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        The Redhead with the Gun Won’t be Denied

      

      

      
        
        Jennifer McKenzie Delgado along with her cousins own the fourth generation of Lipstick and Lead. Together, they are determined their business of bounty hunting will continue. The problem is they hold a million-dollar bond on a bail jumper who is nowhere to be found. With the bond in default, they have ten days before the money is due and they lose the company. 

      

        

      
        Once again, Carson Lopez is mistaken for his criminal twin, Christopher, but this time by a beautiful, sexy, bounty hunter. Also searching for his sibling, he wants answers why his brother is killing off Family members. With Jennifer posing as his girlfriend, Carson flies to Vegas to confront his brother.

      

        

      
        When she becomes the target of the hit man, it’s all Carson can do to keep the redhead from being the bull’s eye. But with her company on the line, Jennifer will take any risk to get her man. Including losing the one she’s come to love to organized crime.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Chapter 35

      

      
        Chapter 36

      

      
        Chapter 37

      

      
        Chapter 38

      

      
        Chapter 39

      

      
        Chapter 40

      

      
        Chapter 41

      

      
        Chapter 42

      

      
        Chapter 43

      

      
        Chapter 44

      

      
        Chapter 45

      

      
        Chapter 46

      

      
        Chapter 47

      

      
        Chapter 48

      

      
        Blurb

      

      
        Chapter 49

      

      
        Chapter 50

      

      
        Chapter 51

      

      
        Chapter 52

      

      
        Chapter 53

      

      
        Chapter 54

      

      
        Chapter 55

      

      
        Chapter 56

      

      
        Chapter 57

      

      
        Chapter 58

      

      
        Chapter 59

      

      
        Chapter 60

      

      
        Chapter 61

      

      
        Chapter 62

      

      
        Chapter 63

      

      
        Chapter 64

      

      
        Chapter 65

      

      
        Chapter 66

      

      
        Chapter 67

      

      
        Chapter 68

      

      
        Chapter 69

      

      
        Chapter 70

      

      
        Chapter 71

      

      
        Chapter 72

      

      
        Chapter 73

      

      
        Chapter 74

      

      
        Chapter 75

      

      
        Chapter 76

      

      
        Chapter 77

      

      
        Chapter 78

      

      
        Chapter 79

      

      
        Chapter 80

      

      
        Chapter 81

      

      
        Chapter 82

      

      
        Chapter 83

      

      
        Chapter 84

      

      
        Chapter 85

      

      
        Chapter 86

      

      
        Chapter 87

      

      
        Chapter 88

      

      
        Chapter 89

      

      
        Chapter 90

      

      
        Chapter 91

      

      
        Copyright

      

      
        Blurb

      

      
        Chapter 92

      

      
        Chapter 93

      

      
        Chapter 94

      

      
        Chapter 95

      

      
        Chapter 96

      

      
        Chapter 97

      

      
        Chapter 98

      

      
        Chapter 99

      

      
        Chapter 100

      

      
        Chapter 101

      

      
        Chapter 102

      

      
        Chapter 103

      

      
        Chapter 104

      

      
        Chapter 105

      

      
        Chapter 106

      

      
        Chapter 107

      

      
        Chapter 108

      

      
        Chapter 109

      

      
        Chapter 110

      

      
        Chapter 111

      

      
        Chapter 112

      

      
        Chapter 113

      

      
        Chapter 114

      

      
        Chapter 115

      

      
        Chapter 116

      

      
        Chapter 117

      

      
        Chapter 118

      

      
        Chapter 119

      

      
        Chapter 120

      

      
        Chapter 121

      

      
        Chapter 122

      

      
        Chapter 123

      

      
        Chapter 124

      

      
        Chapter 125

      

      
        Chapter 126

      

      
        Chapter 127

      

      
        Chapter 128

      

      
        Chapter 129

      

      
        Chapter 130

      

      
        Chapter 131

      

      
        Chapter 132

      

      
        Chapter 133

      

      
        Chapter 134

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 135

      

      
        Secrets of a Summer Place

      

      
        Also By

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Pushing a short stem down, Jennifer McKenzie Delgado brushed back her long auburn hair and picked up her binoculars. She adjusted the lenses until she could see the crisp, sharp image of the interior of the house. Staring at the Mcmansion. Crime paid well. 

      Movement inside the house caught her attention. Peering in the windows, she saw the man she had followed. Dressed in designer slacks, he shoved keys, a billfold, and a money clip into his pockets. 

      When she’d crawled up the large elm tree, the branch seemed the perfect location to observe her perp until an ant strolled across her arm. Now, not so much. Hopefully in the next five minutes, he would leave, and she'd nab him. 

      After following him for over a week and gazing at his photo, she knew she needed to find a life outside of work. For a criminal, the man's muscled body, ebony hair, and large brown eyes, would catch the attention of any woman, including her. For the last three years, she had worked for the family business and forgotten what dating was all about. 

      The memory of a man's caress. Now was not the time to remember. 

      With a flick of her penlight, she let her partner know he was about to leave. 

      Wanted for theft, robbery, and money laundering for the Lopez crime cartel, the man hadn't shown up for his court date. 

      From all appearances, his life of corruption paid well. Living in the richest suburb near downtown Dallas, his business seemed to fly under the radar until an audit and subsequent arrest.

      A dog howled in the distance, and she wished the man would leave. Security in this neighborhood was high, and she didn't need or want to run into a trigger-happy rent a cop. 

      Finally, he strolled out the door and hurried down the steps, his dark hair expertly combed, his clothes of the finest cloth, looking like a cover model. His appearance reeked of the million dollars she was on the hook for. Yet he missed his court date and skipped out on his bond. 

      Odd which criminals decided to make a run for it. Why would he be here at his home acting like no one hunted for him? Why did this seem too easy?

      In practiced stealth mode, she dropped like a silent fighting machine from the tree and landed on top of him, knocking him to the ground.

      "What the hell," he mumbled underneath her. 

      "Christopher Lopez." She wrestled him to his stomach. Suddenly, he flipped and took her with him, pinning her beneath him. All those muscles in his legs were sitting snug in just the right place.

      "Son of a bitch," she screamed. "Get off me."

      This wasn't going well, at all. 

      "Who are you?" he asked, his face contorted with rage. 

      Brittany McKenzie, her cousin, a former Army Ranger, grabbed his arm and twisted it behind his back and slipped the plastic ties around his wrist. 

      When Jennifer seized his other wrist, he plopped forward on her body. They were face to face. His brown eyes flashing with anger. Her breasts crushed beneath his chest, her girls screaming the hallelujah chorus in six-part harmony.

      With his full weight on top of her, she could hardly breathe. Yet, she managed to spit the words out "You're under arrest for skipping bail."

      Adrenaline rushed through her, headier than any illegal drug. The excitement, the danger, this was what made her love her job. The pounding of her heart and the rush of blood through her veins was almost as good as sex. Only more dangerous.

      Currently, the two of them were experiencing a moment with their clothes on. A moment that dragged on into forever. 

      A sigh escaped him. "You've got the wrong man. I'm Carson Lopez."

      "And I'm Meghan Markle. Now stand or be tased."

      "Christopher is my twin brother," he said.

      Her partner tried to yank him off her. "Jeez, you're a big one. On your hands and knees. Now, slowly rise. If you make any sudden moves, I'll be happy to tase the shit out of you."

      "All right," he said. "But I'm not who you're looking for."

      "They all say that," Jennifer said as he rose. At the moment, her lady bits were singing the blues. Once again, they'd been denied.

      Brittany pulled out her folder of paperwork she always managed to stuff down the backside of her pants. No matter how hard she blocked her thoughts, she worried about where those documents had been. As she rifled through the file, she located his mug shot. "That's him."

      The man cursed. "Listen to me. Check your information again. I have a twin brother. Christopher is the evil twin. I'm just the wicked one."

      "What's the difference?" she said. "Seems to me they're both about the same."

      Shaking his head, he stared at her in the darkness. "Are you that naive? Evil is just mean. Wicked is a touch of adventure with a splash of naughty. And I like naughty."

      Oh, dear, how did she react to that especially after it felt like they had sex with their clothes on. "Don't worry, I arrest wicked and naughty."

      Oh, how she would like to participate in misbehavior with this guy. Only problem--he was a criminal, and she was a bounty hunter. He was off limits. 

      A deep breath escaped her as Jennifer grabbed his handcuffs and pushed him toward her car. "Time to visit the nice men at the precinct. We're going to verify who you are."

      "Check my wallet. You'll find my driver's license there. Come on, I have a very important meeting and if I miss it, I could be out millions."

      Did he think she cared? She had her own worries. 

      "If I let you go and you're the evil twin, then I'm out a million dollars. Suck it up, twinkle toes. You're going to jail."

      "You tell him, Jenn," Brittany said. "He's the one."

      A quick glance confirmed she didn't have any sympathy for the criminal. "Missing out on a million-dollar deal doesn't appear it would hurt you much. It would devastate my business."

      The man growled. "Let me go and I won't press charges."

      Now that brought a chuckle from her. 

      "Oh, I'm scared. Besides, your designer slacks have grass stains on them. No socialite will want to be seen with a man who has stained pants."

      With a growl, he said, "I'm Carson, not Christopher." 

      "Shut up, you're going downtown to the pokey."

      With a sigh, he shook his head. "All right. But I warned you."

      "Now, let's go. Too bad you're going to miss your date. She's probably a gorgeous blonde you planned on taking home tonight."

      The man turned and gazed at her. "No, it's the CEO of a major corporation. I'm an architect. I design buildings, not cook the books for a crime family. And you're wrong. I prefer redheads like you."

      A trickle of awareness rippled through her, and she knew it was time to end this. 

      "Not to worry, I don't date criminals, but I do like naughty."

      Jennifer had a lousy feeling about this, and it didn't help the man's cocky attitude irritated the hell out of her. The only thing that could make this situation worse was if they really had the wrong brother. If that was true, their company was still on the hook for a million. Frickin. Bucks. 

      The family business had been around for three generations. No way would Lipstick and Lead Bounty Hunters tank on her watch. No, he had to be Christopher Lopez, because if he was not the right twin, then they had to find the other man quickly. 

      First things first. "Come on, pretty boy, let's go."
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      Carson Lopez looked around at the busy precinct and wondered when his life would stop being involved with crime. Bile rose in his throat, gripping his chest. All his life he tried to outrun his heritage, and like a plague, the family name followed him everywhere. 

      How many times had he been to this jail, not because of crimes he committed, but relatives? 

      Uniformed police moved prisoners from one area to another. Some men looked like they'd been in fights, some were drunk, and many appeared defeated. 

      Theirs was the life of people his family harmed that he could not face every day. But no matter how far he ran, the more crime seemed to pursue him. 

      A grin spread across his face at the man on duty, recognizing him from previous visits. "Hey, George, how's it going?"

      The smell of unwashed bodies and the stench of vomit with a dose of Lysol reached his nose. Jails were dirty. 

      "What the hell are you doing here?" he asked and then glanced at the beautiful woman who had landed on him. For a moment, he’d enjoyed the feel of her breasts crushed beneath him, the way her body contoured to his. The aroma of a musky perfume reminded him of sleepless nights. 

      "This woman is taking me out tonight and this is her choice of venues." He grinned. "She must be kind of kinky since she slapped these ties around my wrists."

      Turning, he gave her his best cocky smile beaming at her. The woman was about to be faced with the hard facts of reality, and he was going to enjoy every minute of her embarrassment. 

      "Christopher Lopez wanted for breaking his bail," she said, ignoring him. 

      "Did you check his wallet," the man in uniform said, his gruff voice ricocheting through the room, his gaze dark enough to frighten small children.

      Jennifer shoved him toward the man. "No, he's Christopher Lopez, and he broke bail."

      The man behind the counter shook his head, his eyes darkening. "Miss Delgado, let me be perfectly clear. You may be a bounty hunter, you may be a private investigator, but don't come in here wasting my time. Do your job. Now look in his damn wallet."

      Carson turned and smile at her. "Honey, it's deep in my front pocket." He winked at her. "Be careful and don't touch the jewels."

      Her eyes narrowed, and he could tell she really wanted to smack him but controlled herself. She shoved her hand into his pocket and deliberately brushed against his junk roughly. Oh, the woman was cocky, and he liked a woman with attitude. 

      When she pulled his black leather wallet out, she thumbed through until she found his driver’s license. The grim set of her lips let him know she'd discovered the truth. Leaning toward her, he whispered, "Told you so, but you wouldn't listen."

      Like a lightning flash, her eyes sizzled as they stared at him. 

      "Shut up," she told him and turned and glared at Brittany, the blonde who accompanied her. What in the world were these two women doing being bounty hunters? What had driven them to this profession?

      "Carson Lopez. And he lives at the house we just took him from," she said, shaking her head. 

      "You've wasted his time and my time," the sergeant said. "Now get the hell out of my precinct before I let you tour the inside of the jail.”

      Oh, George must be having a rough night as he scolded her. It was all Carson could do to keep from laughing out loud. 

      With a sigh, she stepped behind him and reluctantly undid the plastic ties around his wrists. "That still doesn't mean I'm not searching for your brother," she said, leaning up near his ear. "There's a million dollar bond my company is out if we don't find him in the next ten days."

      He faced her, his gaze slowly sliding down her body. "Honey, seems to me missing out on a million-dollar deal wouldn't hurt you much."

      A low growl emanated from her throat. "If you see your brother, you tell him I'm going to arrest him."

      That would not happen. Two years had passed since he spoke to his brother. Two years of being without his twin but knowing that seeing him again would be like visiting Chernobyl. Dangerous. 

      "We don't speak any longer. But good luck in finding him. Now, since I've missed my date, how about we go to dinner?"

      "When hell freezes over," she said and walked toward the door. 

      George yelled at her, "Get it right next time, Delgado. That's your second mistake this month."

      "Thank you, Sergeant Murphy," she said in a sarcastic tone that made Carson chuckle.

      The bounty hunter had no clue what she was up against. Christopher had indeed cooked the books and now he'd skipped town probably taking family money with him. That million dollars she might as well have tossed into the fireplace for all the chance she had of seeing his brother again. It was why he wouldn't sign for his bail. 

      In fact, he wanted nothing more to do with his twin. 

      The man was indeed evil. 

      The woman had spunk and if only she wasn't searching for Christopher, he would have pursued her. 
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      Jennifer stomped into the office with Brittany on her heels. 

      "Why the hell didn't you know he had a twin?" she asked. "Seems to me that would have been the first thing that popped up on his record."

      "There was nothing in the report about a twin," she responded. "Only the mention that the Lopez family is a major crime syndicate running a casino."

      "Don't you think telling me he was part of a crime family was important?" Jennifer said, thinking Carson belonged to that group of people. That's how the precinct sergeant knew so much about him. As much as she hated, maybe she needed to go back and chat with the police about Carson. Later, after his temper cooled off.

      "Since he was arrested here in Dallas at an accounting firm, I didn't think working for a casino meant much."

      Brittany was the smartest woman she knew, but sometimes she could be clueless. 

      "There are two casinos an hour out of town. Did you ever think he might be involved with one of those?"

      "No, the family casino is in Las Vegas. El Gringo. There's even a strip club."

      So why were their headquarters here and not in Las Vegas?

      "Well, shit the bed," Jennifer said. "What in the hell was our boy doing here?"

      Their office manager at one time in her life must have been a clown since the makeup she wore resembled more of a stage actress. The manager running toward them with a broom in her hand, Jennifer stopped and stared certain at any moment she would put the handle between her legs and begin to fly.

      "Did you see the varmint. I'll be damned if he's going to live."

      They both glanced at each other. "No," Brittany said, taking a step back. 

      "What varmint?" Jennifer asked, wondering if she meant a new criminal or a rodent or just what the woman was doing. Interrupting a very important conversation, Grandma Gina could always be counted on for drama. 

      "There he goes," she said, rushing after a small mouse. She lowered the broom on the animal, who didn't pause but kept running. 

      "Stop, I'm going to kill you," she screamed. 

      A giggle erupted from Jennifer’s open mouth and soon Brittany joined her. The sight of a sixty-year-old woman trying to run in kitten heels, a tight short skirt accentuating her round bottom, was more than she could take. 

      A loud chuckle escaped from her, and her other cousin, Katherine, walked out of her office to watch the spectacle. Gina chased the tiny animal around the room swatting him, cursing and making enough noise to pique the livings’ interest. 

      "Always entertaining here at the office," Brittany said.

      "What is Gina chasing?" Katherine asked. 

      "A mouse," Jennifer replied. 

      Finally, the woman stopped, her breathing ragged, her large bosomed chest rising and falling as she tried to catch her breath. "Score one for you today, but tomorrow, I'll bring in a cat and you won't live long."

      Exasperated, she walked over to the fridge and pulled out four bottles of water. Opening one for herself, she handed each of the girls a bottle. "Ladies, you look hot and sweaty. Not in a good way either."

      "You're looking pretty yourself," Katherine said grinning. They liked to tease Gina and managed to keep her riled about something most of the time. "Your makeup is glistening."

      "No," the woman cried, rushing over to a mirror she kept in her desk. 

      The woman had been with them for several years. While they called her Grandma Gina, she looked more like a retired stripper with her big blonde hair, fake eyelashes, and makeup that would fit a painted doll better than an aging woman. But the woman had a heart of gold that she actively pursued the male species with. 

      "Have you seen Shaggy today?" Jennifer asked, knowing she needed to talk to him about the Lopez crime family. What could he tell her?

      The woman rolled her eyes. "No, he and his flea-bag dog have not come through the door. Why do you keep that boy? He smells like he should be living in Colorado where at least the wacky tobacco is legal."

      Just then the door opened and the long-haired man with gorgeous green eyes and a smile that would tempt many women came in. "Grandma, you complaining about me again?"

      "Never, darling," Gina said as she pinched his cheek. "The things you ordered arrived today."

      "Great, my moonshine making kit is here," he said, and the woman's painted brows raised almost to the heavens. 

      "Whatever for?"

      The man laughed. "What else? To make moonshine."

      Shaking her head, Jennifer gazed at the crew she surrounded herself with. Did they realize how close they were to losing the business? 

      Gina ran the office while Shaggy worked undercover. "Jennifer," he said. "I've got some information on our missing bail. And it ain't good."

      "Where's Zeus?" she asked, wondering where the red-haired dachshund that had a bad habit of biting other dogs on the nose and men in the balls could be hiding.

      "Got sprayed by a skunk. He's at the groomer getting cleaned up."

      "How did he get too close?"

      "We were in the park last night doing some reconnaissance work when up pops this black and white striped kitty. At first, I thought it was a cat, but then suddenly Zeus took off after the animal. The skunk sprayed my dog, and the perp I'd followed all night took off like a frightened rodent being chased by Gina."

      Gina shot him a grimace. With her makeup, her sneer would terrify most people, but he only grinned at her. "How's the mouse situation, Grandma? Who’s winning?"

      "Don't call me grandma and the rat is winning."

      "The girls call you grandma. Why can't I?"

      "The girls are sweet to me. You are a user."

      "That I am, Grandma," he said, putting emphasis on the word she didn't want him to use. The two sparred constantly. 

      Uncle Sam came out of his office. He gave Gina a look. "Could you come help me with my computer. I can't pull the spreadsheet up."

      A sly smile crossed the woman's face, and she winked. "I'll be right there, honey. Just let me settle these kids down."

      "Did you pick up Christopher Lopez?"

      Honey? Any man wearing tight jeans received an endearment. Everyone but Shaggy, and she didn't like the way he smelled or his long hair or his mustache. 

      "No, we captured his twin brother," Jennifer said frustrated. At the moment, she wanted to sit down, go over all the paperwork one more time, and hear what Shaggy had to say before she called it a night. 

      "What the hell? You girls couldn't tell the difference?"

      "Not really," Jennifer said. "They are identical twins."

      The man groaned and went back into his office, slamming the door behind him. 

      A growl escaped from between Jennifer's gritted teeth. "Let him go out and try to find this jerk."

      Uncle Sam opened the entrance to his office. "I heard that."

      Then he slammed the door once again and Jennifer shook her head. 

      "Hey, Grandma, when are you bringing us biscuits and gravy again? For your cooking, I would rise and shine early to taste your biscuits," Shaggy said.

      The sixty-year-old woman gave him a glare that should have sent him running, but instead it only encouraged the man. "If you want, I'll trade you some weed for breakfast."

      "Absolutely not. Wacky tobacky will rot your brain."

      The man grinned, and she turned and huffed back to her desk. 

      This place was a circus with the six of them cooped up in their headquarters. Lipstick and Lead 2.0 and Uncle Sam's Bail Bonds were housed under one roof. They were bounty hunters, bail bondsmen, and private investigators. 

      And they had ten days to save the circus or shut Lipstick and Lead down forever.
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      Carson took an Uber back to his house where he changed his pants and prepared to head out to his meeting when his cell phone rang. 

      "Carson."

      "You've got to get over here right away," the voice wavered. "There's blood and brain matter everywhere."

      "Who is this?" he asked, hearing the panic in the man's tone.

      "Sorry, it's Mike," the man said and instantly Carson recognized his voice. They hadn't spoken in two years and he wondered why he would call him.

      "What's wrong?" he asked, not having a good feeling about this. Mike worked as an accountant for the family business beside his brother Christopher. 

      "Ian is dead," he said. "I've called the police. A single gunshot to the head."

      "Shit," Carson cursed, knowing Christopher probably orchestrated the hit. "Who else knows about this?"

      Could his uncle be involved in this murder? Mike and Carson were once close friends and this call was to warn him. If the family was cleaning out the accountants, Carson wanted no knowledge of the hits.

      If it was Christopher, he still wanted no knowledge of the murders, but he would try to talk some sense into his twin if he could find him.

      "No one, but you and the local cops," he said. 

      "Alert my uncle and tell him what's going on. Maybe he's part of the killing, but make certain he's aware of this."

      Though he hadn't spoken to Uncle Santiago in two years, Carson did everything possible to stay out of family business. 

      "I will. Do you think Christopher did this? Ian turned him in."

      "How would I know. Chris always does his own thing. But if he wants you dead, you're gone."

      Years ago, his brother worked as their hit man, but after college, he moved into the accounting department where he did financial hits. This time he took money rather than lives. Had Christopher returned to his hit man days? 

      Ian had gotten Chris arrested. Along with several others in the Lopez Family Enterprise—the supposed legitimate side of the family. 

      The man sighed in the phone. "I really liked Ian."

      "Me too," Carson said, thinking of the big quiet-mannered man. "His wife and kids, they're okay?"

      "They're in California visiting relatives."

      "Keep me updated," he said and hung up. 

      Could Christopher be covering his tracks? Christopher had to be stopped before he murdered anyone else. But who? And who would help him?

      A red-headed bounty hunter came to mind. The very person who also searched for Christopher. What if they helped each other find his brother?
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      After watching Gina chase the mouse, Jennifer went into her office and sank into her chair. She turned on her aromatherapy, needing a dose of tranquility after this evening. Once again, she looked like a total idiot down at the precinct. Once again, the sergeant had reamed her out for not doing her job properly. 

      And yet the memory of Carson landing on top of her, the feel of his body against hers, refused to leave her mind. The smell of the man, his full lips, his brown eyes gazed at her like he wanted to kiss her. Oh, God, how she ached for him to kiss her. 

      With a sigh, she realized sooner or later she would need to find a man and get laid. Sex and passion and the memory of what it felt like for a man to hold her in his arms was like a wispy cloud zipping across the sky.

      Tonight, she experienced a rush of desire unlike what she remembered. Three years ago in college had been the last time a man's lips covered her own, his arms pulling her in tight, a moan escaping her throat. 

      A knock on her door had her glancing up as Shaggy came in. "You got a minute?"

      "I've got all night," she said dejectedly.

      He grinned. The man sat in the chair across from her and instantly he slouched. Shaggy fit in with the dirt bags he interacted with, making him an excellent detective. 

      "What's that odor?"

      "Tranquility," she said, leaning back and breathing in the scent, closing her eyes for just a moment.

      He started laughing. "Honey, there is no such thing in this office."

      "And your point is?"

      "It’s pure chaos around here most of the time," he said, grinning.

      "Tell me something I don't know."

      "What happened tonight?" he asked.

      A groan escaped her as she gave him the details, leaving out the part about how up close and personal she'd gotten with Carson.

      "Don't worry. The sergeant is being a hard ass on you because he thinks you're green. Soon, he'll back off. Especially when you bring in Christopher."

      "That's the problem. I'm at a loss as to where to look next."

      Now she didn't even trust the paperwork Brittany had pulled because that was for Carson, not Christopher. Back to square one, line one, or the very beginning of this investigation. 

      "Had an interesting chat with a man who belongs to the Lopez crime family. There's some rumblings happening on the inside. From what I learned, Christopher does not like the direction the family is taking, and he's out to change things."

      Sitting back, she thought about what could be going on with that group of people. The brothers weren't speaking. In fact, Carson was clean according to the sergeant.

      "Did you learn anymore?" she asked.

      "No, it doesn't pay to be pushy, but I'll keep my ear to the ground."

      Where would a man like Christopher be hiding?

      "We're in serious financial trouble. This is one bond we should never have done. I'm worried, Shaggy. I don't want to be the generation who loses what has been in my family for well over a hundred years."

      The man reached across the desk and squeezed her arm. "We'll find a way. Don't forget what the women who started this agency said, ‘They always get their man.’"

      "Yes, but what if this is the one time we fail?"

      "You won't," he said, trying to reassure her. 

      But Jennifer wasn't so certain. Right now, she was at a loss as to where to find Christopher Lopez.
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      Yes, it was late. But the lights were still on and Carson needed to talk to the sassy woman who'd tried to arrest him earlier this evening. Besides, he would think a bounty hunter/private investigator worked all hours of the night.

      As he walked into the Lipstick and Lead detective agency, he stared at the sight. A peroxide blonde woman in a tight skirt beat something in the corner with a broom. She paused and sighed. "Merlin, the cat, will be here tomorrow. Your hours are numbered."

      When she turned, he gulped at the amount of makeup on the poor woman's face. The cosmetic clerks must jump for joy when she walks in the door. The woman saw him hovering near the entrance and turned her full attention to him. In her tight skirt and heels, her ruby-red lips smiling holding a broom, she winked at him.

      Was she a witch?

      "Hello, how can I help you, sweetie?" she said, walking toward him, and for a moment, he almost felt afraid of the way she swung her hips back and forth. That could be dangerous for anyone they struck.

      "I'm looking for Jennifer Delgado," he said. 

      Just then a door opened, and the red head strolled out and glared at him. "The answer is still no," she said, her green eyes flashing.

      He grinned and slowly walked toward her, stopping within inches. "What was the question?"

      Jennifer ran her fingernail down the open area of his chest. "Well, whenever you almost have sex with a man on the front lawn, usually there is a follow-up question."

      The image of them lying in the grass had him laughing. "Honey, when and if we ever experience lovemaking, you'll remember that moment the rest of your life. Tonight was nothing but naughty foreplay."

      "Still no," she said, blushing at his comments especially since a skinny man with long hair and the sexy grandma were listening. 

      "She needs a man," the older woman said. "Preferably sex."

      Jennifer sent her a glare. "Gina, shut up."

      "Well, it's true," the glamorized woman whispered and couldn't help but laugh. Obviously she didn't sleep around if Grandma was trying to get her laid. 

      "Nothing near as exciting as lovemaking or even dinner, like I asked you earlier. No, I'm here for an apology." Okay, he knew he was pushing it, but he wanted to see her reaction. 

      The glare she gave him should have sent him scurrying but only intrigued him. And he wasn't here for her confession, but her response filled him with delight. 

      "There's the door," she said. "Don't let it hit you in the backend when you leave."

      A grin spread across his face, but he held his ground. "Do you know or ever heard of Ian Lopez?"

      The skinny man who smelled distinctly of weed, stepped up beside her. "An accountant for the Lopez family business."

      "All right," Jennifer said. "What about him?"

      "He's my cousin, and he's dead. And I think my brother shot him."

      Carson watched as she seemed to absorb this information. "What reason would he have to kill this man?"

      "He's head of the accounting department where Christopher was accused of cooking the books. My twin blames him for getting caught."

      Pure speculation on his part, but his gut screamed at him that Christopher was out for revenge. Anyone who crossed him was in danger. 

      "If you're not speaking, how would you learn this?"

      People who were not a twin didn't understand that you thought a lot alike. Only in their case, Christopher had gone to the evil side and Carson wanted to live a normal life. 

      "Because my brother is corruptive and vindictive, and I fear his plan is to murder anyone named on his indictment. Do you have a copy?"

      Brittany ran back inside her office and pulled the file. They spread the paperwork out on a table and when they came to the legal charges, four names jumped out at him. 

      "Shit," he said. "Dante Rozzio, he lives here in town."

      They looked at each other. "Grab your purse and let's go. One man is already dead because of him tonight."

      Turning, she hurried into her office. The long-haired man who looked like a drug dealer came over to him.

      "Your family is full of killers, but you hurt her and I'll personally be coming after you."

      Carson believed him and held up his hands. "Look, I just want to stop Christopher from killing innocent people. That's all I'm interested in."

      The man laughed. "I don't believe you. That glint in your eyes, your brother is an excuse. A reason to be near her."

      It was partly true. The woman was beautiful and sexy and given the chance, he'd like to taste her nectar. But right now, he was searching for Christopher.

      The man took two fingers and pointed them at Carson and then himself. "I'm watching you. I've got her back. Stay away from her, la concha."
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      As they drove down the freeway in his Mercedes AMG, she turned and glanced at him. "Tell me why you and your brother no longer speak. What would cause two brothers to sever their ties to one another."

      The man never looked at her, keeping his eyes on the road. "Let's just say our family is unique and troubled. Christopher wanted to go in a direction with the business that I refused. So because of our disagreement, with both of us refusing to compromise, I walked away."

      Jennifer thought about what he'd said and wondered why he avoided giving her the gritty details. Of course, Carson was a member of a crime family. While she didn't want to use the word mafia, she knew that description fit the group of thugs. 

      She stared at his muscular profile, his strong arms and rugged face. You would have to be dead not to be drawn to the man. But she could never act upon this appeal. Getting involved with a man associated with a cartel would only be asking for trouble. Trouble she didn't need or want.

      For the first time in years, she'd met a man she felt intrigued to learn more about. With a sigh, she realized she needed to keep her focus on the job. People depended on her. The business depended on her.

      "Are you telling me you have nothing to do with the Lopez syndicate?"

      Turning down the street, they pulled up in front of the house. "Yes. Nothing."

      Pleasure spread through her at the thought he might be a good guy, but what if he was lying?

      “How can a hispanic family have ties to the Italian mobsters?”

      Glancing at her in the car, he grinned. “Our family is originally from New York, but my great-grandfather was a strong hispanic man from Mexico who married an Italian girl. My great grandmother’s family helped him establish the business here in Texas.”

      “The hispanic cartel with an Italian background.”

      No cars were parked along the curb and no light came from the house. Darkness prevailed in the residential neighborhood with no street lights, illuminating the area. After Carson turned the engine off, they stepped out and made their way to the door. After midnight, the man could be sleeping.

      Glancing at her, Carson pushed the bell. Nothing. No barking dog or lights came on.

      "Do you think he's home?"

      "Don't know. Let's go around the side."

      When they reached the wooden gate that led to the back, they found a busted lock.

      Time to call for backup as she pulled out her phone ready to notify the police, but Carson shook his head. "Wait."

      Taking his handkerchief out, he opened the gate, not leaving any fingerprints behind. They walked through the plush St. Augustine grass to the back of the house. Windows from ground to the ceiling stretched across the rear giving them a view of the body that lay not moving on the floor. A pool of blood next to his head. 

      Fear spiraled through her as she spun, searching the yard, the crystal-blue pool with its eerie lights glistening on the water. Was the killer still here? Nothing moved in the shadows as she scanned the area, her hand on her gun, her heart pounding loudly in the darkness. 

      Carson cursed, his head slumped to his chest. "Dear God, not again."

      This time when she reached for her cell phone, he didn't stop her as she made the call to the Dallas police. "I need to report a homicide."

      In a matter of minutes, the house was surrounded by flashing lights. A patrolman met them at the curb where they sat waiting and asked questions before he walked to the back of the house. 

      A sense of relief overcame Jennifer when detective Antonio Marino pull up in his unmarked car. 

      He stepped in front of her and she stood. "In trouble again, Jennifer?"

      "Thank goodness you're here. This is Carson Lopez and he knows the victim."

      The detective visibly tensed, and she knew he recognized the Lopez name. Finding the body first, they were suspects whether they wanted to be or not.

      "Tell me what happened."

      For the next five minutes, she told him about the man murdered earlier tonight and how they rushed over here to warn Dante Rozzio, only to find they were too late. Too late for anything except to witness his corpse. 

      After she spoke to him, he went to the back and then returned. "Jennifer come with me."

      When Carson tried to follow, the detective held up his hand. "You wait here." He turned to the blue coats standing nearby. "Don't let him leave."

      The police would speak to them separately to make certain their stories matched. Knowing Antonio was an honest man, she followed him into the backyard while the forensics team worked inside the house doing their painstaking job of searching for evidence. 

      "Do you know who that guy is?"

      "Yes, his family is the Lopez crime cosa nostra. But he's not part of them."

      "Is this what he told you?"

      As much as she hated how gullible that made her sound, she did buy into Carson's response.

      "Look, his brother Christopher is the one I'm after. Carson is helping me find him, and we think he's killing off everyone who is named on the indictment."

      The man appeared skeptical. "And you really believe Carson is not part of this crime family?"

      She bit on her bottom lip, wanting so badly to think he was not a working member of the organization, but knowing she had no proof. "He's an architect."

      "And I'm a doctor," Antonio said. "I understand you're trying to find Christopher Lopez, but this guy is dangerous. His kindred are into gambling, prostitution, and drugs."

      While she understood he wanted to protect her, somehow she had a hard time believing Carson was involved with his criminal family. No, proof, just her instincts telling her the man remained an outsider when it came to his family. 

      "Tell me why his brother and him don't speak? Why did we race over here to warn this man that his twin was coming for him? If he's such a bad dude, wouldn't he be the one helping Christopher kill his accusers?"

      "How did he know this man unless he was involved?” The detective sighed. "Right now, I don't have the explanation. I'm going to find the answer. In the meantime, I would suggest you stay away from him."

      Like that was possible. She had no choice but to stick very close to Carson. 

      With a shake of her head, she said. "He's my only link to the brother and I've got to locate him. The jerk skipped bail and now we're on the hook for a million dollars. That's why I'm with him. That's why we're both searching for Christopher."

      Just then, Carson walked around the corner and faced the detective. "Yes, I'm a Lopez, but I'm not part of the cartel."

      The lawman gazed at him. "And I'm Santa Claus. Come with me, Mr. Lopez, we need to talk."

      "Detective, while I understand your need to speak with me regarding Dante's death, there is one more man, Julio Garcia, who lives here in town that we need to warn about my brother. Let's not waste any more time discussing my family if we want to save his life."

      "Let's go," the detective said as they hurried toward their cars.
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      A slow anger simmered inside of Carson as he drove through the night on a Dallas freeway. Once again, he was being targeted because of his last name. Yes, his birth made him a member of the Lopez family, but he turned his back on the cartel years ago. 

      His uncle was the leader, and he eluded the criminal side of his clan like he avoided the pox.

      Yet his brother went against his mother's last wishes and joined up with their famous family, eager to do their bidding. Not Carson.

      Sometimes Carson feared for his own life. Especially when there were trigger-happy lawmen who believed his DNA placed him in the middle of the action. No matter what he did, he would always have that stigma attached to his name. 

      "You're awfully quiet," Jennifer said, gazing at him in the car. 

      The woman was a definite distraction. All she wanted was Christopher, and he needed to remind himself she would never be on his side. As attractive as she was, she had one goal in mind, and if he got in her way, she would put him in his place. 

      "The detective and I are friends. Since I took over the agency, we've worked together. He's always looking out for me, which is really sweet of him," she said. 

      How did he respond? The man treated him like a suspected criminal and Carson didn't have so much as a parking ticket. Lawmen always assumed he was an active member of the cartel. If he designed the most elegant skyscraper in the world, he would be known not as an architect, but the man who belonged to a famous mafiosa clan.

      "Great," he said, the one word conveying his feelings. "How did you become a bounty hunter?"

      Wanting to change the subject from about him and the way the police looked out for her, he asked the question that troubled him.

      "Lipstick and Lead has been in my family for generations. It was started by three sisters who wanted to save their ranch. In the old west, they were women bounty hunters, and they opened a school to teach other ladies how to earn a decent living bringing in outlaws. Eventually, they closed the school and went into being a bails bondsman and a detective agency."

      She pushed her red hair from her face and the nasty mood that overcame him after speaking with the lawman brightened. This wasn't the first time he'd faced prejudice and it wouldn't be the last, either. 

      "Now, me and two of my cousins run the business. After visiting our office, you must have noticed that it's a crazy circus. One with jokers and clowns and now lions and tigers," she said, facing him in the leather seat. "Tell me about this man we're going to warn. Is he married? Does he have a family?"

      The detective drove the car behind them. Julio Garcia was in charge of the accounting department. While Carson always tried to separate himself from the cartel, he couldn't just sit back and let his brother kill these men. Maybe they weren't the most innocent people on the planet, but they also didn't deserve to be shot in cold blood.

      "Yes, he's married with three kids."

      Julio's family lived in an affluent neighborhood in Dallas. A place where a murder would draw definite media attention. Not that he cared, but he wanted to stop Christopher and for Jennifer to save her business. But he feared how this would end. Dealing with his family was never a safe option. Especially his uncle, the Don.

      "Not good," she said, pulling out her Glock and making certain the weapon was loaded. He glanced at her, and in the darkness, her emerald eyes sparkled at him. "Do you have a gun?" 

      Once he learned the true nature of the family business, he avoided guns. His father had given him and Christopher lessons, so they would know how to use one if they needed too. But he also steered them away from the Lopez business, insisting they attend college. 

      "No," he said. "I'm not one to carry a weapon. With my last name, the police would love to throw me in jail."

      She smiled. "I'm sure. I've got an extra if you would like one?"

      Goodness, the woman carried not one, but two pistols. What did she expect? An army.

      "No, I'm going to remain positive he'll give himself up."

      "Suit yourself, but I'm hoping our boy is here, and we're taking him back to jail. Then you can go on with your life and I can get on with mine."

      For some reason, he didn't want to let Jennifer go. The memory of her employee warning him came to mind, but he didn't care. The woman was the most exciting thing that happened in his life lately, and he enjoyed being with her. 

      And after their conversation while he was pinned on the ground, he longed to show her wicked with a touch of naughty. 

      As they turned down the street, he realized in another two hours the sun would be coming up. Already he could feel the adrenaline that had kept him going starting to wane and his body felt weary and tired. 

      From the moment Jennifer had dropped on him from the tree, his night had not gone as planned. Because he stood up a client, he probably lost a very lucrative design job, but he couldn't stop and think about that now. Not when someone's life was at stake. 

      If the last twelve hours had been this riveting, what would happen in the next? He glanced at Jennifer, the woman looked like a million dollars sitting there with her gun in her lap, ready to attack. Though, now was not the time to notice, he liked having the bounty hunter near.

      They pulled up in front of the house just as a bullet slammed into the windshield of his car, whizzing by his ear into the upholstery. 

      Fear gripped his chest as he shoved the car into park and slid to the floorboard. "Get down."

      Somehow he knew if Christopher wanted to kill him, he would be dead.
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      A tsunami of anger raced through her blood, her adrenaline kicking in as she slid down into the car floorboard as low as possible. Had she been so enthralled with Carson she'd forgotten everything they taught her at the police academy? 

      Now because of her lack of focus, her bounty could be getting away. Or she could take a risk and raise her head and have her brain matter scattered all over his lovely sports car. 

      "Are you all right," she asked in the darkness. 

      Carson turned the car off, which left her uneasy. If they needed to make a quick getaway, he would have to take time starting the vehicle again.

      "I'm fine. He missed me on purpose. That was a warning shot," he said. "If he wanted to kill me, I'd be dead."

      Even the best shots occasionally misfired, though Jennifer feared Carson was right about his brother's skills as a gunman. 

      Her cell phone rang, and she glanced at the caller ID not surprised at who was calling her.

      "What the hell is going on? That's three attacks tonight. Am I going to find another corpse inside? Is this a gang war?"

      "How am I supposed to answer that question?" she responded, knowing the detective's adrenaline was talking.

      Another bullet slammed into the front of Carson's car. That was it. She was pissed. And she needed to bring Christopher in now.

      Dropping the phone, she opened the car door, lifted her weapon and fired in the direction the shots came from, hoping and praying she didn't hit any innocents. By golly, if she was going to die, she would go down fighting, not sitting in a tin can. 

      From inside the car, she heard the detective screaming at her and quickly turned the cellular device off. To hell with him. The time for doing nothing was over. Time to fight. 

      Slowly she raised and glanced over the top of the vehicle and saw a flash of light in her direction. Hitting the ground, the bullet tore through the metal, barely missing her shoulder.

      "Damn it, Jennifer, get back in here." 

      "And do what? Sit there like a duck at the carnival? No," she said. 

      Rolling on the sidewalk, she whirled herself into the bushes, bullets skipping into the concrete near her. The man was serious about not being taken into custody. Well, she was serious about carting his ass off to jail. 

      Sirens pierced the night air as she crawled on her hands and knees, knowing any minute now the quiet residential street would be filled with police. She hurried through the bushes toward the back of the home. 

      A figure dressed in black scampered down the side of the house, his gun slung over his shoulder. Jumping up, she moved into a bracing stance, her pistol pointed at the man. "Halt or I'll shoot."

      The man wore a full mask over his face, but his teeth shined in an evil smile. With a one finger salute, he jumped over the fence, leaving her behind. The whine of a motorcycle engine roared through the night as he disappeared down the alley. 

      With a sigh, her shoulders slumped just as the black and whites arrived and an eager young policeman pulled his weapon and screamed, "Drop your gun. On the ground. Put your hands on top of your head."

      The man wore a badge, and she would never argue with him, so she dropped her gun and lay flat in the grass.

      Damn, just when she was about to catch him, Christopher took off again. 

      "Officer, Detective Antonio Marino. She's not our suspect."

      When she felt Antonio helping her up, she slowly stood, not wanting to make any sudden moves. The car door open and Carson approached them. 

      "We need to check on the family," he said. 

      "Can I pick up my gun?" she asked the patrolman, still being cautious.

      The patrolman nodded, and she reached down and found her Glock.

      As a group, they slowly walked to the house. While the uniformed officer rang the bell, they stood back and waited. "Dallas police, open up."

      A light came on and a woman yanked the door wide, tears running down her face. "Thank God, you're here. Please come in. Something spooked him, and he just left after telling us he would kill us all."

      Inside, the husband sat in a chair, tied up, their children crying and trying to release their father from the ropes. 

      "What happened," the detective asked as the uniform policeman untied the frightened man.

      When he was released, his family swarmed him as he hugged his wife and children close. The scene touched Jennifer's heart and opened a wound she tried to ignore. Watching them, she missed her mother and father. 

      A quick glance at Carson, and she hated him for a moment. The Lopez Cartel didn't kill her family, but another big organized crime group, who discovered her father knew too much, did.

      A lump formed in Jennifer's throat, and she realized if they hadn't gotten here when they did, this man would be dead. 

      Finally, the man sank down on the couch and his wife and children regathered close to their patriarch.

      Taking a deep breath, he wiped the tears from his face and held tightly onto his loved ones. 

      "About an hour ago, I woke up to a gun being shoved in my chest. Though I tried to sneak out of bed without waking my wife, she woke up and started screaming, which awakened our children. 

      “He made us all go into the living room where he tied me up and told me because I turned him in, I would witness him killing my family. As I sat there, he promised to kill them in front of me and in the end, he would finish with me."

      The man started crying again and his wife comforted him. 

      A fierce anger built inside Jennifer causing her chest to ache, her hands clenching. What kind of person would murder children? Only a monster. A monster with no conscience. No heart. 

      "Did you know this guy?"

      The terrified man raised his head from his wife's chest. "Oh, yes. It was Christopher Lopez. A ski mask covered his face, but I recognized his voice, and he's the only one I've turned in. The man was stealing money from the casino. Diverting the funds somewhere."

      Seeing the tear stained faces of his children and the torture in his wife's eyes, determination stiffened her spine; her chest tightened. No way would she allow him to escape after the terror he taught this family tonight.

      The police grilled the family until the sun rose in the eastern sky, brightening the depth of their despair. Once they were finished, Carson stepped forward. 

      "Julio, you know how I feel about my brother. I'm sorry he did this to you and I'm afraid he'll try again. Contact the office and have them put you on a private plane to a resort wherever you want to go. Don't visit family. Stay out of the country until this is resolved as long as the police agree."

      The detective nodded. "We'll have a squad car and a couple of officers here until you leave for the airport. Like he said, don't go to relatives as they are too easy to trace. Go someplace you've never been before."

      Jennifer watched the children's faces and wondered how they could ever forget this day. How could anyone forget the day your family, your life, your safety landed in jeopardy. 

      "Don't worry about the cost," Carson said. "I'll pay for the trip. Your family is frightened and you all need some rest and happier times."

      A quick glance at Carson left her shaking her head. How very generous. But was he paying for the trip or paying the family to keep quiet? How could she know for certain he didn't work for the crime cartel? Where had his wealth come from?

      "Thank you," he said and kissed the back of Carson's hand. 

      A chill rippled down Jennifer's spine like ants crawling, sending shivers through her. What made her so sure this man wasn't a card-carrying member in the Lopez crime family?
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      About nine a.m., Jennifer walked into the Lipstick and Lead headquarters, kicked open the door to her office and threw down her purse, exhausted, frustrated and more confused than ever. How did he have so much money if he wasn't involved with the family and why in the hell did that man kiss the back of his hand? 

      From her limited knowledge of mafiosa, that was a sign of respect.

      Sinking down in her chair, she leaned back and put her feet up on her desk. Yes, it was an antique. Yes, she adored the wooden furniture, but at the moment, she needed some space to think. 

      A screeching sound reached her ears and she moaned. What was happening now? This place was a circus on steroids. After rising from her chair, she opened the door to her office and watched Gina in a tight, white skirt that showed every ripple of her abundant backside chase a cat.

      "Merlin, get back here," she called. "Here, kitty, kitty."

      The sight of the older woman chasing a cat around the furniture was the laugh she needed. A giggle slowly erupted from her tired aching body.

      "Just what do you think is so funny?" the woman stopped and asked. 

      "You," she said. "What are you doing with that cat?"

      "He's our office kitty and is going to take care of our pest problem."

      The mouse chose that moment to run out from under a cabinet. Merlin sank down on his hind legs and looked up at Gina, like, You want me to do what with that creature?

      The cat proceeded to lick its paws in the most nonchalant way. When he finished, he lay down and closed his eyes, prepared to take a nap.

      "Really?" Gina yelled. "You're the office pest manager and all you're doing is sleeping on the job?"

      After such a long night, the sight of the older woman losing her shit over the cat made Jennifer smile. 

      Katherine and Brittany walked in the door. "What's going on?"

      "Meet our new office kitty, who ignores rodents."

      The Spandex woman whirled around to glare at her and exhaustion overwhelmed Jennifer. What was she doing here arguing with the ringmaster? She should be home in bed. 

      "Merlin needs time to settle in. Soon, he'll be catching mice and our problems will be solved."

      The two women laughed. "If that cat can solve our problems, then welcome to the Lipstick and Lead Agency," Katherine said as she turned to Jennifer. "Any luck reeling in your rat?"

      Jennifer glared at her, frustration oozing from her expression. If only chasing Christopher were that simple. "Two dead men and a gunfight later, he's still on the run."

      "Wow, two dead men?"

      "Yes, even Detective Antonio was on the cases last night. We came up empty handed."

      "That's why you didn't catch him." Throwing her arms up, Katherine shook her head and gave an exasperated sigh. "Detective Baby Daddy."

      Brittany turned toward her. "Give the man a break. How do you know he's a baby daddy?"

      "Single, divorced, children, baby daddy."

      Her cousin Katherine hated any man who didn't do his duty in regard to his children. But the detective seemed like a decent guy, and she had a boulder on her shoulder the size of Gibraltar. Hard and unforgiving. 

      "What about that good-looking brother of his. Did the two of you experience a little romp? Is he the reason for the dark circles under your eyes and tired appearance this morning?" Gina asked, giving her a sly grin.

      The woman's mind was always on sex. Either her life or their lives, and some days, she just wanted to bitch slap her. "No. Dead bodies are not exactly an aphrodisiac."

      "Too bad."

      "He's from the Lopez crime family. He's mafia. Is that who you want me interested in?"

      Uncle Sam came in the door, carrying his briefcase, with his cowboy hat and shiny Lucchese boots on and stared at the women. "Mafia? Who is mafia?"

      "Christopher and Carson Lopez. You sold a bond to a mafia man," she scolded. Sometimes her uncle only thought about money. All he saw was the commission and not the risks associated with a man like Christopher. 

      He shrugged. "Pays the same. It was a good commission and now you need to find him."

      With that, he walked into his office and slammed the door. "Asshole."

      The girls giggled and Katherine smiled. "Don't forget how he is, Jennifer. Nothing is ever his fault. We're supposed to fix his screw-ups."

      Which could be often and costly. This was her third time this year to chase down a client who skipped on his bail. Why people ran, she would never understand. Eventually, they would be found and then the penalties were steep. 

      "Frankly, I think he would write a bond for the devil," Brittany said, glaring at the closed door. 

      Suddenly the door opened, and he yelled out. "Gina, I need some coffee, and did you bring any biscuits and gravy?"

      "Anyone have any arsenic?" Brittany said. "A small dose in his morning beverage could be refreshing."

      Laughter came from the three of them. Yes, they loved their uncle, but sometimes he could be difficult. As in an obvious older man who expected them all to wait on him. Somewhere between sexiest and respect, he'd taken a left turn and wound up in I'm in control. Do what I say land. 

      And these girls never liked being told how to do their job.

      All three women turned on Gina and gave her an evil eye. Katherine stepped closer to Gina and said in a growl, "If you did, so help me God, I will pour that food down the drain to keep him from having a bite."

      "Now, girls, let's not be petty," Gina said, going to the coffee pot. "Your uncle loves you all."

      "There's a reason he's been married five times," Katherine told her. "He has a problem with women and you, Grandma Gina, play to his every whim. For some reason, I think you would enjoy playing slap and tickle with him until the two of you landed in Vegas to find an Elvis impersonator and marry."

      Her ruby-red lips gave them a half-hearted grin. "Now, girls, he's a lonely man. I'm a lonely woman. We could do a lot for one another."

      Jennifer groaned. It was true. The grandmother had a crush on Sam the man. No wonder her clothes consisted mostly of Spandex. 

      They all sighed. "About the only thing that would happen is he would have a heart attack. That old man would be six feet under in a week," Brittany said.

      "Oh, honey, I'd love the opportunity. A man in my bed again? Oh, yes."

      "Even after five marriages? You'd take a chance on our uncle?" Katherine asked.

      "At this stage of my life, I'd take a chance on a dead man. Your uncle is a great man."

      Yes, Uncle Sam had a heart of gold, and with women, he was five and zero. At least there were no children with any of the marriages. Only broken hearts, lawyers, and divided property. Now before he said I do, he was smart enough to have them sign a prenup. 

      The women gave a unanimous groan. 

      "I don't want to know anymore," Brittany said. 

      "A man is better than my boyfriend, Bob."

      Brittany gave her a strange look. 

      "Don't ask, Brittany. Your mind will be seared with the
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