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            About Renegade

          

          To the Rescue, Book 1

        

      

    

    
      Former SEAL Rocco Vitelli is determined to expose the con artist who took advantage of his father, no matter that his quarry is a self-styled sensuality guru. But when he goes undercover to learn more, his mission turns hotter than he’d anticipated.

      Jessica Winslow can’t believe the stud who volunteered for her sensuality workshop isn’t who he claims, especially since she’s seriously attracted. But when she discovers she’s the victim of identity theft, Rocco is determined to help. She’ll need the formidable ex-SEAL to keep her safe with someone impersonating her and a past coming back to threaten the new life she’s built, but can she trust what she feels for him?

      *An earlier draft of this novel was previously published as Up Close and Personal.
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      Jessica Winslow needed to arouse a room full of women.

      Right here. Right now.

      She took deep breaths in her small suite at the Hotel del Coronado in San Diego, an accommodation with no view of the spectacular oceanfront outside. She’d booked this spot as a prep space for the retreat weekend she was leading during her biggest business coup yet. Eight women had bought into the extravagant “Better in Bed” series of workshops through Jess’s fledgling company. Who knew there would be so much interest in reclaiming your sensuality among wealthy, successful women who—seemingly—had the world at their collective feet?

      “Do you need anything else, Ms. Winslow?”

      A trim young caterer with a Spanish accent tucked a clipboard under her arm as she waited for Jess’s instructions.

      “Everyone has drinks next door?” She hoped this first session of the weekend would be made a smidge easier by plying her guests with alcohol.

      Hell, her discussion of erotic massage might be easier if she downed the alcohol. She’d wanted to kick off the retreat with a bang, but planning the workshop in theory hadn’t fully prepped her for the intimidation factor of teaching erotic massage to a room full of strangers she desperately needed to impress.

      “They’ve all been served and there is a small self-service bar set up for refills like we discussed.” The woman tapped her fuchsia pink manicured fingernail down the itemized list on her clipboard. “Would you like me to bring you a glass of the pinot grigio or cabernet, perhaps?”

      Jessica winced. Had her tension been that obvious? There was no reason for the attack of nerves since she knew her material backward and forward. Well, no reason except that making her start-up business succeed depended on good word-of-mouth generated by the attendees of this workshop.

      After being raised well below the poverty line by parents whose neglect had sent her into foster homes twice, Jessica craved the stability of her own business. And the fact that she targeted well-to-do women was no coincidence. She drank up the sweet scent of security inherent in their money, even as she made certain she had something of value to offer in return. Her business, Sweet Retreats, was no get-rich-quick scam but a labor of love that spiraled out of her need to give back the wealth of self-help training she’d received since escaping her past. Her birth family. And later, her foster family.

      The wealthy women in the ocean view connected suites across the hall could make or break Jessica’s niche career with whatever they chose to share about this weekend at their respective country clubs come Monday morning.

      “No, thank you.” Jess shook her head, refusing to give in to second-guessing. She’d have every woman in there eager to go home and jump the man of her choice. To do that, she needed a clear head. “We should be set until it’s time to bring in the appetizers an hour from now.”

      She checked her antique watch, unable to delay the inevitable.

      The timepiece slid around her wrist as she left the safety of her room, the jewelry a long-ago gift from her father. One of the few he’d purchased honestly since he’d found it at a garage sale. Despite the rocky relationship with her lawless parents, she wore the piece purposely to remind herself she would forge a future all her own. On her own.

      Passing a young family with small children dressed in their bathing suits in the hall, Jessica turned on her public face. She opened the door to the retreat space, ready to teach her guests everything she knew about erotic massage and reclaiming your sensuality.

      Jessica didn’t have a lot of opportunity to test her skills on real people, but she knew the methods worked since she could at least talk about sex again and feel the hormone rush of getting turned on.

      Five years ago, she hadn’t been able to do either. A date rape in her teens had haunted her long after the night she’d been sexually assaulted. She considered her work now a powerful middle finger lifted to the man who’d hurt her. Her past did not define her.

      Entering the workshop space, the scent of the surf hit her along with the floral fragrances of a half dozen bouquets she’d ordered scattered around the room for ambiance. The whole suite had been draped in burgundy taffeta at her request. The dark colors and bright flowers were offset by the moody purple light from the sunset bleeding through the sheer curtains. Soon the walls would be lit solely by two cast-iron candelabra with battery operated candles, décor she’d brought here in the back of her Escalade.

      The vehicle and the accessories were both part of her belief that image was everything in a business like this. High end consumers didn’t show up for retreat weekends at bargain hotels, and they didn’t expect their speaker to roll up in a decade-old sedan. No matter that the payments were killing her bank account. The cost of the accessories and the hotel space meant she would only break even this weekend, but if it generated more business…

      Where the hell were her students? Jessica had been so busy admiring the way the décor came together that she hadn’t immediately noticed her workshop clients were not in the room.

      “Honey, will you look at the torso on that one?”

      A woman’s voice floated in from the balcony, followed by a chorus of feminine sighs. Curious—and needing to keep her evening activities on schedule—Jessica headed toward the terrace behind a wall of sheer curtains and French doors.

      “I’d like to give an erotic massage to him,” another voice chimed in.

      Stepping out onto the balcony, Jessica could see eight women’s backs as they jockeyed for a spot at the railing. Silk and linen clad hips jostled while manicured hands held a variety of brightly colored drinks aloft to keep them from spilling.

      “Oh my.” Another voice responded. “That one makes me want to give myself an erotic massage.”

      There was a round of laugher and one hearty “amen” to that as Jessica squeezed into the last available square inch at the wooden railing overlooking the shore.

      The woman beside her—a buff blonde probably closing in on fifty—pointed out into the water where six seriously ripped guys swam through the surf.

      The view was diminished by their distance from shore, but even so, only a blind woman wouldn’t feel the testosterone tide emanating from those focused, intense men swimming as if their lives depended on it.

      And, of course, their lives did depend on it since the only guys who would be out training in the middle of the ocean off Coronado Island were Navy SEALs. The shaved heads and taut, defined muscles were a sure sign the next BUD/s class must be in session. And although Jessica had only been a San Diego resident for the last few years, she knew even the lifetime local ladies never tired of catching a glimpse of the honed male perfection that went through this rigorous training.

      Jess watched with detached appreciation since her work with all things sensual made her take a more clinical approach to arousal. Of course, her experience with men tended to distance her from them, too.

      She just hoped she brought the right mix of enthusiasm to the table tonight to present her material in a convincing manner. Stepping back from the rail, she winged a grateful prayer off into the universe, appreciating the way the heavens must be smiling on her. She’d wanted to arouse these women with her first class on reclaiming your sensuality? Thanks to the U.S. Navy, her audience had already been majorly warmed up.

      Now she only had to divert their attention from the mouth-watering men long enough to give her class.

      “Ladies, if I can have your attention for just one hour, you’ll learn the touches that will have any man begging to be in your bed.”

      Half the heads on the porch turned her way and two women exchanged winks.

      Not satisfied with only a fifty-percent success rate, Jess pressed on, determined to make this class an instant smash hit. She had an idea for parlaying one of her planned demonstrations into something that would keep this group talking for weeks. The “Better in Bed” retreat was more about finding comfort with sensuality, but Jessica didn’t hesitate to hook the audience with a sexy lead.

      “In fact, as a bonus for tonight only, I’ll be glad to show you firsthand how these techniques play out in real life. With a real man.” Capitalizing on the interests of the group, she made the most tantalizing offer she could think of. “If any one of you ladies would like to hunt us down a willing male specimen for practice, I’ll demonstrate how quickly the power of touch turns any guy into a smoldering mass of muscle ready to fulfill your every last sensual wish.”

      A chorus of “oohs” and feminine squeals filled the balcony as the rest of the women spun away from the ocean view. And before she could consider the logistics of what she’d just proposed, two of the ladies shoved their way through their peers toward the exit.
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        * * *

      

      It had been a long time since Ricardo—Rocco—Vitelli had cause to wear a bow tie. And the last time he’d donned one, the suit had been a hell of a lot more upscale than what he had planned now as he worked the generic black neckwear into a knot to complete his waiter’s uniform disguise.

      Still, his fingers hadn’t forgotten the drill and the man in the mirror in his white shirt and tie reminded him of dress whites and⁠—

      Hell.

      He turned away from the hotel bathroom mirror with an oath, knowing he owed the bout of stupid nostalgia to this place. Coronado Island. He’d avoided this part of San Diego in the years since his injury had cost him his spot among the SEALs. He couldn’t even look out at the damn view from the glitzy Hotel del Coronado without a wave of memories threatening to drag him under like the surf once had along this same stretch of shore.

      But for the sake of investigating the woman who scammed his car dealer father, Rocco was willing to sacrifice a few hours of mental peace.

      He shoved open the bathroom door so hard it banged off the wall behind it, his thoughts of his father’s failing mental health upsetting him all over again. Dad had days of clarity and days where he was more than a little muddled, so Rocco didn’t know how much stock to put in his father’s latest claim that he’d been swindled by a beautiful car buyer who had no intention of making a single payment on the vehicle she’d purchased from Vitelli Luxury Motor Cars. Possibly his father had his facts wrong. But the preliminary paperwork backed up his claim. Jessica Winslow wasn’t making her payments.

      And although she was only one alleged scam artist, she represented a trend in deception Rocco found abhorrent—women using flirtation as a means to commit crime, a way to catch men off guard.

      If his father had been Jessica’s victim, Rocco would see she paid the dealership every cent of the loan she’d been in default on for months. The old man’s business had been floundering for the last year and another bad debt could very well close his doors for good. Though the injury to Anthony Vitelli’s pride would be even more devastating than the wound to his wallet.

      So tonight’s efforts to learn the truth would be instrumental in Rocco’s mission to help his father stay independent for as long as possible. And since weeding through a paper trail that might not reveal the full extent of Jessica Winslow’s circumstances, Rocco’s reconnaissance would be as up close and personal as hers had been, thanks to the free pass a waiter’s uniform would give him around the hotel. He’d check out the woman’s seminar and see for himself if she was legit.

      “Oh my.”

      A woman’s voice in the corridor ahead forced his thoughts back to the moment at hand. As he relinquished his strategic planning process long enough to take stock of his surroundings, he noticed two elegantly dressed ladies frozen in middle of the hall carrying matching pink drinks sloshing around martini glasses.

      From their mutual look of open-mouthed surprise he was hard pressed not to check his fly. More likely, his expression as he thundered down the hall had caught them off guard.

      Damn it. Had his time away from the SEALs turned his covert operational skills to crap? He schooled his features into something he hoped resembled a smile.

      “Ladies.” He tossed in a quick bow and then realized that was something waiters only did a hundred years ago. “Can I help you find anything?”

      His words broke the spell and one of them, a brunette probably nearing her sixties and still smoking hot, grinned like the Cheshire cat.

      “As a matter of fact,” she turned to her friend with a raised eyebrow as if seeking approval. At the blonde’s nod, the dark-haired lady continued. “We’ve been charged with finding a little help for a demonstration at the workshop we’re attending here.”

      The blonde silently pointed to a door a few feet behind them before leaning in to take a sip of her neon pink drink.

      Jessica Winslow’s room. Jessica Winslow’s workshop. Showtime.

      He nodded, unable to resist the lure of an open invitation into the very seminar he’d hoped to investigate. Did Ms. Winslow run a legitimate business? He’d look for the vehicle she’d defaulted on after he gathered a little intel on the woman herself. In her case, simply repossessing her SUV wouldn’t bring him enough satisfaction. Rocco had turned to the recovery business, facing life as a repo man, after his doc at a military hospital told him he’d never be fit for the teams again.

      While repo work wasn’t exactly his lifelong dream, it helped out his father by providing the old man with the service free of charge. Rocco made money off other clients—repossessing vehicles from deadbeat debtors. It paid the bills until he figured out what to do with his life now that he couldn’t serve his country.

      “I’m your waiter for the evening and I’d be happy to help.” He didn’t offer an arm to either woman, knowing that wouldn’t be a waiter’s style, but damned if the old cougars didn’t each grab an elbow and cling to him like Velcro.

      Not that he minded. Their friendly disposition would make it all the easier to wrangle his way onto Jessica’s turf. Feel out her business practices.

      She’d bought an Escalade from his father’s car dealership six months ago and spent an hour in the office dishing about her work and her years in San Diego, treating the old man like a long-lost friend as she casually signed a contract she hadn’t made good on. In the normal course of Rocco’s business as a recovery agent he would have been charged with repossessing the vehicle. But given his father’s shaky hold on his dealership and the fact that the guy’s personal trust had possibly been violated by a woman who’d blatantly charmed him into not running an extra credit check, Rocco had decided to give this repossession his personal attention.

      Arriving at the suite, the blonde opened the door. Rocco didn’t know what to expect exactly from the title of the Winslow woman’s retreat weekend. “Better in Bed: Reclaiming Your Sensuality.” What the hell did that mean? Did she consider herself some sort of sex expert? Bad enough she’d applied feminine wiles to deceive his dad. Now she wanted to teach the art form to new disciples?

      A dozen people sat around the spacious room as his two new female friends led him inside. The place had been redecorated like some sort of ritzy cat club. The normally reserved color scheme of the Hotel del Coronado had been smothered in scarlet material while white candles flickered all around. For a minute he wondered what kind of demonstration these chicks had in mind as they all stared at him. The unanimous predatory glances made him wonder if they’d been hunting for some kind of ritual sacrifice victim.

      “Well done, ladies.”

      A woman stepped through the circle to the center of the room, her conservative black suit and messy updo in no way detracting from her blatant sex appeal.

      He recognized her face—no, make that her hair and her kick-ass body— from his father’s surveillance cameras, a routine safety feature at the dealership that had helped Rocco locate more than one debtor.

      “I’m Jessica Winslow.” The instructor nodded politely without offering her hand. Loose pieces of her auburn hair swayed around the chopstick device she’d used to impale the twist at the back of her head. “We really appreciate you helping us out tonight for our demonstration.”

      Rocco had a habit of sizing up people in no time, a practice that predated his days in the Navy, although it was one that had come in handy during some tight situations overseas. But the female in front of him didn’t lend herself to quick conclusions with her designer label suit and her carefully polished shoes to hide some scuff marks.

      A completely remorseless defaulter would have charged new shoes while on her spending spree, so those scuffs didn’t quite add up.

      “No problem. I’m Rocco Vitelli and--”

      Whatever he was going to say died in his throat as Jessica unbuttoned her suit jacket with quick efficiency, her French manicured fingers moving easily over flower-shaped rhinestone buttons.

      What the hell? The jacket fell away to reveal a crimson colored lace camisole that disappeared down into the waistband of her black skirt.

      While a few of the women whistled as Jessica removed her jacket, she simply tossed the garment aside and wrapped a hand around his bicep. Apparently unconcerned about the eye-popping visual her breasts made in the molded lace and satin of her fitted camisole, she gestured toward a chaise lounge that had been dragged into the center of the sprawling, Victorian suite.

      “It’s a pleasure to meet you.” She tugged him briskly forward, as if getting half naked with a volunteer stranger was all in a day’s work for her. “If you’ll just join me right over here, Rocco, I’d like to show my guests a few instructional tips on massage.”

      “That’s erotic massage, Gorgeous.” The brunette who’d brought him into the room stage-whispered from her post at a freestanding bar where a dozen white candles flickered in glass globes. “I think you’re in for a treat.”

      He stopped so fast, Jessica’s feet stuttered as she pitched forward slightly. Without even looking at her, he steadied his companion automatically, his instinct to physically protect a woman—even from a stumble in high heels—easily overriding his personal beef with her.

      The whole group went silent for a moment as if gauging his reaction. Then one woman laughed. Another snorted. Then the whole crew busted a gut over his hesitation.

      Everyone but the fearless workshop leader, that is, who appeared to falter. She bit her lip with sudden indecision, a row of perfect white teeth sinking into the soft fullness of her lower lip.

      “You’re kidding.” He didn’t drop his attention from her face but the desire to run a quick fact-gathering mission on the particulars of her body was so strong he had to take a step back.

      “Are you uncomfortable being touched by a stranger, Rocco?” Her sandy eyebrows scrunched in worry over the idea.

      He wondered if the moment of thoughtfulness was real or a well-acted performance. Sometimes people who lived on the social fringes survived by developing an uncanny level of insight and empathy for the people they targeted. Was she playing him now?

      “Not necessarily.” He lowered his voice to slide under the cackle of excited conversation all around them. “But could you clarify what she means by erotic massage?”

      He had no intention of stripping for entertainment value tonight. Even in the headiest of his glory days in the teams, he never found the SEAL groupie thing appealing.

      “I’m instructing them how to give a massage that generates sexual interest, but without touching in any overtly sexual way.” She proved as skilled at talking under the hubbub as him, her manner straightforward and direct in spite of conversational material that literally made the hair on the back of his neck stand on end.

      And what was that about? He was here to feel out the woman’s character, yet she seemed to be the one finding all his weaknesses and surprising him at every turn. Jessica released his arm while the rest of the room quieted.

      “I don’t want to put you on the spot. If you’d rather not test your sensual willpower in front of a bunch of strangers, we’ll certainly understand.”

      Possibly it was his imagination, but he could have sworn all the other women in the room leaned forward in their seats.

      And he’d have to be completely lacking a pulse not to experience at least a twinge of male interest at this scenario. Even with a potential adversary wielding the touches.

      But he hadn’t come to Coronado Island and faced memories of his former career only to get scared off by a sensual distraction. He would deal with whatever temptation lurked in Jessica’s touch in order to learn more about her. He wouldn’t walk away until he found out if she was the kind of woman who could purposely swindle an old man.

      “Not a chance.” He sat down on the chaise, never one to walk away from a challenge. “I’ve got some time before I have to get back to work. Do your worst.”
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      Jessica held her breath along with every other woman in the room when Rocco Vitelli shrugged out of his white jacket. Tall and broad, he commanded the room as he tossed aside the jacket from his seat on the chaise lounge, looking completely at ease. With dark hair and chiseled features that looked like they belonged on some noble Roman ancestor, the man exuded power with every movement of his delectable body.

      What was it about a set of great shoulders that commanded attention from even the most aloof feminine observer? And damn it, Jessica considered herself the queen of detached. She could provide a good deal of male testimony that would agree.

      Yet something about the waiter’s expressionless compliance suggested he could turn off his personal desires even faster than she could. There was something strong and unyielding about him, a sense of control and restraint, that reassured her he would never be ruled by his impulses. She couldn’t see him overcome by lust after a bit of massage.

      Whatever the reason for the reserve she sensed in him, Jessica appreciated it in light of her own hang-ups.

      “Well?” Rocco’s voice emanated at breast level while she stood next to him.

      The sound seemed to rumble right through her. Pleasurable. Warm. And oh my, but that was an unusual reaction for her. She’d attended every kind of counseling available after the trauma of her assault experience, and yet no amount of therapy had ever allowed her to access sensual responses approaching normal. Usually, it was a tremendous effort to get out of her own head during encounters with men. That coolness of her own desires had prompted her to study sensuality and make it her area of specialty now in her seminars.

      But being able to teach it and being able to live it were two different things. So this stranger’s ability to spur a physical response in her caught her off guard. Shuffling the moment aside, she distracted herself from the sensation by launching into her talk.

      “The goal of this massage is a deep understanding of your partner along with increased physical awareness.” Her memorized notes came to mind easily despite the charged circumstances of this talk.

      The words made her feel in control again, arming her with much-needed distance. Kneeling on the chaise beside the waiter who bore a stronger physical resemblance to the SEALs they’d seen out in the surf than any other server running around the hotel, she was glad she hadn’t brought a massage table. She’d wanted to give the room more personal ambiance than a classroom setting, and she thought it was the right choice even if it made working on Rocco a little more of a challenge.

      He was built like a truck. His shoulders taxed the seams of his white cotton shirt, the V of his back tapering admirably by the time her eyes reached his belt level. If she’d seen him on the street, she would have pegged him for a job involving physical labor. And she definitely would have taken note of him. No wonder her students had come in from their manhunt positively glowing with their triumph.

      Rocco proved a first-rate male specimen.

      His icy blue eyes studied her now, while she outlined a few basic principles of massaging for relaxation. She gave an overview of the basic strokes used in massage. The gliding effleurage. The kneading petrissage. She didn’t touch Rocco yet, preferring to show the touches with her hands raised so the attendees could see the motion of her fingers. Throughout, she had the impression he absorbed far more than her paying students. The women who were here to reclaim their sensuality all seemed more interested in admiring their guest.

      Of course, if Jessica hadn’t been speaking, she might have taken a moment to admire Rocco as well. She hadn’t missed sex all that much in the last few years since life had made that part of her life unhappy and painful. But that didn’t mean she didn’t notice men. Far from it. Her imagination had a way of painting far more delectable interludes with men than she’d been capable of experiencing in real life. And the volunteer seated to her right had the power to inspire all kinds of interesting fantasies where they were most effective for her—safe in her private thoughts.

      “If you’ll just turn sideways for me, Rocco, I think we’re ready to begin.” Jessica warned her hands to be steady as they fluttered over his shoulders and then landed softly on either side of his neck.

      Holy wow.

      She held herself rigid in order to suppress the hum of pleasure that traveled through her fingers, up her arms, danced around her breasts and then seared all the way to her womb. Did the reaction show on her face? She lost her place in her spiel for a moment as she struggled to suppress the awakening sexual energy vibrating through her now.

      On instinct, she peered down at her fingers planted on his shoulders as if she might see some cause for the phenomenon.

      “Excuse me,” she intoned finally, closing her eyes as she prayed for some memory of what she’d been talking about. “I seem to have lost my place.”

      Rocco shifted beside her, turning to see her, his blue eyes sparking with something new. Was it possible he could feel the same awareness she did? Or was he simply amused that he’d managed to distract her so thoroughly? She was so completely out of her depth.

      “You were discussing the right times to apply a variety of strokes,” he reminded her, the words taking on weighty sensual meaning when they hung there in the charged air between them.

      Jessica swore she could fall right into those eyes of his that didn’t appear icy anymore. The crystalline blue held a white heat that threatened to singe away all her carefully rehearsed words. Already she felt herself falling into a sea of feelings, her brain failing to grasp what strokes he was talking about.

      Damn it, maybe she was having a stroke. Although heart failure seemed more likely with this amount of stimulation.

      “Yes, Jessica,” chimed in one of her students. Ingrid was a Hollywood studio director’s wife who drove all the way to San Diego to take the class in the hope of keeping her attendance a secret from her husband. “You were just about to show us how to caress him for maximum benefit.”

      The chorus of laughter began again, reminding her that she needed to keep a tight rein on the group, or they would commandeer the class with racy innuendo and bawdy talk. And she had so much more to offer than that if only she could keep her focus. She could not afford to let the unexpected reaction to Rocco derail her new business after all the years she’d worked to get this far.

      “You’d just mentioned that there were different benefits to fast and slow strokes,” another woman prompted her before lifting a martini to her lips.

      “And could you perhaps define what you mean by ‘maximum benefit’ for a man? Is that a euphemism for climax?”

      Damn. Damn. Damn.

      “No.” She raised her voice enough to drown out some other helpful soul only too happy to join the discussion. “I’ve remembered my place now.” She moved her fingers experimentally around Rocco’s impressive shoulders, his skin warm beneath the cotton shirt. “I was demonstrating the difference between a friction touch and a vibration touch. Ladies, feel free to move your chairs around or walk to this side of the room if you can’t see.”

      As the attendees shuffled around behind her, someone bumped into Jessica just enough to press her up against Rocco.

      For one breathless second, her abdomen and her pelvic bone grazed his laterals, the whipcord muscles flexing enough to provide her with an intense secret thrill.

      Oh, my sweet stars. She needed to focus on her job and not the ill-timed attraction. Peeling herself off him with an effort, she half wondered what he thought of her workshop. Her.

      “This is the friction touch.” She applied the necessary pressure, her hands ratcheting up the heat. “It requires a more aggressive motion, and it can draw your partner into a more sensual frame of mind.”

      She’d read as much about the massage she was licensed to give, but she’d never experienced the magnetic pull on the other end. Not that she’d had reason to give many massages to men even though she’d put the worst of her sensual anxiety to rest a long time ago.

      But even as she’d been proud of herself for facing those fears, she hadn’t exactly been wowed by sex as a college student or after. Three years after her last relationship ended, she hadn’t felt any great urge to revisit that perspective.

      Until tonight.

      Keenly aware of Rocco’s every muscle shift, Jess touched him slowly, deliberately. It helped the group see what she was doing, of course. But at the same time, it felt so good, stirring to life a hot desire that she hadn’t experienced in… hell. Had she ever experienced this kind of pull?

      “Next is petrissage, which is the kneading massage.” She narrated the movements lightly, hoping her voice didn’t betray what she was feeling. Hoping her fingers didn’t betray her and take unnecessary liberties with the man seated in front of her. Did he have any idea how much she wanted to touch more of him? Her breath caught in her throat and she had to clear it before speaking again. “This technique involves light squeezing, gripping the muscles and rolling them under your hands.”

      She demonstrated the technique, feeling his muscles twitch in response. She had to stifle the urge to chase that reaction with her fingers in an effort to repeat the effect. Or maybe in an effort to make him feel the same edgy awareness that she did. Of course, that would be madness in a public forum. Especially when the man had been kind enough to volunteer to help her.

      A student nearby cleared her throat before she spoke.

      “It’s difficult to tell how much pressure you’re applying. Do you think we might be able to talk Mr. Vitelli into removing his shirt? Seeing your hands directly on his skin might be more helpful.”

      All the women nodded in tandem. Jessica’s knees buckled just a little at the mere thought of touching Rocco’s naked skin, even though a tray full of scented massage oils waited nearby.

      “We’ve probably detained our guest long enough as it is.” She hoped he would take the hint and sprint his sexy self right out the door before she melted all over him. “I hardly think we can ask him to--”

      Rocco’s hands were already moving over the buttons of his dress shirt, his bow tie hanging loose and undone about his neck.

      “It’s okay,” he returned easily, his movements relaxed despite the soaring temperature of his skin. “I’m finding your workshop informative too.”

      And without another word, his white cotton dress shirt slithered off his shoulders. He laid the fabric over his lap, out of her way, leaving Jessica facing the bronzed expanse of wide shoulders and taut sinew. From somewhere in the room, a dreamy feminine sigh seemed to encapsulate her thoughts completely.

      “Maybe a little massage oil?” Ingrid prompted, passing her a bottle of vanilla honeysuckle blend. “It highlights the muscle groups, you know.”

      The wicked grin on the woman’s face assured Jessica she was loving every second of class so far. Just what Jessica had wanted when she’d devised this idea of bringing a man into the seminar. But she’d gotten so much more than bargained for in the person of Rocco Vitelli. Her pulse skipped and throbbed erratically.

      Working up her courage, she squirted some oil between her palms and rubbed them together for warmth. The scent filled the air as she lifted her hands to touch him again. Forcing her fingers onto his back, she braced herself for the rush of pleasure all over again. She told herself it probably didn’t have anything to do with the man himself. More likely, her body was just responding to him this way because she was in a controlled, safe environment. Of course there was no sensual anxiety for her here, in a suite surrounded by other woman where nothing could go wrong or get out of hand.

      That had to be why her libido had decided to flex its long-dormant interests.

      With this litany of rationalizations circling in her brain, Jess circled Rocco’s deeply tanned skin. Her heart pounded so hard she feared the whole class would see the palpitations since her camisole didn’t exactly provide extensive coverage.

      “This is the friction touch.” She demonstrated briefly to minimize the sweet torment of caressing him. “And now we’ll learn the vibration touch.”

      Scavenging up her auto-pilot teaching mode to take over, Jessica’s lips moved, spouting out her lesson. But in her head, she continued to linger on the idea of a vibration touch.

      Never in her life had she found a need for the battery-operated toys some women used to find pleasure. But after tonight, she would seriously investigate something to provide her with a private vibration touch ASAP. Something about touching Rocco Vitelli had made her realize she would need to find a way to take the sexual edge off her thoughts or she might never think straight again.
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        * * *

      

      Warding off pleasure wasn’t all that different from warding off pain. Rocco had to mentally travel somewhere else in order to withstand the experience. But the longer Jessica Winslow touched him, the tougher time he had removing himself from the physical here and now.

      For starters, Jessica’s hands proved as seductive as her charm had been to his father. Rocco fell deeper under their spell the longer she talked, the longer she worked her deft fingers over his skin. Interestingly, the seduction didn’t come from her obvious assets. She didn’t employ tactics like grazing her breasts against his back. In that much, at least, she seemed every inch the professional, sticking to her topic and using her professed techniques to the letter.

      There was something honest in that at least. No matter what Jessica’s financial picture might be, she hadn’t tried to make a buck off scamming the women in her seminar. She obviously embraced the principles she taught in this workshop by the way she kept the class on track.

      Not once in the half hour—he glanced at the clock—no, forty-five minutes that he’d been here had Jessica rested her fingers or deviated from what he suspected was a well-rehearsed lecture. There’d been that interesting moment where she seemed to have lost her place in the talk, a moment when he almost thought that she’d been distracted by him. But after that one charged look between them, she seemed to have retreated to all business, the same way he had. She gave her students more information than they’d ever retain.

      “Ladies, this is a good touch to use on your man’s thigh.” Jessica’s words suddenly blasted their way into his consciousness, wrenching him back to the moment before he could steel himself for the impact.

      A couple of the lecture attendees asked her some follow up questions about that statement, but Rocco’s brain kept envisioning Jessica applying her skillful hands to his naked legs. Instead, she settled for pointing out the quadriceps muscle group on his leg, her fingers never actually coming in contact with him as she differentiated the positioning of the various muscle components. But she bent close while demonstrating, the scent of her fruity shampoo wafting beneath his nose as an auburn tendril brushed her cheek while she spoke.

      The shift in her position, and the fact that he could see too much of her bare skin in the red camisole that had been hiding under the conservative black suit jacket, had him completely off his game. The detachment that had been easy enough for him at the beginning of the seminar suddenly vanished. While she pantomimed touching him with light caresses in quick, upward movements, his brain promptly supplied what that might feel like if her hands were on his bare skin. If he had her all to himself.

      Thankful for his foresight in relocating his shirt to his lap after he removed it, Rocco’s blood surged south like a rogue wave.

      “What do you think, Rocco?” Jessica leaned down into his field of vision, half bending around his shoulders to make eye contact. “The question was which touch did you find most effective for relaxation and which for erotic purposes?”

      For a minute, the words sounded like Greek since the only language he wanted to speak was physical. He was more interested in making this woman sigh with pleasure and call out his name. He wanted to see how fast he could get her naked and have her on the chaise underneath him.

      Except that he wasn’t here to indulge himself. He was here to investigate Jessica’s character. Test the legitimacy of her business and see if it seemed to generate enough income to finance her automobile.

      Hell.

      “The first touches were the most relaxing.” He managed, voice raspy. Either that or he’d had the most control early in the evening. “I think the styles of massage increased in, uh—firepower—as we went. Perhaps Jessica designed the program that way intentionally.”

      “And what about the scent?” Another student pressed. “How did vanilla honeysuckle strike you?”

      Like a freaking thunderbolt? He forced his gaze toward the windows and tried thinking about the Pacific outside even though it was too dark to see now. Memories of being in that water—the hell that he’d gone through—helped cool him off.

      “Good.” He nodded absently. “Definitely a good scent.”

      He looked to Jessica, mostly to take some of the scrutiny off him. But that was a mistake, his thoughts shifting back to how hot she looked in the red camisole, and what all that hair of hers would look like if she took it down.

      “Where’s everyone going?” He blinked his way through the turned-on state as he noticed two of the women disappearing into the connected suite.

      “We’ve finished the massage portion of the retreat.” Jessica’s hand slowed on his back, her fingernails scratching lightly over his skin before coming to rest in the center of his shoulders. “A few of the women had dinner reservations downstairs they didn’t want to miss, but I know they all appreciated your willingness to sit in for the demonstration.”

      The remaining women in the room zipped purses and jingled keys. Some moved toward the door while others checked cell phones and made calls.

      “Don’t fool yourself, hon.” One of the women on a phone paused in her conversation to call over to Jessica. “Those women are lighting out of here to look for men to try out those massage moves for themselves. You got this class so hot and bothered I don’t think anyone can face the idea of going back to their hotel rooms alone.”

      “There are plenty of tips for you though, Rocco.” The dark-haired woman who’d invited him in originally gestured to a bar glass full of cash. “We didn’t want you to sacrifice any income on our behalf.”

      Ah crap. He’d wanted to assess Jessica Winslow’s potential as a scam artist and yet the presence of the overflowing tip jar made him feel like the one doing the scamming.

      “The pleasure was all mine.” He’d fork over the cash to the waiter who’d brought the appetizers halfway through the class. “But thanks.”

      The woman stepped out of the room with her friend the silent blonde, leaving Rocco alone with his masseuse and no witnesses for all the accusations he was about to make.

      As soon as he shook off this sexual spell she’d kneaded into his skin with her addictive fingertips.

      “Thank you for coming tonight, Rocco.” Jessica stepped back from him abruptly and reached for her suit jacket, almost as if she was nervous around him. But that couldn’t be. She didn’t have a clue about his real identity or his motive for being here.

      What was that all about?

      And moreover, how could he report back to his father on Jessica’s financial standing when he hadn’t done much investigating tonight beyond finding out the woman possessed the most talented hands imaginable? Had he gone to all the trouble to drive into San Diego and remember all he’d left behind on Coronado Island tonight only to go home with an Escalade and a damned inconvenient hard-on to show for it?

      He hadn’t become a repo man for the fun of it. He’d done it to help out his father’s business that had been failing even six months ago. So he’d damn well do his job tonight, even if it meant confronting Jessica to find out the truth.

      His plan for the night might have been delayed, but it was far from over.

      “I didn’t come here just to work at your retreat.” He needed to remind himself of the fact since he’d gotten entirely too caught up in everything Jessica was selling.

      “Really?” Her eyes widened as she shrugged into her conservative black jacket and covered up the fire-engine red camisole. “You came here for something else?”

      She tipped her head sideways, her eyes wide as her fingers froze above the unfastened jacket buttons, her silver bracelet jingling gently.

      And then she took a step toward him. The moment seemed surreal after she’d been so careful to keep physical distance during the massage. Her hands might have been turning him inside out with expert touches, but she hadn’t ever stepped over the line into sexual teasing or flirtation, even though the chemistry between them had been as irrefutable as the heat still rolling off his body and the jump in his pulse whenever she touched him. She sank to sit beside him on the chaise, her hip just inches from his.

      “I came here to--” He halted as he noticed her expression.

      There was an openness about it, a soft sort of yearning was so palpable it seemed almost innocent. Her gaze flicked down to his mouth, her pupils dilated.

      She wanted him.

      “Yes?” she prodded, nipping her lip and spinning her silver bracelet around one wrist while she waited for him to explain why else he came to the workshop.

      The lack of guile in her eyes drew him in. Or maybe he was just still revved up from the massage. But he found himself wondering if she was more innocent than he’d believed. Could she have gotten in overhead with her credit because she’d somehow fallen on hard times? The memory of the shoe polish covering scuff marks on her heels nipped at his brain. The need to find out the truth weighed on him, forcing him to wait a little longer. To see what else he might learn about her.

      Then again, maybe he just craved an excuse to taste her. Because with her scent swirling around him and the memory of her touch crowding his brain, he couldn’t imagine ignoring this chance to test the softness of her lips. To maybe sift his fingers through all that gorgeous cinnamon colored hair. To let her know how much her touch had affected him.

      So he slid his hand around the back of her neck to steady her and drew her closer. Her eyelids fell to half-mast, then drifted closed.

      Damning the consequences, he pulled Jessica to him and kissed her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      The effect proved more potent than alcohol.

      Jessica didn’t need that cabernet she’d longed for before the workshop. Rocco’s kiss made her head spin and she swore she levitated right off the chaise. The soaring sweetness soothed any hesitation she’d had about sitting here next to him in the first place.

      She’d been right to want this.

      She needed this.

      For too long she’d shied away from intimacy. First out of fear. And later out of fear of disappointment that she’d studied sensuality in every conceivable form and still wouldn’t be able to relax and let go.

      But this kiss told her that had been totally unfounded. Nothing about Rocco disappointed. He tasted as good as he felt, his lips covering hers with a gentleness that stunned her coming from such a powerful man.

      Heat fanned high inside her. His mouth moved over hers with a skill that turned her inside out. He tilted her chin up, adjusted some kind of angle, and her mouth opened to him without any conscious decision on her part.

      His tongue stroked hers, and she melted into him, the seductive feel of him coaxing a sigh from deep in her throat. She could have kissed him for hours, and she wished she could stop every clock for a night to savor every conceivable nuance of this shivery sweetness. As it was, sensations bombarded her, dragging her into a sea so thick with sensual longing she couldn’t imagine how she would ever surface.

      “Jessica.” He whispered her name over her lips between kisses and seemed to urge her body toward him.

      Not until then did she realize how perfectly still she sat beside him, only daring to give up her mouth to this man. Old habits were hard to break, but heaven help her, she could see herself making a good dent in her hang-ups with Rocco.

      Inching closer to him, she followed the soft pressure of his hand sliding down her shoulder to the small of her back as he guided her. Her left breast was the first part of her to make contact with him and she halted for just a second, testing the feel of it and discovering the contact lit up her insides. Pleasure coursed through her, flooding every nerve ending and urging her to seal her whole body against the strong, fiery heat of his.

      All of it was new to her. The immersion in the joy of it. The sense of wanting the kiss to go on forever. She’d always been painfully aware of every encounter she’d ever had with a man, second guessing every awkward moment, her mind working feverishly to view it from all angles and anticipate trouble.

      Yet Rocco Vitelli drew her down onto the chaise lounge with him like they were a matched pair. His touch was gentle, almost reverent, and had made no attempt to roll her beneath him. Most of all, he kept on kissing her, and that was a revelation. His mouth seemed to unlock her, loosening her limbs and sending warmth coursing through her veins. Now, laying by his side, she had access to his bare chest since he’d never put his shirt on.

      At almost the same moment she laid a hand on his side, he speared his fingers beneath the jacket she’d never buttoned. He molded her waist in the silky camisole, his hands skimming up her side until he cupped the undersides of her breasts.

      Oh.

      The feather light touch had impossibly devastating consequences. She wore nothing beneath the camisole, the silky fabric providing her last line of defense against the touch that would conquer her completely. She knew it from the way her nipples beaded in anticipation.

      He broke the kiss to study her, his blue eyes dark as a turbulent sea. She fell into that swirling chaos, her breath dragging through her lungs with labored effort.

      How could she have worked so hard for years to rid herself of sexual hang-ups, while this man could stride into her life and swipe them away with one incredible kiss?

      His thumb stretched above the lace of her camisole to tease the bare skin of her exposed cleavage, his caress patient and thorough. She breathed in his scent, clean and spicy at the same time. The light from the flickering candelabra cast his face in shadows that alternated with a golden warmth.

      She wanted this, wanted him, with a hunger that shocked her. Her whole body trembled in breathless anticipation for what would come next. She wanted to be naked with him, burning with him, following this inferno wherever it would lead.

      “Damn it.”

      He swore softly as his hands vanished from her body with no forewarning.

      “What?” Confused, she tried to read his expression. “I bet there are condoms at the gift store.”

      She’d shop personally if he wanted her to. She wouldn’t let anything come between her and⁠—

      “No.” He shifted positions, sitting up on the chaise until his feet hit the floor at one end. “I didn’t mean for that to happen.”

      Confusion swirled through her brain as she tried to make sense of what he was saying.

      “But I wanted you, too.” And wasn’t mutual consent a beautiful thing? She knew what she’d been feeling hadn’t been one sided. “I’ve never felt like--”

      “Don’t.” He swung on her, that one word a barked command. “Just—don’t.”

      He turned away from her to reach for his shirt and all the frustration and anger she’d ever felt about intimacy suddenly simmered hot in her veins. How come sex could never work out for her? She thought she’d been so close this time. After years of awkwardness, the therapy, and effort to get her head on straight about sex, kissing Rocco had been the most physically transporting experience of her whole life. And he had to turn away from her like nothing had ever happened.

      “I don’t understand.” She lifted up off the chaise to stand, the tremors of desire that had lit her insides just a moment ago turning to resentment and more than a little embarrassment. “If I did something wrong I deserve to know.”

      No matter if that proved even more embarrassing. She refused to be kept in the dark over what had gone off course this time. She’d battled too hard for some semblance of sexual well-being to let this guy tear her down.

      Standing, he buttoned his shirt as they faced off across the chaise.

      “You want to know what went wrong?” He scooped his tie off the floor and wrapped it around the neck of his half open shirt.

      “Please.” Her whole body vibrated with thwarted longing, her cheeks flaming hot along with every other square inch of her skin.

      “I’m not a waiter.”

      Did he think she would care about his career? Was he embarrassed of his job or his past?

      “It doesn’t matter to me what you do for a living.” Heaven knew, she hadn’t exactly strolled out of a middle-class upbringing. She’d gone to be hungry too many times as a child to ever disrespect what someone did to earn a living. She would have given anything for her father to have held down a job for more than a few weeks at a time. Maybe she wouldn’t have ended up in foster care.

      Maybe she wouldn’t have ended up sexually abused because no one was there to help her navigate the confusing waters of teenage relationships.

      “You don’t understand. I’m a recovery agent.”

      “A what?” She was still trying to figure out what his job had to do with not wanting her.

      “A repo man.”

      The words possessed a sting she hadn’t expected. But there had been a time when recovery agents, as he called them, held a hell of a lot of power over her life thanks to her derelict parents.

      But not anymore.

      She waited for him to explain himself, her gut twisting with a new foreboding.

      “I came here tonight to tell you that you’re going to be in a world of trouble for scamming an old man into giving you a car loan you had no intention of paying off.” His eyes turned icy blue again. “I came to call you out for being a con artist.”
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        * * *

      

      He’d envisioned this moment in his head more than a few times. He’d played it over and over since learning the father who’d raised him single handedly was in financial trouble and that Jessica’s ploy might be the straw to break the camel’s back.

      But not once had he envisioned the sputtering disbelief—no, make that fury—on her face.

      “What kind of sick joke is this?” She trembled with anger, her shoulders shaking with it. Her messy updo listed sideways, the stick that had been holding it tilting at an odd angle.

      Seeing her so upset made him wondered if he could be missing some piece of the puzzle. She didn’t seem like the kind of woman to play an old man’s sympathies, but he’d seen the video footage of her sweet talking his dad into a vehicle.

      “It’s the truth. I’m here to repossess the Escalade, but I wanted you to know that you hurt real people when you pull stunts like this.” He reached in his pants for his business license, regretting he’d let things get so far out of hand. He’d overestimated his willpower when he allowed her to massage him, a mistake that had made it impossible not to kiss her.

      Touching Jessica had been a bad idea. His blood still pounded so heavy through his veins he swore he could hear a percussion section jamming in his head.

      “Of course it’s a joke,” she spat back at him, yanking the chopstick device out of her hair until the auburn waves tumbled freely to her bounce on her shoulders. “Either that or you’re the sorriest excuse for a repo man I’ve ever met. I have been paying bills for months. For that matter, I have the most recent statement in my vehicle. We can retrieve it when I let the security guards all over this hotel know that you’ve been harassing me.”

      “A statement doesn’t prove anything.” No doubt she had a house full of bills if she defaulted on her loans. “I’d need proof of payment. And the finance company shows none because you’re in default.”

      “I haven’t even received a late notice.” Her voice pitched higher, her frustration level revving up fast for someone he’d suspected of being a smooth operator. From the surveillance video he’d suspected her game would be tight.

      But right now she didn’t appear to have much experience scamming anyone. Damn it, he’d approached this thing all wrong by confronting her. He was better at covert operations, staying behind the scenes and only moving in at night under the cover of dark. It was a strength he’d carried into the repo business. Why couldn’t he have stuck with what he did best?

      The answer came to him instantly. He’d messed up because this had been personal. His father had been stressed and Rocco had wanted to clear it all up as fast as possible.

      “Look. I started this off on the wrong foot.” He’d been an idiot to kiss her, even if he couldn’t quite regret it. “I planned to come in here and get a feel for what kind of person you are--”

      The whole situation sounded ludicrous, all the more so because he’d let himself touch her. Taste her. Want her in spite of everything.

      “If you had dared to make any false accusations in front of my hard-earned clients, I would have sued your sorry ass for everything you’re worth.” She stomped across the floor to retrieve his white jacket and tossed it at him. “In fact, why don’t you give me the name of your company and your supervisor, and I’ll make sure that person knows how close they are to a lawsuit?”

      A thread of unease tickled his instincts. Either she was a hell of an actress, or he’d overlooked something.

      “I saw you on the surveillance video from my father’s dealership.” He spoke more to himself than her, going over the evidence in his mind.

      But what did he really see? A black and white image of a woman who looked like Jessica from a foot or two above eye level. A woman with her body and her hair. Her name. And of course, her car.

      A car he hadn’t personally laid eyes on yet.

      Ah shit. All at once it occurred to him that after his preliminary viewing of the footage, he’d handed the case to his new assistant investigator to do the leg work since Rocco had wanted to move on it quickly and he’d been tied up with other business. Could the guy have overlooked something obvious?

      “I’m waiting.” She seemed to have ignored what he said, instead retrieving the pad of hotel stationery from a small desk. She stood with pen poised above the paper.

      Frustration hummed like a deerfly around his head at the possibility that someone he’d hired hadn’t done their job. That he hadn’t done his job, since that’s where the buck stopped since he owned the company. In the Navy, his buddies backed him up. In the outside world, good back-up wasn’t a given. Yet another aspect of how his new life sucked.

      “I need to check some things.” He set his jacket back down on the chaise, knowing he couldn’t rest until he saw some proof of Jessica’s alleged fraud for himself. “Is your vehicle on the premises?”

      “Excuse me?” The glare she sent him could have withered a lesser man. “I’m the one entitled to information here, and I’ll be damned if I let you wiggle your way out it.”

      Okay, he resented the image of himself wiggling. If he’d messed up, he’d fix it.

      “I work for myself. I’m the company. You can sue me.” He removed a business card from his wallet and slapped it on the mini bar. “Now assuming you drove the Escalade here, I’m going to check my paperwork and the SUV to see if you have a legitimate beef before we take this discussion any further.”

      He had an extra set of keys in his pocket. He didn’t need her permission to check out a vehicle he was here to take into custody anyway.

      He’d pull the paperwork and go over it himself, needing to see with his own eyes if something had been missed. He’d hired help because he’d been inundated with work the last three months. So far, the guy had done all right, but this would be one hell of a screw up. Especially since he’d gone out of his way to give Jessica Winslow a hard time.

      “Where do you think you’re going?” Jessica had set down her pen and paper before following him into the quiet corridor. “You’re not touching my vehicle without my permission.”

      “You can sue me for that, too. First I’m going to check the VIN find out if there’s been some kind of mistake and we’ve got the wrong vehicle.”

      He’d owe her one monster of an apology if that was the case. Except he’d seen the security video of her buying the car. Even the woman’s mannerisms were the same, right down to a little habit she had of spinning her bracelet around her wrist.

      “Of course you’re wrong.” She hastened her step, her curves jiggling enticingly with the effort.

      Why the hell couldn’t he keep his eyes in his head around her?

      He pushed the elevator button to go down to the main floor, intrigued in spite of himself at how quickly she’d transformed from a reserved professional to a hot-blooded kisser and then to a spitting mad woman as tough as any debtor who’d ever chased his tow truck into the night.

      Now, she gave him a wary glance before stepping into the elevator with him. Folding her arms, she managed to cover only a small portion of her considerable personal assets.

      “So what’s a vin and why didn’t you look at it before you attempted to humiliate a tax-paying entrepreneur struggling to make ends meet?”

      “The vehicle id number.” The elevator door opened, and he stepped off onto the main floor of the famous Victorian era hotel. “And I didn’t try to humiliate you.”

      But no doubt he’d gone to extremes with her because he’d been stressed about his father’s health for months. He felt defensive of his dad.

      The exit was mere steps away and he plowed through it, slowing only once to hold the door for Jessica. As much as he hated to be wrong in life, this was one time when he sincerely hoped he’d screwed up. He didn’t want this woman to be a scam artist.

      The attraction he’d felt for her had been strong. Immediate. Undeniable. He didn’t like the idea of being swayed by someone totally lacking in scruples.

      Again.

      “It’s over there.” Jessica pointed out the vehicle spit-shined to gleaming perfection before she smiled at a security guard striding through the parking lot. “And I’m only following you to gloat about this when you find out you’re wrong.”

      Her high heels tapped a fast pace, making him realize she needed to take two steps to his one to keep up.

      “If I’m wrong--” He dug the paperwork on the vehicle out of his wallet and unfolded them. “You’re going to have too many new problems to worry about to spend time gloating.”

      The tap, tap of her high heels slowed. Stopped.

      “What do you mean?” She leaned over the hood with him. Her scent, orange blossoms maybe, rode the breeze off the ocean, winding around him as he compared the digits on the paper to the ones under the windshield.

      They didn’t match.

      He cursed himself for a mistake he had no business making. Still, he hadn’t been kidding about this situation only getting more difficult for Jessica.

      “You’re right,” he conceded, looking her in the eye. “This is not the vehicle in default in your name.”

      Could she have a second one? Damn it, he’d seen her on that security video.

      “I told you.” She frowned, however. “And I don’t care for you still suggesting I’m in default when you’ve just admitted this is not the vehicle you’re here to repossess.”

      “Jessica, you’re still on the hook as far as the loan company.” He shook his head, unsure where the snafu could be. “If you really don’t have another black Escalade somewhere that you’re in default on, then you’ve got a
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