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      This  novel has been published more than once over the years. The first publication was in 2001. In this most recent publishing incarnation, I have updated a few things with the characters. I have, though, left technology and other social aspects that would reflect the time period at the original publication.
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      “This is a very volatile and intense story. Kiley and Scott have an explosive relationship that brings the reader a lot of enjoyment. Their constant attempts at pushing the envelope with each other will have you inhaling each page. I derived great enjoyment watching these two interact. My emotions truly ran the gamut with this story. A wonderful book to read on a hot summer day.”

      Candy Cay

      Coffee Time Romance

      

      “Dangerous Intentions is full of suspense, danger, and love. The fantastic characters grab you at page one and don't let go. The danger and action is never ending and meant to keep the reader riveted. The attraction simmering between Scott and Kiley is intense and hot. Don't miss reading this action packed romance, you'll love it.”

      A Romance Review

      

      “Denise Agnew's Dangerous Intentions is a four star masterpiece. This is an excellent example of the perfect erotic suspense. From the first sentence to the last, there are no dull moments and the action pulls you in and doesn't let go…This is a must read for anyone looking for a good suspense novel. The sex scenes sizzle and give an added depth to the interactions of our characters….”

      Kimberley Spinney, Ecata Romance Reviews

      

      “…extremely intense…I felt like I had to find out what was going to happen next and fell in love with the characters…a roller coaster with dangers coming from every direction…The love scenes just take your breath away, sizzling with every touch and gesture they make towards each other…I was captivated and anyone who likes a story that brings you along for the

      ride between the danger and the romance will not be disappointed.”

      Judy King, Erotic Escapades

      

      “Read it. You’ll love it. Need I say more? If you’ve read anything by Denise Agnew, you know what I mean. Her stories are like a fine wine – rich, full-bodied, meant to be savored, and finished much sooner than you’d like. Even at 257 pages, this book was a fast read. Dangerous Intentions is packed with non-stop action and so much scorching sexual tension that it’ll keep you riveted and your pulse pounding the entire time. Watching Kiley and Scott resist their attraction to each other only to witness them succumb to its intensity was wickedly hot. Scott is a man that fantasies are made of and Kiley is a woman we can all learn something from…Dangerous Intentions is a definite must read!”

      Karen Hanson

      

      “…great detail and emotional depth. Dangerous Intentions will keep the reader guessing at every turn. Ms. Agnew’s characters jump off the pages…This emotionally charged story will have you screaming one minute and crying the next…one hot explosive romance. I cannot wait to see what she has in store for us next. Dangerous Intentions is an action packed read.”

      Fallen Angels Reviews

      

      “Denise Agnew's Dangerous Intentions is a heart-stopping suspense combined with an endearing love story. Agnew keeps her readers entranced with exciting, spirited interaction between Kiley and Scott and a non-stop roller coast ride of danger as a the twisted killer sets out for revenge. I highly recommend this exciting story and congratulate Ms. Agnew on her superb writing skills.”

      Lisa Lambrecht

      In The Library Reviews

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A woman searching for the perfect man…

          

        

      

    

    
      Wealthy magazine editor Kiley Chapman lives with the frightening memory of her kidnapping ten years ago. When she advertises for a man for a hero profile article, she soon discovers sinfully sexy bodyguard Scott Danger lives up to his name. Charismatic and confident, he erodes her resolve to stay cool and uninvolved.

      

      A man in serious peril of losing his heart…

      

      Security specialist and ex-Special Forces soldier Scott Danger prides himself on having impeccable restraint—a man who disciplines both mind and body. It’s questionable how long he can resist his powerful and heated attraction to Kiley—and all bets are off when he must protect her from a deadly stalker bent on destroying all they hold dear.

      

      Two wounded souls meet their match…

      

      The wildfire sexual attraction between them guarantees sparks they may not want to acknowledge but can’t ignore. So while Scott guards her body, and Kiley guards her heart, neither one can fight the sensual and emotional hunger that swirls between them, consuming them.
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      The old man looked like a gnome.

      Scott imagined Reginald Casey Chapman with one of those ridiculous green hats and a Seven Dwarfs costume. Dopey. Yeah. That was the one.

      Sitting behind a huge mahogany desk, the Chief Executive Officer of Chapman Enterprises could have looked like Yoda and it wouldn’t matter. The man possessed more money and power than almost anyone in the whole damn United States and then some.

      Lightning illuminated the room, and Scott glanced out the colossal penthouse office window. Towering thirty-five stories into the atmosphere, the office complex challenged the Denver skyline and nature itself. He shifted in his seat across the desk from Chapman and watched the weather outside.

      Thunderheads reared to the west, heralding another Rocky Mountain June storm. He wished he could be in the mountains when the rain came, smelling the ozone and the danger. Instead, the patriarch of a family of two gazed at him with anticipation. Expecting him to accomplish something he didn’t feel like doing now or any other time in the near future.

      “I want you to stick to her like glue,” Chapman said, leaning on the green leather desk blotter in front of him. His voice didn’t match his diminutive stature. It rumbled in his chest with command.

      “No problem, Mr. Chapman.”

      “Call me Reggie.” Twitching one snowy white brow, Chapman snatched a Montblanc fountain pen from the green leather pencil holder on his desk. “This should cover clothing, living expenses, and any other supplies you might need.”

      Scott glanced down at his own charcoal, double-breasted suit. “Something wrong with the way I’m dressed?”

      Chapman scribbled without pausing or looking up from his checkbook. “No, no. There may be other supplies, however, that you wish to obtain.” He finished his signature with a flourish and ripped the check from the book. Handing the advance to Scott, he plastered on a wide smile. “Consider it a down payment to secure your services.”

      Scott stared at the astronomical amount and felt a flicker of unease. “Taggert Security pays me--”

      Chapman waved one small hand. “Nonsense. I know quality when I see quality. Do you often underrate your talents?”

      “I know my limitations.”

      “Yet you believe you can carry off this job?”

      “Without a hitch.”

      “Then stop staring at that check like you’ve been clubbed over the head. There isn’t any amount of money I wouldn’t give to secure my niece’s safety.”

      Few men intimidated Scott, even multimillionaires with balls of steel. From the moment Scott walked into this office, he’d seen why this small man had expanded his business from a small sporting goods company over thirty years ago to a dominating force in the twenty-first century. He’d worked hard and long...and every line on his face showed it.

      Scott tossed the check back on the desk.

      Chapman sat back in his chair and formed his stubby fingers into a steeple shape. Chapman grinned, his big smile exploding in his small, pale blue eyes. He chuckled and slapped the arm of his chair.

      “You’ll be perfect. Kiley is a bit on the stubborn side, and I say stubborn with a capital S. I’m afraid it’ll take a strong man to stand up to her.”

      Great. A spoiled rich girl.

      “It’s twice my fee. I can’t take the check. I don’t need extra inducement to do my job. I’ll keep your niece safe. I guarantee it.”

      Chapman picked up the check and glanced at it. “Sure you won’t need the funds--”

      “I can handle it.”

      Nodding, Chapman laughed again, this time a little harder.

      Rain began to beat on the windows. Scott felt the cloudburst deep in his heart. He hated city life and couldn’t wait until he could buy the cabin in the mountains and take a long, long sabbatical from the noise and reality of Denver. But right now he had to perform a job, and that meant delaying his plans another month. At least until this man’s niece was safe. The check sitting on the desk would have gone a long way toward making that dream a reality, but a man had to have principles. He’d do it on his own, or not at all.  And when he was done, he’d take six months, maybe more, and let the world fade away in the Colorado high country. He longed for the peace and quiet the wilderness brought to his soul. In solitude he’d found a salvation no human touch could ever supply. In nature he felt at one with a bigger picture. With people he remained on the outside looking into their small world; few gatherings gave him a sense of belonging.

      Fresh air. Silence. All except for the whisper of the breeze.

      Thunder boomed, breaking him from his wandering thoughts.

      Scott leaned forward in his chair. “Mrs. Taggert never explained how you know about the threat to your niece or how your niece isn’t aware of the situation.”

      Chapman didn’t move a muscle for an entire minute, other than blinking. “I suspect some trouble from an old business partner, Gregory Thorson. He is angry with me for something that happened a very long time ago. I turned him in twenty-eight years ago when I discovered he was using his division of my company as a front for smuggling drugs. He recently left prison and wants to settle the score. He called a week ago and promised he’d make me pay. He said he’d show me what it meant to lose what I love.” Chapman’s mouth twitched, but he didn’t smile. “That can only mean Kiley. As you know, there isn’t anyone else left in my family.”

      Scott nodded but said nothing.

      “Mrs. Taggert assured me you’re the best,” Chapman said as he reached into his desk and brought out a photo album. He turned the book around and held it out.

      Scott took the red book, smelling the unmistakable scent of leather.

      “Go ahead, open it,” Chapman said. “I’ve got the last ten years of my niece’s life in that book. Take a good look and get to know her.”

      Flipping open the album, Scott came to an eight-by-ten color glossy. A glamour shot, no doubt. The woman in this photo smiled with the practiced poise of a model. Her black hair, parted down the middle, waved about her oval face and curled under at her shoulders. An interesting face.

      No. More than that. Her gray eyes sparkled, as if she might burst into laughter. A blend of subtle charcoals and purples contoured her eyes. Nice. Very nice. He wondered if her gaze unnerved most people. Full and curvaceous, her lips looked fantastic covered with brilliant red lipstick. Sexy.

      Next to her nose was a large mole, and he wondered why she hadn’t obtained plastic surgery to eliminate the imperfection. A lot of rich women would.

      Scott liked the character it gave Kiley’s otherwise flawless face. The headshot left her figure to his imagination. If her body matched her face, she’d be one hell of a sexy woman.

      This snapshot drew cravings to the surface he hadn’t experienced in months. Scott cared more about brains and personality in a woman, but only a dead man wouldn’t notice Kiley’s stunning looks.

      What did it matter? Kiley Chapman was a job. Nothing else.

      “Pretty,” he said, looking up at Chapman.

      “Pretty my ass, young man. She’s beautiful.”

      Scott’s lips almost curled in a smile, but he forced back the impulse. He thumbed through the album pages, watching years sail back--watching Kiley Chapman transform like someone caught in a time machine. When he reached the last photos at the back of the book, he saw a young woman of twenty with short-cropped hair lounging against the doorjamb of a log cabin. Her arms were crossed, her lips barely cocked in a smile. The photo didn’t show him how smooth her skin was, but it did display a willowy body encased in a tight multicolor knit top and figure-hugging jeans. Her hair had a brilliant white stripe down the middle.

      Like a skunk.

      “That was the year,” Chapman said.

      Why can’t he just say what he means?

      Chapman stared at him expectantly, but Scott didn’t need explanations. Mrs. Taggert had supplied him with all the details of Kiley’s last ten years, including the six days where her life had been a living hell. He’d wondered what kind of woman could survive being chained up in a dark dungeon without light for days on end.

      A fuckin’ strong woman.

      “She mustn’t find out what you are,” Chapman said as Scott closed the album. “If she does, you’ll never be able to keep her safe.”

      “I’ve got my cover set up.” Scott stood, his ass weary from sitting in the damn chair and eagerness to start the case. “I’ll blend right in with the rest of the publicity-hungry, egotistical sons of bitches who apply for her hero ad.” Chapman didn’t look convinced, so Scott went forward with his explanation. “Unlike a lot of the jerks who’ll apply, there isn’t much I put in my application that isn’t true.”

      Chapman sat forward, his eyes widening. “But that will blow your cover.”

      Scott shook his head. “I’m hiding in plain sight. The only things I can’t tell her are the special ops I’ve performed. Other than that, she’ll know everything else.”

      Chapman leaned on his blotter. “Don’t underestimate Kiley. She has a way of extracting things out of men. The last man I sent to her failed miserably. Damn fool fell in love with her. Messy business.”

      Scott did smile this time, even though it felt like his face might crack. “I’ve never been in love, Mr. Chapman. I don’t plan on starting now. And if a man with an M-16 can’t get the truth out of me, one woman sure as hell won’t.”
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      So maybe this isn’t the smartest thing I’ve ever done.

      If she didn’t play this right, it might be the last thing Kiley ever did.

      The beast towering over her desk reminded her of a stereotypical motorcycle gang member. Or maybe a bad nightmare from one of her difficult nights.

      The stench of liquor and sweat reached her nose in fewer seconds than it would take her to say “boo.” The man’s thinning dark hair looked as if someone had tried to style it with a chainsaw. It fell around his head in wild disarray. His getup included a black leather vest and a pair of mud-splattered jeans that barely stayed up around his beer belly.

      He scowled, and the long scar over his right cheek wrinkled into a stark reminder of whatever ill situation had befallen him. She caught the menace in his cold eyes and narrow lips just before he brought both fists down on the desk.

      Kiley jumped, her throat clogging with fear. “Mr. Meyers, I said in my advertisement the interview would be recorded --”

      He came around the right side of her desk with a growl, and Kiley did the only thing she could think of as her heart galloped with fright. She propelled her chair to the left, rolling across the room and hitting her credenza with a crash. He roared again, and the wild light in his pale eyes told her to escape now or forever hold her peace. He tripped and tottered forward.

      As she jumped out of the chair, Kiley shoved it toward him, striking Meyers in the knees as he fell. He hit the carpet with a grunt and a curse. She dashed for the door.

      The door flew open and crashed against the opposite wall. She gasped and took a step back as a battering ram rushed into the room. Susan, Kiley’s secretary, followed behind the new intruder, her face a picture of horrified surprise.

      Kiley had a second to register the newcomer’s size.

      Big.

      His expression.

      Fierce.

      Meyers groaned, and Kiley whirled around as he grabbed for her ankle. She yanked away and his nails scraped over her pantyhose. Her momentum sent her straight into the stranger’s arms. Susan squeaked and retreated from the room.

      He shoved Kiley behind him, and she could barely see over his broad shoulder. Perversely she noticed his short dark blond hair. Tension radiated from his body as he stood with feet slightly apart and his fists clinched at his sides.

      Viking. The strange idea winged through her mind. He reminded her of a Scandinavian warrior determined to command the room.

      Meyers rose slowly, his face contorted with a mean smile. “Well, looky what we got here. A pretty boy. Get outta my way. I got business with this lady.”

      “Correction. Her business is my business. You’re not going to touch her,” the rescuer said, his voice rough, deep and uncompromising.

      Whoa. There was nothing pretty about her erstwhile rescuer. Okay, he did sort of remind her superficially of Chris Hemsworth, but this guy was rougher-looking.

      Meyers made a low grunt. “I said, get outta my way. Or maybe you’d like me to break your neck first?”

      Kiley didn’t move, her heart banging in her chest and her throat tight. Sweat formed all over her body, and her palms felt sticky. Nausea assaulted her stomach, and she pressed her hand to her belly. God, I feel sick.

      She was afraid Meyers might hurt this mysterious man. That misconception changed seconds later when he reached for Meyers and hauled him up by the scruff of his neck, then twisted Meyers’s arm behind him. Meyers groaned in pain. “Hey! Police brutality, man!”

      “Shut up,” her savior said as he marched Meyers out of Kiley’s office and passed Susan’s desk. “I’m not the police.”

      Two security officers rushed in and took over the situation. As they hustled Meyers out of the office, Susan slumped in her chair and put her hands to her face. Her kinky brown hair fell in a mess around her cheeks, and her shoulders trembled for a moment.

      “You all right, Susan?” Kiley asked.

      Susan looked from Kiley to the mysterious stranger. Her eyes wide and her lips tight, Susan appeared anything but okay. “I’m fine.”

      “Take a break,” Kiley said, concerned about Susan’s shaky appearance and pale face. “Put the phones on forward to reception.”

      Susan threw a dubious glance at the man. “But I shouldn’t leave you alone...”

      “I promise not to bite,” the man said, crossing his arms over his broad chest. Susan didn’t move a muscle.

      “It’s okay,” Kiley said. “Take a load off. Don’t come back for a good twenty minutes.”

      “Can I get you anything while I’m out?” Susan asked.

      Kiley smiled. “A nice, hot mocha coffee would do the trick.” She looked at the big man next to her, curiosity throbbing in her veins along with remnants of adrenaline. “You?”

      He shook his head.

      Kiley said to Susan, “Thanks for thinking so quickly.” She shivered and wrapped her arms against her chest. “Who knows what that creep would have done.”

      Susan nodded at the newcomer. “A lot more if he hadn’t been here.”

      With that she was gone. For the first time Kiley took a really good look at the man who’d come to her rescue.

      He exuded power. He wasn’t overbuilt. She could see he exercised to keep superbly fit. She smiled. It might be a cliché, but it remained true. Lean and mean.

      Right. That was an understatement.

      He was easily over six feet tall. Under the emerald green, long-sleeved shirt, his shoulders looked wide and his waist small. The black material of his jeans hugged lean hips and strong legs as if specifically tailored for him. The rolled-up sleeves of the shirt revealed a dusting of darker hair on his forearms.

      Heavy blond brows drew attention to his equally green eyes, and his glower sent his finely carved lips downward. His larger-than-classical nose and implacable jaw looked solid as rock. The effect coalesced into a face of authority. Without a doubt he surpassed good-looking. Few men could look this rugged and manage to break the hunk scale.

      Sexual awareness jolted her unexpectedly, like a lightning strike from a clear sky. Tingling, heated warmth spread through her lower belly.

      Used to good-looking men in her social circles, she hadn’t felt attracted in this drop-dead, I-want-to-have-your-baby reaction in a decade, if ever. Despite the adrenaline-loaded atmosphere, or perhaps because of it, her body reacted with unadulterated, primal appreciation. God, he’s--face it--he’s gorgeous in a totally masculine way that makes no apologies and expects no excuses.

      To her surprise she suddenly felt lightheaded.

      “You okay?” he asked.

      “Um...yeah...I’m...” Before she could finish the sentence, the dizziness increased, and her vision went fuzzy. She clutched at Susan’s desk. Seconds later a pair of muscular arms went around her, steadying her.

      As his hard chest mashed her breasts, and his arms bracketed her along every muscled inch, she drew in a small gasp. She grasped his shoulders and dared look up into those eyes.

      Aquamarine maybe. Not green. No...the sea depths where green and blue coalesced into one amazing jewel. Okay, maybe I’ll just never breathe again. Her heart hammered, her breathing quickening. His stern expression melted slightly into a more heated assessment as his gaze searched her face. As his attention landed upon her mouth, his lips parted. He was holding her way too long, and yet something untamed inside her wanted the moment to continue for eternity.

      Every part of her seemed melded to him, caught in a sensual dance of feral recognition that went back to caveman days. Thrills darted through her, challenging everything professional and reasonable.

      Instinctively, like a woman raised in an environment based only on reaction, on primal needs, she arched into him. His arms tightened again. Then, as if he’d come to his senses, he drew in a deep breath and muttered a curse.

      “You’re not all right.” Worry crept into his tone and eased the sharp edges. He lifted her into his arms and headed for the couch back in Kiley’s office. “Did that bastard hurt you?”

      The heat and strength of his arms felt so good she didn’t want to leave them. He laid her down on the couch than knelt beside it.

      “No,” she said, shaking her head. “Thanks, Mr...what did Susan call you?”

      He clasped her wrist in his big, warm right hand and took her pulse. “She didn’t. My name’s Danger. Scott Danger.”

      So this was the man whose profile read like an action-adventure flick. She shook her head in disbelief. After she’d read his dossier last night she’d laughed. The guy had to be delusional if he thought she’d believe his resume. Yet she’d been curious enough to call and leave the message on his answering machine requesting that he come in at eleven this morning for an interview.

      Kiley was damn glad he’d arrived early for his appointment.

      Now that she wasn’t plastered to his well-honed body, she could think more clearly. She’d reacted strongly to him because he’d rescued her. Female hormones often did what they wanted in the face of peril.

      His gaze didn’t waver. Instead his intense regard unnerved her as if he owned the soul of a wise, old lion that had hunted so long he could wait a considerable time before he nabbed his prey.

      “Your pulse is a little fast.” He retained his gentle grip on her wrist, and the heat of his skin seeped through her body. She shivered. “Cold?”

      Hell, no. She’d never felt warmer.

      Before she could reply, Susan came in without knocking. She juggled a tray with cookies and two paper coffee cups. When she saw Kiley on the couch, her brows speared together.

      “Are you all right, Kiley?”

      “I felt a little strange and decided to lie down.”

      “Should we take you to the doctor?” Susan asked.

      Kiley shook her head. “I’m fine, really. It’s stupid, but I guess that idiot attacking me caused it. Adrenaline drop or something.”

      Although she didn’t look convinced, Susan said, “I picked up two mochas.” She glanced at Mr. Danger. “I know you said you didn’t want any, but it was the least I could do to say thanks for helping us.”

      He nodded but didn’t smile. “Thank you.”

      Susan put the tray on Kiley’s desk. “I also remembered that we were going to eat this before Meyers decided to barge in and mess up the appointment schedule.”

      Kiley sighed. “Thanks, but I thought I told you to take a break?”

      “I’m taking a break in the coffee shop downstairs. I’ll also call all your appointments for the afternoon and reschedule.”

      Kiley smiled. “Thanks. How did you know I was going to suggest that?”

      Susan managed a weak grin. “I haven’t been your assistant for this long without learning a thing or two about how you think.”

      “Yikes. I don’t know if that’s good or not,” Kiley said.

      Still smiling, Susan left, closing the door behind her. Kiley sat up.

      “Whoa,” he said, pushing her gently back onto the couch. “Take it slow.”

      “I’m fine.” She felt out of control and hated every minute of it. “I don’t faint.”

      “What do you call what almost happened?”

      Wild reaction to crazy sexual arousal? A fluke based on a dangerous situation?

      She sat up again, leaning against the arm of the couch. “A response to almost having the snot beat out of me.”

      Scott Danger didn’t smile or even twitch an eyebrow. He stood and reached for their mochas. Once he’d handed her a coffee, he retrieved a straight-backed chair and hauled it over next to the couch.

      He sank into it and took a long sip from his cup. “I hope you plan to press charges against that lunatic.”

      “Damn right, Mr. Danger.” She frowned. “I don’t mean to be rude, but that’s an awfully interesting last name. Odd, even.”

      “Works for me.”

      “Is that your real name?”

      “My great-grandfather changed the name from Danjureaux when he came from France to Ellis Island in the late 1800s.”

      Intriguing.

      The more Kiley knew about this man, the more she wanted to know.

      She couldn’t believe everything that had happened in less than an hour. She couldn’t recall the last time she’d been pampered. It felt good. And although Kiley wouldn’t call Mr. Danger’s demeanor welcoming, he looked less ferocious than he had when he’d hauled Meyers out of her life. She thought of the tangle her life had become in the last week and decided she didn’t need more excitement. Her uncle would have a cow when he learned of this escapade. He already fussed over her and had threatened to call a bodyguard service more than once. But she wouldn’t run her life like a princess under siege from pirates.

      “On second thought, I don’t need the publicity,” Kiley said.

      “What?”

      “I’m not pressing charges against Mr. Meyers. The media will find out and blow it ridiculously out of proportion.”

      “What was that dirtbag doing here?” he asked.

      She crossed her arms. “He sent in a resume for the hero profile article. He looked good on paper, but when he got here he decided he didn’t like the idea of the interview being recorded. He freaked on me when I insisted.”

      “Huh.” He shrugged. “Suit yourself, but he’ll be out of jail in no time and he might come back.”

      “I’ll take my chances.”

      Gazing at her as if she might be half-crazy, he said, “You often take chances with your life?”

      “No. I’m incredibly cautious.”

      Once again he waited before speaking, as if considering every word before committing. He cocked his head to the side, his eyes calm and somewhat icy. She wanted the heat she’d witnessed in his eyes not long ago.

      He shrugged. “Could have fooled me.”

      Irritation welled in her, and she shifted on the couch. She almost said something sarcastic, but held back...just barely. Kiley took a sip of coffee and restrained the urge to tell him to go to hell.

      “Look, Mr. Danger, my life is public because of my family name and fortune. There are always hazards to contend with, but that doesn’t mean I hide. That’s no life at all.”

      He nodded, but said nothing. Danger kept her pinned with that penetrating gaze. She wondered if this man knew what kind of effect he had. Cool. Detached. Impersonal.

      Except for that moment. That take-your-breath-away moment when he’d held her close, then picked her up in his arms and deposited her on the couch. Under all that power she’d felt caring...almost tenderness. An amazing ability to bestow gentleness along with toe-curling passion.

      No. A character like him probably ate nails for breakfast and wrestled crocodiles for lunch, even if only in his dreams. His ego was no doubt astronomical and she didn’t need anyone in her personal life with an overblown sense of self-importance.

      “Then we might as well conduct part of this interview while I’m on this couch. At least I’m comfortable,” Kiley said.

      She thought she saw a flicker of amusement in his eyes before it snuffed out.

      Kiley cleared her throat. “You’re a security specialist for Taggert Security here in Denver assisting with security system installations. You’ve had numerous assignments in the last six years protecting high-level execs in the area, including extra duty providing security for a visiting celebrity or two. You were an intelligence analyst for the Army. You have a Master’s degree in business and psychology, and you were born in Montana. Your father is deceased and your mother lives in Illinois. That’s the long and the short of it.”

      His expression didn’t change. Like a great Greek or Roman statue with cool looks and icy chips for eyes, he gave away nothing. She’d expected a flicker of acknowledgment. Maybe he’d be impressed she knew all this without consulting his file. What exactly would get a rise out of this man?

      “Excellent memory,” he said.

      Instead of replying to his compliment, Kiley shifted on the couch. “So what do you really do, Mr. Danger?”

      “Sounds like you have a reporter’s instincts.”

      She shrugged. “I was a reporter for all of a month.”

      That caught his attention. He quirked one brow. “One month?”

      “I hated it.”

      “Yet you have a degree in journalism.”

      Alarm prickled up her spine as old memories of her college years returned. “How did you know that?”

      “Jim Halver’s article in the Denver Times on Empowerment Magazine’s debut five years ago. He gave a small blurb in the first issue about the staff.”

      She nodded, relief returning her sense of safety. Starting fresh had meant shoving aside painful memories of fear and loneliness. Throw in a little therapy on the side, and she had the perfect menu for success. Nothing had ruffled her in a long time. With the magazine running full speed for the last five years and sales going gangbusters, she had garnered success in a way she’d never experienced before. She’d empowered herself establishing a magazine for women, and now Kiley tried to help other women. It had felt damn good up until a week ago when she began receiving the phone calls. When she’d realized someone was watching her, fear renewed like a seasonal allergy.

      “Well, you know how it is. Try out the real world and you don’t always like what you find,” she said, shrugging.

      “Seems like you need protection.”

      “What?” Surely she hadn’t heard him right.

      “A man who is cut out for the job.”

      She laughed. “I didn’t advertise for a bodyguard--”

      “A hero. That’s the same thing.”

      She hated being interrupted, but she disliked losing control just as much. Kiley took a deep breath and sat up straighter.

      “The ad asks for men who think they have the qualities of a hero. That doesn’t mean a certain occupation like a cop, fireman, or a bodyguard...though the man could be in one of those career fields. The man picked for our magazine profile will show qualities I think makes a hero. He’ll need to prove himself to me. Just because a bodyguard protects people doesn’t mean he’s a good person and a hero.”

      Danger shifted forward in his chair. He leaned his forearms on his thighs and laced his fingers together. “Point taken. What have I got to do to prove I’m right for your profile?”

      He gazed intently at her, the freezer-burn quality of his eyes melting into a steady heat.

      Oh. My. God. A tingle started in her stomach and spread downward. When he wanted to turn up the thermostat...

      She cleared her throat. “We’ve designed a lengthy questionnaire.”

      “They’ve designed it, or you’ve designed it?”

      “What difference does it make?”

      “If you put it together I’ve got a better idea of what I’m dealing with.”

      Damn him. He’d turned from a pseudo-hero to an irritant.

      “All the women on staff constructed the questions. I wanted a fair representation of what women look for in a hero.”

      “All three women.” He didn’t look convinced. “Very politically correct of you.”

      Kiley couldn’t tell if he intended his snippet as a joke, but even if he had, his words would have hacked her off anyway. “Has anyone ever told you you’re a pain in the ass, Mr. Danger?”

      “At least once a day.” He tilted one corner of his mouth in a quick, sardonic smile that disappeared as fast as it appeared. “Before we go any further, I can tell you one thing that’s not heroic about me. It may change your mind about considering me for the magazine.”

      She lifted her hands in exasperation. “Why would you want to tell me something to lose your chances of obtaining the spot?”

      “Because I deal honestly with people.”

      She sighed. “Fine. Whatever. Tell me your big secret.”

      “I’ve killed a man.”

      Silence enclosed the room with the finality of a tomb. Somewhere she’d heard you could read a person through their eyes. She’d perfected the art of interpreting body language a long time ago. But this man didn’t follow a pattern, so Kiley couldn’t ascertain his motivations. The way he sat forward with his hands clasped denoted sincerity, or an interest in making sure she believed him. The intensity in his eyes revealed little.

      Just like Barclay.

      Memories of that night ten years ago flashed through her mind’s eye like a neon sign. Darkness swept into her thoughts, a demon bent on terrorizing, and the recollection of a man’s demented intentions slammed her back to the past. Kiley thought of the damp, dirty hole that existed in reality as much as it did in her mind. The place she’d stayed for days without end.

      She licked her lips. She couldn’t give in to unreasonable fear. For if she acknowledged her nightmares, they would haunt her day and night until she relented and fell into a morass of self-pity.

      A fine tremor went through Kiley’s frame. “Is this supposed to frighten me?”

      “Maybe.”

      Bastard.

      Maybe she should have looked away before he saw it in her eyes.

      “You should be frightened,” he said.

      “I’m not--”

      “I saw fear in your eyes. It’s natural if a man tells you he’s killed someone. You should be cautious.”

      Damn. Damn him for reading her like a billboard. “Who did you kill?”

      “I can’t tell you. Just take my word for it.”

      I could tell you but then I’d have to kill you. The old cliché. Anger turned her chilled skin hot, and suddenly every fear disappeared. She hated liars, and she’d been fibbed to many times in her life, especially by self-centered, conceited jackwagons. Swinging her feet off the couch, she forced him to move his legs. He straightened.

      “It’s my experience, that men who kill or have to kill don’t talk about it.” Her anger heightened. “Only wannabes talk about it.”

      He opened his hands in supplication. “I wouldn’t have told you if I didn’t think it wasn’t important.”

      She snorted. “Right.”

      When he didn’t get mad or rise to the bait, Kiley moved onward. “So killing means you’re not hero material?”

      “You’ll be the judge of that.”

      “You called us. You came here for the interview. So I’m guessing you’d like to be considered for the magazine article. Why would you want to hurt your chances by telling me something negative about yourself? Frankly, I think that’s stupid.”

      He hitched his ankle over his thigh and gazed through the window. The muscles in his thighs rippled against his jeans as he moved his legs. That irritating tingle darted through her belly again. Kiley took a deep breath. Now wasn’t the time to respond to animal magnetism.

      “I don’t think you know what a real hero is,” he said.

      She couldn’t prevent a sarcastic smile from parting her lips. “I’ll let you know when you fill out the questionnaire.”

      He returned his gaze to her. “I’ve got a much better idea. I stick close to you, and you can tell me if you think I’m what you’re looking for.”

      “Stick close to me?” She stood up, staring down at him with disbelief. “Is that what this is all about? A thrill? What’s the matter? Can’t get a date?” Anger pushed her. “Are you a stalker?”

      Danger had the impertinence to look amused. A smile sparkled in his eyes and spread straight to his wide mouth.

      The effect was devastating.

      Spectacular.

      The man was sickeningly, indisputably gorgeous.

      “No, I don’t stalk women. And don’t worry, Miss Chapman.” His voice dropped to a husky rumble. “I don’t have any trouble getting dates.”

      Bright embers of arousal shifted all through her body. His gaze flicked to her breasts, and his lips parted. A flush heated first her neck, then shot up to her face. She licked her lips and his attention shifted to her mouth. Seconds passed but it felt like eternity as his gaze stayed there, then dragged with slow deliberation back to her eyes. Within that eon, she was aware of her entire body. Her physical being didn’t care that Mr. Danger irritated her, that his arrogance affronted everything inside her. It made her almost shaky with anger.

      Shit.

      No man had controlled her since the night she’d fought her way out of that hellhole ten years ago. No man would control her again.

      Kiley walked to her desk, her legs unsteady. She jerked open her desk and snatched a questionnaire from the drawer. With all the determination she could muster, she strode across the room and shoved the papers toward him.

      “Here’s the questionnaire. Take it into the reception area and fill it out. When you’re done give it to Susan.”

      He took the papers slowly. When he stood, Danger towered over her again--it was hard to ignore his size. Without a word he turned, and without a word he left the room, closing the door behind him softly.

      For a battering ram he certainly made a quiet exit.

      Triumph pushed away Kiley’s earlier doubts. She’d faced intimidation and won again. But a tiny part of her wondered how much she really had prevailed, or if he possessed an arsenal far more effective and deadly waiting in the shadows.
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      “More Glenmorangie?” Gregory Thorson asked the huge man sitting next to him in the back of the black Mercedes limousine.

      The man smiled, but Thorson knew real amusement rarely entered the bruiser’s eyes. The man had been a killing machine for so long his ability to laugh or cry was supplanted by bouts of rage and lust for blood.

      A perfect instrument for Thorson’s plans.

      “Don’t mind if I do, Mr. Thorson,” the assassin said, holding his glass out for another inch of Scotch.

      Thorson hazarded a glance at the big man, knowing this executioner didn’t like anyone to stare him in the eye for too long. To the hired gun, a glance was almost as much a challenge as the attention of a predatory jungle animal. Thorson thought he’d worked with hit men of every type, but this guy was a totally different breed. Expensive too. But then, quality never came cheap.

      The limousine rolled into the downtown area of Denver. Soon they’d be at her office and the killing machine would learn the layout of the building.

      “When do you want me to make my move?” he asked.

      Thorson took his time answering, sipping his liquor with a languorous anticipation. He shifted his glass from his right hand to his left, and the ice clinked.

      “Not for at least another few days. I just want her scared at first.”

      “I don’t do scared, Mr. Thorson. I do dead.”

      Cold, brutal words didn’t surprise Thorson, but the hard gray eyes of the hired killer did. He’d never seen anything as glacial and removed. The tiniest prickle of caution trickled up his spine like a slithering insect. If she died too soon then what would be the point? No fun in that.

      No, Thorson needed to play the game. He needed the excitement and the excitement messing with pretty Kiley Chapman would bring.

      “I know it’s not your usual avenue, but it’s what I want. I’ve paid for it.”

      The hired gun nodded. “Just so you realize it’s not what I usually do.” He shrugged. “Could get messy.”

      Thorson grunted then slugged back the rest of his drink. He licked his lips as the alcohol drove a supernova path to his stomach.

      “Think of it as a new skill you can market,” Thorson said.

      Thorson waited for the limousine to come to a crawl before he pushed the button to open his window. He stared at the office complex where she worked.

      “Here it is. I want you to make sure she has a few problems. Maybe even a few accidents,” Thorson said, his breath coming quicker as he thought of the fear and the horror that would overwhelm her before the assassin made a final meal of her. “Let her know who is boss.”

      The executioner shifted in the seat, and he finished his liquor in one gulp. “This could be kinda fun.”

      Thorson chuckled. “Knock yourself out.”
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      Scott headed to for his recreation room and morning workout before sunrise topped the horizon. The breaking dawn showed heavy clouds building over the Rocky Mountains even at this early hour. Great. Today would be filled with torrential rains and a woman who didn’t want protection.

      Lying back on the pads of the weight bench, he clasped cool steel then lifted the bar off the rack and pushed it upward, straining with effort as he forced the weights to do his bidding. He let out a grunt as his biceps and triceps quivered. He felt his stomach muscles clench and his thigh muscles stretch.

      Slowly he lowered the bar, gravity shoving his arms down. He pushed up again, centering his entire concentration into the effort. With each push he let out a grunt, the weight testing his limits.

      He’d added extra weight to the bar as a disciplinary action. He’d slipped up yesterday with Kiley in so many damned ways. He’d succumbed to thoughts about her that could land him in serious trouble. When he’d seen that asshole threatening her, Scott had almost lost it. Anger had flared inside so fiercely he considered breaking the dick’s arm on the spot. How dare the scumbag hurt any woman, much less Kiley?

      With each shove of the bar, his mind drifted back to the way she’d looked in the curve-hugging white blouse and red skirt. Despite seeing her pictures, he’d never expected the impact meeting her would have on him.

      Kiley. When he’d held her in his arms yesterday and seen that flare of heat in her eyes, felt her breasts against him, his cock had jumped to attention and gone rock-hard in seconds. Years of discipline hadn’t prevented a wholly primitive reaction to her body. He’d wanted to kiss her, discover if her lips tasted as amazing as they looked. She probably thought he was an arrogant asshole.

      Time for personal consequences. He hadn’t gotten through years in Spec Ops by letting his mind wander into dangerous territory.

      Hell, who was he kidding? Kiley Chapman had grabbed him by the balls.

      He pushed the bar up again, muscles protesting the treatment. Scott groaned as he forced the bar into submission. He’d make sure he didn’t lose control in any way.

      Sweat popped out on his forehead. Nope, when he went to her office today to learn if she’d hired him for the magazine article, he wouldn’t let Miss Chapman tie his groin in knots, no matter how sexy she looked, no matter what she said.

      The bar went up one last time, and another guttural sound tore from his throat. Well, Mrs. Taggert had told him that life around Kiley would be interesting.

      As the bar clanged back into the rack, he inched his way out from under and sat up slowly. He did forty-five minutes more of various exercises, then walked to the treadmill for his five-mile daily run. Switching on the machine, he stepped into a rhythm he knew would bring a high. There was nothing like a good workout to erase stress and remind him to keep his mind on the job and his hands off Kiley.

      He’d assured her uncle he’d keep the job strictly professional, but the minute Scott had seen Kiley go pale with shock like she might faint, a protective streak had knifed through him.

      When she’d opened that pretty mouth and given him a tongue-lashing, he’d realized he would have to be damned careful. He couldn’t forget how she’d tilted her head back slightly with her nose in the air. Instead of putting his hormones in reverse, her independent attitude and guts fired his hormones like nothing he’d experienced. Not even Tina had made his blood run this hot.

      Tina.

      He hadn’t thought of that disaster in a long time, and didn’t plan to start now. He increased the speed on the treadmill and felt his heart pumping like the well-oiled machine he’d conditioned long ago.

      When Tina had broken their engagement ten years ago, he’d thought the hurt might never go away. He’d quickly discovered throwing himself into work had taken away the pain and replaced it with more determination. One thing about women...you could forget them if you worked hard enough. The Army had been his wife, and now the security agency was his mistress.

      After he was satisfied he’d worked out long enough, he slowed the machine to a walk and cooled down. Then he headed for the shower.

      He took to the road in his BMW sedan, turning on the wipers to beat back the rain already tumbling from the sky. On a good day with minimal traffic, it took forty-five minutes for him to reach Taggert Security’s downtown offices, but he didn’t mind the drive. He loved his car and the freedom of the road.

      Once he’d parked in the basement of the multistory office complex, he took the elevator up to Taggert Security. Mrs. Edith Taggert would expect a full report on yesterday’s events.

      “Hey, Danger, what are you doing here?”

      Scott smiled at the tall, redheaded administrative assistant as he entered the large reception area. Tammy Carter’s short hair shone under the fluorescent light overhead, and her neon blue suit drew his attention.

      “You sure you don’t need to have a permit to wear that suit, Tammy? I mean, I could see the light bouncing off it before I even got to the building.”

      She gave him a killer smile. “Good thing I know you’re a nice guy under all that big, hard, hunky exterior.” She aimed her index finger at him. “In fact, I know there’s a marshmallow heart hidden behind that tough guy bravado. I don’t envy the woman who tries to get through it.”

      Scott grinned. “Who says men have all the good pick-up lines?”

      She threw a small, mouse-shaped eraser at him and he caught it. “You wish.” He tossed the eraser back at Tammy and she caught it and pitched it into a drawer in her desk. “I thought you had full-time duty looking after Kiley Chapman?”

      “Haven’t gotten to that stage yet,” he said, coming closer to the high counter she sat behind. “She’s a little...difficult to work with. I’ve got to use some tact and strategy to work my way into her good graces.”

      Tammy laughed, and her green eyes sparkled. “Right. You? Tactful? I wish I’d been a fly on the wall.”

      He put a hand to his chest. “I’m wounded.”

      The truth was the truth. Sometimes he could be brutally honest, but he liked it that way. No chance for misunderstanding or bullshit. Besides, he’d figured out who he was and what he was a long time ago. He didn’t change for anybody.

      She winked, and he winked back. Long ago he’d considered asking her out, but Tammy had made it clear she didn’t date bodyguards...especially not men at the agency. She probably attracted plenty of men outside work. Scott had noticed that his coworker Kyle Hawthorne and Tammy seemed to have an attraction going, even if they couldn’t or wouldn’t admit it.

      “Mr. Danger.” The voice, low and husky, but definitely a woman’s voice, called to him from an office off to the side. “Quit fooling around with Tammy and get in here.”

      Heaving a sigh, he headed toward Mrs. Taggert’s office. “If I don’t come back in an hour, send in the Marines.”

      Tammy’s laugh followed him down the hall. “Get yourself out of trouble, Special Forces Boy.”

      Mrs. Taggert sat behind her huge, dark wood desk like the queen of a small country. Lines of living ruled her face. She looked older than her sixty-five years, but he knew she’d packed a lot into every decade. Under those wrinkles he saw a beauty, strength, and an inner peace that came from being true to herself. More than once he wished he had that tranquility.

      Maybe if he could take that six-month sabbatical...nah, he couldn’t think about that now. Job first. Play second. That’s the way it always had to be.

      As he strode toward her desk, Scott couldn’t help but note her office. The entire room was decorated with mementos from her world travels, accumulated from her younger days when she traversed the world with her now-deceased husband.

      Today she wore an expensive-looking black suit on her petite frame. Her thick black hair was secured in a sensible bun, and the steel quality in her grey eyes portrayed that she took bullshit from no one. She’d bark at her employees if they got out of line, but she never snapped at customers and had a loyal following among her twenty security specialists. He respected her enormously.

      “Sit down, Danger.”

      He sat in the chair in front of her desk and relaxed. “Good morning. I think.”

      She sighed and leaned back in her chair. She picked up a sheet of paper in front of her and stared at it. “Sorry. I had to cut Martin loose this morning and it wasn’t easy.”

      “Martin? What the hell happened?”

      “He endangered the life of his client.” She tossed the sheet of paper back on her desk. “That means his workload will be spread around. How did your meeting with Kiley Chapman work out yesterday?”

      Scott explained about the crazy who had jumped Kiley, and about the discussion with her afterward.

      Leaning forward, she put her arms on her desk. “You’re absolutely sure the creep wasn’t one of Thorson’s men?”

      “I did a background check. There’s no connection I can see.”

      “Hmph. I don’t like the arrangement her uncle has with you. It’s ridiculous. Kiley’s a highly intelligent woman. She’ll discover what’s going on sooner or later.”

      “He insists it’s the only way it’ll work. Don’t worry, I can handle her.”

      Her eyes narrowed. “We’ll have enough fallout from Martin’s situation. Everyone’s going to have to straighten up and fly right to keep our reputation intact.”

      Nodding, Scott asked, “Have I ever failed you?”

      “No.” Mrs. Taggert’s gaze assessed him. “I’m not worried about you. Martin was a dubious choice since the beginning. I blame myself for hiring him. You, on the other hand, are a different animal. That’s the reason I put you on this case. If anyone can get into Kiley Chapman’s good graces, you can.”

      Her assurances gave him an added sense of security. Mrs. Taggert supported her employees as much as she could, and they knew she would be fair, no matter what occurred.

      She reached inside her desk, drew out an eight-by-ten photograph, and handed it to him. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “I didn’t show you this earlier because it’s a much more complicated situation than I expected.”

      The color photograph showed a significantly younger Mrs. Taggert standing next to her husband, and Reginald Chapman. Another man in the photo seemed familiar. When Scott looked up, puzzled, she reached for the photo and took it back.

      “You knew Chapman all those years ago?” Scott asked.

      “My husband had business and personal dealings with Chapman. My husband worked with Chapman Enterprises as a sales representative when Chapman was a small sporting goods company. This photo was taken just before my husband was murdered.”

      He could see the pain flicker through her eyes once and then disappear. If he hadn’t known her for six years, he’d never have detected a change in her expression.

      “Reginald Chapman was one of my husband’s best friends. At that time my husband’s business prospects looked exceptionally good. Yet it was all snuffed out...taken by some bastard with a gun as my husband got out of his car at work.”

      “Who is the other man in the photo?”

      “Gregory Thorson. The man who wants to make life miserable for Reginald and Kiley, and the man I believe had my husband murdered. The creep has a long arm. He had people murdered even while he was still in prison. The police can’t prove it, but they know he committed the crimes.”

      Scott’s mouth fell open. He hadn’t expected the plot to thicken so fast. The photo he’d seen of Thorson didn’t look much like the man in this picture. Age had ravaged Thorson until he appeared older than his years. Much older. The photo showed a man full of vigor and good looks.

      When he didn’t speak she said, “My relationship with Reggie is a love-hate situation. He can be a good man at the core, but he can also be a royal bastard.”

      Scott shifted in his chair and smiled wryly. “I gathered that.”

      “Kiley is like my niece too. Maybe the daughter I never had.”

      “You’ve never mentioned her all this time--”

      “You know I keep my personal life entirely under wraps. It’s safer that way.”

      He nodded. “So this is personal.”

      “You got it. And that’s why I want Kiley to have the best
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