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Shane Falco has it all: looks, money, power, and more women than he knows what to do with. The last thing he wants is to settle down and start a family, so imagine his surprise when he meets a little girl with eyes that are just like his. 
Larissa LeClaire is reminded of Shane every time she looks at her daughter. He’s the very last person she wants to see again, even though she can’t forget the way he totally rocked her world. He snuck out of her bed without so much as a goodbye, and she doesn’t have time in her busy life for a man she can’t count on.Shane’s determined to be the kind of father he never had, even though the girl’s hot-blooded mother doesn’t want anything to do with him. 
Yet as they agree to a truce for the sake of their daughter, it’s hard to ignore the explosive chemistry between them. But when a figure from the past comes back to haunt them, will it tear them apart or bring them closer together?
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  Chapter 1


Shane Falco clipped his name badge to his belt and stepped into the crowded convention hall. He scanned the area, taking in the sight of nerds as far as the eye could see. Not that he had a thing against nerds. How could he, when he considered himself one? 
Of course, he didn’t look like your garden-variety geek, at least not anymore. Now a corporate man, he dressed the part, with a finely tailored suit, freshly cut hair, and an attitude that commanded attention. Over the years, he’d worked hard to cultivate the image, just as he’d worked his ass off to become as successful as he was today.
Absently, he ran a hand down the length of his blue silk tie as he strolled past a demonstration for a new type of retinal scanner. Ethan normally came with him to the Cyber Technology and Security Convention, but he was off somewhere with his woman. Which was fine by Shane; he could use the alone time to clear his head and soothe the sting of rejection. It wasn’t as if he were broken-hearted or anything, but it had been a long time since a woman turned him down and he didn’t like the way it made him feel.
He rounded a corner, his gaze lingering on a display across the aisle for firewalls and encryption software. One of his duties at Falco Enterprises was to protect their data from cyberattacks. The property development company was growing by leaps and bounds, and the increased exposure put an even bigger target on its back. To keep the company’s assets safe, he kept up with the latest technologies and strategies used by hackers all over the world. It required patience, as well as a commitment to detail that made most people’s eyes glaze over. So far, he’d been successful at keeping the company’s information secure, and he planned for it to stay that way.
But it wasn’t the display that caught his attention. It was the beautiful young woman standing inside the booth who stopped him dead in his tracks. She wore black wool pants, a dark-green blouse, and matching three-inch heels. Her rich, auburn hair was pulled back from her face in a knot that seemed both messy and complicated. She stood beside an older man in a poorly fitted suit; her arms gestured enthusiastically as she spoke.
He knew her, intimately, and his body tightened at the memory. He might not remember every woman he’d slept with, but he’d never, ever forget her. How long had it been—five, six years? It didn’t matter; he still remembered every second of the time they’d spent together as if it were yesterday.
Back then, she was more of a punk-rock girl, with short, jet-black hair and tattoos in places that were currently concealed by her outfit. There were piercings—also concealed by her outfit—that made his body rev. The eyebrow piercing was gone, as well as the one on her upper lip; her ears now only sported a single pair of delicate silver hoops. Something significant must have happened to trigger the dramatic change in appearance. He didn’t see a ring on her finger, so it couldn’t be that. Curious, he crossed the aisle and waited for her to finish her conversation.
He could tell the exact moment when she noticed him, because a visible tension stiffened her shoulders. Her eyes pinched—just a little—at the corners as she drew a deep breath and stepped toward him.
“It’s good to see you.” He smiled. Her name badge read Larissa LeClaire, but back then he’d known her as Fossa, her hacker alias. He’d gone by the name of Tripwire—still did in certain online circles. The practice was common, especially for those who skirted the fine line of legality. And with the level of sexism present in the field, many females preferred to maintain an online persona that wasn’t gender specific. “How long has it been, five years?”
She didn’t smile in return, and she also didn’t shake the hand he offered. “Closer to six. Why are you here?”
The caution—or was it hostility?—in her voice caught him completely off guard. From what he remembered, they’d had a good time. No, that wasn’t right. It was phenomenal. They’d met on the second day of the conference and spent that evening and the entire next day locked inside her hotel room. And yeah, he slipped out of her room before she woke on the last day, but they’d both been clear about what they wanted, and forever wasn’t part of the package.
“I’m here for the convention, what else?” Ignoring the older man, Shane stepped closer. The soft, sweet scent of her perfume invaded his senses and reminded him of a time when she looked at him with lust in those gorgeous green eyes. “You look good.”
That was an understatement. She looked fucking fantastic, even better than before, with long legs and lush curves that made him want to drag her back to his penthouse and lose himself in her tight, wet heat. For a month. Maybe longer.
“Thank you.” She didn’t say anything else, just stared at him as if she couldn’t wait for him to get the hell out of her booth.
He was about to ask what he’d done to offend her, when a blur of movement caught his attention, followed closely by a high-pitched voice shouting, “Mommy!”
His gaze tracked toward the sound, surprised to see a small child barreling into the booth. He wasn’t good with kids—didn’t spend much time with them unless he absolutely had to—but from what he could tell, the little girl couldn’t have been much older than four or five. Pigtails swinging, she latched onto Larissa, who scooped the girl up into her arms and tucked the child against her waist.
The girl twisted her head in Shane’s direction, and all the air left his lungs in a whoosh when he saw his own eyes stare back at him.


      [image: ]Larissa wasn't even supposed to be here today. She didn’t do sales. Didn’t schmooze. And she wasn’t a social butterfly by any stretch of the imagination. If given the choice, she’d much rather work behind the anonymity of her keyboard. Unfortunately, a cancelled flight had sidelined their ace salesman in Atlanta, and she was the only other person available to help her brother, Austin, with the trade show. The change of plans had been so sudden she hadn’t even had time to arrange for a sitter for Emma. And of all the people in all the world, she’d run into the one man she never expected to see again. 
Not that there was anything wrong with Tripwire—correction: Shane Falco of Falco Enterprises. At least that’s what his name badge read. Either her memory was faulty or he’d gotten even more attractive with age, a feat she hadn’t thought possible. He was tall and built, rugged yet refined, with chiseled features and chocolate-brown eyes that matched the color of his closely cropped hair. He exuded confidence in his finely cut suit, as well as a raw masculinity that could make a grown woman weak at the knees.
She should know. Six years ago, he’d blown through all her defenses and gave her two days and nights she’d never forget, no matter how hard she tried. How could she, when she saw his face each time she looked at her daughter?
But there was more to it than that. It was…oh, God. The things they’d done. The way he’d made her feel. Even now, just thinking about their time together sent slivers of heat down her spine and straight to her center. He’d been long gone when she woke on the last day of the conference and hadn’t left so much as a phone number or email address for her to contact him with. Hell, she hadn’t even known his real name. But when push came to shove, she couldn’t regret it, not when their brief encounter had resulted in one of the best things that ever happened to her.
She shifted her daughter’s weight against her hip and forced her gaze back to Shane. Conflicting emotions played over his blanching features: shock, confusion, but mostly it was anger. It hardened his eyes and the planes of his face, and it turned his voice stone cold.
“I didn’t realize you had a daughter.” Accusation dripped from his words.
Eyes narrowed, she stiffened her spine. No way was she feeling guilty, especially not after he’d slipped out of her room like a thief in the night. “How could you have possibly known? You took off without so much—”
“Sorry about that.” A gruff voice cut her off, and never in her life had she been more thankful to see her oldest brother, Austin. Dressed in black slacks and a red polo shirt with the Six Points logo on the sleeve, he wove his big, muscular body around a group of trade show attendees and stepped inside the booth. He held a soft drink cup in each hand, the result of his trip to the nearby concession stand. “As soon as Emma saw you, she tore off like a greyhound after a rabbit.”
Larissa peered down at her daughter. “What did I say about taking off like that?”
Emma had enough sense to look sheepish. Catching her bottom lip between her teeth, she tilted her face up toward Larissa and gave what was most likely intended to be a remorseful look. “I’m sorry.”
She let it slide, more concerned about the pissed-off guy in front of her, the one whom her brother was watching with open curiosity. But before she could say anything, Shane plastered a pleasant expression on his face and extended his right hand toward Austin.
“Shane Falco. Pleased to meet you.”
After setting the drinks on the display table, Austin shook the hand he was offered. His forearm flexed in a way that meant his grip was probably coming close to breaking Shane’s hand. “Likewise. Austin Flint, president of Six Points Tactical and Security. What type of work does your company do?”
“Domestic and international property development, but we’re always on the lookout for better ways to tighten our data security.”
“Well, in that case, you came to the right place. Larissa’s the best there is when it comes to safeguarding information.”
“Is that so?” He cocked one eyebrow, the challenge clear in his voice, and Larissa mentally braced for whatever came out of his mouth next. “I take it that means you know everything there is about keeping secrets.”
She ignored the dig, more relieved than anything that he’d kept his big mouth shut. For now. “You could say that.”
“How long have you been in the business?”
“Four years, in an official capacity. Before that, I earned my master’s degree in computer science at Georgia Tech.”
“Impressive.” He shifted his weight, one hand in his pocket, while the other hung loose at his side. “How long have you been in the area?”
Austin beat her to the punch. “We relocated our headquarters to Orlando about eight months ago. Before that, we were based out of Atlanta.”
“Ah, so that explains why I haven’t seen you at this convention before. You look really familiar, though.” He rubbed a hand along the side of his jaw as if he couldn’t remember where they’d met, but she couldn’t call him out on it without her spilling the beans to her brother. Then he snapped his fingers as though the answer had just dawned on him. “Now I remember. It was DEF CON in Vegas, maybe five or six years ago. You earned a Black Badge for creating a viral code that couldn’t be detected by antivirus software, correct?”
“Yeah, that was me.”
“I knew it. I never forget a face.” His molten brown eyes bored into hers, and memories from those two nights in Vegas charged the air between them. At last, he blinked as if emerging from a trance, and then his focus shifted back to Austin. “Could I have your card? It’s hard to talk freely about business with so many people around. But I’d like to schedule an assessment of our current hardware and software systems and get a quote for any necessary improvements.”
“Sure, no problem.” Austin smiled as he dipped two fingers into his shirt pocket and came out with a card. “In addition to data security, we offer a full array of personal and physical security, as well as fraud deterrence and crisis management.”
“Excellent.” Shane tucked the small slip of paper into his pocket and then shook Austin’s hand once again. His gaze caught Larissa’s, and the ice in his eyes chilled her down to the bone. “I’ll contact you during the week to set up a time.”
She watched as he disappeared into the crowd. Fear and apprehension raced through her veins and kept her rooted in place.
Austin picked up one of the soft drinks and sipped from the straw. His face scrunched up, most likely because he’d picked up the wrong cup and had gotten a mouthful of sweet tea instead of Coke. “Nice guy. Think he’ll actually call?”
A sense of dread slithered down her spine and sat like a ball of ice in her stomach. Like it or not, this wasn’t the last she’d see of Shane Falco. “Oh, yeah. I’d put money on it.”






  
  Chapter 2


Still reeling from the bomb that had just been dropped on him, Shane strode through the sliding convention center doors, barely aware of the sweltering Florida heat as he crossed the parking lot to his Porsche. Somewhere along the way, he whipped out his phone and sent a text to his brother and his closest friend. 
If this wasn’t the time for a good stiff drink and a shoulder to lean on, he didn’t know when it was. He slammed the sleek, black sports car into gear and sped out of the lot, determined to hold his shit together, at least until he got home.
He couldn’t recall another time in his life when he’d been this thoroughly rattled. Without a doubt, the kid was his. Same dark hair and eyes, same facial features. The resemblance was so striking it was like looking at a young, female version of himself. How the hell did it happen, aside from the obvious tab A in slot B? He’d always been so damn careful, never having sex without a condom. No matter the reason, one of his little swimmers had managed to hit the jackpot, and he’d just gotten an eyeful of the result.
He merged onto the highway heading north toward downtown Orlando, outmaneuvering the driver of a pickup who tried to cut him off. Kids had never been a part of his plans, especially considering the fucked-up childhood he and his brother had endured. Why unleash that kind of baggage on another unsuspecting generation? Besides, he liked his life the way it was. He worked hard, played hard, and enjoyed an active social life that included a lot of women with questionable morals, just the way he liked them.
Someone honked behind him when he forced his way into the left lane. Even now, he still wasn’t sure how to react to the news. Shocked, yes. Angry, hell yeah. A jumble of other emotions churned in his gut, the knot so twisted and tangled he didn’t know where to begin pulling it apart.
On some level, he knew it was wrong to be angry, especially when he thought about the way things had ended, but damn it, this was his child. She should have told him. They’d run in some of the same online circles, so if she’d really wanted to, she could have tracked him down.
A short drive later, he drove into the parking garage of the Falco Building and pulled into his reserved spot. As the elevator doors closed, he took out his phone and checked his inbox. He skipped past four messages from a number he didn’t recognize and opened the text from his brother Mason. It said he’d be there in twenty minutes, and considering the message was sent fifteen minutes ago, he should be there any time.
The elevator softly chimed to announce its arrival on the twenty-fourth floor. The doors slid open and he stepped into the hall. The soles of his shoes pounded against the marble floor as he strode toward his penthouse suite. When he reached the door, he entered the security code and went inside.
The sound of the television in the main living area let him know he wasn’t alone. Scanning the room, he found Ethan on the couch with a beer in one hand and the remote in the other, and the tightness in Shane’s chest loosened a fraction. They’d been best friends since college, and there were times when he felt closer to Ethan than he did with his own flesh and blood. Well, that was until recently. He’d fucked things up a few months ago, and ever since then he’d been working his ass off to repair the damage to their relationship.
“Good thing I haven’t changed the security code lately,” Shane said as he closed the door. The suite was large and brightly lit, with lots of stylish furniture that had been picked out by a decorator because he didn’t have time for that shit. He hung his key ring on the hook by the door and put his phone on the charging station.
Ethan’s pale gaze flicked away from the football game and landed squarely on Shane. “I was surprised it still worked. You’re getting slack in your old age.” Until recently, he resided in the penthouse suite adjacent to Shane’s. Now he lived the suburban life with his fiancée, Louise, and his place had just gone on the market. Considering the listed price, it probably wouldn’t sell for a while. But Ethan was a patient kind of guy, and with the rapid rise of real estate values in the area, he’d eventually get the price he wanted. He took a quick drag off his beer and set the bottle between his denim-clad legs. “So what’s so important you couldn’t tell me over the phone?”
Shane shook his head on the way to the bar. Before he did anything, he needed a good, stiff drink. Or three. Too bad he didn’t smoke, because he felt as though he needed a cigarette as well. “I’ll tell you when Mason gets here so I don’t have to repeat myself.”
His best friend’s eyebrows rose. “That bad?”
“Yeah—wait, no. Fuck, I don’t know what it is.”
Now Ethan looked outright intrigued. “This ought to be interesting.”
That had to be the understatement of the fucking year. Shane pulled out the Scotch and filled a glass halfway, and then crossed back to the black overstuffed leather couch and sank down next to his friend. Tipping his glass, he took a long drink, but the alcohol did little to unravel the nerves that twisted his stomach like a pretzel.
Ethan turned his gaze toward him, the question plain on his face, but he held his tongue like the good friend he was and went back to watching the television. That was the way things had always been between them: knowing exactly when to push, and when to back the hell off. And this definitely was the time to back off.
The game was going into halftime when Mason finally showed up, looking unusually unkempt in a pair of faded jeans, an old Miami Dolphins T-shirt, and worn athletic shoes. His brown hair was mussed, as if he’d been running his hands through it, and there was a dark-red mark along the side of his neck that looked a lot like a hickey.
“I’m almost afraid to ask what you’ve been doing,” Shane said as he stepped back from the door to give his brother enough room to enter.
Mason shot him a sideways glance as he passed. “Kayla needed help cleaning the loft.”
“Is that what they call it these days?” Ethan grinned from his spot on the couch, and he laughed when Mason gave him a one-fingered salute.
Skipping the bar, his brother crossed to the fridge and grabbed a bottle of stout from the top shelf. “So what’s going on?” He settled on a stool by the bar. His voice was steady, without a hint of emotion, as though he knew the shit was about to hit the fan and was mentally bracing for impact.
Might as well get this over with. Shane took another swig of his Scotch, barely noticing the burn in the back of his throat. Funny, he’d had the words mapped out in his head, but all that went right out the window when it came time to spill his guts. In the end, he went with a simple, “I just found out I have a kid.”
Mason’s eyes came close to shooting out of his head, while Ethan spewed beer all over the coffee table.
“Is that some kind of a joke?” Ethan asked as he wiped beer off his chin.
“I wish it was.”
Mason made a low sound of disapproval. “I thought you had enough sense to keep that shit wrapped up.”
“I do. There must have been a hole in the condom or something.” Leaning back against the couch cushion, he scrubbed a hand across his jaw. For the life of him, he couldn’t think of another way it could have possibly happened. He never had sex without protection. Ever. No exceptions to the rule. It didn’t matter if the woman claimed she was on the Pill, or if she said she was clean. He wanted to avoid unexpected surprises…like the one he just got this afternoon. Suddenly feeling exhausted, he tipped back his glass and swallowed the rest of his Scotch. “She’s five years old.”
“That’s fucked up, man.” Ethan reached for the remote and switched off the television. “How’d you find out?”
“I ran into her mother at the tech convention. It threw me off when she acted kind of hostile. I was about to call her on it when the girl ran into the booth.” He needed more Scotch to get through this shit, but he couldn’t muster the energy to get off the couch. “As soon as I took one look at the kid, I knew why she wanted me gone.”
“Are you sure it’s yours?” Mason asked, and Shane glared at his older brother.
“She. And yeah, she’s definitely mine.”
It was one of those rare occasions when his cool, calm, collected big brother was struck momentarily speechless. With his beer in one hand, he slid off the stool and clapped his other hand on Shane’s shoulder. “Sorry, man. I don’t know what to say. I guess on the bright side, you didn’t have to deal with dirty diapers and midnight feedings.”
“Yeah, but I also missed her first words.” Her first steps. And all of the other firsts in her young life. Five years of Christmas mornings, Halloween costumes, and hunts for Easter eggs. It shouldn’t bother him—after all, he didn’t even want kids. But the more he thought about it, the more it pissed him off, and he had no idea how to handle the sudden surge of foreign emotions.
Ethan must have sensed his growing unease, because he took Shane’s glass, crossed to the bar, and filled it with Scotch before he returned to his seat. He handed the glass over. “So what are you going to do?”
“Good fucking question.” Shane blew out an unsteady breath and dragged a hand through his hair. “Intended or not, no kid of mine is going through life without knowing her father.” One thing was for certain: he wouldn’t treat his daughter the same way his parents had treated him and Mason. He may be an asshole, but he wasn’t a deadbeat, and he planned to ensure his daughter had everything she could possibly want or need. Resolved, he turned his gaze to Ethan.
“How do I go about securing parental rights?” For everyone’s sake, especially his daughter’s, he hoped it wouldn’t come down to a bitter legal battle, but experience had taught him to prepare for the worst.
Ethan shrugged. “I don’t know. I don’t practice family law, but I know a few people who do. I’ll make a few calls and let you know what they say.”
“Thanks. I appreciate it.”
“No problem. Do you think the girl’s mother will allow a paternity test?”
“She will if I have anything to say about it.”






  
  Chapter 3


Larissa shifted her focus away from the computer and rubbed her tired eyes. 
In between background checks for a client, she’d been digging up information on Shane Falco. His birth certificate, school records. Reports documenting the years he’d spent in the foster care system. She’d even found his sealed juvenile arrest record, which was pretty damn extensive. There wasn’t anything horrible on it, only small-time offenses like shoplifting, vandalism, truancy, and petty theft. No adult arrests, though, so he’d cleaned up his act by the time he reached the age of maturity.
Or maybe he’d learned how not to get caught.
Aside from his college transcripts, there was a noticeable information gap from his early to mid-twenties. Perhaps he’d been living off the grid. More likely, he’d engaged in activities that were less than legal and made a point of covering his tracks. It wouldn’t surprise her. He’d been a hacker, after all—a damn good one—and hackers had a habit of doing things that could put them in prison orange.
And then there were the eight years during which he’d been employed at Falco Enterprises. Mason Falco may be the CEO, but he hadn’t given his younger brother a free pass. On the contrary, Shane had climbed the corporate ladder, starting out in IT, then the finance division, gradually working his way up to the position of chief operating officer. She’d yet to unearth his net worth, but considering the fact his brother was a billionaire, she assumed he had money to burn.
Two days had passed since their encounter at the convention, and although she hoped never to see him again, she knew it was only a matter of time before it happened. She wanted to be ready, armed with as much information as possible in case he tried something crazy—like taking Emma away from her. Just the thought chilled her blood to ice. On the surface, he didn’t seem like the type, but she barely knew him, and she couldn’t afford to be caught unprepared.
And yet, there was something dark and primal inside her—something she loathed to acknowledge—that was secretly thrilled at the prospect of seeing him again. It was the part of her that couldn’t forget about the way he looked, how incredible he smelled. The intense feelings he’d aroused inside her that she couldn’t quite describe. She’d had other lovers since their time together, but none of them compared to him.
A knock on the door to her office made her jump.
“Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.” Austin stood in the open doorway. His muscular frame filled most of the space. He was eight years older, nine inches taller, with jet-black hair and deep-green eyes that made him look like a younger version of their father. When he’d left the Marines, he started Six Points, and the business had quickly become a family affair. And judging by the expression on his chiseled face, he came bearing very good news.
“It’s okay; I was just working on a background check.” With a click, she minimized the screen that contained an image of Shane and a busty redhead at a charity event a couple of months ago. She straightened in her seat. “What’s up?”
Austin stepped inside her office and crammed his big body into the rickety chair on the opposite side of her desk. “I really wish you’d let me buy you new office furniture. We can afford it.”
“I know, but I like what I have.” Besides, it wasn’t as if she had many visitors. Her job was largely solitary by nature, and usually if one of her five brothers wanted to talk, she went to their office instead. Besides, the uncomfortable chair was a great way to keep unwanted visitors from lingering.
“So what’s going on?” she asked, hoping to steer the subject away from her crappy decor.
He leaned back against the chair, looking pretty damn pleased with himself. “I closed two deals this morning: Vitale and Gutierrez.”
“That’s great!” She knew he’d been trying to land both accounts for the better part of a month. Vitale operated an orange juice processing plant south of Lake Wales, while Gutierrez owned a check-cashing business with almost a dozen storefronts across Orlando. “How much work will each entail?”
“The plant needs a complete overhaul of its physical security, so we’ll take care of that for now and touch base with them later about their IT issues. Gutierrez wants the full package.”
Brows raised, Larissa did a quick calculation in her head. “They went for the NAS?”
For increased security, she’d proposed a network attached storage—a box roughly the size of a toaster that stored files that anyone in their main office could access. However, access could be restricted, so sensitive files wouldn’t be viewable by those who shouldn’t be able to see them. The files would also be backed up on a cloud-based system, because duh, that only made sense.
Austin nodded. “They went for everything.”
“Even the retinal scanner for their cash accounting office?”
When he nodded again, she let out a low whistle. This account was going to eat up a lot of man-hours, but it was also going to earn them some serious cash. “That’s great. I’ll start on the prep work as soon as I finish what I’m working on.”
“Appreciate it.” He shifted in his chair and crossed one ankle over his knee. “Any news on Aranza?”
He asked her the same question every day, but this time she had good news. “No luck with him, but I found one of his bank accounts in the Cayman Islands. What do you want me to do with it?”
They’d been searching for Roberto Aranza, a Mexican drug lord, for the better part of two years. Their brother, Wade, had crossed paths with Aranza while he worked for the US Drug Enforcement Administration, and Wade still bore the deep physical and mental scars from the ordeal. They’d been hunting the bastard ever since, but they hadn’t been able to locate whatever rock he was hiding under. So instead, they’d turned their attention to wiping out the source of the criminal’s power: his wealth.
Austin rubbed his hand along his jaw. “How much is in there?”
“A little over a hundred million.”
From the look on his face, he hadn’t expected the amount to be that high. “Is there any way you can freeze or liquidate the account without it backing up on you?”
“Sure, but it’ll take some time to move those kinds of funds.” It wasn’t part of her normal job responsibilities—she preferred to work within the law whenever possible—but after everything Roberto Aranza had done to Wade, she was willing to cross that line. So she’d strip the account and bounce the money all over the damn planet, and eventually, once the funds were no longer traceable, she’d donate them all to charity.
Austin nodded, understanding plain on his face. “Just let me know if you need anything on my end.” He stood to leave, but when he reached the door, he turned back to face her. “Oh yeah, I almost forgot. I got a call from that Falco guy.”
“Oh?” She fought hard to keep her expression from changing, even though her heart slammed against her ribcage. “What did he want?”
“The usual: evaluation of the company’s security protocols, with an emphasis on their data systems. The file should be in your inbox. Could you work your magic and have it ready for tomorrow morning?”
She straightened in her chair. “Why so fast?”
“We’re meeting him at nine.”
“Tomorrow?”
He gave her a puzzled look, which wasn’t surprising, considering his request wasn’t out of the ordinary. “Is that a problem?”
“No. I just…I have to make cupcakes for Emma’s class tonight.” Wow, that had to be one of the worst excuses she’d ever come up with. “Don’t worry; I’ll squeeze it in.”
Doing an evaluation of Falco Enterprises’ cyber security wasn’t the problem. It was the going to their office the next morning to present her results that nearly had her breaking into hives. She didn’t want to do it, but she needed to come clean with her brother so he knew what kind of minefield he was walking into. Ignoring the churn of her stomach, she blew out a breath as she rubbed at the growing ache in the base of her skull. “Look. Yeah. There’s a problem. Could you please shut the door?”
Concern crowded Austin’s brow. Without a word, he closed the door and sat back down on the rickety chair. “What’s going on?”
She so didn’t want to go through with this, but what other choice did she have? Sooner or later, he’d learn the truth, and she’d rather be the one to tell him. Gathering her courage, she met her brother’s inquisitive stare and told him everything. Well, everything except for the sex stuff. No way was she going there with any of her brothers.
Thank God he didn’t say a word until after she finished; otherwise, she might not have made it all the way though. “Are you sure?” he asked. “Maybe he just looks like the guy—”
“Trust me, it’s him. And he knows it’s him.”
Austin’s lips compressed into a thin, white line. “Why didn’t you say something Saturday?”
Most likely, for the exact same reasons Shane had kept his big mouth shut. “I was a little freaked out, and Emma was right there. And we were standing in a convention hall packed with potential clients. I didn’t want to cause a scene.”
“You could have said something after he left.”
“Yeah, well…I was kind of hoping I wouldn’t hear anything from him.” She knew it was a stupid thing to hope for, but there it was. And that obviously didn’t happen, so she’d have to handle the situation like an adult.
Austin made a low noise in his throat, which usually meant he’d made up his
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