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Bulletproof

Dylan Prescott has all the answers, even when she
doesn’t know the questions. She’s in her element cruising the
singles scene and crushing cases as a newly minted NYPD detective.
Equal parts free spirit and thrill seeker, catching bad guys and
charming good girls are what she was born to do.

Briana Logan doesn’t play. A successful Assistant
United States Attorney with several convictions on her résumé,
she’s a commanding presence in the courtroom. In any room, to be
honest. Smart and sexy, she’s got her work-life balance down. It’s
simple: career first, everything else second. That is, until Dylan
Prescott is assigned to the team investigating a sophisticated
narcotics ring.

Their chemistry is undeniable, but the complicated
NYC criminal justice system doesn’t leave room for real feelings.
Keeping their emotions in check isn’t easy. Where the heart is
concerned, no one is bulletproof.
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Chapter One

“I’m in.”

Detective Dylan Prescott registered a distant “10-4”
from her sergeant as she ended the call and slid the phone into the
back pocket of her jeans. She had to actively dial back her
excitement. The buzz of a crowded bar on a Friday night,
wall-to-wall coeds, the mask of a fictitious identity to hide
behind. She absolutely loved being in the center of the action.

She made slight eye contact with two NYPD colleagues
inside the Lower East Side bar as she bladed her body, manipulating
her way through the college crowd.

Her role in tonight’s operation was minimal—the
third ghost. Along with the two other undercover police officers,
she was in the bar to keep an eye on the New York City Police
Department’s underage intern who would invariably get served
alcohol without providing proof of age. Dylan and the other covert
officers were on the scene to witness the transaction, protect the
intern, and provide testimony of the crime.

Textbook vice work.

The bartender is a hottie. Dylan shook her
head the minute her colleague’s text came through.

Bro, you’re on point tonight. Pay attention.
She hit send but decided to fuck with her partner anyway. Leave
the ladies to me ;) She was kidding but only because she never
blurred the lines while working.

Across the room her colleague rolled his eyes, and
it made her smile. She sidled up to the bar, pleased when the
bartender stopped what she was doing to wait on her. It was hardly
the first time she got immediate attention. Genes played a large
part. Dylan had been blessed with a killer combo of ice-blue eyes
and dark hair, which she wore super short and styled perfectly. The
fact that she was six two literally made her stand out in almost
any crowd. Still, she loved that her buddy was witnessing the whole
thing. She couldn’t wait to rub it in later.

“What can I get you?” The bartender hit her with
some major bedroom eyes, and she felt her ego soar in response.

“I’ll have a pint of Sweet Action,” she said,
leaning her forearms on the lip of the bar.

“Sixpoint Sweet Action.” The bartender nodded
approval, her eyes staying locked with Dylan’s. “Excellent choice.”
Her smile was suggestive. “Can I interest you in anything else, or
will that be all for now?”

Game on. The opportunity was there if she wanted it.
Her partner wasn’t wrong—the bartender was gorgeous, and under
different circumstances Dylan would have taken the bait.

“I think that’ll be it,” she said, offering her best
smile as a consolation prize.

“I’ll be right back with your beer.” The bartender
blushed as she flashed Dylan one last invitation. She resisted the
desire but let herself indulge a gratuitous look at her body as the
bartender poured the draft.

Dylan left a generous tip and stepped away as she
tried to blend in. She scanned the crowd until she located the
intern battling against the masses to earn a spot at the bar.

“How the fuck are we supposed to talk business
here?” A deep voice behind her grabbed her attention with its
forceful demanding tone. “I can barely hear myself think.”

“You said it didn’t matter where we met.”

“Well, I thought you’d use your brain. This place is
jam-packed.”

Dylan turned her head just enough to clock three
guys in conversation behind her.

“That’s the point. We have our little meeting, then
we find some action.” She heard obnoxious laughter and saw two of
them high-five. Gross.

“Enough.” Ooh. Someone was pissed. “Next time, I
pick the spot. I’ll make this quick. No more excuses. It’s
time.”

“You don’t think it’s too soon?”

“Stop being a pussy, Goldenballs.”

“Yeah, Goldenballs.” This from a third
distinct male voice who punctuated his sentence with a high-pitched
juvenile cackle.

Dylan peeked over her shoulder just in time to see
one guy jab another in the biceps. “Shut up, dick. Don’t call me
that.” Good for you, Goldenballs.

She turned her attention back to the intern, who was
still waiting to order. Dylan shifted her focus to visually check
in with her colleagues, but her head was a hundred percent tuned
into the conversation behind her.

“All right. Benji,” the first guy barked again. He
was obviously in charge. From her one-second assessment, it made
sense. He was older than the other two with a more refined look and
a haughty air about him. “I’m serious,” he continued. “You want to
make money or not?”

Her interest was piqued. She leaned back just
slightly so she could hear the response.

“I do, but…”

“Get your shit together, then. Start moving product.
Your little hiatus is over.” Her ears perked up. “Otherwise I’m
putting George here in charge.”

“It’s cool. I got it. I’m just worried about the
attention. That kid dying fucked me up. I mean…it messed up sales,
big-time.”

Now this was interesting.

“Christ, Benji, man up already. It’s been weeks. The
heat’s off—everyone’s moved on to the next big story. The only one
even still thinking about that kid is you. Get over it. We have a
lot of shit to sell. Look at these spoiled kids spending Mommy and
Daddy’s money like it’s nothing. Fuck, if they don’t get their fix
from us, they’re going to get it somewhere else.”

They were clearly talking drugs, and maybe the NYU
senior who had overdosed recently? She tried to remember details of
the story that monopolized headlines for the last month. A
clean-cut jock, bright future, family heartbreak, the whole nine.
Another typical tragedy at the hands of opioids and heroin. She
supposed the conversation she was hearing could be a coincidence.
For all she knew, every local pusher had their hackles up.

Benji and George. She filed away their names just in
case.

“I said I got it.” Benji’s voice was sharper than
before, like he had something to prove. “Just chill out, Paul.”

Paul. The ringleader.

“Don’t fucking tell me to chill. Do your
motherfucking job. Or someone else will.”

It was an order and a threat rolled into one, and
she felt Paul’s body brush her back as he pushed through the crowd
to the door.

Over at the bar the underage intern was about to be
served. Behind her, the two lackeys were talking.

“Come on, Benji. Let’s bail. My buddy just texted me
the address of a party on the Upper West Side, loaded with girls.
Three-to-one ratio, he says. Can’t beat those odds.”

Dylan made a split-second decision. The vice team
had the operation under control. She let Benji and George get a few
steps ahead before she followed them onto the street outside.

Summer still hung in the air, and the sidewalk
buzzed with millennials ushering in the weekend. It was the perfect
cover. She reached for her phone and speed-dialed the sergeant.

“Sarge, I’m on to something,” she said when he
picked up on the first ring.

“Everything okay, Prescott?” Sgt. Schmidt’s voice
held distracted concern.

“Yeah, but I’m off the set. I’m following—” She
paused, in the moment trying to articulate what exactly she was
doing. “The guys have things under control inside. These two kids
were talking about some wacky stuff,” she said, knowing it sounded
weak. “I just want to see where they go.”

“Do you need backup?” he asked.

“Nah, I’m just walking. These guys are about a block
ahead of me.”

“I see you,” he said. “You just passed by on
Thompson Street.”

Sometimes the intricacy of how the police embedded
themselves within the community still impressed her. She knew the
sergeant was with a team of detectives waiting to raid the bar, and
she still didn’t spot him.

“Okay,” Sgt. Schmidt said. “Prescott. Don’t do
anything lone wolf-ish. This isn’t TV.”

He knew her better than that, but she also knew he
needed her to say it. “Of course not, Boss.”

“We just got the signal to move in.” Sgt. Schmidt
sounded a touch harried. “Stay in communication with me,
Dylan.”

“10-4, Sarge.”

Ahead of her, Benji and George turned off Thompson
Street onto Bleecker. She hung up and squared the corner just in
time to see Benji slide into the passenger side of a jet-black
Nissan Maxima. The car pulled away from the curb but not before she
was able to capture the plate. Huzzah.

* * *

The 15th Precinct detective squad was a ghost town,
with multiple teams out on assignment. Dylan expected some of her
crew would start trickling in any minute now. Once she was out of
the mix, Schmidt had instructed her to head back to the precinct,
which was perfect because it gave her time to do some digging.

The wheels of her ancient chair screeched as she
slid close to the desk to access the motor vehicle database. She
typed in the seven-digit alphanumeric and held her breath. In an
instant her screen showed the info she needed. A black Nissan
Maxima registered to George Rivas. She cross-referenced his
pedigree and uncovered a lengthy rap sheet, including narcotics
offenses, assault, and a burglary that had been downgraded to
criminal mischief. Nice. Now for the real question. Was Rivas a
target in any active NYPD investigations? She keyed his name into
the department’s case management system and waited.

“Prescott, there’s fresh coffee.” Captain Calhoun’s
shoes squeaked as she walked over and leaned against the corner of
her desk.

It was almost ten p.m. on a Friday night, and coffee
was the last thing she wanted. Captain Calhoun was the tour
commander, and she drank coffee around the clock. Dylan wondered if
the constant yen for caffeine came with rank or age. “How did it go
at the Thompson Street operation?” the captain asked, interrupting
her idle thought.

“Good. Pretty straightforward.” Except for the fact
she left midway through. Calhoun probably knew that detail by now.
“Actually, when I was inside the bar ghosting, I got an interesting
overhear.” Her shrug underplayed how significant she thought it
might be.

“What did you hear?” Calhoun’s coffee actually
smelled delicious. Maybe she’d get a cup after all once she filled
in the details. The caffeine would fuel her stamina in case she
found some company later.

“There were these three guys talking about dealing.
One guy was pressuring the others.”

“Okay.” The captain seemed only marginally
interested.

“I know. Routine,” Dylan said. “But then they
started talking about the kid that died. The NYU senior who was all
over the news. I think there might be a direct connection.” It was
a reach, and hearing it out loud, it sounded downright far-fetched.
“I mean, it might be nothing. But, Cap, the way they were talking,
one guy sounded nervous. Hinky. Like he might have some personal
culpability.”

“You think he’s the supplier?” It was more than a
question, like she was already halfway on board with the
theory.

“Maybe.” Dylan backpedaled, but only because she had
nothing concrete to offer in support.

Captain Calhoun nodded at her computer. “Come up
with anything good?”

“The license plate of the car they were driving
comes back to a guy named George Rivas. Twenty-four years old. His
rap sheet is mostly drug related.”

“That’s a start.”

“I know I probably sound crazy because it’s not much
to go on, but it just felt…I don’t know, I can’t describe it. It
felt like there was something there.”

“You have to trust that Spidey sense.”

Dylan forced a smile. The captain could be hard to
read, and she wasn’t sure if she was teasing or not.

“I’m serious,” Calhoun said, as though she read the
concern. “Half this job is following your gut.” Her accompanying
nod seemed to be laced with something else. Pride, perhaps. “You
run him through our system yet to see if he pops in any cases?”

She touched the computer screen, which had gone into
sleep mode since they started talking. Next to Rivas’s name was a
case number. Her heart started to beat quicker, but the celebration
was short lived. Right next to the response was one word standing
in her way: RESTRICTED.

“Damn.” She didn’t even try to hide her
disappointment. Without clearance, she didn’t have access to get
any information on the investigation or what role George Rivas
might play in it. Dylan tilted the screen so the captain could
see.

Instead of saying anything, Calhoun wrote the case
number on a scrap of paper. “Give me a minute,” she said,
disappearing into her office.

To temper her frustration while she waited, Dylan
opened a series of texts that promised to be interesting.

Feel like playing?

I’m wearing your favorite.

Nothing.

She full on grinned at the blatant invitation from
Talia, a gorgeous yoga instructor who lived four doors down from
her in Brooklyn. Together they had taken friendly neighbor to new
heights. There was no denying the rush she felt at the thought of
heading right to Talia’s apartment after her tour ended. They’d be
horizontal in no time. The texts said it all. Talia wanted one
thing. It was sexy and uncomplicated. Before she could respond with
something equally direct, a new message appeared.

Violet, this time.

Hey Dylan. Haven’t seen you around in a while. Me
and my friends are at that new bar near your place. Boca. If you’re
out and about, stop by. Would love to see your face.

It would certainly be a treat to see Violet’s face.
Not to mention the rest of her body. But that situation was
delicate. Violet was sweet with an alluring innocence. Dylan craved
more every time they flirted. From their first hookup, Dylan had
been up-front that she wasn’t looking for anything serious. At the
time, Violet echoed the sentiment. But lately, Dylan could sense
she wanted more.

That knowledge did nothing to diminish her desire.
She just wished their connection had the simplicity of what she had
with Talia. Ugh.

Instead of responding to either woman, she tossed
her phone on the desk and shifted her attention back to George
Rivas’s rap sheet.

“Major Case Division has the investigation.” Captain
Calhoun spoke across the squad from the doorway of her office.
“Good news, the sergeant running the case is a personal friend of
mine. I took the liberty of making a call.” She smiled big, folding
her arms and resting her weight against the wall. “They’re working
on a narcotics ring. Opioids, heroin, fentanyl, coke. The whole
nine. Rivas’s name has surfaced a few times.” Dylan’s heart raced
even though she was only hearing a summary of the conversation
secondhand. “They’ve been hoping their groundwork would lead to the
NYU overdose,” she continued. “Turns out it’s been one brick wall
after the next,” she said. “Until right now.”

Dylan’s mind was fourteen steps ahead, wondering
what impact her intel might have on their investigation down the
line.

“There’s a case meeting on Monday. They’re expecting
you. I’ll send you the particulars.”

“Wait, what?” Her head was spinning. Dylan had been
fully prepared to document her observations in a report. Perhaps
even talk on the phone with the case detective. Presenting it in
person, at a meeting, seemed…unusual.

“Pack your bags, kid.” Captain Calhoun beamed like a
proud parent. “You just made it into Major Case.”

It was a massive score to be transferred to such a
prestigious division, and with a mere seven months under her belt
as a detective, Dylan knew she was especially fortunate for the
opportunity.

“No way.”

“For now it’s a temporary transfer,” Calhoun said.
But the captain’s expression intrigued her. It was like she thought
this might lead to something more substantial. “Prescott, this
could be a really good thing for you. Go show them what you’re made
of.”

“Cap.” Dylan was slightly overwhelmed and almost
choked up. “I don’t know what to say. I mean thank you, obviously.”
It wasn’t like she could go over and hug out her appreciation, but
a big part of her wanted to. She knew it was because of Calhoun’s
connections she was being given this chance. “I won’t let you
down.”

“Get out of here.” The captain waved off her
gratitude. “I’m serious,” she said. “Go celebrate. This is a big
deal.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Dylan grabbed her things, pumped for
the early dismissal. There was plenty of time to reach out to Talia
or Violet. But in the back of her mind she already knew it was
unlikely she’d contact either. At this hour, she’d hit her Brooklyn
neighborhood right when the bars were at peak capacity.

She was feeling lucky.


Chapter Two

“I can’t believe I let you talk me into this.”
Briana Logan rested her elbows on her bare knees, enjoying the feel
of the August heat on her arms.

“Beats sitting in our apartment by, like, a million
degrees.” Stef, her roommate, snickered. “Am I right?”

“Meh. If you say so.”

“Please. You love it.”

“I don’t know about love,” Briana countered. It was
kind of hot outside. At home she could be preparing for her morning
meeting.

“If this is about tomorrow, stop stressing. You know
you’ll get every last detail on the case breakthrough once you get
in the office. That’s how it works.”

Sometimes Briana felt like she’d survived law school
solely on her BFF’s conventional wisdom. Even though they practiced
very different types of law now, Stef’s sensibility and rational
approach helped channel her own zen.

“It’s a gorgeous day,” Stef continued. “We’re steps
from our place, enjoying the tail end of summer in our awesome
Brooklyn hood. And there’s a basketball court full of women in
their prime sweating it out for our viewing pleasure. All we have
to do is ogle and clap.”

“Cheerleading.” Briana widened her eyes to
accentuate her jab. “Not really my jam, to be honest.”

“How about the ten hot women in peak physical
condition? I’m not hearing complaints about that.”

“True, but I’m mostly in it for the happy hour
afterward.” Briana patted Stef’s forearm and leaned close. “Tell me
again which one you’re crushing on?”

“Number five on the orange team. But I wouldn’t kick
number three out of bed for eating crackers. Or number seven for
that matter.”

“Always so girl crazy,” Briana teased. “Go number
five!” she yelled as loud as she could, cupping her mouth and
adding a double woot for good measure.

Stef yanked her hands down. “I hate you,” she said
with a laugh.

“You love me.” Briana smiled at her own shenanigans.
“Ooh and look, one of them just turned around to check you
out.”

Sure enough, her over-the-top cheer had garnered
some attention, and the tallest person on the team had turned
around to look.

And whoa, she was hot.

Tall and wiry with piercing blue eyes that were
striking even from a distance. Briana felt the tiny hairs on her
forearms bristle when their gazes locked across the court for a
full five seconds. An unexpected surge of heat followed when the
player flashed her an impish grin.

“Bri, much as I hate to admit this”—Stef’s whisper
was tempered with intrigue—“I’m pretty sure she’s looking at you.
Like, still.”

A whistle blew, snapping the players back into
action. Thank freaking God, because that stare was…something.

“Tell me again why you’ve sworn off women?” Stef
read her like a book.

Briana shook out her shoulders, resurrecting her
resolve from where it had momentarily melted into the pavement.
“Stop. I love women. You know that. I’m not done with them
forever.”

“Yes.” Stef gave a mini fist pump, like she’d won a
tiny battle.

“I just need a break.”

“So you’re riding the dude highway again? I don’t
get how that’s ever appealing.” Stef fake gagged, and even though
she was clearly going for a cheap laugh, her punch line oddly
resonated. Briana based dating decisions on individual personality
and mutual click regardless of gender, but if she was being honest,
it was hard to compare the emotional intensity that formed
seamlessly between women. But, ugh, they were complicated. The last
few she’d casually gone out with seemed to be headed for the
proverbial U-Haul almost immediately.

“I am decidedly not on the prowl for anyone.” Briana
added a chin nod, as though the strength of her conviction might
dull the desire she felt for temporary companionship. “I’m here to
support you. And to treat myself to a frozen margarita. Or
two.”

“Oh, I know. I was only joking anyway. I support
your pansexual lifestyle, even if I can’t always wrap my head
around it.”

“Is it too much to just want to spend time with a
good person who’s interested in having fun but isn’t looking for a
relationship?” She asked the question rhetorically, but experience
had already given her the answer. “Honestly, Stef. Categorically
speaking, women seem to have a harder time with the fact that I
don’t want a traditional relationship at this point in my life.”
She hated that it was the truth. “When I go out with a guy and
explain I’m not looking for anything serious, most of them seem to
respect that. They listen and don’t expect more.”

“Because they just want to sleep with you.”

“That’s where you’re wrong, young Stefania.” Briana
was being playful, but it was important her best friend understand
the nuance. “The men I go out with are interested in sex. As am I.
No one is even invited to sleep over. That’s an earned
privilege.”

“You’re so dramatic.” Stef clapped when her favorite
player scored. “I find it hard to believe there aren’t any women
who are willing to adhere to these rules.”

“From your lips to God’s ears.” Briana steepled her
hands to the sky in fake prayer. The truth was she shared Stef’s
ideology. “You would think, in this neighborhood, I’d be able to
find at least one. I mean, for crying out loud, it’s not even one
o’clock on a Sunday afternoon, and we’re at a women’s rec league
basketball game. Check out the size of this crowd.” She eyed the
packed bleachers, the swarm of people lining the perimeter of the
court. “But goddamn if they don’t all want to settle down and have
babies.”

“Don’t hate.”

She touched Stef’s shoulder, not wanting to offend
her. “I’m not judging. I want those things too. Eventually. Just
might be nice to make partner first.”

“Or Chief of the Criminal Bureau at the US
Attorney’s Office. I get it.”

“That’s a pipe dream, but thanks for the vote of
confidence.” Briana loved that even though Stef didn’t share her
vision or timeline, she still respected it. And she appreciated
that Stef believed in her enough to voice her support out loud. “So
give me the deets on number five,” she said, trying to return the
favor.

“Oh my God, Bri, she’s so funny. We’ve been texting
all week.”

“You met here? At a game?”

“At the bar after last week’s matchups. There’s an
informal meetup at The HB on Smith Street. The cocktails flow. The
clientele is—to put it in professional terms—fucking gorgeous.”

“Let me guess…” Briana fanned her hand at the court.
“Stacked with these lovely ladies?” She was going for coy, poking
fun at Stef’s weakness for sporty women, but as soon as she said
it, she felt an unmistakable rush of hope that the player who’d
checked her out might be there.

“You know it,” Stef said. “This game is going to end
in five. Let’s head over now, snag a spot at one of the picnic
tables in the back.”

“You don’t want to wait and congratulate your
prospective girlfriend on the court?”

“Ha-ha. No. I want to look like I’m not totally
invested. Play a little hard to get.”

“Ah, feigned disinterest and trickery,” she said,
grabbing her purse as she stood. “The way to a woman’s heart.”

Forty minutes later, Briana stood in the open-air
courtyard of The HB, one of her favorite local places to chill, as
she indulged the last sip of a frozen pomegranate margarita in the
bright afternoon sunlight. The crowd was buzzing and loaded with
eye candy, but the sexy player she’d shared a look with earlier was
nowhere in sight. She was sure because, despite her words to the
contrary, she was looking.

The player’s absence was for the best. Briana was in
the middle of a big case. One that could bring her career to the
next level. She needed to stay focused.

“You having an okay time?” Stef asked.

“Definitely.” Briana checked a look at Stef’s crush
a few feet away. “How’s things going with number five?” she
whispered.

“Mackenzie.” Stef filled in the blanks as she bit
her lower lip and pouted. “Good, I think.” She crossed her fingers.
“Oh, before I forget. Dylan Prescott.”

Briana answered her with an eyebrow raise.

“That’s her name. The one from the game. You two had
a staring contest. Is this ringing any bells for you?”

“We didn’t have a staring contest.”

“You’re right. It was more of an eye-fuck moment.”
Stef sipped her drink. “She went home to shower. Apparently she
lives nearby. Anyway, she should be here soon.”

“And you are telling me this because…?”

“Several reasons, really. One, in the name of
lesbians everywhere, I selfishly want to keep you on this side of
the playing field. Two”—Stef held two fingers in the air—“as your
roommate, best friend, study buddy, et cetera, I happen to know you
function better when you are not all pent up like you are right
now. And three”—she lifted a third finger—“Dylan Prescott is a
notorious player. So it’s honestly perfect. You can thank me later.
When you are fully satiated.”

Even though she wasn’t convinced, Briana was
smiling. She adored her friendship with Stef. Of course she was
right. Her mental focus was always sharper when she was physically
content. It was a kind of natural mind-body symbiosis.

“Out of curiosity, how do you know all of this?”

“I have my ways. Worry about those details later.”
Stef looked past her. “She’s here.”

“Huh?” Her brain caught up but not before Dylan had
made her way over to their loose group. Briana watched her greet
Mackenzie and the rest of the team with fist bumps and half hugs
before turning toward her and Stef.

“I’m Dylan.”

She was even taller than Briana had realized, and
the hand she extended in greeting was strong and smooth.

“Briana.” She smiled and licked her lips before she
realized what she was doing. “Nice to meet you,” she added.

She tried to look away but couldn’t help being drawn
to Dylan’s delicately handsome look. Her clear eyes were
accentuated by a dark blue rim and framed by long lashes. She had
high cheekbones and an angular jawline that was somehow masculine
but soft at the same time. There was a slight cleft in her chin,
and for the briefest moment Briana imagined running the tip of her
finger over the smooth skin there.

“I’m going to the bar,” Briana said, just to give
herself an escape. “Anyone need a drink?” she added to be
polite.

“I’m headed that way, too,” Dylan answered. “I’ll
come with, if that’s okay.”

Briana was full of nervous anticipation as they
walked to the bar, but it was for naught. Once they were served she
was ambushed by Roger, her needy downstairs neighbor. As he
unloaded his latest tale of heartbreak, she watched Dylan chat up
two pretty blondes and a curvy brunette. She sighed. Damn if Roger
hadn’t cockblocked her.

After a solid thirty minutes reassuring him he’d
find the right one soon enough, she finessed her way out of the
conversation. She was bummed when she didn’t see Dylan anywhere but
went in search of Stef instead. She held back when she spotted her
bestie in the back corner deep in a one-on-one with Mackenzie.

“Think that has potential?” Dylan’s voice was low,
her breath warm against her neck as she bent in close to speak.

“I don’t know. I hope so. I think.”

“You think?” Dylan held out a frozen drink toward
her. “Pomegranate, right?” She didn’t wait for an answer. “You
looked like you needed a refill.”

“Thank you.” Their fingers touched briefly as she
reached for the cocktail, and Briana tried not to overthink the
fact that Dylan had been keeping tabs on her. “You didn’t have to
do that.”

“No worries.”

Dylan toasted her and took a sip of her beer. Briana
enjoyed the precise way she used the tips of two fingers to wipe
the foam from the edges of her mouth. Ugh, her mouth. She had full
lips and a crooked smile, perfect teeth. Briana imagined the graze
of their touch along her body, being kissed by her everywhere. Had
she really sworn off women?

Dylan pointed at Stef and Mackenzie with her drink.
“How come you seem unsure whether or not you’re rooting for
them?”

“No, I am. I just don’t know Mackenzie at all.” She
was always cautiously concerned about Stef’s choices. “Stef has
notoriously bad taste in women,” she said, giving Dylan a window
into the history.

“Ah, gotcha.” Dylan nodded. “What about you?” she
asked. “How’s your taste in women?”

Briana chewed her cheek to keep from grinning. Dylan
was sexy and bold, and she loved where this was going.

“Who said I date women?” She teased the straw of her
drink with her tongue. Dylan wasn’t the only one with game.

“Please don’t destroy my wishful thinking by telling
me that guy you were talking to has a better shot than me.” Dylan
looked positively irresistible when she pouted. “I waited a whole
half hour just to talk to you.”

“You could have interrupted.”

“Nah.” Even her frown was loaded with confidence.
“Not my style.”

“Too bad. I could have used a lifeline.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes.” She lifted the fruit garnish from the rim of
her glass and took a small bite, her part in the subtle
seduction.

Dylan’s eyes were focused right on her mouth. “I
didn’t know if you were into him.”

“Did I look into him?”

Dylan leaned into her space, and for the briefest
second Briana thought she was going in for a kiss. She wasn’t
entirely sure she was going to stop her.

“I completely would have helped you.” Dylan’s voice
was husky and full of dangerous promise. “But you didn’t give me
any signals. Not a wave. No secret call for help. Not a single
text.”

“I don’t even have your number.” Briana gently poked
Dylan’s toned arm, knowing full well initiating physical contact
raised the stakes.

“We should fix that right now. Here.” Dylan pulled
out her phone and handed it over. “This way we avoid this problem
in the future.”

Dylan’s smooth approach should have scared her away,
but it was too late. She was absolutely hooked.

“Don’t you think your string of girlfriends is going
to be upset you’re spending so much time over here?” Briana typed
in her number and gave the cell back. She was teasing, but she
could feel some looks being tossed in her direction.

“Is that…” Dylan scratched her chin like she was
searching for the right word. “Jealousy?”

“You wish.”

“Kinda do.”

Damn, she was good. “Sorry to disappoint.” Briana
scrunched up her nose, the playful action contrasting with the
sincerity of her words. “I don’t do jealousy as a rule.”

Dylan took a long sip of her beer, and Briana
wondered if she was put off. “Why’s that?” she asked.

If this had any chance of working, now was the time
to lay her cards on the table.

“My life right now is full. I have a great
apartment, a job I love. Don’t misunderstand me. I like going out,
meeting people, seeing where it goes.” She wiped the moisture off
her glass. Even though Stef had said Dylan was a player, being
transparent still made her nervous. “I’m just not looking for a
relationship right now. So jealousy doesn’t really factor in.”

“That’s fair.” Dylan smiled. “Even though a little
jealousy can be hot.”

“I didn’t say I wasn’t enjoying all of your
attention right now. Even if those other women are shooting me
daggers.”

Dylan smirked, her amazing eyes loaded with sin.
“There’s other women here?”

“Cute,” she said with a smile.

She was trying for aloof but Briana already felt
herself giving in to the pull of attraction as she indulged in
Dylan’s sweet woodsy scent. There were notes of cedar and lavender
coming through, and for the life of her, Briana could not grasp how
those scents melded so well together, or how much it made her want
to taste Dylan’s bare skin.

“She’s married.” Stef’s voice startled her, and for
a split second Briana thought she was warning her with an
announcement about Dylan.

“Mackenzie’s married?” Dylan caught up before she
did, sounding almost as surprised as Stef.

“At least for the moment. Her wife is over there
reading her the riot act right now.”

Briana turned to see the showdown in the corner of
the courtyard. “Yikes.”

“I’m sorry to burst into your conversation. I just
needed to be away from that drama.”

“Of course,” Briana said.

“Do you need a drink?” Dylan offered.

Stef rubbed her temples. “No. No. I’m fine. I’m just
going to go home.”

“I’ll come with you.”

“You don’t have to,” Stef said. Briana saw her eyes
go to Dylan. “Stay. I’m fine.”

“Nope. We came together. We leave together.” Briana
took a final sip of her drink. “Roommates,” she said, explaining to
Dylan.

“Do you live nearby?”

“A few blocks over. Carroll Street.”

“I’m right on President Street. We’re neighbors.
I’ll walk with you both if that’s cool.” Dylan looked around for a
place to put her empty beer, and even though Briana knew she should
tell her an escort wasn’t necessary, she would be lying if she
didn’t admit to wanting a few extra minutes together.

“Let’s go,” she said, leading the way to an exit
that placed them right on the street without having to pass through
the crowded bar.

As they strolled through the quaint tree-lined
streets that made up Brooklyn’s Carroll Gardens section, Briana
stole glances at Dylan while Stef vented about how things had
seemed so promising right up until Mackenzie’s secret wife showed
up. A few times the back of her hand brushed Dylan’s, and as much
as she wanted more contact, she knew it was all hormones.

“I’d invite you in,” Briana said as they arrived at
her apartment. She nodded in Stef’s wake when her roommate hurried
past them inside. “But I should make sure she’s okay.”

“No, I totally get it.” If Dylan was bothered, it
didn’t show. “Could we do this again?” she asked. She took one step
closer, and Briana’s body responded without her permission. Goose
bumps lined her forearms, and her nipples hardened under her
shirt.

“Maybe not this exactly.” Dylan edited her
invitation on the spot. “I was thinking just me and you. Something
noncommittal, but hella fun. Interested?”

“So interested.”

Dylan started to back away slowly. “I’ll call you,”
she said, her grin full of wicked charm.

“I’ll answer.”

So much for celibacy.


Chapter Three

“There’s Rivas. Lower right.”

Dylan stood in front of a corkboard in the Major
Case Team 2 office, affectionately referred to as The Plant. George
Rivas’s face jumped out at her from the link chart’s bottom row of
suspects even before her new colleague pointed him out.

“I see him,” she said. Her eyes scanned the board,
hoping for a glimpse of Benji or Paul. No dice.

“From what we can tell, Rivas is just a dealer. He’s
working angles at a bunch of the local colleges. Mostly pills, but
he’ll sell anything he can get his hands on.”

Detective Trevor Gill was the lead investigator on
the case. He’d met her in the lobby on the way in and whisked her
through the office, rushing to show her the layout: bathroom, break
room, lieutenant’s office. Now standing in front of the case
subject flowchart, he zeroed in on the investigation.

“We’ve been focusing on this guy here.” He pointed
to a mug shot of Mike Johnson. “He’s got a decent record, but so
far we’re going in circles with him. Basically he’s just a
purchaser.” He shook his head, seeming pensive. “I’m more
interested in identifying some of the players higher up the food
chain. I made up folders for you to look through. I’m excited to
get your take.”

“Definitely.” Dylan couldn’t keep herself from
smiling. Trevor’s enthusiasm was contagious. His blind faith in her
opinion didn’t hurt either. He was about her age, which seemed
promising for her future in this division. And his obvious
commitment to police work matched her own, even if their energies
seemed polar opposite.

For the moment, she was happy he was going Mach 10.
It kept her mind in focus. All morning she’d felt herself slipping
back into fantasies of Briana. Which was fine. Delicious, even.
Their brief flirtation had been the highlight of her weekend, and
she couldn’t wait to see how things progressed. But today was big,
and she needed to keep her head in the game.

“Showtime.” Trevor clapped his hands like he was
pumping them up.

“What do you mean?” Dylan was lost.

“Big meeting upstairs with our bosses and the
lawyers. Let’s go.”

“Oh, wow, that’s happening already?” For some reason
she’d expected there would be more time to settle in. She’d
envisioned a formal introduction to her new team, the sergeant, the
lieutenant. A chance to at least get a sense of how she’d gel in
her new assignment.

“I know it’s quick.” Trevor could already read her.
He guided them to the elevator. “I’ll give you a proper tour and
full introductions after, I promise. It’s just that everyone is
excited about the big break in the case. The brass wants to hear
directly from the rock star who got the intel that’s going to get
this investigation off
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