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				A brand-new Westmoreland family
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				New York Times
						bestselling author Brenda Jackson brings you the story of Megan
						Westmoreland. She’s hired Rico Claiborne to uncover her family’s
						history—with her help. But when their partnership turns personal, Megan
						discovers the truth: passions burn hotter in Texas. 
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				Bonus Book! For your enjoyment, we’ve added
						in this volume Beyond Temptation, a favorite book
						by Brenda Jackson!
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				Dear Reader,

				I introduced Rico Claiborne in my seventh Westmoreland novel,
						The Chase is On, as the brother to my heroine,
					Jessica Claiborne. And you met him again in A Durango
						Affair as the brother of Savannah Claiborne, the heroine in that
					novel. Your emails began pouring in requesting that I write Rico’s story. I put
					him on my “To Do” list until I thought I had the perfect heroine. Someone who
					was worthy of his heart. 

				I found her in Megan Westmoreland.

				Texas Wild is Megan and Rico’s
					story as they join forces in search of information about the patriarch of the
					Denver Westmorelands, Raphel. Their journey takes them from the mountains of
					Denver to the plains of Texas where the heat they encounter is blazing and
					wild—and is mainly for each other. 

				It’s time to get to know Rico, up close and personal, in a
					love story that will leave you breathless and tempt you to get wild. 

				Happy reading!
 Brenda Jackson
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				To Gerald Jackson, Sr. My one and only. My
						everything. Happy 40th Anniversary!

				To my readers who asked for Rico
						Claiborne’s story, Texas Wild is especially for you!

				To my Heavenly Father. How Great Thou
						Art.

				Though your beginning was small, yet your
						latter end would increase abundantly.

				—Job 8:7
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				PROLOGUE

				A beautiful June day

				“OMG, WHO’S THE latecomer to the
					wedding?”

				“Don’t know, but I’m glad he made it to the reception.”

				“Look at that body.”

				“Look at that walk.”

				“He should come with a warning sign that says Extremely
					Hot.”

				Several ladies in the wedding party whispered among themselves,
					and all eyes were trained on the tall, ultrahandsome man who’d approached the
					group of Westmoreland male cousins across the room. The reception for Micah
					Westmoreland’s wedding to Kalina Daniels was in full swing on the grounds of
					Micah Manor, but every female in attendance was looking at one particular
					male.

				The man who’d just arrived.

				“For crying out loud, will someone please tell me who he is?”
					Vickie Morrow, a good friend of Kalina’s, pleaded in a low voice. She looked
					over at Megan Westmoreland. “Most of the good-looking men here are related to
					you in some way, so tell us. Is he another Westmoreland cousin?”

				Megan was checking out the man just as thoroughly as all the
					other women were. “No, he’s no kin of mine. I’ve never seen him before,” she
					said. She hadn’t seen the full view yet, either, just his profile, but even that
					was impressive—he had handsome features, a deep tan and silky straight hair that
					brushed against the collar of his suit. He was both well dressed and
					good-looking.

				“Yes, he definitely is one fine specimen of a man and is
					probably some Hollywood friend of my cousins, since he seems to know them.”

				“Well, I want to be around when the introductions are made,”
					Marla Ford, another friend of Kalina’s, leaned over and whispered in Megan’s
					ear. “Make that happen.”

				Megan laughed. “I’ll see what I can do.”

				“Hey, don’t look now, ladies, but he’s turned this way and is
					looking over here,” Marla said. “In fact, Megan, your brother Zane is pointing
					out one of us to him...and I hope it’s me.” Seconds later, Marla said in a
					disappointed voice, “It’s you, Megan.”

				Marla had to be mistaken. Why would Zane point her out to that
					man?

				“Yeah, look how the hottie is checking you out,” Vickie
					whispered to Megan. “It’s like the rest of us don’t even exist. Lordy, I do declare. I wish some man would look at me
					that way.”

				Megan met the stranger’s gaze. Everyone was right. He was
					concentrated solely on her. And the moment their eyes connected, something
					happened. It was as if heat transmitted from his look was burning her skin,
					flaming her blood, scorching her all over. She’d never felt anything so powerful
					in her life.

				Instant attraction.

				Her heart pounded like crazy, and she shivered as everything
					and everyone around her seemed to fade into the background...everything except
					for the sound of the soft music from the orchestra that pulled her and this
					stranger into a cocoon. It was as if no one existed but the two of them.

				Her hand, which was holding a glass of wine, suddenly felt
					moist, and something fired up within her that had never been lit before. Desire.
					As potent as it could get. How could a stranger affect her this way? For the
					first time in her adult life, at the age of twenty-seven, Megan knew what it
					meant to be attracted to someone in a way that affected all her vital signs.

				And, as an anesthesiologist, she knew all about the workings of
					the human body. But up until now she’d never given much thought to her own body
					or how it would react to a man. At least, not to how it would react to this
					particular man...whomever he was. She found her own reaction as interesting as
					she found it disconcerting.

				“That guy’s hot for you, Megan.”

				Vickie’s words reminded Megan that she had an audience.
					Breaking eye contact with the stranger, she glanced over at Vickie, swallowing
					deeply. “No, he’s not. He doesn’t know me, and I don’t know him.”

				“Doesn’t matter who knows who. What just happened between you
					two is called instant sexual attraction. I felt it. We all did. You would have
					to be dead not to have felt it. That was some kind of heat emitting between the
					two of you just now.”

				Megan drew in a deep breath when the other women around her
					nodded and agreed with what Vickie had said. She glanced back over at the
					stranger. He was still staring and held her gaze until her cousin Riley tapped
					him on the shoulder to claim his attention. And when Savannah and Jessica, who
					were married to Megan’s cousins Durango and Chase, respectively, walked up to
					him, she saw how his face split in a smile before he pulled both women into his
					arms for a huge hug.

				That’s when it hit her just who the stranger was. He was
					Jessica and Savannah’s brother, the private investigator who lived in
					Philadelphia, Rico Claiborne. The man Megan had hired a few months ago to probe
					into her great-grandfather’s past.

				* * *

				RICO CLAIBORNE WAS glad to see his
					sisters, but the woman Zane had pointed out to him, the same one who had hired
					him over the phone a few months ago, was still holding his attention, although
					he was pretending otherwise.

				Dr. Megan Westmoreland.

				She had gone back to talking to her friends, not looking his
					way. That was fine for now since he needed to get his bearings. What in the hell
					had that been all about? What had made him concentrate solely on her as if all
					those other women standing with her didn’t exist? There was something about her
					that made her stand out, even before Zane had told him the one in the pastel
					pink was his sister Megan.

				The woman was hot, and when she had looked at him, every cell
					in his body had responded to that look. It wasn’t one of those
					I’m-interested-in-you-too kind of looks. It was one of those looks that
					questioned the power of what was going on between them. It was quite obvious she
					was just as confused as he was. Never had he reacted so fiercely to a woman
					before. And the fact that she was the one who had hired him to research Raphel
					Westmoreland made things even more complicated.

				That had been two months ago. He’d agreed to take the case, but
					had explained he couldn’t begin until he’d wrapped up the other cases he was
					working on. She’d understood. Today, he’d figured he could kill two birds with
					one stone. He’d attend Micah’s wedding and finally get to meet Micah’s cousin
					Megan. But he hadn’t counted on feeling such a strong attraction to her, one
					that still had heat thrumming all through him.

				His sisters’ husbands, as well as the newlyweds, walked up to
					join him. And as Rico listened to the conversations swirling around him, he
					couldn’t help but steal glances over at Megan. He should have known it would be
					just a matter of time before one of his sisters noticed where his attention had
					strayed.

				“You’ve met Megan, right? I know she hired you to investigate
					Raphel’s history,” Savannah said with a curious gleam in her eyes. He knew that
					look. If given the chance she would stick that pretty nose of hers where it
					didn’t belong.

				“No, Megan and I haven’t officially met, although we’ve talked
					on the phone a number of times,” he said, grabbing a drink off the tray of a
					passing waiter. He needed it to cool off. Megan Westmoreland was so freaking hot
					he could feel his toes beginning to burn. “But I know which one she is. Zane
					pointed her out to me a few minutes ago,” he added, hoping that would appease
					his sister’s curiosity.

				He saw it didn’t when she smiled and said, “Then let me
					introduce you.”

				Rico took a quick sip of his drink. He started to tell Savannah
					that he would rather be introduced to Megan later, but then decided he might as
					well get it over with. “All right.”

				As his sister led him over to where the group of women stood,
					all staring at him with interest in their eyes, his gaze was locked on just one.
					And he knew she felt the strong attraction flowing between them as much as he
					did. There was no way she could not.

				It was a good thing they wouldn’t be working together closely.
					His job was just to make sure she received periodic updates on how the
					investigation was going, which was simple enough.

				Yes, he decided, as he got closer to her, with the way his
					entire body was reacting to her, the more distance he put between himself and
					Megan the better.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER ONE

				Three months later

				“DR.
						WESTMORELAND, THERE’S someone
					here to see you.”

				Megan Westmoreland’s brow arched as she glanced at her watch.
					She was due in surgery in an hour and had hoped to grab a sandwich and a drink
					from the deli downstairs before then. “Who is it, Grace?” she asked, speaking
					into the intercom system on her desk. Grace Elsberry was a student in the
					college’s work-study program and worked part-time as an administrative assistant
					for the anesthesiology department at the University of Colorado Hospital.

				“He’s hot. A Brad Cooper look-alike with a dark tan,” Grace
					whispered into the phone.

				Megan’s breath caught and warm sensations oozed through her
					bloodstream. She had an idea who her visitor was and braced herself for Grace to
					confirm her suspicions. “Says his name is Rico Claiborne.” Lowering her voice
					even more, Grace added, “But I prefer calling him Mr. Yummy...if you know what I
					mean.”

				Yes, she knew exactly what Grace meant. The man was so
					incredibly handsome he should be arrested for being a menace to society. “Please
					send Mr. Claiborne in.”

				“Send him in? Are you kidding? I will take the pleasure of
						escorting him into your office, Dr.
					Westmoreland.”

				Megan shook her head. She couldn’t remember the last time Grace
					had taken the time to escort anyone into her office. The door opened, and Grace,
					wearing the biggest of grins, escorted Rico Claiborne in. He moved with a
					masculine grace that exerted power, strength and confidence, and he looked like
					a model, even while wearing jeans and a pullover sweater.

				Megan moved from behind her desk to properly greet him. Rico
					was tall, probably a good six-four, with dark brown hair and a gorgeous pair of
					hazel eyes. They had talked on the phone a number of times, but they had only
					met once, three months ago, at her cousin Micah’s wedding. He had made such an
					impact on her feminine senses that she’d found it hard to stop thinking about
					him ever since. Now that he had completed that case he’d been working on,
					hopefully he was ready to start work on hers.

				“Rico, good seeing you again,” Megan said, smiling, extending
					her hand to him. Grace was right, he did look like Brad Cooper, and his
					interracial features made his skin tone appear as if he’d gotten the perfect
					tan.

				“Good seeing you again as well, Megan,” he said, taking her
					hand in his.

				The warm sensation Megan had felt earlier intensified with the
					touch of his hand on hers, but she fought to ignore it. “So, what brings you to
					Denver?”

				He placed his hands in the pockets of his jeans. “I arrived
					this morning to appear in court on a case I handled last year, and figured since
					I was here I’d give you an update. I actually started work on your case a few
					weeks ago. I don’t like just dropping in like this, but I tried calling you when
					I first got to town and couldn’t reach you on your cell phone.”

				“She was in surgery all morning.”

				They both turned to note Grace was still in the room. She stood
					in the doorway smiling, eyeing Rico up and down with a look of pure female
					appreciation on her face. Megan wouldn’t have been surprised if Grace started
					licking her lips.

				“Thanks, and that will be all Grace,” Megan said.

				Grace actually looked disappointed. “You sure?”

				“Yes, I’m positive. I’ll call you if I need you,” Megan said,
					forcing back a grin.

				“Oh, all right.”

				It was only when Grace had closed the door behind her that
					Megan glanced back at Rico to find him staring at her. A shiver of nervousness
					slithered down her spine. She shouldn’t feel uncomfortable around him. But she
					had discovered upon meeting Rico that she had a strong attraction to him,
					something she’d never had for a man before. For the past three months, out of
					sight had meant out of mind where he was concerned—on her good days. But with
					him standing in the middle of her office she was forced to remember why she’d
					been so taken with him at her cousin’s wedding.

				The man was hot.

				“Would you like to take a seat? This sounds important,” she
					said, returning to the chair behind her desk, eager to hear what he had to say
					and just as anxious to downplay the emotional reaction he was causing.

				A few years ago, her family had learned that her
					great-grandfather, Raphel Stern Westmoreland, who they’d assumed was an only
					child, had actually had a twin brother, Reginald Scott Westmoreland. It all
					started when an older man living in Atlanta by the name of James Westmoreland—a
					grandson of Reginald—began genealogy research on his family. His research
					revealed a connection to the Westmorelands living in Denver—her family. Once
					that information had been uncovered, her family had begun to wonder what else
					they didn’t know about their ancestor.

				They had discovered that Raphel, at twenty-two, had become the
					black sheep of the family after running off with the preacher’s wife, never to
					be heard from again. He had passed through various states, including Texas,
					Wyoming, Kansas and Nebraska, before settling down in Colorado. It was found
					that he had taken up with a number of women along the way. Everyone was curious
					about what happened to those women, since it appeared he had been married to
					each one of them at some point. If that was true, there were possibly even more
					Westmorelands out there that Megan and her family didn’t know about. That was
					why her oldest cousin, Dillon, had taken it upon himself to investigate her
					great-grandfather’s other wives.

				Dillon’s investigation had led him to Gamble, Wyoming, where
					he’d not only met his future wife, but he’d also found out the first two women
					connected with Raphel hadn’t been the man’s wives, but were women he had helped
					out in some way. Since that first investigation, Dillon had married and was the
					father of one child, with another on the way. With a growing family, he was too
					busy to chase information about Raphel’s third and fourth wives. Megan had
					decided to resume the search, which was the reason she had hired Rico, who had,
					of course, come highly recommended by her brothers and cousins.

				Megan watched Rico take a seat, thinking the man was way too
					sexy for words. She was used to being surrounded by good-looking men. Case in
					point, her five brothers and slew of cousins were all gorgeous. But there was
					something about Rico that pulled at her in a way she found most troublesome.

				“I think it’s important, and it’s the first break I’ve had,” he
					responded. “I was finally able to find something on Clarice Riggins.”

				A glimmer of hope spread through Megan. Clarice was rumored to
					have been her great-grandfather’s third wife. Megan leaned forward in her chair.
					“How? Where?”

				“I was able to trace what I’ve pieced together to a small town
					in Texas, on the other side of Austin, called Forbes.”

				“Forbes, Texas?”

				“Yes. I plan to leave Thursday morning. I had thought of
					leaving later today, after this meeting, but your brothers and cousins talked me
					out of it. They want me to hang out with them for a couple of days.”

				Megan wasn’t surprised. Although the Westmorelands were mostly
					divided among four states—Colorado, Georgia, Montana and Texas—the males in the
					family usually got together often, either to go hunting, check on the various
					mutual business interests or just for a poker game getaway. Since Rico was the
					brother-in-law to two of her cousins, he often joined those trips.

				“So you haven’t been able to find out anything about her?” she
					asked.

				“No, not yet, but I did discover something interesting.”

				Megan lifted a brow. “What?”

				“It’s recorded that she gave birth to a child. We can’t say
					whether the baby was male or female, but it was a live birth.”

				Megan couldn’t stop the flow of excitement that seeped into her
					veins. If Clarice had given birth, that could mean more Westmoreland cousins out
					there somewhere. Anyone living in Denver knew how important family was to the
					Westmorelands.

				“That could be big. Really major,” she said, thinking. “Have
					you mentioned it to anyone else?”

				He shook his head, smiling. “No, you’re the one who hired me,
					so anything I discover I bring to you first.”

				She nodded. “Don’t say anything just yet. I don’t want to get
					anyone’s hopes up. You can say you’re going to Texas on a lead, but nothing else
					for now.”

				Presently, there were fifteen Denver Westmorelands. Twelve
					males and three females. Megan’s parents, as well as her aunt and uncle, had
					been killed in a plane crash years ago, leaving Dillon and her oldest brother,
					Ramsey, in charge. It hadn’t been easy, but now all of the Westmorelands were
					self-supporting individuals. All of them had graduated from college except for
					the two youngest—Bane and Bailey. Bane was in the U.S. Navy, and Bailey, who’d
					fought the idea of any education past high school, was now in college with less
					than a year to go to get her degree.

				There had never been any doubt in Megan’s mind that she would
					go to college to become an anesthesiologist. She loved her job. She had known
					this was the career she wanted ever since she’d had her tonsils removed at six
					and had met the nice man who put her to sleep. He had come by to check on her
					after the surgery. He’d visited with her, ate ice cream with her and told her
					all about his job. At the time, she couldn’t even pronounce it, but she’d known
					that was her calling.

				Yet everyone needed a break from their job every once in a
					while, and she was getting burned out. Budget cuts required doing more with
					less, and she’d known for a while that it was time she went somewhere to chill.
					Bailey had left that morning for Charlotte to visit their cousin Quade, his wife
					Cheyenne and their triplets. Megan had been tempted to go with her, since she
					had a lot of vacation time that she rarely used. She also thought about going to
					Montana, where other Westmorelands lived. One nice thing about having a large
					family so spread out was that you always had somewhere to go.

				Suddenly, a thought popped into Megan’s head, and she glanced
					over at Rico again to find him staring at her. Their gazes held for a moment
					longer than necessary before she broke eye contact and looked down at the
					calendar on her desk while releasing a slow breath. For some reason she had a
					feeling he was on the verge of finding out something major. She wanted to be
					there when he did. More than anything she wanted to be present when he found out
					about Clarice’s child. If she was in Denver while he was in Texas, she would go
					nuts waiting for him to contact her with any information he discovered. Once
					she’d gotten her thoughts and plans together, she glanced back up at him.

				“You’re leaving for Texas in two days, right?”

				He lifted a brow. “Yes. That’s my plan.”

				Megan leaned back in her chair. “I’ve just made a decision
					about something.”

				“About what?”

				Megan smiled. “I’ve decided to go with you.”

				* * *

				RICO FIGURED THERE were a lot of things
					in life he didn’t know. But the one thing he did know was that there was no way
					Megan Westmoreland was going anywhere with him. Being alone with her in this
					office was bad enough. The thought of them sitting together on a plane or in a
					car was too close for comfort. It was arousing him just thinking about it.

				He was attracted to her big-time and had been from the moment
					he’d seen her at Micah’s wedding. He had arrived late because of a case he’d
					been handling and had shown up at the reception just moments before the bride
					and groom were to leave for their honeymoon. Megan had hired him a month
					earlier, even though they’d never met in person. Because of that, the first
					thing Rico did when he arrived at the reception was to ask Zane to point her
					out.

				The moment his and Megan’s gazes locked he had felt desire rush
					through him to a degree that had never happened before. It had shocked the hell
					out of him. His gaze had moved over her, taking in every single thing he saw,
					every inch of what he’d liked. And he’d liked it all. Way too much. From the
					abundance of dark curls on her head to the creamy smoothness of her mahogany
					skin, from the shapely body in a bridesmaid gown to the pair of silver stilettos
					on her feet. She had looked totally beautiful.

				At the age of thirty-six, he’d figured he was way too old to be
						that attracted to any woman. After all, he’d
					dated quite a few women in his day. And by just looking at Megan, he could tell
					she was young, that she hadn’t turned thirty yet. But her age hadn’t stopped him
					from staring and staring and staring...until one of her cousins had reclaimed
					his attention. But still, he had thought about her more than he should have
					since then.

				“Well, with that settled, I’ll notify my superiors so they can
					find a replacement for me while I’m gone,” she said, breaking into his thoughts.
					“There are only a few surgeries scheduled for tomorrow, and I figure we’ll be
					back in a week or so.”

				Evidently she thought that since he hadn’t said anything, he
					was okay with the idea of her accompanying him to Texas. Boy, was she wrong.
					“Sorry, Megan, there’s no way I’ll let you come with me. I have a rule about
					working alone.”

				He could tell by the mutinous expression on her face that he
					was in for a fight. That didn’t bother him. He had two younger sisters to deal
					with so he knew well how to handle a stubborn female.

				“Surely you can break that rule this one time.”

				He shook his head. “Sorry, I can’t.”

				She crossed her arms over her chest. “Other than the fact that
					you prefer working alone, give me another reason I can’t go with you.”

				He crossed his arms over his own chest. “I don’t need another
					reason. Like I said, I work alone.” He did have a reason, but he wouldn’t be
					sharing it with her. All he had to do was recall what had almost happened the
					last time he’d worked a case with a woman.

				“Why are you being difficult?”

				“Why are you?” he countered.

				“I’m not,” she said, throwing her head back and gritting out
					her words. “This is my great-grandfather we’re talking about.”

				“I’m fully aware of who he was. You and I talked extensively
					before I agreed to take on this case, and I recall telling you that I would get
					you the information you wanted...doing things my way.”

				He watched as she began nibbling on her bottom lip. Okay, so
					now she was remembering. Good. For some reason, he couldn’t stop looking into
					her eyes, meeting her fiery gaze head on, thinking her eyes resembled two
					beautiful dark orbs.

				“As the client, I demand that you take me,” she said, sharply
					interrupting his thoughts.

				He narrowed his gaze. “You can demand all you want, but you’re
					not going to Texas with me.”

				“And why not?”

				“I’ve told you my reasons, now can we move on to something
					else, please?”

				She stood up. “No, we can’t move on to something else.”

				He stood, as well. “Now you’re acting like a spoiled
					child.”

				Megan’s jaw dropped. “A spoiled child? I’ve never acted like a
					spoiled child in my entire life. And as for going to Texas, I will be going
					since there’s no reason that I shouldn’t.”

				He didn’t say anything for a moment. “Okay, there is another
					reason I won’t take you with me. One that you’d do well to consider,” he said in
					a calm, barely controlled tone. She had pushed him, and he didn’t like being
					pushed.

				“Fine, let’s hear it,” she snapped furiously.

				He placed his hands in the pockets of his jeans, stood with his
					legs braced apart and leveled his gaze on her when he spoke in a deep, husky
					voice. “I want you, Megan. Bad. And if you go anywhere with me, I’m going to
					have you.”

				He then turned and walked out of her office.

				Shocked, Megan dropped back down in her chair. “Gracious!”

				* * *

				THREE SURGERIES LATER, back in her office, Megan paced the floor.
					Although Rico’s parting statement had taken her by surprise, she was still
					furious. Typical man. Why did they think everything began and ended in the
					bedroom? So, he was attracted to her. Big deal. Little did he know, but she was
					attracted to him as well, and she had no qualms about going to Texas with him.
					For crying out loud, hadn’t he ever heard of self-control?

				She was sister to Zane and Derringer and cousin to Riley and
					Canyon—three were womanizers to the core. And before marrying Lucia, Derringer
					had all but worn his penis on his sleeve and Zane, Lord help him, wore his
					anywhere there was a free spot on his body. She couldn’t count the number of
					times she’d unexpectedly shown up at Zane’s place at the wrong time or how many
					pairs of panties she’d discovered left behind at Riley’s. And wasn’t it just
					yesterday she’d seen a woman leave Canyon’s place before dawn?

				Besides that, Rico Claiborne honestly thought all he had to do
					was decide he wanted her and he would have her? Wouldn’t she have some kind of
					say-so in the matter? Evidently he didn’t think so, which meant he really didn’t
					know whom he was dealing with. The doctors at the hospital, who thought she was
					cold and incapable of being seduced, called her “Iceberg Megan.”

				So, okay, Rico had thawed her out a little when she’d seen him
					at the wedding three months ago. And she would admit he’d made her heart flutter
					upon seeing him today. But he was definitely under a false assumption if he
					thought all he had to do was snap his fingers, strut that sexy walk and she
					would automatically fall into any bed with him.

				She scowled. The more she thought about it, the madder she got.
					He should know from all the conversations they’d shared over the phone that this
					investigation was important to her. Family was everything to her, and if there
					were other Westmorelands out there, she wanted to know about them. She wanted to
					be in the thick of things when he uncovered the truth as to where those
					Westmorelands were and how quickly they could be reached.

				Megan moved to the window and looked out. September clouds were
					settling in, and the forecasters had predicted the first snowfall of the year by
					the end of the week. But that was fine since she had no intention of being here
					in Denver when the snow started. Ignoring what Rico had said about her not going
					to Texas with him, she had cleared her calendar for not only the rest of the
					week, but also for the next month. She had the vacation time, and if she didn’t
					use it by the end of the year she would end up losing it anyway.

				First, she would go to Texas. And then, before returning to
					work, she would take off for Australia and spend time with her sister Gemma and
					her family. Megan enjoyed international travel and recalled the first time she’d
					left the country to visit her cousin Delaney in the Middle East. That had been
					quite an enjoyable experience.

				But remembering the trip to visit her cousin couldn’t keep her
					thoughts from shifting back to Rico, and she felt an unwelcoming jolt of desire
					as she recalled him standing in her office, right in this very spot, and saying
					what he’d said, without as much as blinking an eye.

				If he, for one minute, thought he had the ability to tell her
					what to do, he had another thought coming. If he was that attracted to her then he needed to put a cap on it. They were
					adults and would act accordingly. The mere thought that once alone they would
					tear each other’s clothes off in some sort of heated lust was total rubbish.
					Although she was attracted to him, she knew how to handle herself. It was going to be hard to keep her hands to herself.

				But no matter what, she would.

				* * *

				“YOU SURE I’M not putting you out,
					Riley? I can certainly get a room at the hotel in town.”

				“I won’t hear of it,” Riley Westmoreland said, smiling. “Hell,
					you’re practically family.”

				Rico threw his luggage on the bed, thinking he certainly hadn’t
					felt like family earlier when he’d been alone with Megan. He still couldn’t get
					over her wanting to go to Texas with him. Surely she had felt the sexual tension
					that seemed to surround them whenever they were within a few feet of each
					other.

				“So how are things going with that investigation you’re doing
					for Megan?” Riley asked, breaking into Rico’s thoughts.

				“Fine. In fact, I’m on my way to Texas to poke around a new
					lead.”

				Riley’s brow lifted. “Really? Does Megan know yet?”

				“Yes. I met with her at the hospital earlier today.”

				Riley chuckled. “I bet she was happy about that. We’re all
					interested in uncovering the truth about Poppa Raphel, but I honestly think
					Megan is obsessed with it and has been ever since Dillon and Pam shared those
					journals with her. Now that Dillon has made Megan the keeper of the journals she
					is determined to uncover everything. She’s convinced we have more relatives out
					there somewhere.”

				Rico had read those journals and had found them quite
					interesting. The journals, written by Raphel himself, had documented his early
					life after splitting from his family.

				“And it’s dinner tonight over at the big house. Pam called
					earlier to make sure I brought you. I hope you’re up for it. You know how testy
					pregnant women can get at times.”

				Rico chuckled. Yes, he knew. In fact, he had noted the number
					of pregnant women in the Westmoreland family. Enough to look like there was some
					sort of epidemic. In addition to Pam, Derringer’s wife, Lucia, was expecting and
					so was Micah’s wife, Kalina. There were a number of Atlanta Westmorelands
					expecting babies, as well.

				Case in point, his own sisters. Jessica was pregnant again, and
					Savannah had given birth to her second child earlier that year. They were both
					happily married, and he was happy for them. Even his mother had decided to make
					another go of marriage, which had surprised him after what she’d gone through
					with his father. But he liked Brad Richman, and Rico knew Brad truly loved his
					mother.

				“Well, I’ll let you unpack. We’ll leave for Dillon’s place in
					about an hour. I hope you’re hungry because there will be plenty of food. The
					women are cooking, and we just show up hungry and ready to eat,” Riley said,
					laughing.

				A half hour later Rico had unpacked all the items he needed.
					Everything else would remain in his luggage since he would be leaving for Texas
					the day after tomorrow. Sighing, he rubbed a hand down his face, noting his
					stubble-roughened jaw. Before he went out anywhere, he definitely needed to
					shave. And yes, he was hungry since he hadn’t eaten since that morning, but
					dinner at Dillon’s meant most of the Denver Westmorelands who were in town would
					be there. That included Megan. Damn. He wasn’t all that sure he was ready to see
					her again. He was known as a cool and in-control kind of guy. But those elements
					of his personality took a flying leap around Megan Westmoreland.

				Why did he like the way she said his name? To pronounce it was
					simple enough, but there was something about the way she said it, in a sultry
					tone that soothed and aroused.

				Getting aroused was the last thing he needed to think about. It
					had been way too long since he’d had bedroom time with a woman. So he was in far
					worse shape than he’d realized. Seeing Megan today hadn’t helped matters. The
					woman was way too beautiful for her own good.

				Grabbing his shaving bag off the bed, Rico went into the guest
					bath that was conveniently connected to his room. Moments later, after lathering
					his face with shaving cream, he stared into the mirror as he slowly swiped a
					razor across his face. The familiar actions allowed his mind to wander, right
					back to Megan.

				The first thing he’d noticed when he’d walked into her office
					was that she’d cut her hair. She still had a lot of curls, but instead of
					flowing to her shoulders, her hair crowned her face like a cap. He liked the
					style on her. It gave her a sexier look...not that she needed it.

				He could just imagine being wheeled into surgery only to
					discover she would be the doctor to administer the drug to knock you out.
					Counting backward while lying flat on your back and staring up into her face
					would guarantee plenty of hot dreams during whatever surgery you were
					having.

				He jolted when he nicked himself. Damn. He needed to
					concentrate on shaving and rid his mind of Megan. At least he didn’t have to
					worry about that foolishness of hers, about wanting to go with him to Texas. He
					felt certain, with the way her eyes had nearly popped out of the sockets and her
					jaw had dropped after what he’d said, that she had changed her mind.

				He hadn’t wanted to be so blatantly honest with her, but it
					couldn’t be helped. Like he told her, he preferred working alone. The last time
					he had taken a woman with him on a case had almost cost him his life. He
					remembered it like it was yesterday. An FBI sting operation and his female
					partner had ended up being more hindrance than help. The woman blatantly refused
					to follow orders.

				Granted, there was no real danger involved with Megan’s case
					per se. In fact, the only danger he could think of was keeping his hands to
					himself where Megan was concerned. That was a risk he couldn’t afford. And he
					had felt the need to be blunt and spell it out to her. Now that he had, he was
					convinced they had an understanding.

				He would go to Texas, delve into whatever he could discover
					about Clarice Riggins and bring his report back to her. Megan was paying him a
					pretty hefty fee for his services, and he intended to deliver. But he would have
					to admit that her great-grandfather had covered his tracks well, which made Rico
					wonder what all the old man had gotten into during his younger days. It didn’t
					matter, because Rico intended to uncover it all. And like he’d told Megan,
					Clarice Riggins had given birth, but there was nothing to indicate that she and
					Raphel had married. It had been a stroke of luck that he’d found anything at all
					on Clarice, since there had been various spellings of the woman’s name.

				He was walking out of the bathroom when his cell phone rang,
					and he pulled it off the clip. He checked and saw it was a New York number. He
					had several associates there and couldn’t help wondering which one was
					calling.

				“This is Rico.”

				There was a slight pause and then... “Hello, son. This is your
					father.”

				Rico flinched, drew in a sharp breath and fought for control of
					his anger, which had come quick...as soon as he’d recognized the voice. “You
					must have the wrong number because I don’t have a father.”

				Without giving the man a chance to say anything else, he
					clicked off the phone. As far as he was concerned, Jeff Claiborne could go to
					hell. Why on earth would the man be calling Rico after all this time? What had
					it been? Eighteen years? Rico had been happy with his father being out of sight
					and out of mind.

				To be quite honest, he wished he could wash the man’s memory
					away completely. He could never forget the lives that man had damaged by his
					selfishness. No, Jeff Claiborne had no reason to call him. No reason at all.

				
			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER TWO

				MEGAN TRIED TO downplay
					her nervousness as she continued to cut up the bell pepper and celery for the
					potato salad. According to Pam, Rico had been invited to dinner and would
					probably arrive any minute.

				“Has Rico found anything out yet?”

				Megan glanced over at her cousin-in-law. She liked Pam and
					thought she was perfect for Dillon. The two women were alone for now. Chloe and
					Bella had gone to check on the babies, and Lucia, who was in the dining room,
					was putting icing on the cake.

				“Yes, there’s a lead in Texas he’ll follow up on when he leaves
					here,” Megan said. She didn’t want to mention anything about Clarice. The last
					thing she wanted to do was get anyone’s hopes up.

				“How exciting,” Pam said as she fried the chicken, turning
					pieces over in the huge skillet every so often. “I’m sure you’re happy about
					that.”

				Megan would be a lot happier if Rico would let her go to Texas
					with him, but, in a way, she had solved that problem and couldn’t wait to see
					the expression on his face when he found out how. Chances were, he thought he’d
					had the last word.

				She sighed, knowing if she lived to be a hundred years old she
					wouldn’t be able to figure out men. Whenever they wanted a woman they assumed a
					woman would just naturally want them in return. How crazy was that bit of
					logic?

				There was so much Megan didn’t know when it came to men,
					although she had lived most of her life surrounded by them. Oh, she knew some
					things, but this man-woman stuff—when it came to wants and desires—just went
					over her head. Until she’d met Rico, there hadn’t been a man who’d made her give
					him a second look. Of course, Idris Elba didn’t count.

				She lifted her gaze from the vegetables to look over at Pam.
					Megan knew Pam and Dillon had a pretty good marriage, a real close one. Pam,
					Chloe, Lucia and Bella were the older sisters she’d never had, and, at the
					moment, she needed some advice.

				“Pam?”

				“Hmm?”

				“How would you react if a man told you he wanted you?”

				Pam glanced her way and smiled. “It depends on who the man is.
					Had your brother told me that, I would have kicked my fiancé to the curb a lot
					sooner. The first thing I thought when I saw Dillon was that he was hot.”

				That was the same thing Megan had thought when she’d seen Rico.
					“So you would not have gotten upset had he said he wanted you?”

				“Again, it depends on who the man is. If it’s a man I had the
					hots for, then no, I wouldn’t have gotten upset. Why would I have? That would
					mean we were of the same accord and could move on to the next phase.”

				Megan raised a brow. “The next phase?”

				“Yes, the I-want-to-get-to-know-you-better phase.” Pam looked
					over at her. “So tell me. Was this a hypothetical question or is there a man out
					there who told you he wants you?”

				Megan nervously nibbled on her bottom lip. She must have taken
					too long to answer because Pam grinned and said, “I guess I got my answer.”

				Pam took the last of the chicken out of the skillet, turned off
					the stove and joined Megan at the table. “Like I said, Megan, the question you
					should ask yourself is...if he’s someone you want, too. Forget about what he
					wants for the moment. The question is what do you
					want?”

				Megan sighed. Rico was definitely a looker, a man any woman
					would want. But what did she really know about him, other than that he was
					Jessica and Savannah’s older brother, and they thought the world of him?

				“He doesn’t want to mix business with pleasure, not that I
					would have, mind you. Besides, I never told him that I wanted him.”

				“Most women don’t tell a man. What they do is send out vibes.
					Men can pick up on vibes real quick, and depending on what those vibes are, a
					man might take them as a signal.”

				Megan looked perplexed. “I don’t think I sent out
					anything.”

				Pam laughed. “I hate to say this, but Jillian can probably size
					a man up better than you can. Your brothers and cousins sheltered you too much
					from the harsh realities of life.” Jillian was Pam’s sister, who was a sophomore
					in college.

				Megan shook her head. “It’s not that they sheltered me, I just
					never met anyone I was interested in.”

				“Until now?”

				Megan lifted her chin. “I’m really not interested in him, but I
					want us to work closer together, and he doesn’t...because he wants me.”

				“Well, I’m sure there will be times at the hospital when the
					two of you will have no choice but to work together.”

				Pam thought the person they were discussing was another doctor.
					Megan wondered what Pam’s reaction would be if she found out the person they
					were talking about was one of her dinner guests.

				Megan heard loud male voices and recognized all of them. One
					stood out, the sound a deep, husky timbre she’d come to know.

				Rico had arrived.

				* * *

				RICO PAUSED IN his conversation with
					Dillon and Ramsey when Megan walked into the room to place a huge bowl on the
					dining room table. She called out to him. “Hello, Rico.”

				“Megan.”

				If his gaze was full of male appreciation, it couldn’t be
					helped. She had changed out of the scrubs he’d seen her in earlier and into a
					cute V-neck blue pullover sweater and a pair of hip-hugging jeans. She looked
					both comfortable and beautiful. She had spoken, which was a good indication that
					he hadn’t offended her by what he’d told her. He was a firm believer that the
					truth never hurt, but he’d known more than one occasion when it had pissed
					people off.

				“So, you’re on your way to Texas, I hear.” Dillon
					Westmoreland’s question penetrated Rico’s thoughts.

				He looked at Dillon and saw the man’s questioning gaze and knew
					he’d been caught ogling Megan. Rico’s throat suddenly felt dry, and he took a
					sip of his wine before answering. “Yes. I might have a new lead. Don’t want to
					say what it is just yet, until I’m certain it is one.”

				Dillon nodded. “I understand, trust me. When I took that time
					off to track down information on Raphel, it was like putting together pieces of
					a very complicated puzzle. But that woman,” he said, inclining his head toward
					Pam when she entered the room, “made it all worthwhile.”

				Rico glanced over to where Pam was talking to Megan. He could
					see how Pam could have made Dillon feel that way. She was a beautiful woman.
					Rico had heard the story from his sisters, about how Dillon had met Pam while in
					Wyoming searching for leads on his great-grandfather’s history. Pam had been
					engaged to marry a man who Dillon had exposed as nothing more than a lying,
					manipulating, arrogant SOB.

				Rico couldn’t help keeping his eye on Megan as her brother
					Ramsey and her cousins Dillon and Riley carried on conversations around him.
					Thoughts of her had haunted him ever since they’d met back in June. Even now, he
					lay awake with thoughts of her on his mind. How could one woman make such an
					impression on him, he would never know. But like he told her, he wanted her, so
					it was best that they keep their distance, considering his relationship with the
					Westmoreland family.

				“So when are you leaving, Rico?”

				He turned to meet Ramsey Westmoreland’s inquisitive gaze. The
					man was sharp and, like Dillon, had probably caught Rico eyeing Megan. The hand
					holding Rico’s wineglass tensed. He liked all the Westmorelands and appreciated
					how the guys included him in a number of their all-male get-togethers. The last
					thing he wanted was to lose their friendship because he couldn’t keep his eyes
					off their sister and cousin.

				“I’m leaving on Thursday. Why do you ask?”

				Ramsey shrugged. “Just curious.”

				Rico couldn’t shake the feeling that the man was more than just
					curious. He frowned and stared down at his drink. It was either that or risk the
					wrath of one of the Westmorelands if he continued to stare at Megan, who was
					busy setting the table.

				Dillon spoke up and intruded into Rico’s thoughts when he said,
					“Pam just gave me the nod that dinner is ready.”

				Everyone moved in the direction of the dining room. Rico turned
					to follow the others, but Ramsey touched his arm. “Wait for a minute.”

				Rico nodded. He wondered why Ramsey had detained him. Had Megan
					gone running to her brother and reported what Rico had said to her earlier? Or
					was Ramsey about to call him out on the carpet for the interest in Megan that he
					couldn’t hide? In either of those scenarios, how could he explain his intense
					desire for Megan when he didn’t understand it himself? He’d wanted women before,
					but never with this intensity.

				When the two of them were left alone, Ramsey turned to him and
					Rico braced himself for whatever the man had to say. Rico was older brother to
					two sisters of his own so he knew how protective brothers could be. He hadn’t
					liked either Chase or Durango in the beginning only because he’d known something
					was going on between them and his sisters.

				Ramsey was silent for a moment, doing nothing more than slowly
					sipping his wine, so Rico decided to speak up. “Was there something you wanted
					to discuss with me, Ramsey?” There were a couple of years’ difference in their
					ages, but at the moment Rico felt like it was a hell of a lot more than
					that.

				“Yes,” Ramsey replied. “It’s about Megan.”

				Rico met Ramsey’s gaze. “What about her?”

				“Just a warning.”

				Rico tensed. “I think I know what you’re going to say.”

				Ramsey shook his head, chuckling. “No. I don’t think that you
					do.”

				Rico was confused at Ramsey’s amusement. Hell, maybe he didn’t
					know after all. “Then how about telling me. What’s the warning regarding
					Megan?”

				Ramsey took another sip of his drink and said, “She’s
					strong-willed. She has self-control of steel and when she sets her mind to do
					something, she does it, often without thinking it through. And...if you tell her
					no, you might as well have said yes.”

				Rico was silent for a moment and then asked, “Is there a reason
					you’re telling me this?”

				Ramsey’s mouth curved into a smile. “Yes, and you’ll find out
					that reason soon enough. Now come on, they won’t start dinner without us.”

				* * *

				MEGAN TRIED DROWNING out all the conversation going on around her. As usual, whenever the
					Westmorelands got together, they had a lot to talk about.

				She was grateful Pam hadn’t figured out the identity of the man
					they’d been discussing and seated them beside each other. Instead, Rico was
					sitting at the other end of the table, across from Ramsey and next to Riley. If
					she had to look at him, it would be quite obvious she was doing so.

				Riley said something and everyone chuckled. That gave her an
					excuse to look down the table. Rico was leaning back against the chair and
					holding a half-filled glass of wine in his hand, smiling at whatever the joke
					was about. Why did he have to look so darn irresistible when he smiled?

				He must have felt her staring because he shifted his gaze to
					meet hers. For a moment she forgot to breathe. The intensity of his penetrating
					stare almost made her lips tremble. Something gripped her stomach in a tight
					squeeze and sent stirrings all through her nerve endings.

				At that moment, one thought resonated through her mind. The
					same one Pam had reiterated earlier. It doesn’t matter if
						he wants you. The main question is whether or not you want him.

				Megan immediately broke eye contact and breathed in slowly,
					taking a sip of her wine. She fought to get her mind back on track and regain
					the senses she’d almost lost just now. She could control this. She had to.
					Desire and lust were things she didn’t have time for. The only reason she wanted
					to go to Texas with Rico was to be there when he discovered the truth about
					Raphel.

				Thinking it was time to make her announcement, she picked up
					her spoon and tapped it lightly against her glass, but loud enough to get
					everyone’s attention. When all eyes swung her way she smiled and said, “I have
					an announcement to make. Most of you know I rarely take vacation time, but today
					I asked for an entire month off, starting tomorrow.”

				Surprised gazes stared back at her...except one. She saw a look
					of suspicion in Rico’s eyes and noted the way his jaw tightened.

				“What’s wrong? You’re missing Bailey already and plan to follow
					her to North Carolina?” her cousin Stern asked, grinning.

				Megan returned his grin and shook her head. “Although I miss
					Bailey, I’m not going to North Carolina.”

				“Let me guess. You’re either going to visit Gemma in Australia
					or Delaney in Tehran,” Chloe said, smiling.

				Again Megan shook her head. “Those are on my to-do list for
					later, but not now,” she said.

				When others joined in, trying to guess where she was headed,
					she held up her hand. “Please, it’s not that big of a deal.”

				“It’s a big deal if you’re taking time off. You like
					working.”

				“I don’t like working, but I like the job I do. There is a
					difference. And to appease everyone’s curiosity, I talked to Clint and Alyssa
					today, and I’m visiting them in Texas for a while.”

				“Texas?”

				She glanced down the table at Riley, which allowed her to look
					at Rico again, as well. He was staring at her, and it didn’t take a rocket
					scientist to see he wasn’t pleased with her announcement. Too bad, too glad. She
					couldn’t force him to take her to Texas, but she could certainly go there on her
					own. “Yes, Riley, I’m going to Texas.”

				“When are you leaving?” her brother Zane asked. “I need to, ah,
					get that box from you before you leave.”

				She nodded, seeing the tense expression in Zane’s features. She
					wondered about the reason for it. She was very much aware that he had a lock box
					in her hall closet. Although she’d been tempted, she’d never satisfied her
					curiosity by toying with the lock and looking inside. “That will be fine, Zane.
					I’m not leaving until Friday.”

				She took another quick glance at Rico before resuming dinner.
					He hadn’t said anything, and it was just as well. There really wasn’t anything
					he could say. Although they would end up in the same state and within mere miles
					from each other, they would not be together.

				Since he didn’t want her to accompany him, she would do a
					little investigating on her own.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER THREE

				THE NEXT MORNING Rico was still
					furious.

				Now he knew what Ramsey’s warning had been about. The little
					minx was going to Texas, pretty damn close to where he would be. He would have
					confronted her last night, but he’d been too upset to do so. Now here he was—at
					breakfast time—and instead of joining Zane, Riley, Canyon and Stern at one of
					the local cafés that boasted hotcakes to die for, he was parked outside Megan’s
					home so he could try and talk some sense into her.

				Did she not know what red-hot desire was about? Did she not
					understand how it was when a man really wanted a woman to the point where
					self-control took a backseat to longing and urges? Did she not comprehend there
					was temptation even when she tried acting cool and indifferent?

				Just being around her last night had been hard enough, and now
					she was placing herself in a position where they would be around each other in
					Texas without any family members as buffers. Oh, he knew the story she was
					telling her family, that she would be visiting Clint in Austin. Chances were,
					she would—for a minute. He was friends with Clint and Alyssa and had planned to
					visit them as well, during the same time she planned to be there. Since Forbes
					wasn’t that far from Austin, Clint had offered Rico the use of one of their
					cabins on the Golden Glade Ranch as his headquarters, if needed.

				But now Megan had interfered with his plans. She couldn’t
					convince Rico that she didn’t have ulterior motives and that she didn’t intend
					to show up in Forbes. She intended to do some snooping, with or without him. So
					what the hell was she paying him for if she was going to do things her way? He
					got out of the car and glanced around, seeing her SUV parked at the side of her
					house. She had a real nice spread, and she’d kept most of it in its natural
					state. In the background, you could see rolling hills and meadows, mountains and
					the Whisper Creek Canyon. It was a beautiful view. And there was a lake named
					after her grandmother Gemma. Gemma Lake was huge and, according to Riley, the
					fish were biting all the time. If Megan hadn’t been throwing him for a loop,
					Rico would have loved to find a fishing pole while he was here to see if the
					man’s claim was true.

				Megan’s home was smaller than those owned by her brothers and
					male cousins. Their homes were two or three stories, but hers was a single
					story, modest in size, but eye-catching just the same. It reminded him of a
					vacation cabin with its cedar frame, wraparound porch and oversize windows. It
					had been built in the perfect location to take advantage of both lake and
					canyon.

				He’d heard the story of how the main house and the three
					hundred acres on which it sat had been willed to Dillon, since he was the oldest
					cousin. The remaining Denver Westmorelands got a hundred acres each once they
					reached their twenty-fifth birthdays. They had come up with pet names for their
					particular spreads. There was Ramsey’s Web, Derringer’s Dungeon, Zane’s Hideout
					and Gemma’s Gem. Now, he was here at Megan’s Meadows.

				According to Riley, Megan’s property was prime land, perfect
					for grazing. She had agreed to let a portion of her land be used by Ramsey for
					the raising of his sheep, and the other by Zane and Derringer for their horse
					training business.

				If Riley suspected anything because of all the questions Rico
					had asked last night about Megan, he didn’t let on. And it could have been that
					the man was too preoccupied to notice, since Riley had his little black book in
					front of him, checking off the numbers of women he intended to call.

				It was early, and Rico wondered if Megan was up yet. He would
					find out soon enough. Regardless, he intended to have his say. She could pretend
					she hadn’t recognized the strong attraction between them, that sexual chemistry
					that kept him awake at night, but he wasn’t buying it. However, just in case she
					didn’t have a clue, he intended to tell her. Again. There was no need for her to
					go to Texas, and to pretend she was going just to visit relatives was a
					crock.

				The weather was cold. Tightening his leather jacket around him,
					he moved quickly, walking up onto the porch. Knocking on the door loudly, he
					waited a minute and then knocked again. When there was no answer, he was about
					to turn around, thinking that perhaps she’d gone up to the main house for
					breakfast, when suddenly the door was snatched open. His jaw almost dropped. The
					only thing he could say when he saw her, standing there wearing the cutest
					baby-doll gown, was wow.

				* * *

				MEGAN STARED AT Rico, surprised to see him. “What are you doing here?”

				He leaned in the doorway. “I came to talk to you. And what are
					you doing coming to the door without first asking who it is?”

				She rolled her eyes. “I thought you were one of my brothers.
					Usually they are the only ones who drop by without notice.”

				“Is that why you came to the door dressed like that?”

				“Yes, what do you want to talk to me about? You’re letting cold
					air in.”

				“Your trip to Texas.”

				Megan stared at him, her lips tight. “Fine,” she said, taking a
					step back. “Come in and excuse me while I grab my robe.”

				He watched her walk away, thinking the woman looked pretty damn
					good in a nightgown. Her shapely backside filled it out quite nicely and showed
					what a gorgeous pair of legs she had.

				Thinking that the last thing he needed to be thinking about was
					her legs, he removed his jacket and placed it on the coatrack by the door before
					moving into the living room. He glanced around. Her house was nice and cozy.
					Rustic. Quaint. The interior walls, as well as the ceiling and floors, were
					cedar like the outside. The furniture was nice, appropriate for the setting and
					comfortable-looking. From where he stood, he could see an eat-in kitchen
					surrounded by floor-to-ceiling windows where you could dine and enjoy a view of
					the mountains and lake. He could even see the pier at her brother Micah’s place
					that led to the lake and where the sailboat docked.

				“Before we start talking about anything, I need my coffee.”

				Rico turned when she came back into the room, moving past him
					and heading toward the kitchen. He nodded, understanding. For him, it was
					basically the same, which was why he had drunk two cups already. “Fine. Take
					your time,” he said. “I’m not going anywhere because I know what you’re
					doing.”

				She didn’t respond until she had the coffeemaker going. Then
					she turned and leaned back against a counter to ask, “And just what am I
					doing?”

				“You’re going to Texas for a reason.”

				“Yes, and I explained why. I need a break from work.”

				“Why Texas?”

				She lifted her chin. “Why not Texas? It’s a great state, and I
					haven’t been there in a while. I missed that ball Clint, Cole and Casey do every
					year for their uncle. It will be good to see them, especially since Alyssa is
					expecting again.”

				“But that’s not why you’re going to Texas and you know it,
					Megan. Can you look me in the eyes and say you don’t plan to set one foot in
					Forbes?”

				She tilted her head to look at him.
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