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“Fate would have it, you’d be the robbery division’s first female detective.”

Sam flashed her a grin, clearly amused by the situation. “Think you’re up to it, McIntyre?”

He was saying that to goad her, she thought. To make her stop focusing on the uncomfortable aspect of this situation and just view it as a challenge. Appreciating the intent, she had to give him his due. “You’re not as dumb as you look, Wyatt.”

The comment made him laugh. “Bet you say that to all the guys.”

“Only the ones who deserve it.”

“You know, McIntyre, this might be the beginning of a beautiful friendship.”

“Too late for that. I already know you,” she reminded him.




Dear Reader,

Welcome back to another installment of the Cavanaugh saga. Riley McIntyre’s story actually began in the last Cavanaugh book when her partner, Diego Sanchez, was slaughtered by the so-called vampire slayer. The death hit her hard and the ordinarily outgoing, happy-go-lucky Riley withdrew into herself. Detective Sam Wyatt is a charismatic ladies’ man with his own set of problems. An affair that ended abruptly seven years ago comes back to haunt him in the form of a daughter he never knew he had. The girl is delivered to him because her mother was killed in a car accident and Sam is the little girl’s only relative. With no idea how to handle a pint-size female, he turns to Riley for help. In the end, they help each other. She shows him how to be a family man, and he shows her how to get back into the game of life, big-time.

I hope you enjoy this latest Cavanaugh tale. I thank you for reading it and, above all else, I wish you someone to love who loves you back.

Love,

Marie Ferrarella




USA TODAY
BESTSELLING AUTHOR



MARIE FERRARELLA
In Bed with the Badge


Books by Marie Ferrarella
Silhouette Romantic Suspense

*
In Broad Daylight
#1315

*
Alone in the Dark
#1327

*
Dangerous Disguise
#1339

**
The Heart of a Ruler
#1412

*
The Woman Who Wasn’t There
#1415

*
Cavanaugh Watch
#1431

‡
Her Lawman on Call
#1451

‡
Diagnosis: Danger
#1460

‡‡
My Spy
#1472

‡
Her Sworn Protector
#1491

*
Cavanaugh Heat
#1499

‡
A Doctor’s Secret
#1503

‡
Secret Agent Affair
#1511

*
Protecting His Witness
#1515

Colton’s Secret Service
#1528

The Heiress’s 2-Week Affair
#1556

*
Cavanaugh Pride
#1571

*
Becoming a Cavanaugh
#1575

The Agent’s Secret Baby
#1580

*
The Cavanaugh Code
#1587

*
In Bed with the Badge
#1596

Silhouette Special Edition

§
Her Good Fortune
#1665

†
Because a Husband Is Forever
#1671

§§
The Measure of a Man
#1706

†
She’s Having a Baby
#1713

†
Her Special Charm
#1726

Husbands and Other Strangers
#1736

***
The Prodigal M.D. Returns
#1775

‡‡‡
Mother in Training
#1785

Romancing the Teacher
#1826

††
Remodeling the Bachelor
#1845

††
Taming the Playboy
#1856

††
Capturing the Millionaire
#1863

†††
Falling for the M.D.
#1873

§§§
Diamond in the Rough
#1910

§§§
The Bride with No Name
#1917

§§§
Mistletoe and Miracles #1941

§
Plain Jane and the Playboy
#1946

§§§
Travis’s Appeal
#1958

***
Loving the Right Brother
#1977

The 39-Year-Old Virgin
#1983

§§§
A Lawman for Christmas
#2006

‡‡‡‡
Prescription for Romance
#2017



MARIE FERRARELLA
This
USA TODAY
bestselling and RITA
®
Award-winning author has written almost two hundred novels for Silhouette Books, some under the name Marie Nicole. Her romances are beloved by fans worldwide. Visit her Web site at www.marieferrarella.com.



To
Sam Warren,
for lending me
his first name.
Hope you like this.



Contents
Chapter 1


Chapter 2


Chapter 3


Chapter 4


Chapter 5


Chapter 6


Chapter 7


Chapter 8


Chapter 9


Chapter 10


Chapter 11


Chapter 12


Chapter 13


Chapter 14


Chapter 15




Chapter 1

“I’
m worried about her, Brian.” Lila Cavanaugh’s eyes met her husband’s in the long mirror that hung over the double, ice-blue-tiled sink in their bathroom. “She’s never behaved like this before.” They both hurried to get ready, to arrive at work early for completely different reasons.

Brian Cavanaugh, the Aurora Police Department’s Chief of Detectives and, technically, Lila’s superior, at least at the precinct, didn’t have to ask his wife who
she
was, despite the fact that Lila’s declaration had come out of the blue.

Lila referred to her younger daughter, Riley McIntyre.

Riley, like her three siblings as well as her mother, was a detective on the police force and ultimately under Brian Cavanaugh’s command. Until a couple of months
ago, the twenty-eight-year-old had been a happy-go-lucky, outgoing and upbeat young woman who greeted every morning with a grin and a wisecrack. Her deep blue eyes always sparkled. If Brian were to single out the stepchild with the most optimistic, positive view of life, it would have been Riley.

But the recent murder of her new partner, Detective Diego Sanchez, by the very serial killer that she and the rest of the homicide task force were pursuing at the time, had changed all that. Riley had become quiet, introspective and, at times, just plain unreachable.

It concerned him, as well.

In a way, she reminded him of his niece, Rayne, the youngest of his older brother, Andrew’s, children. Right after her mother had disappeared and was presumed dead, Rayne began to act out, getting in trouble with the police despite the fact that Andrew was Aurora’s Chief of Police at the time. Fortunately, Rayne had straightened out over time and made them all proud.

Granted, Riley wasn’t acting out, but there was no denying that she was dealing with an excessive amount of emotional turmoil.

Was the change in her behavior permanent or temporary?

“She keeps saying she’s all right, but I know she’s not,” Lila insisted. She gave up the pretense of applying her makeup and turned to face her husband. “I don’t want her on the street like that, Brian. Being out there is hard enough when you’re at the top of your game, let alone being off the way she seems to be these days.” Lila hated
asking for favors, even from her own husband, but this was for her daughter. “As her superior, can’t you order her to take some time off until she’s her old self again?”

Lila had long since accepted and made peace with the fact that her children had all followed her late husband and her into the police force. She did her best not to worry about them too much. But this new turn of events had thrown the balance off and she sincerely feared for Riley’s well-being, not to mention her life.

“I could,” Brian allowed slowly. His eyes met Lila’s. “But I won’t.”

Disappointment sliced through her clear down to the bone. She had counted on his agreeing with her. “But Brian—”

“Lila, put yourself in Riley’s place. When you were shot and almost died on me all those years ago, how did you feel, having all that time to think about what’d happened?” He deliberately made no reference to how he’d felt, watching her sink to the ground, or what had gone through his mind as his own hands tried to stop the bleeding, to desperately keep her life from flowing out of her body.

Her mouth turned grim. “Awful,” Lila finally conceded.

And she had continued to feel that way long after she’d recuperated from her gunshot wound. Ben McIntyre, her first husband, had used the shooting to manipulate her. Jealous of what he thought was her relationship with Brian, her partner at the time, Ben had forced her to quit the force in order to become a full-time wife and mother. While she loved her children, she hated being away from the life that gave hers such meaning.

Giving up the force made her feel like only half a person.

“What I can do,” Brian said, “is make Riley’s status contingent on seeing the department’s therapist.”

“Hoolihan?” Even as she said the man’s name, Lila shook her head. Her frown further underscored her disapproval.

Brian thought of himself as a fair man and he was always willing to listen to an opposing point of view. Turning around to face his wife, he leaned a hip against the sink and crossed his arms before his still rather buff chest.

“Okay, what’s wrong with Hoolihan?” Brian asked.

After she’d been shot and before Ben had forced her to resign from the force, she’d seen the therapist on her own. She remembered it being a less-than-rewarding experience.

“Well, for one thing, I doubt if anyone but a robot could relate to the man.” The session—and the man’s cold, dead eyes—had left a bad taste in her mouth that existed to this day. “He’s impersonal, removed and, frankly, the man gives me the creeps.”

Brian thought it over for a moment. His own encounters with the therapist were limited to run-ins in the hall and an exchange of nods. He was in no position to champion the man.

“All right, we’ll find someone else for Riley. That’ll be your assignment,” he said affectionately, punctuating the declaration with a quick kiss to her temple.

The corners of Lila’s mouth lifted as she fisted one
hand at her hip. “And what’ll you be doing while I’m searching for a sympathetic ear for Riley?”

“You mean what’ll I be doing aside from the massive task of directing the detectives of all the departments?” he deadpanned. He thought of the reason he was going in so early. “I’ll be making the final decision regarding finding our daughter a new partner.”

Lila smiled. She liked his reference to Riley as “our daughter” despite the fact that their combined families consisted of eight adult children and he could have just as easily divided the two factions into “your kids” and “my kids.” Instead, they became “ours.” That was just the Cavanaugh way and it was only one of the many reasons why she loved this man so much.

“Do you have anyone in mind?” Lila asked, curious.

He looked back into the mirror to make sure he’d shaved evenly. “Yes, I have someone very definite in mind.”

“Do I get a name, or do I have to guess?” she asked.

Brian looked away from the mirror. There was a glimmer in his eyes. “Depends on what you’re willing to trade for the information,” he teased.

Lila glanced at her watch. “We’re both due at the precinct in half an hour,” she pointed out.

Wide shoulders rose and fell in a pseudo-careless shrug. “Lots of things can be accomplished in a small amount of time, Mrs. Cavanaugh,” he told her just as he began to skim his lips lightly along her neck.

He could make her heart race so easily, Lila thought.
She doubted if she would ever get used to this. Or take it for granted.

“So, we’re skipping breakfast,” she said with minor difficultly as he stole her breath away.

“Not always the most important meal of the day,” he told her, slowly working his way around her throat. He lifted up her chin with the tip of his finger to expose more of the targeted area.

Lila gave up the pretense of leaving the house on time. She wove her arms around her husband’s neck.

“Consider it skipped,” she breathed, giving in to temptation.

 

“But I didn’t put in for a transfer,” Riley protested, stunned.

She was sitting in her stepfather’s office. That morning she’d found a message on her desk saying that the Chief of Detectives wanted to see her. She’d come knowing that this had to be something official because if it was anything else, Brian would have picked up the telephone and called her at home to discuss it.

But she’d never expected to be hit with this.

“I know you didn’t.” Brian’s voice was kind, but firm. “I decided to do it for you.”

Riley had never been big on change, especially not now. “I’ve been assigned to Homicide ever since I made detective.” A feeling of desperation began to sink hooks into her. She did her best to bank down the feeling. “Have I done something wrong? Because if I have, just tell me what it is and I’ll—”

Brian cut her off. “No, nothing. You haven’t done anything wrong, Riley,” he emphasized. “You’re an asset to the force and, most likely, this is only a temporary assignment. Robbery is currently shorthanded.” He paused for a moment before adding, “And you need a change.”

He saw her shoulders stiffen, as if his words had been a physical blow.

“I just need to get back in the saddle,” Riley insisted.

“You never got out of the saddle, Riley,” Brian contradicted. “You didn’t take any time off after Sanchez was killed, even when I encouraged you. And I understand that. You’re one of those people who needs to be busy in order to deal with something unpleasant that’s bothering you.” He smiled at her. “You’re not all that different than I am in this respect,” he acknowledged. Getting out of his chair and from behind his desk, he drew closer to her. “This isn’t punishment, Riley. This is taking a breather, getting a change of pace—and doing me a favor,” he added for good measure, hoping that would help her.

Riley took a breath. This was the man who had brightened her mother’s world a thousandfold. The man who had always been more of a father to her and her brothers and sister than her own father had been. Brian was doing what he thought was best for her, but she didn’t want to give up her routine, didn’t want to be away from people she was accustomed to working with. This was
not
the time for her to build new relationships.

Still, when he put it like that, it was hard turning the Chief down—even though she knew what was really
behind his so-called request. And “favors” had nothing to do with it.

Sighing, she realized she had no choice but to relent. Riley nodded. “All right, if it’s really that important, I guess I can work in the robbery division—but just until you get someone else to fill the position.”

“Thank you. I knew I could count on you,” he told her. She noticed that he didn’t agree with her about the temporariness of the situation. Instead, he seemed to be waiting a beat, then continued. “And there’s something else.”

She
knew
it. Riley looked at her stepfather warily. “What?”

“Nothing major,” he assured her. “I want you to see a therapist.”

Riley closed her eyes, searching for strength. “Oh, God, Chief, not Hoolihan.”

“No,” he agreed with a laugh, “not Hoolihan. Your mother already made that case for you,” he explained when she eyed him curiously.

“Mother?” Riley repeated quietly.

So they were both conspiring against her, she thought, feeling more alone than ever. She loved them both, but didn’t they understand that she’d deal with this on her own terms? In her own way? That it was just going to take her time to forget the image of Diego, lying in the alley, in a pool of his own blood, a stake driven through his heart like some character in a grade B horror movie?

This wasn’t a head cold she was trying to get over
but a huge case of guilt. She should have been watching his back.

Brian nodded. “She made me see that talking to Hoolihan wasn’t going to help. Your mother suggested that you find someone in private practice to help you deal with this.”

Riley squared her shoulders in a defensive movement that, at one time or another, he’d seen his own four kids make. “But I am dealing with this.”

Brian knew that he could successfully argue the case, but he merely said, “Humor me.”

Riley sighed. She was stuck.

“How long do I have to find this ‘shrink’?” She couldn’t get herself to even say the word “therapist.” Acknowledging the word would be like admitting that she needed help and she didn’t. She just needed time, that was all.

“I would have preferred yesterday,” Brian told her honestly, “but let’s just say you need to find one by the end of the week.”

She was definitely not looking forward to the search. “Yes, sir.”

“Good, that’s what I like to hear. Now, about your new partner—temporary partner,” he threw in when he saw her grip the armrests and rise in her seat.

Sitting back down, Riley continued gripping the armrests as if ready to rip them out. “I don’t need a partner,” she protested with feeling. “I can work on my own.”

“That’s not how this operates, Riley, and you know it. The only time a detective goes solo is if his—or
her—partner calls in sick for the day. We work in teams, Riley, we always have,” he reminded her. “Homicide, Robbery, Vice, it doesn’t matter what department, the procedure is the same.”

Because he was a man she respected as well as loved, she decided to be honest with him, to bare her soul for the moment. “Chief, if something happens to my partner right now, I don’t think I’m up to handling that.”

“Which is why I said you need to see a therapist,” Brian reminded her gently.

“Besides,” a deep voice behind Riley said, “nothing’s going to happen to me, although I’m touched that you’re concerned.”

Intent on making her point with the Chief, Riley hadn’t heard anyone behind her. The voice, coming out of the blue the way it did, nearly made her jump. At the same time, she realized that it sounded vaguely familiar.

Riley twisted around in her chair just in time to see Detective Sam Wyatt stride in, then lean his long, muscular frame against the doorjamb. He’d filled out some since she’d last seen him.

“Morning, Chief,” Sam said, nodding at Brian. “You sent for me?”

“Always know how to make an entrance, don’t you, Detective Wyatt?” Brian said with a shake of his head. He gestured to the chair beside Riley. “Sit down,” he instructed.

“Yes, sir.” He deposited his body into the vacant chair, sparing Riley a nod. “And as for making an entrance, in this case, I had to, sir. I sneaked up on
McIntyre once and nearly wound up getting a .22 right to the chest.” Sam flashed a wide, two-thousand-watt smile known to melt women at three hundred feet. “Still as fast on the draw as you were?” he asked Riley.

She wasn’t the kind to boast, but something about his tone made her say, “Faster,” without hesitation.

Not one to leave anything to chance, Brian made it a point to know as much as possible about the detectives under his command. He’d discovered a while back that Sam Wyatt and Riley had been friendly rivals coming up together at the academy. The thirty-two-year-old Wyatt was a bit of a charmer and there was no denying that he was flamboyant, but the man was still a fine detective and could be relied on to keep an eye on Riley until she was back in fighting form. To him, the two detectives made perfect partners—they would keep each other on their toes.
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