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Risking Trust

By Adrienne Giordano

Roxann Thorgesson’s world is out of control. After her father suffers a fatal heart attack, she must take over as publisher of Chicago’s second-largest newspaper. Then her ex-boyfriend Michael Taylor, CEO of his own security company, shows up needing a favor. The last thing Roxann needs is Michael around causing trouble—and potential heartbreak—but he’s involved in a scandalous story she can’t pass up.

Twelve years ago, Michael walked out on Roxann without explanation. Now he needs her help. Michael’s estranged wife has been murdered and he is the prime suspect. He offers something no newspaperwoman could refuse: exclusive access to his headline-making murder accusation, in exchange for her help in uncovering the true killer. When their investigation leads them to a city hall conspiracy, both their lives and their newly reignited flame could be permanently extinguished…

86,000 words



Dear Reader,

What do you get when you cross summer with lots of beach time, and long hours of traveling? An executive editor who’s too busy to write the Dear Reader letter, but has time for reading. I find both the beach and the plane are excellent places to read, and thanks to plenty of time spent on both this summer (I went to Australia! And New Zealand!) I’m able to tell you with confidence: our fall lineup of books is outstanding.

We kick off the fall season with seven romantic suspense titles, during our Romantic Suspense celebration in the first week of September. We’re pleased to offer novella
Fatal Destiny
by Marie Force as a free download to get you started with the romantic suspense offerings. Also in September, fans of Eleri Stone’s sexy, hot paranormal romance debut novel,
Mercy,
can look forward to her follow-up story,
Redemption,
set in the same world of the Lost City Shifters.

Looking to dive into a new erotic romance? We have a sizzling trilogy for you. In October, look for Christine D’Abo’s Long Shots trilogy featuring three siblings who share ownership of a coffee shop, and each of whom discover steamy passion within the walls of a local sex club. Christine’s trilogy kicks off with
Double Shot.

In addition to a variety of frontlist titles in historical, paranormal, contemporary, steampunk and erotic romance, we’re also pleased to present two authors releasing backlist titles with us. In October, we’ll re-release four science fiction romance titles from the backlist of C.J. Barry, and in November four Western romance titles from the backlist of Susan Edwards.

Also in November, we’re thrilled to offer our first two chick lit titles from three debut authors,
Liar’s Guide to True Love
by Wendy Chen and
Unscripted
by Natalie Aaron and Marla Schwartz. I hope you’ll check out these fun, sometimes laugh-out-loud novels.

Whether you’re on the beach, on a plane, or sitting in your favorite recliner at home, Carina Press can offer you a diverting read to take you away on your next great adventure this fall!

We love to hear from readers, and you can email us your thoughts, comments and questions to [email protected]. You can also interact with Carina Press staff and authors on our blog, Twitter stream and Facebook fan page.

Happy reading!

~Angela James

Executive Editor, Carina Press

www.carinapress.com

www.twitter.com/carinapress

www.facebook.com/carinapress



Dear Reader,

Yep, with the help of Carina Press, I’ve managed to pull you into a time warp. Cue the evil laughter.

I’ve always wanted to say that.

As you begin reading, you might be confused because the events of this book happen before those of
Man Law
. Now I’ll give you the real story. Like its heroine, when I first drafted
Risking Trust,
I was grieving the loss of my father. Creating Michael and Roxann’s love story not only sparked the idea for the Private Protectors series, it helped me tackle the brutality known as the grieving process. After finishing, I knew it still needed work. I set the book aside and dove into a sequel.

Fast-forward two manuscripts later and we land in 2010 when Carina Press acquired
Man Law
, soon followed by
A Just Deception.
But with Michael and Roxann, my editor asked for changes that would strengthen the book. Given what
Risking Trust
means to me, and with
Man Law
well into production, the decision was made to take the time necessary to revise this book and release it third in the series rather than first.

My initial thought as I began revisions was how much I’ve grown as a writer. That alone was fulfilling. And, with some suggestions from my editor, I now had the chance to make the book of my heart a published work. I threw myself into making Michael’s voice as powerful as it is in
Man Law
and giving Roxann more fortitude. I also found that, after three books, I knew (and loved) these characters so much more.

So, here it is, the book that started my writing journey. I hope you receive as much pleasure from it as I have.

Adrienne Giordano
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Chapter One

“Mr. Taylor, do you want to make a statement?”

Michael remained still, his hands resting on his thighs, his shoulders back. He’d been in this Chicago P.D. interrogation room for the better part of an hour and hadn’t said a word.

“Mr. Taylor,” Detective Hollandsworth repeated, “your wife was murdered last night and you have nothing to say?”

Oh, he had a lot to say, the first being he didn’t kill his wife, but if he’d learned anything running one of the nation’s most elite private security companies, it was to keep his trap shut. “Not until my lawyer gets here.”

An alien sensation settled on him. Shock? Disbelief? Maybe even sadness because a woman he had loved, a woman who had once been vibrant and fun and sexy, a woman who had grown into a greedy, unhappy wife was dead. Jesus. He may have wanted to end the nightmare of a marriage, but murder? No way.

In his worst bout of rage he wouldn’t have done that to her. Sure they were finalizing a brutal—and costly—divorce, but money he had and if giving up some of it meant getting her out of his life, he’d do it. Simple arithmetic.

Right now, the only thing Michael knew was that these two detectives banged on his door at 8:00 a.m. to haul his ass in for questioning.

He flicked a glance to the two-way mirror behind Hollandsworth’s head. The room’s barren white walls and faded, sickening stench of fear-laced sweat made Michael’s fingers twitch. He’d keep his hands hidden from view. No sense letting his nerves show.

The side door flew open and smacked against the wall with a
thwap
. Hollandsworth and his younger partner, Dowds, shifted to see Michael’s lawyer storm in wearing a slick gray suit complete with pocket hanky.

Arnie Stark set his briefcase on the metal table. “Is he under arrest?”

“Not yet,” Hollandsworth said.

“Do you have anything to hold him?” Arnie held up a hand and his diamond pinky ring flashed against the overhead light. “Wait. Let me rephrase. Do you have anything to hold him on that I won’t shred in the next two hours?”

The room stayed quiet.

Arnie turned to Michael. “Have you said anything?”

“No.”

The lawyer jerked his head without dislodging even one strand of his gelled gray hair. “Good. Let’s go.”

Thank you
. Before Michael could move from his chair, Hollandsworth stood. “We’re not done.”

Arnie stopped in the doorway, spun around and said, “Charge him then.”

Again the room went silent and Michael broke a sweat. The idea of being locked up scared the hell out of him. Hollandsworth’s face took on the tight look of a balloon about to burst and Michael let out a breath.

Arnie pointed to the door. “We’re leaving.”

Once outside the police station, the late March wind coming off Lake Michigan slammed into Michael and he sucked in air as if he’d been without it for months. “I didn’t do it.”

“I don’t care,” Arnie said. “I’m your lawyer, not your priest. You want someone to hold your hand, I’m not your guy. You want someone to keep you out of prison, that’s me.”

Not that Michael needed a babysitter, but hell, he’d appreciate his lawyer believing in his innocence. Then again, this particular lawyer was the best in the city. Anyone living in Chicago knew that because he seemed to be on the news every other week touting another win.

“Keep me out of prison. What now?”

“We go back to my office and you tell me every disgusting detail of your relationship with your wife.”

“Ex-wife,” Michael corrected.

“Not yet she wasn’t.”

 

“It’s on the four o’clock news,” Mrs. Mackey said, pressing the button on the television remote.

Roxann tore her gaze from the declining numbers on the revenue reports and watched as the
Chicago Banner Herald
’s longtime executive secretary, her hair teased and sprayed into submission, switched the channel from CNN to the local news station.

As much as Michael Taylor had wronged her, Roxann couldn’t imagine him a murderer. Or maybe she didn’t
want
to imagine him a murderer. “Has he been charged?”

“He’s only been questioned. I heard from the newsroom that his lawyer got him out before he said anything.”

“What about an alibi?”

“He says he was home alone. His doorman saw him go up.”

Buildings have back doors.

“I can’t believe it. I’d heard they were fighting over money and couldn’t agree on a divorce settlement, but still, to kill her?”

Mrs. Mackey shrugged. “I always knew he was no good.”

“Eh-hem.”

The secretary whirled to the office door and her head snapped back. Michael Taylor, the man who at one time had filled Roxann with unrivaled happiness, stood in the doorway. Her body went rigid. Literally frozen.

Twelve years ago he ripped her in two, carved out a chunk of her soul and left her emotionally obliterated to the point where she’d made her life so orderly there’d be no room for devastation. Ever.

She had yet to mend that wound.

How much did he hear?
She shot out of her chair, sending the blasted thing careening against the wall. He stepped into the office and a tingle surged up her neck.

Michael.

Here.

Now.

“Sorry to interrupt,” he said. The sound of his voice, resonant and edgy, had stayed with her over the years. A warm blanket on the coldest January day.

Then she remembered she hated him, despised him with a fury that would level a city block. Her back stiffened, pulling her into immediate battle mode. What could he be doing here?

An explosion of something Roxann hadn’t felt in a long time consumed her. She’d spent years preparing a speech that would reduce Michael to a sniveling lump of flesh. Now she had her chance. Twelve years of compartmentalizing. Twelve years of missing him. Twelve years of righteous anger.
Breathe. One, two, three. Stay calm.
Roxann imagined starting at her toes and rebuilding herself bit by tiny bit.

Michael continued to stare, his angular face resembling sculpted rock. She had loved that face. Not quite handsome, but rugged and intriguing. He wore his dark hair combed back and the style accentuated the few wrinkles around his eyes.

Mrs. Mackey glared at him. “How did
you
get up here? Did you even stop at the security desk for a visitor’s pass?”

This man left Roxann with enough emotional ruin to fill Soldier Field and her secretary was worried about a visitor’s pass?
Squeeze every muscle. More control. Tighter. Rebuild.

She held up a hand. “He’s here now. Let’s not worry about the pass.”

“I would have gotten a pass if the guard hadn’t ignored me for ten minutes. What should really fry you is I made it up eight floors unimpeded.”

“Should I have him escorted out?” Mrs. Mackey asked.

A little late for that
. Roxann turned toward her desk. “No, but thank you. I’ll handle this.”

“But—”

Roxann eyed her. “I’ve got it. Thank you.”

Mrs. Mackey offered Michael one last sneer before leaving. Any other time, Roxann would have laughed, but right now? Not so much. She ran a hand over the coil of hair tucked behind her head. Something told her this wouldn’t be good.

“So,” she said. “This is unexpected.”

“That, it is.”

The understatement of the century. If someone had told her Michael would be in her office today she’d have stayed in bed. Sure she wanted the opportunity to skewer him for the destruction he’d inflicted upon her, but seeing him now, a successful businessman whose simple presence commanded the room, took her breath away. Yes, Michael had become better looking with age and according to the media, more dangerous.

She had wanted a life with him and over the years, as she watched from afar, the what-ifs tortured her. He had given himself to someone else, when all she’d ever wanted was for him to give himself to
her
.

For all the time spent obsessing over it, Roxann still couldn’t determine why he had chosen Alicia over her.

In place of marriage, Roxann lived alone, worked like a demon and occasionally squeezed in dating men who never managed to capture her interest.

And Michael, the one man who had captured said interest was now suspected of killing his wife.

 

After the Rottweiler of a secretary left—twelve years hadn’t thawed
her
out—Michael remained standing.

The light blue silk blouse Roxann wore magnified the sparkle in her eyes, which shouldn’t have been a surprise. She always did have a sense of style. Her blond hair was shorter now, but still long enough to tie back. He preferred it loose, not that his opinion mattered anymore.

“I heard about your father,” he said. “I’m sorry.”

Roxann had adored her old man and losing the belligerent bastard to a massive heart attack had to be rough.

It also left her in charge of the second largest daily newspaper in the state.

“I’m managing.” She tapped her fingers on the desk, glanced at her chair and finally sat. “You’re here, you might as well sit.”

He gave the office a once over and what an office it was. No sharp corners—only a smooth cherry desk, a couple of matching guest chairs and a shiny table with a few cushioned chairs. The feminine version of a power office. Gone were the days of her being buried under stacks of newspapers in a cubicle the size of a matchbox.

On the walls hung a variety of framed newspaper front pages from all over the country. Two from
The Philadelphia Times
caught Michael’s eye and his belly shrunk to the size of a pea. She’d gone to Philadelphia following their breakup. After he’d made the biggest mistake of his life.

Roxann studied him with those big eyes that weren’t quite blue or green and had always seen right through him. After all these years, being face to face with her clawed at him, reminded him of the pitiful excuse of a man—namely him—who’d failed her. A lot had changed since then and countless times he’d thought about marching in here and telling her he’d screwed up. But he’d never done that and always went home to the wrong woman. The woman who, as of early this morning, was dead.

A knifing pain shot through his shoulders and he cracked his neck against the invasion. Toast already. What a goddamned day. He could sleep for a month.

“What can I do for you?” Roxann asked in that what-are-you-doing-here-and-when-are-you-leaving tone she did so well.

He ignored her comment and set his briefcase on the floor before sitting in one of the chairs in front of the desk. He didn’t expect her to be happy to see him. Truth was, he owed her a twelve-year-old explanation, and he’d love to give it to her.
Not gonna happen though.
Telling her why he’d left all those years ago would only hurt her, and there had been enough of that between them already.

He glanced at the television where a local news reporter stood in front of Area Thirteen headquarters speaking into the camera about Alicia’s murder.

“The victim was found in her North Side home,” the reporter said.

The victim. And then a photo from three years ago of Michael and Alicia at some charity function flashed onto the screen, and he dug his fingers into his forehead. What a shit storm.

Roxann remained silent, but used the remote to turn off the television before leveling a paralyzing gaze on him. She should work for the government. He doubted any man could withstand the pressure of those eyes.

“I’m sorry about your wife.”

“Ex-wife,” he said.

She turned her hand palm up. “Does it matter?”

“Legally, she was my wife, but the relationship was over. Had been for two years. I didn’t consider her my spouse and I did
not
kill her.”

If that information made any impact at all, Roxann didn’t show it. She simply stared at him.

“What do you want, Michael?”

“I have a deal for you.”

“What kind of deal?”

Now or never, Taylor
. “The P.D. is only interested in hearing a confession. If I don’t want to be charged with murder, I’m going to have to find out who killed Alicia. But I want you to help me.”

She sat forward, folded her hands on the desk. “That’s what
you
want?”

“Yes.”

“I could give you a list of things I want, but if memory serves, that doesn’t necessarily matter.”

Michael whistled, long and slow. Damn, he’d missed her. “I see your aim is still deadly.”

“Don’t start.”

“Why not? You used to enjoy verbal combat.”

It had, in fact, been their version of foreplay and almost always wound up with them finding a quiet spot, wherever they were, to bang the living hell out of each other. Back then, whether it be sex or arguing, Roxann always engaged. Always. Without a doubt, there’d been times when he’d manufactured verbal swordplay to get himself laid. As selfish as it was, he always made it worth her while.

She sighed. “Our history doesn’t give you the right to expect things from me.”

Expect things? He didn’t expect squat from anyone, particularly her. The instant throbbing behind his eyes warned of his firing temper and he stood to release some energy.
You’re blowing it, Taylor.
“Wait—”

“My days of waiting for you are over, Michael.”

Verbal swordplay engaged
. “This is business, Roxann, not personal.”

She stood. “I don’t want any part of either.”

“Yes, you do, because you’ll get an exclusive. I’ll give the
Banner
total access to my life, good or bad.”

That stopped her cold. A high profile murder and an exclusive. A publisher’s dream come true.

Roxann pursed her lips, probably thinking about it. “Why come to me with this deal? Why not the
Chronicle
?”

“I’m pissed at them.”

For some reason, that made her laugh. “Why? Because they lambasted your company last year when your operative got caught in that civilian shooting in Afghanistan?”

“Yes. He was in the wrong place at the wrong time and was eventually cleared.
The Chronicle
never followed up on that detail and left the public thinking my guys were a bunch of heartless, murdering barbarians. The
Banner
at least got the story right.”
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