d guessed her to be a rich bitch. But here, he saw somebody more down to earth, like the Wyntons. Having money didn’t automatically make a person snobby. 
 
    Genessa Turner didn’t seem like some of the wealthy clients who breezed in and out of the WEST Protection office. Besides, the fear that flashed deep in her dark sapphire eyes—before she pulled a veil over them—punched him in the gut. 
 
    His training kicked in. First and foremost, he had to keep her alive. Then he’d pull out the therapy card and make sure she was emotionally stable. 
 
    He was the first to admit he wasn’t great at the talking part. Over the past year on the WEST team, he’d protected a handful of wards. Every single one had broken down on him at some point. Luckily, Ross made sure the team members received the latest training to deal with it. 
 
    “Is anybody here?” He cast a look around for security cameras. If there were any—and he’d bet there were—then they were well hidden. 
 
    “Just the cook.” 
 
    “Do we need to worry about him?” 
 
    “Her. And no, she’ll be resting in her room since it’s between mealtimes.” 
 
    What a difference a few million dollars a year made. She had a private chef and he considered a convenience store burrito a meal. 
 
    He stepped up to her. “Let’s see what you got.” 
 
    “The files? This way.” She took a step. 
 
    “Not the files.” 
 
    Genessa stopped and blinked up at him. “I don’t think this is the time to get…naked.” 
 
    Her statement caught him off guard enough that he let a smile slip. “I mean your weapons.” 
 
    “Oh.” She straightened her spine. “There’s a gun vault in the safe room.” 
 
    This information set off a few alarms in his brain. 
 
    “There’s a safe room? Do I need to ask why your family built such a space into your ranch in the middle of nowhere with no houses around for miles?” 
 
    Ross’s first concern was dragging WEST Protection into mafia business. McCoy agreed—but he needed to make sure that Genessa wasn’t lying first. 
 
    “Never mind. Lead the way.” 
 
    She didn’t miss a beat. With an air of utter confidence, she strode ahead of him. She even carried herself like a damn CEO. He hadn’t protected any personally, but some of the other guys had and he’d heard enough stories. 
 
    They walked through a spacious living area decked out in top-quality leather furniture. The coffee table was a modern glass and metal fabrication that was most definitely artisan-made. Every surface and corner looked like a snapshot from a home magazine. 
 
    At least the interior distracted him from Genessa’s round ass swaying in front of him. 
 
    Hell, he was staring at the firm curves again. 
 
    When he realized she’d stopped in front of a section of paneled wall, he snapped his attention from her ass. 
 
    She threw him a pinched look. “Uh…I’m not supposed to do this in front of anybody.” 
 
    “I’m not just anybody.” 
 
    She issued a breath through her teeth and pressed on a knot in the imported wood. He detected a faint click of a locking mechanism before she pushed the panel inward. 
 
    The stale air hit him first. Next came the sweetness of her perfume. He hadn’t noticed it when they were out in the open. It reminded him of exotic things he’d never experienced for himself—trips to faraway islands or a foreign market with flower stalls and fresh, ripe fruits. 
 
    She hit a light switch, illuminating the windowless space. 
 
    He turned in a slow circle, drinking in walls of shelving stacked with enough supplies to live out a world war. 
 
    “Where are the guns?” 
 
    “This way.” She crossed the room and opened a metal door leading to a vault stocked with weapons and ammo. 
 
    Not just any old deer rifles purchased at the local sporting goods store—these were gentlemen’s rifles with four-digit price tags. 
 
    He reached into the case, pulled out a shotgun and checked the chamber. Then he grabbed a box of shells off a shelf and emptied the contents into his pockets. “This’ll do.” 
 
    She didn’t speak. 
 
    Turning to her, he loosely gripped the weapon. “Okay, let’s unpack this situation. Why did you target me at that auction?” 
 
    She raised a delicate hand to her brow and brushed a lock of thick dark brown hair away from the corner of her eye. “I’d just left the construction site after seeing that hand, and I was desperate for help. I saw the sign for the Bachelors for Charity auction and thought I could find a lawman who could help me. I’ve heard about the auction before and know firefighters and police officers often put themselves up for a good cause.” 
 
    “And you didn’t call the cops because you thought it would alert the mafia that’s after your company.” 
 
    “Not just after the company. Did you see what they did to Shiloh?” 
 
    “That’s the assistant?” 
 
    Nodding, she avoided his stare, but probably because she was trying to resume her tough-girl act and keep from bawling her eyes out. 
 
    “Why do you think getting the cops involved will be bad for you? You don’t have any confidence they can stop the mafia?” he asked to help distract her from her feelings. 
 
    “I’ve seen all those crime shows. There’s always a dirty cop on the take, willing to deliver information to the bad guy. And the mafia will do anything to get their way.” 
 
    He cocked a brow. She wasn’t wrong—he’d seen it himself in his short time in uniform. But he wasn’t about to tell her that he’d been thrown off the force. 
 
    “Okay, we need to know more about this mafia group. Do you know the name of the leader?” 
 
    She bundled her hair over one shoulder. “No. Only that my lawyer informed me of a man trying to outbid me on the casino project and he was…less than happy when he learned he lost to Turner.” 
 
    “Do you have files here about the casino project I can have a look at?” 
 
    She slanted a look at a desk across the room with a laptop closed on top. “It’s mostly digital now, kept in a passcode-encrypted cloud.” 
 
    “But your father didn’t operate with digital files, did he?” 
 
    Her lips parted, peachy pink, the lower one heavy and plump. “No, he didn’t. Why do you ask that?” 
 
    “I want to see the paper files. Are they in this room?” 
 
    “There are still some from years back in the study.” 
 
    “Where’s that?” 
 
    “On the other side of the house.” 
 
    The house was gigantic, almost the size of a football field. 
 
    “Take me there first. Your father’s not going to find us poking around, is he?” 
 
    She shook her head and led the way back out of the safe room, closing the paneled opening behind them. He followed, shotgun in hand, and even though it was unloaded, he safely pointed it away from the gorgeous, curvy woman ahead of him. 
 
    They circled back to the study she’d mentioned. The room was even more opulent than the ones he’d seen previously. But he took in the feminine touches here and there. 
 
    “You work from home sometimes?” 
 
    She swung her head to pierce him with a questioning look. “How do you know that?” 
 
    “I’m observant.” He leaned the weapon against the wall and walked to the desk. When he took a seat in the oversized deep leather chair, he spotted the high heels kicked off under the desk. The small size struck him, and he glanced at Genessa’s booted feet. 
 
    She had tiny feet for such a tall woman. Delicate hands, too. 
 
    He opened a drawer and started searching through it. 
 
    “What exactly are you looking for? I think I’d know if my father’s been dealing with the mafia. I’ve been conducting business from this desk for over a year now, ever since I took over from my father.” 
 
    “I’m looking for anything that might give me a hint as to who these guys are.” 
 
    “I could call my lawyer and find that information without digging through the drawers.” 
 
    He didn’t want fresh information about the people capable of burying a woman in cement. He needed to dig up the real dirt. Something told him this father of hers might have crossed paths with the mafia before. 
 
    He shifted files around inside the drawer. So many files. 
 
    “Don’t call your lawyer yet. Right now, we’re going to keep this matter between us, okay? I need to know who I’m up against so I can form a plan.” 
 
    “Don’t you mean who I’m up against?” 
 
    He didn’t glance up at her, continuing to rifle through the files. He pulled out a thick stack and slapped them on the leather desk blotter. 
 
    Then he lifted the stack and looked under it. “Is this ostrich leather?” 
 
    “Of course not. It’s faux. I’m not into slaughtering innocent animals so I can have nice décor.” Her haughty reply made him grunt. He dropped the files again and began flipping through each one. 
 
    After several minutes, Genessa couldn’t stay silent. “Do you know what you’re looking for?” 
 
    “Not a clue.” 
 
    She stood in front of the desk, arms folded. 
 
    “Make yourself comfortable. I’m gonna be a few more minutes.” 
 
    “Just a few?” she asked with that edge of sarcasm he’d heard from her before. 
 
    “Yeah.” He shoved the files he’d already skimmed through back into the drawer. 
 
    “You’re wrecking my desk.” 
 
    He didn’t respond to her accusation and yanked open another drawer. “You should know a little about me. I was a cop.” 
 
    “But you’re not anymore. You said that.” 
 
    “I work for WEST Protection.” 
 
    Her lips formed a little, peachy, enticing O. 
 
    He had to glance away from her. “You know of it?” 
 
    “I had a friend of a friend… Well, I can’t say more.” 
 
    He gave a nod and shifted the contents of the drawer to the front to feel around the back. He really didn’t have an inkling what he might be searching for, but a company this big left a paper trail for everything they did, even if the records were falsified. There had to be something pointing back to this mafia group, like a list of bidders. 
 
    His phone buzzed, and he brought it to his ear. “McCoy.” 
 
    Her eyes flashed to his, and he held her stare for several heartbeats. Neither looked away as he listened to what Ross had to say. 
 
    “Corrine pulled all the bids on that casino.” 
 
    What would have taken him hours of searching, Corrine Wynton had uncovered in minutes. 
 
    Ross continued, “Twelve companies were vying to build it, and one sticks out to us.” 
 
    “Who?” He continued to study Genessa’s face, taken with her perfect nose. It was most likely the handiwork of a great plastic surgeon. Or maybe she’d been blessed with good genes. 
 
    “The Donelli family. Mafia from New York City.” 
 
    “That explains everything about what I saw at the construction site. They’re old school with their threats.” 
 
    She winced, paling a little, but didn’t look away from him. 
 
    “We’re going to assume she isn’t dragging us into some dark dealings—for now. You know what to do, McCoy. Get her safe. We’ll keep digging.” 
 
    “Got it. I’m doing a little of that right now. But I’m just about finished here. Keep me posted.” He ended the call and pocketed his phone. 
 
    He wasn’t prepared for the relief he felt that Ross had made the call and ordered him to act as Genessa’s bodyguard. 
 
    She came to lean against the desk. She stood mere feet from him, so close that he only had to snake out an arm to reel her in. Visions of her standing between his thighs, his hands on her full hips, had him slamming the drawer a little too hard. 
 
    “Well?” she prompted after a second. 
 
    “You’re in over your head. You need us. And I need you to always be honest with me.” 
 
    “I can’t think of a reason I’d start to hold back now.” 
 
    He reached into a drawer and slid his hand all the way to the back. 
 
    “What are you doing? There’s nothing in that drawer. I told you I’ve been working at this desk for over a year. I know it inside and out.” 
 
    His fingertip brushed something solid and metal. Looking into her eyes, he said, “You missed this.” 
 
    He flicked the metal toggle and a tiny rectangle of wood popped open. 
 
    Genessa crouched next to him, peering at his discovery. “What the fuck?” 
 
    Well, goddamn. That was a surprise. Beautiful and foul-mouthed. He didn’t come across many women who sounded as if she’d fit right in with a group of rowdy cowboys, but this one did. 
 
    Pulling a gold key out of the secret compartment, he held it up in front of her dazed eyes. The tiny numbers etched in it seemed to glimmer. 
 
    “What the hell is that?” she whispered. 
 
    “I’d say it’s a key to a safe deposit box.” 
 
    “I don’t know anything about a safe deposit box.” 
 
    “There’s a reason it was hidden, Turner. You weren’t supposed to find it, let alone know about it.” 
 
    Her head gave a little shake, which caused her thick hair to move in a slow tumble across her shoulder. “But why would Daddy do such a thing?” 
 
    “Let’s keep looking.” He opened one of the larger drawers and stopped. A pair of pantyhose were wadded up on top. 
 
    “Oh shit. I forgot about those.” She started to reach for them, but he nudged them aside and pulled out more files. He plopped them on the desk. He didn’t tell her what Ross said about the Donelli family. In time, he’d share that information, but right now, he needed to get a read on this woman who had bought him for the purpose of helping her stay alive. In his experience, things were rarely what they appeared on the surface. 
 
    “What now?” she asked. 
 
    He flipped open the file. “I’d say luck was on your side tonight. My buddy, Clay Lexis, could have asked his garbage man to fill in instead of me.” He offered her a quirk of his lips. “Right now, we continue our search. When I’m certain there’s nothing else of use to me here, I’ll take you someplace with more security.” Though that safe room could be well-defended in a pinch. 
 
    “Then,” he continued, staring into those deep sapphire eyes, “we wait for the bank to open.” 
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    “But you don’t even know which bank that safe deposit box might be at!” She pushed to stand, and her knee popped. 
 
    McCoy arched a brow. 
 
    “Old volleyball injury,” she dismissed offhandedly, staring him down. 
 
    “You played for the local girls’ high school team?” He scanned the page in front of his face in seconds before shuffling to the next. 
 
    “No, I played for a team in Germany.” 
 
    He blinked at her. 
 
    “Where I attended prep school.” 
 
    “Of course you did.” 
 
    “What’s that mean?” 
 
    “Nothing. I’m just not surprised.” 
 
    “I suppose you deal with people like me all the time. People with important positions in a company that somebody wants to take down.” 
 
    “Not me personally, but yeah, we do see it.” 
 
    She leaned on the desk again and watched him closely as he fingered all of her father’s papers. She hadn’t read through all of the files in these drawers, but she’d worked at her daddy’s side for enough years to know what files were located in which drawers. 
 
    Nowhere would McCoy find information about what that key unlocked. 
 
    All at once, this seemed too big, too farfetched, to be true. 
 
    She started backpedaling. “You know, maybe I’m wrong about there being a link to the mafia. I mean, we’re in Montana for hell’s sake.” 
 
    McCoy shifted his gaze from the file to her face. Whenever he did that, gave her his direct, unwavering attention, her stomach did a strange little dip. What made him look at her like that? 
 
    She’d probably given him the wrong impression using those handcuffs on him. Then there was the banter about him being a dom. 
 
    Nerves kicking in, she continued, “Montana’s not a hotbed for the mafia. The state’s filled with tourists passing through to visit Yellowstone are normal, everyday people.” 
 
    “Like you?” 
 
    “Yes!” She started pacing in front of the desk, trying not to notice on each pass how manly McCoy looked sitting there with his thick, muscled forearms leaning all over her faux ostrich leather blotter. 
 
    “I’m normal,” she insisted. “Just because my father built a huge business and I run it doesn’t mean I don’t do things everybody else does.” 
 
    “Like have a personal chef living in your home.” 
 
    She pushed out a noisy breath to show her exasperation with him. “Maybe not that, but I’m more normal than you think I am. Which is why this most definitely is not the work of the mafia. It’s just a…serial killer or something. And now they’re finished targeting my employees and will move on.” 
 
    McCoy continued reading the papers in front of him. 
 
    “Maybe I should call my father and at least ask him what he knows about the casino.” 
 
    He ticked his golden-brown eyes up to hers. “Can you keep the questions neutral? Don’t give away that anything’s wrong?” 
 
    “Like the fact my project inspector is missing and my personal assistant’s hand is sticking out of that cement? Yeah, I think I can keep that under wraps.” 
 
    His lips twisted, but she detected no trace of amusement in his very serious eyes. “Where is your father, if he’s not home at the ranch right now?” 
 
    Unwilling to answer his question, she paused mid-step and pulled out her phone. 
 
    After she brought the device to her ear, she counted the number of rings before it went to voicemail. She tried calling a second time, but to no avail. She didn’t leave a voice message either time. 
 
    With a huff, she set off again, two strides spanning the front of the desk, pivot, and two back. 
 
    McCoy’s deep voice broke over her. “He didn’t answer, I take it.” 
 
    “No. He’s…” She compressed her lips, debating whether or not to tell him and risk him giving her that look—the one he’d given her when he threw that personal chef line in her face. 
 
    Bracing her hands on the desk, she leaned over to meet his gaze. “He’s on his honeymoon with Lyssa, his fourth wife. The one I used to babysit.” 
 
    His hunky lips twisted and this time amusement did light those gorgeous brown eyes. 
 
    “I kinda hate you right now,” she muttered. 
 
    “You don’t even know me.” 
 
    She pushed off the desk, straightening with as much composure as she could muster when her life was in danger and her father was on an island with a girl who used to beg Genessa to get out the Play-Doh. 
 
    “I wasn’t talking to you. I meant that line for my father. Who didn’t answer my call.” 
 
    “Wanna talk about it?” 
 
    “Do you play therapist in addition to bodyguard?” 
 
    “No, but I’m a good listener.” 
 
    She whirled on him. “Look. I don’t have daddy issues. I mean…I do, but they don’t result in me making questionable dating choices like they tell you in all those blogs.” 
 
    “I know. We haven’t found a single guy linked to you.” McCoy’s stare traveled over her face, leaving her feeling tipsy, like she’d drunk too much or been out in the sun too long. 
 
    “How exactly are you looking into my life? On that phone?” She made a grab for his device, but he covered it with one big hand. The long fingers were speckled with dark hair on each knuckle, and veins and sinew covered the back. 
 
    “I’ve gotta cover all my bases, Turner. A pissed-off lover is just as dangerous as any mobster. And since I haven’t found anybody, and my sources haven’t yet either, I can only believe that you don’t have a man in your life.” 
 
    She narrowed her eyes on him, daring him to say it. 
 
    “But maybe there’s a woman?” 
 
    Shoving off the desk again, she rolled her head to stare at the ceiling and prayed for patience. “Why do men think that if a woman doesn’t have a slew of men in her life that she must be a lesbian? Not that I’m against that life, but I’m totally straight! Or is this because I’m a strong woman?” 
 
    When she dropped her gaze from the ceiling, she found McCoy checking her out. Looking at her body. 
 
    “Typical guy.” She meant more than the lesbian remark. “I just haven’t found anyone worth dating. Not that my father wouldn’t have tried to run them off anyway.” 
 
    All at once, the adrenaline spike she’d been running on like other CEOs ran on coffee and cocaine, dropped. Her shoulders slumped and she moved away from the desk, from McCoy’s too-direct stare, and collapsed on the faux leather sofa. 
 
    She rested her head against the curved back and closed her eyes just for a minute. 
 
    When she opened them again, she was lying down, curled up under a blanket. 
 
    She threw a wild look around the room to see McCoy standing at the window, his back to her. He seemed deep in thought. 
 
    Pushing into a sitting position, she darted a look at the clock on the bookcase behind the desk. When she saw the time, she shot to her feet. 
 
    Only then did she realize she no longer wore boots, only her socks. 
 
    McCoy swung from the window. “You’re awake.” 
 
    “How the hell did I fall asleep? And for a full eight hours? I know you didn’t drug me—I didn’t drink or eat anything.” When she’d placed that call to her father, the time had been eleven p.m. Now it was seven in the morning. 
 
    She had to admit she’d needed the sleep. She felt great, too—well-rested and energized even if she was more than a little embarrassed that she’d passed out on McCoy and never even woke when he laid her down, covered her in a blanket and took off her boots. 
 
    Did her feet smell? God, she hoped not. 
 
    What do I care? He deserves to smell stinky feet for his audacity—and for not waking me up. 
 
    He drifted in a slow saunter away from the window. When he stopped in front of her, she realized just how tall he was. Being tall herself, she typically looked straight at men or down on them. But she actually had to tilt her head back to meet his eyes. 
 
    “Turner, why would I drug you? You’re being paranoid. If I had to guess, you didn’t sleep well the night before knowing people were dying around you and you might be next.” 
 
    “Did you have to remind me of that?” 
 
    “You know the answer to that. Now get cleaned up. We have enough time to grab a bite to eat on the way to the bank.” He plucked up the shotgun he’d leaned against the front of the desk. 
 
    “Why do you need a gun to go to the bank? I thought I paid for a cop-turned-bodyguard, not a robber.” 
 
    Reaching the door with those long legs, he chuckled and cast a look over his shoulder. “The gun’s a safety measure. We’re going to swing through the drive-thru and get a McMuffin. Then we’re going to check out that safe deposit box. Using the key, not force.” 
 
    She waited until he opened the door before calling out, “You’re kidding about the McMuffin, right?” 
 
    His deep laugh echoed back to her. 
 
    Genessa ran her fingers through her hair, which felt tangled and messy. She must look a sight after sleeping hard all night long. And just how did McCoy appear to be as fresh as he had been up on that stage the night before? Freaking men always had it so good when it came those things. 
 
    She grabbed her boots and headed to her bedroom for a quick refresh. If she was going to go on the run with a hunky bodyguard, she wasn’t doing it in yesterday’s rumpled clothes. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    McCoy stood at the refrigerator drinking straight out of the orange juice jug when a small shriek sounded from behind him. 
 
    Thinking Genessa had walked in, he turned with a ready response on his lips. 
 
    Only it wasn’t the construction queen. 
 
    A small woman stood there, eyes round as she watched him twist the cap back onto the juice bottle and place it back in the fridge. 
 
    “This’ll be our little secret, okay?” He offered her a smile. 
 
    She blinked. After several seconds ticked by, she gave him a nod. “Who are you?” 
 
    “Friend of Genessa’s. You must be the cook.” 
 
    “Personal chef.” 
 
    “Sorry, I come from a ranch with a bunkhouse where one of the guys fancies himself good at fryin’ up some potatoes and eggs for breakfast. We don’t see much cuisine.” 
 
    As if suddenly unbolted from the expensive and probably imported tile floor, she moved across the spacious kitchen. 
 
    “Can I prepare you breakfast?” 
 
    “Uh. Sounds good, but we’re kinda in a hurry this morning. I’m just waiting on Genessa to get outta the shower.” 
 
    She tried not to give any outward appearance of surprise, but McCoy was damn observant and noted the slight upward wing of one eyebrow. If he needed proof that Genessa didn’t have a controlling or jealous lover after her, he had it. Judging by the chef’s reaction to a strange man being in her kitchen, she didn’t see this every day. 
 
    “Are you sure I can’t fix you something to eat? A crepe and fresh berries with cream?” She pulled out a cutting board. 
 
    He held up a hand to stop her. “We’re gonna hit the drive-thru for a McMuffin. But thanks anyway. I’ll just go see what’s keeping Genessa.” He started for the door just as the woman he was waiting for walked in. 
 
    She wore jeans and a plain white blouse, the buttons stretched across the fullest part of her chest. He scraped his gaze over her, from the thick hair she’d pulled back into a ponytail at her nape to the thousand-dollar cowgirl boots. 
 
    She looked between him and the chef and back to him. She opened her eyes wide like one of those mommas who could stop a naughty child with a single look. 
 
    Then she rushed to the chef. McCoy locked his gaze on those long legs, thinking of how easy it would be to wrap them around his waist. 
 
    “Rita,” Genessa breezed out. “Good morning. You can take the day off. I’ll be out for the day and won’t be needing you.” She stepped in front of the woman and said something to her in a quiet tone he couldn’t quite make out. 
 
    Rita nodded in response, and Genessa hurried back to McCoy’s side. “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Been ready. I never slept, remember?” 
 
    Genessa made a choked sound and strode past him, grabbing his forearm and towing him behind her. 
 
    Over his shoulder, he threw a wink at the chef. 
 
    Genessa’s nails bit into his flesh. “What did you just do to my chef? Tell me you didn’t just grin at her.” 
 
    “I didn’t grin. I winked.” 
 
    “Oh my god.” She walked faster, pulling him along in her wake. He could yank free of her anytime he wanted, but he’d learned early on in this work that the ward needed to feel in control of as much as they could. 
 
    She continued right out the door, picking up speed, practically leaping off the porch steps to the sidewalk. 
 
    Her boots thumped hard with every step. 
 
    Finally, he’d had enough. Placing his hand over hers, he jerked her to a halt. She narrowed her eyes at him. 
 
    The depths weren’t only blue like he originally thought—there was an even darker outer rim around each iris. 
 
    “I don’t appreciate you scandalizing my employee! Or letting me sleep last night!” 
 
    “I didn’t realize your employee could be so easily scandalized. Pardon me.” He lifted his hand to go for his hat out of habit, remembering too late he didn’t have it on. Until the past twelve hours, he didn’t realize how much of a part of him the hat had become. It was a way to gesture. Thumbing the brim helped him think. The white WEST Protection Stetson was an extension of who he was. 
 
    “And excuse me for letting my ward rest when she clearly needed it.” 
 
    “Your—” she broke off. 
 
    “That’s right. You’re my ward. And I’ve changed my mind about you going into that bank with me. I’ve called for backup, and you’ll stay with another guard while I visit the bank.” 
 
    She opened her mouth to protest, but he cut in. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll still get you that McMuffin.” 
 
    “Argh! I don’t give a fucking damn about food, McCoy! If you think you’re going into that bank without me, you’re wrong. Now let’s get this over with.” 
 
    When she whirled and took off at a fast clip to her car, he watched her. It wasn’t until he realized his head tilted of its own accord to get a better view of her swishing hips that he strode after her. 
 
    With a defiant tip of her head, she got behind the wheel and started the engine. He slid into the passenger seat and took out his phone. 
 
    He was deeply engrossed in a group chat involving his boss Ross, and two of the Wynton brothers about his next move. Suddenly, he realized they weren’t moving and Genessa was staring at him. 
 
    “You know the way to the bank in Stone Pass.” 
 
    She jammed the car into gear and tossed her head. “Of course I do. But how do you know that key fits a box in the Stone Pass bank?” 
 
    He finished shooting off a text reply before responding to her. “Because the number on the key matches the bank’s records.” 
 
    Her head snapped around. “How do you know that?” 
 
    “I’m in the business of finding information. I even know your boot size.” 
 
    She stomped her small boot on the gas, roaring down the winding, paved drive leading from the remote ranch to the main road. Even the trees lining the sides were perfect, planted at the same time and pruned to be the same height and shape. 
 
    Giving a rough laugh, she said, “Not that difficult to find out when you took them off me last night.” 
 
    He texted an estimated time of arrival they’d make it to the Stone Pass bank and received one in return, stating that Landon would be standing in as Genessa’s bodyguard while McCoy checked out the safety deposit box. 
 
    When they reached the main road, she peeled out in a screech of tires. 
 
    He glanced up at her profile. Her jaw was set. Lips pouted. 
 
    “Are you getting hangry too? I’m starting to get to that point myself,” he drawled. 
 
    “No, I am not hangry.” She bit off each word as if they were rival businesses to crush. She glanced at his hand. “Why are you on your phone nonstop?” 
 
    “I’m communicating with my team. I just told them you were driving like a lunatic.” 
 
    She whipped her head and pierced him in a steaming glare. “Look, we’re partners on this case. I expect to be given a blow-by-blow of every move.” 
 
    He settled into the leather seat, phone resting on his knee. “Some wards just want to stick their heads in the sand while we handle the threats.” 
 
    “I’m not like that.” 
 
    He studied her for a beat before giving a nod. “Clearly. So, the next move is that Landon Trace will be taking my position as your bodyguard as soon as we reach the bank.” 
 
    “What does that mean? Why is he stepping in?” 
 
    They were already a quarter of the way to Stone Pass, she was driving so fast. 
 
    “Because I don’t want anybody to see you entering the bank. In case the Donellis have men watching. We’ll park in a secluded place and Landon will get in with you while I go inside.” 
 
    She was shaking her head. With each wag, the speedometer crept up another mile per hour. He looked up in time to see the cluster of trees where cops regularly hid to run speed checks. 
 
    “I am going into that bank,” she said in a stiff voice. “It’s my father’s box and my father’s key.” 
 
    Sure enough, a squad car was concealed by the trees. As soon as they whizzed by, the trooper flipped on the lights and pulled out. 
 
    “That cop just clocked you going seventy in a fifty-five zone,” McCoy announced. 
 
    “What?” She glanced in the rearview and thirty cuss words streamed out of her pretty, pouty lips. She pumped the brakes and pulled off to the side, swearing the entire time. 
 
    “Goddamn fucking shit hell,” she went on. 
 
    “Lady, you got a beautiful mouth on you, you know that?” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “I work with men all day. What do you expect? Make yourself useful and reach into the glove compartment and grab the registration and insurance.” 
 
    Biting back a smile, he located the papers just as the trooper got out of his car. A glance in the side mirror had that smile breaking free. 
 
    “This is gonna be interesting,” he said. 
 
    “What do you mean? Why?” Genessa didn’t get to ask more because Trooper Lexis tapped on her window, indicating she should roll it down. 
 
    She pressed a button and slapped a smile on her face. “Trooper.” 
 
    He bent to peer into the car at McCoy. 
 
    “Clay,” McCoy greeted his buddy who owed him big time. 
 
    “Caleb.” Clay Lexis flashed a grin at him before shifting his attention to Genessa. 
 
    “You two know each other, I see. I’ll introduce myself.” She handed Lexis her driver’s license. 
 
    Lexis took it from her but didn’t look at it. “I expected to hear from you after that auction last night. How’d you make out?” 
 
    Genessa’s head swung between them, absorbing their discussion. 
 
    McCoy tipped his head toward her. “Pretty well, as you can see.” 
 
    “Oh.” Understanding dawned on Lexis. “Oh! Yeah! I can see that. Good for you.” He passed the license back to Genessa. “Watch your speed. And enjoy your time with my buddy Caleb here.” Without another word, Lexis walked away and returned to his car. 
 
    Genessa sat there unmoving for a minute. “Care to tell me what that was about, Caleb?” 
 
    “You just met Trooper Lexis. You knew his name was Clay. I thought you would have picked up on that when I said his name.” 
 
    “Dammit.” She plastered her hand over her face. “I forgot about that. And just how was I supposed to keep it straight after you told me you weren’t a cop or Trooper Lexis?” 
 
    He chuckled. “Forget it. Just get us to the bank. I want to be there when they open.” 
 
    She gripped the wheel, checked the mirrors and then pulled onto the road again. “This may be an odd question, but why don’t you want to drive?” 
 
    “I need both hands to shoot.” 
 
    She swerved over the line and nearly ran into the soft shoulder just short of the ditch. “Shoot? What on earth are you shooting at? You didn’t even bring the shotgun.” 
 
    He grunted. “I’ve got my sidearm at all times, sweetheart. I just wanted something with a bit more kick to protect you in your home. In case it came to that.” 
 
    “Dear God. I must be working with the lowest-paid man in the company.” She didn’t even try to mutter that insult under her breath. 
 
    Unfazed by her insults, he settled in for the ride and took out his phone again. 
 
    Several minutes later, they reached the small town of Stone Pass. The quaint main street typically bustled with tourists and locals out running errands for the day. 
 
    “Don’t take the main street. Turn right and drive a few blocks. Park along the street.” 
 
    She stiffened, spine as straight as the seat back. “You’re really not planning on letting me go in there with you.” 
 
    “I’m really not.” 
 
    She hit a button and her car parallel parked itself. Then she pinned him with a look. “I’m going.” 
 
    “No, you’re not.” 
 
    “You need me.” 
 
    “You’re my ward, and you’ll do what I tell you.” 
 
    She held up the key. “Pretty sure you need this to get in.” 
 
    He eyed her. “You know I’m bigger than you.” 
 
    Her stare dipped over his chest and rode along his shoulders before she lifted it again. “Yeah.” 
 
    “And meaner.” 
 
    She cocked her head. “I bring grown men to their knees in the boardroom. Do you really think you’re meaner?” 
 
    “I can take that key from you before you even know what’s coming.” Leaning over the console, he jutted his head toward her. 
 
    “Oh yes. Using your strength to wrestle a teeny tiny key out of a woman’s hand is going to earn you a ton of man points. Try something else, McCoy.” 
 
    He leaned closer. “All right, Turner. How about a game of rock, paper, scissors for the key?” 
 
    She gave him a flat look. “I expected more from a big tough guy like you. But fine.” She clenched her fist. 
 
    He had no idea why he was letting her challenge him this way. He had controlled every situation in his life since his Marine days. Then as a cop, he always had a grip. Only once had he ever been tricked into believing something wasn’t as it seemed. It turned out to be the worst mistake of his life, but he’d learned a hard lesson and reinforced his resolve to never let somebody get the upper hand again. 
 
    Now here he was losing at a child’s game with his own ward. 
 
    She’d thrown up paper twice. Guessing she’d try it a third time, he spread two fingers in the scissors shape. 
 
    She curled her fist into a rock. “Aha! Got ya.” She slapped his scissored fingers with her fist. “Thanks for the fun.” She reached for the door handle. 
 
    He grabbed her arm, holding her in place. “If you insist on going in there with me, we’re waiting for Landon.” 
 
    She cast a look in the side mirror. “He wouldn’t be over six feet tall and wearing a white Stetson, would he?” 
 
    McCoy groaned. “That’d be him. This is a bad idea, Turner.” 
 
    She jumped out and he hurried to follow. As soon as Landon approached, McCoy called, “You have any duct tape on you?” 
 
    Landon held his arms out at his sides. “Not on me. Why?” 
 
    “I was thinking of duct taping Turner here and locking her in the trunk while I pay a visit to the bank.” 
 
    She stepped up next to him, challenge oozing off her. “Try it, McCoy.” 
 
    Landon’s gaze bounced between them, eyes creased at the corners with amusement. “I take it the plan’s changed?” 
 
    “Yes,” he growled, taking off up the sidewalk. They followed, and he heard Genessa and Landon exchanging pleasant introductions. When the bank came into view, he drew Landon aside. 
 
    “Wait here. Be on your toes. If you see anybody suspicious, neutralize the threat until I can get her out of the bank.” 
 
    “Copy that.” 
 
    McCoy took Genessa’s arm. “Try to act natural.” 
 
    “I’m not the one grinding my teeth like a hippopotamus chewing cud. But okay.” Her sweet-as-honey tone might have made him laugh if she weren’t pissing him off so much. 
 
    Getting through the security to reach the safe deposit box was easy. Hearing how the bank officer referred to her as “sugar,” however, had McCoy on edge. Then the guard blatantly checked out her ass as they entered the room. 
 
    If she noticed, she didn’t let on. But by the time they were left alone in the vault filled with tiny boxes and the key Genessa still held tight, McCoy felt like punching somebody’s teeth in. 
 
    She rushed to stand in front of the box matching the number on the key. “This is it!” 
 
    He blew air through his nostrils. “You didn’t notice how those guys treated you?” 
 
    She blinked at him. 
 
    “What year is this? 1965?” he went on. “They were checking you out and calling you pet names like you’re an object.” 
 
    Her jaw dropped. “You’re defending my honor? Aww, bless your heart. Let’s unlock that box and see what’s inside.” 
 
    She was right. What was he dwelling on superficial issues for? She had the Donellis after her and he had a feeling this locked box had some answers as to why. 
 
    But he wouldn’t be calling her sweetheart again. 
 
    She used the key to open it. He plucked the box out of its space. They both leaned over the table to stare at the contents. 
 
    A folded paper rested on top of stack after stacks of cash. She didn’t bat an eye at the discovery. No doubt her father tossed his cash into the air and swam through it on a nightly basis. 
 
    She held up the sheet in front of her face. “This a financial record and a list of construction jobs.” 
 
    He scooped up the cash and set it aside so he could collect the other items in the bottom—a flash drive and a burn phone. 
 
    Her eyes jerked to his. 
 
    “Take it all,” he said. 
 
    “Should we be doing that?” 
 
    “Definitely.” He closed the box and pocketed the key. Then he shoved the thick bundles of cash inside his shirt and the burner and flash drive in his front pocket. He connected with the feel of his weapon along his spine, a solid comfort that he could protect Genessa even while carrying all these questionable belongings. 
 
    The security guard was waiting at the opening to see them out. McCoy placed a hand on her spine to steer her faster. Catching on to what his touch meant, she lengthened her strides. 
 
    Ten feet outside the bank exit, Landon appeared out of nowhere to fall into step with them. 
 
    “Anything odd?” McCoy asked him. 
 
    “Not that I saw. Unless you count an old lady tossing a beer can out of her car window when she drove by.” 
 
    “The old ladies are always the day drinkers.” With his hand still firmly planted on Genessa’s back, he led her back to the car. 
 
    Landon thumbed his hat in farewell and split off to return to his truck. 
 
    McCoy kept his eyes trained on the area as Genessa drove down the side street. When the silver car behind them took a right after they took a right, he said, “Turn left.” 
 
    She did and the car came with them. 
 
    “Get back onto the main highway leading out of Stone Pass. But don’t head back to your ranch—go east.” 
 
    “Okaaaay.” She gnawed on her lower lip, two-handing the wheel. “What’s going on, McCoy?” 
 
    “Drive faster.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “We’re being followed.” 
 
    Panic tightened her hands on the wheel and her knuckles whitened. “You’re fucking kidding me! Tell me you’re fucking kidding me.” 
 
    “Just do what I say. We’ll be fine.” 
 
    She whipped her head right and left, checking both side mirrors. “I’m lousy at taking orders, McCoy.” 
 
    “I’ve noticed. Guess you need to decide how bad you wanna live.” He reached for his weapon and rolled down the window in the same fluid move as the car closed in from behind. 
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    Something small and metallic slammed into the car. Then another and another. 
 
    Terror speared Genessa like someone had rammed a gigantic needle through her chest. 
 
    “They’re shooting at us!” 
 
    McCoy had already twisted in the seat, aimed his weapon out the open window and emptied his chamber on the car behind them. 
 
    He gave a rough grunt that turned her blood to ice. 
 
    “Oh my god, are you hit?” 
 
    “No, but I’m going to drive.” 
 
    She glanced in the rearview mirror to see the car on their tail swerve off the roadway and then back on in a cloud of smoke and dust. 
 
    “You hit their car?” Her sweaty palms were slick on the leather wheel. 
 
    “Got a tire. That doesn’t mean they still won’t pursue us. Let me behind the wheel.” He shifted a hip over the center console. 
 
    Genessa threw him a wild look. “Are you insane? I can’t pull over with them shooting at us!” 
 
    “We’re not pulling over. Do what I say!” He gripped the wheel just above her hand. “Slide under me.” 
 
    “This cannot be happening! I’m boring. I get up at six every morning to do yoga and drink coffee. I read for an hour before bed and am dead asleep by eleven. I have a good memory too, did I mention that? I can remember a lot of details about people that others wouldn’t. For instance, my assistant only mentioned wanting an Apple watch in passing one time. So when I got it for her birthday, she was so…surprised. And sweet about it.” 
 
    “That was real nice of you,” he said. 
 
    She continued in a rush, “I remember everything about business colleagues too. It’s helped position Turner better against other companies.” 
 
    “Take your foot off the gas, Turner. Good. Now slowly ease toward the console. What do you read?” 
 
    Why was he asking about her preference in books? “Uhh…I like historical accountings.” 
 
    “Not thrillers? Crime stories?” He slipped his big leg across her body and planted it near the driver’s door. 
 
    She squeezed her hips between his ass and the console. Another bullet crashed into the back windshield, shattering it. 
 
    “Move!” he ordered, and she threw herself into the passenger seat. Before she could get her bearings, McCoy jammed the pedal to the floor, rocketing them down the road. 
 
    After a few seconds, he asked, “Did you know this car had this much speed?” 
 
    How could he sound so casual when they were being chased? 
 
    She glanced in the side mirror to gauge the gap between their vehicles. “They can’t keep up with that blown tire! But go faster, McCoy!” 
 
    The man could drive. He could shoot. He knew how to save her from a dangerous threat. 
 
    And still she was distracted by the way her hips had brushed against his when he slid into the driver’s seat. 
 
    He held his gun out to her. “Take this.” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    “Just in case we cross paths with another pursuer. Tell me you can at least shoot a gun, Turner.” 
 
    She snapped up the weapon. “I grew up in Montana.” 
 
    “That wasn’t a yes.” 
 
    “I can shoot.” 
 
    “Good, because you’re going to be put to the test. We’re about to pass a side road. If that car sitting there pulls out and starts shooting at us, you’re going to aim for their grill. Got it?” 
 
    “Oh. My. God. I’m not ready for this.” She wanted to squeeze her eyes shut as they approached the side road. Sure enough, a car was sitting there. “That car looks out of place, doesn’t it? Like it’s a rental or—” 
 
    “Duck!” His palm hit the back of her head and he thrust her head down just as bullets blasted through the open window. She screamed. His fingers clenched in her hair, and he gunned the car even faster. 
 
    He yanked his hand away. “Sit up and shoot, Turner. Make it count.” 
 
    With a whimper, she twisted in the seat the same way she’d seen him do before. Took aim. Fired. Her bullet struck something, but she couldn’t tell what until smoke started pouring from the other car. 
 
    “Yessss!” He laid on the gas, taking back roads at crazy speeds. “You did it.” 
 
    A shiver rolled through her. “Of course, I did. I told you I can shoot.” 
 
    His warm eyes landed on hers. “Good work.” 
 
    “What next? We can go back to the ranch and get more weapons.” 
 
    “No. The ranch is off limits. I know a place.” Without saying more, he took one of the narrow mountain passes that spiraled upward. In winter, this road would be impossible to drive with snow and ice making it treacherous. But in spring, the path was thrown into deep green shadow from the thick tree cover. 
 
    She still gripped the pistol, and her heart refused to slow. “Who…w-were those guys? The Donellis?” 
 
    “Or someone sent by them. They won’t reach us here. We’ll regroup. I’ll get backup from my team.” He grated out a noise. “I never should have taken you to that bank. Or put you in this situation at all. Fuck! It was against my better judgment, and I could have gotten you killed.” 
 
    She stared at his profile, his hardened expression. His jaw was set so firmly that a tendon leaped in the crease, pulsing under the dark scruff of beard. 
 
    Was that beard scruff rough or soft? She gripped the gun harder until her fingers began to ache. 
 
    “Where are we going?” Her voice was quiet. 
 
    His voice came out grittier than ever. “My boss’s family has a hunting lodge. Few people know about it, and we’ll be safe there while I figure out what to do.” 
 
    She started to ask if he was okay, but his phone buzzed. When he pressed speakerphone, a man’s voice projected into the vehicle. 
 
    “McCoy, where the fuck are you?” 
 
    “Landon. I’m sorry to cut and run, man. Did you see what happened?” 
 
    “I saw you shoot out that tire.” 
 
    “You tailed me?” 
 
    “I had a gut feeling that this wasn’t going to be an easy in-and-out like you thought. But by the time I made the decision to follow, I was behind the guys who were shooting at you.” 
 
    “So you got a license plate.” 
 
    “Damn straight I did,” Landon growled. “Next time you drag me into one of your jobs, let me do mine. I won’t stand for being half-ass backup. Got it?” 
 
    “I got that you’re pissed, and I feel bad about that. We’re just about to the hunting cabin now. Meet us there when you can.” McCoy ended the call without waiting for a response and dropped his phone into his lap. 
 
    The trees thinned, and Genessa leaned forward to make out bits of a wooden cabin standing in a small clearing. 
 
    McCoy pulled into a short, graveled spot and cut the engine. He didn’t immediately release his hold on the wheel or move. Then he lifted a hand toward his head again. 
 
    “Wish I had my damn hat,” he muttered and got out. 
 
    She attempted to stand too, but her knees were shaking so badly that she had to sit down again. 
 
    Long, firm, denim-clad legs blocked her vision. “Hell, Turner. You okay?” 
 
    Her head swiveled. “I’m always okay.” When she walked into that auction, she’d been the one in control. She’d gone from in charge to losing her shit. 
 
    “Maybe not this time. Who could blame you after what I just put you through,” he mumbled. “Let me help you.” He took the weapon out of her hand. She didn’t see what he did with it, but she suspected he tucked it into his waistband. Long fingers encircled her upper arms and he slowly eased her out. 
 
    Trembling, she clutched his shirt. “I hate being weak.” 
 
    “You’re not weak. You’re in shock. Can you make it inside?” He eased a strong arm around her middle. She leaned into his side and they made their way to the front of the small, quaint cabin. 
 
    Her mind made another slow loop and next thing she knew, she was seated in a leather armchair in front of a fireplace. Golden-brown eyes loomed in front of her face. McCoy wrapped a thick blanket around her shoulders. 
 
    “Rest a minute while I look around. You’re safe, Turner.” 
 
    Safe. The word was one she’d taken for granted her entire life. She had topnotch security systems and lived a relatively sheltered life, one of the best that money could buy. 
 
    McCoy crouched in front of her again. The weight of his hand on her knee and the expression in his eyes made her feel safer than any alarm systems ever could. 
 
    “Can I make you some tea?” His question, totally unrelated to bullets and high-speed chases, struck her as funny. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    Concern pinched his brow. “Turner?” 
 
    She tossed her head back on a laugh. “You play butler too? You are money well spent, Caleb McCoy.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    McCoy had been dying to put his hands on her since the first minute he set eyes on her. Add in all that happened and a damn strong urge to protect her, and he couldn’t put the brakes on if he tried. 
 
    He locked a hand around her nape and pulled her down into his kiss. 
 
    Crushing his mouth over hers, he relished how her breath quickened, how she smelled like expensive shampoo straight out of the tropics…and how his body reacted to kissing a woman again. 
 
    After all this time. Years. He’d given up on women when he came home early from the night shift to surprise his fiancée…and caught her in bed with his beat partner. 
 
    While he angled his mouth across Genessa’s, he didn’t think about any of that, though. She let out a little whimper and pressed upward, into the caress. Under his fingers, her hair was thick and warm. His head spun with visions of wrapping all that hair in his fist and showing her just how much he wasn’t joking about being the dom in the relationship. 
 
    With a harsh growl, he deepened the caress, slipping his tongue between her lips and driving things even more out of control. She grabbed on to his shoulders and scooted to the edge of the chair, her knees against his torso as he ravished her sweet, tempting mouth. 
 
    A voice in the back of his head told him to stop. 
 
    He couldn’t stop. 
 
    He had to stop. 
 
    Stop. 
 
    He forced himself to untangle his fingers from her hair and then managed to tear his mouth from hers. 
 
    She stared at him, breath coming in short gasps. 
 
    At least she was no longer shaking. Too bad he was—with anger. Aimed at himself. 
 
    What the hell was wrong with him? He’d lost his head once before, when he saw his fellow cop and friend of two years banging his fiancée in their bed. He’d seen red and next thing he knew, he was pounding his fists into his partner’s face. 
 
    That resulted in him being let go from the police force. After that, he swore to himself that he’d never make another snap decision. 
 
    Why had he done it today? 
 
    Because his attraction to the beautiful, confident CEO had tipped the scales, throwing him off-balance. 
 
    He opened his mouth to apologize, but the knock at the door had both of them whipping their heads toward the front of the cabin. 
 
    He shot across the room. Hand on the weapon along his spine, he cast a glance out the small window overlooking the porch and yard. 
 
    Relief hit him when he saw the two people standing there. 
 
    As soon as he let them in, his coworker Corrine walked right up and threw her arms around him. She hugged him tight, surprising him with this uncharacteristic display of affection. Taken aback, he could only give her an awkward pat in return. 
 
    Corrine pulled away and crossed the room to Genessa. He tried to make out what she said to his ward, but Landon’s glower was too dark to ignore. 
 
    “What the hell, bro? We’re a team. You didn’t even call me for assistance.” Landon glared from under the brim of his white Stetson. 
 
    “Wasn’t time. We barely got away from both of those shooters.” 
 
    He didn’t respond for a long moment but nodded at last. “Glad you came out of it all right. I got off a few shots as well, but your bullet was what stopped them. What happened after I lost you?” He twisted to look at Genessa. Corrine sat on the sofa opposite her, asking her questions, which Genessa answered in quiet tones. 
 
    He scrubbed a hand over his face. “You don’t want to know.” 
 
    “I was afraid of that. How’s she doing?” 
 
    “She’s in shock. But hopefully I can help her calm down while I form a plan.” 
 
    “Already done for you. I talked to Ross. His orders are to hold up here. We’ve got people at that construction site right now.” 
 
    “People,” he repeated. “Police?” 
 
    “FBI. You use the name Donelli and a lot of people sit up and take notice. WEST is going to handle this, and your job is to keep your ward alive. What did you find in that bank, anyway?” 
 
    He sliced his fingers through his hair, regretting that he wasn’t wearing his hat for the tenth time in as many hours. “A finance report with Donelli’s name included and some cash. Also, a burn phone and a flash drive. Did you or Corrine happen to bring a laptop? I’d like to take a look at what’s on the flash drive.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t put it past Corrine to have shoved one into that big purse she carries. You know her. She heard what was going on and kicked into Wynton gear.” 
 
    “So basically, superhero mode.” 
 
    “You got it.” 
 
    They both swung to look at her. She wore a smile and had managed to put one on Genessa’s face too. 
 
    McCoy reached into his pocket and pulled out the phone and flash drive. The cash and report were still stuffed in his shirt, itchy against his skin. When he handed these over to Landon, he stared at the items. 
 
    “I’ll take everything but the burner. You keep that, in case Genessa needs to answer it.” 
 
    He gave a nod and passed him the items. 
 
    Landon glanced at Corrine. “Looks like our work here is done for now. Corrine?” 
 
    She looked up and then patted Genessa on the arm. She walked over to McCoy and Landon. “I need to get back to the office. I’ve been busy with the new hires.” 
 
    He jolted in surprise. “I didn’t hear about any new hires.” 
 
    “Yup. Ross recruited three brothers by the name of Abel. Actually, there are more brothers than that, but we got three of them—for now. I’ve been drafting contracts all morning.” 
 
    “Who are these guys? Former military? Ex-cops?” McCoy asked. 
 
    Corrine shook her head. “They ran their own security company for a time, but they recently closed their doors.” 
 
    “Any idea why?” He glanced over her shoulder at Genessa. She might be listening to their conversation or lost in her own thoughts. It was hard to tell. 
 
    Corrine broke into his musings. “It’s a long story. Let’s just say they’re good at digging up the dirt that nobody else wants to. A huge asset to us. But you’ve got plenty to do so I’ll save it for another time. Oh! One more thing.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out her phone. She tapped the screen and a second later, his buzzed with a text. 
 
    He looked at what she’d sent. “What’s the pin on the map?” 
 
    She thumped him on the shoulder. “The pin will take you to a new place to stay, equally as remote as this, but trust me, your ward will feel much more at home.” 
 
    Whatever that meant. He arched a brow. “And the numbers?” 
 
    “Key code for the lock.” She breezed to the door. “You can thank me and Michael later! Bye, McCoy. You’re in good hands, Genessa!” 
 
    Genessa started out of her seat, but it was too late. Corrine was already gone, with Landon striding after her. The door slammed behind them. 
 
    McCoy met Genessa’s stare. He wasn’t so sure Corrine was right to say Genessa was in good hands with him—not after the terrible choices he’d made. 
 
    He moved to the couch. As soon as he sank to the leather cushion, his gaze met Genessa’s. 
 
    “I owe you an apology.” 
 
    She gaped at him. “You saved my life.” 
 
    “I should never have let you go into that bank. I should have known someone might be keeping an eye on you. And I never should have left it to you to fire at your pursuers.” 
 
    “McCoy…you did what had to be done. You got me out of there alive. Stop blaming yourself for things that don’t matter to the bigger picture.” 
 
    He studied her beautiful face. He had one more thing to apologize for. “About that kiss…” 
 
    She drew a quick breath. Her soft lips parted on an exhale, and she dropped her gaze to her hands in her lap. “That was the heat of the moment.” 
 
    “Exactly. It won’t happen again.” 
 
    Even as he spoke the words, he felt the sharp pain of loss. Like she’d been made for him to kiss her, and shutting off how good it felt would be like carving out a chunk of himself. 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Well, things were officially on the downslide. If her life were a business graph, she’d see a sinking trend, a red line dipping at sharp angles to rock bottom. 
 
    Two of her employees were dead. She’d learned her father kept secrets from her, she didn’t even want to think about what they might lead to, and she’d lost her mind and kissed her…bodyguard? 
 
    Yes. Caleb McCoy was guarding her body. No, no, she meant watching over it. 
 
    Making sure I don’t die. 
 
    But, oh, that kiss had held all the thrills a woman craved. It was soft and feathery and deep, with the perfect pressure applied to her lips. And his hand in her hair had made her panties flood with desire as much as the kiss had. 
 
    She didn’t need a man. But she loved the thought of one being in control. With her. In bed. 
 
    A little shudder of need ripped through her. 
 
    Throwing a look at him standing in a stiff pose halfway across the cabin, she fought to get a grip on the emotions that had been scattered on a frightening blast of danger and reeled back from the four corners in one press of hard, manly bodyguard lips. 
 
    Suddenly, he pivoted to look at her. 
 
    “How do you feel about getting back in the car?” he asked her. 
 
    She got up and took a moment to fold the blanket he’d draped over her shoulders in her low mental state. She laid it over the back of the sofa and walked up to face McCoy. “Let’s go.” 
 
    He arched a brow at her. “You don’t even know where we’re going. You trust me that much? Even after…” 
 
    “After what?” She searched his eyes. but he ducked his head and headed to the door, stopping her from seeing what he was thinking. 
 
    A mere ten minutes later, he pulled up in front of a new cabin. 
 
    He blew out a low breath. “Holy hell. This is unexpected, to say the least. I didn’t even know places like this existed in the more remote areas of Montana.” 
 
    This wasn’t anything like the hunting cabin. It was pure luxury, from shingled peak to stone base. 
 
    “What is this place?” Genessa asked. 
 
    “Beats me. Corrine gave me the code to the locks and the location. I can see why she had me bring you here.” 
 
    The interior was equally as stunning as the exterior, with light wood tones and modern black-and-white décor throughout the space. The leather, wood and glass furniture could even be from the same store as the stuff at the Turner ranch. 
 
    Genessa walked through the grand entryway. “Does that friend of yours own this place?” 
 
    He gave an astounded shake of his head. “No clue, but it wouldn’t surprise me. She did say I’d thank her and Michael.” 
 
    “Who’s Michael?” She moved toward the light wood kitchen with black granite countertops. 
 
    “Corrine’s fiancé.” 
 
    She swung to meet his gaze. “Fiancé? I thought…” The way she hugged you, I thought you two might be involved. 
 
    She went on, “Well, forget what I thought. Let’s hope there’s food. We never got that McMuffin you promised me, McCoy.” 
 
    She went directly to the kitchen and started opening cupboards. 
 
    “I’ll fix us some food.” He nudged her gently toward the table set for four. 
 
    “I got this,” she argued. “You go do what bodyguards do.” 
 
    He gave a low chuckle that sent a new heat to her lower belly. “And what is that?” 
 
    She gave him a pointed look. “Check things out, of course. Let me know where the hot tub is.” 
 
    “I hate to burst your bubble, but there won’t be a hot tub.” 
 
    She pulled down a box of pancake mix. “A place like this? It’s definitely got a hot tub, McCoy.” 
 
    “Fine, I’ll go take a look.” 
 
    Leaving her puttering around the kitchen, he went to explore. 
 
    She sucked in a fortifying breath. Thank god he’d taken her hint and given her some space. She needed some room to breathe. When that man was around, it was proving hard to think straight. Since that hot, incredible kiss, her body had been screaming for more. 
 
    Though she needed food in her system, she couldn’t blame that quick thump of her heart on low blood sugar. She wanted more of Caleb’s kisses. 
 
     From the back of the cabin, she heard him let out a low whistle. Then he drawled out, “Dayummm.” 
 
    By the time she got some oil heated in the bottom of the skillet and poured in the batter, he was back. 
 
    “Did you find the hot tub?” she threw out. 
 
    “Nope. Found a garage with a muscle car, a newer model Harley and a souped-up truck. I can only guess those belong to Michael.” 
 
    She made a small humming noise to indicate she’d heard him and peered at the batter. The box said blueberry, but those little lumps didn’t resemble any berries she knew. 
 
    They started to bubble so she eased the spatula beneath one corner of the rather odd-shaped pancake she made. When she saw it was golden brown, she turned it over. 
 
    McCoy stood a few feet away, watching. 
 
    Caleb. She kept trying to attach a first name to the hard man, but so far, she’d failed. He’d gotten her out of that deadly situation with all the skill she could want and a few distracting questions to keep her talking. She knew he didn’t give a damn about what books she read—he was only trying to keep her mind off what was happening. 
 
    Their kiss had been short, but she still felt rattled by it. 
 
    The sizzle in the pan and the scent of pancakes wafting up from the cast iron skillet offered a degree of calm she never could have expected. 
 
    She tossed a look over her shoulder. McCoy came to lean on the counter, watching her closely. Too closely. His gaze seemed to scrape her in all the wrong spots. 
 
    Or the right ones. 
 
    “Pancakes smell great.” His quiet statement had her body tingling. 
 
    Avoiding eye contact, she flipped the finished cakes onto the plate. Three for him. Two for her. 
 
    “Did you take culinary classes in France?” he asked. 
 
    She snorted. “You have a problem with people having money?” 
 
    “Not at all.” He picked up the box and read it and then peeked into the pan. “Blueberry pancakes. Is that what those brown specks are?” 
 
    “Most likely they’re dehydrated sugar and oil.” 
 
    There it was again—the small tilt of his lips. 
 
    Taking a step closer to her, he rumbled, “Is there butter?” 
 
    Since when did butter sound so dirty? And since when did she fantasize about licking it off a man’s chiseled chest? And…other places? 
 
    “In the fridge,” she managed to say, even if her voice was breathy. 
 
    With those sure strides, he walked to the fridge and pulled out the plastic tub. He held it up. “You’ve seen butter in a tub before, right?” 
 
    “No. I thought it only came in a butter dish you buy from Bloomingdales.” 
 
    He blinked at her. 
 
    “Kidding. Take a joke, McCoy.” Her lips sputtered over the syllables of his name because since the moment he stepped into the kitchen, she began to see him as Caleb. Somehow, she was starting to link the rugged, simple name to the rugged, simple man. 
 
    His eyes gleamed. He carried the butter to the table and returned for their plates. But instead of the cabin, she was seeing him stripping off his clothes and washing in an icy mountain stream, cupping handfuls of water and tossing them over his face, neck, shoulders…droplets running down his carved chest all the way to his waist. 
 
    “Turner?” 
 
    She slashed her eyes to his. How long had she tuned out during her fantasy? 
 
    “Do you want maple syrup?” 
 
    “Uh. Sure.” 
 
    He grabbed some from the cupboard and set it on the table between them. Her gaze locked on the long index finger he looped in the plastic jug handle. And how the veins snaked upward to his roped forearms. 
 
    He took a seat and she plopped down, feeling hot and bothered and totally not herself. 
 
    This had to be more of that shock she’d experienced. She didn’t think about men this way—she didn’t even look at them this way. 
 
    When he took up his fork and cut into his pancake, she tracked each move as he brought the bite to his lips. Her insides tightened as he closed his mouth around the fluffy pancake and chewed. 
 
    “Mm. They’re good.” 
 
    She hurriedly clutched her fork and took a bite too. He was right—they weren’t bad. They weren’t light as air like Sandra made them and the blueberries weren’t fresh, plump, organic ones, but they’d do. 
 
    He eyed her. “I have to admit I’m surprised you know how to cook.” 
 
    “One of the chefs taught me. I spent a lot of time with her. She was always nice to me.” 
 
    “Well, she was diddling your father.” 
 
    She almost choked, but managed to swallow without disaster. With a hand to her chest, she spluttered, “How did you know that?” 
 
    His expression blanked. “Damn. I didn’t. I was just trying to lighten things up. You know, since you told me your father married the woman you used to babysit…” He trailed off, remorse in his eyes. 
 
    “Well, you’re right. I found out years later that the woman I thought was the chef was really his live-in side chick.” She forked up another bite just to have something to do. Could they hold even one conversation that wasn’t the equivalent of jumping from boulder to boulder across a lake of molten lava? 
 
    They ate the rest of their pancakes in silence. She finally set her fork down and reached for the syrup to put it away. But the ringtone on her phone stopped her. 
 
    McCoy scraped his chair back. “Don’t answer it yet. See who it is.” 
 
    She stared down at the screen. Her heart gave a little blip. “It’s my father.” 
 
    “You can’t answer it.” 
 
    She met Caleb’s gaze. “I need to talk to him. What we found in the bank—” 
 
    “Let it ring. Then call him back on this.” He produced the burn phone they’d taken from the safe deposit box. 
 
    She stared at the small device on his palm, her insides jumping. She tried to school her features so Caleb didn’t see her nerves, the same way she kept people she worked with from seeing how rattled she sometimes got. 
 
    “Why would I do that?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s a test. We need to find out if your father has some attachment to the Donellis.” 
 
    Her phone stopped ringing. “I still don’t understand why I can’t use my own phone.” 
 
    He jogged the device on his palm. “Turner. Trust me.” 
 
    She had to prove that she wasn’t only capable and smart but had the principles and integrity to run a clean company. She wasn’t stupid—she realized that WEST Protection doubted her innocence in all this and that they questioned whether or not to even allow McCoy to protect her. She had things to prove, and shying away from this wouldn’t look good. 
 
    She snatched the phone off his hand and punched the number with stiff fingers. The pancake sat like a chunk of lead in her stomach as she waited for her father to answer. 
 
    He just couldn’t know what the Donellis were all about. She didn’t want to even think about her father rubbing elbows with the men capable of burying people in cement. 
 
    Then why did he have that safe deposit box? And the financial records, the phone. The cash I can understand. But the flash drive? 
 
    Her father’s voice projected into her ear. McCoy gestured for her to put it on speaker, but she only narrowed her eyes at him. 
 
    “Who the hell is this?” her father demanded. 
 
    Her spine stiffened. “It’s Genessa.” 
 
    “No. It can’t be. You—” 
 
    McCoy had launched from his seat and wrenched the phone from her hand. She grappled for it, but he managed to put it on speaker. 
 
    Her father’s irate voice spilled into the room. “You ruined it, Genessa! You messed up everything. I raised you to stay out of things, and you do this? How did you find that key?” 
 
    “Uhh.” She had no response for these questions, and the dark anger creeping over McCoy’s face was stoppering her mouth anyway. 
 
    His chest heaved as her father went on and on, berating her relentlessly. She’d stopped listening to the words altogether, but it was clear McCoy hadn’t. 
 
    “The Donellis came to me to make a deal. They claim you refused to back down from that bidding war. Tell me why, Genessa,” her father demanded. 
 
    McCoy clenched his long fingers into a powerful fist. 
 
    Her brain engaged once more. “They asked you for a deal? I knew nothing about a deal. I was only doing what you taught me to do—I fought to win that bid and build the casino,” she bit off. 
 
    Her father groaned low in his throat. 
 
    She lurched to her feet. “Why would you even think to accept a deal from somebody in the mafia, Dad?” 
 
    “How do you think we managed to stay in business? How do you think I kept everyone alive? Can you say the same, daughter?” 
 
    The phone started to slip out of her hand, but McCoy grabbed for it. For a moment, she thought he might hurl it against the wall. Or make himself known by telling off her father. 
 
    It seemed her father knew about the inspector and Shiloh’s deaths. How could that be? How could he be so heartless as to ignore it? 
 
    “You should have told me all this, Dad.” Somehow, she infused all the strength required of a CEO into her tone. 
 
    “I didn’t think I needed to. Why do you think I chose you to take over?” he asked. 
 
    “Because I was qualified.” 
 
    “Because I thought you’d bend! Goddammit, you were supposed to bend, Genessa.” On that painful note, he hung up on her. 
 
    She gripped the table, head whirling. Her insides shook. 
 
    McCoy grabbed her by the shoulders and guided her down to the chair. 
 
    She stared up at him. “My father…isn’t…” She gulped. “He isn’t who I thought he was, Caleb.” 
 
    He closed his eyes. When he opened them again, they burned. “Your father doesn’t know your character at all. This is all my fault. I’ve been making every wrong move since the minute I met you. That’s gonna end right now. We’re going to make a plan, talk everything through, and then you’re going to rest.” 
 
    “I’m not tired. You already let me sleep too long, remember?” 
 
    Instead of that fire in his eyes dwindling, it flickered brighter. He took her by the hands and helped her to her feet again. “Come to the living room. We’re going to talk.” 
 
    She allowed him to pull her to her feet. But she didn’t know if she wanted to hear what he had to say. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Genessa stole peeks at the broad set of shoulders above a spine layered with muscle. She knew that because each time McCoy lifted his hand, the muscle beneath his shirt rippled. 
 
    She’d seen it highlighted by the stage lights too. And come to think of it, when he’d been leaning out the window shooting at their pursuers. 
 
    She rubbed her hands over her face. When she looked up again, he’d turned to stare at her. Her stomach gave a little leap at the expression in those eyes. Until this minute, she’d never noticed the pain that lived in the depths. 
 
    Or she hadn’t cared to look close enough before. 
 
    She got the feeling he was about to grill her for answers about her father’s relationship to the mafia, which she didn’t know a damn thing about and wasn’t prepared to acknowledge. Number one rule of the boardroom when you wanted to avoid answering something? Ask a question yourself. 
 
    “What’s your story, Caleb?” 
 
    “I told you who I am.” 
 
    “That’s not what I asked. I want to know more. Like why you keep lifting your hand to your forehead.” 
 
    His lips twitched. “I’m used to wearing a hat. Everyone in WEST Protection wears a white Stetson.” 
 
    That threw her for a little loop. Landon had been wearing one, but she didn’t realize they all did. Now that she knew, she pictured one on Caleb…and felt a thrill run through her. 
 
    “I see that now. My other question is about that look in your eyes.” 
 
    He stiffened. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I think you’ve seen some things. Maybe even done things you’re not proud of. Or…maybe someone hurt you.” Her words were met with a clear view of his broad shoulders and back again as he swung away from her, cutting off any chance to read his eyes. 
 
    “I have no idea what you’re talking about.” 
 
    “Like hell, but if you’re unwilling to talk about yourself, I’ll roll with it.” 
 
    He didn’t turn when he grumbled, “You swear a lot.” 
 
    “Fucking sue me. I’ve got a great lawyer.” She meant it to be a joke, and it worked. 
 
    A glint came into his eyes, and tension seemed to wind through his thick muscles. 
 
    Several heartbeats throbbed by. 
 
    His throat worked on a long swallow before he spoke. “I gave my team the things we found in the safe deposit box—other than the burn phone, as you know.” 
 
    She knitted her fingers together. “About that. Why did you want me to call my father on it?” 
 
    “To see how he’d react to a call from that number.” 
 
    “You knew he was involved with the Donellis.” 
 
    “I suspected.” 
 
    She bowed her head. “I can’t believe it. I hate being the last to know.” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    She snapped her gaze to his. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “You hit the nail on the head when you said someone hurt me.” 
 
    In business, she enjoyed being right. In this case, she felt sad. “I’m sorry to hear it, Caleb.” 
 
    He closed his eyes. When he opened them, they were burning even more. 
 
    “A girlfriend?” 
 
    “Fiancée.” 
 
    “She broke things off?” 
 
    “You could say she did, when I found her in bed with my beat partner.” 
 
    She sighed softly. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “You were right that I did things I wasn’t proud of too. I beat the hell out of the guy. Put him in the hospital. That got me kicked off the force.” 
 
    “Seems like he deserved what he got.” 
 
    She expected him to turn away from her again, but he crossed the space and settled in the chair across from her. Long seconds ticked by while neither spoke. Why did she feel a thickness in the air, a weight of something about to come? 
 
    “What’s next?” she asked. 
 
    “We lay low. Though I don’t call a place like this very low.” 
 
    Yet he looked perfect in these surroundings. Masculine, rugged and hot as hell. 
 
    His kisses had fired her blood in ways she’d never experienced. 
 
    “Tell me the truth, Caleb.” 
 
    He stilled. 
 
    “You did find a hot tub when you found the garage full of cars, didn’t you?” 
 
    He barked a low chuckle and to her surprise, stood and extended a hand to her. “Maybe you’d better see this.” 
 
    Taking his hand felt as natural as breathing. Letting him lead her onto a small wooden deck where the hot tub big enough for four people was sunk gave her a new awareness of Caleb McCoy. 
 
    “It is a chilly day. Hot bubbles would feel nice.” 
 
    “Maybe I’d better start it up for us.” 
 
    Throwing him a knowing smile, she released his hand and went for her boots and socks. Then she rolled up the legs of her jeans to her knees. 
 
    He bent to press the button but when it came to removing his boots, he hesitated. 
 
    She sat on the edge and dangled her feet in the bubbling water. “What are you waiting for?” She patted the ledge next to her. 
 
    “I’m more of a cold mountain spring guy.” 
 
    His words damn near took her breath away with how close it came to her vision of him bathing in a stream. 
 
    “Humor me. It’s been a rough couple of days.” 
 
    “That’s the truth. I guess it can’t hurt to take a few minutes to relax.” 
 
    The look he sent her way felt like a heated caress, like callused fingertips dragged across her heightened senses. She wanted him. And if she wasn’t deluding herself, he wanted her too. 
 
    He hitched up a boot and yanked it off. The other followed, and then his socks. He rolled his jeans to his knees, exposing strong, lightly furred calves, and took a seat beside her. 
 
    When he dipped his toes in the water, he groaned. “It’s cold, woman!” 
 
    She burst out laughing. “It’s lukewarm but won’t be for long. You wuss.” 
 
    “Wuss, huh?” His elbow brushed against hers when he reached to tug on the hat he wasn’t wearing again. 
 
    He dropped his hand to his lap. She stared at those long, skilled fingers and wondered what else he could do with them. After a moment, she gave into her impulse and clasped his hand. 
 
    His fingers convulsed around hers. She squeezed. He squeezed back. 
 
    Their gazes locked and she had no idea when it happened, but his lips were suddenly on hers, hot and hard and claiming. Keening a throaty noise, she leaned closer, seeking more. 
 
    He tore his mouth free, a war taking place behind his eyes. “I can’t do this.” 
 
    “But you want to.” 
 
    “Hell yes, I do.” As if the admission was too much for him to fight anymore, he yanked her across his lap. Her backside landed on his steely thighs. He palmed her head, fingers working into her hair. 
 
    Her chest heaved, looking for the air she couldn’t quite force into her lungs. 
 
    His nostrils flared. “This is breaking every rule.” 
 
    “I already knew you were a rule breaker, McCoy.” She searched his eyes. 
 
    “Well, maybe I should start trying to follow them.” 
 
    She brushed her fingertips over his jaw, just as she’d been aching to for hours. His beard growth was bristly. The rasp excited her. “Maybe you should save the heroics for when we really need them.” 
 
    He dragged his fingers over her scalp. “You’re not helping, Turner.” 
 
    “Shut up and kiss me.” 
 
    He leaned in just an inch at first. Then two. The ache to have his mouth on hers became too much and she closed the gap, pushing upward and taking his mouth for her own. 
 
    But that lasted only a split second, because he took total control of the kiss. He plunged his tongue between her lips and blew her mind with the wild, greedy pressure of his tongue against hers. She looped an arm around his neck and dragged him down. 
 
    Their mouths fused in the hottest kiss she’d ever experienced. Her nipples puckered and her panties flooded. Attraction was a dangerous thing, something she didn’t give in to. This man wasn’t only tossing out his own set of rules but shattering all of hers too. 
 
    He angled his head, sweeping his tongue through her mouth again and again. Small moans escaped her lips with every pass. His answering growls blazed through her. Arching her back, she rubbed her breasts against his chest. 
 
    “Fuck, Turner,” he broke out between deep, passion-filled kisses. 
 
    The burble of the hot tub seemed to fade. She stopped hearing anything but Caleb’s roughened groans and the thump of her own heart. 
 
    She ran her hand over his hard shoulder and down his chest, learning every inch of his body. When she reached the hem of his shirt, she tugged it upward to plaster her hand against warm, velvety skin cloaking bands of steel. 
 
    “I want you. Is that allowed?” she whispered. 
 
    He brushed his lips back and forth over hers, driving her even crazier. “Definitely not.” 
 
    “You want me too.” She rocked in his lap, over the hard erection swelling under her ass. 
 
    He issued a groan and let his eyes slip shut. “What good can come of it, Turner?” 
 
    She pressed a tender kiss to his lips. “Physical comfort? Pass the time?” 
 
    He opened his eyes and pierced her with a look that shot electric need straight to her core. “I’ve never fucked a woman for either reason, Turner. I fuck to blow a woman’s mind.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Hot tub forgotten, McCoy cradled Genessa with a hand on her spine and eased her back onto the deck. If kissing her would get him a reprimand from his boss, lifting her onto the deck and taking off her clothes would earn him walking papers. 
 
    He’d started over before. It was a risk he’d take. This desire burning up his guts was too much to ignore. 
 
    She yanked his shirt over his head. He felt the heat of her eyes over his tattoos. He braced a hand on the deck beside her and looked down into the stormy sea of her eyes. 
 
    When she arched up for his kiss and he didn’t immediately claim her lips again, she blew out a frustrated sigh that choked off as his lips landed on her throat. The heady flavor of her flesh made his balls throb, and swirling his tongue down the column of her throat to the hollow and back up left him aching for more. 
 
    He located her hand. Then her wrist. He clasped it and drew it over her head, pinning her to the deck. A gentle breeze ruffled the thick hair waving across her forehead. 
 
    She was stunning. And desirable. 
 
    And dangerous. 
 
    All his warning alarms were blaring, but he barreled right through them and locked her other hand to the deck. Hovering over her, he rocked his hips, pressing the bulge in his jeans against the apex of her legs. 
 
    A shudder ripped through her. 
 
    “If we do this, I won’t stop until you’re screaming. And I don’t want any of those stifled whimpers either. You understand?” 
 
    She strained against his hold on her hands and gulped when he sucked the soft hollow underneath her ear. “Yes!” 
 
    “You might have paid for me. But when it comes to pleasure, I give it on my terms.” 
 
    “So…when are you gonna stop talking and deliver on that promise?” 
 
    Her breathless words made him chuckle. Lifting his lips from her throat, he stared into her eyes for a heavy heartbeat before he captured her lips. The intense battle of their tongues went on and on until his cock leaked precum and Genessa writhed under him. 
 
    He released his hold on her hands and slid them under her ass, yanking her up and into his erection. She cried out and arched into him, wantonly rubbing against his chest. 
 
    “You’re wearing too many clothes,” he rumbled. Pushing onto his knees, he stripped off her top. The delicate lines of her torso surprised him with how fine and fragile they were. She was such a tough woman, not willing to put up with anybody’s bullshit, and the contrast was arousing. But knowing she could easily be broken hurt him. That she might have ended up in that cement footer made him want to burn down the world. 
 
    Trailing his fingers over her collarbone, he held her stare. Quivering, she hooked an arm under herself and popped the clasp of her flesh-toned bra. Slowly, he edged his knuckles toward her shoulder, nudging the bra strap down, down, down until her breast came free. 
 
    Just the right size, the centers hard, and rose-colored peaks just begging for his lips. 
 
    With a growl, he stretched out on top of her and claimed that nipple, sucking tenderly and then harder when it pebbled more for him. With a sharp cry, she dug her fingers into his shoulders and raked them up his nape to sink into his hair. 
 
    A wild spark drove him. He pushed her further, sucking on her nipple until she shook. Gliding his hand down her silky stomach, working inside the waist of her pants and breaching her panties. 
 
    She reached between them and undid her button, then slid down her zipper, allowing his hand to sink deeper into her panties. He ruffled his fingertips over her soft curls and watched her face when he stroked her slick folds. 
 
    The quiet moan easing past her sweet lips was too much for his control. He stripped her fast. When she lay naked on the deck, he met her stare, cupping his bulge. 
 
    “You want this?” His voice came out gritty. 
 
    Her eyelids dipped over smoldering eyes as she looked her fill of his bare chest. “Show me if you’re as big as you feel.” 
 
    Fighting the flash of a smile her words brought to his lips, he popped his fly with a jerk of his hand. She grabbed at his hips, shoving his jeans and boxers down. He kicked the garments off and reached for his wallet. 
 
    “You’ve got a condom?” she asked. 
 
    “Guess I owe my buddy Trooper Lexis for supplying me with one when we made the deal that I’d take his place at the auction.” 
 
    Her eyes burned with desire. “I’m glad I got you.” 
 
    That declaration had him ripping open the condom and thrusting it over the swollen crown of his cock in a quick move. In an even quicker one, he claimed Genessa’s mouth and settled himself between her splayed legs. 
 
    Oh, she was wet and more than ready for him, but he needed a moment to gather his control. With her slick heat riding against the head of his cock, his muscles locked. Everything inside him told him to take her and take her now. 
 
    When she hooked her thighs around him, he reached down and pinched the small point of her chin. Forcing her to meet his gaze, he waited for her consent. 
 
    “Don’t keep me wait—” Her demand ended on one of those moan-screams he wanted from her. 
 
    As he buried his cock deep in her core, his mind sharpened. He felt everything tenfold. The water bubbling in the hot tub sounded even louder. And every inch of his cock was clenched inside Genessa’s tight, hot walls. 
 
    She flexed around his length. He groaned. 
 
    With a slow rock of his hips, he withdrew his cock and slammed home again. She threw her arms around him and angled her hips to receive him fully. He sank to the hilt again and again. The hot throb in his balls raged out of control. 
 
    He had to slow it down a little or he’d be a goner. 
 
    Pulling out, he grabbed her and threw them both over the edge of the hot tub. She tossed her head on a carefree laugh, and he cut it off with a claiming kiss. He centered his cock between her legs and thrust inside at the same moment he delved his tongue into her mouth. 
 
    She wrapped her legs around his hips. He planted his hands on her firm ass cheeks and pulled her down onto his cock, deeper. Her wet hands dug into his spine and she kissed him back with a fervor he hadn’t experienced…well, ever. 
 
    This woman knew how to give and take, and oh fuck, he was close. He gritted his molars against the torment of holding back his release. She sank again over his cock, and he pinched her nipples. Twisted them. Lifted one to his lips and sucked it. 
 
    She arched and tossed her head back with a throaty cry. The first pulses of her pussy around his cock had him losing his mind. He plunged into her and slipped a hand between her legs, thumbing her hardened pearl as her release struck. 
 
    His own was no distant thunder—he came with a crash of pleasure. Every jet of cum leaving his cock felt like a nuclear explosion. And trapping her cries under his lips left him even more electrified. A heady sense of power mingled with a twinge in the back of his mind. 
 
    Remorse? He’d analyze that later. Right now, he was making this woman come like she’d never come before. 
 
    Her pussy contracted around his length, pulling him in deeper with each pulsation. Under his thumb, her clit was hard and slick. 
 
    She was still twitching in his arms when he withdrew from her body and moved her onto the hot tub seat. Then he kneeled in front of her and thrust his fingers into her pussy again. 
 
    Dropping her head back, she fixed her stare on the blue sky overhead and spread her legs wide for him. Breathing hard from his own orgasm, and the high of hers too, he lapped at her nipples while he finger-fucked her. 
 
    Every soft moan he pulled past her full lips had his cock standing stiff. The way her thick hair darkened to black in the bubbling water made him want to wrap it around his fist and plunge into her pussy again. 
 
    He only had one condom, and thank fuck for having it. That didn’t mean he couldn’t keep pleasuring her. 
 
    “More!” she gasped. “There…oh god!” 
 
    He’d found her G-spot. The clutch of her inner walls and the way her pupils blew wide with bliss urged him on. Using two fingertips, he stroked the spot. She curled her hand around one breast and brought it up to his lips. 
 
    He took the offer with a growl. Sucking on her nipple, he worked his fingers fast and hard. On the withdrawal, he spread his fingers and thrust one into her backside on the next move. 
 
    Her eyes flew wide, her stare confused and hazy with bliss was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. 
 
    She came apart with a loud cry. Shaking in his arms, she gave herself up to her release. 
 
    He didn’t let the final cry leave her lips without slamming his mouth over hers and claiming that too. 
 
    Fucking hell, she curled her arms and legs around his body and kept him close. His heart was hammering, but there was a small, tight pinching sensation in the organ too. 
 
    Hell no. He didn’t do emotions—not since Marybeth. He had rules. So did WEST Protection. 
 
    Plus, hadn’t he sworn off women? 
 
    Then why wasn’t he able to loosen his hold on this one? McCoy held Genessa tight against his chest. His eyes drifted shut on their own. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Genessa pressed kisses in a line down McCoy’s chiseled abs. A beautiful man stretched out in bed was one of the hottest things she’d ever seen. After her last mind-altering, world-tipping orgasm in the hot tub, he’d dragged her out of the water and into bed. 
 
    He sucked in a breath that cut off abruptly when she gripped his stiff cock at the base and angled it into her mouth. 
 
    A strangled cry escaped him, and he tangled his fingers into her hair.  
 
    Throwing him a coy glance, she switched between sucking him into her mouth and licking his long, hard, veined length. 
 
    He groaned. “The first thing I plan to do is find a local convenience store and stock up on condoms.” 
 
    She ran her tongue around the edge of his flared tip. “We have hours left alone in this cabin. How else are we supposed to pass the time?” 
 
    His hands tightened in her locks. She moaned in response. Enjoying the tug on her scalp was a surprise. She didn’t care if she’d become one of those cliches about women liking it rough in bed. Caleb McCoy knew just how to make her crazy for him. 
 
    Watching her closely, he used his leverage on her hair to push her lips over his cock. She willingly took him to the root, loving the feel of him in the back of her throat and the way his muscles shook. 
 
    She wanted to immerse herself in every pleasure he had to offer and— 
 
    He yanked her off him, tossing her onto the mattress. With a rough nudge, he parted her legs and stretched out between them. Her pussy quivered with need, and his warm breath washing over her inner thigh wasn’t putting a stop to that anytime soon. 
 
    Dotting kisses down her thigh, he captured her stare. She watched his tongue snake out, hovering an  inch from her clit. 
 
    Suddenly, he stiffened. Then he launched off the bed and grabbed for the clothes he’d scooped up and brought inside with them. 
 
    She sat up, heart sinking more from the fact that he hadn’t gone down on her than from the fear of any threat. 
 
    “Get dressed!” he barked while yanking his jeans up over his engorged cock. 
 
    She blinked at him, a question on her lips. But then she caught the noise of tires on gravel outside. 
 
    He threw his shirt on and shoved his feet into his boots. He pinned her in a look. “Stay in the room.” 
 
    Before she could protest, he shot out the door and slammed it behind him, leaving her staring at his forgotten socks balled up on the floor. 
 
    Her only choice to get dressed, she hopped off the bed and reached for her clothes. Though she strained to hear beyond the closed door and across several rooms, she couldn’t make out any sounds. 
 
    Once she was fully dressed, she drifted to the door. He’d said to stay in the room. 
 
    But she needed to know what was going on. Hell, she deserved to know—her life was on the line. 
 
    Holding her breath, she cracked the bedroom door and pressed her ear to the opening. 
 
    Voices reached her, low and deep. Different tones indicated several men had come to the cabin. Judging by how quietly they spoke and the lack of anything suggesting a fight, they weren’t a threat either—most likely the guys were from WEST Protection. 
 
    Decision made, Genessa walked out of the bedroom, following the voices until she found three men standing in the entryway with Caleb. They all wore the white Stetsons Caleb mentioned. And when they turned to look at her, three matching dimples flashed in and out of three cheeks. 
 
    Caleb didn’t look as welcoming. 
 
    He fixed her in his stare. She could almost hear his “I told you to stay in the bedroom” growl. 
 
    Then his gaze flashed to her hair. 
 
    Oh shit. She probably sported “just had sex” hair. Along with “just gave a blow job lips.” 
 
    And now all three of those dimples were on full display. 
 
    Well, she took the bull by the horns in every deal she’d ever made in Turner Developments. She wouldn’t just stand here now. 
 
    Hurrying forward, she stuck out her hand. “Genessa Turner.” 
 
    The first man, as tall and broad as one would assume a bodyguard to be, clasped her hand in a solid shake. She could tell he was holding back on that handshake. The restraint men showed when shaking her hand always irritated her, so she squeezed his hard. 
 
    His grin spread, and he crushed her hand more firmly. “Ross Wynton.” 
 
    She looked him in the eyes. “Your company stocks would be sky-high right now—if you went public, that is.” 
 
    Amusement crinkled his eyes. “Thanks for the tip, but I’ll be keeping the company private.” 
 
    She gave a nod and turned to the others. When she shook their hands, she learned they were indeed all Wynton brothers—Ross, Boone and Josiah. Each one was strikingly handsome, tall and layered with muscle. And she had to admit they wore their Stetsons with so much authority and confidence that she slanted her gaze toward Caleb, trying to imagine how he’d look in one. 
 
    He clearly was not happy with her. His dark brows slashed into a V over his nose and his lips twisted into a scowl. 
 
    She’d dealt with plenty of grumpy men. She wasn’t about to start being intimidated now. 
 
    She smoothed her hair over her shoulders. “What did I miss?” 
 
    Caleb stepped in front of her and positioned himself with his back to the guys. Pitching his voice low, he said to her, “Why don’t you let me handle this right now? I promise I’ll fill you in after.” 
 
    “No way,” she muttered back. 
 
    “Turner.” The warning came out forced through his teeth. 
 
    And just what was he going to do to her if she didn’t heed that warning? 
 
    Settling her hand on her hip, she met his glare with one of her own. “I’m not leaving. This is my life we’re discussing!” she hissed. 
 
    A chuckle sounded, and she darted a glance around Caleb’s solid shoulder to see Boone twisted away, trying to silence his laugh behind his fist. The noise turned into a cough. 
 
    Caleb narrowed his eyes at her. “Go back to the room. We’ll talk when they leave.” 
 
    Clapping a hand to his shoulder, she attempted to push him aside. When he didn’t budge, she muttered, “You’re as ornery as a bull and weigh as much.” 
 
    Several chuckles filled the room followed by an explosion of coughing. 
 
    She stepped around him and faced the men. With a low growl and a threat about handcuffing her to the bed, Caleb turned too. He didn’t look at her, but she could see how annoyed he was by his wide stance and the way he folded his arms over his chest. 
 
    Flipping her just-had-sex hair over her shoulder and swiping her tongue over her dry just-gave-a-blow-job lips, she gave Ross her attention first. “I’d like to be informed about what’s going on.” 
 
    He tried to drop the hint of a smile tugging the corners of his lips. He really gave it a valiant effort. But he had to swipe a hand over his face to scrub away the amusement. Even afterward it continued to crease his eyes. 
 
    “I was just giving McCoy the lowdown.” 
 
    Caleb’s expression resembled thunderclouds. In springtime. Right before a tornado touched down. 
 
    “Whatever you have to tell me, I can handle it,” she announced. 
 
    “I don’t doubt that, Ms. Turner.” Ross cleared his throat. 
 
    “Just tell her already,” Caleb burst out. He swung toward her. “Your father has gone to a country with no extradition policy.” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “Vanuatu,” he went on. “An island nation in the Pacific.” 
 
    She held up a hand. “I know my geography. It’s just… How can my father have gone there when he was just in Mexico on his honeymoon?” 
 
    Caleb swept a hand toward Ross, who picked up where he left off. 
 
    “It looks like your father might have emptied several of his bank accounts too.” 
 
    Genessa shook her head. This couldn’t all be true. Her father was a hard man to deal with—had been her whole life. But this…made him look like a criminal on the lam. 
 
    She set off pacing. “You’re saying he took a bunch of money and fled to a country where he can’t be touched by US laws?” 
 
    Caleb made a rumbling noise. They stared at each other for a long heartbeat. 
 
    Suddenly, everything was as crystal clear as the waters around Vanuatu. 
 
    Sink or swim, kiddo.  
 
    “He abandoned me,” she whispered. 
 
    He nodded. “It looks that way, Turner.” 
 
    Her heart stopped and she felt as if her knees might buckle, but she stiffened her muscles and paced back to the group of men staring at her like she was a sideshow freak. The billionaire’s daughter left to clean up her daddy’s mess—behold! 
 
    “At least I hear the scuba diving is great,” she mumbled. 
 
    “Then you didn’t know your father’s whereabouts? Or his plans?” Ross’s question had Caleb stepping forward. He shouldered his big body between them like a shield. 
 
    Her insides gave a little flutter of awareness that he was guarding her—even from his boss. 
 
    “He set her up, Ross. He took a ton of money and is planning a new life. She knew nothing,” Caleb said. 
 
    Ross raised a hand to silence him, but that didn’t work. 
 
    “You can’t possibly think she let her father leave so she could deal with murders and the Donell—” 
 
    “Listen,” Ross cut across him. “The FBI is being threatening. We have to be sure.” 
 
    “The FBI?” Genessa’s stomach didn’t just drop—it splattered at her feet. 
 
    “Whenever the mafia is involved, the FBI steps in,” Boone said in a more soothing voice. “It could mean your father is charged with racketeering and his assets frozen. But if he remains in Vanuatu, he’ll be untouchable.” 
 
    She dropped her head back to stare at the wood beams spanning the high ceiling. “How fucked am I?” 
 
    A low laugh brought her focus back to the guys. 
 
    “I think I like this girl, McCoy. And you called her a pain,” Ross said. 
 
    She jerked her gaze to Caleb’s. 
 
    He didn’t look away when he responded, “I told her to stay in the room.” 
 
    “I’m nothing like my father,” she said. 
 
    Caleb’s brows knitted together. “I never said you were, Turner.” 
 
    “I didn’t know what he was up to. I didn’t even know about his involvement with the Donellis until we went to the bank.” 
 
    He took a step toward her. When he rested his hand on her arm, she felt the touch like a zap of a live wire. As if they were the only two people in the room, he searched her eyes. “I know,” he said softly. “We’ll figure it all out.” 
 
    She swallowed hard against the rush of emotion clawing toward the surface. She didn’t want to think about what her father had done—or the mess he’d left her to deal with. Or the fact that the WEST team didn’t believe her. 
 
    Well, she was no quitter. She’d prove her innocence in all this. There had to be some information to dig up. She knew people. 
 
    Caleb removed his hand from her arm, but he faced the guys, standing close enough to her that she felt his solid warmth like a caress. 
 
    She pushed out a heavy sigh. “I don’t know about you, but I could use a drink. Is it too early for alcohol?” She took off across the room for the bar cart. She plucked a bottle of rum off it and, gripping it around the neck, strode to the kitchen. She set the bottle on the counter and started rifling in the fridge for juice and mixers. 
 
    From the depths of the interior, she said, “Corrine really hooked us up. There are limes and pineapple juice. More than enough options to mix with rum.” Straightening, she came out with the items, which she set on the counter. 
 
    The guys had drifted close to circle the kitchen island. Boone and Josiah hitched themselves up on stools. 
 
    Gripping the counter, she looked between the two men. “What will you have?” 
 
    Ross cleared his throat. “We’re not drinking on the job.” 
 
    Boone shook his head. “Bro, you’ve been pissing on our fun since we were kids. Lighten up. It’s a small drink. Not like we’re hitting the strip club early.” 
 
    Josiah huffed a laugh. “Last time we dragged Ross to the club, he got that call about Pippa being in trouble.” 
 
    “Leave my wife outta this,” he grumbled. “We’re definitely not here to day drink.” 
 
    She waved a hand. “Suit yourselves. But I could use one.” 
 
    She went in search of a glass. Caleb blocked her way, and her gaze landed on his sculpted chest. His tattoos were hidden from her, but she could still see the inked lines in her mind’s eye. 
 
    The memory of the crisp hair speckling it and the way his nipples pebbled when she ran her fingers over them brought a tingle back between her thighs. Definitely not something she needed right this minute—at least not as much as a drink. 
 
    With a sigh, she said, “Let me guess. You don’t drink on the job either. Fine. But I just learned my father took off and left me to deal with the mafia that he’s been doing business with for Lord knows how long. Two of my employees are dead and someone shot at us on the way out of town. I think I’ve earned it, McCoy.” 
 
    He didn’t move out of her way, staring her down. She stared back. Finally, he stepped aside. “You’re right.” 
 
    While she located a glass and moved between fridge and counter, getting ice and slicing a lime, Caleb stood in the middle of the kitchen, arms folded. Josiah grabbed a few bottles of water and passed them around. 
 
    Once she had her drink in hand, she raised it to them. “To fucking family.” 
 
    Amusement crossed Josiah’s face before he took a gulp of water. “Family.” 
 
    She could see these guys were close-knit brothers. They worked hard together and she suspected they played hard as well. Their idea of toasting to family was much, much different from hers. 
 
    The warm burn of alcohol sliding across her tongue and down her throat didn’t help as much as she thought it would, but she relished it nonetheless. After a couple sips, she leaned against the counter, cradling her glass. Caleb drifted over to stand beside her. 
 
    Was he sticking to her like extra-strong construction adhesive because he was her bodyguard? Or because he wanted to prevent any more clashes between her and Ross? 
 
    When he brought his boot within an inch of her bare foot on the rustic stone tile floor, she couldn’t help but wonder if he wanted to be close to her. Maybe those orgasms had been more than a wild form of stress relief. 
 
    Ross twisted the cap onto his water bottle and set it on the countertop. “Look, you asked how fucked you are. The answer is I don’t know. The FBI doesn’t mess around with cases like this. Since you’ve taken over Turner Developments, it could be argued that you knew of all of your father’s business dealings. That includes with the Donellis. And in turn, that could make you an accomplice to the murders of your two employees.” 
 
    She sucked in a sharp breath. She’d already worked it all out the minute she learned of her father’s ties to the mafia. But hearing it spoken aloud crushed her. 
 
    For the first time in her life, she felt less than in charge. Less than capable of handling any situation. Because this wasn’t just any old problem with supplies or permits. This was life or death. 
 
    “I understand. But you need to know something about my father. I love him—but I hate him too. He’s spent my entire life treating me like I’m another of his acquisitions. One of the small companies he bought up and devoured under the name of Turner Developments. When he pushed my mom out of his life, he fought to keep me with him. I’m…pretty sure he paid her off too.” 
 
    Four penetrating gazes locked on her. 
 
    She stumbled on, “He’s negotiated everything in my life, right down to dictating who I hung out with in prep school or what boys were suitable to take me to the prom. Yet I was left out of his second, third and even his fourth marriage.” She took a healthy gulp of rum with lime. “Have I mentioned that I used to babysit his new wife?” 
 
    The Wyntons gaped at her, but Caleb only stood fast beside her, lending his comforting, unflappable presence. 
 
    “Anyway, I’m only giving you the background so you can see that while it seems like my father passed the baton to me, he’s still in control. By keeping things hidden, he’s separated us and made sure I can’t take charge of the company.” 
 
    Her own words stung. And she’d been so proud the day her father announced he was handing over his billion-dollar company to his only daughter. Now she wasn’t so sure she wasn’t a front for darker operations. 
 
    Though she couldn’t quite believe that he was working with the mafia. He’d told her that making these deals with the Donellis kept everyone alive. 
 
    “You should know I spoke with my dad and he claims that dealing with the mafia saved his people.” The drink was hitting her, but she brought the glass to her lips again, only to find a lime and ice rattling in the bottom. She lowered it again and peered at the Wyntons…and finally Caleb. “At least he managed to save people. I-I lost two. They…had families! And their families l-loved them.” 
 
    Silence rang out. Caleb shifted closer. Their hips bumped, and she leaned into him. 
 
    At last, Ross’s voice broke the never-ending hum of silence. “This is exactly why I reached out to my buddy who’s a fed. I suspected that things went deeper than they appeared on the surface.” 
 
    She gave a small shake of her head, emotionally drained to the core. “I guess I’m supposed to thank you for not believing I’m a stone-cold businesswoman who will do anything to get ahead…even let my own workers get killed.” 
 
    “I bought you a few more days where the FBI isn’t questioning you. I hope it’s enough for us to look into this matter deeper. Now we’ve got work to do, brothers.” Ross’s stare landed on Caleb. “You good here for a while?” 
 
    Caleb’s serious lips tugged up at one corner. “It’s a hell of a hardship, what with the hot tub and all. But I think we’ll manage.” 
 
    Genessa pulled an ice cube into her mouth and crunched it. Her whole life was out of control. Nothing was what she thought. She’d spent years working to get out from under her father’s thumb and now she had even more men making decisions about what would happen to her. She didn’t like it one bit. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    McCoy touched Genessa’s arm. “I’m just stepping outside for a minute to talk to Ross.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    He tried to catch her gaze, but she kept her eyes lowered. This wasn’t like the Genessa he knew. Either she really couldn’t handle her alcohol and was one of those women who immediately broke down in tears, or the conversation had been too rough on her. 
 
    He suspected the latter. 
 
    “Why don’t you find something to eat?” He pitched his voice low enough so only she could hear. She just nodded again. 
 
    When he followed the guys out of the kitchen, he glanced back to see Genessa grabbing a banana from the smoky black glass fruit bowl. 
 
    Once they got outside and he closed the door, he faced Ross. “You didn’t have to tell her about her father like that.” 
 
    He cocked a brow. “I don’t gift-wrap things with a bow. I rip them off like Band-Aids.” 
 
    “It’s too much right now. She’s lost people. She stands to lose her dad. Though I’m not sure that would be much of a loss.” 
 
    Ross nudged the brim of his hat up so his eyes were no longer in shadow. “Are you getting soft, McCoy? What’s going on?” 
 
    He braced himself for anger and threats of losing his position in WEST Protection for blowing all the rules. But he wasn’t about to own up to giving in to his desires—not once but several times today. 
 
    “When have you ever known me to be emotional, Ross? You know my history,” he said. 
 
    Ross grunted. “Yup. I’ve never had to worry about you with wards before. Then again…this one isn’t under contract. You’re here of your own accord, and we’re here because we always have our brothers’ backs.” 
 
    His boss’s statement knifed through him. He hadn’t considered that since no contracts were signed, he might not be fired for taking Genessa to bed, after all. 
 
    Also, the comment about WEST having their brothers’ backs fueled him with a new drive to perform at the top of his game. To prove his worth. 
 
    He hadn’t felt a sense of camaraderie like he had at WEST since he called his beat partner friend, and that died the minute he caught the man with his dick buried in his fiancée. But these guys? The Wyntons, and Silas Shanie and the Traces who’d founded WEST Protection? Corrine’s husband Michael too. They all were his new brothers, and they sure as hell would never dream of crossing boundaries. 
 
    Ross gave him a nod. “Look, just lay low here. Let me handle the shit with the FBI and I’ll keep in close contact with my buddy. I’ve got a lot to do with several cases going on at once, not to mention the new hires I’m breaking in thanks to Corrine.” 
 
    McCoy grunted. “I’m surprised you’re not dumping them on me.” 
 
    “Well, you do still owe us all a training bootcamp on that takedown maneuver you’re so good at. But these guys…are gonna be hard cases.” A smile spread over his face. “I look forward to the challenge—until they piss me off. Then they’re all yours, McCoy.” He clapped him on the shoulder. 
 
    McCoy lifted his chin in farewell. Then he fist-bumped Josiah and Boone. As the guys climbed back into one of the WEST trucks and drove away, McCoy stood there for a long minute, soaking up the sun streaming through the trees and drawing deep breaths of the mountain air. 
 
    This case with Genessa had started in the most unconventional way. Mere hours had passed since they first met—and she slapped those cuffs on him—but he already felt as if he’d known her a lot longer. 
 
    So much had happened. She’d shown him where her assistant met her end, discovered her father harbored more than one secret. They’d been chased and shot at. 
 
    Given each other several orgasms. 
 
    God, the orgasms had his dick aching hard again. 
 
    Maybe he’d better put on the brakes, slow things down. They’d be holed up here for a few more days if not longer. He couldn’t only rely on sex to keep her mind off her problems. 
 
    Especially since he’d run out of condoms. 
 
    I still have my tongue and fingers. 
 
    Need burned at the base of his spine, but he planned to ignore it. They could play checkers. Or video games. Watch movies. Hell, he’d chop firewood to take his mind off picking Genessa up and carrying her to bed again. 
 
    With new resolve, he turned—and found Genessa standing there with the door cracked. 
 
    The look on her face told him that she’d heard every word exchanged between him and Ross. 
 
    She stepped aside to allow him to enter. Then she closed the door and leaned against it, studying him. 
 
    “When you told me about finding your fiancée with your partner, you never said you’d sworn off women.” She didn’t even pretend she hadn’t eavesdropped. 
 
    Their gazes clashed with a challenge he hadn’t received the memo about. She pressed her back to the door, eyes on fire, long sexy-as-fuck hair tumbling over her shoulders and teasing her breasts. 
 
    His cock bulged against his fly. “I obviously didn’t swear off women. I made you come three times.” 
 
    Her lips parted on a soft sigh. The pulse in her throat raced, an invitation to his lips. 
 
    He held out a hand to her. “Let’s slow things down, Turner. We’ve got a lot of time together here. I don’t want you hating me too soon.” 
 
    Especially when he got around to suggesting that they do their own digging, which would basically inform her that it was her against not only the Donellis but the FBI, and she was up against Ross’s need to protect his company at all cost too. 
 
    She pulled away from the door but ignored his hand. “Well, if we’re slowing things down, that means we have plenty of time to get to know each other.” Her gaze ticked down his chest and abs to his distended fly and then back up again. 
 
    A growl started in his throat, but he harnessed it. It was too easy to make excuses about why they should take off all their clothes. He could list half a dozen right now, starting with— 
 
    He walked to the leather sofa. When he sank to one corner and took up the remote, Genessa groaned. “I suppose your idea of getting to know each other has to do with football.” 
 
    “It’s not football season right now. Though there might be highlights about a training camp going on.” He thumbed the remote. 
 
    Next thing he knew, she’d batted it out of his hand. He stared at the remote on the floor and at her. 
 
    “Oops. How clumsy of me. I guess I’ll have to pick that up.” She turned, presenting him with her ass, and slowly bent over. The round globes seemed to pop at him, asking for him to latch on to them and squeeze…right before he guided her onto his cock. 
 
    Visions of sinking into her from behind, of churning his hips and palming her breasts while fucking her hard and deep, spiraled through his head. 
 
    Unable to hold back, he let out a groan. “Turner,” he warned. 
 
    She shifted her weight to one leg, causing her ass to twerk at him. Throwing a glance over her shoulder, she cooed, “Just getting the remote.” 
 
    She picked it up and dropped it again. It bounced a foot away on the plush area rug. 
 
    This time she got down on her hands and knees. His stare followed as her ass thrust in the air and his mind took him down a dark maze of fantasies about cuffing her to that bed and having his way with her again and again. Of drawing out her pleasure until she begged him for release. 
 
    He’d wrap those firm thighs around his neck and tease her pussy with his tongue, slide into her slick folds and drive her crazier than she’d ever been. Right before thrusting as many fingers in her as she could handle. If that was his whole fist, all the better. 
 
    Stretching out his legs didn’t ease the tight cloth cupping his cock and balls. And Genessa’s tight wiggling ass did nothing to make it fade either. 
 
    “Got it!” She pushed onto her knees and shuffled across the rug, stopping right in front of him. A knowing smile toyed on her lush lips. “Looks like somebody got a little worked up while waiting for the remote.” 
 
    She slapped the device down on his thigh. 
 
    Hunger tore through him. “That’s it.” He yanked her face-down across his lap and roughly grabbed her ass. “You know exactly what you’ve been doing to me.” 
 
    Her breaths expelled in a rough pant. “Then you know what you do to me.” 
 
    Exploring the roundness of her cheek down to the ripe curve underneath, he lost himself for several heartbeats. When his brain snapped back to reality, he gripped her hip and rolled her over. She spat out a tendril of hair. 
 
    But Christ, she looked so damn delicious and desirable. She might be in danger and he might be her protector, but damn if he could think straight about any of it now. She stirred things in him he hadn’t felt in too damn long and never expected to feel again. 
 
    Staring into her eyes, he watched her snake her sweet, slippery tongue over her bottom lip. 
 
    His balls were about to blow. 
 
    “I. Don’t. Have. Any. Condoms,” he bit off. 
 
    Some of the haze of passion left her eyes. “I’m sorry I teased you.” She sat up and leaped off his lap before wedging herself in the corner of the sofa with a pillow over her lap. 
 
    He grabbed one too, hoping if his cock couldn’t see the woman that it might calm the hell down. If that failed, he’d hump the thing. 
 
    “I don’t know what’s come over me.” The surprise in her tone brought him crashing down again. “I don’t throw myself at men—ever.” 
 
    He dropped his head against the back of the sofa, squeezing his eyes shut on the urge to throw away all his good intentions and his morals about being one of those dickheads who fucked a woman without a condom and left her to deal with the consequences. 
 
    He inwardly groaned. “Why don’t you throw yourself at men? You’re beautiful enough to get anyone you want.” 
 
    A beat of silence followed. “You’re funny, McCoy. Are you just trying to get in my pants?” Her teasing snapped his eyes open again. 
 
    He rolled his head on the sofa back to look at her. “I thought we were cooling things down.” 
 
    “You’re right, you’re right. To answer your question, I’ve sworn off the opposite sex too.” 
 
    “I’ll be damned. Look at us. Bad experience?” he asked. 
 
    She shrugged. “Does it count that Dad had terrible taste in women? Having him parade all those women through my life didn’t predispose me to think much of relationships. I learned early on that nothing lasts forever. Only the diamond the poor woman hocked after he moved on to the next one.” 
 
    What a dick her father was. McCoy had seen similar relationships before—black, toxic roots covered up by a pretty topping, like a cow turd with decorative frosting. While Genessa was smart enough to see her father for what he was, she stayed with him out of loyalty. Or love of the company she got to run. Or maybe even because she didn’t know what else to do. 
 
    Not everybody could pick up and start over the way he had after Marybeth’s betrayal, and he’d been left even more lost after being kicked off the police force. He’d never judge her for her choices. 
 
    She slipped her fingers through her hair, brushing the mass to the other side, giving him a come-fuck-me look that had him grinding his teeth. “There was also the fact my father never approved of any guy. Then as I grew up, I realized all those guys wanted me for money and power.” 
 
    “And I lost two people with one blow.” 
 
    She searched his eyes, the sapphire depths glimmering with an emotion he couldn’t identify. “So, we’re both damaged and with trust issues.” 
 
    He held her stare for several heartbeats. “A perfect match.” 
 
    When she hurled herself across the sofa, he spiked the decorative pillow to the floor and was ready with arms out. Their lips collided. She scrambled into his lap and straddled him, pressing her pussy down on his erection. 
 
    With a moan, he coiled her hair around his fist and yanked her into a punishing kiss that was all tongue thrusts and bruising pressure. She returned it stroke for stroke and even dragged her teeth over his lip. 
 
    He flipped her onto the couch and pinned her with his body. She rocked into him, little moans tearing free as he located her nipple and pinched it with all the pressure he’d learned she craved. 
 
    “What about the…condom?” she rasped between deep passes of his tongue through her mouth. 
 
    A noise needled into his lust-fogged brain. He tore from the kiss and raised his head just as the noise hit again. 
 
    “Someone’s at the door!” she announced the obvious. 
 
    He shot across the room, reaching behind his spine to lay fingers on his weapon. 
 
    More pounding ensued. 
 
    Hell, these people definitely weren’t screwing around. Either the Donellis tracked them down or Ross hadn’t been able to slow the FBI. 
 
    Whatever way McCoy looked at the situation…the only thing pointing up was his dick. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    If Genessa had fingernails left to bite off, she would. But they were already too short after seeing Shiloh buried in that cement. Then she’d chewed them to the nubs on the way to the bank. 
 
    Had that only been this morning? Goddamn, this day dragged on and on like a couple of state inspectors earning minimum wage. She felt like she should at least be in the next century by now. 
 
    She was sick and tired of feeling afraid. It only faded when she was in the throes of passion with Caleb. 
 
    He’d become her big, hunky security guard—a.k.a. security blanket. 
 
    Looking at Caleb’s hard spine and the way his muscled forearms flexed when he curled his fingers around his gun had her thinking about all the things on her body he could touch instead. 
 
    Hopefully the person at the door was just a lost traveler they could give directions to and send on their way…so she could have her way with her sexy protector. 
 
    When he cracked the door and a low, serious tone reached her ears, the whirlwind high she’d been running on since the previous day dropped her from about the height of a skyscraper. 
 
    “I’m here to speak to Genessa Turner.” 
 
    She couldn’t see past Caleb, but she figured the visitor must have flashed some ID because he stepped aside and let the visitor into the cabin. 
 
    The newcomer stared at her. “Max Thatcher. FBI. Ross Wynton told me I could find you here.” 
 
    Caleb had already yanked out his phone and shot off a text. He probably asked Ross why the WEST team had barely left the driveway before this guy showed up. 
 
    She swallowed her anxiety and squared her shoulders. “I’m Genessa Turner. Do you want to sit down?” 
 
    Across the space, Caleb met her gaze. Whatever he read on his phone screen had him giving her the slightest nod of agreement. 
 
    Thatcher accepted one of the cushioned armchairs. 
 
    She perched on the edge of the sofa cushion and Caleb joined her, sitting close enough that she felt his unspoken support. He really did have her safety and wellbeing in mind. 
 
    Suddenly it hit her that he would have helped her without her extreme actions. She didn’t need to buy him from a bachelors charity auction or handcuff him in order to get him to the crime scene. 
 
    “What’s this about, Thatcher?” Caleb cut in before either of them could speak. “Ross assured me he would be speaking with you about this matter, and that was only minutes ago.” 
 
    The FBI agent looked to be in his early forties, with sandy hair kept military-neat in a high and tight. His pose was too relaxed for him to be here to arrest her on some bogus charge, though. She released the breath she’d been holding. 
 
    “I passed your crew on the way here,” Thatcher said. “Let’s just say Ross wasn’t thrilled with me stepping in so soon, but I want to get a jump on the information before the rest of the guys on the case do.” He centered his focus on Genessa. “I hope you’ll talk with me, Ms. Turner.” 
 
    She gave him a small nod. 
 
    He tapped a fingertip on his thigh. “I understand you’re the CEO of Turner Developments. You took over for your father about a year ago?” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “Have you ever been in contact with any member of the Donelli organized crime family?” 
 
    “Not unless you count seeing what they can do with a cement truck.” 
 
    Something moved in the depths of Thatcher’s eyes. Remorse for yet another victim who didn’t deserved to die? 
 
    “How tall are you, Ms. Turner?”  
 
    His question caught her by surprise. “What does my height matter?” 
 
    “Knock it off, Thatcher.” Caleb’s growl lifted the hairs on her nape. 
 
    “Answer the question please,” Thatcher pressed. 
 
    “If you think you’re going to catch her in some lie, you’re wrong.” Caleb practically vibrated he was so stiff beside her. 
 
    Thatcher didn’t look away from her. “Trust the process, McCoy. Ms. Turner? What is your height?” 
 
    “I’m five feet ten inches.” 
 
    “And you’ve had a past arrest, correct?” 
 
    Caleb seemed about to pounce on the agent like a big cat going for the throat of his prey. 
 
    Her response stopped him. “Yes, that’s correct.” 
 
    Caleb jerked his head to look at her. 
 
    “I was arrested for public nudity back in college. I was twenty-one years old and during a women’s rights rally, some of us took off our clothes as a stand against oppression.” 
 
    Caleb reached for the brim of the hat he wasn’t wearing and ended up swiping a hand over his face instead. 
 
    “I spent two nights in jail—that’s all. And no, my father’s lawyer did not get me out of it. The charges were dropped.” 
 
    Thatcher’s lips quirked at one corner. “Thank you, Ms. Turner.” 
 
    “Reading her body language during questioning is a shit move, Thatcher,” Caleb grated out. “Are you sure you’re a friend of Ross’s?” 
 
    “I had to know if she’d admit to the arrest, in order to get a baseline on the rest of the questions I’m about to ask about her father and the company.” 
 
    Caleb huffed a noisy sigh. “Whose side are you on, Thatcher?” 
 
    The men gave each other long, appraising looks, sizing each other up and leaving her with the impression of two dogs fighting over a porch to lay on. 
 
    “The government still signs my paycheck, McCoy. I’m only getting involved as a favor to Ross. I owe him one after—well, that’s classified.” He shifted his attention to Genessa. “Shall I begin the questioning?” 
 
    She knitted her hands together and tried to affect some semblance of outward calm, but on the inside, her emotions weren’t only ripping off their clothes in protest, but looting and throwing grenades into a hostile crowd. She wanted to be anyplace right now but there. 
 
    Just as Thatcher opened his mouth to ask the first question, yet another knock came at the door. 
 
    “I didn’t know we were throwing a party,” Caleb grumbled, leaping up, hand on his gun. In seconds, he reached the door. 
 
    He peeked out the side window and released a string of curses that made her damn proud of him. “Who the fuck did you bring with you, Thatcher?” 
 
    “That’d be my partner, Kelly. He’s in training this week. Let him in.” 
 
    “I’ll let him in, but that doesn’t mean Genessa’s talking.” He whipped open the door and waved the young rookie inside. Caleb sent her a look. “Don’t say a word without your lawyer present. I don’t trust these assholes.” 
 
    Thatcher chuckled and gestured for the kid who appeared to be fresh out of the academy to take a seat in the living area. This was turning into a three-ring circus. She shouldn’t be shocked—the past twenty-four hours had been nothing but chaos. If the sky fell to the ground like shattered glass only to reveal a glimpse of an alien world, she wouldn’t be the least bit surprised. 
 
    “Since it’s a party…” Caleb stalked to the kitchen and grabbed bottles of water and a bag of mixed nuts. She twisted to watch his progress back to his seat. Their gazes met. 
 
    You’re being hospitable now? she mentally asked. 
 
    He dropped the nuts to the distressed wood coffee table and tossed a bottled water at each of the men. Thatcher caught his, but the kid dropped his in his lap. 
 
    She got the impression Caleb had his own methods of picking a man apart—he was putting them at ease so he could break them down too. 
 
    He resumed his seat beside her and set his elbows on his splayed knees. “Ask your questions. We may or may not answer them. Then get out.” 
 
    A shiver ran through her. Damn…her bodyguard was super hot when riled. She’d have to think up a few ways to unleash his inner beast…in bed. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    McCoy didn’t trust these guys, and it didn’t matter that Ross did. He’d never blindly gone along with anybody in his whole life—he wouldn’t start now. He drew his own conclusions about people. 
 
    Thatcher and his sidekick, Kelly, munched on nuts and sipped water. Yeah, he’d learned a few things from being a cop, such as people relaxed when given something to eat or drink. It was an old trick used in questioning, and it amused him that these guys had fallen for it. 
 
    Except Thatcher didn’t strike him as stupid. In fact, they might be allies on any other case—any case but this one. 
 
    “My agency is accessing your company files as we speak, Ms. Turner,” he said. 
 
    She squared her shoulders in that regal way that had his dick pulsing. “Do what you must, Mr. Thatcher. You won’t find a single slip since I took over. If my father really is involved with the mafia, I’ve no knowledge of it.” 
 
    Thatcher stared at her long and hard. 
 
    If McCoy hadn’t before seen a man giving too much attention to a woman he was involved with, he wouldn’t be clamping his hands into fists. The guy was crossing boundaries by looking at Genessa that way. Did she even notice how he couldn’t stop gazing at her mouth? Or that he’d dipped his eyes over her body several times? 
 
    Hell, McCoy didn’t need to be an expert in body language to know the guy was getting a hard-on for her. He’d crossed and uncrossed his legs half a dozen times during the course of the interview. 
 
    Leaning forward, McCoy planted his elbows on his knees. “Why the hell are you really here, Thatcher? Trying for that promotion? Maybe hoping for the lead on a real case, something involving terrorism or one of the sex trafficking rings?” 
 
    The guy slid his eyes from Genessa long enough to narrow them at McCoy. “Ross mentioned you get riled easy.” 
 
    Irritation rolled through him. “Ross would never throw one of his team under the bus to an outsider like you. Which means you’re lying. What else are you lying about?” 
 
    They stared each other down. 
 
    A muffled choking noise came from the sidekick. He didn’t pay much attention until Kelly made the sound again. 
 
    “Oh my god!” Genessa jumped to her feet. “He’s choking!” 
 
    Sure enough, the guy had swallowed a nut wrong and gotten it lodged in his windpipe. His face was turning bright red, and his eyes popped. 
 
    “Shit!” McCoy jumped up and circled the chair in a blink. He threw his arms around the guy from behind. With his fists locked together, he jerked them up and into the man’s diaphragm. 
 
    A nut shot out of his mouth and hit the floor. 
 
    A cacophony of coughing followed. Genessa handed him his bottle of water, and McCoy watched to make sure he was breathing well and wouldn’t need further rescue. 
 
    Meanwhile, Thatcher rocked on his feet as though stunned by what just took place. 
 
    “You all right, man?” McCoy asked the kid. 
 
    His face was an even deeper shade from embarrassment. McCoy almost felt bad for the poor asshole. Probably his first case, and he’d just made himself the center of attention for the wrong reason. 
 
    McCoy resumed his seat next to Genessa. He felt her stare on his profile and swung his head to meet her eyes. Hers were wide. 
 
    Thatcher sank to his chair too. “That was a quick response, McCoy.” 
 
    He shrugged. “Let’s get on with this sham so you can leave. Maybe you’re finished now?” 
 
    The sidekick stopped coughing. “I’m ready to go, Thatcher.” 
 
    McCoy rocketed to his feet. “I’ll see you out.” 
 
    As if he didn’t know what to do next, Thatcher stood and followed. McCoy held the door for them. 
 
    “We’ll be in touch, McCoy.” 
 
    “Don’t make it anytime soon.” When Kelly passed through the door, McCoy slapped him on the back. “Hope you’re feeling better, champ.” 
 
    As soon as they crossed the threshold, he slammed the door and locked it. Turning to face Genessa, he said, “No one else is walking through that door today.” 
 
    She shook her head. “What the hell just happened here?” 
 
    In long strides, he crossed the space to where she still stood at the sofa. “My guess is Thatcher’s on some crusade to earn himself some notoriety. He’s not getting it with you.” He stepped up to her and threaded his fingers into her thick hair behind her ear. He searched her eyes. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She issued a low breath. “Yes, I… Jesus Christ, Caleb. You saved that man’s life!” 
 
    He blinked at her. “What else was I gonna do? Let him choke to death? I’m pretty sure Corrine wouldn’t like the piss stain he’d leave on the rug.” 
 
    She pressed her palm against his chest. “Nooo. I don’t mean that. You really are the real deal, aren’t you? A real-life hero. You don’t even know it.” 
 
    Unsure how to respond to that, he clasped her hand and drew her down to the sofa. “I have to know if you’re all right. It’s part of my job.” 
 
    She twisted her lips. “Of course,” she said quietly. “You’re doing a great job for me. I appreciate your skills so much.” 
 
    “I wasn’t asking for praise, Turner. You’ve had a lot happen to you in a short time. Do you need to lie down? Rest a little?” 
 
    “No, I’m all right.” 
 
    “Do you want to do something to take your mind off it all? You probably need a break.” He rubbed his thumb over her knuckles. Her skin was so soft. On the crest of one knuckle was a small scar, faded white. He wondered how she’d gotten it. 
 
    Crap, he was getting too involved with her. Slipping up and having wild sex was bad enough, but wanting to delve deep into her life, learn every little thing about her, would spell disaster once they parted ways. 
 
    And they would part ways. Hell, after he got around to sharing his plan to launch their own investigation to clear her name, she’d probably despise him. 
 
    “What do you have in mind for this break?” Her eyes were too alluring. The depths sucked him in like quicksand on steroids. 
 
    He reached for the remote that earlier had been such a torment. “A movie marathon.” 
 
    “Oh… All right.” 
 
    “Then food.” 
 
    “Definitely.” She snuggled into her spot in the sofa while he flipped through some channels. “What kind of movies do you like?” 
 
    “Anything is fine.” 
 
    His lips twitched. “Anything, huh? So you don’t mind some action flick with shootouts and—” 
 
    “I see your point, McCoy,” she cut across him. “Anything other than that.” 
 
    “That’s what I thought.” He landed on an old 80s movie about teen life where she could probably forget about her own problems for a while. 
 
    After a few minutes, she tipped her head onto his shoulder. His heart did a little jog in his chest at the gesture. Another indication he was getting too close to his woman. 
 
    “Which character were you in high school?” Her quiet question brought his brain back to neutral. 
 
    “I was the jock.” 
 
    “I can see that.” 
 
    “And you were the rich popular girl,” he said. 
 
    “Not popular. I went to a prep school overseas, remember? Most girls from the US weren’t exactly popular. But I found my place with a small group of friends.” 
 
    “And by college you were getting arrested.” 
 
    She lifted her head from his shoulder. “It’s impolite to talk about a lady’s arrest record, McCoy.” 
 
    He grinned. “Pardon me.” 
 
    After a few minutes of the movie, she asked, “What sport did you play?” 
 
    “Guess.” 
 
    She assessed him for a moment. “Wrestling.” 
 
    “Good guess. I wrestled a year, but then I switched to football.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “I should have known. You have that confidence that I’d think borders on cocky if I didn’t know you.” 
 
    Her statement threw him for a loop. They’d just met. How much could she know about his character? 
 
    They finished the movie and it transitioned to another popular 80s flick. Her soft body pressed up against his side was starting to drive him a little crazy. His imagination had already spread her out on the sofa and fucked her in seven different positions. The way she occasionally wiggled closer to him suggested she wouldn’t be against his advances. 
 
    But he wasn’t going to lose his head this time, although he hadn’t gotten to finish what they’d started, and she was probably feeling that deep, burning ache of need as much as he was. 
 
    Keep your dick in your pants, McCoy. 
 
    When she shifted again and snuggled under his arm, he had no choice but to slip it around her. 
 
    Her hair tumbled in a heavy fall over his arm. The strands tickled, making him think of how it felt when she’d gone down on him. 
 
    He didn’t realize he’d let out a low groan until she raised her head. “Am I too heavy against you?” 
 
    “Of course not.” 
 
    “Then why did you groan?” 
 
    What did he say to that? I was thinking about you sucking my dick? Your beautiful hair trailing over my thighs? Fuck, his cock was hardening again. 
 
    “I was just clearing my throat. I think I’ll grab a drink. You want one?” 
 
    “Sure. But nothing alcoholic. That last drink…probably wasn’t a good idea. It made me feel out of control. And I’ve already been feeling that way…since I visited that construction site.” 
 
    Their gazes met. Her expression seemed to wobble. For a moment, he thought she might cry. 
 
    Then he saw her steely core exposed again. Genessa was strong enough to witness the outcome of a heinous crime, run a billion-dollar company and deal with her father’s bullshit. 
 
    But everyone had their breaking point. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Water cascaded from a waterfall faucet into the giant slipper tub. Steam rose up around Genessa’s ears as she sank even deeper into the bath. 
 
    She’d only met Corrine Wynton briefly, but she had the impression that under different circumstances, they’d be friends. The woman had an eye for luxury and a passion for self-care that came out in the little details that made this cabin feel like home. 
 
    Genessa watched the water fall into the bath. The ripples blurred her body under the surface, but damn if she still couldn’t make out that pink spot on her inner thigh where Caleb had sucked it. 
 
    First, she’d spotted it in the mirror. The discovery that he’d left a mark on her gave her a small thrill, a flip in her belly. 
 
    After a perfectly normal few hours spent bingeing 80s movies, he’d hauled a meal kit from the fridge and set about preparing stuffed chicken breast with wild rice and asparagus. She wasn’t a fan of the asparagus, but she was intrigued by her big, tough bodyguard battling to cut the stalks into bite-sized chunks, then later watching the tendon in the crease of his jaw flutter as he chewed. 
 
    She trailed a washcloth over her throat and between her breasts. Her nipples had been hard for hours, it seemed. Ever since they were so rudely interrupted and Caleb left her wanting more. 
 
    But he didn’t seem that eager to continue their sex games. The only thing she could do was let herself cool down too. 
 
    Except that hadn’t happened. Her body was a live wire, the coil in her lower stomach growing tighter. 
 
    She let the washcloth dip over her ribcage to her navel. Besides being a gorgeous man it was hard to look away from, he was skilled at everything he did. He’d saved her life, the life of FBI agent Kelly too. The way he’d snapped to action and saved that man from choking? It shouldn’t be so hot to see a man perform the Heimlich maneuver, but damn if she could get the scene out of her head. 
 
    She couldn’t have picked someone more capable if she’d researched McCoy first. Luck was on her side when she walked into the Bachelors for Charity auction and won Caleb McCoy. 
 
    Swishing the cloth across her lower abdomen, she felt the flex of her inner walls. She wanted him. But she couldn’t just walk out there and ask him to take her, especially since they were lacking in the birth control department. 
 
    Since she wasn’t in a relationship and rarely slept with anybody, she hadn’t seen the need for prescription birth control. Now she could kick herself for that decision. All she wanted was his long, thick cock between her legs. 
 
    Moving the cloth lower, she passed it over her mound of short curls. Then, parting her knees, she brushed it over her pussy. The jolt of pleasure had her hooking a calf over the lip of the tub. 
 
    She released the cloth and plunged her fingers into her pussy. The cream of need allowed her to slide her fingers deep in one glide. Two fingers weren’t nearly enough—she needed something the size and shape of Caleb’s cock. 
 
    Whatever this brand of desire was, she was hooked. If it was a side effect of the upheaval in her life, then she wouldn’t complain. 
 
    Caleb stoked a fire that hadn’t been fanned in far too long. That she was being awakened to this side of her—and now—was crazy. She’d find any excuse to have Caleb inside her right now. 
 
    Help! I’m drowning. 
 
    That would bring him running. 
 
    I dropped the soap and can’t find it. Could you help me? 
 
    She imagined him plunging his strong arm into the water, fishing around on the bottom for a bar of nonexistent soap and coming up between her thighs. Rubbing his callused fingertip over her clit while thrusting three more inside her. 
 
    Letting out a low moan, she mimicked that fantasy now. Her fingers weren’t the right size, but they’d have to suffice. She tossed her head back on the rim of the tub and gave herself up to the fantasy and her need. 
 
    Her breath expelled in short puffs. The heat creeping through her core also flushed her nipples a deep rose color. Water lapped the sides as she thrust faster, harder, swirling her finger over her bud again and again and again and… 
 
    Her orgasm broke over her in long, blinding waves. 
 
    “Ohhh!” She barely swallowed the noise, but why stay quiet? Any noise might bring the object of her desire running…and maybe he’d finish the job. 
 
    Her body shuddered with ecstasy. Her insides clenched and released her digits. 
 
    The release took the edge off but it wasn’t enough. She wanted her sexy bodyguard to storm through that door and rip her out of the tub, pin her against the wall, bend her over the sink. Hell, she didn’t care how many ways or places or positions he took her in—she just wanted him. 
 
    The endorphin high quickly dropped. 
 
    She pulled her fingers free of her own body, but it had her feeling a little pathetic and more than lonely. 
 
    What was Caleb doing out there right now? She’d left him cleaning up the kitchen when she slipped into the master bath. 
 
    For that matter, where would they sleep tonight? Her heart tripped at the thought of being curled up in his arms, safe and sound. But he seemed to be putting distance between them. 
 
    Was that due to the lack of condoms, or had he gotten his fill of her…already? 
 
    The water was still running. She twisted off the faucet and lay there soaking a while longer. Then she washed her hair and pulled the plug. 
 
    When she got out, she strained to hear what was going on in the rest of the cabin, but all she heard was water swirling down the drain. Deflated and a little depressed, she toweled off using a thick luxury hotel towel the likes of which she hadn’t seen since she was last in Europe. 
 
    Thinking of travel reminded her of her dad, in Vanuatu with his new bride—the girl she used to babysit!—enjoying himself on the gorgeous beaches and drinking the best alcohol money could buy while she was stuck here cleaning up his mess. 
 
    Did he even love her at all? A woman who wasn’t loveable to a father could never be a romantic interest for someone like…say, Caleb McCoy. 
 
    With a heavy sigh, she opened the bathroom door. Steam rolled out, and cooler air hit her face. The smell of something sweet hit her nose, along with a wisp of…smoke? 
 
    “Caleb?” She walked into the big open space and scanned the kitchen for signs of him. “Do I smell…” 
 
    He crouched before the fire, holding a small metal skewer speared with a marshmallow over the flames. 
 
    At the sound of her voice, he cocked his head to look at her. His eyes traveled over her face, drinking her in like a man who wanted more than a marshmallow. Then he let his stare drop over her neck to the bathrobe she’d donned before leaving the bathroom. 
 
    As if unable to look at her longer, he twisted his head away. She padded barefoot across the room, watching his profile the whole time. Firelight flickered over his rugged features, rendering them even harder and more angular with the cast shadows. 
 
    Suddenly, she drew up with a shock. “You’re wearing your hat!” 
 
    It was true—a white Stetson sat firmly on his head. And damn, the sight of him in it made her body sit up and beg. 
 
    Her nipples puckered beneath her robe. Her pussy squeezed. And every inch of skin between those parts seemed to tingle. 
 
    He looked…rough and ready. 
 
    Sliding her tongue over her suddenly dry lower lip, she asked, “How did you get it?” 
 
    When he tugged the brim, she saw now why he always appeared so lost after lifting his hand to find no hat on his head. The man looked born to wear that Stetson. 
 
    And just why wasn’t there a cowboy option at the Bachelors for Charity? She wouldn’t have stopped at handcuffing him. She would have chained him up in her basement and kept him as a sex slave too. 
 
    “Corrine made a special delivery while you were in the bathtub.” He withdrew the toasted marshmallow from the flames and glided to his feet with all the physical prowess of an athlete. 
 
    He held out the tip of the skewer toward her. “Want the first one?” 
 
    She wanted something, but it wasn’t a marshmallow. As she pinched the squishy food and pulled it free of the metal, she was so utterly aware of Caleb, so turned on, that she just knew if she ate the marshmallow, he’d wind up Heimliching her next. 
 
    On wobbly legs, she moved to sit in the closest chair and watched him thrust a second treat into the fire. Flames engulfed it immediately. 
 
    “Your marshmallow’s on fire.” 
 
    “Just the way I like ’em.” He held it there another few seconds and then pulled it free. As he pursed his lips to blow out the flame, her insides clutched. 
 
    This man had a grip on her. 
 
    “Corrine brought a bag for you too.” 
 
    She sat up straighter. “For me?” 
 
    He nodded and popped the sticky, blackened treat into his mouth in one bite. She did the same before looking around for this bag he mentioned. 
 
    She spotted a simple black duffel near the front door. As she went to get it, she swore she felt Caleb’s eyes on her. Her pussy grew slick, and she couldn’t keep her hips from swaying a little more. 
 
    Reaching the bag, she purposely angled her body toward him so that when she bent over, her breasts nearly popped from the crossed edges of the robe and the slit parted to reveal a length of her thigh. 
 
    “Jesus Christ,” she heard him mutter. 
 
    Biting her lip to trap a laugh, she lingered in that pose before straightening with the bag in hand. 
 
    “I don’t suppose I can get you to help me carry this.” Her tone took on a smoky note. 
 
    He tugged his hat brim. “I think you cracked my nuts with that trick of yours. I can’t move an inch.” 
 
    A different laugh took her by surprise. She carried the bag to the coffee table and unzipped it. When she spotted her own belongings, she cried out. 
 
    Yanking one of her favorite cozy shirts from the depths, she met Caleb’s stare. She hugged the top against her chest. “It’s the coziest, most perfect, broken-in shirt I own. How would Corrine know to pack this?” 
 
    “Beats me. The woman is a miracle worker. We all say we’d be lost without her. She organizes the whole team and trains champion horses on the side. Clearly, she’s doing well if she and Modeen are able to afford this place.” 
 
    She pulled another garment from the bag. When she drew it free, something shifted inside. The box had her jaw dropping and her heartbeat quickening. 
 
    “What is it?” In one big step, he stood next to her. He peered into the bag and let out a groan. 
 
    “Did you tell her?” she squeaked out. 
 
    “Hell no. I don’t kiss and tell.” 
 
    With a shaky hand, she withdrew the box of condoms. 
 
    Their gazes locked over the one thing that had been keeping them from leaping into the sack again. 
 
    “Nothing’s stopping us now, Caleb.” 
 
    His throat worked in a long swallow. The sharpness of his Adam’s apple slid down his neck and hovered in the middle. 
 
    At last it bobbed back up into place. 
 
    “I’m gonna take a shower, Turner.” His gritty tone was ice water splashing over her senses. 
 
    She dropped the box back into the duffel. “I’ll use the second bathroom to get dressed.” 
 
    He gave her a jerky nod before pivoting woodenly and walking off. She watched the sexy cowboy who’d turned her down. 
 
    But Corrine suspected we might fall into each other’s arms. She doesn’t care. 
 
    Genessa must have overdone it with that last bend-over-look-at-my-tits-and-thigh move. 
 
    She’d really cracked his nuts, and not in a good way. 
 
    Maybe it was for the best. Caleb shouldn’t get involved with a woman like her. After all, she had a lot to lose. If the Donellis didn’t get to her first, then the FBI could find her guilty of racketeering along with her father…and take her freedom. 
 
    Not even her cozy, favorite shirt could make her feel better. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Back in the military, McCoy got accustomed to 6:00 a.m. drills. When he was a rookie cop, he lived with the night shift. And every bodyguard got used to running on a few short hours of sleep. However, last night had been worse than usual, and he blamed it all on Genessa. 
 
    She wanted him. And he’d turned her away. He kept telling himself it was for the best—she was in no frame of mind to make a choice like sleeping with her bodyguard. One of them needed a clear head. 
 
    But turning her away had sent a pinching sensation through his chest that only grew more painful as the night went on. The way she’d looked at him—with longing and a hint of sadness in her beautiful eyes—popped up in his dreams to haunt him. 
 
    When he wasn’t being tormented by those things, he was prowling through the cabin, checking doors and windows. Using his phone, he tapped into the outdoor security cameras Corrine and Michael had on every corner of the property as well as the doors just to make sure there weren’t any threats. 
 
    And the rest of the time he spent awake? He stood outside Genessa’s bedroom door, listening for her to wake from a nightmare…to need him in some way. 
 
    But of course she was all right. He hadn’t heard a peep from her all night long, and he should feel good about that. It meant he’d done his job and made her feel safe enough to rest. 
 
    Giving up once the sun began to rise, he leaned against the kitchen counter and waited for the coffee to brew. One good thing about Corrine loaning them her cabin was how well stocked it was. When he opened the cupboard and saw the bag of the same quality coffee the Wyntons kept in the WEST office, his system surged with relief. 
 
    If he needed to run on high octane all day, at least it wouldn’t be some bitter, nasty brew. He owed Corrine big time for this favor, though he couldn’t shake the idea she’d really done it for Genessa. Knowing that she came from money and lived the high life with luxuries guys like him couldn’t even fathom, Corrine had placed her where she’d be most comfortable. 
 
    When the final drip of coffee landed in the pot, he already had his hand wrapped around the handle and a mug at the ready. He poured himself a full cup and breathed out a sigh as the scent hit his nose. 
 
    As he stood sipping, he shot a look at the closed bedroom door. What time would Genessa emerge? A CEO didn’t get to sleep in and he pictured her as an early riser. But that was before she became hunted by the Donellis, and stress impacted people in a lot of ways. He’d seen it plenty and tried to give his wards space and time enough for the rest and recovery their brains so desperately needed to survive these situations. 
 
    He set his mug on the table large enough for four. Then he went to the bookshelf that had interested him from the minute he walked through the door. He browsed the shelves of titles and found a rich selection of everything from mystery to architecture. He chose a mystery, one of a series he was familiar with. 
 
    When he settled at the table with the book open, he automatically tuned in to the sounds around him, the hum of the appliances and the sizzle of the coffeepot on the burner. But no stirring from the bedroom. 
 
    With time to kill, he delved into the book and drank two cups of coffee. Suddenly, his phone vibrated. He pulled it out and brought it to his ear. 
 
    “McCoy.” 
 
    “It’s Ross.” 
 
    “Just the man I wanted to talk to. What the hell happened to you handling that FBI agent buddy of yours? I thought you were buying us some time.” 
 
    “So did I. Guess you can’t trust those guys. I’ll remember that for next time. They’ve got their own agendas, and it doesn’t fit in with the practices we stand by. I apologize for Thatcher showing up there. Did he grill your ward much?” 
 
    “I shut him down whenever I felt the need. And I tossed him and his sidekick out as quick as possible.” 
 
    “Good. I’ll bust his balls over it next time I hear from him.” 
 
    McCoy grunted. “Thanks. And thank Corrine for the good cup of joe this morning. It’s much needed.” 
 
    “Rough night?” 
 
    “You could say that, but it was all on me. My ward slept and still isn’t up.” 
 
    “Keep doing what you’re doing. But I’ve got something new for you. It’s an idea our new hires, the Abel brothers, came up with.” 
 
    McCoy could already tell he wasn’t going to like it. And maybe not the new hires either. 
 
    “I’m listening.” 
 
    “We have to prove without a doubt she’s not involved with the Donellis. If she is, and we’re shielding a criminal dealing in mob business, it’s the end of WEST Protection. I won’t let that happen. This company is my life and the livelihood of everyone else in my family.” 
 
    McCoy understood, but he still felt like growling in protest. “Go on.” 
 
    “I want you to find out what she knows about every company on the bid lists Corrine sent you. Not just things that can be learned off a website. I want real information on these people.” 
 
    “How is that going to prove her innocence?” 
 
    “Then you’re going to bring up a name that we’ve uncovered. If she knows this name, then she’s involved, hands down. If not, that’s good enough for me.” 
 
    His jaw locked. “You want me to bait her? That’s fucking dirty. Exactly who are these Abel brothers and why the hell are you hiring them?” 
 
    “We need guys like them—guys who are willing to get in the trenches and aren’t afraid to get their hands dirty. Think of them as fixers.” 
 
    “I already hate them. And I’m not happy about doing this to my ward, Ross. Put that on record.” 
 
    “I understand. But it’s for the good of WEST. Try to see my point of view.” 
 
    Maybe Ross and the rest of the team stood to lose more than McCoy ever had leaving behind a cheating ex and crooked partner along with his career as a cop, but it made sense. So while he couldn’t claim he understood, he at least respected Ross’s decisions. 
 
    “Fine. Give me the name. I’ll drop the fucking bait.” 
 
    And what happens if she does recognize the name? 
 
    Then the world as I know it will come crashing down on me. 
 
    Finding out that his fiancée betrayed him was bad. For some reason, he’d held no reservations about trusting Genessa. There was no way she was lying to him. 
 
    He shook his head. He couldn’t even think about the possibility. 
 
    Ross spoke again, ripping him from his thoughts. “I’ll keep you updated on any new developments. Meanwhile, I’ve got a new training day set up for next month. I hope this case is wrapped up by then so you can demonstrate that takedown maneuver and give us your tips.” 
 
    He scratched a finger over the bridge of his nose. “You still expecting me to give away all my secrets, Wynton?” 
 
    “Yes. That’s what I’m paying you for.” Amusement sounded from the depths of his gruff tone. 
 
    McCoy released a chuckle. “Fine. I’ll share my secrets. But only if Corrine orders food from the caterer we had last time.” 
 
    “That burrito bar was legendary,” Ross agreed. 
 
    “Sure beat the selection at the Quickie Mart. Keep me posted on anything new, boss man.” 
 
    They ended the call. For a long minute, he stared into space. How was he supposed to break Genessa’s trust? And what if she turned around and broke his? 
 
    The heavy weight was too much for him right now so he returned to his book. He was just reaching the next chapter when a soft gasp sounded. 
 
    He looked up to see Genessa standing there, dressed and fresh as a country bouquet, in a one-piece pants number that fit her body like it was tailored for her and zipped up the front. It hugged her waist and skimmed her breasts in a soft black cloth. 
 
    As she crossed the room, he took note of other details, such as her bare feet and a tiny gold chain as fine as spun air circling her throat. 
 
    “What are you doing, Caleb?” she asked. 
 
    He gave a small shake of his head in confusion. “What does it look like I’m doing?” 
 
    Her deep blue eyes panned over the table, taking in the mug and the book he had flattened with his hand. “Are you reading?” 
 
    His lips twitched at one corner. “I can read, if that’s what you’re asking.” 
 
    Her gaze traveled over him, leaving him feeling as if she’d looked too deep into him and seen more than he wanted her to, such as what he was about to do. 
 
    She breezed through the kitchen to the coffeemaker, her bare feet silent on the floor. “What are you reading?” 
 
    He held up the book for her to see the cover. 
 
    “Crime mystery?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “Any good?” She located a mug and poured a cup of coffee. 
 
    “So far.” 
 
    “I hadn’t pegged you for a reader, McCoy.” 
 
    He quirked a brow. “Is that because most guys you know don’t read?” 
 
    “I have no idea if the guys I work around read. I don’t get that close to them.” She took a sip and her expression smoothed into a smile. “This is really good coffee.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    She hummed in appreciation as she took another sip. 
 
    He set aside his book and gave her a steady look. 
 
    Over the rim, their eyes met. Even though she tried hard not to show what she felt on the inside, he was starting to read her. And he already knew that she battled to keep her CEO armor in place. 
 
    Slowly, she lowered the mug and set it on the counter. “Talk to me, McCoy. What’s going on?” 
 
    Now that he was faced with telling her his plan, he didn’t know what words to use. 
 
    “There are some trails surrounding the cabin. What do you say about us hitting them this morning? Some fresh air will help clear our heads.” 
 
    Had he seriously just ducked his responsibility to keep from stressing Genessa even more? 
 
    Damn straight he had. He couldn’t regret it either, especially when a sweet smile spread across her beautiful face. 
 
    She nodded. “As long as it’s safe.” 
 
    “I would never put you in jeopardy.” 
 
    Except he would. Soon. He’d set the bait, and if she took it then he wouldn’t be able to stop Ross from ordering him to stop protecting her. 
 
    Or the FBI from arresting her. 
 
    He looked down at her small pink, feminine toes. His chest constricted. 
 
    When he met her stare again, he put a smile on his face. “I hope Corrine packed some walking shoes in your bag.” 
 
    “Lucky for me, she did. She seems to think of what you need before you ever know you need it.” 
 
    “She is a gem,” he agreed. 
 
    But these Abels? He could do without their new ideas and their power to “fix” bad situations…especially when it came to the woman McCoy wanted to protect for his own reasons. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “Aggh! Another one!” Genessa stopped dead in her tracks, eyes squeezed shut against the sting of yet another gnat flying directly into her eye. 
 
    “Hold on. I’m coming.” Caleb had been walking a couple strides ahead of her. His idea was that he’d walk into the swarms of gnats on the trail first and scatter them before they flew into her eyes. 
 
    Warm fingertips touched her brow. He thumbed her eyelid up to peer inside for a sign of the gnat. 
 
    “Your plan isn’t working,” she grumbled. 
 
    “I can see it along your bottom eyelid. Hold still while I fish it out.” 
 
    She groaned. “Why aren’t they attacking your eyeballs?” 
 
    “Dunno. Maybe you’ve got a juicier set.” 
 
    Why did she get the feeling he wasn’t talking about her eyes being juicy? She let that sink in while he swiped his fingertip across her eyelid. 
 
    “Got it.” His minty breath washed across her face. 
 
    Slowly, she tested her vision, blinking against the sting of the abrasion on her cornea and Caleb poking around in there. 
 
    Golden-brown eyes hit hers. “We can turn back.” 
 
    “I’d like to keep on the trail a little longer.” 
 
    “You’ve gotten three bugs in your eyes in a mile. Are you sure?” 
 
    No, she wasn’t sure that hiking was better than being indoors with Caleb, twisted like pretzels in ten different positions, in the throes of bliss, making it their mission to use up every single condom in that box Corrine had sent. 
 
    She searched his gaze, trying to convey all her feelings without using words. After being turned away a few times now, she wasn’t so eager for another rejection. 
 
    “I’m sure,” she said. “But since it isn’t working for you to scatter the bugs for me, why don’t you just walk beside me now?” 
 
    His eyes softened. “All right.” 
 
    Neither of them moved to continue on the trail. Birdsong filled the air, and the scent of fresh, green, living things reminded her of hiking in Germany when they’d take class trips into the wilderness to learn biology or on some pursuit of physical exercise. 
 
    “It’s really pretty here,” she said. 
 
    His lips quirked. “You sound surprised. You don’t get out here much, I’m guessing.” 
 
    “Never. Since taking over the company, I’ve spent my time stuck at a desk.” 
 
    “Bet you wish you had a different reason than this one to take a break.” He tipped his head to ask if she was ready to keep walking, and she nodded. 
 
    Together, they took off at a slow pace. Bugs flew in front of her face, which she swatted away with a wave of her hand. 
 
    “I know someone else who’s a bug attractor like you.” Caleb walked close enough that his elbow brushed hers. 
 
    “Oh? Who?” 
 
    “Landon Trace. He was at the bank with us and then he came with Corrine.” 
 
    “Oh yes. I remember him.” 
 
    “We go on these training setups, and this one time it was a wilderness training.” 
 
    “If you don’t mind my asking, why would WEST Protection need such a thing?” 
 
    He gave her a sideways glance. “You’d be surprised at how often we end up in strange locales.” 
 
    “Have you ever taken a person you protected to a cabin before?” 
 
    “No. But I’ve been all over cities and I hid my ward in a small town for a month once.” 
 
    She groaned. “A month? Do you think this will take a month?” 
 
    He shrugged a thick shoulder. “It’s possible. Cases like this aren’t cut and dry.” 
 
    She sighed. “I can’t afford to be away from my desk for a month. Why do you think I haven’t taken a vacation in two years?” 
 
    “I’m sure it’s not lack of money.” He offered her a smile. 
 
    She batted at the gnats that were creeping too close to the corner of her eye for her comfort. “What about you?” 
 
    They automatically drifted close again. When his elbow brushed hers, he shifted away. But it felt as if his warm skin left a mark on her. She glanced down, sure her skin would be pink, but it looked the same as always. 
 
    “I don’t need vacations.” 
 
    “You love your job, that much I can see. But what if you need to relax, unwind? Get away for a while?” This time her arm bumped his. 
 
    He didn’t move away, but she drifted an inch or two to the side so he wasn’t uncomfortable. 
 
    “I just take off for a few hours and commune with nature,” he said. 
 
    She arched a brow. “Take hikes like this?” 
 
    He ducked his head in that sexy cowboy nod that made her stomach flutter. “Sometimes. I love to fly fish.” 
 
    “So that’s why you said you needed to see a guy about a fly rod!” 
 
    The grin he shot her made his eyes crinkle. 
 
    And her stomach plunge low and her core to contract with want. There were plenty of places for them to stop and have some fun…. 
 
    Why didn’t she think to stuff one of those condoms in her jumpsuit pocket before walking out the door? She knew Caleb didn’t. 
 
    They continued on, but pretending that she wasn’t affected by his closeness wasn’t so easy. Her lungs burned, and not from exertion or altitude. 
 
    “You enjoy wearing a cowboy hat. Do you also like the life? Do you ride?” 
 
    “Grew up around horses. The Wynton Ranch has plenty, and sometimes a group of us head into the mountains for a trail ride.” 
 
    “But you don’t live there. On the ranch.” The more she got him talking, the more she realized how tense he always was. Whether that was from being around her and fighting their attraction, or he was just one of those guys who were always coiled tight, she didn’t know. She liked this side of Caleb McCoy, though. 
 
    “No, I live in Stone Pass. Rent a small place, half a house. Nothing like your spread.” 
 
    “Do you like having neighbors? I always wondered what it would be like to have some.” 
 
    He chuckled. “They’re newlyweds, if that tells you about the noise level. Wouldn’t be so bad if they didn’t share a bedroom wall with me.” 
 
    She laughed. “That sounds difficult to…” She stopped at a rumbling noise. 
 
    Caleb looked up at the small patch of sky visible through the tree branches. “Doesn’t look like rain, but now that I hear that thunder, I can smell it.” 
 
    “Smell the rain?” 
 
    “Can’t you?” 
 
    She tested the air, drawing a deep breath through her nose. At that moment, a gnat flew right up her nostril. “Goddamn fucking shit hell!” She ran a few feet to the thick underbrush and gave a violent sneeze. 
 
    “What the hell happened?” He grabbed her shoulders and tried to turn her around. 
 
    She refused to turn—she never told him she was an explosive sneezer and he didn’t need to find out now. She threw out a hand. “Do you have something I can wipe my nose with? A tissue or a handkerchief?” 
 
    “I’m not that kinda cowboy. Let me see. I think I got something I carry in case I need to start a fire or stop some bleeding.” She heard rustling—then the growl of thunder, closer and longer and louder. 
 
    He slapped something in her hand. She glanced at it before wiping her nose. After blowing to ensure the gnat really was out of her nose, she stuffed the used material in her pocket. 
 
    Slowly, she turned. She knew she was blushing. Heat burned in each cheek. 
 
    Caleb looked her over. “You all right?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “A bug flew up my nose!” 
 
    He started laughing, a deep vibration she felt to the pit of her stomach, but it was soon drowned out by a lightning crash. 
 
    “Shit.” He broke off laughing. “We better hurry back or we’ll be caught in a storm.” 
 
    As soon as he said that, heavy droplets struck her on the cheek and forehead. She threw a hand up to cover herself, but it was no good because soon the rain pummeled them in a thick, inescapable sheet. 
 
    They turned and ran back down the trail. A mile had never seemed so long. In seconds, her entire jumpsuit was soaked and clinging to her. Caleb’s shirt was too. 
 
    She’d seen the man naked, but somehow seeing that thin cotton sticking to his chiseled torso had her even more on edge. She fixed her stare on his hard spine, so intent on watching the ripple of muscle that when he stopped, she plowed into him. 
 
    She threw a hand out to steady herself and started to say something about how he should warn her before he decided to just stop in the middle of the trail. 
 
    Before she could, he clamped a hand over her mouth. Panic speared her heart and bowels at the same instant. She stared at his face, but he jerked his head right and left, searching the woods. 
 
    The Donellis was her first thought. Her second was a deep, bone-shaking terror of being murdered out here and buried in a shallow grave. 
 
    Caleb’s callused fingers crushed into her lips in an effort to keep her silent. Breath puffed through her nose, too noisy. She fought to control her breathing and make it quieter, but it didn’t help that her terror level had hit an all-time high. 
 
    Suddenly, his golden-brown eyes hit hers. He was trying to tell her something with that look, but damn if she could interpret it. He pursed his lips in a shhh. Then slowly, he removed his hand from her lips. 
 
    He gestured for her to stay quiet and that they’d take another route through the forest, off the trail. 
 
    Cold rain ran off her hair and dripped down her back, making her shiver. She battled to keep her teeth from chattering and gripped Caleb’s arm, allowing him to lead her to safety. 
 
    In his free hand, he had his gun at the ready. Seeing the black steel in the hand that was so good at pleasuring her felt wrong. Another shiver ripped through her, catching at her lungs and forcing a puff of air past her lips. 
 
    He tossed a look at her. The tension knitting his brows didn’t help her feel better about their situation. Whatever noise he’d heard, she couldn’t make it out above the heavy downpour and groan of thunder. 
 
    Lightning flashed in the distance, but it lit Caleb’s face enough for her to read his black scowl. 
 
    When they reached another trail, he took it. The walking grew easier than picking their way through thick bushes. Neither of them spoke, and she had the sudden urge to start screaming. 
 
    Biting down on her lip, she continued to walk alongside him, her fingers enfolded in Caleb’s. Water streamed steadily off his hat brim and soaked the shoulders of his shirt, deepening the black color. 
 
    She was quickly going from chilled to freezing. She locked her jaw against her teeth chattering in case it made a noise that somebody could follow. 
 
    After another half mile or so, he whispered, “Not far now. But we’re going to circle the cabin just in case. I need to look at the entire property before we attempt to enter.” 
 
    She nodded, but whether or not he saw, she didn’t know. At this minute, she wanted safety. And a hot shower. And Caleb’s arms wrapped around her. 
 
    All of a sudden, she realized she really did feel safe in her bodyguard’s arms. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    McCoy strode straight to the fireplace and started tossing logs on. When he struck a match, his hand shook enough that the flame went out. 
 
    If he was affected by the cold rain and the sudden drop in temperature, Genessa was far worse. 
 
    She stood in the middle of the living room, teeth chattering and her arms hanging lifeless at her sides. 
 
    “Take off your clothes, sweetheart,” he said as he nurtured the second flame to take hold of the kindling. 
 
    Genessa didn’t move. 
 
    He jerked to his feet. “Fuck, you’re not okay. The mountains are cold, and you’re soaked. This is my fault.” Without asking for permission, he pinched the zipper running from her neck to her stomach and lowered it. He eased her arms out of the sleeves and urged her to step out of the jumpsuit. The soaked garment plopped to her boots. 
 
    “I’ve been dying to do that since you walked out in it.” His voice was rough and rasping. 
 
    Her skin appeared to be pale porcelain, fair enough he could make out the blue network of veins underneath. 
 
    And she was shaking like hell. 
 
    In sharp moves, he stripped her pants and underwear down her hips and then bent over to remove her boots. Her legs were wooden, unbending, and he had to set her on the sofa in order to pull them and her drenched socks off. 
 
    He assessed her condition with a quick glance before tossing the thick throw blanket around her shoulders. “Stay there. I’ll grab some towels.” 
 
    Leaving her shaking on the sofa, he ran to the bathroom and grabbed a handful of towels, a trail of water dripping off his body the entire way. 
 
    When he stepped up to Genessa again, she was shaking worse than ever, her teeth clenched so hard he feared they might splinter under the force. 
 
    In a blink, he realized he needed to give her his own body heat. Except his body was just as chilled as hers. He tore off his clothes. Her stare was glassy but he saw something flicker in their depths when her gaze hit his naked body. 
 
    He picked her up and carried her to the fireplace, where he stood her in front of the fire that was now burning nicely. 
 
    Then he sat in front of it and eased her into his lap, blanket and all. Lifting the towel to her hair, he squeezed water from the thick strands and worked it gently against her scalp. 
 
    She issued a low moan that cut off as another round of shaking passed over her. 
 
    Seeing he needed to warm her quicker, he pressed her down onto the hearth rug, opened the blanket and slipped in with her. 
 
    At first, she shook more, but as their cold skin heated and warmth from the fire radiated toward them, her breaths came easier. 
 
    He brushed his hand down her spine in a slow caress. Fuck, this was no time to get a hard-on, but damn if he wasn’t sporting wood. His cock stood stiff between their bodies. He attempted to keep it from pressing against her lower belly, but she wiggled closer. 
 
    She lifted a trembling hand and settled it on his chest. “I’ve n-n-never been so c-c-cold.” 
 
    “I know. I’m sorry. I never should have suggested the hike.” 
 
    “You didn’t know it would r-r-rain.” 
 
    And he’d dragged her the long way back to the cabin to make sure nobody was following them, even after he was halfway convinced what he heard out there was an animal taking cover from the rain. 
 
    But all his training and instincts kicked in, and he’d damn near given Genessa hypothermia because of it. 
 
    He’d lost one woman due to his devotion to his work—and not being home nearly enough—and now he’d put another in danger. 
 
    Genessa snuggled against him…and worked her way into his heart. 
 
    Damn if he could stop the emotions that he’d long ago locked up and thrown away the key to surfacing once more. She needs me for warmth, that’s all. 
 
    But the way she looked at him told him otherwise. 
 
    Unable to stop himself, he pressed his fingers lightly into her spine, his cock gripping at the feel of her curves against his. Her breaths came faster. 
 
    “Was somebody on that trail with us, Caleb?” she managed to ask without her teeth chattering. 
 
    “I heard something. I had to be careful. But we’re safe now.” There were security cameras set up on the perimeter. He could take the time to check the footage, but Corrine and her husband were the type to check it too. If they were in danger, someone from the office would have seen and notified him. 
 
    Genessa wedged her chilly thigh between his. He grunted as the silky length slipped upward until his balls rested on her skin. 
 
    She moved her fingers from his chest and trailed them up his neck to cup his jaw. Her eyelids slipped shut as she whispered, “Kiss me, Caleb.” 
 
    How the hell could he deny her? 
 
    He flipped her onto her back on the thick carpet and covered her with his body. Claiming her mouth with the swift need they’d both been denying too long, he shared a moan with her. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and drew him closer. 
 
    Their mouths fused for long seconds. He never wanted to leave her arms. She tasted like fresh rain and desire. When he broke the barrier of her lips and swiped his tongue over hers, he groaned. 
 
    She gasped out and opened to him, stroking her tongue against his over and over as he eased his fingers into her wet hair and trapped her in place. But she wasn’t still—far from it. 
 
    She hooked her thighs around his hips and rocked hers, pressing her slick heat against his throbbing erection. 
 
    He withdrew from the kiss and swallowed so hard his throat clicked. Staring into her eyes felt like he was a kid again, lying on his back looking up at the stars. 
 
    “I want you, sweetheart. I don’t know how long I can fight my need to plunge inside you and fuck you until we’re both screaming the paint off the walls.” 
 
    Issuing a gasp, she bracketed his face with her hands. “Get the condoms, cowboy. Bodyguard. Whatever you are. Just get your thick cock inside me—now!” She rocked into him again. 
 
    He shot out from under the blanket and stormed into the bedroom where he’d seen her take her duffel with the box of condoms. He grabbed a few and took a moment to slip one on—when he stretched out in front of the fire with her again, he knew there wouldn’t be a single second to spare. 
 
    As he reached the living room again and set eyes on her beautiful face, his heart twisted. Not with want but with emotions he couldn’t keep bottled around her. 
 
    The way she wet her lips beckoned him. He stalked across the room. A smile graced her lips, and she parted the edges of the blanket to let him inside. 
 
    He pressed her down again, nudging his way between her splayed legs. Cock in hand, he held her eyes, and dragging in a searing breath, he slipped into her clenching heat. 
 
    They shared a moan. He shoved deeper until his cock was inside her. With her ankles hooked around his back, she pulled him in even deeper. Her lips worked feverishly up his jaw.  
 
    Growl bursting from his throat, he turned into the kiss with a ferocity he never saw coming. 
 
    He kissed her with all the passion and heat stealing his mind. Swinging his hips back, he withdrew from her sweet, tight walls before slamming home again. And again. 
 
    Small cries escaped her, which he stole with passes of his tongue. She was shaking, but he knew she was far from cold. Running his hand up her body, he cupped one breast and rubbed his thumb over the peak. 
 
    “Yes! Yeee—” 
 
    “Look at me when you come.” His tone was gravelly, and he gathered her hair in a thick bundle in his fist. 
 
    She went still, eyes filling with shock. 
 
    Tugging on the strands, he drew her head back and her lips up to his as he drove his cock into her once more. With her stare locked on his, she came. The tight constriction around his cock pushed him into overdrive. 
 
    Jets of cum exploded from him. He crushed his lips to hers and fed her groans that she answered with stifled cries. 
 
    He returned to himself as slowly as if he’d been drugged. Hell, he felt drugged—by Genessa. This woman had barreled at him out of nowhere and in mere days had insinuated herself in his life so much that he couldn’t think about spending a day without having some contact with her. 
 
    He didn’t let people into his life. Losing his fiancée and best friend had ended any openness he’d had before. He’d been around other women. Taken a few to bed out of necessity. He came in contact with a few who weren’t his coworkers, but none of them interested him. What was different about this woman? 
 
    Opening his eyes, he saw her looking at him, eyes glazed and a soft smile on her striking face. 
 
    She wanted to be acknowledged for more than her beauty, and damn if he wasn’t seeing every little amazing part of her, like this woman was a sea of diamonds and he could see every single facet. 
 
    In such a short time, he’d learned to predict her stubborn streak before it reared its head. He knew when she was putting up a front to cover the pain and fear she hid from the world. 
 
    And he knew that look in her eyes meant that she felt more for him than lust. 
 
    Dammit, he couldn’t let her fall for a man like him. He’d already closed that door on his feelings. He had to keep it shut. 
 
    Genessa Turner would demand the world from him. 
 
    A world he couldn’t give her. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Genessa brushed the tangles out of her hair that her lover had put there the night before. Every bristle of the brush over her scalp left her with tingles of the memory of Caleb going all dom on her and wrapping his fist around her hair . 
 
    Quickly, she dropped the brush on the bathroom counter. She needed to focus on something besides having sex with her bodyguard. 
 
    But he’s so amazing in bed. Not to mention gorgeous and smart. Haven’t met many men who can keep me interested beyond the first kiss. 
 
    Annnd you’re in danger. You need a clear head. 
 
    With a thick cock between her legs, it was easy to forget that the Donellis wanted her dead, determined that they’d get their hands on that casino project one way or another. 
 
    Usually in business she could see the trajectory of her decisions. Her objectives and their outcomes were simple. Sign a contract, earn money. Spread the Turner name far and wide. This time? Not so much. The most she could hope for was to stay alive and hopefully keep from being found with her own hand protruding from a cement footer. 
 
    A shudder snaked down her spine, but she drew back her shoulders and walked into the living space. Caleb sat hunched over the kitchen table, staring at a laptop screen. 
 
    “Where did you get that?” she asked. 
 
    He didn’t twist to look at her but continued reading whatever interested him. “Corrine sent it.” 
 
    “Oh, I see how you rank compared to me. I get the box of condoms and you get the laptop.” 
 
    Her taunt hit home. He looked away from the screen to pierce her in his warm amber gaze. “Seems to me Corrine knew that I couldn’t be trusted with condoms and you can’t be trusted with a laptop.” 
 
    Her carefree laugh caught her off guard, as did the warm smile he cast upon her. She crossed the room and leaned over his shoulder to peer at the screen. 
 
    The list of names jumped out at her. “What’s this?” 
 
    “This,” he said slowly, “is my plan. Take a seat and I’ll fill you in.” 
 
    She pushed off his broad shoulder and plopped into the seat adjacent to him. “Why do you have a list of my business rivals—and some of my colleagues too?” 
 
    He leaned back in the rustic wood chair to eye her. But he quickly dropped his gaze to the keyboard. “As you know, Ross and the FBI aren’t as convinced that you’re not involved with the Donellis.” 
 
    “So our aim is to prove it to them.” 
 
    He gave her a nod. “What’s going to happen is I’ll read off a name and you’re going to tell me everything you know about them. Not only their job titles or families’ names. I want every bit of dirt you’ve ever heard about them, every rumor. I want to know who their kids have playdates with and where they buy their gin.” 
 
    She stared at him. “What good would telling Ross and the FBI all those small things be?” 
 
    He lifted his stare to hers again. She was reminded of the way he looked at her when he demanded she come for him…when he scraped away a bit of her armor and she was totally exposed to him in that brief moment. 
 
    “I’m hoping that we’ll get everything from you on record and some of these names might be connected to others or to the Donellis. Or point back to your father being in on this without your knowledge.” 
 
    She pushed a sigh through her nose. 
 
    “One more thing—I’ll be recording this so if the FBI wants to analyze it, they can.” He picked up his phone to indicate he’d be using it to video her. 
 
    What she was starting to realize was how close she could be compared to a volcano. Pressure and fear roiled inside her, slowly building to the point where she could barely keep her cool exterior. Sooner or later, she’d blow and anybody there to witness it would see just how not in control she actually was. That she was a sham and a farce. The CEO of Turner Developments who didn’t really have her shit together at all. She was a ticking time bomb about to bring down an empire her father had spent a lifetime building. 
 
    Another sigh gusted out. “Fine. Let’s get this over with.” 
 
    He pushed record on the phone and leaned the device against his bottled water. Then he read the first name on the list. 
 
    “Bradley Cosgrove.” 
 
    An image of the man popped into her head immediately. “Everybody calls him ‘The Shark’ because he waits until he smells blood and then he pounces. If my father is known for taking small companies down and assimilating them under the umbrella of Turner Developments, Bradley Cosgrove is ten times worse. He’s personally responsible for the homeless population spiking in 2018 due to dividing several companies and putting them out of business.” 
 
    She looked at the camera and then away. “He’s got a wife and a child. A son named Bradley Jr. He attends preschool at Beaufort Academy, which is basically an Ivy League for toddlers. I guess his hope is that his son follows in his footsteps. But the question is, which son.” 
 
    Caleb’s brows shot up. “What do you mean? You said he only has one son.” 
 
    “Well…word on the street is that Bradley slept with one of his managers. She happens to be married too…but let’s just say that the son she had resembles Cosgrove more than her husband.” 
 
    She felt dirty spitting out all these secrets that she had no business airing. But if it helped Ross Wynton get off her case and take her at her word, or somehow get her off the hook with the FBI, then so be it. Besides, Cosgrove and the people she mentioned would never know what she said. Besides, in corporate dealings, everyone threw everyone else out for the crows to pick. 
 
    She trusted Caleb to keep this video away from prying eyes and put it only in the most trustworthy hands. 
 
    Glancing to Caleb, she caught his nod. 
 
    “Anything to add?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t think so. I’ve never heard of Cosgrove dealing in anything dirty—unless you count putting a few hundred people out of work right before Christmas time.” 
 
    The way he narrowed his eyes told her that he didn’t like the guy based on her statement. He moved to the next name, and the next. All of the people on the list ran companies who regularly bid against Turner Developments on projects. They rubbed elbows with her at various industry gatherings, and she heard things through the grapevine. 
 
    “Dale Davies has a sister in prison,” she remarked about the newest name. 
 
    Caleb’s dark brows shot up. “Oh?” 
 
    “Something about embezzling from a company she worked for? I’m not clear about the story, but she might be a person of interest.” 
 
    He tapped a few keys to record the information. 
 
    “The most I can say about Dale Davies is that I don’t know him well. He’s pretty average. His company is midlevel, and his workers don’t complain, which leads me to believe he runs a clean ship.” She sat back in her seat, arms folded. Then she giggled. “I nearly forgot about the first time I met him and he asked me to meet him for drinks in the bar after the meeting.” 
 
    Caleb leveled a look at her. “Did you?” 
 
    She arched an incredulous brow. “Of course I didn’t. I wouldn’t date industry people even if I’d liked Davies.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with him?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    Caleb waited for her to say more. 
 
    “Let’s just say he’s a bit of a flashy dresser.” 
 
    He stared at her unblinkingly. 
 
    “Look him up. You’ll see what I mean.” 
 
    After tapping a few keys, Caleb jerked in his seat. “Like Elton John met Elvis at a disco.” 
 
    She tossed her head on a laugh. “Yes! I never could put his style into words, but that’s it!” 
 
    They shared a grin. But when he looked at the screen again, a thundercloud passed over his expression. It faded just as quick as it appeared, and he offered her a small smile that was more of a tiny creasing around his eyes. 
 
    “Richard Osoff.” 
 
    Her mind drew a blank. “Osoff?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “How do you spell that? It isn’t ringing a bell.” 
 
    Golden-brown eyes hit hers as he spelled it out. 
 
    She shook her head. “I can’t recall that person at all. Who is he with?” 
 
    He scoured his screen for the answer. “It doesn’t give particulars about anybody. Only names.” 
 
    “Oh. You know, the name does remind me of something.” 
 
    His eyes shot to hers. 
 
    She tapped her lips with a fingertip. “There was a man named Oslow. I met him in New York on a project. We used the same architect, and when the architect stopped by my site, he brought Oslow with him to show him some building technique we were using in our construction.” 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    “He’s a native New Yorker. Can’t miss the accent.” 
 
    “Do you recall his first name?” 
 
    “Umm.” She rifled through the compartments of her brain. At last, it popped into her head. “James H. Oslow! I remember seeing it on the plans the architect brought along.” 
 
    “What were they building? Do you remember?” 
 
    She blinked at him. “A casino.” 
 
    He narrowed his eyes. “You’re sure about that?” 
 
    “Positive. I told you before that I’m good at remembering people. I remember because guys in the industry like to shit on the fact that I’m a woman. They made fun of me only building a wing on a hospital for a burn center, while Oslow was the winning bidder on the latest casino going in New York State.” 
 
    He typed a little, and the tapping distracted her from the whirlwind going on in her mind. Was it a coincidence that all her trouble was over a casino and that man she’d met only once had built one too? 
 
    Surely, it was odd that so many casinos were being built across the US, right? 
 
    Her insides were jittering, and she twisted her hands under the table so not only would Caleb not see how worried this made her, but so that she wouldn’t be filmed with such a nervous tic. The last thing she needed was somebody leaping to some conclusion about her body language and behavior. 
 
    He read her another name. And soon she glanced at the clock on the microwave to see almost three hours had passed. She felt as limp as an old dust cloth and just as dirty after spilling all she knew about the names on that list. 
 
    Caleb took in her slumped posture and snapped the laptop shut. “Why don’t we quit for a while? You’ve done so much.” He switched off the video for good, instead of just starting a new recording for each name like he had before. 
 
    “Who knew that ratting on people would be so exhausting?” She rubbed at a small ache between her brows. 
 
    He got up and walked to the fridge, pulled out a jug of orange juice and poured a glass for her. When he set it in front of her, she looked up at him with a smile and curled her hand around his arm. “Thank you for taking care of me, Caleb.” 
 
    His eyes softened—just like they had when he’d picked her up from the hearth rug and carried her to bed the day before. 
 
    She held on to him, stroking his warm skin for a moment before letting him go. He took his seat again and scrubbed his hands over his face as if he was just as exhausted by the exercise. 
 
    “You really think any of this will convince Ross that I’m not the enemy asking for protection? Or make the FBI see I’m just running my own company with my nose to the grindstone?” 
 
    Amusement slipped over his rugged features. “You sure know enough crap about these people. You sure you’re not just sitting in the breakroom all day, gossiping?” 
 
    She reached over and slapped his shoulder. “Yes, I’m sure. It’s just that people talk around me. The women think I’m so stuck up that I don’t hear what they say. And the guys dismiss me as a useless executive with a salary I don’t deserve—unless, of course, I happen to be wearing a skirt. Then they take notice.” 
 
    His brows lowered. “I hate that men treat you that way, Genessa.” 
 
    “Me too, but I won’t stop fighting for equality in this business until…” She nearly blurted out, “Until they put me in the ground,” but that seemed too close to home these days. 
 
    Fighting off a shiver of reaction, she asked, “Do you think any of these people have a connection to the Donellis?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “It still bugs me that I don’t recognize that last name. Osoff. That’s so weird. Maybe my father knows something about him. I could call him and try to dig a little.” 
 
    Caleb’s crooked grin spreading over his lips caused her to wiggle in her chair. “And interrupt him on his honeymoon and having time with his new wife?” 
 
    “Who I used to babysit!” she cried out, slapping a hand on the table. 
 
    They shared a laugh. Then their eyes locked. 
 
    “You know…since we’re finished working…and we do have an entire box of condoms to use up…” she began. 
 
    “Can’t let Corrine’s hard-earned money go to waste,” he finished for her. 
 
    She launched out of her seat and into his arms. He clasped her tight and crushed his mouth down on hers, ending their work session in the best possible way and driving all the darkness of the day away. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    McCoy hated himself on several counts. First, for not being inside that bedroom right this minute with Genessa. When she told him she wanted to slip into something comfortable, he had no clue what the woman was up to. 
 
    Secondly, he was pissed at himself for going against Ross’s orders. He’d dropped a name, all right—a bogus name, not the name Ross had given him to use to hook Genessa in with as bait. 
 
    His heart had soared when she didn’t know it. But she knew of one similar—and connected with a casino. Now he was left spinning with no idea what was real or fake. 
 
    Goddammit, this wasn’t him. He was a simple man. He’d gone into the military and later the police force because of a desire to make the world a safer place. He’d leave the spy games up to the CIA. 
 
    He uploaded the videos he’d taken of Genessa into a cloud for Corrine to pass along to the others on this case and then sent her a text letting her know the files were there. 
 
    She responded immediately. Enjoying the hot tub? 
 
    With a quirk of a smile, he thumbed a text in return. Enjoying my hat more. Did I thank you? 
 
    No, but you can make it up to Michael and me later. We like fusion food. 
 
    He chuckled. Everyone at WEST Protection knew Michael didn’t enjoy that food—he only went to those restaurants because Corrine liked it. 
 
    I’ll see what I can do, he responded to her and then shut off his phone. 
 
    He glanced at the closed door again. What was taking her so long? 
 
    His cock was a stiff rod in his jeans, and his balls were throbbing after their brief but scorching make-out session in the kitchen chair. 
 
    Maybe she’d changed her mind about taking things to that level of intimacy again. Christ knew he was doubting every decision he’d made since the minute she scrawled her Jane Hancock on that check back at the Bachelors for Charity auction. 
 
    It seemed when it came to Genessa Turner, every good intention he had flew out the window. Not to mention good common sense and years’ worth of training. He’d made mistakes, missteps and some damn stupid choices on her case. 
 
    What was it about her that threw his world into a spiral? 
 
    Before he realized his intention, he was standing at the closed bedroom door, straining to hear sounds from inside. When he didn’t hear any, he lifted his fist. His knuckles stopped short of the door, hovering over the wood. Damn if his lungs weren’t burning now, and his chest felt a little tight too. 
 
    He wanted to storm into that room, scoop her up in his arms…and say all the things going through his mind. Like how proud he was of her strength. And how crazy it made him whenever he thought about the day this job was over and he wouldn’t see her anymore. 
 
    With a heavy sigh, he rested his head against the door and closed his eyes. “Genessa?” His voice sounded more like a croak than a man. 
 
    “Come in,” she called. 
 
    He counted to ten, fighting for control of himself, of his emotions, before he opened that door. 
 
    He just about swallowed his tongue. 
 
    She stood in the middle of the room, completely naked, her long hair tumbling over her shoulders and her eyes blazing. When she held up a hand, he had to rip his stare from her bare breasts and the way her nipples were already pinched with want to what she held. 
 
    A condom. 
 
    “I thought you’d never get here,” she whispered. 
 
    He took a step in her direction and stopped a few feet away, burning with lust and reacting to the expression in her glittering blue eyes like gemstones. 
 
    She searched his gaze. 
 
    He doffed his hat, gripping it a heartbeat before he let it drop to the floor. Then he took that next step and grabbed her up in his arms, slamming his lips over hers. 
 
    A soft moan escaped her as he plunged his tongue deep into her mouth, picking up where they’d left off in the kitchen. 
 
    Need pounded through him, but it wasn’t nearly as loud as his heart when he realized what she was beginning to mean to him. 
 
    He should pull away, end this. Leave and let some other bodyguard take over. 
 
    But damn if he could find the strength to let her go. 
 
    He swept her off her feet and carried her to the bed, where he lay her down. Lowering himself overtop her, he braced his weight on his elbows and kept on kissing her until she was arching against his body. 
 
    She slid her hands under his shirt, over his spine. Wanting more of her touch, he supported himself on one arm and reached between his shoulder blades. He gripped the cloth and pulled his shirt off. 
 
    With a coo, she let her hands roam around to his shoulders even as she surged upward to kiss his neck. Her sweet lips set his body on fire. She explored everything she could reach, even biting down on his ear for a brief second before he rolled off the bed and stripped away the rest of his clothes. 
 
    His jeans dropped, and he stepped out of them. 
 
    Staring at her from under hooded eyes, he grabbed her by the hips and dragged her ass to the edge. 
 
    Her eyes blazed with want. Her breasts heaved. He couldn’t resist leaning in to suckle one with slow pulls of his mouth. Digging her fingers into his hair, she guided him to the other. 
 
    As he clasped his lips around the hard bud, he reached down to cup her pussy. She cried out, and he let out a groan. 
 
    “You’re so goddamn slippery, Turner.” 
 
    “I want you so bad.” She reached for him, but he pressed her down on the bed again and kissed her until she was writhing. 
 
    Only when he knew she was at the brink of her control did he sink to one knee. 
 
    She twisted the covers in her fists. “Caleb!” 
 
    He brushed the pad of his thumb over her seam, from top to bottom. She issued a low, throaty moan that made his cock jerk against his lower belly. 
 
    Slowly, he lowered his face between her legs and gripped her by the hips to hold her prisoner. 
 
    “Oh fuuuuck!” 
 
    His smile twisted against her folds, but it faded the minute he put his entire focus on licking her pussy. He pushed his tongue into her. Lifted her hips up to get deeper and deeper. Swiping his tongue through her channel, he gathered all her sweet need and rumbled a groan. 
 
    He slipped his tongue free, working her soft folds all the way to her clit. The treasure he sought was a hard pearl. He flattened it with his tongue and worked her into a frenzy. Her loud cries went unchecked. Out here in the middle of nowhere nobody cared how loud she was. 
 
    She shook beneath him as he brought her to one orgasm and licked all her juices, spurring her far on her way to the next. 
 
    But the next time she came, it would be on his cock. 
 
    He grabbed that condom she’d dropped and tore it open with his teeth. 
 
    The ripping noise roused her from her haze. Blue eyes landed on his and clung as he slowly rose to his feet and rolled the condom over his erection. 
 
    His balls tightened against his body as he lined up the mushroomed head of his cock with her soaking pussy. 
 
    “Can you take my cock?” 
 
    “Yes!” She rocked into it. 
 
    He fed the head into her tight heat but stopped just as the flared head was engulfed by her warmth. 
 
    She trapped her lip in her teeth but quickly let it slide free. “Caleb, I need you. Don’t stop!” 
 
    He pushed an inch deeper but retained control. His brain was spinning out at the idea of being in charge of her body, of her pleasure, of her release. Of saying when she could ride his length and when she could come. 
 
    She hadn’t given him permission to take control that way, and he’d only been joking when he told her he was the dom. 
 
    All that had changed. 
 
    He withdrew from her body. 
 
    Confusion and desire played through her beautiful eyes. 
 
    “Caleb?” 
 
    “Scoot all the way onto the bed.” 
 
    She inched toward the pillows and lay down again. 
 
    “Grab onto the bars on the headboard.” A thrill hit his system at the expression of stunned shock and then molten need in her eyes. 
 
    She lifted her arms overhead and gripped the wooden bars. 
 
    “Good girl. Spread your legs for me.” 
 
    Her delicate throat worked, but she parted her thighs. 
 
    “Wider.” His order came out in a gritty tone. 
 
    Her nipples peaked even tighter. 
 
    Crawling onto the bed, he settled between her legs and started working those rosy pink tips with his tongue, drawing them into his mouth one at a time and sucking increasingly harder to test her limits. 
 
    She finally cried out in something more than pleasure, and he gentled his ministrations, licking her nipple with slow, soft strokes to build her up again. 
 
    She released the bar with one hand and sank her fingers into his hair. 
 
    “Grab the headboard, sweetheart. Don’t let go.” 
 
    “You’re making me crazy,” she panted. 
 
    He shot her a grin. “I’m not finished.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Caleb splayed his hand over her breast and stared deep into her eyes. The things he wasn’t saying seemed to glow in his eyes and were mirrored in the hard brackets around his lips. 
 
    Her muscles leaped, and her inner thighs quivered. She wanted to lock her legs around her bodyguard and drag him down on her. But the minute her leg twitched at all, he saw it and ordered her to hold her pose. 
 
    Legs spread wide, he knelt between them, simply watching her. She quivered under his stare. When he slid the pad of his thumb over her clit, she bucked. 
 
    Being unable to release the bars on the headboard amped up her need even more. She wanted to rake her fingers down his broad back and ride his cock with abandon. 
 
    His gaze burned as he slipped his thumb downward and into her pussy. She cried out, hips rocking, muscles straining. 
 
    He pumped it in and out of her twice before removing it. 
 
    Her heart thumped even faster when he curled his hand around the base of his cock. She raked her stare over his chiseled body to that thick length she was practically begging him to fuck her with. 
 
    “Caleb!” 
 
    “Mmm-hmm.” He took his good old time driving her crazy, making her wait. It took ages for his cock to reach her folds and even longer for him to decide to thrust inside her. 
 
    But when he did, fucking hellfire, the man was perfect. 
 
    He buried himself fully inside her, and damn, she never realized how much deeper he could be with her legs like this. She shook with every thrust, tilted her ass to receive him. 
 
    His fingers branded her as he traced her nipples and worked around to her spine. He claimed her lips with a greedy force that stole her breath, her mind…her heart. 
 
    She’d felt it wobble before with Caleb McCoy, but he cracked her shell and stole it for his own. 
 
    Thick biceps strained, and a dark hunger hit his golden-brown eyes, darkening them. 
 
    “I…want to touch you,” she rasped. 
 
    He rolled his hips, grinding a spot inside her that made her tremble. Her inner walls clenched around his ridged length. 
 
    “Not yet,” he bit off, jaw flexing. 
 
    “I want to dig my fingers into your hard ass and drag you into me when you come.” She’d never been a dirty talker before, but Caleb was pulling new things out of her with each thrust. First her heart and now this? She tightened her hold on the headboard. 
 
    He eased his hands to her ass. “Like this?” He kneaded her backside with hands that were too callused to be gentle. 
 
    “Yes! Caleb, I’m…I’m…” She couldn’t hold out against the wave of bliss that struck her. The tremors inside her shook her like an earthquake. 
 
    “Grab on to me now!” 
 
    Her mind registered the order, and she threw her arms around his neck as he fucked her hard and fast. The roar leaving his lips mixed with her cries, and she felt a hot rush in her pussy as he came. 
 
    She regretted the barrier. She loved his arms around her. When his lips found hers, the kiss started out carnal and as her heart began to thrum slower, he gentled the kiss. Slow flicks of his tongue against hers had every switch in her mind flipping on. She wanted to shed light on this new side of her cowboy bodyguard, but no matter how hard she looked into his eyes, she couldn’t see how he felt. 
 
    She needed the words. 
 
    Hell, she didn’t know how she felt right this minute. How could she expect her partner to know? 
 
    For now, holding on to him and inhaling the masculine scent of his skin under her nose was enough. 
 
    Who knew what tomorrow might bring? Or an hour from now? She held him and enjoyed the feel of his strong arms around her. She tucked her head against his chest, feeling safer and more cared for than she ever had. 
 
    From the floor came a buzzing sound. 
 
    “Fuck. My phone.” He brushed his lips over her forehead and did a pushup off her. 
 
    She watched his spine muscles bulge as he leaned over the side and swiped his phone from his jeans. He glanced at the screen and then to her. 
 
    Wordlessly, he got up and walked buck naked out of the bedroom, closing the door firmly behind him. 
 
    Whatever the message was about, he planned to shield her from it. While part of her had the urge to go after him and see for herself, she allowed him the space. 
 
    Besides, she was still recovering from the best damn sex of her life. 
 
    Still, when he didn’t return after several minutes, she lifted her head from the pillow, trying to hear what he was saying through walls and a door. 
 
    His low voice carried a note of urgency—and anger. 
 
    Her stomach flipped. 
 
    The only time she’d heard Caleb use that tone was when he was trying to protect her. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    McCoy crept away from the bedroom door, putting walls between him and Genessa. Dialing Ross, he crossed the living area toward the bag that Corrine had thrown together for him. 
 
    He stuck a hand in the open bag and rummaged around for a pair of boxer briefs. 
 
    “Did you learn something new?” he asked when Ross picked up. He located the underwear and tucked the phone against his ear using his shoulder so he could use his hands. 
 
    “I saw you sent the vids,” Ross said. 
 
    “Yeah, I did. Have you watched any?” 
 
    “I skimmed enough of them to figure out that you didn’t follow my order about tossing that name at her.” 
 
    A low vibration of irritation started in his chest. “I will.” 
 
    “What the fuck are you waiting for? My whole empire to burn down because of one woman?” 
 
    He pinched the bridge of his nose, hardly seeing the ash in the hearth or the rug where he’d warmed Genessa. 
 
    “I got it, okay? I’ll do it today,” he responded in a hard voice. 
 
    “We’re looking into that name she threw out—Oslow. But I expect you to take my orders on this, McCoy.” 
 
    “Fine,” he bit off. “But you saw that she wasn’t just making shit up to get us off her back. She would have come up with some false information on Osoff if that were true,” he growled. 
 
    Ross made a grating noise in return. “Look, I’m trying to help you.” 
 
    “You’re trying to cover your own ass.” 
 
    “The ass of the company that employs you, McCoy. Think about that. One slip and we lose it all.” 
 
    “Understood.” He didn’t wait for more—he ended the call. Ross would get over it in time. Besides, he still wanted McCoy to teach them all his takedown maneuver. 
 
    He sliced his fingers through his hair. Thing was, he saw Ross’s point. Hell, he’d do the same thing. But he hated testing her. In his eyes, she’d already passed the test. 
 
    He repeated the name in his head. Then he swung to look at the closed bedroom door again. Dammit, could there be any worse timing? He’d just made love to the woman. She was smart and strong and beautiful, but he saw the sweet nature of her soul, of a woman who’d endured some hard knocks and scraped knees but got back up and went on fighting another day. 
 
    A weaker woman would have crumbled the minute she learned her father was involved with the mafia. 
 
    She’d steeled her resolve to get out of this not only alive but with her reputation intact. Thing was, he wasn’t so sure Turner Developments would survive. 
 
    Her hard work would be demolished. He knew how it felt to start over. It was tough, but she was brave and could face anything. Besides, he’d be there with her every step of the way. 
 
    The realization slammed into him. He didn’t want to walk away after this was all over. 
 
    One more mountain to climb, then I’ll be straight with her again. 
 
    Firming his jaw with resolve, he walked back to the bedroom and opened the door. 
 
    His gaze fell on the bed. Genessa was sitting up, the sheet drawn over her bare breasts, watching for him. 
 
    It hurt him to look in those big blue eyes and know what he was about to do. 
 
    He could blatantly disregard Ross’s order. He’d be fired, but maybe it was for the best. Being under somebody’s thumb never went well with him, and definitely not in this case. He felt torn in two directions, seeing both parties’ points, but damn if he didn’t want to run from duty. 
 
    If he were relieved of his duties—or walked away—he’d miss the hell out of WEST Protection. He’d miss the brotherhood…miss knowing his place. He’d even miss the Stetson. Of course, he could keep it, but it wouldn’t have the same meaning. 
 
    “Can I talk to you?” he asked when he reached the bedroom. 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    “Yes. The team dug up another name. I need you to get dressed and I’ll record you again.” 
 
    “Well…I was hoping for a hot shower first, but we can save that for later.” She offered him a smile that wobbled too much for his peace of mind. 
 
    He took her hand, enveloping her warm fingers. “I promise you that hot shower and a great meal if you do this.” 
 
    She arched a brow. “What kind of meal?” 
 
    “I think that other meal kit in the refrigerator said shrimp scampi.” 
 
    She issued a soft laugh. “Can you cook shrimp scampi?” 
 
    “Dunno. Never tried. But how hard can it be?” 
 
    Their banter put a genuine smile back on her face, and he helped her out of bed. They both dressed and while she washed up and brushed the just-had-sex knots out of her hair, he went into the other bathroom to wash his hands and splash water on his face. 
 
    When he looked at his reflection, he tried to like the man staring back at him, but goddamn if he could, knowing what he was about to do. 
 
    Lying to Genessa sat badly with him. He tried to tell himself he was only doing this to clear her name, and got no comfort from the thought. 
 
    He scrubbed his damp fingers through his short hair and jammed his hat over it. 
 
    That was more like the McCoy he knew. Only there was something new in his eyes, almost like a glimmer of…hope? 
 
    He just had to get past this and he and Genessa would be home free. Free to strike up a relationship that wasn’t based on protection and sex, but on some of the other things they were slowly learning about each other. 
 
    Built on trust. 
 
    He didn’t want to think about how he was already breaking that trust. 
 
    Bracing himself, he counted down from five to one before opening the door. When he walked into the kitchen, Genessa was waiting. She’d pinned her hair up, a look he’d never seen her wear. 
 
    And damn if it didn’t strike him straight to the heart. She’d lifted the thick, shining mass off her neck, giving her a romantic appeal. And small tendrils hung loose around her cheekbones and jaw. 
 
    He swallowed past the lump in his throat and crossed to the table. He pulled out a chair for her, and she sank down on it. He did the same, phone at the ready. 
 
    He’d be lying to himself if he said his heart wasn’t tripping over itself like drunks at the bar on line dancing night. 
 
    Seeking her gaze, he held it. He gave her an encouraging nod. “It’s just one name.” 
 
    She was nervous. He saw it flicker in her eyes, but she was good at hiding her outward reactions and bottled up her nerves and fears. Gripping the table edge, she exhaled a sigh. 
 
    “I’m ready. And more than ready for that shower.” 
 
    He smiled but didn’t totally feel it. Then he set the phone on her pretty face and hit record. 
 
    “I’ve got one more name to ask you about, Turner.” 
 
    Her stare snapped to his. Calling her by her last name had become a sort of foreplay between them over the past few days. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. 
 
    “Jeff Daverport.” 
 
    “Davenport?” 
 
    “No, it says Daverport.” 
 
    She tapped a finger on the table in thought. He watched her face so closely that she surely must be aware of the tension rolling off him. He was even starting to sweat. A bead trickled between his shoulder blades. 
 
    “Are you sure it’s Jeff? I think there was a guy named Jeremy Daverport in the construction circles.” 
 
    His heart skipped a beat. No, he mentally told her. Don’t respond to anything I say, Turner. It’s a lie. A trap. 
 
    She shook her head. “Wait, that isn’t right. I’m thinking Haverport, and Jeremy was in my psych class my first year at university. Jeff Daverport,” she repeated, her face blank. 
 
    His heartbeat doubled. 
 
    Finally, she gave her head a firm shake. “I don’t know anybody by that name. Who is he associated with? Is he with a company on that bid list?” 
 
    A trickle of air passed his lips in a slow stream of relief. He felt like fist-punching the air. Like grabbing Genessa and bending her over the table and kissing, licking, sucking and fucking her until neither of them knew their own names or why they were in this cabin anymore. 
 
    With all the control he could gather, he tapped his phone screen, ending the recording. Then he shoved his chair back and held out a hand to her. 
 
    “Don’t know. Ready for that shower, Turner?” 
 
    “Oh yeahhh, McCoy. I’ve never been more ready for anything in my life.” The shimmer in her eyes told him that she wasn’t exaggerating. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    The average American got ten days of vacation time. Europeans, four to six weeks. But Genessa never took any, and by day twelve of being forced into hiding, she was ready to climb the walls. 
 
    Yes, Caleb was an awesome distraction. The foreplay was somehow getting hotter, especially in the hot tub. He was a phenomenal lover and good company, something she’d never known could be possible. 
 
    And still, she was itching to get back behind a desk, on a dusty, dirty construction site or even spend a few hours making phone calls and answering emails. 
 
    She loved her work. Knowing there may not be a Turner Developments for her to return to left a deep ache in the pit of her stomach. 
 
    The cabin, for all its modern and beautiful amenities, was beginning to feel like a prison. There was only so much food, TV and sex a person could have. 
 
    Okay, the sex part wasn’t true. And Caleb had tried to keep her mind busy with video games, which she sucked at. They’d even ventured back to the trails for a few hours out, but only after he had Michael Modeen make a run on them on his ATV to ensure there weren’t any threats. 
 
    She lay in a state of despondence on the sofa, playing over her former routine. Get out of bed, answer a few emails, and she’d be in the office by seven. Take calls from foremen, architects, her lawyer…Shiloh. 
 
    Oh, poor Shiloh. She didn’t even know what had become of her assistant since she was found. She’d tried broaching the subject with Caleb a few times, but he shut her down when it came to any talk about the case. 
 
    In fact, he’d been acting rather…odd. Ever since that questioning session where he recorded all the dirt she could dredge up about people she knew, he’d avoided further talk on the investigation. 
 
    She watched him moving around the kitchen, preparing lunch for them. When she’d offered to help, he said, “I got it, Turner.” She had the feeling that he needed something to do as much as she did. More than once she noticed him staring out a window and tugging on his hat brim, deep in thought. He was just as antsy as she was—but he was better at hiding it. 
 
    As he stood at the counter chopping onions for a sauce, her mind wandered to the Donellis and how her father dealt with them for so many years without her knowing and without getting caught. 
 
    How did it all unfold in the first place? Did the mafia approach him about a deal or the other way around? Did money change hands or had her father merely stepped aside to allow them to take first place on projects they wanted a stake in? He claimed he’d done it to keep people alive, and if true, that made her see her father in a much different way. 
 
    While he was definitely self-centered in his personal life, maybe he wasn’t when it came to business? 
 
    Her biggest question was whether or not he’d dumped a mess in her lap to deal with alone because he didn’t care to go on with it all…or if he really had confidence that she could handle the situation, perhaps even better than he did. After all, she had proven herself with higher profit margins the year right before she took over for good. 
 
    She stared at Caleb’s back now as he faced the range. The scent of onions sauteing in butter teased her senses and awakened her appetite. At least part of her was still living—her brain felt dormant. Her drive, dwindling. The only thing still working right was her libido, and well, that was getting overtime. 
 
    A sudden banging noise on the front door had her shooting into a sitting position. By the time she swung her gaze to Caleb, he was already at the front door, his hand riding along his spine on the weapon concealed in his waistband. 
 
    He tossed her a look. “Stay there.” 
 
    She nodded, perching on the edge of the sofa, anxiety washing through her. Her foot decided to bounce, and usually she’d stop any outward show of nerves. This time, she didn’t bother trying to control it. She held her breath as Caleb darted a look out the tall, narrow window to see who was standing outside. 
 
    With a noisy sigh, he dropped his hand from his spine and opened the door. “A warning call woulda been nice,” he muttered. 
 
    Landon entered first, his face serious, all business. Right behind him were two guys she didn’t know, and Boone brought up the rear and closed the door behind them. 
 
    She rose to her feet, refusing to stay hidden or be left out of whatever was happening. And she could tell by their faces that something was happening. The guys sure hadn’t just popped in for one of her mixed drinks. 
 
    Caleb took in the group. “Ross isn’t with you?” 
 
    “Not this time. He was detained, and this couldn’t wait.” Landon lifted his head and sniffed the air, acrid with the scent of scorching onion. She started toward the frying pan, but he beat her to it and switched off the burner. 
 
    Caleb beckoned with his fingers for her to join them, so she did. “Genessa, this is Casey Clayton and Mathias Trace.” 
 
    Her eyes darted between Mathias and Landon, who shared a last name. She could see a resemblance in the shape of their jaws and mouths, though their eyes were different colors. 
 
    “Yeah, we’re brothers, and cousins to the Wyntons, in case ya didn’t know,” Landon offered up the information she’d been trying to piece together on her own. She immediately liked him even more for being a straight-shooter. In the world of business, a man like that was always a breath of fresh air. 
 
    She stuck out a hand to shake theirs, feeling more herself than she had in many days. When the men clasped her hand, they didn’t treat her like a fragile flower but gripped it hard enough to matter. 
 
    It was time they saw her for what she was. What was the quote by the famous Mexican painter, Frida Kahlo? She wasn’t fragile like a flower but fragile like a bomb. 
 
    Caleb moved to her side and grabbed her hand. The gesture wasn’t lost on any of the guys. In fact, several blatantly grinned at seeing it. 
 
    Caleb, however, swept a scowl over them. “What are you here for?” 
 
    “Actually, we’re here to meet with you two…and the FBI.” Landon crossed to the fridge and grabbed himself a bottle of water. 
 
    “The FBI?” Caleb barked. 
 
    Her hand clamped on his, and she didn’t even realize how hard she was holding on to him until he gently rubbed his thumb over her knuckles. 
 
    Landon twisted to face them and uncapped the water. “They should be here in about five minutes. That gives us time to fill you in on the new developments.” 
 
    Her chest burned for lack of air. Only having Caleb holding tight to her hand was keeping her from a complete meltdown. “Is it about my father?” she asked. 
 
    Landon’s gaze shifted to her. “Far as we know, he’s still in Vanuatu with his new wife. Untouched.” 
 
    She heard the layers of that word—untouched. Untouched by the Donellis and by the US government for dealing with the mafia. 
 
    “And we have records of money changing hands with the Donellis,” Landon continued. 
 
    She sucked in a slow breath. “He took money from them?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “How many times?” 
 
    “Only once, from what we can see. We think he made the deal, got scared and never did it again. He just backed off and gave the Donellis free reign but didn’t make any more deals with them.” 
 
    She issued the breath in a rush. At least he hadn’t continued to make deals with the mafia. She already thought of him as a selfish father—this would have been so much worse. 
 
    “He left a mess for you to clean up,” Caleb said in a hard tone. 
 
    She nodded. “That, I can’t defend. Except to say that maybe he believed I was strong enough and smart enough to get Turner Developments out of this mess.” 
 
    “If that’s the case, it’s a weak-ass excuse,” Caleb said. 
 
    “I didn’t say he isn’t weak. Clearly, he’s made some poor decisions in his personal and professional life. I’m only saying, my father’s not here now—I am. And I’m going to save myself and the rest of my employees from the same fate my project inspector and assistant suffered. I’m going to get myself cleared of all suspicion and take Turner Developments to the top.” 
 
    At her little speech, a smile played around the corners of Caleb’s hard lips. He gave her a nod and squeezed her hand again. 
 
    “What do you know, Landon?” he asked. 
 
    “That the Donellis have been playing this game with more companies than just Turner Developments.” 
 
    Her brows shot up. 
 
    Landon went on, “At least four other companies have had similar dealings with them. One got busted for it years ago, including Oslow.” 
 
    She sucked in a breath. 
 
    He went on. “Oslow pled guilty to racketeering and was put in WITSEC with his family. The other three CEOs we dug up? All have missing persons on their employee rosters.” 
 
    “Oh my god.” A hand fluttered to her chest. Under her palm, she felt the thud of her heart and once again saw Shiloh’s hand sticking up from that cement and felt the sharp pang that she’d lost not one but two employees to these monsters. “They have to be stopped.” 
 
    “That’s the FBI’s aim.” Landon looked at Caleb. “Keep your cool this time. Hear them out.” 
 
    He hesitated and finally nodded. “What do you think they’re going to say?” 
 
    Landon shrugged. “That’s above my pay grade. I’m just here to watch your six, bro.” 
 
    She felt some of the tension trickle out of Caleb. While he still held her hand, she no longer felt the tension exuding off him. 
 
    “I appreciate it. We appreciate it.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    Just then, another knock at the door alerted them all that their visitors had arrived. Her insides jolted with a new case of nerves. 
 
    She straightened her shoulders and looked both FBI agents in the eyes when Mathias let them into the cabin. 
 
    Once again, she took charge. “Let’s all sit down and discuss this matter.” She waved at the seating area. “Gentlemen?” 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Genessa patted the seat on the sofa next to her. 
 
    “Not in the mood for sittin’,” McCoy said and stood next to the arm of the couch. He folded his arms and swept his gaze over his team and then FBI agents Thatcher and Kelly. “Anybody care for some nuts?” 
 
    Kelly’s face flamed bright red, and a hard, bony fist struck McCoy in the ribs. He didn’t need to glance down at Genessa to know that she’d aim one of her get-some-manners looks at him. 
 
    “Sorry, that was uncalled for,” he said by way of apology. 
 
    The WEST team looked at each other, wondering what they were missing, but he didn’t care to explain right now. 
 
    Thatcher leaned forward in the armchair, elbows propped on his knees. “First thing to address is the matter of your father, Richard Turner, leaving the country.” 
 
    “She didn’t know anything about his plans,” McCoy interjected. “Might as well save that for a meeting with someone else. And let’s face it—you’re not here to ask Ms. Turner about her father. So why are you here?” 
 
    Landon cocked a brow at him and tried not to let anybody see the twist of amusement on his lips, but McCoy knew his teammate too well not to notice. 
 
    “All right, I’ll play by your rules.” Thatcher sent him a long look. “For now.” 
 
    They all waited for him to state his reason for coming here. From the corner of McCoy’s eye, he saw Genessa clench a fist in her lap, but she immediately flattened it back out and carefully placed her hand on her thigh. 
 
    “We’re close to nabbing the Donellis. And we need your help.” 
 
    The statement dropped into the room. The only audible sound was a slight hitch in Genessa’s breathing, though the others probably weren’t as attuned to her as he was and missed it. He shifted a little closer to her, leaning on the sofa arm. 
 
    “How do you plan to do that?” he asked Thatcher. 
 
    “We’ll leak where Ms. Turner is hiding.” 
 
    “I thought you were trying to keep me alive!” she burst out. 
 
    “We are. You’re bait.” 
 
    McCoy’s gaze hit Landon’s. Is this Ross’s doing? 
 
    Landon seemed to get the message and gave him a slight shake of his head in return. 
 
    Thatcher went on, “You’re an asset.” 
 
    McCoy issued a low rumble that made Thatcher narrow his eyes in a glare. 
 
    “How do you plan to leak my position to the Donellis without alerting them to the fact the FBI’s involved?” Genessa asked. 
 
    Thatcher produced a phone from his pocket. “You’re going to place a call to your office.” 
 
    She leaned forward to take the phone from him, holding it in her palm like it was a venomous snake. “That’s it?” 
 
    Thatcher nodded. “They’ve got the phones at Turner Developments tapped.” 
 
    “My god,” she whispered so low that McCoy wasn’t sure if anyone else heard. “I just…call the office and what? Talk about why I’ve been MIA all this time?” 
 
    Thatcher bobbed his head. “You’ll ask questions about how things are running in your absence. Clarify your location, let them know you’re in Stone Pass.” 
 
    “I refuse to let my ward be a sitting duck here waiting for the mafia to show up and blow down the door in the middle of the night.” McCoy’s hard tone cut across Thatcher’s. “Think up another plan.” 
 
    Agent Thatcher responded fast, like he’d come prepared with the knowledge that McCoy wouldn’t settle for this method of entrapping the Donellis. 
 
    “There’s a lookout here in Stone Pass, right?” 
 
    The WEST team nodded. 
 
    “When the receptionist answers the phone, have a casual conversation about what you’ve been doing in town.” 
 
    “This is my hometown,” she argued, without a wobble in her voice. 
 
    “We know that. So tell them some friends are here visiting. Tell them you’re doing some sightseeing. Farmer’s market, going to the lookout. The Donellis will show up, we’re sure of it.” 
 
    Thatcher gave him a pointed nod.  
 
    McCoy’s gut cramped as he picked up on the directive.  
 
    As much as he disliked—and distrusted—the agents, this plan would work. And one of the components of the plan hinged on him slipping an Apple tag into her coat pocket so they could track her. 
 
    Still, when he walked across the room to where her coat was draped over the kitchen chair, he felt like he was betraying her, even if it was for her own good. They needed to keep tabs on her just in case things went bad. 
 
    He shoved that thought away. It would be okay. She would be okay. 
 
    He quickly slid the device into the pocket and return to where she sat. 
 
    Genessa’s knee bounced a few times, though she tamped down her nerves immediately. At least on the surface. He knew if he pressed a fingertip to her chin and lifted her gaze to his that he’d see the war taking place in the depths of her eyes. 
 
    He settled a hand on her shoulder, offering what little comfort he could when she was the piece of cheese used to catch the rat. Under his hand, he felt her nerves vibrating just underneath her skin. 
 
    He leveled a look at Thatcher. “Let’s get this straight—she is not believed responsible for those murders, right?” 
 
    Thatcher shook his head. “No, she’s not. She will be cleared of all involvement. We only ask that she helps us on this matter.” 
 
    “I’d like to speak with my ward privately before she makes a decision about going along with your plan,” he announced. 
 
    Landon gave him a single nod. That’s what Ross would want. 
 
    He returned the nod. Squeezing Genessa’s shoulder, he said, “Come with me.” 
 
    She stood and followed him on stiff legs. She was most likely trying to keep them from wobbling—or trying not to run. 
 
    He wasn’t so sure they shouldn’t do just that. He could sneak her out the back and make a break for it. Nobody would catch up with them…well, ever. He knew ways to keep her hidden. They could start over with new identities, a new life. 
 
    Together. 
 
    His heart constricted at the knowledge that he wanted to be with her, to share a life. 
 
    When he led her out to the deck and firmly shut the door so they weren’t overheard, he faced her and saw all the trepidation in her expression he expected to find. 
 
    “You don’t have to do this,” he told her. 
 
    She searched his eyes. “How can I go against the FBI?” 
 
    “It’s a plan Thatcher cooked up. There are other ways to bring down the Donellis.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    He had to throw his own idea on the table and let her make the choice. 
 
    “We run.” 
 
    Her eyelids fluttered. “We?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “We’d be in hiding, Caleb.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And how long before the Donellis know you’re with me? Hell, they probably know now. Neither of us could ever return to Montana. You couldn’t be part of the WEST Protection team.” 
 
    He pushed out his chest with a deep breath. “I’m prepared to do that.” 
 
    She gaped at him, eyes swimming with tears. “You’d do that for me?” 
 
    He gripped her upper arms and yanked her against his body. “I’ll do anything for you, Turner. Don’t you see that by now? You didn’t only handcuff me that day—you locked up my heart. And you hold the key.” 
 
    Lips falling open on a soft sigh, she studied his face. “You’re only saying things to make me go along with your plan.” 
 
    “That couldn’t be further from the truth.” His voice came out as a gritty rasp. Sliding his fingers up her shoulder, neck and into her thick hair on the base of her skull, he lowered his forehead to hers. “I mean what I say. All you have to do is give me the green light and we’ll make our escape.” 
 
    “N-now?” 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    For a heartbeat, he thought she might agree. Then he watched her analytical mind kick in. 
 
    “I could never go back to Turner Developments. My company would be lost.” 
 
    “That’s true.” 
 
    She straightened and took a step back. “Caleb, I’m tempted. So damn tempted.” 
 
    He stared at her. “But you’re going to stay and fight.” 
 
    She spread her hands. “I have to. As angry as I am at my father, it’s my company now, and my employees at stake.” 
 
    “Okay, then.” 
 
    Turning her imploring gaze on his, she took his hand. “Please don’t be angry with me, Caleb.” 
 
    “I’m far from angry. If you want to stay and fight, then I’ll be locked and loaded right behind you. No way am I letting you get hurt, or worse.” 
 
    She swallowed hard. “Thank you.” 
 
    He moved toward the door, but she tugged on his hand, drawing him to stand in front of her again. 
 
    “What you said about me holding the key to your heart…” 
 
    He sucked in a shaky breath. 
 
    “Is it true?” 
 
    He cupped her face and slammed his mouth over hers, kissing her with all the passion and desire…and dammit, feelings…inside him. He never thought he’d have a second chance at happiness but here she was standing in front of him. 
 
    When he tangled his fingers in her hair and gave it a slight tug, she broke the kiss on a soft laugh that sounded more joyous than her situation called for at the moment. 
 
    “I feel the same way about you, Caleb McCoy.” 
 
    Her words sank through his chest and buried themselves in his heart. 
 
    “Let’s do this,” she said. “I’m ready.” 
 
    They walked back inside. As soon as they reached the others, the quiet talking stopped, and everybody stared at them. 
 
    He met Thatcher’s gaze. “She’ll do it.” 
 
    Thatcher held out the phone Genessa had left on the sofa. When she accepted it, her hand stayed steady. 
 
    McCoy rested a hand over the phone in her hand. “How do you know they won’t just shoot her on sight, Thatcher?” 
 
    Landon stepped forward. “We won’t let that happen.” 
 
    “None of us will,” Mathias added. 
 
    Having the WEST team on his six—and Genessa’s, too—was the best thing he could ask for. 
 
    With a nod of agreement, he removed his hand and Genessa gripped the phone tighter. Then she dialed. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “What now?” Genessa lowered the phone from her ear. It was done—the call was made. She felt wrung out from nerves and as wobbly as one of the newborn foals on her family ranch. 
 
    Agent Thatcher had been on his feet during the entire exchange she had with her receptionist, but now he turned to face her. “My team will be in place at the lookout.” 
 
    “Ours too,” Caleb spoke up. 
 
    Warmth seeped into her at the show of support. 
 
    Thatcher nodded. “When the Donellis show up, you’re going to offer them a deal. You’re going to offer to pay them off in exchange for forgetting about you.” 
 
    She stared at Thatcher. “You can’t be serious. What will money do when they really want Turner Developments out of the way? Not to mention they have their own.” 
 
    “You’ll give them the money and bow out of the casino project.” 
 
    “This is all for show while we move in on them,” Kelly added reassuringly. 
 
    McCoy slashed a hand through the air. When she looked at his expression, a shiver of worry ran down her spine. This wasn’t a look she’d seen him wear before. This wasn’t anger—this was fury. 
 
    Dark brows knitted over his eyes. “You’re not fucking around with some exchange of money and bullshit—you’ll get her killed by stalling. The deal’s off. C’mon, Turner.” 
 
    She widened her eyes at him. “I can’t just walk away from this and also keep my reputation and my company.” 
 
    He barreled up to Thatcher and jabbed a finger in his face. “The minute the Donellis arrive, you’ll surround them. If you don’t, then we’re out and you can get them without Genessa’s help.” 
 
    Her breaths came faster. “Caleb’s right. You have to jump on them before they get a chance to change their minds. So…surround all of us and arrest me too.” 
 
    They all stared at her. 
 
    “It will make it look good, like I’m not a snitch. So whoever’s left of the Donellis won’t bother coming after me.” 
 
    She saw the gleam of pride in Caleb’s eyes when he met her gaze. 
 
    “Good plan, Turner.” 
 
    She compressed her lips and nodded. 
 
    Thatcher faced her. “You’ll be safe.” 
 
    She stared him down. “You better not get me killed.” 
 
    “We won’t let the mafia kill you.” 
 
    “Shake on it.” She held out a hand to him. They shook on the deal…but when she met Caleb’s gaze, she saw something in his eyes. Should she worry about that look or feel safer for it? 
 
     She’d been dealt a crappy hand in this deal, but maybe that wasn’t the way it had to end. She had a feeling once everybody left, her bodyguard would try to stack the deck in her favor. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    McCoy sat on the edge of the bed, watching Genessa move around the room gathering all her belongings. She folded them neatly, taking care of her things despite the fact that she could throw them all in the fire and buy new without blinking at the cost. 
 
    She packed away the last garment and glanced around the bedroom they’d shared all these days one last time. 
 
    He didn’t like this plan. The Donellis would go to any length to get her out of the path leading to what they wanted. And the FBI had their own agenda. They didn’t give a damn about Genessa. Not the way he did. 
 
    Feeling his stare on her, she looked at him. 
 
    “Let’s go over the plan,” he said. 
 
    “Again?” 
 
    “Humor me.” 
 
    She issued a sigh and dramatically zipped her duffel one tooth at a time like a child bucking the rules. 
 
    He cocked a brow at her. She cocked one back. 
 
    “Finished?” he asked when she reached the end of the long zipper. On any other day, her behavior would make him laugh. Hell, he’d pick her up and crush his mouth over hers until neither of them knew what a zipper was. 
 
    But his guts were twisted, and he was ready to fight a war for her. 
 
    He held out his arms. She tugged her zipper to close that last millimeter of space before circling the bed to step into his embrace. 
 
    He drew her into his lap, burying his face in her hair. Holding her close felt like the only right thing he’d done with his life so far. God, if anything happened to her, he’d lose his soul. 
 
    Once before, with Marybeth, he’d known love. It wasn’t very hard to recognize it this time around. The same feelings were popping up, but new, better ones were surprising the hell out of him. Although it had been a short amount of time, he knew that Genessa Turner was it for him. His heartmate and soulmate. 
 
    Pressing his lips to the spot between her eyes, he said, “Go over the plan with me.” 
 
    “McCoooy.” 
 
    “Turnerrr,” he growled back. 
 
    She rolled those sapphire eyes. “We go to the lookout.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “WEST and the FBI will already be set up.” 
 
    He checked his watch. “They should be taking their positions about now.” 
 
    “The Donellis arrive. When they approach me, I beg them to take money instead of me. I back out of the casino deal.” 
 
    He didn’t like that part one goddamn bit. There had to be a better way. 
 
    Like running. 
 
    “Then the FBI rushes in and arrests all of us. They cart me off to a designated spot, where I get in the truck with you…and unzip your fly and give you the blow job of your life.” 
 
    His cock leapt. Her dirty words rushed through him. 
 
    She twisted her lips against his neck. “Wanna go over that plan?” 
 
    “Fucking hell yes, do I. But we don’t have time.” 
 
    She sucked on his neck and ran her hand down to the bulge in his jeans. 
 
    For a dizzying minute, he let her have her way with him. Then he grasped her by the wrists and threw her onto the bed, pinning her arms and hovering over her. Breathing hard, he gazed into her eyes. 
 
    When he slammed his lips over hers, she let out a muted cry. Their tongues melded in a deep, scorching tangle. Passion and desire took over until his watch gave a short beep indicating they only had minutes to be on the road to the lookout. 
 
    She groaned. “Don’t stop, McCoy.” 
 
    He panted. “I want nothing more than to take off all your clothes and fuck your pussy with my tongue.” 
 
    Her breath hitched. 
 
    “But I promise the minute you’re safe…” 
 
    She searched his eyes. “I’m yours?” 
 
    The soft question speared his heart. A lump lodged in his throat. Unable to speak, he gave a single nod in response. 
 
    Wishing this could go down any other way, he pushed off the bed and helped her up. He grabbed both their bags and carried them to the front door. 
 
    “I don’t know why leaving this place is making me so emotional.” Her voice wavered. 
 
    He shot her a crooked smile in hope of bolstering her and getting her in the right mindset to do what she needed to. 
 
    “This has been our love nest. And well, I’ve known little love in my life.” Suddenly, she turned to him and bracketed his face in her hands. “Thank you, Caleb. For being the best that money can buy.” 
 
    He snorted. “You haven’t gotten your money’s worth yet. But I plan on delivering on that.” 
 
    With a hand on her back, he guided her out the door, locking it behind them. 
 
    He hoped to God that this all went according to plan. Now that he’d found the one, he couldn’t lose her. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Genessa’s nerves had never been so high. Her heart refused to slow and tripped madly in her chest, pounding at her ribs until they felt bruised. 
 
    She should never have taken that phone call when Caleb was in the shower last night. 
 
    She almost hadn’t picked up. Staring at the screen on the burn phone, the words number unlisted had pierced her with terror. 
 
    But she’d scrambled to make the ringing stop before Caleb heard it from beyond the closed door. 
 
    The man on the phone told her he knew they were being set up, that all members of the FBI and the WEST team did was underestimate the Donellis. 
 
    But because of your father’s business, we’re willing to work with you too. 
 
    How? Her whisper had come out as a low squeak. 
 
    Meet us at a new location. Give us that show of trust. 
 
    And if I don’t? she’d asked. 
 
    Then we kill you and your bodyguard boyfriend. 
 
    She’d sucked in a harsh breath. 
 
    And your father and his new wife. 
 
    They knew the whereabouts of her father—and his wife who she didn’t even care that she used to babysit. 
 
    They knew about Caleb. 
 
    When she’d hung up, she had to go stick her head out the patio door and breathe in the cool mountain air just to right her senses and help her fear dissipate—at least on the outside. Inside, she was racked with terror that these people would take everything she’d ever loved away from her before they killed her too. 
 
    The old plan was that Caleb would get out of the car a short distance from the lookout and she’d drive on. The FBI and WEST team would close in on her and the Donellis as planned. 
 
    The new plan? She’d wait for Caleb to get out of the car, then she’d jump behind the wheel and drive to a new location. She only hoped the Donellis would uphold their end of the bargain and not kill her, or worse, kidnap her. She could only trust that her father’s business dealings with the mafia all these years would pave the way for her. 
 
    She could handle this. Of course, she had no choice if she wanted to stay alive and keep Caleb safe too. 
 
    I’m strong and can pull this off. 
 
    The closer she and Caleb got to the lookout, the more her stomach ached. She stared out the window at the small town of Stone Pass. Quaint shops, restaurants and a park where a family was playing kickball. A small child ran forward to kick the ball and missed. 
 
    The second try, he kicked it and the ball rolled only a few feet, but his parents jogged slow to allow the boy to reach base. 
 
    Her heart stuttered. She’d never thought about a family of her own—not until last night when Caleb made love to her with all the tenderness and feelings a woman like her could never recover from. 
 
    He’d jammed her head full of visions of a wedding and babies and coming home to her man after a long, hard day of negotiations. He’d sweep her off her feet and—  
 
    Oh, what good were all these crazy thoughts when she might fail? 
 
    The Donelli family were not her allies. They wouldn’t hesitate to take her life if she jeopardized their business. 
 
    She had to try, for Caleb. And even if her father deserved to be scared witless by the mafia he’d practically dumped in her lap, she didn’t want him to die. At least not before she took a nice vacation to Vanuatu to give him a piece of her mind. 
 
    A warm, callused hand landed on her arm. She looked across the car at Caleb. So handsome. Gorgeous, really. He wore his hat angled low, and he wasn’t smiling, but she still saw the love glimmering from his eyes. 
 
    “Okay?” he asked her. 
 
    She nodded. “I just want to get this over with.” 
 
    His lips pressed into a white line that had her nerves jumping with the fear that he knew what she was up to. 
 
    “I have a confession to make to you.” His statement caught her off guard. 
 
    Her brows pinched. “What?” 
 
    “That name—Daverport. And Osoff. Both are bogus names.” 
 
    She blinked. “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “My team wanted me to try to trick you, to see if you made up some fake information about people who don’t exist. To see if you’d lie and say you knew someone who was associated with the Donellis.” 
 
    She gasped. “Why would they do that?” As soon as she’d asked, it dawned on her, and she answered her own question. “I guess I already knew they didn’t trust that I’m really in trouble. They aren’t convinced I’m not trying to gain protection from the mafia I actually work for.” 
 
    His face was grim. “I didn’t want to play along. I had to, for the sake of the company. But goddammit, I’m so sorry now, Turner.” 
 
    She covered his hand. “I understand. You had to do it. Besides, I passed the test, right? Everything’s fine.” 
 
    Except it wouldn’t be fine once they reached that lookout. 
 
    Minutes later, the road curved sharply. She knew from the maps the WEST team had shown her that this was the place. Caleb pulled over and shifted the truck into park. 
 
    They stared at each other. 
 
    “I’ll be in my designated spot, with my eyes on you. Anybody attempts to hurt you, it will be my bullet between his eyes,” he gritted. 
 
    She nodded, tears in her throat. “I’ll be all right.” 
 
    He leaned forward and kissed her once on the lips before climbing out. She watched him circle the front and vanish over the guardrail, moving swiftly downhill so he could join up with the rest of the team. 
 
    Slowly, she got behind the wheel and drove. As she approached the pull-off for the lookout, she jammed her boot on the pedal and whizzed by. 
 
    It didn’t take Caleb thirty seconds to pick up on what she was doing. Her phone shrilled alerts over and over again. 
 
    She burst into tears. What was she doing? She was a CEO, a rich man’s daughter. She didn’t know how to trick the mafia, the FBI and a security company. She hadn’t even realized her own father had tricked her. She was going to get herself killed—and Caleb too. 
 
    Her phone rang until it went to voicemail and then rang again, but she continued to the new rendezvous point only she knew about. 
 
    She just needed to hear his voice, even if he was telling her off. She grabbed the phone and listened to one of the voicemails he’d left. 
 
    “Turner—Genessa. What the hell are you doing? Don’t do this. Whatever you’re doing, whoever you’re trying to save, stop. It’s not too late to pull over. Call me. I’ll come meet you. You can’t do this alone.” He dragged in a deep breath as if emotions were overcoming him, before going on. “I can’t let anything happen to you. I care about you. I can’t…lose you. Fuck!” 
 
    The recording ended, and she tossed the phone on the seat, driving blindly through a haze of tears. 
 
    She couldn’t turn around. She had to face her demons. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    McCoy ripped his hat off and dug his fingers into his scalp. The pain… Christ, it outdid what he felt the day he walked in on his fiancée with his best friend. 
 
    A roar sounded, like a wild beast that had just been wounded. The noise echoed through the valley and bounced off the rock ledge supporting the lookout. 
 
    Someone brought his hand down on his shoulder. Another on his spine. He realized he was folded in half, and that roar came from him. 
 
    Landon’s gaze loomed in front of his. “We’ve still got eyes on her, McCoy. Don’t give up hope yet.” 
 
    He couldn’t freaking breathe. His chest was on fire. 
 
    “Remember that Apple tag you slipped in her coat pocket? She didn’t find it. She’s still moving on the map.” 
 
    Dammit, it was the only order on this whole case that he hadn’t minded taking. 
 
    He jerked upright so fast that Landon stepped back. A few feet away, Ross had his phone out and Thatcher was staring at it. 
 
    “He’s right, McCoy,” Ross ground out. “She’s still driving.” 
 
    He bolted across the uneven terrain of the valley where they were all hiding as per the plan to jump the Donellis as soon as they showed their faces. 
 
    The plan that had gone to shit the minute Genessa decided to do this her way. 
 
    He reached Ross and ripped the phone out of his hand, past the point of caring that he was his boss. He stared at the little dot on the map, moving away from the lookout. Away from him. 
 
    Chest on fire, he dragged air through his nostrils. “What the fuck is she doing?” 
 
    He still had his phone clutched in his other hand and whipped it up to call her yet again. How many times did that make now? Six? Seven? 
 
    Thatcher spoke into his comms device. “Copy that. Get on that road and track where she’s going. If she’s running—” 
 
    “She isn’t!” he bellowed. 
 
    Landon hooked him around the middle and dragged him away from the others. “Let them do their jobs and we’ll do ours, McCoy. We’ll get her back.” 
 
    “There isn’t time!” As if to prove this, he held up the phone to show him that the dot on the screen had stopped moving. 
 
    He tossed Ross’s phone at Landon, jerked out of his grip and raced up the hill. He scaled the guardrail and took off running for the road. Two cars passed by him without stopping. The third, he recognized the driver. 
 
    He leaped in front of it. Agent Kelly’s wide eyes met his through the windshield. McCoy pounded a fist on the hood. “You fucking owe me one!” 
 
    Get in! the guy mouthed. 
 
    When he jumped in the passenger seat, his phone started blowing up with calls from Ross and texts from other teammates. But he ignored them all and tried Genessa’s phone again. 
 
    “You’ve reached Genessa Turner of Turner Developments. I can’t take your call right now, but please leave a message and I’ll get back to you ASAP.” 
 
    “Goddammit!” He ended the call, rocking in his seat from the sheer pain ripping him apart. 
 
    A glance in the side mirror showed him two other FBI cars on their tail. At least he’d have more than Kelly as backup. But where was his team? 
 
    He snatched his phone and called Ross. 
 
    “McCoy, we’re getting on the road behind you now. Don’t do anything stupid.” 
 
    “If anything happens to her, I’m done. If I can’t protect her, I’m no good to anyone.” 
 
    “You’d quit. Over her.” 
 
    “Goddamn right I would.” 
 
    Ross exhaled noisily. “We’re on our way.” 
 
    He twisted to look at Kelly. “You have her on tracker too?” 
 
    “Yeah, here.” He thrust his phone at him. “She’s not too far up the road.” 
 
    He stared at the screen, eyes glazed over, his heart hammering. The dot had definitely stopped moving. As they took another sharp curve, her vehicle came into view. 
 
    “Stomp on it!” he ordered Kelly. 
 
    The car shot forward, and they closed the gap in seconds. As soon as he skidded off the road beside it, he realized it was too late. 
 
    Genessa wasn’t in that car. 
 
    The Donellis had her. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Genessa’s arms were bruised from being manhandled out of her car. Her ribs were on fire from being shoved over the hood and patted down. 
 
    She couldn’t have been more stunned to find that Apple tag on her. The only person who could have slipped the device in her pocket was Caleb. When had that even been decided? And did her bodyguard just carry a supply of tags that could be tracked by phone for times like this? Or maybe he tracked all his wards. 
 
    It was a good idea, except the Donellis were smart enough to search her and find it. 
 
    Her shins hurt from when the cruel-eyed man shoved her into the back of an SUV. All the throbbing of tiny hurts didn’t come close to the one in her heart. 
 
    She’d been stupid, easily sucked in. Now the mafia had her, and she’d never see Caleb again. The love of her life. 
 
    How had it happened so fast? One minute she set her sights on any cop at that auction and the next she couldn’t live without the man. 
 
    They were driving out of Stone Pass toward… 
 
    “Are you taking me to my own construction site? The one we shut down after you buried two bodies in cement?” she asked the driver. 
 
    The guy seated next to her with a gun in his meaty fist snorted. “We knew you’d pick up quick. Too bad it wasn’t as quick as your father.” 
 
    “What did my father do to get you off his back? Offer you money? Let you underbid him on all those projects you wanted control of?” she spat. 
 
    “You don’t need to worry about that. He was smart enough not to get the FBI and a team of bodyguards on our tail.” The driver turned onto the long gravel road leading to the site. Police tape crisscrossed the area, flapping in the mountain breeze. 
 
    Her stomach turned as the footer where Shiloh had been entombed came into view. But as they drew closer, she took note of two things: the footer had been dug up, its cement smashed by heavy equipment in order to remove her assistant’s body, and another cement truck was parked on another corner, the mixer rotating with fresh cement—meant for her. 
 
    The driver stopped the SUV. 
 
    She twisted her fingers. “Is this where you tie me up?” 
 
    The thug next to her chuckled. “We don’t usually need to do that. Get out.” 
 
    When she didn’t move, he cocked his gun. The metallic click was more than enough persuasion. 
 
    She slowly climbed out of the vehicle. Her boots barely touched down on the rock before the driver had hold of her, a clamping grip on her arm that would leave five more bruises on her skin. 
 
    Caleb would be irate when he saw her. 
 
    Who was she kidding? He’d never set eyes on her again. She could only hope that the Donellis didn’t leave any of her body parts sticking out once they buried her. 
 
    She had to do something. Bluff her way through. Crush those nerves, just like she did in boardrooms across the country. She dealt with arrogant men every day—she could handle a few meatheads. 
 
    “You won’t kill me. I have a name that can help you get far.” 
 
    The driver grunted. “You think we won’t kill a woman? Did you see your personal assistant?” 
 
    She opened her mouth to retaliate, but the other guy fired a bullet that whizzed by her and hit the closest support beam with a thwap! 
 
    She ducked her head and snapped her hands to her ears. A cry left her lips. 
 
    Angry fingers bit into her arm and the mobster dragged her forward. She barely remained on her feet. The only thing that kept her upright was knowing that they’d just drag her across those sharp rocks and she’d endure more than mental anguish before the cement dropped down on top of her. 
 
    She dug in her heels. “Stop! I’ll help you any way I can!” 
 
    The second man who’d driven here cast her a cruel smile. “Only thing we want is you out of the picture. We’ll be controlling the construction business now. Yours. Ours. All of it.” 
 
    “B-but Turner Developments is a family business! It’s what clients like and trust.” 
 
    His grin widened. “So is ours. And we don’t mind that they fear us. It’s easier that way.” 
 
    “Wait! I have money. More than enough to set both of you up in foreign countries with your families for the rest of your lives. It won’t matter if your boss thinks you failed—they can’t touch you after you’re out of the country. On my private jet!” 
 
    The guys exchanged a look. For a precious heartbeat, she thought she might have won them over. 
 
    Then cold steel dug into her ribs, and they each took an arm to propel her toward the footer. Where were the police? Why wasn’t anybody surveilling the site after what happened before? 
 
    Maybe the Donellis had paid them off—precisely the reason why she’d gone with plan A and picked up McCoy at that bachelor auction, strange as it had sounded. Convincing one cop—or who she believed to be a cop—to help her instead of going through the justice system seemed to be the best option for her. 
 
    But none of that helped her now. She’d lost this game…battle…the fight of her life. 
 
    She’d lost Caleb. 
 
    The thought of him finding out that she’d died at the hands of the Donelli mafia stabbed her to the soul. She tripped and fell, cutting her knees, but they hauled her back to her feet and practically carried her the final few feet to the footer. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Where would they take her? McCoy racked his brain. Even traveling at a high rate of speed, the mafia couldn’t have gone far. 
 
    As Kelly zoomed down the road, the tires hummed. Then they hit a bump. And another. 
 
    The jarring threw McCoy back in time to another drive when they were headed this way, only he’d been cuffed and blindfolded. 
 
    “The construction site,” he murmured in stunned epiphany. He made a grab for the wheel to steer them onto another course. “The construction site! Where the shopping mall’s going in and they found the bodies.” 
 
    Kelly narrowed his eyes and swerved onto the road leading there. Both of them jumped on their comms and notified the rest of their teams. 
 
    McCoy glared out the window, just daring one of the Donellis to try to stop him from reaching Genessa. It wouldn’t be too late. It couldn’t be too late. 
 
    Hang on, Turner. I’m coming. And when you’re safe in my arms again, I’m going to show you just how dom I can be by turning you over my knee and spanking you. 
 
    Grinding his molars, he urged Kelly to drive faster, even though the road wouldn’t allow for high speeds. He wanted to bellow and feel the skin of his knuckles split as he pounded his fists into the Donellis—right before he made good on his promise of shooting them between the eyes. 
 
    His phone lit up with texts. Who the hell had added him to a group chat? He didn’t have time for that shit on a normal day, let alone the minute he was about to lose the love of his life. The real love of his life. Now it was easy to see Marybeth had been a mere stepping stone to the real deal. 
 
    He glanced at the messages lighting up his screen. Noah Wynton. Maya Ray. Corrine going on and on, dropping numbers into the text. Then a flurry of pink stars and the words “IT’S A GIRL” spanning the screen. The Wyntons’ new baby had arrived. 
 
    At least the sun was shining on someone. Noah and Maya Ray were some of the best people McCoy knew, and he’d be happy for them later. He had a ward to rescue. 
 
    “Look!” He pointed at the spot on the road where the dust was still suspended feet above the rock base. “Can you drive faster? Fuck. Oh, goddamn motherfucking fuck!” 
 
    He’d picked up Genessa’s bad habit of stringing cuss words together, and recognizing that fact only stung his raw, open, bleeding wounds of losing her more. He issued a pained rasp and pressed his own boot to the imaginary gas pedal, spurring Kelly to drive faster, to get him there. He had to get there. 
 
    As they drove, the others must have noticed the dust and sped up too. Looking in the side mirror, he counted seven cars filled with at least two armed men each. No way could the Donellis win this. 
 
    Through the cloud of dust that had yet to settle, he spotted a huge barrel. 
 
    His heart clamped so hard he thought he’d keel over in his seat. “A fucking cement truck! They’re going to bury her!” 
 
    “No, they’re not,” Kelly said with all the determination McCoy normally heard from the WEST team. 
 
    They blasted toward the skeleton of a building. 
 
    “Drive right up to the truck!” He already had a grip on the door handle, prepared to leap from the moving vehicle to get to Genessa in time. 
 
    Two men stood over something near the footer. The car skidded on the rocks and McCoy threw open the door and hit the ground running. He took aim and fired. But his concentration was broken by a shrill feminine scream and the bullet missed its mark. 
 
    Behind him, he heard, “FBI! Drop your weapons!” coming from Kelly. The order was drowned in a spray of gunfire. 
 
    McCoy hit the ground and rolled, then came up shooting. He couldn’t see Genessa’s state, only that she lay still on the ground. One man fell, and Kelly shot the weapon out of the other’s hand. Blood spurted from his ruined digits, and he screamed but reached for his colleague’s dropped gun. 
 
    In a running leap, McCoy was on him. He wrestled him to the ground using the very same maneuver Ross kept nagging him to teach the WEST team. 
 
    “I got him! I got him!” Kelly shouted, reaching McCoy’s side. “You get the girl!” 
 
    He ripped his stare away from the mobster he had pinned down and swung it to Genessa. 
 
    She lay on her side, legs tucked up and her spine curled. Her face was pillowed on rock, and her thick hair fluttered in the breeze. 
 
    And her eyes… 
 
    A choked sob escaped him, and he lurched to his feet and staggered several steps, locked on her eyes that were staring unblinkingly back. 
 
    He hit his knees, swaying next to her still form. “Oh god. Genessa! Oh fuck. Help me!” he bellowed. 
 
    Men came running at them. 
 
    And Genessa’s eyelids slowly lowered over her sapphire eyes. 
 
    Relief pounded through him, and he reached for her. Scooping her up, he cradled her to his chest and ran as far away from that hellhole as he could. He heard a few more shots fired and registered that the slow churn of the cement mixer was grinding to a halt. 
 
    Ross waved at him. “Bring her over here! Lay her down!” 
 
    McCoy was out of his head with fear that he was still too late, even if she was still breathing. 
 
    But when he moved to lay her on the blankets the WEST team had piled on the ground for her, she tightened her arms and clung to him. 
 
    “Caleb…” Her voice was reedy. 
 
    He palmed the back of her head and stared down into her eyes. She gazed up at him, eyes wide in shock. 
 
    “I got you. Somebody call an ambulance!” he barked. 
 
    “Already on its way.” Landon grabbed his shoulder. “Let me have a look at her. I’m trained in triage.” 
 
    “We all are.” He shoved Landon away and gently stretched her out on the ground. At first, he could only see blood. Her cheek was swelling where they’d struck her. He saw red and before he knew what he was doing, he was striding back to the Donellis, weapon in hand. 
 
    Ross jumped in front of him. 
 
    “Get outta my way, boss. I aim to kill them.” 
 
    “They’re both already dead.” 
 
    “Then I’ll make extra sure.” 
 
    Ross grabbed his shoulders and held him in place. It took McCoy several heart-pounding seconds to focus on his boss. “Are you back, McCoy?” 
 
    He gave a jerky nod. 
 
    “Good. Because we need you to keep your wits. Genessa needs you. She’s hurt, it looks like she’s just banged up. But we can’t stick around here. The rest of the Donellis could be closing in as we speak, and we have to get out from under this case. It’s no longer our business—it’s the FBI’s. Got me?” 
 
    He let the words sink in. “Copy that.” 
 
    “Good. Now get back to your woman and let’s clear the fuck outta here.” 
 
    When he did an about-face and took off toward Genessa again, the haze of terror and fury began to clear from his mind. By the time he reached her and saw her eyes shining up at him with all the unspoken love, he knew without a doubt that she was the best thing that ever happened to him. 
 
    And he was never going to let her go. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Genessa looked around the crowded room. The WEST Protection office was packed with the team and several FBI agents who’d been on the sting with the Donellis, but she was searching for only one man. 
 
    Even in a sea of white Stetsons, she’d know Caleb anywhere. Every man on the WEST team wore his hat with pride and confidence, but on Caleb, it looked different. Like an extension of him. As if he’d been born for this position and all the other roles he’d tried to play before had only shaped him for this place. 
 
    He was deep in conversation with Agent Kelly, and her gaze traveled from his handsome profile, over his chiseled chest filling out that WEST Protection T-shirt, and finally to his arms, roped with strength. Those arms had saved Kelly’s life, and seeing them talk, she could sense a shared bond. 
 
    Maybe that came from arriving together at the construction site where the Donellis meant to bury her. 
 
    Her brain kept drifting to the horror Caleb must have endured when he saw her on the ground. She’d tried to call out to him, to let him know she was all right, but the anxiety she had always been good at hiding away had finally claimed her, and she couldn’t utter a single syllable. 
 
    Shaking off the painful moments, she focused on the good, such as being in Caleb’s arms and how protective he’d been of her while the paramedics checked her out. 
 
    Then he’d taken her back to Corrine’s lodge, which she’d begun to think of as their personal escape from the world. There, he’d run a hot bath for her and dumped in Epsom salts to help her bruises. Instead of leaving her alone to soak, he’d insisted on staying right beside her. His presence helped. So did his conversation about taking her back to his place to show her how he lived. 
 
    A hand landed on her shoulder. She tore her gaze from her lover and glanced up at Corrine. 
 
    The woman wore what appeared to be barn clothes, but her genuine smile beamed down on Genessa. 
 
    “How are you doing? If this is too much for you, just say the word and I’ll whisk you away to the house and pamper you like crazy with cappuccino and the sweet buns my momma just baked.” 
 
    Genessa couldn’t help but smile at that. “Sweet buns sound great, but I’m fine here. Besides, Caleb said there’s going to be a debriefing.” 
 
    One of the guys got up from the desk chair he’d been lounging in while shooting the breeze with some of the others, and Corrine snagged it. She sat down facing Genessa, concern in her eyes. 
 
    “If anyone asks you something you aren’t ready to talk about in that meeting, then you just tell them no. Okay? I love each and every one of these guys to death, but they can be too tough at times.” 
 
    Genessa’s heart warmed at her new friend’s concern. “Thank you, but I can be tough too.” 
 
    Corrine drew up in surprise and then a laugh burst from her. The sound had her handsome fiancé swinging his head toward the sound, a smile already on his face and his heart in his eyes. 
 
    Genessa’s throat grew thick at the sight of so much love between them. Up until a few days ago, she didn’t believe in love like that. Her father’s relationships had been fleeting and hers, all business transactions. But judging from Corrine and Michael, and Boone Wynton and his wife Lauralee, and Mathias and another WEST team member who she’d been introduced to named Madeline, true love did exist. 
 
    When her gaze wandered back to Caleb, she sucked in a sharp gasp. 
 
    That expression in his eyes was shockingly close to what she saw in Michael’s for Corrine, or Boone’s for Lauralee. 
 
    “Excuse me,” she said to Corrine, pushing to her feet. She only took a step toward Caleb before Ross raised his voice above the others and announced the meeting would be taking place now. 
 
    She stopped in her tracks. Caleb continued to weave toward her, shuffling around the guys headed into the conference room at the back of the building, until he reached her side. 
 
    He stared into her eyes. “I’ll be with you every step of the way.” 
 
    So much was left unsaid between them. The words that kept jumping to her lips were about what came next for them. Would she ever get to see how he lived? Would she ever see him after this? Would he want to see her? 
 
    That look in his eyes told her that she had something to hope for. 
 
    “I’m counting on it,” she responded. 
 
    His lips quirked into a smile that left yummy brackets around his lips that she wanted more than anything to kiss and explore. 
 
    Now wasn’t the time—she’d get him alone later. First, she had to face down the WEST team and share her reasons for going against the plan and meeting with the Donellis alone. 
 
    Caleb crushed her fingers in his. “It’ll be all right, Turner. I promise.” 
 
    She squared her shoulders. “I got this.” 
 
    His answering grin said he knew she did. He led her into the conference room and took a chair that was obviously his spot at the table. A folding chair had been squeezed in beside him. 
 
    As soon as she was seated at his elbow, Ross reached up for his hat. 
 
    Every man at the table removed his Stetson and set it down in front of him. 
 
    The act was a simple one, yet powerful—as old as knights taking a knee in fealty to his king and brotherhood, or a soldier saluting his flag. 
 
    WEST Protection was a powerhouse, and every person associated with the company had its good in mind. 
 
    She realized when she told the Donellis that Turner Developments was a family business, she was wrong. It was a big company like any other—but as CEO, she had the power to change that. A sudden excitement to implement those changes and light new fires under her employees, to show them just how important they were and reward them for their hard work, burned through her. 
 
    She clamped her fingers in her lap. As if sensing she was displaying her nerves, Caleb settled a hand over hers. 
 
    “Today Genessa Turner is joining us,” Ross announced. 
 
    Murmurs of welcome and encouraging smiles ran around the big table. She met each pair of eyes and found she didn’t need to fake the steel in her spine—she felt totally at home among these people. 
 
    “Ms. Turner did not come to us in the conventional way, with a contract. She bought her own bodyguard.” Amusement crinkled Ross’s eyes. 
 
    She dipped her head to hide her smile. “To be fair, I wasn’t out to hire a bodyguard. I laid down good money at the Bachelors for Charity auction for a cop.” 
 
    Several guys laughed outright. 
 
    “I never thought I’d see the day when Caleb McCoy went onstage. If you needed a date, I woulda hooked you up, man,” Landon threw out. 
 
    Everyone laughed. 
 
    “I stood in for Lexis.” Caleb pinned her in his stare. “Best thing I ever did.” 
 
    She always thought it would feel awkward to show affection in front of others, even if it was a long, heated look shared between her and Caleb. But it didn’t feel strange at all, only natural and right. 
 
    Ross sat back in his seat, drawing order to the group. “Why don’t you tell us about when the Donellis contacted you without us knowing, Ms. Turner?” 
 
    She drew a deep breath and began to relay the events leading up to her nearly becoming a cement footer. Her voice didn’t waver, but Caleb’s grip on her hand was making her fingers ache. She ran her thumb over his, trying to get him to relax. 
 
    Questions were fired at her, which she fielded with expertise and honesty. When she finished, Caleb looked around the table. 
 
    “I have something to say. This woman took a risk with the Donellis to protect my ass. For that, I’d like it to go on record that her bravery really saved the day. If she hadn’t gone against our plan and met with the Donellis on her own, who knows if I’d be sitting here right now.” 
 
    “And my father would be dead,” she spoke up. 
 
    Silence reigned for a long minute while everybody digested this. 
 
    At last, Corrine cleared her throat. She didn’t join the rest at the table but had a small desk in the corner where she typed away on a laptop, recording all they said. “I want to bring up that flash drive recovered from the bank safe deposit box.” 
 
    Genessa had almost forgotten about that. She perked up, craning her neck to look at Corrine. 
 
    “What was on it was a ledger kept by Richard Turner. It contained every transaction the Donellis ever coerced him into. It shows the single transfer of money that they agreed upon, but none after that. That one transaction was enough to keep him scared, though. All the Donellis had to do was reveal his involvement and he’d go down and the company with it. We think that’s why he wrote out the names of the people he kept alive by going along with the mafia. We suspect that he kept the burn phone as a way to prove they were contacting him.” 
 
    Genessa sucked in a breath. Her hand fluttered to her chest. 
 
    Her dad was not guilty in the way they’d originally thought. Sure, he’d been harsh to her, but the Donellis instilled fear in everyone they came in contact with, including her father. And despite carrying so much fear for his life and those of the people around him, he’d continued to make deals with the mafia because he couldn’t get out once involved. 
 
    Caleb squeezed her hand. “Guess we’ll have to think about that trip to Vanuatu sometime soon. Tell him it’s all over and he can rest easy. Or…I could rough him up a little bit for all he’s done to you.” 
 
    “No! Caleb, that isn’t necessary. I want to put it all behind me, and holding grudges will only keep a strong grip on it. He’ll never come back here,” she said, shaking her head. “But it’s okay. I can handle things from here, thanks to all of you.” When she looked around, she included the few FBI agents wedged between the WEST team at the table. 
 
    “And now for the good stuff!” Corrine tapped the keyboard, and a screen unrolled down the wall behind Ross. They all focused on this, and a second later, a baby photo hit the screen. 
 
    “We have a new Wynton to welcome to the family. Meet Tessa Elizabeth!” The slide flipped to another photo of the happy parents with their new daughter. 
 
    Genessa hadn’t met Noah or his wife Maya Ray, but seeing their joy made her eyes blur with tears. She blinked them away, but not before Caleb noticed. 
 
    He slid his hand under her hair, warm fingers stroking her nape, as they watched the short slideshow. 
 
    At the end, several people applauded. Ross grabbed his hat and settled it on his head. “I think a celebration’s in order. Corrine?” 
 
    She snapped the laptop shut and stood. “Coolers of beer outside and burgers fresh off the grill being delivered right now.” 
 
    The hum of an engine approached, and they all piled outside to see a Wynton Ranch truck parked outside. An older gentlemen, who she could only guess to be the patriarch of the Wynton clan due to his dimpled cheek, hopped out and lowered the tailgate to reveal covered platters of food. 
 
    The party seemed like it began in full swing. Genessa enjoyed watching them all, but the more she stuck around, the more she felt out of place. 
 
    An itch to move on down the road and return to her own life settled in her chest. 
 
    But first, she needed to say her goodbyes to Caleb. 
 
    She didn’t even want to think about the emotions this raised in her. 
 
    Grabbing him by the hand, she led him a short distance from the party. Her heart already ached at the thought of walking away from him, of living in the same town but leading separate lives. She might cross paths with him someday, and what would they say to each other? 
 
    She stopped walking and swung to face him. His eyes blazed down at her. 
 
    After drawing a deep breath, the words tumbled out. “I want to thank you for what you’ve done for me. For helping me figure all this out and keeping me alive.” 
 
    “Turner.” 
 
    She pressed on. “I guess we’re done here now. You’ll move on to bigger and better projects.” 
 
    He tightened his lips. “I thought you might say that. C’mon. Got somethin’ to show you.” 
 
    Her brows lifted, but she nodded. He led her to the side of the WEST office where several trucks were parked. He opened the door for her. 
 
    “Where are we going?” she asked. 
 
    He waved for her to sit down. She slipped into the seat and was surprised when he leaned over and strapped her in. The seatbelt clicked into place, and she lifted her face to look at Caleb, but he slapped something over her eyes. 
 
    He yanked a knot tight behind her head. 
 
    “Wait—what are you doing? Are you blindfolding me?” 
 
    His warm breath washed over her lips. “You had it coming, Turner.” 
 
    “Is this where you take me to the bat cave?” 
 
    He chuckled and then brushed his lips across hers. The soft caress was over far too soon. Then he closed the door and got behind the wheel. 
 
    “Is this a private debriefing then?” she asked in a coo. 
 
    “No. No debrief.” 
 
    “Not even boxer briefs?” 
 
    He chuckled. 
 
    “Seriously, what’s with the blindfold?” 
 
    He started the engine. “You owe me a date. And this time, I’m in charge of the cuffs.” 
 
    “I like the sound of that.” Her insides turned to lava imagining what awaited her. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    McCoy had plenty of experience with pain, heartache and betrayal. Since meeting Genessa, he’d learned fear, caring…and love like he’d never known before. 
 
    Now that the Donellis’ crime ring was being busted up and any kingpins who’d come after her arrested, McCoy could finally take a deep breath. 
 
    As he guided the truck into his driveway, he had never been surer of anything in his life. 
 
    He glanced at her profile. The blindfold rode along the delicate bridge of her nose he’d once thought too perfect to be untouched by a surgeon’s scalpel. Now he knew better—Genessa Turner was real in all ways. 
 
    He cut the engine. 
 
    “Where are we?” she asked, fingers lifting to her blindfold. 
 
    “Uh-uh. No taking that off.” 
 
    She rolled her shoulders as if concealing a shiver. 
 
    He settled a hand on her thigh. “Don’t do that. Don’t hide things from me, especially not your feelings or reactions.” 
 
    She stilled. 
 
    “It’s important, Turner.” 
 
    Long heartbeats passed. He was close to untying that blindfold so he could look into her eyes and read what was going on inside her. But she suddenly nodded. 
 
    “You’re right. I guess I’ve been doing it so long it’s become a way of life. It started in my childhood and moved into my adult, professional life. I might not be perfect at first, but I’ll try not to hide those things from you, Caleb.” 
 
    Happiness burst in his chest. “Good,” he roughed out. “Now sit tight while I get you out of the truck.” 
 
    His home was far from special. A bachelor pad by all rights, complete with only a few creature comforts and the bare minimum of furniture. But he had a bed—that was enough. 
 
    Knowing Genessa, she wouldn’t give a damn about anything but the two of them. She might be rich, but she wasn’t spoiled. 
 
    He led her inside. The place smelled a little stuffy from being shut up. As soon as he bolted the door, he rested his hands on her shoulders. Staring at her face, he ran his hands up the curve of her neck and around to the knot on the back of her head. When he released it, she blinked. 
 
    Their gazes locked. 
 
    As she leaned in, he captured her lips. The hard crush of their mouths ignited him. The kiss turned wild in moments. He pinned her to the door and ravished her lips and neck until his throbbing cock took over and he had to get her in bed or explode. 
 
    He yanked her off her feet, and with their mouths still fused, carried her directly to his bed. 
 
    “Time to give my noisy newlywed neighbors a run for their money,” he said between kisses. 
 
    Genessa gave a throaty laugh. 
 
    Passion blazed in his core. He reached his bedroom door and nudged it wider. When he reached the side of the king-sized bed, he let her slide down his body to the floor. 
 
    Her sapphire eyes glowed up at him. With a wicked grin, he reached for her top, then the button of her pants. 
 
    “I liked that jumpsuit better. Quick access.” 
 
    “When are you gonna stop complaining, McCoy?” 
 
    He met her gaze and yanked her panties off. “Now seems like a good time.” Her bra hit the floor, forgotten. 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    When he reached into his back pocket and pulled out the item he’d been carrying just for this very moment, he held her stare. He let the metal cuffs dangle off one finger. “I wasn’t lyin’ about being in charge.” 
 
    She extended her wrists, eyes hazy with lust. “I’m all yours. This time.” 
 
    He couldn’t help but chuckle at her last words. He snapped the cuffs around her wrists. She attempted to loop her bound hands around his neck, but he quickly got off the bed. 
 
    Standing at the side, he rubbed a hand over his abs, tugging his shirt up for just a peek. 
 
    “McCoy…” 
 
    “Just givin’ you a look at what you bought and paid for.” He’d never given a show like this in his life. 
 
    He rocked his hips forward and covered his bulge with one hand. 
 
    She let out a low moan. 
 
    When he doffed his hat and twirled it, she gasped. Her gaze was fixed on his as if mesmerized, and that was how he kept her until every last stitch of clothing came off. 
 
    Naked, he sidled up to the mattress again. He took his cock in hand and knelt next to her, with his mushroomed head aimed at her peaked nipple. 
 
    “What…are you going to do?” Her voice hitched. 
 
    As he gently nudged at the hard nub with the head of his cock, his balls surged with need. A soft cry escaped her plump lips. 
 
    “I’m going to have my way with you. And make sure you’re throbbing for my lips and tongue…for my cock.” He swept his cock over her nipple again before withdrawing. 
 
    He angled toward her lips. A peachy flush coated her cheeks. Christ, why had he begun this game? He couldn’t last. He wanted her too bad. 
 
    Somehow, he managed not to blow when he glided his cock along her lips. She pursed them into a kiss that damn near unhinged him and made him question just who was in control. 
 
    That was dumb—she was. 
 
    He pressed the pad of his thumb into her chin. “Open for me.” 
 
    An excited puff of air left her. As soon as he eased past her lips and felt the heat of her mouth engulf his cock, he tossed his head on a groan. Inch by inch, he eased into her sweet mouth. 
 
    Swinging his hips, he pulled out. She sucked his length all the way to the head. 
 
    “Fuck, I’m losing this game.” 
 
    Her low laugh wasn’t helping matters. 
 
    With only so much control remaining, he stretched out on top of her and kissed her long and deep, starting the lovemaking he’d been aching for and bringing love words to his lips. 
 
    “I want you, Genessa, in more than body.” 
 
    She searched his eyes. “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Never been more sure of anything in my entire life. Not even my decision to join WEST was this easy.” He plunged his tongue into her mouth again, drinking in her flavors and dizzied by the moans she made. 
 
    She arched under him, pushing her breasts against his chest. He kissed a path down her neck to her breasts, dragging his jaw over her tender flesh. The scrape of his five o’clock shadow had her crying out louder. 
 
    His cock throbbed, his balls grew heavy. He bent his head to her breasts and spent long minutes sucking and teasing them. She hooked her thigh around his body and rubbed her bare pussy against him until he about fucking lost it. 
 
    “If you’re not ready for my babies, I suggest you get on birth control. Because I want to be buried in your pussy bareback. I’m clean. And I love you.” 
 
    She went dead still, her gaze on his. “Are you just saying that?” 
 
    He blinked. Shook his head. “No. You’ve had my heart since damn near the start. When you know, you just know. And I know that I love you, Genessa.” 
 
    Her lips parted. Softness bloomed in her eyes. 
 
    “You don’t have to love me. We haven’t known each other that long. Just know—” 
 
    She leaned upward and stopped the flow of his words with her kiss. His heart flipped over at the emotion she put behind that kiss. 
 
    With each swirl of her tongue over his, he read her body language. She hadn’t known much love up until now, but he planned to show her just how strong his feelings for her were every minute of his life. 
 
    Gasping, he pulled from the kiss and ducked his head to suck her breasts again. When she writhed, he slid his hand between her thighs and ground his thumb against her straining clit. Her cry of bliss was the best reward he could ask for. Thumbing her clit, he sank two fingers inside her slick heat. 
 
    She bucked into his hand. Watching ecstasy ripple over her beautiful face, he brought her to her first orgasm. A growl burst out of him as her pussy contracted around his fingers. 
 
    “I need you coming on my cock,” he rasped, extracting his fingers and going for the condom he’d set on the floor within arm’s reach. 
 
    “Uncuff me, Caleb. I want to touch you,” she pleaded when he tore open the packet. 
 
    Dark need stole through him, to feel her hands roaming over his body as he explored hers. 
 
    He placed the condom in her fingers, and she pinched it while he unlocked the cuffs. After he removed the metal encircling her wrists, he brought each to his lips and kissed her flesh. Then he gripped one wrist lightly and guided her hand to his cock. 
 
    “Put it on me.” 
 
    “I thought you’d never ask.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Genessa had never felt so much love bursting inside her. She felt like she’d been bottled up for decades, just waiting for the moment when the man she loved claimed her body as much as he did her heart. 
 
    He jerked his hips against hers, and his cock sank deep into her core. Her pussy flooded, and her nipples pinched. She couldn’t get him deep enough and flattened her hands on his chiseled, inked chest to guide him off her. 
 
    His eyes registered what she wanted, and he helped her flip on top of him. The minute she straddled him and poised over his straining cock, the words burst out of her. 
 
    “I love you, Caleb McCoy!” She sank over him in one slick glide, taking him to the hilt. 
 
    They shared a shudder of need, and he cupped her face in one warm palm. “Love you, sweetheart. Ride my cock. Come for me. Make me come.” His dirty talk mixed with words of love stole through her. Her mind narrowed to only satisfying them and loving him for the rest of her days. 
 
    She rocked her hips, and he alternately pinched her nipples and pressed down on her clit. Stars blasted her vision. She felt him pulse inside her once—then again. The hot jet of cum heating her insides stole her last remnant of control. She tipped over the edge with him. 
 
    Their lips slammed together, bodies slapped. Love poured out of her with each downward thrust of her hips. 
 
    Several heartbeats passed before she realized she was now lying alone in her lover’s bed and he’d slipped into the bathroom to clean up. 
 
    Her senses returned slowly. First, she registered how soft his pillow was underneath her head. Then the fact that his sheets smelled good, freshly washed, in the same scent as his clothes. She could definitely appreciate a man who took care of business around the house—especially since she’d had staff to do it her entire life. 
 
    Suddenly, he appeared in the doorway. His heavy stare branded her, and his naked body enticed. 
 
    She flipped back the sheet in invitation. His long legs didn’t waste time reaching her. He climbed in and drew her against his chest, nose buried in her hair. 
 
    “God, you feel so damn good,” he rumbled. “I’m not letting you leave for a week.” 
 
    “Hmm. I’ve already been away from work too long. Can that timeframe be negotiated?” She arched a brow at him. 
 
    He brushed a kiss over her forehead. “I’d never take away what you love.” 
 
    She grew silent, thinking about how things had changed since that horrible day when she found Shiloh. But it was also the day when she found Caleb McCoy, bodyguard, ex-cop…and her future. 
 
    “I’m pretty sure we can make this work, McCoy.” Her words sounded surprised even to herself. 
 
    His crooked smile made her heart thump. “I guess I was ready for someone to come into my life. Just didn’t know how good it would feel.” He flexed his arms, bringing her closer. 
 
    “Better than the first time with your ex?” 
 
    He nodded, rubbing his stubbled jaw against her temple. “Definitely.” 
 
    She ran her fingers down his spine, all the way to his carved buns. “That’s good, because I feel at home here already.” 
 
    He rumbled a laugh. “I’m glad to hear it. I’ve got something important to ask you.” 
 
    Tilting her head, she met his eyes. “What is it?” 
 
    He searched her eyes. “Will you be my date for Corrine’s wedding?” 
 
    She flashed a grin, relieved that her response was a no-brainer. “When?” 
 
    “Next Saturday.” 
 
    “Of course I will be your date. I can’t wait to see how you look in a suit.” She squeezed his ass, and he let out a rumbling growl. 
 
    As he flipped her onto her back and nestled between her thighs once again, she knew this was only the beginning of many, many dates. And she was sure that each one would be better than the last. 
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