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Introduction

 

 

Taz Matthews is the most loved of all of the FBI agents first introduced in the G-Man Series. Taz’s books are Book #2 in that series, entitled Love Plus One, and because of his popularity with readers, he got his very own book later.

 

The G-Man Series consists of the following books:

Diamond Girl (Book #1)

Love Plus One (Book #2)

Night Moves (Book #3)

G-Men Holiday Wrap (Book #4)

Taz (Book #5)

 

The G-Man Series (with the exception of the novella, G-Men Holiday Wrap) do not have to be read in order, but are most enjoyable when done so.

 

So, why did I decide to make a two-book collection for “Taz” Matthews? Mainly because he is the overall favorite alpha male in this series, and I wanted to make sure that readers were able to get the ‘cream of the crop’ without feeling they needed to read the entire series.

 

Taz, voted Best Book Boyfriend at the 2014 Chicago Author Event, beating out some major, well-known other alpha males (no names mentioned, I don’t want to alienate my author colleagues) is a blend of alpha hotness, manwhore, and sexy, cuddly teddy bear! Enjoy!


Reviews

 

 

It always helps me in choosing what books might interest me by checking out some of the reviews.

 

So, I thought I’d share a few with you!

 

Ramblings from Beneath the Sheets:

 

LET’S JUST SAY THAT AFTER READING BOOK ONE...DIAMOND GIRL... I WAS IMMEDIATELY ONE CLICKING THIS ONE AND IT PICKS UP RIGHT WHERE WE LEFT OFF. ANDREA ONCE AGAIN GRABS US BY THE BALLS AND TAKES US ON A RIDE.... I LOVED THE CHEMISTRY LINDSEY AND TAZ HAVE AND THE FACT THEY THINK THEY CAN DENY IT...YEH RIGHT.... HOTTIE ALERT.. TAKE ME NOW... =) WE ARE NOT ONLY THROWN INTO A LOVE AFFAIR, WE STILL HAVE THE DRAMA THAT CARRIES OVER FROM BOOK ONE, AND THIS ONE HAD ME LAUGHING OUT LOUD THE ENTIRE BOOK. I DID SHED SOME MAJOR CROCODILE TEARS TOWARDS THE END. I COULDN’T EVEN BREATHE....SNOT WAS RUNNING AND MY CONTACTS WERE BLURRY.... I WILL SAY THIS... YOU NEED TO JUMP ON BOARD THE G’MAN TRAIN BECAUSE YOU WON’T BE DISAPPOINTED! 5+ STARS....

 

The Pleasure of Reading Today:

 

Fans and lovers of DIAMOND GIRL will absolutely love this second installment of the Diamond series. This book gives us the insight to our second favorite hound dog FBI agent Taz Mathews. We had glimpses of him in Diamond Girl as the best bud to Slate, here he’s front and centre and falling hard and fast for Sammie’s daughter Lindsey. To say these two are HOT together is an understatement! They are simple combustible and they are a super sexy couple. There are good and hard times for this couple (and I won’t give spoilers) but they are great together and they compliment the second great couple - that being Sammie and Slate!
I have already One Clicked the last two installments (Night moves and G men holiday) so you might as well too if you enjoyed DG and Love + One. See below my “star, hotness, and tear jerker” ratings that I like to assign my reads! BUY AND ENJOY!

The Book Sirens:

 

Oh wow, what a ride! I got hooked on this series with Diamond Girl, and I’m so glad I continued on, this book was fantastic. It had incredible love scenes, angst, suspense and action! And best of all, a happy ending, what more could you want in a book? Oh and Taz, my oh my, hot, hot, hot!

 

Sticky Reads:

 

This is the second book in the G-Man series, which is Taz and Lindsey’s story. We first met Taz and Lindsay in book 1 of the G-Man series. I have always liked Lindsey. She’s strong and confident and knows what she wants. In this book we learn more about Taz and I liked hearing his POV throughout the story. That really made it easy to connect with him. Taz and Lindsey’s relationship builds very nicely and at a good pace. It was also nice to continue to see Slate and Sammie and their relationship. I loved tough Slate being all domesticated!
 

This story will truly have your emotions all over the place. There are many funny (Butterball Turkey one is hilarious!), sexy, emotional, suspenseful and OMG, WTF parts. I thought the story had such good depth and was well developed.
I loved it! There is no cliffhanger and the ending was perfect. Thank you Andrea. Now find me a G-Man!


Synopsis Love Plus One

 

 

It has been a year ago that 19-year-old Lindsey Dennison’s life took an abrupt turn. While away at Cornell, in her freshman year of college, her parents’ marriage had imploded. Lindsey learned the harsh truth about her father, and his involvement in criminal activity that had been the focus of a major federal bust. He is now a fugitive from justice, deserting his only child. Lindsey is left trying to pick up the pieces of the life she now realizes has been a house of secrets and lies for all of those years.
 

Life is different now for Lindsey, and it is about to change even more. Enter FBI Special Agent Trace “Taz” Matthews. He’s about to rock her world in more ways than one. Taz is nearly ten years older than Lindsey, but her initial interest in him is physical only. Lindsey has a problem that she is certain Taz can fix . . . but will he?
 

Despite their best efforts, Lindsey and Taz are tossed together by fate on more than one occasion, and this G-Man does not appreciate the distraction. Complications ensue. And things are never quite what they seem.

 

Lindsey will learn a brutal lesson about trust, compassion and strength. Taz will learn lessons about love, intimacy and honor, and that sometimes doing the right thing has consequences.

 

Warning: This book contains some violence; sexual situations.
Adult Content: 18+


Playlist

 

 

 

Love Plus One by Haircut 100

How to Save A Life by The Fray

Drive by The Cars

Chasing Cars by Snow Patrol

If I Lose Myself by One Republic

Made to Love by John Legend

Ordinary Love by U2

Need You Now by Lady Antebellum

Someone Saved My Life Tonight by Elton John




Chapter 1

 

 

My mother’s wedding and the reception following it had gone well. Mom looked happier than I’d ever seen her. It was a bittersweet day for me, since I’d witnessed all those years of her and Daddy in, what now was so apparently, a loveless marriage. I chalked it up to my own naivety and inexperience with relationships.

Eric Slater was in love with my mother; my mother was in love with Eric Slater. It was as simple as that. Though anyone knowing how it was these two found each other would hardly have considered it simple. It had actually been quite complicated.

My mother and father’s seemingly perfect marriage and life in suburbia had been a sham. I’d worried about them when I started my freshman year away at college.

I knew that Mom devoted her time and efforts to Daddy and me. I knew she needed something of her own. I’d nagged her before I left to develop some interests, find something to call her own. Much to my surprise, she did just that.

Over the course of my first year at Cornell, my visits home had been few and far between. I didn’t see Mom again until I was home for Christmas that year.

Boy, had she changed! Not only in looks, but her demeanor had changed as well. I’d seen something in her that had not been present before: independence and self-assurance. They both looked great on her.

I knew that Daddy had been spending even more time away from home trying to oversee the East coast region of the Banion Pharmaceuticals expansion.

Banion Pharmaceuticals had been founded by my great-grandfather more than a half-century before.

My mother was the only child and sole heir to that legacy. My father had been graced with a high-level position as a vice-president, courtesy of my granddaddy, who had retired several years prior.

 

That was a tough year for all of us as I finally began to see the tears in their relationship. Their marriage that was both fragile and fake. I’d suspected over the years that their marriage was different from those of my friends’ parents. It was lacking in so many ways.

Still, I knew my mother had been raised by her mother to be somewhat subservient to the ‘man of the house.’ As much as I loved my father, I knew when and if the time came, I’d do things differently than my mother and my grandmother.

That’s where it became so complicated.

I loved my father so much that I’d turned a blind eye from things I should’ve seen. I knew that he loved me. I suspected he loved me more than he loved my mother, if in fact, he loved her at all.

I’d become skeptical of his love the summer after my freshman year when I was interning at the Banion corporate office and manufacturing facility in our hometown of Indianapolis.

I returned from Cornell at the end of May that year for summer break. My mother hit me with the news that I had a brother or sister on the way. I was thrilled about it, hoping maybe their lackluster marriage had finally taken a turn for the best. Shortly after, I observed they had separate bedrooms. Mom tried to pass it off as being because of a ‘problematic’ pregnancy, but I had my doubts, and I kept quiet. I figured whatever was going on was their business.

I started my internship at Banion and immediately made a friend. He was a hottie working there for the summer during his hiatus from Purdue; a guy by the name of Eric Slater. That’s right, my step-father to be.

There were more surprises to come.

My father had a not-so-discreet relationship going with his executive assistant, Susan. When I’d brought this to my mother’s attention a short time later, she seemed totally undisturbed by it. I finally got the truth from her. It seems my mother and father didn’t love each other, and they probably never had. My mother was carrying another man’s child, who she admittedly loved. However, she wasn’t certain that he loved her.

Things only got worse from that point on.

As it turned out, my father was involved in some sort of criminal network involving drug trafficking, racketeering, and money laundering, to name just a few of his crimes.

My colleague, Eric Slater, turned out to be an undercover Fed, as well as the love of my mother’s life and father of her unborn child. My mother had met him while living her secret life as a pole dancer at a Gentleman’s Club in Indianapolis. That’s right, a pole-dancer.

By the end of the summer, I wished I hadn’t left Ithaca to come home at all. Home wasn’t home anymore. It seemed as if I’d been living in a house of secrets and lies.

When I returned to Cornell that fall to start my sophomore year, I returned as a totally different person. My father had split to avoid prosecution, taking his paramour, Susan, with him.

My mother had been held hostage briefly by a biker that threatened to slit her throat if she didn’t help him find the stash of drugs that the club had paid for, but had not been delivered by my father’s assistant.

I spent most of the time before going back to Cornell with my grandparents. That’s when I met Adam. He lived in the same condo complex as my grandparents. He’d helped me cope during that period.

The relationship with Adam had given me hope. It was one I thought would grow and flourish. He’d become my best friend. I’d always heard that starting as friends is a great way to build a solid foundation for love. Unfortunately, that was not in the cards, once again, for me.

I downed the rest of my champagne as the crowd from the reception started to dwindle down.

My grandparents had left, kissing me good-bye so that they could get my baby brother, Bryce, back to the house and in bed for the night. They were staying at Mom and Eric’s while they took a two-week cruise. I’d told Grandma I would catch a ride home with someone, but it was early, and I wasn’t ready to leave just yet.

I wouldn’t mind catching a good buzz. I deserved to feel a little high and giddy after the fucked-up year and a half I’d gone through. I grabbed another flute of champagne as the waiter went by on his way to the kitchen.

We had just sent Slate (as I preferred to call him) and Mom away with the full barrage of rice and cheering. I was going to spend the night at their house and then head back to Charlottesville tomorrow afternoon. I was a junior at University of Virginia, studying Economics.

Whoopee.

I giggled to myself as the bubbly tickled my tongue going down.

Cool and smooth.

“Can I join this party?”

I looked up into the amused green eyes of Taz.

Taz Matthews was an agent for the FBI, same as Slate. They were also best friends. He was totally hot with his sandy brown hair and assortment of tats.

Speaking of cool and smooth.

“Sure! Cop a squat,” I replied, giggling, waving my hand to the empty chair beside mine.

He gave a slight chuckle, set a glass containing ice and an auburn-colored liquid on the table, and slid into the seat.

I had to admit, Taz looked totally hot in the black tuxedo he was wearing. Actually, to be honest, Taz looked “hawt” in about anything.

“You know,” he said, “that champagne is going to give you a kick-ass headache; it’s the sugar content. The best way to avoid a hangover is to drink straight alcohol with water or over ice, no sugary mixers with it.”

“Well, thank you for the advice, although it comes a bit late,” I replied with a smile, downing the rest of the bubbly.

Several seconds later, an unexpected belch surfaced, which I found thoroughly amusing.

“So,” he said, laughing at my uncouthness, “no date?”

“Nope,” I said, beckoning to the waiter who promptly returned with a full flute.

“What about you?”

“Same here,” he replied, taking a swig of his drink. “I thought you had some college guy in your knickers last year.”

Hardly in my knickers.

“Oh. You must be referring to Adam. Ancient history.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, not sounding the least bit sincere.

“We’re still friends,” I replied, sipping my fresh flute of champagne.

“That’s always nice when it ends on a friendly note, I guess. Though I really wouldn’t know,” he said with a shrug. “Most of the chicks in my past gave me a parting request consisting of two words.”

“Which are?”

“Don’t call.”

For some reason, I found this hilariously funny. I slapped my hand against the table, laughing loudly.

“Hey,” he said, looking around, “how are you getting home? You aren’t thinking about driving are you?”

“No,” I said, as if that should have been obvious to Mr. G-man Taz. “I’ll find a ride.”

“How about if I get you home now? I think you’ve probably had enough to drink. Are you even legal yet?”

“Oh, God, please don’t go all Slate on me now, okay? I’m not a baby, Taz. I’m nearly twenty-one, so what the hell?”

“I can see that, baby, but as the Best Man, I do have certain responsibilities and obligations toward the Maid of Honor.”

Oh really?

“Hmm,” I said using a throaty, flirtatious voice. “Do tell?”

“I need to make sure that I get my best buddy’s step-daughter home safe and sound, that’s what I’m telling you.”

“You’re a real buzz-kill, Taz. I’ve had a screwed-up couple of years, and by God, I’d like to party for once. If you’re not going to party with me, then just split, okay?”

I downed the rest of my champagne and stood up, fully intending to find another full glass. I staggered toward the back bar, stopping to take my heels off. There. Much better. I was nearly to the bar when I felt a strong hand grip my arm, turning me around.

“Come on,” Taz said, an authoritative edge now present in his voice. “You’ve had enough and I’m taking you home.”

I tried to pull away from him without making a scene in front of the scattering of guests that still remained. He was too strong. His grip remained firmly planted on me until he helped me locate my coat in the vestibule. As I started to walk towards the exit door, once again I was pulled back.

“How about we put your shoes on, huh?”

“Oh, yeah,” I laughed, feeling buzzed and sheepish. “I guess that would help.”

I was having difficulty maintaining my balance while standing next to him and trying to slip my shoes on my feet.

“Here,” he directed, “hold onto my shoulders.”

I did as instructed, lifting one foot and then the other while he slipped my heels on each foot.

“Ready, Cinderella?”

I nodded.

Damn, he had a very disarming smile: charming and disarming. Hey, I made a rhyme!

Charming and disarming; charming and disarming—God I’m fucked up!

Taz practically carried me upright to his truck.

What was with all of these G-Men and their macho pick-up trucks? Slate had one, but it appeared that Taz had a bigger one. Somehow, that caught me as being funny. I decided I would share that bit of humor with Taz.

“Hey, Taz,” I said, trying my best not to slur, “I noticed yours is bigger than Slate’s.” I nodded towards his truck, giggling as he hoisted me up into the cab.

“Uh huh,” he replied, taking a moment to fasten my seat belt around me before shutting the passenger door. His truck was immaculate.

He circled around and slid into the driver’s seat within moments. Just as we pulled out onto the street, things were starting a slow spin.

Oh, shit.

There was no freaking way I was going to puke in front of this fine, fine man. I would simply think of something else, take my mind off of the roiling in my stomach and the sudden salivating I was experiencing. Less than a minute later, I realized I was going to heave.

“Can you roll the window down?” I asked, as I started to unceremoniously gag.

“Oh, Christ,” he said, hitting the button to power the passenger side window down.

It was too late. I projectile vomited champagne along with my food selection from the wedding buffet down the front of me and all over the dashboard of his sparkling clean truck. Several rounds later, I was empty. I continued to dry heave as Taz made haste to get me somewhere. I knew it wasn’t Mom and Slate’s house, because we hadn’t driven far enough.

He pulled the truck over to the curb and got out, circling around to open the passenger side door for me. I was covered in vomit. I’d never felt so humiliated in all of my life. I could never, ever show my face to him again. I knew that he was going to be royally pissed at me for dousing the interior of his pristine truck. It had smelled almost brand new before I heaved. Now it smelled pure funky.

To my surprise, he wasn’t furious; in fact, he wasn’t even pissed.

“Come on, sweetheart,” he said gently, reaching in and trying to find a place on me that wasn’t covered in vomit that he could grip. “Let’s get you inside and cleaned up, okay?”

“I’m really sorry!” I whined, sniffing the residual vomit back into my nose where it had evidently exited as well. “I’ll clean up your truck if you want.”

“No worries,” he said. “That can wait. We gotta get you cleaned up. I’m not taking you home like this.”

“Where are we?” It had finally dawned on me to ask.

“My place,” he said. “We’re going to get you out of these clothes and into the shower. I’ll find something for you to wear.”

Oh my.

Taz lived in a duplex. His apartment was on the whole bottom floor, which was good because I doubted very much if I could’ve managed to climb any steps.

He helped me up onto the porch and held me up with one arm, while he unlocked his front door. There was already a light on in his living room, which was surprisingly clean and decorated in masculine good taste.

“Wow,” I said. “This is really nice, Taz.”

“Glad you like it, sweetheart. Let’s head down this hallway to the bathroom, okay?”

“Okay, whatever you say,” I said with a giggle.

True to his word, his bathroom was on the right at the end of the wide hallway. It was huge.

He left me standing against the wall while he rolled the sleeves up on the jacket of his tuxedo. He reached into the shower and started the water to get the temperature warm. I felt myself slide down the wall, my legs now propped out in front of me. I was certain I looked like a limp, very puked-on rag doll. I could only imagine.

I felt Taz lift me and start unsnapping and unzipping my bridesmaid gown. I didn’t feel embarrassed about him seeing me. It was probably because I was still loaded. He told me when to raise my arms, when to lower them, and when to turn around.

In a matter of moments, I was stripped naked and underneath the warm, pulsating water of his shower.

Taz had removed his jacket and was lathering up a bath sponge, washing me from top to bottom. God—this felt really, really good. He poured shampoo onto my scalp and instructed me to massage it in. I did the best that I could under the circumstances.

Once I was thoroughly rinsed, he shut the water off and helped me out, wrapping a big, fluffy towel around me.

“Can you stand here for just a minute while I get some clean clothes for you?”

“Uh huh,” I nodded, clutching the towel around me for warmth.

When he returned, he handed me a pair of sweats with a hoodie shirt. The shirt was grey and had black lettering. It read, ‘F B I.’ How totally cool was that? He helped me dress.

Once dressed, I ran my fingers through my damp hair, trying to untangle it.

“Here,” he said, handing me a comb. I took it from him and started running it through my hair.

“Here’s a new toothbrush. Please use it.”

He picked up the heap of puked-on clothes piled on the floor and exited the bathroom with them.

I brushed and gargled. I combed my hair out and finally managed to take a peek at myself in the mirror. Some semblance of soberness was starting to return. Not enough to make me want to be anywhere but here though.

I gargled one more time for good measure.

I opened the large medicine chest over the sink to see if I could locate a bottle of ibuprofen or any other type of pain-killer. I was fairly certain a headache was to follow.

I couldn’t locate any type of pain-killer, but there was a wide assortment of Magnum® condoms. There were heavy-duty, neon glow-in-the dark, large ‘reservoir’ for heavy loads (Oh my!) ribbed-for-her-pleasure, sheepskin, flavored (Really?), lubricated, and non-lubricated. My head was starting to spin reading all of the various descriptions. I quickly slammed the door to the medicine cabinet shut.

Once I left the bathroom, I padded down the long, hardwood floor of the main hallway looking for Taz. He was in a bedroom off of the living room, making up the bed with clean sheets and pillowcases.

“Feeling a little better?” he asked.

“A teeny bit. I’m really sorry, Taz. I’m so embarrassed. I don’t know what got into me.”

“Way too much alcohol, sweetheart. Don’t worry about it. It happens to the best of us. Something about having a shitty couple of years, huh?”

“Oh, that,” I said with a shrug. “I guess I was hosting my own little pity party. Sorry, I dragged you down with me.”

“Hey,” he said, “I know what you’ve been through, Lindsey. It’s got to be tough on you. How about you climb into my spare bed here and get a good night’s rest, okay?”

“This isn’t your bed?”

“No,” he said with a grin. “My bed’s much bigger. And it’s in another room.”

“Thanks for cleaning me up,” I remarked, now feeling the blush that was absent while he bathed me.

“It was my pleasure, sweetheart.”

“Can I ask you something?”

“Yep.”

“What’s your real name?”

It had struck me after all of this time that I’d never heard anyone refer to him as anything other than ‘Taz’.”

“Hmm,” he said, giving me an ornery look, “I don’t share that information with a lot of people, you know? I guess I can make an exception for you. It’s Trace,” he said.

“Trace,” I repeated, liking the way it sounded on my tongue. “Thanks, Trace.”




Chapter 2

 

 

 

When I awoke the following morning, I stretched trying to work out the kinks of having slept in a strange bed. Immediately, my chest felt as if an elephant had been sitting on it all night. My mind was fuzzy.

The room where sunlight was streaming was unrecognizable. Then the events of the previous evening came quickly flooding over me. My ribs and chest ached because of the retching I’d done.

Oh shit! I remembered there was alcohol, lots of it. I recalled spewing all over Taz’s truck. He’d undressed me and put me in the shower, cleaning me up.

I looked down at the clothes I was wearing. They were huge on me, but clean and comfortable. They were Taz’s. I mean Trace’s.

I smiled, remembering that he’d shared his given name with me: Trace. Trace Matthews. He’d been totally sweet to me, a gentleman to be sure. I blushed under the sheets of the bed in his guest room.

I looked around. A glass of water and a bottle of Advil had been placed on the nightstand next to the bed. Taz was thoughtful, too. My head was fine though.

I sat up, swinging my legs over the side of the bed and quickly realized my head was not fine. It felt like a hundred thunderous horses were pounding their hooves inside of it.

Ouch!

I picked up the bottle of Advil, removed a couple of tablets, and quickly washed them down with the full glass of water.

Somewhere, I could hear the sound of dishes clattering together. The smell of freshly-brewed coffee caught my attention.

My stomach had a gnawing ache in it from being totally empty.

I slowly raised myself up off of the bed and poised myself to face the man who had seen me naked and hadn’t yelled at me for leaving my DNA all over the inside of his truck.

I quietly made my way down the hallway to the end where I could now smell bacon cooking. Taz was there at the stove, turning the bacon. He was wearing a black T-shirt that had the sleeves ripped off. It accentuated his muscular chest and shoulders. His jeans were faded and ripped, hanging low on his narrow hips.

“Good morning,” I said, trying to sound normal, but my voice croaked. Damn! My throat hurt from the retching.

“Hey, baby girl,” he said, flashing me a dazzling smile. “I see you survived the night no worse for wear.”

“Barely,” I said, hurriedly taking a seat at his kitchen table, afraid my legs would give out.

Despite the hangover, Taz unnerved me. There was something about him, something I hadn’t noticed before. I’d always thought he was hot, but this was different. He was sexy but soulful; a very heady combination.

What the hell was I doing? He was probably as old as Slate.

“Coffee?”

“Yes, please,” I said, my voice now sounding like a husky whisper.

I watched as he pulled a coffee mug from the cupboard and filled it. I was checking him out beneath my lashes.

Damn, he had a nice ass. His stomach was as flat as a washboard.

“Sugar?”

“What?”

“Would you like sugar in your coffee?”

“Oh-uh, no. Just black.”

“Here you go, drink up.”

I thanked him as I took the mug in both hands, raising it up to my lips. Umm, it tasted good. He liked it strong, same as me.

“Hungry?” he asked, heading back to the stove where he had scrambled eggs going.

“I’m starving,” I admitted, blushing for some unknown reason.

“I’ll bet,” he laughed. He had a nice laugh. It was genuine. “You couldn’t have had anything left in your stomach. It’s all over the inside of my truck.”

“Oh God, Taz. I’ll clean it as soon as I finish eating.”

“Now, that doesn’t sound like a plan to me, baby girl,” he said with a wink. “I’ve taken care of it anyway.”

“You have?”

“Yep. Got up early to run to the store for breakfast items. I took it to the car wash. It’s all good.”

He set a plate of eggs and bacon in front of me. It looked and smelled great. I couldn’t take my eyes off of him as he returned to serve a plate up for himself.

His hair was a sandy brown, thick and tousled like he’d just rolled out of bed. He had gorgeous green eyes and some stubble going on that made his perfectly chiseled features that much more appealing.

He wore an earring…that was sexy. His right arm was beautifully tattooed from his shoulder to his elbow. He sat across from me and started digging into his eggs.

“How old are you, Taz?”

He looked up, raising his coffee mug to those magnificent lips and taking a drink.

“Twenty-eight. I’ll hit twenty-nine next month,” he said. “Yeah, yeah—I know, I’m an old man.”

“Hardly,” I laughed. “I thought maybe you were the same age as Slate. I mean, you two being good friends and all.”

“Oh, that’s because we went through the academy in Quantico together. Slate did an extra stint in the military first. I only did one tour in the army. Slate did two.”

“Do you like being in the FBI?”

“I wouldn’t do anything else,” he replied.

“Is it always dangerous?”

“No, not really. I like the investigative, undercover part. It’s like being in a different movie with each new case you’re on. I love the different personas. The last stint as a biker lasted for a few years. I’ll always ride. It has become sort of who I am, I guess.”

“You enjoyed playing the biker?”

“Yeah. I guess I did. Slate didn’t care for it, though.”

“They were a dangerous bunch for real,” I said shivering.

I couldn’t imagine what my mother had been put through those several hours she’d been held hostage by the biker named ‘Slash.’

“It had its perks,” he said, a slow grin spreading across his handsome face. He didn’t elaborate.

“I suppose it pays really well, since you’re always at risk of being hurt or killed.”

He shrugged, chewing on a piece of bacon. “I make out alright. It doesn’t pay what you’ll probably be making once you get out of school and work for Banion. It’s not really about the money for me. I live for the job satisfaction.”

I gave what he said some thought. It was difficult for me to consider that something other than money was a major consideration for a career choice. But then, I’d been raised watching my father climb to a high-level position within the company. That wasn’t necessarily a good comparison, I realized.

“So what about you, Lindsey?”

“What about me?” I asked, taking another sip of my coffee.

“What’s your major?”

“Economics,” I said, giving him a slight eye roll.

“Hey, if that’s what you like, there’s nothing wrong with that.”

“Did you go to college?”

“I did,” he said, nodding his head. “Still do.”

“You do?”

“Yep. I’m working on my Masters of Psychology. I want to get into the Behavioral Analysis Unit eventually.”

“You mean like what those agents do on the television show, ‘Criminal Minds’?”

“Yep,” he said, with a grin. “That’s my dream. Let me guess. You think Dr. Reid’s hot, right?”

He was grinning at me, giving me a wink. It was obvious he regarded me as some immature, giggly teenager.

“Hardly,” I said, my tone having a hint of annoyance in it. “I haven’t done celebrity crushes since sixth grade.”

“Ohhh—my bad there, sweetheart. Didn’t mean to piss you off.”

He was still fucking with me in his teasingly, big brother sort of way.

“Actually, for the record, Shemar Moore, a.k.a. Derek Morgan is more to my liking, as hotties go.”

He stopped sipping his coffee and looked over at me, a smile playing on his lips.

“So, when and where do you go to school?” I asked.

“I do evenings at Georgetown,” he said.

“Hmm, impressive,” I remarked.

A couple of my local friends attended Georgetown. It was a prestigious school, every bit as impressive as Cornell had been for me.

Taz had finished his breakfast and started clearing the table.

“Here, let me,” I said, taking the dishes from him. “You’ve been the perfect host. Let me clean up in here.”

“You won’t get any argument from me on that,” he said. “I need to make a couple of phone calls, then I’ll run you home, how’s that?”

“Fine,” I said, rinsing the dishes and preparing to load them into the dishwasher.

I was flustered. Why was I flustered? It was just Taz; the same Taz that I’d seen more than a dozen times over the past year. Why was he suddenly having this effect on me? Part of it was the fact that Taz seemed to regard me as some type of a college co-ed, which of course I was…but more like someone in a different generation than him.

So what? I was eight or nine years younger. That was nothing from my perspective. Maybe he’d lived longer than me, had more life experiences than I’ve had, that didn’t mean he could disregard the fact that I was a woman, not some drooling teenager, for Chrissake.

He reappeared in the kitchen just as I’d finished up. He was watching me closely now, as if maybe he was seeing me differently than he had before.

“You ready?”

“Yep,” I answered. “Let me grab my stuff.”

“Oh, your dress is in a garbage bag out back, you know, the smell and all.”

I felt myself wince.

“You can just put it out with the trash,” I said, turning to walk down the hall. “It’s not like I’ll ever wear it again.”

The twenty-minute drive to Mom and Slate’s was mostly spent in silence. His truck had been thoroughly cleaned. I noticed some Febreze air freshener clips had been attached to the vents on the dashboard where the heat came out.

“So, what happened between you and Adam?” he asked, obviously uncomfortable with the silence.

“It just didn’t work out,” I replied. “We’re still friends. We talk now and then. He’s moved on, but it’s okay.”

“Ahh,” he said with a nod, “he found another chick, huh? That’s rough I guess.”

“Not really. He found another dude,” I clarified, watching for his reaction from my peripheral vision.

I saw his head turn quickly to look over at me.

“Really?”

“Yep. He said he’d been in denial. I guess being around me sealed the deal, prompting him right out of his denial.”

“Oh shit, Lindsey. I’m sorry for nosing into your business. I didn’t mean to.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “In some ways, I guess I almost feel better that it wasn’t another chick. I can’t blame myself.”

“Why would you ever do that? You’re a cute kid. You must know that.”

Shit! Did he just refer to me as a ‘kid’?

“It’s fine, Taz. I’m not fishing for compliments from you.”

He patted my knee, as if consoling me.

For the love of Christ I’m getting tired of this.

I smiled over at him, biding my time.

We pulled up in front of the house several minutes later. It was certainly not the mansion we had lived in while in Indianapolis, that was for sure. Mom loved it, though. It was what she’d dreamt of, she told me, complete with a white picket fence around the front.

It was a large cape cod with a full basement. It had a nice-sized yard, a bit less than an acre. It was just outside of the city limits. We could see our neighbors down the road on both sides.

My grandparents’ car was pulled up in the driveway. It was not quite noon. Even they didn’t treat me as if I still needed a curfew. Taz put his truck into park and looked over at me.

“Would you like for me to go in and explain to your grandparents what happened last night, and that you were safe with me? I hadn’t thought about calling them earlier. I probably should have.”

“I. Don’t. Think. So,” I snapped, unbuckling my seat belt and opening the door to the truck. “Jesus Christ, Taz, I’m not a freaking child.”

I jumped down from the cab of his truck. It would’ve been a great exit had the strap of my purse not gotten caught around the gear shift on the center console.

Crap.

“Hold up,” he said, smirking.

He lifted my purse strap up and over the gear shift and picked it up, getting out of the truck to come around to my side and hand it to me. I grabbed it from him, turning to head up to the house.

“Thanks for the lift,” I called back to him.

“Whoa, wait a minute,” he said, calling after me.

I felt his hand on my shoulder, gently pulling me back so that I would stop.

“Lindsey, what the hell? I didn’t mean to insult you, sweetheart. I know you’re not a child. I just wasn’t sure if you’d catch shit from your grandparents. You know how old people can be.”

“Unfortunately, I’m finding out,” I said, with a smirk of my own. “I’m almost twenty-one. When my mother was twenty-one, she was raising a four-year-old. Would you’ve treated her like that?”

“So, what’s your point?”

I actually had no clue as to what the point of that was. I just knew that he needed to put it into perspective. I may not be the mother of a four-year-old, but by God, I wasn’t a child either.

“I guess I would just prefer that you recognize that I’m a woman,” I replied simply. “I appreciate everything you’ve done for me. I know that I should’ve behaved more maturely at the reception.”

He was studying me now with those gorgeous, green bedroom eyes of his. His lash line was so dark, his eyes looked as if they had mascara on them. I knew that they didn’t. He simply had eyelashes that any woman would die for…eyelashes undeserving of a man.

I wasn’t sure what prompted me to do what I did next. I didn’t stop to think about it, or to debate it before I did it. I walked closer to him and stood on my tip-toes. I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling his head down towards my face.

My lips found his and I kissed him. I prayed he wouldn’t pull back. He didn’t pull back. He stood there for a moment statuesque-like.

I worked harder. I might still be a virgin, but by God, I’d learned some things along the way. Kissing was one of them. I’d been told by a few guys that I was a great kisser. We would see.

I moved my lips on his, my tongue lightly traced his bottom one. His lips started responding to mine, first slowly, then very sensually. I parted my lips and his tongue found mine. He pulled me in closer now, planting his fingers into my short, spiky hair.

Our kiss grew more arduous. I lowered my hands to his muscular back, digging my long fingernails into him. I felt his hardness against me.

Dear Lord.

I moaned softly with the realization that yes, this man was affected by me and I was totally affected by him.

“Mmm,” he moaned, finally pulling away from me. “Lindsey, I don’t think this is a good—”

I gave him a sparkling smile as I threw my purse over my shoulder. “Thanks again for the lift, Trace.”

My eyes lowered to his very stiff hard-on, then flickered upward to his face. I gave him a wink then turned towards the house. I traipsed up the sidewalk to the front door, trying to make sure his too-large sweats didn’t fall to my ankles while I wore the only shoes I had: my four-inch heels from the wedding.

I could feel his gaze burning a hole through my backside.

Mission accomplished.




Chapter 3

 

 

~ TAZ ~

 

 

 

Jesus Christ! What the hell was that? The whole way back to my place, I tried like hell to push the vision, the feel, and the scent of Lindsey from my mind. My hard-on was making that very difficult to accomplish. What had she been thinking coming on to me like that right there in the front yard of her home?

Shit!

Her grandparents had probably been watching out the window. They probably thought she’d spent the night with me. Technically, she had, but not in the way that their dirty minds would be playing it. Hell, they were probably grilling her right now about it.

Then there was the matter of Slate. He was like a brother to me, but I knew damn well he wouldn’t appreciate me so much as thinking the wrong thoughts where Lindsey was concerned. He was taking this whole step-parent thing very seriously.

I thought back to the previous night when I had to strip her naked to get her into the shower and clean her up. I was thankful in her drunken state she hadn’t seen just how hard my cock had been for her then.

I imagined she was getting plenty of that college-cock, considering the way she looked. Perky little ass, nice full tits, her pussy shaved except for a narrow little landing strip. I knew what I’d wanted to land there last night. I thought about my tongue tracing that strip and then going into a full dive.

Get your shit together, Taz, my inner voice said. Despite the difference in age, she’s not your type of chick.

She eventually would settle down with a nine-to-fiver that left for work in an Armani suit every morning, played golf on weekends at the club, and gave her suburban sex two to three nights a week.

I chuckled out loud as I pulled my truck into the garage at home. Little Miss Co-ed would definitely not be into the type of play that I enjoyed. Not one little bit. Still, it might be fun to have a tussle with her just once to teach her a lesson about randomly kissing a dude she knows nothing about.

I needed to brush all thoughts of sweet, sexy little Lindsey from my mind. I had three chapters to study this afternoon for a major exam tomorrow night at school. I hadn’t cracked a book in several days. It wasn’t like me to backburner my studies. They were important. They were going to get me where I wanted to be within the agency.

As I came around the side of the house from the backyard to the front porch, I suddenly realized I wouldn’t be cracking that book for at least a couple of hours.

“Hey, Taz,” Roxie greeted me, perched up on the railing of the porch seductively. “I was beginning to think you’d never get home. Rough night?”

“Nothing I couldn’t handle, babe,” I said, giving her a smile.

Perfect timing.

I’d been fighting off this hard-on since Lindsey kissed me and pressed that sexy little body of hers up against me. I unlocked the door, and Roxie followed me inside.

She was the perfect chick for me. There was nothing high maintenance about Roxie. She worked as a nail technician at the mall. She loved sex—every kind of sex. She didn’t whine about where “this or that” was going, or when I was going to call next. We just took it as it came.

Roxie was a few years older than me. She was probably around the same age as Slate. I’d known her since right before I graduated from the academy in Quantico, which was five years ago. We’d met at a night club called “Run Amuck” in Quantico. Roxie had a thing for “G-Men” as she called us.

Slate had done her first. Naturally, all the chicks gravitated to Slate with his dark, rugged looks. They liked his swagger is how Roxie explained it to me.

After that, Slate wanted no part of her. He claimed that she fucking “howled” like a coyote when she came, and it drove him nuts. I had no particular problem with that, being as vocal as I tend to be. In fact, I kind of like novelty shit like that.

I met up with her a couple of weeks after that at the club. We drank, danced a bit and then headed to her place. I typically don’t like chicks knowing where I crash until I’m certain they aren’t bona fide sociopaths. I’ve had my share of run-ins with crazy bitches that like to stalk.

Roxie and I’d pulled a pretty interesting all-nighter at her place. The howling wasn’t enough to turn me off. I liked the assortment of toys she liked to bring to the bed. I made damn sure none of them went into me, though. I don’t take those kinds of risks with my health.

Roxie loved the fact that my cock had never been circumcised. She said it had a more threatening look to it that way. She sure as shit knew how to suck it. And to swallow? (For me, there’s nothing sexier than a chick who’ll swig my cum. Especially if she makes no boners about enjoying it.)

I looked at her now, taking her jacket off and tossing it on the chair in the living room. She wasn’t half as sexy as Lindsey, but she’d do.

“Ready?” I asked as I kicked my shoes off onto the living room floor.

She nodded and followed behind me to my bedroom. I hadn’t bothered to make up my bed yet. The sheets, blankets and bedspread were still all tangled in knots from my restless night. I hadn’t been able to get the vision of Lindsey out of my mind after I’d tucked her safely away in the guest room.

I must’ve debated for an hour as to whether I should creep in to where she was sleeping to check on her. Hell, I knew if I did that I would’ve been hard pressed to leave it at that. I would’ve been tempted to crawl under the sheets with her and fuck her harder than those college dicks could or would.

I was pulling my T-shirt up over my head. “Did you bring your toys?” I asked Roxie.

“Of course,” she said, giving me one of her naughty little smiles. “You know I don’t leave home without them.”

“Let’s get to it then,” I said smiling, pulling Roxie over to stand before me next to the bed. I was going to get this blasted hard-on relieved one way or another.

“There’s one thing you need to know, babe,” I said, as she was slipping out of her tight jeans. She stood there, tall and slender with coal black hair that fell to her waist, looking at me.

“What is it, Taz?”

“I’m going to fuck you. Hard. But I’ll be thinking about someone else when I do. That a problem?”

She shrugged and nodded. I knew she’d be okay with it. I felt she needed to be forewarned though, since I get pretty vocal when I’m fucking a chick. She finished unpacking her leather satchel of toys we used, while I pulled several condom packets out of my nightstand drawer.

Oh yeah. My studies were definitely going to be temporarily delayed this afternoon.




Chapter 4

 

 

 

I’d just finished classes for the afternoon and was on my way back to the apartment I shared with two other students when my cell phone rang. It was Mom.

She and Slate had returned from their cruise about a week ago. She’d phoned me right away, telling me how exciting it had been to see all of those Caribbean islands. She followed up by emailing me about a zillion pictures of her trip.

“Hi, Mom,” I answered on my headset.

“Hey, Lindsey, just checking to make sure that you’re still going to be here tomorrow evening, as planned.”

“Yep,” I answered. “I’ll hit the road right after my last class.”

“Great,” she said.

I could almost feel her smiling from the other end. “Your grandparents are traveling to Florida, so they won’t be here with us this Thanksgiving. It will just be the four of us.”

“What about Slate’s mom?”

“No, Katy can’t get away again, what with spending that week here before the wedding. She doesn’t have too many people she can totally depend on to take care of the restaurant.”

“I promise I’ll be there by four o’clock to start helping you with the preparations. I know how crazy you get when you cook for the holidays.”

“Thanks honey. I appreciate it. Bryce is just at that ‘into everything’ stage, so I can surely use your help. Oh, and I think Eric is going to ask Taz to join us for Thanksgiving dinner, so I guess that makes five of us.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. Taz’s family lives out in California somewhere, so he doesn’t get back there often. You don’t have a problem with that, do you?”

“No. Why would you ask that?”

“Well, I know he can be a little rough around the edges, I just wasn’t sure if that would make you uncomfortable.”

“Not at all,” I lied. “Besides that, I’m kind of used to that with Slate.”

“Hey,” she said, laughing, “oh, never mind. I guess you’ve got a point. Listen, I needed to ask if you’ve—”

“No,” I replied, cutting her off, “I haven’t heard a thing from Daddy. You know that I’d tell you if I had, right?”

“I’m sorry, sweetie. I know I continue to ask that question. I guess I’m not totally at ease about all of that, even now. I just wish we knew for sure that we were free of it all.”

The subject of my father was still a very painful one for me. Aside from the brief letter he’d commissioned someone to mail for him after he left the country, there had been nothing. I never would have dreamed he could’ve deserted me that way, without a second thought.

“Hey, I’m pulling into the parking garage at my apartment, so I’m going to lose the signal. I’ll see you late tomorrow afternoon.”

“Okay. Drive carefully.”

I let myself into the apartment.

Darcy was already home, sprawled out on the sofa, getting her daily fix of the Jerry Springer show with a bag of Cheetos resting on her firm, flat belly.

“Hey, Darce,” I greeted, kicking the door to the apartment shut behind me.

My arms were loaded down with my books. The strap on my backpack had broken earlier in the day.

“Hey Linds,” she answered, muting the television. “What the hell happened to your backpack?”

“Strap broke due to heavy load. I bring my textbooks home.”

“Oh, don’t start with me,” she laughed, tossing a Cheeto at me. “Just cause you’ve got that ‘studious’ thing going on 24/7 doesn’t mean the rest of us have to. My backpack is four years old and looks brand new.”

“My point exactly,” I replied, dumping my books on the kitchen table. “Is Jill home?”

“Been here and gone,” she replied from the living room. “I think she went somewhere with Gabe.”

Gabe was Jill’s boyfriend in Charlottesville. She actually had what she referred to as her “real boyfriend” back in her hometown of Seattle.

Jill figured being at opposite sides of the country justified having Gabe while she was on the east coast. The problem was, it appeared as if Jill actually loved them both. That was her triangle to figure out, I guess.

“I know what you’re thinking,” Darcy yelled from the living room. “You’re thinking she’s going to get burned by burning the candle at both ends.”

“No, smarty,” I hollered back, going to the fridge for bottled water, “I’ve decided I don’t judge what people do anymore.”

“Really?” she asked, poking her head into the kitchen. “Why the change in philosophy, may I ask?”

“I don’t know,” I said with a shrug. “I guess the only reason I voiced an opinion on the matter was because someone’s bound to get hurt eventually.”

“And now you don’t believe that?”

“Oh, I absolutely believe that,” I replied. “But I guess one could argue that who goes through life without getting hurt at one time or another? I mean, she’s having the time of her life, right? Maybe at the end of the day, it’ll have all been worth it. Maybe I should be so lucky.”

“Oh shit, there you go. There are so many fucking guys that want to take you out. Your problem is you’re too picky.”

“I just seem to pick the wrong ones,” I said.

“Hey, not to change the subject, but I’m going to Falls Church tomorrow for the holiday weekend. What are your plans?”

Darcy came from a fairly affluent family in Georgetown. Since she was an only child, her parents fell all over themselves to make sure she wanted for nothing.

She was my best friend since coming to Virginia. I knew we’d always be friends, even after college.

“Actually, I’m going home too. I’m skipping my classes tomorrow and leaving when I get up.”

I rolled my eyes at her, shaking my head with a smile.

“Don’t judge me,” she replied grinning. “I’m passing everything.”

“Barely,” I said, laughing. “So, I guess we won’t be driving up together.”

“No, but hey, let’s get together Friday night and go clubbing. Sound good?”

“Yeah, I’m up for that. I just need to make sure I still have my fake I.D.”

Darcy had turned twenty-one in September. She’d put me in contact with one of her male friends who had made an extremely authentic looking fake student I.D. for me.

“Okay, then,” she said, heading back out to the living room to watch the rest of Springer, “I’ll call you Friday to make plans.”

I got through my classes the following day then headed to Falls Church.

I’d packed the night before and loaded my car so that I could leave directly from school. Jill was going to spend Thanksgiving with Gabe in Atlanta. Darcy had left this morning, texting me that she was on the road and would call me Friday.

I made good time and pulled into the driveway before 5:00 p.m.

Slate was right there, as always, being the perfect step-father, hauling my suitcase into the house and upstairs to my room.

Mom was in the kitchen, feeding Bryce some sort of baby food from a jar. Most of it appeared to be smeared on his cheeks. He immediately brightened into a big smile when I came into the room.

“Hi sweetie,” Mom greeted, getting up to give me a hug and kiss. “You look great.”

“You too, Mom. I can’t believe how long your hair’s getting.”

She smiled sheepishly, fingering through her below-the-shoulder length locks.

“Eric forbade me to cut it,” she replied. “He wants it as long as it was when I wore that wig. Do you believe it?”

“Yes,” I said. “That’s Slate.”

“Why do you still call him Slate?”

“Why don’t you call him ‘Slate’ is the better question?”

She shrugged, wiping Bryce’s face clean.

“I don’t know, I guess because the name “Slate” was what I knew him as when I was someone else. I’m not that person, anymore.”

“Maybe so, but Slate’s still that person.”

She looked thoughtful for a moment. I was curious as to why it seemed to be a big deal with her. Was she ashamed of being ‘Diamond’ for that period of time? Maybe I should ask Taz, since he was studying to be a shrink.

Taz, there he was once again in my mind for the hundredth, strike that, for the millionth time since our brief, non-sexual interlude a few weeks back. I had to confess, the thought of seeing him again gave me butterflies.

Bryce was fussing now. Having finished eating, his chubby little hands were gripping his sippy cup while it sounded as if he was smack dab in the middle of squeezing one out.

“Uh oh,” Mom said, her thoughts temporarily interrupted.

“I’ve got this,” I said, unlocking the tray from his high chair so that I could lift him out.

“Come on, big boy,” I cooed to him, planting a wet kiss on his chubby little cheek. “Big sissy’s going to change that nasty diaper.” He gave me a gummy grin, sporting a couple of new teeth.

His bedroom was downstairs, next to the master suite.

I passed Slate on my way in, coming out of the master suite. He was wearing a pair of jeans and a tight black T-shirt that accentuated his muscular physique.

Instantly, a memory of Taz dressed in jeans and a black tee that Sunday morning a few weeks back came to my mind.

“Hey, Lindsey, do you want me to change him?”

“It’s okay. I need some bonding time with my baby brother.”

He chuckled, his dimple making a rare appearance. “I’m not too sure what you’ve signed up for with my little man here could be classified as ‘bonding.’ You’re a good sister, Lindsey.”

He gave me a wink and headed down the hall towards the kitchen where I heard him bellow playfully to Mom, “Come here woman, feed your man.”

I had to smile. I never would’ve thought those two would make a couple. Now I couldn’t imagine Mom with anyone else. They were perfect for each other. He was her lobster, she was his.

I gave a wistful sigh as I placed Bryce on his changing table and prepared myself for some toxic bonding.

Much later, I lay awake in my bed upstairs thinking about seeing Taz the following day. I’d heard Slate on the phone with him earlier in the evening, reminding him what time dinner was planned for the following day.

I flushed crimson when I heard him tell Taz to make sure he utilized proper manners because his sweet, impressionable step-daughter was home from college.

Really, Slate?

I smiled into the pillow that I was hugging close to me now, wishing my arms were wrapped around Taz. I guess this is what a ‘crush’ felt like.

I’d just dozed off into a peaceful slumber when sounds from below awakened me.

They were knocking sounds that got progressively louder, then faster. It took me a few moments to figure out that my room was just above the master suite downstairs.

I so don’t want to hear this!

In the eighteen years that I’d lived under my parents’ roof, I’d not once heard or even suspected that they were having sex.

A few more moments passed and any doubts as to what was happening below me disappeared.

“Oh God, Slate, that’s it, baby. Keep fucking me just like that.”

My mother’s voice had reached a high pitch that was unfamiliar to me.

I felt like an unwilling voyeur, but what choice did I have? Maybe if I put the pillow over my ears…

It was too late.

Just then I heard a succession of moans and whines from my mother, followed by Slate’s masculine groaning. Their sounds seemed to blend together in a much-synchronized, rhythmic, carnal song. It seemed to go on forever.

I was both fascinated and envious, which was disturbing. That was my mother for Chrissake! I didn’t want to think of her as a sexual being, even though I knew how immature that sounded. She probably felt the same way about me.

No need to worry, Mom. I now know what an orgasm sounds like. I have no clue as to what one feels like when there’s a man involved. If she knew that, she’d probably find me pathetic.

I smiled when I recalled how she’d called him “Slate” again just now in bed. Could be “Diamond” was back.




Chapter 5

 

 

 

Mom and I had been up with the chickens to start the preparations for our Thanksgiving turkey feast.

Slate had taken charge of Bryce, which was a big help. Dinner wasn’t scheduled until 7:00 this evening, so we had time.

It was kind of a fun and bonding thing for both Mom and me.

She worked on rolling out the pie dough for her pumpkin pies, while I shredded stale bread for the dressing.

Mom was in such a good mood these days. I noticed how she would hum happily while she worked in the kitchen. I thought about what I’d overheard the night before and figured that might account for some of the humming.

“Mom,” I started, as I tossed some of the seasoning into the big bowl where I was mixing the dressing, “does Taz see anyone?”

She immediately looked up from where she was stirring the pumpkin filling mixture, suspicion written all over her face as to why I would even be asking.

“Why do you ask?”

“Oh, no reason, really. I just thought it was odd that he didn’t bring a date to your wedding or at least to the reception.”

“Hmmph,” she replied, giving an eye roll. “It’s hard to imagine Taz knowing anyone that would have the couth or manners to be able to pull it off at a gathering like that.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you know when Slate and he were working undercover in Indy all those months?”
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