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Chapter 1

“So, what’s the story?”
Nita Reynolds glanced up at her law partner, Brad Knopfler, who stood framed in her 

doorway, without really seeing him.
Brain tumor. A couple of bad headaches, and now they said she had a tumor in her head. Just 

like her father. God, she’d only had that MRI because her mother had hounded her within an 
inch of her life to ask for it. Neuro-imaging was not the medical community’s usual first 
response to a complaint of migraine with aura, and she’d felt like a major hypochondriac even 
asking her doctor about it.

“Nita?”
She blinked. Shit. “Sorry, Brad, what was that?”
Taking her question as an invitation, he crossed the plush carpet to settle in one of the leather 

armchairs opposite her desk. “Your meeting with the Crown Prosecutor this morning,” he 
prompted, loosening his tie and lounging back in the chair. “How’d it go?”

Better than the visit with my doctor right after that. 
“Good.” When that came out as little more than a croak, she cleared her throat. “It was good. I 

talked her down from indictable to summary offence.”
Brad lifted an eyebrow. “Good job. That’ll save your guy four or five years, if he’s 

convicted.”
“Yeah, and there’s a pretty good chance he will be.”
“Hey, are you okay, Nita? You look a little … I don’t know. Wiped.”
Wiped? Try dying.
She bit back on a bubble of laughter that threatened to erupt. Gawd, if she laughed now, she’d 

start crying.
“You know what? I am tired.” She closed the file she’d been staring at for the past half hour. 

“I think I’m gonna play hooky and go home.”
“Nita, Nita, Nita.” Brad shook his head sadly. “It’s four o’clock in the afternoon. That hardly 

qualifies. Hooky is when you call the office whilst tangled with your lover who is nibbling you 
in places that make your voice go husky, thereby lending you some credibility when you plead 
swine flu or bubonic plague or something.”

At his words, a mental image sprang to life. Specifically, the image of Detective Craig 
Walker’s hulking length sprawled on her five-hundred-dollar Egyptian cotton sheets, and her 
own body sprawled atop his….

Suddenly, her heart beat faster. And not at the mental image alone. She’d conjured it too often 
in these past few months for it to have that dramatic an effect. No, her heart beat faster at the 
idea taking root in her mind. The mind that could be lost to her all too soon, like her father’s was 
after his first surgery. But it wasn’t lost yet. She still had full mental capacity, full motor 
function. Full control of her life, at least for the immediate future.

Time to put it to good use.
She stood, smiling for the first time since leaving Dr. Woodbridge’s office. “You know what? 

You’re right again, Brad. You’re absolutely right.”
Grabbing her purse, she strode out.



***

Detective Craig Walker massaged his forehead as he listened to his aunt’s friend’s mother rant 
about the graffiti artist who’d been tagging abandoned buildings in her neighborhood in the 
decaying west end of Fredericton.

“I’ll ask patrol to look into that, ma’am,” he interjected, when it appeared she was winding 
down. Unfortunately, that only served to rev her up, as she interpreted his response to mean the 
police department did not concern itself with vandalism. He switched the receiver to the other ear 
and slouched back in his chair, resigned to listening a while longer.

Frankly, he’d driven through that neighborhood the other day and thought the graffiti was an 
improvement. And for once, he could actually approve the messages, which were clearly the 
work of environmental activists rather than the usual gang-related crap. Vegan environmental 
activists, judging by the two-buildings-wide Stop feeding cows; start feeding people message. 
But his favorite was the one with the beautiful, amazingly detailed rendition of the earth with the 
caption beneath: Earth. Pass it on.

“I understand your concern, Mrs. Brewer,” he said when she paused again for breath. “But 
I’m assigned to Major Crimes, and my Sergeant would kick my butt if I took time away for 
something like this. I’ve had two serious new cases just today, and dozens more getting colder by 
the minute. The best I can do in the circumstances is pass your concerns along to patrol, who will 
look into it. If Aunt Gena herself called me, I’d have to give her the same answer.”

That wasn’t strictly true. He couldn’t think of much he wouldn’t do for Aunt Gena, if she 
asked him. But the rest of it was true, including the grinding workload. And with the fiscal belt 
tightening undertaken by the newly-elected mayor, the manpower additions they’d been counting 
on weren’t likely to materialize.

After a few more assurances, he managed to get Mrs. Brewer off the line. A quick call to 
patrol/community policing, and the whole thing was someone else’s problem.

Too bad he couldn’t slough off his personal irritations so easily. Ray Morgan, a colleague in 
Major Crimes, was trying to set him up with his wife’s friend from the newspaper. Or rather, 
Ray’s wife Grace was trying to set him up. What was so hard to grasp about ‘not interested in a 
relationship’? These people who were so damned happy were a pain in the ass.

And on the other side of the spectrum, he kept having to stave off Denis Dallaire. Newly 
divorced, Dallaire was hitting the bars again, and couldn’t seem to grasp that every single guy 
didn’t want to be out there chasing skirts every freaking night. The thing was, Craig had caught 
his share. Now, it just seemed more trouble than it was worth, which depressed the hell out of 
him. He was only 34, for chrissakes. A healthy 34-year-old man should want to be out there, 
shouldn’t he? It was almost enough to make him take Denis up on the challenge.

But nah. Too much effort. Not so much in the chase, but in the extrication afterward.
And yeah, the vague emptiness it left him with. Not that he’d ever admit to it. At least not 

anywhere within earshot of Ray Morgan. There’d be no stopping Grace’s matchmaking.
He’d just gotten back into the flow of his arrest report when his phone rang again. “Walker.”
“Detective, it’s Nita Reynolds.”
He’d straightened in his chair even before she identified herself. He’d have recognized that 

voice anywhere. Confident, controlled, self-contained, but with an underlying hint of heat that 
was all the sexier for its subtlety. Much the way she looked.



“Ah, Ms. Reynolds,” he said, pushing down the jumbled mixture of feelings she always 
managed to evoke. “Let me guess. You’re representing the enterprising Edward Rayburn, who 
set out to find a buyer for his girlfriend’s daughter while said child’s meth-addicted mother sits 
out a jail term.”

“I think you mean he stands accused of trying to sell the child,” she corrected. “But no, I 
don’t represent him. I was calling—”

“Of course! Gordon Bohner. I wondered who he’d find to represent him.” The thought of 
what Bohner had done to his own mother to extract enough money for his next fix hardened his 
voice. “Your mother must be proud of you, Nita.”

She snorted. “I don’t think she ever got over her disappointment when I left Highpriced & 
Pompous to do Legal Aid work. And I’m not even going to ask what Mr. Bohner did.”

He grinned at her use of the nickname for the multi-province mega-firm Hightower Ponder. 
“Don’t you mean you won’t ask what Mr. Bohner stands accused of doing?”

She made a sound, but he couldn’t tell whether it was an exasperated sigh or a stifled laugh.
“God, I must be crazy,” she said.
This time, he definitely detected laughter in her voice. And in that moment, he knew she 

wasn’t calling about anyone’s case. The realization sent a bolt straight to his groin. He glanced 
up at fellow detective Sean Casey, who sat two desks over in the detective’s bullpen. Casey 
appeared to be engrossed in reading a file, but Craig angled his chair away from his colleague.

“I wouldn’t say that,” he said. “You had the good judgment to call me, after all.”
“Good judgment?” She laughed again. “That remains to be seen.”
He waited. Pointedly. He could have waded in there, helped her out, but dammit, why should 

he? He’d done the asking last time. Two times, actually. The first time, he got a polite turndown. 
He would never have asked again, except all the signals were still there, in flashing neon. When 
she turned him down the second time, she’d made it clear she didn’t date cops. Period.

“I was wondering if you’d like to go to dinner with me tonight. My treat. I thought maybe 
Soloman’s.”

Soloman’s. Pricey, but they had the best steak and seafood in town. They also had a relaxed 
enough atmosphere and dress code to attract regular Joes like him once in a while. And more 
significantly, Soloman’s was a two-, maybe three-block walk from Nita Reynolds’ downtown 
condo apartment. The thought sent another jolt below the belt. Settle down, boy.

“To be completely clear, are we talking about a date here?”
“Yes.” One word, but it managed to sound strangled.
He leaned back his chair, feeling in control. A strange sensation indeed when it came to this 

woman. And probably short-lived, so he should enjoy it.
Apparently, he must have enjoyed it a little too long, because her voice was a little testier 

when she spoke again. “What? Have I stunned you into silence? Shocked you with my 
forwardness, maybe?”

“Nah, I was just searching for the weather report from hell. I’m guessing it must have frozen 
over down there.”

“Very funny.”
“What about your no cops rule?”
“Some rules are meant to be broken, Detective. I know you of all people would subscribe to 

that notion.”
“Given how often I land myself in hot water with the brass, you mean?”
She made no reply.



“No comment?” he prodded.
“Sorry,” she said politely, “I was letting the record speak.”
He laughed. “Okay, it’s a date. I’ll meet you there.” After a few beats of silence, he added, 

“What time?”
“Seven?”
“Perfect.”
“One last thing, Detective….”
“What’s that?”
“Come prepared.”
He heard her disconnect, but still he sat there with the receiver in hand, her words echoing in 

his mind. Come prepared. The dial tone kicked in, and he hung up.
Jesus. He was sitting in the middle of the bullpen with a hard-on. Suddenly, he didn’t feel so 

in control.

***

Nita resisted the urge to pull her compact out of her purse and check her lipstick. It was perfect 
when she’d applied it, and it was still perfect. For what she’d paid for it, it wouldn’t dare 
smudge. And dammit, she looked good in her new DKNY tank dress, cute denim jacket and with 
calf-hugging leather boots. Hot without being too over-the-top, man-hunting slutty.

Or was it? Maybe the boots were too much.
Argh! Stupid to be nervous. It would be better when he actually got here.
Not that he was late. She’d come early to get away from her silent apartment, hoping that the 

buzz of conversation and the discreet bustle of the wait staff would distract her. Plus she’d 
wanted to be in place first to establish some kind of … what? — ownership? — control? … of 
this piece of recklessness she was about to embark on.

Drink. Now.
She picked up her wine, but instead of gulping it nervously, she forced herself to slow down 

and appreciate it. She swirled it in its glass, admiring its legginess a moment before inhaling its 
bouquet. Lovely. She’d bypassed the subtle sophistication of her usual French favorite and 
picked a lively Australian Shiraz. Lush and peppery, it was perfect for her mood. She took a sip, 
savoring the dominant blackberry flavor and the feel of the tannins in her mouth.

“Am I late?”
Dammit. She’d wanted to see his entrance, watch him cross the room. She glanced up and 

smiled. “Not at all.” Their gazes collided, and her pulse leapt like she’d touched a live wire. Oh, 
Christmas! What had she invited? He was so big, so raw, so masculine. “Have a seat.”

He did, and the hovering waiter moved in on him immediately. He glanced at her wine, then 
ordered a beer.

“You look beautiful,” he said when the waiter left. The frank appreciation in his ridiculously 
blue eyes echoed the sentiment.

“Thank you.” She inclined her head in acknowledgement. “You look pretty good yourself.”
That was the understatement of the year. Their previous encounters had pretty much been 

confined to the courtroom or the stationhouse, so she knew he cut an imposing, if slightly 
incongruous, figure in a suit. But tonight he wore a tan-colored ultrasuede sport coat over an 
oatmeal colored sweater with a very fine looking pair of denims in a shade of blue almost as 



piercing as his eyes. Her hands itched already for the tactile sensation of those fabrics. And as for 
what lay beneath….

She didn’t realize how hungrily she was staring until her eyes completed the journey up his 
chest, past his strong neck to the brutally hard planes of his face and met his gaze. Oh, yikes!

“Are you hungry?” she asked.
He lifted an eyebrow. “For what’s on the menu, you mean?”
“Yes.”
“Depends. Is there something else on offer?”
She felt a blush climbing her neck, but held his gaze. “Most definitely.”
He stood abruptly, jarring the table and nearly toppling her wine. Flagging down a passing 

waiter, he said, “The lady’s not feeling well.” He pulled out his wallet and pressed some bills 
into the waiter’s hand. “For the drinks.”

She stood and he was at her side instantly with a solicitous hand at her back. As they wended 
their way among the tables to the exit, she felt the burn of that touch through her clothes. Come 
to that, she felt his body heat reaching out to her. God, he was a blast furnace. She couldn’t wait 
to get her hands on him.

“Your car or mine?” he asked when they hit the street.
“My place is just a few blocks away. Why don’t we walk it?”
“Okay, but first I have to do this.” He pulled her into the alley between the restaurant and the 

art gallery next door, pushed her up against the cool brick of the building and kissed her.
It was not a searching, tentative kiss. It was urgent and fiercely demanding, as were the hands 

that skimmed down her shoulders to her hips. Her blood leapt in response, and she met his mouth 
with demands of her own. Her hands found their way under his jacket, then under his sweater. 
His skin was just as hot as she knew it would be, but the muscle beneath was so much more solid 
than she’d imagined. Like no man she’d ever touched.

She slid her arms around him, and he made an approving sound against her mouth. And when 
she slid her hands down to test his butt through the denim of his jeans, he surged against her 
thrillingly, once. Then he pulled back, the cool of the August evening replacing his warmth.

“Baby, we gotta get this off the streets. C’mon.” He tugged her back onto the sidewalk and 
wrapped one arm around her shoulders. “Lead the way.”



Chapter 2

Craig had died and gone to heaven. That could be the only explanation. Nita Reynolds — the 
woman who’d turned him down cold on two occasions — had called him out of the blue for a 
dinner date. Then she’d taken one look at him and decided to jump straight to dessert. It was too 
good to be true.

Not that he couldn’t walk into plenty of bars and walk right back out with an attractive 
woman on his arm. But not a woman like Nita. She wasn’t into cops, uniformed or otherwise. 
Hell, if there was such a thing as an anti-badge bunny, she was it. Nor would he have said she 
was into casual sex. She was way too discriminating. Way too self-contained.

So why him? And why now?
On his way to the restaurant, he’d begun to think she was planning to play him. He didn’t 

know how or why, but concluded that had to be it. She knew she turned his crank. She’d buy him 
dinner, flirt with him, maybe kiss him goodnight at the end of the evening and dangle the 
possibility of another date, all in aid of softening him up for some unknown purpose that would 
reveal itself in the fullness of time. But one look at her tonight and those thoughts flew out the 
window.

That she was a natural actor, he had no doubt. She was a trial lawyer, after all. But she was no 
Meryl Streep. She flat out wanted him as much as he wanted her.

And he intended they both get what they wanted.
“This one.”
She directed him to the five-story brownstone he’d already recognized as hers, though she’d 

probably be freaked if she knew. Then he’d have to explain that he’d been on his way into 
Soloman’s one night just as she was leaving. She’d hurried off without seeing him, but as he 
watched, a man fell in step behind her. Unable to just shrug and go on in to enjoy the rare steak 
he’d earned after pulling a double shift, he wound up following the follower. As it turned out, 
she wasn’t being stalked. The man veered off, dashed up a walkway and entered a building. 
Craig had stopped tailing her, but he was still watching when she turned up her own walkway 
and entered the brownstone. In fact, he was still watching when he saw lights came on way up on 
the fifth floor. He’d be very surprised if the unit on the front left side wasn’t hers.

They climbed the steps together. Her hand trembled, he saw, as she entered the code to unlock 
the door. Moving close behind her, he slid an arm around her waist and pulled her luscious 
derriere into contact with his stiffening erection. She went limp, leaning back against him. 
Grinning, he closed his hand over hers, turned the knob and pushed the door open.

They all but fell inside.
“The elevator,” she said, pulling him to the other side of the small, empty foyer. The speed 

with which she moved was gratifying.
“No doorman?”
“No.”
They stepped into the elevator, which looked altogether too modern for the old building. “Fast 

elevator?”



“Very,” she said, hitting the button for the fifth floor.
“Too bad.” He crowded her up against a mirrored wall of the elevator, skimming the sides of 

her breasts with his hands. “These mirrors are great.” He nipped at her mouth. “I’d love to lift 
that sexy dress and go down on you right here while you watched us.”

She made a mewling noise against his lips, which made him smile. Then the elevator lurched 
to a stop. He lifted his head. They appeared to be between the fourth and fifth floors. “You did 
that?”

She smiled the most carnal smile he’d ever seen. “Whoops.”
Hot damn. He’d intended that comment to heighten her excitement, never dreaming she’d call 

him on it. His own smile broadened. “No security camera?” he asked, looking over his shoulder.
“Just in the foyer.”
“No alarm downstairs when the elevator stops?”
“I wouldn’t know.”
“Better not waste time, then, huh?”
She touched her tongue to her upper lip. “Better not.”
He slid to his knees before her. She leaned back against the wall, bracing her backside on a 

wide wooden rail that he hoped was as functional as it was decorative. He skimmed his hands up 
her bare legs and under her skirt until he hooked her thong panties and drew them down. She 
lifted one booted foot obligingly and then the other. Sliding the scrap of black lace into his 
pocket, he pushed her dress up and urged her thighs apart.

And caught his breath.
God, she was lovely. And her scent…. He wished he could take all day. Some things just 

shouldn’t be rushed, and this most intimate of acts was one of them. But they’d stalled the 
elevator, so time was of the essence. It was a trade-off he could live with.

“Craig?”
Ah, there it was, his name on her lips at last. He’d thought she was still going to be calling 

him ‘Detective’ when he was inside her.
“Hold this,” he ordered, pushing the bunched-up skirt against her belly. When she complied, 

he urged her legs further apart and used his hands to part the already swollen lips of her sex. 
“Beautiful.”

She shuddered at the mere tickle of his breath, making him smile again.
He leaned in and stroked her with the flat of his tongue, and she shuddered again. “Are you 

watching us?”
“God, yes!”
Then there were no more words — he because his mouth was otherwise occupied, and she 

because she seemed to have lost the power of intelligible speech. When he felt her reaching for 
release minutes later, he added his fingers to the mix, breaching her slick channel. She came 
almost immediately. A strangled sob escaped her even as her inner muscles contracted 
powerfully around his fingers.

When she stopped shaking, he climbed to his feet. “I really like your elevator.”
She laughed, brushing her dark hair back from her face. “Riding it will never be the same.”
“Good.” He pulled her too him and kissed her once, hard, then put her away. Any more 

contact than that, and this elevator would be stalled a helluva lot longer. “Let me see if I can get 
this contraption going again.”

***



Nita collected herself while he restarted the elevator. No small feat, standing pantiless in her 
elevator with the combined tastes of Craig Walker and her own fulfillment on her lips. Dear 
Lord, that was the wildest thing she’d ever done, and definitely the hottest! Why hadn’t she 
gotten him in bed six months ago?

Because you thought you had a career to protect. Men inevitably boasted of their conquests, 
and being a criminal defense lawyer, she’d be massively boast-worthy around the stationhouse. 
And if that happened, she’d lose face with these guys. And gals. Female cops would be even 
more brutal in their judgment.

And yes, maybe because she also had a heart to protect. She’d never met a man who could see 
into her like this one could. All he had to do was lock those eyes on her, and she felt like her 
deepest secrets were right there to be exposed.

And he was a big man in more ways than one. When he lost a round in court, which wasn’t 
often, he could let it go, unlike most of Fredericton’s finest. Instead of shooting her lethal looks, 
he’d just shrug, confident that if her client really was a bad guy, he’d have another chance to put 
him away.

No, he was altogether too attractive a package. But at the same time, he scared the hell out of 
her. He could swallow her up, if she gave him a chance. And no doubt he’d spit her back out 
when he was finished with her.

Of course, that was back when she thought she had a future to worry about.
She caught herself before she could slide further into self-pity. There’d be none of that 

tonight. Tonight was about seizing the moment and living it to the fullest. It was about 
completely filling her senses.

“Got it,” he announced.
The elevator lurched back into motion for a few seconds before stopping at the fifth floor. To 

Nita’s relief, the doors opened to an empty hallway, sparing them from facing Mr. Barnett with 
the unmistakable smell of sex wafting off them.

She dug out her key and led the way to her apartment. Again, she felt him close behind her as 
she slotted her key in the door, but this time she managed to get it open under her own steam. He 
closed the door behind them and when she turned, he took her into his arms.

“Damn, I’m so ready for you,” he murmured against her ear.
Just like that, she was ready again, too. Her brain was full of signals transmitted by her 

breasts, by her belly, her skin. Every bit of her that came into contact with him screamed for 
more contact. For skin to skin contact. She pushed her hands beneath his jacket. “Get this off!”

He shrugged out of it. She heard it hit the floor and his arms came back around her.
“Better?”
“Much.” She slid her hands under his sweater, pushing it up. “But it would be better yet if you 

got this off, too.”

L

He stepped back and pulled the sweater over his head, tossing it to the floor.
Nita’s mouth went dry. She was no stranger to nicely toned chests, but they usually belonged 

to spare, compact men. The kind of safe men she dated. Aesthetes. Intellectuals. But Craig 
Walker’s chest…. She’d had a good idea he’d be heavily muscled; even the most civilized suit 
couldn’t hide that. But, oh God, he was so much more. And not gym-honed show muscles. These 
muscles meant business.

“You like?”



Maybe she should have been embarrassed to be caught feasting on him so openly, but after 
what just transpired in her elevator, and considering what was yet to come, maidenly vapors 
seemed pointless. “You’re not what I’m used to.”

“Too much brawn?”
“Too much everything.” She placed a hand in the center of his chest, where she felt his heart 

pounding as strongly as her own. “And the way I feel tonight, that might be just enough.”
Before she knew what he intended, he scooped her up in his arms, giving her a heart-jolting 

demonstration of what those muscles could do.
“Which way to the bedroom?”
“Down that hall and to the left.” Her heart thundered so hard, she could hear it in her ears. 

Hell, he could probably hear it. Maybe even feel it.
She’d left a lamp burning by the bedside, so there was no need to fumble for light switches. 

She expected him to lay her on the bed and come down on her, crushing her to the mattress with 
his body. She wanted that desperately. Wanted him to forcibly drive every other thought from 
her mind with a ferocious onslaught. Instead, he set her back on her feet at the bed’s edge.

“God, you’re beautiful.” Catching her head, he fisted his hands in her hair and kissed her. The 
desperate edge of hunger was still there, but this time, the demand was subdued.

He was, she realized, putting control squarely in her hands, giving her a chance to set the 
pace. Or maybe even to change her mind.

Oh, God, he hadn’t changed his mind, had he?
As if sensing her disquiet, he lifted his head a fraction, still holding her face close to his.
From this distance, his blue eyes seemed to see right through to her soul.
“Why did you call me?” he said.
The question took her aback. She touched her tongue to her upper lip in a gesture she hoped 

would distract him. “I should think that would be obvious by now.”
He smiled. “Honey, that was obvious from the first time we locked horns in the court room.”
“Thank you for reminding me. It must have been obvious for the jury, too. They gave the 

edge to you.”
“You know what I mean,” he said, clearly unwilling to be deflected. “Why now? Why after 

all this time? Why after turning me down?”
“Because I got tired of fighting it. Because I had the most trite of epiphanies. Because life is 

short, and if I’m going to regret anything, I’d prefer to regret what I did, not what I didn’t do.” 
She tipped her chin up to look him in the eyes. “Is that good enough for you, Detective? Can we 
get on to the part where we’re naked?”

It must have been good enough, because seconds later, she found herself right where she’d 
yearned to be a minute ago, flat on her back in the center of her bed with Craig’s weight pinning 
her while he pillaged her mouth, her throat. And his hands! A large palm worked her right breast 
through her clothes, then skimmed down to grip her hip. With a groan, he moved over her, 
creating an unbearably delicious friction. When he started sliding down her body, her eyes 
snapped open? Surely he wasn’t….

He wasn’t.
He continued south to her boots, found the slide zippers and slid them off, one at a time, 

tossing them on the floor. She’d shrugged part way out of her jacket by the time he dispensed 
with her boots, and he helped her tug it off. The dress followed, over her head, then the lacy bra 
beneath.



“I knew it.” He sat back on his heels to look at her. “I just knew those nipples would be small 
and dark and just as gorgeous as the rest of you.”

Lying there with him looking at her like that, she felt gorgeous. “I did some imagining myself, 
but judging from the revelation I got when you took off your shirt, I might have … um … come 
up short.”

He laughed. “Time to find out how fertile your imagination was.”
He scooted off the bed, dug a condom from the front pocket of his jeans, then shucked the 

jeans, underwear and all.
Nita sucked in a breath. Jutting from a nest of dark hair, his cock was … magnificent. Her 

imagination hadn’t shortchanged him in the length department, but oh, baby, the girth! 
And it was all hers.
She drew herself up on her elbows. “Are you going to bring that lovely thing over here, 

Detective, or do I have to come after it?”
He tossed her the condom. “Why don’t you come and get it?”
The heat in his eyes kicked the excitement in her belly up another notch. She scooted over 

until she sat on the edge of the bed. Gaze locked with his, she tore the wrapper off the condom. 
Then she dropped her gaze to his organ. Dear God, it was a thing of beauty. And the sooner she 
sheathed it, the sooner he could be inside her.

But first….

***

Craig steeled himself for her touch. The way her eyes had saucered at the sight of him damn near 
snapped his control. He was way too close to the edge for his liking. So why the hell had he 
tossed her the condom and invited her to put it on him?

Because you’re a masochist, Walker. Because it’s Nita. Because you still can’t believe you’re 
here and she wants you because — oh, Jesus!

Her hands were on him now, small and soft and elegantly feminine, right down to the white 
tips of her French-manicured nails. His cock jerked in response, hardening to stone. Then she 
leaned forward. He could feel her breath on him, warm and exciting and oh, God, if only she 
would open those gorgeous lips and—

Ahhhh!
Even as he fantasized about it, she guided the head of his cock into her mouth, sealing her lips 

delicately over the glans. A tortured groan escaped him. In response, she took more of him into 
her mouth. For a moment, his world shrank to a few square inches, encompassing nothing more 
than his cock and the hot, wet section of her mouth. It was so … damned … good.

Oh, hell, too good.
“Nita!” He tangled a hand in her hair. “You have to stop, baby. I don’t … I can’t….”
She released him. “Sorry. Couldn’t resist.”
“I’m glad you didn’t. But—”
“I know. Now come closer so we can get this thing on you.”
He obliged, holding his breath as she applied the condom and rolled it down his shaft. The 

moment it was in place, she scooted back to the center of the bed. He followed her down, lying 
beside her. In a gratifying display of eagerness, she tried to pull him atop her.

“Soon, baby.” She might think she was ready, but with his fuse being this short, he needed her 
to be more than ready.



For all her eagerness to get to the main event, when he kissed her, she subsided, apparently 
content to enjoy the play of lips and tongue. And for all his eagerness to get inside her, he 
wanted this, too. He’d fantasized about kissing that smart mouth of hers since that first day in the 
witness box. And a hundred times since. He poured all of that frustrated yearning into the kiss. 
She took it all and demanded more.

When she grew restless again, he palmed her breast, drawing a gasp from her. When he drew 
his fingers together to gently pinch and roll her stiffened nipple, she caught fire, straining against 
him.

“Please, Craig. Now.”
“Soon, baby,” he promised, then swooped to catch her nipple in his mouth. She whimpered 

once, and again when he used his teeth. Oh, Lord, that sound! It shuddered right through him. He 
wanted to draw it from her again and again and again. Every night. All night.

Lust hazing his brain, he rolled her under him, letting their lower bodies tangle while keeping 
his upper body propped above her. She splayed her legs, making a cradle for his aching cock. As 
her hands roamed his chest feverishly, he gazed down at her breasts, her flushed neck, her face, 
wanting to memorize exactly what she looked like at this moment.

“You’re so beautiful.”
Something flickered in her eyes. Then she closed them, shutting him out even as she slid her 

hands around behind him to squeeze his ass. “Please.” She undulated beneath him. “I’m ready. 
Don’t make me wait any longer.”

He didn’t.
He entered her slowly, carefully, gritting his teeth against the urge to seat himself fully. Still, 

it wrenched a sob from her. He froze. “Nita?”
“Oh, God, don’t stop!”
He drew out and pushed in a little further. The hot, wet clasp of her flesh was pure madness, 

inviting him to let go of all restraint, but he didn’t dare. She was so small, so snug … so fucking 
hot!

Despite himself, he rocked into her a little harder.
“Yes! Yes!” She arched up, trying to take more of him.
Control gone, he surged into her, burying himself to the hilt. She cried out again, but there 

was no mistaking her approval. Needing no further urging, he started to move against her, 
fucking her with long, slow strokes, pulling out almost all the way only to push home again. For 
long moments, there was nothing but the sound of sex: the slap of flesh against flesh, the 
harshness of their breathing. His excitement rose higher, coiled tighter. When she begged for 
more, he gathered her close, switching to a grinding, purposeful, insistent rhythm. Beneath him, 
she made that whimpering sound again and angled her hips in an effort to maximize the friction 
against her clitoris. He thought about how she’d tasted in the elevator, how her legs had trembled 
when he’d licked and sucked that sweet bundle of nerves.

Ahh! Dammit, he shouldn’t have gone there.
“Oh, Christ, Nita. Come on with me, baby. Come for me.”
Even as he said it, he realized she didn’t need any urging. She was already flying apart, her 

internal muscles clamping him like a vise, rippling. He let go, pumping into her mindlessly until 
his climax exploded.



Chapter 3

Five minutes later, Nita stood under a hot spray of water in the shower.
While other women talked about afterglow, she’d never been able to lie more than a minute in 

bed before needing to jump up and shower. She’d long ago stopped worrying about what that 
compulsion said about her and just accepted it. And it had suited the men she’d dated just fine. 
They usually took the opportunity to dress so they could kiss her goodbye when she emerged 
from the bathroom, and they both went to bed happy, each in their own homes.

But this time, with Craig Walker’s muscled arm slung across her midriff and one powerful leg 
still tangled with hers, she hadn’t wanted to pull away. She’d wanted to burrow closer. She 
wanted to touch his face, inhale the scent of his skin, feel the springy texture of his hair beneath 
her fingers. Hell, she wanted to crawl inside his skin.

Naturally, she’d immediately leapt up and headed for the bathroom.
What the hell was wrong with her?
What’s wrong with you, Reynolds? You’ve got a tumor in your head that will probably kill 

you, with or without surgery, in a matter of months, and you’re wondering what’s wrong with 
you because you wanted to be close to someone for a few minutes?

No, not someone. Craig Walker.
A draft of cool air warned her that she wasn’t alone in the bathroom any longer, so she was 

neither shocked nor startled when he drew back the shower curtain and stepped into the shower 
with her. Yes, she thought, stepping back to make room for him. God, yes.

He reached for her and she went gladly into his arms, her flesh wet and giving against the 
solidity of his chest. He turned them so the shower spray beat down on his back and covered her 
mouth with his. And there it was again. She wanted to be under him, on him. Christ, inside him.

She wrenched her mouth away from his. “Were you counting on getting much sleep tonight, 
Detective?”

His grin was lethal. “Not if I can help it.”
“Good. Because I want to have you every way I can think of. I want you in every room, in 

every position, until we’re both too sore to do it again.”
He sucked in a deep breath. “Jesus, Nita.”
“Does that mean you’re up for it?”
He drew her hand down to his stiffened cock. “What do you think?”
She smiled. “I think we can scratch the bathroom off the list.”
“The tub enclosure, at least.”

***

Six hours later, Craig lay watching Nita sleep in his arms.
She hadn’t planned to fall asleep, but he’d convinced her to lie down with him while he drank 

some ice water, ate a slice of cold pizza, which they’d ordered at midnight, and generally 
recuperated from their last bout of sex.



Part of him was still expecting her to spring something on him that would explain his good 
fortune — a request for a highly improper favor or for confidential information on an 
investigation — but she’d scrupulously avoided anything work-related.

Instead, they’d exhausted the easy stuff during the earlier ‘intermissions’. They both shared a 
love of jazz, though she leaned more toward contemporary and he more toward traditional. They 
now knew which three books and three albums the other would choose if they were stranded 
alone on a desert island, and there was actually some crossover. Her favorite actor was some guy 
he’d never heard of because he rarely saw movies these days, and he’d fessed up that he was still 
stuck on Kirstie Alley — thin, fat or in between — because she was beautiful. She detested 
football, hockey and basketball, but somehow had developed a love for baseball.

When the small talk petered out, she’d asked him about his family. He’d been in the process 
of telling her about his older sister when he realized she was sleeping, a fact that registered only 
when she rolled toward him and nestled her head on his shoulder.

So here he was, clinging to wakefulness. His eyes burned from lack of sleep, and his body 
was beyond exhausted, but no way was he going to sleep. As glorious as this night had been, 
these minutes with the warm, trusting weight of her tucked against his body were too precious to 
miss. Because as many times as they’d made love tonight, she’d never really let him hold her. 
Every time he tried to show her tenderness, she subtly redirected him.

Okay, maybe not so subtly. The last time, she’d ordered him to dress and wait for her in her 
office. She’d come in dressed in a short skirt, low-cut blouse and tall stilettos. Pen and notepad in 
hand, she’d offered to take dictation. Fast forward ten minutes and that red skirt was bunched up 
around her waist as she backed up onto his lap, taking his needy cock into her yet again. He’d 
swiveled the chair to face the mirror on the end wall so they could both watch him unbutton her 
shirt and liberate her breasts from the pushup bra. She’d moaned as he toyed with her, gently 
pinching her out-thrust nipples one moment, then palming her full breasts the next. Kneading, 
squeezing, lifting them like an offering…. Finally he had to abandon them to grip her hips as she 
picked up the tempo, but the image of her breasts bouncing more than made up for it.

So really, how could a guy complain? He’d have to be nuts. She’d given her body over to him 
completely, yielding up every ounce of passion she possessed, and she’d demanded the same 
from him. It was like she was worried tonight was all they had, and every sexual fantasy had to 
be fulfilled before some fairy godmother came along and waved a wand to take it all back.

Shit. Maybe that was it. Maybe she was afraid it would all be over, come morning, that he’d 
go on his way now that he’d had what she figured he wanted from her.

Ah, but little did she know what he wanted.
Okay, sure, little had he known what he wanted until five hours ago. But now he knew. She 

was for him and he was for her. And soon he’d make her see it.
He gathered her closer, kissed the top of her head and promptly fell asleep.



Chapter 4

Nita woke to the sound of her telephone ringing, but when she rolled toward the phone, she 
smacked into the solid wall of a man. Holy shit, Craig Walker! Memories from last night came 
flooding back to her. Lord, she’d fallen asleep on him. She’d just closed her eyes for a minute….

The phone shrilled again. She glanced at clock. Yikes! Almost nine! It was probably Brad 
calling to find out where the devil she was. “The phone,” she said. “Could you reach it for me?”

He picked up the receiver and handed it to her.
She pressed the receiver to her ear. “Sorry, I slept in. I’ll be there in forty minutes.”
“I’m afraid I’ll be at the hospital doing rounds by then, but I’ll be glad to make some space 

for you this afternoon if you want to come in, after you’ve heard what I have to say.”
Doctor Woodbridge? “Sorry, Doc. I thought you were my law partner.” The short telephone 

cord meant she had to lean across Craig, and he took the opportunity to settle a possessive hand 
on her hip. Despite her disoriented state, her pulse jumped at his touch.

“Are you feeling all right?” came the doctor’s voice. “Another headache?”
“No, I’m fine.” She put a hand on Craig’s wandering hand to arrest it so she could 

concentrate. “I just … didn’t sleep much.”
Craig grinned at her, drawing her attention to the sexy stubble on his face. A face that he must 

have shaved painstakingly last night before meeting her, judging by how smooth it had felt on 
her inner thighs….

She realized then that Dr. Woodbridge had said something she totally missed. “I’m sorry, I’m 
still a little groggy. What was that?”

“I said it was understandable that you’d have trouble sleeping, but I think you’ll fare better 
tonight after you’ve heard what I have to say. Nita, there was a mix up at the hospital. The scans 
they sent me weren’t yours.”

She jackknifed up. “Not mine?”
“That’s exactly what I’m saying. The MRI report I showed you belonged to another 

unfortunate woman.”
“So … I don’t really have brain cancer, then? Is that what you’re telling me? No tumor in my 

head?”
“I haven’t seen your scan myself, but I’m assured that it’s as clean as they come.”
She put a hand to her head, which had begun to whirl as though she had a hangover. “I’m not 

dying?”
“Nita, honey, we’re all dying, but in your case, not for a good long while.”
“I see.” Omigod, omigod, omigod, what had she done?
“I know this is a shock. And I’m sorry to have put you through this anxiety for no reason. I’d 

do anything not to have scared you like this, especially after your dad’s experience. On the other 
hand, I’m damned glad to be giving you good news now.”

“Of course.”
She wasn’t dying.



And she’d just done a Fredericton PD detective as fully, completely and inventively as a 
woman could do a man, and she was going to live to hear about it from every cop in the city. 
And probably every councilman and crown prosecutor and sheriff’s deputy, too. A groan 
escaped her lips.

“Would you like to come in this afternoon? I’ll have your MRI report by then and will be 
happy to go over it with you, if you like.”

“No,” she said sharply. “No, that’s fine. I’ve got to go, Doc.”
He was apologizing again for having upset her needlessly, but she passed the receiver to Craig 

and scuttled out of bed while he replaced it on the cradle.
“I’m late.” She rushed to the closet, grabbed a robe and pulled it on over her nakedness before 

turning back to the man in her bed. He lay there altogether too collected and still for her liking, 
his eyes narrowed so she could barely see their vivid blueness. Oh, shit. This was not going to be 
pleasant. She rushed to fill the silence. “I forgot to set the alarm, and now I have to shower and 
get to work. I’d offer you breakfast, but don’t really have time, and I need—”

“I can’t fucking believe this.”
Craig launched himself off her bed in an explosion of motion that sent her heart into her 

throat. 
“You’re going to send me off without a word about that conversation you just had? You’re 

not even going to try to explain that?”
She fell back a step. She couldn’t do this right now. She just couldn’t. She needed to regroup, 

compose herself. “It’s just that I’m already late and I have clients—”
He took a step closer, naked, angry and oh God, incredibly intimidating.
“It’s okay, Ms. Reynolds. I think I can put the puzzle pieces together for myself. You called 

me because you thought you were dying. Am I right?”
“Yes, but—”
“Jesus Christ! What was I to you? Some kind of carnival ride you wanted to take? Something 

to cross off your to-do list before you went to meet the ultimate judge in the sky?” He raked a 
hand through his hair. “Christ, of course! That’s why we had to squeeze in every fantasy you 
could think of. You wanted to cross them off so you could move on to skydiving or smoking 
opium or swimming with goddamn dolphins.”

“That’s not fair! The doctor only told me yesterday. I thought I was … dammit, it was an 
impulse.”

He reached for his jeans and hauled them on. “I can’t fucking believe this.”
What was the matter with him? Why was he so angry? And what about her? What about her 

feelings? “You can’t believe it?” Her hands fisted at her side. “If the stupid hospital hadn’t made 
a hideous mistake, I never would have—”

“You never would have called me,” he finished for her. “You never would have fucked me. I 
get it. Believe me.” He glanced around, “Where the hell is my sweater?”

“In the foyer, I think.”
He turned on his heel and left the room.
Shit.
She followed him out. His movements were short and sharp as he jammed his arms into the 

sweater and hauled it over his head. Say something, Nita.
“I’m sorry.”
“I’ll bet.” Grabbing his jacket, he started for the door.
“Wait!”



He paused, hand on the doorknob. “What?”
“You won’t … I mean, you’re not going to…?”
He turned to face her, his expression cold and flat. “Not going to what?”
“You won’t tell anyone?”
His mouth tightened. “Don’t worry. When I’ve been a fool, I rarely broadcast the fact.”
A second later, he was gone and she was staring at her closed door.



Chapter 5

Craig sat at his desk, fingers on his keyboard, eyes on his monitor. But all he was seeing were 
pictures inside his own head. Nita Reynolds in her elevator. On her dining room table. In that hot 
skirt. In nothing at all.

And God help him, as she slept in his arms, warm and trusting and entirely defenseless.
How could he have fallen for her?
Because you’ve been halfway in love with her from the first time she tried to skewer you on 

the witness stand.
“Uh-oh. I think I know that look.”
Ray Morgan’s voice startled the hell out of him, but Craig managed not to jump out of his 

skin. “Dammit, Razor, someone oughta hang a bell on you.”
Ray handed him a coffee. “No need. My knees are getting creakier by the year. You’ll soon 

be able to hear me coming.” Ray plunked himself down in Sean Casey’s vacant chair and opened 
his own coffee. “So, what’s the story? You’re looking like a man with a woman on his mind. 
And not in the good way.”

“Oh, Christ.” Craig glanced around the empty bullpen. “That obvious?”
“The last time I saw a face like that was in my own mirror when Grace and I had that trouble 

last year.”
That trouble was a Russian mob boss who’d put himself between Ray and his wife.
“You guys almost died, Razor. I don’t think this compares.”
“Yeah, but the almost-dying part wasn’t the worst part.” He leaned back in the chair and 

kicked his feet up on Casey’s desk. “The worst part was thinking I’d lost her. And that’s the look 
you were wearing just now.”

Craig busied himself opening his coffee lid. “Again, hardly compares. You and Grace had 
been married for years. I’m talking one night. It’s nothing.”

Ray took a sip of his coffee, then put it down on the desk. “Bullshit.”
“Excuse me?”
“Okay, maybe you were with her just one night, but no way a woman you’ve only just met 

messes you up like this. It’s gotta be someone you’ve been stuck on a while. Which explains 
why you’d never let Grace set you up.”

“No, I never let Grace set me up because I’m not interested in a relationship.”
“Sorry if I’m starting to sound like a broken record, but I repeat, bullshit. You want a 

relationship, all right, but you want it with this woman, not someone Grace has in mind for you.”
“Gee, thanks, Dr. Phil.”
“Dr. Phil?” Razor swung his feet to the floor and sat up in the chair. “Dr. Fucking Phil? I 

could shoot you right now and be completely exonerated by the Police Commission.”
Craig snorted. “You’re probably right.”
“Goddamn right I am.” He pushed to his feet. “Enjoy your coffee.”
“Ray?”
The other man stopped and turned. “Yeah?”



Shit, why was this stuff so damned hard to talk about? “You’re right. I guess I do want a 
relationship. But she doesn’t. She just wanted … well, what she wanted, she got last night, shall 
we say.”

“Are you sure about that?”
“Ahhhhh, yuh. Pretty sure. When I want to cuddle more than she does, the writing’s on the 

wall.”
“Huh.”
“Huh?” Craig scowled. “What’s that mean?”
“Not to generalize, but in my experience, women are all about relationships. With men, with 

their sisters, their parents, their friends, their co-workers. Hell, their doctors, their dog groomers 
and their paperboys. It just doesn’t sound right that she’d do you for the sake of doing you, then 
cut you loose.

“No insult to your do-ability intended,” he hastened to add.
Craig closed his eyes. “Okay, you can shoot me now.”
“Were there extenuating circumstances? Some reason why she might want to project a 

different front?”
Like thinking she was dying of a brain tumor when she wasn’t? Like being deathly afraid he 

would kiss and tell the whole precinct and half the judicial community, thereby undermining her 
ability to do her job? Like being able to drum up the courage to call him only when she figured it 
couldn’t hurt her clients. Christ, he was a moron. 

He opened his eyes. “Yeah, you could say that. You could definitely say that.”
Ray smiled. “Well, there you go, then.”



Chapter 6

Nita managed to stave off facing Brad until mid-afternoon, since he’d been tied up in court all 
morning and she’d had a client in her office when he got back. Shortly after 3:00 pm, though, she 
heard the chair in his office squeak. Dragging closer the file she’d been working on so half-
heartedly for the past half hour, she buried her nose in it. Busy Nita. Too busy for idle office  
chatter.

“She lives.”
Nita groaned inwardly. She hadn’t really expected her show of busy-ness to deter her partner, 

but it was worth a try. “She lives?” She sat back, tossing her pen on the table. “I guess I must be 
awfully routine-bound if you write me off as dead the first time I come in an hour late.”

“That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you, sweetie.” He moved into her office and settled in her 
leather client chair. “You look tired. In a nice way, of course.”

“Of course.”
His eyes narrowed as he regarded her. “In fact, if I didn’t know better, I’d guess you were up 

all night having wild monkey sex.”
She rolled her eyes. “Right. Because that’s so me,” she said, but she felt the telltale heat of a 

flush rising in her cheeks. Don’t notice, don’t notice, don’t notice.
He noticed.
“Good God! You did have wild monkey sex! It’s written all over your face. And frankly, on 

the left side of your neck, now that I look at you.”
“It is not!” She lifted a horrified hand to her throat. “Is it?”
He laughed. “No, but now I know for sure what I only suspected before.” He leaned back 

smugly. “And may I add, about time.”
She covered her face with both hands and groaned. “God, I can’t believe I fell for that.”
“Me either. I mean, you taught me that little trick.”
“Don’t remind me.” She picked up the pen she’d tossed down in resignation a moment earlier. 

“Now that you’ve ferreted out the dirty truth, get the hell out of my office, Knopfler. I’ve got 
work to do.”

“Knock, knock.”
Nita glanced up to see Maryanne, the firm’s receptionist, framed in her doorway. Thank 

goodness. This would send Brad on his way. “What’s up, Maryanne?”
“There’s a Detective Craig Walker here to see you.”
“What?” She jumped up from her chair, sending it backwards on its casters. “Did you tell 

him I’m here?”
“Omigod!” Brad said.
Maryanne frowned, sending Brad one of her patented disapproving looks that she seemed to 

reserve for him. “Of course I told him you were here. Why wouldn’t I?” She turned back to Nita. 
“Are you on the lam or something? Dodging a summons?”

“It’s him!” Brad said, oblivious of Maryanne’s evil eye. “You had monkey sex with Detective 
Walker!”



Maryanne’s eyes widened. “Nita?”
Nita sank back onto her chair. “Someone shoot me, please.”
“Sorry,” Brad quipped. “No sidearm. But if you ask the detective nicely….”
She sighed. “Okay, both of you — out. Now. And Maryanne, please show Detective Walker 

in.”
“Not necessary.” The voice was Craig Walker’s, and it came from her open door. “I showed 

myself in. I was beginning to get concerned you might rabbit on me.”
Oh, God, had he heard all of that? She lifted her chin, aiming for dignity. “Rabbit? Is that 

your usual experience with a woman on the morning after, Detective?”
“Only with you.” He glanced pointedly at the other occupants of the room.
Maryanne cleared her throat. “Well, then, I’ll just get back to my post.” Eyes wide, she sidled 

past Craig.
“And I’ll just go next door to my office and press a drinking glass to the wall.”
“Bradley!”
“What? I’m just making a point.”
“Okay, point taken. We’ll take this outside the office.” She turned to Craig. “Detective.”
He stepped back. “After you.”
“My car or yours?” he asked when they reached the parking lot.
His, she deduced, was a slightly muscular looking but spacious Ford Taurus. Hers was a tiny 

hybrid. They’d be in each other’s laps in her car. “Yours.”
He led the way to his car, opening the door for her. She slipped inside and waited for him to 

join her.
“Look, Craig,” she said, as soon as he’d slipped behind the wheel. “I’m really sorry about this 

morning. I guess I was a little stunned when Dr. Woodbridge dropped his bombshell. His second 
bombshell.”

“So am I. Sorry about this morning, I mean. I shouldn’t have stormed off like that. But before 
we go there, I gotta ask — what’s with telling everyone back there? I thought you were worried 
about keeping the whole thing under wraps.”

She blushed to the roots of her hair. “I didn’t exactly tell anyone. Brad figured it out. I mean, 
not that I’d spent the night with you, specifically, but that I’d spent a long night with someone. 
Then Maryanne came in at that exact moment and announced that you were here to see me. I 
guess I freaked a little, and Brad put two and two together.”

His mouth tightened. “I’m sorry. I wouldn’t have come here to your office if I’d thought it 
would cause you further embarrassment.”

She grimaced. “I’m not embarrassed. Well, sort of, but just because I’m not accustomed to my 
sex life coming up for discussion at the office. It’s more—”

“You were afraid it would get around,” he finished for her. “That I’d brag to the guys at the 
cop shop and you’d lose credibility. That ultimately, it would adversely affect your ability to 
defend your clients.” He turned away to look straight ahead out the windscreen. “I understand. 
Hell, I can’t even work up any righteous indignation anymore. Because to be honest, if I were ten 
years younger and stupider, I probably would have shot my mouth off first chance I got. But I 
haven’t and I won’t. But none of that alters the fact that I shouldn’t have gone off on you like 
that.”

“Don’t apologize.” She looked down at her hands, clasped in her lap. “You were right. I 
wouldn’t have called you if I hadn’t thought I was dying. That’s the bald truth of it. You have 
every right to be angry.”



“Maybe,” he agreed. “But that’s only half the reason I was angry.”
She shot a look at him, but he was still facing forward. “And the other reason?”
He turned to face her, his blue eyes fiercely intent. “I was mad because I let my mind go down 

that road. I let myself imagine how I’d feel if you really did have a brain tumor, if you really 
were dying. How it would feel to lose you so quickly after you made me love you.”

Adrenaline ripped through her nervous system, terminating in an almost painful jolt in her 
fingertips, like a bolt of electricity. “What?”

He carried on, as though he hadn’t heard her.
“Christ, I felt like I’d stepped out onto a fucking ledge at twenty stories, and everything was 

whirling underneath me. I lashed out. I’m sorry.”
“You can’t.”
“Can’t what?”
“Love me!” God, what possessed him to say that? “Craig, we don’t even know one another.” 
“I’d say we know each other better than some couples ever do.”
She blushed. “That was sex.”
His eyes glinted. “It sure as hell was. But sex like that … Nita, that doesn’t just happen 

between strangers. And I’ve had enough sex with beautiful strangers over the past fifteen years 
to know the difference. It takes a certain level of trust. It takes an intuitive knowledge of the 
other.”

“That’s crazy! We hadn’t even had a date prior to jumping in bed.”
“What have we been doing the past three years but getting to know each other? We’ve been 

measuring each other over these cases. Searching for each other’s weaknesses, admiring 
strengths.”

“But I do that with everyone I put on the stand.”
“Yeah, but you don’t look at anyone else the way you look at me. You don’t think about 

anyone else the way you think about me. And thank God, you didn’t call anyone else when you 
thought you were dying and needed to grab at life. You called me, dammit. Me.”

Nita did the only thing she could do. She burst into tears.



Chapter 7

Craig’s heart contracted as he watched the tears slide soundlessly down her cheeks.
“Christ, I’m sorry, Nita. I didn’t mean to make you cry.”
“I’m just tired,” she said.
Shit. Of course she was tired. “Let me take you home.”
“I really should go back in there.” She dabbed at her eyes with a tissue she pulled out of her 

jacket pocket.
“No one will expect you back today. Besides, I can’t have you go in there looking like you 

went three rounds with a bully. Knopfler would kick my ass.”
She snorted. “Yeah, like that could happen.”
“Let me take you home,” he pressed. “I won’t even stay if you don’t want me to. You need to 

catch up on your sleep.”
She pulled down the sun visor on her side of the car and checked out her reflection. “Ugh.” 

She flipped the visor back into place. “Okay, take me home.”
Before she could change her mind, he started the car and eased out of the parking lot. They 

didn’t speak for the ten-minute trip downtown. Craig eased the car to the curb in front of her 
brownstone.

“Thank you,” she said.
Before he could stop it, the question was out: “Can I come in?”
She gazed at him with eyes that still glistened more than they should.
“I’m not looking for sex,” he said quickly. “I just want to make you dinner while you shower 

and make sure you go to bed as soon as you’ve eaten.”
Her eyes widened. “You want to mother me?”
Jesus, she was beautiful, puffy eyes, blotchy face and all. “I want to take care of you. If you 

get fed up with me, you can tell me to leave and I’ll go. You have my word on that.”
He saw the struggle plainly on her face. The disciplined career woman in her was clearly 

telling her to send him on his way. The practical, safe side of her personality was no doubt 
advising her similarly. But the courageously passionate woman she’d showed him last night 
prevailed. 

“Can you make macaroni and cheese?”
Ah, the ultimate comfort food. “The cheesiest.”
“Okay, come on up.”
Once inside, he told her to take her time, since the mac and cheese would take an hour from 

scratch, and she did. Clearly, she’d put the time to good use. When she finally showed herself in 
the kitchen again, her face bore no evidence of her earlier tears. And this despite the fact she 
wore no makeup. Or at least, nothing he could discern.

“You look great,” he said, pulling out a chair for her at one of the places he’d set at the 
granite-topped island. He’d thought about setting the dining room table and lighting some low 
candles, but figured that would smack of romance and seduction, which would only put her on 



the defensive. What he had in mind tonight was a seduction of an entirely different kind. And the 
warm kitchen was just the spot for it.

“I made tea,” he said.
“Really?” He gaze flew to the counter where her teapot sat. “Herbal or black?”
“Some herbal stuff I found. Since the objective is to pack you off to sleep, I didn’t figure you 

needed the caffeine. But I can make black tea if you’d like….”
“No, that’s perfect.”
“Why don’t you pour for both of us, then, while I get supper out of the oven.”
While she poured the tea, he removed the bubbling macaroni from the oven and dished up two 

servings.
She wasted no time tasting hers. “Oh, God, this is heavenly! I can’t remember the last time I 

made this from scratch. I usually resort to the boxed stuff for my fix.”
“Me, too, but once in a while I like to make the real thing. When I left for college, I made my 

mother teach me how to make it so I could feel a little bit closer to home.”
She took the bait. “College, huh? Where’d you go, and what did you study.”
An hour later, they’d both had seconds of both macaroni and tea. And they each knew a lot 

more about the other than they had when they’d sat down.
When he caught Nita yawning, he apologized. “God, look at me keeping you up. You should 

be in bed already. I’ll just stick these dishes in the dishwasher and take off so you can lock up 
after me.”

He gathered up the dishes and turned toward the dishwasher.
“Craig?”
He put the dishes down and turned back, his face scrupulously blank. “Yeah?”
“I’m sorry I made this so … weird.” She lifted a shoulder in an awkward shrug. “I called you, 

then I jumped on you, and we had last night, and now it’s all backwards.”
“I’m not sorry,” he said roughly. “Because if it hadn’t happened like that, it probably 

wouldn’t have happened at all. The only thing that could make me sorry is if I do something now 
to blow it. Which is why I think I should leave.”

She smiled. “You’re not blowing it.”
He lifted an eyebrow. “No?”
“No.” Her face sobered. “Did you mean it earlier? About … you know … feeling like maybe 

you were falling in love with me?”
“Every word of it.”
She frowned. “How can that be?”
“I don’t know.” He shrugged. “It just is. From the moment I first saw your face, I knew you 

were potential trouble. The kind of trouble I couldn’t stay away from. And when you made it 
clear you were off limits….”

“You know why I did that. I just couldn’t risk getting involved with you. I was afraid it would 
hurt my practice, my reputation. Maybe even hurt my clients.”

“How about now?” He leaned back against the counter. “Are you still afraid that a 
relationship with me will harm your law practice?”

“I don’t know. I mean, I don’t believe you’d say or do anything to harm me, but—”
“What if we were married?”

***



“Married?” Nita’s heart rate, which was already tripping along at a pretty good clip considering 
the subject matter of their discussion, leapt into hyperdrive.

“Okay, engaged and then married,” he allowed. “We could do that, at least, in the right 
order.”

Engaged. Married.
The words bounced around inside her brain. And he was looking at her as though what he’d 

said were perfectly logical and reasonable. Had he lost his mind?
“But we’re not even dating.”
“Okay, we can date for a while, then get engaged and married. How’s a six-month timetable 

sound?”
She blinked. “Let me get this straight — you’re prepared to marry me so we can continue to 

have sex?”
“No.”
“But you just said—”
“I want to marry you because you’re the one, Nita. Period.” He pinned her with his gaze, 

fierce and outrageously blue. “I’ve never felt like this before. I want to lie beside you and just 
listen to you breathe. When I’ve had a shitty day, I want to come home to you and lay my head 
in your lap and feel your hands on my face. And when you’ve had a shitty day and it feels like 
one more straw is gonna break your back, I want to be there to carry the load for you. I want you 
to tell me your darkest fears, and be able to tell you mine.”

“My God, Craig.” He meant it. He really meant it. Yearning twisted in her gut, sharp and 
piercing.

“Nita, honey, I’ve never been able to see my future — our future — so clearly. Can’t you see 
it, too? Just a glimmer?”

She could see it. All too easily. But could she have it? She swallowed. “My father died of a 
brain tumor at the age of 49.”

His brow furrowed. “I’m sorry. That’s way too young. But how is that significant?”
“What if it’s hereditary?” Suddenly, the fear she’d felt yesterday when Dr. Woodbridge told 

her she had a brain tumor swelled up again, threatening to spill out in tears. “What if I have a 
predisposition to the same thing?”

A muscle leapt in his jaw. “Then all the more reason to get on with this courtship, don’t you 
think?”

Oh, Lord, he was wearing her down. Was she really on the verge of accepting his fast track 
dating/engagement/marriage proposal? Was she brave enough to seize what he offered?

She gnawed the inside of her lip a moment. “What about work?”
“Easy. They’ve been wanting to rotate me out of major crime and into criminal intelligence 

for two years now. I’ve been holding them off because I wasn’t ready to quit locking horns with 
you. I just have to tell the brass I’m ready for a transfer.”

She sucked in a breath. He’d given up a sexier, higher-profile assignment to stay in contact 
with her? A hostile her. “You seriously did that?”

“I did. Of course, I gave them completely bogus reasons. They’d have bounced me out of 
there faster than you can say ‘double-chocolate donut’ if they’d known the truth.”

She blinked rapidly. “What about kids?”
“As in us having them?”
She nodded.



“I’d like a couple, but we’re not talking about making my body into an incubator. Your body, 
your call. But if you do want them, I’d happily split the parental leave with you.”

“You would not! You’d never live it down with your colleagues, or your employer for that 
matter.”

“My employer wouldn’t like it, no, but they’re bound by statute. They’d have no choice. And 
they wouldn’t dare take their frustration out on me, because my kick-ass lawyer wife would 
bring a harassment charge on my behalf.”

“Your wife, huh?”
“Well, I certainly hope you’re my wife by the time I need that parental leave,” he said mildly. 

“We might have done a few things out of order, but that’s one thing I’m old-fashioned enough to 
want to do right.”

She sobered. “Speaking of old-fashioned, I expect fidelity in a partner.”
“Good. Because so do I. Even when I’m being a total ass, which I’m told I can be from time 

to time.” He cocked his head to the side. “Did I mention that I’m crazy about you? Yes, I think I 
did. And we’ve already demonstrated sexual compatibility….”

She laughed. “You just never let up, do you?”
“Not when I can see my opponent is weakening. You are weakening, right?”
She groaned. “God help me, yes. I’m weakening.”
His eyes caught fire. “You’ll marry me?”
“I’ll date you,” she clarified. “I can’t agree to marry a man when I don’t even know if he 

snores. Or leaves the cap off the toothpaste, or his underwear on the floor.”
“Don’t know, no and no. But fair enough.”
Omigod, she’d done it. She’d just committed to a serious relationship with Detective Craig 

Walker.
So, what was he doing still lounging there against her kitchen counter?
“Craig?”
“Yeah?”
“Aren’t you going to … I don’t know … kiss me or something, to seal the deal?”
“Thank you, God!” He was there in a flash, pulling her into a crushing bear hug. “I’ve been 

gripping the edge of that damned countertop all this while to remind myself to give you space. I 
think my fingernails left marks in the granite.”

She pulled back to look up at his face, touched by his consideration. “I appreciate your 
restraint.” She slid her arms around his neck and pressed her breasts against his chest. “But no 
need for it now.”

She felt the shudder that passed through him, which made his next words all the more 
remarkable.

“There’s every need for it.” He pulled back. “You need sleep, baby. I can’t have you go back 
to work tomorrow even more exhausted than you were today.”

She’d known he had a strong protective instinct when it came to women and children; she’d 
seen in on display on the witness stand many times. But she had no intention of being denied for 
her own good.

“You’re right,” she said, lowering her gaze lest he see what she planned. “But won’t you lie 
down with me? I have a feeling that when I wake up, I’m going to need some concrete 
persuasion that this really happened.”

“Now that I can do.”



He tipped her chin up and kissed her, his lips incredibly soft and sweet on hers, his big hand 
impossibly tender. She grasped his face in both hands and kissed him back, then squeaked as he 
swept her up into his arms.

“Bedtime.”
A moment later, he lay on her bed, fully clothed, on top of the covers while she peeled off her 

clothes. “Aren’t you going to undress?”
“Better not.”
She stifled a smile at the gruffness of those two words.
“Suit yourself.” She walked naked to her dresser and found the skimpiest piece of nightwear 

she owned, a spaghetti-strapped, gauzy scrap of a nightdress she kept to sleep in when the heat 
waves of August struck the city. She pulled it over her head, shivering as the sheer cotton batiste 
settled over her curves. It hit her thighs just below hip level. His gaze slid down her body, 
making her skin tingle just as the brush of the material had.

She let her own gaze skate over his body, fixing on the growing bulge in the front of his pants. 
“Oh, my.”

He laughed. “You were never planning on sleeping, were you?”
She grinned back. “Not for a while yet.”
“You win.” He opened his arms. “Come here.”
She paused a moment, drinking in his sprawling, powerful body, his open arms, his craggy, 

overly masculine face. Mine, she marveled. Not for a night. Not for a month. For keeps.
“Are you waiting for a pretty please?”
“It couldn’t hurt.”
“Then pretty please, lover. Come to me.”
Barely able to contain the bubble of joy in her chest, she pounced on him, laughing. He 

grunted as he caught her, but absorbed her weight easily.
She pushed herself to her knees, straddling him.
“Gee, you don’t seem at all tired,” he observed.
“Not at all.” She bent to kiss him, and he slid his hands up her back, his palms hard and 

urgent, yet tender. “In fact, why don’t you let me do all the work? We never did get around to 
that last night. It was going to be next if I hadn’t fallen asleep.”

 He laughed. “Baby, last night it would have had to have been next. You wore me out.”
“Mmmmm.” She squirmed lower, bringing her bare sex into contact with his erection, 

straining beneath his clothing. “You seem to have recovered.”
“It’s a miracle.” He reached up to cup her breasts.
It was a miracle, she thought. Miraculous that he loved her. Miraculous that she was poised on 

the brink of taking that tumble herself.
“Well, if you’re going to do all the work, you can start by digging a condom out of my left 

front pocket. Unless you’ve already made up your mind about the kids or no kids thing?”
“No way. I don’t even know if you snore yet, remember?” She rolled off him, slid her hand in 

his pocket and came out with a condom. “I know I said I’d do all the work, but I don’t think I can 
get you out of those clothes without your cooperation. You’re too big.”

“Oh, baby, I’ll cooperate.”
In ten seconds flat, he was naked and flat on his back in the middle of her bed. She stood there 

a moment, holding her breath. Fully engorged, his cock nudged his flat, muscled stomach. She 
let out the breath she’d been holding. “At any time last night, did I mention how wet I get at the 
sight of that?”



His erection jerked as though she’d physically stroked him.
“Maybe a time or two,” he managed.
Smiling, she grasped his member, dragging a sharp inhalation from him as she closed her 

fingers loosely around him. Then she bent and laid her tongue on the base of his cock, licking it 
all the way to the tip in one broad, flat stroke.

“Ahhhh!”
Feeling her own internal muscles clenching with excitement, she closed her mouth over his 

glans and began describing figure eights with her tongue, savoring his salty-sweet taste.
“Nita!” His hands fisted in her hair, holding her head at his groin for long moments as she 

sucked and licked him like a lollipop. Then he pulled her away. “I think you’d better get that 
condom on me.”

He was right. She needed him inside her. Now. She sheathed him quickly. Straddling him 
again, she guided the blunt tip of his cock into her slickness. Lowering herself slowly, she 
savored the sense of fullness as she stretched to accommodate him.

“God, that’s good,” she said. Balancing herself with her hands on his chest, she rose up again, 
taking a little more of him on the downswing. As mind-blowing as orgasm was, she loved this 
just as much, the initial shocking thrill of full penetration. On that thought, she sank the rest of 
the way, taking his shaft to the root, impaling herself. She cried out with the pleasure of it, and 
Craig bucked beneath her, grasping her hips and surging up into her.

“No.” She flattened her palm on his chest. “Let me.”
His hands dropped from her hips to her thighs.
She proceeded to rock herself to orgasm. When she finally stopped spasming around him, she 

realized he had held himself motionless. Damn, he was still hard, still buried deep inside her!
“Why didn’t you come with me?”
“Because I think you can come again.”
He sat up, opening his legs and drawing hers up so she sat cradled in his lap, their bodies still 

joined. The position brought them chest to chest, face to face.
“You are so beautiful,” he breathed. “Watching you come like that … feeling you come like 

that…. Christ, Nita, I could die happy.”
She closed her eyes.
“No, don’t baby. Keep your eyes open. I want you to stay with me while we kiss and whisper 

and fuck.”
Something jolted in her chest. He wanted intimacy, not sex. Her throat tightened. “I don’t 

know how to do this.”
“Me neither. But why don’t we just kiss and whisper and fuck and see what happens.”
He slid his hands under her buttocks and rocked into her, even as his lips found hers. It went 

on forever, caresses and butterfly kisses and nuzzling of ears and whispering of praise. Deep 
kisses and tender touches and searching of faces with fingertips. And in the midst of it, she felt 
herself falling.

No, not falling. You couldn’t call it falling if you stepped willingly off a cliff. It was 
terrifying. Exhilarating. Inevitable. When she came again, it was the slowest, longest, most 
powerful orgasm of her life, and this time, Craig followed.



Chapter 8

Craig woke up knowing someone was watching him. He opened his eyes to find Nita lying 
beside him, her head propped on her elbow as she studied his face.

“Morning,” he said.
“Good morning.”
He glanced at the digital clock on the nightstand. Almost nine o’clock. Good thing he’d 

wrangled two days off, or he’d be getting chewed out for the second day in a row. “I’m sorry. I 
fell asleep this time.”

“I know. I watched you.”
“Do I snore?”
“Not that I noticed. But you do talk in your sleep.”
Oh, shit. “I do? What’d I say?”
“I’m going to have to assume you were dreaming about me, with all those please, babys.”
“That’s a safe bet.” A lock of hair had fallen forward on her face, and he brushed it back. “So, 

how’s your work schedule? Anything urgent waiting for you?”
“Nothing that won’t keep. In fact, I was thinking about playing hooky. But what about you?”
“I’m off until Monday.”
She grinned. “Perfect. I’ll call in sick.” She reached for the phone and started dialing.
He waited until someone had answered, then slid under the sheet. She made a little squeaking 

noise when she realized he was going down on her, but she didn’t fight him.
“Brad?” Her voice came out breathless.
Craig parted her labia and breathed on her tender, exposed sex.
“I’m not — aaaah!—”
He smiled as he lapped at her.
“I’m not feeling up to coming in this morning, Brad. I’m going to need the day off.”
He closed his mouth around her clitoris and suckled.
“Yes! I mean, yes, that’s it exactly. Bubonic plaque. Thank you. I’ll make it up to you. Bye.”
He heard her hang the phone up, then he felt her hands in his hair.
“Come up here!’
He obeyed, slithering up her body with the maximum of friction.
“You realize Brad knows we were making out?”
He grinned. “Honey, I’m pretty sure he would have put that together without my help.”
“Yeah, but he knows we were making out while I was on the phone!”
“Un-huh.” He nuzzled her neck. God, she smelled good. Like the soap from the shower they’d 

taken before they crashed. Okay, before he crashed.
“You’re incorrigible.”
“I try.” He kissed her mouth, and there was silence in the room for a few minutes. When he 

broke the kiss and started nuzzling his way down her neck, she stopped him.
“Wait! Before you’re inside me again giving me mind-blowing orgasms, I need to say 

something.”



He stopped. “What?”
“You know how yesterday you said I was the one?”
His heart tripped, then started to thunder. “Yeah?”
“Well, you’re the one for me, too.”
Oh, Jesus. “You don’t need to say it,” he said quickly. “I know you weren’t hung up on me 

the way I was on you, but I’m happy you’re giving us a chance. I know I can make you happy, 
and I think—”

“Oh, for Pete’s sake, shut up, will you?” she growled. “I’m trying to tell you that you were the 
one, right from that first moment. I knew it, but I was too stubborn to act on it. I convinced 
myself that if I got together with you, I’d be ruined professionally once you got what you 
wanted. But now I think I was just protecting myself. I was scared. Scared to take a chance. 
Scared of intimacy with someone I instinctively knew could crush me without even trying. So I 
took the coward’s way out with that ‘no cops’ rule.”

“Are you saying…?”
“That I love you? Yes. That’s exactly what I’m saying. But I didn’t want to say it last night. I 

figured you’d think it was just because you’d given me the most amazing tantric orgasm of my 
life.”

“Say it again!”
“I love you.”
“No, the thing about me giving you the best orgasm of your—”
“Craig Walker!” She swatted him.
He responded by pinning her arms above her head.
“Bully.” She glared at him.
“Say it again.” God, he loved her.
“What? The orgasm thing? Forget it.”
“No, the love thing.”
She softened beneath him. “I love you, you jerk.”
He threw back his head and laughed. “I did warn you I could be an ass.”
“I guess you did,” she grumbled.
“Can we get married now?”
“No.”
“Engaged?”
“Not yet.”
“Can we have sex?”
“God, yes.”
And once again there was silence in the room.
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