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        ALEX

      

      

      A blaring beeping sounded in Alex’s ear. He threw a hand on his phone to silence it and looked at the curved figure beside him, still fast asleep in the gray morning light. The sheet had fallen off of her, and her silk nightgown had ridden up to reveal the delicious curve of her ass.

      Fuck my life.

      Alex took a deep breath and convinced his dick to pay less attention to the sultry, warm, gorgeous woman beside him.

      It was Day 157 of sleeping next to the one woman Alex couldn’t have: his FBI undercover partner, Brynn.

      Inside the house, they were nothing more than coworkers who slept in the same bed. He glanced at the cameras that were always on throughout the house. Fraternization was entirely off limits, despite their cover identities of being newlyweds.

      Outside the house? They were lovestruck newlyweds who had just moved to the small town of Wellington, Massachusetts, conveniently living next to an alleged kingpin money launderer.

      Goosebumps covered Brynn’s arms as she lay fast asleep, curled up in a ball. Alex grabbed the blankets they shared and covered her, tucking her in so she’d stay warm in the November morning.

      He longed to run his fingers along her delicate jaw. Move her long hair out of the way so he could kiss her neck. Run his nose along her shoulder and move his mouth down to her curved, firm breasts. The feel of her tits pressing against his chest haunted his memory from when he’d hugged her goodbye in the driveway as her dutiful (fake) husband.

      He tried to find a reason to kiss her when they were outside the house, away from the cameras. Brynn always responded to it, but they’d never talked about it. Never let themselves get caught up in the moment. The stakes were too high, and they couldn’t afford to get distracted.

      He moved silently out of bed, cat-like, so as not to wake her. She had a hard time falling asleep, and they’d need every ounce of strength for today’s mission: getting in good with Peter Petrov, the piece of shit money launderer.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        BRYNN

      

      

      Brynn woke with a stretch and heard the shower shut off.

      Good. Maybe I’ll get a show this morning. Alex usually woke and showered first, but about half the time, he forgot to bring his clothes into the bathroom.

      She wondered if it was her lucky morning.

      She snuggled back under the covers, pretending to be asleep. Her favorite way to start the day was seeing his dripping chest, biceps, and abs from under nearly closed eyelids. Imagining what he might feel like, all damp and warm from the shower. She cursed the security cameras hidden throughout their house, preventing them from trying anything physical.

      A muffled ‘Shit’ came from the bathroom and her eyebrows quirked with awareness.

      He didn’t usually make a big deal when he forgot to grab his clothes.

      The bathroom door opened slowly. Alex peeked his head out and glanced her way. She must have sold the fact that she was sleeping because he walked out with nothing more than a washcloth covering himself.

      Brynn took a quick breath at the sight of him and sighed slowly, pretending she was still asleep. He usually came out with a long towel around his waist.

      Which is still in the dryer downstairs, she realized.

      Oops.

      Or not so oops, she thought as he stalked across the room, glistening and naked.

      He had powerful, thick thighs burnished in a golden tan like the rest of him. She got a glimpse of his round, perfectly sculpted behind as he breezed by, but she lost him out of the corner of her eye. Damn. Maybe if she leaned back on the pillow, he wouldn’t notice her staring.

      Brynn gently moved onto her back, fully aware she was in pervert mode. It’s been a long six months, okay? She angled her head and opened her eyes just enough to see him staring at her in the mirror.

      Fuck. Caught in the act.

      He had the audacity to wink at her, smirk, and carry his underwear to their walk-in closet, shielding all his delicious parts from her eyes. The door handle closed with a cacophonous click.

      Fuck, fuck, fuck.

      Brynn’s hands came up to cover her face as she went beet red. She’d never hear the end of this. She jumped in the shower to avoid him.

      Thirty minutes later she came downstairs, ready for the day.

      “Next time I’ll charge admission,” Alex said as he poured a cup of coffee into his mug, biting back a smile.

      “Don’t flatter yourself.” She grabbed the fridge handle and yanked it open. Heat burned at her cheeks. “I was just waking up and accidentally caught an eyeful.”

      “I bet that’s why the towels are still in the dryer. This was your long con to see me naked before we’re done.”

      “Oh, yes. I’m working the most important job of my life, yet I still find time to strategize how to see the office pretty boy’s man butt.”

      He peered at her with steamy eyes over his mug as he took a sip. “See? Long con.”

      She rolled her eyes at him and bit back a smile as she threw on her coat. “You’re meeting me at the Cider Festival at six, right?”

      “Yep. I’ll wear my best shirt,” Alex said, using their code word for wire. They could never be too careful.

      Tonight’s operation was an essential part of their mission. First, prove Petrov and the police were working together and then second, become indebted to Petrov. They needed to see his operation from the inside. They’d already established a friendly relationship with him, playing the roles of the hapless neighbors who always needed to borrow a power tool.

      Brynn opened the back door of their rental cottage, and western Massachusetts's crisp air invaded her lungs. She made her way down the stairs and saw her car already on and warming up, ice melting from her windshield.

      Did Alex do this? Her instincts ran on high alert outside the house. She turned to see him running out of the front door without a coat.

      “That was me.” He walked toward her with a travel mug of coffee. “Thought you’d want a toasty ride this morning.”

      God, she loved being fake married to him. She let her genuine smile shine through. She thought of all the other agents she could have been paired with: Sweaty Hands Ben or Al, the guy who microwaved fish. Instead, she got the sweet, jacked agent who could have moonlit as a Hollywood heart-throb stand-in.

      He handed her the warm tumbler of coffee, and she accepted it with a smile. “How did I win the best husband?”

      His hand came up to her jaw. Yes. She loved it when he played up their relationship for everyone else. Loved that he took any opportunity he could to touch her outside of the house.

      If he only knew how much she craved it.

      “I think you won it with those spectacular, perfect curves I woke up to this morning.” His serious eyes locked with hers.

      A thrill shot straight through her, and she caught her bottom lip between her teeth. He’d never said anything about her body before. Never acknowledged the building heat between them.

      His thumb traced her bottom lip, and her breath hitched. Fuck it. The mission would be over in a few days.
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