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      Are you looking for an alpha hero? Follow two law enforcement officers as they find love in the most unexpected places.

      

      Crossing the Line

      A widower who’s still mourning the loss of his wife, Paul Daniels isn’t looking for love. He’s a single dad, and he’s content to raise his little girl on his own. What he didn’t expect was the change that would occur when Megan moved in to help him take care of his daughter. Thirteen years his junior, she’s full of life. She’s brought joy back into his home and has him craving things he thought had died long ago. Can he open himself up and find love again, or will the past continue to haunt him?

      
        
        ***

      

      

      Seducing Janey

      Kyle Reed left the Army to take care of his younger sister after the death of their parents. He gave up his carefree life as a bachelor and settled into a new career as a sheriff’s deputy in their small town of Liberty, Indiana. When his boss asks him to show a city detective around, he wasn’t expecting a blonde bombshell. He knew the moment he saw Janey there would be more to their story than solving a murder.

      

      These two sexy Law Enforcement romances will have you wanting to curl up with these Boys in Blue.
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      “Did you see me, Daddy? Did you see me?”

      Paul Daniels bent down and lifted his five-year-old daughter, Chloe, into his arms. “I did.”

      He gave her his best smile, not that she noticed. Chloe was too excited to pay much attention to anything for long. Paul thought nothing could top the excess of energy his little girl displayed the day Chris and Elizabeth called to ask her if she’d be their flower girl. He’d been wrong. Three months ago, Chloe had been full of questions about the unknown—she’d never been to a wedding before. Today, she was bouncing off the walls, and her smile matched his new sister-in-law’s in pure joy.

      It was as if he hadn’t commented at all.

      “And Eliz’beth’s dress is sooo pretty. Isn’t it pretty, Daddy?” Chloe didn’t wait for his response this time either, before she continued. “Now she’s my aunt.” She concentrated to make sure she got it right. Megan had been working diligently to help Chloe improve her speech before she started school in the fall.

      Paul searched the crowd of people bustling into the reception hall for the woman in question, as Chloe squirmed wordlessly making her desire to be put down known. He lowered her feet to the floor, and watched as she slipped in between two wedding guests while he continued to scan for Megan.

      Megan was the younger sister of his baby brother Gage’s wife. Paul had met her when she’d come to Thanksgiving with her sister. Little had he known what a savior she’d turn out to be. She’d brought life back into his house. Life that he hadn’t realized was missing.

      She’d rescued him when he’d been in desperate need of someone to watch Chloe. Hours before he’d loaded Chloe into the car to set off for the holiday with his parents, his in-laws had announced they were moving almost two hours away. For four years, they’d lived nearby and were able to take Chloe whenever he was called in to work. His job as a homicide detective meant that he could be called out at all hours, and he couldn’t leave his young daughter alone. Megan had fit the bill by offering to move to Indianapolis and into his house as a live-in nanny. She’d saved Paul from having to spend countless hours searching for an alternative.

      As if knowing the direction of his thoughts, Chloe weaved through the people in her path until she was beside her nanny. Megan smiled when she caught sight of the little girl, and she circled her arms around Chloe’s shoulders, lifting her off the ground, and twirling. They were both laughing—happy. The two of them had clicked from the beginning, and his chest clenched almost painfully watching the two of them together. It should have been Melissa standing there twirling Chloe, but he couldn’t be upset that it was Megan. She’d put her life on hold for them—helped them out when they’d needed it most. Paul wished he could be as carefree.

      His brother, Chris, wanted to give his fiancée, Elizabeth, the wedding of her dreams, right down to the ceremony being held in a quaint little church not far from where they lived in Springfield, Ohio—and it was. Elizabeth had walked down the aisle in a long white gown, his brother in a tux. Everyone who meant something in either of their lives was present. It was . . . perfect.

      Unfortunately, it brought back too many memories for Paul. Memories that were raw and painful. Almost fifteen years ago, he’d been where his brother was—marrying the love of his life. He didn’t begrudge Chris and Elizabeth their happiness. No, he was grateful. His brother had had a rough time of it after his first marriage fell apart. For Paul, it was a sharp reminder that he no longer had his wife at his side. She’d been taken from him by a drunk driver.

      Starting to get choked up, Paul cleared his throat, and made a beeline for the bar. He didn’t drink often, and never when he had to drive afterward, but tonight he didn’t have to go anywhere but upstairs to his hotel room. Chloe was here, of course, so he couldn’t go overboard. He just wanted to numb some of the pain.

      Paul leaned his elbows on the bar as he waited for the petite blond bartender to finish with the drink she was making for another guest. He thought the guy standing patiently waiting for his drink was one of Chris’ employees. Paul was also fairly certain that the guy was single by the way he was openly eyeing the young woman from head to toe. She was pretty— Paul wasn’t blind, after all. Unfortunately, there was no spark. There never was. Not since his wife, Melissa.

      Six months after Melissa’s accident, he’d tried. He’d left Chloe with Melissa’s parents and gone out to a club. It had been loud and he’d felt out of place, but he’d met a woman he found attractive and went for it. They’d ended up at her place an hour later, clothes on the floor, with him hovering over her.

      He hadn’t been able to go through with it, though. As he reached for a condom, he’d seen Melissa smiling up at him, her chest vibrating as she attempted to suppress her mirth while he fumbled trying to roll the rubber down his erection. It was an old memory, from when they were teenagers, but it had stung all the same. He’d gathered his clothes, dressed, and apologized, leaving the woman, whom he only knew as Karen, lying naked on her bed staring after him.

      The bartender handed over the drink she’d made, and then turned to Paul without giving the other man a second glance. Looked like he wouldn’t be getting that after-closing booty call.

      She turned to Paul and smiled. “What can I get ya?”

      “Scotch. Neat.”

      Her smile got wider. “Coming right up, handsome.”

      Paul glanced over his shoulder, and caught sight of his mom and dad. They appeared to be engrossed in a conversation with two people he didn’t know. His dad looked in Paul’s direction, and Paul quickly turned back around. The last thing he needed was his dad zeroing in on his less-than- festive attitude.

      The bartender placed the half-full glass of scotch down in front of him. She made sure to lean in a little closer than normal. “Here you go.”

      “Thanks.” Paul picked up the glass and took a drink. It burned as it went down his throat, which was good. Anything was better than the knife twisting in his gut.

      “So how do you know the bride and groom?”

      Not wanting to be rude, Paul answered her. “I’m the groom’s brother.”

      “Older or younger?”

      Paul laughed, before backing away. “Thanks again for the drink.”

      He made it halfway to the corner he’d scoped out as a decent hiding place, before he was waylaid by his brother, Trent. “Hey, man.” Trent looked down at the drink Paul had in his hand, and raised his eyebrow.

      “Something wrong?”

      “I was going to ask you the same question. Since when do you drink anything but beer?”

      “I like to mix it up sometimes.” Paul didn’t add that those “sometimes” usually involved his wedding anniversary and the anniversary of his wife’s death. Chris’ wedding didn’t fall on either of those occasions, but Paul was making an exception.

      “Since when?”

      After taking another sip of his scotch, Paul narrowed his eyes at his younger brother. “Did you have a reason for coming over here other than to give me a hard time?”

      Trent frowned, but let it go. For now, at least. “Megan and Chloe were looking for you. Chloe wants some pictures of you, Megan, and her together. Chris and Elizabeth don’t have a problem with it, but they wanted to make sure it was okay with you before they agreed to anything.”

      The last thing Paul wanted to do was pose for more pictures, but there were very few things he’d deny his daughter. Pictures of the woman she’d grown extremely close to over the last four months wasn’t one of them. “It’s fine.”

      Again, he saw that look of doubt cross his brother’s face. “Okay . . .”

      Paul ignored Trent’s curiosity. “Where?”

      “Out in the lobby. The photographer has been taking some pictures in front of the fountain.”

      Not waiting to see if Trent would come up with more questions regarding his odd behavior, Paul took off toward the fountain.

      Before entering the lobby, he took one last gulp of his scotch, feeling the heat. He could do this. For his daughter, he could do this.

      Setting his now empty glass down on a nearby table, he plastered a smile on his face, and went to find Megan and Chloe.

      
        
        ***

      

      

      Megan Carson held tight to Chloe’s hand as she continued to flutter about without a care in the world. They were in the lobby waiting on Paul. At least, Megan hoped they were waiting on Paul. It hadn’t escaped her notice that he’d been tense all throughout Chris and Elizabeth’s vows. And a couple of times she noticed him getting a look on his face. She couldn’t help but wonder if he was thinking about his wife.

      He’d smiled and laughed along with everyone else, but she could tell his heart wasn’t in it. She now knew him well enough to know the difference. And she’d guess his family did, too. Although, technically, Megan was his family now as well—ever since her sister married his brother.

      Chloe squealed, and pulled harder on Megan’s arm. “Daddy!”

      Releasing the little girl’s hand, Megan stood back and watched Paul scoop up his daughter. Seeing them like this gave her a warm feeling. He smiled at Chloe, and this time it didn’t look fake or forced. Then again, whenever it came to Chloe, Megan didn’t question Paul’s love or willingness to do anything for her. Chloe was the apple of his eye—a tangible reminder of his dead wife.

      “I was told there’s a picture that needs to be taken out here.” Paul tickled his daughter’s sides.

      She giggled. “Yes, Daddy. I want a picture with yous, and mes, and Megan.”

      Paul glanced down at Megan, and she took in his warm brown eyes. She loved when they sparkled with joy, as they did in that moment. No one could do that to him but Chloe. Not his mom or his brothers. Not even her. No matter how much she wished otherwise.

      The photographer approached them with his camera hanging from a strap around his neck. “Ah, good. Everyone’s here, yes?”

      He quickly corralled them into the correct position, with Megan and Paul flanking Chloe as the three of them sat on the edge of the fountain. To an outside observer, they’d look like a normal family. Appearances could be deceiving, though, and in this case they were way off. Megan was Chloe’s nanny, nothing more. She took care of Chloe when Paul was working, making sure she had everything she needed, and that the house wasn’t a disaster when he came home.

      That was where it ended. Occasionally, Paul would allow Megan to cook dinner for them, but it was rare, and usually only on days when he knew he wouldn’t be home until after six. Paul took taking care of his one and only child seriously. She was his responsibility, and while he allowed Megan to take over when he had to leave, he didn’t take advantage of her presence in their life—although sometimes she wished that he would.

      With the pictures over, Chloe ran back into the reception with an announcement that she was going to find her grandmother—Paul’s mom— leaving Paul and Megan behind.

      “Thank you.”

      She looked up at Paul. He towered over her, at just over six feet to her much shorter five foot five. “You know I’d do anything for Chloe.”

      He was ultra-serious again. “I know, but you don’t have to. You’re not working tonight.”

      Megan frowned. He had that melancholy look she noticed crossed his features all too frequently. “Are you all right?”

      It was Paul’s turn to frown. “Of course. Why wouldn’t I be? It’s my brother’s wedding.”

      His answer didn’t ease her concern. Paul was a good guy—the best guy she’d ever met in her twenty-three years. He put every other man who’d crossed her path to shame, with the exception of Gage and the rest of his brothers and father. The Daniels men had certainly upped her standards in the opposite sex.

      “I don’t know. You just don’t seem like yourself tonight.”

      Paul waved off her observation. “It’s been a long day, that’s all.”

      Yes, it had been a long day. Megan and all the other Daniels women, including Chloe, had met at the spa a little after eight that morning. They’d all gotten their hair and nails done while the guys did whatever guys did to get ready for a wedding. Since then, they’d all been going strong. Megan didn’t think that was the problem, but she let it go. For now. “It has been a long day.”

      In what seemed like an effort to steer her away from any further questioning, Paul held out his arm, and motioned toward the reception. She took a deep breath, and smiled, allowing him to deflect. Whatever was going on with him today, she figured it had to do with his wife. One thing she’d learned about Paul in the four months she’d known him was that he was still very much in love with Melissa. It didn’t matter that she’d been dead for over four years. She was still alive in his heart.

      Once back inside, Megan was hijacked by her brother-in-law, Gage. “Would you please talk to your sister?”

      Megan laughed. “What’s up, Becca?”

      Her sister, Rebecca, gave her husband a disapproving headshake. “Nothing, except Mr. Overprotective here doesn’t think I can do anything on my own.”

      “I’m trying to be a gentleman.” Gage huffed his response, but at the same time, he wrapped his arms around Rebecca’s middle, pulling her up against him. It still amused Megan to see how Gage had changed since falling in love with her sister. He’d gone from the cocky playboy to the overprotective husband and daddy-to-be.

      Rebecca leaned in to him. “I do not need for you to walk me to the bathroom. I’m not a child.” She paused. “And before you say it, I’m not going to get sick. I haven’t had a bout of morning sickness in over a week.”

      Gage kissed her temple and inhaled. “I’m sorry, beautiful, but you know how much I worry about you.”

      Megan watched her sister—her sister who could take down a man three times her size with her bare hands—melt in her husband’s arms. “I guess you two don’t need me anymore, then?”

      They both chuckled, and Rebecca stood to her full height. “Of course I do. You, I don’t mind accompanying me to the ladies’ room.”

      Before she knew it, Rebecca was pushing her toward the bathroom. “Hey, slow down.”

      Rebecca stopped and released Megan’s arm. “Sorry. It’s just . . .”

      “He’s driving you nuts?” Megan laughed.

      “It’s not funny. You’d think I was terminally ill or something, instead of pregnant.”

      Although she knew Gage’s attentiveness was probably getting to her overly independent sister, she also knew that Rebecca loved the attention. It was something Megan and Rebecca had lacked growing up—Rebecca especially. “You know you love it.” Megan paused. “And him.”

      It took a few seconds, but then a soft smile brightened Rebecca’s features. “It’s sad, but I do. I know I shouldn’t, but to know that he’d drop everything for me and the baby, no matter what, is a pretty amazing feeling.”

      “Yeah, I bet. I mean, we didn’t have that growing up. He’s going to be a great dad.”

      Rebecca glanced back to where Gage was now talking to his father and Trent. “He really is.”

      The talk of dads sent Megan’s mind drifting back to Paul, and she immediately began searching the crowd for him.

      “Looking for someone?”

      Megan turned back to face her sister. “Huh? What?”

      “I asked if you were looking for someone.” Rebecca had a strange look on her face, and Megan knew Rebecca was going into big sister mode. It was the last thing she wanted. “Not really.”

      Her sister frowned. “Is something going on I should know about?”

      Now Megan was confused. “Like?”

      “I don’t know. I mean you’ve gone four months without chasing after a guy. That’s a record for you.”

      Megan rolled her eyes. “Thanks.”

      “I didn’t . . . I didn’t mean it like that. I worry about you. I want you to find a nice guy—someone who will treat you well. I don’t want to see you hurt again.”

      “I know. And when I find him, you’ll be the first to know.”

      Rebecca reached up to brush a strand of hair away from Megan’s face. It was something she’d done since Megan was little—a motherly gesture from the only real female authority figure Megan had ever known. “Come on. Let’s get to the bathroom before I burst. I think I drank way too much water earlier.”

      Following her sister, Megan took one last look around trying to spot Paul, but she didn’t see him anywhere.
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      Paul didn’t manage to stay under the radar for as long as he would have liked. Unfortunately, there were only so many places he could hide without leaving the reception entirely. That meant his family was able to find him without too much difficulty.

      After leaving Megan, he’d ambled back over to the bar and got another drink to nurse. He needed to take it easy. No matter how bad the pain got, he didn’t want his daughter to see him falling down drunk.

      He made it about a half hour at his lone table in the corner, sipping his second glass of scotch and nibbling on some food, when Chris and Elizabeth found him.

      “Congratulations.” Paul tipped his glass to the bride and groom.

      “Thank you.” Chris held tight to his new bride’s hand, and his smile was bright enough to light up the whole room. Paul remembered that feeling. He remembered holding his new wife in his arms—their first dance—their first kiss as husband and wife. Everything.

      He was going to need another drink.

      Elizabeth was the one to bring Paul out of his memories this time. “So I was wondering if maybe you’d like to dance?”

      “Worn your new husband out already?” Paul attempted the joke, but it felt dead to his own ears.

      Chris, luckily, didn’t seem to pick up on it. Paul supposed his brother was too caught up in the joy of his wedding day, which was exactly as it should be. “Pfft. Not hardly. I’d dance with her all night if that’s what she wanted. Aunt Claire, however, wants a dance.”

      Paul smiled. He wasn’t feeling it, but he could pretend. He was good at that. “Sure. I’d love to dance with my new sister.”

      Reluctantly, Paul left the remains of his scotch on the table, and took Elizabeth’s hand. Sure, he could have downed it like he did before, but if he kept doing that he wouldn’t be able to walk soon. Plus, Chris might have noticed, and that was the last thing he needed. On the whole, Paul preferred beer, but he would have to down a case of beer to get that numb feeling he was looking for tonight. Scotch was more efficient.

      Elizabeth held onto his arm until they reached the dance floor. They danced in relative silence, until he saw some of the happiness drain from her features. “Something the matter?”

      She tilted her head to the side. “I was going to ask you the same thing.” Obviously he hadn’t been hiding his emotions as well as he’d thought.

      “I’m fine. Good. My little brother got married today, and I happen to think the woman he chose is perfect for him.”

      She smiled, but the concern didn’t leave her face. “Thank you for saying that, but what about you?”

      “Like I said, I’m fine.”

      Elizabeth seemed to think about it for a moment, and he was really hoping she would drop it. He should have known better. “Does this remind you of your wife? Of your wedding?”

      Paul shrugged, not wanting her to make a big deal out of it. “Some. It is a wedding, after all.” He didn’t add that when Elizabeth had walked down the aisle in her white dress he’d had a flash of Melissa walking toward him on their wedding day.

      “I’m sorry. I wish I could have met her.”

      He nodded. “She would have liked you.”

      Elizabeth smiled. “I’m sure I would have liked her, too.”

      Although he didn’t mind talking about Melissa to a certain extent—he talked about her often to Chloe—given the events of the day, he didn’t think he could handle a long drawn-out discussion. When the song ended, Paul politely thanked Elizabeth for the dance, and went in search of his mom. He needed a few minutes to himself . . . away from everyone . . . but he didn’t want to just up and leave without telling anyone either. That would only invite more questions from his family that he didn’t want to answer.

      He found his mom sitting near the buffet table. Chloe sat next to her, stuffing her face with a piece of bread and some chicken. “Hey, Ma.”

      “Da-mee!” Chloe’s words were muffled around her food.

      “Don’t talk with your mouth full.” His daughter didn’t look fazed by his reprimand, and went back to eating.

      “I was looking for you earlier.”

      Paul pulled out a chair beside his mom, and sat down. “Elizabeth wanted a dance.”

      Marilyn Daniels smiled at her oldest son. “I’m so happy for Chris. He should have married Elizabeth the first time around.”

      “That would have been difficult since Elizabeth was still married to someone else at the time.”

      His mom waved the comment away. “You know what I mean. Elizabeth should have been his first.”

      Paul couldn’t argue with that. None of the family had been crazy about Carol, Chris’ first wife. That should have been a big clue right there. Unfortunately, Chris found out the hard way that she wasn’t the right woman for him when he caught her in bed with his best friend. Paul counted his blessings that he’d never had to experience a betrayal like that. He and Melissa had been childhood sweethearts. She’d been his first, and he hers.

      “Paul?”

      Blinking, he refocused on his mom. “Sorry. What were you saying?”

      She glanced over at Chloe, and then back at him. “Chloe and I were talking about her having a sleepover with Grandma and Grandpa tonight, but I told her we’d have to make sure it was okay with you first.”

      “Please, Daddy? Please?” This time Chloe made sure to swallow first before she began pleading.

      “Sure. We aren’t leaving until around noon tomorrow, anyway.”

      “Yay!”

      His mom laughed, and Paul managed a smile. “I was actually coming to find you to see if you could watch Chloe for a bit. I need to run up to the room for something.”

      “Of course.”

      “Did you need me to bring down some clothes for her while I’m up there?”

      “Nah. We’re good. I’ve got a T-shirt with me she can wear. You just enjoy yourself tonight. I’ve got Chloe.”

      “Okay.”

      “Thank you, Daddy.” Chloe jumped up off her chair and hugged Paul’s legs.

      He hugged her back. She was growing up so fast. “You be good for Grandma and Grandpa, you hear?”

      She smiled up at him. “I promise.”

      Bending down, Paul kissed the top of his daughter’s head before walking away. He knew he could have asked Megan to keep an eye on Chloe for him, but he’d told her to take the night off and enjoy herself. She deserved it with all the overtime he’d been working lately.

      As Paul headed toward the entrance, he paused and looked over the crowd. Everyone was having a good time, as it should be. He narrowed his eyes a little when he saw Megan talking to that same guy who’d been trying to chat up the bartender.

      Shaking it off, he moved on. Megan was a big girl. She could take care of herself.

      He looked away, and his gaze honed in on the bar once more. Chloe was spending the night with his parents, so he was free for the rest of the evening.

      Throwing caution to the wind, Paul turned on his heel, and ambled toward the bar to get a bottle of scotch to keep him company up in his room. He already knew it was going to be a long night, and he was still feeling way too much. Chloe wouldn’t be there, so there was no reason to hold back. He was going to get drunk. Maybe then, he could stop feeling for a while.

      
        
        ***

      

      

      Megan saw Paul slip out of the reception hall. She was talking to a guy named Kevin. He was nice enough, but she couldn’t help compare him to Paul. On top of that, she’d met plenty of guys like Kevin before. He was looking for someone to warm his bed and, for once, Megan wasn’t interested.

      When a half hour passed and Paul didn’t return, Megan politely excused herself from the conversation she’d been having. She’d thought Paul was going to the bathroom or something, but she was starting to worry that something else was up. Knowing Paul would never leave Chloe, she went in search of the little girl.

      As she began pressing her way through the crowd, Gage snuck up beside her. “Do you want to dance?”

      “You mean you’re willing to leave Becca’s side for that long?”

      Gage clutched his chest as if she’d wounded him. “I’m not that bad.”

      She snorted. “You really are.”

      “Now you sound like your sister.” Gage was frowning, which only made Megan laugh more. “Okay, fine. She sort of told me not to come back for at least fifteen minutes under threat of bodily harm. Not that I’d mind exactly, but Chris might take issue if she pulls one of her self-defense moves on me in the middle of his wedding reception.”

      “I’m surprised she hasn’t kicked your ass yet.”

      His eyes lit up, and he smirked. “Who says I don’t like it when your sister gets a little frisky?”

      “Eww!” Megan feigned revulsion. In truth, she was ecstatic that her sister had finally met her match. Gage fawned all over Rebecca, but he also didn’t let her push him away. He refused to let her hide behind that wall she’d built up because of her and Megan’s parents. Megan understood. She had walls of her own. That didn’t mean she didn’t want what Rebecca had finally found with Gage. Of course she did. Megan wanted to be loved and adored and cherished. She just didn’t think it was in the cards for her.

      “Come on. Please?” Gage pouted, making Megan laugh harder. He could be such a goof sometimes.

      “Sure. Fine. Come on.”

      Gage danced with her for two songs, and then said he needed to go check on Rebecca. Megan knew her sister was more than capable of taking care of herself. But she also knew that it was useless telling Gage that. She would love to be a fly on their wall sometimes to watch her sister put the big burly football player in his place.

      Shaking her head, Megan wandered over to the buffet tables. She’d eaten some of the smaller stuff earlier, but after dancing her stomach was demanding nourishment. Filling her plate, she looked around the room for some place to sit. She spotted Gage and Rebecca immediately, but they looked to be in the middle of what Megan had learned to be foreplay for them—other people called it fighting. The last thing she wanted to do was get in the middle of that. If experience was anything to go by, they’d be sneaking up to their room soon to take out their aggression in other more sexual ways. Thank goodness her room was nowhere near theirs.

      The bride and groom were across the room, eating and chatting with some of their guests, while Trent and his dad, Mike, were a few feet away. The Danielses were social people, and she liked them. A lot. It was just that she didn’t know them very well. The two exceptions to that were Paul— who was MIA—and Chloe, so when she spotted the little girl with her grandmother, Megan strolled over to join them. “Mind if I sit?”

      “Of course not.”

      “Me-gan, I’m eating chicken.”

      Megan smiled, and picked up her fork. “Is it good?”

      Chloe nodded in an exaggerated fashion as she shoved another piece of chicken in her mouth. They’d been working on eating with utensils, and Chloe was decent at using the kiddie ones, but the normal-sized forks that they had at the reception were a bit much for her tiny hands.

      “How have you been, Megan? I haven’t seen you since Gage and Rebecca’s wedding.”

      Megan swallowed the bite of food she was chewing before answering. “Good. Keeping busy. Rebecca talked me into taking some online classes.”

      “Oh, that’s a great idea. Do you have a degree in mind?”

      “Not really. I’ve always been interested in art, so maybe something to do with that. I don’t know yet.”

      As if Marilyn and Megan weren’t in the middle of a conversation, Chloe interrupted. “Guess what, Megan? I’m going to sleep in Grandma and Grandpa’s room tonight. We’re having a sweepover.”

      Not able to hide her smile, Megan reached for her drink. “You mean a sleepover? That sounds fun.”

      “Yep.” Chloe was nodding again. “A sleep-over.”

      The next five minutes or so were spent listening to Chloe tell Megan all about the sleepover she was going to have with her grandparents, including the movie they were going to watch, and how she was going to get to stay up really, really late. It was impossible not to smile. Chloe put her whole heart into everything she did, and from what Megan had observed while living with Chloe and her father, the little girl was very much like her mother.

      Those thoughts led right back to Chloe’s father. Paul still hadn’t returned, and Megan was beginning to worry about him. Had something happened with work? Or was it the wedding in general? The look on his face earlier reminded her of the one he’d get whenever she’d pass by his bedroom and catch him holding the picture of his wife in his hands. Paul was a great guy, and she didn’t like seeing him hurting.

      As Megan finished her food, she chatted back and forth with Marilyn. Every now and then, Chloe would interject a comment or share a story. When Mike Daniels, the patriarch of the Daniels family, approached the table, Megan decided it was time to go in search of Paul. She said her goodbyes, and kissed Chloe on the cheek, before going to find her sister.

      Rebecca could, of course, read her like a book. “Oh no. What’s wrong?”

      Luckily, Gage wasn’t around. “Nothing’s wrong. Where’s your husband?”

      “He went to get me some more food. Stop deflecting.”

      “I’m not deflecting.” It was sort of a lie, but not really. She knew that if she told her sister she was going to look for Paul, Rebecca would tell her husband and soon the entire Daniels clan would be off in search of him. Megan knew Paul wouldn’t want that.

      “Then why do you have that look on your face?”

      “Maybe because I’m tired?”

      “Uh-huh.”

      Not wanting to fight with her sister, Megan got to the point. “I just wanted to let you know that I’m heading up to my room. It’s been a long day, and I’m ready to crash.”

      “Oh. Okay.”

      Rebecca looked torn for some reason. “What?”

      “Nothing.”

      “Becca?”

      “I saw the way you were looking at Paul earlier.”

      “Okay. And?”

      “And . . .” She sighed. “Is something . . . you know, going on with you two?”

      Megan’s mouth fell open. She felt it, and she had no control of it at all. Her and Paul? Sure, he was attractive. Okay, more than attractive. But he’d never shown any interest in her that way, so even if she wanted to, which she kind of did, she wouldn’t push herself on him like that. He and his family had taken Rebecca and Megan in, embracing them as part of the family. Plus, Paul wasn’t over his wife. Megan knew that, above all else. “No. Why would there be? Besides, just because you’re getting your freak on all over the place doesn’t mean everyone else is.”

      Rebecca let out a relieved breath. “All right.”

      As if a lightbulb went off in her head, Megan narrowed her eyes at her sister. “What? You thought that just because he’s a man and I live with him now that there has to be something going on?”

      “I didn’t say that.”

      “No. You didn’t, but you implied it. I’m not a little kid anymore, Rebecca.”

      “I know. I’m so—”

      Megan waved off her apology. “I’m going to my room. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      “Megan?”

      Megan continued walking, and she was glad to hear Gage asking Rebecca what was wrong. He would keep her sister from following her. Megan knew she’d have to deal with Rebecca tomorrow, and that was fine. Right now, however, she needed some space. And to find Paul.

      Something in the back of her mind told her to let it go—to leave him be. Megan pushed it aside and told herself that she just needed see that he was all right. Then she could go up to her room, find some cheesy romantic movie on television, and fall asleep.
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      Megan looked everywhere she could think of, even walking outside to see if she could spot him talking on his cell or something, but she came up empty. He was nowhere to be found, and after twenty minutes of searching, she decided to head upstairs to her room. She figured he had to come back eventually, right?

      As soon as Megan stepped inside her room, she kicked off her shoes. High heels made your legs look great, but they were killer on your feet.

      Next to come off was her jewelry, and then finally, her dress. She’d dressed up more than usual for Chris and Elizabeth’s wedding—more sophisticated, too. The dress she’d chosen was knee length, perfectly conservative, and had cute ruffled sleeves. To be honest, she was dressed more like her sister than she was herself. On most days, Megan preferred jeans and T-shirts, although she also liked skirts that showed off her legs. She might only be five foot five, but she had nice legs. Why not flaunt them?

      She padded into the bathroom in her bare feet, figuring she’d go ahead and get ready for bed. When she emerged ten minutes later, she found the kitty cat pajamas she’d brought with her—since moving in with Paul and Chloe, she’d had to make adjustments to her sleepwear—and put them on.

      Megan was about to crawl into bed and see what she could find on television when she heard what sounded like something crashing to the floor next door. Jumping up, Megan went to the door connecting her room with Paul’s. He’d gotten them adjoining rooms to make it easier for Chloe, but since the little girl was with her grandmother, Megan knew the noise had to be coming from Paul.

      “Paul? Are you all right over there?” No answer.

      “Paul?”

      Still nothing.

      Without stopping to think, Megan turned the handle on the door. It wasn’t locked, and it opened easily.

      She peeked inside, and what she saw had her scrambling across the room in a hurry. Paul was balanced—barely—against the dresser that supported the television. He looked as if he’d just come from the bathroom, and he was drunk. Not a little drunk, but can’t-walk-straight-or-talk-without- slurring-his-words drunk. She’d never seen him like this.

      “Meg-Meg-an.” He sighed, and attempted to raise his arm toward her as she wrapped her arm around his waist. He was twice her size, and in his current condition, he was dead weight.

      With little help from him, Megan moved him a few feet over to the bed. He plopped down so hard he bounced.

      Once she was fairly sure he wasn’t going to topple over, she glanced around the room. That was when she noticed the bottle of scotch on the coffee table. Most of the bottle appeared to be gone, and as there was no one else in the room, she had to assume he’d drunk it all himself.

      “Will you be okay for a minute?”

      “Su-sure.” Paul smiled up at her, and she felt something flutter in the pit of her stomach.

      Stop it, she told herself, as she marched back into her room to get some ibuprofen.

      He was still where she left him when she returned with something for the headache he was bound to have come morning. She took one of the glasses provided by the hotel into the bathroom to fill it up with water, before returning to stand directly in front of him. “Here. Take these. If you drank as much as I think you did, then you are going to have one massive hangover in the morning.”

      Without comment, or protest, Paul downed the pills like they were candy. She handed him the water, and he drained that within seconds as well.

      When he was done, she took the glass from him, and went to refill it. Again, he drained it when she brought it back to him. Once he polished that one off, Megan set aside the empty glass. She couldn’t help but wonder what had brought this on, although she was pretty sure she knew.

      Megan was lost in thought when she felt Paul’s fingers brush the outside of her legs. At first, she thought it was unintentional, but then he got bolder and flattened his palms so that they were bracketing her waist. She could feel the heat of his hands through her clothes. Megan knew she should push him away—he was drunk, after all—but she couldn’t. She wanted to see what he would do.

      “Always wear . . . most in . . . testing . . . p . . . jamaszzz.”

      She swallowed. He noticed her pajamas? Since when? “I like cats.”

      “Mmm.” Paul slipped the pads of his thumbs under her shirt, and began making circles against her belly. It was incredibly intimate—more intimate than a lot of the sex she’d had. This felt different. It was different. This was Paul. He wasn’t like the guys she normally hung out with.

      “Paul?” Her voice cracked. Why did she feel as if this was her first time?

      Again, he ignored her, and this time he leaned forward, pulling her closer. He lifted her shirt, exposing her stomach, and pressed his lips against her skin.

      Megan reacted in the only way she could, by placing her hands on his head, lacing her fingers through his hair. What was happening?

      Paul continued upward with his exploration—pushing her shirt out of the way as he went—until he reached her breasts. He cupped each one, filling both his hands, and began kneading and lifting them. Her nipples hardened, and she felt her body react in other ways. She knew she should stop him, but she couldn’t. Megan had dreamt about this . . . how it could happen . . . but she’d never imagined it would be like this.

      He eased her left breast into his mouth and began sucking on it as though it was his life source. Megan moaned. She was a woman who liked sex, and it had been almost five months. No matter how wrong she knew this was, if he was willing, she wasn’t going to say no.

      Hearing her pleasure, Paul released her breast, and leaned back on the bed, pulling her down with him. He cupped the back of her head, and a second later, his mouth was covering hers—his tongue pushing against her lips—begging, demanding entrance.

      She opened her mouth, and his tongue surged inside, licking and caressing. Megan could taste the alcohol on his breath, but she also tasted him—something that was uniquely him. Even with Paul being drunk, she could tell he was a good kisser. He angled her head exactly the way he wanted it as he continued his assault on her mouth.

      Megan felt him snake his other hand down her body and into her pajama bottoms. He didn’t waste any time going for what he wanted. She gasped as his fingers found just the right spot between her legs. Her body was overheating. She just . . . she just . . .

      Suddenly, he stopped kissing her and his hand stilled. The fingers that were tangled in her hair dropped onto the bed.

      She opened her eyes and looked down at the man beneath her. His eyes were closed, his mouth opened, and he was snoring softly.

      Well, that’s a first.

      Not ready to extract herself just yet, Megan reached up and caressed his face. He’d said her name. He’d known it was her. If nothing else, he’d known who she was. If she never got another opportunity to have him, she at least knew that he wasn’t completely indifferent to her. He found her attractive—at least on some level.

      Leaning down, she pressed a soft kiss to his parted lips before removing his hand from her pants. Megan knew she needed to go, but she didn’t want to leave him with his feet hanging off the side of the bed.

      It took some time, but eventually she was able to get his feet up onto the mattress and him into a position where she was confident he wouldn’t fall off in the middle of the night. His head was near the foot of the bed, and his feet at the head, but it worked nonetheless.

      Satisfied she’d done the best she could, Megan debated whether or not to sleep on the couch in his room or go back to her own. It was a hard decision, but she reasoned that he probably wouldn’t want to be babied come morning, so reluctantly she went back to her room. The only concession was that she left the adjoining door open.

      Curling up in her bed, Megan looked toward the open door. What would have happened if Paul hadn’t fallen asleep? Unfortunately, she might never know.

      
        
        ***

      

      

      It sounded like someone was scraping their nails on a chalkboard, and what Paul wanted more than anything was for them to stop. His head was pounding, and the noise wasn’t helping. He cracked open one eye and quickly closed it again, as the sun shining through the window only made things worse. How much did he have to drink last night? He couldn’t remember. From how he was feeling, though, it was a lot.

      As gently as he could, he sat up. The pounding in his head increased slightly. He took a few deep breaths until he was sure his head wasn’t going to fall off, and then made his way into the bathroom to relieve his bladder.

      After taking care of business, he took a long look in the mirror. His eyes were bloodshot and he had dark circles beneath them. He looked as if he’d been to hell and back, and he felt that way, too.

      Making his way back out into the room, he shielded his eyes as best he could as he walked across the room to close the heavy curtains. Once they were pulled tight, blocking the light from outside, the pounding in his head decreased a little more. Not willing to take the chance, however, Paul went to his bag and dug out some painkillers.

      Downing them easily, he glanced at the clock. It was already after nine, which meant Chloe and his mom would be calling soon. He needed to clean himself up. Paul didn’t want his daughter to see him like this.

      Thoughts of his mom calling brought his mind back to what woke him in the first place. He went to retrieve his phone from on top of the nightstand near the bed, and sure enough, he had one missed call. It was from his partner, Janey Davis.

      Dialing into his voice mail, he listened to her message. There had been another homicide last night. The third one in six months, all with the same MO: young woman, in her late twenties/early thirties, found in her home with her throat and wrists slashed.

      With the first one, they’d thought it was a possible suicide, but the cuts were too clean and the angles wrong. Add to that the difficulty of slashing both one’s throat and wrists. When the second victim turned up with identical cuts along her throat and wrists, it was obvious they had a killer on their hands. With victim number three, the higher-ups were going to start wanting answers.

      Knowing he needed a shower before he called Janey back, Paul tossed his phone down on the bed, and went to grab some clothes. That’s when he noticed the door between his and Megan’s room was open. He strolled over to the door and peeked in. Megan was still asleep, curled up in her bed with the blankets tucked under her chin, and her hair in complete disarray.

      A flash of his hand cupping the back of her head, her green eyes fully dilated staring back at him, filled his vision for a split second, and then it was gone. He shook his head, not understanding where the image came from. Nonetheless, it was enough to cause a reaction below his waist.

      Knowing he needed some distance, Paul scurried out of the doorway and back into his room, quietly, yet firmly, closing the door behind him. He really needed that shower, and now he knew it was going to have to be a cold one—an ice-cold one, from the looks of it. Where had that image come from, and why now?

      Paul felt much better after his shower, with one exception. He couldn’t seem to get that image of Megan out of his head. It made no sense to him. She’d never looked at him that way before, and he’d never touched her like that. The flash made no sense to him, but he couldn’t shake it. And every time it popped up, all his efforts to calm himself were for naught.

      Knowing he needed a distraction, as soon as Paul was dressed, he dialed Janey. She picked up after the first ring. “Up late partying?”

      He snorted, and felt it from his head to his toes. The medicine had helped his headache, but that didn’t mean it had gone away completely. “Hardly.”

      “Oh, man. I need to show you how to party right, then, Daniels.”

      Paul chuckled. “Thanks for the offer, but I think I manage just fine.”

      She made a noise through the phone that sounded a lot like the raspberries he blew on Chloe’s stomach from time to time. “Suit yourself. You know you’re always welcome to come out with us anytime, though.”

      His partner and some of the other detectives from the station regularly invited him to come out with them after a shift, but he’d always made the excuse that he had to get home to Chloe. He had no idea how he would dodge that once she got older, but for the moment, it worked. None of them pushed, except for Janey, and he figured that was because she knew he was only using Chloe as an excuse.

      Janey and Paul had been partners for five years. She’d been there when he’d lost Melissa, so she knew all the ups and downs he’d gone through. Janey knew more than most when it came to how much he still grieved for his wife, because she was there beside him every day.

      Wanting to change the subject, Paul brought up the reason she’d called him in the first place. “Another victim turned up last night?”

      “Yeah. Everything was the same as the other two, right down to the angle of the cuts. This guy knows what he’s doing. Doc says he’s confident now that the cuts were made by someone with a medical background.”

      It was something the medical examiner had brought up with the other two victims they’d found, but he’d been reluctant to go on record with it. Apparently, with this third victim, he felt he had enough evidence to support his theory.

      “I suppose that narrows it down some. It will give us a place to start, at least.”

      “Anything is better than what we’ve had to go on so far.”

      That was the truth. This was one of the more frustrating cases he’d worked on in his fifteen years with the Indianapolis police department. There were no prints at the scene and no DNA left by the killer. There were no obvious signs anyone but the victim had been in the house at the time of death.

      “When are you heading back?”

      There was a knock on the door that joined his room to Megan’s—the one he’d closed about thirty minutes ago. “We should be back tonight.” He paused. “I’ve got to go. I’ll call you when I get back and we can talk about a game plan.”

      “Don’t sweat it. Enjoy your family time. I’ll see you bright and early tomorrow morning.”

      The door cracked opened, and Megan peeked through. Her hair no longer looked as if she’d had someone running their fingers through it. Paul swallowed. “Okay. Sounds good.”

      Janey hesitated. “You sure you’re all right?”

      Paul’s gaze never left Megan’s. For some reason, he couldn’t look away. “Yeah. I’m good.”

      Before Janey could interrogate him any more about his strange behavior, Paul disconnected the call. He set the phone down on the nightstand, feeling strangely uncomfortable as Megan opened the door further and stepped inside his room. She’d dressed, and was wearing an outfit he’d seen her in several times before. Why, then, did seeing her bare legs peeking out from beneath her skirt bring with it a flash of having those legs bracketing his hips?

      “I didn’t mean to interrupt your call.”

      He shrugged. “It’s okay. Janey was only calling to give me an update on things.”

      “Oh.”

      When Megan didn’t say anything more, he turned away from her and began to gather his things in preparation for their departure. “Are you about ready to go? I figure we can meet Chloe and my parents downstairs for brunch before we head out.”

      She didn’t respond right away. “Paul?”

      “Hmm?” He didn’t look up, feeling the need to concentrate on what he was doing and not on her.

      “Do you remember anything from last night?”

      That made him stop. He looked over at the bed, and then to the coffee table where the bottle of scotch sat, almost empty. “I guess I drank a little too much.”

      She didn’t comment.

      Paul didn’t remember getting into bed last night. And, given the door had been open this morning, he figured Megan, at the very least, must have checked on him. Maybe she’d even helped him to the bed. Either way, she was clearly concerned. “Thanks for checking on me. I usually don’t go that overboard.”

      Megan took two steps toward him and then halted. He met her gaze and there was something there—behind her eyes—something he couldn’t understand. Before he could ask her, however, she turned around and headed back toward her room. “I’ll get my things and meet you in the hall.”

      He watched her disappear through the door, closing it behind her. For some reason, he felt as if he’d done something wrong, but for the life him, he couldn’t figure out what it was.
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      Megan tried her best to pay attention to what Chloe was saying as she sat next to her while they ate. As Megan had asked, Paul met her in the hallway outside their respective hotel rooms and they rode down in the elevator together. He didn’t say anything on the way down, but she could feel him looking over at her from time to time. It was tense, and Megan knew why, even if he didn’t.

      They met Chloe and her grandparents downstairs in the lobby a little after ten. The little girl was wearing a new outfit Megan had never seen before. Megan guessed that Marilyn had been more prepared for last night’s sleepover than she’d let on. It was cute, and very Chloe.

      Paul loaded their luggage into the vehicle since he, Megan, and Chloe would be leaving immediately after brunch, and then joined the rest of the group in the hotel’s restaurant. It didn’t escape Megan’s notice that Paul sat as far away from her as possible, even though the chair right beside her was empty. Was he remembering, or was it only in response to the obvious tension that was hanging in the air between them? She couldn’t be sure.

      Chloe recounted everything she could remember about the wedding, the reception and, of course, her sleepover with her grandparents, more than once. Each time, she added something she’d forgotten the time before. Concentrating on what the little girl said was difficult, though, since Megan’s mind was still firmly set on what had happened with Paul the night before and what had—or hadn’t—happened this morning.

      She was acutely aware of Paul on the other side of the table. She knew every time he took a drink of his water, or rubbed at his temple, trying to relieve the hangover she knew he must have. It took everything in her not to say or do something, but she knew he probably wouldn’t appreciate it. Especially in front of his family.

      They were about halfway through their meal when Trent, Gage, and Rebecca joined them. Trent pulled out the chair beside Megan and plopped down. “Morning, sunshine.”

      Trent was a flirt, and normally Megan would laugh at his antics. She didn’t have it in her this morning.

      He, of course, noticed. “What happened, and whose ass do I need to kick?”

      Luckily, he’d leaned in and said it so low that no one around them heard him. The last thing she needed was her sister picking up on her less than stellar mood. “Nothing. And no one’s.”

      His frown told her just how much he didn’t believe her.

      She tried again. “Really. I just . . . didn’t sleep all that well last night.”

      Trent looked her in the eye, still frowning. He looked over at Paul and then back to her as his frown increased. Everyone pegged Trent as the jokester of the family—he was the least serious of the four brothers, usually—but Trent was observant. He leaned in and whispered in her ear. “All right. But if you need to talk, I’m here, okay?”

      Megan nodded. She tried to smile, to let him know she was really fine, but it was beyond weak.

      When she glanced across the table after her brief exchange with Trent, she noticed Paul watching her. He was observant as well, but in a different way. But the look on his face wasn’t that of a detached cop. Maybe Paul remembered more about last night than he was letting on. He’d never minded Trent flirting with her before.

      Seconds after that thought crossed Megan’s mind, Paul’s expression cleared, and he turned to engage his father in conversation. It was as if nothing had happened. Whatever Paul’s reaction to Trent’s private chat with her was, he seemed to have successfully tucked it away.

      The rest of the meal was relatively uneventful. That is, if you discount Gage not being able to take his hands off her sister. Before Gage, she had never witnessed Rebecca giggle like a schoolgirl. Megan had no idea what Gage was doing underneath the table, but whatever it was had her sister in a very good mood. It wouldn’t surprise Megan if they were late to check out of the hotel.

      As everyone was saying goodbye to one another and preparing to set off, Marilyn walked over to give Megan a hug. “You take care of yourself, and if you need extra time to study, you make sure to speak up.”

      Megan didn’t know what to say. Her mother had never been nurturing in the traditional sense—not nurturing at all, really. It had always been Rebecca who watched out for Megan—always her sister who made sure Megan had something to eat, or gave her that disapproving look when she made the wrong decision. When Megan was a teenager, she had sometimes loathed her sister for it. Okay, sometimes she still did, but after spending so much time with Chloe, Megan was beginning to understand.

      “Call me when you get there?” Megan glanced over to find her sister standing next to her. Marilyn backed away, giving the sisters a moment together to say their farewells.

      “Sure.”

      Rebecca frowned. “I’m sorry if I overstepped my bounds last night, but I always worry about you. I can’t help it.”

      Megan had completely forgotten about what her sister had said the night before. Ever since she’d strolled into Paul’s room last night to check on him, she’d had other things on her mind. “I’m good. Really.”

      “You know you can talk to me, right?” Rebecca paused. “And I’ll try to just listen and not tell you what to do.”

      That made Megan chuckle.

      Rebecca pursed her lips. “You’re right. That’s not going to happen. I can try, though.”

      Megan gave her sister a big hug. “I love you, Becca.”

      “I love you, too, Megan,” Rebecca whispered as she hugged Megan back.

      Gage came up beside Rebecca, and Megan released her hold on her sister. It took all of two seconds for Gage’s arm to wrap firmly around his wife’s waist, his hand resting on her barely visible baby bump. “Did you get some rest last night?”

      Megan rolled her eyes. “Not you, too?”

      He feigned innocence. “What?”

      She shook her head, leaned up to give her brother-in-law a kiss on the cheek, and then turned to go. “Take care of my big sister.”

      “Megan?”

      Megan should have known Rebecca wouldn’t let her go that easily, so she glanced over her shoulder, and winked. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

      Taking full advantage of the embarrassment she’d caused her sister, Megan walked swiftly across the room to where Paul was standing with Chloe and his parents. Before she could say anything, Paul did.

      “Are you about ready to go?”

      “Yep.”

      Paul said a quick goodbye to his parents, and allowed Chloe some last minute hugs to her grandparents, before the three of them headed for the car. He remained silent until he had Chloe buckled into the backseat, and was situated behind the wheel.

      He maneuvered the car out of the parking lot and onto the road, driving toward the interstate. They had roughly a two-hour drive in front of them. Normally their trips between Ohio and his home in Indianapolis were filled with conversation. Sometimes they’d play I Spy with Chloe, if her nose wasn’t in a book or playing with her Barbies. During those periods, she and Paul would normally pass the drive chatting about whatever came to their minds. Once, they’d ended up discussing the age-old argument of which came first, the chicken or the egg. It was silly, but it passed the time.

      “You okay?”

      She kept her eyes forward, not looking at him, and released a frustrated sigh. “I’m fine.”

      He didn’t ask again, and she was glad. Every now and then, she felt his gaze on her, but she ignored it and appeared to be engrossed in watching the road. Megan didn’t want to lie to him, but she had no idea how to even begin to bring up what had happened between them last night, and how much he might or might not remember about it. Add to that the fact that they were going to be spending the next two hours in a vehicle with little ears that could hear anything they said and any conversations that needed to happen weren’t possible at the moment.

      Besides, Megan had to figure out how in the world she was going to bring up the subject. It wasn’t as if she could come right out and say, ‘Hey, do you remember making out with me on the bed in your hotel room last night?’

      Okay, she could, but she didn’t think that would go over really well. Paul was an incredibly private person. Although he was open with his daughter—and even Megan, to some degree—she was pretty sure if she confronted him with it straight out, he’d clam up. At best, he would shut her out. At worst, she’d be out of a job.

      Paul was important to her, and after what had happened, Megan knew that on at least some level, he felt something for her, too. Maybe it was just physical attraction. It was possible. Megan knew that she was attractive to the opposite sex, and it might have only been that which had prompted last night’s reaction from Paul.

      Even as the thought crossed her mind, Megan didn’t believe it. Yes, he had been trashed. No, he didn’t remember what he’d done, so he probably wasn’t thinking rationally.

      Megan knew all of that, and she was ashamed to admit that she had personal experience with getting plastered and not remembering what you’d done the next morning. Paul wasn’t like that, though, and she couldn’t see him going up to some random woman and initiating something like that just because he was out of his mind drunk.

      Maybe she was deluding herself, but she didn’t want last night to have happened because she was convenient. She wanted him to want her for her, and she was positive that they would have had sex if he hadn’t fallen asleep. Megan wanted more than just sex from Paul, however. The problem was she didn’t know if he’d ever be able to give her more than that. He still loved his wife. How could Megan ever compete with that?

      
        
        ***

      

      

      Paul tried his best to concentrate on the road and not the woman sitting beside him in the passenger seat. His hangover lingered, but he was able to ignore it for the most part. It wasn’t nearly as bad as it had been a few hours ago. What he couldn’t ignore was the growing feeling that something was bothering Megan, and that he’d somehow had a part in whatever it was.

      The entire drive home, he tried his best to recall what had occurred the night before. He remembered going back to his room, removing the plastic covering off one of the glasses the hotel provided in the room, and sitting down on the small couch with his bottle of scotch. Gradually, as he drank, the pain had begun to dull. Memories of Melissa—their wedding, their life—flooded his vision, but he was detached from it. Seeing her face didn’t bring with it the twisting in his gut.

      He swallowed, and blinked several times, forcing his concentration back on the highway in front of him. The last thing he needed was to get distracted while driving.

      With that in mind, Paul pushed through what he could remember of the previous night, and pressed his consciousness for what wasn’t so readily available. He squinted as if that would somehow help, but all it did was serve to nudge his headache closer to the surface once more. How was it possible he couldn’t remember? Not even as a teenager had he drunk enough to cause memory loss. Surely there had to be something he could do to bring what had occurred back to him.

      He kept trying even though it only increased the pounding in his head. The image of Megan standing over him, her eyes full of desire, kept surfacing in his mind the harder he tried to push through the fog in his brain. For the life of him, he couldn’t figure out where it had come from. Megan had never looked at him like that before. He was sure of it. But there was something about it that seemed more real than a dream. What happened last night?

      By the time Paul pulled into his driveway, he wasn’t any closer to solving the mystery. The last thing he could positively remember was picking up the bottle of scotch to pour himself yet another drink, and almost dropping it. At that point, he’d decided that maybe he’d better stop.

      That’s it. That was the last thing he remembered. What happened after that? At what point did Megan come into his room
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